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CHAPTERI.

BRINGING-UP.

N a certain quiet street of London, chiefly if not

entirely filled with lawyers and their offices, there

flourished some years ago the eminent firm of Lyvett,

Castlerosse, and Lyvett. An extensive practice had
they ; and certain other firms in the street would watch
with envious eye the shoals of letters and deeds delivered at
their .doors by the morning postman, wishing only a tenth
part of such shoals would come to them. The partners bore
the character of honest men; and certainly they were so.
The three floors in the house were consecrated to business.
The ground-floor was chiefly appropriated to clerks; on the
first floor were the private and consulting rooms of. the
partners ; and on the next story were clerks again. This
left free the kitchens, which were under ground, and the
attics in the roof, in which apartments dwelt a man of the
name of May, his wife, and daughter. May was the trusty
porter or messenger of the firm, took care of the house on
Sundays and at night, and was much esteemed by his
employers as an honest, respectable servant. Mrs. May
cleaned the offices, made the fires, and scoured the stairs ; and
Miss May was a damsel of ten years old. She was being
brought up—well, we shall see how.

1
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Mr. Lyvett, the first partner in the firm, was a wealthy man.
Apart from the proceeds arising from a long and successful
practice (which had come down to him from his father), his
wife, who was of good family, had brought him a large fortune.
They lived at the West Ind, and mixed more in fashionable
life than it is usual for lawyers to do. All Mrs. Lyvett’s
connections lay amfdst it; and Mr. Lyvett himself was of
rather good descent. Their family consisted of two sons,
James and Frederick, and several daughters. James was
already taken into partnership, and his name was-the third
in the firm. He was married, and had a house of his own.
Frederick, the youngest of the family, was not yet a partner.

One night in winter, a clerk chanced to remain at the office
‘beyond the usual hour. When the rest of the clerks departed,
he stayed behind. It was young Mr. Jones. = He was just
articled, had copied a deed carelessly and imperfectly, and so

- was ordered to remain over-hours and copy it again.- A strict

disciplinarian was -Mr.. Rowley, the over-looking clerk of
Lyvett, Castlerosse, and Lyvett. The porter was out that
evening, and Mrs. and Miss May were in the kitchen ; the
former washing up the tea-things, the latter seated on a low
chair, and devouring by the blaze of the fire the fresh number
of Caterpillar’s Penny Weekly Repository of Romance. Cater-
pillar being a popular writer with the million.

¢ Anything new there, Sophiar ?” asked the mother.

“Law, ma, yes! Such a splendid tale! - ¢ The Knight of
the Blood-Red Hand.” It begins beautiful.”

“You'lll try your eyes reading by firelight, Sophiar. Come
to the candle.” -

“I wish you wouldn’t make a fuss,” was Miss Sophia’s
answer. : )

“You'll not read long, I can tell you. As soon as ever I
have finished these tea-things, I'm a going to clear the pianer,
and you’ll come and practise.” v

The young lady gave a jerk with her shoulders and a kick
with her feet, both of which movements might be taken as
emblematic of rebellion. Mrs. May was a foolish woman..
To say the least of it, she was so in regard to her child. All
her own spare time was devoted to the devouring of a certain
kind of pernicious literature, supplied then as extensively to the
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“ million” as it is now ; perhaps more so. It served to fill
her head with the most ridiculous notions; and May, her
husband, sanctioned them. Mrs. May had resolved that the
child, Sophia, should be brought up a “lady; edicated, and
raised above her spere,” as she rather often expressed it. In

- this resolve she was upheld not only by May but by her own
sister, a Miss Foxaby, who was a lady’s maid in a very fine
family somewhere up West. Sophia had no objection in the
.world ; she was already an incipient coquette, inordinately
vain; and quite as much at home in the intricacies of the
Weekly Repository of Romance as was her mother. Poor
child ! poor child ! its pernicious teachings were growing with
her growth, and strengthening with her strength.

Mrs. May was as gocd as her word.  She cleared the square
piano ; which appeared to be laden with miscellaneous articles
of cuhnary utility, not generally found in association with

" pianos ; opened it, and put one of the wooden chairs before
it. Miss Sophia, however, declined to disturb herself.

“ What was the good of your father a' buying of the hinstru-
ment, and what’s the good of your having a genus for music,
if you don’t practise ! ” demanded Mrs. May. ¢ Come, miss,
no shuffling. And you have not looked at your book-lessons
yet.”

¢ Ma, how you do bother "

¢ Come this minute, I say, or I'll put you to bed ; and give
them stupid romances to me,” added Mrs. May, whlskmg the
leaves out of the child’s hand.

“You don't call them stupid when you read them yourself;
and you don’t like to be disturbed at them, though you disturb
me,” raved the girl, in a voice between screaming and sobbing.
“The other mght when father kept asking for his supper,
you were in the thick of the ¢ Blighted Rose, and you -
wouldn’t stir from it, and he had to get out the bread and
cheese himself, and fetch the beer

‘ Never you mind that, miss. You come to the pianer as
I bid you. It’s not your place to reflect on me.”

Sophia, finding resistance useless, flung a few books on the
chair to make it higher, and flung herself upon them, dashing
into what she called “the scales” and her mother “the
jingles.” Mrs, May drew a chair before the fire, placed her *
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feet on the iron fender, snuffed the candle on the table behind
her, and opened the publication she had taken from her
daughter. Before, however, she was fairly immersed in its
beauties, or the first few bars of the jingles had come to an
end, a tremenduous noise overhead caused them both to start.

“ Sakes alive I” uttered Mrs. May—a favorite exclamation
of hers : ¢ what’s that ?”

A somewhat prolonged noise, as of a stool or chair being
moved violently about, was now heard. Sophia jumped off
the books. :

“ Mother ! suppose it should be an apparition !”

“ Suppose it should be a robber !” was the more practical
remark of Mrs. May. “He may have stolen in to kill us,
while he walks off with the law papers. I daren’t go and
see.” '

“Tl go and see,” answered Sophia. “I'm not afraid of
robbers; and I don’t suppose they’d hurt me.” ‘

She took the candle from the table, hurried fearlessly up -
stairs, and knocked at the front office door.

Mr. Jones, the young clerk, not being used to solitary
evening employment, had dropped asleep over his work, with
his stool on the balance. Certain musical sounds caused him
to awake with a start, when he and-his stool went down
together. Picking his stool and himself irascibly up, he
inflicted on the latter sundry bumps on the floor by way of
revenge, and was just settling to his copying again, when the
knock came to the door.

" “ Come in,” cried he, sullenly.

Very much astonished he looked when the knocker pre-
sented herself : a blue-eyed, pretty child, with flaxen hair
that curled on her shoulders. Dressed well, se would have
been an elegant child: but dressed as she was, in all the
colors 'of the rainbow, flaunty, dirty, and with a profusion of
glass beads glittering about her as necklace and bracelets, she
‘looked like a little itinerant actress at a country fair.

© “Why! who and what are you?’ demanded the young
gentleman. ‘

“If you please, we did not know anybody was left,”
replied Sophia. “ When the noise came, we thought it was
"a robber got in, so I came up to see ; but ma was afraid.”
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“Who on earth’s ‘ma? ” repeated Mr. Jones, unable to
take his eyes of the child.

¢“My ma. Down stairs.

Do you live here 7"

“ Yes,” said she, drawing herself up. “I_am Miss May.”

“QOh, indeed ! returned the young man. ¢ Was not that
a piano tinkling? It was the sound of that startled me up,
and sent the stool off its legs. The first time I ever heard of
a piano in a lawyer’s office.”

“It's mine, sir. Father bought it for me.”

“ Yours!" Where do you keep it ¥ -

“In the kitchen,” answered the little girl. ¢ We moved
the dresser out into the back place, where the copper is, to
make room for it.  It’s opposite the windows, and I practise
at night when I come home from school.”

“Why don’t you give us a serenade in the daytime?’
demanded young Mr. Jones, delichted at the amusement
which appeared to be striking up. “ We might get up a
 waltz when the governors are out.” ,

Miss May shook her head.

« Father says it must zever be opened till everybody’s gone ;
the gentlemen would not like it. So ma keeps dishes and
things atop of it all day, for fear I shsuld forget and unlock
it, when I'm at home from school at twelve o'clock.”

« Well, this is a rum go !” muttered Mr. Jones to himself.
“ How many brothers and sisters have you, child ¢’

“I have not got any of either. . And that’s why ma says
she can afford to spend more upon me. I'm to be a lady
when I grow up.”

“ Thank you, my little girl, for the information. You look
like one. I should say you might be taken for an Arabian-
Nights princess ; only you are too smart.”

The child took the mocking compliment to be meant in
earnest. She bridled her head ; her unoccupied hand stole
up to twirl round the ends of her pretty ringlets. In the
endowment of vanity Nature has been prodigal to many of
us, but she had been remarkably so to Sophia May.

“ Sophiar !” called out a voice, timid and panting, from the
lower regions. “ Sophiar! What is it ¥’

“ Who is that #” quickly asked Mr. Jones.
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“That's ma. She——"

“ Sophiar, I say! Who are you_ talking to? Who 18
there ¥ repeated the voice. i

“Ma,” answered the child, putting her head out at the door.
to speak, ““it’s one of the gentlemen, not yet gone.”

-Up raced Mrs. May, flurried and dubious. Mr. Jones
recognized her as the lady he had seen on her hands and
knees, cleaning the front door-step the first, morning he came,
when he had misunderstood the clerk’s time, and had arrived
an hour too early. She knew him as the young clerk recently
" entered, whose friends were intimate with the Lyvetts.

« Bless me, sir! I should not have took upon myself to
send Sophiar in here, but we thought everybody was gone,
and was alarmed at the noise. Sophiar, miss "—changing
her tone to a very angry one—‘“ when you saw it was all
right, why didn’t you come away again directly 7’

“Don’t put yourself out, Mrs. May ; she has done no
harm. What time do you get this office .open in the morn-
ing?” he added, as if struck with some sudden thought.

¢ About half-past-seven, sir, these dark mornings. I begin
with this floor first. But I get all my sweeping over and the .
fires alight before I sit down to my breakfast.”

«Then I'm blest if I won't kmock off for to-night, if I can
get in at that hour,” ejaculated Mr. Jones. ¢ I shall have
time to finish this beastly thing before old-Rowley comes.
But he had best mind, again, how he gives me my day’s
writing to do over twice, for I won’t stand it. Good-night to
you, Dame May Put out the gas.” ’

* «Qophy,” said Mrs. May, when they returned to the
kitchen, ““did he hear the sound of the pianer ¥’
- Sophy nodded in the affirmative.

“ What did he say ¥’

“He asked 1f the piano was here ; and I told him it was,
and it was ours.”

“ Then you were a little ape for your pains. You should
have told him that it was a sound from the next house ; and
stood to it that it was if he'd disputed it. Your father don’t
want the Mr. Lyvetts and Mr. Castlerosse to know of the -
.- pianer; they’d make a fuss, perhaps ‘Never scruple to tell a
fib, child, in a Decessary cause U
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“ Can I have that paper now ¥’ asked Sophia.

- %No,” snapped Mrs. May, “ I have hardly begun xt Get
on with your jingles.”

From the above little episode of one evening the reader
may gather somewhat of the manner in which Sophia May
was being trair{:d. It need not be enlarged upon. Her
parents were making that most reprehensible and fatal mis- -
take of rearing her to be above her station ; above them.
Such mistakes were not so common in those days, for what I
am writing of took place many years ago; but, as the world
knows, they are springing into mad fashionnow. XNo training
for the working classes can be more pernicious, or is likely to
bring forth more disastrous fruits.  In Sophia May’s case—
and hers is a true history—the error was added to by her
being allowed the run of those wretched weekly romances.
Sophia’s parents had married late in life, and were decent,
hard-working people ; and if they had had the good sense to
make their child hard-working too, they would have given
her comfort and content for her portion. Mrs. May had been
an inferior servant in a fanily of distinction, had picked up
some exalted ideas, and the publications she had addicted
herself to reading did not tend to sober them. Undoubtedly
the child was a pretty, fairy-looking little thing ; and a fancied
resemblance to one of the aristocratic daughters in the family
in which Mrs. May had served, first put ridiculous notions
for Sophia into her brain. The father was a more sensible
man, but he was so ardently attached to this. only child that
he too readily fell into the snare, and upon that point was now
as extravagant as his wife., For their station they were in
easy circumstances. The maxr’s wages sufficed for their wants,
in the humble way they were accustomed to live ; Mrs. May
had saved money, and Miss Foxaby was ever ready to pro-
duce funds to be spent on her pretty niece Sophia. She fur-
nished not only funds, but clothes. ~ All the very smart things
Sophia flourished in came from her: cast-off relics of the
family she served. Strange that the father and mother could
not see the incongruity of what they were doing! The child,
with her flounces and furbelows, her music and dancing, her
pernicious romance-reading, and her fostered vanity; and
they, with their household drudgery, living amidst their ket-
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tles and saucepans, and cooking and cledhing! What an

" absurdity it all was! She went to a day-school in the neigh-
borhood, where she mixed with a rather better class of
children as to position ; indeed the mistress had refused to
take her at first on the score of her parentage. There she
picked up some learning, and left off some of her idioms,
The way in which the child was dressed out on a Sunday was’
something wonderful to behold.. Mouslins in summer, satins in
winter, streamers of many colors, gaudy artificial flowers, and
snow white feathers ! Nearly all of them were Miss Foxaby’s
gifts, and all of them had the first bloom off. In the morning
of Sunday, the child would be, as the mother expressed it,
“1in her dirt,” watching the preparations for dinner, or exer-
cising the piano,and at one o’clock fetching the beer from the
public-house ; for May liked to take as much rest as he could
get on a Sunday, even from beer-fetching. But in the afternoon
she was turned out in style and told to “ walk upand down -
the street that people might see her ;” her father and mother,
who on that day would sit at the windows of Mr. Lyvett’s
room on the first floor, watching her with looks of love and ad-
miration : the former with his pipe, and his beer in a pewter
pot, the latter with her weekly newspaper, which, however, she
could scarcely coax her eyes to read a line of, so absorbed
was she with that vision pacing the quiet street in her young
vanity, whose long-tailed silken streamers fluttered out be-
hind her, to the amazement of every chance passer-by. They
did not go to church; they did not take her. Now and
then, indeed, Mrs. May would attend evening service with
Sophia. But it was very rarely. They were moral, well-
behaved people, the father and mother, but religion was not
known in their house: that is, religious teachings and reli-
gious exercises. What did they promise to themselves would
be the end of all this when the child grew up %—that she -
would be content to continue her abode with them, and live
as they did? Where else was she to live? Poor Sophia
May ! events that really did happen in after life were not so
much her fault as the fault of her most foolish parents. And
this is a true picture ; a simple narrative of events that actu--
ally occurred.




HOME FROM FRANCE.

CHAPTER I

HOME FROM FRANCE.

EVERAL years had gone by. On Thursday night in
summer, the quiet street already mentioned (and it
was the dullest and quietest street imaginable after
business hours, when the various lawyers and their
clerks had deserted it for the night) was aroused
from its silence by the -echoes of a cab, which came
fast down it, and pulled up at the door of Lyvett,
Castlerosse, and Lyvett. What could the cab want

there at that hour ? Plenty of cabs, and carriages too, might
be seen before the door in the day, but never at night.

“ Why, if it's not old May !” exclaimed Miss Jenkins,
peatting her head out at the next door window ; she and her
sister being laundresses to that house, which accommodated
several firms. ¢ Where has he been'to in a cab? Here,
Esther, come and have a look at old May in a cab !”

Miss Esther Jenkins quickly ran to the window. A
young lady in a blue veil was following old May out of the
cab.

“ Well, I never !” cried Miss Esther. “ Who ean it be,
Martha *  There’s the gaslight 'on her face now—what a nice
looking young lady !”

“ Why’ it must be the daughter come home! She was
expected, you know. Oh, 1ts nobody but her; you may
“rely upon it, Esther.”

“Tl goin and see what she’s like, presently, when they
are settled a bit,” cried Miss Esther. “It’s her, safe
enough.”

« Safe enough” it was. sts May, who had been for two years
to a school on the French coast, had now completed her educa-
txon, and returned home for good ‘When Miss Esther Jenkins
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entered, she found her sitting in the kitchen with her parents.
Sophia was eighteen now, and certainly very good-looking.
- The long curls she had worn as a child were now twisted in a
peculiar way—< French and - fashionable,” Miss Jenkins
called it—round her head. She was above the middle height
and easy in her movements, very much pinched in abont the
waist, with fine falling shoulders, an admirably fitting dress,
and a prodigious deal of pretension. Miss Jenkins stood,
taking it all in at a glance, and noting various items ir her
mind, especially to the young lady’s first declaration that she
did not know how she should get on in London. as she had
forgotten her English. )

Sophia turned to the place of the old piano. It was there
_ still, and she opened it. She struck a few chords and

started back with a scream. '

¢ Mais, c’est horrible, ce plano-la ! Je ne—"

“Do try-to speak English, Sophiar,” urged Mrs. May, with
tears in her eyes. However shall we get along if ;you donit?
What is it that’s the matter? Did you see anything that
frightened of you %’

It is such a—what do you call it in English t—dreadful
piano. I had as soon have touched an electric battery. It se®
all my finest musical nerves on the jar: ma téte est percée.
I shall never be able to touch it again : jamais.”

“ She has not quite forgst her mother tongue,” interposed
Miss Jenkins. ¢ Which is a consolation worthy of thanks-
giving.” .

Sophia turned a sharp look upon her. There was a sar-
castic ring in the words that she did not like.

“Did you have no English girls whatever at the school,
Sophia ?” asked Miss Jenkins..

“ Mais oui.”

“ Did you have no English gifls whatever at the schoel ¥ -
repeated the visitor, apparently determined to persevere till
she get a reply she could understand.

«Some of the young ladies were English.”

% And did you never talk together P

“De temps en temps. “Now and then,” more hastily
added Sophia, perceiving the question was about to be re-

peated, as before.

”
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-¢ Then it's very singular how you can have forgot it at all,”
retorted Miss J. enkms, significantly, ¢ for when school~g1rls
get together they do talk.”

The tone brought heat into the temper of Mlss May. She

cast a look of scorn on the offender, and coolly turned her

back upon her.
“Tt is not agreeable to me to be troubled with strangers

“to-night,” she said, more curtly than politely. “I am tired

with my sea-voyage, Miss Jenkins, and the company of my
fatli>r and mamma is as much as my nerves will support.” .

¢ Then I'll make myself scarce,”-said Miss Jenkins, who
was more inclined to laugh than to take offence, “and come
in some other time when you are in company cue, Sophia.”

Sophia gave only a cold nod in answer.

“How can I ever again support the companionship of
these wretchedly low people #” ran her thoughts, Miss
Jenkins was mwardly makmo her comments on her : tit for

‘tat.

“1 say, Esther,” whispered Mrs. May, following Miss
Jenkins up stairs to fasten the door, “she don’t mean no
offence ; she’s only knocked up-after the sea-sickness.”

“Where no offence is meant, none is took,” replied Miss
Jenkins. “I know what the httle tempers of young folks is.
We was young ourselves once.”

“But ain’t she beautiful ” pleaded Mrs. May. * And
such style ! Nobody could take her to be anythmo but the
real lady.”

¢ Thorough bred,” responded Miss Jenkins. “Good night.”

“Good nwht Esther. Oh—I say ! I wish you'd tell your
Martha to beat her mats of a morning towards the house-
on your other side, instead of on this. She’s later than
I am, and her dust makes my steps and pavement in
such a mess. One day Mr. Lyvett agked if I had cleaned
them. Good night.”

“I wish ’em joy of her, Martha,” were the first words of
Miss Jenkins to her sister. * Such an affected, stuck-out
fine lady you never saw. What they’ll do with her in that
kitchen, I can't tell. She wants a saloon and a pair of
footmen.”

“ What can they do with her!” debated Miss Jenkins.
“ If they've only a kitchen they can't put her in a parlor.”
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“ I don’t know. Rely upon it, she’ll never reconcile her-
self to stay there with them.”

“ She’s handsome, is she not, Esther 7’

“ A handsome face and a handsome figure ; I don’t say to
the contrary ; but she has got an ugly look if she’s put out. - I
know this: if fortune had blessed me with a daughter,
T'd rather see her a, female travelling tinker, than I'd bring
her up to be a fine lady, not being one myself.”

Before the following day. was over, Mrs. May awoke to the
same fact that Miss Esther Jenkins had only suspected—
Sophia would never stay at home with them. Was it likely
that she would? She, with her good looks and her semi-
education ; her superficial accomplishments, and her mind
formed on Caterpillar’s romances !—could her father and
mother expect her to make her home in a kitchen, amidst
kettles and saucepans ?

