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CHAPTER L

Tris toward the close of a long, bright day in
Jw, that a young collegian enters, somewhat
Jatily, the court-yard of an inn on the outskirts

pne of our university towns.

“Holloa there ! he calls sharply to a skulk-
ostler, who recognizes him with a touch of
forelock ; “bring my horse round, will you,
Ml be quick about it!”
- . Asthe ostler disappears to obey his orders,
’i' the young man leans lazily against the stable wall,
% and the traces of some secret care or annoyance
" are very visible upon his countenance. He
i ought to possess neither; for he is young, good-
4 looking, affluent, and of high- birth, being the
“gsdcond son of the Earl of Norham: but what
to make even earls’ sons invulner-
e effects of the woes -which they
hselves ?. A few months back Eric
eir almost believed that the world was made
&for him and men in the same position as himself’;
o-day, he would give the world,'were it his own,
R0 be. able to retrace his steps ard undo that
hich is irremediable. And yet he has not com-
Apleted his two-and-twentieth year!

As the ostler brings his horse—a fine bay
nimal of some value—up to his side, Eric Keir
‘Wtarts as though he had been dreaming, and, seiz-
Zpg the reins abruptly, is about to spring into the
gaddle. His foot, however, has but reached the

irrup, when he is accosted from the other side.

“Why, Kexr, old fellow! what an age it is-

gince we met! Where have you been hiding

aville . Moxop, a fellow-student though
Tege,

ame Co.

\ , is thrust forward eagerly
o take hxs own. '

At which Eric Keir descelids to carth again,
with an appearance ef being less pleased than
embarrassed at this encounter with his friend,
who is, m&eover, intimately acquainted with all
the mémbers of his family.

“If you.have not seen me, Moxon, it is your
own fault,” he replies, moodily; ¢ for you know
where to fitd me when I am at hawme.”

“Ah! exactly so, my dear fellow—when you
are at®Rome ; but bave you any distinct recolleg-
tion of when you last practised that rather nega-
tive virtue * For my part, I can affirm that you

| bave sportéd the oak on, at least, a dozen’ occa-

sions during the last two months, when I have
been dsirous of palming my irreproachable corn-
pany upon you. What do you do with yourself
out of college-hours ?

At this question, innocent though it appears,
Keir visibly reddens, and then tries to cover his
confusion by a rough answer.

“Much the same as you do, I supposc; much
the same as every man does who is condemned
to be cooped up for three parts of the year in
this musty old towmetry to forget that there is
such a place.”

But Savilte Moxon is not to be put out of tem-

" per so easily.

‘ By riding out of it, as you are going to do
now,” he says, with a light laugh, as ke lays his
hand upon the horse’s mane. “Where are you
bound to, Eric?”

‘“What business is that of yours?” is trem-
bling upon the lips of Eric Keir; but be represses
the inclination to utter it, and substitutes the an-
swer, “Nowhere in particular.” .

“Then, don’t let me detain you. I want to
speak to you, but I can walk by your side a little
way ; or, stay: I dare say they have an animal in

the stables they can let me have, and we'll take
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a'gallop together—as we used to do in the old

3, Keir.”

But to this proposal Eric Keir appcars any
thing but agreeable.

“By no meang,” he rejoins, hastll\ “At
least I know they have nothing you would care
to mount ; and I am quite at your service, Moxon,,
if you wish to speak to me.—Here, ostler! hold
my horse.”

*But, why should I kcep you from )our
ride ?”

“Because I prefer it; prcfcr, that is to say,
speaking to a friend quxctly to howling at him
across the road. Let us turn out of this court-
yard, where evory wall has ears and every win-
dow a pair of eyes. And now what is your busi-

" ness with me 2

The young men have gained the road by this
time, which is sufficiently removed.from the town
to be very dusty, and shaded by leafy trees.

“ Who would ever have thought of meeting
you out here, Keir?” is Moxon’s first remark.
« And how long is it since 'you developed a'taste
for country lanes and hedges ?

“1 don’t admire quickset hedges more than I
ever did; but, when a man rides-for exercise, onc
dxredﬁm is as good as another.”

¢ But what induced you to remove }Our horse
from Turphill’s ? Didn’t they do justice to him ?

“ Well—yes—" in a hesitating manoer. “I
had no particular fault to find with them; but
these stables are more convenient.” -

“Less so, I should have imagined. Why,
you have nearly a mile more to walk to them.”

- “Perhaps I like walking: any way, that's my
business. What’s yours

At this curt reJomder, Saville Moxon turns
round and regards him steadily in the face.

) “ What is the matter, Keir ? ” he says, kindly.
“Areyouill? Aud, now I come to look at you,
you have certainly grown much thinner since I
saw you last; and, if yow were nat such a lazy
fellow, I should say you had been overworkmg
yourself.”

To which Keir responds, with a harsh laugh:

¢ Yes, Moxon, that's it—too much study. It’s
an awfully bad thing for young fellows of our age
—go trying to the constitution’! Ha! ha! ha!”

 But you really don’t look yourself, Keir, for
all that: I am afraid you must have been living
too fast. Don’t do_it, dear old fellow—for all |
our sakes.”

The affectionate tone touches some chord in
Eric Keir’s heart, and he answers, almost hum-

- .
letter concerns you asem
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¢ Indeed, I have not been living fast, Moxon;
on the contrary, I think I have becn keeping
better hours this term than usual. One.gome:
so soon to the “conviction that all that kind of
thing is not only degrading, but wrong.
may, have troubles, mevertheless.
your people at home ? .

“VYery well indeed, thank you; and that
brings me to the subject of my business with you.
1t is odd that I should have met you this after-
noon, considering Kow much s¢parated we bhave
been of late; for, if Ihad not done so, I should
have been obliged to write.”

“What about ?” .

“I hdd a letter from your brother Muiraven
this morning.” / .

“Ah '—moé‘,than I had; it’s scldom either
of them honors me. ”

 “Perhaps "they despair of finding you—as I
almost began to do. Any way, Lord Muiraven's
ch as myself. He
wants us'to join him in a walking-tour.”

o “'hcn DR

« Dunnﬁéhe vacation,-of course.”

“ Where t0?”

* Brittany, I belleve.”

“I can’t go.”

“Why not ? it will be a jolly chance for you.
And my brother Alick is most anxious to be of
the party. Fancy what fun we four should have!
—it would seem like the old school-days coming
over again.” )

“ When we were always together, and alwayg
in scrapes,” Keir interrupts, eagerly. “I should
like to go.”

“ What is there to prevent you?”

His face falls immediately.

% Oh, I don’t know—nothing in particular—
only, I don’t fancy it will be such fun as you -
imagine ; thesé tours turn out séch awful fail-
ures sbmetimes ; besides—" *

“Besides-~what ? 7’

“Tt will be a great espense;*and I'm rather
out of pocket this term.”

“That is no obstacle, for you are to go as
Muiraven's guest. He says especially—let me
see, where is the letter ? "—producing it from his
pocket. a8 he' speaks, “Ah! here it is: ‘Tell
Eric ‘he 'is to’ be my guest, and so are you’'—
though, for the matter of that,” continues Moxon,
as he refolds the letter and puts it in the enve-
lope, “ my accepting his offer, and your accepting
it, are two very different things.”

“I can’t go, nevertheless ; and you may write
and tell him so.”

’

Yet one
How are all
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- stops =hort upon the country-path which they

ERIC KEIR AND HIS FRIEND.

“You had bettez. write yowself, Keir; you r
may be ‘able to give your brother the reason,
which you refuse to me.”

After this, they pace up and down for a fow
minutes in silence ; minutes which appear long
to Eric Keir, for he pulls out his. watch mean-
while to ascertain the hour. .

m you in debt ? savs Moxon

»“ Not a penny—or, at all events, not a penny
that Ishall be uhable to pay up on demand. Has
any one been’ informihg g you to the contrary 27

“XNo one—it was but a surmise. 1 hope, "
tHen—I bope there is no truth in the rumor that
has reached me, that you'find more charms in a
certain little village; not twenty miles from Ox-
ford, than in any thinrfr the old town contains !”

Saville Moxon is hardly prepared for the ef-
fegt which his words produce. For Frlc Keir

vare traversing, and the veins rise upon his fore-

out all Oxford talking of it. I hate that style
of feminine cackle which some of the fellows of
the college have taken up; and I say again, that
they are a set of confounded meddlers 3 and, if I
catch any one of them prying into my concerns,
I won't leave him a whele bone in his Body ! ™
“You are childish'” exclaims, Moxon, © ¢ As

T repeated the report, Keir, IsuppoQI am oneof .-

the ¢ confounded meddlers’ you allude to, and it
may not be safe for me to remain longer in your
company. And so, good(day to you, and a bet-
ter spirit®hen we meet again.”  And, turning
abruptly from him, he commences to walk in the
direction of the town. But slowly, and somewhat
sadly; for he has known Eric Keir from boyhood,
and, imperious as he is with strangers, it is ngt
often he exhibits the worst side of his character
to his friends.

For a moment—while pride and justice are
struggling for the mastery within him—Eric looks

"head, and his whole face darkens and changes be- A¥the retreating figure, and thenr with sudden

neath the passion which he cannot help e\hlbxt(‘
ing, although he is too courteous to give vent to
it without further cause. :

“What village? ” he demands, quickly.

“Fretterley !

Then the knowledge that he is in the wrong,
and gossip in the right, and that something he is
very anxious to keep secret is on the verge of be-
ing discovered, gets the better of Eric Keir's dis-
cretion, and he flares out in an impetuous man-
ner, very much in character with his quick, im-
pulsive nature: ~

“And _what the d—1 do your confounded

riends mean by meddling in my-affairs 2 7

“Who said they were friends of mine*" re-
torts Moxon ; and the laugh with which he says
it is as oil cast on the flame of Eric Keir's
wrath,

“I will allow of no interference with any !
thing I choose to do or say. Iam néta child,-
to he followed, and gaped at, and cackled about,
by a parcel of old women in breeches: ; and you
may tell your informant so, from me, a3 soon as
vou please.”

“Keir, this is folly, and you know it. Frét-
terley and its doings ave ‘too near at hand to es-
cape all observation; and the fact of your visit-
ing there; and the vicar of the parish having three
very pretty daughters, is quite sufficient to set
the gossips talking; but not to provoke such an
ebullition of anger from yourself.”

“Idon't care a fig about the- ‘Wear, or his
daughters either! But I docare to hear thatI
can’t ride a mile in one direction or another with-

impulse, he strides hastily after Moxon, and ten-
ders him his hand.

“Forgive me, Saville!
Iy knew what I was saying.”

“I was sure you would confess it, sooner or
later, Eric; your faults are all upon the surface.”

And thcn they shake hands heartily, and feel
themselves again.

“But about this Fretterley business,” says
Eric, after a slight hcsﬂatnon—“stoy the gossip
as niuch as lies in your power, there’s a good fel-
low! For I swear to you I have no more inten-
tion of making love to the vicar's daughters, than
I have to the vicar himself.”

“Fnever supposed you had. But when young
and fathxonable men persist in frequenting one
locality, the lookers-on will draw their inferences,
We are not all earls’ sons, remember, Bric; and
you dwell in the light of an unenviable notoriety.”

“Tnenviable indecd, if even one's footsteps
are to be do'*"ed' And fancy what my father
would say, if such a rumor reached his ears !” - .

“He would think nothing of it, Keir. He
knows that you love him too well to dream of
making a mésalliance.”

“Who talks of a mésalliance? mterposes
the other, hurriedly.

“Mysclfalone. Thevicar's daughters, though
exceedingly handsome, and, no doubt, very ami-
able, girls, are not in the position of life from

I was wrong—1I hard-

-which Lord Norbam expects you to chose a wife.

He thinks a great deal of you, Eric,”
“ More’s the pity; he had much better build
bis hopes on Muiraven or Cacil.”

-
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“QOh! Cecil will never marry.
i, he is marked out for a bachclor.
Muiraven, he will, in all probability, have to sac-
rifice "his private instincts to public imercﬁts.
Besides” —in a lowered voice— *“ you should
never forget that, were any thing to happen to
Muiraven, the hopes of the family would bLe set
upon you.”

“Don't talk such nonsense, Moxon. Muir-
aven's life is worth ten of mine, thank God ! and
Cecil and I mean to preserve our liberty intact,
and leave marriage for the young and the gay:
voyrsclf, par cxemple.” )

“Call a poor devil who has nothing but his
owh brains to look to for a subsistence, young
and gay? My dear boy, you'll be a grandfather
before T have succeeded in inducing” any woman
to accept my name and nothing a year.”

“Xgh!"—with a shudder—* what_an awful
prospect! I'd as soon hang mysclf.” -

“Well it needn’t worry you just yet,” says
Moxon, with a laugh. “But I must not keep you
any longer from your ride. Shall you be in your
roorus to-morrow evening, Keir? "

““ Probably—that is, I will make a point of
being there, if you will come and take supper
with me. And bring over Summers and Charlton
with you. sAnd look here, Moxon—stop this con-
founded rumor about me, at all hazards, for Heav-
en's sake!” .

. ‘“If thereis no truth in it, why should you
object to its circulation ? *’ inguires Moxon, bluntly,

“ There is no truth in it. I hardly know the
man by sight, or his daughters; but you are
aware of my father’s peculiarities, and how-the
lcast idea of such a thirg would worry him.”

We should have Lord Norham down kLere in
no time, to find out the truth for himself. So it’s
Tucky for ,YOU, old fellow ” — ohserving Keir's
knitted brows—*‘ that there’s nothing for him to
find out.”

“Yes—of course; but I hate every thing in
tie shape of town-talk, true or otherwise.”

‘“There shall be no more, if I can prevent it,
Keir. Good-by!”

“ Good-by, till to-morrow evening; and don’t
be later than ten.” .

He remains on the spot where Saville Moxon
left him for a moment, and then turns, musingly,
toward the court-yard of the inn again.

“ What on earth can have put Fretterley into
their heads,” he ponders, “ when I have been so
scrupulously careful, that even the ostler at the

.village inn doesn’t know me by my right name?
It’s an awful nuisance, and will entail a move at

Young as he !
And as for |

v
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the very time when I can least afford it. My uG:x-
alJuck!”  And, with a shrug of the shoulders,
Eric Keir reénters the stable-yarde The man is
still waiting there with hishorse, and, when the
gentleman is”mounted, he touches his cap and
asks when he may be expeeted to return. ‘

“Impossible to say,” is the unsatisfactory re.
joinder ; and in another minute Keir has driven
his spurs into the animal's sides and is galloping,
to make up for lost time, along the road which
leads—to Fretterler. '

As he rides hurriedly and carclessly along, bis
thoughts are conflicting and uncasy. Ilis impul-
sive and unthinking nature bas led him into the
commission of an act which is more than rash—
which is unpardonable, and of which be already .
bitterly repents; and he sees the effect of this
youthful fdlly closing about him and hedging him
ﬁi?ﬁnd the trouble it will probably entail; stretch-
ing out over a lopg vista of coming years, to end
perhaps orly with his life. .

Ife knows that his father (a most loving and
affectionate father, of whom he has no fear be-
yond that begotten by the dread of wounding his ’
affection) cherishes high hopes for him and ex-

“pects great things—greater things than Eric thinks

he has the power of performing. For Lord Muir-

»aven, though a young man of sterling merit—* the

dearest fellow in the world,” as his brothers will
inform you—is not clever: be knows it himself,
and all his friends know it, and that_Eric has the
advantage over him, not only in personal appear-
ance, but in brains. And, though it would be too
much to affirm that Lord Norham has ever
wished his sons could change places, there is no
doubt that, while he looks on Muiraven as the
one who shall carry on his titles to a future gener-
ation, his pride is fixed on Eric; and the ease with
which the young fellow has disposed of his uni-
versity examinations, and the passport into society
his agreeable manners have gained for him, are
topics of unfailing intcrest to the earl.

And it is this knowledge, added to the remem-
brance of a motherless childhood sheltered by
paternal care from every sorrow, that makes his
own conduct smite so bitterly on the heart of
Eric Keir. How could he have done it? Oh!
what a fool—what an ungrateful, unpardonable
fool he has made of himself! And tbere is no
way out of the evil: he has destroyed that which
will not bear patching—his self-respect! As

the conviction presses home to him, tears, which
do bim no dishonaor, rise to his eyes, yet are forced
back again, as though to weep had been a sin.




" guidly to the exertj
" he drinks the becf which is handed him, mechan-

\ MYRA'S SUSPICIONS.

s
How much the creatures suffer who annot or
who dare not-cry! God gave ready tears to
women, in consideration of their weakness—it is
only strong hearts and stronger minds thp.\t can
bear torture with dry eyes. '
But there is little tgace_of weakness left on
the face of Eric Keir, as, aftcl\atfr@ur s bard rid-
+ . ing, he draws rein before the village inn of Fret-
! o collegian seems well known
3 had time to sumtmon the
RRlf appears at the front-
ein, and is shouting for
>old Mr, ’Amilton's’orse
*Amilton’s beer.”
pears to respond ‘but lan-
made on his behalf; for

ostler, the landlor
. door, to ease him o
% some one to'come an
3% while he draws “M
“Mr, "Amilton”

«

ically, and, mth(mt further comment, turns on hi3
heel, much to the disappointment of the landlord,
who has learned to look regularly for the offer oT
-one of those choice cigars of which the young
" gentleman is usually so lavish.
G Something up there, I bet,” he remarks to
: the partuner of his bosom ; “ getting tired of her,
I shouldn’t wonder: they all does it, sooner or
ater. Men will be men.”,
“3en will be men? men will be drutes, you

i mean !” she retorts in her shri# treble ; and, from
sthe sound of her voice, the landlord thinks it as
ell not to pursue the subject any further.

Not afraid of her—oh, dear no!  What hus-
and ever was afraid of any thing so insignificant
the weaker vessel >—only— Well, landlord,
ave it thine own way; it does us no harm!
Meanwhile Eric Keir has walked beyond the
illage, perhaps a quarter-of a mile, to where a
mall farm-cottage, surrounded by a garden of
hrubs, stands back from® the highway. He
pushes open the painted wicket with his foot,
more impetuously than hé need have done, and
ndvances to the hall-door. Before he can knock
o ring, it is thrown open to0 him, and a woman
flings herself upon.his neck. -
She is a girl still, though several years older
han himself; but a woman is in the glow of
jouth at ﬁve-and-twenty and this woman has
hot only youth but beauty.

“I wish you would remember, Myra, that I
am standing at the front-door, and reserve these
demonstrations of affection for a more private
place. I have told you of it 80 often.” /]

He disengages her arms from his throat as heaq
speaks, and her countenance lowers and changes,
It is easy to see that she is quick to take offense,

-

A}
T — 7
pass-into~the sitting-room in silence, and while
Eric Keir, monarch “of all he surveys, throws
Limsclf into an easy-chair, she stands by the table,
somewhat sulkily, wajting for him to make the
next advances, P )

“Is old Margarct at home, Myra ?”

“TI believe so.”

¢ Tell her to Lring me some claret. I seem
to have swallowed all the dust between this and
Oxford.” -~

She does his bidding, bringing the wine with
her ownhands, and, when she has served him, she
sits down by the window. .

“ Come INre, child,” he says presently, in a
patronizing, yet authoritative voice that accords
strangely with his boyish exterior. * What's the
-matter with you to-day ? why wor’t you gpeak to
me?”

“ Because you don't care to hear me gpeak,”
she answers in a low tone, full of emotion, as she
kneels beside his chair. She has large, lustrous,
dark eyes, and soft brown hair that flows and curls
about her neck, and a pair of passionate red lips
that are on a dangerous level with his own.
" What man could resist them ?- But Eric Keir's
mustached mouth bends down to press her up-
turned forehead only. It is evident that she has
lost her power to"charm higg “Yet his reply is
not only patient but kind.

¢ What has put that nonsense into your head ?
Don’t make more worries than you need, Myra ;
we have enough already, Heaven knows!”

‘ But why haven't you been to see me for so
many days, then? You don’t know how long
the time seems without you! Are you getting
tired of me, Eric ?

“ Tired !”—with a smile that is sadder than ~
a sigh. “Itis early days for you and me to talk
of getting tired of each other, Myra, Haven’twe
made all kinds of vows to pass our lives togeth-
er? 9 ”

“Then why have you been such a hme
away?”

“I have had business to detain me; it was
impossible to come before.”

¢ What sort of business ? ' _

‘ Engagements—at college and among my
friends.” ‘

“ Friends whom you love more than me!”

orts quickly, her jealous disposition imme-

diately on the qui vive.

‘It is not fair for you to say so, Myra, Ican
give you no greater proof of my'attachment than
I have already given.” -

.

and that the repulse has wounded her. So they
. 4

y “Ah! but I want more, Eric. I want to be
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with you always: to leave you neither day nor
night : 1o have the right to share in your pleas-
ures and your pains.”

He frowns visibly.

“More pains than pleasures, as you would
find, Myra. But it is impossible; I have told
you so already; the circumstances of the case
forbid it.”

“How can I tell, when you are absent, if
you are always thinking of me?—if some other
woman does not take my place in your heart?”

“ You must trust me, Myra. I am a gentle-
man, and I tell you that it is not the case—and it
never will be.”

«Ah? but you cannot tell—you cannot tell!”
And here she falls to weeping, and buries her face
upon the arm of his chair.

«“ My poor girl ! says Keir, compassionate-
ly.

He does not love her—that is to say, he does
not love as he thought he did three months ago,
when he believed that he was doing a’generous
and chivalrous thing in raising her from her low
estate to the position she now occupies, and
gwearing unalterable fidelity at her feet—but he
feels the deepest pity, both for her and for him-
self—and he would wipe out the past with his
blood, ifit“Were possible.  *

“My poor girl—my poor Myra ! stroking the
luxuriant hair which is flung across his knee—
“we have'much to forgive each other! Did ever
man and woman drag each other more irrepa-
rably down than we have done?”

“You have ceased to love me—1I know you
bave {7 she continues, through her tears.

“ Why should you tortupefe with such an
accusation,” lLe says, impdtiently, as he shakes
himself free of the c ‘gmg arms, and, rising,
walks to the wmdow % when'I have already as-

fot come to see me—you do mot
ahgss me—you do not even look at me as you
used to do.”

“ Good Heavens ! for how long do you expect
me to go on ‘looking '—whatever that operation

" may consist of ?

“Q Eric! youcannot deceive me: you know
you are sorry that we ever met.”

Sorry—ay, God knows that he is sorry; but
he will not tell her so. Yet neither will he fly to
her eimbrace, as three months back he would have
done, to assure her that she does his love a cruel
wrong by the suspicion. He only stands quietly
by the open window, and, taking a cigar from his

~

“NO INTENTIONS.”

case, lights it and commences smoking; while
she continues to sob, in an angry, injured manner
by the arm-chair where he left her.

¢ Myra! I have but a short time to stay here
to-day; why shouldn’t we pass it pleasantly to-
gether? Upon my word, if you go on like this
every time we meet, you will make the place too
hot to hold me. Come—dry your eyes, like a
good girl, and tell me what you have been doing
since I saw you last.”

She dashes away her tears, and rises from her
kneeling posture ; but there is still a tone of sul-
lenness or pride in“the voice with which she an-
swers him.

¢ What should I have been doing, but waiting
for your arrival? I should have gone to Oxford,
most probably, and tried to find your rooms, if.
you had not appeared thise evening.”

“You had better not attempt that,” he saya
decisively.

¢ But you neglect me, Eric: even old Margaret
remarks it 5 and the vicar said—

““The vicar!”—starting. “When did you
see the vicar?”

“The day before yesterday, when he called
here.”

“Who let him in?

« I did ! "—rather defiantly.
was out.”

“ And what communication passed between
you ?”

“He asked if my name was Mrs. Hafnilton ?
—and T said ¢ Yes.””

“ What on earth made you say so?”

“ Well—baven’t you always called me Mrs.
Hamilton ? Isn’t it the name I go by in the vil-
lage?”

“Not through my means, Myra. I have
never mentioned you to anybody, in Fretterley
or out of it. And pray, what had the vicar to
gay to ¢ Mrs. Hamilton ?’ ¥

« He asked if you were Mr. Hamilton ; he has
seen you riding through the village, and—"

“Don’t tell me that you connected our names
together before him!” interrupts Keir, with 2
look of anger.

“ Well !—what was I tosay? ”

“ What werc you to say? You knew well
enough what to say to get yourself or me out of 3
a scrape, & few months back. But Isee through
your design, Myra—you’ want to force me to do
that against which you know I am determined.”

¢“Old Margaret

to 3

4] cannot bear this continual separation,” teet
she replies; “it is killing me. I cannot Tive : .
without you.” w0 1




_ closer to enforce his argument.
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LOVE AND PRIDE.

"ﬁsten to me, Myra,” he says, approaching
“You say you
cannot bear this separation; but if you attempt
to elude it by any devices of your own, you shall
never sec me again. You cannot say that I have
deceived you; you threw in your lot with mine of
your free consent; more than that—you urged
me to the step which has brought, God knows,
its retribution with it. But if you make our po-
gition public, you will do me an irremediable
So I warn
you 1

¢ Of what 2”7

“That suspicion has already fzllen upon me
for being foolish enough to visit you so openly:
50 much 80, that I had decided, before coming
bere to-day, to move you as soon as possible

" from Fretterley ; and, if the rumor is not stopped
# * by that means, I shall go away till it is for-

gottcn."
“Where?” she inquires, breathlessly,
“In the country, or abroad; anywhere to

balk the gossips.”

* And without me, Eric ?”
“Without you? Of course.
would it do if I took you with me?

What good
Why, if the

least hint of such a thing were to rcach my

father's ears, he would ask me all about it, and
I should tell him the truth. I bave mever told

- him any thing but the truth,” adds the young

fellow, simply; ‘“and I believe it would kill
him.”

¢ And you would give me up for your father ?»

Zshe says, quickly.

“ A thousand times over! My father is every

g thing in the world to me; and I can’t think how

I ever could have perm1ttcd myself to do that
fwhich would so much grieve him.”

A dark flush overspreads her handsome feat-

k ures as she hears the unpalatable truth, and her

full breast-heaves and her-lips tremble with the
decp pain it causes her. She is passing through
the greatest agony a woman is capable of feeling;
coming gradually, but surely, to the conviction
that her reign is over, her empire overthrown—

L that she hus lost her place in her lover’s heart.

And she loves him so passionately; she has

¥ always cared for him far more than he lias done

 for her, and his inrirensing coldness drives her

&

mad,

“You said that T was every thing in the world
to you, three months ‘ago,” she answers, with set
teeth,

“Iknow I did; and at the time I believed it
o Ige true. But I have told you, Myra, what a
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proud, high family mine is, and how seldom their
escutchcon hag been tarnished with dishonor.
And—forgive me for saying so—1I know it is my
own fault, but I cannot help being conscious of
the fact that I have tarnished it now. And my
poor father thinks so much—too much of me; I
feel as though I should never be able to look him
in the face again” And with that, Eric Keir
buries his own face in his hands. .

She taps the floor impatiently with her-foot.

“ You are ashamed of me, Eric.”

“Tam bitterly ashamed of mysclf, and of all
that has passed between us.”

“It would have been better if we had never
met.” ’

“Far better —both for.you and for mysclf.
Who could think otherwisc ?

¢ It would be better, perhaps, if I were dead.”

“It would be better if we were both dead,”
he exclaims, bitterly; “or had died before we
saw cach other. O Myra—Mjyra! why will you
wring such cruel truths from my mouth? you
have been the death of all good things in me.”

He lifts his face to hers, and she is shwgked
to see the pain poftrayed there. Sheis an illiter-
ate, low-born woman, with nothing to recommend
her beyond her beauty and her fierce love for him,
which, yet, is like the love of an unreasoning
animal, overpowering when encouraged, and apt
to turn the first time it is $hwarted. But she has
one indomitable passion—pride, and it is stirring
and working in her now.

“ Would you be happy if you could undo the
past?” she says in a low voice; ¢if there had
been no such person as me in the world, and you
had never fancied that you loved me ?

“ Happy!™ he answers, with a sad laugh.
“I should be happy if I could wipe out the re-
membrance with my blood; if I could go about
the world-with a free conscience at the expense
of every thing that I possess. But come, Myra,
let us talk no more of impossibilitics. The past
xs past, my child, and nothing you or I can say
will ever undo it. Let us think of the present.
It is necessary you should leave Fretterley —
where would you like to go ? "

¢TI don’t care. You may choose for me.”

“Very well, then; I will think the matter
over, and let youknow. I sha’n’t be able to come
here to-morrow, a3 I have an engagement in the
town; but the day after you may depend on see-
ing me. Do you want any money ? ” taking out
his purse. .

But she shrinks from the note he offers her
as though it hag been a serpent..




5
b
-
¥

“No—no! Iam not in wantof it
plenty to serve my nced.”

¢ All the better for me,” he says, laughing.
He has recovered his spirits again; clouds are
not long in passing with the young.

*“Well—good-by,” he continues, as he takes
the girl in his arms and kisses her, in a fraternal
manner, on the cheek “It's a shame of me to
have made those preity eyes so red! Don't
think twice of what I have said, Myra; you
urged me on to it with your cross-questioning,
and you know I lament this business for both our
sakes; but the dark mood will be gone to-morrow.
It's nothing unusual after three months of honey-
moon, my dear.”

She clings to him frantieally close, but she
says nothing. L

“ Why, won't you say good-by ? Then I must
go without it, for I have no more time to lose.”

He is moving toward the door, when she flies
after him, and almost stifles him in her embrace,

“Qh, goodshby, my love!—my darling!—my
own, own, dearest love!”

She showers kisses, almost roughly, on his
mouth, his eyes, his brow—Lkisses which he ac-
cepts rather philosophically than otherwise, and
from which he frees himself with a sigh of relief.

Alas! for the love of one-and-twenty, when it
begins to temper its enthusiasm with philosophy !

As, with a cheerful nod, he turns out of the
wicket-gate, the woman stands gazing after him
a8 though she had been turned to stone; and,
when he has finally disappeared, she gropes her
way back to the sitting-room, and casts herself
headlong on the floor.

“ Gope—gone ! "’ she moans; “all gone, and
my life gone with it! Oh, I wish that I'was dead
—1I wish that I was burried—I wish that I could
neither feel nor think—I am nothing to him
now—"

; I have

She lies there for, perhaps, an hour, sobbing
and moaning to herself; and is only roused by the

entrance of the old woman she calls Margaret,.

with the preparations for her tea, and whose
grunt at perceiving her attitude is half of com-
passion and half of contempt. !

“Lord ha' mussy! " she exclaims, ¢ and what-
ever are you a lying on the boards for?”

This woman, who is clothed and kept like one
of gentle birth, and by whom she is fed and paid
her wages, is ‘yet not addressed by Margaret in
terms befitting a servant to use toward her mis-
tress. The poor are ever keenest at detecting a
would be lady from a real one.

“NO INTENTIONS.”

The familiar tone affronts Myra; she reads in
it, not sympathy, but rebellion against her new-
born dignity, and she rises and sweeps out of the
room, without deigning to notice the presence of
her factotum,

But the bedroom is solitary and full of sad
remembrance, and in a few minutes she emerges
from it, dressed for walking, and saunters in the
garden.

It is a queer little nest that Eric Keic bas
chosen for her; being originally intended for the
game-keeper’s cottage on an estate which has
long since been parted with, acre by acre, and its
very name sunk in the obscurity of three or four
small farms ; so that the cottage stands alone in -
the midst of wheat and barley fields; and it is
through one of these, where the grain, young, and
green, and tender, and not higher tban a two
years’ child, springs up on each side of her, that
Myra, still burning as under the scnse of a deep
outrage, takes her way. A resolution has been
growing up in her heart during the last hour which,
betwixt its pride and stubbornness, it will niot easi-
Iy relinquish—the resolutioh to part with Eric Keir.

Tt wrenches her very soul even to think of
such a thing, and as she resolves impossible ways
and weans for its accomplishment, her breath is
hardly drawn ; but she has a will of iron, and he
has wounded her in her most vulnerable part.
As she paces slowly up and down the parrow
ficld-path, the jealous, amgry tears scarce dried
upon her cheeks, she hears a rustle in the corn
behind her, and the next moment some omne
touches her upon the shoulder.

Myra is not chicken-hearted, but she is qmck
to resent an insult.

“How dare you?" she commences, angnly B
but, as she turns and faces the mtmder,her tone
is changed to orze of consternation.

“Lord above!” she continues, faintly.
did you ever find me, Joel 2

She is so taken by surprise that she has
turned quite pale, and the kand she offers him is
fluttering like a bird.

“Find you!” exclaims the new-comer (who, .
it may be as well at once to state, stands in the
relationship of cousin to her), “I would bave
found you, Myra, if you had been at the farthest
end of the whole world.”

“ Aunt’s not here, is she ?” inquires Myra,
with the quick fear.that a woman in her equivo-’
cal position has of encountering the reproaches
of one of her own sex ; « you re sure you're alone,
Joel 27

“T'm all alone, Myra, Mother has enough to

“How




JOEL CRAY.

do to get her living,
from Leicestershire to look after you.
couldn't rest till I'd scen you: I couldn’t belicve
what T've heard, except from your own lips.
You've most broke my heart, Myra.”

He is an uncouth, countrified - looking feilow,
without ary beauty, except such as is conveyed
by hi love and his sorrow; but as he stands
{here, sheepishly enough, looking down upon the
hand he still holds between his own, he com-

ands all the respect du¥ to the man who has
fdone nothing for which he need blush.

His carnestness scems to touch the girl, for
he is silent and hangs down her head.

“When we heard that you had left the situa-
ion in the hotel where father placed you, and

ithout a word of warning, we couldn't credit it.
ut some words as the master wrote to mother,
ade us think as all wasn’t right with you; and
§Qhen wecks and months went by, and we didn't
ar nothing, I began to fear it was true. Sol
aveled up from home, little by little, doing a job
ere, and a job there, till I got to Oxford, and
fould speak with the master myself; and, though
e couldn't satdfy me as to your whereabouts, I
ame to it by constant inquiry, and reached Fret-
erley last might. And now, Myra, come home
ith me. ol don’t want to make no words about
: T don't want to hear nothing of what you've
een doing—'twould only- cut me up—but say
ou'll come back to the old place in Leicester-
ire, and then I sha'n’t think my jOUI ney's been
ok in vain.

He looks her in the eyes as he concludes, and

e, unable to stand his scratiny, drops her head
jgpon his rough velveteen shoulder, and begins to
°

Tw 0 Joel ! if I could only tell you.”
*Tell me, my poor lass! where's the use of
ur telling me: can’t I read the signs you carry

out you? What's the meaning of a purplesilk

pwn with lace fripperies upon your back, and a
pir of gold drops in your ears, if it don’t mean
ame 2

“No! no! not_that!” she cries, recoiling
om him.

“I shall think less of you, Mvra, if you call it
y any other name. But the old home’s open to
ou, my dear, all the same—open to réceive and
helter you, whenever you choose to come back
p it though you can’t never bring the jegAo it
w, that I once thought you would.”

The old home! how little she has thought of
of late! yet she can see it in her mind’s eye,
s she stands pondering his words. It is nqt.a
. . 1

without coming all the way ! particularly happy home to her
But I'! the poor seldom are.

11

: the homes of
She had known hunger,
and thirst, and cold, and occasionally the sound
of harsh words within its limits, yet the memory
of the dull life she led there secms very peace-
ful now, compared to the excited and stormy
scenes through which she has passed since leav-
ing it.

The old home! It was not a paradise, but it
was more like home to the low-born girl, than
daily association with a companion who is as far
above her in birth as in intellect, and has grown
but too conscious of the gulf that lies between
them.

Joel Cray takes her fit of musing for hesita-
tion, and recommences his persuasion.

“1 dare say he, whoever he may be—for I
know there's a man at the bottom of all this,
Myra (curse him !),” he adds par parenthése—*‘1
dare say he does all that he can to persuade you
that he Joves you better than himself, and will be
constant to you till death, but—"

¢ He does not,” she interrupts cagerly, in de-
fense of the absent.

“What!” replies Jocl, lost in astonishment,
“he's sick of you already! He steals you away
from an honest family and an honest employment
to make a—""

“Stop!" esies Myra, in a voice of authority.

“What am I to stop for?”

“You shall not call me by that name:
e, -

“I wish to God you could prove it, Myra,
what are you, then—his wife?”

“Of whom are you talking ?”’ with passionate
confusion. * How do you know that there is any
one ? What right have you to come and bully
me in this manner ? ”

“Myra! we were brought up together from
little children; my mother was like your mother,
and my home was your home; and long before
you saw this chap, you knew that I loved you and
looked to wed you when the proper time came—
that’s my right ! And now, as we stand in God’s
sight together, tell me the truth. Are you mar-
ried to the man, or are you not?”

At this point-blank question, she trembles,
and grows red and white by turps, shrinking from
the stern-glance he fixes on her.

“Joel! don’t look at me after that fashion,
for I can’t bear it! O Joel! you used to love me. .
Take me back to aunt, and the old place, and the
children, for there's no oné wants me here.”

“ My poor lass ! is it really as bad as that—
ouly three months, and tired of you already?

it isa
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Well, well ! you'd better have taken me, perbaps,
after all—you've made a sorry bargain, Myra.”

“Q Joel! 1 love him—I love him beyond
every thing in the world. He is so clever, and
so handsome, and so good to me. ButI ain't fit
for such as he is: I fecl it at every'turn. I can’t
talk, nor behave, nor look as he would wish me
to do, and ”—in a lowér voice—* he is
of me, Joel.”

Poor Joel has been silently wri

clause is too much for bim. . R
« Ashamed of you! the d—d villai

worthy to touch you. Oh, how I wis

fingers this moment at his wizen ! ”

“ Tush, Joel! don't say such awful things,
but—but—" with a choking sob, *I'm nothing
but a worry to him now ; he wishes we had nev-
er met: he wishes I was dead, and he was rid of
me.” .
““ Will you come home with me, or will you
not?"” shouts Joel, whose paticnce is thoroughly
exhausted. ¢ If you stand -there, Myra, a-telling
me any more of his insults, I swear I’ll hunt him
down like a dog, and set fire to every stick and
stone that he possesses. Ah! you think, perhaps,
that I don’t know his name, and so he’s safe from

you disappoint me, I'll soon be upen his track.”
-« 0 Joel! don’t be hard on me: you can't
tell how I feel the parting with him.”
She turns her streaming eyes upon the cot-

distress, paces up and down uneasily.
“Then you mean to come back with me.
Myra?”
Y eg—yes—to-morrow.”
«To.morrow you'll have changed your mind.”
¢ What will there be to change it?” she an-
swers, passionately. “How can any thing undo
.his words? He says I have been the death of all
good things in him; that if it was possible he
would wipe out even the memory of me with his
blood ; with his blood, Joel, think of that!”
“Well, them’s insults, whatever they may
mean, that you’ve no right to look over, Myra;
and if you won't settle ’em, I shall.”
¢ You would not harm him, Joel ! fearfully.
“1'd break every bone in his body, if I'd the
chance to, and grateful for it. . Butif you'll prom-
jse to give him up without any more to-do, and
come back home with me, I'll leave him to Provi-
dence. He'll catch it in the next world, if not in
this.”

“ NO- INTENTIONS.”

one more night in the place where I have been so
happy.” 4

He is not very willing to grant her this indul-
gence, but she exacts it from him, so that he is
obliged to let her have her way, and passes the next
twelve hours in a state of uninterrupted fear, lest
ke should appear to interpose his-authority, or,
after anight’s reflection, she should play him false,
and decide to remain where she is.

But Joel Cray need not have been-afraid.
Myra spends the time indeed no less perplex- gexpl
edly than he does ; but those who knew her in-
nate pride and self-will would have had no diffi-
culty in guessing that it would come off conquer- ave
or at last.

“He would give me up a thousand times over
for his father,” she keeps on repeatm" when she
finds her strength is on the point to fuil; *“he s
said o, and he means it, and soomer or later ¥o
it would be my fate. And I will not stayto be (ﬂgh
given up : I will go before he has the chance to *If
desert me. I will not be told again that I tar- '
“nish his honor, and that we had better both be - - S
dead than I live to disgrace him.

“T cannot bear it. I love him too much to
be able to bear it. Perhaps, when he hears that
I am gone, and comes to miss me (I am sure that
he will miss me), he may be sorry for the crucl
things be said, and travel England over till he
finds me, and asks me to come back to him
again.” :

The soft gleam which her dark eyes assume
as the thought strikes her, is soou chased away
by the old sore memory.

¢« But he will never come: he only longs to
be quit of me that he may walk with a free con-
science through the world, and I am the stum-
bling-block in his way. Oh 1 he shall never say so
again: he shall know what it is to be free: he
shall never have the opportunity to say such bit.
ter truths to me again,”

And so, with the morning lwht the impetu-
ous, unreasoning creature, without leaving sign
or trace behind her to mark which way she goes,
resigns herself into the hands of Joel Cray, and .,
flies from Fretterley.

When, according to promise, Eric Keir pay s
another visit to the game-keeper’s cottage, there ; d
is only old Margaret to open the door and stare j
at him as though she bad been bewitched.

“Where is your mistress?” he says, curtly
the expression of old women’s faces not posses
ing much interest for him.

tion

out,

T have promised—I will do it—only give me

“Lor, sir! she’s gone.”
Lor, she’s gone. eve



OLD MARGARET'S REPORT.

“ Gone! where—into the village ?”

“Qh, deary me! Iknows nothingabout it; she
never spoke to me.
shed left by your orders 2

“¥hat do you mean?
left Fretterley ?

“Yes, sir—1 suppose so. I haven't seen

othing of her since yesterday morning.”

“Impossible !—without leaving a note or any

xplanation ? 7

“I don't know if you'll find a fiote among
Shcr things, sir! they're just as she left 'em; I
aven't touched nothing; I knows my place bet-
er; and I'd rather you'd find out the truth for
yourself, though I has my suspizzions, of course,
which we're all liable to, rich and poor alike.
But I haven't worried neither, knowing there's
o call to fear but what my wages will be all
jght with an honorable gentleman like your-
glf "
.« He makes no effort to restrain her cackle, but
sses through the door she has thrown open in
ilence, and enters the deserted sitting-room. Ile
% ocs not know if he is awake or asleep ; he feels

s if he were moving in a dream.,

Gone! Left him! without the intention of
turning! It is impossible; she must mean to
me back again; she is playing a foolish trick,
hopes of frightening him into compliance with
at which she has so often asked, and he refused.

iut neither in bed nor sitting-room can Eric Keir
cover the least indication that Myra's absence

i to be a temporary one; mor a written line of
reatening or farewell. On the confrary, she

s taken all the simplest articles of her attire
ith her, and left behind, strewed on the floor in
oud neglect, the richer things with which he
as provided her. Weary and utterly at a loss

b account for this freak on the part of one who

Has Mrs. Hamilton

as appeared so entirely devoted to himself, Eric’

eturns to the lower room, and summons old
argaret to his side.

“I can find nothing to account for Mrs.
Hamilton’s departare. What do you mean by
having your suspicions ?” he inquires, in a deter-

kined voice.

% Wel], sir—deary me! don’t take offense at

Bwhat I say; buf truth is truth, and your lady
idn’t leave this house alone, as my own eyes is
vitness to.”

- His face flushes, and as he puts the next ques-
tion he shades it with hig hand. -

“ Whom did she leave it with, then? Speak
out, woman, and don’t keep me waiting here for-

ever!”

\
i
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How could I tell but what |
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“Q lor, sir! don't take on so, there’s a dear
gentleman. I can't rightly tell you, sir, never
having secn the young man before; but he was
hanging about here the evening you left, and talk-
ing with your lady in the field, and he fetched
away her box with his own ’ands, yesterday
morning, a3 I watched ’im from the kitchen-
winder. A country-looking young man ke was,
but not ill-favored; and, as they walked off to-
gether, I see him kiss the mistress’s cheek, that I
did, if my tongue was to be cut out, for saying so,
the very next minute.”

“ There—there! that will do; go to your
work, and hold your torgue, if such a thing is
possible to.you. You will remain on here, and,
when I have decided what is to be done with
these things, I-will let you know.”

And, so saying, Eric Keir strides from the
house again, mounts his horse, and retakes his
way to Oxford.

“ A young man, country-looking but not ill-
favored ; some one of the friends from whom he
has alicnated her, perhaps. Certainly a persén
of her own clasg, and to whom she returns in
preference to himself.

“ How could he hare ever been such a fool as
to suppose that a woman taken from her station
in life, accustomed to, and probably flattered by,
the attentions of clodhoppers and tradesmen,
could appreciate the niceties of such a sacred
thing as honor, or the affection of an elcvated and
intellectual mind? "

So he says, in-his ﬁrst frenzy of wrath and
jealousy and shame, but so does he not entirely
believe. The old woman’s gossip has left a mis-
erable doubt to rankle in his heart ; but bas not
accomplished the death of his trust in the girl
who has left him, and whom, though he has ceased
love, he feels bound to search after, and succor
and protect. He makes all the investigations
that are possible without betraying his secret to
the world ; but private inquiries and carefully-
worded newspaper advertisements prove alike
futile, and from the day on which she fled from
Fretterley the fate of Myra to Eric Keir is wrapped
in dark uncertainty,

—_—

CHAPTER II

Tais abrupt and mysterious termination to a
love-dream which he had once believed to be
the key-stone of his life has a great effect upon
the bodily and mental health of Eric Keir. He
becomes morose, absorbed, and melancholy; re-




linquishes the pursuits of which he had been most
fond, and avoids the society of his friends. His
altered behavior excites much coilege-talk, and
ali his former companiong, save one, are full of
conjecture as to the cause of it. That one is
; ‘ Saville Moxon, who alone believes he knows the
l reason of the change. Ile thinks that Eric Keir
!
3

(notwithstanding his protestations to the con-
trary) has really been smitten, or at least on the

or the other of the pretty daughters of the Vie-
P ar of Fretterley; has given up the pursuit at
H - the*expostulation of his friend, and is suffering,
by a very natural reaction, for his voluntary sac-
: rifice. Saville Moxon knows as much about it as
g _} any of the others.
. I 7 ' After a month of silence and suspense, dur-
ing which, strange to say, Eric Keir, in all his
misery, finds a sense of relief at not being
obliged to pay those sécret visits to Fretterly, old
Margaret is dismissed, the cottage given up, and
its contents scattered by the hammer, but the
memory of the days he has spent there docs not
pass so casily from the young man's mind.
Rather it takes root and poisons his existence,
like an unextracted barb, so that he looks five
years older in as many months, and loses all the
effervescence and hilarity of youth.

His brother and his friends persuade him,
after all, to join their walking-tour-in Brittany,
and, when it is accomplished, Lord Muiraven and
the Moxons return to England by themselves,
. having left Eric on the Continent.

‘Vlv ¢ The boy has grown too fast and studied too
hard,” says Lord Norbam, in answer to the in-
quiries of anxious relatives; “and a little re-
laxation will do him all the good in the world. I
expect great things of Eric—great things—but I
cannot permit his health to be sacrificed to my

& ] ambition.” consequence of which, the Hon-
g orable Erig/ Hamilton Keir is lost to his mother-
be country for two eventful years. Could he but

\have guessed how eventful !

At the expiration of that period we meet him
again at a private ball in London.
i It is the height of the season ; the weather is
B warm, the room crowded, and every one not oc-
cupied in dancing attempts to find a refuge on
i ‘the la.ndmg, or the stairs.
At the sides of the open door lcan two young

5 8 men, gazing into the ballroom, and passing
g‘i' . their remarks on those theysee there.
i1 “Whois the girl that Keir’s dancing with?”

I ) “Keir!
i
i Q: ¢ N
Mo ,
i

Where is he?”

high-road to being smitten, by the charms of one.

“NO INTENTIONS.”

“ Coming down the left-hand side;
in black and gold.”

“ Why, Miss St. John, of course !

“ And why of course? Who may M iss 8t
John be 2”7

“ My dear Orme, 1f vou're so lamentably iz
norant, pray speak a little lower. Not to know
Miss St. John argues yourself unknown.”

“Indced! Well, she's uncommonly hand.
some. I should have no objection to number her
among my acquaintances.”

“1 should think not; she's the belle of the
season, and only daughter of old St. John the
banker, deceased.”

““ Got any money ? ”

“Lots, I believe—anyway, her face is a for
tune in itself. It ought to commaad a coronet
as faces go nowadays.” ’

“ And Keir, I suppose, is first in the field?
Well! X am of a self-sacrificing disposition, and
wish him good luck.”

“He would not thank you for it: he is sub.
limely indifferent to every thing of the sort.”

“It does not look like it: I have seen them °
dancing together several times this evening.”

“Ah! that they always do; and I believe he
is a constant visitor at the house. But if the St,
John cherishes any fond hopes in consequence, I
should advise her to relinguish them. XKeir is
not a marrying man.”

“It’s early in the day to arrive at that con- %
clusion.” !

“ My dear fellow! he makes no secret of his :
opiniong —nor of his flirtations, for the matter
of that. If he has one affair on band, he hasa
dozen, and, should Miss St. John discard him to-
morrow morning, he would replace her in the
afternoon.”

“You are not giving your friend a very en-

the
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viable character,” remarks Mr. Orme, who is 2 .

young man of a moral and sententious turn of
mind, and takes every thing av grand sérieuz.

¢ Can’t possibly give him what he hasn’t got,” 3

replies the other, laughing; “and he would be’
the first to tell you so. Keir's an excellent fei-
low with men, and a general favorite ; but he i
certainly heartless where women are concerned. .
or caljous. I hardly know which to call it. He .
has been terribly spoiled, you see, both at hom:
and abroad ; he will view life and its responsi-
bilities with clearer eyes ten years hence.”

There is a general crush round the door-wa, 4

and the conversation of the young men has beex 3
overheard by many, but to one listener only has °
it proved of engrossing interest. That ome is §




MBMrs. St John, the widowed mother of the girl so
Mlfrcely spoken of. ,
Wedged in upon the landing, and forced to
BYsten to the discussion against her will, she has
"“Mrunk in with burning cheeks the truths so likely
B0 affect her daughter’s happiness; and, as soon
s she finds it practicable, she creeps to a cor-
er of the ballroom whence she can watch the
nduct of Irene and Mr. Keir, and feverishly de-
rmine what course of action she is bound, in
er capacity of jguardian, to pursue respecting
hem. .
Meanwhile the galop has ended, and Eric Keir
eads his partner into an adjoining conservatory,
fwhich has been kept dim and cool, and provided
With couches for the rest and refreshment of the
There, while Irene St. Jobn, flushed and ex-
eited, throws herself upon a sofa, he leans against
the back of a chair opposite and steadfastly re-
gards her.

“I am afraid I have quite tired you, Miss St.
ohu; that last galop was a very long one.”

Eric Keir is greatly altered since the days
hen he paid those secret visits to Fretterley.
ravel and time, and something more powerful
han either, have traced lines across his forehead
:;‘nd made his face sharper than.it should be at
FYour-and-twenty, But he is very handsome—
“handsome with the hereditary beauty of the fam-
3 Hly; the large, sleepy, violet eyes and dark hair,
i and well-cut, noble features which the Norhams
; have possessed for centuries—of which the pres-
:{ent Lord Norham is o proud ; and the more so
. pecause they seem, in this instance, to have

“Jkipped over the heir to bestow themselves upon

‘i3 younger brother.

@ And this handsome head is not set, a3 is too

ften the case, on an indifferent figure, but is car-
- 7Ried upright and statelily, as such a noble head

Jhould be, At least 50 thinks Irene St. John, if

o other,
) “I am not so tired of dancin:g, as of attempt-
+ @8 to dance,” she says, in answer to his remark.
‘@ How cool and refreshing this little nook seems,
Jter the crush and heat of the ballroom! Rest
‘pd quiet are worth all ‘the glare and tumult of
Apciety, if one could believe it.”
3 "8 “Thatis just what T was going to observe;
bu have taken the sentence out of my mouth,”
y8 Bric Keir. “The pleasure of a few words
rehanged with you alone, outweighs all the at-
tions of an evening’s dancing.”

“I did not expect to hear you say 80,” mur-

nurs Miss St: John, with downcast cyes.

W W = -
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“Why not? Is the sentiment too high to
come from a worldling’s lips 2

It is most likely to proceed from the lips of
those who have encountered something to disgust
them with the world. I hoped that your life had
been all brightness, Mr. Keir.”

“It is too good of you even to have hoped.
But why should I be exempt from that of which,
by your own argument, you must have had expe-
rience ?

“Ah! women are more lable to suffering, or
they feel it more acutely—don’t you think so?
My poor father ! it seems so short a time since he
was here. Did I follow my own inclinations, I
should not be mixing with the world, even now ;
and T often wish I had been firmer in standing
out against the wishes of Of‘htfs."mg —

“ Don't say that,” is the low-voiced rejoinder;
“had you refused to enter society, we might not
have met! and I was just beginning to be pre-
sumptuous cnough fo hope that our friendship
possessed some interest for you.”

“And so it does, Mr. Keir; pray don't think
otherwise,” witk a hot, bright blush ; *“a few words
of common-sense are the only things which make
such a scene tolerable to me.”

- “Or to myself,” he answers, as he takes a seat
beside her; “ the quickness with which we think
and feel together, Miss St. John ; the sympathy,
in fact, which appears to animate us, is a source
of unceasing gratification to me.”

She does not answer him ; but the strains of
the “Blue Danube ” waltz come floating in from
the adjacent ballroom, and mingle with his words,

“I suppose the world considers me a happy
man,” he continues, presently, “I dare say that
even my own people think the same, and will con-
tinue to do so to the end—what then? it makes
no difference to me.”

How quickly & woman's sympathy catches
light when it is appealed to on behalf of a man's
suffering! She seems to think it so much harder
that the rougher sex should encounter: trouble
than her patient self! Irene's eyes are full of
tender, silent questioning.

“And you are not, then, happy ?” they in-
quire.

“Can you ask the question ?” his reply.

“You .must have guessed my secret,” his
tongie says; “you are not an ordinary Woman ;
you look below the surface.”

“I confess that I have sometimes thought—"

“Of course you have,” he interrupts her,
eagerly. “I have had trouble enough, Géd
knows, and it will end only with my life.”
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“O Mr. Kcir! youare too young to sa\y'thag."

“T am too old to think otherwise,” he rejoins,
moodily; “your trouble was not of your own
seeking, Miss St. John—mine is; that malkes all
the difference.”

It makes it harder to forget, perhaps,” she
answers, ““ but not impossible. And you have so
auch to make life pleasant to you—so many

* friends—"

“Friends! what do I care for them, excepting
one? O Miss St. Jobn! if you will not think
me too bold in saying so, it is only since I met
you that I have felt as if I really had a friend.
The few months we have known each other scem
like years in retrospection, though they have
flown like days in making your acquaintance.”

¢ We have seeni so much of one another in the
time,” she murmurs, softly.

“Yes! and learned more. Sometimes I can
scarcely believe but that I have known you all my
life. To feel you really were my friend would be
to experience the greatest pleasure that this world
still holds for me.”

“Why should you not feel so?

The sweet strains of the *“ Blue Danube ™ are
being repeated again and again, but above the
loudest of them she hears the fluttering of her
own heart as she puts the question.

“May I?" laying his hand upon the one which
lies upon herlap: “is it possible that you can take
sufficient interest in such an insignificant person
as myself as to promise to befriend him? Do you
know all that is implicated in that promise—the
long account of follies and shortcomings you will
have to listen to, the many occasions on which you
will be asked for couns§ or advice, the numerous
times that you will feél utterly tired of or impa-
tient with me ?”

“T am not afraid of that, Mr. Keir.”

“Why do you call me Mr, Keir? Can we
real friends while we address each other so f%i/
mally? Surely you are above all such pruder;

or I am much mistaken in your character.”

“I am not a prude, or I thi 5 yet the
name by which I call you can ma’.l‘;]:;sog@}w@
in my friendship.”. '

“But cannot you guess that I am longing to
have the right to speak to you familiarly? Jrene
—it fits you perfectly. I never knew an Irene
in my life before, yet I could not fancy you by any
other name, for I learned to love its suund long
before I had the hardihobd to hope that its pos-
sessor would admit me to her intimgey. I shall
be very jealous of our friendship, Irene.”

“But why should you be jealous?” she de-

mands, in a low voice. Her speaking cyes are
cast upon the ground. He can only see the long,
dark lashes that lie upon her cheeks, and the
golden, g]ory of her head, while the sweet, soft
notes of the music still steal in to fill up the broken
pauses of the conversation.

“Because it is a sacred bond bct?veen us
which no third person must intrude upon ; and if
it is a secret, so much the better; it will be so
sweet to feel that we have any thing in comimon.
But if you admit another to your friendship, Ircne
—if I hear any man daring to call you by your
Christian name, if I see that you have other con-
fidants whom you trust as much or more than
myself, I—I"~— waxing fierce over the supposition
—“I don’t know what I should do!”

His violence amuses her.

“You need not be afraid—indeed, you-need
not ; no ore of my acquaintance would presume
to act in the manner you describe.”

“ Then I am the first, Irene ? »

“ Quite the first.” -

‘8o much the happier for me!
—1I wonder—"

3 What? »

“ Whether you can be content with such a
friendship as I offer you; whether it will be suffi-
cient for your happiness.”

- «“How exigeante you must consider me!”

“ Not s0; it is I that deserve the name. Yet
if—if, when we have grown necessary to each
other—or, rather, when you have grown necessary
to me—you should see some one whom you pre-
fer—some one more attractive—more desirable
than myself, and desert me in consequence, marry
him, in fact, what shall I do 2 ”

She is about indignantly to disclaim the possx
bxhty of such a thing, when she is mterrupted by
the entrance of her mother .

“Irene! what are you thinking of? Captain
Clevedon has been looking for you the last half-
hour. You know you were engaged to him for
this waltz.” ' .

The voice of Mrs, St. John, usually so sweet
and low, especially when she is speaking to her
daughter, has become too lnghly pitched in her
anxiety, and sounds discordant.. *As she hears it,
Irene, blushing all over, rises quickly from her seat.

“Have I been here long, mother? I have
been talkjng, and did not think of it.”

“Then you should think of it,” retorts Mrs,
St. John ; “or Mr, Keir "—with a dm of indig- #
nation in his direction—* should of it for
you. It is not customary with you to 1 your §

partners, Irene.” J

'

But I wonder

d




MR. KEIR'S VISIT.

“Js Captain Clevedon offended? I am so
orry ! Take me to kim, mother, and I will make
he amende honorable.”

«] don't think you will have the opportunity.

4 believe he has gone home, where, indeed, it is
'igh time we went alsa. Come, Irene!”

“] am ready, mother! Mr..Keir offers you
"'his arm. No!”—as Eric Keir extends the other
B gor her benefit—** take care 6f mamma, and I will

; llow ; thank you!”

So they pass through the ballroom and de-
end the staircase, Mrs. St. John in dignified si-
nce, and the young people with some amount of

pidation. Yet, as he puts Irene into the car-

ze, Eric Keir summons up sufficient courage to
fny—
5, “Shall T find you at home to-morrow after-
poon, Miss St. John?” * )
i Sheds about to answer timidly that she is
npt sure, when she is again interrupted by her

mbother.

& ““Yes, we shall be at home, and giad to see
jou, Mr. Keir;” at which unexpected rejoinder,
. Keir expresses his grateful thanks, and Irene,
fasping Mrs. St. John’s hand between both her
'n, lies back upon the cushions, and indulges in
frosc-colored dream of coming happiness.

. At an early hour on the following afternoon,
ic Keir's horse stands at the door of Mrs. St.
ha's house in Brook Street. He enters hur-
dly, wich—u*nright look of expectation on his
ntenance, amil, without ceremony, turns into a
ing-room on the ground-floor.
 The servant who admitted him had scarccly

@ to close the hall-door again, before the vis-
bad vanished from his view, and left him
nding there, with the message that was evi-
ptly fluttering on his -lips, still undelivered.
it is Irene’s sitting-room, and Eric Keir is
disappointed in his hope of finding her in it—

d alone.
“What will you say to me for so abrypt an
rance " he exclaims, as she rises to welcome

n.  ‘“Does it come within the privileges of g
end to introduce himself, or must I wait, like

Wy other man, until your flunky formally an-

nces me? O Irene! I have scarcely slept a
fnk all night.”

“What a lamentable confession!” she an- |

vers, gayly. ‘If this is the effects o?' too much
ncing, I must begin to assert my prerogative
chief counselor, and order you to be more dis-
et in future.” > -
_“Of too much dancing ! * indignantly; “you

-2
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know, without my telling you, if my restlessness
wag due to that, O Irene! I feel so happy!” A4

‘ And last night you felt so miscrable.”

A cloud passesover the brightness of his face.

- “Idid. T felt wretched inlooking back upon

my past life: the remembrance of the trouble it
has caused me, and the follies to which it has
been witness, unnerves me. And my happiness
to-day (if it can be called such), my light-hearted-
ness, rather, proceeds only from the knowledge
that you promised to help me to forget it.”

She has reseated herself by this time, and be
takes a chair beside her. .

‘ As far as it lies in my power,” she answers;
“but is it always necessary to forge! in order to
be happy?” - -

“In my case it i3 so: there is nothing left for
me but forgetfulness—and your affection.’™

““Was it a very great trouble, then?” she
says, softly. )

‘So great, that it has destroyed all the pleas-

ure of my youth, and threatens to do the same
‘by the comfort of my ageb

“And a woman was the cause of it, I sup-
pose.”

“Is not a woman at the BBttom of all our troub-
Women are the ulterior causes of all pain
and pleasure in this world—at least, forus. You
have not lived nineteen years in it without dis-
covering that, Irene ? ™

3 NO ! ”»

“ And so I Jook to a woman to cure me of the
wound that a woman’s hand inflicted ; to restore
to me, as far as possible, through the treasure of
her friendship and hef sympathy, the happiness
which, except for my own mad folly, I might
have aspired to—"

“If you please, sir, Mrs. St. John is in the
library, and will be glad to speak to you as soon
as you can make it convenient to see her.”

¢ Say I will come at once.”

On the-entrance of the servant they have
sprung apart as guiltily as though they had been
lovers, instead of only friends, and, as he, disap-
pears again, they look at one another consciously
and laugh. )

“What 2 mysterious message!” exclaims
Irene; “is this leap-year? Can mamma have
any designs on you?” :

“In the shape of commissions—what ladies
have not? I am a perfect martyr to the cause.
Whether owing to the respectability of my con-
nections, or myself, I cannot say; tut the nam.

1 ber of notes I am asked to deliver, and Berlin

wools to match, is perfectly incredible. But is

-
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this dear interview ended? Shall Inot find you
here on my return?”

“Perhaps you may; but perhaps, also, my
So you had better
consider it at an end, lest you should be disap-
pointed.”

- “If it is at an end, you must bid me fare-
well.” .
“ Farewell,” she echoes, smilingly, as she ex-
tends her hand.

“JIs that the best way you know how to do
it?” he demands, as he retaing her hand be-
tween his own. “What a thorough English-
woman you are, Irene; you would not relinquish
one of the cold forms of society, even where
your feelings are most interested. Custom first,
and friendship afterward. Ah, you do not re-
zard our compact in the sacred light that I do!”

He has drawn her closer to him as he speaks,
and their faces arc nearly on a level.

‘O Exic! how little you know me!” -

The liquid eyes upraised to his, the parted
lips, the trembling hand—which he still holds—
appeal to him until he loses sight of self and the
hitter consequences of indulgence, and remem-
bers only that they are man and woman, and
they stand alone.

“Darling!” he whispers, as he bends down
and kisses her. )

By the crimson flush that mounts to her fore-
head, and the abrupt manner in which she disen-
gages herself from him and turns away, so that
be cannot see her face, he fears that he has seri-
ously offended her.,

“Forgive me! I know that it was wrong,
but I could not help it. Irene, say that you are
not angry!”

“Oh, pray go to mamma! she will think it so
strange—she has been waiting for you all this
time.” >

“I capmot go unnl you have said that you
forgive me.” ;

“Ido forgive you then; but—but—it must
never be again.”

“Is that your keart speaking to mine, Irene ?
Well, I will not press you for an answer now;
but grant me one favor—one token that, you are
not really’ Vangry‘ with me: be here when I re-
turn.” .

And with these words he leaves her

He finds Mrs, St. John restlessly pacing up
and down the library, and appearing even more
nervous than usual.

She is a frail, timid-looking woman, the very
opposite of her high-spirited daughter; and, as

R
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she turns at his approach, her very hps are
trembling.

“How do you do, Mrs. St. John?
you wish to speak to me. A commission, of
course. Well, I am quite at your service, from
barley-sugar up to bank-notes. What a lovely
morning we have had! I hope you are not much
fatigued after last night’s dissipation.”

His frank and unrestrained address makes the
task which she has set herself more difficult; but
she takes a chair, and waves him to another,
while she is vainly trying to find words in which
to open the conversation naturally.

“I am quite well, thank you, Mr. Keir. Pray
be seated. Yes, I asked to speak to you; itis
rather a delicate businesg, and, had I not great
faith in you, it would be a very painful one; but
—are you sure that you are comfortable ?

‘“ Quite so, thank you, Mrs. St. John,” he an-
swers, puzzled -to imagine what possible connec-
tion his present comfort can have with the sub-
ject she is about to introduce.

“Iam glad of it. It is much more satisfac-
tory to enter on a discussion whgn both parties
are perfectly at their ease. I asked to see you,
Mr. Keir, because—I suppose you know that I
am the sole guardian of my daughter?”

“I believe I have heard Miss St. John men-
tion the fact.” . =

“ Yes, her poor father wished it, and, though
I am very unfit for such a position, I knew he
must be the best judge; and so—bit, of course,
it leaves me without counselors. Irene has no

I believe

near relation but myself, and I have no male

friends in England to whom I can apply for ad-
vice in any matters of difficulty.”

“If I can be of any use,” he interrupts,
eagerly, “or could procure you the information
you require, Mrs. St. John, you must know that
it would give me the greatest pleasure to do so.”

“Thank you very much, Mr, Keir—jyes, you
can help the—I am coming to that presently.

But being, as I said before, the sole guardian of °
Irene’s interests, you-must perceive that it is my-

duty to be very careful of her—that I cannot be
too careful—"

“ Who could doubt it ? ” he answers, warmly.

“And you are very often in her company;
you have been here a great deal lately, Mr, Keir
—7you are at our house almost every day.”

“I beg your pardon.”

“] eay that you are very intimate with Iren
— rather too intimate, I think; though, o

course, we have always been pleased to see you 2
but the world will talk, end young people’s 3

7
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A PAINFUL INTERVIEW,

é;ncs soon get counected ; and so I consxdcr it
‘ §. duty to ascertain” — here Mrs. St. John
coughs twice, and swallows some fearful obstacle
#in her throat—“to ask you, in short, wkat are
Yyour intentions respecting her 27

The’ murder i3 out, and poor Mrs. St. John
ginks back in her chair, pale and exhausted, as
thouf*h Bet own fatd depended on his answer.

“Intentions ! my intentions!” cries Eric
cir, starting from his seat.

The tone of surprise and incredulity in which
e utters the words seems to put new courage

to his listeher ¥'it arouses her maternal fears,

nd with her fears her indignation, and she an-
“igwers, quickly:
* “You cannot pretend to misunderstand my
mcmmz, Mr. Keir; young as you are, you are
ﬁo much a manof the world for that, and must
ﬁlow that if you are so constantly scen in the
g@mpany of a young lady, people will begin &
‘iquire if you arc engaged to be married to her

¢ not.” ’

“J—I—know that I have trespassed very
uch upon your hospitality,” he commences,
ammering, *and taken the greatest pleasure in
ming here, but I have never addressed Miss
t. John except in the character of a friend, and
supposed that you entirely understood the foot-
¢ on which I visited her.”

“And you mean to tell me,” exclaims the

v mother, who is shaking from head to foot
th nervous excitement—* you intecnd me to

erstand, Mr. Keir, that all your attentions

ve meant nothing, and that 0y daughter is no
ore to you than any othér girl ?

The whole truth flashes on him now ; he sces
e fraud of which he has been guilty, both to
s own heart and, to hers; he Arows that he

es Irene St. John as his soul; and yet he is
rced to stammer on:

“I never said that, Mrs. St, John. I hold
our daughter too highly—much too highly, in
by admiration and—and-—esteem, and value her
iendship too much, to be guilty of &0 false a
entiment.  But, as to marriage: deeply as I

y—as I do regret the necessity for saying so,
must tell you that it is not in my power, at

j@resent, to marry any one!”

“Not insyour power! what do you mean ?”

“I mean that, being but a younger son, I am
pot, unfortunately, in a position to take such a
esponsibility upon myself so early. If you knew

oy circumstances, Mrs. St. Jobn, you would be

he first person to refuse your daughter’s hand to
e."

f
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“YWhat! asthe younger son of the Earl of
Norham? Mr. Keir, you arc having recourse to
a miserable subterfuge; you have been trifling
with my ‘child—_\‘ou would not have dared to
make so paltry an excuse to Irene’s father.”

“0 Mrs. St. John! you do me wrong. I
should have spoken just the same (I could have
spoken in no other way) even to your husband.
Yet had'I pleaded a disinclination for marriage,
you would have been no better pleased.” .

“] have been foolish,” cxclaims Mrs. St.
John, trying hard to keep back the’ tears which
she would consider it benecath her dignity to
shed; “I have been blind to allow your intimacy
to go on so leng—but I could not believe you
would act so unworthy a part. My poor Ircne!”

“Good God! Mrs, St. John ’—with terrible
emphasis—“ you do -not mean to teil me that
Irenc shares your suspicions—that she has learned
to regard me with any feeling warmer than the
friendship we have pledged each other ? ™

“ What right have you to ask, sir? - What
right have you to call her by her Christian name ?
I have not been accustomed to hear-my daughter
spoken of so familiarly by the r'emlcmv:n of her
acquaintance.”

0 Mrs. St. Johu! con't be hard upon me.
Believe me when I say that in sceking the friend-
ship of Miss St. John I had no intention beyond
that of deriving great pleasure and profit from
our intercourse: I never dreamed that my actions
would be misconstrued either by the world or
yourself. I have never breathed a word to her
concerning love or marringc—sl could not .have
done it, knowing how impossible it is for me to
redeem such a pledge, at present.”

“T hear your words, Mr. Keir, but I do not un-
derstand them. I only feel that you have been
acting a-very thoughtless, if not a dishonorable
part, and that it becomes my duty to see an im-
mediate stop put to it. And, therefore, from the
moment you quit this room, you must consider
that our intimacy is at an end.”

At this intimation Ervic Keir becomes visibly
agitated.

“Atanend! Do you mean to say that I am
to see her no more—that my visits bere are to
cease once and forever ?”

“ Of course they-are! Would you go on de-
ceiving my poor girl, only to break her heart at the
last?” cries Mrs. St. John, thrown off her guard
by the vehemence of his manner. “You little
guess my love for her, Mr. Keir, if you think I
would permit the happiness of her life to be
wrecked in this manuer.”

kd




« NO INTENTIONS.”

The timid, shrinking woman, who hardly
speaks above a whisper in society, becomes quite
grand and tragic in defense of her child.  She re-
minds one of a dove-eyed, innocent ewe, advancing
to the front of the flock to shake its hornless head
and stamp its impotent fect because some passing
stranger has dared to cast a glance in the dircc-
tion of its lamb.

¢ Then she loves me, and you know it,” ex-
claimg’ the young man, his eyes roused from
their usual languor by the excitement of the sus-
picion ; “ Mes. St. John, tell me the truth; does
Irene love me?”

“Do you intend to marry her?” demands
the mother, fixedly. His eyes droop; silence is
his only answer.

“0 Mr. Keir! I could hardly have believed
it of you.”

“1 bught not to have put the question. I
have only tortured you and myself. But if-you
have any pity left for me, try to pity the necessi-
ty which forbids my answering you.” °

“T think thatour interview should end here,
Mr. Keir. No good can be gained by my detain-
. ing you longer, and a further discussion of this

very painful subject is only likely to lead to fur-

ther estrangement. I must beg you, therefore,
to leave this house, and wnthouf’ seeing my daugh-
ter again.”
“But who then will tell her of the proposed
N alteration in our intercourse ? "
“J take that upon myself, and you may rest
assured that Irene will be quite satisfied to abide

_ by my decision. Meanwhile, Mr. Keir, if you
have any gentlemanly feeling left, you will quit
London, or take means to prevent our meeting
you again.”

“Is it to be a total separation, then, between
us? Must I have nothing, because I cannot take
all?” .

“I have already given you my opinion. Do
not compel me to repeat it in stronger terms.”

Her voice and manner have become so cold
that they arouse his pride.

“ There is nothing, then, left for me to do but
to bow to your decision. Mrs, St. John, I wish
you & very good-morning.”

**  He is going then, but his heartstrings pull
him backward.

“Oh! make the best of it to her, for God's
sake! Tell her that—that— Butno! there is
nothing $o tell her; I have no excuse—I can only
go I ”

He,suits the action to the word as he speaks,
and she follows him into the hall, and sees him

o
2,

——

safely out of the house before she tures the door.
handle of her daughter’s room.

Irene is sitting in an attitude of expectahon
her hands idly folded on her lap, and fitful blushes
chasing each other over he™ace as she listens
to the footsteps in the hall. When her mother
enters, she starts up suddenly, and then sits down
again, as though she scarcely knew what she was
doing,

““Is he gone ? ” she says, in a tone of disap-
pointment, as Mrs. St. John advances to take her
tenderly in her arms.

“ And wha may %e be ? " inquires the mother,
with a ghastly attempt at playfulness, not know.
ing how to broach the intelligence she bears.

“ Mr. Keir—Eric !—has he not been speaking
to you? ‘O mother!” hiding her face with a
sudden burst of shame on Mrs. St. John's Bosom ;
* I am pot quite sure, but I thiok—I #irk he
loves me ! )

Mrs. St. John does not know what to answer.
For 2 minute she holds her daughter in her arms
and says nothing. Then Irefie feels the trembling
of her mother’s figure, and looks yp alarmed. X

“Mother! is there any thing the matter? . ..
Are you not well 2”

“There is nothing the matter, my darling—at
least, not much. But you were speaking of Mr.
Keir—he is goue!”

“Gone—why? "

¢ Because he is not a gentleman, Irene.”

“ Mother 1"

‘ He is not worthy of you, child ; he has been
playing with your feelings, amusing himself at
your espense, O Irene, my darling, you are so
brave, so good. You will bear this like a woman,
and despise him as he deserves.”

“Bear this | bear what? ” says the girl, stand-
ing suddenly upright; “I do not comprebend
you, mother—I do not know what you are talking
of.?

“I am talking of Mr. Keir, Irene ; I am telling
you that he is utterly unworthy of another thought
from you—that he has dangled about you until
the world has connected your names together,
and that he has no intentions concerning you; "
he has just told me so.”

“No intentions!” repeats her daughter, va-
cantly; “no intentions!”

“He has no intention—af proposing to you,
Irene—of marrying you; he has meant nothing
by it all.” '

¢ Nothing 1"
dreamy way.

!

repeats Ireme, in the same




ERIC'S DISMISSAL. ‘ '

The lace-shrouded windows of the room are
. fopen, and the faint, rich odor from the boxes of
5 ptocks and mignonette that adorn its sills floats
Into the chamber, bringing with it a memory of
hot-house plants, while band music from an ad-
il‘jigoining square commences to make itself indis-
“Rinctly heard.
¥ “Yes, nothing,” continucs Mrs. St. John, ren-
iered bolder by her daughter’s passiveness and
:er own indignation. I have just put the ques-
on to him—it was my duty to do so, seeing
hat marked attention be has paid you lately,

d—1I couldn’t have believed it of Mr. Keir; I

‘“hought g0 much more bighly of him—he told me
‘my face that he had never even thought of you
# any thing but a friend. A friend, indeed!
Ob, my dearest girl! that any man should dare
#0 speak of you in such terms of indifference—it

-l break my heart !” and Mrs. St. John at4$
tlinpts to cast herself into her daughter’s arms
again,
- flbr—almost roughly.”

“ Mother ! how dared you do it?”

The words are such as she has mever pre-
med to use to her mother before; the tone
en is not her own. Mrs. St. John looks up
rightedly.

“Trene!” -
¢ “How dared you subject me to such an insult

xpose me in so cruel a manner; make me

picable to myself? ”

My child, what do you mean ?”

“ Cannot a man be friendly and agreeable with-

being called upon to undergo so humiliating an

mination? Is a girl never to speak to one of

e other sex without being suspected of a desire
marry him? Is there to be no friendship, no
diality, no confidence in this world, but the

tics are immediately required to bind them-
@ves down to a union which would be repug-
nt to both? It is this style of thing which
pkes me hate society and <all its shams—
hich will go far now to make me hate my-
e

“Irené! my dear!” cries Mrs, St. John,

; “you do not consider that I

and this precaution, whichap-,

y to you, became a dity for

to take. Wouldyou have had me receive his
fsits here until he had entangled your affections
ore inextricably, perhaps, than he has donme at

esent ? 7

“Who says he has done so—who dares to
ay it 2

- The girl's pride is raging and warring within

- i TN

But Irene puts her from her—repulses |
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her. She has been roused from her tende? love.
dream by a stern reality, she is quivering under
the shock even as she speaks, but her first
thought is to save her wounded honor.

“ My Irene! I thought—I never dreamed but
that you liked him—judging from the manner in
which you received and spoke of him.” '

“Liked him! Is liking, love? You judged
me too quickly, mother. You have not read
down to the depths of my heart.”

“You do not love him, then, my darling—this
business will not make you miserable? O Irene
—speak! you cannot think what suspense costs
me.”

The girl hesitates for a moment, turns to see
the frail figure before her, the thin clasped hands,
the anxious, sorrow-laden eyes waiting her ver-
dict, and hesitates no longer.

“I would not marry Eric Keir, mother, to-
morrow for all this world could give me.” -

“Oh! thank God! thank God!™ cries Mrs. .
St. John, hysterically, as she sinks upon a sofa.
In another moment Irene is knecling by her
side.

¢ Dearest mother! did I speak unkindly te
you? Oh! forgive me! You kaow how proud
I am, and it hurts me, just for the time being.
But it is over now. Forget it, dear mother—we
will both forget it, and every thing concerning it
~—and go on as before. Oh! what a wretch I
am to have made you weep!” .

“I did it for the best, Ireme. I onmly did
what I considered my duty—it is a very common
thing: it takes place cvery day. But so long as
his conduct does not affect your happiness, there
is no barm done.”

“There is no harm done,”~echoes the girl,
with parched lips, and eyes that zre detcrmined
not to cry.” <

“Tt will pu-b aetop to his coming here, and I
dare say you will faiss him at first, Irenc.) Young
people like to be together ; but you must remem-
ber how detrimental such an intimacy would be
to your future prospects ; no one else would pre-
sume to come forward while a man like Eric
Keir i§ hanging about the house; and I should
never forgive myself if I permitted him to amuse
himself at the expense of your settlement in life.
He ought to know better than to wish such a
thing.”

 He knows better now,” replied her daughter,
soothingly.

“Yes—yes! if only he has not wounded you,
O Irene!” with a sudden burst of passion most
foreign to her disposition, “ you are my only hope
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}\-:my only consolation. Look me in the face,
nd tell me that you do not love him.”

‘ Mother, darling, you are ill and agitated ;
this wretched business has been too much for
you. Go and lic down, dear mother, and try to
sleep ; and when we meet again we will agree to
drop the subject altogether.”

“We will — we will. Heaven knows I am
only anxious that it should be forgotten—only
tell me, Irene, that you do not love him.”

She clings to her daughter—she will not Le
gainsaid; her eyes arc fixed searchingly upon
Ircne’s—the girl feels like a stag at bay; one
moment she longs to pour out the truth-—the
next death would not tear it from her.

“ Ido not love him!™ she answers, with closed
teeth.

“SBay it again!” excliims Mrs., St,
with a feverish burst of joy.

“I do not love him! Mother, is not that
cnough? ” she goes on rapidly. “ Why should
you doubt my word? Go, dear mother; pray
‘go and take the rest you need, and leave me to—
to—myjyself!”’

She pushes Mrs. St. John gently but forcibly
from the apartment, and locks the door. Then

John,

leans her back against it, grasping the edges with
her hands,

“ The first lie that I have ever told her,” she
whispers to herself; “the first lie—and yet, is it
a lie? do Ilove him—or do I hate kim 2"

She stands for a minute hard as stone, her
nervous hands grasping the table, her firm tecth
pressed upon her lower lip, as though defying it

" to quiver, while all that Eric Keir has ever said
%o her comes rushing back upon her mind.

The scent of the stocks and mignonette is
wafted past her with every breath that stirs ‘the
curtains : the band in the adjacent square has al-
tered its position ; it draws nearer—chanves its
air—the notes of the “ Blue Danube” waltz come
floating through the open window. It is the last
memory—all her determinatiod fades before it.

“ God help me ! she cries, as she sinks, sob-
bing, on the sofa.

Mrs, St. John is bound to believe what her
daughter tells her ; but she is not satisfied about
her daughter’s bealth. Theé season goes on—
Irene does not fail to fulfill one engagement—she
dresses and dancesand talks gayly as before, and
yet there is a something—undistinguishable, per-
haps, except to the eye of affection—that makes
her unlike her former self.

“NO INTENTIONS.”

She is barder than she used to be—more cyni.
cal—lecss open to belief in truth and virtue.

Added to which, her appetite is variable, ang
she drinks wine feverishly—almost cagerly—and
at odd intervals of time, Mrs. St. John calls in
her favorite doctor, Mr. Pettingall. Mr. Pettia.
gall i3 not a fashionable physician, he is an old
family doctor; he has known Ireme since her
birth, and is as well acquainted with her consti.
tution as with that of his own wife. He settles
the question on the first interview.

‘“ Depression of the vital powers, Mrs. St
John, caused by undue cxcitement and fatigue.
Your young lady has been going a little too fast
this season. She has been sitting up teo late
and dancing too much ; perhaps, also, flirting too
much. Nothing the matter with the hear, I sup-
pose, e¢h 2"

‘“ Oh, dear no, doctor! at least, Irene assures
me it is not the case, though her spirits are cer-
tainly very variable.” . -

“No sign atall! A life of dissipationsfs Sure
to make the spirits variable. Take her away,
and she'll be well in 2 month.” .

‘“ Away, doctor! what, before the season is

~over?”
“ she staggers to the table, blindly, gropingly, and |

“ Certainly ; unless you wish her health to be
over with the season. And a change will do you -
no harm either, Mrs. St. John. Why, you want
twice as much doctoring as your daughter.” =

“ That's what I tcll mamma,” exclaims Irene,
who has entered during the last sentence; “ but
she will not believe me. Let us join cause
against her, Mr. Pettingall, and get her out of
this hateful London.”

“Why, my dear! would you really like %5 -
g0 ?” says Mrs. St. Jobn.”

“I would like to go an_vwhéx;o, to see you
strong again, mother.”

“That's right! a good daughter is the best
medicine a mother can have. You hear what
Miss St. Jobn says, madarm. She will go any-
where to do you good-—and herself too!”

“She has always been my comfort!” mur-
murs Mrs. St. John.

“ And I, as your medical adviser, recommend )
a trip abroad.”

¢« Abroad!”

¢ Certainly. Three or four months’ runin the
Austrian Tyrol, for instance—or the Pyremecs.
Please yourselves, however, and you'll please me
—only get out of London. Itis quite as neces-
sary for your health Mrs. St. John, as for your
daughter’s.”

« Mother' we will go at once. We

ill not




CHANGE

elay a day longer than is pecessary. Thank
rou, Mr. Pettingall, for speaking out your mind
o frankly. I have been blind not to see before
Lat my mother wanted change.”
; From that moment Ircne comes out of her-Y
‘7gelf, and takes all necessary cares and arrange-
ents on her own hands, She forgets her trou-

Ble—her haunting regret; her only wish is to see

“Ber mother’s health restored.

& I have been selfish;” she thinks, as she
oves about from room to room, giving the final
ders for their departure. “I have been so
xious to forget my own misery that I have
agged my poor mother out much more than is

#g§pod for her—and this is the end of it. Oh! if

“F should have really upset her health—if this

ohange should even prove too late! Good God!

how shall I ever forgive myself—or him ! ”

;’{ She has not scen Aim since the interview he

lad with Mrs. St. John: she has gone out each

Qeninw "feverishly expectant of his presence;

- Jgnging, yet dreading, to encounter him : and she
dragged out the weary time with a heart of
ad in her bosom, because he has never come—
ing, in point of fact, hundreds of miles away
his father's seat in Scotland, though no one

11s her so
“ Afraid to meet me!” she has thought bit-
rly. “Yes, fear was about the last ingredient
panting in his cup of dishonor. How could I
er have been so‘mad as to think he lovedme?”

. The first place they try for change of air is
*chefort, in the Ardennes.
A lovely fertilq valley, surrounded by heather-
ered hills, the slopes of which are alive with
d blossoms, and the fect watered by clear
freams, repod® and peace seem to be the natural
haracteristics, the inevitable consequences, of a
e in Rochefort. :
But does peace come to the broken spirit
ore readily in quiet than in bustle? I doubt it.
“ What do we fly from, if not from memory ?
nd can it come 80 closely to us in a crowd, where
flien faces push between us and the semblance
ff the fuce we loved, and alien voices, clamoring
pr money or for interest, drown the sweet, false
ones that poisoned our existence, as when we
alk alone and weary on the footpath of life, too
eary, it may be, even to have strength to push
side that which we dread to look on ¢
Irene finds it so. In London, amid the whirl
wnd turmoil of the season, she thought that she
was strong enough to bear all things, even the

knowledge—the bitterest knowledge to a woman
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—that she had given Eric Keir love in exchange
for liking—fine gold for dross that tarnished at
the first touch.

" But here, in peacefuly slumbering Rochefort,.
she 13 fain to confess herself defeated. Here,
where she can wander for miles without meeting
a soul to break her solitude, his memory walks
beside her like a haunting ghost from which she
prays to be delivered.

Not mockingly nor coldly, not with a gesture
or a look that can awake her pride, but as her
heart remembers him—as it had hoped he would
de, until her over-burdened spirit can bear the
strain no longer, and sinks down upon the grass,
dappled with flowers and murmuring with in-
sects, and prays God she may die.

Only to rise, when her moan is over, burning
with indignation agéinst herself and him; hating
herself, perhaps, even more than him, for baving
sunk so low as to regret him. Mrs, St. John
knows nothing of all this; she is too feeble to
walk beyond a short distance, and Irene mever
appears before her except in good spirits and
with a beaming countenance. ’

The mother is deceived—she feels her own
health is failing, but she belicves in the restora-
tion of her child. Irenc reads her belief, and is
satisfied.

Nevertheless, as soon as the weather will per-
mit them, she persuades Mrs. St. John to move
on to Brussels. She knows that, in order to ke&
up ber rdle, she must be moving; onc more
month of Rochefort and the ghostof Eric Keir,
and she should break down entircly.

Brussels is full and gay; the Scptember fetes
are going on, and the town is crowded. Mrs, St.
John and ber daughter take up their abode at
one of the principal hotels, and prepare to enjoy
life to the uttermost.

Enjoy life to the uttermost! I wonder which
of us ever believes that he ox she has reached
the ““uttermost’ — or, baving reached it, how
long we believe it to ba such ?

The “uttermost,” if ever we attain it (how
few do!) usually makes us so giddy, we are not
aware, until we touch the bottom of the ladder
again, how quickly we have descended. *

Irene’s uttermost at this juncture consists of
running about to see all there is to be seen; and
that is very soon brought to a close by Mrs. St.
Jobn’s increasing ‘weakness. She longs to ac-
company her daughter, but she cannot accom-
plish it, and the girl's solitary rambles through
picture <galleries and museums begin only too
soon to assume the same character as her walks °
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in Rochefort. She comes to understand that the
companionship she needs is something more than
is to be found in a strange crowd: it must be an
active conversational presence—something that
shall barter bright thoughts for her dull ones,
and force her to exert her intellectual powers.
A real wholesome want seldom arises in this
world without the possibility of gratifying it In
a few days Irene finds the companion reaho
hand.

‘She returns one afterncon to the hotel, after
having permitted her feverish imagination to
bold converse for hours with the fantastic hor-
rors of Wiertz, and disturbs her mother in the
midst of & convérsation with a stranger—a gen-
tleman of about fifty, or perbaps a few years
older—~whom Irene has never seen before,

She stands at the door for 2 moment irreso-
lute, uncertain whether to enter or retreat; but
Mrs. St. John catches sight of her.

“Irene, my darling!” she exclaims. “Iam
80 glad you are come home! Only think: this
gentleman is your nearest relation on your deéar
father’s side — bis cousin, Colonel Mordaunt;
isn't it wonderful that we should have met each
other here?”

CHAPTER IIL

CoLoNEL MoRDAUNT i8 the best specimen of a
fine old English gentleman that Irene has ever
come across. She sees that at the first glance,
Of middle height, with a well-knit figure, florid
complexion, good features, and hair with the lus-
tre of gray satin on it,-he presents all ihe out-
ward qualifications that go to make up the pict.
ure of a man of birth and breeding, and she takes
a fancy to her mew relative at omce. Mrs, St.
John, too, who is in an unusual state of flush and
flutter, seems to have been quite overcome by the
unexpected encounter.

“Jg it not strange,” she keeps on repeating,
“that we should have met here—in Brussels—
after 50 many years >—Irene, my dear! you will
welcome Colonel Mordaunt, I am sure, if only for
your poor father’s sake.”

The girl comes forward with her hand ex-
tended, and the siranger, with old-fashioned polite-
ness, and dead-and-gone chivalry, raises it respect-
fully to his lips.

“Poor Tom!” he murmurs as he does 8o0;
“poor Tom ! I can trace a slight likeness to him
as he was, even in your blooming face, my fair
young cousin.”

v
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“She was always thought to have a look of
him,” sighs the mother, “but I scarcely imagined
it was so apparent.—O Irene! you cannot think
what a comnfort it is for me to have stumbled on
your cougin in this way—so weak and good-for-
nothing as I am. You will never need to stay at
home now for want of an escort—Colonel Mor.
daunt says he will be charmed to take you any.
where.”

“With yourown kind permission,” interposes
Colonel Mordaunt, -

“You are very good,” replies Irene.
you, then, staying in Brussels? ”

“I am here for a few days, on my way back
to England. I have been spending the simmer
at the Baths.”

“ Not remedially, I trust? " says Mrs. St. John,
with a sudden, anxious glance of interest at the
robust-looking man who stands before her.

“ Well, I ¢annot quite say no: though precau.
tionary would be the better word. You remem.-
ber our family tendency to gout, Mrs. St. John?
Poor Tom used to have a twinge of it occasion.
ally, and it was the complaint that carried off my
grandfather., I have had one or two warnings
during the last four years, and so I teok advan-
tage of the hot weather to put mysclf to rights
for the season.”

“The season!” echoes Mrs.
whom there is no season but one.

‘“ The hunting-season!” It sounds very dread.
ful, does it not ¥ but I fear there is no other sea-

“Are

St. John, to

son that conveys any interest to my ears, 1 am .

master of the hounds down in my part of Leices-
tershire, and spend my days between the stables
and the kennel, It isia fine sport, Mrs. St. John,
and a man must have something to do.”

“Then, I suppose you are very anxious to get
home again,” remarks Irene.

I was anxious to do so, I confess, but I bave
no intention of stirring now, so long as I can be
of any use to you or to your mother.”

“How kind!” murmurs Mrs. St. John; and
her daughter adds, “I am afraid you will find
shopping -and sight-seeing very tame work for
which to exchange the pleasures of the field, Colo-
nel Mordaunt.”

“ Without their motive,'perhaps-ves With
their motive, they can admit of no rivalry in my
eyes!”

“What an extremely polite old gentleman!”
exclaims Irene, as soon as the colonel has disap-
peared. However did you find him out, moth.
er?” ’ NN




“ By the simplest accident in the world. He
jpened the door of my sitting-room in mistake
br his own. I never was so surprised in my life.
B nearly screamed ! ”
“ Then you have met him before ? ”
“ Yes—oh yes !—of course—many years ago.”
%i. “ But why bave Inever 8een him, then? He
hys he lives in Leicestershire : why did he never
sgome to my father’s house ?

, Mrs. St. John looks uneasy. She shiftsabout
her chair, and rolls up her satin cap-strings till

ilty color coming and going in her faded cheeks.
“Well, to tell you the truth, dear, your fa-
r and Colonel Mordaunt, although cousins,
- wgere not the best of friends; that is to say, they

@ce had a quarrel about something, and after
“4lat they ccased to visit each other.”

“'«L It must have been a serious quarrel to cause

*h a complete separation. Are you sure that

onel Mordaunt was not the one in the wrong,
iother ? Would my father have liked us to be-
me intimate with him again?

Irene has a great reverence for the memory
her father ; she is always questioning what he
puld or would not have wished them to do,
metimes to the ruffling of her mother’s placid
Spmper.

f “Dear me, Irene! I should thmk you might
nst me to judge of such matters! Do you think

e disagreement had nothing to do with Colonel
daunt’s conduct. He behaved extremely well
ughout the whole affair. Only your father

ved.”

“ And yet he was his nearest relative.”

“ Quite the nearest. You know what a small
nily ours is—ridiculously erall, in fact. Your
eat-grandfather was a Baddenall, and his two
jughters, co-heiresses, became respectively Mrs.
ordaunt and Mrs. St. John; and cach left an
ly son— your father and this cousin. You see
w absurdly it makes the family dwindle! There
e females, of course, but they don’t count—your
o married aunts, you know ; but Colone! Mor-
gpunt’s sister is still single. So you see, if you
e to have any familyat all on your father’s side,
would be quite wrong not to make friends with
fhis man, now that we have so happily fallen in
th him again. And, indeed, the quarrel was
bout nothing that need concern you, Irene ; noth-
g &t ﬂ.ll.”

“I will take your word for it, mother. Colo-
el Mordaunt does not Jook like a man who

COLONEL MORDAUNT.

ey are ruined, and talks rapidly with a faint, |

ould have introduced him to you otherwise?_

not choose that the intimacy should be re- |
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would do a mean or dishonorable thing, Ard at
all events, it is not necessary to q‘uarrel forever.”

“It would be very wrong and senseless to do
g0. Youwill find him a most interesting compan-
jon; full of life and conversation, and with that
chnrmmg deference in his manner toward women
which one 80 seldom meets with in young men
nowadays. They have not improved since the
time when I was young.” - .

“ 1 suppose not,” says her daughter, with a
sigh; ‘and then she laughs, quite unnecessarily,
except to hide that sigh. ‘T really like Colonel
Mordaunt, mother, and should be sorry not to be
able to take advantage of his overtures of friend-
ship. I think heis one of the handsomest old
men I ever saw, and his manners are quite cour-
tier-like.”

“You should have scen him when he was
young ! replies her mother, with an echo of the
sigh that Irene was keen cnough to check.

Lolonel Mordaunt fully bears out the promise
of his introduction. He is with them every ddy
—almost every hour; he is at the beck ang call
of Ircne St. John from morning until night. .

If she desires to attend the Marché aux Fleurs
at five.o’clock A. M., to lay in flowers and fruit
for the day's comsumwption, Colonel Mordaunt,
faultlessly attired for the oceasion, is waiting to
attend hér footsteps, even though it has cost him
half his.night’s rest in order to be up and dressed
in time.: ~

Does she e‘press a wish to visit the Qumconce,
and push her way among a mob of Bruzxellois .at
eight o’clock at night, or to attend opera qr féte,
still is the faithful gentleman ready to accompany
his young cousin wherever she may choose to go,
only anxious to be made use of in any way, S0
long as the way accords with her own desires.
And he is really no less desirable than pertina-
cious a chaperon, this Colonel Mordaunt; so
highly respecfable, as Ircne ]:iughingly declares;;
so thorough a gentleman, as ‘sighs her mother,
who has £0 be content to hear of his gallantry
and not to share in it. )

Set almost free by the companionship of
Colonel Mordaunt, Irene St. John rushes abcut
at this period far more than she desires. She is
feverishly anxious to conceal from her mother the
real pain that is gnawing at her heart, and poi-
soning every enjoyment in which she attempts to
take a share: and she i3 madly bent on destroy-
ing for herself & remembrance that threatens to
quench all that is worth calling life in her. So
she makes plans, and Colonel Mordaunt back!
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them, until the two are constant companions.
In a few days he seems to have no aim or desire
except to please her; while she goes blindly on,
expressing genuine surprisc at catlr fresh token
of his generosity.

One day she buys a huge bouquet, which he
has to carry home, and telis him that she dotes
on flowers.

The next, a basket of the rarest specimens
that Brussels can produce lies on her table, with
her cousin’s kind regards.

“What exquisite flowers ! exclaims Mrs. St.
John. * What alot he must have paid for them!”
remarks her daughter, quite indifferent as to the
motive of the offering.

But the next day the oﬂ'e.mnt7 is repeated.

“More flowers ! ”” says Irene: “ what am I to
do with them? There are no more vases, and
the last are too fresh to throw away.”

On the third day, a bouquet more beautiful
than cither of the others lies before her.

“Oh! this is-too bad!” she exclaims, vexed-
" ly. “This is sheer waste! I shall speak to

Colonel Mordaunt,
What does the speaking result in? An adju-
ration that no blossoms can-be too fresh for one
“who is fresher herself than any blossom that ever
grew in hot-house or in field, etc., etc., etc.

¢ Stupid old fool! * is Ircne’s grateful though |

unexpressed rejoinder. “The idea of taking
every thing I say as gospel! I declare I will nev-
er tell him I like any thing again.”

Yet she is pleased by the man's attention,
though she hardly knows why. It soothes the
pride which has been so sorely wounded: it
makes her better satisfied, not with the worid,
but with herself. Colonel Mordaunt is not a brill-
iant conversationalist nor a deep thinker; he is
quite content to follow her lead, and to echo her
sentiments ; but though he gives her no new ideas,
he does not disturb the old ones, and she is not
in a mood to receive new impressions. He is
thoughtful, and generous, and anxious to please.
He attends her, in fact, a8 a servant attends his
mistréss, a subject his queen: and all women,
hoiever broken-hearted they may be, dearly love
to keep a retinue of slaves. . Irene likes it: she
is a woman born to govern, who takes submission
toher as aright. It never strikes her that slaves
may dare to adore.

- ’

Mrs. St. John receives Colonel Mordaunt’s at-
tentions to her daughter and herself with.very
different feelings. ~She is more than gratified by
them—she is flattered. And if she can secure
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his undivided attention for an hour or two, she
makes the most of it by thanks .and confidences, -
One day Irene is lying down up6h her bed with s
headache, as she says—with a heartache, as she
might more correctly have expressed,it—and Mrs,
St. John has the colonel to herself. It isa wam
afternoon, and the heat and the agitation of the
interview have brought a roseate hue into the o4
lady's face which makes her look quite hand.
some.

“Colonel Mordaunt—DPhilip—if I may still
call you so—T have a great anxiety upon my
mind.” . '

“ A great anxiety, my.dear Mrs. St. John! if
it is any thing in which I can assist you—"

“I was sure you wouldsay so! Yes: - I think
you can help me, or, at all wﬁts it will be a
comfort to consult You on the matter,
few friends in whom I can confide.”

“ Let me know what distresses you at once.”

“It is about mosey. Oh! what 2 hateful
subject it is. I believe money, either the want
of itor the excess of it, to be at the bottom of
almost every trouble in this world ; and, though
poor dear Tom left me very comfortably off,
yet—"

“You are in want of it? My dear friend,
every penny I have is at your disposal!”? i

“How like you to say so! No; that would
ot help me. The fact is I bave been spending
more than my income since my husband’s death
—intrenching largely on my principal — much
more largely than I bad any idea of till I received
my banker’s book a few weeks back.”

“But Ithought my cousin left you so well off.”

“Xot nearly so well as the world imagines.
He had indulged is several private speculations
of late, and the loss of them preyed on his mind
—sometimes I think it hastened his death; I -
know that at the last he was greatly troubled to
think he could not leave us in better cu‘cum
stances.”

¢ But, my dear Mrs, St. John, excuse my say-
ing so—considering it was the case, how could
you be so foolish as to touch jour prineipal, the
only. thing you and your daughter had to depend
on?”

“Ah! it was foolish, wasn't it? but dom’t re- ,
proach me; you can't think how bitterly I am™
reperting of it now.”

She lies back in her chair, quite overcome by
the idea, while Colonel Mordaunt sits by her side,
silent and absorbed. A

Suddenly Mrs. St. John starts up and clutches '3
his hand. 3

I have so




“Philip! Philip! I am dying; and }ny girl
11 be left all but penniless.”

“Good God! it cannot be as bad as that!
pu must be mistaken, Mrs. St. John!  You are
ak and ill, and matters look worse to you than

y really are. Put the management of -your
airs into my hands, and I will sec that they

set right again.”

It fwheyond your power. You cannot think !

mad I have been. When Tom died, and I
llnd it would be impossible for us to live in the
le to which we had been accustomed, I thought
would be better to give Irene a scason or two in
yn—to let her be seen, in fact. She is so
ptty she ought to have made a good marriage;
I never thought the money could run away

ast until I found it was nearly all gone.”
“ But who are your trustces? What have

been about to permit you to draw upon your

Rcipal in this manner?
4%“There are no trustees. I am sole legatee
_‘ executrix. The money was left absolutely to
I wish now it had not been so0.”
t ¢ And—and—TIrene,” says Colonel Mordaunt,
psently, “she is not then in a position to make
Je zood match yousspeak of 27

“Ah! there¢’s my worst trouble, Philip! I
3 so sure she was going to be married—such
excellent connection, too. I looked upon the
tter as seftled, and then it came to nothing.”"

Colonel Mordaunt’s brow lowers, and he com-

ces to play with the ornaments on the table.

¢ And who may the gentleman have been ? ”

¢ Well, I mustn’t tell you, for my child's sake,
phe behaved in the most dishonorable manner
her, Philip ; dangled after her all the season,
eting her everywhere, and paying her the most
Hisguised attention, and then, whgn I felt
und to ask him what he intended by it all,
fned round and said he had never considered

[l 23 any thing more than a friend.”

“The scoundrel!” cries Colonel Mordaunt,
mping up from: his chair and pacing the room,
he unmitigated scoundrel! Mrs. St. John, let
p have his nhme and bring him to book, as he
serves.” ’ ’

“Ah! not for worlds. Irene would never
give me! You cannot think how angry she

Jas even at my asking him the question.”

“ And I suppose she—she—felt the business
ry much ? »

“Icannot tell you, She assured me at the
me that she-was utterly indifferent to him ; but
have bad my suspicions since. Anyway, it has
roken'my heart! To bear my child refused in
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| marriage by a man who had caused her pame to
‘ be so openly connected with his own that it was
quite unlikely any one else ®ould come forward,
and when I had been risking her dependence in
I order to further her prospects in life. I shall
never recover it, Philip : that blow bas been the
death of me.”

“Why should vou say so? You are not
really ill.”

“F am sinking fast, my dear friend; I am
growing weaker every day ; and very soop I shall
be gone, and my Irene will have to suffer for my
imprudence. O Philip! for the sake of old
times, promise me you will befriend my girl.”

“ For the sake of both past and present,” he
replies warmly, “trust to we. I will do every
thing in my power to assist her. I am rich, as
doubtless you know; the income which poor
Tom and I equally inherited from our mothers
has, in my case, never been fully used, for I have
had no onc to spend it on, and so long as I have
a pound Irene shall never want one.”

‘ Generous as of old. Ah, Philip ! if Thad only
known what you were; if I had only had the
sense—"

My dear lady, what is the use of reverting
to the past? You acted as you thought right.
It has all been for the best.”

“For the best that I should have deceived
one of the noblest and most honorable of men ?”

‘ Hush, hush! not dececived ; you must not
call it by so harsh a term,” replies the colonel,
with the ready forgiveness which we find it so
“easy to accord to an injury for which we have
long ceased to grieve ; “ you are too hard upon
‘yourself. Remember how young you were.”

¢TI should have been old enough to recognize
your worth,” replies the poor lady, who, Jike many
of her fellow-creatures, has committed a great
error on setting out in life, and never discovered
her mistake until it was past remedy; “but it is
something to know that Ileave you Irene’s friend.”

“You may rest on that assurance with the
greatest confidence,” he replies, soothingly, and
tells himself that the past, when the poor faded
wreck of a woman who lies before him took back
the hand she had promised to himself to bestow
it on his cousin, will indeed be amply atoned for
if he can only:claim the friendship of the bright
creature who has sprung from the umion which
went far to make his life a solitary one.

He really believes that he shall be satisfied
with her friendship. So we deceive ourselves.

Mrs. St. John'’s conversation appears to be
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almost prophetic; at least, the state of miny
which induced it naturally predisposes her to
succumb to illness; and when, a few days aftef,
she is seized with a low fever that is decipdting
the city, her weakness greatly aggravates the
danger.

A foreign doctor is called in; he immediate-
1y proposes to bleed the patient; Irene flies in
her distress to Colonel Mordaunt.

“He will kill my mother; what can I do to
prevent it? Pray help me.”

She is so lovely in her distress, with all
thought of self vanished, and the tears standing
in her great gray eyes, that it is as much as he
can do to answer her appeal rationally.

“Be calm; I will not allow this Belgian ras-
cal to touch her. I have already telegraphed to
London. Mr. l’ettingall will be here to-mor-
row.”

“ How can I ever thank you sufﬁclently 2

Mr. Pettingall arrives to time, and remains as

" long as his professional duties will permit, but he
. can do nothing. Mrs. St. John becomes uncon-
. scious, and sinks rapidly. It takes but a few

days to accomplish that in her which a robust
body would have been fighting against for weeks,
In a very short time Irene is awakened to a
sense of her mother’s danger, and in a very short

time after that the danger is past—the illness
is past—every -thing is past, indeed, except the
cold, still fizure lying .on the bed where she had
watched life fade out of it, and which will be the
last thing of all (save the memory of a most indul-
gent mother) to pass away forever.

Mr. Pettingall has returned to London by this
time, and Irene and Colonel Mordaunt .are alone.

- What would shé have done without him,

"Mrs, St. John had left no near relatives who
would care to incar the expense of attending her
funeral or personally consoling her orphaned
daughter ; two or three of them receive letters
with an intimation of the event, to which they
reply (after having made more than one copy of

their answer) in stereotyped terms, interlarded:

with texts of Scripture and the places where they
- may be found and ‘“made a note of.” But not
_one pair.of arms is held out across the British
Channel (metaphorically speaking) to enfold Irene;
not one pair of eyes weep with her; pens go and
tongues wag, yet the gir] remains, save for the
knowledge of Colonel Mordaunt’s help and pres-
ence, alone in her sorrow.
During the remainder of that sad week she
sits almost entirely in her mother’s room; confi-
dent, though he has not told her 8o, that every

]
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thing that should be done is being done by the
man who has expressed himself so kindly towar
her; and when, on the day of the funeral, she
meets him again, she feels as though he were her
only friend.

w the interment is over and they harc
refurned to the hotel, Colonel Mordaunt remark:
how pale and worn the girl has become, and ven.
turds to ask what care she has been taking of
her own health.

“My health! oh, what doe< that signify?"
says Irene, as the tears well up freshly to her
swollen eyelids. “ There is nothing left for me
to live for now.”

She has borne up bravely until to-da¥, for she
is no weak creature to render herself sodden br
tears that cannot undo the past; she is a womar
made for action rather than regret ; but the hard.
est moment in life for self-control is that in whick
we return to an emptied home, baving left all that
remains of what we loved beneath the ground
The voice that made our hearts rejoice was silent;
the loving eyes beamed on us no loﬂngcr; the
warm, firm hand was cold and claspless; yet, we

cquld see and touch them. God only know:
‘-ﬁat joy #nd strength theére comes from contact
—and bow hard faith is without sight., We look
on what we love, and though we have had evidence:
of its estrangement, still delude ourselves with
the sweet falsehood that it is as it ever wag: we .

and faithful as the grave, cold doubts will rise be.
tween it and ourselves to torture us until we
meet again.

- It is well the dead are buried out of sight;
“élse would they never be forgotten. Human love
cannot live forever, unless it sees and touches.
So Irene feels for the first time that she has really
lost her mother. .

But Colonel Mordaunt has lived longer in this
world than she has, and his “all™ still stands
before him, more engaging than ever, in her deep
mourning and distress. :

“You must not say so,” he answers, gently.
“You must let me take care.of you now ; it was
a promise made to your poor mother.”

“ Ah! Mother, mother!” :

“ My dear girl, I feel for .you more than I can
express, but I éntreat you not to give way. Think
how distressed she would be to see you neglect.
ing the health she was always so anxious to pre-
serve. I hear that you have made no regular
meals for a week past. This must continue ro
longer ; you must permit me to alter it.” 3

“I will permit you to’ do any thing that you

lose sight of it, and, though it be strong as death ¥ ‘



¢ SNk right, Colonel Mordaunt. I have no friend
¢ 38t but yourself”
2B “ Then I shall order dinner to be served for
1 in your sitting-room, and expect you.to do the
Bors of the table.”
‘“Since you wish it, I will tr}f to do =0.”
“I do wish it, my dcar cousin, for more
s than one. Mr. Walmsley, your mother's
aélcitor, will be here to-morrow; and it is quite
Pessary that I should have a little conversation
h you before you meet him.”
‘“ When the dinner is ready I shall be there.”
And in another bour Colonel Mordaunt and
e St. John are scated opposite to one another
able. Her eyes are still red, her cheeks pale,
lﬁ she neitber eats nor talks much ; but she is
4 q&t and composed, and listens to all her cousin
Blsto say with interest and attention. He does
h n%broach the subject of money, however, until
t @ dinner has been cleared away again, and they
eafe from the waiters’ supervision.
¢Then Irene draws her chair nearer to the open
e, for November has set in bright and cold;
B Colonel Mordaunt, still playing with his fruit
wine, commences the unwelcome topic.
“I have something to say to you, my dear
ne, less pleasant than important; but money
siderations are generally so. Have you any
8 of the amount of your mother’s income.”
b= My mother’s income? Not the lcast. But
yas a large one, was it not ?
ell in London.”
¥ Too well, I am afraid, my dear. Women are
ignorant about the management of money.”
Yes; Iam sure I am,” she replies, indiffer-
e - #y. ~“In fact, it never entered my head to
: e any inquiries on the subject. We had a
] ein Brook Street, you know, and pur own
/giliviage, and every thing we could ddsire. I
3 _-Mer remember poor mamma refusing me money
Iy life, or expressing the slightest ;'nxlety on
subject "
“It would have been better if she had done
my dear. T had a long talk with her abbut

was anxious that I should look into and ar-

ge them for her. Your father did not leave
fmuch behind him as the world thinks ; and
ur poor mother was improvident of the little
received. I am afraid, from what she told
that a large portion of her principal was
mk during those two seasons in town.”

g “Was it? Well, it will signify little now. |

fhatever remains, there is sure to be enough for
o
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affairs a week or two before her death; and
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“My dear child, I am not so sure of that.
You have been brought up in every luxury ; you
bave never known, as you said just now, what it is
to be denied.”

“I can learn it:
before me.”

“ But supposing the very worst— that you
have actually not enough to live on. What
then ?”

“That is scarcely probable, is it? Butif so,
I can work.”

“ Work, child! Yoz work to carn your liv-
ing? No, no; it would mever come to that;
you are. far too beautiful. TYou must marry
first.”

“What! marry for a home? Colonel Mor-
daunt, you do not know me, if you think me ca-
pable of doing such a thing.”

“Why not? Hundreds of women do it.”

“ Hundreds. of women sell themselves, you
mean. Well, I am not for sale,”

“You call it by too harsh a term, Irene. I
did not intend that you should marry any ore in
order to obtain means of support; but that, if an
eligible offer should present itself from some man
whom you could respect, even.if he does not
exactly come up to the_standard you may have
erected in your imagination—"

She interrupts him quickly.

“ What standard ? What are you talking of ?
-—what do you mean?” -

“I was only talklng generally, my dear
Young ladies always have an ideal.”

“I am not a young lady, then; I have none.”

“You have never yet known, perhaps, what
it is to be what is called ‘in love,’ " he continues,
searchingly.

She colors, and looks annoyed.

‘“Colonel Mordaunt, I thought you too old and
wise to care to discuss such nonsense, Anyway,
T do not care to discuss it with you, especially to-
day. Let me leave you for the present, and, when
Mr. Walmsley arrives, you mll send and let me
know.”

She is going then, but he stops her.

“ Don't be offended with me, my dear Irene.” -

‘“ Offended ? Ob,no!™ returning to place her
hands in his. “How could I be, after all your
great kindness to me and—to her? I look upon
you as a father, indeed I do, and could not feel of-
fended at any thing which you might please to
say to me.”

As she leaves him he sighs,

There is some little delay in the solicitor’s ap-
pearance, during which time Colonel Mordaunt’s

-Others bave done the same
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attentions to his young cousin are as deferential
as they are devoted. Then comes Mr. Walmsley
and his bundle of papers, by which his worst
fears for Irenc’s income are realized; for when
the [varjeus debts are disposed of and the ac-
counlgfx‘:ade up, three or four thousand pounds is
all tKe balance left in the banker’s hands.

“You cannot live on it; it will be sheer beg-
gary,” says Colonel Mordaunt, as he discloses the
fact to her.

“It will do very well.  Many have less,” is
the indiffecent answer.

‘“Irene, you do nof know what you are talking
about. You bave always been clothed and fed
and tended like 2 gentlewoman ; and the interest
of this money will barely suffice to provide you
with the necessaries of life. It is madness to
imagine that you will be able to live upow it.”

“But what am I to do then ?” she says, inno-
cently, as she lays her hand upon his arm, and
looks up into his face. “If I have no more, it
must be enough. No arguments can double it.”

“What are youtodo? O Ircne!if I might

- tell you—if I only dared to tell you the means by

which, if you so will it, you may be placed at
once in the position which befits your birth and
station, and far above the paltry necessity of ever
again considering how you are to do any thing
which money can do for you.”

“Colonel Mordaunt!” she cries, shrinking
from him.

She does not profess to misunderstand his
meaning, for it is glowing in his eyes, and trem-
bling in his accents, and lighting up his handsome,
middle-aged face, until it looks ten years younger
than it did before; and Irene is too true a woman
to stoop to flatter her own vanity by playing on

‘his feelings. There are many of her sex who pre-

tend they cannot tell when a man is in love
with them. They are either fools or hypocrites.
Irene is neither. She sees too plainly, though for
the first time, that the affection Colonel Mor-
daunt bears for her is not all cousinly, and ber
natural impulse is to shrink away. He perceives
the action, and it goads him on.

¢ You shrink from me; you think, because I
am old enough to be your father, that therefore I
am too old to lové you. Irene! no boy that you
bave ever met has it in his power to conceive so
deep a passion as that with which you have in-
spired me.” Tam aware that I cannot expect an
answering feeling on your part—that for you I
am only a middle-aged, gray-baired man; but
give me the right to cherish you, and I shall have
all that I desire. You are alone ; let me protect

you: friendless ; 18 me take my place by your
side: poor; oh, my darling ! with what pride and
pleasure should I pour out my riches at your feet,
if you will but accept them at my hands ! ”

“0 Colonel Mordaunt! you frighten me. I
ncver dreamed of thiss Pray, let me go.”

“XNot till I have told you all. Irene, I know
your secret. Iknow that you have loved, and
been disappointed.” - '

She reddens now—reddens like a peony—and
more from anger than from shame,

“ What right have you to say so? Do you
want to insult me? ” .

“Is it a sin, then, of which I accuse you?
My dear child, when you have come to my age,
you will have scen so much of this world’s wick-
edness and trouble, that a girlish d1<appomtment
will appear a very ordinary affair to you.”

“Will it?" she answers, thoughtfully, with
her eyes cast on the ground. “And yet I feel
as though no sorrow could touch me in thig life
again.”

“ But poverty and solitude, and all the minor
evils arising from them, will aggravate your
trouble, and make you feel it more. Irene, you
have acknowledged that I am correct. Now that
I know the worst, let me renew the offer I have
just made you—let me save you from yourself.”

“Oh, no! you could not do it, Colonel Mor-
daunt. I feel your kindness—your generosity—
indeed I do; but I could not marry you, even to
escape worse misfortunes than those you have
alluded to.” -

¢“T-am, then, odious to you? he $ays, mourn-
fully.

“On the contrary, I have an affection for you.
No, do not misunderstand my meaning' I feel
most kindly toward you for the sake of what you
have done for my dear mother and myself—how
could I do otherwise ?—too kindly, ingjeed, to
take advantage of the noble offer you hav®m de
me.” )

“Leave me to judge of that, Irene. You
would cancel the debt a thousand txmes over by
the present of yourself.”

L« No, it is impossible. You must not, deceive
yourself. O Colonel Mordaunt! do not “look so
grieved about it. For your sake, I will tell you
what I never told to any mortal yet ; though, from
what you say, my dear mother must have guessed
the truth. I kave loved, deeply, irretrievably,
and in vain. Thisis a grief which would have
wellnigh gone to break my heart, had not care
for ker prevented my indulging in it; and, since
the necesssity for restraint has been withdraws,
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I feel it press me down so hardly, that I have no
strength left to cope with it—or myself.”

And as she finishes the confession, Irene sinks
down into the nearest chbair, and covers her burn-
ing face with her bands. Colonel Mordaunt
kneels beside her.

“ My dear girl! have I not alrcady said that
this fact is no impediment ? I did not expect to

laim all your heart, Irene—at least, at first. Be
my wife, and I will teach you to forget this sor-
row.”

“Qh, never! You do not know what youare
speaking of. You would come to curse the day
onwhich I took you at your word. Decar cousin,”
raising her eyes, and placing her hand upon his
shoulder, *“ be contented with such affection as I
can give you. I lové you now; in any other re-
lation I might—Hhate you.”

Colonel Mordaunt rises to his feet testlly, &

“Then you are determined to waste “your
vouth dreaming of 2 man who rejected your hand:
to let all the world (himself included) see that you
are wearing the willow for a fellow who is not
worthy of your lightest thought: who had no
congideration for you or your good name, and in-
sulted your poor mother when she told him so?
—a proper lover, indeed, for a woman like your-
self to renounce the world for—a pitiful scoundrel
who is probably laughing in his sleeve at the
mortification he has caused you.”

He hes stung her hardly there ; and he meant
go to sting her. She stands up and &nfronts
him, tearless and majestic.

“I don’t know why you should so wound me.
I don’t know what I have done to deserve it, un-
less it is the fit reward for my folly in confiding
inyou. I wish I had bitten out my tongue be-
fore I had told you any thing; but, if you are a
gentleman, do not make me more angry than I
am, by alluding to it again.”

‘0 Irene! forgive me; it was the strength of
my love that induced me to be cruel. Only give
me hope—say that at some future time, when you
have somewhat recovered from this disappoint-
ment, perhaps, you will think of what I have told
you, and I will try to be contented.”

“Jt would be madness to give hope where
there is none. Besides, such affairs as these, it
i3 indelicate to dlscuss them so soon after my
mother’s dea '

“ She would not say so, She died happy in
the belief that T should befriend you. Say that,
byand-by—in a few #onths’ time—I may ask

you again.” -
,“If you do, my answer can only be the same;

I have no heart left to give any one, Coloncl la
daunt.”

“XNever mind the heart! Give me yourself.
Irene, say that I may ask you again, jn a month's
time.” ’

“ A month? oh,no!
difference.”

“In three months, then.
than ycu anticipate.
months hence.”

¢ Oh, why will you torturc me so!
never change my mind !”

¢ Child, I know better! I know that at least
therc is a chance; and I cannot afford to throw
the smallest chance away. I will speak to you
again in three months.”

“No—not in three: in six, If I must repeat”
what I have said to-day, I will repeat it after six
months’ deliberation. Then you will know thit
I am in carnest.”

“You skall be in carnest before the time
arrives. Irene! I am another man; you have
given me hope!”

“ A very slight onc.”

“It is cnough to cling to. Ah, my darling !
you must not think, because I am older than
yourself, that I shall worry or fidget you. I am
younger in heart than in years, Irene; ahd love
for you has made me fecl 2 boy again. Only be
mine, and I will devote my life to making yours
happy. And now let us talk of yourself.
have refused to come to Fen Court: what do
you intend to do %" '

There had becn a proposal, after Mrs, St.
John's death, that Irene should go and stay at
Colonel Mordaunt's house, Fen Court, which is
presided over by his sister, Miss Isabella Mor-
daunt; and the girl, before she gugssed at the
nature of her cousin’s affection for her, had half
agreed to do so; but now she shrinks from the
idea as a lamb might shrink from going to picnic
in a lion’s den; and it has become necessary to
think of some other residence for her.

“I shall accept the offer of my aunt, Mrs,
Cavendish, to go and stay a few weeks at Nor-
wood. Perhaps I may make some arrangement
about living with her. I have thought of noth-
ing yet.”

‘‘But why choose Mrs. Cavendish, with her
heap of children, in that dull suburban house ? 1t
is so unlike what you have been accustomed to; -
you will be bored out of your life. I should
bave thought your other aunt, Mrs. Camppell,
with that nice little place in Clarges Street, would
have been a far more suitable chaperen for you.”

A month can make no

It is a longer period
Give me my answer three

I shall

You



- “NO INTENTIONS.”

.‘ Chaperon! what do I want with a chaperon ?

" Do you suppose I am going to run about to the-
atred and parties before I have changed my first
mourning? Besides, I hate London. I shall
not mind the dullness of Norwood ; it will be in
accordance with my feelings.”

, “Ah, my dear; you're very young. Ten
more years in this world will teach you to try all
you can to disperse & grief, instead -of sitting
down to nurse it. But I suppose you must have
your own way—at least for six months,” with a
sly glance that has no power to make Irene smile.
“ When will you start?

‘“ As soon as possible. I want to get out of
this Toiserable city as quickly as I can. Can we
go to-morrow ?

¢ Well—with a little energy, I dare say we
can. But you are not fit for much cxertlon. I
must pack your things for you.”

¢“Ob,uo! I could not let you do so.
sides, you have your own.”

“J shall do my own, and yours too. If you
persist in refusing, the only thing is—we can’t
go.” .

‘“ But I thought you had a particular engage-
ment this afternoon with your old friend Comte
de Manmy L34

“ My old friend must give way to my young
friend.”

* How good you are to me!
it.”

“You deserve it all, and far more if I could
give it. But it is not all disinterestedness, you
know, Irene. I want a hcavy price for my devo-
tion.”

She colors, sighs, and tdms away. In anoth-
er couple of days she is installed ‘as temporary

- inmate of her aunt’s house at Norwood.

-

Be-

I do not deserve

_ How am I to describe Fen Court, in Leicester-
shire? And yet I must try to bring the place,
which will be the scene of so many of the events
in this history, clearly before the mind’s eye of

my reader. The house itself, which standg yt.be
village of Priestley, about ten miles from one of
the principal county towns, is meither old nor
modern ; but may have been built in the early
part of the present century. It is a substantial
white manor, not picturesque or romantic looking
but eminently comfortable—at least, from the
outside. It has a bold porch, and large windows,
some of which open to the ground : a conserva-
tory on one side, leading to a billiard-room, and
- a library upon the other. It is fronted by a thick

shrubbery, a noble grass-plot, above which droop

cedar-trees, and a broad drive, kept hard as iron.
To the left are the stables, and the kennel, plant-
ed out by shrubs, but close at band; the right
leads, by a dark, winding path, to the back of the
house, where a fine lawn, surrounded by flower-
beds, slopes down toward a lake with an artifi-
ciat-island on it, which is reached by a rustic
bridge’; beyond which lie the farm-buildings, and
their ungainly accessories.

So far, Fen Court appears to be all that could
be desired ; and had been purchased eagerly by
Colonel Mordaunt on his coming into his money,
resigning the service, and settling at home,

But the inside of the court has one great fault
—it is, notwithstanding the sums which have

having.a long, well-stocked iibrary,
ing-room, cheerful breakfast-parlor,
ously - furnished drawing - room.

| marvétously, I do not mean in ma

taste. Colonel Mordaunt has never i

personal hobbies (except in the stables a
ing-fietld). There are pictures on the walls
Court,but he seldom looks at them, and hardly
knows their painters’ names; He ridicules the
idea of any one caring for old china and glass;
has never heard of bric-d-brac,; and calls a love
for worm-eaten oak or ebony sheer folly. Give

‘him a well-built house, free from draughts and

smoky chimmeys; let Druce or Maple furnish it
according to his own taste, and the best of his
ability, and he could wish for nothing more.

And up to 2 certain point Colonel Mordaunt
is right. Home comforts—good beds and lots
of blankets, spotless table-linen, and very hot
plates—are worth all the Venetian glass and
marqueterie in the world, if we cannot combine
the two. But he never tries, and never has tried
to combine them ; and his sister Isabella takes
no more trouble than he does. The stables of
Fen Court are perfect in all their fittings and ar-
rangements; so are the kennels; so are the
sleeping, and eating, and sitting apartments of
the human part of the establishment; only men
and women (some men and women, that is to say)
occasionally feel the want of more than bodily
comfort. J

Yet no one in Fen Court seems to miss sweet
sounds, and all the pretty, graceful nothings that
throw a nameless charm on the apartments pre-
sided over by a woman of taste.

Miss Mordaunt is decidedly not a woman of
taste. She is only a poor, weak-spirited depend-
ent on her brother’s will and pleasure, and the
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tyranny of Mrs. Quekett, the housekeeper. Mrs.
Quekett is an awful woman ; it is she that clothes
those unhappy chairs and sofas in the drawing-
room in brown-holland covers, so that no one
has ever scen their blue-satin glories exposed to
daylight, and drapes the chandeliers in gauzy
petticoats, like gold-beaters’ skin, and pins yel-
low muslin round the picture-frames, until the
room. looks like the back-parlor of a public-house,
or the state apartment set aside for the reception
of new customers in a young ladies’ school.

It is Rebecca Quekett who decides how much
bytter shall be consumed per week at the Court

kfast - table, and how much cream in the
A\fter dinner ; which servants shall be re-
tained, and which discharged; which bedrooms
shall be used, and which left tenantless; and it
is to Rebecca Quekett, and not to Miss Mordaunt,
that everi one refers for every thing that may be
required for the household, from a clean duster
up to a new Brussels carpet,

Colonel Mordaunt even, paramount among his
dogs and horses and hunting-friends, is nothing
inside Fen Court; and bis sister is less than
nothing—she is but an instrument in the bands
of ‘the most despotic of mistresses. For what

tyranny can exceed the tyranny of an overfed
and indulged menial; of the inferior who, for

some reason beSt known to ourselves, we have
permitted to climb above us; of the servant who,
being master of our family secrets, we seem in
greater than bodily fear, lest he or she should
take advantage of the situation, by wielding ille-
gal influence above our unhappy heads with a
satisfaction that knows no remorse ?

But let Mrs. Quekett speak for herself.
< It i3 January. Colonel Mordaunt has been
home from his Continental trip for more than two
months, and the hunting-season still engrosses
most of his time and thought-—at least, to all ap-
pearances.

Ten o’clock in the morning; the breakfast,
at which several gentlemen in pink have dropped
in accidentally, is over ; and the master of the
hounds, surrounded by his pack of friends and
dogs and retainers, has ridden away down the
broad graveled drive, out into the open country,
and Miss Mordaunt has Fen Court to herself.

She is a woman of about five- and - forty;
not ill-favored, but with a contracted and attenu-
ated figure, and a constant look of deprecatory
fear upon her coantenance, which go far to make
her so. Indeed, she ‘is worse than ill-favored,
for she is uninteresting, Some of the plainest
women in the world have been the most fascinat-
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ing. Miss Mordaunt fascinates no one, exc*t
with a desire to know why she should pass
through life with an expression as though she
were silently entreating every one she mects not
to kick her. The world has not dealt harder
with her than with most, but whenever she has
been smitten on the right cheek, she has so perti-
naciously turned the left, that her fellow-creatures
have smitten her again out of sheer vice, Every-
body knows what it is to wish to kick a dog who
puts his tail between his legs before he has been
spoken to. Humility is Christian ; but, in a world
of business, it doesa't * pay.”

Miss Mordaunt being left alone, looks anxious-
ly about the room, Iocks up the tea and sugar as
though she were committing a theft, pulls the
bell—with the faintest of tinkles at first, but
afterwards, finding it is not answered, somewhat
more boldly—and, as the servant enters, says,
apologetically :

“I think, James—as your master is gone, and .
the breakfast is over—I think perbaps you had\>
better clear away.”

“ Very well, miss,” replics James, wita stolid
indifference, as he puts the chairs back against
the wall, and proceeds to business.

Miss Mordaunt glances about her, once or
twice, uncertainly, and then, with a nervous grin
at James, who takes no notice of the proceeding,
glides from the room.

In another second she is back again.

“Is Quekett—do you know, James—in the
kitchen, or the house-keeper’s room ?

“I believe Mrs. Quekett i3 not down-stairs at
all yet, miss,”

“Oh, very well! it is no matter, James: it
does not in the least signify. Thank you,
James!” and Miss Mordaunt revanishes.

She does not pass into the garden nor enter
her own apartment: she goes straight up-stairs
and knocks at the door of ohe of the best bed-
rooms.

“Come in!” says a voice that bas been so
used to lay down the law that it eannot speak
except authoritatively; but, as Miss Mordaunt ap-
pears, it attempts to modify its tone. “Oh! is it
you, miss? Pray come in. Past ten o’clock!
Well, I'm sure I had nd ides it was so late.” .

Mrs. Quekett, clothed in a stuff dressing-gown
and Jaced nightcap, is seated by the fire : her
breakfast-tray is by her side and a footstool under
her feet; nor does she make the least pretence
of rising from her chair as her so-called mistress
advances toward her. )

The room (as I have said before) is one of the.
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m%=t comfortable in Fen Court, and is furnished
with mahogany and French chintz and Kidder-
minster: so much of it belongs to Druce, or
Maple, but it is further decorated in a fashionof
which those gentlemen have been quite guiltless;
for pictures hang about the walls; carved oaken
brackets, holding statuettes in china, fill up the
recesses ; and a French clock and candelabra
adorn the mantel-piece. Presents from her numer-
ous employers—slight testimonies of her worth
from the Duchess of B——, and my Lady C—:
s0 Mrs. Quekett is wont to describe these orna-
ments: spoils from the various battle-fields
through which she has fought her way in life—so
ah unprejudiced observer would say. And on
either side the mirror are displayed photographs
in frames: young men and maidens ; old men and
children: “Dear Lord X: , and the Hon. Rich-
ard A , and Lady Viola.” To set Mrs. Que-
kett off on the subject of her photographs, is to
hear her talk Court Circular for at least an
hour, and finish with the intelligence that, with
the exception of his poor dear father, she has
never ‘““bemeaned ” herself by living in an un-
%titled family before Colonel Mordaunt’s.
Miss Mordaunt addresses her timidly :

“ How are you this morning, Quekett >—is
your head better ?

“Weil, miss, I can hardly say before I get
up and move about a bit, Tt’s very cold—isn’t
it®” -

« Bitterly cold ; the wind is due north.”

“Ah! I thought so. I don’t think I shall
be down just yet. Will you give the cook direc-
tions about the luncheon, Miss Mordaunt ?—I
shall be in time to sec to the dinner.” t

“Buat the tradesmen will want their orders,
Quekett.”

“Well, the cook can come up to me for that.
I suppose the colonel won’t be home t0 luncheon.”

“] don’t know—1I can’t say. I didn’t ask
him—but perhaps—I should think—

“Qh, it's no good thinking, miss. If he
hasn’t left directions, he must put up with the
inconvenience. Were there any gentlemen to
breakfast this morning?”

“ Well, Quekett, there were one or two—th?gc,

or four, perhaps; but no one could help it—at
Jeast, I am sure Philip didn’t ask ‘them; for Mr.
Rogers rode up just as we,sat down, and—"

- Tt could be helped weil enough, if the colo-
nél had a grain of sense. A pack of fellows to
#ést him out of house and bome, and nothing to

# show for it. I warrant they've cut my new ham
,A’mm-to the bone. And which of ’em would give

| same hpuse with, and Master Oliver’s one.

“NO INTENTIONS.”

the colonel a breakfast before he sets out hunting
I should like to know ? ™

“0 Quekett! Philip does dine with ther
sometimes : it was only last week he received in-
vitations from the Capels and the Stewarts.”

 And what's the good of that? Gives every
thing, and takes nothing in return. And, by-the-
way, is it true, miss, that there’s talk about Mas.
ter Oliver spending his Easter here again?”

“Y'm sure I don’t know. You had better ask
Philip, Quekett. I have nothbing to do with Mas-
ter Oliver. I dare say it's a mistake. Who told
you about it ? "

“ That don’t in the lcast signify; but things
can'’t go ike this, and so I shall tell the colo-
nel. THere are some pzople I can’t live in the
And
it wor't be the better for him, I expect, if I haye
to leake through his means.”

Mjss Mordaunt is trembling all over.

Quekett! it will never come to that. You
know how anxious Philip is to make you com-
fortable, or to do any thing to please you, that
—that—i8 reasonable.”

“ Reasonable, Miss Mordaunt ! ¢ Well, I'm not
likely to ask any thing as is not reasonable. Iwas
fifteen years in the service of the colonel’s father,
and I came to Fen Court, as every ome knows,
much against my own interests, and only to please
those as had a sort of claim on me. And then to
be told that Mr. Philip will do any thing to please
me as is reagonable, is rather too much to put np
with.” And here Mrs. Quekett shows ':ymptoms
of boiling.

“Oh, pray don’t say that, Quekett! I dare say
my brother never thonght of having Master
Oliver here; and, if he did, that he will put off
his visit to a more convenient opportunity.”

“Well, I hope so, I'm sure; for I've no wish to
see him hanging about here for 8 month. And I
think, miss, that if this is all you have to say to 8
me, perhaps I'd better be getting up and looking
after the house-matters myself; for I don’t sup-
pose there'll be a bit left in the larder, now that
the colonel has been feeding a pack of wolves at
breakfast.”

Miss Mordaunt, making no pretence of resent
ment, flies as though she had been ordercd to dis
appear.

At noon, Mrs. Quekett descends e house-
kecper's room, which—by means bf furniture
cribbed from other apartments, hot luncheons and
suppers, and friends to partake of them whenever
she feels disposed to issue her invitations—is as
.comfortable and convivial a retreat as any to be
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found in Fen Court. Mrs. Quekett, too, presents
an appearance quite in accordance with the pre.
siding deity of a servants’ feast. Tall, well-
formed, and well-dressed, with a face that has been
handsome and a complexion that is not entirely
guiltless of aid, she looks fitted to kold a high
position among menials—and she holds it, a trifle
too bighly. Her dominant, overbearing temper
makes her at once feared and hated in the ser-
vants’ hall, and each domestic i3 ready to abuse
her behind her back, and to rake up old dead
scandals which might well be permitted to lie for-
gotten among the ashes of the past. As she enters
her sanctum, & dish of stewed kidneys and a glass
of stout are placed before her, with punctuality;
but it is well, as she came down-stairs, that she
did not hear the cook ordering the Kitchen-maid
to take in the “ cats’ meat” without delay. Some-
body clse in the kitchen hears the remark, how-
ever, and laughs—not loudly but discordantly—
and the harsh sound rgaches the'house-keeper’s
cars.
“ho's that 2" she demands, sharply, * Mrs,
Cray? Tell her she is to come here and speak to
me.”

CHAPTER IV.

Mgs. Cray is a bard-featured, angular woman,
with rather a defiant cast of countenance, but she
obeys the surmmmons to the bouse-keeper's rodm
promptly enough, bringing a huge basket, the
emblem of her trade, which is that of a laundress,
beneath her arm.

“And pray what may you be domrv in the
Kitchen at this time of day, Mrs. Cray 2.” com-
mences Mrs. Quekett, uncovering the kidneys.

“I'm doing what it would be well as every
one did, mum—minding my own business.”

“Don’t speak to me in that tone of voice.
You can’t have any business here on Tuesday,

unless you neglected to send the servants’ things

home in time again last week.”

“No, mum,J didn’t neglect to send the ser-
vants’ things homie in time again last week,” re-
plies Mrs. Cray, with insolent repetition; “and
my business here to-day is to get the money that's
due to me; and, if that ain’t my business, 'm
sure I don’t know what is. There’s three weeks
owing, and I'm sure it can’t be by the colonel’s
wish that a poor, hard-working creature as I am
is kept waiting day after day in this manner.”

“It's your own faultif you are. I've told
you several times that if you want your bill paid,

IRAGO.
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you must come up between scven and eight every
Saturday cvening, and fetch the money.”

*“ And I've told you, mum, that I can’t do it
and if you had six children to wash and put to
bed, besides grown sons a-coming home for their
suppers, and the place to ruddle up, and all with
one pair of hands, you couldn’t do it neither,”

“What's your nicce about, that she can’t help
you?"

Mrs. Cray looks sulky dircetly.

“ A hulking young woman like that !’ contin-
ues the house-keeper, with her mouth full of toast
and kidney, “idling about the village, and doing
rothing to earn her living. I am quite surprised
you should put up with it. Why don’t ske come
up for the moncy? I suppose she can read and
write ?

better than many as thinks themselves above her
~~—but she can’t come up of Saturdays, for a very
good reason—that she ain’t here,”™

“XNot here! Where is she gone to ? ”

“That's her business, mum, and not ours.
XNot but what I'm put cut about it, I must own ;
but ske was always a one to have her own way,
she was, and I suppose it will be so to the
end.”

‘“ Her own way, indeed ; and a nice way she’s
likely to make of it, tramping about the country
by berself! You should take better care of her,
Mrs. Cray.? =

Now, Mrs. Cray, 2 virago at home and abroad,
has one good quality—shz can stick up for her
own relations ; and Mrs. Quekett’s remark upon
her niece’s propensity for rambling raises all her
feclings in defense of the absent, )

¢ She'’s as well able to look after herself, m¥
niece is, as many that wear silken gowns upon
their backs—ay, and better too.—Take more care
of her, indeed! It’s all very well to give good
advice, but them as preaches had better practise.
That’s what I say!”

“JI don’t know what you mean,” says Mrs.
Quekett, who knows so well that the glass of por-
ter she is lifting to her lips jingles against her
false teeth.

“ Well, if you don’t know, mum, I don’t know
who sbould. Anyways, I want my three weeks’
money, and I stays here till I gets it.”

“You shall not have a sixpence until you
Iearn to keep a civil tongue in your head.”

“Then I shall have to send my Joel up to
talk to the colonel about it.”

4 He will not see the colonel unless I give hxm
permission. You're a disgrace to the village—

¢ Oh, she can read and write fast emough—-_
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you and your family—and the sooner Priestley is
quit of the lot of you the better.”

“Qh, it's no talking of yours, mum, as will
turn us out, though you do think yourself so much
above them as wouldn’t stoop to eat with you.
There's casy ways for some people to get riches
in this world ; but we’re not thieves yet, thank

" God, nor sha'n't begin to be, even though there
are some who would keep honest folks out of the
money théy've lawfully earned.” ~

Conceive Mrs. Quekett’s indignation.

“ How dare you be so insolent 2 she exclmms
all the blood in her body rushing to her face. It
requires something more than the assumption of

superiority to enable one to bear an inferior’s in--|’

sult with dignity. Mrs. Quekett grows as red as
a turkey-cock. - -

“TIngolent!” cries Mrs. Cray. “Why, what
do you call talking of my niece after that fashion,
then? Do you think I've got no more feeling
for my own flesh and blood than you have your-
self?

“ Mary 1" secreams Mrs. Quekett from the open
door, *“ go up-stairs at once and fetch me the wash-
ing-book that lies on the side-table in my bed-
room.”

« Oh, yes, your bedroom, indeed!” continues
the infuriated laundress. ‘I suppose you think
as we don’t know why you’ve got the best one in
the house, and not a word said to you about it.
You couldn't tell no tales, you couldn’t, about the
old man as is dead and gone, nor the young 'un
as wears his shoes ; only you durs’n’t to, because
you're all tarred with the same brush. You
thinks yourself a lady as may call poor folks bad
names; but the worst name as you ever give a
body would be too good for yourself.”

All of which vituperation is bawled into the
house-keeper’s ears by Mrs. Cray’s least dulcet
tones, while Mrs. Cray’s hard-working fists are
placed defiantly upon her hips. By the time

Mary returns with the washing-book, Mrs. Que-
kett is trembling all over.

¢ Take your money, woman,” she says, in a
voike which fear has rendered wonderfully mild,
compared to that of her oppouent, “and never
let mhe see your face, nor the face of any one that
belobgs to you, again.”
That’s as it may be,” retorts Mrs. Cmy,
“and, anyway, we're not beholden to you, nor
any/such dirt, for our living.”
7 You'll never get it here again. Not a bit of
Arashing goes over the threshold to your house

from this time forward, and I'll dismiss any ser-

“NO INTENTIONS.”

“Oh, you needn't fear, mum, as I'll ask ’em.
There's other washing in Leicestershire, thank
God! besides the Court's ; and, as for your own
rags, I wouldn't touch ’em if you were to pay me
in gold. You'll come to want yourself before
long, and be glad to wash other people’s cloihes
to earn your bread ; and I wish I may live to see
it !” With which final shot, Mrs. Cray pockets
her moncy, shoulders her basket, and marches
out of Fen-Court kitchen.

This interview has_qhite upset the house-keep-
er, who leaves more than half her luncheon on

order to recover her equanimity.

- “Serve her right,” is the verdict of the kitch-
en, while Mary finishes the kidneys and porter,
and repeats the laundress’s compliments verba-
tim. - .
“I'd have given something to hear Mother
Cray pitch into the old cat.”

¢ Only hope it'll spoil her dinner.”

“No fear of that. She'd eatif she was dying.”
"~ And so on, and so on ; the general feeling for
the house-keeper being that of detestation.

It takes longer than usual for Mrs. Quekett to
calm her ruffled dignity, for she is unaware how
much the servants have overbeard of the discus.
sion between her and Mrs. Cray, nor how much
“they will believe of it. So she remains up-stairs
for more than an hour; and when she descends
again she hds changed her dress ; for, in a black-
satin gown, with a blond lace cap ornamented
with pink flowers, who among the lower menials
would presume to question either her authority
or her virtue ?

She does not forget what bas passed, however.
It returns upon her every npw and then during
the afternoon, with an unpleasant feeling of inse-
curity ; and when—the Court dinner being eon-
cluded-—she makes her way up to Colonel Mor-
daunt’s privatesitting-room, sheis just in the mood
to make herself very disagreeable. The room
in qieStion is called the study, though it is very
little study that is ever accowplished within its
walls; but it is here that the colonel asually sits
in the evening, smoking his pipe, Jooking over
the stable and farm accounts, and holding inter-
views with his head groom, kennel-keeper, and
bailiff. .

He does not seem over and above pleased at
the abrupt entrance of Mrs. Quekett; but he
glances up from his newspaper and nods.

“Well, Quekett ! bave you any thing to say
tome? Time to setﬂe the house-keeping bills

vant who dares to disobey me !*

again, eh ?”

the table, and goes up-stairs to her bedroom, in -

lo
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“No, colonel. If I remember rightly, we set-
tled those only last week,” replies Mrs. Quckett,
as she quictly seats herself in the chair opposite
her master. “ My business here is something
quite different. I want to put a question to you,
colonel. I want to know if it’s true that yvou've
asked Master Olfver down to Fen Court for East-
er this year?”

Why, doesn’t Colonel Mordaunt act as nine
hundred and ninety-nine men out of a thousand
would have acted under similar circumstances?
Why doesn’t he resent the impertinence of this
inquiry by the curt but emphatic remark, ¢ What
the d—1 is that to you? ”

He is not a timid, shrinking creature like his
sister: he could talk glibly enough, and plead his
own cause bravely enough, when in the presence
of Ircne St. John; what remembrance, what
knowledge is it that comes over him when con-
fronted with this menial, that he should twist his
paper about to hide his countenance, and answer,
almost evasively :

“ Well, Quekett, I did think of asking him!
It would only be for a few days. There's no ob-
jection, is there 2

“T think there's a very great objection, colo-
nel. Master Oliver's not a gentlenzn as I can
get on withat all. The house is not like itself
while he's hanging about it, with his bad man-
ners, and his tobaceer, and his drink.”

“ Come, come, Quekett, I think you're a lit-
tle hard upon the boy. Think how young he is,
and under what disadvantages he has labored!
He is fond of his pipe and his nonsense, I know;
but it doesn’t go too far; you'll allow that.”

“I dou’t allow nothing of the sort, colonel.
I think Master Oliver’s ‘ nonsense,’ as you call it,
goes a great deal too far. He's an ill-mannered,
impertinent, puny upstart—that’s my opinion—
as wants a deal of bringing down ; and he’ll have
it one day, if he provokes me too far; for, assure
a3 my name’s Rebecca Quekett, I'll let him know
that—"

“Hush!” says Colonel Mordaunt, in a pro-
longed whisper, as he rises and examines the
door to see if it is fest shut. Quekett, my
good creature! you forget how loud you are
talking.”

“0Oh!

I don’t forget it, colonel.
pood a memory for that. And don’t you set

Oliver on to me, or I may raise my voice a little
louder yet.”

“I set him on !
have never spoken to him of you but in terms of
the greatest respect. If I thought Oliver really

I've too

How can you think so? 1

[]

meant to be rude to you, I should be exceedingly
angry with him. But it is only his fun!™

“Well, whetber it’s fun or earnest, I don’t
mcan to put up with it any more, colonel ; so, if
Oliver is to come here next Easter, I shall turn
out. Lady Bualdwin will be only too glad to have
me for the season: I had a letter from ker on the
subject as late as last week.”

Colonel Mordaunt dreads the occasional visits
which Mrs, Quekett pays to her titled patronesses.
She never leaves the Court, except in a bad tem-
per.  And when Mrs. Quekett isin-a bad temper,
she is very apt to be communicative on the sub-
jeet of her fancied wrongs. And tittle-tattle, for
many reasons, Colonel Mordaunt systematically
discountenances.

“ You mustn't talk of that, Quckett.
should we do without you ?
hand!”

“I don’t know about that, sir. I have had
my suspicions lately thek@gou're looking out for
another sort of a right band, besides me.”

Colonel Mordaunt starts with surprise, and
colors. The house-keeper’s sharp eyes detect his
qmtatlon

“I'm not so far wrong, am I, colonel ? /Re
post-bag can tell tales, though it hasn't » tongue.
And I shall be obliged if you'll let me have the
truth, that I may know how I am expected to act.”

“ What do you mean, Quekett? I do not un-
derstand you.”

“Oh, yes, you do, colonel, but I'll put it
plainer, if you like, Are you thinking of marry.
ing?”

What
You are my right

¢ Really, Quekett, you are so—"

“Lord alive, man !”’ exclaims the house-
keeper, throwing off all restraint; ‘“you can’t
pretend not to understand me at your age. You
must be thinking of it or not thinking of it.
What do all those letters to Miss St. John mean,
if you're not courting her ? There's as many as
three a week, if there’s one; and when a man’s
come to your time of life, he don’t write letters
for mere pleasure—"

¢ No, Quekett, no; but business, you know-—
business must be attended to. And I waslefta
sort of guardian to my young cousin, so—"

“Fiddle-de-dee ! ” is the sharp rejoinder.
“You can’t stuff me up with such nonsense,
colonel. Are you going to marry this lady, or
not?”

“Going! No, certainly not going, Quekett.”

“But do you want to marry her? Do you .
mean to ask her?”

“ Well, the thought has crossed my mmd I
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must say. Not but every thing is very uncertain, I

of course—very uncertain.”

“Oh!” says the housekeeper, curtly ; and is
silent. :

“Queckett,” resumes her master, after a patse,
“if it should be, you know, it could make no
difference to you ; could it? It would be rather
pleasanter, on the whole. Fen Court is a dull
_ place at times, very dull;-and you and Isabella

are not the best of fr1end= A young lady would
" brighten up the house, and make it more cheer-
full for us all. Don't you think so?”

¢ Oh, much more cheerful, doubtless,” is the
sarcastic reply. ¢ And, pray, colonel, may I
ask, in case of this very desirable event taking
place, what you mtcnd to do about Master
Oliver 2

“ About my—nephew ?

 About. your—nephew ; yes. Is be to be al-
lowed to spend his holidays at Court, as
usual, upsetting our comfort, and turning tge
house topsy-turvy 2’

“Well, I've hardly thought of that, Quekett.
I suppose it would be as—as—shke wished.”

“Oh! very well, colonel. I understand you:
and if Fen Court is to be given over to a boy and
girl like that, why, the sooner I'm out of it the
better. It’s hard enough that I should have to
look for another home at my time of life; but it
would be harder to stay and have a young mis-
tress and master put over my head. Fifteen
years I lived with your poor dear father, colonel,
and never a word with any of the family ; and when
I consented to come here, it was on the express
condition, as you may well remember, that—"

‘“ Stay, Quekett; not so fast. I have only
told you what I contemplated doing. Nothing is
settled yet, nor likely to be; and if I thought it

" would annoy you, why, you know, Quekett, for
my father’s sake, and—and various other rea-
sons, how highly we all esteem your services;
and I should be most concerned if I thought an§y
thing would part us. Even if I do shall
take care that every thing with respect to your-
self remains as it has ever done; d@nd as for Mas-
ter Oliver, why, I'll write at once and tell him it
is not convenient he should come here at Easter,
He wished to visit us this year; but nothing is
of more importance to me than your comfort, nor
.should be, after the long period during which
you have befriended my father and myself. Pray
be easy, Quekett. Since you desire it, Master
Oliver sball not come to ¥en Court.”

The house-keeper is pacified ; she rises from
her scat with a smile. '

l
|

. best, both for Master Oliver ard ourselves.

! good luck!

“NO INTENTIONS.”

“Well, colonel, I am sure it will be for the
And
as for your marriage, all I can say is, I wish you
'Tisn't just what I expected; but I
know you too well to Dbelieve you'd let any
thing come between us after so many years to-
gether.”

And more than ever certain of her power
over the master of Fen Court, Mrs. Quckett bids
bim a gracious good-night, and retires to her own
room. '

When the door has closed behind her, Colo-
nel Mordaunt turns the key, and, leaning back in
his chair, delivers himself over to thought.
Painful thought, apparently ; for more than once
he takes out his bandkerchief, and passes it over
his brow. He sits thus for more than an hour,
and when he rises to seek his own apartment,
his countenance is still uneasy and perturbed.

“Toor" Oliver ! he thinks, as be does so.
“Poor, unhappy boy! what can I do to rectify
the errors of his life, or put hope in the future
for him ? Never have I so much felt my respon-
sibility. If it were not for Irene, I could almost
—but, no, I cannot give up ;I?V‘hope yet, not
until she crushes it without a Thance of revival;
and then, perbaps—well, then I shall feel unhap-
py and desperate enough to defy Old Nick him?
self.”

Colonel Mordaunt docs not say all this rhodo-
montade: he only thinks it; and if sll our
thoughts were written*down, the world would
be surprised to find how dramatically it talks to
itself. It is only whefi we are called upon to-
clothe our thoughts with language that vanify
steps in to make us halt and stamsmer. If we
thought less of what others think of us, and more
of what we desire to say, we should all speak
more elevautly, if not grammatically. O vanity!
curse of mankind — extinguisher to so many
noble purposes; how many really brilliant minds
stop short of excellency; stifled out of all desire
for improvement, or idea of its possibility, by
your suffocating breath! Why, even here is a
platitude into which my %anity has betrayed me;
but for the sake of its moral I will leave it.

“But why choose Mrs., Cavendish, with her
heap of children, in that dull suburban house ?
You will be bored out of your life.””

How often have those words of Colonel Mor-
daunt returned, during the last six months, upon
Irene St. John’s mind !

How intolerablé¢ have the children, the gov-
erness, the suburban society (the very worst of
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all society!) the squabbles, the tittle-tattle, the ! that often lie so widely severed—to account
eternal platitudes, become to her! AC({Lamt--l for the strange union of smiling lips and aching

" ances who “ drop in” whenever they fecl so dis- .
posed, and hear nothing new between the occa-
sions of their “ dropping in,” are the most ter-
rible of all domestic scourges; the celebrated
dropping of a drop of waterfon the victim's head,
or King Solomon’s “ droppings” on the window-
pane, are metaphors which grow feeble in com-
parison! Irritating to a strong mind, what de
they not become to that which has been enfeebled
by suffering? And Ireme’s mind, at this junc-
ture, is at its lowest ebb. From having gonc as a
visitor to her aunt’s se, she bas come to look
upon it as her hom“ the first few
woeks, Mrs. Cavendish, pleased with her piece's
society, proposed she should take up her resi-
dence at Norwood, paying her share of the house-
hold expenses. What else had the girl to do?
What better prospect was there in store for her ?
Friendless, alone, and half heart-broken, it had
seemed at first as though in this widowed house,

f - where the most discordant goundp that broke the

air was the babble of théchildren’s voices, she
had fou e refugé from the outer world she
longed for. Her father and mother were gone.
Eric Keir was gone; every thing shecared for in
this life was gone. She had but one desire—to
be left in peace with memory—so Irene believed
on first returning from Brussels to England.
But such a state of mind is unnatural to the
Ayéung, and cannot last forever. By the time we
meet her again, she is intolerant of the solitude
“and quiet. It does not soothe—it makes her
restless and unhappy—that is because she has
ceased to bewail the natural grief. Heaven takes
care of its own, and with each poison sends an
antidote ; and the unnatural pain—the pain that
this, world’s injustice has forced upon her—js
once more in the ascendant, crushing what is
best and softest in her nature.

There is no more difficult task for the pen than
to describe, faithfully and ecredibiy; the interior
working of a fellow-creature’s mind; for it is
only those who have passed through the phase
of feeling written of, that will believe in it. And
yet it is not necessary to draw from one’s own
experience for life-pictures. An artist desirous
to illustrate a scene of suffering and sorrow, need
not have suffered and have sorrowed, but goes
boldly among the haunts where such things are
(it is not far to go) until he finds them ; so must
the author, to be realistic, possess the power to
read mien’s hearts and characters, to work out
the mysterious problem of the lives and actions

hearts—of the light morning jest and the bitter
midnight sobbing,. .

" There is no more curious study than that of
psychology. Oh the wonderful contradictions ;
the painful inconsistencies ; the wide, wide gulf
that is fixed between our souls and the world! It
is coough to make one believe in M. "Rowal's
theory that hell consists in being made transpar-
ent. One can scarcely determine which would be
worse—to have one's own thoughts laid bare, or
to sce through one's friends.

Irene St. John’s soul is a puzzle, even to her-
self. The first dead weight of oppression that
followed her mother's burial lifted from her mind,
the blunk sense of -nothingness dispersed, she
wakes to find the necessity for restraint with.
drawn, and (as she told Colonel Mordaunt) the
old grief pressing her down so hardly, that she has
no strength to cope with it.

Mistress of herself, free to think, and act, and
look as her heart dictates, she has lcisure to con-
template and dissect and analyze the haunting
query, “ Why ?” Why did Eric Keir scek her
company—why ask her friendship—why intimate,
if not assert, that he loved her?

Was the fault on her side? Iad she given
him too much encouragement—Dbeen too pleased
to meet him—talk to him, answer the tender ques-
tioning of his  eyes ? Or had he a design against
her? Was he really so cold-hearted, so shallow,
sodeceitful, as to affect a part to insure the empty
triumph of winning her—for nothing.
with glowing cheek and bright feverish cyes, she
traces again and again each scene in that sad egi-

sode of her existence, until she reaches the. dul-:

minating point, and hears once more her mother’s
words, ‘“ He means nothing by it all ;” and the
glow dies out to be replaced by pallor.

And then comes the last question of the an-
guished spirit—the question that rises to so many
white lipy every day, “ Why does Heaven permit
such unnecessary pain ? Is there really a Father-
heart up there above, beating for and with our
own ?” I have said that this woman is no weak
creature, ready to sink to the earth beneath the
first blow from Fate's mallet. ‘

Does this phase of her character belie the
assertion? I think nct. Strong bodies fight and
struggle with the disease under which weak frames
succumb, and muscular souls wrestle with and
writhe under an affliction which feeble souls may
suffer but not feel.

When Irene St. John had her mother to sup-

In fancy,

-
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port as well as herself| sh:: stood upright and
smiled; now that the incentive for action is with-
drawn, she bends before the tempest. Then she
suffered more acutely ; now she suffers more con-
tinuously ; but acute suffering, with intervals of
numbness, is more tolerable than continuous pain
borne in monotony. There is nothing now to stir
Irene up—to deaden the echo of the question re-
verberating against the walls of her empty heart;
to blind her eyes mercifully to the fact that
she has delivered herself over to a love that is
not mutual; and that, do all she will, she can-
not stamp the accursed remembrance from her
wind. .

- She knows all this; it is in black and white
upon her soul ; she is lowered, degraded, contempt-
ible in her own eyes, and life becomes more intol-
erable with each rising sun.

It is May before Colonel Mordaunt dares to
revert to the proposal he mnde Irene St. John in
. Brussels. He bas written frequently to her; he
has secn bher more than once, but there bas been
. aquiet dignity about the girl which forbids him
to break the compact entered on. He felt, with-
out being told, that to do so would be to mar
all his’ chances of success; so he has only paid
Mrs. Cavendish two or three ordinary visits, of-
fered Irene two or three ordinary presents (which
she has quietly rejected), and tried to ftrait
patiently until the six months’ probation agreed
upon should be completed. When it is, Colonel
Mordaunt feels ag free to speak as he had felt
bound before to hold his tongue ; now he knows
that he will be listened to and answered. For
Irene, among many other virtues, has no young-
lady mannerisms about her, but is, in the best
sense of°>the word, a Woman.

It is a warm, soft afternoon in the latter part
of May; the little garden at Norwood is full of

syringa and laburnum and lilac blossoms ; and the |

voices of the children playing at.hide-and-seek
amoung the bushes come pleasantly in at the
opened windows. Mrs. Cavendish has left the
house to call upon some friend, and Irene and
€olonel Mordaunt are alone. ‘

“I hope you received your dividends all right
this quarter,” he commenced by saying ; for since
her orphanhood he has taken sole cherge of ber
small income,

“Oh, yes! thank you. I sent your check to
the bank, and there was no difficulty about
the matter. You are most punctsal in your
payments.” ’

“ Will you be as punctual, Irene? You bave
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not forgotten, have you—what you promised to
give me in May?”

The color mounts to her pure pale face, but
she does not turn it from him,

“Your answer! Oh, no! how could I forget
it? Only I wish—I wish you could have guessed
it, Colonel Mordaunt, without giving me the pain
of repeating what I said before.”

His countenance falls.

“ Are your feelings, then, quite uncharged ®
Have you no kindlier thoughts of me than you
had then?”

‘“ How could any thoughts be kindlier than
they have been, or more grateful? But kindly
thoughts and gratitude are—are not love, Colonel
Mordaunt.” ‘

“Then you are not vot cured of the old wound,
Irene?”

The girl leans her cheek against the window-
sill, and gazes with languid, heavy eyes into the
open space beyond.

“For God’s sake, don’t speak of it!”

But he continues*

‘ Six months’ reflection has not had the power
to convince you that the most mortifying of ali
centerprises is the attempt to regain our influence
over an errant heart.”

“I have never attempted to regain it,” she}
exclaims, indignantly. “I wouid not take it were
it offered me. I have dore with the name and
the thought of the thing, forever/”

She looks so beautiful—so strangely as she
did of old, with the hot, angry color rising and
falling in her face, that he is more than ever
eager to win her for himself.

“Then, Irene! what are you waiting for?®
My home is open to you: why not accept it? I
am sure you are not happy here.”

“ Oh, I am well enough! The-children bored
me at first ; but I am getting used to them, as I
am to every thing else,” with a deep sigh.

“T cannot believe you, Irene. You who have
been accustome«‘ both during your father's and
mother’s lifetime, to be féted and amused, and
carried hither and thither; you cannot be content-
ed to spend your days in this.small, dull cottage,

.with no better company than 'your aunt and her

governess, and her overgrown boys.
go on, my child ; it will kill yout™
“I am tougher than you think. I wish that
I were not.”
““You are bearing up wonderfully, but you will
break down at last. Come, Irene! let mereason:

It canmnot

‘with you! You acknowledged just now that all

you desire is to forget this disappointment.
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Why not try to forget it in my house as well as
in this?”

She shudders—slightly—but he sees it.

¢« Colonel Mordaunt! it is impossible! ”

«T cannot see the impossibility. I know that ;

you are not in love with me, but I am content to
be in love with you, I am content to make you
mistress of my fortune and my house, and every
thing I possess, in return for yourself. It is a
fair bargain—if you will but subscribe to it.”

“Qh! it is not fair. You do not know what
you are agreeing to—how terribly you might feel
it afterward.”

“T am willing to take the risk.”

She hesitates a moment ; it is very sweet to a
woman to feel she is loved. so entirels, and reck-
lessly, and devotedly, that her possession is tlie
only one thing in this world that her lover ac-
knowledges worth living for. It is sweet to be
loved, even when we can give nothing in return.
A selfish satisfaction that has no part nor lot in
the first requircment of the divine passion—self-
abnegation; but still it falls soothingly upon the
wounded ‘spirit that has been rudely thrust from
its legitimate resting-place. It ia not so sweet as

loving, but it is the next best thing, and Irene
feels gratitude and hesitation. ~ After all—can any
change make her position worse than it is now?

Colonel Mordaunt sces the hesitation and—
forgets the shudder which preceded it!

“JIrene! my dearest girl! think of what Isay.
You imagine that life is over for you; that it can
never have any charm again; that it will be all
the same if you pass the remainder of it here, or
anywhere! Then come to me! Fen Court, at
the least, i3 as comfortable a home as Laburnum
Cottage ; here you are but a guest, there vou will
be a’mistress: and have—may I not say it ?—as
devoted a friend as any you will find in Norwood ?
Will you not conje 2

He pleads with as much earnestness as though
he had been young ; his fine face lighted up as
only love can light up a man’s countenance, and
his firm hands closed upon her own. The day is
nearly won, It is on her verylips to answer *yes,’
witn, from behind the garden-gates, comes the
sound of that most irrepressible of acclimatiza-
tions, the Italian organ, and the air it murders is
that of the “ Blue Danube " waltzes,

“No!—no!” cries Irene, as both hands
wre ch themselves away from his, and go up with
startlmf' energy to shut out the-maddening
strains ; “you must not—-you shall not ask me
that aga.in. - I have told you that it is impossi-

-ble! " and with that she leaves him to himself.
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Colonel \Iord1unt is bitterly disappointed : he
\ }nd made so sure, he can hardly say why, that
this final appeal would be crowned with suecess,
that the girl's determinate réfusal comes on him
like a great blow. He can hardly believe that he
will really lose her—that she will not return and
tell him it was a mistake ; and in that belief he
still lingers about the cottage—futilely.

Mrs. Cavendish returns and begs him to re-
main to tea, but he-declines, with thanks. The
opportunity for speaking to Irene by herself is
over, and he is not likely to derive any further
benefit from seeing her in the prescnce of the
governess .and children. So he returns to his
hotel for the night, not having quite made up his
mind whether he shall bid the inmates of the cot-
tage a formal farewell upon the morrow, or slip
back to Leicestershire as he had come from it—
unnoticed. With the morning, however he finds
his courage has evaporated, and that he cannot
leave Norwood without at least looking in her
fair face again.

So, after having made a pretence of eating
breakfast, the poor old gentlernan (all the poorer

|, for being old, and fecling his age at this moment
more-acutely than any youngster can imagine for
him) strolls up to Laburnum Cottage, and cuters
at the wicket-gate.
> The lawn is covered with children; playing
croquct with their governess and mother, who
nods to him as he enters, with an inclination of
her head toward the open door. '
¢ Irene is in the school-room,” she says, gayly.
But Irene isnot in the school-room ; she has seen -
him enter, and comes to meet him in the narrow
passage, clad in a soft muslin robe of white and
black : the shape and folds and general appear-

(| ance of which he ever afterward remembers.

¢ Colonel Mordaunt,” she says, hurriedly, with
beightened color, and trembling, parted lips,
“ywere you sincere in what you told me yesterday,
that you would take me for your wife, just as I
afMyp-without one particle of love in me, except for
a shameful memory ?

“Irene, you know I was!”

% Then, take me!™ ghe answers, as she sub-
mits to the arms that are thrown about hcr a.nd .
‘the lips that are laid upon her own.

Womcn are problgms: cela va-sans dire ;
though why the problems should remain insoluble
is, perhaps, less due to their intricacy than the
muddle-heads who strive to fathom them by be-
ginging at the wrong end. I don’t know what
reason Colonel Mordaunt may assign to this ap-




© " «XNO INTENTIONS.”

parently sudden change in Irene £t. John's senti-
ments ; perhaps he attributes it to the effect of
deliberation—more likely to the irresistibility of
his own pleading ; but anyway he is quite satis-
fied with the result. i

Mrs, Cavendish is not in the least surprised,
but thinks it the very best thing her nicce could
do; and the governess and children become
quite excited at the prospect of a wedding. No
one i3 surprised, indeed, after the lapse of balf an
hour, unless it be Irene herself; and even she,
once reconciled to the idea, tells her own heart
that it is fate, and she might have guessed that
it would end so, all along. :

Perhaps I have even failed in surprising my
reader! Yet there had been an impetus, and a
very strong one, given to Irene St. John's will
that day.

The impetus came in a letter bearing the
the post-mark of Berwick, where Mrs. Cavendish’s
daughter Mary was staying with some friends,
and which letter her mother had read aloud for the
benefit of the breakfast-table :

“We were at such a grand party last week”
(so part of Mary’s innocent communication ran)
“gt Lord Norham's. I wore my blue silk, with
the pearl ornaments.you.lent me, and they were

.80 much admired. Lord Muiraven (Lord Nor-

ham’s eldest son) was there, and Mr. Keir. Lord
M. danced twice with me, but his brother never

even spoke to me, which I thought rather rude. |

However, lie is engaged tqQ be married to a Miss
Robertson, such a pretty girl, and had no eycs
for any'one else. They danced together all the
evening. Mr. Keir is considered handsome, but
I like Lord Muiraven best.”
=% Very complimentary to Mary, I'm sure,’
remarked the gratified mother, as she refolded
the letter.—*“My dear Irene, I wish you would
just reach me down the ‘Peerage’ What a
thing it would be if Lord Muiraven took a fancy
to the girl!” -
Voild tout. ’

Irene St. John having once made up her
mind to accept Colonel Mordaunt’s offer, puts no
obstacle in the way of an early marriage; on the
contrary, she appears almost feverishly anxious

consult but-themselves, and her will is law, the
wedding is figed to take place during the suc-
ceeding month, All that she stipulates for is that
it shall be perfectly private. She believes she has
strength to go through all that is before her, but

she would prefer not testing that strength in
public ; and her first consideration now is for the
feclings of her future husband, that they may
never be hurt by some weak betrayal of ber own,
So all the necessary preparations are expeditious-
1y but-quictly made, and when the morning itself
arrives (a lovely morning in June, just twelve
months after poor Mrs, St. John held that trying
interview with Eric Keir, in Brook Street), there
are not above a dozen urchins, two nursery-maids
with perambulators, and a stray baker-boy, hang-
ing about the wicket of Laburnum Cottage to see
the bride step into her carriage. The paucity of
Irene’s male relations has made it rather difficult
to find any one to stand in the position of a father
to ber on thisoccasion ; but her uncle,-Mr. Camp-
bell; takes that respousibility on himself, and
hag the homor of sharing her equipage. Mr.
Campbell is accompanied to Norwood by his wife
and two eldest daughters, who, with Mary and
Emily Cavendish, form Irene’s modest troupe of
bridesmaids ; and Miss Mordaunt (to whom her
brother, finding all persuasion unavailing, was
forced to send a peremptory order to put in an
appearance at the wedding) is also present.

She arrived the day before, and up to the
moment of going to church has resisted all Irene’s
endeavors to make acquaintance with her, by en-
treaties that she will not trouble herself on her
account—that she will take no notice of her—
that she will leave her to do as best she can by
herself, until the girl inclives to belief that
her new sister-in-law is most antagonistic both to
the marriage and hersclf; and little dreams that
Isabella Mordaunt’s cyes have opened on a néw
world at the sight of her beauty, and are ready
to shed tears at the slightest demonstration of in-
terest on her part. Yet she is too miserably shy
and reserved to show if.

There is little time, however, for Irene to
think of that just now, or of any thing except the
matters in hand, through all of which she con-
dacts herself with great dignity and sweetness.

Colonel Mordaunt naturally thinks there never
was a lovelier or more graceful bride, and most
of those who see her think the same ; but Irene's
outward comportment is the least noble thing-
about her that day. It-canmot but be a day of
- bitter Tecollection to her; but she will not show
it. She will not mar the value of the gift which-
she has freely given by letting the receiver sce
how little worth it is o herself. She goes
through the religious ceremony in simple faith
that she will be enabled to keep the promises

she makes; and then she mixes in the little fes-

.
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sivity that follows with as much gayety as is con-
sistent with the occasion. %

Colonel Mordaunt is enchanted with her every
look and word and action; the old man hardly
knows whether he is standing on his head or his
heels ; he is wrapped up in the present, and has
quite forgotten all that went before it. Even
when be finds himself alone with 'his young wife
in the railway-carriage, speeding fast to Wey-
mouth, where theyrare to spend their honey-moon,
the vision is not dispelled. It is true that he
throws his arm rather awkwardly about her slen-
der figure, and kisses her for the first time as a
husband, with more timidity than he would have
shown had he been twenty-five years younger,
But Irene's quiet, affectionate manners reassure
him. She appears to take such an interest in all
that is going on around them, and talks so nat-
urally of what they shall do and see at Weymouth,
and of the pleasant autumn they shall spend to-
gether at Fen Court, that his passing trepidation
lest the girl should after all regret the decision
she bad made is soon dispelled; and, what is
better, the days that follow bring no cloud with
them to Jessen his tranquillity. For Irene is not
a woman to marry a man and then worry him to
the grave by her sentimental grief for another;
she has chosen her present lot, and she intends
to make it as happy a lot as lies in her power.
She is of too honorable and upright a nature to
make a fellow-creature pay the debt of her own
wisfortune, and especially a fellow-creature who
is doing every thing in hishpower to make her
happy. And, added to thisyshe is too wise to
call in & doctor and not folloyr his prescriptions.
She bas married Colonel Mdsdaunt as a refuge
from herself ; she never denies the truth even to
her own heart ; and if she is still to sit down and
pine to death for love of Eric Keir, where was
the npecessity for action which her strong will
brought to bear upon her feebler nature? She
may break down hereafter; but Irene Mordaunt
commences her march upon the path of married
life bravely. , o

She not only strives to pe,pleased——sﬁe;_u_
pleased with all that Wet husband does for her—
with the numerous presents he lays at her feet,
 the pleasant excursions he devises, the thought-
ful care he shows for her comfort. She repays
it all with gratitude and affection. Yes—Colo-
el Mordaunt has done well in confiding his hon-
or a:d happiness to Irene’s keeping !

About the same date, in that same month of
Jupe, a jolly, génial-hearted old man, commonly
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known as the Earl of Norbam, is scated in the
library of Berwick Castle, in her majesty’s “loyal
and worshipful borough of Berwick.” Lord
Norham does not carry out in the faintest degree
the idea of a lord, as usually depicted by the
heated imaginations of the young and the unini-
tiated. His appearance alone would be sufficient
to put to flight all the dreams of “sweet seven-
teen,” or the ambitious cravings of a maturer
age. He is a tall, stout man, of about five-and-
sixty, with a smiling red face, a bushy head of
gray hair, and * mutton-chop” whiskers just one
shade darker; and he is dressed in black-and-
white checked trousers, of decidedly country
make; a white waistcoat, with the old-fashioned
stock surmounting it ; and a brown holland coat.
the windows of the library are all open to the air,
and Lord Norham is not warmly attired, yet he
secms much oppressed by the weather; and to
sce him lay down his pen cve‘ry two minutes (he
is writjng letters for the mid-day post) and mop
his heated face rowsfll and round with a yellow-
and-red silk handkerchief until it shines again,
you would be ready to swear he was a jolly, well-
to-do farmer, who had every reason to be satisfied
with his crops and his dinner-table. In effect,
Lord Norbam is all you would imagine him to
be; for agriculture is his hobby, and he allows
no accidents to disturb his peace. But he is
something much better into the bargain—a true
nobleman, and the fondest father in the United
Kingdom. He lost his wife at a very early stage
of their married life, and he has never thought
of marrying again, but devoted his life to the
children- she left behind her. There are only
those three, Robert, Lord Muiraven, and his
brothers Eric and Cecil; and when their mother °
died the eldest was just four years old. Then it
was that all the latent worth and nobility of Lord |
Norham’s character came forth. His friends bad
rated him before at a very ordinary standard,
knowing him to be an excellent landlord and an
indulgent husband,. and -¢rediting him with as
much-£ood Sense as his position in life required;
and a strict belief in the Thirty-nine Articles.
But from that date they saw-the man as he really
was—from that moment, when ke knew himself
to be widowed and desolate, and his unfortunate
little ones left without a mother at the very time
they wanted her most, he took a solemn oath
never to place the happiness of Zer children at
the mercy of another woman’s caprice, but to be
to them, as far as in him lay, father and mother
th. The man must have had a heart as wide

ag a woman’s to arrive at such a conclusion, and
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stick to it; for the temptations to change his
state again m@{ have been manifold. But as in
‘some mothers’ breasts the feclings of maternity,
once developed, can never be rivaled by a meaner
passion, so, though far more rarely, it occasion-
ally happens with a father ; and from that day to
this, when we see him mopping his dear old face
with his silk handkerchief, Lord Norham has
never staggered in his purpose—more, he has
never repented it. Lord Muiraven and his broth-

ers do not know what it is to regret their mother. -

She died so early, that they have no recollection
of her ; and Lord Norham's care and indalgence
have been so close and unremitting, that the
-knowledge that other young men have mothers
who love them, and are their best friends, has no
power to do more than make them think what a
glorious old fellow their father must be, never to
have let them feel the want of theirs. Indeed,
love for their father iz a religion with these
young men, who even go to the length of being
jealous of each other in vying for his affection in
return. And with Lord Norham, the doys ave
every thing. His earldom might be wrested from
him, Berwick Castle burned to the ground, his
money sunk in a West End theatre, the Satur-
day Review might even stoop to take an inter-
est in his proceedings—yet give him kis “ boys,”
and he would be happy. Fortheir sakes, he sows
and reaps and thrashes out the corn, has horse-
boxes added to his stables, and a racquet-court
built upon his grounds; the bedrooms heated
by hotair pipes, and the drawing-room turned
into a smoking divan. They are his one thought
and interest and pleasure—the theme that is for-
ever on his tongue, with which he wearies every-
body but himself. He lives upon “the boys,”
and sleeps upon “the boys,” and eats and drinks
‘““the boys;” and when he dies, those cabalistic
‘words, “the boys,” will be found engraved on
his honest, loving heart.

He has just raised his handkerchief to wipe
bis face for about the twentieth time, when the
door is thrown open, and a “ boy ” enters. There
is 10 need for Lord Norbam to turn round. He
knows the step—trust him for that—and the
 beam that illuminates his countenance makes it
look redder and shinier than before.

“ Well, my dear boy!” he commences, before
the prodigy can reach his side.

“Have you seen this, dad 2" replies Cecil, as

he places the Times advertisement sheet upon.

the table. )
He is a fine young fellow, just ‘ome year
younger than Eric, and, as his father puts on his

<
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glasses to read the paragraph to which he points,
be stands by his side and throws his arm right
round the old man’s neck in the most charming
and natural wanner possible.

“Wkere, my dear boy, where?” demands
Lord Norham, running his eyes up and down the
page.

“There, dad—the top marriage. ‘At St
John’s Church, Norwood, Philip Mordaunm .
of Fen Court, Leicestershire, licutenant-colonel
in I. M. Regt. 155th Royal Greens, to Irene, only
child of the late Thomas St. John, Esq., of Brook
Street, W.” Dowt vou know who that is?
Eric’s spoon, that he was so hot after last season.
He'll be awfully cut up when he reads this, ]

_know.”

“ Eric’s spoon, dear boy!“ exclaims  Lord
Norham, who is quite at a loss to understat}(}«hc
mysterious allusion. oo

“Yes!—the woman he was spooney on, I
mggn- Why, every one thought it was a settled
thing, for he was always at the house. But I
suppose she wouldn’t have him—which quite ac. |
counts for the poor fellow’s dumps all last au.
tumn. Eric was awfully slow last autumn, you
know, father—he dido’t seem to care for hunting
or shooting, or doing any thing in company. I said
at the time I was sure the girl had jilted him:
and so she has, plain enough !

“My dear boy, this is a perfect revelation to
me!” exclaims Lord Norham, pushi!‘g his glasses
on to his forehead, and wheeling round his chair
to confront his son. “ZEric in love! I had not
the least idea of it.”

“Hadn't you? He was close erough with
us, of course: but I made surc he would have
told you. Oh, these things must happen, you
know, dad ; there’s no help for them.”

‘“And this girl—this Miss St. John, or who-
ever she is—refused your brother, you say?”

“No, I didn’t say that, father. I know noth-
ing for certain—it was only suppositien on my
part; but, putting this and that together, it lgoks
like it—doesn’t it, now ?

Cecil is smiling with the carclessness of youth
to pain; but Lord Norham is looking grave—his
heart wretched at the idea of one of his cherished

[ “ boys " having been so slighted. It is true that

he had heard nothing of this little episode in
Eric’s life ; for when he goes up totown, a very rare
occurrence, he seldom stays for more than a few
weeks at a time, and never mixes in any lighter
dissipation than an evening in the House to hear
some of his old friends speak (Lord Norham was
for many years a member of Parliament himself)
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THE MARRIAGE

or a heavy political diner where no ladies,‘ are
admitted. i

It is all news to him, and very- unpleasant
pews. It enables him to account for several
things in Eric’s behavior which have puzzled him
before ; but it shocks him to think that his boy
should have been suffering, and suffering alone—
shocks him almost as much as though he had
been - his mot.hcr instead of lf father—and all
his thoughts go out immediately to the best means
of conveying him comfort.

 Cecil, my dear!” (the old man constamly
makes strangers smile to hear him address tbese
stalwart young men, with beards upon their chins,
as though they were still children), ““don’t say
any thiag about this to your brother, will you?
He will hear it fast enough; ill news travels
apace.” .

“Oh! he's seen it, father; at least, I suspect
he's seen it, for he was studying the paper for an
hour before I got it. I only took it up when he
laid it down.”

“And where is he now?” demands Lord
Norham, quickly. It would be exaggeration per-
haps to assest that he has immediate visions of
his beloved Eric sticking head downward in the
muddiest part of the lake, but, had his imagina-
tion thus run riot, he could scarcely have asked
the question with more anxiety.

“In his room, I think; I haven’t seen him
since. By-the-way, dad, I shall run up to town
again to-morrow. Eric says he has had enough
but Muiraven and I have engagements
three weeks deep. You can't be up again this
season, I suppose? ™

“Idon't think so, dearboy, unleas it should
be for a week before the House breaks up. And
so Eric is not going back again, though it must
be very dull for him here, I am afraid.”

" “Precious slow, isn't it; now the Robertsons
are gone ? "

“You'll stay with them, I suppose, Cecil ?

“Well, I don't think so. They've asked me,
but I'd rather put up with Bob. It's all very
well bema engaged, you know, father, when you
are Sitting on a sofa together in a room by your-
selves; but it takes all the gilt off the ginger-
bread for me to be trotted ot before a few friends
a3 Harriet's ¢ young man.’ Bliss is only procur-
able in solitude or a crowd. Besides, a nine
o'clock breakfast, and no latch-key, doesn’t agree
with my notions of the season.”

" “It ought to agree with your notions of being
engaged, you young rip!” says his father, laugh.
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“XNo, it doesn't! No woman shall ever keep
me in ]udmr'-atnnf's married or single. I mean to
have my liberty all my life. And if Harriet
doesn’t like it, why, she may lump it, or take up
with some one clse; that's what I tell her!”