“Your Aunt Foxaby says she can get you a beautitul
place as head lady's-maid, Sophiar,” remarked Mrs. May.
“ Your French tongue—"

“My -Aunt Foxaby says—what?’ interrupted Sophia,
turning round to face her mother. ¢ Get me a place as lady’s-
maid ! Why, do you suppose, or does she suppese, that
T would become a servant ¥”

“ But you'd live quite the life of a lady, Sophiar,” replied
poor Mrs. May. “Them ladies-maids in a good place
mostly does.”

“ For goodness’ sake don’t talk nonsense !”

“ Well my dear, T don’t see what else you be to do, if you
can't reconcile yourself to stay along of us here.”

Sunday came. And after dinner Mr. May started to Hyde
Park to fetch his wife’s sister, impatient that she should feast
her eyes with the nnprovement in Sophia. Mrs. May began
to washr up the dishes, and Sophia ascended to the “Snnday -
windows,” and sat down there. She held in her hand - the
weekly newspaper, but.she glanced at it discontentedly. The
fruits of her education were already beginning to show them-
selves. She had been discontented ever since she came home.
A slight dispute, arising out of her own ill-temper, had
occurred the previous day with her mother, in which she had
said that the home was no fit home for her, and that the
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vulgar atmosphere of a kitchen would kill her. Her residence

in France had not tended to improve the tone of her mind

and heart, however it may have helped her French. She had
been to one of the cheap seminaries there: twenty pounds a

. year, paid quarterly in advance, included everything, from

the first day of January to the thirty-first of December.
Shrewd Miss Esther Jenkins might have spoken out her
opinion of them, had she gone to pass a week in one, as
to their eligibility for asgirl who was to be “a lady.”

Sophia May sat at the first-floor window, feeling very
miserable, longing for excitement, vowing that she weuld not
long put up with this, and sullenly glancing over the ¢ béte”
newspaper. After the beauties of Eugene Sue’s novels, which
the school had procured en cachette, English literature was
tame, even that of a sensational weekly paper. Suddenly she
threw it down with a gesture of impatience ; and, dashing
open the window, looked from it up the street, wondering

. how much longer her father and aunt would be.

They. were not in sight. Not a soul was in it, save one; on
a Sunday it was always particularly empty. This one, who
was a foppishly-dressed, though not ungentlemanly-looking
young man, was coming down it with a quick step. He
halted at the door beneath and knocked ; a t'lundenng
knock. Sophia, who had drawn back, peeped out again, and
saw a somewhat simple countenance, a moustache that would
have been fair had there been enough of it to be seen, light
blue eyes, and an eye-glass stuck in one of them.

She would not have answered the door for the world ; so

poor Mrs. May, who was in the attic with her gown off, had"

to throw a shawl over her black petticoat and hasten down’; ;

but not before a®second and third knock had resounded

through the house. She dropped a courtesy when she saw
who it was. - '

“ Oh, here’s somebody at last! I thought you and May
were asleep,” was the gentleman’s salutation.

“I hope you will be so good as to excuse it, sir. May
is gone out, and I was up at the top, a cleaning of myself.”

““ Have you seen my cigar-case ¥” demanded the gentleman
entering the front office on the ground-floor. “I must have
left it here last night.”




18 PARKWATER; OR, TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT.

“T have not been in the rooms, Sir. I don’t generally
go in till Monday morning.”

© “I must find it,” he resumed lookmfr about “1T had put
some prime cigars in it, ready for to-day ; and the shops that
keep anything worth’ smoking shut themselves up on a
Sunday, and be hanged to them ! You need not. wait, Mrs.
May. I can let myself out.” ’

¢ Shall I look in the rooms up stairs, sir?’

“ No, it’s not there. It is here if i¥'s anywhere.”

Mrs. May retreated aloft; and the gentleman, after an
unsuccessful search, marched up stairs himself, whistling
some bars from the last night’s opera.  But his tune came to
an abrupt close; for, on opening the door of his father’s
room, he found bimself, to his extreme astonishment, face
to face with a lady.

She had risen at his entrance. A handsome girl with
confident manners, whose fair hair was braided round her
head in elaborate twists and turnings. Young men are not
very competent judges of attire : the eyes of this one only
took in the general effect of the lady’s dress, and that was

“gplendid. It had once been an evening dress of Miss
Foxaby’s mistress. He hastlly snatched off his hat and
dropped his eye—olass

‘Who in the world was she? As to her having any
connection with Mrs. May, her dirty shawl and her black
petticoat, such an incongruity never would have occurred to
him. Though not usually wanting in flueney of speech, it
rather failed him now, for he was at a loss how to address
her.

“I beg your pardon,” he was beginning, but she spoke at
the same moment.

¢ Pardon, monsieur.” - N

Oh, she was French, then! Had she crossed the Channel
in a ba.lloon, and been dropped into the offices of Lyvett, -
Castlerosse and Lyvett by mistake ? How else had she come ?

and what d1d she want there? He began’ “to .recall his . |

French, not a’ word -of which had his tongue ever uttered
since leavmg school.

“ Madame, voulez-vous excuser moi? Je suis—je trouve,
and there he came to a stand-still—what the dickens was
¢ cigar-case ” in French? Fortunately she helped him out,
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“I beg to ask your pardon, a thousand pardons for-ad-
dressing<you in French. I have been so long accustomed to
speak only French, and having but since a day or two
returned to England, that I forget myself & chaque instant. I
fear I am in your Way? Shall T retire?”

- “ By no means. I will not disturb you for a moment. 1
am in- search of a—a small parcel—-whu,h I mlslald yes
terday.” ’

As he spoke, his eyes fell on the ¢ parcel.” It was on the
corner of the mantlepiece. At the same moment some vehicle
came rattling down the street, turned round, and drew up at
the door.

He took a step to the other window and looked from it.
Not the one she was at. It was, as he expected, his own
cab: the fashionable vehicle with young men at that day.
He had walked from the chambers of a barrister close by,
where he had been lounging away an hour, and had -ordered
his groom to follow him. With an elaborate bow (and
certa.inly a very respectful one) to the lady, he quitted her
presence, descended the staircase, and departed by the front
door. -

Again Sophla peeped from the window. She saw him
open the “parcel,” light a cigar, puff away at it, and step
into the cab, which bore the Lyvett crest, The groom sprang
to his place behind, and the smoke went puffing up the
street. She had been at no loss to know him after the first
moment. It was, in fact, young Mr. Lyvett.

“I wonder who she is, and what she does there ¥’ thought:
he as he drove onwards. ¢ Don’t much think my father
- would like—"

The cab stopped. He pulled up the horse so suddenly
-that its head and fore-legs were jerked into the air. Mr. May
and his sister-in.law were Just passmg down the pavement
arm-in-arm.

 Hallo, May ! Here

‘Mr. May touched his hat, and leavmg Miss Foxaby on the
pavement, approached the cab and touched his hat again.

“ May.! who the deuce is that down yonder ’Z”

“Sir?" cried Mr. May.

"“Who's that lady in my fa,ther s private room ?”

B
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“I don’t know who’s there, sir,” answered Mr. May. For
it really did not occur to him that the gentleman present
would not know his daughter. “You don’t mean my wife
or my—"

“Your wife !” impetuously interrupted the young man,
giving an/admonishing touch to his impatient horse. Who
else willyou ask meif Iknow? There’sa lady there I tell
you. As handsome a girl as I ever saw.”

Regollection dawned upon the porter.

“ With light hair, sir, and coral beads in it, and a green-
and-gold-looking dress on ?”

“ (:rreen and-gold for all T know. Something dazzling. She
speaks French.”

“ It is Sophiar, sir.”

“Eh? Who?

“ Our daughter, sir. She came home last Thursday. She
has been ﬁmshmg of her edication in France at a French
school.”

The gentleman stared fora few moments at Mr. May, as if
unable to understand him. Then returned his cigar to his
lips, nodded slightly, shook the reins, and was whirled round
the corner on his way to his father’s residence at the West
End, where he dwelt.

“ I’'m sure I should think it’s the first time any of ’em has
come down on a Sunday,” observed May to his sister-in-law,
as they walked on. ¢ There’s Sophiar a-leaning out of the
window.” v

"Opening the door with his latch key, Miss Foxaby rushed
in and up the stairs to clasp her nicce in her arms.

“Oh, my goodness heart, Sophia! how beautiful you do
look ! Well, if everI saw anybody so much improved in all
my life.”

I am grown, am I'not, Aunt Foxaby ¢’

"« Grown lovely, child. Ah, and somebody else thinks so :
I could see it. Only think of his asking May who you were !
Somebody we met in this street with his cab and groom, a
smoking his cigar, all so stylish !”

“Who was that gentleman, father %" mqmred Sophia. «T,

forgot myself as usual and addreseed him in French.”
“ ‘Why, Sophiar, you don’t mean to say as you ve forgot

-

-—
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him as well as your Enghah? cried the wondering father,
who took all his daughter’s airs to be genuine. “ It was young
Mr. Lyvett.” _

“ That it was a Lyvett I could see by the likeness; but I
thought I should have remembered young Lyvett well. A
haughty fellow, with black eyebrows, he used:to be, who
looked down upon everybody.”

“ Sophiar’s thinking of the "eldest son,” interposed Mrs.
May, who was now attired for the afternoon. * This one is
Mr. Fred. He was articled to.a firm in the country, Sophiar,
some house in a different branch of law business, and was
never much here until lately. No wonder you didn’t remem-
ber him. But he is twenfy-one now, and has come back for
good. They do say he'’s to have a share in the business by
and by, the same as his eldest brother have got. Mr. Fred
is ten times nicer to speak to than Mr. James. He haven’t
got that proud way with him. Of course he’s a deal younger.”

“Ten years younger, I should say,” remarked. Sophia.

““ Well, and I should think he is. Mr. Fred’s not much
more than a- boy yet. Mr James seemed older at sixteen
than he do at twentv-one .

“ What did he want down here to—day 7" asked the porter.
]I don’t think I ever knew of any of ’em to have troubled us
on a Sunday afore—as I wasa saying to Aunt lioxaby.”

“ He came after his cigars,” said Mrs. May. * He said he
left ’em behind him, yesterday. Leastways, the case.” '

“ Sophia had better look out,” cried Miss Foxaby, with a
knowing nod. ¢ Stranger things have happened. My dear,
he said you were the handsomest girl he ever saw. And he
took you for a real lady.”

“ Who said I was " asked Sophia, quickly.

“ Mr. Fred Lyvett.”

“T could see he was struck with me,” thought Sophia to
herself. ¢ But, ma foi, where’s the use of that? He is a
Lyvett.”

Retiring to the kitchen to tea, Sophia’s future prospects.
were rhscussed Aunt Foxaby led to it by observing that

”

" Sophia, with her figure, and her air, and her French mlght

command any situation ‘she pleased as lady’s own attendant,
even to royalty she might almost aspire; and that all she
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would have to learn now was a little hairdressing—dress-
making would come to her ¢ spontaneous.”

Sophia’s - answer to this startled Aunt Foxaby, and nearly
sent May off his chair. She meant to be a lady herself, she
said, not maid tc one; she was a lady already: and she
asked what they meant by putting so great an indignity upon
- her, ever. in idea. It was very unexpected ; and with one
tacit consent the subject was allowed to drop.

CHAPTER III.

MR. FRED LYVETT.

ter began to dawn upon May and his wife. That
Sophia was no longer one of themselves, and never
e again, was easy to be seen. In hablts, manners,
education and ideas, she was above them; as Mrs. May
might have expressed it, she had been “lifted into another
spere.” And what conld come of it ?—speaking only of the
feelings. Nothing but cruel disappointment to themselves,
and bitter mortification to her. Sophia had been brought up
to be ashamed of her parents; or, rather, the shame was the
result. They had educated her to be a lady (according to
their notions of one), and really poor Sophia was not to be
blamed if she responded to it.

- What her future was to be, what they Qhould do with
her, and where she was to hve gave concern to Mrs. May.
But for the foolish pursuit of that low literature which had
warped her mind, she would have been rather a sensible
woman ; certainly she was a well-meaning one. Sophia

‘ would b
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plainly told her—and the tears stood in the girl’s eyes as
she said it—that she could never reconcile herself to sit in

‘ the kitchen : she could nof. Her meals she was obliged to

take in it, but after each one she retired to her own room
in the atticc. When the doors were shut and the chutters
closed at night, she would then come back to the kitchen,
sure of not being seen there by the world.

“This can’t go cn,” sighed Mrs." May to her husband.
“ Whatever will be done with her? The poor child will eat
her heart away.” .

A possible solution to it was to dawn. Not just at first,
but very soon. It came on by degrees ; and even Mrs. May
did not dare to dwell upon it—the fortune would be too good
for Sophia.

‘Whether the fault was Mr. Frederick Lyvett's, or whether
it was Miss May’s, whether it arose by accident, or whether
by design, certain it is, that in the course of the next week or
two, they ‘met and conversed together three or four times, in
the street, or on the stairs. By the end of the second week
they had become tolerably intimate. So that it probably did
not surprise Sophia, though it did her father and mother,
when, on the following Sunday, early in the afternoon, Mr.
Fred appeared, and said he had come to escort Miss May lo
‘Westminster Abbey, which he had heard her express a wish
to see ; that she “ might compare its architecturs with that of

the Roman Catholic churches she had been accustomed to

admire in France.”

-Had Mr. Frederick Lyveﬁt offered to take her to inspect a
Roman Catholic purgatory in the fiery regions, it is certain
that Mr. and Mrs. May would never have dared to offer an
objection, so impressed were they with the honor done to her
in going anywhere with a Lyvett.

“You don’t know how pleased I am that you consented to
come with me,” began Mr. Lyvett, as they set off.

“Did you think I should not?’ asked Miss May.

¢ Well—our acquaintance has been so short that I thought
you might object on that score. Still, I knew you were a
sensible girl, without any stupid nonsense about you.”

“ Perhaps it is not quite comme il faut, my coming out like
this, but it is so grateful to me to get, even for an hour, into
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congenial society, that I forget appearances. You must be
aware that in my home (as I must perforce call it) there is no
society for me.”

¢ Certainly, old May and his—I mean Mr. and Mrs. May

“—are very different from you. When he told me that first
Sunday that you were his daughter, I could not believe it.”
© ¢TI am different,” answered Sophia. ¢ And how I shall
manage to drag through my days in a place and position so
unsuited to me, I cannot tell. I have been miserable ever
since I returned. As a ¢child, my social unhappiness did not
strike me, but now I feel it deeply. I require refinement,
Mr. Lyvett ; it is as necessary to my nature as air ; therefore
you may judge what my home is to me. I believe, if I have
to stop in it, I shall die of chagrin.”

“I am sure I wish I could provide you with a better,” said
Mr. Lyvett, in an impulse of genuine sympathy.

Unfortunately, the young man was already falling over
head and ears in love. The bright vision which had burst on
his astonished senses that Sunday afternoon in his father’s
private room had made a lasting impression. Every interview
strengthened the feeling. He had never been in love before ;
but now his time for it. bad come. Frederick Lyvett was of
a gentle yielding nature. ~He had not the strong, sharp
intellect of his brother James, but he was not deficient ; his
feelings were strong and tender; in all his impulses he was
strictly honorable, and Sophia was as safe with him as she"
would have been with a brother.

What with talking, and walking slowly,and looking at the
fountains at Charing Cross, at the Horse Guards, and other
points of interest, all of which he was delighted to show her,
they arrived at Westminster Abbey just as the gates were
closing after service. So all they had to do was to find their
way back again, which they did with rather more speéd ; for
Mr. Lyvett called a cab, the best-looking he could see on the
stand, and escorted Sophia home in it, lest she should be tired.

Thus the acquaintance had begun, and thus it continued.
Continued until the infatuated young man was really and truly
in deep love with Sophia May, and had formed a resolve that -
when his time for marrying came, no other than she should
be his wife.
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Sophia saw her ends gained, or iu a fair way to be so. She
did not love Frederick Lyvett: she looked upon him as
rather ¢ soft.” He certainly was soft in regard to her. But
she liked hlm very well. Apart from any ulterior views, she
was grateful for his companionship; it was pleasant. She
had ulterior views, however. The ruling passion of Sophia
May’s heart was ambition; with her training and her present
drawbacks, it could not be otherwise: a craving for social
position, an intense, eager longing to be lifted out of the low
rank she was born to, and to live at ease. Ag the wife of
Frederick Lyvett all this would be hers.

It may be a matter of marvel to the reader that Mr. Fred-
erick Lyvett, who had been reared in the prejudices of his
position, should lower himself to make one in the house of
his father’s servants as (may we say it?) an equal ; it was
almost a marvel to Sophia. But that he did so, there was no
disputing.. The unfortunate fruits which these matters were
to bear in after years, caused their particulars to be well known.
In the early stage of their acquaintance she was his companion
only out of doors, as on that expedition to Westminster
Abbey, or in Mr. Lyvett's room on a Stinday afternoon. But
later, when he was more infatuated, Mr. Frederick conde-
scended to overleap all barriers, and became, as may be said,
one of the family. Old May and his wife never forgot their

“respect : they were the humblest of the humble ; and would

sit at the very far corner of the kitchen when Mr. Frederick
was in it, and hand him his tea—if he chose any—at a table
different from theirs. Sophia felt the degradation for him.
perhaps more than he felt it for himself. Love, as we all
know, softens everything; anomalies bend before it ; incon-
gruities are not seen. No doubt, at first Frederick Lyvett
winced at the kitchen and its surroundings ; but his love for

* Sophia was stronger than he was. And he did look upon

her as a very superior being ; refined and cultivated as were
his sisters. Love’s eyes had a bandage over them.

Sophia had persuaded her parents to part with the worn-out
old piano which had so offended her nerves the night of her
return, and to hire a better—she might not want one long
there, she said-—and Mr. Frederick Lyvett who was passion-
ately fond of “music, would lean over her, enraptured, when




26 PARKWATER ; OR, TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT.

she used it. She played and sang very well now : a thousand
times better, Fred declared, than his sisters. Sophia did play
and sing very well. He was not blinded there. Her voice
was sweet; and she had that aptitude for music which is sure
to repay cultlvatlon

How long this might have gone on, and what would really
have been the upshot, it is impossible to say ; for Frederick
Lyvett was too young to marry ; neither was he thinking of
it yet. It was hardly to be expected that he, used to
refinement at home, would continue long to be hail-fellow-
well-met with the office kitchen and his father’s servants who
inhabited it. But to Sophia’s dismay and misfortune—jyes,
her deep, terrible misfortune—it was brought to an abrupt
termination.

One day Mr. Rowley, the confidential clerk who had been
in the house for five-and-twenty-years, and who was a white-
haired old gentleman of sixty, and a strict disciplinarian, left
his own desk in the front office, gathered up some papers in
his hand, and proceeded up-stairs to Mr. Lyvett’s room—the
same room where Frederick and Sophia first met. Mr.
Lyvett was alone. He looked up from his table as his clerk
entered.

¢ 'What papers are those, Rowley? Canton’s case? Any-
thing arisen ¢’

“No, sir. I want to say a few words to. you, apart from
business.”

“'What about ¥’ asked Mr. Lyvett, in a quick tone.

He was a stout man, with a pleasant eye and ready smile.
His younger son must now resemnble what he was in his
youth.

“ And of course, sir, you will not hint to Mr. Frederick
that you obtained your information from me. It would set
him against me in a way that would be unpleasant. But I
regard him and Mr. James more like my own sons, having
nursed them as boys, and watched them grow up ; and if I do
open my mouth now, it is because I think his interests demand
that I should.” -

“Why, what is it¥’ inquired Mr. Lyvett, in surprise.
‘“ Has Fred been up to anything #”

“You know that May has got his daughter at home, sir ?”
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“May? Downstairs? I know nothing about it. - What
if he has ¢’

“She is a woman grown now, and a very handsome one.
Plays and sings like a professional, they say, and—"

“ Plays and sings /" echoed Mr. Lyvett, bursting into a
laugh. ¢ May’s girl ¥’

“She does, sir: and that’s not half of the folly. They
clubbed together, May and his wife and that Aunt Foxaby, and
gave her a boarding- -school education ; and finally they sent
_her to a school in France, to be finished off with F rench airs
and graces. Nobody would believe now she was old May’s.
daughter : she is really an elegant girl.’

“More fools they. But what has this to” do with
Frederick ¥’

“ Why, he has made her acquaintance, sir, and I believe
is over head and brains in love: otherwise he would never
stand by her at that piano, by the hour together, as he does.”

“What do you say ¥’ cried the lawyer, hotly ¢ Stands
by her where? What piano ¥’

“ Their piano, sir. They have one here, down in the
kitchen.”

“ A piano here!” repeated Mr. Lyvett, growing more
astonished with each disclosure. ¢ May?’