* The principles of the nineteenth century!”
cries Lord Norham. “Well! I think she’d be a
fool to change you, Cecil, whatever conditions
you may choose to make.”

“ Of course you think so, dad. However, if
my lady wants to keop me in town this weather,
she'll have to make herself very agrceable. \Per-
fect sin to leave this place for bricks and m(har
isn'tit?”

‘It scems a pity; just as the hay is comi g
on, too. I shall persuade Eric to ride over ‘o
the moors with me, and see what the grouse pros-
pects are looking like this year.”

“Yes! do, father; That'll :stir up the~poor
old boy. Hallo! there’s Muiraven beckoning to
me across the lawn.  We're going to blood the
bay filly. She’s been looking very quecr the Jast .
folbs days. Hope it's not glanders.—All right 1"
with a shout; “ T'll come!” and, leaping through
the open window, Lord Norham’s youngest hope
joins his brother, while the old man gazes after
his sons until they disappear, with eyes over-

’

“brimming with proud-affection.

Then he rises and goes in search ot his stricken
Eric, with much the same sort of feeling with
which a woman rushes to the side of a beloved
daughter as soon as she hears she is in trouble.

Eric 4s in his bedroom—a large, handsome
apartment, facing the park—and he is sitting at
the toilet-table without any apparent design, .gaz-
ing at the thick foliage below, and the fallow-deer
that are clustered on the grass béneath it.

Ile jumps up as soon as his father enters,
however, and begins to whistle loudly, and to run
his fingers through his hair before the glass, as
though his sole object in going there had been
to beautify himself.

“Well, dad!” he says, cheerfully..

“Well, my dear boy ! replies Lord Norham,
with a vain attempt to conceal his anxiety;
“what are you going to do with yourself this fine
morning 27

“I'm sure I don’t know. Ride, T suppose, or
read, or yawn-the time away. Where are the
others 27

‘“Gore to the stables to physic the bay filly.
Have you seen the papers, Eric? ”

A slight change passes over his countenance
~just a quiver of the muscles, nothing more:
but the father’s eye detects it.
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“Yes, thanks —oh, ves! I've scen them! No
news, as usual.  There never is any news nowa-
days.” ) .

“ Have you seen the Zimes, my dear boy 2"

“Yes.” ’

“ What! the advertisement sheet—the mar-
riages 7

“Yes! why do you ask me? "

“Because I thought—I imagincd—there was
an announccment there that would interest you—
that would be news: in fact, bad news.”

¢ Who said so ?”’ demands Eric Keir, turning
round-to confront his father. He is very pale,,
and there is & hard look about the lines of his
face which was not there yesterday; otherwise,
he scems himself and quite collected.

But Lord Norham will not betray Cecil: he
never sets one child against the other by letting
him suppose that his brothers speak of him be-
hind his back ; that is one reason why the young
men are mutuelly so fond of one another and of
him.

" 1 imagined so, my dear boy, that's all. Your
little penghant of last season was no secret, you
know, and, reading what I do to-day, I naturally
thought—" ~

“You are speaking of Miss St. John's mar-
riage, father, I suppose. But why should that
cutmeup? We were very good friends before her
mother died, and all that sort of thing, but—"

‘ But nothing more! You didn’t care for her,
Eric?” )

“ My dear old dad, you are not going to advo-
cate my caring for another man’s wife, are you?
Of course I liked her—every one liked her: she
was awfully pretiy and jolly, and distinguée-look-
ing; and if she’s only half as nice as Mrs’ Mor-
aunt as she was as Miss St. John, I shall say that
~—that—Mordaunt, whoever he may be, is a very
lucky fellow.” And here Eric whistles more fero-
ciously than before. )

“It is such a relief to hear you speak in this
strain about it, my dear boy,” replies Lord Nor-
ham, who has seated himself in an arm-chair by
the open window ; “do you know, Eric, from the
rumors that have reached me, I was almost afraid
—almost afraid, you know, my dear, that you
might have been led ou to propose in that quar-
ter. You didn’t propose to her, did you, Eric ?”

“No, dad! I didn’t propose to her!” replies
the young man, stoutly.

“Then why did you break off the intimaecy so
suddenly ? You used to be very intimate indeed
with the St. Johns last season.”

“What a jolly old inquisitor you would have
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made, father, and how you would have enjoyed
putting the thumb-gerew ona fellow | Why did |
break off the intimacy so suddenly >—well, I didn't
break it off.  Mrs. St. John thought I was there
too often, and told me so, and I sheered off ir
consequence. Afterward they went abroad, and
tke poor old lady died, and I have not seen the
young one since. That’s the whole truth.”

“ Aud you didn’t like the gitl well enough to
marry her, then 27

A cloud, palpable to the dullest eye, obscures
for a moment all the forced gayety of his expres.
sion.

“My dear father! I don’t want to marry ary
one.”

 That is what puzzles me, Eric. Why shouldn’
you want it ?”’ .

. “ There’s a lot of time, isn’t there? You don't
expect a fellow to tic hiroself down for life at fve.
and-twenty ?

“No; but it is unnatural for a young man to
avoid female society as you do. It can't be be-

cause you dislike it, my dear boy.”

“I have no particular taste for it.”

“ But why ? they don’t snub you, do they ? 1
should think you could do pretty much as you
like with the women, eh, Eric ?”” with a glance of

pride that speaks volumes.

“T never try, dad. I am very happy as I
am.” ’ )

“My dear boy! that is what convinces me
that there is something more the matter than you
choose to confess. If every thing was right, you
wouldn't be happy as you are. Look at your
brothers! Here’s Cecil engaged already.”

“ Poor devil 1" interpolates Eric.

‘“And Muiraven doing his best to be so;
although I don’t think he’s quite such a favorite
with the girls as his brother. I'm sure I don
know why, or what they can possibly want more,
for you would scarcely meet a finer young man
from here to John O’Groat’s than Muiraven is.”

Eric, recalling Muiraven’s thick-set figure,
round, rosy face (he takes after the earl), and red-
dish hair, cannot forbear smiling.

‘“He's an out-and-out good fellow, dad, but
he’s no beauty.”

“He's a different style to yourself, I allow;
but he’s a very good-looking young man. How-
ever, that doesn't alter circumstances. If he
doesn’t marry, it is all the more incumbent cn

of doing 0.”
shall never marry, father,” says Eric, un-
“you must put that idea out of your
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«There, again, that's unnatural, and there
must be a reason for it. You are graver, too,
then your years, Eric, and you often have fits of
despondency ; and I have thought, my dear (you'll
forgive your old father for mentioning it), that
vou must have encountered some little disappoint-
;nent carly in life, say in your college-days, which
. has had a great effect upon your character. Am
I right?”

“How closely you must have watched me!”
replies the son, evasively.

“Whom have I in the world to interest me
except you and your brothers 2 You are part of
myself, my dear boy. Your pleasures are my
pleasures, and your griefs become my griefs. I
have passed many a restless night thinking of
vou; Eric!”

- % Dear old dad!” says Eric, laying his hand
on his father’s shoulder, and looking him affec-
tionately in the face, “I am not worth so much
trouble on your part—indeed I am not.”

“Oh! now I feel inclined to quarrel with you,”
say3 Lord Norbam; “the idea of your talking
such nonsense! Why, child, if it were for no
other reason, it would be for this, that every time
you look at me as you did just now, your sweet
mother seems to rise from her grave and gaze at
me through your eyes. Ah! my poor Grace! if

she had lived, her boys would have had some one”

to whom they felt they could open their heart,

instead of closing them up and bearing their

troubles by themselves.” .

‘“‘Father don’t say that!” exclaims Eric, ear-
nestly. “If I had had twenty mothers, I couldn't
have confided in theng raore than I do in you, nor
loved them more. But you are too good for me,
and expect too great things of me, and I shall end
by being a disappointment, after all. That is my
fear.” -

“T can never bé\disappointed while you and
your brothers are happy; but how can I remedy
an evil of which-I must not hear? ”

“You will harp on that idea of my having
come to grief,” says Eric, testily. .

“Because I believe it to be true. I would

| mever try to force your confidence, déar boy ; but
it would be a great comfort to know you had no
secrets from me.”

The young man has a struggle with himself,
flushes, and then runs on hurriedly.

“ Well, then, if it will give you any pleasure, I
will tell you. I kavehad a trouble of thekind you
mention, and I find it hard to throw it off, and I
should very much like to leave England again for
a short time. Perhaps, after all, it is better you

47

should know the truth, father, and then you will™~

be able to account for the restlessness of my.dis-
position.” )

“My poor boy!” savs Lord Norhamy ab--
stractedly. But Eric doesa’t carc akout being
pitied.

“ What about the traveling, dad® Charley ~
Holmes is goingin for his county next election,
and wants me to run over to America with him
for a spell first. It's nothing of a journey nowa-
days, and I could come back whenever you wanted
me. Shall Isay I'll go9”

“Go, my dear? Yes, of course, if it'll give
you any pleasure ; only take care of yourself, and
come back cured.”

“XNo fear of that,” he replies, laughing ; “in
fact, it’s half done alrecady. We can’t go through
life without any scratches, father.”

*No, my boy, no! and they're necessary, too
—they're necessary. Make what arrangements
vou like about America, Eric; fix your own time
and your own destination, only make up your
mind to enjoy yourself, and to come back cured,
my boy—to come back cured.”

Lord Norham is about to leave the room as
he chuckles over the last words, but suddenly he
turns and comes back again.

“I have suffered, my dear,” he says, gently ;
“I know what it is.”

The young man grasps the hand extended;
squeezes it as though it were in a vice, and walks
away to the open window.

His father pats him softly on the back, passes
his hand once fondly over his bair, and lcaves
him to himself. And this is the parent from
whom he has concecaled the darkest secret of his
life!”

“Oh, if I could but tell him ! groans Eric;
“if I only could make up my mind to tell him,
how much happier I should be.—Irene! Irene!
you have doubled the guif between us!”

He does not weep ; he has grown too old for
tears; but he stands at the window, suffering
the tortures of hell, until the loud clanging of
the luncheon-bell draws him back unwillingly in-
to the world again. h

CHAPTER Y.
P

Ir'is on a glorious July afternoon that Colonel
Mordaunt brings his wife to Fen Court. There -
is no railway-station within ten miles of Priestley,
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but an open carriage meets them on arrival at the
nearest town, and as they roll homeward through
long country lanes, bordered with hedges in which
the bramble-flower and the woodbiue have joined
issue to pull the wild-roses and the purple night-
shade to.the ground, Irene cxperiences a sense of
silent calm which makes her believe that she has at
last breasted successfully the billows of life, and
emerged thence with the greatest good this world
affords us in her hand—contentment! They have
had a long and tedious journey from Weymouth;
the sun has been inconveniently warm, and the
railway-carrjages filled with dust, and even good-
natured people might be excused from feeling a
little peevish or impatient by the close of day ; but
Irene and Colonel Mordaunt seem admirably fitted
to get on together. She s all gentle acquiescence
to any thing he may propose (gratitude and in-
difference being the principal ingredients in sub-
mission), and be is devoted to his young wife, and
has spent his time hitherto in anticipating her
wishes, but in a manner so unobtrusive as to have

rendered even the honey-moon agreeable to her.:

For, whatever may be the general opinion to the
contrary, the honey-moon is not always the hap-
piest part of married life; indeed there are few
instances of it in which both husband and wife
are not sccretly pleased when it is drawing toa
close. Brides who are worshiped as divinities
during the first week are apt to become exigeantes
during the last three, and bridegrooms are some-
times forced to confess the melancholy truth that
“the full soul loatheth the honey-comb.” I have
known a seven days’ wife cry all the afternoon
because her husband went to sleep on the sofa;
and a freshly-made Benedict plead law, sickness,
. business, any thing, in or 0 procure a run up
to town during the fatal moon, and a few hours’
cessation from the continugus tax laid on his
_patience, gallantry, and r. Many a married
“life that has ended in ry might bave flowed
on evenly enough_hgd”it not been for the injury
done to a woman’s character during that month
of blandishments and folly. It requires a strong
mind to accept at their true worth all the non-
sense 2 man-talks and all the foolish actions of
which he is guilty during those first rapturous
moments of possession—and women, as a rule,
are not strong-minded. All the hyperbole of
passion, which until then they have only heard in
furtive lovers’ whxspers, is now poured out boldly
at their feet, and’ the geese imagine it to be a
specimen or a promise of what their future life
ehall be. A fortnight sees the ardor cooled ; >in
a month it has evaporated,and thenceforth thev
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are judged, not as goddesses, but women. How
few stand the test and can step down gracefully
from the pedestal on which they have been un.
naturally exalted to the level of their husbandy
hearts, let the lives of our married aequaintances
answer for us, But whether it would prevent the -
final issue or not, it is nevertheless true that the
happiness of many a man and woman would not
come so quickly to a close, were the latter treated
with & little more discretion during the honcy.
moon., As husbands intend to go on, so should
they begin. A woman is a suspicious. animal;
her experience is small, her views are narrow, her
range of sight limited ; and more men have becn
whined, and teased, and irritated out of their love
than stormed out of it. There is no more miser-
able mistake in life than to attempt to warm up a
fading passion: réchauffés are never worth much,
but this style of réchauffé pays the worst of all.
If wives would be reasonable, they will take all
that is offered them ; but never stoop to extract
an unwilling avowal of affection, which will burn
none the brighter for being dragged to the light
of day. A little happy indifference is the best
possible medicine for a drooping love ; and the
injunction to “leave them alone and they'll come
home," holds as good with men as with the-flock of
Bo-peep. Ircne Mordaunt bids fair to keep her
husband’s devotion in a healthy condition ‘)y this
means. Her m:)nncr toward bim is as sweet and
gentle as it can be, but it naturally possesses no
ardor ; and this want of passion on her part is
just sufficient to keep bis middle-aged flame
burning véry brightly, without giving him any
anxiety on account of hers.

He would have preferred, like other men, to
make afool of himself during the honey-moon (and
the adage that * there is no fool like an old fool ”
holds truer in love than any other feeling), but
something in Irene’s quiet and sensible manner
has forbidden it, and compelled him to treat her
ag if they had been married for several yes¥s,
And yet she is not cold to him—she does not

“repulse his attentions nor refuse to acknowledge

them ; on the contrary, as they commence the
drive to Priestley, and he wraps a shawl about
her feet, and makes her put them upon the oppo-
site seat, the smile with which she thanks him
would be sufficient to put a younger man  off his
head.”

“How beautiful the country is!” she says, as
they pass fields of clean-shorn sheep, and rosy
children bobbing courtesies by the cottzge-gmtes,
and wagons of late-gathered hay -breathing
‘“odors of Araby” as they crawl by ; “how sweet
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and clean every thing looks and smells! Philip,
I long to sce the garden ; I am so fand of flowers.
Do you remember the lovely bouquets you used
to send me in Brussels?”

 Perfectly, my darling” (Colonel Mordaunt
seldom calls his wife any thing but * darling,” and
the word has ceased to grate on her ears as it did
at first, recalling the lost voice that spoke it
once); “and how you used to turn your mose up

at my humble offerings.”

“] never told you so, Pblhp H that must be an
invention of your own.’ i

“Perhaps I divined it, Irene; for my eyes
were very keen for any thing that conc«.med you
‘in those days."”

“VWel, it was very wicked of me, then, and I

o

promise that I won't turn up my nose at the firs¢ |

bouquet you give me from Fen Court.”

“You shull have a beauty the very first thing’

inthe morning. Ihope the garden will be in good
order—I have given sufficient dircctions on the
subject.”

% Doesn't Isabella care for flowers ? 7

“Not much, I think. She is a strange creat-
ure in some of her ways. I sometimes wonder,
darling, how you and she will get on with one
another.”

“Why, admirably, of course—I mean to get
on with her.” -

Colonel Mordaunt turns round and gazes at’

his wife adoringly.
“You are {00 good!” hesays; “O Irene! 1f I
don't make you happy, may God's judgment—"
“Hush! hush!” she interrupts him quickly,

‘“pray don't say that, you make p1é sdgmall,”
But see how much less th iR a wom she
would have been not to care for<

taken ber to his. arms, despite his kpowledge of
her outraged affections, and treate
she had flown to them of her owf accord.

She does not Zve him, this frallant gentleman
who almost worships her, but he is very grateful
and almost happy, and bids fajr to make a model
wife and mistress. As the o
entrance to Fen Court, and roNs up the broad
drive through the shrubbery, she becomes quxte
dgcited in her admiration.

5“Is this ours—really ?” she exclaims, inquir-
ingly.

“It is yours, my own darling, every mch of
it!” replies her husband: -

“0 Philip!” and in her deh,,ht and surprise
she turns and kisses him, f6r the first time of her
own accord. /

Colonel Mordaunt Qushes up to his eyes with

4
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gratification, ‘and this trifling episode has the
power to dispel much of the nervousness with
which he has looked forward to introducing his
wife to Fen Court. .

“Here we are, at last!™ he exclaims, as the
carriage stops before the bold poreh, and a couple
of mecn-servants appear upon the door-step.
“Jump down, my darling ; Isabells is sure to be
waiting for you, and you must be tired todeath
with this Jong drive.” .

“I am not at all tired,” is lLer rejoinder;
“and I mean to sce every bit of the garden before
I go to bed to-night.”

Miss Mordaunt is waiting for them in the hall.

“Oh, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt! I came—I
thought, perhaps—I didn’t know—"

“Did you_not expect us so soon?" replies
Irene, stooping to kiss her sister-in-law, “I think
we have come rather quickly.”

“Quickly ! echoes Colonel Mordaunt, who is
close upon her heels; “_,why, we have been hours
on the road. What time have you ordered din-
ner, Isabella 2"

‘“ At seven—at least I believe at sexen—but
if you would rather not—" -

“The sooner the -better,” says her brother,
“seven will do admirably. And now if you will
take Irene up to her bedroom and help her off with
her things, I think :ghe will be obliged to you.—
You won't dress to-night, darling ?”"

“Oh, no! Philip; only take the dust off.
What a wide staircase, and such pretty carpets!
Oh, is this my room ? it is beautiful. How nice
and fresh it looks. And blue, too! I wonder who
chose blue? it is my favorite color.” ’

“It was my brother who ordered it to be re-
furnished with this color. Can I help you off
with your bonnet, Mrs. Mordaunt? or perhaps—
if you had rather be alone—if I had better go—"

““Oh, no! don’t go! I shall be ready directly. -
But why do you not call me by my Christian
name ? Surely we are not to be ¢ Miss’ and ¢ Mrs.
to one another!”

“If you wish it—of course—but I shouldn't
have thought—" Miss Mordaunt’s deprecating
manner is already casting a chill over Irene’s com.
ing home.

“ Since we are to be sisters, I think it should
be s0,” she answers, with a glance of scrutiny at
her companion ; but she is not so eager in her
anner of addressing her again, and it is a relief
to hear her husband’s voice asking for admit-
tance.

‘“Have you every thing you want—are you
quite comfortable >—Isabella, where is Mrs. Que-
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kett? I thought she would be here to welcome
Irene to Fen Court.”

Miss Mordaunt telegraphs a look of meaning
to her brother—it is very slight, but Ircne catches
it, and fecls immediately that there is something
to be concealed.

“ Who is Mrs. Quekett?” she demands ab-
ruptly, looking from one to the other.

“The house-keeper—" commences Miss Mor-
daunt. -

“Well, hardly a house-keeper, Isabella, al-
though she certainly does keep house for us,”
interrupts her brother.

“She does keep house for you, and yet she
is not your house-kceper,” says Ircne, merrily;
“ghe must be an anomaly, this Mrs. Quekett.
Pray is she young or old, fat or thin, wise or
foolish ? though, after what you have just said,
Philip, I should not be at all surprised to bear she
is all of them put together.”

“You are a saucy girl, and don’t deservean
answer ; but when you come to know her, you
will acknowledge that Mrs. Quekett is a very
wonderful woman, and can be almost any thing
she chooses. When I said she was hardly a
house-keeper, I meant she was superior to the
place. But she lived many years with my father
in that capacity, and has always bad a home
with me since his death. You will find hera
great help to you, darling, for I'm sure you can-
not know much about house-keeping ; and I hope
vou will get on very well together.” X

“There is no doubt of it ; I always get on well
with servants ; that i3, if they keep their places.
But with regard to house-keeping, Philip, T in-
tend to agreeably surprise you. I know much
more than you imagine, and mean to make my-
self perfect. I always thought I should like to
have a large house like this to look after, and to

keep in spick-span order. I like pretty things,

but the romance of untidiness never held any
charms for me, 1 was cut out for an old maid.”

“Jt i3 lucky for me, darling, that we met
before you had made up your mind unalterably

"upon that subject,” says Colonel Mordaunt, laugh-

ing, a8 he draws her arm within his own to lead
her to the dining-room. *But, however good a
manager you may be, I am sure you will find
Mrs. Quékett an admirable assistant, to say the
very least ofit. She has been always used to
manage the houschold affairs, and, were I you,
I should leave them in her hands. Why should
you trouble your head about such matters, when
I can afford to keep some one to do it for you?”

" & Mra. Quekett will have plenty to do, Philip.

I did not mean that I should rise with the
lark each morning to call the maids, or walk
about in the trail of the broom and dust-pan, to
sce that they do their duty ; but I've no opinion
of a mistress who leaves ber work to the servants,
Have you?”

At these words Isabella again steals ome of
those furtive, mutual-understanding glances at
Colonel Mordaunt, with an expression that rouses
not only Irene's curiosity, but her spirit, and she
does not wait for an answer to her question:

“ At all events, I mean to try and make mny-
self equal to the position you have placed me in,
Philip,” she continues.

% And you would be so, my darling, a thousard
times over,” he whispers, fondly, “even had I
placed you on a threne.”

This conversation gives a brief insight to the
state of mind in which Irene enters on .the per-
formance of her new duties, The glances which
she intercepted between her sister-in-law and her
husband do not give her more than a moment's
uneasiness, while they strengthen her purpose of
self-dependence.

She misinterprets their meaning : she imagines
they arose from their doubt of her capability to
maintain her position as mistress of Fen Court;
and she becomes determined, in consequence, to
prove that they are mistaken. From the hour
she accepted Colonel Mordaunt's proposal, and
fixed her thoughts upon a future shared with him,
Irene has experienced more pleasure from the
prospect of having the entire management of the
household at Fen Court upon her hands than any
thing else.

For, in order to fight successfully with disap-
pointment, or even to ficht at all, we must have
some definite employment. A man generally has
a business or profession to engross his loyal
thoughts and shut the door in the face of all the
rebel ones (though what & knack they have of
pecping through the chinks!); with him the
grinding necessity of making bread, either for
himself or others, is paramount, and leaves little
Jeisure for painful introspection. It is not that
he feels the less for being busy ; it is that he has
less time to feel. The feraale sex has in all ages,
most undeservedly, gained credit for being the
more constant of the two ; but, though they mourm
more explosively, their grief is neither so bitter
nor so long. A man ond woman who love each
other are irrevocably separated : what happens to
them?® Heseldom speaks of his loss to any one;

if he does, it is in short, sharp sentences, thatare
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dismissed as soon as possible: and he goes about | cause they come so seldom, and the flesh is un-

his work as usual ; worrics his head over the led-
ger in his counting-house ; strains every nerve to
outwit the counsel for the other side; conducts
three or four services a day, or sits up all night
writing for the press. Every now and then,
doubtless, a sad thought comes between him and
his employment ; he sees her, or hears of her, or
the remembrance of something they have shared
in the past smites him with sudden pain; but he
puts it away: he must put it away, if he is to
pursue the business which depends upon his brain,
or hand, or ekill. Where is the woman, mean-
while, ho mourns him, poor wretch, as hopelessly
(I have no wish to detract g)m the sex’s capabil-
ity of loving) as only & woman can ?

Sitting by the fire, most likely, if it is winter,
or Iying on her bed if it is summer, with a novel
in her hand, or a picce of fancy-work, and all her
mind fixed upon her absent lover: ready and will-
ing to talk over the cruelty of her disappointment
with the first ffiend who calls: erying till she can
hardly see out of her eyes: refusing to attend
any party of pleasure (women think giving up
balls and theatres and concerts an immense proof
of constancy; they don’t understand how the
lightest laughter is often used to conceal the

heaviest hearts); even refusing to eat: sitting
down, in fact, with her dcad love in her lap, de-
termined to nurse it and weep over it, and recall
all she has lost with it, until she makes herself
first hysterical and then uscless, and lastly ill, and

aworry to every one connected with her. Our
friends die, and we bury them. Why car’t we
bury the corpses of our dead hopes in the same
way? The regret we feel for those whom we
have lost by death is sad enough and sharp
enough, God knows, as it returns in the silent
watches of the night, or even amid the clamor-
ous hurry of the day; but what would it not be
were we to keep those still forms ever beside s,
to prevent all hope of sorrow sinking into natural
sleep? Yet, that is what most women do with
their blighted affections ; and many of them ex-
perience actual disappeintment when they dis-
cover that Timé has mercifully closed the wound,
and theyare “ getting overit.” They keep it open
as long as they_possibly can ; they tear the band-
ge away, which opportunity affords them; and
when the healed spot is no longer capable of lacer-
fation, they will sit down and begin to cry afresh
over their own inconstancy. And, perhaps, when
hey have reached this epoch, the man is still ex-
periencing those oceasional sharp, cruel stabs of

emembrance which are all the worse to bear be-

used to them. -

But if women were brought up to work like
men (in other kind, perhaps, but with the same
necessity), active employment, either of brain or
hand, would place the sexes, in this matter, on a
level ; and while much ncedless miscry would be
spared to the onme, a large amount of comfort
would accrue to the other; for, of all persons
with whom to shun intercourse in this life, give
me the flabby thing which calls itself a worfian
who has had “a disappointment®—as though
there were no disippointment in the world but
that which springs from love turned sour with
adversity, like small-beer by thunder.

Irene has never been a woman utterly without
a purpose. In her early girlhood, and before she
experienced any necessity to gamble with life for
forgetfulness, she was accustomed to look upen
each day in which she had done nothing as a day
to be regretted. She used to read mucli at that
time, not desultorily, but on a fixed plan; and
she would allow no pleasure, however tempting,
to lure her from her self-imposed task until it was
accomplished. She took a very bright iunterest in
politics ; in the projects of improving the condi-
tion of the nation at large, and all new discoveries
whetber in art, science, or Nature; attempted;’
also, as most able minds do, to put down her
thoughts on all these things in writing, but was
quite satisfied with the ample variety of mental
food which ancient and modern literature placed
before her, and never had the least desire tocram
her own ideas’ down the throats of others. In
fine, until the unfortunate moment arrived in
which she met Eric Keir, Irenc was a happy, help-
ful, matter-of-fact woman; and though the two
blows which she received so close together did for
a while crush life’s purpose out of her and blur
her vision of a noble and elevated future, it is ali
coming back to her now as she finds herself mis.
tress of Fen Court, aud the mists that obscured
her duty are clearing away from before her eyeg. )
To make her husband’s house what it should B& ',
(and what Colonel Mordaunt has already deplored,
in her hearing, that it Is not), one of the best-ap-
pointed and pleasantest houses in the county; to
render herself af agreeable, favorite hostess; to
be the ruler of his household, the friend of his
tenants, and the benefactor of the poor who are
dependent on him—this is the path which she has
chalked out for herself, and in which she ia reso-
lute to walk. Some women think it beneath them
to make their husband’s homes comfortable.
They want to deliver lectures like Emily Faith-
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full, or write books like Mrs. Riddell, or compose
songs like Elizabeth Philip, or play Juliet like
Mrs. Scott Siddons ; and if they are not permitted
to labor through the medium of-the stage, the
platform, or the press, their mission is wrested
from them: there is nothing more to live for.

Irene Mordaunt knows better. She knows
that if genius is not required to keep the machin-
ery of a large establishment in working order,
good semse is; and, however capable and far.’
secing and practical her head may be, it is none
too much so for the wortby employment of the
large sums of money that must apnually pass
through her hands. She does not think the work
beneath her; she feels like a queen entering up-
on her territory ; and as her husband, when their
dinner is ended, makes the tour with her of his
possessions, she notes with a keen eye where im-.
provement is most needed, and registers inward
vows to be faithful to the trust committed to her.
The kmowledge of her responsibility works on
Irene like a charm: her spirits rise; her eyes be-
come brighter, her pulses beat more healthfully,
and she retires to rest full of expectation for the
coming morrow. Such are some of the good ef-
fects of realizing that there is work left in the
world to do which no one can accomplish so well
as ourselves. Had Irene remained at Laburpum
Cottage with Mrs. Cavendish, she might "have
continued to be & lovesick maiden to this day;
as it is, the task which she has undertaken with
a sincere intention of fulfilling, will lift her, step
by step, above the earth-stained troubles of this
world, until she has reached the highest elevatlon
her mortal nature is capable of attaining.

She wakes in the morning, fresh as a flower,
‘and active as a squirrel. She has not opened her
eyes two seconds before she has thrown up the
casement and is inhaling the sweetness of the
noisette roses that cluster round it. The pure,
cool country air is like a draught of life; the
scented flowers are hanging, six and eight up-
on one stem; across the meadow comes the
lowing of the cows as they return from the milk-
ing-shed, and the bleating of the calves, that wel-
come them; and underneath her are the garden-
ers, sharpening their scythes to mow the dewy
lawn. The freshness, the sweetness, the simplici-
ty, the peace of all around her, wake the deepest
gratitede in Irene’s heart, and make the tears
_rise to ber eyes. She is all anxiety to mingle
agahl’in- the scenes that lie before her; to re-
traeé ber footsteps of last night, and, make sure
that it was all reality ; and, before Colonel Mor-
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ddunt has realized that she has left bim, she is
up and dressed, and roaming over the wet grass,
and through the shrubberies and gardens, whence,
at sound of the breakfast-bell, she reappears,
with rose-tinted cheeks, damp boots, a draggled
muslin dress, and her hands full of flowers. Her
husband, now looking one way and then the oth.
er, is on the door-step, anxiously awaiting her.

“My darling ! ” he commences, reproachfully,

“Now, Philip, don’t scold! I know I'm a hor.
rid object,but it won't take me a minute to
change. I've been all through the hot-houses,
and the kitchen-gardens, and down the wilder
ness, and over the bridge by that picce of water;
and then I got into a field and found lots of
mushrooms. (Do you like mushrooms? they’re
in mwy.skirt, under the flowers.) And I came
back by the meadows you showed me last nigh:,
where the Lorses are, and—oh! I am so tired
and wet ; but I haven’t enjoyed any thing likeit
for months past.” <

Colonel Mordaunt looks as though he were
enjoying the recital as much as she has done the
reality

“J am so glad to hear it,” be says, as Le
kisses her; “but you can come in to breakfas
as you are, can you not ?”

“What! with my hair half-way down mr
back, and my dress clinging to me like a wet
flag? I should searcely look dignified at the
head of your table, Philip. Give me ten minutes
grace, to set myself to rights.—Good-morning,
Isabella. I have not a hand to offer you, but I
have had such a delightful ramble.”

Then she turns to the servant in attendance.

“Take these flowers, James, and place them
on the sideboard ; and bring up the breakfast.—
Have you been used to make the tea, Isabella!
Will you be so good as to do so for one morning
more, in consideration of the novelty of the site
ation —I will be in good time to-morrow, Philip:
but I had no idea the place was half so lovelr
and I ran from one delight to another, and couid
not tear myself away.”

She is mounting the staircase now, still at
tended by her husband; and Miss Mordaun
looks after her with unfeigned surprise. &
young and strange—and yet so cool and at he
ease! The woman who has spent all her life i
fear, lest she should be saying or doing somethin?
wrong, cannot understand, the confidence whic
is engendered by the knowledge of our ow
powers of pleasing: In another minute Jreme &
down again, her hair rearranged, and her dres
exchanged for a wrapper of pale blue, which
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wonderfully becoming to her; and as her sister-
inlaw sees her s;nile, and hears her talk, and
watches her do all the honors of the breakfast-
table as though she had sat there for years, she
marvels how so bright an apparition can ever
have been persuaded to Enk her fortunes with
those of Philip, and take up her residence at Fen
Court.

“ What are you going to do to-day, Philip 2
says Irene, as the meal draws to a conclusion.

Colonel Mordaunt has already risen from ta-
ble; and taken up his station on the hearth-rug.

“ Well, that depends mostly on yoursclf, my
darling. I have a great deal to do, of course,
after two months’ absence, about the kennel and
the farm ; but I should hardly like to leave you
alone so soon.”

‘“ But I shall have Isabella, and plenty of em-
ployment. There are all my things to be un-
packed; and the new maid seems stupid; so I
shall go and superintend her; and I have the
dinner to order, apd the kitchen to inspect, and
to make the acquaintance of Mrs, What's-her-
name.”

Colonel Mordaunt starts. )

“Mrs. Quekett! Ah! true; I shéuld like to
introduce Mrs. Quekett to you before I go out,
Irene. She is such a very old servant of the
family.” '

. “All right, dear. Ring the bell, and tell her
to come up now. I am quite ready to see her.”

Again docs Isabella raise deprecating. eyes to
ber brother’s face. Something, which the unsus-
pecting bride is sure to resent, must ¢ome to the
surface before long, and, man-like, Colonel Mor-
daunt tries to throw the responsibility of the dis-
closure on his sister’s shoulders.

“Oh!—ah!—yes: to be sure! I suppose
Mrs. Quekett will be able to see Irene now, Isa-
bella § ‘

The mere question throws Miss Mordaunt in-
to a state of extra flurry.

“I don’t know, Philip—I know so little, you
see. Xam sure I cannot say. Perhaps you had
better—but if Mrs, Mordaunt could wait—it is no
use to ask me.”

“Is the old woman ill? ” demands Irene. It
is the only solution of the apparent mystery she
can imagine. -

“Bless you, no! as well as you are,” says her
husband, forgetting the inexpediency of the con-
fession; “only used to rise late. She has had
1o mistress, you know, my darling, and you must
take some excuses for her in consequence ; but
—there, I hope to goodness you will get on well
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together, and have no quarrels or disagreements
of any sort.” . -~

* Quarrels, Philip, with the Servants! — you
need have no fear of that. If Mrs. Quekett has
not yet risen, I can easily give my orders for to-
day to the cook : I suppose she is efficient and
trust-worthy ?

‘“Oh, yes; only, don't you think that it would
be better, just at first, you know, to leave things
as they are, and let Quekett manage the dinners
for you?”

“No, Philip; I dont. T think were I to do
so, that I should be very likely never to gain any
proper authority among my servants; and I
should rather begin as I intend to go on. I sce
you have not much faith in my house-keeping,”
she continues, gayly; “but you have never had
an opportunity of judging my powers. Wait till
this evening. What time shall we dine 2"

“When you choose, my darling: but seven
has been the usual hour. I think, Isabella,” turn.
ing to his sister, “ that, as Irene says, it will be
better for her to give her dinner orders this
morning to the cook : what do you say 2"

‘ Oh, don't ask me, Philip ; it must be just as
you please: only, what will Quekett think ?

“You can explain the matter to her, surely ;
and by to-morrow she will be acquainted with
Irene. Perhaps she had better not see her until
Ireturn. I will come back to lunch.”

“What a fuss about nothing!” says Irene,
laughing. “My dear Philip, one would think I
bad never had the management of any servants
before. T see how it is—the old house-keeper is
jealous of my coming, ad you are afraid she
may let me see it. Well, then, have no fears: I
will talk her out of her jealousy, and we shall be
the best of friends by the time you return.”

“Who could resist you ? ” replies the enam-
ored colonel, as he embraces his wife, and leaves
the room.

‘“Now, the very first thing I want to see,
Isabella,” says Irene, rising from her chair, «is
the drawing-room ; for people will be coming to
call on me by-and-by, you know, and I never
fancy a sitting-room till 1 have arranged it ac-
cording to my own taste. Will you come with
me? You mmst let me be very exigeante for the
first few days, and keep you all to myself.” -

For this expression of interest, to which she
is so unaccustomed, Isabella Mordaunt fetls very
much inclined to cast her arms about the speak.’
er's neck and thank her; but her natural Ber.
vousness rises uppermost, and she only looks-
foolish%and uneasy. '
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“ The drawing-room !—well, I bardly know— {

of course it is no business of mine—but I think '
it is locked.”

“Locked '—don’t you use it, then 2

“ Not often—that is to say, only when we
have a dinner-party.”

¢ Ob, I mean to use it cvery day, and make it
the pretiiest room in the house. Let us go and
inspect it at once. YWho has the key®—Que-
kett 27

I believe so—I am not sure,” commences
Miss Mordaunt. Irene answers by ringing the
beil. .

¢ James, desire Mrs. Quekett, or whoever has
the key of the drawing-room, to send it down to
me.” .

There is a delay of several minutes, and then
the footman reappears, with the key in his hand,
and a comical expression in his face, half of
pleasure, and half of fear, as though a battle had
been found necessary in order to achieve his pur-
pose, but that he rather liked the warfare than
otherwise. Irene thrusts her arm through that
of Ler sister-in-law, and leads her off in triumph.

“ Shocking ! Horrible!” is her verdict, as the
glories of the Fen Court drawing-room come to
view. “My dear Isabella, how could you al-
low things to remain like this? No flowers—no
white curtains—and all the furniture done up in
brown holland, as though we had gone out of
town! The first thing we must do'is to strip off
those horrid covers. Where is the house-maid ?”

‘ But, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt”—Isabella can-
not yet pluck up courage to address her sister-
in-law by any other name—* she thinks—that is,
Mrs. Quekett thinks—they are quite necessary
for the preservation of the damask.”

¢ And I think them quite unnecessary,” retorts
Irene, merrily.—“Here, Anne; take off these
covers; strip the muslin off the chandeliers, and
open all the windows. The room feels as though
a corpse had been laid out in it! What a fine
piano !—that must come out into the middle of
the room.”

1t has always stood agamst the wall,” says
Isabella.

“Then I am sure it is quite time it had a
change. Oh! what a lovely thing for flowers!”
séizing an old basin of embossed silver which
stands on the floor ; “ what is this rubbish in it ?
—rose-leaves ?—Turn them out, Anne, and put
the bowl on the sideboard in the dining-room.

~ And, gtop ~~take all the vases away at the same

time: I never keep a vase in sight unless it is
filled with flowers.”

“Yes, ma’am ; but, please, what am I to d¢
. with these dead leaves ?”

“Throw them away.”

“Yes, ma'am; oul,\ " looking toward Miss
' Mordaunt, ¢ Mrs. Qu"’kett placed them here, you
know, miss !”

“Yes; to be surc; so she did. I bardly
know, Mrs. Mordaunt, whether you ought—"

“To throw away Quekett’s rose-leaves?”
with a hearty laugh ; * well, perhaps not; so you
can return them to her, Anne, if you chcosc:
only please to relieve my bowl of them as soon as
possible.”

Then she flits away, altering the disposition
of the chairs, and tables ; discarding the orna-
ments which she considers in bad taste; scatter-
ing music on the open piano, books and work upon
the table, and flowers everywhere—doing all that
a woman can, in fact, to turn a commonplace dnd
dull-looking apartment into a femple of fanciful
grace and beauty.

“Come, ‘that is a little better!” she exclaims
at last; “but it will bear any amount of improve-
ment yet. Flowers are the thing, Isabella ;-you
can make cven an ugly room look nice with
plenty of flowers ; and there are really beautiful
things here. It shall be a very picture of a room
before the weck is out. And now to my dincer
—1I bad nearly forgotten it. That old woman
must be up by this time.”

“It is only just cleven,” replics Miss Mor-
daunt.

¢ As much as that!” with a look of dismay;
“my dear Isabella, I shall be all behindhand,
and when I have been boasting to Philip! I
must see Quekett at once in the morning-room,
and then we will arrange our plans for the day.”

She flies to the morning-room—a pleasant
little apartment next the dining-room, which. is
to be dedicated to her use—and pulls the bell
rather vigorously in her haste.

¢ James, desire Mrs. Quekett to come up to
me at once.”

“Yes, ma’am,” replies James, and retires, in-
wardly chuckling. He reads the character of his
new mistress, and views with unholy delight do-
mestic differences looming in the distance.

“ Won’t there be a row ! ” he remarks, as the
house-maid goes unwillingly to deliver the mes-
sage at the door of Mrs. Quekett’s room.

Now, as it happens, Mrs, Quekett is up and
stirring : for curiosity to see the bride has over-
powered her natural indolence ; but she has not
quite completed her -toilet, and the unwelcome
information that she is to ¢ go down-stairs at once
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and take her ordgrs from the new missus in ‘the
morning-room ™ does not tead to promote her
alacrity. ’

Another ten minut
ring3 the bell again.

« Have you delivered my message to the house-
keeper?” :

“Yes, ma’am; and she's just coming down
the stairs now.” ¢

«She must be a little quicker another time,”
bis mistress murmurs. She feels, prophetically,
that she is about to have trouble with this ¢ old
aervant of the family,” and she deterniines at once
to assert her authority as head of her husband’s
household. «

Mrs. Quekett enters; Irene looks up, meets
her eye, and feels at once that they.are enemies.
There is something in the woman’s glince and
manner, even in this first interview, that savors
so much of insolent familiarity, that ber indigna-
tion is roused, and she cau hardly speak to her
without evincing it.

«] hope I see- you well, ma’am,” says Mrs.
Quekett, sinking into the nearest chair.

ve elapsed, when Irene

“Quite well, thank you!™ replies Irene, .

choking down her wrath and trying to remember
all her husband has told of the faithful services
of the creature before her. “I have sent for you,
Quekett, to take the orders for the dinner, We
are rather late this morning "—glancing at her
watch—* but, as it is the first time, it is perbaps
excusable.”

“Ah! I manage all that, ma'am; you will
have no trouble about the dinners. I've pleased
the colonel and his father before him for over a
matter of thirty years, and as I've begun so I
shall go on. My cook gives me more trouble
_than she ought to do, but I shall get rid of her at
Michaelmas, if not before, and try one from Lon-
don instead. They're better taught than these
country-women. You're from London vourself
arn't you ? P

Under this address Irene sits fora moment
stupefied. She can hardly believe she is, listen-
ing to a servant speaking. She has never been
used to hear the domestics in her parent’ house
address ber but in the most deferential tones;
and, as she realizes that it really is the house-
keeper who sits before her, her blood boils with
indignation, and the look she raises should have
withered Mrs. Queketb in her chair.

“1 think we had better keep to the matter in
hand,” she answers, loftily. “I intend to give

my own orcers, Mrs. Quekett, and it will be your f

place to transmit them to the other servants. I
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shall very soon be able to judge what the cook
can do, and to decide on the necessity of parting
with her or not. Mecanwhile, we will speak about
the dinner.”

She runs through the.list of dishes rapidly,
names the hour at which she desires the meal to
be served, and enjoins the strictest punctuality on
the astonished house-keeper.

“And to-morrow morning,” says Irene, as
she rises from her chair, “1 must request you
will be in this room by ten o'clock, to receive
my orders—and, if I am not here, you can wait
for me. I shall go over the kitchens and lower
offices this afternoon. Let the servants be pre-
pared to receive me. And — one word, Mrs.
Quekett ; I have not been accustomed to see
servants sit down in my presence.” ’

With that she sails out of the room. mr.h the
air of an offended queen:

Mrs. Quekett is not subducd, but she is en-
raged beyond measure. She turns purple and
gasés in the chair where her new mistress has
left her; and it takes & great deal of bottled por-
ter and a great many stewed kidneys that morn-
ing to restore her to any thmg like her usual
equanimity.

“Wait about here till it pleases her to come ~
and give me her orders! XNot for the highest
lady in Christendom would I do it, and I'm sure
I sha'n’t for her.  She may give her orders to
the cook, and welcome. I don’t stir out of my
bed for any one until I'm inclined to do it. And
not sit down in ber presence, indeed! I must
speak to the colonel about this. Matters must be
settled between the colonel and me before this
day closes.”

And so, in truth, they must have been, to
judge from the forlorn and henpecked appear-
ance with which the colonel enters his wife’s
dressing-room that evening before retiring to bed.
He has passed a very happy day, for Irene has
not confided the little domestic trouble of the
morning to him; she has thought that she will
fight the ignoble battle by herself, and that no
servant will presumé to make a few quietly-
spoken words of caution a pretext for appealing
to her master’s judgment; but she is mistaken.
Colonel Mordaunt has been enduring a very
stormy half-hour in that study of his before mak-
ing his escape up-stairs, and the vision of a peace-
ful married life has fled before it likea dream.
He comes up to Irene’s side, looking quite fagged
and worn out, and older by ten years than he did
in the morning, She notices it at once.

“My dear Philip, how tired you mmst bel
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You have been exerting yourself too much after
our long journey yesf.erday.”

“] am only worried, my darling. What is
this row between you and Quekett? I did so
bope you would have been able to get on with
the old woman.”

¢ Has she been complaining to you?”

¢ She came into my study just now—she has
been used to have a talk with me occasiopally in
the evenings—and told me what had happened.
She is very much put out about it, naturally.”

8o was I put out about it—naturally! But

» I didn’t itimediately bring my troubles to you,
Philip, though I conclude I have more right to
your sympathy than a servant can have.”

“%How did it happen ?

“Nothing bappened. -IfMrs. Quekett is vexed
—which she did not intimate to me—IT suppose
it is because I told her I intended to give the
household orders in future. I dare say she has
had a great deal of liberty; but that kind of thing

‘can’t go on when a man marries.”

“Of course not—and I hope she will come
round to see it in that light after a time. But
she says she would rather you gave your orders
to the cook instead of her. You won’t mind
that, will you?”

‘“ Not at all—I shall prefer it ; for, to tell you
the truth, I don’t quite like your Mrs. Quekett,
Philip ; her manners are too familiar and assum-
ing to please me.”

“Remember how long she has been with us;
old servants are apt to forget themselves some-
times.”

“Do you think so? My mother had a Jady’s-
maid who had been with her since her marriage,
andonly left us for a home of her own ; shenever
addressed me except by name, nor thought of
sitting down in my presence, though she had
known me from my birth.”

Colonel Mordaunt grows fidgety.

“Well, dear, I think the best way will be for
vou and Quekett to see as little of one another as
possible. She has been accustomed to a great
deal of consideration from us (rather more, per-

+haps, than the occasion warrants), and I dare say
‘she does feel a little jealous, as you™ suggested, of
your coming here, and monopolizing all the atten-
tion. But it will wear off by-and-by. Don’t you
, think 80 ? "—wistfully. ’

] don't understand servants being jealous of
their mistresses, Philip. But if Mrs. Quekett
and ¥are not to meet, what is the use of our
keeping her? After all, I sha'n’t want a house-
keeper Let her go.”

“NO INTENTIONS.”

But at this piece of rank blasphemy her hus-
band looks almost horrified.

¢ My dear child, do you know what you are
talking about? Why, she has been with us for
the last thirty years.” P

“No reason she should remain t.hlrty more,
I don’t like her, Philip, and I never shall.”

“Hush! Praydon't say that.
will grow to like her.”

“I am sure I sha'm’t.”

“You have not had a proper opportunity yet
of judging of her character.” )

“I have seen quite enough of it. If I were
superstitious, Philip, I should think that womar
possessed the evil eye—at all events for me.”

“What nonsense, my darling! I thought you
were too clever to talk like that. Why, if Que.
kett were to leave Fen Court, I should think.the
whole house was going to topple down on our
heads!”

“ And 80 you wouldn’t get rid of her, even for
me?” whispers Irene, with the most insinuating
of upward glances.

*What is there I wouldn’t do for you?” her
husband answers; and for a few moments de-
livers himself up to the charm of realizing that he
has secured the desire of his heart. But when
he leaves her to herself again, the cloud returns

I am sure you

,.| to his brow, and his soul is disquieted within him,

He feels that be is living on a volcano which is
even now trembling beneath his feet, and may at
any moment erupt in flames of malice and revenge
which shall bring destruction in their train. His

1 life is scarcely more enviable than that of Eric

Keir. Each man walks the world with a heavy
secret in his breast.

It is August. The harvest is nearly all gath.
ered in, and every one is looking forward to Sep-
tember. Irene has issued her first invitations for
the sh; oting-season: one to her aunt, Mrs. Cav
endish, and her daughter Mary, another to Mr.
Pettingall—who is most anxious to see his young
friend In her new“position—and a third to some
bachelg:s acquaintances of her husband’s, whom_
Colonel Mordaunt assures her she will find de-
lightful. Tn fact, the house is to be full; and
Irene is quite excited at the prospect of entertain-
ing so many guests. She flits about from room
to room, followed by the meek Isabella, and isse-
ing her orders without the slightest régard to the
feelings of the great Mrs. Quekett. Not that
Irene has forgotten Mrs. Quekett during the past
month, or forgiven her. The mere fact of the
house-keeper’s refusal to receive her orders serves
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to keep her memory alive in her mistress’s bosom
and to make the intercourse between them purely
pominal. Together they are frigidly-pelite to one
another ; and apart they are determinately hostile.
Irene has ceased to make any comment on the
house-keeper's behavior or to express aﬂny/dﬁsire
“for her dismissal; she has scen and heard’enough
during her residence at Fen Court A0 convince’
her that to pursue either cotirse is finile, but she
does what is far more galling to Mrs . Quekett's
pride—she ignores her presence altogether. She
makes no calls upon her duty : she neither blames
nor praises her—she simply acts as though . there
were no such person in the house. So Rebecca
Quekett continues to lic abed until noon, and to
feed off the best of the land, and twist her master
round her little finger ; but the servantsno longer
tremble at her presence;she has lost the abso-
lute authority she held over thern—she has been
transformed from a captious tyrant into an in-
jured but faithful servitor; and she takes good
care to drum the fact into the colonel’s ears, and
to hate the one who has brought about the
change. Yet little does Irene reck her annoyance

or ‘her hate; she considers the presence of the]

house-keeper at Fen Court as an intolerable nui-
sance, and often wonders how her husband, who
can be so firm in some things, should be so weak
in this ; but consoles herself with the idea that
no lot in this world is entirely without its annoy-
ances, and that she might have encountered a
worse skeleton in the closet than Mrs. Quekett.
Whether the colonel would have agreed with her
it is impossible to say.. And sowe bring them
up to the latter days of August.

One morning Colonel Mordaunt receives a let-
ter which seems greatly to disturb him.

“What is the matter, Philip?* demands
Irene.

“ Nothing that concerns you, my darlmv'
nothing, in fact at all.”

Yet he sits, with knitted brows, broodmf' over
the contents of the epistle during the rest of
breakfast, and reads it through three or four
times before the meal is conclauded. As Irene
leaves the room, he calls his sister to his side.

“Isabella, I am greatly annoyed. Here is a
letter from Oliver, He has heard of an openify
for a practice somewhere in this neighborhood,
and proposes coming down to speak to me about
it” '

“He can't expect to stay bere,” says Miss
Mordaunt— at least I should bhardly think so—
there will pot be room for him, you know, The
house will be full next week.” o

Z

“If he slecps at the inn it will be all the same,
I don’t want Irene and Lim to meet.”

“Have you never mentioned Oliver to her
then ? ” demands his sister, timidly.

“ Cursorily I may, though I doubt if she wil]
remember it. But it is not that, Isabella, You
know well enough that if I introduce young Rals-
ton to Irene, it will be difficuit to explain why I
don't ask him to the court.”

“And you think he might not come.
nearly a year since he has been here.”

“Good God! You have not the slight st
perception.  If Oliver comes here, he must
Quekett; and you kncw they never meet without
a disturbance of some sort; and in her present
state of feeling toward Irene I couldn't rhk it.
There is no knowing what she might not say.”

“Then, what do you propose to do ?”

“Put off Oliver till Quekett goes to town.
If she were away, I should haveno fear. Doesn't
she intend to pay her usual visit'to Lady What’s-
her-pame this autumn ?”
© ¢I don't know —I am almost afraid she
doesn’t. - I was speaking to her about. it _yester-
d?xy; but she has not been herself at z.l\l’ljtely-— '
she's quite — crotchety,” says Miss Mordaunt;
as {hough crotchetiness were an. entirely new
phbase in Mrs, Quekett’s character.

“ Means to stay here on purpose, I suppose,
because she knows we want the house to our-
seles. Isabella, I often wish I had taken Irene
abroad again. I question whether it would not
be worth my-while to take up a residence there,
even now. She likes Continental life, and I—
well, any life almost would be preferableto this.
I live in constant dread of an explosion.”

“Wouldn't it ”—commences Miss Mordaunt,
timidly—* wouldn’t it be better, Philip—of course
you know best—but still I can’t help think-

»

it is

lnﬂ'—-
“ What *—what ? ? he interrupts, impatiently.
“That if you were to tell her—" e
“Irene ! "—the color fades out of Colonel
Mordaunt’s face at the bare idea — “to tell
Irene? Why, Isfbella, you must be madtothink
of it!”

They are epgaged out - to a dinner-party that
evening; a very grand dinner-party ngen by Sir
Samuel and Lady Grimstone, who live at Calver-
ley Park, about twelve miles from Priestley, and
consider themselves of so much importance that
they never even left their cards at Fen Court
until they heard that the owner had brought
home a wife to do the honors there. For, al




=
No

38

though Colonel Mordaunt, as master of the Priest-
Jey foxhounds, hiolds an’important position in the
county, and is on visiting terms with the best
houses in the neighborhood, his poor meek sister
has hitherto been completely overlooked.

‘“ A single woman, my dear !”—as Lady Grim-
stone remarked, when giving lessons on the inex-
pediency of forming useless acquaintances, to her
newly-married daughter, Mrs. Eustace Lennox

Jones—*“a single woman, in order to gain a pass- ||

port to society, should be either beautiful, accom-
Plished, or clever. If she can look handsome,
or sing well, or talk smartly, she amuses your
other guests; if not, she only fills up the place
of a better person. Nothing is to be had for
notling in this world ; and we must work for our
social as well as our daily bread.”

‘ But, why then, mamma,” demanded on that
occasion, Mrs. Eustace Lennox Jones, “ do you
invite Lady Arabella Vane? Tam sure she is
neither young, beautiful, nor witty ; and yet you
made up a party expressly for her last time she
was in Priestley.”

¢ Oh, my dear! you forget how wealtliy she
is, and how well connected. With three unmar-
vied glrls on my hands, I could never afford to
give up the entrée of her housc in town. Besides,
she has brothers! No, my dear Evecrilda, learn
where to draw the line. The great secret of suc-
cess in forming an agrecable circle of acquaint-
ances is to exclude the useless of cither sex.”

And so poor Miss Mordaunt has been excluded
- hitherto as utrter‘) uscless, as in good -truth she

is; but my Lady Grimstone has been obhged to |-

mc.nde her in‘the ifivitation to the bride and bride-
groom. A young and pretty bride, fresh from the
Hands of the best society and a first-rate milliner, is
NO mean acquisition at a country dinner-table ; bet-
- ter than if she were unmarried, especially where
there are three daughters still to dispose of.
And the-useless single woman must needs come
in her train. It is a great event to Isabella,
though she is almost too-shy to enjoy the pros-
pect, and the kindness with which Irene has
- helped and advised lier concerning her dress for
the occasion has made her feel more inwardly in-
dignant against Mrs. Quekett, and more afraid
of that amiable creature’s togue than she has
ever been before, -Colonel Mordaunt, too, who
expects to meet several influential supporters of
his favorite pursuit, bas been looking forward to
the ewening with unusual pleasure and with great
pride, at the thought of introducing his young
wife to his old friends; he is all the more disap-

INTE;\ TIONS.”

pointed, therefore, when, after a long day spent
in the harvest-fields, he returns bome to find
Irene Iying dowx with a face as white as chalk,
and a pain in her head so acute that she canngt
open her eyes to the hght nor spcak beyond a
few words at a time.

“Itis so stupid of me,” ghe murmurs, in re.
ply to his expressions of concern; “but I am
sure it will go off by-and-by.” '

Isabella brings her strong tea, and she sits
up and forces herself to swallow it, and feels as
though her head would burst before the feat were
accomplished. P

‘I think it must be the sun,” she says, in ex.
planation to her husband. “I felt it very hot
upon my head this afternoon, and the pain came
on directly afterward. Don’t worry yourself
about it, Philip; we need not start till six. I
have a full hour in which to rest myself, and I
am sure to be better before it is time to dress.”

When that important moment arrives, she
staggers to her feet, and attempts to go through
the process, of adornment; but her heart is
stouter than her limbssy~before it is half com.
‘pleted, she is seized with a deadly sickness and
faintness, which prove beyond doubt that she is

~quite unfit-for any further exertion that night;

and reluctantly she is obliged to confess that she
thinks she had better remain at home. ;

“How I wish I could stay with you!"™ says
her husband, who is quite put out of conceit with
the coming entertainment by the knowledge that
she cannot- accompany him; “but I euppose it
would never do for us all to tum defaulters,”

“ Assuredly not,” says Irene. “You will en
Jjoy it when you get there, Philip, and I shall do
very well here, lying on the sofa, with Phebe to°
look after me, and most likely be quite recovered
by the time you return. That is the abnoying
part of these sudden attacks. You generally be-
gin to revive at the very moment when it is too
Iatz t6 do so.” .

“ Any way, I couldn’t take you as you are
now,” replies Colonel Mordaunt, “for you look
perfectly ghastly. Well, T suppose it is time we
should be off. Bother these stupid dinners !—Isa-
bella, are you ready ?—Pheebe, take good care
of your mistress.—Au revoir, my darling.” And
with that he steps into the carriage with ks sic
ter, and they drive away to Calverley Park. So
my Lady Grimstone, much to her ladyship’s dis-
gust, only gets her “ useless smgle woman," after
all.

“I am much better,” says Irene, two houns
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after, as she opens her eyes at the entrance of
her maid. “ What o'clock is it, Phaebe ® have I
been asleep 2

“It's close upon half-past seven, ma'am;
and you've been asleep for more than two hours,
I was that pleased when I heard you snore; I
was sure it would do you good.”

“ How romantic ! " laughs her mistress ; * but
I suppose one may be excused for snoring; when
one’s headJs a mass of pain and buried under three
sofa-cushions. 'What a tumbled heap I have
been lying in : and I feel as confused as though
I had been asleep, like Rip Van ‘Winkle, for a
hundred years. What is that you have there,
Phebe? Coffec! Give it me without milk or
sugar. It is the very thing I wanted. And

throw that window wide open. Ah! what a
It is like breathing new

heavenly coolness !
life.”

* Let me fetch your brush, ma’am, and brush
through your hair. You'll feel ever so much bet-
ter after that! I know so well what these head-
aches as come from the sun are. Your head is
[ just bursting for an hour or two, and you feels
as sick a3 sick ; and then of a suddent it all goes
of and leaves you weak like ; but well—"

“That is just it, Phabe,” says Irene, smiling
at the graphic description ; “and all that I want
to set me up again is a little fresh air. Make me
tidy, and give me my hat, and I will try what a
turn in the garden will do for me. No; don't at-’
tempt to put’it up; my head is far too tender for
that; and I shall see no one.”

80, robed in a soft muslin dress, with her fiir
hair floating over her shoulders, and her garden
hat swinging in her hand, Irene goes down the
staircase, rather staggeringly at first, but feeling
less giddy with each step she takes, and out into
the Fen Court garden. She turns toward the
shrubbery, partly because it is sequestered, and
partly because there are benches there oa which
she loves to sit and listen to the nightingates
singing in the plantation beyond. ’

It is a very still evening; although the sun
has 50 long gone down. Scarcely the voice of
bird or insect is to be heard, and the rich August
flowers hang their heads as though the heat had
burned all their sweetness out of them, and they
had no power left wherewith to scent the air,
But to Irene, risen from a feverish couch, the
stillness and the calm seem doubly grateful; and
as she saunters along, silently and slowly, for she
feels unequal to making much exertion, her foot-
steps leave no sonnd behind them.

She enters the shrubbery, which is thick and

situated at some little distance from the housc,
and walks toward her favorite tree, an aged holly,
which shelters a very comfortable modern bench
of iron. What is her surprise, on reaching the
spot, to find it is not at her disposal? . The fig-
ure of a man, with the back of his head toward
her, is stretched very comfortably the length of '
the scat, while he pours forth volumes of smoke
from a meerschaum in front, )

Irenc’s first thought is to beat a retreat: is
not her back hair guiltless of ribbon, net, or
comb? But the surprise occasioned by encoun-
tering a stranger where she least expected to do
80 has elicited a little “Oh!” from her, which
bas caught his-car. Helooks round, leaps off his
seat,and in another, moment is standing before
her, very red in the face, with his wide-awake in
his hand, and his meerschaum smoking away all
by itself on the shrubbery bench. ~

Both feel they ought to say something, and
neither knows which should begin' first. As
usual, in most cases of difficulty, woman wins the
day. * “.

“Pray don’t let me disturb you,” she com-
mences, though without the lcast idea if he has
any right there. “I am only taking a little walk
through the shrubbery ; you need not move!

It is I that should apologize for trespéssing,
although I mg not aware to whom I have the
pleasure of speaking,” he answers, and then stops]’
waiting fora clew to her identity. He is a good,
honest-looking fellow, of three or fdur and twen.
ty, with bright blue eyes, and hair, of the color
usually called “sandy;” not very distinguished
in appearance, perhaps, which idea is strength-
cned at first sight by the rough style of dréssin
which he is attited, and the horsey ” look
about his breastpin, tie, and watch-chain. And
yet, there is something in the face that is turned
toward her (notwithstanding that an inflamed look

-about the eyes and cheek-hones “tells tales of a

fast life); something of respectful admiration for
herself, and delicacy lest he should kave offended
by his presence, that wins Irene'’s liking, even at
this very early stage of her acquaintance with
him. ‘

“Perhaps you know Colonel Mordaunt, or
were waiting here to see him,” she goes on some-
what hurriedly ; “but he is not at home this even-
ing.11 . -

“I do know Colonel Mordaunt,” replies the.
stranger, “and that he is from home. But, ex.
cuse me, is it possible I can be addressing 3rs, _
Mordatat S

“I'am Mrs. Mordaunt,” says Trene, simply.
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“ My uncle’s wife ! ”

“Your uncle! Ismy husband your uncle?”
In hemosurprise she moves a few steps -necarer
him. “But what, then, is your name ? °

“Oliver Ralston ; at your service, madar,” he
answers, laughing.

“Ralston! oh, of course, I have heard Philip
speak of you. I remember it distinctly now;
but it was some time ago. Iam very glad to sec
you. How do you do?”

And then they shake hands and say ¢ How do
you do ? " to each other in the absurd and aim-
less manner we are wont to use on meeting, al-
though we know quite well how cach one * does”
before our mouths are opened.

#%But why did you not come to the house,
Mr. Ralston ?” continues Irene, presently. I
do not think Colonel Mordaunt had any idea of
your arrival. He has gone with his sister to
dine at the Grimstones. Ishould have gone too,
except for a racking headache.”

“It is evident you have not heard much about
me, Mrs. Mordaunt, or you would b¢ aware that
I have not the free run of Fen Court that you
scem to imagine.”

“Of your own uncle’s house? What noun-
sense! I never could believe that. But why,
then, are you in the shrubbery ?” .

“I'will tell you frankly, if you will permit me.
I am an orphan, and have been under the guardian-
ship of my uncle ever since I was a baby. Iam
a medical student also, and have held the post of
house-surgeon at one of the London hospitals
for some time. London doesn’t agree with me,
morally or physically, and I have a great desire

- to get some practice in the gauntry. I heard of

something that might suit me near Priestley,
yesterday, and wrote to my uncle concerning it.
Afterward I was told, if I wished for success, I
must lose no time in looking after the business
myself. So I ran down this morning and put up
at the ‘Dog and Fox, and, as I heard the Fen
Court people were all going out to Calverley Park
to dinner (indeed, the carriage passed me as T was
loitering about the lanes, some two hours since),

I thought I might venture to intrude so far

smoke my pipe on one of the shrubbery

‘This is a true and particular confessi

Mordaunt, and I hope, after hearing it, that you
will acquit the prisoner of malice prepense in
intruding on your solitude.”

But she is not listening to him.

“At the ‘Dog and Fox!’” ghe answers;
“that horridly low little place in the middle of
the village! And for Colone] Mordaunt’s neph-

- &
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ew! Inever heard of such a thing. I am sure
your uncle will be exceedingly vexed when you
tell kim. And Fen Court with a dozen bed.
roogis—why, it is cnough to make ;‘fl Priestley
talk.” ’

‘“Indeed, it was the best thing I could dc— |
my uncle had not invited me here; and, as I told
you before, I am not sufficiently a favorite to be
able to run in and out just as I choose.”

“Then [ invite you, Mr. Ralston—I am mis.
tress of Fen Court; and in the absence of my
husband I beg you will consider yourself as my
guest. We will go back to the house together.”

“But, Mrs. Mordaunt, you are too good—but
you do not know—you do not understand—I am
afraid, my uncle will be vexed—"

“He will not be vexed with any thing I
choose to do, Mr. Ralston; but if he is vexed at
this, I am quite sure I shall be vexed with him.
Conie, at all events, and have some supper, and
wait up with me for his return. Come!”

She beckons him with an inclination of her
head as she utters the last word, and he is fain to
follow her. They pass through the shrubberies
and garden, and take a turn or two down the
drive, and have grown quite friendly and familiar
with one another (as young people brought to:
gether, with any excuse to be so, soon become) by |
the time they reach the house again.

“ Of course I am your aunt !” Irene is say-
ing, as the porch comes in view; “and you
must call me so. I feel quite proud of having
such a big nephew. I shall degenerate into an
old twaddler by-and-by, like poor Miss Higgins,
who is always talking of ¢my nevvy the captain’
—‘my nevvy the doctor® will sound very well,
won't it? particularly if you'll promise to be a
real one, with M. D. after your name,”

“If any thing could induce me to shake my-
gelf free of the natural indolence that encumbers
me,” hd is answering, and rather gravely, “ it
would be the belief that some one like yourself
was good emough to take an interest in my ca.
reer—" when, straight in the path before them,
they encounter Mrs. Quekett, who, with a light
shawl cast over her cap, has come out to enjoy the

vening air.,

Irene is passing on, without so much as & smile
or an inclination of the head by way of recogri-
tion. She has received so much covert imperti-
nence at Mrs. Quekett’s hands, that she is not dis-
posed to place herself in the way of more; and
the very sight of the house-keeper is obnoxious
to_her. But Mrs. Quekett has no intention of
permitting herself to be so slighted. At the first
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sight of Oliver Ralston she started, but by the
time they meet upon the graveled path she has *
laid her plans.

* Good - evening, ma'am!" she commences,
with forced courtesy to her so-culled mistress,
and then turns to her companion.—* Well, Mas-
ter Oliver! who would have thought of seeing
you here? Iam sure the colouel has no expeex
tations of your coming.” )

“I dare say not, Mrs. Quekett; he could
hardly have, considering I had not time to write
and inform him of my arrival,”

“And how will he like it, Master Oliver,
when he does hear it,eh ? He's not over-pleased
in general to be taken by surprise.” .

Here Irene, who cannot help saying what she
feels, injudiciously puts in her oar,

“It can be no concern of yours, Quekett,
what Colonel Mordaunt thinks or does not think,
nor can your opinion, I imagine, be of much value
to Mr. Ralstor.  He will sleep here to-night ; sce
that the Green-Room is prepared for him,”

“When the colonel gives orders for it I will,
ma'am ; but you will excuse me for saying that
Mr. Oliver has never been put in the Green-Room
yet, and I don’t expect that he will be.”

“You will excuse me for saying, Mrs. Que-
kett,” retorts Irene, now fairly roused, ¢ that, as
I am mistress of Fen Court, and you are the
house-keeper, you will prepare any room for my
guests that I may choose to select for their ac-
commodation.”

“I take my orders from the colonel,” replies
‘the woman, in a quietly ingolent manner; “ and as
for the Green-Room it was always kept for gendle-
men in my ti
will choose to‘}nake any alterations now to what
it was then.” And so stumped past them.

Irene is nolently agitated—her face grows
liid—her hands turn cold. She drags Oliver
after her into the Fen-Court dining-room, and.
there turns round on him with a vehemen nee that
alarms him, lest they should be overheard.

" “Mr. Rulstonl—you know this place—vou
know. your uncle—you have known them all for
years. Tell me, for Heaven's sake, what is the
reason that that i3 per totw-
erd us as she does.”

itted to bek

OLIVER RALSTON.

CHAPTER VL

“ What is the reason that that woman is permite
ted to behave toward us as she dves 7 "

Ireue closes the dining-room door with a loud
slam as she speaks, and, as she turns to confront
him again, Oliver Ralston sces that the palior
that overspread her features at the house-keeper's
insulting speech has given way to a rosy flush of
anger. '

“Indeed I cannot tell you, Mrs, Mordaunt : I
have asked myself the same question for years
past, but never been able to arrive at any satis-
factory conclusion. But you are tremlling:
pray sit down—this scene has overcome you.”

“Overcome me! How could it do else but
overcome me ? I have not been used to see ser-
vauts assume the place of mistresses; and I feel,
since I have come to Fen Court, as though the
world were turned upside down. Mr. Ralston,
do you know that that woman occupies one of
the best rooms in the house #

“I know it well! I was sent back: to school
once, in_the midst of my holidays, for having had
the childish curiosity to walk round it.”

‘“ That she lies in bed till noon,” continues
Irene, “and has her breakfast carried up to her;
that she does nothing here to earn her living, but
speaks of the house and servants as though they

_were her own property—"

“I can well believeit.” .

‘“And that she has actually refused to receive
any orders from me.”

“ Not really/” exclaims Oliver Ralston, ear-

, and I 'don't expect that the colonel jmestly.

“ Really and truly ! ”
* And what did my uncle say to it ?
= “That I had better give my orders to the
cook instead ! ™

There is silence betwcen them for a few min-
utex, till Irene goes on, passionately : .

I could not bear it—I would not bear it—if
it were not for Philip. But he is the very best
and kindest man in the world, and I am sure he
would prevent it if he could. Sometimes, Mr.
Ralston, I have even fancied that he is more
afraid of Quekett than any of us.”

“Iteis most extraordinary,” muses Oliver,
‘and unaccountable. That there is a mystery
attached to it I have always believed, for the
most quixotic devotion to a father's memory
could hardly justify a man in putting up with in-
sult from his inferiors. Why, even as a child, I
used to remark the difference in my uncle’s be-
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havior toward me when Quekett was away. His
manner would become quite affectionate.”

“ Doesn't she like you, then ?”

“She hates me, I beliecve.”

¢ But why 2 ”

“] have not the least idea, unless it is that
boys are not easily cowed into a défcrentml man-
ner, and Mrs. Quekett has always stood greatly
on her dignity. Do you not sec how frightened
Aunt Isabella is of her®

“Indeed I do. I waylaid her, only yesterday,
going up to the old woman's roorp with the news-
papers, that had but just arrived By the morning’s
post. I took them all back again. ‘Not to-
day’s, if you please, Isabella,’ I said. ‘I should
think yesterday's news was quite fresh enough
for the servants’ hall.’ ‘Oh! but Mrs. Quekett
has plways been accustomed,’ she began—jyou
know her funny way—but I had mine in the end.
And Philip said I was right. Healways does say
50 whenever I appeal to hlm But why can’t he
get rid of her?”

tuyy hy indeed! Perhaps there is some clause
attached to the conditions on which he holds
the property, of which we know nothing. I sup-

sion is futile.” )

“And I am not sure that it is right,” replics
Irene, blushing. ¢Perhaps I should not have
spoken so freely as I have, but I was much an.
noyed. Whatever Colongh Mordaunt’s reasons
may be for keeping Mrs. Quekett, I am sure of
one thing—that they are good and just, for he is
of too upright and honorable a character to lend
his hand to any thing that is wrong.”

pose it willfll come to light some day. Discus-

*“ My uncle is a happy man to have %o stanch.

a defender in his absence,” says Oliver, admir-
‘ingly. '

¢ If his wife does not defend him, who shall 2"
she answers; ““but all this time I am forgetting
that you have had no refreshment, Mr. Ralston.
What 2 careless hostess you must think me!
Now confess that you have had no dinner.”

“ Well, none that deserves that name, cer-
tainly.” '

“I thought s0’; bul what can you expect, if
you go and stay at a wretched hovel like the
‘Dog and Fox?’ Let us see what the Court-
larder can produce,” ringing the bell. At all
events, Mras, Quekett shall not balk us of our sup-
per ”

She orders the table to be spread, and in a
_very short time a substantial repast is placed be-
fore them, to which they sit down together, ban-
ishing the subject of Mrs, Quekett by mutual con-

“ NO INTENTIONS.”

sent, until th

chatting on s

with their youth and
At cleven o'cloc

heard grating on the

starts to her feet joyfull
‘ Here he is

colonel shall rcturn again, an¢
ics as are more comnsisten
lative positions.

the carriage - wheels ar
raveled drive, and Irene

“ Now we will harve

Oliver also rises, but does not appear so con.
fident : on the contrary, he remains in the back.
ground until the first salutations between Mre
Mordaunt and tke returning party are over
Then his uncle catches sight of him.

‘“ Holloa ! who have we bere ? Why, Oliver”
—with the slightest shade of annoyance passing
over his face—* I had no idea you intended com.
ing down so soon. Why didn't you say so in

your letter? When did you arrive ?”

But his wife gives him no .time to bavc his
questions answered.

“ Now, are you not pleased?” she exclaims.
“ Have I not dome right ? I mect this gentleman
in the shrubbery, Philip, smoking—all by Lim.
self ; and, when I found he was your nephew, and
was actually staying at that dirty little ¢ Dog and
Fox’—fancy sleeping in that hole !—I gave him
an invitation to Fen Court on the spot, and madc
him come back with me. Now, wasn’t I right?
—say 50 ! ”—with her face in dangerous proxim.
ity to the colonel's,

“Of course you were right, my darling—you
always are,” he replies, kissing her; “and I am
very glad to see Oliver here.—Have you—have
you seen old Quekett ?” he continues, in rather
dubious tone, turning to his nephew.

But Irene again interferes.

“Seen her, Philip—I should think wé
seen her, and heard her into the barfa
has been so horribly rude to us.”

Colonel Mordaunt’s face flushes.

“Rnde! I hope not! Perhaps you misin.
terpreted what she said, Irene. You are rather

‘| apt to take offense in that quarter, you know,

young lady.”

“I could not possibly mistake her meaning;
she spoke too plainly for that. Besides, Mr.
‘Ralston was with me, and heard what she said
She as good as told him he was not a gentle
mn' ”

Colonel Mordaunt grows scarlet

“Oh! come! come! don't let us think or talk
any more about an old woman’s crotchety
speeches.”

“ But, Philip, we must talk, because the worst
is to come I told her to have the Green-Room
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prepared for Mr. Ralston, and she flatly refused :

to do so without your orders.”

“Well, give her my orders, then!"

“Indeed, I shall do no such thing!” with a
slight pout. *““If mine are not to be obeyed, you
must deliver your own. Meanwhile no room is
ready for your nephew, and—our guest, remem-
ber!”

“Well, my darling, ring the bell, then, and
tell them to get it ready,” he answers, testily.

The bell resounds through the house.

“Order Quekett” — Irene issues the com-
mand with a sharpness very foreign to her— to
have the Green-Room prepared at once for Mr.
Ralston. Remember, the Gireen-Room !

As soon as the servant has disappeared,
Colonel Mordaunt scems most anxious to drop
the subject. 2

“Well, Oliver, and so you think of practising
in the country, eh ? That’s not the road to fame,
remember.”

“I am afraid the road I am treadmn- now, sir,
will not lead me there either. A town life is too
expensive and too full of temptation for such a
weak fool as Tam. I cannot resist it, therefore
I must put it out of my way.”

“That is true strength,” says Irene, with.

kiadling eyes. She is standing now against her
busband, and has drawn one of hxs arms round
her waist,

“But why seck work near Pnestley—the
worst possible place you could come to ? ”

“Only because I heard of it here. A Dr.

obinson, of Fenton, advertised for an assistant,
and I thought it might be an operning.
bis¥'this morning.”

“ And have you decided any thing ?”

“Certainly not. Robertson and I like the
looks of each other, and I think we should pull
together. But I should not dream of settling
any thing und®1 had consulted you.”

“Right! > To-morrow I may be able to advise
you; to-night I am too sleepy.—Come, Irene, are
You ready for bed ¢

“Quite ready ;(‘ and the party separates.
On her way up-stairs, Irene pedps into the Green-
Room, half expecting to find it dark and deserted.
But no; candles are burning on the toilet-table,
towels and soap and other necessaries are in their
proper places, and a couple of rosy house-maids
are beatmg up the pillows and making the bed.
All is right so far; and Irene enters her own
room, almost ready to believe that Mrs. Quekett
must have repented of her hasty behavior.

Here she finds her husband waiting for her.

L
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«“ 'frene " he commences, gravely, “don't try
; and persuade young Raktou to remain here over
i to-night.”

“Of course I will not, 1f it is against your
wish, Philip. But I thought, in asking him, that
I was only doing just what you would have done
yourself.”

“Oh, yes! it doesn’t matter—I am glad
enough to see the boy—onlv he might have timed
hig visit more conveniently. We shall be full
next week, you know.”

She does not know any such thing, nor does
she heed it. Another mystery is troubling hérnow,

“Philip! why have you never told me aBout.
this nephew of yours ?

mémber my mentioning him one day at- Wey-
mouth ?”

“Ido; but it was only en passant.
tells me he is your ward.”

“ Well, a kind of ward.
—vwith a sigh.

“Does he give you so much trouble ?”

‘“ A great deal, and has always dope so. He
leads much too fast a life, and his health has
given way under it, and his morals. He drinks
toogmuch and smokes too much—he has even

}u;ed It is for this reason, chiefly, that I do
not wish bim to become intimate with you. I
value my precious girl too much to expose her
purity to contamination.”

She'slips her hand into his.

“Too hard a word, Philip. How could Mr.
Ralston’s company injureme ? He is not likely
to infect me with the vices you mention. But,

. Yet' he

I wish he were not

what incentive will he ever have to relinquish
them? And he is an orphan, too! poor {fel-
low !

““You like him, Irene?”

“Yes; Ilike his face; it is open and candid.
Tlike his manner, too, which is so entirely free
from self-conceit. I feel that I should like to be
a friend to him. Why should I not try? "

“You shall try, my darling—at least, when
Quekett is gone to town. But, to tell you the
truth, Irene, Oliver gnd she are sworn enemies,
and there is no peace in the house while they are
together.”

.“Why do you allow it, Philip?” says Irene,
stoutly. “ Why don’t you tell that woman she
must either respect your guests, or go? "

“She doesn’t look on Oliver as a guest,” he
replies, evasively. ‘She has known him.from a
baby.”

f'

“I have told you, haven't I? Don't Jou re-

if you alicnate him from all respectable society,
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‘“She has not known me from a baby,” says
his wife, bitterly ; “and yct she speaks to me as
no menial hus ever presumed to speak before.
O Pbhilip! if it were not for you, I couldn’t stand
it!”

“Hush! hush! my darling, it shall not occur
again, I promise you. I shall speak to Quekett,
and tell her I will not have you annoyed in this
manner. You saw that I upheld your authority
this evening.”

“Yes, I did. Thank you for it, and I hope
it will be a lesson to the old wretch, for I detest
her!”

“Strong words for a lady!” laughs Colonel
Mordaunt, simply because he does not echo the
sentiment.

He takes up his candlestick, aud moves a
little way toward the door. Then he returns
suddenly, bends over his wife, and kisses her.

“Thank you,” he says, softly, “for wishing
to befriend poor Oliver, my dear!”

At these words, what Mr. Ralston told her
concerning his uncle’s affection” being ‘more de-
monstrative at one time than another, rushes into
her mind, and she says, abruptly :

“Did you love his mother very much, Philip ?

“ His mother I Colonel Mordaunt appears
quite upset by the remark.

- Yes; your sister; you never had a brother,
had you?” '
“No! I never had a brother,” he answers,
vaguely.
“ Then Oliver is your sister’s child, I suppose.

Which sister? Was she older than Isabella?”

““No! she was two years younger.” Colonel
Mordaunt has recovered himself by this time, and
speaks quite calmly. “I bad threesisters, Anne,
Isabella, and Mary. Poor Mary made a runaway
match and her father never spoke to her after-
ward.”

“Well ! ”

“.When she was dying she wrote to me (she
had always been my favorite sister, poor girl!)
and asked me to go and see her. Of course I went
(she had been,a widow for more than a year then,
and was living at Cannes), and stayed by her to
the last. Then I returned home, and—and--

“brought Oliver with me.” )

¢ Her only child, of course.”

“The only child—yes. My father would have
nothing to say to the boy; he was a little chap
of about two years old at the time, and so I kept
him. What else could I do?”

“And have brought him up and educated
him, and every thing since. O Philip, how good

“NO INTENTIONS.”

of you—how very kind and good! How I g
love and admire you for it I’ And she seizes her
husband’s head between her hands and gives it
a good squeeze. On being released, Colonel Mor.
daunt appears very red and confused.

“Don’t, my darling, pray don’t; I am not
worthy of your pure affection; I w1sh I were, |
have only done what common justice demanded
of me.”

“ And you will let me help you to finish the
task,” says Irene. “Idare say all these things—
the knowledge of his orphanhood ard that his
grandfather wouldn't acknowledge him — hase
weighed on his mind, pcor boy, and driven him
to the excesses of which you complain. Let us
be his friends, Philip ; good, firm, honest friends;
ready to praise him when he is right, but not
afraid to blame him when be is wrong—and you
will see him a steady character yet. I am sure
of it—there is something in the very expressiom
of his face that tells me s0.”

Her husband catches her enthusiasm ; thanks
her again for the interest she displays on behalf
of his nephew; and leaves her just in the mood
to confront Mrs. Quekett and defeat her with her
own weapons. And on the landing, outside the
bedroom-door, where she had probably been air.
ing her ear at the keyhole, he intercepts her.

* Quekett!” he says, loftily, as she starts at

‘his forthcoming, “I wish to say two words to

you in my dressing-room. Be so good as to fol-
low me.”

He stalks to the hall of judgment majestically
with his candlestick in his hand, and she follows
in his train, but she will not stoop so low as to
close the dressing-room door upon, their entrance;
and so the colonel has to return and do it him-
self, which rather detracts from his assumption
of dignity.

“Well, sir!” she commences from the chair
in which she has, as usual, ensconced herself;
“and what may your two words be? I have
rather more than two to say to you myself;
and as it’s usual for ladies to come first, perhaps
I'd better be the one to begin.”

“You can do as you like,” replies Colonel
Mordaunt, whose courage is all oozing out of his
fingers’ ends at being shut up alone with the old
beldame.

“My words won’t take long to say, though
they may be more than yours. It just comes to
this, colonel ; you promised me Oliver shouldn't
stay in this house again, and you’ve broke your
promise, that’s all.”

¢ I promised you that his staying here should




never inconvenience you, and you have got to
prove that it will do so. Besides, it i3 almost
entirely your own fault that it has occurred. If
you had restrained your feclings a little this even.
ing, as any prudent person would have done,
vou would mot have excited Mrs. Mordaunt to try
her influence against yours. You are carrying
the game too far, Quekett. You have epoken
rudely to my wife, and that is a thing that I can-
not countenance in you or any one.”

% Ob, yes; of course, my wife. Every thing’s
my wife now ; and let by-gones be by-gones, and
all the past forgotten.”

~ “I think by-gones should be by-gones, Quek-
ett, when we can do no good by raking them up
again.” Lo

“Not for our own ill.convenience, colonel, cer-
tainly. But to such as me, yaﬁ'o have held by one
family for a space of thirty years, and suffered
with it as the Lord alone knows how, to see a
place turned topsy-turvy and.the servants all
helterskelter to please the freaks of a young girl,
no one can say but it’s trying. Why, there’s not
a chair or a table in that drawing-room that stands
# the same place as it used to do ; and as for the
dinners, since she's been at what you call the
head of your establishment, there's not been a
dinner placed upon the table that I'd ask a work-

ouse pauper to sit down and eat with me!”

“Well, well,” says Colonel Mordaunt, impa-
tiently, “ these are my grievances surely, and not
yours. If you have no worse complaint to bring
against Mrs. Mordaunt than this, I am satisfied.

But what has it to do with your refusing to take
her orders 2 ”

- “Her orders, indeed ! "’ says the house-keeper,
with a sniff. i

. “To follow her wishes, then, if you like they
erm better, with respect to 50 simple a thing as
having one room or anmother prepared for her
guests.” -

“The Green-Room for Oliver,” she interrupts,
arcastically ; I never heard of such a thing!™~

“ You, at all events,” he.answers, sternly

‘should be the last to raise an objection to it.”

“But I do raise it, colonel, and I shall. I say

s absurd to treat that lad as though he wasa
pobleman (why, you haven’t. a better room to put
he Prince of Wales in, if he came to visit you);
nd then to think of that—"

“Be careful what you say, Quekett. Don’t
ake me too angry. I shall stand up for Oliver
alston—" - -

“ Oliver Fiddlesticks ! ”

“Whatever the rest of the family may do;
) 5

.
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and you, who talk so much of clinging to us and
.being faithful to our interests, should uphold, in.
stead of fighting against me in this matter. I
confess that I cannot understand it. Yow loved
bis mother, or I conclude you did—"

“ Loved his mother!” echoes the woman,
shrilly, as she rises from her chair; “it is be-
cause I loved his mother, colonel, that I hate the
sight of him ; it is because I remember her inno-
cent girlhood, and her blighted womanhood, and
her broken-hearted death, that to hear him speak
and see him smile, in his bold way, makes me wish
she had died before she had left behind hersuch a
mockery of herself. I can’t think what she was
after not to do it, for she badn’y™much to live for
at the last, as you know we];/\‘

“ Poor Mary ! " sighs the colonel.

“ Ah! poor Mary ; that’s the way the world
always speaks of the lucky creatures that have
escaped from it. J don’t call her poor Mary,
and turn up the whites of my eyes after your
fashion ; but I can't live in the same house with
her son, and so I've told you before. Either
Oliver goes or I go. You can take your
choice.” .

“But you are talking at random, Quekett.
You have got a crotchet in your head about Oliver,
Jjust as you have a crotchet in your head about
receiving Mrs. Mordaunt’s orders, and one is as
absurd as the other. Just try to look at these
things in a reasonable light, and all would go
smoothly.”

But Mrs. Quekett is not to be smoothed down
so easily . -

“ Youcan do as you please, colonel, but my
w‘prfi's_'ls'tand. You have chosen to keep Master

*Oliver here,” . .

_ T could not.have done otherwise without ex-
citing “suspicion; would you have me blab the
story to all the world ? " he says, angrily.

“Oh! if you go on in this way, colonel, I
shall blab it myself, and Bave you the trouble, '
As ifit wasn’t enough to have the Court pulled
to pieces before my eyes, and to be spoken to as
if I#gs the scum(of the earth, without being
crossed in this fashion. You told me just now,
colonel, not to make you %0 angry—don’t you do
the same by me, or I may prove a tougher cus-
tomer than I've done yet. Now, do you mean to
let Oliver stay here, or no ? ” ,

" «1 shall let kim remain as long as it seems
proper to myself,” replies her master, whose tem-
per is now fairly roused. ‘

The house-keeper can hardly believe her ears,

"« You—will—let—him—remain ! ” she gasps.
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% And why don’t you add,
Mordaunt’s wishes ? ' "

“J do add it, Quekett—* according to Mrs.
Mordaunt's wishes.
here, and the length of her guests’ visits will be
determined by her desire. And while she is
mistress here, remember that I will bave her
treated by you as a mistrest, and not as an
equal.”

Quekett stares at him for a moment in silent
surprise ; and then the angryblood pumps up in-
to her face, filling her triple chins until they look
like the wattles of an infuriated turkey, and
making her voice shake with the excitement that
ensues.

“Very well, colonel. I understand you.
You have said quite enough,” she rcplies, quiv-
eringly.

“It is as well you should understandc me,
Quekett, and I ought to hdve said all this long
before. You are angry now, but, when you have
had time to think over it, you will sée that I am
right.”

“Very well, colonel—that is quite sufficient
—jyou will have no more trouble on my account,
I can assure you;” and with that Mrs. Quckett
sweeps out of the dressing-room.

Colonel Mordaunt doesn’t feel quite comfort-
able after her departure : it has been too abrupt
to leave a comfortable impression behind it : but
he conzoles himself with the reflection that he
has done what is right (not always a reflection to
bring bappiness with it, by-the-way, and often
accompanied by much the same cold comfort
presented by gruel, or any ether nastiness that
we swallow in ordes to do us good) ; and, seeking

‘according to Mrs,

just, trusting to the morning's light to dispel
much of his fopetSodiy .
The mopfing's light digpels it after this wise :
Betwoén six and seven Igene is wakened by a
strange sound by her bedsMg,  something be-
tween the moaning of the wind and™gat's mew;
and jumps up to find her sister-in-law Btapding
there, looking as melancholy a8 a mute at a fu-
neral, and sniffing into a pocket-handkerchief,

“Good gracious, Isabella! what is the mat.
ter? Is Philip—"

But no; Philip is oceupying his own place
of honor, and has not yet opened his eyes upon
this wicked world,

“What is the matter? Are you ill?"

“Oh, no, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt; but Mrs,
Quekett—I shouldn’t have ventured in ‘here, you
may.-be quite sure—" and here Isabella’s virgin

Mre. Mordaunt is mistress |

Irene’s presence again, sleeps the sleep of the-
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eves are modestly veiled—* except that Mrs. Quek-
ctt is—oh ! what wil/ Philip say ? "

‘I3 she dead ? ” demands Irene, with a live-
ly interest not quite in accordance with the sol-
emn inquiry.

“Dead! - My dear Mrs. Mordaunt, no!”

“ What s the row ? " says her brother, now
awake for the first time.

O Philip, Mrs. Quekett is gone.”

“Gone! where to?”

“I don’t know ; but I think to London—to
Lady Baldwin’s—1I tried to stop her, but I
couldn't ; she would go.”

“Jubilate!” cries Ircne, clapping her hands.
“Tamso glad. Isshe really gone? 1It's too good
to be true.”