“ ]It is true. And there’s where Mr. Frederick spends his
spare time. He will be in the kltchen night after night
" listening to that piano.”

“I'll piano him. I have noticed that he has not often put
in an appearance at dinner lately ; but as he is a steady young
fellow, I have not particularly requested him where he got to.”

“Well, sir, that's where. Down below, with May’s
people.” .

“Donkey! Butif May and his wife bring up their girl in
this absurd way, what can they expect? Still, May is our
servant, faithful and trusty. And Frederick ought to be
ashamed of himself. And I was thinking him so steady !
sterling and upright as gold.”

“There’s a suspicion that he means to marry the girl.”

Mr. Lyvett’s face flushed red: his tone was haughty.
¢ What are you saying, Rowley ¢’

“If I say it, sir, it is in the hope that it may be guarded
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against. I overheard Jones cbaffing Mr. Fred about it a week
back : they did not know I was there. Since then I have
kept my eyes and ears open ; have waited after hours and
been here on Sundays ; and I am sure Mr. Fred means mis-
chief. Mischief for himself, not for her?”

Mr. Lyvett sank back in hlS chair, a frown on his brow.

¢ Last night,” continued old Rowley, “T just dined hard
by, and took a stroll down this street afterwards, to see if I
could see anything going on; and I did. She came out,
dressed in white, with chains and bracelets and things, and
he handed her into a cab, hat off, as respectfully as could be,
and got in afterwards. Old May fetched it from the stand at
the top of the street. ¢Opera, Haymarket,” Mr. Fred called
out, and off they went.”

“ But with all this going on, Rowley—operas and cabs,
and such like—jyou cannot pretend to think it is an innocent,
platonic sort of affair,” said Mr. Lyvett, his mouth curling with
scorn.

“ Innocent, sir, in one sense. I believe Mr. Fred’s inten-
tions to that girl are as honorable as ever yours were to Mrs.
Lyvett. Had I thought 1t less serious, 1 don’t know that I
should have troubled you.”

Mr. Lyvett sat and played with his watch seals—which he
wore in the old-fashioned manner, hanging down from a heavy
straight chain.

« Fred was always the fool ‘of the family,” he angrily mut-
tered ; but at- another time he would not have said it.
« Well, we must see what can be done. Harsh measures in
these cases seldom answer. I am much obliged to you,
Rowley.” )

Harsh measures seldom do answer, and Mr. Lyvett was a
better diplomatist. Within a day or two it was known
throughout the house that Mr. Frederick was fixed upon to
go to Valparaiso. Lyvett, Castlerosse, and Lyvett were the
agents for an important house there, and some husiness had
arisen which rendered it expedient that one of the firm should
proceed thither. This was actually the case, and Mr. Lyvett

-had beén thinking of despatching his elder son. |

Frederick Lyvett scarcely kyew whether to be pleased or

annoyed. When his father called him into his private room
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and blandly informed him that he and Mr. Castlerosse had
come to the-decision to despatch him on this important mis-
sion, he felt transfixed with wonder. Were there no Sophia
May to intrude herself into his thoughts, he would have been
gratified beyond measure. But a young man’s desire for
adventure overcame even his love ; besides, he often heard
Sophia sing the words, ““ Absence makes the heart grow
fonder,” and believed it.

¢ You will have to be off to-morrow, Frederick.”

“ To-morrow !” repeated the startled young man.

“You must catch the outgoing mail packet.”

“ But—but my traps, father! I must have an outfit.”

“Oh, they are easily got together,” said Mr. Lyvett.
“You can do all that to-day.” - . '

And Frederick found it had to be so. He had barely time
that night to wish his lady- love farewell and to vow to her
eternal ﬁdehty Away he went in high spirits ; not a care or
doubt on his mind as to the future. ) )

His only remonstrance to his father had been in regard to
his “traps,” that there was not time enough to get them
together. However, the time was made to be sufficient ;. and
he and his traps were escorted by Mr. Lyvett himself to the
port of embarkation, and on to the good ship, The Skimmer of
the South, then making ready to put to sea. Fred never-
dreamt that he was sent away with a motive—that his father
knew as much about his private affairs as he himself.

Sophia May was stunned by the blow. A suspicion of the
truth—that something had been discovered—Iay upon her ;
and she fully believed that she had seen Fred Lyvett for the
last time. '~ It was very bitter. She had no love for Frederick
Lyvett ; but she missed his pleasant companionship ; and she
found all her golden visions, of rising in the world as his
wife, suddenly flung to the winds. Yes, it was intensely
bitter. Sophia sat down in her attic and cried many tears.
- ¢ What will become of me, now? I can’t live on in this
wretched place! Why was I ever born "

The next scene in the drama concerned Mr. and Mrs. May.
On the return of Mr. Lyvett to London they were ordered
into the presence of himself and of Mr. Castlerosse. - May
and his wife stood like culprits ; Mrs. May attired in her

—
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choice black gown that she wore for cleaning, and her rusty
black cap. ,

Mr. Lyvett sternly informed them that the fact of their
having inveigled his son into a clandestine intimacy with
their daughter was now known to him, and that Mr. Fred-
erick’s voyage to Valparaiso was undertaken to break off
the disgrace. -Terribly confused and ashawmed, they knew
not what to say, and in their perplexity they gathered
what Mr. Lyvett had not intended to imply—for he was a
man of strict veracity—mnamely, that Mr. Frederick was a
party to the scheme, and that it was he, in especial, who
wished to go away to rid himself of Sophia. The porter
did venture upon a defence, as well as his confusion would
allow—that Mr. Frederick had not been * invaydled ” at all ;
that he had took to eome of his own accord, and said he
would come, whether or no ; and he, May, humbly hoped the
gentleman would condescend to’ pardon him and his wife for
what warn’t no-fault of theirn. Mr. Lyvett’s pardoning con-
sisted in handiug May a certain amount of wages in lien
of notice, and ordermo them all three to be out of the house
by five o’clock that evening.

“I thought it was not all sure,” sighed poor Mrs. May,
when she descended to the kitchen dissolved in grief, “and I
have told Sophiar so ; and she has snapped at me for saying
it. If'it had been anybody else but a young Lyvett, I might
have had faith. When a gentleman, whose family keeps
their carriage and footmen in silk stockings, comes to lower
himself down to his own servants and sit with them in their
kitchen amongst the dirty ashes, as it were, from the up stairs
fires, it's not to be expected but what he wilt take himself
away. He admired Sophiar, as was easy to be seen, and I'm
sure he was a well-meaning, honorable gentleman, without a
ill thought; and that was all. And I declare I don’t know
which is the most to blame, him or us.”

“Don’t you ever try it on again, Sophiar,” gruffly inter-
rupted the father.

She was sitting with a pale cheek and dry lips, leaning her
elbow on the round table, indulging her resentment against
Frederick Lyvett. In the face of evidence she could not

“doubt the truth of what she heard ; she fully believed he had
gone away to break with her; she believed that his pro-
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testations of love were false : that he had been only laughing
at her in his sleeve the whole time. Or, at any rate, if that
was not the case, for she remembered how earnest and
guileless he had seemed, he had yielded to the remonstrances
-of his father, and given her up-

¢ This is not packing up,” suddenly interposed May.

“ I can’t pack up,” returned Mrs. May. “1I am too much
shook. Whatever is to be done with the pianer?”

“ They must fetch it away, wife. There ain’t nothing else
to be done with it.” ,

¢ Oh,” groaned Mrs. May, “ I wish I was dead.”

“ Much use it is, wishing that,” said the porter. “I'd
recommend you to turn and pack up instead. If the things
bain’t in the cart by five o’clock, we shall have ’em thrown in
for us. I know our master ; he sticks to his word when he's
roused. You’d better begin with them pots and pans. They
can go in that empty case.” :

Mrs. May dried her eyes, and slowly rose. ¢ Come,
Sophiar,” she said, “ you must lend a helping hand to-day.”

“T ! returned Sophia, sobbing out her contempt, ¢ I lend
a helping hand with pots and pans ! You couldn’t expect me
to do it, mother. I will pack my own things : and glad
enough I shall be to do it, and be away from this place ; but
I can’t touch kettles and saucepans. I've never done any
hard work in all my life ; you know I have not.”

Mrs. May sighed. True: Sophia had been taught to
éxercise her fingers on the piano, not on domestic work.

¢ Perhaps you could put my clothes up as well as yours,
child,” she ventured to say. *I’m sure I don’t know how in
the world we shall get through all, and be away by five.”

Sophia sailed out of the kltchen making no answer, The
porter departed to secure two rooms, which, as he chanced to

~know, were to let in the neighborhood, and to bring in help
to get away their goods in time. Later in the day, when they
were engaged in the attics taking down the bedsteads, and
Sophia was in the kitchen alone, somebody' dashed in at the
door. It was Mr. Jones, whom he once saw just after he was
articled—and Sophia too. His articles were done with now,
but he remained in the office at a good salary, hoping a vague
hope that he might some time see on the door-posts “Lyvett,
Castlerosse, Lyvett and Jones.” Mr. Jones had good private
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expectations, and his family and the Lyvetts were on friendly
terms. ’

“ My dear Miss May! I have so longed lor a little con-
versation with you ; and now that puppy Fred Lyvett’s out of
the way, I hope my turn has come.’

“ What?” said Sophia, turning on him no pleasant ex-

Ppression.

“ T admire you immensely, my dear Miss May, and—" :

“Then take that,” answered Sophia, dashmor over him the

. contents of a wooden ‘bowl, an apparent compound of grease

and damp coffee-grounds.’

Young Mr. Jones stepped back amid the débris of the
kitchen furmture, now preparing for its removal. Consid-
erably more chap-fallen than he ever remembered to have
been, he retreated up the stairs, wondering how on earth he
should get his hat out of the office, and hide his shirt front
from the clerks. At the turn of the landing he met Mrs,
May, carrying down some bed-posts.

¢ Sakes alive, sir " she uttered in astonishment. - ¢ What-
ever is the matter? T never saw anvbody in such a pickle in
my life.”

“You may well ask what it is, Dame May !” spluttered
Mr. Jones. ‘It is the work of your daughter. I dddressed
a polite word to her as civilly as I could speak it, and she
flung this poison over me—or whatever it is. It’s well for the
house that it's gomo to have a clearance: you are all a queer
lot.”

“ What did you do that for. Sophiar?’ demanded Mrs.
May, when she reached the kitchen.

“ Do what?”

¢ That to Mr. Jones.” ‘

¢ Because I pleased to do it.” .

“ Whatever shall we do with you if you are to behave like L
this?” cried poor Mrs. May.  “ Your temper is upset to-day, i
Sophiar.” o

T have had enough to upset it,” replied Sophia. * But I
will not trouble you long, mother. I have been thinking of
matters, and my mind is made up. Your home and father’s
will never be any fit home for me, so I must leave it and go
out in the world.”,

“ As lady’s maid ’l” bmeﬁy responded Ms. May
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“No. As governess.”

““ As governess !” repeated the mother, the word seeming
to take her breath away.. “ Well, Sophiar, if I don’t be-
lieve you have just hit it,” she added, after a pause of con-
sideration.  “’There’s many a respectable tradesman’s family
would be proud of you to help edicate their girls.”

“ Very. likely,” remarked Sophla “But I should not
enter a tradesman’s family.” :

“Why, what then ¥’

¢ A nobleman’s. Or a gentleman’s.’

Mrs. May was petrified. Her scared senses only allowed
her to také in the first word.

¢ A nobleman’s family, child —what, a lord’s ¥’ iy

“ Why not %’ coolly asked Sophia. |

“ Oh, but don’t you see,” spoke Mrs. May, “ how things
would be against it? Yow cap never get admittance to a
lord’s family as governess, Sophiar. They want real ladies C

for  governesses, lords - do: leastwise those that have had o
% different beginnings from ours. Why, when the nobleman
came for what they call references, and found us what g i
we are, me and your father living in a kitchen, and all “
that, no lord would think you good enough to teach his
" children.”

Sophia’s life was rather a mortified life just then. She
recognized the doubt at least as forcibly as her mother.

¢« We should never have wanted you to go out at all, child,
never ; not as lady’s maid, or anythmb ; only your Aunt
Foxaby got thinking afore you came home that you’d not like
to live in these kitchens, brought up so superior. But if you
could reconcile yourself to stay with us, Sophiar, why you’d
just be the comfort of me and of your father. We've got i
but you.”

° ¢ Now, mother, could you expect it ?” ’ .

Mrs. May sighed.  Had they been making a mistake all
along ?

“There seems to be only one course open to me,” ob-
served Sophia ; ¢ that-of going out as governess. It sha.ll ‘be
in a high family, or not at all.” ’

¢ It can never be a lord’s, child, I'm afraid.”
““You will see,” returned Sophia.
And so shall we.
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CHAPTER 1V.

AT PARKWATER,

d i beams of a September sun, drawing near its set-
ting, were falling on the mansion pertaining to a
well-cultivated estate in one of the better parts. of
Ireland. The house was not erected in a critical
style of architecture, for it was a straggling, in-and-out sort of
building, that seemed to have been added to indiscriminately
at different times, a room here, a room there ; but the scenery

around was beautiful, It was called Parkwater. At the
window of one of the reception-rooms, gazing at an approach-
ing car, stood a pretty, quiet-looking lady, unassuming in face
as in dress. She appeared a simplec-hearted, cordial woman,
quite devoid of pretence and affectation ; and such she was.
1t was Lady Tennygal.

She had dined in the middle of the day with her children.
She was devoted to them ; and when her lord was absent,
“she was apt to forget pomp and state. Lady Tennygal was
expecting the arrival of the new governess to her little girls,
and had hospitably thought she would wait tea for her: no
doubt this car contained the lady. The eountess rang the
bell.’ . St

« Reed, show that lady in to me at once. I think it is the
governess.” :

“ Yes, my lady.” .

A minute or two, and the same man threw the door open
for the governess. A tall, fair girl, with a handsome face.
The countenance had, however, a peculiar expression ; very
determined, and not always pleasing.

% Miss May, my lady.”
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Miss May came forward, her head erect, and her air con-

- sequential. One might have deemed, indeed, that she was

the lady and the other the governess. She dropped a cere-
monious courtesy, very low, just what you may have seen
from a Frenchwoman. :

« Have I the honor of addressing Lady Tennygal ¥’

The countess inclined her head. ¢ An uncompromising-
looking young woman,” she thought to herself, * but that's
all proper, I suppose, for a governess. Allow me to welcome
you to Parkwater, Miss May,” she said, aloud. “I hope
you will find your residence here agreeable.” '

“ Madam, I thank you for your kind wishes. I'trust I
shall perform my duties to your satisfaction.”

“ And when you have taken off your things, which I
daresay you are anxious fo do, we will have tea,” said the
pleasant little countess, “and you shall see your pupils. I
thought we would take tea together this evening, that we
might grow acquainted with each other. I have the chil-
dren very much with me when Lord Tennygal is absent.”

Miss May was shown to her rooms. When she returned
from them she was rather finer than the countess—taking in
the general effect of her appearance ; and her flaxen hair was
daessed in elaborate braids. “Too prefentious for a gover-
ness,” was the idea that crossed Lady Tennygal’s mind ; “I
wonder whether she is quite a gentlewoman %" The next
moment shetook herself to task ; as she was sure to do, if
her kind heart gave momentary vent to an ill-natured thought. .

¢« Here are your two little girls, Miss May ; Lady Laura
and Lady Rose. My dear children, I am sure you will wel-
come your governess, and tell her you are glad to see her.”

They advanced and put out their hands : pretty children of
nine and ten, and well-behaved.

*¢ Mais. elles ne sont pas—" began Miss May, and then
pulled herself hastily up. “I beg your ladyship’s pardon ;
I have been so much accustomed to converse in French, that
I occasionally run into it when I ought not to. I was about
to ask if these young ladies were all.”

“ Al laughed the countess, **all the children? There
are six more, younger than they are. The last is only three
months old—such a little darling! These are all who will
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be under. your care at present.\ “T-hope you will bring them
on well. -

“ Papa says we are backward,” interrupted Laura.

“ (Oh, yes. Lord Tennygal is very clever himself, and he
thinks the children ought to be.- I tell him there’s quite
time enough.

“ He has been away ever so long, papa has,” cried little
Rose. .

¢ Nearly nine weeks,” added the communicative countess
to Miss May. * He has been out yachting with some friends
in the Mediterranean. But he is in Dublin now, and will be
home in a day or two.”

¢ Uncle Tody is coming with him,” said Lady Rose, ¢ and
he is going to bring me a real live Venetian doll in a gon-
dola. He said so.”

I have not yet inquired what sort of a journey you have
had,. Miss May,” said the countess. ¢ Was the searough ¥’

Before Miss May could answer, the sound of a carriage was
heard, and the children left their tea and ran to the window
to look at it. ‘

“ Mamma !” screamed the children in delight, “it is
papa ” )

“ Never !” cried the countess, running also to look. “Oh,
how glad T am! That’s just like him, Miss May ; he loves
to take us by surprise.”

The Earl of Tennygal came in. A small, fair man, as
good-natured as his wife. She met him in the doorway,
received his embrace, and then flew up stairs to carry down
the baby herself, and tell the other children that papa was
come. Miss May had risen, and the earl bowed to her, won-
dering what visitor his wife had staying with her.

“ Now who is going to be mistress of the ceremonies and
introduce me ?? said he to the little girls, as he stood before
the stxano'er, with a genial smile. ‘“Mamma seems to have -
flown away.’ .

¢“ She came this evening ; ‘she is our new governess.”

¢ Hush, Rose ” cried the more dignified Taura. “ Papa,
it is Miss May.

Rose thought that quite enough. She pulled his arm to
draw his attention. “ Papa, why did not Uncle Tody come ¥’

.8
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«“TUncle Tody is gone to London, Rose.”

“ And taken my doll and gondola with him?’ Rose
seemed to-think much of this ¢ Uncle Tody.”

¢« That lady in the drawing-room took me by surprise,
Bessie,” remarked the earl to his wife, as-they strolled out
together after tea. ‘“Rose gave me the information that she

r”

was a ‘new governess.

“So she is. I sent you word that I had engaged one
" when I wrote to—where was it —Sicily.”

“ Did you? I did not remember it.”

“Yes, I did. Do you think she looks as if she would
suit 7’ .

“ Dear Bessie, that's one of your fallacies—judging by
¢looks. Did you engage this one for her looks?’

« I never saw her until this evening. Why ?” added the .
countess, with quick apprehension. “ Do you not like her
looks ¥’

¢ Oh, her looks are well enough ; if her capabilities equal
them, she’ll do. She does not think a little of herself, I can
see that. 'Where did you get her from %’ .

« I wrote to London, to Lady Langton. She heard of her
through an.agency, I think. I left it all to Lady Langton.
Miss May’s style of playing is good, I am told, and her
French that of a native.”

“Um!” said the earl. ‘ What of her Eunglish ¥’

“QOh, Frank! you speak as if you did not think well
of it.”

“I fancy her tone—her" accent, perhaps I should rather
say—is not quite as pure and perfect as it might be. It does
not give one the idea that she has mixed in good society.”

Now Lady Tennygal had a doubt on her mind that she had
noticed the same. But she had entire faith in Lady Langton.
“ Perhaps we may be mistaken Frank dear,” she said. “I
do so hope she will suit us.”

“So do I, I am sure,” a.ssented the good-natured earl.
“Js shewa gentlewoman, Bessie ¥’

¢ Oh, yes.

“ Who are her friends ?’

¢ Solicitors ; eminent solicitors. That is, her father was.
He is dead, I think. 1 will find Lady Langton’s letters for
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you. I know my letter to Miss May, the one I wrote to
ratify the agreement, was addressed to the care of Lyvett,
Castlerosse, and Lyvett, a first-rate legal firm of long stand-
ing, Lady Langton says, and they strcngly recommended
her.”

¢ Lyvett, Castlerosse, and Lyvett !” repeated the earl. I
know the firm well by reputation ; most honorable practition-
ers. If they answer for Miss May, it is all right. Do you
give her a high salary, Bessie ¢’

“Qh no; very reasonable, indeced. Only forty pounds.
But she is young, and has not been out before. I think she
will ‘suit, Frank : but of course there’s no telling without a
trial.—So Theodore has not come with you 7’

¢ He will be here, I expect,in a few days. He was obliged
to go to London to see about one or two matters there ;
pressing ones, Bessy. Tody has been at the old game again.
I don't wonder your father is sick and tired of paying his
debts for him.”

“ Poor fellow ! Heis so good-natured.”

“ Not much of that. He is veckless-natured, if you like.
To squander away his money and leave his just debts unpaid,
is not being what I call good-natured. From London Tody
goes down to see Sir Archibald: but as to his getting from
him what he wants, I am sure he won’t ; and Tody knows it.”

“Papa said, the last time, that he wou]d never set him
straight again,” observed Lady Tennygal.

¢ The fact is, Bessie, he has said it so frequently, and had
to say it so frequently, that it falls on Tody’s ears unheeded.
But he got a sharp, determined letter from Archibald the day
before he left the yacht.”

¢ Oh, did he? What did papa say init?”

“It was to the effect that he would advance no more
money ; and if Tody went to prison, there he might stop.
Tody had been writing to Sir Archibald that he was in
imminent danger of arrest.”

“ What will he do? How I wish we were rich !”

« If we were as rich as the Indies, and could hand Tody a
blank cheque to be filled up at will, it would be doing him
‘no kindness, for he is only pulled out of one scrape to walk
into another. It will take two thousand pounds now to set
him only tolerably clear.” .
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¢ Qh, Frank ! - Do you know how he is going to manage?”

“I know what he says: but if Tody says one thing to-day,
he says another to-morrow. He means, in the first place, to
have a rake at Sir Archibald—that is not my expression,
Bessie ; it is his—and get himself freed from one or two
things that he must get himself freed from, So much per-
haps, Sir Archibald will do ; for they are very bad.

“ What are they 7’ ha,smly inquired Lady Tennygal.

“My dear, I cannot explaiu them to you ; you would not

-understand them. Tody is in a mess ; and that is a]l you

need trouble yourself to know.”

 What has it to do with 2—this that is so bad ’!”

“Qh it has to do with bills. Never you mind. He has
been in a mess before, and he will be in one again, or else it
would not be Tody Devereux. Sir Archibald, no doubt, will
help him out of that, but no further. And then Tody pro-
poses to come over here, and lie perdu w1th us, while he con-
siders how he is to get on his legs again.”

T have always thought it a plty “he sold out.”

“ He could not keep in. He would have been sent to
Coventry. You know it was not once, or twice, or three
times, that Tody was in for it, but always. And some things
got to the Colonel’s ears—if they did not get to the Com-
mander-in-Chief’'s—and altogether there was no other resource.
Besides, he was compelled to turn the proceeds into money,
and make stop-gags of it.”

¢ Still, if he could have kept his commission—"

“But he could not,” interrupted Lord Tennygal. ¢ My
dear Bessie, Tody is your brother, and I am sorry to speak
harshly of him, but he is just a vagabond, and that’s the best
that can be said.”

A few days passed on. Miss May set to her duties with a
will. How she had contrived to enter this family was best
known to herself; but, being in if, she resolved to try and
please. The departure of Frederick Lyvett lay on her still
as a-bitter blow, and a terrible check to the ambitious views
she had begun to cherish. However, as she told herself, if
she could but continue iu these families, she might meet with
some one as eligible as he, who would fall in love with her,
and raise her by marriage to his own rank.
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The little girls, Laura and Rosa, took to her very kindly ;
Lady Tennygal was charmed with her playing and singing,
and all parties were satisfied. Miss May perhaps would have
been better satisfied had Parkwater been more lively. It
might have been a desert, for all the company she saw ; and
she could not understand a lord and a lady living so quietly
in regard to household arrangements.

On the first Sunday, as they were walking home across the
park after morning service, Lord Tennygal suddenly addressed
his wife.

“Ts that governess of yours an Englishwoman, Bessie?’

“Certainly. Why ¥’

¢ Because she uses a French prayer-book in church.”

“No !” uttered Lady Tennygal, in an accent of disbelief.

“ She used one this morning. I saw it in her hand.
And—

¢ Mamma !” cried little Rose, running up; her whole air,

eyes, and lips, one picture of admiring awe—*‘ mamma, only’

think ! Miss May’s book is not a common book like ours : it
is all in French ; every bit. How I wish I was clever enough
to have a French prayer-book !”

¢ That's corroborative testimony,” laughed Lord Tennygal.

I dou’t know how you will get over the dilemma,” he added

to his wife, in an under and more serious tone. “Itis a pity -

the children observed it. You cannot well speak against their
governess to them : but you cannot allow their minds to retain
the favorable impression that French prayer—book seems to
have made.”

The kind face of Lady Tennygal wore a vexed expression.
“How could Miss May evince so much bad taste *”

“T don’t think ¢ taste’ is quite the right word,” remarked
Lord Tennygal. ‘“Mark me, Bessie, this proves that the
young lady’s mind has not been altogether well trained: I
doubt whether her talents have. Nobody ever took a French
prayer-book to our service but from one motive—display.
And a well-educated woman knows that she has no need of
that. I should say Miss May is much more superficially
acquainted with French than you suspect, or she would not
seek to parade it.”

At this moment they turned an angle of the walk, and
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came face to face with a gentleman ; a tall, dark man, with
a profusion of black hair and whiskers, black eyes that
seemed to pierce you in a disagreeable manner, and a too-
free, but at the same time an ill-tempered cast of counte-
nance. Some people would have shrunk from him instine-
tively ; some ‘might have called him handsome. He was
undoubtedly a hn_e man as to figure, towering a head and
shoulders above Lord Tennygal. "It was Captain Devereux,
brother to Lady Tennygal, but several years older: and no
two faces, and no two individuals, could be much less alike.

* Theodore !” uttered lady Tennygal, in an accent of surprise,
as she held out her hand.

““ What ! have you arrived ¥’ exclaimed the earl. ¢ How
well you kept your promise of writing !” . ,

“ Aw—1I had nothing good to write,” said the new-comer,
speaking in a very affected and untrue tone of voice. ¢ I got
here two hours ago, and saw you all filing off to church.
‘What a thundering long sermon you must have had inflicted
onyou! I wonder you could sit it out !”

“ Do not forget our old bargain, Theodore,” hastlly inter-
rupted Lady Tennyga.l “no irreverent speaking before the
children. They are coming up to us. I wish you would
break yourself of the habit.”

¢ Oh, it's Uncle Tody,” exclaimed Rose, running to him.
“ Uncle Tody, where’s my live doll ¥
“ She died on the voyage.”
¢ It’s not true,” said Rose.

“Itis. She was sea-sick.”

The child looked very hard of belief. She spoke again :
“Then, where’s the gondola ¥’

“ Oh, that has sailed away.”

Lady Rose turned away in supreme indignation. ‘ Mamma,
did-you ever know Uncle Tody to bruw us anything that he
promised ¢ It is always the same.’

¢ Uncle Tody ” was no longer attending to Rose : his notice
‘was given to the handsoae girl who was walking with Laura.
She wore a lilac silk dress and a showy shawl ; and he thought,
as Lord Tennygal had first done, that it was a visitor.
Having a propensity for admiring all the handsome girls that
came in his way, Captain Devereux lifted his hat. Strictly

o
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speaking he was no longer Captain Devereux, as he had sold
out; but habit made the title familiar. Lord Tennygal
linked his arm within his brother-in-law’s, and drew him on.

“ Stop a bit, Tennygal. Who's that ¥’ ;

“ Nobody that need concern you. - The governess. How
have you managed over youder ¥’

¢ I have not manaved at all,” was the reply, accompanied
by an oath. In those days swearing was thought fashionable,
and Captain Devereux kept the fashion up.

¢ Not managed at all? T suppose you mean with your
father.”

+ % The old man stands out; he won't advance a stiver. I
think he would have done somethmg, but my temper got up,
and ‘we came to hard words.”

¢ Your temper often gets up when it ought to keep down,
remarked Lord Tennygal. ¢ Well ¥’

¢ There was nothing left for me but to make my escape.
And, by Jove ! I can’t feel sure, Tennygal, that I shall not
be followed. Once let the confounded foxes get the scent
here, and I'm done for.”

¢ And what, I ask, do you mean to do?’

«T have been tuming it over in my mind, and I. think a
good plan would be for you to write to the old man— :

“T will not interfere betwesn you and Sir Archibald,”
interrupted the earl.

“You won't ¥’

“T won’t. I have no right to do so, and it might make it
unpleasant for Bessie.”

“ Then Bessie shall. He’ll listen to her: as . he would to
you. But he won’t to me.”

“ Bessie must do as she thinks best. I will not control
her. But were she of my opinion she would remain neuter.”

“ What, the plague am I to do?’ was the angry rejoinder.
“These confounded matters must be settled, and with speed
too ; you -know that. Why should you put the stopper on
Bessie’s trying to win over Sir Archibald ?”

«I don’t put it on. I said I would not control her. But
these things are not of a nature that you can explain to my
wife : and how else can she do you good with Sir Archibald ¥’

¢ Of course I am not going to give the details to her.”
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“ But they must be given to Sir Archibald. It is only the
dire necessity that will induce him to listen at adl.”

“You ought to help me with him, Tennygal,” was the
grumbling rejoinder. :

“Nonsence, man! Write a proper statement to Sir
Archibald—properly worded, I mean, and apologizing for
your temper—and crave his assistance, so far as that you
cannot do without it. That’s the best thing to do. We will
talk it over to-morrow. And, look here—don’t call him the
‘old man’ to Bessie. She does not like it. It savors of
disrespect : and your father is not old yet. Come in now,
Devereux, and take some luncheon.”

Rose still harped upon her wrongs, enlightening the
governess as to the ever non-fulfilment of the promises as to
dolls and gondolas.

* Don’t you think it is a great shame of Uncle Tody, Miss
May ¥°

* Perhaps it was not his fault,” suggested the governess.
“ What is your uncle’s name ?”

“ Why, it’s Uncle Tody.”

“ But his other name ¥’ ‘

“ Captain Devereux,” said Laura. = “ He is mamma’s
brother.”

“ He is not a real captain now, you know, because he has
no men to coin’mand,” interposed Rose ‘ Grandpapa was 0
angry with him.”

“ Who is your grandpapa, Lady Laura?’ inquired the
governess.

“Sir Archibald Devereux. Me is one of the Queen’s
officers of State, and he makes laws.”

With the last piece of information the children were called
to be made ready for their dinner, which they took at the
luncheon-table. Miss May did not exchange a word with
Captain Devereux, but he glanced at her often with his black
eyes. Afterwards, when she was alone in her sitting-room,
she unlocked her desk and took out a French book. Sophla
did well to keep it, and all such books, locked up : it would
have astonished Lady Tennygal had she seen them at Park-
water. The governess appeared, however, to derive amusement
from it, for she sat reading it till the bells rang out for
afternoon service.
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“Those droning bells again !” was her grumbling ejacula-

(tion. “Of eourse I shall be expected to attend. But she

appeared with an English prayer-book, the gift of Lady
Tennygal : . who, in presentmo it, had made a specxal request
that the French one might be pat away out of sight, and
never be taken to church at Parkwater again. Sophia wished
the church at Hanover, or as much far ther off as it could be
induced to go. She foreaaw indeed, that she should lead but
a dull life of it at Parkwater. Sober routine was mnot
congenial to her, she feared. As to this gentleman, Captain
Devereux, who had enlievened their dulness to-day, she
supposed he had but come on a very temporary visit, and
that the probability was she should not exchange a word with -
him while he stayed. But she would have liked to well
enongh. He struck her as being quite a noble-looking man,
especially by the side of that shrimp, Lord Tennygal : and
she, at least, did not see anything to dislike in his manners
or expression. I said hefore that some people did not : rather
the contrary : and Miss May was one of them.

CHAPTER V.

CAPTAIN DEVEREUX.

dERE were sigus one evening of a reception at Park-
water. Rooms were lighted, and carriages whirled
up, bringing guests. " Not many guests, for the
locahty did not produce them, and they mostly had
to come from a distance. Still, when all were assembled,

_what with old and young, it was a goodly show. Rose was

nine years old that day, and they were keeping her blrthday :

- children and parents were equally welcome.
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The governess’s eyes and senses were dazzled. On this
occasion she made one with the rest. Inordinately alive to
the value of rank, to the pomp and pride of courtly life, the
result chiefly of her childhood’s researches in the Caterpillar
romances, her expectations had been raised to an extraordi-
nary pitch when about to enter the Earl of Tennygal’s family.
Once there, she had found herself immeasurably disappointed.
In all, save the titles, it might have been taken for a private
gentleman’s household. Miss May had anticipated some-
thing far more grand ; though precisely what, she could not
herself have stated; whether the carpets were to be.ef cloth
of gold, or the every-day dinner-plates of silver. But, on
certain occasions, none knew better how to hold their rank,
and to display its appurtepances than Lord and Lady
Tennygal : this was one ; and Sophia May, who had never
before witnessed the social unions of courtly life, forgot that
she was only a subordinate, and thought herself in the
seventh heaven. She' was standing looking at the quadrille

_in the children’s room, when Captain Devereux approached

" her.

“Where is it that you hide yourself, Miss May ¥’ he
demanded, his voice drowned by the music. “ I have been in
this house going on for three weeks, and have hardly met
with you as many times. It would have been like three
months had you not been in it.”

The blush of gratified vanity rose to Sophia May’s face.
Captain Devereux, brother to a' countess, and .son to the
Right Honorable Sir Archibald Devereux, her Majesty’s
Home Secretary, bore to her mind an exalted charm. And
besides that, in the very few meetings they had held, she
had felt herself irresistibly attracted to him. Her heart bad
already learned to flutter for him as it had never flnttered for
Frederick Lyvett.

During this stay of Captain Devereux, the children were
more in their own apartments ; except on Sundays, they did
not dine at the luncheon-table. He was so loose in his ideas,
and sometimes also in his expressions, that Lord and Lady
Tennygal kept their little girls out of his society as much as
they could. As a matter of course this also kept the gov-
erness from it. ‘But they had met oftener than three
times: ” that was, so to say, a figure of speech.
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“ What do you suppose makes me linger here, in this
remote boghole of a sister-kingdom, and in this precious
house of it, ever in an uproar with children ¢’ continued the
captain. ’

“T do not know,” answered Miss May, blushing deeper
and deeper. :

Captain Devereux thought he had never seen a more
Jovely face than that one with the blush upon it, and his
eyes said it so plainly that the governess cast down hers.

“Then you ought to know. It is you. And if you had
only listened to what I said the other day, instead of darting
away, you would have known it then.” He spoke in that
insinuating tone which none knew how to assume better
than Théodore Devereux. It had won its way to many
a more experienced head and heart than poor Sophia May's. .

“T am sorry if you thought me rude,” she replied. ¢ Lady
Rose was with me, and she is—" S )

¢ A quick genius,” he interrupted, “ and might carry tales.
Was that what you were about to say? Quickness runs
in the Devereux family. I am wanted in Scotland, where
I made an engagement to go shooting; I am wanted at Sir
Archibald’s; I am wanted in fifty places; and I cannot
" “tear myself away from. the spot. You alone are keeping me
here.”

Captain Devereux knew he had never told a greater
untruth in his life 5 and he knew, also, that if he could have
got away, Miss May and her charms, ten times magnified,
would not have kept him for a single moment. He went on
improving upon his assertion ; Sophia’s heart fluttering more
and more with every word, and believing it religiously.

“ And I am a fool for my pains : for I cannot afford yet to
take a Mrs. Devereux. What’s the matter ¥’

She had turned aside and appeared to be busy, tying the
sash of a little girl. Captain Devereux looked round, and
saw Lady Tennygal : who was beckoning to him from the
door of the room. : '

“T have been searching for you,” she began. * You must
ask Harriet Ord for the next quadrille. You have neglected
her all the evening.”

“ Harriet Ord’s a scarecrow.”
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“It’s-a pity you think so, Theodore,” was the answer. “I
believe, if you chose to ask her, you might have her for your-
wife to-morrow. I am sure she likes you. And she is so-
amiable, and—" ‘

“ Oh, I knew long ago I might have her for the asking,”
carelessly replied Captain Devereux, “ but I shall not try

~~ that on till everything else has failed. When I am so deep
in the well that I can sink no lower, I may go to her and her
eighty thousand pounds to draw me up.’

“Theodore, how can you speak so?’ asked his sister, in-
dignantly. “Is she worth no more to you than that?”

“ Not: at present,” was the cool rejoinder.., ““As to her
amiability—cela va sans dire. _It’s-the best paxt about her.”

“ Well, come and dance’ “with her now.”

C@ptam Devereux followed his sister, with a wry face ; but,
once in the society of Lady Harriet Ord, he became all
smiling attention. Slightingly as he had spoken of her to

" the countess, there was in his heart a latent conviction that
he should some time be thankful to win her and her coveted
money, and he would not mar his chance. In earlier days,
vears ago now, they had been thrown a good deal together.
Captain Devereux put forth some of his blandishments, just
to pass the time away, and had gained her heart. He knew
he gained it—and then, like the knight in the once popular
song, he rode away. Lady Harriet was not handsome ;in
fact, she was rather remarkably plain ; but she was sweet-
tempered and of sterling worth. Heaven help her, said the
world, if sh> linked herself to that Theodore Devereux ! Lord
Tennygal said it : but Bassie, blinded by sisterly affection,
thought it would be all that was wanted to reform her
brother. She only knew of a few of his lighter failings.

T have something of import to say to you,” spoke Captain
Devercux, seeking out Sophia when he quitted Lady Harriet.
“ Can you contrive to give me a few minutes' interview

. to-morrow 1—or on any subsequent day ?

““ Were it anything very particular ?” she began, with her
blue eyes cast unconsciously dowh—* but stlll it could not
be. - I do not see that i could. I am in the.schoolroom all
day, and the young ladies are with me.”

“Provoking little reptiles!” he ejaculated. “Do you
ever go out, Miss May ¥’
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. “ Not often, without them.” o

“Well, I must see you. Look here: the day after to-
morrow will be Sunday. You stay at home from church.”

¢ But I—I shall have 10 plea for staym" at i6me, Captain
Devereux,” she urged. “ What would Lady l‘ennygal think ¥

“Let her think what she likes. I suppose you have a
headache sometimes? You can have one then. No doubt
you will, after this dissipation.”

Strange to say, on the following Sunday Miss- May’s head
did ache. It was so painful as to preclude her going out;
and an intimation to that effect was conveyed to the sympa-
thising Lady Tennygal, who carried her some aromatic vinegar
with her own hands. X

‘When the family were departing for church, the countess
knocked at the door of her brother’s apartments, which were
on the same floor as her own. ¢ Theodore,” she called out,
“do come to church with us for once.”

“ Much obliged for the invitation,” he answered, from
within. “ I shan’t be up till you are back again. You and
Tennygal-can pray for me, you know.” Yet Captain Devereux
was up and dressed then ; and his sister, with a sigh at his
mocking tone, joined her husband and children.

Surely Sophia May’s better angel was away that day!
otherwise she never would have consented to the clandestine
interview. It was sufficiently harmless in itself, but it laid
the foundation for much deception, that was destined in time
to bring forth terrible fruit. .

She sat in her sitting-room, Lady Tennygal’s vinaigrette on
the table by herside, 2nd her handkerchief saturated with eau
de cologne in her hand. Captain Devereux stood by the
open wmdow, listening to her complaints of the pain her
head gave her, and speculatmcr within himself whether it
ached or not.

After all, he wanted nothing particular. Nothing but to
pass an idle hour with her, and assured her that he cared for

- nobody but her: that he never had cared for anybody else in
the world. The hour passed very quickly. From his-post at
the window he soon saw Lord and Lady Tennygal approach-
ing in the distance, on their way from church, with their
children and servants. Captain Devereux tore himself away
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from Miss May's fascinating presence, as he styled it, and
withdrew to his own room, lingering yet a moment to reiterate
his affection for her, and to assert that, now it had set in, it
would last forever.

Sophia believed him all too readily. “ He sighed, he
vowed, and she believed him,” runs the old song, or to that
effect. But the same old song says, “ When men flatter,
sigh, and languish, think them false—I found them so.”

Sophia listened and believed, her heart beating, her pulses
thrilling, her whole being filled with one intense, passionate.
love for Theodore Devereux. TFor that day, at least, shie was
sure of seeing him again, for they would presently meet at
the dining-room luncheon, and the bliss the thought brought
to her was unspeakable. After to-day—well, (_,aptam Deve-
reux had told her that she must contrive to meet him or else
he should die. He would snatch a convenient moment to
wait upon her in the school-room, and she must take a run in
the grounds occasionally without those little brats. Sophia
tacitly acquiesced. She had no thought of harm in doing so,
or that harm would come of it. The only thing presenting
itself to her mind was the necessity of concealing it from the
knowledge of Lord and Lady Tenny, gal They would be sure
not to approve of it.

And so, with her eyes open, Sophia May entered volun-
tarily on a course of deception, and met Captain Devereux
when circumstarnces permitted. It was a very innocent begin-

. ning, as she’ looked upon it ; but it was destined to lead to a

most sad and distressing endmg, of which the world would
hear. And in the depth of her later despair she could not
recall one single point of self-excuse or consolation, for she saw
it was but her own self-sophistry that had misled her, and her
misplaced faith in Captain Devereux. At present all seemed
pleasant and easy and innocent ; these first links of the chain
were so light and specious—they generally are so—that she
felt them not, or dreamed that it would coil and coil gradually
around her until its later links became ‘as desperate weights
of iron that would crush her to death, or worse than death,
in their folds.