“Oh! but, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt, she was %
angry, and 2o unkind, she wouldn’t even kiss me,”
says Isabella, relapsing into a fresh series of sniffs.

“Faugh!” replies Irecne. “ What a misfor.
tune !—But, Philip, had you any idea of this®"

“None!”

“Is it because of what occurred last night #”

“T am afraid so.”

“Why afraid? We shall do much better
without her.—How did she go, Isabella ?

“In the carriage. I knew nothing about it
till T heard the carriage drive up to the door.
There is a nine-o’clock train to London—I sup.
pose she means to catch that!”

“In the carriage,” repeats Irene.—* Philip,
did you ever hear of such impertinence 9 ”

“ Well, never mind, my darling ; never mind
it now,” he replies, soothingly. You see she al
ways has been used to have the carriage to drive
to the station in, on these occasions : it is not as
though she were an ordinary servant, but it
won't occur again—or, at all events, for some
time,” he adds, as a proviso to himself.—*Did
Quekett mention how long she is hkely to be ab.
sent, Isabella ?

“XNo! she told me nothing—she would hard-
ly speak to me—she was véry, very crotchety,”
replies his sister.

“How I hope she may stay away forever!”
says Irene. “Come, Isabella, you must let me
get up. It will be quite a new sensation to go
down to breakfast aud feel there is no chance of
meeting that bird of evil omen on the stairs.”

So Miss Mordaunt leaves her brother and
sister-in-law to their respective toilets, and re
tires, quite overcome by Irene’s boldness, and
almost shaken in her faith respecting the power
held by Mrs. Quekett over the inhabitants of Fe

Court.
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As, some minutes after, the colonel is quiet-
ly enjoying his matutinal bath, he is almost
startled out of his seven senses by a violent rap-
ping :i;;'\inst the partition which divides his dress-
ing-room from his wife’s pedroom.

« My dear girl, what is the matter?” he ex-
claims, as he fecis his inability to rush to the res-
cue.

«Philip! Ibilip!” with a dozen more raps
from the back of her hair-brush. “ Look here,
Philip—may Oliver stay with us now ?”

“Yes! yes!” he shouts, in answer, “as long
ag ever you like !—Thank Heaven, it's nothing
worse,” he murmurs to himself, as he sinks back
into his bath. “I really thought the old witch
Jad repented of her purp0=c, and was down on us
again!” )

As a whole, ‘the village of Priestley is not
picturesque in appearance, but it has wonderfully
romantic-looking bits scattercd about it here and
there, as what courtry-village has not ? Tumble-
down cottages, belonging to landlords more

“pear” than thrifty, or rented by tenants whose
weekly wages go to swell the income of the “ Dog
and Fox;” with untidy gardens attached to
them, where the narrow paths have been almost
washed away by the spring showers, until they
form mere gutters for the summer rain, into
which the heavy blossoms of the neglected roze-
trees lie, sodden and polluted from the touch cf
earth. Or old«fashioned cottages, built half a
century Qefoi‘e,when bricks and mortar were not
50 scarce as now, and held together in a firmer
union, and roofs were thatched instead of slated.
Cottages with darker rooms, perhaps, than the
more modern ones possess, because the case-
ments are latticed with small diamond-shaped
panes, of which the glass is green and dingy, but
which can boast of wide fireplaces and a- chim-
ey-corner (that inestimable comfort to the aged
poor, who feel the winter’s draughts as keenly as
their richer brethren, and have been known to
suffer from rheumatics), and cupboards to stow
away provisions in, such as are never thought
necessary to build in newer tenements. Such
cottages as these have usually a garden as old-
fashioned as themselves, surrounded by a low
stone wall—not a stiff, straight wall, but a de-4
liciously - u'reguhr ercction, with a large block
left every here md tbere, to serve as a stepping-
stone for such as prefer that mode of ingress to
passing through the wicket, and of which fact
stone-crop and creeping-jenny have seized base
ldnmtnge, and,takmgroot increased in such pro-

.
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fusion that it would be uscless now to give them
notice of eviction. Over the wall a regiment of
various-tinted hollyhocks rear their stately heads,
interspersed here and there with a bright sun-
flower; while at their feet we find clove-pinks
and thyme and southiern-wood and camomile
flowers, and all the old-world darlings which look
so sweet, and, in many cascs, smell so nasty, but
without which an old-world garden would not be
complete.

All this is very nice, but it is not so wild and
romantic as the other; indeed, as a rule, we may
generally conclude that the most picturesque
places to look at are the least comfortable to live
in. Perhaps the cottage of all others in Pricstley
that an artist would select as a subject for his
pencil would be that of Mrs. Cray, the laundress,
and it is certainly as uncomfortable*a home as
the village possesses. It is not situated in the
principal thoroughfare—the “ street,” as Priest-
ley proudly calls it, on account, perhaps, of its
owning the celebrated “ Dog and Fox”—but at
the extremity of a long lane which divides the
little scttlement into a cross, It is, indeed, the
very last house before we pass into the open
country, and chosen, doubtless, for its contiguity
to the green ficlds which form the washerwom-
an's drying-grounds. It i3 a long, low, sham-
biing building, more like a barn than a cottage,
with windows irregularly placed, some in the
thatched roof and others on a level with one's
knees. It has a wide space in frout, which once
was garden, but is now only a tract of beaten-
down earth, like a children's playground, as in-
deed it is. In the centre stands an old-fashioned
well, large and deep, encircled by a high brink
of stone-work, over which ivy grows with such
luxuriance that it endeavors to climb, and would
climb and suffocate, the very windlass, were
Mrs. Cray’s boys and girls not constantly em-
ployed in tearing it ruthlessly away. At the
side of the well is the pig-sty, but the pigs share
the play-ground with the children, rout awaj’
among the ivy, snuff about the open door, try
to drink out of Mrs. Cray’s washing-tubs, and
make themselves gencrally at home. On a line
stretching from the cottage to the gate above the
heads of this strange company, flutter a variety
of white and colored garments, like the flags on a
holiday - dressed frigate; while the projecting
wooden porch—a very bower of greenery—con- -
tains several evidences of the trade which is be.
ing driven within.

How little she has thought

The old homc !

I

i
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of it of late! Yet she can see it in ker mind’s
eye, as she stands pondering his words. It was
not a particularly bappy home to her—the homes
of the poor scldom are. She had known hunger
and thirst and cold, and occasionally the sound
of barsh words within its limits, yet the memory
of the dull life she led there scems very peaceful
now, compared to the excited and stormy scenes
through which she has passed since leaving it.

Yes! it was of this old home that Myra had
been thinking three years ago, when Joel Cray
stood beside her in the fields of Fretterley, and
urged her to return with him. It was to this old
home she flew for refuge from the bitter knowl-
edge of her lover’s want of love for her, and it is
in this old home that we now meet with her again.

Itis at the close of a long, hot September
day, and she is sitting by the open window—not
attired as we saw her last, in a robe of costly ma-
terial, with. her hair dressed in the prevailing
fashion, and gold ornaments gleaming in her ears
and on her breast. Myra is arrayed in cotton
now ; .the shawl, which is still pinned about her
shoulders, is of black merino, and the hat, which
she has just cast upon the table is of black straw,
and almost without trimming. Yet there is a
greater change in the woman than could be pro-
duced by any quality of dress—a change so vivid
and startling, to such as have not teen ber dur-
ing this interval of three years, as to draw off
the consideration from every thing except her-
self. X

Her face has fallen away to half its former
size, so that the most prominent features in it
are her check-bones, above which ber large dark
eyes gleam feverishly and hollow. Her -hair,
which used to be so luxuriant, now poor and
thin, is pushed plainly. away behind her ears;
while her lips are colorless, and the bloodless ap-
pearance of her complexion is only relieved by
two patches of crimson beneath her eyes, which
make her look as though she had been rouged.
Her shape, too, once so round g.nd buxom, has
lost all its comeliness ; her print gown hangs in
folds about her waist and bosom, and she has ac-
quired a stoop which she never had before.
Eight-and-twenty—only eight-and-twenty on her
birthday passed, and brought to this! But, as
she gazes vacantly at the patch of ground in front
of her aunt’s cottage, she is not thinking of her
health—people who are dangerously ill seldom
do; yet her thoughts are bitter. The children are
playing there—five children between the ages of
eight and fourteen, belonging to Mrs. Cray, and a_
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little nurse-child of which she has the charge.
The latter—an infant who has not long learned
to walk alone—escapes from his guardian, who is
the youngest of the Crays, and attempts to climl
the ivy-covered brink of the well ; more, he man.
ages to hoist his sturdy limbs up to the top, and
to craw] toward the uncovered pit, His guardian

attempts to gain hold of one of his mpttled legs;
he kicks resistance ; she screams, and the scream
arouses Myra from her dream. She has just
been thinking how little life is worth to any one;
she sees life in danger of being lost, and flic§ to
preserve it. As she reaches the well, and selzes
is crimgen.

hold of the rebellious infant, her face
with excitement.

“ Tommy would do it!” explains Jenny, be.
ginning to whimper with the fright.

The infant doesn’t whimper, but still kicks
vigorously against the sides of his preserver.

Myra throws down the wooden lid whicl
ought at all times to kecp the well covered;
presses Tormy passionately against her breast;
then putting him down, with a good cuff on the
side of his head, to teach him better for the fu.
ture, walks back into the cottage, panting.

“Why did I do it ?” she thinks, as she leans
her exhausted frame upon the table. ¢ ¥What’s
the good of life to him, or me, or any one? e
had much better be all dead together!”

“Hollo, Myra!” exclaims the voice of her
cousin Joel, “ what, you're back again, are-you?
Well! I'm right glad to see you, lass, though I
can’t say as you look any the better for your
going.”

He has come in from his daily labor, through
the back-kitchen, and now stands before her,
with his rough, kind hands placed upon her
shoulders.

“ Let me look in your face, my dear, and read
what it says! No ncws. I thought as much
Didn't I tell you so before ever you went 2

“And if an angel had told me so,” she sayy
passionately, ¢ do you think I should have listened
to what he said ? What's health, or wealth, or
peace, or any thing to me, compared to the
chance of finding Aim again, and secing myself
righted? And yet you blame me because I-can!
make up my mind to part with it—the onlf
thing the world has left me.”

¢« I blame you, my dear? God forbid! Onlr
you cdiPt expect me to see you wasting all you
life running after a shadder, without warning you
of the consequences.  You'll wear yourself out,
Myra”

“There's a deal left to wear out,” she answers.
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% Well, you're'not so strong as you ought to
be, and you knows it; all the more reason ¥
should hearken to what your friends tell you.
This makes the sixth time you've been on the
tramp after that *Amilton.”

“ Don’t speak hiz name!” she says, quickly
41 can't bear it.”

“ YWhy don’t you forget it, then?®” he an-
swers, almost savagely, as he deposits his tools
in a corner of the room.

“Q Joel!” ghe wails, rocking herself back-
ward and forward, “I can’t forget it—I wish 1
could. It seems written in letters of fire wher-
ever I turn. There have I been toiling away for
the last three months (I took the accounts at a
large West-end shop this time), and walking my-
self off my legs between whiles, and yet I can't
hear any thing. I belicve I've been to the house
of every Hamilton in London, but it only ended
in disappointment. I've spent all my money, and
had to sell my clothes off my back to get home
acain into the bargain—and here I am, just as I
went!” and Mrra theows her head down on her
ougstretched arms, and falls to sobbing.

he sobs melt Joel’s honest heart.

“My poor lamb!” he says, tenderly, “ you'd
better give it up once and for all—it bean't of no
manner of use. And suppose. you found him,
now !—just suppose, is he the man to right
you? ™ .

“QOh! Idon't know—I don’t know,” she says,
amid her tears.

“Yes, you do know ; ouly vou haven't the
courage to speak out. He was sick of you three
vears ago ; he told you as much: is he likely to
be sweet on you now ?

But to this question there cemes no answer
but her sobs.

“1 was sweet on you long before that, Myra,”

continues her cousin, presently, in a low voice ;

“but I ain’t changed toward you. Why won't
you let me mend this business? There ain't much
differcnce- between ome man and another, but
there’s a deal to & woman in an honest name;
and that’s what I'll give you to-morrow, my dear,
.if you'll only make up your mind to it.”

“ Don’t, Joel ! praydon’t!” "

“Are you never going to have another an.
swer for me save that? One would think I
wanted to do you a harm by marrfing you.
'Tain’t every one as would do it, Myra; but I
knows all, and yet T says again, I'll make an
honest woman of you to-morrow, if youll choose
to be my wife.”

“I can’t—indeed I can't!”

|
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“That ain't true! You could do it well
enough, if you chose,” replies Joel, moving a little
away from her.

“Lor, Myra! are you back again?” inter-
rupts the coarse voice of Mrs, Cray, as she ap-
pears at the kitchen-door, with her sleeves tucked
up to her elbows, and wiping her stcaming arms
and hands upon her canvas apron; “when did
you reach ? .

‘“ About an hour ago,” says the girl, wearily.

“ And no wiser than you went, I reckon?"

* No wiser than I went!”

“In course mot: you're a fool for going.
Trapesing about the country in that fashion after
a wild-goose chase, when you ought to stop -at
home and look after the children!”

I shall stop, now.”

“I'm glad to hear it, I'm sure. I've been
worked to death, between the brats and the
linen, since you went. And there’s been fine
changes up at the Court, too. The coloncl’s
brought home his lady; and a nice-looking cree-
tur she is, so I hear (Joel's seen her—he can tell
you); and old Mother Quckett’s gone off in 2
huff,  So much the better; Zdon't wish her geod
luck, for one; and if I see a chance of getting
back the Court washing, why, I shall do it, par-
ticular if the colonel's ledy is what Jocl seems to
think her.—Why, Joel, lad, what's up with you ®
—7you look as if you'd bad a crack on the head.”

“You'd better ask Myra,” replies Joel, sul-
lenly. ’

“Why, you're never at loggerheads again,
and she not home an hour !—Here, Polly, lass,
bring Tommy over to me, and go and see about
setting out tca in the back-kitchen. The kettle
ain’t filled yet. *And you sit quiet there,” she
continues, to the unfortunate Tommy, as she
bumps him handsomely down on the stone floor to
enforce her command, and leaves him there whim-
pering. At the sound of the child’s voice, Myra
raises her eyes quickly, and glances at him; then
turns away, with a heavy sigh, and resumes her
former position.

“What'’s up, between you?” demands Mrs.
Cray of her niece, wken she has time to revert to
the subject in hand. “IT suppose Joel don’t like
your ways of going on, and so you're huffed at
it.”

“It isn’t that,” replics Myra.
me to do what's impossible,
cause I tell him s0.” . .

“T wants her to be my wife_ lggt,her——that’s
the long and short of it. I want her to give up
runnirg back’ards and forrards aftera will-o’-the-

“ Joel wants

f

and he’s angry be- -




70

wigp (for if she found that fine gentleman as her
mind is bent upon to-morrer, he'd no more marry
her than he would you), and bide here at Priest-
ley, and bring up an honest man’s children. She
knows as I've hankered after her for years, and
that I'd make her a good husband, and never
throw nothing of what's gone in her teeth. But

e off with saying it’s impossible. What
do you think of that ? ”

“I think she must be out of her mind not to
jump at it. “Why, here comes as good a fellow as
ever worked for his bread, and offers to bemean
himself by looking over all your tricks and mak-
ing an honest woman of you, and you won't have
him. You must be mad!”

¢ Perhaps I am, aunt ; but I can't help it.”

“Don’t talk such rubbish—(sit down when I
tell you, will yer >—or I'll give yer something to
remember me by!)” This par parenthése to the

" little scape-goat Tommy, who has dared to rise.
Mrs. Cray does not only promise—she performs;
and the child does not whimper this time—he
roars.

Myra springs up hastily and spatches him
from her aunt’s hands.

“How can you be so cruel ?
like a dog!”,

“Well, he ain't of much mofe value, nor half
so much use. He cumbers up the place terrible,
and is a deal of trouble with his violent ways.
T've said more than once lately, that he's more
bother than he’s worth.”

“ Any ways, you're paid for him,” retorts the
other.

“Do you think I'd keep him without ?”

“Well, you might give a little feeling for the
money, then. You'll split- the child’s head open
some day

“ And a good job, too, if [did. Heain't likely
to be missed.” ¢

The younger woman’s breast heaves, but she
does not answer,

~ Joel tries to make peace between them.

“Come! don't you think no more about it,
Myra. His ’ed ain’t split this _time, and mother
says more than she means.”

“1 don't know that, Joel,”” says Mrs. Cray.
¢ If she scorns you, nothing can’t be too hard for
her.”

“Nothing has ever been too hard for me—in
your opinion,” replies Myra. “I wish I was
gone; and out of it all—that T do! O, my
God!”—and with that commences weeping afresh.
But her weakness is soon interrupted by her
annt’s hurried remonstrance,

You treat him
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¢ Come, now ! shake yourselfup, girl ! There's
quality coming up the path.—Here, Jocl! who
can it be?” .

“ Blest if it ain't the colonel's lady ! ”

And before they have time to do more thap
realize the fact, Irene’s tap has sounded on the
half-opened door, and her voice is asking for ad.
mission. Joel, very red in the face, stands bolt.
upright against the chimney-place. Myra hastily
passes her hand across her eyes, and turns her
head another way ;-while Mrs. Cray advances to
reccive the visitor with her forgiving nurse-chllu
hiding his head in her skirts,

“ Are yourMrs. Cray ?” demands Irene.

“Yes, mum.” Mrs. Cray, remembering her
last interview with Mrs Quekett, and ignorant gs
to what dealings the Court people may now wish
to have with her, is rather. stiff and rcservcd at
first, and stands upon her dignity.

I have come to ask if you can do me a favor,
Mrs. Cray. I have some friends staying with me
who want some muslin dresseg got up in a hurry

Jor a flower-show at Fenton, and the Court laur-
dress cannot undertake to let us have them by
Wednesday. Could you?” -

“Well, that depends a deal upon what thes
are like, mum,” replies Mrs. Cray; whereupon
follows a vivid description of puffs, and flounces,
and laces, quite unneccszary to the well-doing of
my story.

“I don't sce why I shouldn’t give you satix
faction, mum,” is the laundress’s concluding sen-
tence ; “for it won't be the first time as I'wc
worked for the Court gentlefolk by a many.”

“Indeed! I never heard your name till this
afternoon, when my maid mentioned it to me.”

¢ That's likely enough, mum. I don’t suppose
you would go to hear it mentioned ; but I worked
for the Court for four years all the same. And
it was a hard day for me, with all my poor chi-
dren (six of them, if there’s ome), when I got
turned away for asking my due.”

“ Who turned you away, Mrs. Cray ¢

“ Why, bless you, mum, Mrs. Quekett, ag was
mistress of the Court then—who else should hgve
done it ?—and only because I wanted my thr&
weeks’ money, as I believe was lining her own
pockets all the time. It's been a heavy loes to
me, mum. But where’s the use of talking, when
a woman like that, as no one in the village hasa
good word for, is queen, and nothing less’
You'll hardly believe it, mum, but she ordered me
straight out of the house then and there, and for-
bid even the servants to send me their bits of
things—and that was a couple or more pound:
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" a quarter out of my pocket, ?.t alone the
4 otber.”
. fene grows rather red during/this harangue,

# stands with her eyes on th¢ floor, trying to
break the tip of her parasol bydigging it into a
dusty crevice Metween the flags. She does not
relish bearing this common woman speak the
truth, and as soon as there is a break in the con-
versation she resents it.

% Well, Quekett is not mistress of the Court
now, Mrs, Cray, as I suppose I need not tell you;
and her likes and dislikes are nothing whatever
tome. We shall often have friends staying with
us, and the washing is likely to be more than our
laundress can do. At all events, I can promise
vou shall have back the servants’ linén; and, if I
am satisfied with the way in which you get up
the dresses I speak of, you shall have some of
mine also.”

. “Oh! thank you, mum, kindly. g-saw you
was a real lady the minute I set eyes on you;
and as for my son there, wlfo’s seen you a many
times, * Mother,’ 'he says to me—"

“Yes, yes!” interrupts Irene, anxious to cut

i fahort so embarrassing an eulogium ; * and I shall

be gure to have the dresses by Wednesday, shall
“Taote”

“We can let the lady have them by Wednes-

day, can’t we, Myra? ” says Mrs. Cray, appealing

to her niece. “This is Monday, and you feels
well enough to help, don’t you 2"

“Yes, I'll help,” is the listless answer. *

“Is that your daughter? Is she ill?” de-
mands Irene. ~

“She’'s my niece, mum, and but a poor cree-
tur just now—there's no denying of it.”

‘ Indeed, she does look very ill,” says Irene,
sympathizingly, as she appoaches Mjyra’s side,
and gazes with sad interest at the girl’s hollow
cheeks and staring eyes, in which the traces of
tears are still visible. “Do you suffer any pain ? ”

At first Myra is disposed to answer rudely, or
not at all.  She i3 sensitively alive to the fact of
ber altered appearance, and always ready to take
umbrage at any allusion made¢ to it; but she
Jooks up into the sweet, kind face that is bent
over hers, and feels forced to be courteous even
against her will.

¢ None now—sometimes I do.”

*“Where is it? You do not mind my asking,
doyou? PerhapsI might send you something
that would do you"good.” .

“ Here!™ replied Myra, pressing her haud
just below her collar-bones, “ at night, when the
tough’s bad, and I can’t.sleep for it. I some.

times feel as though I should go mad with the
pain here.”

“ And what kind of & pain is it *”

“It’s just a gnawing—nothing more; and I'm
a little sore sometimes.” ‘

“And she can't eat nothing, poor dear,” ins
terposes Mrs. Cray. ‘She turns against meat
and pudding as though they was poison; but she ~
drinks water by the gallon. I'm sure the buck-
cts of water as that girl have drunk—"

“ And does not washing make you worse?
again inquires Irene.

‘ Sometimes ; but I don't stand at it long—I
con't.”’

“4And how do you employ your time, then,
Myra$?

“T'm just home from a job in London, ma'am.
I'm good at keeping accounts, and such like—
it's what I've been brought up to; but it tried
me rather this hot weather, and I‘mgglad to be
back in Priestley again.”

¢“She ain’t fit for nothing of that sort now,”
interpolates Mrs. Cray.

“I dare say not. She must take care of her-
self till she gets stronger, " says Irene, cheerfully.
“T will send you some soup from the Court, Myra
—perhaps that will tempt you to eat. And are”™
you fond of reading? Would you like to have
some books ?

“Oh, she’s a fine scholar, mum,” again puts
in Mrs. Cray. “Many and many’s the time I've ~
thought we'd given her too much larning; but -
her poor uncle that’s dead and gone used to say—"
Here she interrupts herself to give her skirts
a good shake. “Get out of that, do, you var-
mint! What do you mean by hanging on to me
after that fashion ?”’—which adjuration is suc-
ceeded by the appearance of Tommy’s curly head

and dirty face in the full light of day.

RV hose child is that # ™ cries Irene, suddenly.

The question is so unexpected, that no one
scems inclined to answer it. Joel changes feet
awkwardly upon the hearth, which he has never
quitted, and Myra turns round in her chair and
looks full into Irene’s face, whose eyes are riveted
upon the child, still clinging for protection to the
skirts of his nurse.

Mrs. Cray is the first to find her tongue.

“ What! this boy, mum, as is hanging on my
gownd.in this ill-convenient fashion?—but lor!
children will be clnldren," she continues, as she
puts her hand on Tommy’s head and pushes him
forward for Irene’s better inspection. * Well,
he’s not mine, though I look on him most as my
own. To tell truth, he’s a nuss-child.”
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“ A nurse-child! You are paid for keeping
him ; but who, then, are his parents ? ”

“They’re very respectable people, mum —
quite gentlefolks, as you may say. I think his
pa’s in the grpcery line; but I couldn’t speak for
‘certain. My money is paid regular, and that’s all
I bave to look after.”

“0b, of course—of course.
his name ?

“He’s called Tommy, mum.~—Go and speak
to the lady, Toromy.”

“ But his surname ?

“ Well, we haven't much call here to use his
other pame, mum; and I'm sure it’s almost
slipped my memory.—What's the name as the
gentleman writes as owns of Tommy, Joel ? ’ she
continues, appealing, in rather a conscious man-
ner, to her son.

“I don’t know. You'd better ask Myra,”
he replies, gruffly. *

“Brown,” says Myra., quickly ; “the child’s
name is Brown. You might go to remember as
much as that, aunt.”

“Oh, it doesn't sxgmfy,” mtcrmpts Irene
who perceives she has stumbled on an unwel-
come subject, “it is of no consequence;” and
then, in her fresh summer dress, she kneels down
on the uncovered stone floor, that has been
trampled by dusty feet all day long. “Come
here, Tommy. Won’t you come and speak to
‘me? Look what pretty things I have here;”
and she dangles her watch-chain, with its bunch
of glittering charms, before his eyes.

Tommy cannot resist the bait; curiosity casts
out fear; and in another moment his deep blue
eyes are bent greedily upon the flashing baubles,
while his dirty little fingers are leaving their
dull impress upon pencil-case and locket and
seal. =~ '

“Oh dear! mum, he ain’t fit a8 you should
touch him; and his feet are trampling the edge
of your gownd.—Here, Jenny, make haste and
put Tommy under the pump till the lady looks
- at him.”

“No, no! pray don’t; he is doing no harm.”

So the dirty little brat is left in peace, while
the lady takes stock of his eyes and mouth and
hair. Once in his ecstasy at finding a gold fish
among her treasures, he raises his eyes suddenly
to hers, and she darts forward as suddenly and
kisses him. Then, becoming aware that she has
done something rather out of the common, and
that Mrs. Cray and Joel and Myra are looking at
her with surprise, Irene rises to her feet, dragging
the bunch of charms far out of disappointed

[

And—vwhat is
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Tommy’s reach, and, with a heightened color,
stammers something very like an apology.

“I like little children,” she says, hurriedly;
‘“and—and—he has very blue eyes.—Are you
fond of lollipops, Tommy ? »

“I want the fiss,” says Tommy, from behind
Mrs. Cray’s gown again. ~

“ Oh, fie! then you can’t have it. Now be’ave
yourself, or I'll give you a good hiding,” is the
gentle rejoinder.

Irene feels very much inclined to give him
the “fiss,” but has sufficient sense to know it
would be a very foolish thing to do ; so she takes
a shxlhng out of her purse instead.

¢ See, Tommy! a beanuful bright new shilling’
won’t you go and buy some lollipops with it ?

Tommy advances his hand far enough to grab
the coin, and then retreats in silence.

¢ Say ‘ thankye’ to the lady,” sugzests Mrs.
Cray.

But Tommy is dumb.

‘ Say ¢ thankye’ at once; d’ye hear 2" and
a good shake is followed by an equally good cuff
on the small delinquent’s head. .

“Oh! don't strike him,” cries Irene, earnest.
ly—¢“pray don't strike him; he is but a baby-
Poor little Tommy! I am sure he will say ¢ thank
you,” when he knows me better.”

“You’re too good to him, mum; you can't
do nothing with children without hitting 'em now
and then: which you will find when you have a
young family of your own.”

“I must go now. My friends are waiting for
me,” says Irene, whose color has risen at the
last allusion. “ Good-evening, Mrs. Cray! Send
up for the dresses to-night; and the cook shall
give you some soup, at the same time, for your
niece.”

But she bas not long stepped over the thresh.-
old, before Myra is after her; and they meet by
the ivy-covered well.

“You'll—you’ll—be coming this way pgain,
won't you?” says the girl, panting even,with
that slight effort.

“If you wish it, ccrtamly Would you like
me to come and see you, Myra 2 .

“Very much! There are few faces here look
at me a8 yours does.”

“My poor girl! then I will come, with the
greatest pleasure.”

“Soon ? . :

“YVery soon.” And so they part; and Irene
joins Mary Cavendish and Oliver Ralston, who
have been walking up and down the green lane
outside the cottage, waiting for her.




MYRA AND

“ What a time you’ve been!”

«“Have I? There’s & poor young woman there
°n a consumption, or something of the sort, who
interested me. Ared such a dear little child:
a nurse-child of Mrs. €ray’s. Istaid to talk to
them.”

« How long is it since you have developed a
love for children, Irene ? ” says Mary Cavendish,
laughing. *I did not think they were at all in
your line.”

« 1 never disliked them ; and this baby has
such beautiful, earnest eyes.”

“It is remarkable what lovely eyes some
of the children of the poor have. I remember,
when I was in Berwick—" .

“Let us get over the stile here; it leads to
the Court by a much shorter way,” exclaims
Irene, interrupting her cousin in the rudest man-
per in the world. But so is Miss Cavendish al-
wars interrupted if she ventures to make the
slightest reference to her visit of the summer.
‘She has been dring, heaps of times, to relate all
the glories of that period to Irene, but she has nev-
er been able to advance farther than the fact that
they took place. The mere name of Berwick is
sufficient to send Mrs, Mordaunt out of the room
or—as in the present instance—over the stile.

Irene cannot get the remembrance of poor
Myra’s hollow features and attenuated figure out
of ber heads It forms the staple subject of her
conversation at the dinner-table, and she talks
of it all the evening, while her guests are ram-
bling about the gardens and shrubbery ; and she
is sitting on 2 bench with her husband in the
dusk, and flirting with him in her little quiet
way. .

“It is very sad,” says Colonel Mordaunt, for
about the fiftieth time, ‘“and I'm very glad that
vou should have fallen in with her, my dear, It
is in sych cases that t]le rich can do so much to
help the poor, Sickness is bad enough to bear
when we are surrounded by, every luxury; it
must be twice as hard when one is deprived of
the necessaries of life.” And he continues to
puff solemnly into the evening air, while his arm
tightens round,the waist of his wife.

“Yes,” says Irene, leaning up against him,
“and you should see how thin and pale she is,
Philip. . Her bones look as though they were
coming through the skin. And she has no ap-
petite, her aunt says. I have ordered cook to
send her down some soup and jelly.”

“Quite right. I am afraid you would find
geveral more in the same condition if you were
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to look for them. Country poor arc too proud
to beg.”

“T will make a point of looking.
er saw any one so terribly thin before.
eyes are hollow, poor thingt”

* You seem to have taken a great faney to
this girl, Irene.”

*She has awakened a great interest in me,
though I cannot tell why. She secms more than
ill—she looks unhappy.”

“ And have you told Colonel Mordaunt about
the child you took such a fancy to?” laughs
Mary Cavendish, who is loitering near enough to
hear the lastwords. *It’s a new thing for Ircne
to be running after babies—isn’t it, Colonel Mor-
daunt?” : -

Irene flushes; it is tot so dark but he can
see the change, and a new tenderness creeps
over him.

“What baby, darling ? ” he says, as he presses
her closer to him. Irene is vexed at the turn in
the conversation; she is not a bit sentimental,
and she cannot affect to be so.

“Jt was not a baby,” she replies, almost
curtly; “it was a big child two or three years
old.”

“ And you took a fancy to it—why 2

Colonel Mordaunt’s “why” has a totally
different bearing to the “ why > that falls upon
Irene’s ears. She grows scarlet, and almost
starts away from bim, :

“Why!—why! For no particular reason—
only—becausc—I don’t care for children in gen-
eral, I know—but—but—"

While she is hammering out a reasonable an-
swer, her husband supplies it.

“But you thought,” he whispers close into
her esr, “that some day you might possess such
a child of your own, Irenc!” .

“J—T thought— Good Heavens,no! Inev-
er thought any thing of the kind,” she exclaims
aloud; and then, out of sheer nervousness,
she laughs, The laugh grates on Colonel Mor-
daunt’s ear ; he draws himseclf away, not offended,
but hurt.

“If such a prospect holds no charms for you,
Ircne, you might keep tbe unpleasant truth to
yourself. It is not necessary to laugh at me.”

“ Laugh!—did I laugh?" she replies, still
tittering. “Im sure I didn’t know it. I dom’t
think I quite know what I did do.” And with
this, the incomprehensible creature falls to cry-
ing, not heavily, but in a smart little shower of
tears that savor'strongly of the hysterical. Colo-
nel Mordaunt does not know what to make of it;

But I nev-
And her




74

he has been little used to women, and this one
seerns to him, at times, a mystery ; but he adopts !
the safe course: he throws his arms about her
neck and begs her not to think any more about
it. And, apparently, Irene adopts his advice, for
she dries her eyes, and flits away from his side,
and the pext minute he hears her light laugh
ringing o‘ut through the shrubbery at some jest
of Ot er'Rals&On 3.

"~ They are a very happy party at Fen Court
now ; even Isabella Mordaunt scems to have crept
out of her shell, and to dare to enjoy herself after
a demurely quiet fashion ; and as for Colonel Mor-
daunt, be has been a different man since rid of
the presence of the awful Mrs. Quekett. Not that
he was quiet himself for some days after the house-
keeper's summary departure. A gloomy dread
seemed hanging over him at that time, for which
Irene was unable to account. But at the end of
a fortnight, Mrs. Quekett's temper having evapo-
rated with change of air, she thought fit to send
her master a letter, written as though nothing un-
pleasant had happened between them, which in-
timated her whercabouts, and wound up with her
compliments to hi, “good lady.”

Colonel Mordaunt's mind was instantly re-
licved; and the next post took back a lengthy
epistle in reply. Ircne saw neither of these let-
ters, nor wished to do so; but she could not help
observing how much more at ease her husband
appeared to be after receiving and dispatching
them.

And with the fear of Mrs. Quekett’s everlast-
ing displeasure lifigd off his mind, Colonel Mor-
daunt became pleasanter and more lively than
she had seen him since their marriage. He petted
Irene all day long, chaffed Isabella, and appeared
thoroughly to enjoy the companionship of.Oliver,
as though, in the affection of these three, he had
all he desired in this life to make him happy.

His wife had begun to wish that it could go
on thus forever, and that they had no friends
coming to break in upon their domestic felicity.
But the guests have arrived, and the unruffled
intercourse is contifiied) and Irene is being car-
ried quietly along the stream of life as though she
had left all its storms behind her, and there were
no black clouds gathering in the future. °.

Colonel Mordaunt is of an exceedingly benevo-
lent nature; he tukes great interest in the poor
of the parish, and never neglects an opportunity
of sympathizing with or relieving them ; but after
8 while he does grow very sick of the name of
Myra Cray. It appears as' though his wife were
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l always harping on it; every topic, from what.
ever point started, veers round, in some myste.
rious manner, to the sick girl at the laundress's

; cottage; and, whenever he misses Irene, he is

| sure to hear that she has “ just run down " to

the end of the village with a book or a pudding,

At last he grows fidgety on the subject.

“You are, surely, never going out in this
broiling sun!” he exclaims, one hot morning iy
October, as he meets his wife arrayed for walking,
a basket of fruit on one arm, and a bottle of
wine under the other, “I cannot allow it, Irene.
You will get fever or something of the sort: you
must wait till the day is cooler.”

* Oh, I can’t wait, Philip,” she says, coaxingly,
“for poor Myra is g0 very much e.  She
broke a blood-vessel last night, gbd they have
ust sent up to tell me so.”
 What good can you do by going down ?”
“Idon't know: but I think sh¢ will feel my
presence to be a comfort ; she taken a great
fancy to me, you know. Besides, I want to carry
her a few grapes.”

‘“Send them by a servant. I cannot have you
risk your health by encountering such fatigue
for any one.”

It will not fatigue; and I want to see Mm
myself”

‘““Take the pony-chaise, then.”

. “XNo, indeed! before your lazy grooms will
have put the harness together, I shall be by her
bedside.” And, running past him, she takes Le
way down to the village,

Colonel Mordaunt is vexed. He likes his
wife to be interested in the parishioners, but ket
visits of late have been confined to the Crays—
who are generally considered to be the least de-
serving of them all. Besides, he argues, the
house is full of guests, to whom she owes more
attention than is consonant with absenting herself
from their company at all hours of the day.
When they meet at luncheon, cogsequently, he
is what is termed a little “put out;” but sheis
too full of her protégée to notice it.

“Poor Myra!” she sighs, as she takes her
seat at the table. “I am afraid there is little
hope for her; she ig so weak, she cannot spesk
above a whisper.”

¢ She oughtn’t to be allowed to speak at all
after having broken a blood-vessel,” says her hus
band, shortly. “Will you take a cutlet, Irene?”

¢ No—nothing, thank you. I couldn’t ecat;
my whole mind is absorbed by the tht;’ught of that
poor girl.”

“But you are not going to ﬂﬂow it to spoi

3
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vour luncheon, are you? Running about all the
;noruing, and eating nothing on the top of it.
The end of it will be, you will be ilL.”

« Not while there is work for me to do—as
there ever is.”

« Nonsense! you talk of it as though it were
a duty. It is a much greater duty for you to cat
when your husband asks you to do so.”

“ Don’t ask me then, dear Philip ; for I really
can't.”

He does not press her, but directs his atten-
tion to the rest of the company; while she leans
back in her chair, pale, pensive, an1
tirely silent.

“You won't go out again?” he sa
as the meal is concluded and they
table.

“QOh, no! Idon’t think so.”

“Go, then, and lie down, my dear. You have
been too much excited. I never saw you more
overcome.”

“] think I will lic down, just for an hour or
two. My head aches terribly.”

Then his trifling annoyance vanishes, and he

" is all sympathy and tenderness ; supporting her
up-stairs with his arm atound her waist, and
coaxing and petting her like a sick child, until
she has exchanged her dress for a cool wrapper,
aud lain down on her bed: when he steps about
the room, on tiptoe, like a woman, pulling down
the blinds and putting every thing within her
reach that he thinks she may require.

“ I shall be back by six, my own darling,” he
whispers, in farewell; “and I hope you will have
had a good sleep by that time.”

“I dare say I shall,” she murmurs, dreamily ;
and then be leaves her. At the appointed hour
he is back again, and entering the room cau-
tiously, for fear of startling ber, finds all the
blinds drawn up, and Pheebe sitting by the open
window, stitching a rent in one of her mistress’s
dresses. .

“Mrs. Mordaunt gone down?” he says, inter-
rogatively.

“Yes, sir. 1 believe she’s gone out, sir.”

“Out! Not out-of-doors again?”

“I thiok so, sir. A message came up from
Cray’s for my missus, about four o’clock, and she

" put on her things at once and went to them. I
believe the young woman’s seut for her, sir.”

“Too bad! too bad!” exclaims Colonel Mor-
daunt, angrily —though referring more to the
Crays than to Irene. “But I suppose she will be
back to dinner.”

“I suppose so, sir. My missus said she

would wear a white muslin this evening, and T
was just stitching this one together for her.”

But dinuver-time arrives, and they are all as-
sembled in the dining-room, and still the mistress
of the house is absent.

“It is close upon seven: she must be here
directly,” remarks Coloncl Mordaunt, though un-
casily.

- “A note from Cray's, if you please, sir,” says
the footman, placing the crumpled piece of paper
before him.

He opens it and reads:

“DEear PaiLip: Pray don't wait dinner for me.
It is impossible that I can come home just yet.

“Yours, IresEe.”

“Serve the dinner at once!” esclaims Colo-
nel Mordatint, in a voice of real displeasure, as
he tears up the note into a dozen fragments and
casts them into the empty grate behind him.

CHAPTER VIIL

MeaNwnILE Irene, unconscious how her work
of charity will influence ker future, is sitting
with a trembling heart by the bedside of the Jaun-
dress’s niece. She is unused to sickness or to
death, but she knows now that thc one can only
vanish hence before the presence of the other;
for the parish doctor met her, on her entrance to
the cottage, and answered her questions n.bout
Myra with the utmost frankness.

¢ She may linger,” he said, doubtfully, “but it
is more likely that she will not. She bas been
breaking up for some time past, and has not suf-
ficient strength to raliy from this last attack., I
shall be here again in the morning; but, as I can
do her no good, it would be useless my staying
now.” And the doctor mounted his stout cob
and trotted off in another direction.

Irene stood watching him till he was out of
sight, and then turned into the cottage with a sigh.
When the doctor leaves the house in which a pa-
tient lies in exfremis, it seews as if death had al-
ready entered there.

There is no cessation of business in Mrs. Cray’s
dwelling; though her niece does lie dying. Peo-
ple who work hard for stern daily bread cannot
afford time for sentiment ; and the back-kitchen
is full of steam and soap-suds, and the washer-
women are clanking backward and forward over
the wet stones in their pattens, to wring and hang
out the linen; and the clatter of tongues and rat-
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tling of tubs and noise of the children are so con-

tinuous that Irene has difficulty at first in making |

herself heard. But the child who took the mes-
sage up to the Court has been on the lookout for
her, and soon brings Mrs, Cray into the front kitch-
en, full of apologies for having kept her waiting.

“I'm sure it's vastly good of you, mum, to
come down a second time to-day; and I hope
you don’t think I make too free in sending up
the gal’s message to you ; but she has been that
restless and uneasy since you left her this morn-
ing, that I haven't been able to do nothing with
her, and the first words she say, as I could un-
derstand, was, ‘Send for the lady !’"

“Poor thing!” is Irene's answer. “I am
afraid the doctor thinks very badly of her, Mrs,
Cray.”

“Badly of her! Lor’, my dear lady, she's
narked for death before the week’s over, as sure
as you stand there, Why she’s bin a-fighting for
her breath all day, and got the rattle in her throat
as plain as ever I hear it.”

“QOh, hush! your voice will reach her,” re.
monstrates Irene ; for the laundress is speaking,
e, rather louder than usual,

muke much difference if it do, mum,

many times during the last few wg
traverses it now, silently and solemnly]
a silent unseen Presence trod eversy

as though
step with

lattice and in the full light of the
Her face has lost the deathlike g
wore in the morning : it is flashed/
eyes are bright and staring; tg
ence she logks better;
anxiety pictured on her
there before. )

“Is it true?”

“What, M
but she kg

[4

N

“What aunt said just now, that I am markeg
for dcath within the week. A week! ob, it's 5
short time—it's a horribly short time!” Apg
she begins to cry, weakly, but with short gasps
for breath that are very distressing to behold,
Irene forgets the difference of station between
them: she forgets every thing excepting that
here is a weak, suffering spirit trembling before
the Great Inevitable! And she does just what
she would have done had Myra been a sister of
her own—she throws her hat and mantle on 4
chair, and goes up to the bedside, and kneels
down and takes the poor dying creature in her
arms and presses her lips upon her forehead.

“Dear Myra, don’t ery—don’t be frightened,
Remember Who is waiting ou the other side to
welcome you!”

The sweet sympathetic tones, the pressure—
above all the kiss, rouse Myra from the conten.
plation of herself,

“ Did—did—you do that?™

“Do what, dear ?—kiss you? *

“Yes. Did I fancy it—or were your lips

here ? ”” touching her forehead.

“My lips were there—why not ? I kissed you
that you might know how truly I sympathize
with your present trouble.” >

“You mustn’t do it again. Ah! you don't

press. You would not do it if you knew— M
God! my God! and I am going!” and here
Myra relapses into her former grief.

For a moment Irene is silent. She is as pure
a woman as this world has ever scen; but she is
not ignorant that impurity exists, and, like all
honorable and high-minded creatures, is disposed
to deal leniently with the fallen. She has sus
pected more than once, during her intercourse
with Myra, that the girl carries some unhappy
secret about with her, and can well imagine how,
in the prospect of death, the burden may become
tooheavy to be borne aloné. So she considers
for a little before she answers, and then she takes

. | the white, wasted hand in hers.

“Myra! Iam sure you are not happy;J am
sure you have had some great trouble in your life
which you have shared with no one; and now
that you are so ill, the weight of it oppresss
you. I don’t want to force your confidencé, but,
if it would comfort you to speak to a friend,
remember that I am one. T will hear your secret
(if you have a secret), and I will keep it (if you
wish me to keep it) until my own life’s end. Only,
do now what will make you happier and more
comfortable.” .

“Oh! I can’t—I can’t—1I daren’t. ”
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«] dare say it will be bard to tell ; but Myra,
poor girl! you are soon going where no secrets

can be hid, and I may be able to comfort you a )

little before you go.”

“If you knew all, you wouldn't speak to me.
Now look at me again.” 4

“Try me.” R

«] daren't risk it. You're the only comfort
that has come to me in this place, and yct—and
set,” she says, panting, as_she raises herself on
oce elbow and ‘stares hungrily into Irene's com-
passionate face—* how I'wish 1 dared to tell you
every thing ! " . .

At this juncture, the sound of ¢ thwacking” is
audible from below, and immediately followed
by the rising of Tommy's infantine voice in dis-
cordant cries.

“She's at it again !” exclaims Myra, suddenly
and fiercely, as the din breaks on their conversa-
tion; and then, as though conscious of her impo-
tency to interfere, she falls back on her pillows
with a feeble wail of despair. Irene flies down-
stairs to the rescue—more for the sake of the sick
girl than the child—and finds Tommy howling
loudly in a corner of the kitchen, while Mrs. Cray
is just replacing a thick stick, which she kegps for
the education of her family, on the chimney-piece.

‘ Has Tommy been naughty ? ” demands Irene,
deferentially—for it is not always safe to interfere
with Mrs. Cray’s discipline. :

“Lor! yes, mum, he always be. The most
troublesome child as ever was—up everywheres
and over every think, directly my back’s turned.
And here he’s bin upsetting the dripping all over
the place, and taking my clean apron to wipe up
his mack, I'm sure hundreds would never pay
me for the mischief that boy ‘does in as many
days. And he not three till Janniverry!”

“Let me have him. I'll keep him quiet for
you, up-stairs,” says Irene; and carries off the
whimpering Tommy before the laundress has time
to remonstrate.

“He’s not much the worse, Myra,” she says, :

cheerfully, as she resumes her seat by the bed-_
side with the child upon her knee. “I dare say
he does try your aunt’s temper; but give him
one of your grapes, and he'll forget all about
it'" .

Bat, instead of doing as I proposes, Myra
starts up suddenly, and, seizing' the boy in her
arms, strains him closely to her heart, and rocks
backward and forward, erying over him.

“ Oh, my darling! my darling—my. poor dar-
ling! how I wish I could take you with mz!”

Tommy, frightened at Myra's distress, joins
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his tears with hers; while Irene sits by, silently
astonished. But a light has broken in upon her
—3he understands it all now.

“Myra!" she says, after a while, “ o this is
the secret that you would not tell me ? * My poor
girl, there is no need for you to speak.”

¢ I couldn’t help it ** bursts forth from Myra.
** No—not if you never looked at me again. I've
borne it in silence for years, but it’s been like a
knife working in my heart the while. And he's
got no one but me in the wide world—and now I
must leave him—I must leave him. Oh! my
heart will break !

The child has struggled out of his mother’s
embrace again by this time (children, as a rule,
do not take kindly to the exhibition of any violent
emotion), and stands, with his curly head low-
ered, a8 though ke were the offending party, while
his dirty little knuckles are crammed into his wet
eyes. .

Irene takes a bunch of grapes from her own
offering of the morning, and holds them toward
him. )

“ Tommy, go and eatjthese in the corner,” she
says, with a smile. )

The tear-stained fafe is raised to hers—the
blue eyes sparkle,” the chubby fingers are out.
stretched. Tommy is himself again, and Irene’s.
attention is once more directed to his mother,

“Dear Myra!” she says, consolingly.

‘“Don't touch me! ” cries the other, shrinking
from her. “Don't speak to me—I ain’t fit you
" should do either! But I couldn’t have deceived
you if it 'hadn’t been for aunt. You're so good, I
didw’t like that you should show me kindness un-
der false pretenses ; but when I spoke of telling
you, and letting you go your own way, aunt was
30 viclent—she said, the child should suffer for
every word I said. Ard so, for his sake, I've let
it gowon till now. But 'twill soon be over.”

Irene is silent, and Myra takes her silence for
| displeasure, ’

“Don’t think harshly of me!” she continues,
_in a low tone of deprecation. “I know I'm un-
worthy; but if you could tell what your kindness
has been to me—like cold water to a thirsty soul
—you wouldn't blame me so much, perhaps, for
the dread of losing it. And aunt frightened me.
She’s beat that poor child "—with a gasping sob
—*till he's been black and blue; and I knew,
when I was gone be’d have no one but her to, look
to, and she'll beat him then—1I know she will—
when his poor mother’s cold, and can't befriend
him. But if she does !” cries Myra, with fierce
cnergy, as she clutches Irene. by the arm and

i

.
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looks straight through her—*if she does, I'll | Osford. TUncle was alive then, and he thoughe a

come back, as there’s a God in heaven, and bring
it home to her ! ”

. gone, Myra!”

“She will—she will! She has a hard heart,
aunt has, and a hard hand, and she hates the
child—she always has. And he'll be'thrown on
her for bed and board, and, if she can, shell Lill
him!”

The thought is too terrible for contemplation.
Myra is roused from the partial stupor that suc-
ceeds her violence by the fecl £¢ Irenc's soft lips
again upon her forehead:

“Youdid #t ngam' ” she .exclaims, with sim-
ple wonder. “You know all—and yet, you did

Oh! God bless you !—God bless you !”
and falls herself to kissing and weeping over
Irene’s kand.

“If you mean that I know tlns child belongs
to you, Myra, you are right: I suspected it long
ago; but further than this I know nothing. My
poor girl, if you can bring yourself to confide in

it again,

me, perhaps I may be able to befgierd this little |

oue when you are goné.”

“ Would you—really ?”

.4 To the utmost of my power."”

“Then I will tell you every thing—every
thing! But let me drink first.”

Irene holds a glass of water to herlips, which
she drains feverishly. A clumping foot comes up
the staircase, and Jenny's disheveled head is
thrust sheepishly into the door-way.

« Mother says it’s hard upon scven, and Tom-

C my must go to bed.”

“ Nearly seven!” cries Irene, consulting her
watch, “So it is; and we dinc at seven. I had
no idea it was so late!” :

“Oh! don't leave me!” whispers Myra, turn-
ing imploring eyes upon her face.

Irene stands irresolute; she fears that Colonel
Mordaunt will be vexed at her absence from the
dinner-table, but she cannot permit any thing to
come between her and a dying fellow-creature’s
peace of mind. So in another moment ghe has
scribbled a few lines on a leaf torn from “her
pocket-book, and dispatched them to the Court.
Tommy i8 removed by main force 40 his own
apartment, and Myra and she are comparatively
alone. )

“ No one can hear us now,” says Irene, as she
closes the door and supports the dying woman on

* her breast.

“It’s three years ago last Christmas,” com-

mences Myra, feebly, “that I took a situation at

! me the situation,

“She never can ill-treat him when you are " maid: Tused to keep the books and an account

deal of me, and took ever so much trouble to get
I wasat an hotel—I wasn’t bar.

of all the wine that was given out; but I was
often in and out of the bar; and I saw a gooi
many young gentlemen that way—mostly from
the colleges, or their friends.”

Here she pauses, and faintly flushes.:

“Don’t be afraid to tell me,” comes the gen.
tle voice above her; “I have not been tempted
in the same way, Myra ; if T had, perhaps I sbould
have fallen too ! ”

“It wasn’t quite so bad as that,” interposes
the sick girl cagerly, “at least I didn't think so,
It's no use my telling you what he was like, nor
how we came to know each other; but after a
while he began to speak to me and bang about
me, and then I knew that he was all the world to
me—that I didn't care for any thing in it nor out
of it, except he was there. You know, don’t you,
what I mean ? ’

“Yes; I know!”

“He was handsome and clever, and had plenty
of money ; but it would have been all the same
to me if he had been poor, and mean, and agly.
I loved him! O God, how I loved him! If it
badn’t been for that, worlds wouldn't have made
me do as I.did do. For I thought more of him
all through than I did of being made a lady.”

“But he could not have made you that, cven
in name, without marrying you, Myra,”

“ But he did—at least—oh ! it’s a bitter storry,
from beginning to end; why did I ever try to
repeat it ?

“It is very bltter but it is very commmuon,
Myra. I am feeling for you with every word
you utter.” »

“ He persuaded me to leave the hotel with
him. I thought at the time that he meant to act
fairly by me, but I've come to believe that he de-
ceived me from the very first. Yet he did love
me; oh, I am sure he loved me almost as much
a8 I'loved him, until he wearied of me, and told

‘e §0.”

“You found it out you mean. He could not
be so cruel as to tell you.”

““Oh, yes, he did. Do you think I would have
left him eolse? He told me that he should go
abroad and leave me; that he wag bitterly
ashamed of himself ; that it would' be better if
we were both dead, and that if he could, he would
wipe out the remembrance of me with his bloed.
All that, and a great deal more; and I have never
forgotten it, and I never shall forgetit. I believe
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his words will haunt me wherever I may go—
even into the other world!”

She has become so excited, and her excite- }
ment is followed by so much exhaustion, that '
Trenc is alarmed, and begs her to delay telling |
the remainder bf her story until she shall be more |
composed.

“No!no! I must finish it now; I shall never
be quiet until I have told you all. YWhen he said
that, my blood got up, and I léft him. My cousin
Joel had been hanging about the place after me,
and I left straight off and came back home with
bim.” N
“Without saying a word to—to—the person
vou have been speaking of ? "

"« He wanted to get rid of me ; why should I
sara word to him? But I grieved afterward—
1 ,r;;ricved terribly ; and when the child was born,
I would bave given the world to find him again,”

“ Did you ever try 2"

“Try! Yve traveled miles and miles, and
walked myself off- my feet to find him. I’ve been
to Oxford and Fretterley (that was the village we
lived at), and all over London, and I can hear
nothing. I've taken situations in both those
towns, and used his name right and left, and got
nonews of him, There are plenty that bear the
same name, I don't doubt, but I've never come
upon any trace of him underit; and I've good
reason to believe that it was not his right
one.” :

“What i3 the name you knew him by, then,
“Myra 97

“ Hamilton.”

 Hamilton ! repeats Irene.  “That is not a
common name! "

“But it's not his. P’ve found that dut since,
for T know he belonged to the college, nd there
wasn't a gentleman with that name there all
through the term. His love was falsk, and his
name was false, and every thing\thnt took place
between us was false. He deceived me from first
tolast, and I'm dying before I can bring him to
book for it! "

“You shouldn’t think of that now, Myra.
You should try to forgive him, as you hope that
your own sins will be forgiven.”

“I could have forgiven him if it hadn’t been
for Tommy. But to think of that poor child left
worse than alonme in this wretched world—his
mother dead and his father not owning him-—is
enough to turn me bitter, if I hadn’t been 3o be-
fore. Aunt will ill-uge him; she's barely decent
to him now, when I pay for his keep, snd what
she'll do when_ he’s throtn upon her for every-
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* thing, I daren’t think—and I shall never lie quiet
- in my grave ! ”

*“Myra, don’t let that thought distress you.
I will look after Tommy when you are goune.”

“I'know you're very good. You'll be down
here every mow and then witha plaything or a
copper for him—but that won't prevent her beat-
ing him between-whiles, He's a high - spirited
child, but she’s nearly taken his spirit out of him
alrcady, and he's dreadfully frightened of her,
poor lamb! He'll ery bimself to sleep cvery
night when I'm in the church-yard! " and the
tears steal meckly from beneath Myra’s half.
closed cyelids, and roll slowly down her hollow
cheeks. -

“ e shall nof, Myra,” says Irene energeti-
cally. “Give the child into my charge, and I'll
take him away from the cottage, and sce that he
is properly provided for.”

“ You will take him up to the Court and keep
him like your own child? He is the sonofa
gentleman!™ says poor Myra, with a faint spark
of pride. Irene hesitates. Has she been promis-
ing more than she will'be able to perform? Yet
she knows Colonel Mordaunt's casy nature, and
can almost answer for his compliance with any
of her wishes. : .

“Oh, if you could!” ecxclaims the dring
mother, with clasped hands, “If I thought that
my poor darling would live with you, I could die
this moment and be thankful ! ”

“He shall live with me, or under my care,”
cries Irene, “ I promise you.”

“ Will you swearit? Oh! forgive me! I am
dying.” '

« I swear it

“Oh! thank God, who put it in your heart to
say so! Thank God! Thank God!”

She lies back on her pillows, exhausted by her
own emotion, while her hands are feebly clasped
above those of her benefactress, and her pale lips
keep murmuring at intervals, “ Thank God ! ”

“If you please, mum, the colonel's sent the
pony-chaise to fetch you home, and he hopes as
you'll go immediate.”

“The carriage! ™ says Irenc, starting, “then
I must go.” .

“Oh! I had something more to tell yéu,” ex-
claims Myra; “I was only waiting for the
strength. You ought to know all; )

‘I cannot wait to hear it now, dear Myra, I
am afraid my husband will be angry; but I will
come again to-morrow morning.”

“ To-morrow morniug I may not be here !

“No! nol—don’t think it. We shall meet
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again. Meanwhile, be comforted. Remember,
I have prowmised ;" ‘and with a farewell pressure
of the sick girl's hand, Irene resumes her walking-
things, and drives back to the Court as quickly
08 her ponies will carry her. Her husband is
waiting to reccive her on the door-step.

Colonel Mordaunt is not in the best of tempers,
at least for kim. The little cpisode which took
place between Irene and himself relative to her
predilection for Mrs. Cray’s nurse-child, bas made
him rather scnsitive on the subject of every thing
connected with the laundress’s cottage, and he is
vexed to-night that she should have neglected her
guests and her dinner-table, to attend the death-
bed of what, in his vexation, he callsa * consump-
tive pauper.”

And so, when he puts out his band to help
his wife down from her pony-chaise, he is most
decidedly in that condition domestically known
as ¢ grampy.” )

“Take them round to the stable at once,” he
says sharply, looking at the ponies and address-
ing the groom ; “ why, they’ve scarcely a hair
unturned ; they must have been driven home at a
most unusual rate.”

¢ You sent word you wanted me at once, so I
thought it was for something particular,” inter-
poses Irene, standing beside him in the porch.

“Do you hear what I say to you?” he re.

peats to the servant, and not noticing her.’

% What are you standing dawdling there for? ”

The groom touches his hat and drives away.

“ What is the matter, Philip?”

“There's nothing the matter, that I know
of.”

“Why did you send the pony-chaise for me,
then? Why didn’t you come and fetch me
yourself? I would much rather have walked
home through the fields with you.”

% We cannot both neglect our guests, Irene,
If you desert them, it becomes my duty te%ry
and supply your place.”

“ Why! Aunt Cavendish is not affronted, is
she? She must know that it's only once’in a
way. Did you get my note, Philip ?

“1 received a dirty piece of paper with a
notice that you would not be back to dinner.”

“I thought it would be sufficient,” says Irene,
sighing softly ; “ and I really couldn’t leave poor
Myra, Philip. She is dying as fast as it is possi-
ble, and she had something very particular to tell
me. You are not angry with me? "

“ Angry! oh, dear no! why should I be an-
gry? Only, I think it would be sdvisable, an.

other time, if these paupers’ confidences were got
overin the morring. And I certainly do not ap.
prove of your being at the beck and call of every
sick person in the village, whether you are fit to
attend to him ornot! You had a bad bheadache
yourself when I left you this afternoon.”

*“Oh, my poor head! I bad forgotten all
about it. Yes; it was very painful at one time,
but I supposc my excitement bas drivén the pain
away. Philip, I have been listening to such a
sad story. You know the child—the little boy
that they said was at nurse with Mrs. Cray.”

“I have heard you mention it. I really did
not know if 'twas a boy or a gir, or if you knew
yourself,” he replies, indifferently.

“ No; no; of course not!” she says, coloring,
“Dbut you know what I mcan. Well, what do
you think—it's a secret though, mind "—lowering
her voice—* he belongs to poor Myra, after all:
isn't it shocking i

“ And what is the use of their telling you
such tales as that ?” replies Colonel Mordaunt,
angrily ; ““I won't have them defiling your ears
with things that are not fit for you to hear. If
it is the case, why can't they keep the disgrace
to themselves ? You can do no good by knowing
the truth.” Y

“O Philip! but you don’t understand; it
was the poor girl told me, and it was such a
comfort to lfer—she has no one else to confide
in. And, Wesides, she is so unhappy, because
Mrs. Cray her poor little boy, and she is
afraid he will be ill-treated when she is gone.”

“ And wants to extract a promise from you to
go down theré every morning and see that her
precious offspring has slept and eaten well since
the day before. No, thank you, Irene! I think
we’ve had quite enough of this sort of thing for
the present, and when the laundress’s niece is
dead, I hope that you will confine your charity
more to home, and not carry it dh-ad infinitum
to the third and fourth generation.” -

He makes one step downward as though to
leave her then, but she plucks him tumdly by
the sleeve and detains him.

¢ But, Pbilip—I promised her!”

* 4 Promised*what ?

“That I ‘would befriend her child when she
is gone; that I would take him away from Mrs.
Cray. She was so miserable about him, poor
girl, she said she couldn’t die in peace ; and—and
{I do so hope you won't be vexed)—nnd bring him
up under my own care.”

“ What!” cries Colonel Mordaunt, roughly,
startled out of all politenesa.




THE FIRST QﬁARREL.

« ] promised her I would adopt him; surely, |

it is nothing 8o very much out of the way.”
« Adopt a beggar's brat out of the village—a

1
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‘“ Perhaps not; I m:knowleage it; but it is

. done, and I cannot recede from my given word.”

I refuse to indorse it. I will bave no bas-

child not born in wedlock—a boy, of all things tard brought up at my expense.”

in the world !
senses ! ”

« Buc it is done every day.”

«]¢ may be done occasionally by people who
have an interest in ragged schools, or the Emigra-
tion Society, or the Shoe-black Brigade, or who
have arrived at the meridian of life without any
pearer ties of their own; but for a young lady,
just married, and with her hands full of occupa-
tion, both for the present and the future, it would
be absurd—unheard of—impossible ! "

« But what occupation have I that need pre-
vent my looking after a little child, Philip? It—
if—"

“If what?" ’

«Idon't know wby I should be so silly as
not to like to mention it,” she goes on hurriedly,
though with an effort ; * but supposing I—-I—had
a child of my own ; that would not interfere with
my duties a3 mistress here, would ite”

# And would you like to have a child of your
own, darling?” he answers sweetly, but irrele-
vantly, and relapsing into all his usual tenderness.
Were Iréne politic, she might win, him over at
tuis moment to grant her any thing. A smile,
an answering look, a pressure of the hand, would

Irene, you must be out of your

do it, and bring him to her feet a slave! DBut, in,

one sense of the word, she is nof;politic ; her na.
ture is too open, = She cannot bring her beart to

i

The coarseness of the retort provokes her;
she colors crimson, and recoils from him.

“How cruel! how pitiless of you to use that
term! You have uwo charity! Nome day you
may need it for yourself!™

At that he turns upon her, crimson too, and
panting.

“ What makes you say so ?
heard ? "

“ More than I ever thought to hear from your
lips. O Philip, I did not think you could be so
unkind to me!” and she turns from him weep-
ing, and goes up to her own room, leaviog him
conscience-stricken in the porch. It is their first
quarrel ; the first time angry words have ever
passed between them, and he is afraid to follow
her, lest he should mcet with a rebuff, so he re-
mains there, moody and miserable, and, before
half an hour has elapsed, could bite out histongue
for every word it uttered.

The idea of the adopted child is as unpala-
table to him as ever; it appears a2 most ‘hare-
brained and absurd idea to him ; but he cannot
bear to think that he should have been cross with
Irene, or that she should have been betrayed into
using hasty words to him.

Oh, that first quarrel ! how infinitely w retched
it makes bumanity, and what a shock it is to hear
hot and angry words pouring from the lips that

What have you

stoop°to & deception, however plausible, fog her | have never opened yet for us except in bless-

ovn sdvantage. And so she unswers her hus-
band’s question frankly.

“No! not at all, Philip. I've told you that

dozen times- already! but I want to take this |

poor little boy away from Mrs, Cray, and bring
him up respectably in mind and body.”
~ Colonel Mordaunt’s momentary goftness van-
shes, and his *grumpiness™ returns in full
oree, .
“Then I object altogether. I'm not so fond
pf brats at any time as to care to have, those of
pther people sprawling over my house—and a

pauper’s brat of all things. You must dismiss

he idea at once.”

“But I have promised, Philip.”

“ You promised more than you can perform

“But I swore ét. O Philip! you will not
huke me go back from-an oath made to the dy-
zg! 1 shall hate myself forever if you do.”

“ You had no right to take such an oath with-
put consulting me.” N

jing!

Al

Detter thus, though—better, hot and angry
words, than cold and calm.

The direct death for leve to dicis when it is
reasoned into silence by the voice of indifference
and good sense, '

Othello’s passion was rough and deadly, but
while it lasted it must have been very sweet pain,
was it not kinder to emother Desdemona while it
was at white heat than to let her live to see thn
iron cool?

But Colonel Mordaunt is in no mood for rea-
soning ; he is simply miserable; and his mood
ends—as all such moods do end for true lovers—
by his creeping up to Irene’s side in the twilight,
and humbly begging her forgiveness, which she
grants him readily—crying a l}ttle over her own
shortecomings the while—and thep they meke it
9D, and kiss, as busband and wife sbould do, and
come down-stairs together, and are very cheerful
for the remainder of the evening, and never once
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mention the obnoxious subject that disturbed
their peace.

The next morning is bright and beautiful ; all
Naturc appears jubilant, but hetween these two
there i3 is a slight reserve.  All trace of discom-
fiture has passed—they are as loving and atten-
tive to cach other as beforc—but they are not
quite so easy. With her first awakening, Irenc's
thoughts have flown to poor Myra. She wonders
how she has passed the night, and vividly remem-
bers that she promised to visit her in the morn.
ing ; but Colonel Mordaunt says nothing on the
subject, and Irene dares not broach it. She is
so afraid of disturbing his restored serenity, or
of appearing ungrateful for the extra love he has
bestowed on her in order to efface the rcmem-
brance of their misunderstanding.

Every one knows what it is to feel like this
after a quarrel with one whom we love. The
storm was <o terrible, and the succeeding peace
is 8o precions to ug, we are not brave enough to
1isk a repetition of our trouble by alluding to the
subject that provoked it. So Ireme dresses in
silonce, thinking much of her icterview with
Myra of the day before, and wondering how it
w1l all end, and longing that her husband would
be the first to revert to it. But they meet at

breakfast; and nothing has been said,
Mrs. Cavendish is particularly lively this

morning. She knows there was a slight dis-
agreement between her host and hostess last
evening, and she is antious to dizpel the notion
that any one observed it but themselves.

“What a beautiful day!”, she says, as she
enters the room; “bright, but not too warm.
Ah, Colonel Mordaunt, who was it promised to
take usall over to picaic at Walmsley Castle on
the first opportunity ?

% One who is quite ready to redeem his prom-
se, madam,” replies the colonel, gallantly, “if his
commander-inchief will give him leave.. But I
am only under orders, you knmow—only under
orders.”

 Not _very strict ones, I imagine—What do
you say, Irene? Is this not just the day for
Walmsley? And Mary and I must leave you the
beginning of the week.”

“Oh! do let us go, Irene,” intcrposes her
consin. )

o

Tt will be awful fun,” says Oliver Ralston.’

“ Just what we were wishing for; i3 it not, Miss
Cavendish ?

Trene thinks of Myra in a moment; it is on
the tip of her tongue to remonstrate, and say she
cannot go to-day of all days in the week ; but she

glances at her husband, and the expression of his
face makes her hesitate,

¢ Philip, what would you wish me to do?"
she says timidly. ‘

¢ I want you to please yourself, my dear; but
Isce no reason why you should not go. The
weather is beautiful, the distance nothing—:
matter of fourtcen miles; just a pleasant drive.
And I am sure it will do you good, besides giv.
ing pleasure to our guests. If you ask my opin.
ion, I say, let’s go.” '

“That's right, uncle,” shouts Oliver; *she
can have nothing to say after that.—Now, Irene”
(for it had been settled between these young peo-
ple that, considering the equality of their ages,
they should address each other by their Christia
names), “let’s make an inroad on the larde
(what a blessing it is old Quekett’s not herets
prevent us !), pack up the hamper, order round the
carriage, put on our hats, and the thing is done.”

“ Shall we be long away?” demands Iree,
anxiously, of her husband.

He observes her indifference to the proposed
plan, guesses its cause, and frowns.

“That depends entircly on our own will
But if our friends™ (with a slight stress on the
word) “ enjoy themselves at the castle, I sce no
reason why we should not remain as long as
gives them pleasure.”

“ Dear Ircne, pray don’t go against your in-
clination,” urges Miss Cavendish. Colonel Mor
daunt answers for her—with a laugh.

“Don't indulge her, Miss Cavendish., She is
only lazy. She will enjoy herself as much as an;
of us when she is once there.—Come, my darling,
sce after the commissariat department at once.
and I will order the carriage. The sooner we
start the better.—Oliver, will you ride, or take
the box-seat ?” And so it is all settled withou
further intervention on her part. :

She goes up-stairs to prepare for the expe
dition, ‘feeling very undecided and miserable
After all, does not her duty lic more toward the
fulfillment of her husband’s wishes than anengage
ment with one who has no real claims upon ber!
Only, she is so sorry that she promised to visit
Myra this morning. Perhaps she is expecting ha
even at this moment—streining ber ears to catet
the sound of her footstep—waiting in feveris:
anxiety to repose some further confidence in ber.
The thought is too painful. Could she not ru
down to the cottage before they go, if it was onlr
for ten minutes ? She hears her husband in b
dressing-room. . )

« Philip,” ehe says, hurriedly, “ I promised
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gee poor Myra again this morning. Is theresno
time before we start 2" -

“Time!” he echoes; “ why, the carriage is
comirg round now, and the ladies have their
things on. You've gone mad on the suhject of
that woman, Irene; but, if it's absolutely impor-
tant vou should sec her again to-day, you must go
down in the evening. Come, my darling,” he con-
tinues, changing his manner to a caressing, coax-
ing tone, which it is most difficult to combat, “ we
had quite cnotigh fuss over this subject yester-
day : let us have a peaceful, happy day all to our-
gelves, for once in a way; there’'s a dear girl.”
And, after that, there is nothing more for Irene
to do but- to walk down-stairs disconsolately, and
drive off with ber guests to Walmsley Castle.

They are a merry party ; for it is just one of
those glorious days when to live is to enjoy; and
she tries to be merry, too, for gloom and ill-humor
have no part in her composition : but she cannot
help her thoughts reverting, every now and then,
to Mrra, with a tinge of self-reproach for not hav-
ing been braver. Yet her husband sits opposite

10 her, his eye glowing with pride as it rests upon
her countenance, and a quiet pressure of the hand
or foot telling her at intervals that, with whom-
soever he may appear to be occupied, his thoughts

are always hers ; and she cannot decide whether
ske has done right or wrong. It is usecless to
ponder the question now, when she is alrcady

miles away from Pricstley ; and so she tries to dis- |

mis3 it from her mind, with a resolution to pay
her promised visit the minute she retarns.

Walmsley Castle is a ruin, situated in a very
picturesque part of the county; and, allowing
for 2 long drive there and a fatiguing exploration,
followed by a lengthy luncheon and a lazy discus-
sion on the sward, it is not surprising that morn-
ing merged into noon, and noon into evening, be-
fore our party were aware of the fact, and that
the first thing that calls Irenc’s attention to the
hour is a cool breeze blowing across the hills,
which makes her shiver.

“ How cold it has turned!” she says, suddenly,
as she changes her position. *Why, Philip,
what o’clock is it ® "

“ Just five, dear,” he answers, quietly.

“Five! Five o'clock! It never can be five.”

“ Within a few minutes. I suppose we Had
better be thinking of going home, or we shall be
late for dinner.”

“1 bardly think wg shall have much appetite
for dinner after this,” says Miss Cavendish, laugh-
ing, as she regards the scanty £emuants of their

¢ Fire! It cannot be xo late as five,” repeats
Irene, in a voice of distress. ‘O Philip, do order
the horses to be put to at once.—Poor Myra! ™

Her expression is so pleading that he rises to
do her bidding without delay; but he cannot re-
sist a grumble as he does it. But she does not
heed him: she heeds nothing now but her own
thoughts, which have flown back to her broken
promise, with a dreadful fear that she may be too
late to redeem it. She remembers every thing
that happencd with sickening fidglity : how Myra
longed to detain her, and only let her go upon
her given word that she would return. What
right had she to break it—for any one, even for
Philip ? What must the dying woman think of
her ?

She is o absorbed in this idea that she can-
not speak to any one: her conduct seems quite
changed from what it did in the morning. She is
a pitiful coward in her own eyes now. And, as
she drives back to Priestley, she sits alone, miser-
allle and silent, longing to reach home, and fancy-
ing the road twice as long as when they last trav-
ersed it.

* Are you ill, my dear ?” says Miss Cavendish.
¢ ITas the day fatigued you?”

“You had better not speak to Irene,”
Colonel Mordaunt, in her stead. * She is in one
of her Lady Bountiful moods. Youand I are not
worth attending to in comparison.”

! She is too low-spirited even to be saucy in re-
ply.: and presently her husband's hand creeps
into hers ; and she knows that her reticence has
pleased him, and gives it a good squeze for re-
ward.

But as the carriage drives up to the Court her
quick eye catches sight of a dirty little figure
crouched\by‘the door-steps, and all Ler vague fore-
bodings return.

¢“Oh, thereis Jenny ! ” she exclaims, excitedly.
] felt sure there was something wrong.—Jenny,
what is it ?"—as the carriage réaches the door—
“ig Myra worse?”

¢ Please, mum,” says Jenny, with a bob, * she’s
as bad as ever she can be: and mother says,
please, mum, could you conre down and see her,
for she’s a-goin® fast, and she keeps on a-callm
for you. And mother says—"

“Oh! I will go at once,” says Irene, leaping
down from the carriage. . Phili, dearest, you
won’t be angry.” And, with that; begins to run
down the drive. :

“ Stop, Irene, stop ! cries her husband ; but
she does not heed or hear him; and, having
handed the other ladies out, he drives after her,

replies
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and catches her before she has reached the out-
side of the grounds.

“Stop, dearest! Get in. I will drive down
with you,” he exclaims, as he overtakes her.

“ You, Philip ¢ ”

“Yes, why not? Am I to have no share in
the troubles of this kind little heart # -

“Q Philip! Thank you! You are too good
tome! Itis such a comfortto me!” And, with
that, she scizes the great rough hand that has
drawn her so tenderly to his side, and cries over
it quictly. He smears her tears all over her face
with his pocket-handkerchief in well-meant at-
tempts to wipe them away, after the manner of
men, but not another word is cxchanged between
them till they reach the cottage.

There all is silent. The lower part of the
house seems desertgd. And Irene, leaving her
husband pacing the garden in froat, finds her
way quietly up-stairs,

Myra's room scems fuil. Mrs, Cray is there
with her soapy satellites, and ail her children, ex-
cept Joel and Jenny; and at first Irene’s en-
trance is unnoticed. But as the women nearest
the déor perceive her, they fall back.

“Ah! you've come too late, mum,” says Mrs.
Cray, reproachfully. *‘I doubt if she'll recko-
nize you.

She's a’most gone, poor creetur.”

“1 am so sorry,” replics Irene, fnaking her
way up to the bed on which the sick girl lies mo-
tionless; “but I could not come before.—Dear

Myra, don’t you'know me?” And she lays her
warm lips upon the. clammy forchead. The dy-
ing ‘eyes quiver — open—recognizé her; and a
faint smile hovers over the lead-colored lips.

“ We were—we were—" she gasps, and then
stops, still gasping, and unable to proceed.

“JIs it any thing you want to tell me?” says
Irene gently, trying to help her. '

“We were—" commences Myra again ; but
Death will not let her finish. “Tommy!” she
ejachlates, with a world of meaning in her <yes,
but with an effort so painful to behold that Ifene
invoflintarily closes her own: and when she
opens them again Myra's are glazed, her lips are
parted, and two quick, sobbing breuths herald the
exit of her soul.

¢ She’s a’going ! " screams Mrs, Cray, rushing
forward t~o assist in the great change,

“She is gone,” says Irene, quietly, as, awe-
struck, she sinks down by the bedside and covers
her face with her hands.

“ Poor dear!” quoths Mrs. Cray, imorder to
better the occasion, ‘ how bad she’s bin a want
ing of you, mum, all to-day, to be here; and how
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she's bin a-asking every minute when I thought
you'd be here. It scemed to me as though the
poor creetur couldi’t die till she'd seen’you again.
I'vescen ’em lic like this, bless ’em, for days s
fizhten for their breath, and not able to go, whe
there's bin a pigeon-feather in the ticking, bu
never from trying to sce a face as that poo:
thing has longed to sec yours. And I'm sure, if
I’ve sent one message to the Court today, I'v.
sent 2 dozen, and she a-watchin’ each time a:
though—"

“ Oh! don’t tcll me! please, don't tell me!™
entreats- Irene, as the whole mournful pane
rama passes before her mental vision, and over
whelins her with reproach, that ends in sol-
bing. Coloncl Mordaunt hears the sound of he
tears through the open casement, and comes 1
the bottom of the stairs. .

¢ Irene—Irene ! he says, remonstratingly.

“Oh! please do walk up, sir; it is all over,”
says Mrs. Cray, with her apron to her eyes, and,
for the sake of his wife, the colonel does walk up.
Wken be reaches the little room, he is distressel
beyond measure at the sight beforc him; the
poor dead, wasted body stretched upon the bed,
and his beautiful Ircne crying beside it as though
her heart would break.

“Come! my dearest,” he says soothingly,
‘“you can dono more good here. Let me take
you home.”

But she turns from him : she will not answ
him ; she does not cven seem to be aware that he
is present.

“I hate myself, I hate myself,” she say:

'| vehemently ; “ why did I ever consent to go ts

that detestable picnic, when my place was here!
I promised her, poor dear girl, that I would com:
again this morning, and she has been waiting ani

-watching for me, and thinking that I had forgo-

ten. And the last word was to remind me of ta
oath I took to protect Ner child—and even thn
I must break. And she is about me now; I fed
it : despising me for my weakness and my fale
hood. But she eannot think me more degradet
than I think myself.”

Colonel Mordaum is slibcked at the expre
sion ; he cannot bear that it shou&:l be connectet.
even wrongfully, with any action of Irene’s.

“Degraded! my darling! what can make
you use spcha term with reference to youwelf-
yon who are every thing that is true and poble®”

 True, to break my promise to the dying—
noble, to swear an oath and not fulfill it ! Ob, verr
true and very noble! I wu;h you conld see Il
conduct as it looks tome.,” '
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“If that is really the light in which you view

the matter, Ircne, I*will oppose no furthur obsta-

s cle to the satisfaction of your conscience. You
shall keep your promise, and adopt the child.”

At that she lifts her tear-stained face and re-
cards him curiously.

T 4 Are you in earnest, Philip #»

“Quite in earnest! I could hardly jest on
such a subject.”

*Oh, thank you! thank you—vyou have made
me fel o happy ; and, regardless of spectators
(for though the room is mearly cleared by this
time, the laundress and some of her children still
remain in attendance), up comes her sweet mouth
to meet his. Colonel Mordaunt is already ropaid
for his generosity. And then Irene turns to the
bed.

“Myra!” she says, as naturally as though
the poor mother were still alive, *“ I will be true
tomy word. I will take your little one and bring
him up for you; and when we meet again you
will forgive me for this last kreach of faith.”

At this appeal, Mrs. Cray'pricks up her cars ;
she untlerstands it at once, and the idea of get-
ting rid of Tommy is too welcome to be passed
over in silence; but, being & cunning woman,
she foresees that it will strengthen bis claim if
she professes to have bieen aware of it before-
hand. ~

“Your good hdy is talking of taking the
poor child, colonel,” she says,. whining, * which
I'm sure it will be a blessing to him, and may be
him to be a blessing to her. Ah, you see I knows
all about it; I've bin & mother to that poor girl
23 fies t‘l;ere, and who should she tell her trou.
bles and "opes to'if it wearn’t to me? But I kep’
her misfortune close, didn't I, mum *—not a word
passed my lips but that all the village might
have heard, which it's proved by not a soul
knowing of it, except ourselves and Joel—and
one or two neighbors, maybe, and my brother as
lives over at Fenton. But now she’s gone—poor
dear—and you've promised to do kindly by the
child, T don’t eare who knows it, for it can't harm
00 one.” :

“Then your nie¢e told you of my wife's offer
to look-after her little boy ? saxs Colonel Mor-
daunt, falling into the trap. .

“Oh, lor! yes, sir; a many times ; which I've
looked forward to her doing so, knowing that no
lady equld break her promise : and she's always
been g0 fond of Tommy, too; I'm sure he'll take
to her jist as though she was hi3 iother. And
it's afine thing for the child; though it'll near
break my heart to part with him,”

’ s
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This last assertion is a little too much, even
for Colonel Mordaunt's softcned mcod, and he
rises to his feet hastily.
pn ' Come, dearest ! ™ he says to his wife, ““it is

we were going.”

“ And Tommy ? ” she replies, inquiringly.

“You don't want to take him with you now,
surely 27 is the dubious rejoinder. ;

“No! I suppose not! but—how wi
come ?”

* Lor, mum! I'll bring him up this cvening—
he sha'n’t be kep’ from you, not half an our

-more than's needful ; but I must reddle him pa
bit first, an'd give him a clean face.”

“Oh! never mind his face,” beging Iren
but her husband cuts her short.

“There, there, my love! you hear, the child
will be up this evening. Surely that is all that
can be required. Good-evcning, Mrs, ’Crzy.'—
Come, Ircne;” and with one farewell look at
Myra's corpse, she follows him from the room.

All the way home the husband and wife sit .
very close to each other, but they do not speak.
The scene they have just witnessed has sobered
them.  Colonel Mordaunt is the first to break the
silence, #nd he does so as the carriage stops he-
fore the hall-door of the Court.

“I am thinking what the d-—1 you'll do with
it,” be ejaculates, suddenly,

“With the child *~~oh ! a thousand things,"”
she says, joyously. Iler voice startles him; he .
turns and looks into her face ; it is beaming with
happiness and a wonderful new light that he has
never scen there before,

 Why, Irene,” he exclaims, as be hands her

_out, “what i3 this? you look as if you had come
into a fortune.”

‘“Because I have suck a'dear, zood old hus.
band,” she whispers fondly, as she passes him
and tuns up-stairs to dress for dinner. ’

Of course the whole conversation at the din.
ner-table is furnishéd by the digcussion of Mra,
Mordaunt's strange freak. By the time Irene
descends to the dining-room, she finds the story
is known all over the house; and the opinions on
it are free and vavious. -Mrs. Cavendish Lolds
up her hands at the very idea. . .

“My dear colonel! you spoil this child.
Fancy, letting her adopt the brat of no one knows
who {—the trouble it will give you—the money
it will cost.”

“Oh, Irene has promised faithfully I shall

have no trouble in the matter,” laughs the colo-
tel, who, having once given his consent to the ar.
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: rangcment, will nerer betray that it was agghst
his will; *and as for the expense—well, I don’t
think one poor little mortal will add much to the
expenditure of the household.”

« Particularly as I intend to pay for him out
of my pin-money,” says Irene.

¢ But the nuisance, my dear; no money will
pay for that. Ah! you won’t believe me now—

but by-and-by—wait a bxt—vou'll see!” with’

mysterious words and winks, of which her nicce
takes no notice.

“She’ll have to end by turning bhim into a
buttons-boy,” remarks her husband, who is se-
cretly delighted with the pantomime.

. “I'm sure we shall do nothing of the sort,”

“says Irene quickly, and then calms down again.
“T mean that I shall grow too fond of the child to
make him into a servant.”

« You fond of a baby, Irene,” says Mary Cav-

" endish ; ¢ that is just what puzzles me—why, I'm
sure you always said you hated children.”

“Qh, very well, then! keep your own opin-
jon—you know so much more about it thanI
do,” with a little rising temper. “

“Irene, my darling ! " says the colonel, sooth-
ingly.

. %“Why dy they all set upon me, then, Philip ?
What is there .50 extraordinary in my wishing to
befriend a wretched little outcast? I'm sure I
almost begin to wish I had never scen the child
at all.”

“Let us change the subject,” is her husband‘
only answer. N >

N

. SNt .
But when the dinrer is over and the evening
draws to a close, Ircne bfgms to move restlessly

up and down the house. ' She has alrcady taken
bér maid Pheebe into her confidence, and the
girl, being country bréd, and with no absurd no-
tions abote her staﬁon, is almost as delighted at
the prospect of hnvkmg the little child to take
care of as her mxstrels And they have arranged
that beis to sleep i m @be’s bed, which is large
and airy. And beforé the house-maid comes up
with a broad grin oﬂ& her countenance to an-
nounce that Mrs, Crayj the laundress, has brought
a little boy for “miissus,” these extravagant
young women have s\iced up half a dozen or
more good articles of| wear, in order that the
young rascal may have & wardrobe.

In the midst of thdir arrangements, Master
Tommy, clean as to the jputside platter, but smell-
ing very strong after the manner of the Great
TUnwashed, even thoughi they dwell in villages, is
introduced by his-guadian, Irene cannot talk
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to Mrs. Cray to-night, she dismisses the suljcet
of poor Myra and her death-signggles summarily;
and, thrusting a five-pound note into the laus.
dress’s hand, gets rid of her as soon as she de.
cently can.  She is trying to have the little chil:
all to herself, and she does not feel as though b.
were really her own until the woman who beats
him is once more outside the door. And thensk:
turns to Phaebe triumphantly.

“ And now, Phacbe, what shall we do wit
him ? ”

“] ghould wash him, ma'am,” replies Phale,
following the advice of the great Mr. Dick, wit:
respect to David Copperfield.

«0f course! we'll give him a warm bad
Run down-stairs and get the water, Phoebe.  Ani
is this his night-gown ? ** examining the bundle of
rags that Mrs. Cray has left bebind her. “Ob'
what a wretched thing ; but, Juckily, it is clear
He must have new night-gowns, Phebe, at onc
and—

“ He must have crery thing new, ma'am, bles
his heart!™ exclaims Phoebe, enthusiastically, &
she disappears in quest of the water. Wha
she is goue, Irenc lifts the child upon her kne:
and gazes in his face.

“ Tommy,” she says, gently, “Tommy, wi
you love me ?”

¢ Iss,” replics Tommy, who has seen her ofte
enough to fecl familiar with her.

“You are gomt' to be my little boy nos
Towmmy.”

“Jsa” repeats Tommy, as he survess ik
wonderful fairy-land in which he finds himself, L
must be recorded of Tommy that, with all b
faults, he is not shy.

In another minute Pheebe is back with ti:
water, and the bath is filled, and the two wome:
undress the child together and plunge him i
and sponge and lather him kneeling on each sil
the bath the while, and laughing at their o
awkwardness at the unaccustomed task. Ani
then Tommy gets the soap into his eyes, sl
roars, which cheerful sound, attracting Colozé
Mordaunt’s attention as he mounts the stair
causes him to peep into the open bedroom-doe
unseen. And there he watches his young wif
and her maid first kiss the naked cupid to co
sole him, and then return to the soaping ani
splashing until‘they have made him smile again
And when the washing is completed, and Phete
stretches out her arms to take the cbild and dry
him, Colonel- Mordaunt sees with Astonishmen!
that her mistress will not allow it.

“No, no, Pheebe ! give him to me,” she s,

J
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authoritatively, as she prepares her lap to receive ! lad ¥ ™

the dripping infant; and then, as the servant

laughingly obeys her orders, and carries the bath |

into the” mext room, he watches Irenc's lips
pressed on the boy's undried face.

« My little Tommy ! ™ she says, a3 she does so.

He sces and hears it, turns away with a sigh,
and a heart beavy, he knows not wherefore, and
goes down-stairs, as he ascended them, unnoticed.

A r 4
A weck has passed. Poor Myra's form has
- just been left to rest beneath a rough hillock of
clay in the church-yard, and Joel Cray xs seated
.in the sanded lulchon of his mother’s cottaﬂ’e
his arms cast over the deal table, nml his head
bent down despairingly upon them.

Mrs. Crpy, returning abruptly from having
just *“ dropped in ' to a neighbor’s, to display her

, “black " and furnizh all funereal details, finds him
in this position..

“Come, lad,” she says, roughly, but not un-
kindly, “it’s no usc frettin’; it won't bring her
back agin.”

“There's 'mo call for you to tcll me that,
mother,” he answers, wearily, as he raises two

hollow eyes from the shelter of his hands; “it's |”

writ too plainly here "—striking his breast—* but
you might have warnced me she was goin’.”

“Warned you! when all the world could sce
it! Why, the poor crectur has had death
.marked in her face for the last six months; and
Mrs. Jones has jest bin’ a-sayin’ it's a wonder as
she lasted so long,” replies Mrs. Cray, as she
hangs ber new bounnct on a nail in the kitchen
wall, and carefully folds up her shawl.

“ All the world but me, you mean. ’Twould
have come & bit easier if I had seen it, perhaps.
Why, 'twas only the other day I was begging of
her to be my wife, and now, to think I've just
come from burying her! Oh, good Lord!” and
down sinks the poor fellow’s head again, while
the tears trickle through his earth-stained fingers.
. Mrs, Cray Joves her son after her own fashion.
It,ais, in a great measure, her love for him and
sympathy with his disappointment that have made
her hard upon Myra and Myra’s child ; and she de-
sires to give him comfort in his present trouble.
So she draws a chair close beside him, and sits
down deliberately to tear open all his worst
wounds. But it is not entirely her waant of edu-
cation that hegets this peculiarity, for the exam-
ple has been set her, ever since the world began,

"by people as well—meamng and far less ignorant
than herself,

“ Now, where’s the good of thinkin’ of that,

i
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she says, as soothingly as her harsh voice
will perwit.  “ She'd never bave bin yours had
she lived cver so long; and all the better, too,
for no woman can make a good wife when her

-fancy’s fixed vpon another man.”

“ And if hers were, you needn't remind a fel-
ler of it,” he replies, uncasily. .

“Oh! but I says it for your good. Not that

{ I wants to speak a word against the poor thing

as is gone; for when a fellow-creetur’'s under the

i ground, let his faults be buried atop of him, say

I; that’s my maxim, and I keeps to it. Still,
there's no denying poor Msra were very flighty,
and 2 deal of troubletousall. I'm sure I thought
this afternoon, when I sce the handsome grave
Simmons had dug for her, and all the village
looking on at the burial, atd Tommy brought
down from the Court by the colonel’s lady her-
sclf, in a brand-new suit of black, and with a
crape bow and a feather in his hat, that no one
would have thought as sced it that we was only
burying a—"

- “ Mother, what are you going to say?” de-
mands Joel, a8, with a clinched hand and gloomy
eyes, he springs to his feet.

“Lor! you needn't fly out so.
ing to say nothing but the truth.”

“The truth! But 78 it the truth?
knows that it’s the truth ?”

‘“Why, you wouldn't be after saying as she
was an honest woman, Joel ? ™

“I don't know. I'd rather be saying nothin’
of her at all. My poor girl, trodden down and
spit on! And she, who was the bonniest lass for
miles round Priestley.—Mother, I must leave this
place.”

“Leave! when you've just got such a fine -
situation under Farmer Green! IHave you lost
your senses, lad 27

“I don't know, and I don't care. I den't
seem to have nothin’ now; but I can't bide here
any longer; there’s something in thc air that
chokes me.”

“But where would you hc going 2

“I can’t tell that either. Jest where chanee
‘may. take me. Only be sure of one thing, mother
—1I don’t come back to Priestley till ve cleared
her name or killed the man who ruined her.”

“You're going in search of &im, Jocl ?

“It’s bin growing on me ever since that even-
ing I came home and found her dead.—I won't
believe that Myra was the girl to give herself
over to destruction ; but if she were—well, then
the man who destroyed her must answer for it
to me.”

I wasn't go-

Who
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“ But what'H I do without you? " commeénces
Mrs. Cray, as her apron goes up to receive the
maternal droppings of despair.

“You'll do well enough, mother. IfI didn't
" feel that, I wouldn’t go. And the child (if it
wasn't for Zer, I could say, Curse him!’ ButI
won't. No, Myra, never you fear; he’ll allays
have a friend in me), he’s off your hands, and
well provided for, So you've nothin’ but your
own little ones to look after. And you'll have
friends at the Court, too. You won't miss me.”

“But how are you ever to find the gentleman,
Joe] 9 !

“T know his name was ¢ ’Amilton,’ and I'll
track that name through the world until I light
on him. And I saw him once, mother. ’Twas
only for a few minutes, but I marked him well—
a tall, up-standing feller, with dark hair and blue
eyes. The child’s the very moral of him, curse
him! And I'll search till I come acrost that face
again; and when I comes acrost it, we'll have our
reckoning, or I'm much mistaken.”

“ And how shall you live meanwhile ?”

¢ As I always have lived, by my hands. And
now, mother, put up my bundle, and let me be
gbing.”

“To-night, Jad? Oh, You can't be in ear-
nest.”

“Yes, to-night. I tell you there’s something
in the air of this place that stops my breathing.
I could no more lie down and slecp in my bed
here, while she lics out yonder with the lumps of
clay upon her tender breast, than I could eat
while she was starvin’. Let me go, mother. If
you don’t want to see me mad, let me go where I
can still fancy she’s a-living here with you, and
that coffin and that shroud i3 all a horrid
dream.” '

And so, regardless of his mother’s entreaties
or his own well-doing, Joel Cray goes forth from
Priestley. While the neighbors are preparing to
retire to their couches, and the dead woman’s
child, alike unconscious of his motherless condi-
tion and the stigma resting on his birth, is lying,
flushed and rosy, in his first sleep in Pheebe’s
" bed, the uncouth figure shambles slowly from the

laundress’s cottage, and takes the high-road to
Fenton, which is on the way to the mearest
town. But before he quits the village he passes
“alittle shamefacedly, even though the dusk of
the summer’s eve has fallen and he is quite alone,
through the wooden wicket that guards God's
acre, and finds his way up to the new-made
grave. -
But it looks 0

desolate and mournful, cow-
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ered if with its hillock of damp red earth, thy
he cannot stand the sight, and, as he gazes at it
his honest breast begins to heave.

“TI can’t abear it,” he whispers, hoarsely, “{,
leave her here—the thought of it will haunt me
night and day.”

And then he stoops and gathers up a mors
of the uninviting marl studded with rough stones.

“ And to think you should be lying under thi
—you whose head should be resting on my
bosom—oh, my darlin’, my darlin’! my heartl
break ! " . ’

And for a few moments the poor_wretch finds
relief in a gush of tears.

“I'm glad no onc'saw ’em,” he ponders quaint.
1y, as the last of the low sobs breaks from hi:
laboring bosom; “but I fecls all the bette
And I swear by ’em—by these here tears which
the thought of you has drawed from me, Myra,
that I don’t look upon your geave again until I've
had satisfaction for the wrong he's done you
Oh, my lost darlin’, I shall never love anothe:
woman! Good-by, till we mects in a happier
world than this has been for both of us!”

And when the morning breaks, he is mile
away from Priestley.

CHAPTER VIIL

Mgs, Cavexpisu and her danghter are gone:
the sportsmen are gone; and, with the exception
of Oliver Ralston, whom Irene has come to look
upon almost as one of the family, Fen Court i
cleared of guests, and she is left once more to
the society of her husband and her sister-in-lax,
and the care of her little protigé, Tomsisy Browr.
The transformation wrought in this child- by :
few weeks’ attention and a suitf new clothes is
sométhing man’elou} No one who had only sem
him grubbing in the front-yard of Mrs. Cray's
domicile, or driving the truant pigs in from the
lane, would recognize him now. His hair, cleansed
from its normal state of dirt, iz several shade
lighter than it was before, and lies in loose war-
ing curls about his head and neck. The ton is
gradually wearing off his broad white brow, and
his plump neck and arms and shoulders, nov
fully exposed by his low frocks, make him ‘appear
what bhe really is—a very handsome child. Above
all, he possesses the violet eyes that first attract-
‘ed Ircne’s notice ; and beneath the dark lashes of

‘which he has a quaint, half:shy, half-slv manner
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of looking up at her which makes her heart throb
each time she encounters it, though she can hard-
Iy tell the reason why. But the name by which
t'he boy is generally known grates upon her car;
and her annoyance on this subject is a source of
never-failing amusement to Colonel Mordaunt.
He considers it so thoroughly feminine.

¢ Such a dreadful name ! ”” she says, plintively,
as they are sitting out-of-doors one evening, and
watching the child play upon the lawn. “ Zommy
Brown! 1t has not even got the virtue of sin-
gularity to recommend it. Could any thing be
more commonplace ?

“ Why don’t you rechristen him, my dear?®”
demands the colonel, laughing. *Call him Aubrey
de Vere, or Lancelot Vane, or Percival Lisle, or
by any other simple and unpretending title. He
is sure to end by being a footman, or a drummer,
or a shop-boy—nothing could he more appropri-
ate.”

“He shall nerer be any thing of the sort,”
cries Irene, indignantly; “and it is not kird of
vou to laugh at me, Philip, when you know I am
fond of the child. I don't mind Tommy so much.
Thomas isn’t & pretty name, but it was my dear
father’s, and there are plenty of Thomases in the
peerage ; but I can’t stand Brown:®

“§8ligo family,” interpolates her husband, with
mock seriousness.

“0 Philip, do be quiet! Of course, if it
were his rightful name, there would be no help
for it; but as he has no name at all, poor little

fellow, T don’t see why-it should not be changed.”
“NorI. What do you propose to change it
to?" .

“T guppose, Philip— Now, I know I'm going 1
tosay a very stupid thing, so I give you fair }
warning ; but I suppose it wouldn’t do to call him |
by my maiden name ? :

“What, St. John?”. |

“Yes,” confusedly, “ Thomas St. John, After ‘\
papa, you know.” '

“My dear Irene, you have gone clean out of \
vour gensés about that child. Pick a beggar's !
brat from the gutter, and dub him with your |
father's name !—with the name of my cousin. I
couldn't hedr of it. What on earth would peo-
plesay?”

“Let them say what they like. They must
have something to talk about—" ’

“They shall not talk about my wife. No,
Ireme. I have permitted you to follow your own
inclinations in adopting this boy—whether wisely
or not remains to be determined—but I will not
hear of his b7eing endawed-with the name of any
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one belonging to my family.  Call him Montmo-
rency; or Plantagenet, or any tomfoolery you may
fancy, but let us have no trifling with what is
sacred.,”  And, so saying, Colonel Mordaunt rises
from his seat, and walks back into the house. .
He is beginning to feel a little jealous of the in-
terest evinced in Tommy Brown.

Irenc remains where he left her, red and si-
lent. She does not attempt to detain him, or to
call him back, for his words haveleft a sore im.
pression on her mind, and she is afraid to trust
hersclf to speak. It seems so hard to her that
every one should resent her desire to be a moth.
cr to this poor motherless baby, or to forget that
so wide a gap exists between herself and him.
And she watches the little black frock and white
pinafore, as their owner toddles about the grass,
now making incffectual atternpts to grab a moth
that the evening breczes have awakened, then
stooping to pick off the beads of the daisies that
the mowing-machine has passed over, until her
thoughts wander to his poor dead mother; and
her eyes fill with tears.

I hope—that is, I suppose, that my brother
—but what do you think, Mre. Mordaunt 3" re-
marks the sapient Isabella, who, book in hand,
has been sitting at a respectful distance from
the master and mistress of Fen Court, as though
she had no right to approach them or join in
their conversation.

“I beg your pardon—I wasn't listening,” re--
joins Irene, as she quickly blinks away the drops
that hang upon her lashes.

“I mean—he is not angry, I trust, or vexed,
with what you‘said, as he has gone in-doors, you
see.” ‘

““IVhat, Philip? why should he be? We
were only talking about Tomi;ly.—Ah ! you
mustn’t do that, dear,” as the child plunges over
a flower-bed in the ardor of the chase.
here, Tommy—come to me.”

But prompt obedience not being ore of Tom-
my's many virtues, Irenc bas to go in pursuit
of him; and, baving captured, she brings him
back to the garden bench, and seats him on
her knee. Miss Mordaunt immediately retreats
to the farthest extremitys It is the funniest thing
in the world to see these two women with the
child between them—the delight of the one, and
the distaste and almost fear of the other, being
so plainly depicted.on their countenances.

“Now, ’I’ommf, do sit still,” eays Irene.—
* What a weight the fellow grows! 1 am sure he
must be pounds heavier than when he came here.
—Sec! here’s my watch. Put it to your car, and

¢ Come
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ar the tick-tick.—Iasn't he got lovely hair, |
abella ?”

“Jt appears to be very fine,” replics Mx;a‘
Mordaunt.

“ It's as soft as silk, and curls quite naturaliy. :
—No, darling—not my car-rings. You hurt me! !
—oh! how he does pull. And now he wants
that rosc out of your dress. What a ehild it is!

—NXNo, Tommy mustn't take poor auntic’s rose.
mayn't he, Isa-

(He may call )ou
bella )7
“Well, if Philip.has no ochctnon
course—"
“ What possxble objection could Philip make ?
He's going
to call me ‘mamma,’ I know that '—Who am I,
Tommy ?—now, tell me.”

“ Mamma !—you's my mamma,” replies Tom-
my, a8 he makes another grab at the ear-rings.

“You darling! But you will pull your mam-
ma's ears out by the roots. And you positively
make my knees ache with, your weight. Just
take him for a minute, Isabella. You can bave
no idea how heavy he is” ~ Ax'zd,_ without cere-
mony, Irene places the boy in tbQ_ arms of her
sister-in-law. Miss Mordaunt, receives him on a

- hard and bony lap, with a deep well in the centre
of it, as though he were a wild animal, warranted
to bite upon the first occasion ; and Tommy doesn’t
like the situation. He is of a rebellious and dem-
ocratic turn of mind, and has no courtly hesita-;
tion in calling a spade by jts right name. And
some of Tommy’s right names, acquired outside
the Priestley public-house, are very “'}ong names
indeed.

“Let me go!” he says wildly, as Miss Mor--
daunt's arms, in deference to Ireme’s wishes,
make a feeble barrier to retain him. “I dou't
like 00.”

“0 Tommy, Tommy, that's naughty. You
must love poor auntie,” remonstrates Irene.
But the child struggles on.

“I don’t like oo—1I don’t like 00—00'’s unly—
00's & devil ! he winds up with, triumphantly, as
he escapes from her grasp, and rushes back up-
on the flower-beds.

“ Really, Mrs, Mordaunt, I trust you will not
ask me to feel his weight again,” says poor Isa-
bella, who is quite excited by the compliments
she has so unexpectedly received,

“It is very naughty of him,” replies Irene,
soothingly. *I must scold him well; in fact, I
would slap his hands if I did not know that his
language is entirely attributable to the horrible

aunne,

but of

“tle child !
i of his age should even know such a word 1 -

way in which he has been brought up. Poor lit-

-
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Fancy how shocking it is that a baby

“I trust~—that is, it would be very unpleasan
i for all parties, if he were to call my brother by
such a name,” remarks Miss Mordaunt in he
primmest manner.

“Oh! don’t tell him, please,” says Irene, s
she catches up the truant to carry hin off to bel
As she makes the request, she sighs. She ses
so plainly that she will have to bear the brux
of all Master Tommy’s peccadilloes.

Phebe meets her at the bedroom-door with 3
message. ’

“If you please, ma’am, Mrs. Cray’s waiting iy
the kitchen to know if she can speak to you.”

¢ Oh, of course! Tell them to show her int
my morning-room, and then come back and tak
the child;” and in another minute Irene is can
fronted with the laundress.

“Well, Mrs* Cray, is there any thing T'can &
for you this evening ?

“Thank you, no, ma'am.” The w:rxshing a
you've been so good as to find me is a real help
And what with Tommy off my hands, ‘and pox
Myra gone, we’ re getting on finely. And how
Tommy, ma’am? They tell me below-stairs
he’ve grown marvelous, bless ’'im.”

“Oh, he's very well, Mrs. Cray, and ver
happy. Did you wish to speak to me?”

“ Well, ma’am, I was wishing to take the lib
erty to do so. I suppose you've heart of my loss,
ma’am? " -

“Your loss ?—no !

“My poor son, ma’am—my Joel !
away.” :

“What! left Priestley ?”

“Yes, ma'am. He couldn’t abide the plax
now his cousin’s buried, and his whole min!
secms bent on finding out the man that’s wrongel
her. He wanted to marry her, himself, you se,
ma’am, and I do believe it's gone to turn hi
head.” (Here Mrs. Cray’s canvas apron goes uj,
as usual, to her eyes.) * The last words he say
to me was, ¢ Mother, I'll find him,’ he says, * anl
T'll kill him? he says, ‘if I travels the whdk
world over for it,’ he says.”

“ Oh, but you mustn’t believe all that people
say when they are in such grief as that, M
Cray. When your son is able to reason a litl:
wore calmly, he will ‘never think of doing
thing so wicked. You may rest assured i
whoever wronged poor Myra will not be per
mitted to go unpunished: but the punishmes
must be leftin God’s han

“ That's just what I says to Joel, ma’am.

He's gone
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sagsy ‘Joel,” says I, ¢ whoever done it, its no busi- -

ness of yourn; and men will be men,’ I says,
¢and the girl was quitc able to take care of her-
self’ But you doi’t know him, what Joel is,
ma'am. He's as strong in his will as a helephant,
and you might turn.a posty sooner. So that I
feel whenever they two meet there'll be hloodshed
and murder, and perhaps worse. And I sha'n’t
never be easy till he comes back again !

“ Where is he now, Mrs. Cray?”

“The Lord knows, ma’am, for I'm sure I
don't. He went away last Thursday week, and
I've seen nothin’ of him since. And it's hard
for his mother to be left in this way, and she a
widder, with five littI'uns to work for, and her
poor niece in the church-yard. It's very hard;
very hard, indeed.”

“ But I thought you said you were getting on
80 well, Mrs. Cray? ”

“SoI am, ma'am—thanks to you and the
wishing. And it's a real relief to have poor
¥yra laid comfortable inderground, and to feel
she'll never want for nothin’ again. And that's
what brings me up here this evening, ma’'am. I've
been reddling up the house a bit, and turning out
ber boxes fo see what would make up for’ the
poor children, and I came across a few letters
and bits of things of hers as I'm sure I never
knew she had—she kep’ ’em so close.”

“ Are they of any importance to the child ¢ ”

“That I can’t say, ma'am, being no scholard
myself; but, as you’ve provided so handsome for
Tommy, T thought as you'd the best right to see
them, and come to your own decision whether
they should be burned or not.” }

“Thank you. I think you are right. 'Hawx
you got them with you 9 »

Here Mrs. Cray produces a red-cotton hand-
kerchief from under her shawl, which, unfolded,
discloses a small packet tied up in part of a dirty
old newspaper.

* There they are, ma’am, just as I found them
in Myra’s box. There's a bit of hair among the
papers, and a glove—which it looks to me like a
gentleman's glove, but there’s no saying, and
gloves ain’t a proof if there were. So, not being
-able to read the writing, I dido’t disturb them
more than necessary, for I guessed you'd like to
have em a3 they was—and taking such a hin-
terest a3 you do in Tommy, and they being of
value perhaps to the chill—which of course I
shall be very willing to leave them with you,
ma'am—for being no scholard, as I says be-
fare—" .

A3 Mrs. Cray stands there, re‘peati'ng the
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samg¢ scutenées again and again, and fumbling
i the dirty packet about in her hands, a light
, breaks in upon Irene. The letters are to be

paid for. And she is quite ready to pay for them,
i for her interest and quriosity are alike aroused
by what the laundress has told her, and she hopes
the papers may prove of use in tracing the par-
entage of the adopted child,

“Oh! certainly, I quite understand,” she ex-
clairos eagerly, as her hand dives into her pocket
for her purse; “and Im sure I'm much obliged
to you, Mrs, Cray, for the trouble you have taken
in bringing them up to me.” And thercupon
she scizes on the letters, and transfers instead 2
sovereign to the woman’s palm-—an exchange
which so enticely meets Mrs. Cray's views of
justice, that it is several minutes before Irenc ean
stop'her torrent of thanks, and get* her well out
of the room again. :

It is dusk now, for the autumn evenings close
in fast, an® she rings for <andles, and, full of ex- -
pectation, sits down to inspect’the contents -of
the packet she has bought.- Shais so deeply in-
terested in this case—so scntimentally. regretful
still over the mémory of poor Myra—so anxious
that her child should not be left ehitirely depend-
ent on herself for a friend. So she draws her
chair close in to the table, and leans both her
arms upon it, and bends her head down to the )
light, as people do who are about to enter on a
task that engrosses all their minds. When she
has cast away the dirty string, and still dirtier
outside paper, she comes upon a small bundle of
letters, or rather notes, in number about six, and
which, to judge from two or three specimens se-
lected at random, do not appear at first sight to
be likely to prove worth a sovg&;ign vested in the
interests of Tommy.

“Dear Myra: Dont expect me to-morrow,
It is impossible I can come. The bill shall bo
paid next week.  Yours ever, E. H.”

“Dear M.: I shall be over on Friday at-six.
Never mind dinner. Shall dine before. starting.
I ordered in six dozen of claret yesterday. Car

riage was paid. ;
“Yours nﬂ'ectio%tely, E. H»
“Dearest M.: You are \a“at.horough woman,
How could I be at F—— when S—— was twenty
miles the other way ? You will see me some time
next week. Get the dress by all means. I in-
close check. Yours truly, E. H.
< -

When Irene has deciphered-these and a few
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others, very similar in character, she pauses for a [
moment's thought.

“What do they tell her? Positively noth-.
ing but what she knew before. «It is evident
that the writer was not a passing acquaintance
of the dead girl's, but some one who considered
her home as his, and held himself responsible for
hér expenditure; without doubt, the father of
her child—the Hamilton of whom Myra had
spoken to Her.”

Irenc thrusts the letters to one side indig-
nantly, almost with disgust. She fancies she can.
trace the selfish pature of the writer in every
Jinc; she thinks “§he would not care to stand in’
that man’s place at the present moment, and only
wishes she could find séme clew by which to trace
him, and malke him aware of the mischief and
misery he has wrought.

Having disposed- of the letters, she nest takes
up the glove—a gentleman’s glove, as the laun-
dress had observed, but of ‘no value in tracing
the identity of its owner—and the envelope that
contains the lock of hair.

It is a soft, wavy piece of dark-brown hair,
the counterpart of that which grows on Tommy's
head, and Irene experiences a-strange sensation
of mingled admiration and dislike as she takes it
in ber hand. Besides these, the packet contains
nothing but a gold locket, broken and empty; a
heap of withered flowers, chiefly of violets, and
one of those. highly-ornamental and strictly-use-
- less ivory-backed ‘prayer-books which are manu-
factured for young gentlemen to present to young
ladies, and which Myra was very unlikely to have
received from any friend in her own class of life.
Irene opens the prayer-book to see if there is any
inscription in it, but the title-page is guiltless of
the indiscretion of revealing its donor’s mame.
. It is blank and silent and inscrutable as the past
appears likely to be upon the subject of her

adopted child. She turns over the leaves me- |

chanically and with an air of disappointment. At
the service for the solemnization of marriage the
page is folded down. Poor Myra! how often may
she not have glanced at the holy wards, which
bore no sweet memories for her, with longing
tears! As Irene’s hand shakes, the little volume
shakes, and something—an oval piece of card-
board apparently—falls loosely from it on the
table. She seizes and turns it uppermost. It
is a photographed face, cut from an ordmary
carte de visite, which, from its size and appearanee,
has evidently once been encased in the broken
locket—the face of 2 man, which she holds for-
ward eagerly to the light.

"«NO INTENTIONS.”

“God in heaven ! it ig that of Evic Keir!”

In her anxiety to examine the portrait, Iren
has risen to her feet, and now . stands, quiverin,
in cvery limb, and gazing at it as though sk,
were spellbound. There can be no mistake—t.
appears younger here thafi when she knew hir,
there is less hair about the face—less though:
upon the brow—a look of more insouciance aboy
the mouth—but the eyes, the nose, the contou:
of the countcenance, are the same; there canle
no doubt but that it was taken from himself.

“But how—rFkow can his photograph hav
foupd its way among Myra's poor possessions!
Why should if be mixed up with these relics of
the base and sclfish lover who betrayed ber inre
cence?”

The_deadly sickness that rises to her hess
makes answer to the question. ’

“The initials E. H. stand for Eric Hamilton:
he is the man, at whose door all the suffering she
has witnessed must be laid ; Ais child, whom she
bas adopted as her own, hcs sleeping at this me
ment under her protection.”

As the reality of the thought strikes home t
her, Irene lets the photograph fall from her
hands, and sinks back upon the chair which she
bad quitted. .

Eric Hamilton Keir and Myra Cray. For 1)
few moments, all that she does, or thinks of
doing, is to repeat those two names conjunctivels
over and over again, until the syllables lose al
significance for her. A

The effect is to harden her heart and cause it
to feel quite dead and cold. Presently she hear
a sound outside in the hall, and, springing vy,
pushes all the sad mementos of poor Myra's
disgruce together in opbe heap, and, thrustin
them into the writing-table drawer, turns the ke
upon them. And then sheleaves the room, almost
as though she were in a dream, and, still dream
ing, encointers her sister-inlaw upon the stairs,

““Are you not coming down into the drawing
room? " says Isabella. “I think-—that.is, Ian
not sure, of course—but I believe that my brother
is expecting you.  Coffee has been in for half an
lﬁu‘."

“Don’t wait for me,” Ircne replies, in a lov
voice, as she toils in & languid, purposeless mar
ner up the staircase.

As she gains her bedroom-door, Pheebe ap-
pears upon the landing from her own apartment

“Oh! please, ma’am, would you just step it
and look at Master Tommy. He do look so beat-
tiful in bis sleep.”




“No,mo! I can't. [ don't wish to see him.
I don't care about sceing him,” replies her mis-
tress, in tones 80 unusually sharp and decisive,
that Phaebe, bewildered, retreats tg her nursery
again, feeling that somehow she has made a mis-
take. )

Irene enters her own room and_ paces up
and down in the dark, not fast, but restlessly.

“Myra Cray!” so run her thoughts, “ a low-
born, uneducated girl, whom he was base enough
to betray and desert, and then he came to me—
to me—and dared to triffic with my affections
too!” h

The knowledge of the similarity between their
cases should make her soften toward Myra's
memery, but it does not; the shock of the dis.
covery has occurred too lately. As yet she can
only think of her as of one who (however briefly)
beld the heart s was unable to secure. And she
is impotently weak -to cope with a feeling which
she knows to be unworthy of her ; and the whole
world loses favor in- he"r_:fg_ves in consequence of
her own defalcation.

As she is still walking up and down the room,
trring hard to stamp down the demons of envy
and jealousy and, revenge that are struggling for
supremacy in her bosom, Colonél Mordaunt’s
deferential tap for admittance is heard against
the door. It is an unfortunate moment for him
in which to appear before her; we are hest left
to conduct these mental warfares by ourselves;
and there are moments in life in which the atten.
tioss of our best and dearest friends irritate
instead of soothing us. And all Colomel Mor-
dsunt’s attentions, however kindly meant, are
conducted on that soothing stroke - you - down-
gently principle which is so trying to accept
patiently when every nerve is quivering with ex-
cilement. - ,

“Why, my darling,” he commences, “all in
thedark! What can you find to amuse you up
here 9 17

“Oh, I'm all right, thank you, I don't feel in-
clined for the light just now—I'm thinking.”

“And what can the little woman be thinking
shout that requires both gloom and solitude ?
Nothing unpleasant, I hope, Irene.”

“How should it be ?

“Then come down to the drawing-roora, my
dartling, Isabella is waiting till you appear to
pour out the coffee.” ]

“I would much rather not go; why can’t she
ke it.alone ? o

“What reason can you have for not joining
ber o

=
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“Ou'ly that T fecl a little—a little hipped to-
night, and would rather remain by myzelf.”

“ Hipped ! Why, what on earth can you have
to ulakc vou fecl bipped ? Hag any thing gone
wrong ? 7’ . .

“I have already said no to that uestion.
But is it absolutely neeessary, in order to feel
low, that we should Le suffering in the present ?
Have we no past to return at times upcn us 2

Irene forgets, as she says this sentence, how
much confidence she reposed ic her husband be-
fore marriage; and as it escapes her, and the
regrembrance returns, she grows still more impa-
tient with herself ard-him.

“I had hoped,” he observes (and the_obser-
vation alone, in her present condition, carries
offense with it), * that your past was done away
with forever, Irene.”

“I never gave you cause to hope 80,” she
retorts sharply, as he turns away in silence to
leave the room. In a moment she has seen her
error and sprung after him. -

“Forgive me, Philip, I am in a horrid temper!
But when you talk of my past as gone forever,
you forget that I have lost my father and mother
and —and—"

“ There, there, darling! It is I who should
ask your Yorgiveness; I was a brute to say what
Idid. Byt I have been hoping I had made you
happy, Ir¢ne.” |

“Andy so you have—very happy!” she re-
turns with a sort-of hysterical gasp. “Let us
Say no more about it, but go down to Isabella.”
And for the remainder of the evening she is,
to all outward .appearance, much-fike her usual
self. She goes to bed, however, sleeps brokenly,
and rises in the morning unrefreshed. The reve-
lation of the night before has made no difference
in her future prospects, nor can it influence in
any way her present actions; but it has revived
all her bitterest feelings with regard to Eric
Keir's behavior to herself—feelings which she
had hoped were long since laid to rest, because
the tame existence which she is leading affords
no opportunity of arousing them. But the dull,
leaden weight which, alternated with fierce moods
of scorn and irony, once rendered life a torture
to her, has settled down upon her heart again,
and disposes her to feel hard and cold to all man-
kind, until, while she is dressing, a certain ehubby
hand knocks uncertainly upon her bedroom-door,
She knows well the faint, broken sound his dimpled
knuckles make, and generally flies to the door to
open it herself. But, to-day her brows contract,
and she shrinks backward as though the mere




94

knowledge of his presence there could give her
pain. -

“If you please, ma’ am, it's Master Tommy,”
says Pheebe's voice from the outside.

“T can't sce him this morning, Phebe.
him run in the garden until we come down.”

“I want oo—I want 00,” says Tommy, as he
kicks at the bedroom-door.

‘ Are you going to let that child kick all the
paint off the paneling?” shouts her husband
from his dressing-room, ¢ :

“If you please, ma'am, he's been in the "arlfen
already, and he's got :a most beautiful rose for
you—haven't you, Master Tommy 2’

“Let me in! I ‘want 00,” repeats the pro-
tégé.

Liet

Then she advzmces slowly and unlocks the’

door, and admxts, the child before Phoebe can’
follow hir, and h‘nds herself standing in the cen-
tre of the room, gazing with her large, hungry
cves at the atom of humanity whose existence
vexes her so sorely.

“What do you want, To-nmy"“ th com-
mences coldly.

“ A rqge for Tommy, mamma—a booful Tose,”
he lisps as he presents the flower.

She does not offer to accept it, on the con-

traryy she turns away.
“ Don't call me mamma,” she says, quickly.
The urchin looks astonished, and then pouts

his lips. Children are ready judges; he recog-
nizes the injustice and waywardness of her new
mood at once. .

“I go, Pheebe,” he utters plaintively in re-
monstrance to the change. Irene looks round—
sces the dewy mouth drooping at both corners—
catches the deprecating glance of the violet eyes
—becomes aware of her barbarity in a moment,
and flies to fold the friendless, fatherless Iittle
creature in her arms.

“ As if "twas your fault,” she murmurs, press-
ing her lips upon his curly head. * Poorlamb—
poor unhappy, deserted little child! O Tommy!
he Las left us both—he has left us both—we will
be all the world to one another.”

” The mistress of Fen Court is very thoughtful
for some days .after this little episode, and only
like herself by fits and starts, thdtugh, strange to
say, no one notices the change, except it be
» Oliver Ralston. But our most- intimate friends
« gre often the last to read what is passing in our
inmost -minds. We are_suffering, perhaps, so
keenly that we scarcely dare to raise our eyes
lest they should blurt-out our secret, and imagine

“NO INTENTIONS.”

cvery one we meet must read it written on.our
brow, in characters of fire; and yet those win
whom we live go on consulting us day after dar’
with reference to the weekly expeunditure, or the
servants’ pocc’idillocs, or the children’s spring
dresses, as-H, for the time being, such matters hag
not lost their significance for us alingst as much,
as though we had passed beyond th Yot it
is not so with strangers, unless, indeed, we hap.
pen to be actors and actresses of the first rank,
They meet us, and observe to one another after.
ward, “ What is that man’s perplexity? Wha:
cause can that woman have for weeping ? " Ang
80 Oliver Ralston discovers that Irene i3 mot s
cheerful as before, and taxes her with it in bis

‘rough, hearty way.

“ Dreaming agair, Irene! What isup?”

“When you can explain to me, Oliver, how
much’ is comprehénded in that mystical term,
perbaps I may be able to inform you.”

“You know what I mean! Why are you 5o

down in the mouth ?”’
‘““The natural reaction after so myfich dissipa.

tion.”

“Fiddle-de-dee ! Excuse my rudeness, but
you know fiddle-de-dee is” the only word to su:
your explanation. Seriously, thowgh, is™it ans
thing in which I'can help you ?”

“ Not at all, Oliver! thanks all the same—es.
cept, indeed, by not commenting upon what you
are pleased to call my being ¢ down in the mouth."”

“But may I tell you to" what I think it:
due ?”

“ Certainly! if you can—which I know you
can’t.”

“You are sorry you ever adopted that little
brat, Tommy ?

She grows scarlet. \

“Indeed I'm not. What should make you
think s0?” Has your uncle been saying any
thing against him ?”

“ He never mentions the subJect me. But
I have seen you looking at the child scores of
times lately, and can read it in your face.”

“ Acute observer ! but wrong for once )in‘ his
life. I Wouldn't part with Tommy for any thing
in the world.”

“Not if I found his relations for you? ¥

“He has no relations,” hurriedly—he be-
longs to me entirely—hé will never be taken
away. But please let us talk of something else,
Oliver. Have you seen Dr. Robertson again.”

‘“ How artfully you change the subject !—Yes:
Isaw Robertson this mormng, and it's all but
‘sett]
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¥,

« With Philip's consent ? »

@(ertainly. He has come round to think it
will be the best thing in the world for me. And
%o it will I have still sense enough to see that.
There will not be much temptation for*me to dis-
sipate il Featon. The only drawback is, that I
am afraid I shall not get so much practice as I
ought to have.”

“Qh, never mind the .practice. To lead a
quiet life i3 the most important thing. And I
promise you shall operate on- me whenever occa-
gion calls for it.”

“What an opening ! I'll have both your legs
off before the year’s out. But really, Irene, it
will be a great thing for me to live so ncar you.”

«Jt will be perfectly delightful; for, entre
nous, though poo# Isabella is extremely good,
she is a very stupid companion. And you mystg
come over and dine- with us every day. Now,
won't you ? 7

“ And Jeave Robertgon to look after his five
parishes alone ? I'm afraid he won't consent to
that, But I must keep a horse, and dare saywl
shall often be able to take Fen Court in my
rounds.” _

“ Are you going to live with Dr. Robertson?

: “No; he has a wife #hd large family: so I
should prefer not to do so. But I can have two
rooms in a farm-house close ﬁy—veyy nice ones.”

“And we will furnish them for you j that
will be charming. You have no idea how ‘pretty
I shall make thera. -I shall send you over table-
liner and -crockery and every thing from the
Court. We have much more than we can use.
It will be the greatest fun in the world getting
vour rooms readys”’

“You are much too good to me.”

“And when you- have taken possession, you
shall give a‘house-warming. Isabella and I will
zoover in the pony-chaise; and Tommy shall.
ride his donkey. (By-the-way, do you know that
['ve bought & donkey for Tommy, and he sticks
on like a little brick ?) "—here Ircne interrupts
her rapid delivery with a deep-drawn sigh.

“Why that sigh, Irene?"

“ What sigh? "

“At Tommy’s name again. Ah! you can't
deceive me. All the low spirits of the last week
are attributable to the existence of that wretched
l?!lﬂd.” . Y.,

' “How you do tease me,

Ofiver! And it's
ery rude to break off the convt?rsati’on in that
2y. Where was I? Oh! yes; the upshot is
that we’ll all go ang have afternoon tea at your
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“ ITow can you doubt it? Only your propo-
sals are so delightful, I'm afraid they are too good
to come {rye. What will Uncle Philip say to
them ? - ’

" “Just what T do. But I will go and sound
him at once.” And off runs Irene in search of
her husband. 2 She finds Colonel Mordaunt in a
beaming bumor, and every thing goes right.” He
consiglers the offered appointment as good ah
opening as a young man in Oliver’s position
could expect to obtain ; acknowledges he should ~
like to have bim near Fen Court; adrees heartily
to every suggestion with respect to furnishing
the apartments; and evei;’mcntiouﬁ\a certain
strong hunting-cob now standing in his stables
as very likely to be his own particular contribu-
tion to his nephew’s new establishment.

¢ And so you see, Oliver, that’s all right,”is -
Irenc’s comfortable conclusion as the last clause
has been discussed and provided for; and then
follows a merricr cvening than they have spent
for some days past: for Irene catches the infec-
tiom of her husband’s good-numor and Oliver’s
‘content, and miraculously recovering her voice,
which has been kors de combat for at least a week,
sits up to a much Jater hour than usual, singing
snatches of old ballads that weré famous before
she was born, and interrupting hersclf every sec-
ond minute to twist round on-the music-stool,
and make some little harmless Ajok'e‘- at the ex-
pense of Oliver’s future ménage. " “

~ So they all goto bed pretty well tired out,
and my heroine does not wake until Lér accus-
tomed hour on the following morning. The first
thing of which she is conscious is that Colonel
Mordaunt is already up and dressed.

“ Why, Philip ”—sitting up in bed, and rub-
bing her slecpy eves-— “is that really you?
Have I overslept myself? ”

“1 think not. Itis only just eight. Irose
rather earlier than usual,” 2 .

“Why? Were you disturbed? or is there a
meet to-day? By-the-way, Philip, were there
carts in the night#” ’

¢ Carts, my darling ? .

“Yes! scraping over the gravel. I fancied
I heard them; or perhaps I dreamed it. I was
very sleepy.—Are you going away ? "

I shall be back in a minute,” says her husband
hastily ; but several minutes clapse, and he does
not return, 8o Irene rises, and proceeds to dress
herself. She is just about to ring for Phabe to
assist in the completion of her toilet, when she is
attracted by o loud roar from somewhere below- “

Fenton apartments—that is, if you'll have us.”

stairs, Tommy has evidently come to grief.
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¢“Oh! they have let him fall and hurt bhim-
self;? she exclaims nloud, all the maternal solici-
tu with which her breast is laden’ springing

0 action directly a call is madé¢ upon it ; *they
have let the haby fa]l"’\ and rushes to the
door. . -

“Phaebe ! There is no answé‘l‘; but she
fancies a slight bustle is gomg on in the hall,
and hears, above the crying of the child, a con-
fused and angry murmur, as of voices engaged in
argument.

“Pheebe! Phebe! where are you" Bring
Master Tommy here!” she exclaims again, as
she leans over the banisters: and then a diver-
sion id created and a movement made in her di-
rection, and Pheebe, with the boy still whimper-
ing in her arms, and Colonel Mordaunt bringing
up the rear, appears upon the staircase.

¢ Oh, is he really burt2” begins Irene, anx--
"« . -iously, as she perceives the guard of honor.

.  “My darling, there is nothing the matter.
Pray don’t distress yoursel,” replies the colonel.
B Then, why do you come up, too? And how
did it happen ?—Did he falf’ down the kitchen-
stairs, Phoabe? You know I have strictly for-
bidden you.to take him there” =~
“He didn’t fall down the kitchen - stairs,
ma’am,” replies Ph&be, with 2~very pursed-up
mouth. . :
““How did you> do it, darling?” demands
Irene, of the child, now safely in her arms.
¢ Naughty ooman,” lisps Tommy, half dis-
, bosed to cry afresh at the mere recollectlon.
+ “ My dear Irene, how absurd of you to ques-
tion an infant of that age! As if he could possi-
,bly tell any thing that is to be depended on.”
“Why don’t you tell me, then —How did it
happen, Pheebe 2
“Well, ma’am, I wasn't cxact]y present at
the time, because I had gone to—"
“I consider I am a far better person to ex-
plain matters than your maid, Irene,’
the colonel, rather testily.

to that extent that it becomes dangerous even to
uggest matters might be amended)—"

“ Please go on, and let me hear how the acci-
dent occurred.”

“ Well, he went into the dining-room when it
was~—was occupied—and—and — when he was
told to go, and would rot obey (he is one of the
most disobedient little animals I ever met), he
was sent out. That’s all.”

“ Sent out' Did you strike bim, Philip 2 ”

& T

\
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“Oh! no, ma’am, ’twa;nt master,” interpose;
Phabe, quickly.

“Who, then 2

“ Naughty ooman,” explains Tommy.
“Who dared to do it?” repeats Irene.
“Well, my iove, it's really pothing to mak:
such a fuss about; it's not everybody that woul
think so much of giving a tiresome child a typ
on the head as you do. And I dare say st
never thought twice of what she was doing.”

“ She ! _mxe' Not Isabella, surely.”

“Oh! Lor, no, ma’'am, Miss Mordaunt aip:
out of her room yet,” cries Phoebe.

A thought strikes Irene. The mystery be
comes clear.

“ Has Quekett returned?” And the chang:
in her voice as she puts the question is so paten:
to her hearers that Colonel Mordaunt becoms
quite alarmed for what may follow.

“Yes, yes, dear; she has. Now you .knox
all. But I am sure shé didn’t mean to 6ffend
you.—Phecebe, you had bettcr go, and take the
child with you.” .

+ But Irene folds the boy closer in her arms,

“I can do without you, Pheebe; but I shai
keep Master Tommy.” And the bedroom-door
recloses on the servant only.

“And so that woman has come back, ani
dared, to strike my child,” says Irene, as soon as
they find themselves alone. ~ :

“Pooh! mnonsense! my love. Your child
Do just think what you are saying. And, as for
daring, I consider that a Wery strange term for
you to use when speaking of any action, from s
old and valued a friend as Mrs. Quekett is to me,
toward so very recent an acquisition as -that
nameless protégé of yours.” The coloxel tries to
speak with his usual ease and composure, bu
the attempt is a melancholy failure.

“ Shee has dared to strike my child !” repeat:

o

“his wife, with a heaving breast.

“ The boy refusedto obey her, and she boxed
his ears. It was a very natural thing to do.”
“It may be very natural, but it shall not be
lepcatcd.”
hen you must teach the child.to be more,
obellient.”
* I shall teach him nothing for that woman's
sake. When did she return ?
“This morning, at about six.
traveling by the night train.”
“It appears tome that she prefers any mode
of action by which she can best show off her i
solence and the.upusual position she has teen
permitted tg aftai{x here, She leaves us without

-

She prefeys




MRS.- QUEKETT’S RETURN.

&moments warning in order to humor ber own |
caprice; and she returps in the same manbner,

without the slightest consideration for our con- ] again !’

vemence A pretty way for a sct&ant to go on

, ly 1 F
 Irene, I thought this subject had bcen dis- |
cusked and done with.”

-+ shall"never have done with it whilet she
remains here, and is permitted to behave as she 5
does. It is past all bearing.”

« Well, there is no chance of her leavi ing,” |

! little b

hitherto, but she has put me on my wettle now;
»apd, if I die for it, she shall not str ike this child
*

“ Oh, hush !’ exclaims Colonel Mordaunt, fear-
fully, as\t.hey issue on the landing together (the
still clinging round Lgenc's neck), and
commtfux to descend e staircase, at the foot of
which appears the house-keeper, proceeding in
state to her own apartment, and follpwed by a .

-Noun]e of men-servants béaring her boxes.

“I hope I sce you well, Mrs. Mordaunt,” she’

replies the poor colonel, with a <1r'11 “s0 tle i 2ays, with a’smirk, as she encounters the couple

prospect is cB’eerful »

« If her presence here is a necessary evil, I |
wust bear ¥ ; but she shall not interfere in my
§ jrivate affaieg.  Philip, I have borne more from |
lpat womgn than you know of; and I tell you,
candidly, were it ot for your sake, I would not
remain another moment under the same roof with
ner. But, as she has really returned, for which I
am infinitely sorry—"

“Why, you did not imagine she was gone for
w0od, surely,” interrupts the colonel. “ This is
ber home, and always has been.” -

“But-she might have died, or somethmz, in
tie interim.”

“Irene, I am surprised to hear you speak in
that strain,”

%“Don't be surprised at anym\::
that woman. Notking could be too bad for Der.

But of one thing I am determined. She shall B

»w o

“1 shall not d to quarrel. I shall
imply give my orders ; and if she doesn’t chdose
to obey them—"’

“What then?"”

‘1 shall appeal to you.”

“ And if Iam powerless ? "

% Why, then—but it will be time enough i
decide what I shall do when the occasion for de-
cision arrives, Meanwhile I shall speak my mind
very plainly to Mrs. Quekett.”

“I advise you to keep good friends with her,”
repeats the colonel, who appears to his wife to
have assumed quite 4 depressed and craven air
since the night before. *She is an estimable

any respects: faithful, honest, and to

<

& | get~aurriedly.

irs. Quekett. I bave borme.with her patiently

{ about half-way down.

Colonel Mordaunt, who is'ag nervous asa wom-

" an, nudges Irene upon the elbow.

* Mrs. Quekett speaks to you, mylove.”

"* 1 heard her.—I should think you might’

have given us some notice of your Yeturn, Quekett.
It is ratlGT unusual tq take people by surprise in

. The|tone in which ghe is spoken to makes
ush up at once, and her voice changes
with her mood.  *

“I couldn’t have let you.aow beforehand,”
she replies, rudely, “as Lady Baldwin didn’t say
till yesterday that she could dispense with me.
And it’s quite a new thing, into che bargain, Yor

‘me to hear that I'm to aceount for all my copings
and goings to a family where I've lived for—"

“Of course—of course,” interrupts the colo-
“You mistake Mrs. Mordaunt's
meaning, Quekett, altogether.—Irene, my dear,
breakfast is mutmg Had we not better go
down?”

He is terribly afraid of what may be coming,
and has but one wish: to separate the combat-
ants. But Irene's cup of wrath is filled to the
brim, and she stands her ground. With Tommy
clinging tightly to her from pure fear, she feels
brave enough to say or do any thing.

“ One moment, Philip.—As you bave returngd,
Mrs. Quekett, you and I had better understand
each other. You struck this child this morning.
Don’t do it again !”

“Irene! Irene!” mplores the hapless colonel.

“ Don’t do it again ! pants Mrs. Quekett.

“Don’t do it again,” repeats her mistress,
calmly. “I have adopted him: he is under my
protection ; and I will allow no one to correct him
but myself.” :

“ A pretty pass.things is come to!” ex-
claims the house-keeper, whose rage at being re-
buked before the footmen is beyond all deserip-
tion, “I wonder you're not gshamed of yourself,
colonel, to allow it." A dirty brat, belonging to




“the Lord kppws who, and coming frow the lowest
lot in Pricstley, to be brought up here and prinked
out like a young gentlefolk, and not a finger. to
be laid on him! Why, what'll the neighbors say?
What do you expect the village is éaying at this
very mement? Do you want a repetition of old
times ?

¢ ITush, Quekett! I’ray be silent!” ,

“Oh, yes! it’s very casy to bid me hold my
tongue, when I come home to find the Court run
over with by-blows—" . ’

«“ How dare you’ speak of this child in my
presence. by such a name®” exclaims Irene.—
“ Philip, will you permit such an insult to be of-
fered to your wife—and before your servants, too 2”

“ No, no, my dear, of course not.—Quekett, I
must entreat you to pass on to your room.” Neither
vou nor Mrs. Mordaunt is in a fit state to dis-
cuss this matter now.’

“But remember, Mrs. Quekett,” adds Irene,
“that whatever you may think, you shall not
speak of Master Tommy in that way again.”

¢ Master Tommy, mdncd' p-sneers the house-
keeper. . , :

“Yes, Master Tommy. f¥hoever he may be,
wherever he has come from, I have adopted him
as my own c‘uld and I will have hlm treated as
my own child.” A

¢ Oh! very well, ma’am, just as you please.”

“I am glad you see it in its proper light at

_last. Let me pass.” And with the boy still in

her arms, Irene marches statelily to the breakfast-

room, while the colonel, glad at any cost to see
the interview come to an end, follows, though with
his spirits down at zero.

As they leave her, Rebecca Quekett turns’

round upon the landing to gaze at the retreating
form of thic mistress of Fen Court, with a look of
unmistakable hatred. )

“Humph! To be treated as her own child, is
he 2" she says, maliciously aloud,-so that the ser-
vants in attendance can overhear her ; “ and he a
nurse-child of that creature Cray’s, left unclaimed

for any lady to adopt. That’g a queer story, ain’t ]

it?” she continues,.qppealiig to one of the men
beside her; ‘““and perhaps she ain’t so far wrong
when she stands out for his being treated as her
own. There’s lots more things happen in this
world .than we’ve any notion of.—Well, you'd
better get up with the boxes now, James. They
have .kept us on the landing long enou«h Lord
knows ?” . .

And so the worthy disappears into her ‘own
room, and is lest to the view, at all events of Irenc,

_ for the remainder of the day.

N
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Colonel and Mrs. Mordaunt have a sharp littie
discussion on this subject during breakfast-time
—quite the sharpest they have engaged in since
their marriage; and, though Irene will not yield
one inch with regard to stooping to conciliate
the house-keeper, she feels, at the termination of
the mecal, that she has been worsted in the fight,
For the subject of her adop‘ﬁon of Tommy Brown
has necessarily formed part of the argument, and
her husband has gone so far as to observe that if
a child who is no relation to cither of them is to
bring discord into the house, he had better go.
Angq here Ircne recognizes, for the first time, her
itfpotence to keep him in opposition_to‘her hus.
band's wishes, and the knowledge silences her,
even to making her reﬂegt =ad1y whether she may
not ultimately (unless ‘her protigé is to be cast o
the world again) be compelled, for his sake,

I submit to Mrs. Quekett’s terms of peace ; and the

fear= Jowers Colonel Mordaunt in her.eyes—with
him Jowers herself, and renders hér morbidly
depressed. _She si)ends all the morning in the
shrubbery, running about with Tommy, for she
cannot stand Isabella’s deprecating air and deep
drawn sighs; and here, after a while, Olive
Ralston comes to find her, with bad news written
on his countenance,

““It’s all knocked on the head, Irene.
close with Robertson.”

“Why not? Has he chanﬂ'cd his mind 2"

. “On the contrary, I had a lettér from hin
this morning, begging for my final decision, ashe
is in need of immediate help; but my-uncle ha
Jjust had me into his study, and he says it’s no go."

“ Oliver! surely not on account of Quekett "

‘ Most surely yes, Irene. I’m as certain that
old fiend is at the bottom of it as I am that I'm
alive. Not thut Uncle Philip told me so. He
hummed and hawed—jyou know his way whe
that woman’s got him into a scrape—and said ke
had been thinking the matter over, and lookin;
at it frefm all poihts of view, and it seemed to hin
now that it would be more prudent of me not to
accept a trus(i mxght not care to retain.”

“ But didn’t you tell hlm you do care for it?"

“Of course I did. I said every thing"I could
think of, but without effect. The fact is, be
doesn’t wish me to stay here. I could take the
appointment without consulting him further: but
I owe every thing to him, Irene, and—"

“QOh, yes! Don't go against his wishe
But perhaps he may change his mind again
Shall I speak to him ? ”

“I wish you would.”

“ Well, look after Tommy, and I'll go at’ once”

T can't
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She finds her husband still in his study, ap-
parently wrapt in thowght, and dashes at the
_matter in hand in her own frank, straightforward
way. - i
«Philip, why have you altered your mind
about Oliver gding to Fenton ?”

«T have.altered it, my dcqr and that should
be sufficient.”

_«Not at all, unless you have a good reason.
It 1~nt fair.”

«T would rather not discuss the matter with
you, Irene.  We have.had bickering enough for
to-day.”

“Need we bicker because we talk? This sub-
. ject does not touch my interests so nearly as the
other; but I think you owe Oliver some expla-
nation of the change.”

« The explapation is very simple. TUpon con-
sideration, I don’t think the plan a good one, or
likely to prove for his happiness or mine.”

“And the consideration came ‘hrouﬁ‘n that
woman Quekett.”

“TWhy should you think s0?”

“Because I know it. . O Philip, Philip!”
“And Ircne, kneeling down by his arm-chair, puts
her head upon her husband’s knee, and begins to
.

His tender affection is aroused at once.

“ﬁy darling, why is this? Have I really
made you unhappy 2

“Yes, you have. To see you so completely
undeg subjection to your own servant; to know
that she can sway you when I fail; that her
wishes can make you act contrary to your own
cood judgment, as you are acting now—you,
whom I looked 1p to as so strong and brave, and
worthy to command all who came within yeur
range. It lowers you in my eyes; it makes you
contemptlble in the eyes of others, and I cannot
bear it!?” . . .

“Irene, Irene! for-God’s sake, spare me!”

He has grown very pale during the progres-
sion of this speech, and, now that it is ended, he
takes out his handkerchief and passes it across
his brow.

‘ Spare. you! Why don’t you spare me from
insult in the house where you have made me mis-
tress 9

“My darling, you don't understand. How I
wish I could explain it to you,but I can’t. But
ceveral members of my family (my father, for in-
stance) have been laid, at different periods of
heir lives, under great obligations to Mrs. Quek-
ett. I acknowledge she is not always pleasant
n her manners, and I regret to see she has not
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taken so kindly to you as I should haveliked;
but, notwithstanding, I coald not feel myself jus-
tified in not doing all in my power to repay the
debt I owe her.”

* And which I should imagine she had can.
celed a thousand times over by-her insolence.
But why shoull foor Oliver suffer for your father's
liabilities ?

Colonel Mordaunt is silent.

“Fenton is more than three miles ‘rom Fen
Court. Surely his prescnce at this distance can
have no influcnce on Mrs. Quekett's peace of
mind.”

“He would al‘ny: be over here, my dear.”

“ And so, because she objects to it, your own
nephew is to be banished from your house. O
Philip! I could hardly have believed it of you.”

“ZPray, don't make me more unhappy about
it, Irene, than I Do you think I don't feel ity
also ?” ng

“Ts that possible 2™

“I am suffering, at this moment, far more
than you, my child, or than Oliver cither, for
that matter.”

¢ Poor Philip ! Tam so sorry for you! But is it
((uite, guite necessary that Oliver should go 27

“ It is ¢ quite, quifte nccessary.”  If he did not
go now, he would be compelled to do so in a few
months, and perbaps under circumstances most
unpleasant to us all. And yet sometinies. I think
if I could trust you, Irene—"

“You may trust me, Philip, and to any ex-
tent.”’

“Ibelieve it, my darling—but no, no, it can-
pot be. Don't ask me again. Only go to poor
Oliver, and tell him that T will hold myself re-
sponsible for any expenses he may incur, in the
way of premium or outfit, in procuring another
appointment, on the condition that it is not in
this county—anywhere, in fact, but near here.”

“ And you won't trust me, then?” she says,
with a reproachful air, as she prepares toleave him.

“«T cannat—1I dare not.  Yes, dearest, T will.”
And with that he rises suddenly, and stands be-
foré her, and takes her two hands in his own.
“Irene, when yqu gave your dear self to me at
the altar, did yo‘hnot promise to honor me ? ”

% And I have honored you, Philip.” '

“] believe it; and I trust you to lonor me
still, notwithstanding that I am unable to explain
all that you wish to know.” >

“But secrets are so horrid between husbands
and wives,” she says, pouting, with true feminine
curiosity; “and it is-so hard to forgive what one
understands nothing about.”
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“Have you never kept a seeret from me,
then, Irege ?”’

He is, alluding to the possible name of her ‘

former l’()vcr and the circumstances of their inti.
macy, which bave never been confided to him. )
But Zer thoughts fly immediately to her adopted
child and the knowledge she possesses of his pa-
%tagc; and under her husband's steady gaze she
hcowes crimson to the very parting of her hair.

*“Oh, very well,” she anmswers, with a light
laugh; “ don't let us say any more about it, since
talking on't mend matters. Only I trust my
confidence in your integrity, Philip, is not sup-
posed to extend to holding out the right hand of
fellowship to Mrs. Quekett.”

But Colonel Mordaunt appears to have for-
zotten the root of the subject in question. He is
still holding her hands, and looking fixedly at her
downcast eyes and working features.

“My query =ccms to have affected vou,
Irene?”-

“It would affect any one, I should think, to
be stared at as you are staring at me. But this
is child’s play, Philip.. Wkhat is # you want me
to do?”

“Only to believe in me as I believe in you.”

“ That would be easy if belicving in you did
not involve believing in Mrs. Quekett also. How-
ever, I will leave the woman to go her way, if
she will leave me to go mine. Is that a bar-
cain 27

“Isuppose you are allading to the child ; ske
has not interfered in any thing else.”

. “Tam. You gave me permission to adopt

_ond bring himup. Wil you make this fact clear]

to your house-keeper, and tell her, at the same
" time, that my forbearance depends entirely upon

her own.”

“ Then you sign a treaty of peacé with h

“ Under those conditions, and for youp/sake,
ves. I fecl myself degraded to enter upon any
terms with a dependant; but, since it is for your
comfort, I concede. Only it must be kept as
religiously on her side as mine.
we have heard the last of so contemptible a busi-
ness.”

Colonel Mordaunt sighs, and turns away.

“You are not yet satisfied, Philip. What, in
Heaven’s name, would you have me do more?”

“Nothing, my dear, nothing.- Iildeeﬂ, Ido
not see what clse there is to be done. Only,
pray remember what I said to you this morning,
and- do not irritate her more than you can help.”

“Y shall never speak to—or mnotice her!”
replies Irene;*gﬁd here, feeling that all that can

9n

And now I trust |

ENTIONS.”

¢ said has been said upon the subjeet, she leaves
l tl& study to communicate the upshot of the inter.
view to Oiiver.

Colonel Mordaunt, left to himseif, leoks miore
thoughtful than before.  Ie has courted the in.
formation that his wife has not laid her wlole
heart bare to him, and yet now Re feels miscrable
because she has put the sigjm-mauu‘zﬂ of silence
on a fact which he knew to be such.  Mrs. Quck.
ett, Oliver Ralston, the child; every. thing wkich
has worried him hitherto, passes from his ming,
to give place to the curiosity with which he longs,
to discover Aow much-of her former life Irene has
kept back from him. He remembers vividly af
she said to him at Brussels, and in* the littl
sitting-room at Norwood, on the subject of<her
disappointment ; but he was so cager in the
chasc-at that time—so anxious to sccure her fir
himself at any cost—that he did not chooset
believe what she asserted to be truc—that the
best part of her life was over.” “Yet had na
the sequel proved him to be #f the right? Fo:
the six months she has been his wife her spirit:
have gone ‘on gradually improv'ing day by -dar.
Indeed, a few wecks ago she was buoyant—n.
diant—running over with fun; and, if they hare
commenced to flag again, it has only been since—

“Since when ? ”

“Since the arrival of Tommy\Brown among
them!” As Colonel Mordaunt’s thoughts,trave.
ing backward and taking notes by the way, light
on this fact, he rises from his seat, and walks
aimlessly about the room.

“D—n that child!” he says, without ti
| Jeast reserve, “I wish to God we had ndPer sea
on,%gard of him ! Y,

¥ #nd then he goes out to his stables and ke
ncl, and tries to forget all about it ; but-the idex
haunts him nevertheless, and often after thi
day Irerte, glancing up suddenly, finds him studr
ing her face, with an earnestness not altogeths
born of affection, which puzzles while it wound:
her.

2

I3

Mrs. Mordaunt, in desiring her husband t
inform Mrs. Quekett that peace between them
can only be maintained at the cost of all commt
nication, has entered into the worst pact wit
the house-keeper she could possibly have made
For Rebecca Quekett is a woman to be concil
atefl, not. to be dared. She has her good poixs
(no human- creature is without) and her wexd
points, and.*were Irene politic enough to dnv
out the ome or trade upon the other, she migh
turn what promises to be a formidable enemy i
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2 harmless if not desirablé friend. But she is
too spirited and too frank to profess to be what
ghe is not; and so, from the hour that Colonel
Mordaunt timidly announces his wife's deter-
mination to his house-keeper, the future of the
former is undermined. Mrs. Quekett do}s~—m>
lay any plans for attack. She gives vcnc to np

waits, and Mrs. Quekett doe’s nd
wait for—notbing,

The months go by. Oliver
cured employment with anothd
tioner, somewhere down in DevoX and is'Working
steadjly. Tommy has passed ki
and, under the tuition of his ‘adopted mother, is
becoming quite a civilized little being, who has
learned” the use of a pocket'-handkerchicf, and
speaks English almost as well as she does. Colo-
nel Mordaiint, as kind as ever to his wife, though
pethaps a little more sober in displaying his affec-
tion for her—a fact which Irene never discovers

country practi-

—finds that the hunting-season is over, and

wonders how he shall gmuse himself for the next
six months Isabella is as quiet and timid and
reservediand melancholy as ever ; and Mis, .gu»k-
ett still keepg the peace.

Not that She never meets her mistress face to
face—that would be impossible in a place like Fen
Court—but a quiet “good-morning ™ or “good-
night” in’passing—a courtesy n her side, and an

 inclination of Irene’shead upor*he other—xa all
the communicationthat takes place between them : H
and, as far as my heroine can discover, Mrs.
Quekett has never again dared to correct Tommy,
although the child’s aversion for her, and terror
of going near any room which she &cuplea, seem
as though she had taken some means of letting
him understand what he ha¥ to expect if he ven-
tures to presume on  her forbearance. Yet,
though outwardly there is peace, Irene has many
-an inward heartache. The subsidence of her
husband’s first adoration (which ‘would have been
quickly noticed 'by a woman i love with him)
gives her no uneasiness,
she observed and questxoned her own heart on
the subject, she would have confessed the change
was a relief to her. But there is something
between them, beyond that—an undefinable some-
thing which can be felt, if not explained. It is
the cold cloud of Reserve. There is that between
the husband and wife which they dare not speak
of, because they know they cannot agree upon
the subject; and Reserve feeds upon itself, and
grows by what it feeds on.

On the contrary, had

The hieart has many Tittle ch: wmbers, and it is
“difficult to keep one door closcd and throw open
all the others.  And so, xmpcrcqwéy, they drift
alittle forther and a little farther apart fron¥ oune
anothu' every day. Irene has no objedt in fife
apparently but the education of the ehild—Colo.
nel Mohhuut nomne but the carc of his kennel and
his stables. Irene is kinder to the Lorses and dogs
than he is to Tommy. lic oftén accompanies
him on-bis rounds to «:\ and fondle and ad-
mirc¢ the noble animals, but lie scldem or ever
throws a kind word to the boy.

Indecd, Tommy is almost as afraid of him as
he is of Mrs. Queckett. Colonel Mordaunt, at all
events,’comes second in his list of « bO"lC\ " and+
sometimgs/Arene feels so disheartened, she almost
wishes- she had never scen the child. But the
remembrance of her promisé to his mother (whom
she has grown to pity far more than herself) will
foon recall her to a sense of pleasure in her duty.
But she is no longer so happy as she was at first.
The gloss has worn (:g“the new life—chauge has
ccased to be change-and sometimes 4n awful
sense of regret smites ker, and makes her hate
herself for her ingratitude. But we cannot force
ourselves to be happy; and the extreme dullness
of Priestley does not contribute to make her
shake off a feeling of which she is ashamed.

Mcanwhile the bleak cold.asprmn' creeps on,
and loses itself in Arml

One mormng, as they are all scated by the
brealkfast-table, Colonel Mordaunt has a large and
importantlooking envclope put into his hand;
and his correspondence in generdl being by no’
means important, its appearance attracts atten-
tion.

“An invitation, I should-imagite,” remarks
Irene, as she looks up from buttering Tommy's
fourth round of bread. .

Cu Wa'it‘az moment, my dear, and we shall sec,
Yes, cxactly so; and a very proper attention for
them-to pay him. I shall have the greatest
pleasure in complying with their wishes.”

“ What wishes, Philip ?——(No, Tommy ! no
Jjam this morning).”

“That I shall be one of the stewards. It
seems that our new member, Mr. Holmes, is about
to xisit Glotfonbury, and the people are desirous

to welconje him with a dinner and a ball, in the -

town- hall\ And a very happy thought, too., The
fesnvmes Yxll please all classes; give employ-
ment to the poor, and amusement to the rich

'—lmd the ladids of Glottonbury that cainot ap-

pear at the d\nner, will grace the ball. An ex-

1
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tremely happy thought. I wonder who originated
it?” ’

A public dinner and ball,gl syppose ?

¢ Generally so—but they will SL‘%\ tickets.
You will go, my dear, of course ?

“To the ball? Oh, indeed, I would rather
not. T have not danced for ages.”

“ There'is no need to dance, if you will only
put in an appearance. As the wife of a man

- holding so important a position in-the county as
myself, and one of the stewards of the dinner, I
think it becomes your duty to be present, if you
can.”

“Yery well, I have no objection. I suppose
one of the last year's dresses will do for Glotton-
bury. But really I feel as though I should be
quite out of my element. - Who will be there ?”

 Most of the county people, I conclude—the
Grimstones and Batcherleys, and Sir John Cootes’s
party, and Lord Denham and the Mowbrays. Sir
John and Mr. Batcherley are upon the list of
stewards, I see. I agh gratified at their including
my name. Then there will be a large party
of Mr. Holmes's friends from tcwn, and among
them Lord Muiraven. Isn’t thata member of the
family your aunt, Mrs. Cavendish, was so fond
of talking about ? %

But to this question Colonel Mordaunt receives

" 1o answer. Presently, he looks across the table to

where his wife is tracing fancy patterns with a
fork upon the cloth, and thinks that she looks
very pale.”

‘Do the Cavendishes know Lord Muiraven ? "

“T believe Mary met him once at a ball.”

¢“Do you know hime

“No!” [

¢ Then what the deuce was your aunt always
making such a row about him for?”

1 don’t know.” -

‘“ Aren’t you well 2

¢ Perfectly, thank you.
take place ? "

“Next Tuesday ‘week. It is short notice;
but Mr. Holmes's visit is unexpected. He secms
to have made bis way in the county wonderfully,”

. “Is he a young man?” -

"« Thirty or thereabout. - I saw him at the
election. He has a pleasant voice and manner,
but is no beauty. He and Lord Muiraven gnd a
Mr. Norton are to be the guests of Sir Jobn
Cootes.” - . .

“ Areany other strangers coming with them ?

“I don’t know, l;(y/letter is from Huddles-
ton. He doesn’t mention it.”

“I wish you would find out.”

‘When is this ball to

“NO INTENTIONS.”
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“ Because it will make a great difference in the
evening's enjoyment. One doesu’t care to be
dependent on ‘the tradesmen of Glottonbury fur
partners.”

“ I thought you didn’t mean to dance.”

“No more I do—at present. But there is no-
knowing what one might not be tempted to. Any.
way, find out for me, Philip.”

“ What friends Mr. Holmes brisgs with him$*

“ Exactly so. Will you?”

“I cannot understand what interest the mat.
ter can possibly have for you, my dear.”

“Oh, pever mind it, then.—Have you quite
finished, Tommy ? Then come along and orde
the dinner with mamma.” And, with the child iy
her nd, Irene leaves the room. Colonel Mor.

‘daunt looks after her suspiciously.- “Who on

earth can she be expecting to come down from
London to this ball?” He is beginning to be
suspicious about very little things nowadays, and
he slludes to the subject in an irritable sort of
manner two-or three times during the forenocr,
until he puts Irene out. -

“Look hcre, Philip. I would rather not go
to this ball at all. I have no inclination for it,
and the preparations will probably involve a great
deal of trouble. Pleasc let me stay at home.”

“Indeed, I cannot hear of it. You must g
and look your best. As my wife, it will be ex
pected of you, Irene.”

“To be jostled by a crowd of tradespeople,”
she murmurs. “I hate a public ball at any time,
but an election-ball must be the worst of all.”

“Idon’t see that. The rooms are large, and
the arrangements will be conducted on the most
liberal scale. All you will have to do will be to
look pretty, and enjoy yourself; and the fitstis
never difficult to you, my darling.”” '

“Well, I suppose I shall have to go, after that,
Philip. Only I don’t consent till I have seena
list of the expected guests from town.”

“Why this anxiety about a pack of strar
gers?” exclaims Colonel Mordaunt, pettishly.
But he procures the list nevertheless, It contains
but one name with which she is in the least
familiar—that of Lord Muiraven.

“ And these are really all ?” she says, as she
peruses it.

“Really all! There are at least twenty. Are
they sufficient to satisfy your ladyship ?

“ Quite!” with a deep-drawn sigh. “I wil
not worry you any more about it, Philip, .I wil
go to the ball.”

. .




AN UNEXPECTED MEETING.

On the evenin{fix question, however, she is
not looking her best; and, as Phwbe arrays her
in onc of her dresses of the past season, she is
amazed to find how much her m\istrcss bas fallen
away about the neck and shoulders, and how
broad a tucker she is ofliged to insert in order
to remedy the evil BK Irene appears blissfully
indifferent as to what effect she may produce,

and is only anxious to go to phe ball and to come
back again, and to have it gl over. She is terri-

bly nervous of encounterfng Lord Muiraven (al--

though, from the descriptions of Mary Cavendish,
she knows he cannot in any way resemble his
younger brother), and yet she dares not forbid
her husband to introduce him, for fear of provok-
ing an inquiry o4 the reason of her request. She
arrives at the Glottonbury town-hall, in company
with Isabells, at about ten o’clock; and Colonel
Yordaunt, as one of the masters of the ceremonies,
meet3 her at the entrance.

¢ Are you still determined not to dance ¢ ” he
gay3, as he leads her to a seat.

“Quite so. DPray don't introduce any one.
Ifeel tired already.”

He glances at her.

u Yox\x\ do look both pale and tired.. Well,

here is a comfortable sofa for you. Perhaps you

will feel better by-and-by. I must go now and
receive the rest of the company.”

“Yes: pray don't mind me. I shall amuse

myself sitting here and watching the dancers. |

0 Philip,” her eyes glistening with apprecia-
tive delight, “do look at that green head-dress
with the bird-of-paradise seated on a nest of
roses.”

“You wicked child! $ou are always making
fun of some one. How I wish I could stay with
you! but I must go. I shall look you up again
very soon.”

He disappears among the crowd as he
speaks, and Irene is left by herself, Isabella (to
whom any thing like a passing jest on the costume
of a fellow-Christian appears quite in the light of
asin) having walked off to the other side of the
room. For a while she is sufficiently amused by
watching the company, and inwardly smiling at
their little eccentricities of dress or manner,
their flirtations, and evident curiosity respecting
herself. But this sort of entertainment soon palls,
and then she begins to question why she cannot
feel a3 happy as they appear to be; and her
thoughts wander over her past life, and she sinks
into a revetie, during which the lights and flowers,
the dancers anfl the music, are lost or disappear;
ad virtually she is alone. How long she sits
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there, motionless and silent, shie cannot afterward
account for; but the sound that rouses her from
her dream and brings her back to earth again is
the voice of Colonel Mordaunt,

“My dear!” he is saying, ‘I have found a
companion for you who is as lazy as yourself,
Allow me to introduce to you Lord Muiraven!”

At that name she starts, flushes, and looks
up. .

But, as her eyes are raised, all the color dies
out of her face, and leaves it of a ghastly white, .
For the man whom her husbaud has introduced
to her as Lord Muiraven is—Eric Keir ! ’

3

CHAPTER IX.

“Lorp MUIRAVEN, my loves—friend of our
nev member, staying with Sir Joln Coote—~de- .
sires an introduction to you,” continues Colonel
Mordaunt, in explanation, as he perceives that
his wife and her new acquaintance both look
awkward, and neither smile at nor address each
other, as is usual under similar circumstances.
But Irene's head is swimming, and all power of
["action, or of acting, has deserted her.

Ste tries to smile, but the cffort dies away in
a sickly flicker about the corners of her' mouth.
She tries to speak, but no sound issues from her
trembling lips except & nervous cough. She
hears the words her husband uiters, but her
mind is rendered incapable of understanding
them.

For, in the first shock of this most unexpected
meeting, she remembers nothing, except that
Eric Keir is there, and that he is Eric Keir. She
forgets the reputed insult cast on her affections
the irreparable injury wrought poor Myra; her
mother's misery ; the orphanhood of her a d
child ; forgets the silence, heartlessnesm
shame, that intervenes between them and their
last meeting ; and remembers only that the friend
—the lover—from whose presence she bas been
exiled for two weary years, has come back to her
again.

" Muiraven ¢kinks no more than she does—the
sencontre falls on him with quite as greata shock
‘sarit has done on her—but feeling that he must
say something, he stammers fofth mechanically
the first words that come to his assistance :

“May I have the pleasure of this waltz with
yous”

% Most happy!” rising from her seat.

“ Going to dance together!” cxclaimed Colo-

v
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cel Mordaunt, with unfeizned surprise and a
good-tempered laugh; “well, this beats every
thing! You come out, Irene, under a vow not
to stir from this sofa all the evening; and when,
after considerable trouble, I find some one with
similar tastes té sit by and talk to you (I have
offered to introduce Lord Muiraven to all the
prettiest girls in succession, but he refused my
good offices), the first thing I hear is that you’re
going tc spin round the room like a couple of
teetotums !

“Not if you do mot wish it, Philip,” says
Irene, drawing back, and already repenting of
Ler bewildered acquiescence.

“My dear child, what nonsense! I like noth-
ing better than to see you enjoy yourself. And I
think Lord Muiraven pays me a great compli-
ment in choosing my wife for a partner, when he
has refused every one else. An old married
woman like yvou, Irene—why, you should feel
quite proud !”

“It is L" says Muiraven, looking steadily

away from Irene and into the face of ber hus--

band, “it is ¥ who have reason to feel proud at
Mrs.—Mrs.—Mordaunt’s gracious acceptance of
me as a partner.”

“Oh, very well! settle it between yourselves,
wy lord. For my part I must be off to find some
less fastidious gentleman to accept the honors
you declined. No sinecure being master of the
ceremonies, I can tell you. It’s the first time I
ever accepted such a responsibility, and I'll take
zood care it shall be the last. It is fortunate
that I have not more of the ruder sex upon my
hands, with youz idiosyncrasies, my lord!”

“ You. shall have no further cause to com-
plain of me,” replies Muiraven, with an uneasy
laugh, as the colonel leaves them; “I will be as
tractable as & lamb from this moment.” And
then the wretched victims are left alone in the
crowd, standing opposite each other, and neither
daring to lift a glance from off the fioor.

¢ Troistemps, or deux-dempe? inquires Muir-
aven, in a low voice, as he puts his arm round
her waist. ) ‘

“ Whichever you please.” ‘

“ It must be as you like.”

¢ Trois-temps, then.”

The dance has been going on for some min-
utes, and they start at pnce. But by this time
Irene’s mind has recovered its balance, and en-
ables her to realize the position in which her sud-
den nervousness has placed her. Clearly and
forcibly she recalls with wkom she is whirling
about in such familiar contiguity; whose arm is

“NO INTENTIONS.”

firmly clasped about her waist ; w/kose hand holg;
hers — and with the recovered powers of Judg.
ment comes the recollection of that cruel dayiz
Brook Street, when the scent of the stock ang
mignonette and the strains of the *‘Blue Danube”
mocked her agony, and her mother—her poc:
mother, who never recovered the shock which
this man’s insult caused her—came to her witt
the news that he had no intentions /

No intentions! With the old hackneyed
phrase comes back, in a flash, as it used to doiy
those past days, the- remembrance of the looks,
the words, the actions, by which he had raise
her hopes, and made her believe him to be fals
as themselves.

The looks, the words, the actions, which wen
doubtless but a repetition of those by which e
lured poor Myra to her doom !

“Oh! let me go!” 4

The words burst from her lips—not loudlr,
for, ¢cven in our moments of worst agony, the sten
conventionalities of society, which have bea
dinned into our ears from our youth upward, wif
make us remember where- we arc—but withz
ring in them of such unmistakable carnestnes:
and entreaty, that be is forced to listen.

“ Are you not ®ell 2 ”

“ Yes !—no '—I cannot dance; we are all ou!
of step !—pray take me back!” she falters; ard
her pale face alarms him, so that he stops, and
draws her arm within his own, and.leads her,
half blind with dizziness, to the sofa where she
sat before.

There he stands for a few moments by ber
side, looking swkward, and fidgeting with th
button of his glove, but making no further con-
ment ou her change of mind. She sits still, burn-
ing with contempt, ready to weep with indign:

‘tion, and longing to be able to tell him to lear:

her presence and never enter it again—while ke
would give the world for courage to seek anes-
planation with her, or say one word in defens
of his own conduct.

.

One word—one cry for forgiveness—the pre:~v

ent-opportunity is all his own, and he may neve
have another ; and yet his tongue is glued to his
mouth, and he cannot utter a syllable. They are
in the midst of a crowd of strangers—the cor-
ventionalities of society surround them -— and
neither of them can speak, except conventionallr
So much are we the slaves of custom. !

¢ Are you really not going to dance again®”
he says abruptly.

¢“T cannot—I do not wish to—"

“Then perhaps I had better—Colonel Mor-
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IRENE AND MR. HOLMES.

daunt i3 s0 much in want of partners—perhaps I
had better—join him,”

“Yes!—do!”

“Tt is your wish, Mrs.—Mordaunt 2” .

“Yes!” And the next moment he has bowed
and left her. They,have yearned for and
mourned over one, another for years; yet they
can meet and i)art like other people, excepting
that theicr words are characterized by more
brusqueness than strangers would have dared to
use. A lone heart often strives to hide itself by
ashort manner. Itis only men who are indiffer-
ent to one another, and women who hate each
other, that take the trouble to round their sen-
teices, and mind thkeir periods. These two
hearts are so flustered and so sore that they do
not even observe the want of politeness with which
they have questioned and answered one another.

“Why, Irene !—sitting down again, and Lord
Muiraven gone!” exclaims the voice of Colonel
Mordaunt, who is making the tour cf the ball-
room with anothef gentleman, unknown to her.
She has been alone, she is hardly conscious for
how long, her thoughts have been so bitter and
distarbed, but her equanimity is, in a great meas-
ure, restored, and she is enabled to answer her
husband’s inquiry with’a smile which is not to
be detected as untrue.

“Yes; I made him go, for my attempt at dan-
cing was a failure—I am really not up t¢ it, Philip.”

“My poor girl! I am so sorry. We must
talk to Dr. Robertson about this, Irene. By-the-
wa, let me introduce Mr. Holmes to you.”

The stranger bows, and takes his station on the
other side of her.

“And where is Lord Muiraven, then 9 in-
quires Colonel Mordaunt ; daccing ® '

“I suppose 80: he went in search of you, I
believe, to procure him a partner.”

“There he is!™ observes Mr. Holmes, * wan-
dering about in his aimless manner at the end of
the ballroom. He-is the strangest fellow possi-
ble, Muiraven, and never does any thing like an-
otherman. I shouldn’t be in the least surprised
to see him ask one of those girléto dance before
be has had an introduction to her,”

“He will scandalize her if he does. Glotton-
bury sticks up for the proprieties,” says Ircne,
quickly. ’

a I must go and save him from such a calami-
ty as the scorn of Glottonbury!” exclaims her
busband, « Besides, there are half a dozen pret-
ty girls dying to be introduced to him in the oth-
er 100m.” And off he hurries to the aid of his
lew acquaintance.

4
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“Have you met Muiraven, Mrs. Mordaunt ®

“My husband brought bim up to me just
nowil v

“But before to-night, T mean.”

“He used to visit at our house long agzo,
when my mother was alive ; but he was not Lord
Muiraven then.”

“Ah! that was a sad thing, wasn't it? No
one felt it more than he did.” .

“I don’'t know to what you aliude.”

‘ His elder brother's death. e was a Jjolly
fellow; so much liked by all of us; and he was
lost in an Alpine tour last summer,
must have heard of it.”

“Indeed Idid not: I have been living very
quictly down here for the last twelve months,

Surely you

.and taking very little interest in what goes on in

the outside world. Tt must have been a very
shocking death.”

“Well, I am not so surc of that, you knos.
He was over the glacier and gone in a moment. I
don’t suppose he had “even time for speculation
on his coming fate. But Lord Norham felt the
blow terribly ; and this fullow, Eric—Keir he was
called then, as of course you are aware—who
was making a little tour in the United States with
me—vwhy, from the time we heard the news all .
our fun was over. I never aw a man more done
in my life.”

“TI supposc he was very much attached to his
brother.” .

“They are, without exception, the most at- -
tached family I ever knew. Muiraven has only
one brother left now—Cecil, and he is to be mar-
ried this season. I don’t know what Lord Nor-
ham would do if my friend were to go in double
harness also. Yet he ought to do it, you know—
being heir to the title—oughtn’t he 9

“Doubtless he will in time,” she answers,
coldly. -

“I'm afraid- not—at least there scems no
likelihoodl of it at present. We call him Banquo
at our club; he always looks so gloomy in a ball-
room. He is by no mecans what the Yankees
call a ‘ gay and festive cuss,’ Mrs. Mordaunt.”

She makes no reply, but plucks the mara-
bout trimming off the heading of her fan, and
scatters it carelessly about the floor.

“But he’s the best fellow in the world,” con.
tinues Mr. Holmes, warming up at the sight of _
herapparent indifference; “the most kind-heart.
ed, generous, and (when he chooses to come out
of his shell) one of the cleverest men I ever met
with.”

‘A paragon, in fact.”
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“How cynical you are!

word about him; but skould you ever happen
to be thrown in his way, you will acknowledge
that I am right. Here comes your husband
again. I trust he is not gomﬂ' to dmr' me away
from paradise to purgatory.”

““Holmes, you must speak to your friend.
He insists upon leaving the ballroom, and his
departure will consign half the damscls of Glot-
tonbury to despair.”

¢ Just like Muiraven. No one has ever been
able to keep him on duty for more than an hour.
But I will go and reason with him. This is not
pleasure, but business. He will ruin my reputa-
tion with my lady cobstituents.”

¢ Philip, might I go home? I have such a
dreadful headache,” pleads Irene, as the new mem-
ber disappears.

“ Certainly, my darling, if jou wish it. It
must be stupid work looking on{ but you are a
good girl to have done as I askedjyou. I will go
and tell Isabella you are ready.” \*a

T shall be sorry to disturb herjif she is cn-
joying herself.”

¢ She is as tired as you are. Besides, she
could hardly wait for me. I cannot leave until
the very last.” And he fetches his sister, and
takes them down to the carriage together.

“You are very silent, Mrs. Mordaunt,” ob-
serves Isabella, as they are driving homeward.
“ What do you think of the entertainment ?”

“Oh, don’t ask me, please. I was in pain
from the first moment to the last. I have no
wish to think of it at all,” she answers, in a tone
sufficient to make Miss Mordaunt hold her tongue
until they stand in the lighted hall of Fen Court.
There the ghastly pallor of her sister-in-law’s
face strikes her, and she cannot refrain from ob-
serving :

“Why, surely you must be ill.
you look so white before.”

“I-am ill, Isabella. I have been so all the
evening; and, now the excitement is over, I sup-
pose I look worse.”

“Do let me get you something,” urges her com-
panion, with more interest than she is in the
habit of expressing.

“ No, thank you, dear. No medicine will do
. me any good. All that I want is rest—rest!”

And with a quiet * good-night,” Irene drags her-
self wearily up the staircase, and enters  her own
room. Pheebe is waiting to disrobe her mistress,
and she permits the girl to perform all the offices
" xeedful for her toilet without the exchange of a

I never saw

“NO INTENTIONS.”

You are laughing at ! single syl]nble—a most unusual proceedmg on be:
my enthusiasm. Now I shall not say another |

part—and appears barely capable of enuncia
the word of dismissal which shall rid her of xk
servant's presence. But when she is at Iy
alone, she finds an infinite relief in the mere fa
and, laying both her arms upon the dress
table, bends down her tearless face upon thex,
and remains wrapt in silent thought.

Colonel Mordaunt, returning home at ahq:
four o'clock in the morning, scales the staix
without his boots, takes three minutes closi
his dressing-room door, for fear that it shoul:
slam, and, finally, having extinguished the cand:
creeps to bed like a mouse, lest he should rou:
bis wife, and for all his pains i3 saluted by tL
words, “Is that you, Philip? I am so glad i
are come,” in a voice that sounds dreadful;
wide awake.

“Why, Irene; not asleep!

T cannot sleep, Philip. I have been liste:.
ing for your footsteps: I wanted to sce you ar
speak to you. O Philip, do tell me. Harel
made you happy ?”

She has turned round on ber pillow, and s
up in bed, and is straining her eyes in expectatic
of his angwer as though she could read his fe
ures, even in the dark.

Colonel Mordaunt feels his way round to he
side of the bed, and folds her tenderly in I
arms.

“ My dearest Irene, what a question! Mo
me happy ! Why, what had I in the wide worli
before you came? You bave glorified my lif
for me.”

“Oh,I am so glad! I am so glad!" s
murmurs, as she puts her head down on ki
shoulder, and begins to cry.

“ My darling, what s the matter? Dol
me send for Robertson. I am sure you are ill’

“Oh, no. I ambetter now. If I were sue
that T made you happy, Philip—quite, guite hap
pY, I should have so—so—much peace.”

“ But you do make me happy, Irene.
could make me happier. This is mere excit
ment, my dear. You must be feverish-—or b
any one been worrying yoa ? ”

“If I believed,” she goes on, without noticir
his question, * that I had always done my duj
to you, even in thought, and that you knew i
and were assured that, whatever happened, &
could never e otherwise, and that, if I did fal
it would be circumstantial—so very circumstar
tial—"

T am agsured of i, my child: T only wish Ijg¢
were as sure that I had made you happy.” i

How is this?"

No o




AFTER THE BALL.

«Q Philip, you are so good; you are so
good!”

I am not good, Irene. What you call good-
ness is pure love for you. But I know that even
1ove, however uuselfish, is not always sufficient
to fill up 2 woman's life, and that I have labored

sder heavy disadvantages, mot only because I
m so much older than yourself, and so little cal-
dated to take your fancy, but also because you
ame to me with a heart not altogether free.
But you were frank with me, my\d{ar]ing, and .I
oved you so much, I hoped in time that the old
wound would be healed.”

She gives two or threé gasping little sobs at

1is allusion, but there is no other answer to it.

«But if I see you subject to these fits of mel-
hncholy,” be continues, gravely, as he presses her

till closer in his arms, ¢ Ishall begin to fear that
ny hopes were all in vain, and that I have no
hower to fill up the void that—""

“Ypu have—indeed you have,” she utters,

amcstiy. “Philip, I pever want any one but
ou.”

“I hope not, my dear. Then why those
ears 9 7

“Idou't know. I felt depressed; and you
ere away. Oh, don’t leave me again. Always
2ep by ‘my side—close, close to me; and let us
op athome together, and never go out anywhere.

i3 all so hollow and unsatisfactory.”

“What a picture, my darling! Why, you are
pore upset than I thought for Fancy an old fel-
pw like me marrying such a pretty girl as this,
od keeping her all to himself, shut up in his
utle, like the ogres of old! What would the
oldsay 27 °

%0h, never mmd the world. I love you,
hilip, and I hate balls and parties. Promise
pe I shall never go to any of them again.”

“It would be very silly of me to give you
uch a promise. But you shall not go if you
on’t wish it, and particularly if the excitement
s such an effect upon you.” -

She clings to him and thanks him ; and he kiss-
f and blesses her, and, imagining that the worst
over, lays her down upon her pillow (not quite
willingly, be it said, for the poor old colonel
very sleepy), and proceeds to occupy his own

ortion of the bed. But he has not been asleep-

ng before he is aroused by somethiugaudible,
hich in the confusion of his awakemnﬂ' sounds
pry like another sob.

“Irene, is that you? What is the matter??
e repeats, almost irritably. It i8 provoking to
e shaken out of slumber by the obstinacy of

e .

people who will not see the necessity of slecp in
the same light as we do.

““ What 48 the matter ? ™ reiterates the colonel :
but all is silence. He stretches out his hand
toward his wife’s pillow, and, passing it from her
shoulder upward, lights upon her hair. She is
Iying on ber face.

‘“Irene,” he whispers softly.

There is no answer. She must be asleep. It
is only his fazcey that he beard hersob. And so
the good colonel turns round upou the qther
side, and is soon lost to all things visible.

But she lies there in the darkness, wide awake
and silent, overcome by a trembling horror that
she cannot quell. For all the shame and confu-
sion and repentance that have overtaken her,
arise from but one cause—the-fatal knowledge
that she has deceived herself.

All the good fabric, built up of conviction
and control, which for two long years has been
reared upon her prayers and earnest desire to be
cured, has crumbled before an interview that
lasted fifteen mirutes. She has never met Eric
Keir since the fatal day on which she learned he
bad deceived her till this night ; and, though ske
still knows him to be unworthy, believes him to
be false—though ske despises him and bates her-
self, she cannot shut her eyes to the stern truth
—she loves him i I ) N

Colonel Mordaunt comes down-stairs next
morning in the best of spirits. He scems to
have forgotten the little episode that occurred be-
tween Irene and himself the night before, and.
can talk of nothing but the ball and the supper
and the company, and the general success of the
whole entertainment.

“1It was certainly a very happy thought,” he
says, “and the prettiest compliment possl)le to
Mr. Holmes. They tell me Sir Samuel originated
the idea, and, if so, I give him great credit. I
don’t think I ever saw 50 many of the county
families assembled before, unless it was at the
subscription ball we gave on the occasion of the
Prince of Wales’s marriage. There were several
people there I had not shaken bands with for
years ; Sir John Coote among the number.—Was
Sir John introduced to you, Irene ®”

“No. Whatis he like?”

“An elderly man, my dear, rather bald, but
with & fine, upright figure. Was one of the stew-
ards, you know; had a rosette in his button-hole,
the same as myself. Holmes is staying with him ;
s0 is Lord Muiraven. Sir John thinks very high-
1y of Holmes ; says he's quite the right man for
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the borough, and intends to lay that vexed ques-
tion of the railway monopolization before Parlia-
ment at the earliest opportunity. By-the-way, I
introduced Holmes to you. What do you think
of him? Was he pleasant #” -

“Very much so. He talks well, too; a «ine
gua non in his profession.”

“ What did he talk about 2’

“I forget,” commences Ircfie; and then,
blushing hastily, “ Oh, no, I don't. He talked
chiefly of bis friend Muiraven, and of his brother
being lost while on an Alpine tour last summer.”

% Ah, a sad catastrophe. Sir John mentioned
it to me, By-the-way, I whs greatly taken by
Lord Muiraven's face. Very thoughtful for so
young a man. Is he what the women call good-
iooking, Irene ®”

“1 should imagine go.—WHat do you think,
Isabella ’ .

“QOh, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt, I never looked
—that is to say, how could I be any judge—but
then, of coursc—and if yow consider him hand-
some—"

«1 never said so,” she answers, wearily, and
turns toward Tommy as a distraction. The child's
violét eyes meet hers sympathetically.

“Mamma got bad head ?” he inquires, in a
little, piping voice.

“He has very remarkable eyes,” continues
the colonel, s‘ti_ll harping on Muiraven’s attributes,
“and finely-cut features.—By-the-way, Irene, that
child has fine eyes.* I nmever noticed them be-
fore.” v

“ Oh, all children have big eyes,” she says,
confusedly ; “and 8o have kittens and puppies.
He won't have large eyes when be grows up.—
You have finished your breakfast, Tommy. Say
your grace, and run away into the garden.”

“ But I want more,” urges Tommy.

“Then take it wigh you. You'd spend a
couple of hours over each meal, if I allowed you
to do so.” . ,

“ My dear, we Bhve not been seated here more
than tikenty minutes.”

“Never mind! Let him go—he cad take

another roll with him.”
" “Does he worry you, Ircne ? "

“I am very tired, and when one is tired the
prattle of a child is ‘apt to worry. Besides, he
is happier in the garden than here.” -

¢ He hag certainly beautiful eyes,” repeats the
colonel, as the child runs away, “and has much
improved in appearance lately. Talking of Lord
Muirayen, Irene, reminds me that Sir Jobn asked
me to go over to Shrublands to luncheon to-day.