It is not a grateful task to record these histories, and this
—it has been already said--is a true one; to trace out, or
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even to touch upon, a story of folly and sin and crime.
Sophia May met her evil genius when she met Captain
Devereux. Whether she was much or little to blame, com-
paratively speaking, in these earlier stages of the affair when
they were at Parkwater, can never be known. She declared
later that she had been entirely and craftily deceived ; but
whether she was less deceived than she wished to make
appear might be a nice question. At all’events it was one left
undecided.

At the best, the tale was but the old tale ; one that has
been enacted overand over again, and will be until time shall
cease. A false man and a credulous woman—a wedding
promised for “ to-morrow,” and the to-morrow never came.
1t is well, oh ! reader, to tell these stories in the twilight,
when the atmosphere is dim, and the voice is lowered to a
whisper, and the faces opposite to ours are but imperfectly

~seen. The world teems with such histories ; and though we
may profess to ignore them, there they are nevertheless ; and
perbaps it is best that some one more notable than the rest in
its sorrow, or disastrous in its results, may from time to time
be recorded, if only in the light of a warning.

But in the twilight ; in the twilight.

CHAPTER VL

SUSPICION.

O weeks and months went on. Captain Devereux
was still an inmate of Parkwater. He could not
get away from it. No slave ever longed for emanci-
pation more intensely than he longed to escape and

be in the world again ; but he dared not venture to go. Sir
Archxbald Devereux remained obdurate : one or two dangerous
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liabilities he did settle ; but he would do no more for his
hopeful son.

That Miss May’s education was superficial and her cultiva-
tion entirely unsuited to the charge she had undertaken,
would, it is probable, have been long ago discovered, but that
chance removed from her the supervision of Lady Tennygal.

An illness that proved to be a lingering one attacked Lady

. Tennygal late in the autumn, and confined her for some

months to her room. Not until February did she begin to
get about again. All this while had Captain Devereux- been
a fixture in the house, keeping his locality quiet from his
creditors, yawning through the dull, dark days, and bemoan-
ing his hard fate at being condemned to vegetate in Ireland ;
where no diversion of any kind was to be had, save. that
arising from his snatched conversations with the governess.
And of those conversations he had grown tired now, sick to
death. :

Once in a way he would ride over to Mrs. Barry’s, the
aunt of Lady Harriet Ord. Her place was some ten miles
distant. There he would spend a few hours in her
company and. Lady Harriet’s, suppressing his weariness as
he best could. But when the winter had given place to
the early days of spring; when the hedges were beginning
to shoot forth their green, and the glad birds to sing,
Captain Devereux resolved on a desperate step ; for indeed it
did seem to him that without aid from some source he should
be condemned to this frightful state of existence all his days.

“I have done it at last,” he gloomily said one morning
at breakfast, soon after his sister appeared amongst them
again. o

“ What have you done %’ inquired Lord Tennygal.

“ Gone and sold myself—bones, body and flesh—to Harriet
Ord.”

“You don’t mean that you are going to marry her %’
exclaimed the countess.

¢ It's nothing less,” said Captain Deverenx. * I could not
go on in this mummying way any longer: and one might as
well be an embalmed mummy as have one’s legs and wings
tied as mine have been lately. I should bhave huag myself,
or something equivalent, had it lasted another month. So
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yesterday, when I was over there, I told her she might take
me if she liked ; and she snapped at it.”

¢ It is the very best thing you ever did,” said Lord Tenny-
gal, warmly. “ If you choose, you may now becomea decent
member of society ; Harriet will make you one.’

“ She ought to make me something—sacrificing myself ‘for
her !”

“ Where ie the sacrifice ¥’

“ Qacrifice !  She’s forty.”

“ Nonsense! You are six-and- thlrty, Tody.”

“TIf you look to the peerage, you will see that Harriet is
eight-and-thirty,” interposed Lady Tennygal. ¢ Two years
are not so great a difference, my fastidious brother.”

“ Yes, they are, when they’re on the wrong side. Besides,
look at her Chinese eyes and African mouth !”

‘“For shame, Theodore !” mterpnsed his sister warmly
‘She has neither one nor the other.” :

¢ Can you call her a beauty ?’

¢ You are no Adonis, Tod,” laughed the earl.

“ What has that to do with it?’ was the ex-captain’s
growling answer. “ The uglier a man is, the more the women
like him.”

*¢ Theodore,” said his sister, gravely, ‘“you have been
- behaving ill to Harriet Ord for this many a year past, unless
you have all along intended to marry her. You have paid
her attention: you have kept, I am certain, other suitors
away from her: this is the only fit termination, and, for
yourself, it is a most fortunate one. Were I you, I should
make the best of it instead of the worst.”

¢« And a very good ¢ best’ you may make of it,” added the
earl. “If Lady Harriet has not beauty, she has money and
good temper: somebody whom I know is deficient in both.”

“It is to be hoped her temper is good,” snapped Captam
Devereux. ¢ She will find it put to the test.”

Lord Tennygal glanced at him a keen glance, and spoke in
a serious tone.

¢ Devereux, mark me : when a man marries, he had better
resolve not to try his wife’s temper, for his own sake as well
as for hers. If you cannot bring yourself to endeavor to
make Harriet happy, it is your duty not to marry her.”
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“ What a row about nothing !” answered Captain Devereux,
as he rose from the breakfast-table. “I am mot going to
beat her.”

Lord Tennygal drew in hislips. But for his wife’s presence
he would have spoken out his indignation.

“ By the way,” said Captain Devereux, halting with the
door-handle in -his hand. “Be so good as keep what I
have told you to yourselves. It is not to be announced yet.
There are reasons against it.”

“ Your debts, I suppose,” replied his sister.

* 8o just keep it dark, both of you,” concluded the captain,

not giving her a direct answer. ) :
- On the. following day the earl departed from Parkwater.
Business called him to London. His wife and family would
remain where they were until Easter, when he was to return
for them.

And thus a short while again passed on ; Captain Devereux
paying visits to Mrs. Barry’s two or three times a week, by
way of courting Lady Harriet. v '

It wanted about a fortnight to Easter when there stood
one day, in a somewhat remote part of the park, a lady and
gentleman in conversation so earnest, that the approach of a
carrfage across- the greensward -was unnoticed. As it came
upon them, however, the gentleman started, and took off his
hat in some confusion. The lady walked away.

The carriage contained Harriet Ord and Mrs. Barry. Mrs.
Barry only had noticed the talkers. ¢ That looked like the
governess,” was her thoucht ; but she said nothing. * How
earnestly she was talking with Captain Devereux !—and how
pale she looked !’

Captain Devereux, on his part, gazed with amazement -.
after the carriage ; for it not only bore the ladies but some
luggage also, as if they had come to make a stay.

““She has never been asking them /” was his muttered
exclamation, as he hastened to the house.

The ladies, he heard, were in their dressing rooms: he
supposed Lady Tennygal might be in hers. There he found
her, with her two eldest children.

“ What are Harriet Ord and ber aunt here to-day for !” he
asked.
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““ Ah " said the countess, clapping her hands, “ I knew I~

should give you a surprise. I begged Harriet not to. tell” ﬁu
I have invited them to stay with us until we 5 leave for
London.” —

“ You have a curious way of doing thmgs, Lady Tennygal,”
was his ungracious remark, as he turned on his heel.

¢ Theodore, stop a minute! Have you been in the park %’

“ What if I have ¥’ ‘

“ Did you happen to meet Miss May? It isthe children’s
hour for walking, but Laura says she went out without them.
I do not understand it. Did you see anything of her ¢”

He.did not give a flat denial, for Mrs. Barry could have
contradicted him. Collecting his wits, he answered coolly.

“ Miss May?" Yes, I saw her sitting down near the trees
by the cross-cut. She looked ill. I wentup and inquired if
. I could do anything for her, but she declined my services,

and marched away. It was just as Lady Harriet's carriage
drove by.”
T think she is ill,” said Laura; “she looked quite white
.all study time ; but she did not tell me. When I asked her
what was the matter, she told me to mind my lessons.”
¢ Poor thing I” exclaimed Lady Tennygal. ¢ Perhaps she
has one of her bad headaches to-day.” -
Now the substance of this conversation with her brother
was innocently repeated by the countess in Mrs. Barry’s
" dressing-room when she ran in to say that Theodore knew of
their artival. It roused some doubt—or suspicion—in Mrs.
Barry’s mind, For she felt certain from the manner of both
Captain Devereux and the governess that it was not a mere
inquiry after health which had been passing between them.
.. Why then should Captain Devereux say to his sister that it
was
© «There’s something behmd this,” thought Mrs. Barry.
“T1t looked to me as thouorh they felt they were detected in
some way. I will watch a Title.  For Harriet's sake I will
~—for oh ! I wish she would break with him ! She is blindly
infatuated with Tody Devereux: bat I know he is a bad
man, and it will be a bad day’s work for her if she marries
him.”
Mirs. Barry was as good as her word. Keen, persevering,

p
et et B
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and secretive, she was the very one to ferret out a secret.
. And in this instance she was urged on by self-interest :
for Lady Harriet Ord’s proposed marriage threatened her
with the loss of a good portion of her income : and she
~ was, besides, a.nnously uncertain in regard to Harriet’s future
happiness. :

But for several days she saw nothing. And the matter
had nearly passed from her mind; when one evening, soon
after the ladies left the dining-room, Mrs. Barry was passing
a staircase window and caught sight of Captain Devereux
walking quickly towards a grove of trees on that side the
park. Why had he left the dining-rcom?*—he, who was
8o fond of his wine ¢

“My dear,” she whispered to little Rose, when she went
back to the drawmmroom, “ where's )our governess this
evening ?”

Oh, she is in the study.”

“I thouvht she was to have come down with you and
Laura.”

« Mamma did ask her, but she said she had our exercises
to correct.”

Not another word said Mrs. Barry. She glided out, saw
that Miss'May was not in the study ; put on a cloak, cover-
ing her head with its hood, like a true Irishwoman, and she

_also went out into the dusk of the evening. They were walking

just were sheexpected to find them, in the shadowy path be-
yond the grove: Captain Devereux and the governess. Mrs.
Barry halted amid the big trunks of the budding trees.

“ Well, don’t you do anything so hazardous again,” he was
saying, in a reproving tone, and Mrs. Barry caught the words
distinctly. “Sending a peremptory note to me in the dining-
room that I must come out to you here that instant ! Suppose
it had fallen into the hands of Lady Tennygal ! = She had not
quitted the room five minutes.”

“T wish it had,” was Miss May’s answer, delivered in a pas-
sionate tone. *If what I have heard to-day be true, I wish
it had.”

“ Now, Sophia, don’t give way to temper. We can both
do that, on.occasion, as you and I know, but this must not
be one. Just calm yourself, and tell me what you are com-
plaining of.”
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“T want to know the truth.”

“ What about ?”

« Have you proposed to Lady Harriet Ord ¢

¢ What in the name of wonder put such a thing as that in
your head ?” he asked, in a-voice teeming with astonishment ;
and little Mrs. Barry leaned forward, aud put her sharp
retroussé nose between the trunks of* two approximate trees,
and brought her sight to bear upon the parties. He was
standing with his hands in his pockets, a slouching favorite
mode of his; and the poor young governess, as Mrs. Barry
could not help thinking her, was gazing at him, her blue -in-
quiring eyes starting from their pale lids, as if she would read
into his very soul.

“ One of the little girls said to-day in the schoolroom that
Lady Harriet. was to be her aunt—your wife,” she slowly
gaid, with a catching up of the sobbing breath.

“And you believed it! and must make all this fuss and
haste to ask me ” he rejoined, no doubt giving a word in his
heart to his sister—for it must have leaked out through some
imprudence of hers. “ As if you could not have waited a
proper opportunity.”

“Is it so?”

“ No, it is not. Harriet Ord would like to jump into my
arms ; and if I tacitly allow her and others to think that it is
within the range of possibility I may some time let her take
the leap, why do I doit 7’

She did not speak ; only stared at him still.

“:And these are the sort of thanks I get !”

“ The two-faced, diabolical wolf in sheep’s clothing !’
heartily uttered Mrs. Barry, from between the trees. ¢ Oh,
if Harriet were but here !”

“If they told me to my face I was going to marry her, or
any other woman, I should not contradict them,” he went on.
“ A nice taste a man musthave to marry Harriet Ord !”

“Were I sure you were deceiving me—that your atten-
tions to Lady Harriet are real, I would—I would—"

“You would what ¥’ he asked, his manner idly indifferent.
¢ Let us hear.” _

“T would tell all to Lord and Lady Tennygal,” she an-
swered, bursting into tears. “I would tell Lady Harriet that
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she must not be your wife, for that you have made a solemn
promise to marry no one but me. I would tell them that the
banns for.our marriage—"

“Sophy, you'd do no»hmn of the soxt” he mterrupted
¢ you are no simpleton.”

¢« If it came to such a pass as that—"

“But it is not coming to it. Lady Tennygal and Mrs.
Barry and all the lot of them—she herself included—are
possibly deluding themselves into the hope that I shall have
the old Chinese image ; but don’t you put yourself into-a fan-
tigue over the matter, whatever you may hear. Time enough
to call out when you’re hurt.”

He walked away. Mrs. Barry, who did not choose to leave
her hiding-place till both had disappeared, peeped at the
governess. Miss May had seated herself in the rude garden-
chair ; her eyes were strained on vacancy, seeing nothing, and
her whole attitude bespoke pain and misery. Suddenly her
mood changed : a frightful expression of anger arose to her
face. Mrs. Barry could only compare it with that of a demon
at the play.

" Of course there was a dreadful hubbub ; for Mrs. Barry,
though she waited until the next day, did not bring her tale
out so cautiously as she might have done. Accusings, and
denials, and counter-accusings, and reproaches, and oaths—
the latter, of course, from the angry Captain Devereux.

Mrs. Barry persisted in her story, and Captain Devereux
persisted in his—which was, that Mrs. Barry must have
dropped asleep after dinner and dreamed it. In this he was
supported by Miss May : she affirmed that she had been cor-
" recting exercises in the study at the hour mentioned : and
had never quitted it ; and he swore he had never stirred out
of the.dining-room. Poor Mrs. Barry was completely dumb-
founded ; ,specmlly when Lady Harriet Ord expressed her
opinion in favor of the dream.
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CHAPTER VIIL

SOPHIAS DESOLATION. -

WD ASSION-WEEK arrived, and Lord Tennygal with
3 it. Very much surprised was he to find the house
in this uncomfortable and undecided state, one party

% in it mutually accusing the other.

He listened in his calm matter-of-fact way to the two sides
of the case. His wife, when they were alone, actually shed
tears ; the affair, she told him, had so worried her, between
her anxiety to do what was right and her fear to do what was
wrong, that she felt nearly as ill as ever. Lord Tennygal
took an opportunity of speaking to his brother-in-law.

_“Devereux,” he said, “this is very bad. Lady Tenny-
gal’s governess ought to have commanded your respect. Were
it not for the dangerous position your affairs are in you
should not remain in this house another hour.”"

¢ There’s - nothing wrong,” answered Captain Devereux,
“nothing at all. It is a delusion altogether. That old mis-
chief-making cat fell asleep in her room after dinner and
must have had a dream—" .

“ Psha, man !” interrupted Lord Tennygal, “ don’tattempt
to palm off your dreams upon me. Mrs. Barry heard Miss
May say you could not marry Lady Harriet, because you wers
under a solemn engagement to marry ker.; She said something
about banns. If—" ’ CT ’

 Mrs. Barry did not hear her, then. She’sa—"

“Hear me out, Devereux, if you please. If you have
been' gaining *Miss May’s affections under the promise of
marriage, you are bound in honor to marry her although she
is but a governess. If, on the other hand, you have be-
haved, or in any way compromised the poor girl, I will never
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forgive it, and I hope Lady Harriet will not. But whatever
the truth is, T must be made acquainted with it, that I may .
know how to act.”

“I have given my word once,” sullenly replied Captain
Devereux ; “I don’t see the.use of repeating it ten times
over. I deny it altogether ; and I say that Mrs. Barry either
invented or dreamed it.”

“ You persist in this —to me ¢”

“I do. And to everybody else.”

“ Then I must take another course.’ ‘

“ Look here, Tennygal. Mrs. Barry has been dead agamst
my marriage with Harriet from the first, and I don’t believe
. she’'d stand at any invention to put it aside. If she didn’t
dream the thing she invented it.” ]

“This is all you have to say to me upon the point,
Devereux ¥’

¢« Every word.”

Lord Tennygal next proceeded to hold an mtervxew with
Miss May. He spoke very kindly and considerately to her;
but he begged her to confide in him, to let him know the
truth, promising that if- she did he would be a friend to her,
whatever that truth might be. Miss May, however, was just
as impervious as the ex-captain. She persisted, as he did,
that Mrs. Barry must have invented the story or dreamed it,
and Lord Tennygal was puzzled.

The earl was a clear-sighted man, reading people more
truly than his wife did ; and in the manner of both Miss
May and the captain there was something he-did not like—a
want of sincerity.

He bad never truly liked Miss May as governess to his
children, and he now determined that she should not remain
with them. But thére was a difference between turning a
young lady from his house summarily and giving her due
warning. Which course, he. wondexed, would the real facts,
that he could not come at, justify ? Like his wife, he only
desired to act fairly by her and by themselves. If it were
but a dream, for instance, of Mrs. Barry’s, they would keep
Miss May until she got another situation, and help her to get
one. If it were not a dream, but fact, why that was another
thing. He must try and discover daylight for himself, since
nobody seemed able to throw it upon him.
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“Who were Miss May’s references, Bessie 1"’ asked Lord
Tennygal, proceeding to his wife’s room.

She had to look to Lady Langton’s letters before she could’
answer, and found that Lady Lantrton spoke of a Mrs. Penryn
as having written in her favor; ‘but who Mrs. Penryn was
Lady Lanoton did not state.

“ And probably did not know,” observed Lord Tennygal.
“ She is the laziest woman in the world, is Lady Langton ;
just the one to be imposed upon with her eyes open.”

“There was another recommendation from some solicitors ;
they wrote most strongly in her favor, Lady Langton said.
They were friends of Miss May’s late father’s, I remember ;
partners, or something of that Miss May was staying with -
them at the time.” '

“Yes ; let me see—what was the firm? Quite a first-class
one, I know.”

The countess ran her eyes down Lady Langton’s letters.
“Here it is : Lyvett, Castlerosse and Lyvett.”

“T shall write to them,” said the earl. “ Do you say Miss
May’s late father was their partner?”’

“] am not sure about that; he was a solicitor, and they
knew him well. I think I had better write to Lady Langton,
Frank.”

“ Do so, Bessie,” was Lord Tennygal’s reply.

The two letters—one to her ladyship, the other to Lyvett,
Castlerosse and Lyvett— were despatched on that same day,
and reached in due course their destination.

Lady Langton read her letter with some concern. She
was an extremely indolent woman in general, but she did not
like the thought of having placed a governess with Lady
Tennygal about whom some doubt had arisen ; neither did
she like to think she had been herself deceived.

For once she bestirred herself; driving first of all to the
address that had been given her as Mrs. Penryn’s. But of
Mrs. Penryn she could obtain no tidings whatever. Other
people lived in the house now (which proved to be a lodging
house sufficiently respectable), and they had never heard Mrs.
Penryn’s name. She might have had the drawing-room
apartments in the last tenant’s time, they said ; and that was
all Lady Langton could learn.
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Her doubts growing greater, herself more angry, she
-ordered her carriage down to Lyvett, Castlerosse and Lyvett’s,
and obtained an interview with Mr. Lyvett himself.

“You wrote, unasked, and recommended Miss May to
me,” urged Lady Langton, wrathfully. Conscious that her
‘own carelessness was to blame, she naturally wished to find
somebody else to throw it upon. ,

“ We never wrote at all to you, madam,” coolly replied Mr.
Lyvett, who was not accustomed to-be spoken to in this tone,

even by peeresses.” “And so we are about to inform' Lord
" Tennygal, from whom we have received a communication.”

« If you did not write to. me, some one of your firm must
‘have written.”

“ Your ladyship is altogether mistaken.”.

“ But the letters to Miss May were addressed here, to
your care,” next urged Lady Langton. ’ :

“ Certainly not, so far as we are aware,” rejoined Mr.
Lyvett. * But May, her father, who was formerly our
porter, may have had letters left here for him without our
knowledge.” :

“ Could that fact be ascertained ¥’

Mr. Lyvett rang his bell. Upon inquiry, it proved that
the postman had received instructions to deliver all such
letters into the hands of a Miss Jenkins, next door, who had
forwarded them to the Mays.

Lady Langton went home in a fury. Without delay she
wrote to the Countess of Tennygal, candidly informing her
that Miss May was a dreadful impostor and had imposed
-upon her by false pretences. '

Mr. Lyvett wrote also to the earl. His letter ran as follows :-

“ My Lorp :—In reply to the communication with which
you have favored us, we beg to- acquaint your: lordship that
we know nothing of the matter you allude to. We never
had a ¢ partner’ or a ‘friend ’ of the name of May. TUntil
recently a man of that name lived at our offices as porter, but
we found cause to discharge him. This occurred last July,
‘and we know nothing of his movements since that period.
May had a daughter, and we deem it not impossible that she
_may be the individual who has imposed upon your lordship
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b& a false recommendation in our name. She was educated
above her station, and her Christian name was Sophia.

“ We have the honor to be, my lerd,
“ Your lordship’s obedient servants,
“LyVETT, CASTLEROSSE AND LYVETT.”
“The Right Honorable the Earl of Tennygal.”
Both these communications reached Parkwater by the same °

post. Lord Tennygal read Mr. Lyvett's letter and threw it
into his wife’s lap. ¢ Take better care in future, Bessie,”

‘was all he said. “Miss May must leave to-day.” -

So the whole plot was discovered, and, there remained not
a shadow of doubt that Miss May, or her friends for her, had
cleverly furnished her own letters of reference.

The Countess of Tennygal waz in a state of consterna:
tion. Easy-natured as she was, her indignation was
aroused now. She would not see the governess, but would
depute her housekeeper to pay and discharge her. . I
could not have believed such a thing possible,” she ex-
claimed. I have heard of servants obtaining places under
false pretences, but for a governess to do so seems incredible.”

Lord Tennygal smiled a half smile, perhaps at his wife’s
want of knowledge of the world. “ Many a governess has
done it'ere this,” he said, “and many will do it again.”

¢ But they can have 10 principle.” .

. “That'’s another thing.”

Lord Tennygal was not far wrong. There ‘are governesses
in families, even now, who have entered them under auspices
as false as those by which Miss May obtained admittance to
his.

« But, Frank,” resumed Lady Tennygal, her kinder nature
reasserting its sway, ¢ this does not prove that Miss- May and
Tody have been talking and walking together.” <

¢ Of course it doss not prove it,” returned the earl, with
rather a doubtful stress upon the word. ¢ No; and we will -

- give her the benefit of the doubt, Bessie. I think I will see

her myself.” .
¢ Qh, Frank if you would! It was a very, very wrong




SOPHIA’S DESOLATION. 63

thing to do; but I cannot help being sorry for her. Per-
haps she has no friend in the world to help her to a situation.”

“T will hear no justitication of her on that score, Bessie,"
rather sternly spoke Lord Tennygal.

He saw Miss May, quietly ‘told her of his application to
Mr. Lyvett and its result, and that she must, in consequence,
leave Parkwater as soon as she could conveniently get her
things packed—that day, if possible. Not a word did he say
as to the other matter, and ‘Miss May thoroughly understood
that the cause he spoke of was truly the cause of her dis-
missal. The circumstance would, of course, have justified
him in paying her only to that pemod but Lord Tennygal
generous at heart, handed her a check for the running quar-
ter, which was but just entered upon.

Sophia received it very meekly. She begged of Lord
Tennygal, the scalding tears standing in her blue eyes, not-
to think of her more hardly than he could help. It was a
friend of hers who had done it all, not herself ; and her 6nly
hope now was that she should yet get on in the world so as
to have no need to trouble friends.

“T'm sure I hope you will,” said his lordshlp, heartily.
« With regard to references, I fear—1I fear Lady Tennygal—"

«T shall not require references, my lord,” interrupted
Sophia. = “ It is not my intertion to continue to be a gov-
erness.” : _

“ Oh, very well,” he said. ¢ That’s all right, then.”

He wished her a civil good-by, even shaking hands with
her, for he was a man who could not be discourteous to any
one. But Sophia keenly felt the fact that she did not see
Lady Tennygal.

Captain Devereux, contriving to meet her in one of the
passages, snatched a parting word. “ You will go straight to
London, Sophia—"

“ No,” she interrupted, “I shall go to Liverpool, and the
very da.y you join me there our marriage can take place.
Which church is it that the banns—"
= « Hush, here come your pupils. Good-by, Sophia. Send
me your address.” ’

So that was over, and Miss May took her last farewell of
Parkwater. .
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But Captain Devereux never joined her. He wrote letters
to her instead. They were not so full of sweet phrases as
they might have been ; but they were full of pitiful bemoan-
ings touching his hard fate in being obliged to hide his head in
that “ fearful bog-hole ” until his affairs could be so far settled
that he might venture out of it and into the sunny English
world. Sophia May believed it all, was partially pacified,
and most intensely miserable.

Captain Devereux decidedly came off the best. He not
only imposed upon her with his idle tales, but he succeeded
in pefsuading another credulous heart that he was not a wolf
in sheep’s clothing, but a falsely accused harmless lamb, the
victim of old ladies’ after dinner dreams. And in less than a
month after Easter the public papers recorded the marriage of
Theodore Hugh Devereux, third son of the Right Honorable
Sir Archibald Devereux, with the Lady Harriet Ord.

CHAPTER VIIL

HARD TIMES.

N the first-floor apartments of a house at Brompton,
one winter evening, there stood a lady at the fire,
holding to it first -one foot, then the other. Her
shoes were damp and muddy ; she had only just

come in from the wet streets, and her bonnet and cloak were
not yet taken off.
- It was Sophia May ; but, ob, how was she altered ! Her
" once blooming, blushing face was pale and thin ; it had, be-
sides, a sharp, weary look upon it, and the eyes were sad as
though she had passed through sorrow. No one could have
beheved seeing her now, that less than two years had elapsed
since she qmtted Parkwat.er
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She had passed through some experiences since then, and
they had not tended to give her cheery views of life. Life,
indeed, had been a somewhat hard battle with her ever since.
For one thing, she had learned what the faith of man was
worth ; more -especially the faith of such a man as Theodore
Devereux. He and his vows had proved alike false.

“ How quickly shoes wear out!” she exclaimed, looking
down at those she was holding to the fire : “ these let in the
wet already. I must afford myself another pair somehow.
Somehow ! It’s all very well to say ‘somehow,” for I don’t
know how. If the man won't let me have them on trust, I
must wait till the next quarter’s accounts come in. And
pecple pay so slowly !”

A young servant girl in a pinafore came up stairs with the
candles and teatray. ‘ If you please, ma’am,” she said, as
she put the tray on the table and proceeded to light the
candles, * here’s a gentleman come to the door ; and he says
if you are Miss May he should like to see you. He is wait-
ing down the passage.”

WA gentleman !—to see me !” she exclaimed, feeling sur-

“prised. “ Why, who can it be ¥’ she added to herself. ¢ Oh,
I daresay it is somebody to offer me a fresh pupil, or to ask
my terms.”

She threw off her bonnet and cloak, settled her collar,
pinned on a bow of blue ribbons that lay on the table, and
turned to the glass over the mantel—plece to smooth the bralds
of her bair.”

“ You can show him up now, Mary

The visitor entered. A young, well-dressed gentleman,
somewhat given to display in the matter of ornaments—but
it was the fashion to be so then. He was of light complexion,
with a good-natured but not over-wise cast of countenance,
and a very light, scant moustache. Apprbaching her, he
held out his hand.

* Sophia, have you forgotten me %’ .

For a few moments she stared as though she had. “1It is
not Frederick Lyvett !" she exclaimed at length.

“ T knew you would remember me. I was in the cigar-

"shop lower down, and saw you cross the street and come in
here I thought I could not be mistaken, so I came and
a.sked for you.” .
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“ At the first instant of my recognizing you,” she said,

sitting down, and motioning him to an opposite chair, * the
emotion that arose to my mind was one of pleasure : but that
is now giving place to pain. For the cruelty of your conduct
is rising up fast before me.”

“ What cruelty ¥’ he returned.

“ Mr. Lyvett, if you have only come to insult me, I would
ask why you have come at all. I should have thought a gen-
tleman would not be guilty of doing so.” :

“ What have I done ¥’ he asked in amazement. ¢ I never
was cruel to any one, least of all to you. I think it was
you who were cruel, not to leave your address when you
quitted the old place. I have been home nearly twelve
months, and have never been able to hear of you. If you
forgot me, I never forgot you, and I should only be too glad
to renew our former friendship.” ‘

The young lady was keen-witted, both by nature and
experience. These words of Frederick Lyvett’s caused a doubt
to arise in her mind whether some deceit had not been formerly
practised on her; or whether, indeed, it had been but a
misapprehension. Ever since Frederick Lyvett’s departure
on that sea-voyage that had separated them, a very sore feeling
had lain on her mind in regard to it and to him.

“When you went away, some two or three years ago, Mr.
Lyvett, you pretended to me that you were sent to Valparaiso
on pressing business.” ’

“So I was.”

‘ But as soon as you had sailed we were informed that you
went of your own accord, and that it was a planned thing :
planned that you might break with me.”

“ Who said that?’ o :

“The firm. Ard they turned my father and mother out
of the house the same day.” = * :

He sat looking at her for some minutes in evident bewilder-
ment, and she at Lim. Light seemed to dawn upon him.

“Then, by Jove ! you may depend that it was a planned
thing. Planned by them against us both, Sophia ; planned
to separate us. If I had but suspected this at the time! I
remember it did seem to me strange that I, inexperienced and
only just taken into the business, should be started out on an
important mission.”
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“You did not willingly—purposely—run away from ‘me
then ¥’

“No; on my sacred word of honor. I would not act so
treacherously. It must have been my father’s doings—and
James’s. I ows them something for this.”

“ Were you away long ¥’

¢« Eighteen months. What with their keeping me there on
(1 see now) frivolous pretences, and my knocking up ; which
Idid; and a cruise I took in the South Seas, I was longer
than I need have been. But won't you tell me all about
yourself, Sophia? What did you do after my departure

“T tell you we were turned out of the house without notice.”

¢« Upon what grounds #’

“Only that you had visited us.”

“Shameful of my father! I den’t know a more arbitrary
man than he can be when he chooses, kind as he generally is.
Where did you go ¥’

¢“My father and mother obtained another situation after a
httle whﬂe, and I went into a nobleman’s family as gover-
ness.”

¢ That was pleasant. Did you stay in it ?” :

“ Not a twelvemonth,” rapidly answered Miss May. “ My
health grew delicate—governesses are so overworked, you know
—and my friends sent me into the country to recruit my
strength. - I gave up all thoughts of going out after that ;
everybody’s health will not stand it. Now I live here and
teach privately in the neighborhood, chiefly music. Some of
my pupils I go to; some come to me. I was coming in from

giving a music lesson when you saw me just now.”
* “Do you live here all alone ¥

“ All alone. I havea sitting-roem and a bedroom. Inever
see a soul but my pupils. When the girl said a gentleman
wag inquiring for me, I thought she must be mistaken. Will
you take some tea with me %’

“Y cannot stop now. We have people to dinner this
evening, and I must make a rush in the fleetest hansom I can
catch, to get home and dress for it. I will call again to-
morrow. I must tell you one thing, Sophia, before I go.”

“ Yes,” she said, rising.

“That you are very much altered.”
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They were standing face to face when he spoke, and he had
taken her hand to say adieu. So that it may have been the
earnest and close gaze he cast upon her, that caused her to
blush crimson ; a deep, hot, glowing crimson.

“ Not less beautiful,” he added, as the rich color lighted
her features ; “do not think I mean that: but still greatly
changed. There is a look of worry on your countenance.”

“ How can it be otherwise?” was her answer. * Living, as
I do, apart from all sympathy, possessing no congenial friends,
and with an uncertain future before me? I can assure you,

"Mr. Lyvett, it is rather a hard struggle for an unprotected

woman to get along in the world.”
“ True, true : that’s worry enough. But brighter days may

.. be in store for you,” he added, wn;h ameaning smile. * Think

80, Sophia.”

He quitted the room, and Sophia snatched one of the
candles and went to the glass to survey herself. A dissatisfied
expression stole to her countenance ; but as she pushed and
pulled at the braids ot her hair, and stroked them in places
with her finger, it changed to one of complacent vanity. The
meaning of his parting sentence seemed to be clear enough :
that he would be glad to renew their former footing, and
address her honorably with the view of making her his wife.

“ This is better luck than I dreamed of,” she said, as if
talking to her image in the glass, “and if I play my cards
well—who knows ¢’

But as she was seated taking her tea,- reflection forced
itself upon her, and her mood changed. Ought she to allow
a man of honor to make her his wife? Or any man, indeed ?
None knew better than Sophia May that there existed grave
impediments to it. She sat -balancing the question in her
mind. It was aknotty one, and not easxly solved.

“If T could make sure that he would never, neverknow !
It was not my fault,” she passionately added; “and oh, it
is cruel that my whole life should be blighted through the
wickedness of that one false man! Yes, if I were sure that 1
could keep it from him, I might venture to be Frederick
Lyvett's wife. And once his wife, I should be sheltered from
the storms of this cruel world ; all my struggles and mortifi-

_cations and dlﬁicultles would be over.”
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Ringing the bell, she sent the tea-things away, and was
about to sit down to her piano when a knock was heard at

 the room door.

<« It’s that dreadful woman !’ she said, with a shiver. “And
I have not a farthing for her? I wish the floor would open
and swallow her up. Come in.”

The landlady entered. She had come to demand the rent
owing to her. ~She spoke civilly, for she was a respectable
woman, and one of a superior class of life ; but her tone was
cold. She disapproved of some of her lodcrers ways. She
believed that Miss May, who had a fair amount of teaching,
could have paid regularly, if she had not been so extravagent
in dress. Besides the rent, she ‘had other debts in the
neighborhood ; as the landlady chanced to know.

¢ Teaching is always flat in winter,” observed Miss May.
¢ Families are out of town.”

The landlady thought that the class of families Miss May
taught in were not out of town, but she passed over the
remark.

“I have come up stairs to give you warning,” she said,
¢ for I cannot afford to go on in this way. It will be better
for me to have the rooms empty, with the bill up and a
chance of lettingsthem, than to go on increasing the debt.
To-morrow week 1 shall be obliged to you to vacate them :
and I will not stop your boxes, Miss May, which I might do,
but trust to your sense of justice to pay me off by degrees, as
you can.’

The speaker left the room, and Sophia May placed her
elbows on the table, and leaned her head upon her hands.
She was in a dilemma. To leave now might spoil the new
prospect just flashing on her vista: let Frederick Lywvett
know she was in debt, and he might be scared away forever.
If she changed her abode, the shopkeepers might take alarm,
and be down upon her unpleasantly : and the neighborhood
she could not leave, because her teaching lay in it.

“T wonder if e would help me?’ she suddenly said.

Once more she took a review of her position past and
present, bending her knitted and aching brow upon her
feverish hand. From her father and mother she could expect
1o help : in point of fact, she did not even know where to look

3
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for them in all the wilderness of London. After quitting Mr.
Lyvett’s, her father obtained another situation. It was a far
inferior one ; and when Sophia sought them out, which was
not for some months after her departure from-Parkwater, a
great distaste for the poor way in which they lived took pos-
session " of her. ‘“It’s of no good, mother,” she said; “I .
can't reconcile myself to come down here ; and there’s an end
of it.” The mother sighed. ‘It’s cruel of you to say it,
Sophiar ; butit's all along of your edication. It were a great
mistake.  If we had but brought you up to be the same as
us!” “But you didn’t, you see,” returned Sophia : ¢ mis-
take, or no mistake, it can’t be altered now.” That was the
one only time Sophia had seen her father and mother. She
told them she was about establishing herself somewhere in
London as music teacher, in what locality she did not yet
know, but would write to them when she was settled. - She
did write—it was many weeks afterwards—and the letter was
returned to her through the post with™ ¢ gone away ” written
onit. Sophia rightly guessed the cause of the removal. She
had seen in the Times the death of the master whom her
father then served, and concluded it had lost him his situa-
“tion. Since then she had not looked after them ; she had not
had the time, she told herself: and so she did not know their
address, and they did not know hers. Her aunt Foxaby had
died while she was-at Parkwater.

No ; she had neither friends nor help to look to ; only her-
self. And, as she had just said, getting along was very hard !
As Frederick Lyvett's wife—oh, what a triumph it would be !
how all would be changed !

And there was only one single hindrance : which might be
no hindrance at all, for it might never be disclosed. I could
do this, and I could do the other, reasoned Sophia in her
delusive hope. Sophistry beguiles the best-of us. Still, but
for the loose principles and the absurd notions instilled into
her mind by her early training, including the Caterpillar liter-
ature, it might not, in this one grave instance, have beguiled
‘even Sophia May. She resolved to suppress all inconvenient
remembrances ; and Frederick Lyvett's fate was sealed.

“ And money for pressing present needs I must have,”
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concluded Sophia, bringing her reflections to a close. “ He
must help me. I shall write and demand it.”

She put her writing materials before her ; wrote, sealed,
and addressed a letter. Then she drew up a short notice to
send to the Zimes.

.

CHAPTER IX

.THE ADVERTISEMENT IN THE “ TIMES.”

N a desirable quarter of a fashionable watering-place,

where the communication with London is speedy and

oft there sat, one morning, a lady and gentleman at

breakfast in a room that faced the sea—Colonel and
Lady Harriet Devereux. Upon his marriage he had repur-
chased into the army : hence his rise in military rank.

Lady Harriet was plain, it has been already said ; but the
goodness of her face and its subdued look of sorrow rendered
- her an object of interest to a stranger. Colonel Devereux
was plain too, far plainer than he used to be, with his dis-
agreeable black eyes, and his dark dissipated face. He looked
much on the wrong side of forty now ; older than his actual
years; for which he may have been indebted to his irregular
life and to his irregular temper. He was dressed in a flowered
crimson-silk dressing-gown, looking rather loose about the
neck ; and he lay back in an easy-chair, yawning and twirling
his great black whiskers. Something had delayed the post
that morning, including the newspapers. It was quite suffi-
*--cient to put out the colonel, to render him more morose than
usual. His temper, never good, had grown very bad indeed,
almost unbearable : the result of his indulgence of it.

Suddenly he took up his cup, drank what was in it, and
iushed it from him with a jerk. His wife drew it towards

er. - ,
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“You need not give me any more of that trash. I have
had enough for one mormng

“If you would come in earlier and go to bed, you would
feel more inclined for breakfast,” she observed, in a quiet tone
—onme that struggled not to show 1ts long-subdued resentment.
“ It was four o’clock this morning.” :

He did not condescend to reply, but leaned forward and
pulled the bell. The servant answered it in hot haste: he
knew his master.

“ Bring my meerschaum.”

“ Oh, pray do not smoke in this room !” pleaded his wife,
in alarm It makes me feel so sick.”

“If you don't like it you can get out of it,” was the civil
reply. My meerschaum—do you hear! What do you
stand staring there for ¢’

The servant did hear, and flew away. But a longer inter-
val elapsed than his master thought necessary, and he had
rung another violent peal when the man appeared.

¢ Is that how you obey orders?’

“The postman came, sir, and I waited to take the letters
from him,” answered the man, as he laid down the meer-
schaum, the Times, and some letters before his master.
Glancing at the addresses of the latter, the colonel flung two

“of them, with a most ungracious movement, towards his wife,
opened the third, read 1t and put it in the fire. Then he
unfolded the szes, and his wife tock up the supplement.
Her eye glanced, as the eyes of many ladies will glance, to the
top of its second column. There Was only one mysterious ad-
vertisement in to-day, and that she proceeded to read aloud, in
what she meant for a merry tone, Poor thing ! she strove to
keep up at least a semblance of good feeling between herself
and her husband,-but hers was a hard lot. One with a less

-enduring spirit would not have borne it.

¢ The Corsair. A letter awaits him at the old address.
Something has occurred. Must send for it without delay.
Toujours triste, et la sonmette.’”

“ What nonsense they do put in!” she exclaimed. “I
wonder whether the persons these notices are meant for ever
see them or understand them?”

~ She iooked at her huaba.nd as she spoke and was astonished
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at the expression of his eyes. They were strained on her
with a half-incredulous, half-angry glare. Not so much meant
for her—at least she thought so—-as for what she had read.
Had she offended him by reading it ?

“ What is the matter, Theodore ¥ she nmldlv asked.

The colonel recovered his countenance.  Matter? N othing.
‘What should there be #”

“You were looking at me so fiercely.”

“Well I might be, to hear you read aloud that folly.”