“NO INTENTIONS.”

Very kind of him, wasn't-it?
taken with his guests.”

“Sir John Coote owes you a debt of gratitu.,
for the maunner in which you keep up the coun;:
pack. I don’t think a luncheon is any thing o
of the way for him to give you. Doubtless he:.
only, too glad to have an opportunity of showi;
you any politeness.” »

“That is a wife's view to take of the imvi;
tion, Irecne. Now I, on the contrary, was r:
only pleased, but surprised ; for Cootc and I har:
not been the friendliest of ncighbors hithex;
and it has vexed me.”

¢ Then I suppose you are going ?”

¢ Certainly—unless there is any reason tha;
should remain at home. I wish they had ast«
you too. I tried to get near Lady Coote for t:
purpose, toward the end of the ¢vening; but:
was an impossibility. She was hemmed in o
round, six feet deep, by a phalanx of dowager’

“Y am so glad you failed, Philip.

I cout
not have accompanied -you. I am fartoo tirei

He saw I w;
[

“Then it's all right, my darling; and I +]
leave you to recover yourself during my abscnce’

He comes back just half an hour befoy
dinner-time, if possible more enthusiastic thy]
before. ' )

“Never met with a pore amiable young m
than Mr. Holmes in the whole course of roy exis
ence. And so sensible, too. Enters as cleas
and readily into the question of the Glottonbu
drainage as though he had spefit bis life in a sewe
We shall get on with such an advocate as th
Having been settled for so many years in ty
county, he was pleased to ask my advice up

“several evils he desires to see remedied ; and]
‘gave him all the information I could in so limi

a time. I am vexed that, in consequence of i
being obliged to leave the day after to-mormr.
he was unable to spare us a few days at fe
Court.” .

“Did you ask him?" says Irene. _Shes
lying on the couch in her bedroom while her b
band talks to her, and as she puts the questia
she raises herself to a sitting posture.

“] did—urged it upon him, in fact; butk
was quite unable to accept the invitation. M

" aven will, though.” .

« Who ; ”

“Lord Muiraven. His time is bis owp, i
he seems very glad of an opportunity to see
little more of the county.”

“You have asked him kere 22

% Where else could I ask @I al
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ou will like him immenscly—you bhave no idea
,ow well be can talk—and his company will en-
iven us. I invited him to stay as long as he
hose; but he limits his visit to a few days. Let
him bhave the best bedroom, Ireme. I should
ish him to be made as comfortable as possible.”

Her brows are contract?—her breast is
heaving—her eyes are staring &t him angrily.

“And what on earth made you think of ask-
ne him

")y dear!”

“Of asking a perfect stranger,” she goes on
apidly—‘‘a man we care nothing for—whom
ou never set eyes upon till yesterday—to become
one of us—to share our home—to—to~—I never
hought you could be such a fool!”

Colonel Mordaunt is more than shocked—he
s angry.

“What do you mean by speaking to me in
hat way, Irene !”

“Oh! I was wrong—I koow I was wrong;
put you have upset me with this news. Am I
pot the mistress of this house >—have I not a
ight to Be consulted in such matters 2—to have
h voice in the seddction of who shall and who
hall not enter our doors 2

“When you behave as you are doing now,
ou forfeit, in my estimatiod, all right to such
onsideration,” -

“I know I oughtn’t to have used that word tq
ou, Philip—it was very disrespectful of me, and

beg your pardon. But, if you love me, don't
sk Lord Muiraven to come and stay at Fen
ourt.”

“What possible objection can you have to the
proceeding ® 7

“We know so liitle of him,” she murmurs
adistinetly.

“Quite enough to authorize a casual visit,
uch as he intends to pay us. I do not suppose,
rom what he said, that he will remain here more
han two or three days.”

“Aman may make himself very disagreeable
ven in that time.”

“But what reason have you to suppose Muir-
ren’f¥ill do so? * I never met a fellow better cal-
ulated to make his way at first sight. You are
eomprehensible to me, Irene! No trouble ap-
pears too great for you to take for a * ne’er-do-
eel’ like Oliver Ralston, or a child who has no
laim upon you, like Tommy Brown: and yet,
pow when I wish to introduce into the house a
an unexceptionable in name, birth, character,
2d position, you raise puerile objections, simply,
3 it appears to me, to give annoyance. »

N
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“Ihave not becen in the habit of giving you
annoyance, Philip.”

“No, darling ! of course not ; but in this in-
stance you are most unreasonable. Do You not
begin to sce so? .

“If it is unreasonable for a wife to wish to be
consulted before her husband takes any step of
importance, it may be the case.”

“Step of importance !—stuff and nonsense!
What do you call, then, bringing a beggar’s brat
into the house to be reared as your own son ?
You didn't stop to consult me before you pledged
yourself to that undertaking, Ircne!” ’

He turns away, puzzled and irritated by her
conduct, and she sees that she has played a wrong
card. If the evil that assails her is to be averted,
it is not by threatening or complaint. She tries
the female remedy of coaxing.

“Thilip, dear!” putting her arms about him,
“don’t ask Lord Muiraven to come here.”

“Why?"

“ Because I—I don’t like him.”

“For what reason ?”

“How can I give a reason?” impetuously.
“Tt is not always one can say why one does or
does not like a person. I don’f like him—that's
gufficient ! ”

“For you, perhaps, my dear—but not for me.
It is useless to say, ‘don’t ask Lord Muiraven,’
because I have already asked him, and ke has ac-
cepted the invitation. Nothing remains but for
you to play hostess as agreeably as you can to
him; and I.trust,” adds the colonel, gravely,
“that, for my sake, and for your own, you will do
your utmost to make our guest's stay here as
pleasant as may be.” ‘

“You must do that,” she Peturns, shortly,
“He is not my guest, and I have no wish he
should be 80. You must take the charge of him
and of his pleasure yourself. I decline to share
in it.”

“Very well, my dear—be it 50,” replies her
husband coldly, as he rises to leave her. “I hope
you will think better of your inhospitable resolu-
thon ; but if not, I dare say I shall be equal to the
occasion. However, the spirit in which you re-
ceive my caution confirms me in one thing—Lord
Muiraven’s visit to Fen Court shall not be put off,
if I can avoid it.”

In the evening she makes another-attempt.

“Philip! pray do'not bring Lord Muiraven tc
our house : I ask it of you as a favor.”

Colonel Mordaunt wheels round on his chair
(he has been writing letters at his study-table,
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~
while she sits beside him reading -one of Mudie’s
last importations), and stares at his wife in un-
feigned surprise.

“ This is the most extraordinary thing I ever
knew in my life!” he exclaims. “Pray where,
and under what circumstances, have you met with
Lord Muiraven before? ”

At this point-blank question, so sudden and
so unexpected, Irene naturally loses somewhat of
her confidence.

“ 1[4\ kim before! Who says I bhave done
80 9 9n .

“No
ring it.

¢ 8ays it ; but no one could help infer-

our evident aversion to his becoming
our guest\must have its root in something deeper
than a mere dislike, spontancously conceived, for
a stranger who has not taken your fancy at first
sight ! ™

“One has at times presentiments of ev! xl " she
replies in a low voice.

*¢ Presentiments of fiddlesticks! I don’t be-
lieve in presentiments at all, in the first place,
and certainly not in those that come over one at
@, ball.  But what may your evil presentiment
tend to?”

¢ That Lord Muiraven’s presence at Fen Court
will create dissension between us.” ¢

“In what way?”

¢ I hardly know in what way; but I—I don’t
like him, and you cvidently do—and the mere dif-
ference of opinion may be the cause of a quar-
rel.” .

“I don’t see that! I don't like many people
that you do—yet we do not squabble about them
—your nameless protégé, for instance—"

¢ Unfortunate little being! Ca.nnot any topic:
be introduced between us without drawmr' him in
by the neck and shoulders ? ”

¢ Hardly, when the topic is one of diversity
of ‘opinion concerning another, and when I feel
that you owe me a concession, Irene. ForI have
given up more of my own idea of what is consist-
ent and becoming, in permitting you to adopt that
child, than you seem to be aware of.” 1

“Oh! let it pass, then—I concede every thing
I resign my own opinion on the subject of Lord
Muiraven staying with us.”

“Had you done so or not, my dear, it would
have mggde no difference to the fact, which, as I
said tig#f*afternoon, is already an established one.
But I am ready to allow that I prefer your going
hand-in-hand with me in this, as in all matters, to
attempting any thing like a defiance of my wighes.
So I trust we have safely tided over this little

. difficulty, and trhat when Lord Muiraven appears

“NO INTENTIONS.”

;fmong us he will find his hostess as ready .
welcome him as I shall be.”

“It is utt¢rbad taste on his part, coming ;
all, without some intimation on mine that I;
visit i3 desited.”

At it again, Irene!” says the colonel, wit,
sigh, as he returns to his papers. “ Well, I mg

totally refuse to continue the discussion with y;
As long as T am master of Fen Court, my »
bere must be law.”

Which iS a masim the good man is very fu;
of repeating, little dreaming the while, that of
the inmates of the Court, he has Lis way perhap.,
the ledst of any."

She has done every thing that she dares i
order to prevent Eric Keir being thrown in bx
society again; but her efforts have proved futi:
and she becomes despondent. Yet she is n
solved of one thing: the new guest shall receir
nothing at her hands but the barest courtesy. I
after all that has passed, he is sufficiently devd:
of feeling and good taste to force himself intole
presence, she will make him conscious that it
unwelcome to her: she will be his hostess, m
nothing further. Never again shall the hand ¢
the man who betrayed poor Myra and trifled wic
herself touch hers in friendship and good-fellor.
ship. Armed with this resolve (which pride a:
the remembrance of her bitter pain alone coul
enable her to fulfill), Irene receives Lord Mu:
aven on the day of his arrival at Fen Court with:
degree of dignity and coldness she bas never 2
sumed to any one before.

Her husband, who has met him at the hil
door, brings him with some trepidation to th
drawing-room, to be presented to a beautif
statue, who, with features pale as death ang lip:
twhtly ressed together, acknowledges the hona

resence there in chilling tones, that woul
have\induced an ordinary visitor to return in th
same fehicle in which he came.

Bt Muiraven knows the cause—his hew

edges the justice of the sentence—ani
replies so humbly to her icy welcome as half
to deprecate the anger that induced it.

Not so Colonel Mordaunt, who stands by
watching them, indignant that Irene should
palpably disregard the warning he administerel
to her, and resolved to show their guest doubl
the attention he otheryise should have done, it
order to atone for his wife’s impoliteness.

He is almost fearful that her contrary moo}

may take the turn of not considering Lord Muir

aven's comfort as she should ; but here his vex

N




TOMMY AND THE STRANGER.

ion does her wrong. The dinner that follows
has been ordered with consummate care—every
rrangement is perfect—too perfect, indeed, not
o intimate that she feels, and intends to maiu-
ain, a great distance betwcen herself and the
hsn who has so suddenly been thrown among
hem. N .
At the dinner-table, Muiraven and the colo-
¢l have the conversation all to themselves, for
sabella does not dare to speak, and Irene will
boly answer in monosyllables. They talk of
holitics, and hunting, and agriculture, and travel;
od then they veer round to the London season,
how fast approaching. ’

“ Do you go up to town this rear?” demands

“I think not. My wife cares nothing for
avety, and the love for it has mostly died out of
e; vet sbe used to be very fashionable hefore
er marriage—usedn’t you, Irenc ?

“ Wonderfully =0.”

“But you have discovered the supcriority of
quict life, I suppose, Mrs. Mordaunt.”

«] have not been out since my mother died,”
e answers, coldly.

“But for you,”” continues the colonel, in order
p change an unpleasant topic, and addressing
fuiraven, *‘ the gay metropolis can hardly have

igorous campaign ?

“] shiall not be in town this season.”

“Indeed! you surprt With' your ad-
hntages, I should have thought it resolved itself
bto a very paradise of society.”

“It was so once.”

“And-how long is it since you turned mis-
pthrope, my lord ? 7 says the colonel, laughing
eartily at what he supposes to be his guest’s
fectation, and never expecting to receive a se-
ous answer to his query.

‘Since two seasons ago.” .

At this juncture Irene rises to leave the room.
uiraven holds the door open and gazes earnest-

at her as she passes through. She chooses
take his words as covert insult—his look as
idlice —and -answers both with a flash of in-
imant scorn. He interprets her glance rightly,
pd returns to his seat at the dessert-table with
sigh.

When the gentlemen ‘rejoin the ladies in the
awing - room, Mrs. lfprdau'nt professes to be
eepy, but rouses herself at their entrance, and
eets her attention for the femainder of the
ening to the columns of the Morning Post.

Colonel Mordaunt is supremely vexed at her

bst its charma, Are you lookinforward toal

behavior, but he will not mention it again to her;
even after he has had a_cigar with Lord Muiraven
in the smoking-room, and parted with him at his
bedroom-door, he meets his wife in silence, and
still in silence betakes himself to rest.
conduct puzzles as well as vexes him, and his
curiosity is all on the alert; while Irene, lying
sleepless, reviews again and again the scene she
has passed through, and wonders if she has been
harsh or wrong —or could have met Muiraven
differently had she wished to do—and always ar-
rives at the same conclusion, that while his past
conduct remains unexplained, it is impessible she
can receive him as any thing but a cruel ~and de-
ceitful foe.

She comes down the next morning with no
kindlier feelings in her breast toward him, but
conscious that his presence is losing its first
strange sting for her, and that she shall be able

Only, her

®

to greet him with more ease than she had done’

the day before. .
* As she passes her morning-room

prep:{rcd to find him up to mischief among her
ornaments or flowers, for, like most children, he
is of an inquiring turn of mind, and apt' on oc-
casions to do great-damage in his researches after
the origin of 2ll he sees about him.

But as she crosses the threshold she starts
back _am.'ized, for, at the fartRer end of the room,
comfortably ensconced in an arm-chair, she per-
ceives Lord Muiraven, and on his knee, playing
with his watch and chain and babbling of every
thing that comes within the scope of his horizon,
is Master Tommy. They are so engrossed with

one another that for the moment they do not_

perceive her. .

%My mamma got a tick-tick,” the child is say-
ing “ a very little one; with white and green stones
on his back. "I like my mamma’s tick-tick’; but
he's too small for a man. When I'm iy man,
my mamma going to give me big tick-tick—my
mamma says s0,” he winds up with confidently.

“And who is your mamma, Tommy"” in.
qmres Muiraven.

“Don’t you know my mamma ? Good mam-
ma, who loves Tommy! Why— why tkere she
is!” exclaims the child, in a burst of glee, as he
discovers Ireme standing in the door-way, and,
wzjgeling off his new friend’s lap, rushes noisily
to greet her.

¢ Mrs, Mordaunt!” eJaculates Muiraven, as
he leaps up from his position. “I bega thousand
pardons ; I did not perceive that you were there.”
“There is no need to apologize,” she answers

. the sound of Tommy’s voice within, and enters
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as coldly, though more calmly, than before.—
" “Tommy, you know you have no business in
this'room ; I have forbidden you to come here.”

“Pray donlt blame the cbild— it was my
fault ; the room looked so cool and pleasant, ¥
turned in for half an hour’s reading before break-
fast, and, hearing his voice in the ball, called him
ip, and we have been amusing ourselves admi-

. rnb]y since.”

“You forgot to bring mamma her rose this
morning, Tommy,” says Irene, fising her atten-
tion on the child. “Won't you go and pick her
one now ?

“Yes! I go get a boouful rose—a very big
one!” he answers, darting from her side.

“Mind you put on your hat!” she calls after
himn into the hall. Poor Muiraven is standing by
the window meanwhile, looking sadly conscious
of not being attended to.

“ A very intelligent little boy,” he says, pres-
ently, with a nervous smile; “what ageishe 2 ”

' “Three and a Ex;f'”

“QOnly three and a half! why, be seems to
understand every thing. But—pardon me—I
don't quite comprehend the relationship between
you—a nephew ? ”

“ There is no relationship between us, except
that of 2 common need. Tommy is my adopted
child.”

¢ And you permit him to call you mother ?”

“No! I never encourage him to call me by
that name. His motker,” and here Irene stops a
moment to recover confidence, “his mother is
gone from us ; but he must call me by scme name,
and ‘ mamma ’ is most convenient.”

¢ And you have adopted him—how very good
of you!” returns Muiraven, musingly. “ Well! I
should think the little fellow would repay your
kindness. I don’t think I ever saw a brighter
child; he interested me strongly. And he ap-
pears to have so thorough and affectionate a rev-
erence for you—"

“ Breakfast is ready,” says Irene, as she cuts
short his eloquence by leading the way into the
next apartment.

. . . . .

Two or three days pass in the same sort of
manner; outwardly all is well, though rather con-
strained ; inwardly there is ‘much heart-burning
and unpleasantness.

The stranger (owing probably to the hostess’s
evident avoidance of his company) has made

more than one attempt to end his visit, but Colo--

nel Mordaunt, determined to show his wife that
she cannot have every thing her own way, refutes
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all his arguments with respect to the nd;*isabiliﬁ
of leaving Fen Court; and Muiraven, hoping pe,'_
haps that time may bring the opportunity 1,
coverts for an explanation with Irere, is nothi:,
loath to linger om. )

And so they continue to meet at breakfay
and luncheon, and dinner, and life is a slow .
ture to her. For, since she caught Muiraven ay
little Tommy in the morning-room together, a nex
dread bas sprung up in her bosom: the wong:
whether she will be acting right in keeping i
knowledge of the relationship between them,
secret from the father. The horror with whig
ler soul recoils from the shame of making su:
2 communication is almost swallowed up in
pain with which she contemplates a parting fry
the child. TUntil'she felt it, she could not Lax
believed that in so shoit a time _be would b,
wound himself so closely round her heart. ) .
give up little Tommy !—to miss his dear it
voice calling after her all over the house;tL:
lisping words; his -childish caresses—the ideai

isery. She could hardly shrink from it me:
were he indeed her own. But yet, who has the v
ter right to him, on whegg has he the higher clain:

I3 she injuring the boy’s prospects by ke
ing from kim the protection of so influentidl:
father; or would the fact of his parentage ta
Lord Muiraven’s heart against the child ?—ui
she would lose him only to see him turned o
to the care of hirelings—brought up among the!
as such unhappy children generally are, witho
one of those advantages which it is in her powe,
as it is her wish, to give him. Will such a dj
covery do her darling harm, or will it do k&
good? This is the thought that harasses Ir
now, and adds gravity and depression\to her fi
mer coldness of demeanor. The change is t
palpable not to strike Colonel Mordaunt, but b
does not shape his suspicions into facts until M|
Quekett is good enough to aid him.

“Your good lady don’t look much latu
does she 2 she remarks casually, as she is gat
ering up the money for the weekly bills, almes
the only phase of the house-keeping departme
which remains in her hands.

“In what way, Quekett f ” demands the cob
nel, as he enters the amount in his ledger. “M
Mordagnt is quite well, I believe; at least, I bav
heard nothing to the contrary.”

“Qh! I don't mean in health exactly, thow
she’s been going off in her looks tog during {4
last few months ; but ber spirits are lower th

’ﬁsual; surely she’s shut up in her room one balf
of the day, and terrible mopy when she’s about”
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* « ] think you must be mistaken, Quekett ; she
wag never what is termed boisterously inclined,

and I believe she was rather put out at my invit- |

ing.Lord Muiraven to the house—"

« Ah! why should she object to him,
A fine young man as ever I saw! Most ladies
would be proud of such a companion—unless, in-
deed, there’s. a reason forit!”

4What reason could there Le?" says the
colonel, quickly.

“ Well, there’s no saying—slhe may have met
him before‘aud seen too much, or too little of
him, a8 it may be.”

« Mrs. Mordaunt has never met Lord Muira- |

ven before !

“Lor! colonel—you must be joking!”

«Jt isa fact, Quekett : she told me so Lersclf.”

«1¥ell, then I'in mistaken, and there’s an end
of it.”

« ¥istaken in what ?>——how ?—do explain your-
self, Quekett !”

«I'd rather not; least said, sconest’ mended ;
and if madam tells you she never met this gentle-
man before, of course she never did.” ,

“Of course not! I would sooner doubt my
own word than Irene’s.”

“ Just so, colonel ; and therefore it would be
useless to pursue the subject. But she has cer-
inly enjoyed very bad spirits lately.”

“What do you attribute them to 2

“Who can tell what a young girl like that
may be thinking of ? Perhaps she’s getting tired
of the country—

“She was saying only yesterday that sheloved
t more than ever.”

Mrs. Quekett laughs incredulously.

“ W‘cll, I'm wrong again, then, that's ail
Perhaps the care of the child’s too much for
er.” s .

“I have implored her again and again to
eave him more with Pheebe, but she will hardly
et the boy out of her sight.”

“Ah !—hum !—it does seem to come wonder-
ully natural-to her to be fond of him, doesn't it ?

isn't often that young women that have never
peen mothers take to a stranger’s child like that:
hope it'll turn out for the best, colonel. Well,
f it's neither one mor the other that worries
s, Mordaunt, perhaps this new friend of yours
buts fancies into her head.”

“How do you mean ?>—do speak out!”

“ Lord Muiraven may remind her of some one

he has known in old times, or—"

“Quekett ! you are torturing me.

{Vhy on
rth should a chance resemblancg, even if it ex-
T8

i dsts, make my wife low-spirited ?

now ? |
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Her past is
gone and done with, and she is far too good
and—"

©o«on! very well, coloncl—very well.
change the subject ; it only came upon me from
your being so certain they had never met before
—which I'm sure I'm quite willing to believe.
He's a bhandsome man, thiz new lord, isn't he?
Quite the ladies’ style. Young and tall, and

with such fine eyes; I dare say there are a good,

many after him.”
“I dare say there are.”

% Quite a catch for the London ladies. I
wouder why he isn’t married ? 7

¢ There’s plenty of time for that, Quekett.”

“I don't know, colonel. They say ‘betrer
late than never,’ but it doesn’t apply to marriage ;
‘no fool like an old fool .is a more appropriate
motto for that.”

At thi ¢ thrust the colonel Lecomes un-
easy, and tries to shift the subject.

“ Lord Muiraven will remain here for some
days longer, Quekett.”

“Ah! will he? Has he ever been in thls
part of the country befgre, colonel ? 7

¢ Not that I know of ; why do you ask 2

“There is an uncommo‘n likeness between
him and that little boy there. They’re the very
moral of each other: everybody's talking of
it!” v

Colonel Mordaunt flushes angrily.

“What absurd nonsense! I do beg you'll do
your best to put such gossip down. If there is
any resemblance, it is a mere accident.” \

“It generally is, colonel.”

“Quekett, I thought -you had nsore sense.
Do you think for a moment, that even supposing
Lord Muiraven had been pear Priestley before
(which I am sure he has not), a man of kis posi-
tion and standing would lower himself by—"

“Making love to a pretty girl! Yes! I do,
colonel! and that's the long and the short of it.
Howevef, I don’t wish to say any more about it;
T only mentioned they were very similar, which no
one who looks at them can deny. Good-night,
colonel. I hope your lady’s spirits will get bet-
ter; and don’t you think too much about them—
for thinking never mended heart nor home—and I
dare say she’ll come round again as natural as
possible.” With which piece of consolation, Mrs,
Quekett leaves her master in the very condition
she aspired to create—torn asunder by doubts
and suspicions, and racking his brain for a satis.
factory solution of them.

. .« . .

Let us -

-
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Meanwhile Muiraven, who is always on the
lookout for a few private words with Irenegwhich
she appears as determined he shall not gain, pro-
fesses to have conceived an absorbing interest in
Tommy, and teases her for particulars concerning
his parentage and antecedents.

« I don't know when I met a child that inter-
ested me so much as this protégé of yours, Mrs.
Mordaunt. . He dpesn’tlook like a common child.
Where did you pick him up ?”

“ You speak,of him just as though he were a
horse or a dog'; why don't you say at once,

Where did you buy hun 2

“Because I know that the only coin that
could purchase him, would be your benevolence.
But, seriously, does he belong to this part of the
country?” :

« He belongs nowhere, Lord Muiravpn. He
is a wretched little waif and stray whose mother

was first betrayed and then deserted. A common

story, but none the less sad for being common.
I thirk the heaviest penalty for sin must be
incurred by those who heartlessly bring such an
irretrievable misfortune upon the heads of the un-
wary and the innocent.” ‘

4T quite agree with you,” he nnswers, ab-
ruptly. . .3

“How hardened he must be to show no signs
of feeling at the allusion!” is her comment as she
regards his face, half turned away. ~

“But to return to Tommy,” resumes Muiraven,
“do you really intend to bring him up in your
own station of life—to rear him as a gentlem?

T have not yet decided.”

“But if you do not decide shortly, you will
injure the child. Having qnee permitted him to
assimilate himself with tlemen and gentle-
women, it will be cruelty to thrust him mto the
company of a lower class.” -

“You misunderstand me. I do not intend
that Tommy shall ever again descend to a class
from which, at all events on one side, he sprang;
but, at the same time, I am not sure that Colonel
Mordaunt will permit me to have him educated to
enter a profession, or that it would be kindness in

- us to Permit him to do g% He will most probably
be brouvht up to some business.”

“Poor child!—not because he is going inte
business (I often wish I had been apprenticed to

_ some good hard work wyself), but because, wher-
" ever he goes, the stigma of bis birth s sure to
rest on him.”
“Poor child, indeed !” she repeats, with an
angry flash in his direction, which Muiraven is
totally at a loss to comprehend ; “but so long as
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he is under my protection, he shall never fecl the
cruel injury which has been done bim by thes
who should have been his truest friends.”

“You say, ‘so long as he is under your pr.
tection,” Mrs. Mordaunt; but—forgive me f;:
questioning—suppose any thing should bappen 1.
withdraw that protection from him; your deatl
for instance (we are not children, to be afraid %
mention such a probability), or Colonel Mo
daunt’s disapproval —what would become ¢
Tommy then?”

“God knows,” she answers sadly. e
speaking to her so much as he used to speak ¢
old, when they were wont to hold long convers:
tions on topics as far removed from love or matri
mony, that she is beconiing interested, and bu
almost forgotten the réle she has hitherto pre
served toward him of haughty indifference.

«T wish you would make me his second gua:
dian,” he says, quickly, with an access of colori:
his face.

° “What do youmean?”

“That, in case of this child cver beipg thrown
upon the world again, I am willing to carry
the protection you are so nobly according t¢ Liz
now !”

“ YOU ! ”

“Yes, I—~why not? I have no ties, Mrs, Yo
daunt—nor am I likely to make any—and I baw

taken a fancy to this little boy of yours, Myom
life has becn a great mistake—it would be some
thing to guard another life, as fresh as mine wx

2 ™% once, from the same errors.”
b

N’ You—you want to take Tommy from me-
O Lord Muiraven! you don’t know what s
arc asking for. I cannot part with him—T ha
grown so fond ef him—pray don’t take hi
away!” :

In her surprise and agitation, Irene is forge
ting the manner in'which the proposal of her cor-
panion has brought about; and, only remembe:
ing the prior claim he has upon the child, believe
for the moment that be is aware of and intenk
to urge it.

“T will take every care of him,” she goes o
impulsively, “of course I will, loving him as
do—Dbut leave him with me. He is all I have”

“ What have Isaid?2” exclaims Muiraven, i
astonishment. The question bricgs her to b
senses,

. “I—I—thought you—you—wanted to adop
the ehild ! ” she says, in much confusion.

“Qnly in case of his losing his present pr,
tectress, which God forbid!” he answers, gravel;
T “Perhaps T have heen impertinent, Mrs. Mor
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daunt, in saying as much as I have done;

have mot been able to help observing, while un-

der your roof, that your husband does not take
quite so kindly to this little bantling as you do;

but I be my friend and counselor,

I
i
|

and I thought, perhaps, that should any difference |

ever arise concerning him, you might be glad to
think that I was ready to carry on what you have
begun—that Tommy, in fact, had another friend
besides yourself. But if it was presumptuous,
please forgive me !”

“There is nothing to forgive, ™ she answers ;
adly; “the thought was kind, and some day,
perhaps—"' . '

“Perhaps—what 2"

“I will tell you—or write to you the particu-
lars—all that T know, I mean, ahout the sad-case
of this poor child.”

“Some day you will write, or tell me, all the
narticulars about the sad case of this poor child,”
e repeats, slowly and musingly. “I wonder if,
some day, you will let me write, or tell you, all
the particulars about a case far sadder tiran his
can'he—a case that has wrecked my carthly hap-
piness, and made me careless of my future o ™

There is'no mistaking ‘the tone in which he
%rs these words: there is a ring of despairing
love in it which no laws of propriety can quell or
cover over.

“Lord Muiraven!” she cries, indignantly, as
she retreats a few paces from him’! But he is
hold to pursue her and to take herghand.

“Irene! I can endure this misery no longer.
It has been pent up in my breast for years, and
now it will have its way. I know you have hard
thoughts of me; but, if I die for it, T will dispel
them. Irene, the time is come, and T must speak
toyou!”

kN

-

CHAPTER X.

“Or! why did you ever come here?” is the
st wailing reproach with which she receives,
his words.

“Because T could not
bave suffered since we parted,
ing how larne any explanation I yn make to you
must be, have sought you willfully _but when the
opportunity was pressed u(}on me, T could not
resist it, and ¥ am here, and you must listen while
Ispea.k.” o

“I need no explanation !” she says, proudly.

“Then you are not the woman that I took you
for, Fou are not the woman who once vowed to

Ip it! Much as I
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Friends do not
condemn their friends uuhca}'d,‘l‘rone.“

“You must not call me by that name,"
falters, i

“I must, and will! for, as we stand together
now, I know vou by no other. But do not he
afraid that I shall fay one word that you need
blame me for. It is not a man who speaks to
you! It is a fellow-soul calling on you for God's
sake to lay aside: for one moment all the hard
thoughts you may have cherished of him, and let
him say what he can say for himself! "

“Go on,” she whispers; but she turns her
face away, and, stooping to gather sundry flowers
that grow near, weaves them, with trerabling
fingers, into a little sort of tuft. .

It is after breakfast, and they are standing in
front of Fen Court watching Tommy play upon

.the lawn. As the last words leave Irenc's lips,
Colonel Mordaunt, mounted on his favorite hun-
ter, comes riding toward them from the stables,

“Holloa, Muiraven! I thought you were
going over to Chester Farm with me this morning
to see that greyhound-litter. My man , thinks we
shall be able to spare you a couple, if vou take a
fancy to the pups.”

“You're very good, colonel! I should ik to
go by all means, but won't you give me half an
hour’s grace after breakfast? If I had a quarter
your constitution, I wouldn’t ask for it.”

The colonel pretends to laugh at the idea, but
he secretly enjoys it.

‘“And you 2 backclor, without 4 card to in.
terfere with your digestion. Wait till you're
married, my lord!” .

“That’s complimentary to me,” says Irene
who is plucking up spirit with the want of ngis
accorded to her. And then she turns r
denly, and goes up to her husband’s side*and

. fastens the little bouquet she has made into his
button-hole.

The small attention pleases him: he feels as
though the sun had suddenly come out from be.
hind a cloud, and with his disengaged hand he
Squeezes the fingers busied with his adornment.

“Thank you, my darling!” he says, fervently.

At that Irene does, what'she so seldom does
before another, puts ap her lips to kiss her hus.
band. -

“Don’t be away long!” she says, as she em-
braces him, ’

Muiraven hears the sentence with a sigh, and
watches the action with a frown ; he knows so
well what they are intended to convey—that,

*she

whatever this woman may still think or feel, he

N
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must be loyal to her husband, or she will not
listen to him.

] ghall be back within the hour, dear,” replies
Colonel Mordaunt.—* I have only to ride down to
the Long Close and see about the draining there,
and then perhaps you will be ready to accompany
me to Chester Farm, Muiraven.”

«T shall be ready by that time,” replies the
guest, with careless brevity, as he switches off a
bunch of lilac with his cane.

He never intended to say more to Irene than
it would be right for her to hear: there was no
need of that kiss ¢o remind him of his duty—it
has galled him; and, as soon as Colonel Mor-
daunt’s back is turned, he Iets her know it.

She is watching the retreating horse and rider,
more from nervousness at the coming explanation
than regret at her husband’s departure, when
Muiraven’s voice sounds in her ear again. )

“If you can spare one moment from your
matrimonial rhapsodies, Afrs. Mordaunt, perhaps
you will fulfill the promise you made just now,
and listen to what I have to say.”

The sarcastic tone, so unseemly in thelr rela-
tive positions, rouses her to a semse of her own
dignity and makes ber brave.

“Yord Muiraven, you took me so much by
surprise that I bardly knew what to answer. 1
cannot bLelieve that any “explanation can alter
matters as they now stand between you and me,
nor do I see the necessity of one. But if you are
still Qesirous of speaking to me, I am ready, as I
said. before, to listen to you. Shall we go in-
doors, or remain here?”

« Come into the shrubbery,” he says, earnest-
- ly; and into the shrubbery they go

" When they arrive there, they pace up and
down the winding pathway more than once, in
utter silence.

“ Please say what you have to say,” she pleads
at last.

“I will! Irene, when your mother spoke to
me that day in the library at Brook Street, Ifelt

- a8 though a thunder-bolt had fallen at my fect!”

“OQh, why allude to that? It is all passed and
done with. Who cared about it?”

“ You did—and so did I. It nearly broke my
heart, and yet I was powerless to act in any other
manner.”

“Then why speak about it? I wish that you
would not.”

“I must speak about it, even at the risk of
tearing open my own wounds and yours. You see
how coolly I take it for granted that you cared for
me, Trene? ”

“NO INTENTIONS.”

“ Your wounds?”’

“Yes, mine! Good God, do you suppose thy
any obstacle sbort of insuperable would hay.
made me act as I was forced to do? Do yoy
believe that I didn't love you with all my he;m
and soul, Ircne 2

She does not answer him, but draws a deep,
long sigh of gratitude. Some of the black clou;
that has darkened her existence is cleared awy
already. Eric Keir loved lLer. '

“If I had known it!” she said, at length.

“Would it bave made yoix happier 27

“T could have borne what followed by m.
self,” she answers, simply.

Then a light breaks in upon Mulmven and

he sees what he has done. He understands tha
this girl has entered upon marriage to save he
from.the apathy that succeeds despair.
" 4 God forgive me!” he criesaloud. O Iree!
I dared not tell you—I dared not tell it to my
self until your mother crushed me with her i
quirics, and I had no alternative but to preser.
a houndish silence and to leave the hoyse
held every thing that was dearest to me in ti
world. My crime—my madness was to lingr
near you for so long—when I knew a barrier wu
raised between us that even time itself migh
never have the power to pull down. Butldi
not know my danger, Irene, far less could I gues
yours: esomerate me so far, if you can. Iwe
so loncly at that peried of my life-—so muchi:
need of sympathy and counsel—and the frlend.blp
you accorded to me was so sweet, I was wickei
encugh never to stop to consider what the conse
quences of the intercourse might be,tp botho
us. O TIreme, I will pever again insult you by
askfng you to be my friend, but say that you wil
try to forgive me for the wrong I did you, andv
think less hardly of me than you do.”

“The barriet!’ she murmurs. Her voicei
full of tears, and she dares not trust herself to s
another word. h

“1 will tell you all I can. I will tell you mox
than I have ever told to any other human crest
ure on the subject.

‘When I was very young—-
long before I met you—I got myself into a dresé
ful scrape; so great a scrape that I did not dur
—and never have dared yet—to tell my father!

it; and this scrape involved consequences ths
utterly precluded—and preclude still—my e
thinking of marriage.”

“But—but I thought I heard —a rume
reached us two years ago that you were engaget
to a Miss Robertson.”

“Nothing but a rumor, Irene. Your inform
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ant must have meant my brother Cecil, who is
1o marry Harrict Robertson next month. But
to return to oursclves. I know my explanation
is & very unsatisfactory one, and that I am pre-
sumptuous to hope you may acceptit.” But I
cannot help makin" it.  Will you trust me so far
as to believe that 1 speak the truth 27

“I do believe it !

“Thank you, a thousand times. Oh, if you
knew the load your words havelifted off my breast!
Had I followed the dictates of prudence, and of
what the world calls propriety, I should have
sneaked away whenever I heard your name men-
tioned, and died, as I have lived, under the ban
of your contcmpt. But I was determined, as soon
as ever Fate sent me the opportunity, to try and
clear myself in your eyes. It is a very little I
cansay. I ean only throw myself on"your com-
passion, and ask you to believe me, when I swear
thdt I never loved any woman as I'loved you; and
that had it been in my power to marry you, I
showld have spared no pains to make you love ne
in return,”

“I do believe you,” she repeats again.

He stops, and she stops, and he confronts her
on the shrubbery-path.

“You believe—as surely as though I were
vourself —that there exists a fatal and insur-
mountable obstacle to my marrying any one?”

“I do—since you assure me it is so'”

“And that, had that obstacle not existed, I
would have sought you, so long as you were sin-
gle, through all the world, in order to persuade
you to become my wife ? :

“Since-you affirm it—yes!”

“And that, when I asked for your friendship
and. affection, it was with no base intention to
deceive or trifle with your love, but because my
ovn yearning to be associated with you was so
deep that I gratefully gathered up the least crumb
of consolation without considering what the issue
might bring to us 2"

“® I do AR

“0 Irene, if I had but known !l this be-
fore 1”

“It wes impossible that you could know it.
It i3 an adverse Fate that has divided us. Be
content t6 learn it now.”

“I am content—and deeply grateful for your
trust. But, with your trust, shall I regain your
friendship 2

She hardlg, knows what to answer to this
question. ﬁﬁs glowing with thc excitement of
his revelations, but sober enouoh to be aware
that such a friendship as they once promised one

another, can never exist between them in their
new relations.

“Lord Muiraven !"—she commences—

“Oh! do not call me by that name. Freshly
as it briegs back to me my brother's death, it is
hateful upon all occasions, and more than ever
from your lips.”

“I must not eall you otherwise,™ <he answers,
quickly. “You have been very frank with me,
and I will be the same withr you. I willacknowl-
cdge that your conduct—ryour supposed indiffer-
ence—"

“My indiffercnce — O Irene!™ :

“—Has been: the cause, attimes, of great pain
to me, ana that to hear You clear yourself is com-
fort; and if I were still single, I might say let us
renew the friendship which was so rudely broken:
but I am married, Lord Muiraven, and what we
promised to be to one another i in those old days
we can never be now ! "’

Lord Muiraven receives this announcement’
with a decp groan.

“T am sure you will sce the justice of my re-
mark,” she goes on, presently, “The counsel and
advice and sympathy which were to form that
bond, and which, more often thgn not, involre
fidelity, might not be pleasant to my husbang, and
—I promised to be frank with you—1I love my
husband, Lord Muiraven.”

“You do 2" he says, incredulously.

“I do indeed! Not in the way, perhaps you
think of love, but, anyway, too mych to engage
in any thing that might distress or wrong him.
And you know that a man of his age might well
be unhappy and suspicious at his wife having a
young and close friend like yourself, So that
any thing more than good companionship is utter-
ly denied to us.”

“The devil ! " says Muiraven, under his breath.

“Hush! don’t speak of it so lightls. You
know well what I mean. My busband married
me when most people would hardly have thought
I should have made a pleasant wife, and—"

“Oh! say you love me still,” he interposes,
eagerly, guessing at the reason of her doubt.

She turns her calm sad eyes on him in silence,
and the rebuke is sufficient; he permits her to
proceed.

—— Through all my indifference and depres-
sion, and often, I am afraid, my ill-temper (for I
have not been half grateful to him for his kind-
ness), he has been so patient and attentive and
affectionate, that I never could forget it—if I

would. And therefore it is that I cannot give

you back my friendsliip, Lord Muiraven. My
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sympathy will be always yours; but friendship
includes confidence, and I am sure that confidence
between me and any other man would give my
husband pain.”

¢ Js a marricd woman never to have any male
friend?then 27 he says, discontentedly.

“T am not called upon to decide for other
women. Some, unfortunately, have no friends in
their husbands, and they must judge for them-
selves ; but my hushand was my best friend when
—mwhen I really seemed to be without one in the
world, and I feel bound to return his goodness
where I can.”

¢ All right, then! I conclude every thing's
over between us. I am sorry I spoke”™—in a
voice of the direst offense.

“Q Eric! don’t break my heart!” she cries
involuntarily.

“ Break your keart, when I would lay down my
life to #a¥e you from a moment’s pain! Irene! I
am the most miserable man on God’s earth, By one

-fatal mistake I wrecked all my- hopes of happi-
ness; and now you consider me unworthy even
. of the notice you accord to the commoncst of
your acquaintances.”

“I never said that. I shall always think of
you, and treat you as a friend ; but, under the cir-
cumstances, don’t you agree with me that there
might be danger in a closer intimacy ? 7

 Would there be danger? " he says, joyfully.

Alas for the weakness of human nature! He
has just declared he could lay down his life to
save her from‘a moment’s pain; and yet it thrills
him through with happiness to find that she fears
lest nearer intercourse might bring wretchedness
for both of them, and hewould consent to the
nearer intercourse, and the prospect of wretched-
ness, with the greatest alacrity, and believe firmly
that he loves her through it all !

Alas for human nature !
ing, and selfish. From the crown of its hecad to
the sole of its foot, there is no whole part in it!

¢TI think I will go in now,” says Irene, with-
out taking any apparent notice of his last remark.
1 have said all that I can say to you, Lord
Muiraven; and further conversation on the sub-
ject would be useless. You bave made me much
happier by what you have told me to-day, for I
have had a hard battle sometimes since we parted
to reconcile your conduct with the notion I had
forroed of you. I only wish you had spoken as
frankly to my poor mother as you have done to
me. "

“I skould, had Mr<l St. John only given me
the opportunity.”

Blind, weak, waver-.

“NO INTENTIONS.”

“Never mind! It is a thing of the past, ang
perhaps she secs the reason of it now more clear.
ly than Ido. Thank you for telling me as muci
as you have. But we will not alludo, please, t
the subject again.” -

“ Must I never speak to you of my troubless

“It is better not; and you need mot- fear |
shall forget you or them, I bave always prayeg
for you—1I shall do so still.”

“God bless you, Irene!” he says, beneath bis
breath ;* and at the entrance of the shrubbery
they part, be to go toward the stables, she tow.
ard the house. -

But she has not lcft his side onc mifute be.
forea thought flashes across her mind—a thought
which never once presented itself throughout the
interview.

“ The child!  What of the child ! -

What of the child, mdeed t Is she 1o restore
him to the man who hd§ reinstated himself in her
good opinion ; or does mot the mere fact of his
existence render much that Lord Muiraven Las
said to her in the shrubbery null and void? Ik
the word of the betrayer of Myra Cray a word to
be trusted ; or is it certain tbat Eric Keir was
that betrayer 2 Between cxcitement and expec.
tation and doubt and uncertainty, Irene becomes
quite confused, and the first thing she does @
reéntering Fen Court is to take out the packd
of letters, the ivory-backed prayer-book, and the
photograph, and to examine them carefully again
Someliow they do not seem so thoroughly con-
vincing to her as they did before. Lord Muir
aven's proper name is certainly “ Eric Hamiltor,"
but the notes are only signed “E. H.,” and the
name of Hamilton is very common. The initials
may stand for Edward Hamilton or Ernest Hamil
ton. It is rather poor evidence to condemn a
man upon a couple of initials. The handwriting
she could never positively swear to, because she
has never seen that of Lord Muiraven’s except it
answer to invitations, and these notes have evi
dently been written hurriedly. They might e
the letters of anybody; she will think no mor
about them. But the photograph, faded as it iz,
is a more startling witness to his identity. Itis
not flattering ; cartes - de-visite seldom are; it is
too dark, and he is frowning, and his nose and
chin are out of focus. Still, as ghe twists it
about in the clear morning hght she capnot deny
that it is like himh—or like what he may have becn
some ‘years ago. Yet it seems hard to accusea
man of so serious a fault upon the evidence ofs
bit of cardboard ! Irene would have twisted that
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photograph up and down and round about until ;
she had convinced herself that it was not the

least like Lord Muiraven, nor ever could have
been ; but at this moment the door opens to ad-
mit Tommy. Here comes the living witness of
his father's frailty to put to shame all the inani-
mate mementos by which she is trying to delude
herselt’ into the notion that Lord Muiraven is an
injured ' man. Here come the dark, wavy locks,
the deep - blue eyes, the pointed nose, already
showing evidence of the possession of a bridge ;
the deep chest and sturdy limbs that Tommy’s
progenitor must certainly Lave displayed when at
the same age as himself. Irene is almost cross
with the little fellow for looking so abominably
like his father.

“Oh! he must have been the man! it is quite
impossible I can be mistaken,” she inwardly ejacu-
lates as she throws herself into a chair. * Come
here, Tommy! What on earth does Phoebe mean
by parting your hair in the middle, just as if you
were & girl—it makes you look quite absurd.”

“ Gentleman has got his hair parted in the
middle!” says Tommy, alluding to Lord Muiraven.

“That's no reason you should have it too,”
replies Ireme, quite sharply, as she divides his
curls with her fingers, and ‘eﬂ'ects a geneyal dis-
turbance thereof, of which® her protégé disap-
proves.  “8it still, can’t you? What a dread-
ful fidget you are!” : o .

“You hurt!” says Tommy, at last, as the
tears well up into his eyes at her roughness. At
that sight her mood changes. )

“Oh, my blessed boy ! my own little darling !
do you wanli to go away from your poor mmamma,
who loves you s0?” . .

“Iwon’t go, mamma,” replies Tommy, stoutly.
“Iwill always live with my mamma, and take
great care of her, I will,” /

“My precious! what should I do without you?
He would never be so cruel as to take you away.
4nd yet, were he to know the truth, how could
be do otherwise? How could J keep you? Ob,
what shall I do? .

“I will not give him up in a hurry,” she rumi-
nates, presently, as Tommy, having had enough
embraces, wriggles off her lap again and runs
away to play. “If I am to part with the child,
it shall only be upon the most convincing proofs
of the relationship between them,”—forgetting
that only on the most convincing ‘proofs would
Muiraven be likely to acknowledge the responsi-

‘bility.  Brooding on this resolution, however,
Irene grows cunning, and, bent on ascertaining

the truth, lays little traps wherein to catch her
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guest, inwardly triumphing every time they fail,
She Las many opportunities of laying them, for
her spirits are lighter and brighterafter the shrub.
bery téte-d-tite, and Muiraven enters more freely
into conversation with her. But it puzzles him
considerably at this period to discover what mo-,,
tive she can have for continually speaking in
parables to him; or why she should drag in sub-
Jjects irrelevant to the matter in hand, by the
bead and shoulders, as she is so fond of doing, -

“What a beautiful evening,” he remarks, cas-
ually, as the whole party scat themselves after
dinner on chairs upon the lawn. “1I conmsider
the cvbning by far the most enjoyable part of the .
day at this season of the year.”

“If one has a clear conscicnce,” says his
hostess, pointedly ; “ but I think, if I had wronged
any one very much in my lifetime, I should nevee
be able to enjoy a summer's evening again.
Every thing seems so pure and calm then—one
feels 8o near heaven,”

“I am afraid, if every one felt the same as
you do, Mrs. Mordaunt, we should have to shut
up summer at once. We have all wronged, or
been wronged, I suppose, during our lifetime.”

“But I mean a real wrong '~—such as ruining
the happiness of another. Don't you think it is

the very wickedest thing a person can do, Lord -

Muiraven ? 7 :

“Iam not competent to judge. I think I
have wronged
the world'; at all events; intentionally,” he adds,
with a sigh. . ’ .

*“Have you had your photograph taken late.
17?7 she goes on in the wildest manner. ’

“ My photograph! No! My dear old father
insisted” upon my sitting for a portrait in oils
last autuwn. That was bad enough, but nothing
to being photographed. Why do you ask 2"

‘“Irene is ambitious to fill .that pretentious-
looking album that lies on the drawing-room table
as quickly as possibfe,” says Colonel Mordaunt,
laughing, Y ' :

“Indeed I am mot! I call that album my
menagerie. It contains such a set of gorillas.
So few people take well. - Do you ?” addressing
Muiraven again,

“I can hardly tell you. It is so long since I
was immortalized by the photographic art. Not
since—let me see—""'

“Since when ? ” she interposes, eagerly.

“The year before last, I think. The London
Stereoscopic Company had the honor of ‘taking ~
me just before I left town, and Inever even asked
for a proof of the photograph.”

self more than anybody else in )

<
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“ You must have had something very engross-
ing on your mind just then, Muiraven,” remarks
the colonel.

¢ T had indeed.”

“ What made you sit to them at all ?”

“I sat because I hoped the result of my sit-
ting might be acceptable to a friend whom I had
at that time, and I peglected to send for the
photographs because I found theéy would not be
so; and all interest in them departed with the
~ knowledge.”

“ A woman, of course, Muiraven? Nothing
but a woman, or the wind, could change in so
short a time.”

“I did not say she changed, colonel.”

“Then perhaps it was yourself. He looks
fickle—doesn't he, Trene ?

“Then he looks what he is not,” rejoins Muir-
aven. “Can I fetch any thing for you, Mrs.
Mordaunt ? "’ as she rises from her chair.’

“No, thank you!”

In another minute she is back again with the
i_vory-boulid prayer-book in herhand. Sheis go-
ing to make her first grand experiment with that.

“ What have you there, Irene ? ” says her hus.
* band.

“Only a prayer-book. A pretty little thing,
isn’t, Lord Muiraven ? ” holding it out for his in-
spection : he examines it without the slightest
change of countenance.

“Well, if you want my candid opinion, Mrs.
Mordaunt, you must allow me to say that I do
not agree with you. I suppose it is quite a lady’s
idea of ¢ pretty ;’ but it looks very useless to me.
Is it a real prayerpook or a hoax ?”

“Open it and see. It is any thing but a
hoax.” .

“So I perceive. I thought it might prove to
be a Bonbonniére, or a powder puff:box, or some
other little feminine secret. So it is really and
truly a prayer-book ? 7 | :

_ “Of course! Ha\'e you never seen one like
that before -

“ Yes; but not so small, I think. What ‘a
surprising print! I should have no eyes in a
twelvemonth if I used a book like this.”

- % And you have really never seen an ivory-
backed prayer-book before, or bought one ?”

- “Haven't I! Thad to fork out five guinéas
for a church service for my sister-in-law that is
to be, the other day. . She took a fancy to it,

and Cecil was so stingy; he wouldn’t_buy it. for |’

her, so I was compelled to. It was a very fat
one, quite apoplectic, in fact, and bound in ivory
and silver. She said she should consider it'as a

“NO INTENTIONS.” -

wedding-present; but I know I shall have
give her another, all the same.”

“Well! Ican't understand it,” says Irene,

“My being gencrous for once ina way? O
Mrs. Mordaunt !”

* Give me back that little prayer-beok, please,
I am sure you must have seen plenty like it be. .
fore. They’re as common as possxble ”

“I dare say I have, but—please forgive my
country manners, Mrs. Mordaunt—I really don't
seem to care if I ever'see onelike it again, Its
a most shockingly attenuated little book ; it looks
as though it had been rcared on water-gruel, and
reminds me only of a pale, shriveled-up; sickls
oldmaid. It jars most terribly upon my feelings”

“I don't believe you have any,” sife answers,*
quickly ; and her husband thinks she is iff fup,
and laughs 8t the accusation, in which Muiraver
joins him. , At this moment Colonel Mordaunt i
called away to hold an interview with his bailif,
and in the quickly-falling dusk, alone with their
guest (Isabella having crept away some time be.
fore), Irene feels bold enough to make another
attempt at discovery of the truth.

“T hope you are not annoyed at the diste
spectful manner in which I spoke of your exceed
ingly pretty little prayer-book,” says Muiraven,
breaking the ice for her.

“It is not mine,” she answers, briefly; “it
belonged to Tommy’s mother. I am keeping it
for him.”

“Indeed! that makes it intevesting. .Is it
long since she died ?”? -

“ Nearly a twelvemonth. I have several of
her little posse'ssions—a photograph among the
number.” -

“What, of—of—the child’s father 2"

“T conclude s0.” -

“You must take great care of it. It mar
prove of the utmost use some day in- tracing his
parentage.”

¢ So I'think. His poor mother had been so
utterly deserted that the only clew she could give
me was the name (which she had discovered to
be false) by which the man who betrayed her
called himself. T wonder, if I ever meet that man,
or discover his identity, whether I should be
boupd to give the child up to him. ‘What &
your opinion, Lord Muiraven ? ”

“You set me rather a difficult task, Mrs. Mor-
daunt. It go entirely depends upan whether the
father will be anxious to assuwe his guardianship
or not. He could claim-the boy, of course, if he
could prove his right to do so; but the greater
probability is, that he would deny the relation
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ship. Had he had any intention of acting the
part of a parent to his child, he would never
have abandoned the mother.”

“You think so—it is your real opinion ?
she demands, eagerly. -

“I think every one must think so. Poor lit.
le Tommy is most fortunate to have fallen into
voiu" bands. You may depend upon it, you will

mever be troubled by &Efntuitous application for-

him ? 7 :

“How hard-hearted some men are!” she
pighs. .
“They are brutes!” replies her companion,
jeterminately ; and Irene is more puzzled than
before.

“Lord Muiraven—" she commences again.

“I am all attention, Mrs. Mordaunt.”

“If I were to arrive, accidentally, at the krowl-
dge of who is the child’s father, and found he
a3 not aware-of the fact of his existence, ought
to make it known to him #

“ Certainly I ¥

“You are sure ? " .

“ Quite sure /—unless you wish to injure both
arent and child. However kind and good you
nay be to him, no one can care for a boy, or ad-
ance his interests in life, as a father can; and
e, under the most favorable circumstances, will
e a serious thing for poor little Tommy. If you
e to keep him, Tam sorry he is nota girl. Iam
raid you will find him troublesome by-and-by.”

“Ihave no fear of that—only of his being
pken away from me.  Still—if you consider it
ould be right— _

“Do you know Who his father is, then? »

“Itbink I do; but, please, don’t mention it

ain: it is quite a secret.” .

“Well, if I were in that man’s place, I should
pink that you were wronging me; but it is a
atter of opinion. Tommy’s father may—and

obably will—be only too glad to leave him in
pur-hands.”

“But if it were you ? »

“If it were me, I should prefer to look after
7 own child ; I should not feel Jjustified in del-
buting the duty to another. I should consider

the only reparation that lay in my power to
ake *him : and any one who deprived me of it,
ould rob me of the means of exhibiting ‘my
nitence.” N

This burst of eloquence decides her. Sorely
bshe will moutn his loss, she dares not keep Tom-
y's ‘parentage 8 secret’ any longer. If he be-
g8 to Lord Muiraven, to Lord Muiraven he must

But she hardly dates think what Fen Court

. .

will look like when both of them are lost to view
again,

“How you have been crying!” remarks her
busband’ the next day, as she issues from ker
mornisg-room, and unexpectedly confronts him.

“It is no matter,” she answers, evasively, as
she tries to pass bim to go up-stairs. She is
vexed that he has commented on her appearance,
for the house-keeper is standing in the ball at the
same time, :

“But it does signify,” he continues, pertina-
ciously, “What is the reason of it? Are you
e » -

“XNot in the least; but I have been turning
over old letters and papers this morning—and it
is never a pleasant task to undertake. I shall be
all right again by luncheon-time,” and she cs-
capes to the shelter of her bedroom.

“Lor, colonel! how inconsiderate you are,
questioning madam about the whys and where-
fores of every thing!” ejaculates Mrs. Quekett.
“As if a lady could turn over her stock of treas-
ures—her little tokens and bits of hair and cld
love-letters, without bringing the tears to her
eyes. Youlve no knowledge at all of women,
coloncl, and it seems to me you've quite forgot-
ten you ever were young yoursclf.”

“ But to see her eyes so red as that!" ex-
claims Colonel Mordaunt.

“Bless }ou ! do you think when you marry a
woman, you walk at once into- all her troubles
and secrets, past, present, and to come ? Colonel,
you've the least discrimination of any man I ever
knew. She might just as well expect you to turn
out the bundle of your past life—and there'd be
a pretty kettle of fish if you &d—that I know ! »

“You have the most extraordinary habit,
Qugkett, of talking of one's private affairs in
public places. I wish you'd remember where you
are.”

“Very well, colonel : that's a hint for me to
go. But I couldn't help "putting in a word for
Mrs. Mordaunt. You mastn't expect toé much
ofher. She’s yours——be content with that.
Wiser men than you have found it best, before -
Bow, to keep their ‘eyes half shut.” And with
that, Mrs. Quekett, picking up a thread here, and
a serap of paper there, disappears quite naturally -
into the morning-room. Ireme, meanwhile, is
bathing her eyes in cold water. She has really
beert only occupied in turning over old papers—
the papers that concern Tommy—and trying to -
write a letter to Lord Muiraven on the subject,
which shall tell all she wishes him to know,
in language not too plain. But she has found the
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task more difficult than she anticipated: ugly |
things look so much more ugly when they are :

written down in black and white. She has made

five or six atterapts, and they are all in the waste-

paper basket. As she ‘comes down-stairs to

\?ﬂ:ﬁ—c’on, looking quite herself again, and passes
hrough the morning-room, her eyes catch sight

of these same fragmentary records lying lightiy
onc upon the other, and she thinks how foolish
it was of her to leave them for any one to rcad
who passed that way. The gong is sQunding in
the hall, and the gentlemen's voices are heard
from the dining-roomL; so she gathers the torn
sheets of paper hastily together, and thrusting

- them into a drawer of her davenport, turns the

key upon them:until she shall have an opportu-
nity of destroying them more thoroughly. But
she cannot imagine what makes her husband so
silent and constrained, during lunch that day—
and concludes something must be going wrong
with the farm, and trusts Philip is not going to
break through his general rule of keeping out-

* door worries for out-door cons'xderatidn or that

Philip is not going to develop a new talent for
indulging in the sulks—which appears to be the
hkeheat solution of the change at prc<eht

The pext. d.xy is the one fixed for Lord Muir-
aven’s departure, and the colone! no longer presses
him to stay.

_As.breakfast is concluded and the carriage is
ordered round to convey him and his portmanteau
to the station, Irene remembers her attempted
letter of the day before, and feels sorry that it
proved a failure. She foresees a greater difficulty
in wyiting to him through the post, gad does not
even know where to address. bim. onel Mor-
daunt has fidgeted off to the stables to worry the
grooms into harnessing the horses at least ten
minutes before the time that they were ordered
to be ready; and (except for Tommy, who jnter-
rupts thﬁconversatiox; at every second word) she
i8 left alone with their guest.

“Do you know,” she commences, timidly, ¢ I
wanted to speak to you, Lord Muiraven, before
you went—that is to say, I have something rather

- particular to tell you.”

“Have you? Oh, tell it now!"™ he ex-
claims eagerly, his hopes rising at the idea that
she has plucked up courage to allude to the
past.

41 could not—it would take too much time;
besides, it is a subject on which I would much
rather write to you.”

“Will you write to me?®”

“I dld write yesterday—only I tore up
Jetter,)

* What a shame! Whatever it was, why ¢
vou not let me have it?”

“I could not satisfy myself; it was too hax
a task. Only—-s&mld I be able to do so—wiy.
may I'address to you?”

“ To the St. James’s Club, or Berwick Cag,
My letters will always be forwarded from et
place.”

“Forwarded! Are you not going to Londg
then 27 )

"% Qnly fer a day or two.
next week for India.”

“Icdia! What should take you there?”

“ Hopelessness, Irene!”

“Hush!”,

“ Mamma, why did gentleman call you Reny
interposes Tommy from the folds of her dress,

“Forgive " he murmurs, “ I am very cu)
less. What‘es me to India, Mrs. Mordaunt
idleness and love of change. Last autumn I spe
in the United States ; this I hope to do pig-stii
ing in Bengal ; and the next will probably fi
me in TagMhnia. VWhat would you have me d
I am independent, and restless, and in needs
excitement; and there is nothing to Leep Toe
home.”

i Your father, Lond Muiraven!”

“My father knows that I am never so lif
discontented as when I am traveling, and 50
consents to it. And he has my brother. Auij
have—no one.” '

“But India! such an unhealthy climate. ]
thought nobody-went there for choice.”

“On the contrary, to go there for choic:s
the only way to enjoy the country. I can retu
whenever I like, you know. And as to the &
mate, it cannot be worse than that of New Yoi
where the hot weather sweeps off its sixty beu
day.”

* “And you will return—when?”

“Jn about six montbs, I hope, that is wh
the hot season recommences. I donot go alo
A cousin of my own, and a very jolly fellow 4
the name of Stratford, go with me. I shall con
back So brown, you won’t know me.—What sb
I bring you home from India, Tomimy? A H
clephant ?”

“Yes, yes! bring a lum -a-lum.—Mamn
gentleman going to bring Tommy a big la
lum-a-lum !

“And you will really be away six monih:
she says, dreamily. She is thinking that here i
respite from divulging the secret of her adop

I leave Englu
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hild's parentage, for, if Lord Muiraven's ar-

ngement3 for leaviog the country are all com- |

ieted, he would bhardly thank her for thrusting
o onerous a charge upon him as the guardian-
hip of a little child on the very eve of his depart-
bre. But he misinterprets the subduéd tone;
¢ reads in it, or thinks he reads, a tender regret
r bis contemplated absence, and is ready to re-
aquish every plan which he has made upon the
pot. ’
«I thought of being so, Mrs. Mordaunt,” he
plics, quickly, “but if there were any chance—
ny hope—if I believed that any one here——oh!
ou know what I mean s0 much better than I can
roress it; if yow wish_me not to go, Irene, say
he word, and I will remain in England forever!”
“ Gentleman say Reny again,” remarks Tom-
br, a3 bre pulls his adopted mother’s skirts and
boks up in her face for an explanation of the
pvelty.
“Bother that child!”
parily. .
“Be quiet, Tommy! Go and play,” replics
ene.—“ Lord Muiraven, you quite mistake my
caning. I think it is a very good thing for you
go about and travel; and am glad that you
ould be able to enjoy yomrself. I was only
inking of—my letter.”
“Send it me. Pray send it to my club, I
all be there to-morrow ! ”
“I do'not think I shall. Tt was only about—
jschild,” in a lower voice. Do you remember
hat you said once about being a friend to him
he lost me ? 7
“Perfectly ; and I am ready to redeem my
rd! n
“Should any thing bappen while you are ab-
nt, Lord Muiraven, will you take care of him
your return? The letter I spoke of—and
hich will contain every thing I know about his
entage—I will leave behind me, sealed and
dressed to you.- Will you promxse me to ask

exclaims Muiraven,

it, and to follow up any clew it may give you |

faithfully as may be in your power ? o

“Ipromise. But why speak of y(mr death
less you wish to torture me ?”

“Isit so great a xmsfortune, then, to pass be-
nd all the trouble of this world, and be safely
hded on the other shore ? ”

“For you—no !—but for myaelf—-I am too
sh to be able even to contemplate such a con-
gency with composure. If I thought it prob-
fe, or even possible, nothing should take me
m England! You are not ill?

“Not in the least! I only spoke of death

1 coming to me as it might come to you, or any
one—I do not desire it—I am content to live, or
, —or—""

Her voice breaks.”

“Or—what? For Heaven's sake, speak ! "

“ I was so before we met again !

"“Good God! * he utters; ““wbhy did Inot put
a bullet through my brams before I was mad
enough to come here ? ”

He walks up to the maatel-picce as though he
could not bear to mect her gaze, and she catches
up the child and sets him on thie embrasured win-
dow-sill before her, and looks into his cyes with
her own brimming over with tears.

Each has spoken to the other; the pent-up
cry of their burdened hearts has broken forth at
length ; and they stand silent and ashamed and
overwhelmed in the presence of Nature. Tommy
is the first to recall them to a sense of their equiv-
ocal position.

“Mamma is crying,” he obscrves, pointedly.
‘ Naughty gentleman.”

His shrill little voice attracts the attention of
Mrs, Quekett, who is loitering in the hall (a favor-
ite occupation of hers during that season of the
year when the sitting-room doors stand open),
and she immediately commences, noiselessly, to
rearrange the pieces of old china that -ornament -
the shelves of a carved oak buffet outside the

g-room. .

At the sound of the child’s words, Muiraven
quits his place, and, advancing to Irene, takes her
hand.

“Forgive me,” he says, earncstly, “for gll
that I have brouf'ht upon you. Say that you for-

"l give me!"

Mrs. Quekett pricks up her ears lh\e a hunter
when the dogs give tongue.

“You wrong me by the request,” Irene an-
swers. ‘I cannot think how I forgot myself so
far as to say what I did; but I trust you never to
take advantage of my words ”

‘“ Except in letting their memory hghten my
existence, Inever will. And I thank you so much
for permitting me to feel wé have a mutual inter-
-est in-this child. I see that he is very dear to
you.Y’

“He is indeed! I dou't think any mother
could love a child-more than I do him.” ’

“ And you will Jet me love bim too. He shall
be the link between us ; the common ground on
which we may meet-——the memory left, to which-
ever goes first, of the affection of the other.
Henceforward Tommy shall have a father as well

as a mother.”
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“« I will be sure and leave the letter that I
spoke of.” -

“And you will not writ“ to me—not one line
to cheer me in any way 2’

« «t not; and it would be impossible if 1
cou]d.)’&i‘;cn you rcturn—perhaps—"

“If’you say that, I shall return to-morrow.’

At this moment tbe carriage-whecls are heard
grating on the gravel-drive.

¢ Here is the colonel, Mrs. Mordaunt! "

Irene starts —flushes—and withdraws her
hand quickly from that of Lord Muiraven.

Mrs. Quekett, dustef in ifand, is looking in at
the open door.

“ The colonel ! ” crigs Muiraven, looking at his
watch to cover their confusion; *how time flies!
it is mearly eleven.—Well, good-by, Mrs. Mor-
daunt. I shall bave shot a real Bengal tiger be-
fore we meet again.”

“Tiger will eat you,” interpolates Tommy,
sententiously.

“Oh, take care of yourself,” ?ys Irene, with
quick alarm.

“ will-tbelieve me ! since you ask it '—How
big is the /luvn a-lum to be, Tommy ? Ten feet
high ¢ : )

¢ As tall as the house,” replics Tommy.

“Are your traps brought down-stairs yet,
Muiraven? ” demards Colonel Mordaunt, as he
enters the room. ‘We haven't much time to
spare, if you're to catch the one-o’clock train.—

_ That fellow William, is shirking his work again,
Irene ; I found the gray filly with her roller off.
I declare there’s no getting oue’s servants to_ do
any thing unless one is constantly at their heels.”

* Look what gentleman given me!” says Tom-
my, who has been occupied with Lord Muiraven
at the window.

“Your watch and chain!” exclaims Irene.
¢ Oh, no, Lord Muiraven, indeed you must not.
Think how young the child is. You are too gen-
erous.”

“ Generous!™ says the colonel; “it’s d—d
foolish, Muiraven, if you'll excuse my saying so.
The boy will never be it 2 position to use it, and
it will be smashed in an hour.”

¢“No! that it shall not be, Philip. 7 will take

- care Lord Muiraven’s kindness is not abused—
only a toy would have been so much better.”

" “Pray let him keep it, Mrs. Mordaunt. It will
be rather arelief to get rid of it. I sé'much pre-
fer to wear dear old Bob’s, that was sent home to
me last autumn.”

“You certainly must have more watches than
you kuow what to do with,” grumbles’the colo-

«NO INTENTIONS.”

nel.— Put. Lord Muirgven's portmanteaus in
carriage, James. Wait a minute.
to the coachman.” )

Irene has taken the watch from the chili
hand, and is holding it in her own.

‘It is so kind of you,” she murmurs.

“Not at all; it is 2 pleasure to mac. Keep:
as a pledge of what I have promised in respec:«
him. And if I thought you sometimes wore:
Irene, in remembrance of our friendship, it wo;
make me so happy.”

“I will?

“Thanks—God bless you!” and, with ¢
long look and pressure, he is gone.

Let me spey

—_

Irene takes an opportuni}during the s,

cecding day to examire her behavior and itsy.

tives very searchingly, but she thinks that,ons;
whole, she has acted right. What could M
aven bave done with a young child just as ke
starting for a-place like India? He could i
have taken Tommy with him; he would b
been compelled to leave him in England unie
the care of strangers; who, in the event of i
father dying abroad, would have had him rex
#nd educated without any reference to hers
Yes! she believes she has done what is best iz
all parties. When Muiraven returns she will2
him .the truth, and let him do &s he thinks
but, until that event occurs, she shall keepi
child to herself. .And, as the blankness of 4
knowledge of his departure returns upon b
every now and then during that afternoon, &
catchies up Tommy in her arms and smothers i
with kisses, as ske reflects with secret joy t:
she has something of Muiraven left her still. B
surprised she would be to compare her pres
feelings with those with which she first leand
the news of the boy’s paternity !

The sin and shame of that past fo]ly are b
less shocking to her than they were ; but thesi
has been withdrawn from them. Eric lovals
He was not base and cruel and deceitful; it
Fate that kept them separate; and, on
strength of his own word, he is forgiven for ers
thing—past, present, and to cothe! What isth
woman will not forgive to the man she loves?

Irene almost believes this afternoon that.
ghe is but permitted to bring up Tommy to
worthy of his father, so that when he’is a
and Eric is still lonely and unmarried, she'm
present them to each other, and say, ‘‘Here
son-to bless and comfort your old age,” she
desire nothing more to make life happy.
feeling more light-hearted and content than d

N




A SECRET UNDERSTAN DING.

as done for many a day—although Muiraven
has put miles between them—goes singing about
he garden in the evening, like a blithesome bird.
fler carolling rather disturbs Colonel Mordaunt,
ho (with his study-window open) is busy with
is farm-accounts ; and making sthall way as it

5, with Mrs, Quekett standing at his right hand’

1]

ad putting in her oar at every second figure.,
“Not oats, colonel; it was barley Clayton

rought in last week ; and if an eye’s any thing

o 20 by, ten sacks short, as I'm a living woman.”

“How can you tell, Quekett?” replies tho-

olonel, fretfully ; ¢ did you see them counted ?
¢ Counted ! Is it my business to watch your

table-men do their work 27

“ Of course not; but I supposc Barnes was
here ; he is gencrally sharp enough upon Clay-

.

“Well, there it is in the granary—casy enough
o look at it. It seeros short enough measure to
fe. Perbaps some has been taken since it was
nloaded.”

“It's very unpleasant to have those doubts.
hate suspecting any one, especially my own ser-
ants.  Why should they rob me? They have

ery thing they want.” .

“Bless you, colonel! s if that made any dif-
prence. . Of course, they have every thing they

nt; and it's generally those who are closest to
s who play us the dirtiest tricks. A man would
et through life casy enough if it weren’t for his
iends. That's,a handsome watch his lordship
ave to that brat of Cray’s (I hope yowlady isn’t
ithin ear-shot), isn’t it now 27 B

“It must have cost fifty pounds if it cost five.
can't imagine any one being so simiple as to
art with his property in that lavish manner,

ekett 17

“Nor I—if he-don’t know to whom he’s part-
pe with it. But Lord Muiraven knows, as sure
s my name’s Rebecca. He's not such a fool as
e looks.”

“You are so mysterious, Quekett, with your
ts and innuendoes,” replies her master, peev-
bbly. “Why can’t you speak out, if you bave
py thing to say ?” -

“Would you be any the better pleased if I
ere to speak out 2

“Muiraven’s private affairs cannot affect me
huch, €ither one way or the othér.”

“I don’t know that, colonel. You wouldn’t
e to keep the child hanging about here if you
hought it was his, T reckon.”

“Of course not ; but what proofs have you
pat it belongs to him 2

“to accept it.

“Well, he’s stamped his  signature pretty
plainly on the boy's face. All the world can sec
that; and, whether the child is his ewn or not,
he's safc to get the credit of him.”

‘“A very uncertain proof, Quckett. I should
have thought you had had too much experienge
Now, look at the matter sensibly,
Is it likely. Lord Muirdven could have been to
Pﬂestley and courted Myra Cray w nhout our
hearing of it 27

“Myra Cray has not always lived at Priestley,
colonel. But, putting that aside, how can we be
sure that the child did belong to Cmy? "

* But—I have always understood so,” exclaims

1 Colonel Mordaunt, as he pushes his chair away

frorwthe table and confronts the house-kecper.

Ay, perhaps you have; but that's no proof,
cither. Mrs. Cray always said the. bp/) was a
nurge-child of hers ; and it was not uthil Myra’s
death that Mrs. Mordaunt told you she was his
mother.” ~

*“Mrs. Mordaunt repcated what the dying
woman confided to her.”

¢ Perhaps so,” remarks Mrs. Quekett, dryly;
“ but the fact remains, colonel.  And your lady
took so kindly to the child from the very first,
that I always suspected she knew more of hxs
history than we did.”

“Do you mean to insinuate that my wife took
this boy under her protectign, knowing him“to be
a son of Lord Muiraven'? ™

‘I don’t wish to insintate—I mean to say I be-
lieve it; and, if you'll take the trouble to put two
and two together, colonel, Jou'll believe it too.”

“Good God! it is 1mpo<sxble I tell. you
Mrs. Mordaunt never.saw Lord Muiraven till she
met him at the Glottonbury ball.”,

“ I think there must be a mistake somewhere,
colonel; for they’ve been seen together at Lady
Baldwin's parties more than once; I had, it from
ber own lips.”

“Iean’t understand it.
me she did not know him.”

‘“Some things are best kept to ourselves,
colonel. Perhaps your lady did it to save you.

I am sure Irene told

‘But if they’d never met before, they got very in-

timate with one another while he was here.”
. “How do youmean?”

“In arranging plans for the child’s futute,
and so forth. I hcard Mrs. Mordaunt tell his
lordship this very morning, just as he was going
away, that she should write to him concerning it.
And his giving the child that watch looks very
much, to my mind, as though he took a special in:
terest in him.”

i
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Colonel Mordaunt frowns and turns away from
her.

7 cannot believe it ; and, if it’s true, I wish to
God you-had never told me, Quekett! Go on
with the accounts '—Where is the baker's mem-
orandiim'for flour 2 Didn't I order it to be sent
in every week ?”

“ There it is, colonel, right on the top of the
others. One would think you had lost your
head.”

“ Lost my head : and isn't it enough to make
a man lose his head to hear all the scandal you
retail to me? Do you want to make me believe
that there is a sceret understanding between my
wife and Muiraven concerning that chil@? ™

“ Y don’t want you to believe any further than
you can sce for yourself. If you like to be blind,
be blind! It's no matter of mine.”

“Ts it likely,” continues the colonel, shooting
Leyond the mark in his anxiety to ascertain the
truth, “that had she been preacquainted with
that man, and preferred his company to mine, she
would have been so distant in her manner toward,
him and so low-spirited during his visit here 2

“ I am sure I can’t say, colonel; women are
riddles to me, as to most. Perhaps your lady

didn’t care to bave his lordship located here for
fear of somecthing coming out.

Anyway, she
seems light-hcarted enough now he’s gome,” as
the sound of Irene’s voice comes gayly through
the open casement.

“I don’t believe a word of it, Quekett,” says
the colonel, loyally, though he wipes the perspira-
tion off his brow as he speaks; “you are hatch-
ing up lies for some infernal purpose of your own.
This is no busine$s of yours, and I'll listen to no
more of it. Go back to your own room, and
Teave me to settle my accounts by myself.”

“ Thank you, colonel ! Those are rather hard
words to use 10 an old friend who has served you
and yours faitbfully for the last thirty years;
and you can hardly suppose I shall stand them
quietly. I smay have means of revenging myself,
and I may not, but no one offended me yet with-
out repenting of it, and you should know that as
well as mest. I wish you a very good-night,
colonel.” )

‘““Stop, Quekett. If I have been hasty, you
must forgive me. Think how wretched -the doubt
you have instilled in my breast will make me. I
love my wife better than myself I would lay
down my life to preserve her integrity. And the

idea that she may have deceived me is utter mis: |’

ery. I shall brood over it until it eats my heart
away. I would rather know the worst at once.”

“NO INTENTIONS.”

While he is speaking, the house-kecyer g,
drawn a torn sheet of paper from the leathery,
she carrics on her arm, and is smoothing it ca.-;.
fully between her palms.

“Wiell, colonel, vou had better know .
worst,” she replies, as she lays the paper on 3,
désk before him; “you will believe your or,
eyes, perhaps, if you won't believe me; and x|
may live to be sorry for the words you've spokg|
But you shall ke deceived no longer, if I o
help it.” ’

¢ Quekett! what is this ?”

“Read it, and judge for yourself! It ey
down-stairs in your lady’s waste-paper ba.
which she ain’t half so careful of as she ne
be. * And when you have read it, you'll yuf]
stand, perhaps, why I've taken upon mfvself -

‘| speak as I have done.”

He glances at the first few characters,
as white"hs a sheet.

“Leave me, Quekett,” he utters in Y
voice.

“Keep, up, colonel,” she says, encouragin;}
ag she mpt}rcats. “ There’s as good fish in iy

" sea, remember, as ever came out-of it.”

But his only answer is to thrust her quie’
from the door and turn the key upon her exit,

The air is full of-all the sweet scents x
sounds of early summer. A bumble- bee
tracted by the honeysuckle that clusters rowd
the ‘window - frame, is singing a drowsy s
among its blossoms ; the cows in the meadow
yond the lawn, restored to their calves after i
evening milking, are lowing with maternal st
faction; the mestlings, making, beneath the
mother’s’ guidance, the first trial of their k
grown wings, are chirping plaintively among
lilac-bushes ; and above all is heard Irene’s ches
ful voice as she chases Tommy round and ro
the garden flower-beds.

Every thing seems happy and at peace, asi¢
sitsldown to scan the words which are destis
to blot all peace and happiness frém his life
evermore. He glances rapidly at the familiar
ing, reads it once—twice—~three times, and ik
falls forward on the study-table with a groar.
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THE COLONEL’S DISTRESS,

CHAPTER XL

Tae words which bave struck him to the
ound are these:
“ )y DEAR -
has decided me
bich has given me
1 is very painful to

o it before you, but I ) o

\

o let him know of\the boy’s 5
gdl vou say if I tell you /\/
¢ is your own child. Do not
ondemned you without proof
v possession, contafh your
bis mother—your photograph
our hair so that I cannot be
ken. Ilove the dear child as
eis my own, and it would break
p part with him so you may -
costs me to make this known
ince he belongs to you I feel
ficht to him.  In the old days I”

And here the letter, which is but a fragment
f one of the many epistles which Irene com-
enced to Lord Muiraven, and then, in her un-
ertainty, tore up again, comes to an abrupt con-

It lies upon the desk before him, but he bhas
ot the courage to lift his eyes and look at it
rain, nor is there need, for every word is litho-

aphed upon his brain in characters that noth-
pg in this life will have the power to cfface.

Colonel Mordaunt has received his death-blow.

And so the wretched man lies where he has

en, across his study-table, and, regardless of
he sweet sights and sounds with which the sum-
her evening has environed bim, suffers himself to
e led forth by that relentless guide, Suspicion,
bto the dark mysterious past, and loses hope at

ery footstep of the way.

Itis true, then—he has been fighting the good
sht of faith in her innocence and purity in vain.
uekett is right, and he is wrong. His wife and
ord Muiraven have not only met before, but
here i3 a secret understanding between them
elative to her adopted child. And why has not

also been admitted to her confidence? .

He tries to remember all the incidents that
pok place at the titne of Myra Cray’s death and
2 boy’s admission to Fen Court; and he cannot
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| satisfy his own mind that Ircne did not inten.
1 ti?nnlly deceive him. How astonished was every
{ one who knew her at the unusual interest she
i took in that child’s welfare—how distressed she

was at the idea of not being allgwed to succor
s him—how she has clung to_and indulged and

petted him ever since he has been in her posses-
I'sion! What other poor children has Irene been
! thus partial to? What anxiety docs she mow
] evinee at the fate of many other little ones left in
| the same predicament® She knew the boy be-

| longed to Lord Muiraven all the while; and yet

;! she declared at the time of the Glottonbury ball

that she had never met him!

God! is it possible that this ercature, whom
he has almost worshiped for her saint-like purity
and truth, can be a mass of deceit—a whited
sepulchre—fair to the view without, but inside
! nothing but rottenness and dead men's bones ?

He writhes upon his seat as the idea occurs
to him. And yet upon its impulse his thoughts
go hurrying madly back into the past, tripping
each other up upon the way; but collecting, as
they go, a mass of evidence that appalls him.
What !—what in Heaven’s name was it that her
mother said so long ago in Brussels, about Irenc’s
baving had a disappointment which compelled
her to bring her abroad—ahout some scoundrel
who deceived her, and had broken dswn her
health ? :

What scoundral? What disappointment ?
How muck ‘or how little do women mean when
they use such ambiguous terms as those ¢ And
then Ircne herself—did she not confirm her
mother’s statement, and refuse altogether to
marry him until— Ah! what was the reason
that made her cf:}nge her mind so suddenly at
the last? Is this another devil sprung up to
torture him? Yet she seemed happy enough
after he brought her home, until the child came
here. 'Was the child always here? Wasitin
Priestley when Irene.came, or did it follow her ?
Poor Colonel Mordaunt’s head is becoming so
confused that he can think of nothing collected-
Iy ; but all the events of his married life are being
shaken up togéther like the pieccs of colored
glass in a kaleidoscope, and working inextricable
confusion in his seething brain.

But he is sure of nothing. His wife told him
Lord Muiraven was a stranger to her, and yet she
writes him private letters concerning this child
of his and Myra Cray’s. But did the boy belong
to Myra Cray? Quekett hasdiscovered the truth
in one instance ; may she not have done so in the
other? He raises his head slowly and sorrow-
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fully, and, drawing a long breath, reads through
the fragmentary witness to Irenc’s deception once
again,

Heavens! how the faint color desecrts his
cheek, and his cyes rivet themselves upon the
last, lige but four, where the words, “he is my
own,” stand out with fatal perspicuity and want
of meaning, except to his distcmpered vision!
He bas read the letter over several times already,
but his sight and understanding were blurred the
while with an undefined dread of what it might
reveal to him; and he was unable to do more
than read it. But now it scems as though the
scales had all at once fallen from his eyes, and
he secs men, not “ as trees walking,” but in their
own naked and misshapen humanity. He seces,
or thinks he sces it, and rises tottering from his
chair with twenty years added to his life, to hide
with trembling hands the fatal witness to his wife’s
degradation in the deepest drawer of his private
escritoire. He feels assured that he is not mis-
taken, He belicves now as completely in her

ilt as he once did in her innocence ; but for the
% of the love, however feigned, she has shown
hidl) and the duty she has faithfully performed,
no eye, besides his own, shall henceforward rest
upon these proofs of her indiscretion. The shock
once over, memories of Irene's gooduess and
patience and affection for himself come crowding
in upon his mind, until, between grief and grati-
tude, it is reduced to a state of the most maudlin
"pathos. s
- ¢ Poor child ! poor, unhappy, misguided child,”
he thinks at one moment, * without a friend to
guide her actions, and her own mother her ac-
complice in deceit; what else could one expect
from her than that she should cagerly embrace
the first opportunity that presented itself for es-
cape from the dangers with which error had sur-
rounded her? .But to deceive me, who would
havedaid down my life to redecm her: to accept
the most valuable gift my heart was capable of
offering—the pent-up affection of a lifetime, only
to squander and cast it on one side! And yet—
God bless her—she never did so. She has been
tender and considerate in all her dealings with me,
and would have warded off this terrible disaovery,
even at the expense of incurring my disp asure.
Why else should she have shown such remarkable
distaste to the idea of that man’s being located
here? °
- “Yet,” bis evil genius whispers to him, ¢ her
objections may have been prompted only by the
instinct which dictates self-preservation.- This
letter proves how easily it.comes to her to ad-

~

“NO INTENTIONS.”

14
dress him in terms of familiarity. And the o
too!”

“Good God ! if T think of it any longer, ;
shall go mad. What can I do? What cay:
say ? Shall I gostraight to her with this letter;
my. hand, and accuse her of a crime—too horri;,
to think of in connection with my wife—and:,
ber look of terror and dismay—to be follows;
perhaps, by a bold denial—more sin, more g
upon her poor young head—or by avowal w
scparation—and for the rest of my days—g;
tude, and hers—disgrace, with his offspring ¢
her bosom? Oh! no! no'—the happiness ¢
my life is ended—but the dced is done. No g
cusation, no reproach can mend it—it must »
main as it is, now—forever; and I—Heaven |,
my weakness—but I cannot live without b
O Ircne! Irene!” in a rush of unconquent;
tenderness, ¢ my darling, my treasure; would:,
God that the joy of possessing you had killed 1:
before I had learned that you never were min’
But you are mine—you shall be mine—no o
shall take yog from me ! I—I—" and here Pii:
Mordaunt’s reflections culminate in a burst ¢
bitter tcars that shake his manhood to the cox
and a resolution that, however much he' may s
fer, Irene’s shameful secret shall be lccked
in the recesses of his own breast.

He will prevent her ever meeting Lord Mu|
aven again. He may in time, perhaps, effect:
severance between her and the child, but she sh
never hear from his lips that he has arrived g
a knowledge of the truth she has sinned so deg;
1y to conceal from him.

This is the most impolitic resolution whm
Colonel Mordaunt could register. It is alwmy
impolitic for friends who have a grudge aguis
each other to preserve silence on the subject, b
stead of Trankly stating their grievance and ¢
fording an opportunity for redress; and impd
cy between husband and wife, is little short d
madness. Had Colonel Mordaunt, at this junc
ure gone to Irene and overwhelmed her with
reproaches which he naturally feels, he wol
bave recived in answera full and free confessit
which would have set his mind at rest forev)
But he has not sufficient faith in her to do #
He has too humble an opinion of himself and b
powers of attraction, and i3 too ready to belie
his incapacity to win a woman’s love, to think i
possible that he could ever hold his own agais
such a man as Muiraven, or even be able to cli
sympathy in his disappointment. So, in his pnd
an ery, he resolves that he will suffer in
13 d the unnatural constraint which hei




A SAD CHANGE.

thus forced to put Wpon himsclf, eats iike a can-
ker into his loving, honest soul, and kiilsit. The
change is not all at once apparent ; but, from the
hour Colonel Mordaunt leaves his study on that
f:tal evening, he is'another man from what he has
cen. Irene, indeed, is much astonished, when,
00 inquiring' later, why her husband does not
join ber in the drawing.room, she hears that,

ithout a word of warning, he has retired to rest 5
ill more so, when, on secking Lis bedside to
know if he i3 ill, or if she can do any thing for
him, she receives no sort of explanation of Lis
pnusual conduct, and the very shortest answers
o her expressions of surprise and sympathy. But,
fter the first brief feeling of vexation, she docs
pot think much more about it ; for Philip’s temper
has not always been equable oflate, and Irene is
bosinning to take into consideration the fact that
per husband is much older tban herself, and can-
ot be expected to be always feady to enter into

e spirit of her younger moods and fancies HELR

ith 8 little sigh, she goes down-stairs again, and,
p the absorbing interest of planning and-cutting
ufmaster Tommy's first suit of knickerbockers,
as soon forgotten all about it. In a few wecks,
owever, the alteration in her hushand's demean-
is palpable enough, and accompanied by such
visible falling-off in outward appearance, that

ene at first ascribes it entirely to want of health,
e cannot imagine that gge has done any thing
p offend him; and so entreats him pathetically
p see 2 doctor.  But Colonel Mordaunt is mighty
pstinate whenever the subject is mentioned,
d curtly informs his wife that she knows mnoth-

pz at all about it, and bids her hold her tongue,

ill, he has an appetite, and strangely variable
pirits.  Irene sees his health is failing, and some-
mes, from his unaccountable manner toward Ler-
If,she almost fears his brain must be affected,
he becomes thoroughly alarmed, and pfays for
be presence of Oliver Ralston at Fen Court, that
e way have an opportunity of confiding her
pspicions to him, end asking his advice about
tm. - But Oliver is working valiantly at his pro-
fsion, as assistant to a surgeon in a country vil-
ge mites away from Leicestershire ; and, thanks
his own poverty and Mrs. Quekett’s continued
fluence over his uncle, there is little chance of

visiting the Court again for some time to
pme. So Irene is reduced to confide in Isa.
lla; but, though Miss Mordaunt sees the change,

e dares not acknowledge it, '

“Oh dear, Mrs. Mordaunt, is it really so-?
ell, pexfhaps—but yet I should bardly like to
F—and is it wise to notice it %—the toothache

9
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is a distressing complaint, you know—no! |
never beard that Philip had the toothache; but
still, T think it o much better to leave these
things to mend themselves,”

So the spring and summer days drag them.
selves away, and Ircue finds herself thrust farther
and farther from her husband’s confidénce and af-
fection, and growing almost accustomed to its be-
ing so. His love for ker at this time is shown by
strange fits and starts. Sometimes he bardly
opens his lips for days together, either at meals
or when they are aloue ; at others he will lavish
on her passionate caresses that burn at the mo-
ment, but scem to leave no warmth behind thein,

But one thing she sces always. However little

her husband cared for her adopted child in the
olden days, he never notices him now, except it
be to order him out of the way in the same tone
of voice that he would use to a dog. For this
reason Irene attributes his altered mood in a
great measure to the effect of Jjealousy (which
she has heard some men emhibit to the verge of
insanity), and, with her usual tact, ke ps Tommy
as much out of his sight as possible. She insti-
tutes a day nursery somewhere at the top of the
house, and a playground where the boy can nei-
ther be seen nor heard; and lets him take his
meals and walks with Pheebe, and visits him al-
most by stealth, and as if she were committing
some eyil by the act. It is a sacrifice on her
part, but, although she faithfully adheres to it, it
does not bring the satisfaction which she hoped
for; it makes no difference in the distance which
is\kept up between her husband’s heart and hers.

“She follows Colonel Mordaunt's form about
the rooms with wistful, anxious cyes that implore
him to break down the barriers between them,
and be once more what he used to be;-but the
appeal is made in vain. Her health, too, then
commences to give way. There is no such foe to
bloom and beauty as a hopeless longing for sym-
pathy which is unattended to: and Irene grows
pale and thin, and miserablelooking. At Jast she
feels that she can bear the solitude and the sus-
pense no longer. June, July, and August, have
passed away in we:n:y expectation of relief. Muir-
aven is in India, Oliver at Leamouth. She looks
around her, and can find no friend to whom she
can tell her distress. Ope night she has gone to
bed in more than usually bad spirits, and laid
awake thinking of the sad change that has come
over her married life, and crying quigtly as she
speculates upon the cause. She hears Isabella
stealing up-stairs, as- though at every step -zhe

were asking pardon of the ground for presuming
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to tread upon it; and Mrs. Quekett (of whom the
poor child can scarcely think without a shudder,
50 truly does she in some occult manner connect
her present unhappiness with the house-keeper'’s
malignant influence) clumping ponderously, as if
tke world itself were honored by her patronage?
and the maids secking the upper stories, and jok-
ing about the men-gervants as they go; and then
all is silent and profoundly still, and the stable-
clock strikes the hour of midnight, and yet her
husband does not join her. Irene knows where
he is; she can picture to hersclf—sitting all alone
in his study, poring over his accounts; and stop-
ping every other minute to pass his hand wearily
across his brow and heave a deep sigh that seems
to tear his very heartstrings. Why is it so?
Why has she let this all go on so long? Why
should she let it last one moment longer? If she
has done wrong she will ask his forgiveness;, if he
has heard tales against her, she will explain them
allaway. There is nothing stands betwéen them
‘except her pride, and she will sacrifice it for his
sake—for the sake of her dear old husband, who
has always been so kind to her until this mis-
crable, mysterious cloud rose up between them.
Irene is a creature of impulse, and no sooner bas
her good angel thus spoken to her than she is out
of bed, and has thrown a wrapper round her
figure and slipped her naked feet into a pair of
shoes. She will not even stay to light a candle,
for something tells her that, if she deliberates, the
time for explanation will have passed away—per-
haps forever; but quickly leaves her bedroom
and gropes -her way down the staircase to the
door of her husband’s room.} A faint streak of
light is visible through tbe kgy-hole, but all with-
in is silent as the grave ; and’ as Irene grasps the
handle she can hear nothing but the throbbing of
her own impatient heart. ’
Colonel Mordaunt is sitting, as she imagined,
in his study-chair, not occupied with his accounts,
but leaning back, with his eyes closed, and his
hands folded before him listlessly, inanimately,
miserable. ' He used to be an unusually hale and
young-looking man of his age. Irene thought,
upon their first introduction, that he was the
finest specimen of an old gentleman she had even
seen; but all that is passed now. Life and
energy seem as complete]y to have departed
from the shrunken figure and nerveless band as
the appearance of youth has from the wrinkled
face. It is about the middle of September, and
the next day is the opening of the cub-hunting
8e0son—-an anniversary which has been generally

“NO INTENTIONS.”

kept with many honors at Fen Court. Colopg
Mordaunt, who before his marriage held no i,
terest in life beyond the pleasures of the field, an
who has reaped laurels far and wide in his eap
city as master of the Glottonbury fox-hounds, hy
been in the habit of throwing open his houset;
the public, both gentle and simple, on the oceur.
rence of the first meet of the season; and, q.
though the lack of energy which he has displaye:
of late is a general theme of conversation amon,
the sportsmen of the county, the hospitable ey
tom will not be. broken through on this oceasion,
Preparations on a large scale for the festiviy
have been arranged and carricd « (;ﬁt, without th'e
slightest reference to Irene, between himself ap
Mrs. Queckett; and to-morrow morning ever
room on the lower floor of the Court will be Juj
with breakfast for the benefit of the numero
gentlemen and their tenant-farmers who will oz
gregate on Colonel Mordaunt’s lawn to celebra
the recommencement of their favorite amus.
ment. At other times how excited and intereste:
has been the master of fox-hounds about ever
thing connected with the reception of his guest'
To night he has permitted the bouse-keeper to
to bed without making a single inquiry as u
whether she is prepared to meet the heary é

mands which will be made upon her with th
niorning light; and though, as a_matter of dur.
he has visited the kennel, it has been done wit
such an air of languor as to call forth the remar
from the whipper-in that he *shouldn’t be in th
least surprised if the colonel was breaking w,.
and this was the last season they would ever hux
together.”

And then the poor, heart-broken man crep
back, like a wounded animal, to hide himselfi
the privacy of his own room, where he now sit
alone and miserable, brooding over what has bex
and whit may be, and longing for the time whe
all shall be over with him, and his sorrows hidde
in the secret-keeping grave. He is 8o absorbed it
his own thoughts that he does not hear the soui
of Irene’s light footsteps, though she blundes
against several articles in the dark hall befor
she reaches him; and the first thing which 2
prises him of any one’s approach is her uncerts?]
handling of the door.

“Who is there?” he demands sharply; fr
he suspects it may be Mrs. Quekett come 1
torture him afresh with new tales and doubs
against Irene's character.

The only answer he receives is conveyed i
another hasty rattle at the handle of the do,
and then it is thrown open, and his wife, cladi




CRUEL DOUBTS DISPELLED.

with her fair hair ‘ Philip. T have Been open and true with you from

(‘“ long white dressing-gown,
streaming down her back, appears upon the
threshold.

He shudders at the sight, and draws a little
packward ; but he does not speak to her.

«Philip! Philip!” she exclaims, impatiently,
and trembling lest all hcrfcoumge should evapo-
nte before she has had time for explanation,
«don't look like that. Speak to me. Tell me what
I have done wrong, and I will ask your forgive-
ness for it.?

He does mot spcak to her even then; _but he
turns his weary, griefladen face toward hcr with
«lent reproach that cuts her to the heart, and
brings her sobbing to his feet.

“What have I said? What have I done?”
she questions theah her tears, ¢ that you should
behave so cold¥to me? O Philip, I cannot bear
this misery any Iongerr! Only tell me bow I have
ofended you, and I will ask your pardon on my
kaees.”

“Don’t kneel, then,” he says, in a dry, husky

oice, as he tries to edge away from contact with
her,  “I have not blamed you. I have kept si-
Jence, and I have done it for the best. By break-

fine it I shall but make the matter worse.”
“I do not believe it,” she says, energetically.

*Philip, what is this matter you are so desirous
o conceal ? If it is shameful, it can be in no wise
onnected with me.”

“So young,” he utters, dreamily (*“were Tou
hineteen or twenty on your iast birthday, Irene ?),
pnd yet so full of deceit. Child, how can you
ook at me and say such things? Do you wish to
rowd my heart with still more bitter memories
han it holds at present?”

“You are raving, Philip,” she answers, “or I
have been shamefully traduced to you. Oh, I
wag sure of it! Why did I not speak before ? That
oman, who has such a hold over you that—""

“Hush, hush!” he says, faintly ; “ it is not so.

have hiad better evidence than that; but, for
od’s sake, don’t let us speak of it! I have tried
0 shield you, Irene. I will shield you still; but
while we live the matter must never more be dis-
ussed between us, or I cannot answer for the
onsequences,”

“4nd do you think,” she replies, drawing
herself up proudly, “that I will live under your
protection, and eat your pread, and avail myself
pf all the privileges which in the name of your wife
pecrue to me, while there is a dead wall of sus-
picion and unbelief and silence raised between us,
td I am no more your wife, in the true meaning
pf the word, than that table is ?, You mistake me,
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the beginning, and I will take nothing less at
your hands now. I\do not ask it—I demand, as
a right, to be told what is the secret that sepa-
rates us; and, if you refusc to tell me, I will leave
your house, whatever it may cost me, and live
among strangers sooner than with so terrible an
encmy.”

He raises his eyes, and looks at her defiant
figure with the utmost compassion.

“Poor child! you think to brave it out, do
you? But where would you go? What door
would open to receive you ?

“I am not so friendless as you seem to think,”
she answers, growing angry under his continued
pity. “There are some who love me still and
believe in me, and would refuse to listen to accu-
sations which they are ashamed to repeat.”

“Would you go to kim ?" he cries, suddenly,
as a sharp pang pierces his heart.

As this insulting question strikes her ear,
Irene might stand for a model of outraged woman-
hood—so tall and stately and indignant does she
appear. r
 To whom do you presume {o allude 2

Coloncl Mordaunt shrinks before her angry
eyes. There is something in them and in her
voice which commands him to reply, and he rises—~
from his seat, and goes toward the escritoire.

“I would have saved you from this,” he says,
mournfully. “I wished to save you, but it has
been in vain. O Irene, I have borne it for more
than three months by myself! Pity and forgive
me that I could not bear it better. I would rath-
er it had killed me than it had come to this.”

He takes out the torn and crumpled sheet of

te-paper that he'has so often wept overin secret,
and-ays it on the desk, before her.

" “Don’t speak,” he continues; “don’t try to
excuse yourself; it would be useless, for you see
that I know all. Only remember that I—I—
have forgiven you, Irene—and wish stili to watch
over and protect you.”

She takes the scribbled fragment in her
band and reads it, and colors painfully in the
perusal. Then she says shortly.—

“ Who gave you this?”

* What signifies who gave it me? You wrote,
and I have seen it.”

“ Very true ; but what then ? Wasig a crime to
write it ?

Colonel Mordaunt revards his wife as though .
she had been demented.

“ Was it @ crime fo wrile 2" he repeats.
“Jt is not the letter—it- is of what it speaks.
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Surely—surely you cannot be so hardencd as not
to look upon that in the light of a erime?”

“T Lpow it to be a crime, Philip, and a very
grievous onc ; but it has nothing to do with we’
—except, perhaps, that I should have told you
when T found that it was his.”

“When you found what was his ? Irene! you
are torturing me. You told me at the Glotton-
bury ball that you had never met this man
Muiraven, with whom I find you correspond in
terms of familiarity. What is the sccret between
you? In God’s name speak out now, and tell me
the worst! Ddath would be preferable to the
agony of suspense that I am suffering.”

“There is no sccret between us. I never told
Lord Muiraven of what I now see I should have
informed you—that I found out from Myra Cray's
papers that he is the father of her child.”

“The child, then, is Myra Crayls\?“e says
with hungry eyes that starve for her reply. ‘

“ Whose do you suppose it is 2" she demands,
with an angry stamp of her foot. Her figure is
shaking with excitcment; she bas struck her
clinched hand upon her heart. Beneath her
blazing looks he seems to shrink and shrivel into
nothing.

“Forgive! oh! forgive me, Irene,” he mur-
murs, as he sinks down into his chair again, and
covers his face from view. “But look at the
paper—read what it says, and judge what I must
have thought of it.”

She seizes the letter again, and, rucning her
eye rapidly up and down its characters, gives
vent to a sort of groan. But suddenly her facc
lights up with renewed cnergy.

“Stop!” she says, commandingly, a3 she
seizes one of the candles off the table and leaves
the room. In a few minutes—minutes which
seem like ages to him—she is back again, with
the corresponding fragment of her mutilated
letter (which, it may be remembered, she thrust
into her davenport) in her hand. Sh{&;ehot
deign to offer any further cxplanatioy/but places
them side by side upon the desk before him, and
stands there, silent and offended, until he shall
see how grossly he has wronged her.
the unfinished epistle in its entirety now.

bl

My DEAR LOoRD MUIRAVEN :

“What you said this evening has decided me
to write to you on g subject which has given me
mouch anxiety of late. It is very painful to me to
have to allude to it before you ; but I believe it
to be my duty.” You have taken a great interest

in W\ed Tommy Brown, and you say

He reads
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that, should I discover who is his father, I sho);
be bound to let him know of the boy’s existen,

“What will you say if I tell you that I firn;:
believe ke is your own child? Do you think |
have condemned you without proof. The pape:
in my possession contain your letters to Mm
Cray, his mother—jyour photograph, and a lo}
of your Lair—so that I cannot believe that Tax
mistaken. I love the dear child as my own; i
deed, to all intents and purposes, be i3 my ong,
and it would break my heart now to part wit
him: so that -you may think how much it eow
me to make thisknown toyou. But, since hely
longs to you, I feel you have the better right
bim. In the old days I told—"

He arrives at the finish, where Irene’s mix
came to the conclusion that she could write som:
thing better, and induced her to break off e
s tear her letter into the halves that lie, side by side
before him now. e bas read it all, and secs ti
groundlessness of the suspiciod he has ente
tained against her fuir fame, and is ready to s
into the carth with shame, to think he has be:
base enough to suspect her at all.  And he dare

not speak to her, even to entreat her pardon, bu
lets the paper slip from beneath his trembling £

gers, and sits there, humiliated cven to the duz
“When I told you that I had never met Lo
Muiraven before,” rings out through the awil
stillness Irene’s clear, cold voice, “I said what!
believed to be the truth. I had met Eric Kei:
but I did not know at thal time that he had &
herited his brother’s title. When I saw bim s
the ball, and learned my mistake, I tried alll coul.
to dissuade you from asking him to Fen Court. |
did not wish to sce or meet him again. But wha
he came, and Isaw him and Myra’s child togethe:
and heard his opinion on the subject, I thoughti
_would be but just to let him know I had discor
_eréd that be was Tommy's father; and I wro
more than one letter to him, but destroyed tha
all. How that fragment cagme into your pose
sion T do not know ; but of one thing T am e
tain,” continues Irene, with disdain, “ that T
never deceived you wittingly ; and that wheol
kept back the knowledge I had gained respeetix
the child’s parentage, it was more from a wishv
spare your feelings and my own, than not to répi
confidence in ybu. And when I took the boy ©|
der my protection, I bad no idea whose child}
was. Ilearned it from some letters which his Too
er left behind her, and which Mrs."Cray brou
to me, weeks afk: be had come to the Court.”

She finishes her confession, ag she began E

]
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«ith an air of conscious virtue mixed with pride; ! this portion of your story I have alrcady heard

aud then she waits to hear what her husband may
have to say in reply.

But all the answer she obtains is from the !
sound of ome or twd quick, gasping sobs. The
man i3 weeping.

«0h, my poor love!” she crics, as she flies to
fold bim in her arms. “ How you must have suf--
fered under this crucl doubt! Forgive me for
heing even the ulterior cause of it. But how '
could you have thought it of me, Philip—of your
poor Irene, who has never been otherwize th AN

[
imeto you?” oA they
“ ).I\ angel!” is all he can murmuas thx_y

mingle their fears and kisses together. |

«Why did you mever tell me?” continues !
Irene. ¢ Why did you keep this miserable seeret
1 yourself for so many weary months ? i

“ How could I tell you, my child >—\What! |
come boldly and accuse your innocence of that
which I blush now to think I could as\sociate with
vou 6ven in thought ? Ircne ! can you forgive ?

“Not the doubs e silence—the want of
faith,” she answers ; thcn, pereeiving how his
poor face falls again, quickly follows up the new
wound with 2 remedy.
can forgive you all, for.the sake of the love that |
prompted.it.” .

“I have loved you,” he says, simply; and she
linswers that she knows it well, and that she had
Ino rizht to place herself in a position to raise his
fnquiry.  And then they bury themselves ancw.
fu one another’s arms, and peace is forevcr ce-
vented between them.

“Let me tell you every thm«—from the very
wmnmv " gays Irene, as she dries her eyes and
«at3 herself at-her husband’s knces.

% Nothing that will give you pain, my darlmrr
am a brute to bave mistrusted you for a mo-
nent, Henceforward you may do just as you
ke.” ’

* «Bnt T owe if to myself, Philip, and to—to—
ord Muiraven. With respect, thep, to having
¢t hifa before—it is the truth, We krew each
pther when my mother was alive.”

“And you loved each other, Irene,” suggests
ber husband, impatient to be contradicted.

“Yes, we loved each other,” she answers,
puietly.  After the excitement she has just gome
hrough, even ' this avowal has not the power to
isturb -her.

Colonel Mordaunt sighs decply.

“0.PHilip! do not sigh like that, or I shall
ot have the courage fo be frank with you.”

¢ Oh, yes, my dearest,’I !

“I.was wrong, Irene; for let me tell you that

e

{rom your mother.”
‘She told you all 2.7 N
“She told me¢ that some onc (whom I now
conclude to have been this man Muiraven) paid
his addresses to you; and, on being asked what
were his intentions, veered off in the most scoun-

* drelly manner, and said he had none.”

She has not blushed for hersclf, but she
blushes now, rosy red, for Ain.

“Poor mamma was mistaken, Philip. She
thought too much of me and of my bappiness.
She could make no allowances forhim.  And then
it was partly her own fault. I always had my
own way with her, and she Icft us. so much to-
gether.”

X You want to excuse Ais conduct ?

}“fIn so far that I am/Aure he had no intention
of igfjuring me. Whyf he said at the time was
trGe. It was out of Ahis power to marry me—or
any one. IIad he feen able to adduce his rea-
sons, it would havff saved both my mother and
moyself much paif; but he could not.
thoughtless—so fere we.
any greater crimge.”

“IIe has myglle you believe this since coming
here, Ircne.”

“Don’t sfly ‘made’ me believe kim, Philip.
He only tolf me the truth; and it was an expla-
nation he fwed both to Jue and hxm:clf ‘Had L
thought ¥y listening to it would impugn yoyf ©
honor, I yould not have done so.’

He sqieezes the hand he holds, and s
on:

“1 had noNea that Tommy wasAis child un-
til Lread some papers that Myra Cray had left
behind her, and which contained, among other
things,~his photograph. The discovery ehocked
me greatly, and I had no wish $e meet him after-
ward. You may remember how earnestly I
begged you mot to imvite him to stay at the -
Court.”

‘Colonel Mordaunt nods his head, then stoops
and kisses her.

“Oh! my dear husband, how could you so
mistrust me? When Lord Muiraven came, he
seemed to take'a great interest in Tommy, and
expressed himself go strongly on the subject of
my not keeping the boy’s birth a secret from his
father, should I ever meet hin, that it induced me

He was
I exonerate him from

woes

_ to write the letter you have before you. Ilovethe

child dearly; but I felt that, after what had hap-
pened, it was a kind of fraud to keep you in igno-
rance of his parentage, and therefore I had every

! intention of making him over to his rightfal own.




“NO INTENTIONS.”

t Lord Muiraven is in India.”
“T wish you bad told me from the first, Irene.

¢ grows crimson, but she does not flinch.
s,” she says, in a Jow voice> Colonel Mor-
daunt groan¥xgnd turns his face away.

“ Oh, my dear husband, why did you ask me"
such a question? I love Muiraven—jyes! Itwas
the first romance of my life—and mine is not a
pature to forget easily. But I love you also.
Have I not been a dutiful and affectionate wife to
you? Have I ever disregarded your wishes, or
shown aversion to your company? You" have
been good and loving to me, and I have been
faithful to you in thought, word, and decd.
Philip, Philip—answer me. You married me,
knowing that the old wound was unhealed; you
have made me as happy as it aas possible for me
to be. 1 hope that I have not been ungrateful—
that I have not left utterly unrequited your pa‘
-tience and long-suffering.”

He opens his arms, and takes her into his em-
brace, and soothes her as one would soothe a
weeping child. ‘

“No!—no, my darling! You have been all
that is dearest and truest and best to me. You
are,right. I knew, that the treasure of your heart

. was not mine. I said that I would accept the
smallest ‘cruinbs of love you had to spare for me
with gratitude; and yet I have been base enough
to consider myself wronged, because I find that I
do not possess the whole. It is T who should'ask
your pardon, Irene—as I do, my darling—with
my whole heart I say, forgive me for all the pain
I hdve caused you, and let us thank God together
that we have fallen into each other’s hands. It
might bave been worse, my dearest, might it
not?” :

“It might indeed, dear Philip; and hence-
forward, I trust, it may be much better than it has
been. You know every thing now, and from this
evening we will register a vow never to keep a
secret from one another again. If you suspect
me of any thing, you must come at once and tell
me, and I will do the same to you. And, to show
you I am in earnest, I will give up—for your
sake, Philip—I will give up ”—with a short sob—
“ Tommy! "

He does not refuse to accept this sacrifice on
her part, although he longs to do so. Manlike,
he decides on nothing in a hurry.

.Y do not know what to say to your proposal,
Irene. It'is \beht left for future consideration.

Meanwhile I am dctermined on one point—1
Quekett lcaves my service as soon as ever [ ex
get rid of her.” .

“Oh! Iam so glad; every thing will go rigl;

onow. Itis she, then, who brought you this letter:*

** As she has brought me endless tales and ir.
sinuations against yourself, which, while my re.
son and faith rejected, my memory could not hej
retaining. That woman is mixed up with all ¢
misery of my youth, and she would have poisor
the happiness of my later years. She grudg
me even to die in peace.” . .

“ She can never harm us again,” says Iren
soothingly.

“She has tried to harm you, poor darlis;
more than yo{x have any idea of. Her hints ar;
rep@titions,‘and shameful inpuendoes so worke
upon my evil nature that théy corrupted all r;
sense of justice, and turned my blood to gall Iy
you remember my going up to town for a cou:
of days in the beginning of August, Irene ?”

“ Yes, Philip.”

“Do you know what I left home for? ”

T have not the least idca. Business, wasi
not®” ‘ ’

“The devil's business, dear. I went to cons:
my lawyer about drawing up a new will, and le-
ing every thing I possess, away from jyou:
Oliver Ralston.”

“Did you ? ” she said, a little startled.

“I thought to myself,” continues Colonel M
daunt, “that as soon as ever T was dead,
would go and marry Muiraven on my money, &
install him here.”

“Q Philip!”

“Don't interrupt e, darling, and don't cus
me ; remember I was mad with jeplousy and lo
of you; so I did it. Yes, Irenef, had I died i«
fore this explanation took place between us,w
would have been left (but for your own little pr|
tion) penniless. My will, as it now stands, Jeas
you nothing but a ‘ishpnored name. Thank i
who has given\me the opportunity to undo t
great wrong!”

_ ¢ I'should not have cursed -you, dearest,”
says, softly. '

“But He would. Yet not now-—not ne
There are two things for me to‘do to-morms
One is to dismiss Quekett, and the other to go¥
to town and see Selwyn again.”

“You can’t go to-morrow, Philip; it is ci
hunting day.” . .

" “Bother the cub-hunting! I must go!
shall not rest until this matter is put right.”

¢“But, what will every one say ? It will k




THE CUB-HUNT.

3o strange. The first meet of the season, and the !
master, absent ! Indced, dear Philip, you must |
put off your visit to town; one day cannot make
much difference.”

“It may make all the difference in the world,
Irene.” .

“Nonsense!” she says, playfully, for she
knows it will be an immense concession on his
part to go.  “ Now take my advice; wait till the
day after to-morrow to accomplish both these
changes. When the house is full of company is
ot the time to choose for dx:mxsamg servants or
altering wills, Let us spend to-morrow as we in-
tended. You will be hunting all day, you know.
and the day after you shall have your own way.”

“My sweetest! That I should have done you
sach an injury. How can I ever forgive myself ?
What can I do to show my penitence and make
amends? T, too, have a story to tell you, Irene
—a confession to make, that, but for my coward-
ice, should have been yours from the very first,
but I feared so greatly to lose your estcem. The
past life of a man of my age cannot be expected
to prove an unwritten page. Yet I believe that
even your purity will be able to make some ex-
cuse for me.”

* Do not tell it me to-night, Phllp you are
looking overtired as it is, Come to bed and
itave ail these vexing questions alone for the
present. 'Why, it is past one, and the breakfast
is to belaid at seven. Come, dear Philip, you will
be fit for nothing without a good night's rest.”

8till he lingers and is doubttul.

“I ought to be as frank to you as you have
been to me.” .

“You shall, at a more fitting moment, dear-
est. You shall tell me every thing, and I will
pardon you before I hear it.- But this is not the
time; think how much you have to go through
to-morrow,”

“Irene! I ought to go to town to-morrow ;
something tells me so.”

“And something - tells me that the whole
country will be talking about it if youdo. Why,
my dearesifhilip, just think of the general dis-
may when the members of the hunt arrive to find
you going or gone! What on earth should I say
to them ? They would declare you were out of
your mind. Indeed, you mustn’t think of it.”

«“ Well, suppose I mustn't; but the first
thing on Fnday morning I am off. Oh! my
child, how different the world looks to me to
what it did an hour ago! What a load you have
ifted off my heart! And you love me & little
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“I love yéu a very great deal, Philip; nor
would I change your love now for that of any,
man living. Ob, how wrong it was. of you to
suspect me, dearest! How thin and haggard it
has made you! I believe even you are weaker
than you were.”

“ Turned me jnto quite an old fogy; bhasn’t’it,
my child? , Who would think, looking on us
now forthe first time, that we were man and
wife? Though my rose is not so blooming as
she used to be ecither; and it has been all my
fault. Never- mmd ‘we are happy again once
more, and it shall beu my endeavor to preserve
our peace undlaturbed I shall look only five-
and-twenty by the end of next month, Irene.”

“I like you best as you are,” she whispers
softly, and, encircled by each other’s arms, they
wind up the staircase to their bedchamber
though Colonel Mordaunt caunot resist leaving .
hold of his wife for one instant to shake his ﬁ:t.
at Mrs. Quekett’s door.

“ You go out of this as soon as ever I have
time to kick you,” he says, defiantly ; * and never
more shall you darken threshold of mine.~She
has an annuity under my father’s will,” he contin-
ues to Irene, ‘and she may make the most of it.
‘We shall have one mouth the less to feed, and one
room the more to live in on Ler departure, my
dear,.? )

* And anincalculably less amount of mischief,
Philip. I don’t mind telling you now, dear, that
she has been the bane of my married life, and I
wish to Heaven I had never secn her.”

“Amen! But she has done her worst, my
darling, and she shall never harm you miore.
God forgive me for having let her do so at all !

So they pass into their bwn room, and lie
.down and sleep the restful sleep that comes when
souls are satlsﬁed and hearts are open and con-
tent.

-

The g} morning Fen Court is a scene of un-
usual bustle and-confusion. By the time Irene is
dressed, the rattling of knives and forks, and
the popping of corks is over, the heavy breakfast
has come to a close, and the lawn ds covered
with horsemen and dogs, and the crisp Septem-
ber air is filled with the sound of voices, the

pyelping of hounds, and the restless stamping of

horses, impatient to be off.

She does not leave her room until they have
all ridden awgy ; but she watches the gay caval-
cade through.the open window, and thinks that a
meet is one of the prettiest sights she has ever

still, don’t you? ”

seen. While she is contemplating it, in rushes
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aer husband, arrayed in pink, looking very ex-
cited, very happy, and full of spirits.

“ We're off, my own darling,” he says; “one
kiss before I go,” and then he holds her from
him and regards her steadfastly. “God bless
you, my Irene! God reward you for all your
goodness to me! I shall be back by seven.”

She embraces him eagerly in return.

“ And I shall count the hours till you come
home, Philip; though I hope you will have a
very successful day. 'What is that noise, dear ?”
a3 a considerable disturbance is heard upon the
gravel outside.

Colonel Mordaunt looks through the window-
blind.

“Only that brute of a horse of mine; he
hasn’t had enough exercise lately. What a mess
he’s made of the drive! Tl take it out of the
beast.”

- “ Be caceful, Philip.”

. “What! are you going to coddle me in my old
age?” he says, delighted at her caution. “Yes;
T'll be careful, darling, and back with my little
wife by seven. God bless you, ouce more!”
and, with a final kiss, he tears, himself away and
runs down-sfairs. In another minute he has
mounted his rebellious animal, and, in company
with some of the princii;al members of the hunt,
taken his way down the drive, followed by the
remainder of the horsemen and the dogs. Irene'’s
eyes follow him as long as he is in sight, and she
sighs to observe how loosely his coat hangs about
him, and how much more he stoops on horseback
than he used to do.

% But, please God, we will remedy all that,”

_ she thinks, as the last man turns out of the drive-
gates, and she quits her post of observation.
 As soon as we have settled what is to be done
about Quekett and Tommy, I will persuade Philip
to take a little change to the sea-side with me, or
perhaps to run over to Paris for a month.”

At the thought of her adopted child, and the
fear that she may have to part with him, the
tears well up in her eyes, but she brushes them
away.

“I will.not cry about it until T am sure.
Somehow I fancy, now Philip knows how at-
tached I am to the boy, he will hit on some plan
by which I may keep him; and, if not—well, I
must do my duty,ghat’s all.”

She will not let ber thoughts dwell on the
subject, but orders the carriage and takes Tommy
and Phaebe on a shopping expedition to Glotton-

/ bury, and has her luncheon there, and goes to
call on several friends. She is.anxious to keep
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away from the Court as much as possible untj
Philip comes back again, for fear she should ep.
counter Mrs. Quekett, and not be able to restraiy
herself from saying what she thinks concernin:
her. So, on her return, she locks herself up.j
her bedroom with a bock, and falls fast asleep,
until her maid rouses her with an intimation xhq
it is past her usual time for dressing.

“The sccond gong has gone, ma'am, and th:
dinner’s ali ready, and only waiting for the colo.
nel, to be sent up.” )

“Why didn't you wike me before, Phocbe?™

“T knocked at the door several times, ma'am
but it was no use, you were that fast.—Whict
dress will you please to wear to-night ?

“ Oh, any thing that will go on quickest.
old black one, that will do.”

#Black is so lugubrious, to my mind,” say:
Phoebe, simpering.

“What nonsense!

The

Give me a coloted ribbor,
if you like, then. No; not that one, it is unsuit
able. Where is the crimson sash I have been i
the habit of wearing with it 9™

“ That's unpicked just at present, ma’am, i
wanted turning where you had dropped som-
gravy on it.” . —~

“Oh, never mind, then; let me go as Iam’
and in her black dress, unrelieved by any colo:.
she'descends to the drawing-room.

" The clock on the mantel-piece chlmes the hall
hour as she enters.

“Philip is very late to-mght," she thinks
«“It's quite dark. They can’t be hunting nor.
He must have gone home with some of bhis
friends.”

At the same time it strikes her as strang
that, after their conversation of the night before
-and his unwillingness to leave her this mornis:.
he should permit any thing to prevent his retum.
ing to her side.

The weather has become damp and chilr
and they have commenced fires in the evening.
She sits down before hers now, and ehiver
slightly.

“I wish I hadn’t put on a low dress, it is reak
1y growing cold, and this house is draughty. 1
worder where Isabella is I haven’t seen her dl
day.”

Then she rings the bell.

“ Where is Miss Mordaunt¥ >

“In her room, I believe, ma’am.”

] wish you'd send word to her to come down.
Say dinner is ready.” ’ i

I3 dinner to be served, ma'am?”

“No, of course not,” rather sharply, and wik
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another shiver. “Wait for the colonmel. Only
tell Miss Mordaunt I am feeling lonely, and wish |
that-she would join me.”

The servant withdraws to do her bldding, and
she still crouches by the-fire, in her black dress,
shivering.

The-door opens, and Miss Mordaunt appears.

«Jt is very late, Isabella. What can have
come to Philip ®”

“I'm sure I can't say, Mrs. Mordaunt—that
is, of course, Philip is his own master—but still,
what do you think ?

“How can I tell 2" rather fractiously;
what T asked you.”

Miss Mordaunt, rebuked, retires in silence to
the farther end of the drawing-room, while Irene
sits by the fire and fears—she knows not what.

Eight o'clock strikes — half-past ecight —a
quarter to ninc—and they are still alone.

“ What can have happened ? ” exclaims Irene,
suddenly, as she springs up from. her. position,
and tarns a burning face toward her companion.

“0Oh, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt, what can have ?
Bat you quite alarm me. Hadn't we better—Dbut,
doubtless, you know best.”

“Hush!” says Irene, in a voicc of authorit_v,
13 she stands upright to listen.

There is a noise as of many voices, each try-
ing to hush down the other, in the hall.

\

COSFUSED voices, some earnest and some
quavering, but all low, except one, whose inqui-
ries culminate in a little shriek which makes
Irene’s blood garn cold to hear. She has ad-
vanced to the drawing.room door, and stands
there, grasping the handle and shuddering with
fear; half grieving at the coming shadow, but too
frightened to go out and meet it, face to face.
What are those feet which seem unable to trcad
otherwise than heavily, yet are accompanicd by
others stepping upon tiptoe, whose owners keep
on whispering caution as they go?

Why'is the hall of Fen Court so full of strange
sounds and presences? what is it they have
brought home so helplessly among them? She
knows : the instinct of affection has told her the
ruth, but. she is not yet able to receive it, and
tands there listening, with the life-blood frozen
2 her veins, waiting till the visitation of God
hall descend upon her head.

There is no such agony in this world as sus-

“it is
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pense. '\i'hcn we know for certain that death or
treachery, or separation, has come between us
| and those whom we hold dearest, the pain may
be acute, but still the worst is before us; we can
measure it and our own strength, end every day
we find the difference between the two grow less,
until; with a thankful heart, we can acknowledge
that, even though it cmbitter the remainder of
our carecr, it is not unbearable.

But to be kept in suspense; to be kept be-
hind the black veil that reserve, or cruelty, or
want of thought, may raise between us and our
fellow-creatures; to fluctuate between hope and
doubt’ and despair uatil our outraged affection
sickens and dies of repeated disappointments ;
this is the most terrible trial the buman heart is
capable of enduring, compared to which physical
torture in its worst shape would appear trifling.
And yet at times we inflict it on each other. But
I think Heavén will hold ghe murderer, who
strikes dogn his victim in a fit of rage, as inno-
cent beside'the man or woman who, having gained
supremacy over another heart, kills it by inches
with slow, drawn-out suspense. The nature of
the poisoner, who deals out death by infinitesimal
grains of powder, is angelic by comparison.

-~ Irene’s deepest feclings are not here concerned,
but she is torturing herself cruclly by standing at
the drawing-room door. She is in the condition
of the criminal condemned by martial law, whe,
his last moment having arrived, awaits with band-
aged eyes and almost pulseless heart the volley
that is to put him out of his misery. At last she
is roused by the sound of Isabella sniffling bebind
her handkerchief.

“Oh! my dear Mrs. Mordaunt. I really feel
quite frightened ; do you think it is possible any
thing can have hapnened I don’t want to alarm
you, of course; but still—and Philip not having
come home, you sce—" )

She can stand it no longer then, but with an
cffort dashes open the door and walks out blindly
into the passage. The Wway is barricaded by
PR®%e, who has evidently been set to keep guard,
and whose eyes, red with cr&ing, and wild with
fear, are wandering incessantly from the hall to
the drawing.room, and the drawing-room to the
hall.

“Oh! my dear lady,” she exclaims, a3 soon
as she catches sight of her mistress. - “Pray go -
back again; they don’t want you there just
now.” ¥ )

“YWhere? What do you mean? Tell me at
once,” says Irene, in a tone of authority.

 Oh, it’s nothing, my dear lady; indeed, it's
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nothmf' but they're busy, and they say you must
keep in the drawing-room. And, oh! whatam I
to do? " continues the girl, despairingly, as her

mistress advances to her without the slightest-

hesitation. : .

“It is the colonel' I know it. It's no use
your dcnymrv it; where bave they taken him ¢

“ Oh! I'm not sure, ma'am—into the morning-
room, I think ; but do stop and see Mrs. Quekett
first.”

“ Mrs, Quekett!” in a voice of the supremest

* contemmpt.  “Let me puss, Phoebe; do not at-
tempt to stop me. I should have been told of
this at once.”

She hurries on—half fainting mt.h fear, but so
majestically grand in her right to kno# the worst,
that the servants that line the hall make no effort
to bar her progress, but draw back, awe-struck,
and look after ber with their aprons to thicir
eyes.

The morning-room scems full of people, and
the first who make way for her upon the threshold
are the whipper-in and her own coachman.
the table are gathered Sir Jobn Coote and several
gentleman in hunting-costume, with Mrs. Quekett
and a couple of medical men whom Ircne has
never seen before. They greall bcndmv forward,

but as the crowd divides to let her pass they turn-

and start.

“ Not here—not bere—my dear lady,” exclaims
onc of the strangers, as he attempts td intcmcpt
ber view. * Now, let me entreat you-~"

‘But she pushes past him, and walks up to the
table.

There lics her husband, dressed as when she
parted with him on that morning, but dead—un-
mistakably dead !

> She guessed it from the first—she knew what
wag awaiting her when she left the drawing-room :
she had no hope when she entered this room;
yet now that all suspense is over, that she cannot
fail to see her suspicions were correct, something
will flicker up again before it is laid to rest for-
ever, and tause her trembhnv lips to form the
words—

¢ Are—are you quite sure ? "

¢ Quite sure, my dear Mrs, Mordaunt; I regret
to say. But, indeed, you ought not-fo be here.
Let me conduct you back to your own room.”

She shakes him off impatiently (it is Sir John
Coote who has been speaking to her), and turns
again to the doctor

“ How did it happen ?”

“1 am told—I believe—" he stammers, * Sir
John was good enough to inform- me'it was on

About |

“XNO INTENTIONS.”

the occasion of the colonel taking the brook dowy
at Chappell's meadows—Dbut all these sad detail:.
my dear madam, would be better kept from yey
wtil—" o

“ Take him up to my room,” she says next,
in a tone which sounds more like weariness thui
any thing else.

i Cafry the—I think we Itad best leave i
where it is, Mrs. Mordaunt,” remobstrates %
John.

“My servants are hgre. I do not wish &
trouble any one elsc,” she answers, quietly.

¢ But, of course, if you wish it—"

“I do wish it. I wish him to be carried u;-
stairs and laid upon our—our—bed,” she say:”
with a slight catching in her voice.

Then half a dozen pairs of arms are placei
tenderly beneath the dead body, and it is take
up-stairs and laid where she desired it to be.

When the task is completed, the bearer
stand about the bed, not knowing what to do «
say next.

* Please leave me,” says Irene, after a pause
%I must be alone.”

“But is there nothing I can do for you, ny
dear child ? ” asks Sir Jobn Coote, losing sigh
for a moment of deference in pity.

“Yes; please come back to-morrow and wl
me all about it.” And‘perhaps this gentleman,

‘indicating one of the doctors, ¢ will'stay here t

night, in case—in case—"

“ My dear lady, there is no-hope here.”

“I know—I knmow. It is because there i
rio hope that I must be alone. Good-night.”

She waves them to the door as she speaks
and they file out one aftcr another, and leave ke
with her dead.

All this time Mrs. Queckett has not venturei
to speak to her mistress, or intrude herself upn
her notice in any way. She is awed by the sud
den -calamity that has fallen on them, and, pe
haps—who knows ?—a trifle conscience-smitte
for the mischief which she brought about, azi
will never now have the opportunmity of w
pairing. Ah! could we but foresee events &
they will happen, how far more carefully shou
we pick our way along the rocky path of life. |
am not one who considers the curtain drawn be
tween us and futurity as a special proof of prot
dential care. I would countit rather as one of the
losses brought upon us by the fall of Adam, whic
rendered most of the faculties with which th
Almighty gifted his first creatures too gross an
carnal to.exert their original prerogatives. Ther
was a second Adam, of whom the first was a pre
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figuration, who brought a perfc(.t body mm
world, the capabilities of which e have no reason
to believe we should not also have' enjoyed had
‘ours, like his, remained as sinless as they were
created. Many people, from sheer cowardice,
<hrink from hearing what is in store for them,
mnd excuse themselves upon the plea that they
bave no right to know what the Creater hus mer-
cifully hid. They might just as well argue they
had no right to use a microscope to aid their sin-
vound eyes to discover that which the first man
would probably have scen without apy artificial
belp. But our deeds for the most part will not
bear the light, and therein lies our dread of an un-
known future. We fear to trace the advance of
the Nemesis we feel the past deserves.

Mrs. Quekett does not address Ireme—their
eves even do not meet in the- presence of the
dead man whose life has been so much mixed up
with both of theirs, and_yet the house-keeper in-
fitively feels that her mistress-kngws.or guesses
the part she has taken in her late lmsgry, and is
too politic to invite notice which inf “the. first bit-
terness of Irene’s trouble might be most unpleas-
antly accorded. Besides, Mrs, Quekett believes
that the game is in her own hands, aﬂd‘jm she

can afford to wait. So Irene remains unmolested.
by the house-keeper’s sympathy or adviee, and a.

loud burst of hysterics as soon as Isabella is “put
in possession of the truth is the only disturb-
ance that reaches her privacy during the hour

that she remains by herself, trying to realize the-

fact that she is once more left-alone. -As the
friends who bore his body up the stairs walk gen-
tly down again, as though the sound of their foot-
steps could arouse the unconscious figure they
have left behind them, she turns the key in the
door, and advancing to the beddide, falls up-
on her kuees and takes the cold. hand-in her
own. :
“Philip !  she whispers softly—* Philip!”

But the dead face remains as it was laid, stiff
and quiesgent on the pillow, and the dead eyelids
neither quiver nor unfold themselves. They are
alone now, husband end wife, who have been so
close and so familiar, and -yet he does not answer
ber, The utter absence of response or recognition,
sithough she knows that he is dead, seems to make
her realize for the first time that ke is gone.

¢ Philip,” she repeats, half fearfully, “it is I
—ig is Irene.”

“Oh, my God!” she cries, suddenly, to her-
self; “how full of life and hope he was this
morning!

That recol]ecuon—thc vision of her husband
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as she saw him last, his beaming face, his cheer-
ful voice, his promise to be back withher by sev-
en, all crowd upon her'heart and make it natural
ﬂ"ﬂln

shé begins to weep. -,

First it is only a teary which she drives back
with the worn-out platitude that he is happy,
and so she must not grieve ; then her lip quivers
aud she holds it fast between her tecth and tries
to think of paradise, and that it is she alone who
will have to suffer: but here steps in the remem-
brance of how %e used to sympathize in all her
troubles, and pity for berselX brings down the
tears like rain.

“Oh, my poor love! I shalll never hear you
speak again.® I shall never sec\your eves light
up when I appear, It is al over)
forever; and we had 50 much to
another 1 -

It-is all gone

future ; and inhalf an hour rises from
wearied with weeping, but with a breast already
easier from indulgence.

‘But she does not hang about the corpse again.
Irene’s notions with respect to the change which
we call Death preclude her clinging with any thing
like superstition to the cast-off clothing of a lib-
erated spirit. She knows it is not her husband
that is there, nor ever has been; and she will ery,
as much to-morrow at the sight of the last suit
he wore, as she has done over his remains, and ¢
for the same reason, because it reminds her ‘of
what was, and still s, though not for her. All
her sorrow lies:in the: fact that the communica-
tion which she loved is, for a while, concluded.

When hergrief is somewhat abated, she rings
the bell for Phocbe. The girl answers it timidly,
and, on being bidden to enter, stands shivering
just within the threshold of the room, with eyes
well averted from the bed.

“Pheebe,” said her mistress, weariedly, “I
want you to tell me—to advise me—what ought X
to do about this 7"

¢ Oh, bless you, ma'am, I don’t even like to
think. Hadn’t we better send for Mrs. Quekett 2

“ Certainly not, Pheebe ! Don’t mention Mrs,
Quekett’s name to me again. This is not her
business, and I have no intention of permitting
her to enter the room.”

« She seems to expect as she's to have the
ordering of every thing,” says Pheebe, as she
blinks away a tear.

.’ “She is mistaken, then,” replies Irenc. The
allusion to Mrs. Quekett has strengthened hen
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She has no inclination to cry now. Ifer cyes
sparkle, and heribreast heaves. '

“Is that gcntl.cman——t‘nc doctor—here still 7
she inquires. ' :

“Yes, ma'am. Mr. Fellows, his name i
We've put him in the Blue-Room.” |

« Ask him to come here.”

The young man—a surgeon from a neighbor-
ing village—soon makes his appearance, and to
his hands Irene confides the charge of every thing
connected with the last offices to be performed
for her husband, which Mr. Fellows, being much

impressed with her beauty and her grief, under-

takes without any hesitation, and promises to act
for her until the arrival of Oliver Ralston shall set
him at liberty again. TUpon which she rises and
bows to him, and, without another glance toward
that which bears so small resemblance to the gal-
lant, fine old man who promised but last night to
grow young again for her sake, leaves the room,
and creeps away to the side of Tommy's cot, and
remains there il the morning, rocking herself
backward and forward, and wondering why God

should have especially selected herscligo suffer-

such repeated separations.
“ First my dear father, and then mother, and
pow Philip! They afl weary of me—they will not

wait until I can accompany them. They are too

anxious to get free—they forget I shall be left
elone.—0 Tommy, my darling, stay with me!
Don't you go too. And yet, Heaven only knows
how long I shall be permitted to keep you either.’
She makes herself miserable with such
thoughts until the day breaks. How strange to
see it dawn, and remember, with a start, that for
\{fim time is no more! She rises chilled and stiff
rom her position with the daylight, and performs
the duties of dressing mechanically; yet she will
not quit the nursery, but sits there hour after
hour with her hands crossed upon her lap, listen-
ing 40 Tommy's broken phraseology, or issuing
necessary orders in a languid, careless voice from
which all hope seems to have evaporated. In the
course of the afternoon Sir John Coote asks to see
her, and she hears for certain what rumor from
the servants’ hall has already acquainted her with.
« Always a determined fellow with dogs and
borses, poor, dear Mordaunt,” says her visitor, in
the course of explanation. “I have heard that
his intiniate friends might twist him round their
little fingers, but that’s peither here nor there;
he would never let an animal get the better of
him.—Well, that d—d brute of his—excuse my
vebemence, Mrs. Mordaunt, but I can’t speak of
it with any thing like calmness—was in a temper

-the good he could do.
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from the first of the morning. Mordaunt had o
dence of a trouble to keep him straight at all, ang,
after two or three hard fights between them, th
animal's blood was fairly up, and he began t.
show vice. It happened at the wide jump by
Chappell’s farm in Stotway. The brook’s Yers
much swollen, and we mostly went round.—* l'i{
take it out of my brute, says poor Mordaunt
and put him at it like blazes. The animal refuse]
the water twice, then took it with a rush—f}
short of the opposite bank, rolled over, and ther
was an end of it. And I wish to God, my der
child, I had to tell the story to any one but you"

“Did he speak ? Who saw him first 27 sl
asks, with white, trembling lips.

“Xot a word ; it must have been the work of
a second—dislocation of the spinal vertebra, you
know. I was next behind him, and off my borse
in 2 moment, but it was no use. I saw that ¢
rectly. We shall never have such a master of
the hounds again, Mrs. Mordaunt. It's the sad
dest thing that's ever happened tomé sinee I rode
to my first meet.”

“Thank you for tclling me. I would rathe
know all. And you are sure he did not suffer?”

 Quite sure. Youshould ask Fellows, he be
longs to Stotway, and was on the spot in five min
utes; but it might as well have been an hour forall
And then we carried himt
a farm-house close by, and I sent on Colville to
break the news to you ; but the fool couldn’t g
through with it, and slunk home half-way, leaving
us quite in the dark as to his proceedings ; elseyo
may be sure we would never have startled youin
the manner we did by bringing the poor fellow
straight home without any previous warning.”

“XNever mind; it was just as well, perhaps:
nothing could have softened it,” she says, quietly.

“You bear it like a—like a—like a T'rojan,”
exclaims Sir John, unable to find any term more
suited to the occasion by which toexpress hisad
miration.

«T am obliged to bear it,” replies Irene; “bu
it was very sudden, and I don’t think I can talk
any more about it to-day, please,” upon which he:
visitor takes the hint, and leaves her to herseif.

The next day brings Oliver Ralston, full of

"concern and interest for Irene, as usual, and also

not a little grieved at the loss they bave mut
ally sustained. Y

“ He was always so good to me,” he says, a
soon as the first ice is broken, and Irene has in
part confided to him the last interview she had
with her husband,  particularly when that oli
brute Quekett was out of the way.”
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I OLIVER RALSTON'S VISIT.

«Qliver ! promise me that I shall never see
that woman to speak to again.

not trust myself to hear her whining over my hus-

and's death, or offering me her hypoeritical con- |

Jolences, without saying exactly what I think and
know of her.”

“ ¥y dear Irene, why ask me ?  Surely it will
be in your own power to decide what is to become
of tke whole establishment, and Mother Quckett
into the bargain.”

«I don’t kKnow that, Oliver,” she says, with a
slight shiver. I know nothing for certain; but
Isuppose it will be in my power to settle where
I shall live, and T feel that that woman anl my-
self can never continue under the same roof.”

“Where should you live but here? You
would not abandon the poor old Court ?  But per-
haps you would find it lonely all by yourself.”

“Don't let us talk of it until we hear what ar-

angements Philip may have made for me, Oliver.
1shall be content to abide by his decision. But
he told me, the night before he died, that he had
lately altered his will.”

“XNot in old Quekett’s favor, I trust. Irene,
do you think we shall find out the truth about
that woman now ? Will the secret concerning
her (for I am sure there is one) be brought to
light with my uncle’s will ®

“I bave never seen it, Oliver ; you must not
ask me. for my own part, the only feeling I bave
upon the subject is, that T may-be rid of the sight
ofher. She has done her best to poison the hap-
piness of my married life, and turn my dear, no-
ble husband's beart against me ; and, if I live to
be a hundred, I could never forgive her for it. It
was sheer malice, and God.v‘%novws what I bave
done to provoke it!” ‘ ’

“You came between her and her hope of in-
beriting my uncle’s moncy # that is all the expla-
nation I can offer you, Irene. It makes me very
uneasy to hear you say the will has been altered.
What should Unele Philip have altered it for? ”

“Because, after what he heard, he natarally
believed me to be unworthy of having the charge
of so much property.”

“But without ascertaining if his suspicions
were correct 2 I cannot believe it of him. Irene,

if he has permitted this old woman to inveigle you.

out of your legal rights under false pretenses, I
shalt begin to hate his memory.”

He is startled by her burst of distress.

“ Hate his memory! O Oliver! for shame!
How dare you say so before me? My poor, kind
Philip—my dear, generous husband, who would
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; bave laid down his lite’ for wy sake; i he was
I feel as though ¢
iz would be impossible to me—as though I could

misled in this matter, it was through his great
love for me; and I was'wrong in not seeking an
explanation with him sooner.  If—if—things do
not turn out exactly as the world may bave ex-
pected of bim, T, for one, will not hear the slight.
cst imputation of Llame cast on his memory.
My darling Philip‘(wceping), would God had
spared him one short month more to me, that I
might have tried, in some wcasure, to atone for
the suffering his suspicions caused him ! 7
“Irene, you arc an angel,” says Oliver, impul-
sively; “but I can’t say I'see this thing in the
same light as you do.
useless.

However, speculation is
We shall know every thing soon. Mean-
while, I suppose it wouldn't be considered de-
cent to kick old Quekett out-of-doors betore the
funeral has taken place.”

“You must do nothing, but be good and
quiet, and save me all the trouble you can, Oliver,
for the next few days; and after that, when it is.
all over, we will consult together as to the bost
course to pursue.” )

He sces her every _(Tay after this, but not for
long at a time; for, strange and unnatural as it
may appear to the romantic reader thatany wom-
an who loves a man as completely as Ircne loves
Muiraven should feel almost inclined to despair
at the death of a prosy old husband like Colonel
Mordaurt, the young widow is, for a time, really
overwhelmed with grief.  Most of us know, ejther
from experience or observation, what it is to
wake up, after many days and nights of fever, to
the joys of convalescence—to feel that the burn-
ing pain, the restlessness, the unquiet dreams,
the utter inability to take any interest in life,
have passed away, and that instead we can sleep
and taste and understand, breathe God's fresh
air, drink in his sunshine, and recognize our
fricnds. Iow grateful—how good we feel! With
what a consciousness of relief we remember the
past horrors ; and should we relapse and dream
of them again, how thankfully we wake to find
our hand- clasped by some kind, sympathizing
nurse, who moistens our parched lips, and smooths
our tumbled pillow, and bids us have no fear,
since we are watched and tended even when un-
conscious !

Love for Muiraven was to Irene a fever of the
brain, It “‘{s_\so deep and burning that the
disappointment of its loss pervaded her whole be-
ing, and almost worked its own cure by robbing
her of interest in every thing that had preceded
it. ‘When she commenced life anew with Colone!

Mordaunt she was in the couvalescent stage. %
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She was too weak as yet to care to take any
trouble for her own benefit or pleasure; but he
took it for ber,, It was from his band she first
became aware that she could still derive enjoy-
ment from the blessings which Heaven provides
equally for its children; his protection and ten-
derness sheltered all her married life; and if ber
love is Muiraven's, her gratitude is alone due to
her husband. The first feeling makes her shudder
even to ook back upon—so fraught is it with
pain, and heart-burning, and misery; but the
second (save for the last sad episode, which Irene
attributes more to her own fault than his) pro-
vokes no thoughts but such as are associated
with peace.

uish and delirious with pain, are we to turn
against the kind .hand.that is stretched forth to
tend and succor us ?

There is no greater mistake in the world than
to suppose that a man or woman can only love
once; though, luckily, the foolish supposition is
chiefly confined to establishments for young la-
dies, and three-legged stools. We may never Jove
again so ardently as we did at first (though that
possibility is an open question); but we may love,
and love worthily, half a dozen times, if Heaven
is good enough to give us the opportunity; and
there are some natures that must love, and will
go on loving to the end of the chapter. They
resemble those plants that only require the top-
most shoots to be taken off to make them sprout
out again at the bottom. And Irege has never
resisted the promptings of youth and Nature to
make the most of the bappiness t orld afforded
her. She has not, like some people) sat down in
the dark with her lacerated love in/ her lap, and
dared her grief to die by tearing gpen its wounds
as quiékly as they closed. On£he contrary, her
first wild burst of sorro er, she placed it far
behind her, and went out gladly to meet return-
ing sunshine, and thanked God that she retained
the power to appreciate it. If she has not en-
Jjoyed any vehement- transports of delight there-
fore, during her communion with Philip Mordaunt,

. she has acknowledged that his affection mitigated

* her regret; her heart has expanded beneath the
influence of his devotion, she has known peace
and quiet, and contentment ; and she misses it all
terribly mow that it is gdne. She feels that she
is once more thrown on the world as she was by
her mother’s death—unloved, unguarded, and
alone—and her sorrow is as genuine and honest
as was her affection. ;

Colonel Mordaunt was lucky enough not to
possess many relations, but two or three needy

Because we have been racked with

“NO INTENTIONS.”

| cousing, hitherto unheard of, crop up during the
next few days, in hopes of finding their names
| mentioned in the will, and the lawyer, all bust,
and importance, with the precious documen:
stowed away in his deed-box, comes down tl
day before the funeral and disgusts Oliver Ralstop
with his loquacity and pertinacious attempts g
confidence. .

“You know nothing of this, sir,” he say,
slapping the roll of parchment which he carric
in his hand. * You were not in your late uncles
—yes—yes—of course, uncle's—secrets 2 Wel|,
then, I flatter myself| sir, I have a surprise fo
you. IfI'm not mistaken, Mr. Ralston, I havea-
little surprise here for every one connected with
my late client.” '

“If you have, I have no desire to anticipate
it, Mr. Carter. I don't like surprises at any time,
and I consider them particularly out of placcata
period lilge this.”

‘“ Ah—good, generous, of course—an admi.
rable sentiment, sir; but these things are notin
our hands. Had you any reason to suppose, no,

that your late lamented er—er—uncle designed
to alter his testamentary bequests in favor of—"

“Mr. Carter,” exclaims the young man, abrupt.
Iy, ¢“ I have already tby you that I can wait tii

to-morrow to learn my uncle’s last wishes, and]
consider your attempt to provoke my curiositya
most irregular proceeding. You were of necessity
in Colonel Mordaunt’s confidence ; be good enough
to respect it until the proper ‘moment arrives for
its disclosure.”

“ Oh! very good—very good! just as it shoul
be, of course,” replies the ruffled lawyer, “ only
public surprises are apt to be attended with in-
convenience, and I thought, perhaps, that a little
preparation—" ) v

. But here Mr. Carter indignantly breaks of.
leaving Oliver in a most uncomfortable state of
mind, and dreading above all things the moment
when the will shall be read, and these. mysterios
innuendoes brought to light.

He is very anxious that Irene shall not be
" present at the reading, but she is resolute to ap-
pear in her proper place, as the mistress of Fen
Court. )

“If T consulted my own inclinations, Oliver.
I should remain up-stairs; but that woman wil
be present, and I am determined she shall see
that I can bear the fate which she has brought
upon me without wincing, It would be suchs
triumph to her to think that the mere anticipation
had made me too ill to appear.” .

“Whby will you talk in this way, Irene!




READING THE WILL.

Why prognosticate misfortune which I cannot be- !
lieve in?” ‘ !

“ait and see, Oliver,” is all she answers. :

It is a bright, cold day when they carry Colo- |
nel Mordaunt to his grave in the quiet church-
vard of Priestley. Irene is anxious to attend the
'funeral, but her wish is overruled by Oliver, who
foresees that if she does o, his aunt Isubella, and
probably Mrs. Quekett, will follow hetsexample, -
and make a scene during the ceremony.  He “}
could trust Irene, but he cannot trust the others;
and, like most young men, he has a righteous l‘
horror of a scene. s So he persuades the young |
widow to remain at home, and is himsclf chief
mourner. It is not a grand funeral, but it is a ‘
very imposiog one, followed by almost all the '
members of the hunt, with Sir John Coote at their
head; and it gratifies Irene to see how much her |
husband was held in censideration by those who
inew him most intimately. At last it is over, |
Oliver is back again; the visitors, with the ex-
eeption of Sir John, have dispersed, and the family |
are left to themselves.

Three o’clock has been fixed for the reading !

|
i
|
|
|

of the will, and, as the hour strikes, Irene, dressel |
in her deep mourning, with Tommy clinging to |
her hand, comes down-stairs for the first timo
siice her bercavement, and, walking into the
dining-room on Oliver Ralston’s arm, takes the
chair which he wheels forward for her, and seats
herself in the" centre of the circle. She bows to
the company generally as she enters, but sheloo

st o one but-the lawyer, though she is copscious,
vithout seeing it, that Mrs. Quekett is “ui€E s
vearly opposite to her, with her elbow rest]
easily upon the table, and a satisfied, mali

smile of coming triumph fixed upon her founte-
nance.  Mr. Carter hums and ha’s as hq unfolds
the parchment. -

Why do lawyers always “bum” agd “ha»
before they read a will® Are they nekg)us by
nahyre (they ought not to be), or is the pevuliari-
tv alldded to supposed to add dignity to their
position, or\;mporta.nce to their charge? Itisa
fact that the¥ always do so.

Mr. Carter, being no exception tp the rule,
clears his throat until he makes himself quite
hoarse, and is obliged to ask for a gldss of water.
Then he gives two or three final oughs as a
wind-up, and proceeds to mak?‘le‘{jollowing
staternent : 3

“Life is very uncertain,” $ommences Mr.
arter, as he smooths out the creases in the parch-
ment; “in fact, there is nothing certain in life.

€ ars used to great changes in our profession,
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and ‘great surprises—very great surprises '—in-
deed, we are never surprised at any thing we may
hear or see—" : .

* Has this any thing to do with the will? "
says Irene, with an imp'oring glance at Oliver,
who immediately addresses the lawyer:

“We are exccedingly of)liged for your senti-
ments, Mr. Carter, but Mrs. Mordaunt would pre-
fer your proceeding to business. You must re-
member this i3 the first time she has ventured
down-stairs.” ’

“ Ah! of course; I have to beg your pardon,
madam—and yet, under the circumstances, per-

i haps—  Well, well, then » (with a more cheerful

air)—“ 1o business.. Not but what my remarks
were made with a view in.that direction. I have
a document here, the contents of which I think
are unknown to most present. -It will in fact, I

{ fear” (with a glance at Irene over his spectacles),

‘“ prove to be one of those surprises to which I

alluded on first taking my place among you—"
“It will not prove, perhaps, so great a sur-

prise as you anticipate,” says Irene, in a clear

! cold voice that makes Mrs, Quekett start,  “-At

any rate, we are assembled to hear it.”

“As you will, madam—as you will”” returns
Mr. Carter, somewhat nettled. I only wished
to spare you an unpleasant shock.”

“ A shock for Mrs. Mordaunt! What can he
mean ?” exclaims Sir Jobn Coote, quickly. '

The house-keeper smiles furtively, and smooths

e erape upon her dress-sleeve. ‘

“ 8ir John, I must entreat you to be quiet and
et Mr. Carter procced,” says Irene. “Whatever
may be in store for me, be assured that T am quite
able to bear it.” . - '

Sir John exchanges glances of
with Oliver. .

“You are to go on,” says the latter roughly,
to the lawyer. On which the reading of the will
is commenced and finished without further inter-
ruption,’ -

It is very brief and very explicit. It com-
mences with a bequest of five thousand pounds to
his sister Isabella Mordaunt, and goes on to leave
all ‘the remainder of his property, funded and
personal—his house and lands, and plate and
furniture—to his illegitimate son Olivér, generally
known as Oliver Ralston, on condition of his tak-
ing the name of Mordaunt. Of Irene, from be-
ginning to end, not a syllable is mentioned ! o

How do they receive it ?

As the words, one after another, drop mark-
edly from the lawyer’s lips, the house-kegper may
be observed to turn uneasily upon her seat—she

ajtonishinent

[}

/
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i3 evidently disappointed ; the cousins look mis-
erable; Sir John Coote grows crimson in the
face, and half rises from his chair. To Irene’s
pale cheeks there mounts a flush of pride, and
she draws her "adopted child, almost defiantly,
. closer to her side ; and Isabella, as her name is
mentioned, weeps loud and openly. But Oliver
Ralston demands a paragraph to himself.

As the truth breaks in upon his mind, that
Irene has been defrauded of her rights, his teeth
set and his hand clinches itself furtively upon the
arm of his chair. But as the fatal termination of
the will reveals who he is, and the rcason why he
inherits to her detriment, he looks up quickly, the
blood forsakes his face, and he rises tremblingly
to Bis feet.

“I'sa lic ! he says, striking his hand upon
the table.

“Oliver — Oliver, for God's sake, forbear!
Think what you are saying!” cries Ircne, as she
catches hold of his arm.

“Let me,go, Irene! I repeat it,” he says fu-
riously, “I am nof his son. It's some infernal lic
hatched up by tkat old harridan for my destruc-
tion. Yes,” he continues, addressing Mrs, Quck-

ett, who has risen, as though to answer him, “I
don’t care what you say, nor what you think.
You have made the misery of this house for years

past. You have held the secrets of my uncle and
ry uncle’s father over their heads until they
bardly dared toact without your assistance. But
your reign is over. Your last victim is in his
grave ; and you shall not continue your work of
infamy in my behalf.”

“But, my dear sir, what has this good lady
to do with my late clicnt’s bequests ? * interrupts
the lawyer, soothingly.

“ Command yoursclf, Ralston,” urges Sir John.

“ Command myself! Stand quietly by to sce
this poor girl robbed of her rights, and my own
life branded with a stigma, for which no wealth
can atone! I am nof his son, I tell you—I am |
his nephew, the child of his sister Mary—".

‘“His sister’s child died before she did, young
man. You are the child of my daughter, Mary
Quekett ; and, if the shame of hearing it kills you,
it’s no more than it did to my poor gizl.”

It i8 the house-keeper that speaks to him.

“I won't believe it,” he mutters, as he stag-
gers backward. Buthe does belicve it, for all his
bravado.

“You can do as you please about that,” con-
tinues Mrs. Quekett; “ but I can take my Bible-
oath that it’s the truth. And for what should
the colonel go to leave you all his property, if it

“NO INTENTIONS.”

wasn't? He was mistaken enough in those thy
he thovght worthy, and though he might hy:,
found better than yourself, maybe, to step in;
his shoes—"

“ Silence, woman ! ” exclaims Oliver, ina vi
of thunder. “If this most iniquitous will is 4.
lowed to stand, J am master in this house now—
and I order you to leave the room.”

“ You order me to leave the room ! she whoi:
your nearest of kin—your own mother’s mother,”
she ':ms, breathless, in her sarprise.

¢ Don’t mention the fact—don’t rcmmd me ¢f
it, lest I should do you an injury. If You wert
twenty times my mother’s mother, I should bare
no compassion for you. Leave the room I s,
and rid us of a presence we detest.”

‘“ But, my dear sir—" interposes the luwy,
unwisely. ’

“IWho are you to dictate to me?” exclaies*
Oliver, turning round on him; “you have cons
to the end of your infernal parchment, I suppose.
and your business here is completed.  If you has.
read it aright, this house is mine, and Ishall iss:
what ordersin it I think fit. I coritnand ths
woman to leave this room, and at once, or I sha]
put her out of it.”

“Oh! you needn't be.afraid that I shall sty
to be laid violent hands on by you, young ma,
though you are my grandson,” replies Mrs. Qudl-
eft, tossing her head. “I have my own income,
thank Heaven, and no need to be beﬁoldgn to ya
or any one.—I think the old gentleman migh
have done better than choose you for his sucees
sor; but, as it is, he did it for my sake mor
than for your own, aud as a recompense for wha
T've suffered at his hands, though there’s few rec
ompenses would make up for it. He led awy
oy poor daughter before she came to her s
teenth year, and has had to pay pretty sharp for
it ever since, for I dor't belicve he’s had a qui
home smce he passed you off on the world as hi
sister’s son and the many minds he’s been it
1 about it since he married that young woman—"

“ Will you leave the room?" cries Of
again ; and this time Mrs. Quekett thinks it mqrr
politic to acquiesce. ’

“ Well, as there’s nothing more to stay for,
don’t sce why I shouldn’t ; but it’s not the las
you'll hear of me, young man, by a good bit"
And so saying, white with envy and malice, she
sails away.

“TIrene, I cannot bear it,’”” exclaims Ohver,
be sinks into a chair and covers his face with bis
hands. “Ifit had been any thing but that—"

“ My poor boy, I feel it so much for your sake




.

~Sic John, i3 there any thing more to do? any
reason why we should not be left alone?”

« None whatever, my dear.—Mr. Carter, Mrs.
Yordaunt wishes the room cleared. Be good
cnough to retire with these gentlemen to t!le
pext.”

So the company, much disappointed at the
iaue of events, disappear, and Sir John Coote
goes with them, and no one is left with the heir
of Fen Court but Irene and Isabella and the little
child. B

Oliver remains where he has thrown himself—
miserable, abashed, and silent.

« Qliver,” says Irene presently, in her sweet,
sad voice, “ be comforted. He did you a great
njury, but he has tried to atone for it. Remem-
ber how kiud and loving he always proved him
«lf toward you, and forgive him for the want,
courage'that prevented his letting youknow youg_
real relationship from the first.”

% Forgive him! when he has robbed you of
every thing? 'When he bas disgraced you in the
eves of the world by passing over your name in
his will as though you were not worthy to be
mentioned, instead of being the most careful, at-
tentive, affectionate wife 8 man could have! He
was not worthy of you. I never thought so little
of him a3 I do now.”

“ Oh, hush, Oliver ! Pray hush! You cannot
know how you are wounding me. I do not pre-
tend to be indifferent to the turn affairs have
taken, . It is a great disappointment and misfor-
tune, and shame to me, but I feel that he is suffer-
ing forit now so much more than I am, that I for-
get my misery in the contemplation of his. And
I cannot permit you to blame bim before me.
When Philip made that will, he thought that he
was doing right, and I am very thankful that, as
Iwas not, to have it, he should have left his prop-
erty to you instead of to some public institu-
tion,”

“I am not thankful at ’all. I hate the very
idea of surplanting you. I never will do it, Irene.
I refuse to take advantage of my—my—uncle's
imbegility, or to accept & trust which is rightfully
yours, and which you have done nothing to for-
feit. 'What! Do you “think I will reign here
while you are starving out in’ the cold ? I will
cut my throat first,”

“I shall not starve, Oliver; I have my own

litle income. Philip knew that I was provided
for.”

* Pshaw !—a hundred a year. How can you
live on that, who have been accustomed to every
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It is quite possible; and I mean to do jt.”

“My dear Mrs. Mordaunt,” here interrupts
Isabella, for the first time—** but what—have I
understood rightly—why does Oliver speak of
your leaving the Court ? ™

“Did you not listen to your brother’s will 2
replies Irene, quietly. *He has left every thing
to—to bis son—"

“His son! Oh, dear! and you know it, then?
And I always told Philip it would be so much bet-
ter to tell at once. But whyto his son? I don’t
think I can have listened properly—these things
upset me 30. You are not going away, my dear
Mrs. Mordaunt ? "

“ I must go away, Isabella. Dear Philip (you
must not blame him, for he thought that he was

mitting an act of justice) has made Oliver his

eir; therefore Fen Courf is-po longer mine.
| But I am not ambitious, and I shall do very well,
and will not have any of my friends concern
themselves on my account.”

“If you will not remain at Fen Court, neither
will I,” interposes Oliver,

 But where will yougo ?” demands Isabella,
excitedly; “and you have so little money.” -

“Dear Isabella, don’t worry yourself about
that. I have plenty of places to go to, and kind
friends to look after me, and I shall be very hap-
py by-and-by,” says Irene, with a sob, as she re.
members how little truth there is in what she
says.

“ But we ghall not see you,” replies Miss Mor-
daunt, as she rises and advances to the side of
her sister-in-law ; ‘‘and—and—OQ Irene!” she
goes on, becoming natural in her emotion, *“ don’t
go away, don’t leave us again. You are the only
creature I have loved for years,”

“ My dear Isabella ! ” says the young widow,
as the tears rise to .her eyes at this unexpected
proof of affection, ** why did you not let me know
it before? It would have made me so happy.”

“Oh! I couldn’t—I didn’t like—and then, -
you know, you had Philip. But now—and to
think he could have wronged you so! Oh! my
dear girl, do take my money—it's very little, but
Idon’t want it. I have the legacy my father left
me, and Oliver willlet me stay on here. It would
make me 80 much more comfortable to think you
had jt, and I couldn’t touch a. halfpenny of it,
while things remain as they are.”

“Bravo! Aunt Isabella!” exclaims levet
“J didn't think you were half sucha brick. Live
here? of course you shall! You must both hve

luxury ? Tt is impossible.”

here, or I shall have the place shut up.”
“What have I done that you should be so
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kind to me®” says Irene, as she burstsinto tears
of gratitude and surprise. But she bas no in-
tention of accepting ecither of their offers, never-
theless.

“You do not understand my feelings on this
gubject,” she says to Oliver, a few hours later,
when they are again discussing the advisability
of her departure. “I have been suspected of
the grossest crime of which a woman can be
guilty ; that of marrying an honest man under
false pretenses; gnd my husband’s feelings con-
cerning it have been made public property; for
you can have no doubt that the curiosity which
the provisions of his will excited has been al-
ready satisfied by Mrs. Quekett’s version of the
storn.” )

“Can nothing be done to rectify the slan-
der?®” :

“ Nothing. Pray do not attempt it,” she
says, shrinking from the idea of such an explana-
tion being necessary. “I am conscious of my
own integrity. Let me live the scandal down—
only it cannot be at Fen Court.”

* “Why not? Had my uncleliveda few hours
longer, this will would have becn altered.”

“Perhaps go; but I must abide by ‘it as it
stands—and I bave too much pride, Oliver, to
let the world think I would accept a position he
didn’t think me worthy to maintain. It was a
fatal mistake on his part, but it is God's will,
and I must suffer for it. I am quite determined
to quit the Court.” ’

“Then I shall quit it too. I will not live
here in your stead. It would make me wretched.”

“QOliver! you cannot mean it. You would
never be so foolish. What will become of all
this fine property without a master?”

“J don’t care a hang what becomes of it. If
you will stay and look after it with me, I will re-
main.”

. “That would be impossible, Oliver, in any
case. You forget what you are talking about.”

“ Then stay here by yourself.”

¢ 8till more impossible. Pray do not torture
me by any more entreaties. In plain words,
Oliver, this child is supposed to be mine. He is
not mine, but I have no intention of parting with
him, at all events, at present. Therefore we must
go away and heng our humiliated heads -some-
where together.”

. “ ¥ wish you had never geen the brat.” .

“1 don’t.”

“ What! not after all he has brought upon
you?” i

“It’is not kis fault.”

“NO INTENTIONS.”

“Poor little devil. 7 ought to feel for hip,
O Irene! the bitterest part of it all is th,
knowledge that I have any of that woman’s blogg
running in my veins. When I think of it T coulg
—1I could—" clinching his fist.

“Hush! yes, it is a bitter pill to swallox,
But think of the misery it must have caused hir,
To have her threats of exposure constantly held
over his head. Poor Philip! Had we ben
more confidential, how much unhappiness w,
might have saved each other. What do you ip.
tend to do about Mrs. Quekett ?

“Turn ber out of the house!”

“Oh, Oliver! however hard it may be, yu
should remember now that she is—your grand
mother |

But the words are hardly out of her mouty
before Irene is frightened at the cffect of them.

“ My grandmother ! he exclaims, rising su}
denly to his feet, it is that fact alone, Irene, thy
decides me. Had she not been my grandmother, ]
might have made allowances for her infamou
conduct. But that she—who brought my mothe
into the world, and professed to love her—shou
have systematically tortured Aislife, and done
she could to set him against me, whom he hadg
fearfully wronged, completely steels my het
against her. Were she an ordinary servan
grasping, authoritative, and contentious, I migk
have made allowances for her age snd length o
service, and fidelity; but now I can make none
I am only anxious to rid myself of a presencel
have always hated, and now most thoroughly de
spise. Mrs. Quekett goes to-morrow.” -

“ Have you told her so?”

“I bave! We have just enjoyed a mos
stormy interview ; but the old woman knows zr
mind, and that I am resolute. To-morrow se
her leave Fen Court, never to return, except it

| my bitterest memory.”

“Try to forgive, Oliver.”

“Don’t ask me that yet, Irene. At presen
I can neither forgive nor forget. The man wh
strangles his bastard in the birth is a kinde
father than he who permits him to grow uwpt
maturity in ignorance of his misfortune.”

The nexi few days pass quietly enough. Th
bouse-keeper is gone, and the Court is deserted
Irene has received a letter from her aunt, Mr
Cavendish, and announces her intention of takin
Tommy to Sydenham with her on a short visit.

“And afterward you will return here, der
Trene,” says Oliver; “I can decide on nothix

till I know your plans.”




#1 will write to yvou on thesubject,” is all her
apswer, and they are obliged to let her go, and
trust to persuading her to take up her final abode
with them more effectually by letter than by word
of mouth.

But when she has been at Sydenham for about
a1 week, Irene writes to tell Oliver that he must
at once abandon all hope that she will ever return
9 fen Court. She has fixed on her future resi-
lence, she affirms, but intends for the present to
keep its destination a sccret, even from her own
relations, in order that he may have no excuse
for attempting to seek her out. It is a long let-
tor, full of explanation, but written so calmly and
resolutely that Oliver fecls that there is nothing
1o be done but acquiesce in her decision, She
bexs lim, however, so carnestly, for her sake
sad the sake of her dear dead husband, nok to
abandon the property confided to his charge,
that he feels bound to follow ber wishes and re-
min where he is. He makes several ‘attempts,
J severtheless, to trace her whereabouts, by letters
to Mrs. Cavendish and Mr. Walmsley, the solici-
wr, but the lady appears as distressed at her
riece’s leaving her in ignorance as he is, and the
lwyer i3 deep and silent as the grave. And so
for the nonce Oliver Ralston—or Mordaunt, as he
must now be called—tries to make himself con-
tented by wielding the sceptre at Fen Court and
devising plauns with the sapient Isabella for cir-

amventing the young widow's resolution to
remain  undiscovered. But all in vain; three
hnonths pass, and they are still ignorant of her
destination. " It is close upon Christmas - day,
when one afternoon a card is brought in to Oliver
on which is inseribed the name of Lord Muiraven.
fow, before Irene’s departure she had confided
o him all the details of the torn letter, and her
st interview with her husband, so that he hopes
ord Muiraven may have seen her or come from
her, and goes in to meet him gladly. Two gen-
eman await him in the library ; one clad in deep
uourning, whom he concludes to be Muiraven;
he other, a shorter, fairer, less handsome, but
ore cheerful-looking man, whom we have met
puce before, but doubtless quite forgotten; who
13 Muiraven's chum at college, and is now Saville
foxon, Esq., barrister-at-law, and owner of the
olliest set of chambers in the Temple.

“Mr. Mordaunt, I believe,” says Muiraven,
ather stiffly ; * the —the nephew of my late
iend Colonel Mordaunt.”

“I am Mr, Mordaunt ; and I have often heard

our name fram my uncle’s wife. Won't you sit
own ?

MRS. MORDAUNT'S DEPARTURE.

His cordial manmer rather ovcrcomes the
other's huutcur.

“Let me introduce my friend Mr. Moxon,”
he commences, and then, taking a chair, “ We
shall not detain you long, Mr. Mordaunt. I was
much surprised to lecarn that Mrs. Mordaunt is
not living at the Court. I came here fully expect-
ing to sec her. I amanxious to-ascertain her ad-
dress.  Will you kindly give it me 2

“I wish I could, Lord Muiraven. I d& not
know it myself. I was in hopes you brought me
news of her.”

“Brought you news!
why is she not here?
about it?”

“ No mystery—but much sadness. I am not
‘a man to be envied, Lord Muiraven. I stand
bere, by my uncle’s will, the owner of Fen Court,
to-the wrong and detriment of one of the noblest
and most worthy women God ever made.”

“You are right there,” exclaims Muiraven, as
‘he seizes the other’s hand. “But, pray tell m¢
every thing. My friend here is as my second
self. You may speak with impunity before him.
For God's sake, put me out of suspense! Where
is Ircne and the child 2 ”

“If I may speak openly, my lord, that un-
fortunate child has been the cause of all our
misery !

“ But—bow—how 2" .

Then Oliver tells them how, in words that .
would be but repetition to write down again,
He conceals nothing, hoping that ‘Lord Muir-
aven may see the justice of following up Irene
and relieving her of so onerous.a charge as the
protection of his illegitimate child. But as-he
proceeds he can perceive no blush of shame upon
Muiraven's face; on the contrary, although he
grows pale with excitement, his cyes never once
flinch before those of his informant. When the
story is concluded, he turns round to Moxon, and
addresses him.

¢ Saville, we must leave this as quickly as pos-
sible. I must begin the search again in London.
I feel as though I could not let an hour pass over
my head without doing something. Thanks, Mr.
Mordaunt, for your candid explanation. You have
done me the greatest service possible.—~If Irene
is to be found, I will send you news of her.”

“But, my lord—excuse my curiosity—but
will you be as candid as I have been, and let me
know if the suspicions Irene holds with respect
to her adopted child are correct ? :

“They are s0, Mr. Mordaunt, and they are not.
The time for concealment is at an end. The boy

How strange! But
Is there any mystery




148 “NO INTENTIONS.”

whom you have known under the name of Tommy
Brown is my lauful son—and the heir to my father's
earldom.”

CHAPTER XIL.

Ix order to explain the foregoing statement to
" my readers it isnecessary that I should take them
back to the time when Joel Cray left Priestley.

It scems 2 hard thing to say, but there is no
doubt it is true, that the lower orders, as a rule,
do not feel the happiness of loving, nor the mis-
cry of losing love, so keenly as their brethren of
the upper class. The old-fashioned idea that vir-
tuc and simplicity are oftener to be found in the
country than the town, and among the poor
than the rich, has long since exploded. Simple,
the half-heathen villagers may still remain; but
it is oftener the hideous simplicity of open vice,
so general that its followers have not even the
grace left to be ashamed of it, than the imioc,ence
that thinks no evil. if the inhabitants of our
great towns are vicious, they at least try to hide
it. Even with the virtuous poor the idea of love
(as we think of love) seldom enters.into their cal-
culations on marriage. They see a girl whom
they admire, who seems “likely” in their eyes,
and, after their rough fashion, they commence to
court her, “keep company” with her for a few
years, at the end of which time, perhaps, she falls
in with a “likelier ” young man ; and then, if the
first suitor has been really in earnest, a few blows
are exchanged between the rivals, separation en-
sues, and he looks out for another partner. The
WwoOmen are even more phlegmat.ic than the men.
They regard marriage simply as a settlement in
life, and any one appears to be eligible who can
place them in a house of their own. If the first
comer is faithless, they cry out about it loudly

and publicly for a day or two, and then it is over;
and they also are free to choose again. I suppose
this state of things has its advantages. They do
not love 80 deeply or intellectually as we do, con-
te with greater ease. Dis-

bound on them with so

son they make the more faithful wives and hus-
bands of the two. They expect little, and little
gatisfies them ; and they have to work and strog-
gle to procure the necessaries of life. There isno
timé left to make the worst of their domestic
troubles.

Yet we cannot take up the daily papers, and
read of the many crimes that are committed

the class alluded to must be more scnsitive thy:
others. A gentleman w 111 suggect his wife of ip.

ing to hoodwink himself and tread down u.
worthy doubts, before he will drag his dishonor
name into the light of day, and seck reparatiy
at the bands of law ; but a husband of the lowe
orders has no such delicate consideration. Moy
of them think a good beating sufficient compens,
tion for their wrongs; but a few, under the st
of outraged honor which they experience, b
cannot define, feel that nothing short of blood wi,
satisfy them, and quietly cut their wives’ throa
from car to ear. I have always had a sort of ai.
miration for these last-named criminals. The
must have valued what they destroy at the ik
of, and often in conjunction with, their on
lives. The act may be brutal, but it is n‘xanlv
Beneath the list of ignorance and butcheryw
see the powers of mastery and justice, and t
hatred of deceit and vice, which in an educa
mind would have brought forth such differe:
fruits. But, above all, we recognize the pewers
sentiment.

Joel Cray was one of these men—a rarei
stance of sensibility in a class whose whole I
and nurture is against the possession of such:
feeling. From a boy he bad been taught to I
upon his cousin Myra as his future wife; ui
when he believed that Muiraven had betrayed ai
deserted her, his rage and indignation knevn
bounds. For a while he thought that he mx|
see her righted ; that it was impossible that i
man who had loved Myra in ever so transie
manner—Mjyra so delicate and pretty, and (cw
pared with the other girls of Priestley) so reﬁne'
who in Joel’s rough sight appeared almost as b
—could he satisfied to live without searching e
out again. But, as time went on, and no pe:
tent seducer-appeared upon the sceme, his &
feelings for her regained the ascendency, and
again began to look upon her as one who wa:
be his wife. He did not mind -the first rebd
she gave him. He had faith in the charm vid
being replaced in the position of respectabiZ
maust hold for every woman, and believed tha,
goon as she had got the better of her illnese, &
advisability of his proposal would strike ber
its true light. He had not the least idea @
she was dying ; and her subsequent death seem
to kill at one blow both his ambitions. Heerd
neither make her his wife, nor see her made
wife of the man who had deserted her.
there scemed to him but one thing left to

through Jedmsy without feeling' that some of-

done—to exchange the blows alluded to al

ﬁdehty, and break his heart over it for years, trs.
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JOEL CRAY AS AN AVENGER.

with the author of ail this_misfortune, even
though they were to death.

«If I can only see that ther¢—*Amilton,” he
thinks savagely, as he journeys from Priestley,
wand break his @rmed,head for him, I shall
vide, perhaps, a bit quieter. Whenever I meets
him, though, and wherever it may be, it will be a
stand-up fight between us. And if he won't own
his child and provide for it as a gentleman should,
why there’ll be another. And small satisfaction,
too, with my poor girl a-lying cold in the church-
rard.” And here, hurried by retrospection be-
+ond alk bounds of propriety, he begins to call
down theeurse of the Alntighty upon the luck-
less head of bis unknown enemy.

He quits Priestley at the very time that Eric
Keir is trying to drown his disappointment by run-
ning over the United States with his friend Charley
Holmes, until the fatal letter announcing his elder
brother’s death shall call him back to England.
[Iad it not been so, there would have been small
chance of his being encountered in the streets of
London during the shooting-season by our poor
friend Joel. But what should & country lout
know of such matters ? It is to London that he
works his way, feeling assured that in that em-
poriuni of wealth and fashion and luxury, sooner
or later, he must meet his rival. So far he has
reason, and by slow degrees he reaches it, jour-
neying from farm to farm, with a day's job here
and & day's job there, until he has gained the site
of 2 suburban railway, on which he gets employ-
ment a8 & porter.

Here, seceing no means of bettering himself,
he rests quietly for several months, more resigned
and disposed to take interest in life again, perhaps,
but still with that one idea firmly fixed in his
mind, and eagerly scanning the features or follow-
ing the footsteps of any ane whose face or figure
reminds him, in ever so small a degree, of the
hated “’Amilton.” Perhaps it is fortunate for
Joel's chances of retaining his situation that he
cannot read, else the times he would have been se-
duced from his allegiance by seeing the mystic
name upon a hat-box, or a portmanteau, would
have been without pumber. How many Hamil-
tons journcyed up and down that line, I wonder,
ad embarked or disembarked at that station
during the three months Joel Cray was porter
there? But personal characteristies were all the
guides he followed after, and these were often
sufficient to insure him a reprimand. At last he
heard of a situation in the West End of Lon-
don, and resigned half his wages to increase his
chance of meegng Muiraven.
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- But Muiraven spent his Christmas and his
spring at Berwick Castle, and did not leave home
again until he went to Glottonbury and met the
Mordaunts. ‘

Meanwhile poor Joel, much disheartened at
repeated failures, but with no intention of giving

n, scarched for him high and low, and kept his

wrath boiling, all ready for him when they
should mceet, by a nightly recapitulation of bis
wrongs.
Muiraven leaves Priestley, nndél::r;; for
India. The unfortunate avenger is again baffled.
The season passes, and he has ascertained
nothing. Among the “’ Amiltons ” he has met or
heard of he can trace no member answering to
the description of Myra's betrayer. Many are
tall and fair, and many tall and dark; but the
white skin, and the blue eyes, and the dark hair,
come not, and the poor, honest, faithful heart
begins to show signs of weariness. “ Who
knows 2’ so he argues—for two years and more -
Myra had heard nothing of him—* perhaps he
may have died in the interim. Ob, if he could
only asceftain that he kad /" V
But this search is as futile as the first. By
degrees Joel confides his sorrow and his design
to others—it is so hard to suffer all by one’s self,
and bis acquaintances are eager to assist him, for
there is something irresistibly exciting in a huae-
and-cry: but their efforts, though well meant,
fall to the ground, and hope and courage begin
to slink away together. During this year Joel
passes through the various phases of pot-boy,
bottle-cleaner, and warehouse porter, until he
has worked his way down to the Docks, where
his fine-built, muscular frame and capabilities of
endurance make him rather a valuable acq¥isition.
He is still in this position when Lord Muiraven
returns from the East Indies.

Muiraven left Fen Court in a strangely un-
settled state of mind. He did not know if he
were happier or more miserable for the discovery

he had made.: After an awkward and unsatis-
factory manner, he had cleared himself in Irene’s
eyes, and received the assurance of her forgive-
ness ; but how was his position bettered by the
circumstance ? Love makes us 8o unreasonable.
A twelvemonth ago he would have been ready to
affirm that he could bear any thing for the knowl-
edge that the girl whose affection he had been
compelled to resign did not utterly despise him.
Now he knows that it is true, and thinks the
trath but an aggravation of the insurmountable
barriers that Fate has raised between them.
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“If I were only a worse fellow than Tam," ke | no panacea for dispersing miscrable though.

thinks impatiently, as he travels back to town—
“if T were as carcless as half the fellows that I
meet, I should scatter every obstacle to the wind,
and make myself happy in my own way; but it
wotlld break dad’s heart; and on the top of
losing dear old Bob, too!”

The question, whether the woman by means
of whom h¢ would like to be “happy in his own
way ™ would aid and abet his unholy wishes does
not enter into his calculations just then. Had
there begn any probability of their fulfillment, she
might have done 80, and Lord Muiraven would
bave’ found his level. But it flatters -him to
think that Irene’s virtue and respectability are
the magnanimous gifts of his powers of self-con-
trol. He forgets that she even forbade his speak-
ing to her on the subject, and feels quite like Sir
Galahad, or St. Anthony, or anybody else who
was particularly good at resisting temptation
(Heaven Enows, o place in the Calendar is small
enough reward for so rare a virtue!), as he
reviews the circumstances of his visit, and will-
fully consigns poor old Coloncl Mordaunt to the

_realms of eternal frizzling. )

Hoyw the Shadows of the Past rise up to mock
him now, and tell him that, were his wildest
speculations realized, there would still remain an

" obstacle to his asking any woman to become his
wife! How he curses that obstacle and his own
folly, as he dashes onward to the metropolis! and
how many of his fellow-passengers that day may

t npot—had they indulged them—have had similar

thoughts to his! It is the misfortune of this
miserable, purblind existence that we must either
loiter timidly=along the road of life, permittii:g
ourselves to be outdistanced at each step, or rush
onward with the ruck pell-mell, helfer-skeltetr,
stumbling over a stone here, rushing headlong
. against a dead-wall there—on, on, with scarce a
thought to what we have left behind us, and no

knowledge as to what lies before—strainingypush.-.

ing, striving, wrestling—and the ‘devil take the
hindmost !

What<wonder if we ofténer fall than stand,
and that the aforesaid gentleman does take a
pretty considerable number of us!

Muiraven cannot bear the presence of that
Nemesis ; and the endeavor to outwit it drives
him wild for a few days: after which he runs up
to Scotland, startling Lord Norham with his
-eccentric bebavior, until the time arrives for
him to cross the Channel with his cousin Strat-
ford and 'meet the outward-bound steamer at
The voyage does him good. There is

‘changes.