Her "eyelids drooped, drooped to conceal the indignant
tears ; but she was patient still, and did not retort. He
seized his pipe with the fine name, crammed it full of tobacco,
lighted it, and puffed out as much smoke as he could puff,
probably with the hope of driving her away ; but it ‘was his
usual mode of smoking. It bhad the effect desired, and she
left the room. The instant she had departed he took the
supplement and devoured the very lines she had read aloud.

“ Cursed bother !” he muttered. “T must send for that
letter now. I thought all annoyance from that quarter was
over and done with. What ¢something’ has occurred?
Unless—I hope it has !”

He was still gazing at the lines, as if the gazmrr at them
would solve the enigma, when a servant—mald came into the
room.’

“Lady Harriet has sent me to ask if you will please step
into the nursery, colonel.”

¢ What for ¥’

“The little girl is ill, sir.”

“ What good can I do if she is?”

“ Her ladyship thought—" ‘

“] can’t come yet, I am busy,” he sharply interrupted.

¢ Leave the room.” '

Yet it was his own child !

That the advertisement was addressed to him, “The
Corsair,” he well knew, and he took steps to obey its behest,
and have the letter from the old address, which was one in
. town, conveyed to him. It reached him safely. And if
you are curious to see its contents, good reader, here they are:

“ You must help me. A gentleman who ,va.s attached to
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me before I knew you has returned from abroad, andis,
I think, inclined to make me his wife. He used to think me
worthy of being so ; he doves still. You have called me an
angel before now'; he thinks me one, and, if not rudely
undeceived, it will be une affaire finie.” I have several
pressing liabilities upon me—rent, bills, and something else
that you know of. I am to be turned out of these rooms,
which I occupy, in a week, because I cannot pay. If thisis
not prevented, and if the debts come to his knowledge,
it will set him thinking, and most probably startle him
away. Surely you will aid me ! It is to your interest to do
so. About seventy or eighty pounds will suffice, but it must
eome to me without the delay of an unnecessary hour, If I
can only accomplish this the ambition of my early life will be
gratlﬁed for I shall be raised to a posxtlon in society. Mind
that you fail me not. “S. M

With a darkened brow he scowled over the letter, pulling
at his black whiskers, an inveterate habit of his, especially
when put out. “.She raised to a position in society !” he
scornfully spoke. ‘I shall tell her that it is waste of time
to trouble me.” '

Opening his desk to write a refusal, he put the paper before
him and dipped his pen in the ink. But irresolution super-
vened, and he rose and paced the room.

““She’s such a tigress when put out,” said he, politely.
“There's no knowing what she may do if I refuse; find me
out down here, and come bothering me, or something. But
it is for the last time,” he added, finally sitting down to the
desk and dashing off a.few lines rapidly.

“ When we squared up our scores I handed you the bal-
ance in a lump as you desired. If you have spent it, that is
no concern of mine. The prospect you allude to is a lncky
one if it can be accomplished, but it is impossible for me
to help you to the extent required. I am as poor for my
station as you are for yours, and you know that all I have is
my wife’s, not mine. I send you fifty pounds; it is the
utmost I can do; and is final. “T.H.D.”
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Miss Sophia May received this letter and its enclosure.
She paid her landlady, to the latter's extreme surprise, told
her that she should remain in her lodgings for the present,
paid some other claims, and went on swimmingly. Frederick
Lyvett became a constant evening guest : she received him
with pleasure, and played off her various fascinations upon
him as she had done in the days gone by. Whatever qualms
of conscience had at first pricked her, as to encouraging the
hopes of this gentleman, were thrust aside for good. He had
not outlived his partiality for music, and was never tired of
standing over her while she played and sang. And although"
Sophia May lived alone, and no third person was present to
break their interviews, not a look or word escaped either o
them that the most fastidious censor could have found faul
with. Once he wished to take her to one of the theatres
she laughingly declined, and told him he knew nothing about
propriety. He urged that he had formerly taken her, and
where was the harm? Oh, no harm she answered, but she
was only an inexperienced girl then, little acquainted with
the usages of society. All this fold upon Frederick Lyvett :
her perfectly correct manners, her apparently high principles,
her struggles to maintain herself creditably, and her success
(for he saw nothing to the contrary), the shameful way in
which she and her friends had been treated for his sake : all
this, with her sweet singing and her rare beauty, combined to
render her in his eyes very like what Miss May had said—an
angel. She pleased equally his judgment, his taste, and his
inclination, and he soon began to debate why he should not
take her for good and all. The answer suggested itself, that
she was far beneath him in birth. True; but her education,
mind, and manners would, so he reasoned, adorn any rank, so
why should he not raise her to his? Of course, there would
be one objection—the opposition of his' family. -But he
aeked himself the question, and asked it very often, was the
chopsing of a wife a matter in which a man ought to consult
his family? Not a dishonorable thought had ever crossed
Frederick Lyvett's mind in regard to her.

Upon his return from abroad, it struck him almost as a
blow to find Sophia had disappeared, together with her father
and mother ; that a fresh porter had long been installed at




76 PARKWATER; OR, TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT.

the office. 'What had become of May ? he asked. May, he
was briefly told in answer, had left them and taken service
with another firm. Fred Lyvett found out the firm—which -
consisted of one gentleman only—and saw May and his wife.
He inquired after Sophia. They did not know where Sophia
was, they said; and said truly—for it was before she called
upon them. Sophia was out somewhere as governess, they
told him; her first place was in Ireland, in some lord’s
family, but they had reason to believe that she had quitted it
for another. They had not heard from her very lately ; and
—that was all they knew, or had to say. Some weeks after-
wards, Fred went down to them again—for he could not
forget Sophia: and then he found that they had gone away
from the place in consequence of the death of the master, and
nobody seemed to know where they could be found. From
that time, Frederick Lyvett had never seen anything of the
_ people, had never so much as heard the name of May
_mentioned. He was beginning to look upon the past episode

in his life as a thing gone by and done with ; was indeed be-

ginning to forget Sophia, until that most fatal evening when,

chancing to be in the neighborhood of Brompton, he saw her

pass in the street. And so the old acquaintanceship was

renewed, and he was more madly in love than ever: and

Sophia, on her part, saw her aspiring hopes and dreams
. drawing nearer and nearer towards realization as the days and
weeks went on : saw_it with a glowing satisfaction that few
could te\l of, but which had nevertheless some trembling in it.

But in-that interview with Mr. Fred Lyvett, May and his
wife had suppressed the' cause of their-leaving, had said
nothing of their summary ejection. In fact, they did not
presume to allude to past events in any way. Nobody else
.had enlightened him ; and therefore the fact that they had
been turned away through him had come upon him all the
more startlingly from Sophia.

He questioned her somewhat minutely as to her life
during the interval of his absence. Sophia parried it as
well as she could, but some of the questions she was obliged
to answer. For instance, when he said to her one day,
« What was the name of the nobleman in whose family you
lived in Ireland 3’ she could not pretend to have forgotten,
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it ; she had to say Lord Tennygal. She left because of her

health, she told him ; and after a long respite of country air,

when she was staying with an old lady known to her Aunt

Foxaby, she came to the resolve not to be a residefit govern-

ess again, but to try and get music pupils. And she told it
all so artlessly that Fred Lyvett would as soon have thought

there was guile or untruth in himself as in her. And thus

the months of the spring went on.

CHAPTER X

- WARNING..

NE evening Mr. Lyvett sat at home in his handsome
residence at the West End. His wife and daughters
were out; Frederick had not come into dinner at:
all: and he, being alone, had .dropped off into an

after-dinner dose in his easy ehair. The entrance of some
one aroused himn. Hiseyes were only half open, and he took
it to be his younger son.

“T say, Fred—Oh, it is you, James.”

James Lyvett drew a chair near his father. Mr. Lyvett—
a very courteous man, even to his children—tried to shake
off his sleepiness.

“T am paying you a late ¥isit, father,” began James;
Ibut I have just heard something about Fred. It's not very’
pleasant. I thought I would come at once and speak to you;
 knew my mother and the girls would be out.” :

“ Nothing has happened to him—no accident with that
young horsevhe drives ¥’ exclaimed Mr. Lyvett, who was still
but half awake, in spite of his efforts. ¢ He was to have
gone thh your mother and the girls to—mcrht but he did not
come in."
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“ No, no, nothing has happened,” returned James, in .

rather an impatient tone. “ Do you remember that foolish
business of Fred’s getting himself entangled with old May’s
girl, when you shipped him off to Valparaisc ¥

“ Yes. Well?” returned Mr. Lyvett, now very wide
awake.

 He is intimate with her again.”

“No.” -

“Heis. Jones came up to dine with me this evening,
and he told me of it after dinner, when we were alone. He
heard it somehow.”

“ Where is she? How did Fred find her?’ .

. ‘“She lives somewhere in Brompton. I can’t say how
Fred found her out. Jones did not know.”

¢ What is she doing at Brompton ¥’

¢ Teaching music, I believe. Jones knows nothing against
her. Fred is up there with her every day of his life.”

“Well, if Fred chooses to play the fool, he must, that’s

_all,” testily retorted Mr. Lyvett.

“ Yes; but he has no right to play it and disgrace the
family. Jones thinks he means to marry her.”

“ Nonsense, James ! Fred’s not such a simpleton as all
that.”

“T would not answer for him, father. The girl must have
obtained a pretty good.hold upon his mind, for him to renew
his intimacy with her after the lapse of two or three years.”

“What has brought her back to London? I thought she
was away ; in Treland or somewhere.”

“ Fred knows, I suppose. I don’t. Jomnes thinks she has
been teaching in Brompton for some time ; has got a toler-
ably good connection together.”

“ Tl tell you what, J: ames—Who is that coming up stairs ¢’

¢ Fred himself, I think. It is-like his step.”

“-Then I’ll have the matter out at once,” angrily exclaimed
Mr. Lyvett. o F
- Fred himself it was. He came into the room, whistling,
an evening newspaper in his hand.

¢ Frederick,” began Mr. Lyvett, in a temperate voice,

“how is it you were not here, to go with your mother and
sisters to-night ¢”

/
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“T did not intend to go, father. I told Fanny so.”

¢ Where have you been ¥’

“Been?” echoed Mr. Fred, rather astonished at the ques-
tion : for Mr. Lyvett was not in the habit of cross-question-
ing his sons. “ To lots of places. A fine night, James, is it
not ¥’

¢ Perhaps you have been to Brompton ¥’

- ¢ To Brompton, sir " repeated Fred, in a dubious accent.
 Here, come and sit dowr. I don’t go to bed this night -
until you and I have had an understanding. A pretty thing
James has heard : that you ate playing the fool again with
that Sophia May !”

“ Pray who told you?’ demanded Frederick, turning to
his brother.

¢ That is of no consequence,” was the reply of Mr. James
Lyvett.

~ ¢“Have you renewed your intimacy with fer or not ¥
sharply interrupted Mr. Lyvett.

“ Yes, I have,” replied the youngerson. “I do not wish to
deny it. I have a very great friendship for her, and I am
proud of it.”

“ 'Well, she’s a nice individual to acknowledge a friendship
for,” sarcastically cried Mr. Lyvett. “You might remember,
Master Fred, that you are speaking to-your father.”

“ Why, what do you take her for, sir ¥’ was the indignant
question.

““For old ’\Iay s daughter originally : for an adventurer
lately, and a pretty clever one. . What do 4 you take her for ¥’
added Mr. Lyvett, looking keen]y at his son.

¢ For one of the best creatures that ever struggled with an
unfortunate lot,”.returned Fred, with something like emotion.
“ Tt is rather too bad to call her an adventurer, father.”

T call her what I please : and what I deem to be appro-
priate,” said Mr. Lyvett.

“Her beauty and virtues would adorn a throne,” cried
Fred, going quite off into rhapsody. *“She was, unfortunately,
born in an obscure sphere, but her quahtles fit her for a
high one. I only wish you knew her, sir.’

Tt is quite enough for one of the family to boast of that
honor,” was the sarcastic rejoinder of Mr. Lyvett. I should
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-like to ask you one thing, Frederick : what good do you ex-
pect to come of this? Do you think it is creditable for my
son to go visiting people on the sly ¥’

T have not gone on the sly ; I have gone openly. Except
that I have said nothing about it at home. I was thinking
of doing that.”

¢ Oh, indeed "

“ And you could not expect me to be very open on the
point, sir, after what you and James did formerly. Banish-
ing me off to Valparaiso, on purpose to separ ate us, and then
turning her and her parents out of doors.”

‘I had nothing to do with the Valparaiso business,” said
James.

“ Some of you had, at any rate.”

“ We may as well cut short the discussion, or it will last
till your mother comes home, and it is no use worrying her
with such a subject,” said Mr. Lyvett. ¢ Frederick, you -
must give up this nonsense. I must have your word of
honor upon it.”

“T am not prepared to do that,” was Fred’s reply.

“Why 1"

The young man was silent.

“ Why ? I ask you,” irritably repeated Mr. Lyvett.

“My friendship with Miss May is more serious than you
imagine, sir. I wish to make her my wife.”

An ominous pause. Then Mr. Lyvett broke it with a

_~mocking laugh. :

~ “James, go outand get acap and bells. We will fit him
out for Astley’s. He shall play the fool's part in the next
new pantomime. Oh, Fred, you had beiter go to school

| again and learn wisdom.” -

‘¢ A pretty pantomime it is that he is enacting now,” said
James, with a look at his brother. “I am ashamed of you,
Frederick.” ‘

“It’s a man's privilege that he may marry whom he
pleases,” said Frederick.

“ No, sir; he has not a right to marry whom he pleases, -
when the step will disgrace hunself and ‘his family,” retorted
Mr, Lyvett.

¢« My family are prejudiced, or they would not deem this a
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disgrace. I acknowledge that Sophia May’s birth and
rearing are not equal to mine ; but many better men than I
have got over that obstacle, and found themselves none the
worse for it.”

“ We will put her birth out of the discussion, if you will,”
said Mr. Lyvett;  her rearing also. There is a more serious
obstacle, Frederick. Pray, are you aware that she went out
as governess ¥’

“Yes. In Lady Tennygal’s family.”

“ And did you hear how she got in there ”

“ Got in ¥’ echoed Frederick. “I don’t understand you,
sir.”

“ She got into Lord Tennygal’s house by fraud. Gave false
accounts of herself ; forged certificates, and all that. Now you
are a lawyer, Fred, and know how that can be punished.”

“ Nonsense, sir? You must be under a mistake.”

“T am under no mistake,” returned Mr. Lyvett. ¢ One of
the letters of recommendation purported to come from us—
Lyvett, Castlerosse, and Lyvett. Her father was palmed off
as a dead man, but once an eminent solicitor and friend of
ours. Other recommendations were equally false; and, on
these, she was admitted to the family. TLord Tennygal
applied to us afterwards, and to Lady Langton ; who, in point
of fact, was the first person imposed upon, as it was she who
saw the certificates and engaged Miss May ; and thus the plot
was laid bare. Miss May’s services lg Lord Tennygal’s family
were dispensed with the same day.”

“ But she could have known nothing of these false recom-
mendations ! exclaimed Fred Lyvett.

“Of course not,” mimicked his father. ¢ They dropped
into Lady Langtox_l’s hands from the clouds, just in the nick
of need. What a greenhorn you are, Fred !”

“1f you knew her, you would not suspect her of such
conduct,” retorted Frederick. ‘ She is honor itself. ' Perhaps
her parents, over anxious, may have been tempted—but I
have no right to say this. However it may have been; I will
stake my name that she herself was innocent.”

“You'd lose the stake.” There can be little doubt that she
herself furnished them. At any rate, there can be none that
she was a pa.rty to the conspiracy. I forget the details now,

¢
|
i




82 PARKWATER; OR, TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT.

but it was all plain enough to me at the time. The old
Dowager Langton came to me at the office, and we went into
the matter together. A fine rage she was in, threatened to
prosecute Miss Mav Steer clear of her, Fred, my boy : she's
too clever for you.’

“ Of course, I will inquire into this,” conceded Frederick.
“ But I am perfectly sure she will come out of it as bright
as crystal you could not look at her, sir, and believe
otherwise.”

“You need not talk about looks, Fred,” broke in J amaes.
“You never could read people or countenances in your life.
You know it.”

“T will answer for her perfect innocence in the affair before-
hand,’ repeated Frederick to his father, turning his back on
James. “ What other people did was no fault of hers, sir;
and I shall not allow it to make any difference in my inten-
tions.”

“Then understand me, Frederick; you must choose
between this girl and your family. If you degrade yourself
by marrying her, you are no longer one of us, and you must
leave the business.”

¢« That’s all talk,” thought Fred. ¢ Said to intimidate me.”

« Either ho or shall go out of it,” added Mr. James, in a
determined, haughty manner. And he rose and said good-
night to his father.

It broke up the conference. Indeed, Mrs. Lyvett and her
daughters entered almost immediately.

On the following evening Frederick dashed up to Brompton.
It was of little use his going in the day time, as Miss May was
engaged with her teaching. She was at tea.

“ Is it true, Sophia, that you knew of those false recom-
mendations ?” he asked, after a confused and hurried account
of what he had heard.

“Oh dear, no,” replied Sophia, hftmg her hands in horror
at the bare idea. I know of them ! what do you take me -
for? My Aunt Foxaby managed itall. A friend of hers,
Mrs. Penryn, who interested herself greatly for me, wrote to
~ Lady Langton in my favor. What she really said, I know
" no more than you, for I never saw the letter, but it would
appear that it was not too clearly worded. She said, I believe,
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that my father had been attached to the house of Lyvett,
Castlerosse, and Lyvett ; Lady Langton took that to imply
that he had been a partner, and wrote to that effect to Lady
Tennygal. The first intimation I had that anything was
wrong came from Lord Tennygal. I had been there several
months then, and had given satisfaction. You may imagine
my surprise. It came upon me like a blow ; for it caused
them to dismissme. Nothing underhanded, much less wrong,
was intended by my Aunt Foxaby and Mrs. Penryn ; they
would not be capable of it ; and they would both tell you so
if they were not dead.”

“ But the letter of recommendation purporting to come from
Lyvett, Castlerosse, and Lyvett?’ pursued Frederick. :

“1 never comprehended that,” acknowledged Sophia, all

‘fair-spoken candor. ¢ It wasalways a puzzletome. My own

opinion was, that no such letter was ever written : if it was, it
must have been the work of some enemy who wished me ill.
I did not seek much to fathom it ; the matter altogether was
too painful to me ; and where was the use when my situation
was gone? I'm sure, I thought I should have fainted with

grief the day they turned me away. One thing alone bore me

up—the consciousness of my innocerce.”

¢ If ever I desert her, may I be—smothered !’ ejaculated
Fred to himself, in an ecstasy of admiration. I knew it
would prove to be no fault of hers. My father is so prejudiced
that he would impute anything to her. And James is worse,
for he is as exclusive as the day. I'll marry her in private at
once ; and, if they find it out, they must storm, that's all.”

He sat lost in thought, letting the cup of tea which Sophia
had handed him grow cold on the table. Perhaps Frederick
Lyvett's guardian angel was secretly struggling within him
against the resolution. Certain it was, that many reasons
presented themselves before him why it should not be. But
a man in love and a wilful man are alike hard to grapple
with ; and Fred Lyvett threw doubts to the winds.

¢ Sophia,” said he, lifting his head at length, “my people
at home are regularly set against us : it is of no more use to _
~ ask their consent to our union than it would be to ask the

Lord Chancellor’s. I see nothing for us but a private marriage.
You are wearing yourself out with this lesson-giving ; but, as

" oo
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my wife, you will at least have leisure and comfort. I don’t
take anything like the income James has, but I get a good
round sum, and I think it is the best thing we can do.”
Sophia thought so too. She sighed down her satisfaction,
and timidly whispered that she would “ resign her will to his.”
He thought she had better give up her teaching instanter,
and go down to some quiet place in the country where there

was a rural church. He would come and see her on the Sun- .

days ; and when things were in readiness, say in a month or
- 50, they would be married. Sophia said Yes to all.

Then they began to discuss arrangements ; and the evening
passed rapidly on till the clock struck ten. - It was Fred’s
signal for leaving, and he wished her good-night.

Putting her feet on the fender, she sat plunged in the
golden visions that the future was-to bring forth. -But all- in
a moment, when they were at their brightest, there came upon

. her, unbidden, a thought of a different nature. It gave her a
fit of shwermg, and she shook for a mmute or two from head
to foot.

“Qh,” she cried to herself, « would 1t not be better to refuse
him even yet, and go on as. I am going? Why should I
shiver all on a sudden like this? Does it come to me as a
warning ¥’

On the following morning, when Fred Lyvett's cab waited
for him, the groom having some trouble .to restrain the im-
patient horse, Mis. Lyvett called her son to her side. -

“What is it, mother? I am in a hurry. My father is
~ already gone, and I shall get in for it again for being late.”