‘ruling passion regains its ascendency.

like lots of bustle and moving about—and it j;
very difficult to be lovesick in the company of ;
set of excellent fellows who will xot leave yo;
for 2 moment to yourself, but keep you smokine,
drinking, laughing, and chaffing, from mornir,
till night. There are times, of course, when b
remembrance of Ireme comes back to him—ij
his berth, at night, for instance ; but Muiraven i
pno sentimentalist: he loves her dearly, but by
feels more disposed to curse than cry when I,
remembers her — although the only thing by
curses is his own fate and hers. He reache
Bengal in safety, and for the mext few montys
his cousin and he are up-country, * pig-stick.
ing,” and made much of among those regimert.
with the members of wkhich they are acquainte
During his absence, Muiraven hears no news
except such as is connected with his own family,
His brother is married (it was a great cause of
offense to the Robertson family ‘that he did no:
remain in England till the important ceremory
was over) and his old father feels lonely withou
Cecil, and wants his eldest son back again. Mui-
aven also beginning to feel rather homesick, ani,
2s though he had had enough of India, Christm
finds bim once more at Berwick Castle: pale
and thiomer, perhaps, than he looked on Jeavi
England ; but the heat of the climate of Bengd
is more than sufficient to account for such trifling
He arrives just in time for the ami
versary ; and a week afterward he wants to retur
to London, being anxious (so he says) about ik
fate of certain valuables which he purchased i
Calcutta months ago, and sent home round tke
Cape. Lord Norham suggests that his agent wi}
do all that is necessary concerning them; bu
Muiraven considers it absolutely important tha
he should be on the spot himself. The fact i
he is hankering after news of Irene again; th
dead silence of the last six months respectin;
her begins to oppress him like some hideou:
nightmare ; the false exciteient is over, and the
What f
any thing should have happened to her in his ot
sence? Notwithstanding her prohibition to t
contrary, he sent her a note on his return b
England, simply telling the fact, and expressings
hope that they might soon meet again; butt
this letter he has received no answer. Hebe
comes restlessly ix;ipatient to hear something—
any thing, and trusts to the dispatch of a cargoof
Indian and Chinese toys, which he has brought
home for Torzmy, to break again the ice betwee
them. It is this hope that brings him up ©
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ught: London, determined to see after the arrival of -ing Muiraven (for Joel, of course, it is), “but, if
s these keys to Irene's heart himself, I don't mistake, you goes by the name of

of 2 They are all safe but one—the very case which | <’ Amilton.’ ”
¢ ¥ou he thinks most of, which is crammed to the lid This is by no means the grandiloquent appeal
king, with those wonderful sky-blue elephants, and | by which Le has often dreamed of, figuratively
Thing crimson horses, and spotted dogs, which the na- speaking, knocking his adversary over before he
1 b tives of Surat turn and color, generation after | goes in without any ﬁgurc of speech at all, and -
n—ip generation, without entertaining, apparently, the | « settles his hash for him.”
YeD s slightest doubt of their fidelity to Nature, It was But how seldom ar¢ events which we have
ut h: consigned, amorg many, others, to the care of a Cal- | dreamed of fulfilled in their proper course!

en be cutta agent for shipment and address ; and Muir- | « -That man (or woman) that jilted us! With
g be aven is at first almost afraid that it has been left what a torrent of fiery eloquence did we intend
aches bebind, His cousin Stratibrd suggests thaf they | to overwhelm them for their perfidy when first
ety shall go down to the Docks and inquire after it | we met them, face to face; and how weakly, in
stick. themselves. reality, do we accept their proffercd hand, and
meLt “Queer place the Docks, 'Muira.v,cnl Have | express a hope we sce them well ! Our ravings
inted vouever been there ? It's quite a new sensation, I | are mostly confined to our four-posters. This
news assure you, to see the heaps of bales and casks prosaic ninetcenth century affords us so few op-
il and cases, and to héar al] the row that 8ocs on | portunities of showing off our rhetorical powers':
se of among them. Let’s go, if you've got nothing else On Joel’s face, although it is January, and he
id no: to do, this morning. I know that it'll amuse | is standingin the teeth of a cold north wind, the
mony ou.” . sweat has visen ; and the hand he dares ot raise
ithou: And so they visit the Docks in company. hangs clinched by his side. Still Le is a servant /~—
Mui There is no trouble about the missing case. It |in a public place, surrounded by speétators—and\!
) A, turn3 ap almost as soon as they mention it, and | he may be mistaken! Which facts flash through \
Stmas proves to have come to no worse grief than | his mind in a moment, and keep him quiescent in
pa.ler baving'its direction obliterated by the leakage of | his rival's path, looking not much more danger-
AVILY abarrel of tar. So, having had their mindsset | ous than any other impatient, half-doub?ing man
;‘fn?‘] it rest with respect to Tommy’s possessions, | might be. :

"ﬂms Muiraven and Stratford lick arms and stroll “As sure as I live,” he repeats, somewhat
20 N through the Docks together, watching the busi- | huskily, “ you goes by the name of ¢ "Amilton,’
e B ess going on around them with keen interest. | sir!” )

ut the They look rather singular and out of place, these “Is he drunk ?” says Muiraven, appealing to
ed o B fashionably-dressed and dristocratic young | theby-standers. “It's rather early in the day for
d the mes, among the rough sailors and porters, the | it. Stand out of my way—will you 9.7

it vl warchouse-men, negroes, and foreigners of all “ What d6 you want with the gentlcman 3
3 bu descriptions that crowd the Docks. Many looks | demands his fellow-workman.

J th_“ are directed after them as they pass by, and L« Satisfaction 1V roars Joel, nettled by the
ct i many remarkd, not all compliinentary to their | manner of his adversary into showing something
i fhe rank, are made as soon as they. are considered | like the rage he feels. “You're the man, sir! It's
gctmg out of hearing, But as they reach a poifit which | no use your denying of it. I've searched for you
deou: seems devoted to the stowage of bales of cotton bigh and low, and now I've found you, you don't_
nd ﬂ,“ or some such goods, a rough-looking young fel- | go without answering to me for her ruin, You
l.mtxf low, 2 porter, apparently, who has a huge bale | may be a gentleman, but you haven't acted like
't's:;" hoisted on to his shoulders by a companion, xlh one; and I'll have my revenge on you, or die for
0 the

arn to

MEETING ON THE DOCKS.

an exclamation of surprise lets it roll backward
to the earth again, and stepping forward directly
blocks their pathway.

“ Now, my good fellow ! ” says Muiraven, carc-
essly, as though to warn him that he is intrud-
mg. .

“What are yer arter?” remonstrates the

other workman, who has been knocked over by
he receding bale.

ity :

4 crowd has collected round them now, and
things begin to look rather unpleasant.

“We're going to have a row,” says Stratford,
gleefully, as he prepares to take off his coat.
“ Nonsense, Stratford! The fellow’s drunk,
or mad. I cannot have you mixed up with a
crew like this,.—If you don't move out of my way
and stop your infernal insolance,” he continues te

“I beg your pardon,” says Joel Cray, address-

Joel Cray, “T1l hand you over to a policeman,™
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“I am not insolent—I only tell you the truth,
and the whole world may know it. Your name
is ’Amilton’ You ruined 4 poor girl, under a
promise of marriage, and left her and her child
to perish of grief and hunger! And, as sure as
there’s a God in heaven, I'll make you answer for
your wickedness toward ’em!”

“Ugh!” groans the surrounding crowd of ‘

navvies, always ready, at the least excuse, to
take part against the “ bloated hairestocracy.”
“I don’t ‘know what you're talking about.
You must have mistaken me for some one else,”
replics Muiraven, who cannot resist refuting such
an accusation.
- ¢ Surely you are not going to.parley with the
man!” interposes Stratford.
* You don’t know of such a place as Hoxford,
R - maybe ? ” shouts Joel, with an inflamed counte-
nance, and a clinched fist, this time brought well
to the front—“nor of such a village as Fretter-
ley *—nor you’venever heard tell of sucha girl as
Myra Cray >—Ah! I thought I'd make you re-
A Tuember!” as Muiraven, turning deadly white,
takes a step backward. “Let go, mates—let me
have at him, the d—d thief, who took “the gal
from me first, and ruined her afterward !

But theyhold him back, three or four of them
at a time, fearing the consequences of any thing
like personal violence.

% ¢ Muiraven, speak to him I—What is the mat-
ter?” says his cousin, impatiently, as he per-
ceives hxs consternation.

“T cannot,” he replies at first; and then, as
though fighting with himself, he stands upright
and confronts Joel boldly.

“What bave you to tell me of Mym Cray —

_ Where is she ?-——What does she want of me?—
Why has she kept her hiding-place a secret for
so long ?”° -

“ Why did you never take the trouble to look
after her? ” retorts Joel. “Why did you leave
herto die of a broken heart? Answer me that!”

“Todie! Tsshe dead?” he says, in a low
voice, ° .

“Ay! she's out{f your clutches—you needn’t
be afraid of that, mister—nor will ever be in
them again, poor lass! And there’s nothing re-
mains to be ‘done now, but to take my satxsfactxon
out of you.”

“ And how do you propose to take it? Do you
wish to fight me ?”* demands Muiraven, calmly.

- * Better not, mate ! says one of his comrades,
in a whisper.
“Bleed him!” suggests another, in the same
tone.

“NO INTENTIONS.”

As for Joel, the quiet question takes him g
a disadvantage. He doesn't know what to mak,
of it. .

“When a fellow’s bin wronged,” he begirs,
awkwardly—

¢ He demands satisfaction,”” continues Muj.
aven. “I quiteagree with you. That idea holds
good in my class as much as in yours. But yu
seem to know very little more than the facts of
this case. Suppose I cdn prove to you that the =
poor girl you speak of was not wrongeg by me-~ =
what then?”

“You've bin a deal too ’asty,” whispers on
of bis friends. .

“But yourname’s ‘’Amilton’—ain't its”
says Joel, mistily. A

It is one of my names. But that is nothir
to the purpose. Far from shirking inquiry, Ten
very anxious to hear all you can tell me. abou
Myra Cray. When can you come home with me!
N ow ? 9

“ Muiraven! in Heaven s name—is this one ¢f
your infernal little scrapes ? "’ says Stratford.

“In Heaven's name, hold your tongue for the
present, and you shall know all.—Is there ar:
reason why this man should not accompany me t:
my place of residence ? " continues Muiraven, ai g
dressing one of the by-standers.

¢ He can go Well enough if he ers to. He:
only here by the job.

“ Will you come, then ?” to Joel.

. “I'm sure I don’t know what to say,” retu:
Joel, sheepishly. *'Tain’t what I call satisfactin
to be going 'ome with a gentleman.”

“Come with me first, and then, if I don’t gire
you entire satisfaction with respect’ to this bus -

ness, we will fight it.out your own way afte HER
ward.” (ﬁ

“ Gentleman gan’t say fairer than that,” is the
verdict of the cfowd. So Joel Cray, shameface!- o
ly enough, and feeling as though all his-gri g
schemes for revenge had melted into thin air, fi
lows Muiraven nd Stratford out of the Dock:
while his companions adjourn to drink the healt:
of his eneniy in the nearest public-house.

“Where ave you going to take him?” demard:
Stratford, as a conple of hansoms obey his cousin'
whistle, )

“To Saville Moxons. You must come wit BB
us, Hal. I have been living under a mask for =
last five years; but it is time I should be trues ==
last.”

A

“True at last! What humbug, Muiraves.
As if all the world didn’t know—"
“Hush, Hal!—J%ou pain me.

Thé workd
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. . EXPLANATION AND SETTLEMENT.

].nows as much about e ds it does of every one
else ” ] ]

Saville Moxon—now a barrister, who has dis-
tiguished himself on more thaj one occasion—
lives in the Temple. Fifteen minutes bring them
to his chambers, where they find him hard at
work among his papers. -

“1 feel beastly awkward,” says Muiraven, with
3 conscious laugh, as Moxon is eager to learn the
reason of their appearance in such strange com-
pany ; “ but I've got a confession to make, Mox-
on, and the sooner it’s over the better.—Now, my
good fellow, pass on.”

This last request is addressed to Joel, who,
half doubting whether he shall make his cause

* good after all, recapitulates, in his rough manner,

the whole histof'y of Myra’s return to Priestley—
the birth of her child—her aimless searches after
her betrayer—and, lastly, her unexpected death.

Muiraven starts slightly, and changes color as
“the cnild is mentioned ; but otherwise he hears
the sad story through unmoved. The other two
men sit by in silence, waiting his leave to express
their astonishment at the intelligence.

“Poor, Myra!” says Muiraven, thoughtfully,
83 Joel, whose voice has "been rather shaky tos-
ard the end, brings his tale to a conclusion,
“Idon’t wonder you thought badly of me, my
friend ; but there is something to be said on both
tides. I never wronged your cousin—"

“You say that to my face!” commences Joel,
his wrath all ready to boil over again at such a
supposition.

“Stay! . Yes—I repeat it. The person whom
I'most wronged in the transaction was myself.—
Her name was Myra Cray, but Myra Keir.
She was my wJ

“ Your wife ! répeats Joel, staring vacantly.

“Good God!” exclaims Saville Moxon.

“Muiraven! are you mad?” says Stratford.

“ My dear fellows, do you think I'd say a tbmg
of this kind for the mere purpose of sneaking out
.ofascrape? You know what our ideas are on
the subject. What man of the world would

‘blame, very deeply, a youthful %iaison between a |

eollege freshman and a pretty bar-maid? But
this was no passing frailty of mine. I met this
girl, formed an attachment for her, brought her
up to London, married- her privately in the old
church of St. Sepulchre, and settled her at Fret—
terley, whence she—-she—leﬂ me.”

And Muiraven, leaning back against the man-
tel-piece, sets his teeth at that remembrance, and
looks sternly down upon the bearth-rug, although
1t all ‘happened 8o many years ago,

-with her up to
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* She left you—yes,” cries Joel, “ but not be-
fore you had near broke her poor *art with your
unkindiess, sir. And she came back, poor lamb,
to her own people and her own ‘ouse, and died
there, like a dog in a ditch.”

‘“She left the house I had provided for her
with — with —some one else,” says Muiraven,
frowning.

“She left it with me, sir, her own cousin, who
wouldn't have hurt a hair of her 'ead. Isearched
for her long, and I found her un’appy and wretch- )
ed, and I persuaded of her to come back 'ome with
me; thinking as you had wronged her, for she
never said a word of her being married, poor lasg,
from that day to the day of hcr death.”

- “She had sworn to me she would not, know-
ing how fatal the consequences might be of such
aconfession.  Now, Moxon, you know all. Hud

‘my wife remained w,ith me, I might perhaps have

summoued up courage before now to tell my
father the trutk; but she left me—as I thought
to disgrace herself—and though I scarched for
her in every direction, I was unable to obtain any
clew to her destination. Then I went abroad—
you remember the time—and hoped to forget it
all, but the memory has clung to me like a curse
ever since, until T met this fellow to-day in the
Docks. Else I might ave gone on to all eterni-
ty, conSidering myself still fettered by this early
mésalliance—~And the child died- too, you say,”
turning again to Joel; “was it a boy ?

. “Theé child ain’t dead no more than you are,”
replies Joel, gruffly, for he has been cheated out
of his revenge, and no one seems the better for
it “He’s a strong chap of four year old, all
alive and kicking, and if you're the gentleman
you pretend to be, you'll provide for himasa -
gentleman should.”

“Alive! Good Heavens! and four-years,
old! How this complicates matters !—Moxon,
that child is my legitimate heir.”

“Of course he ig, if you were married. But
where is he ? that’s the next thing to ascertain.
—With your family, eh ? ” turning to Joel.

“No, he ain’t bin along of ’em since his
mother’s death, for there was a lady at Priestley
—the only creetur as was good to my poor lass
when she lay dyin’—and she was real kind,
God bless ’er ; and the poor gal, she died on her
bosom, as they tell me; and afterward Mrs. Mor-
daunt—that was the lady—she took Tommy along
e Court, and—

“Tommy! The Court! Good God! do you -
mean to tell me that the boy you speak of, Myra
Cray’s child, was adopted by Mrs. Mordaunt
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of Fén Court, the wife of Colonel Mordaunt,

of— - .

¢ fn course, the colonel's lady ; and she makes
a deal of him, too, so they say. But still, if he’s
yourn, sir, you're the proper person to look after
him, and I sha'n’t call it justice if you don’t.”

"¢ Stratford, you know the box of toys we went
- after to-day ?”

“That you kicked up such a shindy about.
Yes.

“It is for that child that I brought them

" home.”

¢ Did you know of this then?”

“Not a word; but I have stayed with the
Mordaunts, and secn him. And to think he
should be my own. How extraordinary ! »

™\ " “Deuced inconvenient, I should say.
do you wean to do next?”

“Go down to Priestley at the carliest éppor-
tunity.—You'll come with me, Hal ? 7

¢ Better take Moxon, he may be of usc.
none.”

Then Moxon agrees to go; and thcy talk ex-
citedly together for a few minutes, and almost
forget poor Joel, who is anxiously awaiting the
upshot of it all.

. % Well, are you satisfied, or do you still wish
to fight me ?” says Muiraven to him presently.

“I suppose I've no call to fight you, sir, if
you really married her; but I must say I should
like to sce the lines.”

“You shall see them, Cray, for her sake as
well as mine. And, meanwhile, what ean I do
for you ? ”

“I want nothing now, sir, but to go home
again and look after mother and the little
’um.”

“I capnot talk more to you at present, but
you may be sure I shall see that none of her re-
lations want. Here is my address ”—giving him
a card—* any one will tell you where it is., Come
tome there to-morrow evening, and we will con-
sult what I can do to best prove my friendship ‘o
you.” TUpon which Muiraven puts out his band
and grasps Joel’s rough palm, and the poor, hon-
est, blundering soul, feeling any thing but victo(
rious, and yet with a load lifted off his bosom,
turns to grope his way down-stairs.

“Don’t you lose that card,” says Stratford,
who steps outside the door to show him where, to
go; “for T am sure his lordship will prove a
good friend to you, if you will let him be so.”

“ His lordship!™ repeats Joel, wopderingly ;

* % which be a lord—the little un?

‘What

I'm

N

)

«XO INTENTIONS.”

“No, no, the gentleman whom you call Hamil-

ton. His real name is Lord Muiraven; you muyst
ot forget that.”

‘A lord—a real lord—and he was married to
my poor lass! No wonder il"killed her! Ang
that child, Toromy, a lord’s son. Darn it, how
little difference these is between ’em when they're
covered with dirt !” And the first chuckle that
has left Joel’s lips for many a long'month, breaks
from them as he steps carefully down the steep
staircase, and ponders on the wonderful truth ke
has been told. A lord’s son,” he repeats, as he
gains the street, and proceeds to shufflc backty
the Docksagain. * Thatbratalord’sson! Now,
I wonder if my poor lass knew it all along; or,if
neot, if it makes her feel a bit casier to knowi .
now 2"

Muiraven and Moxon have a long conversation
together as they travel Jown to Glottonbury.

“I conclude this early marriage of yours wus
what people call a love-match, eh 2 remarks the
latter inquisitively.

Muiraven colors.

“Well, yes, I suppose so; but love appean
to us in such a different light, you know, whe
we come to a maturer age.”

¢ Never having had any"e/ penence in that e
spect can't say I do know.”

“You are lucky,” with a sigh. *“Whatl

mean to say is, that at the time I certainly thoughi
Iloved her. She was just the style of woman t
inflame a boy's first passion—pretty fedtures, per-
fect shape, and a certain air of abandon about her,
And then she was several years .older than my.
self!”

‘“Ah! I understand.”

“I was not ‘ hooked,’ if you mean that,” saw
Muiraven, quickly.

“I never knew a fellow yet, ny dear boy, who
acknowledged that he bad been. But when1 .
gentleman, under age—"

“I was two-and-twenty.”

“Never mind. You were as green s i

o0R0y. ‘When a man, in your station of life
I repeat,Ns drawn, jnto marriage with a womn
from a class inferior to his own,and older thm
himself, you may call it what you choose, but tte —
world in general will call it ¢ hooking.’ ” i

“ Well, don’t let us talk of it at all, then’
says Muiraven.

“ All right; we’ll change the subject. Huw
beastly cold it is!”

Yet, do what they will, the conversation keep! =
veering round to the forbidden topic till Muiraves =

LB

has made a clean breast of it to his friend.




LORD MUIRAVEN'S LAWFUL HEIR.

rived at Glottonbury, they make roundabout
inquiries concerning Priéstley and the Mordaunts,
snd there our hero learns, for the first time,.of
the colonel’s death, and the subsequent departure
of his widow. So that it i3 no surprise to Moxon
and himself to be received by Oliver only when
they present themselves at Fen Court.

Of course the natural astonishment excited
by the assertior that" Tommy is Lord Muiraven’s
lawful heir has to be allayed by the explanation
given above. And then Oliver, who has received
the golden key to the mystery that has puzazled
them, and knows much more about it than Saville
Moxon, becomes quite friendly and intimate with
Muiraven, and wants him to stay at the Court,
and when his invitation is declined on the score
of bis visitor’s anxiety to find Mrs. Mordaunt and
the boy, shakes hands with him warmly, applaud-
ing his zeal, and wishing him all success in his un-
dertaking, with an enthusiasm that awakens the
barrister’s suspicions.

“What the deuce was that fellow so friendly
about 2 he inquires, as they journey back to
tovn. “Why is. he so anxious you should nei-
ther eat, drink, norsleep, till you get on the track
of ¢d Mordaunt’s widow 2

Why, you know perfectly well she bas the
boy.”

“What of that? she won't eat him, I sup-
pose; and what difference can a day, more or
less, make to you before you sce him ?”

“You have evidently not much idea of pater-
nalaffection,” says Muiraven, as he strikes a fusce
on the heel of his boot.

“Well, where the father has never seen his
child, and didn’t even know he had got one—I
can't say I have.” ’ '

“{ have alrezdy told you that I kave seen
him.”

‘ And liked him ? 7 .

“Verymuch! Heisa charming lictle child!”

“Indeed ! - How curious! Now, I wonder if
your liking for him arose from a natural instinct,
or from any extraneous circumstances that may
have surrounded him ? That question would form
rather & neat psychological study.””

“Idon’t follow you, Moxon.”

“No? By-the-way, Muiraven, what became
of that girl—now whbat was her name ?—Miss—
Yiss—St. John, wasn’t it %—whom you were 50
keen after, a few seasons ago ? ”

“ Keen afier! How you do exaggerate, Mox-
m! Why she—she is Mrs. Mordaunt. I thought
you knew that!”
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“ Oh!” says Moxon, quietly.

‘“ Pray have you any thing more to say on
this subject ? » remarks his friend presently, with
some degree of pique.

. Nothing whatever, my dear fellow-—nothing
whatever. Only pray let us do all in our power

_to get on the track of that chkarming ckildas soon

as posible.” .
‘“Moxon, I hate you!” says Muiraven shortly.
But he cannot afford to dispensc with his aid

nevertheless. The next day finds them at La-

burnum Cottage, the residence of Mrs. Cavendish 3

and even that lady’s state of flutter in receiving

one of the aristocracy in her tiny drawing-room,
cannot prevent her treating them to a burst of
icdignation.at the conduct of her niece.

“So wrong—so very wrong—" she affirms,
with just a sufficient chance of breaking down to
render it necessary to hold her cambric hand-
kerchicef in her hand—*“so unusual—so peculiar
—s0 strange of Mrs. Mordaunt to leave us without
the slightest clew to her place of residence. And
she might die, you know, my lord, or any thing
else, and not a soul near her. I'm sure I feel '
guite ashamed if any onc asks after her. And
there was not the least occasion for concealment ;
though, as I always say, we can expect 1o one to
believe it.”

“ Mrs.'Mordaunt bas probably her own rea-
sons for acting as she does.”

“ Oh, you are very good, to make excuses for
her, my lord. But she was always willfully in- .~
clined. And the colonel, whom we thought so
much of, has behaved so badly to her, leaving all
his money away to his nephew; and then, to
make matters look worse, Irene will continue to
keep a dirty little boy whom she picked up in the
village, although—"

¢ That dirly little boy is my son, Mrs. Caven-
dish.” .

Mrs, Cavendish turns pale—starts, and pats
up her handkerchief to ber eyes. It cannot be
trueé ; and, if it is, that he should stand ther¢ and
confess it !

What are the aristocracy coming to? Saville
Moxon is 8o afraid the lady is about to faint, that
he rushes to the rescue, giving her the whole sta-
ry in about two words. Upon which she revives,
and becomes as enthusiastic as Oliver was,

 Oh, my lord, I beg a thousand pardons! I
used the word ‘dirty’ most unadvisedly. Of
course she has kept him scrupulously clean, and
has treated him just like her own child. And 1
always said—it wes the remark of every one—
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what an aristocratic-looking boy he was. Iow
surprised—how charmed she will be! Oh, vou
must find her ; I am sure it can not be so diffi-
cult. And I believe she's in England, though
that horrid old Walmsley will not tell.”

“ You think he kfiows her address, then &”

“I am sure of it; but it is no use asking him,
I’ve begged and implored of him to tell me, but
the most he will do is to forward my letters;
and Irene always answers them through him, and
there’s an end of i -
“ And she is well #” derands Muiraven anx-

jously.

“ Oh, the dear child's quite well, my lord,”
replies Mrs. Cavendish, mistaking the pronoun;
“you need have no fears of that. Her letters
are full of nothing but Tommy. She little thinks
who she bas got the charge of. qhe will be
proud, I am sure.”

¢« am afraid we must leave you now,” says
her visitor, rising, “ as we must try and see Mr.
Walmsley to-day.”

“ QOh, can’t you stay a few minutes longer—
justten? No! ell, then, good-by, my lord,
and I hope you wiﬂet me know as soon as you
have traced my niece.”

And Mfs. Cavendish, much to her chagrin, is
left alone ; for Mary, who has been up-stairs all
this time changing her dress, descends to the
drawing-room in her new blue merino, all ready to
captivate his lordship, just as his lordship’s tall
figure disappears outside the garden-gate.

“Just a minute too late! What a pity!”
thinks Mrs, Cavendisb, as she puts up her eye-
glass to watch the departure of the two young
men. “ Well, he certainly is a ﬁne-lookmv man.
And fancy his being a widower! Not but what
I think my Mary would be too sensible o object
to that. And if the child were'in the way, why,

"1 dare say Irene wouldn’t mind continuing the
charge, as she seems so fond of it. Well, all I
hope is, he'll come again, and I'll take good care
next time that Mary is ready dressed to receive
him. Such a chance to throw away! If he'd
only seen her as she looks now, the girl’s fortune
would have been made.”

01d Walmsley, the solicitor, is a tougher cus-
tomer to deal with than either of them anticipated,
and even Saville Moxon finds it beyond his skill
to worm out any thing from him that he doesn’t
choose to tell.

“It's all very well, gentlemen,” he says, in
answer to their combined entreaties, “ but you're
asking me to betray the confidence of one of my

¢

“NO INTENTIONS.”

clients, which is a thing I've ndyer done during o
practice of five-and-thirty years,jand which I don't
intend to begin doing now.”

“But, look here, Mr. Walmslky,” says Mujr.
aven, * surely, under the circumstadges, I have 3
right to demand Mrs. Mdrdaunt's address ; she .
detaining my child from nve:

* Phen you can write and demand the child,
my sord, and the letter shall be duly forwarded to
her.”

“But she may not answer it.”

“I think that very unlikely.”

“ But'I want to see the child.”

I am sure my client will not detain it am
hour longer than it is her due.”

“But I want to see her,” he bursts out in-
petuously.

0ld Walmsley looks at him over his spec
tacles. -

“T think you were the Honorable Eric Koir, |
my lord ? 7 3

“What of it 2 ]

“] was in the late Mrs. St. John’s entire cen.
fiderce.” Muiraven reddens.

“Well, if you were, you know the reasot wks
I disappointed her. I have Juﬁ' told it you. I
was a married man—I am a widower!”

“ And Mrs. Mordaunt is a widow !”

“ Exactly so.—Moxon, for Heaven’s sake can
you find something more interesting to starex
than myself *—Now, will you gwe me her ad-
dress, Mr. Walmsley?”

“T see no further reason for it, mylord. Yo
can still write.” .

“This is foo hard,” cries Muiraven, impet:
ously, as he jumps up from his seat, and g
mences striding up and down the solicitor’s office.
“My tongue has been tied for years. Ihaveba.
ished myself from her presence; I have even le
home in order to avoid the temptation of speak
ing to her; and, now that the opportunity pre
gents itself—now that at last T am able to—to—"

“Go on, Muiraven,” says Moxon, encouras
ingly, ‘to claim my charming child.’”

“ Fou sha'n’t go down with me, wherever it i
for one,” replies Muiraven, flushing up to th
roots of his hair, as he tries to turn off his rhay
sody with an uneasy laugh.—* Mr. Walmsler,
there no hope for me?”

“None that I shall betray Mrs, Mordaunt
confidence, my lo

Muiraven sighs.

“Well, I suppose I must content myself wit
writing, then.”

“But if,” continues the old lawyer, slyly—*i




MRS. MORDAUNT'S RESIDENCE.

you were to set yourselves to guess the place
where my client has hidden herself, why—why—"
“What then?” eagerly.
“]I should be very much aunnoyed, my lord—

exceedingly annoyed ; indeed, with a low chuckle, |

wwere you to guess right, I think I should—I
should—"" '

“What should you do?”

“Get up and leave the room, and slam the
door behind me.”

% Come on, Moxon,” says Muiraven gleefully,
a5 he draws a chair to the table again. “Let’s
begin and guess all the places in England alpba-
betically, till we come to the right one.”

“But I don't know any of them. I've for-
cotten all about my geography,” replies Moxon,

“0Ob, nonsense! it's as easy as can be. Now
for A: Aldersgate (oh, no! that’s in London).
Aylesbury, Aberdeen, A— A —. Bother it!
which are the places that begin with A 2"

“ Ammersmith,” suggests Moxon; at which
old Walmsley laughs,

“If you’re going to play the fool, I give it up,”
says Muiraven, sulkily.

“All right, dear old fellow! I thought it did

bezin with A. Arundel, Aberystwith, Axminster.
There are three proper ones for you instead.”

“ Alnwick, Alresford, Andover,” continues
his friend ; and then, after a long pause, “ There
are no more A's. Let's go on to B. Bristol,

Birmingham, Balmoral, Baltimore—"

/Ay ; that’s in America, old boy! Basing-

k¢, Bath, Beaminster.—Doesn’t it remind one
of ‘I love my love with a B, because she is
Beautiful ? I hate her with a B, because she is
Bumptious.’ ”

“Can't you be sane for five minutes together,
Yoxon? If this matg' is sport to you, remere-
ber it’s death to me.”.

“Better give it up, Muiraven, and write in-
stead. You can’t expect to go on at this rate
and keep your semses. Tojgo through all the
towns in the United Kingdom, alphwbetically,
would ruin the fiuest mental constitution. Per-
baps Mr. Walmsley could oblige us with a gazet-
teer.”

“T don’t keep such a thing at my office, sir.”

“Let’s try C, at all events, Moxon, and then
I'll think about writing the letter. Cambridge,
Canterbury, Carlisle, Cardiff, Cheltenham, Ches-

“ter, Chatham—"" ;

“ Caistor, Caribee Islands,” interposes Moxon.

“ Chichester, Cornwall, Clifton,"Jgoes on Muir-
aven, with silent contempt; “ Croydon, Cockle-
bury—Holloa ! Moxon (starting), whaf's that 2" as
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a loud slam of the office-door imérrupts his
dreamy catalogue.

* Only that Walmsley has rushed out of the
room as if the old gentleman were after him.””

“ But what did I say ® "

“Nothing that I know of. You were jabber-
ing over your towns beginning with C.”

“But the word—the word—was it Croydon or
Cocklebury? Don’t you understand? I have
hit the right one at last! By Jove! what luck.”

He is beaming all over, as he speaks,” with loye

and expectation.

‘I suppose you must have; but I'm whipped
if I know which it can be.”

“It's Cocklebury. I'm sure it's Cocklebury.
It can’t be Croydon. No one who wanted to hide
would go to Croydon. It taust be Cocklebury ?

“ And where the deuce is Cocklebury ?”

“ Down in Hampshire, the most out-of-the-way
place in the world. I was there once for a few
days’ fishing ; but how the name came into my
head beats me altogether. It was Providence or

inspiration that put it there. Baut it’s all right

now. I don’t care for any thing else.
down to Cod

I shall go
ebury to-night.” And leaping up
from his chair, Muiraven commences to button
his great-coat and draw on his glovos again pre-
paratory to a start.

“Hum!” says Moxon.
see that man Cray to-night.”

“You can see him for me.
all I should have. done.
feeling in the matter.”

* Cocklespillbury, or what ever its name is,
being an obscure fishing hamlet, there is proba-
bly not another train to it to-day.”

“ Oh, nonsense ! thereis a train—there must
be a train—there shall be a train.”

‘ All right! And if not, you can have a
gpecial. Money's no object.”

“Moxon, I always thought you were rather a
well-meaning fellow ; but it sfrikes me that you've
not got much feeling in this matter.”

“T always thought you were & man of sense;
but it strikes me that you're gomg to makean ass
of yourself.”

“You promised to

You can tell him
There is no personal

’

“Do you avant to quarrel with me?” says

Muiraven, grandly, as he steps opposite to his
friend.

“Not in the least, my dear fellow ; butifany

thing could make us quarrel, it would be to see
you acting with so little forethought.”
“ Ah, Moxon, you d}m’t know what it is to—
‘o_”
“To be the father of ‘a charming child,"no;

»




158

but if I were, I am sure I should defer secing
him till to-morrow.”

“ Gentlemen, have you left off saying your A
B C?” demands old Walmsley, as he puts his
head in again at the door.

“My dear sir, I am so muck obliged to you,”
exclaimes Muiraven, seizing his hand with un-
necessary warmth,

“I'm rejoiced to hear it, my lord; but what

g me Mrs. Mordaunt’s address.”

never told you that. It's against

to betray a client’s confidence.”

= the door in that delightful

manner, It comes to th¢ same thing, you know.

Cacklebury in Hampshire. There can’t be two

Cockleburys. And now I must be off to'sce if I
can get a train down there to-night.”

“T can satisfy you on that point, my lord.
No train stopping at the nearest station to Cockle-
bury leaves town after two o’clock.” *

“The devil! ”” says Muiraven.

“Come, Muiraven, bereasonable; Keep your
appointment with Cray this evening, and don’t
think of leaving London till to-morrow.”

“He can't do it,” interposes the solicitor; dry-
ly. .

“He is equal to any thing: he will bestride a
forty-horse power bicycle if I don’t prevent him,”
replies Moxon, laughing.

But Muiraven does not laugh. All the light
geems to have faded out of his face.

“You arc right, Moxon,” he says, gloomily.
“Take me home, and do what you will with me,
I am worse than a child.”

0ld Walmsley sees them go Withasly chuckle

and a rub of the hands.

“ Hope I haven’t departed from my principles,”
he thinks to himself ; “but I couldn’t have sent
him away without it. Poor young thing. How
it will brighten up her dull life to see him! And
if it should come right at last—and it looks very
much to me as if it were goming right—why—why,
I hope they'll let me draw up the settlements—
that's all.”

Joel Cray’s untutored mind is vastly astonished
by the reception which he receives at Lord Muir-
aven’s hands that evening.

“] hope you understand perfectly,” says his
host, when, after considerable difficulty, he has
induced the rough creature to take a chalf, and
git down beside him, * that I had no idea but

kit 0y wife had left me with another man, else
I should have advemsed openly for her, or set
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the detective officers to find out her address,
But I feared the discovery would only lead to ap
exposure of my own dishonor, and preferred the
silent, solitary life I have adhered to since
Could I have known that Myra was still true to
me, I would have risked every thing to place ber
in the position she had a right to claim.”

“She was true to you, sir, and no mistake:
for, I don’t mind a-telling you now, that I tried
hard to make her my wife; but ’twern't of no
good. She allays stuck to it that she couldnt
forget you ; and till strength failed her, she wa:
on her feet a-tramping after you.” :

“ While T was out of the country, trying tn
forget the disgrace which I thought attached t
me. Poor Myra!”

“She’s dead and done with, sir. It's no uw
our a-pipin’ nor a-quarrclin’ over her any more.”

“You speak very sensibly, Cray ; but at the
same time I am anxious to show you that I regret
the past, and should like to make some amend:
for it, if possible. I cannot let any of Myra's re.
lations want. You tell me you are going back to
Priestley. What do you do there?”

“I'm a day-laborer, six':my lord, I mean,"
with a touch of his hair.

"¢ And your mother?”

¢ She-takes in washin’, my lord, and Ims fre
little "uns to keep on it.”

& It is those five little ones I wish to help her
and you to maintain; so I have placed with mr
friend here, Mr. Moxon, who is a lawyer, two
thousand pounds to be disposed of as you may
think best ; either placed in the bank to your
credit, or laid out in the purchase of land, or in
any way that may most conduce to your com
fort.”

 Two — thousand — pounds ! ¥ repeats Joel
with drawn-out, incredulous wonder, as he rises
from his chair.

“Yes! thet will bring you in about sixty
pounds a year; or 1f you cxpend it in,a litlk
farm—"

« Two — thousand — pounds ! " rveiterates the
laborer slowly, “ it ain’t true, sir, surely ! "’

“J would not deceive you, Cray, I give it you,
not as compensation for your cousin’s blighted
life, remember, but as a token that if I could I
would have prevented ler unhappiness. I Joved
her, Cray ; dide’t marry her to desert her. She
deserted me.”

Joel's dirty, borny hand comes forth, timidly,
but steadily, to meet Muiraven’s.

“May1I do it, sir? God bless you for them
words! They're better than all the money to me.

s l
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And if the poor gal can hear them too, I believe
heaven looks the brighter to her. You're very

, sir. I asks your pardon, humbly, for all
py bad thoughts toward you, and I hope as you'll
get 8 good wife and a true wife yet. Thatll be
peither shame nor blame to you.”

“Thank you, Cray. T hope before long you'll
do the same, and teach your children that gentle-
men have hearts sometimes as well as poorci' men,
Ishall always take an interest in you afid your
doings, and my friend here will see that the mon-

¢s I spoke of is handed over to-you as soon as,

vou are ready to receive it.”

" I don't know about the marrying, my lord,”
says Joel, sheepishly, ¢ for it scems a troublous
pusiness at the best to me; but there'll be plenty
of prayers going up for you from Pricstley, and
the worst I wishes for you is that they may bring

you all the luck you deserve.” -

“ And to think,” he continues to himseclf as he
weturns to his own home, “that that there's the
chap I swore by my poor gal's grave to bring to
judgment for her wrongs !

The cleven-o'clock train next day takes Muir-
aven down to the nearest town to Cocklebury.
All by himself: be has positively refused to travel
wy more in Moxon's company. Trwo hours bring
bim to the place, but there is no hotel there, only
a0 old-fashioned inn, with raftered ceilings and
diamond-shaped windows, called ¢ The Coach and
Horses,” where our hero is compelled to put up
and dine, while he sends & messenger over ¢
Cocklebury. He has not come down-stairs, for
he sat up late last- mght writing a long detailed
account to Mrs. Mordaunt of his early marriage
and his wife’s. identity, so that the worst may be
over before he and Irene meet again. And this
letter, which winds up with an entreaty that he
may go over at once to Cocklebury to sce and
laim his child, he dispatches as soon as possible
to Irene’s residence, striving meanwhile to be-
tile his impatience by an attempt to masticate
he freshly-killed beef which the landlady of the
‘Coach and Horses” places before him, and
hich only results in his emptying the flask of
ognac he has brought with him, and walking up
nd down the cold, musty-smelling, unused town,
until he has nearly worked himself into a fever
vith impatience and suspense. How he pictures

feelinys on ng that important packet!
be will shed a few tears, perhaps, at first, poor

ing, to learn he has ever stood in 80 close a
elationship to any other woman; but they will
poon dry up beneath the feverish delight with
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. which she will recognize the truth ‘that he isonce

more free—that they are both free, at last, to
love and comfort one another. Ah! that he could
but be on the spot to comfort her now! What
is this fool of a messengzer about, not to return ?
1t is not haif a mile to Cocklebury! Whydid he
not o himself ¢

Peace! patience! He knows that he has
done what is most right and proper in sending an
avant-courrier to apprise her of his coming ; and
it will not—it cannot be long before he holds her
in his arms again.

Inhisarms ! God of heaven ! how they trem-

ble at the thought—in his arms!—thgk bave
scemed ¢0 many times to fold bcrfftz\\g‘
against his heart, and closed upon thé empty air

instcad ! . In his arms! Jis darling—his Irene—
the one Jove of his life! He will kiss away her
tears; he will pour his protestations of fidelity in
her ear—he will have the right now to explain
every thing—to atone for cvery thing—to offer
her the rest of his existence as reparation for the
past! And she—his injured angel—his dear, suf-
fering martyr—what a vista of bappiness will open
out beforec her!—what a— Hark! what was
that? A tap at the door.

“Come in! come in!”

His messenger has returned : the landlady ap-
pears before him holdlgg forth an envelope.

¢ Give it me—at once!” He tears it from her
hand, impetuously, and she says afterward, with

| some'degree of umbrage, that the gentleman Jooked

miore like 1 bungry wolf at her, than a man who
had hdd his dinner at the * Coach and Horses.”

The room is dark and gloomy. He takes the
precious létter to the window; hla hand shakes,
8o that he can scarcely open it. At last? yes, it
is her dear writing. Before he reads it he presses
kisses on the senseless paper.

“ My DEAR LoRD MCIRAVEN:

. “I'HavE received your letter. I need not
tell you that its contents were a great surprise to
me. I was aware, from certain papers belonging
to his mother, and confided to me after her death,
that my adopted child was your son; but I was
little prepared to hear that he had beer born in
wedlock. For his sake, I sincerely rcjoice that it
should be go. .I can fully enter into your natural
anxiety to claim and acknowledge him, and I will
send him to you with as little delay as possible.
But you must forgive me for declining your kind
offer to visit me here, for I have literally seen no
one since my dear husband’s death, and feel quite
unequal to the task of receiving visitors. If ydu
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1l be s0 good as to let me know how, and when
- Tommy is to join you,I will be careful to see your
wishés are attended to. .
“Believe me yours sincerely,
‘ IRENE MORDATNT.”

She will not see him—will not receive him at
her house. What devil's charm is again at work
to circumvent their meeting ?

CHAPTER XIV.

It was no affectation of pique or sentiment, or
even a morbid sensibility, that made Ircne desir-
ous her place of residence should be kept, for the
present, a secret from her friends and relations.

<She was simply sick of the world, and the world’s
treatment of her; and felt as though she never
should -recover from this last shock unless she
were left alone. She had tried so hard during
her married life to do her duty, and win her
husband’s trust and confidence, that it was a
bitter blow to find for her reward that he had
not only suspected her virtue as no other man
would have dared to do, but had left her for sole
legacy a dishonored name—he, for whose sake

she had trampled on the thorny love he believed
her capable of cherishing, unrindful how much
her shrinking flesh bled from the contact so long
as she might carry her head erect, her conscience

undefiled and pure. She did not realize the ex-
tent of the injury done to her fair fame until the
- grave had closed over the remains of Colonel
Mordaunt. Until then her mind had been so
much occupied with the grief his loss occasioned
her, that it had had no time to dwell on the doubt-
ful position in which she would be placed by the
alteration of his will.. But afterward she saw it!
She_read it in .Qlivers indignation, Isabella’s
. ’pity, and Mrs. Quekett's ill-concealed delight.
Notwithstanding the good intentions of her sister-
in-law and step-son, it hurt her pride that they
should press on her as a free-will offering that
which should have been her own by right. She
could appreciate their affection, but yet it stung
her bitterly. She could not remain at Fen Court,
where ghe had reigned supreme, and where the
power to reign to her life’s end would have been
toa small a return for the sacrifices she had made
there, as a visitor or even as a friend. And then
the chili—whom she had learned to love so much
for his own sake—whom she regarded as a sacred,
though unconscious trust, from Eric—who was
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about the only creature left whom she could cling
to—was she to part with him? Her name hag
been 80 cruelly associated with his, she could not
keep him at Fen Court, nor even near it; nor
should he be dependent on any one but herself
or his own father for his maintenance; wha
alternative, then, remained to her (unless sh.
scparated from Tommy and meekly accepted ti
stigma cast upon them both) but to go away?
Irene was not a humble-spirited, long-suffer.
ing Griselda, quietly to accept the indignity that
had been offered her :_the very fact that her bus.
band’s suspicions were unfounded made he
the more determined to show the world sh:
snapped her fingers at them, and nothing shoul;
induce her to part with the child of her adopticz
except Muiraven's wishes. She did not feel these
things so keenly before the will was read. He
heart had been softened by her last intervicx
with Philip. She bad felt so much for his di-
tress, that her own had been, for the while, lox
sight of. But when she heard herself defum.
and knew that every servant in her employ v
made aware that he had suspected her, her piic
rose uppermost: the firmness and decision whic
had made her what she was came to the front, ai
had the retention of Tommy Brown blasted u:
remainder of her life, she would have so blasi
it. She had a right to keep the child—she b
adopted him with her husband’s full consent, ai|
no ‘power on earth but one should part them
She went to Laburnum Cottage, intending ther
quietly to think over and settle her plans, Bu
when she came to consider, shefelt that as lo
as Oliver knew where to find her, he would neve
leave her in peace. He would follow, and argue
and plead, and pray, until perhaps be fairly wo
ried her into acting against her own conscienc.
and to be left in peace was her most ardent i~
sire. She wanted time, and repose, and quiet i
enable her to look her future—her blank, chee
less future—steadily in the face. For remembe.
that for Irene still existed that mysterious, ines
plicable barrier that had risen up, three yon
ago, between Muiraven and herself, and sbe
but one hope concerning him—that he would pe;
mit her to retain the guardianship of his, as &
unknown child. To compass the end she had2
view, Irenc felt her destination must be kept
secret. Her only chance of recoverylayin spent
ing a few quiet months, until the first bitterns
of her despair was over, and she had fixed up#
her future course of life. Mrs, Cavendish 3
most anxious she should take lodgings at Syde

ham, or remain with her at Laburnum Cotis
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% close to London,.she might renew acquaint-

anceship with all her old friends; and then the |

trystal Palace, such, an advantage! But the
pn')spect of vicinity to flower-shows and cat-
:hows, concerts, pantomimes, and conjurers,
seemed to hold out no charms to our poor hero-
ine. She remained, as her aunt herselt expressed
i, “as obstinate as apx’g,” and put in her final
daim to the character by going up to town one
iy with her child and her luggage, and thence
wr'izing to inform Mrs. Cavendish thut she had
ired on, and was about to proceed to, a distant
pace, where she hoped and intended to remain
prds, and free from the inoovations of all well
:eaning friends until she should have somewhat
reovered from the sudden shock of her late be-
ravemeont. But she did not refuse to communi.
este with her relations, and many letters on the
sibject passed between them through the medium-
ship of Mr. Walmsley, . -

It was strange how “Cocklebury happened to
bcome Irenc's destination. She had thought of
Vinchester—indeed, she had gone down to Win-
dester, hearing it to be a dull, behind-the-world
sort of old place, but had found the town fuller
wd more accessible than she anticipated, and
pmssed on to a little village beyond. There she

experienced much difficulty in finding lodg-
s,and a certain landlady, in accounting for the
wnt of her apartments, mentioned that they were
ingreat demand,  For only yesterday, mum, a
dy, as might be yoursolf‘,'cﬁ?ﬁé over from Cock-
ebury, which is a good iwenty-seven mile to the
-t g this, all in a Autter for rooms, and would

ave took these direetly, only two wasu't cnough |

<l and yet it reverberated on her heart as though
theld g place there. Doubtless she had heard
in some desultory conversation with Lord Muir-
ven, but the remembrance had dicd away.  Only
rom that cursory mention of the fishing-village

out her final settlement there. She returned
o Winchester, and began to make inquiries con-
eming Cocklebury, and, going to look at the
esolate, retired little hole, found two tiny rooms
0 suit a guarterly balance of five-and-tweaty
otnds, and engaged them.

Lt was a dull, lowering autumn day when the
omg widow removed her boxes and her little
F to their new home. Who is it thinks the
Pantry charming all the year round ? Many say
b, but they belong chiefly to ‘the unfortunate

33 whose health, business, or profit, renders
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' such a residence compulsory to them; and it is
Jjust as well to make the best of an incurabie ill.
1 But for these who are not thus compelled to
[ dwell there! Xo one denies its advantages in
fine weather, and no one can appreciate them
like the man whose life is spent gencrally in the
close atmosphere of town, There are momcents
when brain and body have been overworked, and
speculations have fuiled, and the atmosphere re-
minds one of that fabulous pandemonium wher:
we should lLike to consign all who have dis-
appointed us; when the thought only of cool.
green ficlds, and waving boughs, and murmuring
brooks, is enough to make us forswear brick walls,
gas, hurry, dust, and lies, forever: Lut does it
last? We rush to the green fields ; we lounge
beneath the waving boughs; we arc deliciously =
lazy and useless, and altogether deruoralized for
a few days of complete Anertion ; and then the
brain springs up again, the mind wants food, the
fields pall, the trees pall, the waters pall ; we de-
-mand men and women, and conversation : we are
again sharpening the mental seythe with which we
mow down our adversaries ; and if it is beyond our
power, or our principles, to rush back again pell-
mellinto the arena of business and of work, we be.
gin to hate the monoteny we are unaccustomed to !
But what of th&country—that paradise of city-
men——in autumn and in winter ; what of the leafless
boughs, the filthy, muddy lanes, the barren gar-
dens, the evenings spent, night after night, at
home, with your next-door neighbor five miles

away, and no resource but to read the papers till
you go to slecp? A country-house always feels
cold und damp in wintek. If it is a large ode, it

t has long corridors full of draughts; and if it is

or her,”
Cocklebury ! the name Ns-hmiliur' to her; |
where had she heard it before he could not

small, it possesses horid glass doors which open
to the garden, through which one sees a panorama
of sodden leaves that makes one shudder to look
at. People in the country, too, get in the habit
of leaving all the doors open in summer, and
do not get out of it as completely as they should
do ia the severer scason. Generally speaking,
also, their chimneys smoke, and their passages
are not half lighted or warmed : and, altogether,
give me & house in town. A cozy house at the
West End—not too large, for size implies grandeur,
and grandeur eutails care : Jbut well carpeted, well
curtained, and suﬂiciently‘ental, not to ren-
der it incommodious—a house where privacy and -
publicity are alike attainable—where each and
every one is frec to come or to go—where the only
rules are one’s own inclinations, and the only rest
a change of occupation. k

Light it well, warm it thoroughl_v, maintain it
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~ith an income not large cuough to render work
unnecessary, fill it with the daily food required
by the nineteenth-century intellect, place in it
the people you love best—but no! I won’t go on.
Could I conjure up such a lot as that, I should
never want to go to heaven!

Fancy such a house on a dark winter’s even-
ing: bright, light, and warm, filled with the
sound of wit and laughter, the voice of music, the
deeper tones of argument; or, if such things are
not forthcoming (and with continuity even their
glory would depart), why, « Lef’s goto the theatre I

A blessing upon blissful ignorance! If every
one knew and felt these things as we do, who
would live in the country ? And it’s quite impos-
sible that we can all live in town. I begin to
wish I had not said any thing about it.

Poor Irene felt it terribly when she first went
down to Cocklcbury. Imagine turning out of a
place like Fen Court, where she had been enjoy-
ing an income of sevcral thousands, to begin life
anew cn a hundred pounds a year, in two meagre
little roorms in an ill-built cottage in the country!
She Lad no heart left, poor girl, with which to
bear it bravels, and she felt as downcast and
humiliated as though she were really guilty of
what she ha'd been accused. Master Tommy,
too, did not tend to lighten her burden at this
particular moment. Children, as a rule, do not
take kindly to any violent changes; and this
roung gentleman's character had developed in a
marvelous way of late. He had no recollection
left now of his mother nor the poverty in which
he had been reared ; but quite thought—if cver
he thonght at all—that he was Irene's child, and
the luxuries of Fen Court had always been his
own. He liked to sleep in his mamnra’s bed, and
was proud that she should wash and dress him
inctead of Phoebe ; but he grumbled dreadfully at
the loss of his pleasures, and the inconveniences
he was forced to undergo. “I don't like that
ugly basin!” he would say, the first thing in the
morning. “I won’t be washed in it, mamma! It
is like a servant’s basin. I want the pretty one
I used to bavé\with the little roses on it. And
why can't I ha%am for breakfast now # Where
is the jam we had at Priestley ? why couldn’t you
bring it away with us, mamma? T don’t like
this new place. There is no gardeun here to run
in, and no carriage, and the woman has no don-
key—and when I asked her why she bad no don-
key, she said, if I wanted all those things, why
did I come to Cocklebury ?” .

“0 Tommy! you mustn’t talk like that.
What did you say to her? " -
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“I told her mot to speak to me that I'm,
gentleman and the master of the fox-hounds, anj
I shall go back to the Court and get my donker.
Let us go back to-day, mammad I don’t like thj
nasty place ; there are only cabbages in the g
den.” :

“My darling!” said Irene, as she took i,
child upon her lap, “you wouldn't like to
away from yourgmamma-—would you ? ”

“No! You must come, too.”

“I can’t go, Tommy. , I am never going hack
to the Court again, and my little boy must try
to be happy here.” ’ ’ '

“Don’t cry, mamma! I will be happr. |
will get the little broom and sweep up all
crumbs, I like doing that much better than 1z
donkey. And I will get your‘boots, and pu
them inside the fender, and then they will i
warm when you go out walking. And I—]-
continued the child, looking all round the roo
to see what he could do, “ and I will do lots ¢
things, mamma, if you dou’t cry.” And then k
would bring his mite of a pocket-handkerchief, a;
scrub her eyes until he had made her laugh inspi:
of herself, and think, while thiz affection was sparg
she could never be entirely unbappy. Bu:

to provide Lerself and\the child with the comma
necessaries of life, even in such an out-of-the-wiy
place as Cocklebury. :
It was & wonderful little village, dedicate
apparently, to the nurture of old maids—who, ox
and all; called upon Mrs. Mordaunt and offers
their assistance to her; but, though she wasm:
ungracious, she declined all advances. She w
not going to have it said afterward by thesev:
tuous maidens that she came among them upa
false pretenses ; and if they had but known, ete
etc. =
She could imagine, if any rumors of herw
fortunate story reached their ears, how th
would turn up their virginal noses at her ands
poor little Tommy, and declare they had suspected
it from the very first. So she kept to herselft
those miserable little lodgings, and made the
all the duller and less pleasant for the fact. Sit
was devoted to the child—to . his baby-lesson
and baby-pleasures, and waited on him likey
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ipt to ber resolution, she must inform him of 1
pis son's existence: but she still cherished the |
hope that be would not deprive her of bim.  She !
il so desperate in her lonclivess, that she meant
w0 throw herself on his compassion, and entreat
bin not to take the boy away, but let her bring
tim'up, 23 she had designed to do, and feel that
she had something left still to render the future
wtall dark to her.  And 8o she has been living
fo nearly four months when Muiraven lands at
tre “Coach and Horses,” and dispatches hig
messenger with the intelligence that is to shatter
oTher hopes. It is a cold day in January : the
air is keen and frosty, and the ponds about
Cocklebury are frozen over. Irene has just come
i from a long walk with her little man, who is
very anxious—like all high-spirited children—to
he allowed to go on the ice and slide ; and she
bus been at somde pains to explain to him how
dmgerous sliding is, and how some little boys
umble down and break their noses, and others
tinble in and are drowned. But her dreadful
sories do not appear to have much effect on
Tonmy. o .

“I wouldn't be drébwned!” he says, confi-
‘antly. “J would get out of the hole again, and
rn back a3 quick as I could to my mamma.”

“And your mamma would give youa good whip-
ping for being such a naughty boy,” returns Irene,
uzhing, as she divests him of his comforter and
Farm coat.  “ No, Tommy, darling, I've got some-
thing much nicer for you than sliding on the ice,

aess what it is 1 :

“4 pudding ! ” says Tommy.

“Yes! a pudding for dinner—a nice little
round pudding stuck full of plums, all for your-
el Make haste and brush your hair and come
and eat it.’? '

The child has already forgotten the luxuries
pf Fen Court, and is as eager and excited over
he pudding “stuck full of plums” as though
udding had never been an every-day occurrence.
And yet Irene had to think twice before she
brdered it for him.

It is'»t'wo o'clock, their dinner-kour, and when
he meat i3 removed, she sits by the fire and
atches the young, rosy-checked rebel gormand.
ing his pudding, and feels quite happy and con-
Mt to do so. She has so identified herself of
Ate with this child—so accommodated her con-
ersation and ideas to his, and schooled herself
0 believe that there exists n one else in the

orld for her but him, that she is beginning to
f:el lonely when he is out of her sight. So she
s by, smiling while he eats and talks to her, I

wher Muiraven's letter is put into her hand.
The reeognition of the writing makes her trem.
ble; but, when she has opened and read it, the
news which it couveys makes her tremble still
more, s

She cannot believe it — Muiraven close at
band, ready to come at once and claim his child
—his child, born in lawful wedlock, and heir to
his titles and cstates—rir child, which under
these circumstances she ean never hope to be
allowed to kecp. Her child, who for the last two
years she has brought up and nourished as her
own, and grown to love as she believes that she
could never love another, to be taken away—
to be reared, educated, and scot forth into the
world without her having the right to offer even
an opinion on the subject! She reads through the
letter twice, and then she gets up, and, walking
blindly into the adjoYing room, throws herself
upon the bed in a paroxysm of despair.

Ob, it is too hard! it is too bitterly, cruelly
hard, that this too should come upon her! that,
turn where she will, God will not leave one loop-
hole by which she can escape from utter desola-
tion! Rhe is weary of it all—this continued
struggle with misfortune—this fighting against
Fates which only results in bruises and heart.
sickness. She throws up the game—she will
strive no more—she will never attempt to build
up another affection for herself, Let him take
his child and rear it as he will—the farther away,
the better, for she will never trust herself to see
him or to think of him again, He was hers, and
he @s Muiraven’s. His father must accept the
entire responsibility of him henceforth, for she
cannot halve nor shape him—she must have him
altogether, or not at all!

“Mamma—mamma! may I have the rest of
the pudding ?” The piping voice is close by her
side, and the little hand is pulling sturdily at
her petticoats. ~,

She raises herself langaidly and looks at
him—at the dark-blue eyes, the waving hair,
the fout ensemble so like the man whose love has
spoilt her life. Bufthis is no longer the little out-
cast—the poor, nameless, base-born child, whom,
spite of evil tongues, she has so fondly cherished.
It is the heir presumptive o one of the oldest
earldoms in England that stands before her—the
hope of a noble house—the legitimate son of the
Right Honorable the Lord Viscount Muiraven—
—the—the— Honorable Thomas Keir. CoL

At the thought, miserable as she is, she
laughs. The Honorable Thomas is reassured.

“Mamma! I want more pudding. Your

R
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little Tommy-boy wants more pudding!™ he re-
peats confidently, reading acquiescence in the
nervous sound;

“You are not my llttlc Tommy-boy,” she
commences bravely —but her memory, like a
dark wave, sweeps over her and blots out all her
courage.

“Oh! I cannot—I cannot part with you!”
she cries, vehemently, and thercupon becomes
horribly feminine and goes off into a burst of
bysterics. The sobbing and the shrill laughter
penetrate to the lower regions and bring up the
landlady, with, to use her own expression, * her
heart in her mouth.”

“Lord sakes, my dear lady ; and whatever is
the matter ? there’s the poor young gentleman
frightened out of his senses, and the messenger
below:stiirs waiting for an answer, which, he

says, he had orders to go back to the ¢ Coach 'md
’orses’ as soon as possible.”

-In 2 moment Irene is hevself again.

“Oh! I am so sorry—I am so grieved! I
must have overwalked myself.—Tommy, my dar-
ling, don’t look so frightened ; naughty mamma is
well again now. Go and eat your pudding, my
child.—And, Mrs. Wells, if you will come up
‘agajn in—in—ten minutos, the letter shall be
ready for the messenger.’

She drags herself off the ‘bed as she speaks,
and dashes her face in cold water, and will pot
. give herself time to think. She is ashamed of
her weakness in breaking down before a servant
and a child.

The Hon. Tommy, reinstated in his chair, and
consuming the remainder of ,the .pudding, as
though nothing had happened to disturb his
pleasure, affords her the leisure she requires
once more to peruse Muiraven’s letter. There is
10 question about what she must do; there is no
option permitted her of judgment or choice; she
is simply required to give up the child to his
rightful guardian, and, whatever it cost her, he
must go! But she cannot meet Muiraven, Ev-
ery misery of her life is connected with this man;
he may even have been told the stigma that rests
upon her for his sake. She feels as if she should
siok into the earth with shame if she should see
him. She is sore still and quivering from the
effect of the constant shafts Fate loves to drive at
her: her flesh and spirit alike recoil from the
idea of discovering her misery to him—or receiv-

ing his sympathy and condolences. What good |

can his friendship do her? Each time they meet
increases the pain of parting. It has pleased
Providence to strip her of every thing. Let it do

. ,“NO INTENTIONS.”

its worst. She gives up love, friendship, aliw
thenceforward she will live and die—alone, g,
she sits down and pens the note which has beg
already given to my readers; which tells Muin.
ven that the child shall be sent to him when ap;
in what manner he may choose to intiinate, by
that/she is as yet too little recovered from he
late bereavement to permit of her receiving vi.
itors.

Muiraven does not know what to make of he
letter. He supposes that, having informed Irer,
that her adopted child is the result of an impr.
dent murriag:: between himself and the laundres,:
niece, and that he has but lately come to,
knowledge of tbe truth, is sufficient of itself v,
convince her that this was thé\gbstacle whic:
prevented him from coming forwa\r\ as & suiti
for her own band. But the fact is, our heroir.
bad never associated that obstacle with the id«
of any early entanglement, and was so occupi
with the principal object of his letter, nataéls, ki
intention to reclaim the child, that she' rew
guessed that Myra's death had broken down tk
barrier between them. She only rememben:
that the man who had a.s~yfcd ber, six she
months ago, that nothing short of the impossibilix
of their union would have !lade him bebave
he had-done, and who was lkely to prove a f»
more dangerous friend in her present condita
than he had been before; desired a personal i
terview with ber in order to deprive her of b
last pleasure, and she could not grant it him.

She could not stand face to' face with Ex
Keir (as in her heart she always termed him), u:
cover the desolation of her spirit with a smi:
And so she would rather not look upon his fa.
at all. i

But he is an impe{uous, energetic sort of:
fellow, whose patience does not rank among ix
highest virtues, and he can conceive no rea
for Irene’s reticence, except that she has ceas
to care for him. Perhaps sbe never did care fz
him. Perbaps she mistook her feelings all alox
and her real affection had, after all, been given|
this immaculate Colonel Mordaunt, the rema
brance of whose excellences, after four mont
burial, was still so redolent of sanctity as to f
bid her showing ordinary politeness to an d
friend who had traveled so far to see her. i
such a horrid time of the year, too! Addeds
being obliged to put up with all ‘the désagréma
of such a God-forsaken hovel as the * Coacha
Horses.”

Tpon his word! what, in the way of sacrife
does Mrs. Mordaunt require further ? * But wond
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e S0 nigean?ch,*the more you do for them the
more they .want. - When he was beyond her
weach, she appeared all devotion to him ; now
that she can bave bim any day, he supposes she
xill keep him philandering after her for ten vears
tefore she will make up her mind to take him or
10 leave him !

Why on earth can’t he forget her and haveX

done with it? Hasn't he had enough of women,
that the moment he finds he bas got out of one
«rape with the sex, he must do his best to plunge
into another ?

So he says, and so he swears, as he marches
iacontinently up and down the parlor of the
“Coach apd Horses,” wearing out his temper and
his shoe-leather to no avail.

At first he resolves he will go over to Cockle-
hary himself to-night, and try if he can see Itene,
tat,on second thoughts, he abandons the idea.
After her note it would not be kind—it would
trdly be gentlemanly to attempt to violate her
privacy so soon. He will wait till to-morrow to
storm the citadel in person. Meanwhile he goes
to bed, sleeps but indifferently, and is up «at a
most unusual hour for him the next morning,
making frreat havoc (notwithstanding his anxicty)
in the breakfast his landlady has provided for
bim, before he turns out in the cold, frosty air,
and takes his way toward Cocklebury.

There

Irene, too, gets little rest that night.
is nothing like a sore heart or an anxious mind

for keeping one awake. It beats green tea hol-
low. She had sat up till a late hour the evening
before, looking over and arranging Tommy’s
vardrobe, and dropping hot tears upon cach little
article which she had ordered and planned, if not
made with her own hands, before she laid it in
the box which i3 to accompany him.upon his
journey. And, when every thing is ready for his
departure, she crept into bed and took the rosy
child into her arms, and watched until dawn, by
he fligkering night-light, the dark curly head of
hair that rose and fell with the heaving of her
bosom, only using her free hand every now and
then to wipe away the tears that coursed down
er face. Her restlessmess, perhaps, or the in-
tinctive knowledge that he is’ watched, makes
ommy wake early.. Sheis generally the one to
eroused by his imperative demands for stories
or breakfast, and thef first thing he does now, as
onsciousness returns to him, is to pat her cheek
ith his little hand.
“Mamma, mamma ! wake up and tell Tommy-
bey abgut Elisha and the big bears,”

her dressing
‘waits as humbly as a hireling,
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But he is surprised to find on this oceasion
that his mamma does not require to have her eyves
violently picked open before ske complies with his
request, but commences at once, in an unusually
low and subdued voice, to relate all his favorite
tales, and does not discontinne until the dark
January morning has resolved itself into some-
thing like daylight, and the child becomes eager
to get up and be dressed.

Ircne would like to postpone the moment of
rising ; she feels, with a shudder, that this may
be the last time she shall ever hold her adopted
darling in her arms, but the young tyrant's orders
are imperative; in fact, he won't lie still any lon-
ger.

‘ There are beautifal little ice trees all over
the windows, mamma, and I made a nice warm
house for three of nry snails under a cabbage-leaf
yesterday, and I want to see if they're happy and
comfortable. Dress me quick, mamma, and let
me go into the garden and look for my snails, and
if they feel cold I shall bring them all in and
warm them by the fire.” -

She rises languidly and puts a match to her
fire, and washes and dresses Muiraven's child as
if she had been his nurse-maid.  She, who was the
belle of the London season, who has been the cn-
vied mistress of Fen Court, kneels, shivering in
.zown on that winter's morning, and
as lovingly as a
mother, on her lover's heir.  She buttons up his
boots, still muddy from the dirt of yesterday, and
carefully wraps over the great-coat and the com-
forter upén his little chest. And then she takes
his chubby cheeks between her hands and kisses:
them fervently over and over again, end lets him
out of the sitting-room door with a caution to Mrs.
Wells to see him safe into the garden, and goes
back to her bedroom, and cries quietly to herself
with her face buried in the piilow.

God only knows what it is for a mother to
part with a child, whether hers by right or by
adoption. We talk a great deal about the “di-
vine passion,” but there is no divinity in an affec-
tion based on selfishness ; and love, in its ordi-
nary sense (that is, passion), has but one desire—
to secure the object for itself. Whereas a mother
koows from the commencement that she brings
up her child for another. And it is that reason,
perhaps, that makes maternal love so generous
and expansire that, where it is true, it can afford
to extend itself even to those whom its child holds
dear. It is the only unselfish love the WQ{ld can
boastof. It js, therefore, the only passion-that
can claim a title to divinity.
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Irenc feels all this, even as she cuvies. She is
miserable at the thought of parting with the child,
but she would not advance one argument in her
own favor that should deprive his father or bim-
self of the enjoyment of their natural rights.
only hopes that, as it must be, it will be soon over,
and herself put out of the misery of anticipation.

- She 1i&s on her bed for some time, lost in thought,
and then, hearing the clatter of cups and saucers
in the adjoining room, starts up to find that it is
‘nine o’clock, and she has not yet commenced to
dress,

There isno particula}- hurry, however, and she
makes a dawdling, untidy sort of toilet (women
never care about their appearance when they are
miserable), wondering the while how soon Muira-
ven's messenger will return with the answer to
her letter. When she enters the sitting-room the
breakfast has been laid and the little black kettle
is boiling over on the fire. She makes the tea,
and glances indifferently at the time. A quarter
to ten! She had no idea it was so late. IHow
cold and hungry her child will be!

She throws open the door at once, and, ad-
vancing to the head of the stairs, calls— )

“ Tommy !—Tommy!"” in a loud voice; but
no one answers her,

“ Tommy, darling!” she repeats ; * breakfast
is ready. Make haste, and come in.” Still there
is no reply. He must be digging at the bottom
of the long slip of uncultivated ground he calls
the garden.

Irene walks down-stairs, and stands at the
open back door, with the cold, frosty air playing
about the long, rippling hair that lies upon her
shoulders. ‘Tommy! I want you. Come and
have your breakfast,” she repeats; but the child
is neither to be seen nor heard.

“Mrs, Wells " from the top of the kitcher-
stairs, ‘is master Tommy with you $”

‘ Bless you, no, ma’'am. Ain't he a-gambol-
ing at the back?”

“I can’t see him anywhere.”

“I'm sure he was there half an hour ago.”

“He must have run down the road.- How
naughty of him! What shall I1do?”

“I'll send my Charley after him, ma’am. He'll
bring him ’ore in no time.—Here, Charley, jest
you get up, and go after the young gentleman,
and bring him back to his breakkast. Now, look
sharp, will you ?”

“All right! Which way be Ito go?”

‘“Why, both ways, in course. Go down to

* the village first. I dare say he’s run off to the
sweet-shop. He said he'd a mind to yesterday.”
y .

She”

“NO INTENTIONS.”

“ How tiresome of him ! 'snys Irene, but wig,
out any alarm. (What harm could come to
sturdy fellow like Tommy on a broad count-
road ) “I'm sorry to give you the trouble, 31
Wells; but be really is such a child!”

“You'll bave your poor hands full with iy,
before another twelfemonth’s over, ma'am; ar;
that’s the truth,” replies the woman, good-ter.
peredly ; and Irene’s face blanches as ske wajj:
back to the sitting-room and remembers that i..
fore twelve hours are over she will probably hay,
nothing more to do with her troublesome L,
darling.

.

Lord Muiraven finds the walk to Cocklehyn
pleasanter than be anticipated. There is som:.
thing so exhilarating in the air of a keen frox:
morning that our troubles are apt to appear smal.
er of more bearable beneath its influence ; and,::
he traverses the short distance that Jies betwes
him and Ircne, the probability of seeing her ag:
is of itself sufficient to make the world loc
brighter to bim. He recalls their early affectio.
aud the interviews they had at Fén Court, and, k.
ing gifted with as much capability of self-appr.
ciation as the generality of his sex, feels alme:
confident of his power to overcome, by argumen
or persuasion, whatever scruples may have i
tated her last letter tohim. The leafless hedgesc
either side the road are garnished with hoar-fro::
the ground beneath his feet springs erisp i
cheerily ; and as Mfifraven, with his hands in &
pockets and a cigalbetween his teeth, stride
quickly along, he is in Cocklebury before I:
knows it. On the outskirts of the village lie ser-
eral farm-houses, with their surrounding meador.
—in one- of which, close to the road, is a lu.
pond, just frozen over with a two days’ frost,

“Halloa!” he thinks, as his eye falls up:
it; “that looks well. Another couple md
nights as the last, and it will bear. By Jowe
though, that won’t do;” and, coming suddenly:
a stand-still, he regards something over the hedg:,
The object that has attracted his attention is the
figure of a child, none other, indeed, than the
creant Tommy, who, having escaped from th
cabbage-garden and the snails; has bethough
him of revisiting the pond which excited his eny
so much the day before. On he plods sturdi}
through the wet grass, with footsteps evident:
bent on trying the treacherousice. Muiravenfr
the first moment sees only a child in danger ofs
ducking, and calls out a loud warning from whert
he stands ; and his voice, although unheeded, L
the effect of making Tommy raise his head befor
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A HAPPY

pe steps upon the ice.
ognized.

The fearless, saucy little face, the wide-open
eves, the curling hair, no less than the high-bred
air of the child, and the manner in which he is
attired, all combine to make Muiraven recognize
his son, and as he does so, and realizes his prob-
able danger, an anxious dread which has mever
had covert thére before, rises up in his heart and
makes him feel that he is a father. Without a
aoment's hesitation, he leaps over the field-gate,
and runs through the grass to save the child.
But Tommy is not to be outdone. He seces that
Ye is pursued, guesses his sport is to be spoilt, and,
with all the energy that has characterized the
Norham blood for so many generations past, de-
terfnines that he will not be punished for noth-
ing. One slide he will have first—one delicious,
Jangerous slide, a3 he has seen the boys of the
village take down the frozen gutters; so, running
defiantly on to the forbidden playground, he sets
iis darling little legs as wide apart as possible,
and goes gallantly down the pond—only for
about & hundred yards, however, when, meeting
with some obstacle, his equilibrium is disturbed ;
he tumbles head over heels, and in another mo-
ment is floundering among the brokenice. Muir-
aven, arrived at the brink of the poad, with ail
tebaste he can walks straight in after bim,
crushing and dispersing the ice right and left as
he goes.

The water is not deep, and the child is casily
rggovered, but as Muiraven brings him to the
bank he is frizhtened to perceive he does not
stir.

His eyes are closed, his mouth is half open,

As he does so, he is rec-

and from a cut across his forehead the blood is !

trickling down his face in a thin red stream,

The father’s heart stands still

What is the matter? What on earth should
have occasioned this? Can he be dead ? R

He folds the boy closer in his arms as the
horrible thought strikes him, and hurries onward
to the village. The dripping state of Tommy's
clothes and his own nether garments, wet up to
the thighs, excite the curiosity of the Cockleburi-
ans, and he is soon surrounded by a little crowd
of men and women all ready and anxious to direct
bim to Irene’s lodgings. )

“Is there a doctor here ?” he demands hur-
riedly, -

“Bless you, no, gir. 'We've no parish doctor
nearer than the town; and he only comes over
Mondays and Thursdays.”

“Run on, then—any of you—as quick as you

»

ACCIDENT.

can to Mrs. Mordaunt, and t!l her to have hot
water and blankets ready for the child.”

In his anxiety for Tommy's well-doing, Muir-
aven does not coasider the agony with which his
intelligence will be received by Irene, and half a
dozen villagers, ecager for a reward, tcar helter-
skelter into Mrs, Wells's presence, to tell her ¢ the
young gentleman’s been drownded, and she's to
get a bot bath ready to put him in.” )

Irene, who is getting fidgety about the child's
continued absence, is standing in the staircase
when the message is delivered.
Ler heart like a bolt of ice.

“What!” she says in a. voice of horror.
“ What 27

“ Ob, my dear lady,don’t take on!" exclaims
Mrs, Wells, wringing her hands and “ taking on,”
herself as much as i3 possible on so short a vo-
‘tice; “Dut the poor dear child has got hisself in
the pond, they're a-bringing him ’ome to’you.
Lord a’ mercy! but here they are!”

Irene does not scream—she does not even
speak ; but all the color forsakes her face as she
stands there for a moment, with her hand, pressed
on her heart, as though, till that chooses to go on
again, she could neither think nor act. Then she
makes one or two feeble steps forward to meet
Muiraven, who cowmes quickly up the narrow,

It strikes upon

| creaking staircase with the boy in his arms,

““ Give—give—" she_says faintly, as she en.
counters him, and, without a word of explanation,
she presses his unconscious burden to her breast.

She carries it, slowly but firmly, to the light,
and then siuks down upon the floor in a kpeeling
posture, with the child stretched across het knees.

“ Oh, my lamb !—my own lamb!” she cries,
in a voice of anguish that might pierce the heav-
ens, “ no one has the power to take you from me
now !

And Muiraven, standing by her, hears the
words.

“ Mamma,” says Tommy, languidly, as though
in answer to her appeal—* don't cry, mamma.”

Ircne stares at the child. His eyes are open
—afaint color i3 returning to his lips—he is once
more conscious. She screams with joy.

‘“He is not dead!” with rapid utterance.

“Who said he was drowned ? Look !—he smiles
—he speaks to me.—Oh! my child—my baby—
my own darling! God could not have had the
heart to take you away.”
_ And thereupon she reeks him backward and
forward violently in her arms, and cries a plenti-
ful shower of tears above him that relieves her
excited brain,




168

“Lor' bless you, my dear lady,” says the sym-
pathizing Mrs. Wells, “the dear young gentle-
man’s no more drownded than I am! See how
he’s a-rying t6 raise hisself, the pretty dear!
Let me take him from you, ma’am. He must be
a deal too heavy for your arms.”

“Let me place him in the bed,” says Muir-
aven, gently.

“No! no! Iam quiteableto carry him,” Irene
answers, staggering to her feet. *“Mrs. Wells,
let me bave the hot bath at once, or he may take
a chill.—Make up the fire, Susan, and boil his
bread-and-milk.—And mamma will undress you,
Tommy,” she continues, in soft, cooing accents
to the child. “ Mamma will take all these wet
clothes off ber little Tommy-boy, and put him in
a nice warm bed, and tell him stories all day long.
Oh, my love! my baby!—what should I have
done if I had lost you!”

And so, murmuring, she passes with her bur-

den from Muiraven’s view into the adjoining |-

apartment, whence he is made cognizant, without

partaking of the nursery mysteries that ensue,

and result in Master Tommy being tucked up

very dry and warm and comfortable in bed, and

apparently without any more injury than is con-
_ veyed by a strip of diachylon-plaster across his
 forehead.

It is nearly an hour before Irene appears
again, and Muiraven cannot help thinking she
has made her absence longer than was necessary.
As she enters the sitting-rqom she looks pale,
harassed, and weary. All her fire has departed,
to be replaced by a nervous tremor that will
hardly permit her to look him in the face.

He meets her, holding out his hand.

« At last, I suppose I may say, Mrs. Mordaunt,
that T hope I see you well.”

“1am afraid I must have appeared very rude,”
she stammers; “but the shock—tbe fright of
this accident—"

¢ Pray don’t think it necessary to apologize.
I can'make every allowance for your forgetfulness.
It is fortunate I was on the spot.”

“Then it was you! I have heard nothing,
remember. I have had po time even to inquire.”

“Oh, it was undoubtedly me. I was taking a
constitutional along the Coeklebury, high-road
this morning, when I camie upon the young rebel
about to make an experiment in sliding. I shout-
ed to him to stop; but it was no use. He would
have his own way, 8o I had to go after him. It's
lucky the water was mot very deep nor the ice
very strong, or I might not have fished him out
in time. As it was, breaking ‘the ice head-fore-

“NO INTENTIONS.”

most stunned him ; and had there not been help
at hand, I don't suppose you would have seen the
young gentleman again.”

He speaks indifferently, as though the matter
were not of much consequence to either of them:
but she is trembling all over with gratitude.

“Oh, how can I thank you sufficiently '—how
can I say all I feel at the child’s recovery! |
shall never forget it as Jong as I live.” Then she
remembers that the boy is his, and not hers, and
blushes at what may seem presumption.

“You must be very thankful too,” she adds,
timidly.

“Oh, of coursc—of course,” he snvs,
away.

them But it is coming back uponher now only
t50 vividly.

¢ J—J—have not offered you any thmr_', Lord
Muiraven,” she rays, glancing at the teapot and
the toast-rack. * Have you breakfasted ?”

“Yes—thanks.”

“Won't yoy take another cup of tea ora
glass of wine?®”

“T don't care for wine so early; but, if I

1 might venture to ask—if you have such a thing

in the house as 2 little brandy ?”

Hjs teeth chatter as he speaks. She looks tp

quickly. )
" 4 Are you not well ? "

“T feel slightly chilled—rather damp about the
extremities, in fact.”

She glances at his habiliments, and sees with
horror that his trousers are soaked through upto
the waist.

“ Good Heavens! Lord Muiraven. How did
that happeu? Did you—jyou—fall in too ?”

“Not exactly; but you can hardly expett a1
man to fish a child out of four feet of iced
water and keep warm and dry at the same
time,” -

“ And I never thought to ask if you reqmred
any thing!”

Her face turns red with sbme, and with 1
deeper feeling, that is half self-reproach and half
anxiety lest he should come to harm through her
neglect. .

“ Oh, never mind me,” he answers, laconically.
T ghall do well enough ; and I didn’t-expect tlnt
you would think about it.”

¢ Lord Muiraven, please don’tsay that. What
can I do for you now? You ought not to remain
in those wet clothes, I koow it is very danger
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sus. Shall I send a man to the ‘Coach and
Horses’ for a change ?”

“No, thauk you. I think I'd better walk
pack myself. If you will give me a glass of
trandy—" But he is shivering as he speaks.

She flies to the bell all excitement and eager-
ress again, and orders the servant to bring what
he desires.

“Bat that is not sufficient!” she exclaims as
4 drinks the brandy—*“1I am sure -that is not
safficient. And I am so helpless to do more for
wu. Lord Muiraven, do go home! It seems in-
hospitable to say so; but I am sure it will be the
afest thing to do. Go and get dry clothes an
vou at once—oh ! how you are trembling!—and
m to bed, or do any thing that is nccessary.
You should take care of yourself for—for—every-
body's sake.”

-He turns and looks at her.

“If I go, may I come again ?”

“For the child ?”—nervously. * Oh, ves, of
course; hut he had better wait until to-morrow
ow, bad he not #

“I should not think of moving him to-day.

sou before then. Good-morning.”
He walks down-stairs almost abruptly, and

iaves her to herself. As soon as he is gone she
sits down and drinks her tea, and feels as though
she had but just wakened from some fearful mid-,
richt dream to find that it was morning.

Tommy sleeps quietly for half the day, and is
nmiraculously good the other half. The cut upon
his forehead has made his head ache, and he is
disinclined for any thing but to lic still and hear
Irene read to him; and when he is wearied of
that, and closes his eyes in sleep, she sits beside
him offering up thanks to Heaven for his preser-
vation, and thinking, not without some qualms
of self-reproach, of the man whose claims to sym-
pathy she had almost ignored in her alarm about
his son, but who is nevertheless, though she will
not acknowledge it, ten thousand times dearer to
her than Tommy can ever hope to be. As she
sits in the darkened room recalling his features
and the sad air with which he greeted her, her
heart pleads for him and for herself; and she
Fpeaks his name in a fond low whisper, while she
entreats him not to think bardly of her for her
reception of him. “If you only knew, Eric!—

you only knew ! ” she keeps on repeating, until
her fancied collequy resolves itself into tears.

In the evening, when Tommy has finished  his
s, sitting wrapped upin a shawl upon her knee

i
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by thq drawing-room fire, and has been carried
back to bed again, her heart leaps to hear Muir-
aven’s step upon the stairs,  * Ifow foolish of me,”
she thinks, as she bolts into the bedroom ta_pe "
cover herself, “when we shall never, never be
Any thing but friends. O Eric! O, my love!”
And then she falls to kissing Tommy till she
nearly wakes him up again,

“Mrs. Mordaunt !” says Muiraven throur'h
the half-closed door.

“Tam coming, Lord Muiraven!” And in a
inute she appears before him. *“I hope you
ave taken no harm from your immersion this

morning. I have been reproaching myself for
my carelessness ever since; but I never thought
that you were wot.” '

“ Pray don't think about it again.
right. How is the boy ?”

“Quite well, thank you. He is asleep.
Would you' like to sec him ?” She leads the
way into the next room, and they stand beside
the bed together looking at the sleeping child.
Presently Muiraven stoops down, and kisses him

I am all

; upon the forehead.
Til to-morrow, certainly; and perhaps I shall see :

“Poor little chap!™ he says, softly.

“ Lucky little chap, you mean,” replies Irenc,
speaking far more cheerfully than she feels.

“ To haveyou to love him and look after him.
Yes.”

“He will not have that long. By-the-way,
Lord Muiraven,” as they return to the sitting-
room, “please tell me—I would rather know at
once—are you going to take him away to-morrow
or the next day 97 |

“Idon’t want to take him away at all.”

“But under the circumstances, considering
that he is—"

“ Do you love him very much, Irene ?

%0 Lord Muiraven, you need not ask me
that! You know—you must know—" Tears
prevent her finishing the sentence.

“ Thcp keep the child. T have no wish to
part you.”

She looks up in astonishment with sweet, wet
eves that make him tremble with eagerness to
fold her in his arms; but he only moves his
chair a little nearer to her own.

¢ Keep him! But how can I, kncwing he is
your lawful son? It could not be for long, you
see; in a very few years his education, his wel-
fare, his station in life, every thing would com-
bine to part us; and I—forgive me for saying so
—but I have had so many partings, I feel as if I
could not undergo another. No ; it is best it
shoullbeas you first intended. He is your heir.
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Take him away, and rear him to be a comfort to

you. I bave no longer lot nor part in him.”

“Irene! Irene! I cannot bear these tears.”

“T am very weak to let them flow. I didn't
mean it ; but you know how hard it is for a wom-
an to restrain them. Don't let us discuss the
matter any more. His clothes are all packed
and ready to go, and I—I am ready to resign
him.” '

“ You love him almost aswell as if you were
his mother.”

¢TI think almost as well.”

“ You have kept and looked after him for two
long years, during which, without your care he
might. have died ; and do you think that I will
part younow? Never! Irene, you have acted
as a mother toward my child. Don’t give himup.
Be his real mother now.”

He has come quite close to her, and got pos-
gession of her band ; but the face she turns to
his is pained with doubt and misconception.

¢ Eric, what do you mean ?”

“I mean that the barrier that has spoiled
. both our loves is broken down, Irene: that you

and I are free to love.”

“Good God!”

“ Have you not guessed it? DM you not un-
derstand that tbe obstacle that kept me years
ago from asking you to be my wife was this same
myrriage-tie which was broken, but not disan-
nuWed ; which from shame I had kept a secret
froth the worll and my own father, and dared not
divulge even to-yourself? And can you wonder,
after what has passed between ug, that, finding
myself once more free, you find me here?”

He has clasped both arms around ber waist,
and flung himself upon the ground before her ; and
she has placed her hands upon his hair, and,

" with blurred and misty sight, is gazing blindly into
the depths of the violet eyes that are fixed so
passionately upon her own.

“Irene, my darling, my angel, answer rmec.
Are you to be mine?”

“ Yours?” she says, dreamingly.

"“Yes, mine—my wife—my very own forever !
Think of the years I have been waiting for this
bappiness, and don’t keep me in suspense.”

But she startles him by suddenly leaping from

- her chair like one possessed.

¢ Oh, I neverthought! I never dreamed,” she
says rapidly, in a kind of feverish delirium, * that
it was fhat that geparated us.—Tommy, Tommy,
we shall never part again!” and thereupon she
leaves her lover standing by himself, and, running
to the next room, falls wgeping on his child..

“NO INTENTIONS.”

Muiraven, with a comical look of disappoin.
ment on his face, follows and stands beside her,

“I've not had an answer to my question,” b
says, presently.

She turns in all her frank, glowing womap.
hood, and throws herself into his arms,

“0 Eric!” she sighs contentedly, “why
need of answer?  Why have I loved this child;*

Have you ever watched the process of ki
ting one of your own socks ? Iappeal, of cours,
to my masculine readers, If you have, I am sur
it appeared a very incomprehensible sort of bus.
ness to you, and, until the work came to an en,
and the sock appeared in its proper person, yo:
would have becun puzzled to decide how on eart
it was ever going to turn into a sock at all. Th
first few rows, with the exception of a stitch adi.
cd here or decreased there, go smoothly enough:
but whenit comes to the toe and heel crisis it
apparently all inextricable confusion, until t..
last stitch is knitted and the worker casis o
Knitting a sock and unraveling the plot of a s
sational novel, are two verv similar things. I
has been difficult at times, I dare say, to trace ti:

| reason of some of the actions in this prese

story, and the ‘“toe and heel crisis” was, !
think, & “regular stumper;” but I trust th
all has been explained to the satisfaction ¢
the reader. And now the last stitch is knitte
and I am about to cast off, I should like
leave my tale just whereit is, and my heroa
heroine just where they are; for, since anticip
tion is invariably better than reality, I am su:
they have reached their climax of happines:
But there are other people connected with the:
story, in whom perhaps some interest may ha::
been awakened, and therefore I will throw uy
self into the highest condition (all novelists ar
clairvoyants), and tell you what I see happeni;
in a year to come.

Oliver Mordaunt is living 4t Fen Court w:
his aunt Isabella, and they really get on wonde:
fully together. Since Irene has lived at Berwii
Castle he has conquered his antipathy to holdi:
Colonel Mordaunt’s property’; yet he declar
that he shall never marry, but leave it to b2
eldest son. Nous verrons. Doubtless it is i
the first vow that Fen Court has seen registerc
and broken. One thing is certain, however, ¥x
Quekett’s baneful presence will darken its waX
no more. The housekeeper is still living upe
ber dear Lady Baldwin, and othér fashionabd
patronesses, of whose secrets'she has become pi
sessed, and will not let them forget the cir
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gtance. Painful as the revelation of his birth
;mved to him, Oliver would not take back his
former ignorance, were it to be coupled with a
servant's tyranny. He has laid that ghost, once
and forever, for the Leicestershire Mordaunts.

Joel Cray is married, and the possessor of a
very neat little farm on the outskirts of Priestley,
where his mother and her family live with him.
His love for his cousin was true enough while it
lasted ; but, with the discovery that she had not
been more wronged than her husband, some of
bis chivalry dicd out. Does that fact lower him
in the opinion of my readers? He had a large
and generous heart—why should its affections
be all wasted on the dead, while the living lived
to benefit by them ?

It did not take long to secure Lord Norham's
forgiveness for his son’s delinquency, and he wel
comed Irene with all the affection of a father,
and the pride of a nobleman who rejoices in the
prospect of seeing his ancient line carried on
by & woman who would adorn any station in
life. .

The Honorable Tommy, much spoilt, passes
Lis life with his grandfather at Berwick Castle;
but Lord and Lady Muiraven spend much of their
time in London, or in visiting their friends and re-

lations, making up in fact, for the long and weary
widowhood during which they were divided.

Are they happy?

Ah! my friends, is snybody bappy in this
world ? Don't try to peer too closely into Irene’s
second married life, lest you should be disap-
pointed. You expect so much for your characters
of fiction—so little (if you are reasonable) for
yourselves. She loves her husband as devotedly
as it is possible for onc human being to love
another—she would not have him in any particu-
lar different from what he is—she could not im-
agine the horror of having her life separated from
his own. And yet—

And yet (if there have not already been) I have
no doubt there often will be times when she will
wonder how she could have made herself g0 ut-
terly miserable without him. The fact is, no
creature in the world is worth the misery of
another creature’s life. We pine for them, we
rave after them, we strain every muscle—some-
times we commit every 8in to attain them—and
when the gold lies in our hand, it turns to ashes
and dead leaves.

Ah! mortals, take love when it comes to you
—thankfully—admiringly, if you will; but never
sin to grasp it.

The only love which satisfies in the attain.
k ment i3 the love in whose presence sin must not

be named.