¢ Only one little minute,” she said. “ What is this whisper
that I have heard?”

Fred’s cheek flushed. He dearly loved his mother. He
sat down on the sofa, and Mrs. Lyvett rose and placed her
hands on his shoulders, looking into his face with her loving
eyes.

* - “Your father has been much put out. I have gathered
enough to know that it is about you: that you are acquainted
with some one not at all proper—some one that you say you
will marry.”

¢ That’s my father’s version. She—"

¢ Hush, Frederick, I would rather not enter into it. "I

. 5 .
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oniy want to say a word, You are aware that you were ever
my favorite child. I have loved you dearly, better than I
did the others.”

He laid hold of his mother’s hands and kept them, and she
leaned forward till her cheek touched his.

“Itis but a little word that I wanted to whisper,” she
continued to repeat.  Dearest Frederick, remember that no
good comes of disobedience ; never be betrayed into it. If
your father is averse to your wishes, and thinks them unsuit-
able, wait with patience ; remember your duty to him ; and
perhaps- time will soften obstacles and bring your hopes to
pass. You know that he has only the interest of his chil-
dren at heart. Be not tempted to act rebelliously against
your parents, for no good would attend it. It is your mother,
my darling boy, who tells you this.” -

She kissed his cheek with affectionate earnestness, and
hurried from the room, wishing to avoid further mentivn of -
the topic, then and always. Never, never did she think that
more than a word was needed by him, who had always been
8o considerate and obedient. Frederick Lyvett descended to
his cab, and drove down to the office in so sober a style that
his groom wondered. He was in a serious mood all that day :
should it be disobedience, or should it not? He was well- -
principled, and had hitherto been affectionately dutiful. If
that unhappy girl had not taken so deep a hold on his heart !

I"A
-

" CHAPTER ‘XL

. A STOLEN MARCH.

OW things come about in this world of ours is
truly strange! A few weeks subsequent to the
above events, Mr. Castlerosse, the second partner in
the house .of Lyvett, was sceking for a clergyman

with whom to place his son to read for Oxford. One Satur-
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day morning a client, who was at the offices on busisess,
strongly recommended to him a Mr. Balfour, the incumbent
of a retired parish in Surrey. So Mr. Castlerosse, beirg an
impulsive man, took an early dinner and went down without
delay to see Mr. Balfour. Luck did not favor Mr. Castle-
rosse : Mr. Balfour was gone to town, and would not behome
till late at night. So Mr. Castlerosse, unwilling to have had
his journey for nothing, and finding there was a comfcrtable
inn, telegraphed to his tamily that he should riot be at home
until Monday.

Mr. Castlerosse was a good Churchman, rarely missing
divineservice. But on the Sunday morning the skies were so.
blue, and the leaves of the trees so green, the air was altogether
so refreshing, and thé country so lovely, that perhaps he may
have been forgiven for strolling and sitting in the fields and
lanes instead of attending church. He never forgave himself
for it afterwards. ’

He went to church in the evening : and after service was
over walked home by invitation with Mr. Balfour, and sat

" with him for an hour or two. Upon rising to leave he in-
quired, pursuing the thtead of their conversation, whether
Mr. Balfour would not go to town with him by the early
train : for the clergyman was to go up to see Mrs. Castlerosse
and his future pupil.

“ No,” answered Mr. Balfour. “I have a marriage to

erform.”

“You do not get many of them, I expect, in this little .
place,” cried Mr. Castlerosse. .

"¢ Very few indeed. These parties are from London. The
lady has been down here three or four weeks,“lodging at a

. farm-house.” - N

‘ ¢ A nice, lady-like young woman, she seems,” irterposed

Mrs. Balfour; ‘“a Miss May. The gentleman is a Mr.
Lyvett.”

“ May ! Lyvett!” echoed Mr. Castlerosse, recalling the old
affair and the shipping off of Fred : he had not been informed
of the recent trouble. ¢ What’s his Christian name$ What .
sort of a looking man is he ¥’

¢ A fair young man, with a light moustache and an eye-
glass. And,” added tuc clergyman, referring to a paper, “ his
name is Frederick. Frederick Lyvett and Sophia May.”
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The effect this information had on Mr. Castlerosse, who
was a most excitable man, was such as to startle Mr. and Mrs.
Baliour. - He soon explained himself, and demanded that the
ceremony should be stopped.

“I have no power to refuse to marry them,” observed the
clergyman. “ They are both of age.”

“Of age !” repeated the heated Mr. Castlerosse. * Heaven
and earth, sir? Don't I tell you it is a horrible runaway
marriage, that will ruin Fred for life, and drive Mr. Lyvett
mad ¥’

“They were asked in church for the third and last time
. this morning, and both of them were present.”

“Good heavens !” cried Mr. Castlerosse. “And I should
have heard it, had I only been there, and could have pounced
upon him! Well, sir, I tell you that this marriage, if it

- takes place, will drive his father mad, and give his mother
the heartache for life. The girl is no_better than an adven-
turess.”

But still the clergyman shook his head, and urged that
without just grounds he could not stop it.

Away tore Mr. Castlerosse to the telegraph station.
Nobody was there who could send a message : it was beyond
hours. Mr. Castlerosse stormed and bribed, and a porter ran
for the telegraph clerk. . More storming, more bribing: and
at length a message was telegraphed to the head office in
London, and Mr. Castlerosse returned to-the inn to sleep.

Frederick Lyvett was also sleeping there. For as Mr.

" Csstlerosse ascended the stairs to his bedroom he saw a.
door opened in ‘the corridor, and a pair of boots thrust cut
by an arm in a shirt-sleeve. Whether the half-dressed gen-
tleman saw him he did not know, but he recognized

. Frederick Lyvett. ¢ Ah, ah, Master Fred, my boy !”. he
thought, “you’ll get a pill, perhaps, instead of a wife.” He
did not attempt to see and reason with him. Instinct told
him it would be useless. He preferred to leave that to Mr.
Lyvett, who would be down by the earliest train.

At six o'clock the following morning, Mr. Castlerosse was
.up ‘and away to the railway station, where he had the pleasure
of sitting on the bench outside for nearly an hour before it
was opened. With the first appearance of a porter, he rushed

.
~
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up and seized hold of him. The porter recognized him as
the gentleman-who had played some antics in the telegraph
office the night before, wanting to telegraph up to the chief
office that no—clerk was in attendance.

“ What time does the first train getin here from London 1’
demanded Mr. Castlerosse. .

“¢The first train don’t stop here,” said the porter.

“Then the first train that does stop — But he’d no doubt
get a special,” he added to himself.

“ Well, it don’t get in much afore-8. 45. It's due at 8. 40 ;
but the steam ain't never up with a will the forepart of a
journey. It ain’t had time to get itself up.”

““8.45! That’s a quarter to nine,” groaned Mr. Castlerosse,
‘“ and they are to be married at eight! I hope and trust he
will be able to get a special. Are there any flys or coaches to
be had here ?” he inquired aloud.

"« There’s a man as kesps one fly. - He don’t get much to
do. He'’s a blacksmith by trade; and he ain’t often called out -
of his forge to drive.”

“ Where can I find him %’

“He lives a rood or two t'other side of the Wheatsheaf
Inn.”

Away walked Mr. Castlerosse. The blacksmith’s shop was
easily found, and the blacksmith was in it, shoeing a horse.
A tall, intelligent-looking man.

“T am told that you have a ﬂy for hire,” began Mr. Castle-
rosse.

“ A one-horse fly, sir.”

“T want you to be with it at the station this morning to
wait for a gentleman whom I expect—

“ By up train or down, sir?” interrupted the man.

“Down. And when he comes drive him with all speed to
the church. Be in waiting there directly you can get ready :
by half-past seven if possible. I think he will come by a
special train.”

The blacksmith looked up from his employment. “I
. can't take the job, sir, if you want me to be there before the
regular down train. I could be there for that, but not before.
I have got a wedding this morning at eight o’clock.”

“You must go to the station,” peremptorily spoke Mr.
Castlerosse. “I don’t care what I pay you.”
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“ It is not a question of payment, sir,” civilly answered the
man. “T have engaged myself to this lady and gentleman,
and T would not do such a thing as go from my word. I
take them to the church, wait for them, and take them from
thence to the station, to catch the quarter to nine down train.”

Mr. Castlerosse seemed beaten on all sides. He turned
crustily from the unmanageable blacksmith ; went back to

- the station, and charged the porter to tell any gentleman who
might arrive by a special train from London that he must
make for the church without the loss of a moment. Then
bending his steps towards the churchyard, he-paced about
amongst the gravestones. - In his state of excitement he could
not sit still, or remain away from the chief seat of action. A

. little before eight the doors were opened ; he entered the

church and ensconced himself behind a pillar, where he could
see and not be seen. There were no signs yet of Mr. Lyvett,
but presently the wedding party came in.

The bride was first, ]ookmg lovely ; that fact struck even
the prejudiced mind of Mr. Castlerosse. 'Who on earth was
conducting her? Mr. Castlerosse stared, rubbed his eyes, and
stared again. To his horrible conviction, his unbounded
indignation, it was—his own favorite nephew ! A medical
* student, graceless in the sight of the rest of the world, pains-

taking in that of Mr. Castlerosse, whom Ae had thoughts of
benevolently setting up in practice ; the good-looking, care- -
less, random Charley Castlerosse.

Scarcely had the clergyman begun the service when Mr.
Castlerosse glided forward. “I forbid the" marnage, ” he said.
“1 can show cause why it should not take place.”

A shudder passed through the frame of Sophia May. She
did not know who caused the interruption, or what plea was
going to be urged. Her face assumed the paleness of the
grave, and she bent it forward, and hid it on the altar rails.
The bridegroom, however, turned round and confronted the
intruder. Whilst Charley Castlerosse never turned at all, for
he had recognized the voice, and hoped to escape unseen, only

- wishing there was an open grave at hand, that he mlght drop
into it.

The scene that ensued was one never yet witnessed in that =

quiet little church ; but Mr. Castlerosse failed to show any
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legal grounds for delaymg the mamage ¢ His father will be
here directly,” he screamed ; “ he'll be here with a strait-
waistcoat ; he's coming by the first train.”

Frederick Lyvett took a high tone. He dared Mr. Castle-
rosse to show just or legal cause for his interruption, and he

dared the clergyman to stop the ceremony. Mr. Balfoury:-..

with a sigh, opened his book again, and Mr. Castlerosse looked”
vainly out for Mr. Lyvett. There was time yet. How was
it that Mr. Lyvett had not come? Where was the special
train

How was it, indeed, that Mr. Lyvett had not come? On
the previous evening, the family and servants having retired
to rest, for it was Mr. Lyvett’s safe and good old custom to be
up last in the house, as it had been his father’s before him,
he and his wife were preparing to follow them, when Mrs.
Lyvett spoke:

“James, I do believe Frederick has not come in !”

“My dear, I told you that Fré\Q went out vesterday for
some days.”

¢ Oh, I understood you to say until to-night only. Where
has he gone ¥

“I did not ask him. He has taken his own course lately
with little reference to me. Somewhere in the country. I
expect Charley Castlerosse is with him, for Rowley saw them
in a cab together, with a portmanteau or two upon it. They
are off on some expedition, I suppose. Fred has lately been
out of London a good bit: and [ am rather glad that it should
be so,” added Mr. Lyvett, significantly. He had no idea that
somebody else was also out of it.

He had put out the lights and taken up the bed-candle-
stick, when a tremendous peal at the hall bell echoed through
the house. .

‘“What can that be 1’ exclaimed Mrs. Lyvett.

“Seme drunken fellows passing. I wish I was behind
them.” But there followed a second peal louder than the
first,

“Don’t go down,” cried Mrs. Lyvett. * Look from the
window.” Mr. Lyvett tovk the advice, opened it and leaned
out.

“‘Who is that ¢’

;
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“Is this J. Lyvett, Esquire’s ”

“Yes.”

¢ Telegraphic despateh, sir.”

“ Who from ¥’

“Don’t know.”

Mr. Lyvett went down, and returned with the despatch in
his'hand. He read it by the lignt of the bedroom candle,
his wife looking over him. Sure such a message was never
sent by telegraph before : but' Mr. Castlerosse was not col-
lected when he wrote it.

“Fred’s down here: going to be married to-morrow at
eight o’clock to that serpent-crocodile. Take a special engine
and come and stop it. The old affair revived. May, the
porter.

‘“ HENRY CASTLEROSSE.”

Mr Lyvett was in a cab the next morning betimes, and
“had nearly reached the railway station, prepared to demand a
special train, when, in putting his hand in his pocket to get
the fare ready for the cabman, he discovered, to his con-
sternation, that he had left his money-case at home. This
was through being over-cautious. He had put the case out
on the drawers the previous night, lest he might forget to
change it from one suit of clothes to the other in the hurry
of dressing ; and on the drawers it was still. He had to
drive back ; and this delayed him considerably above an hour.
The clock was striking eight as he finally drove up to the
station. He knew that the train must be then about going
out.

“ A first-class ticket for Eaton,” he breathlessly exclaimed,
throwing down a sovereign. “ How much time have I 7’ he
added, as he took up the change.

“None. It is startmg now.. You can’t go by it. The
express leaves at ten.”

%I must go by it,” he said, rushing to the line of car-
riages. “Hi!hi!stop! Porter! stop!”

~ “ Too late, sir,” said the porter. ‘Train’s on the move.”
“Open a door, man! It's a business of life or death.
Open a door, I'say. Here! all right ; never be known.”
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Something of a golden color mysteriously found its way
into the porter's hand, and a door, quite as mysteriously, flew
open. It belonged to a third-class carriage,. the last of the
train. Mr. Lyvett scrambled into it.

The train steamed up to its destination; that is, Mr.
Lyvett's destination ; steamed well. It was only forty-one
minutes past eight when it reached Eaton. He sprang from
the carriage.
¢ “This is a first-class hcket " cried the porter, eyeing him _
suspiciously. R

“ And if I choose to pay for a first-class carriage and sit in
a third, what’s that to you! How far is the church off ¥’

« Half a mile.” R

“ Which is the way to it?’ - -

“Out at the back, down the steps, ‘and straight a.long up
the road.”

“ Any carriage to be had ¥’

“ No. Pa‘ynes ﬂy was here, bringing folks to the train,
but it's gene again.’

Mr. Lyvett rushed madly down the steps. The road was
before him, and he could see the church spire rising at’a’
distance, but it looked more like a mile away than half one.
How could he get there? What a shame that no conveyance
was in waiting! The knot might be being tied then, and he
arrive just too late. As to running, that was beyond him: it
was up-hill, and he was a fat man. He espied a horse fastened
to the palings of a small house close to the egress : a butcher’s
boy and his tray had just jumped off it : he was taking the
station-master’s wife, who lived there, some steak for their
dinner. Without consideration, Mr. Lyvett unhooked the
Jbridle, mounted on the horse, and urged him to a gallop.
The dismayed boy, when he had recovered his astonishment,
started in the wake, hallooing, *‘ Stop, thief!” with all his
stentorian lungs, which only made the horse fly the faster.
About half-way to the church the rider came upon Mr.
Castlerosse, sitting philosophically on the top of a milestone
by the roadside.

“ Well?” cried Mr. Lyvett, pulling up, as speedily as the
pace he was going would allow.

. ‘“Well it is, I.think,” grunted Mr. Castlerosse. « Why
couldn’t you come before ¥’
3
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“Am I in time 9’ . . ,

“No, you are not. They are married and gone.- -You
couldn’t expect to be.”

¢ Are they really married ¥’ gasped. Mr. Lyvett, his arms
dropping powerless with the news.

“They are. I stood in the church and saw it done. I
strove to prevent it, but was not allowed. I was not his

~ father.”

Mr. Lyvett slowly descended from the horse. To en-
counter the panting and abusive butcher-boy, who protested .
the policeman was a-coming up with the ’ancuffs. A short
explanation and another golden piece settled the lad, and
sent him riding off in wild glee. .

* You say they are gone. Where ¥’

“1In that train which I suppose you got out of,” was poor’

. Mr. Castlerosse’s testy reply, as he pomted to the smokmg car-

riages whirling along in the distance. ¢ A more determined,

obstinate, pig-headed man than your son has shown himself

this day, I never saw. It will come home to h1m as sure as
his name’s Fred Lyvett.”

¢ As he has made his bed, so he must lie on it, g returned
Mz. Lyvett, striving to make light of his bitter gnef But
not in their worst antlclpatlons could he and Mr. Castlerosse

‘suspect how very hard that bed was to be.
And meanwhile Frederick Lyvett and his bride- were_
steammb gaily away, havmo won thelr stolen march cl
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CHAPTER XII.

THE COUNTRYWOMAN.

HERE appeared one day before the gate of a rather
r ‘handsome house, some little distance north of the
Regent's Park, a countrywoman carrying a child and
a bundle. The moment she.was inside the gate, she
put the child down, and with a movement that bespoke
fatigue, led him to the door and rang—a humble peal.

“T want to see the missis, please,” she said to the maid-
servant whé answered it, her accent a very broad one.

“ What. for ¥’ inquired the girl, scanning the applicant ;
who, however, looked far too re°pectable for one of the
begging fraternity. My mistress is not at. liberty to any-
body this morning. I can’t admit you.”

“Then I must sit down with the child on this here step,
and wait until she can see me,” returned the woman, in a
perfectly civil but determined voice. .

“ It's not of any use your waiting. This is the day the new
people come in, and the rooms are not ready for them, in
consequence of the mistress being called from home last week
to stop with her sister, who was taken ill. Me and the cook
and missis are all busy, and she can’t be interrupted.”

“I'm sorry to hinder work,” returned the stranger, ¢ but
it’s your missis’s own fault, for changing her house and never
telling me. If it's not convenient for me to sit down in the
kitchen, I'll wait here ; but see her I must, for this is a’'most
my last day. Perhaps, young woman, you'd be so obleeging
as mention that it’s Mrs. Thrupp, with little Ran.”

. The servant began to think she might be doing wrong to
refuse, the more especially as the woman alluded to things
which she did not comprehend ; and, lea.vmg the mlﬁor
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standing there, proceeded to inform her mistress. She re-
turned almost immediately. ‘ You are to walk in,” she said ;
“but my mistress says she does not know anybody of your
name.”

The countrywoman was shown into a well-furnished pa.rlor,
‘and Mrs. Cooke came to her. A tall; stately widow lady, in
a black silk dress that rustled as she walked. She had
recently lost her husband, and, with him, a large portion of
her income. Unwilling to vacate her house, which was her
own, and by far ‘oo large for her reduced means, she had
come to the resolution of letting part of it if she could find
any friends to come to it. And: this she had done. .

The countrywoman dropped a courtesy. “1I should be
glad, mum, if you please, to see the missis.”

“ I am the mistress,” auswered Mrs. Cooke.

The stranger looked confounded. She put the child down,
whom she had again taken in her arms, telling him to be

" still : but indeed he seemed to be a quiet, tractable little
fellow. Searching in her pocket, she drew forth a piece of
paper.

““Be so obleeging as to read it, mum,” she said. *That's
the direction as they give me, and I'm sure I thought I had
come right. If not, perhaps you'd be good enough to direct
me, for I'm a’'most moithered in this great Lunnon town, and
half dead a-carrying of the child. There seems to be no end
to the streets and roads and turnings.”

¢ This is my address, certainly,” said,the lady, looking at
the paper. “ Who gave it you? What is your business?
I have lived here many years. I am Mrs. Cooke.”

“The lady I want is not you at all, mum.” She is young.
They told me she lived here. She used to live there ’—
showing the back of a letter—‘“and there’s where I went
after her, yesterday. But the people there said she had left .
them ever so many weeks back, and had got a house of her
own, and they wrote down the address for me. They said,
mum, that they only knew it by the man as came for her
piano telling them where he was gomc to take it too, for she
did not tell them herself.”

. “ Now it is explained,” said Mrs. Cooke. ¢ The lady you
. speak of has taken part of my house. Mrs. Lyvett.”
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“ That's not the name,” quickly observed the woman..

“ Perhaps not the one you knew her by. . She is just
married.”

# Married again, is she ! Well, mum, I must see her, if you
please.” . .

" “She is not here yet. They are in the country, and are
coming home to-day.”

“ That's bad news for me,” said the stranger after a pause.
- “ What time is she expected #”

“It is uncertain. Probably not much before six. They
have ordered dinner for that hour.” : ‘

“Good patience ! what am I to do #” exclaimed the woman.
““ And the ship a-going to sail on Saturday, and not a thing
yet got together! Good lady ! if you'd let me leave them
with you !” ' :

“ Leave what{”

“ The child and his bundle of things, and a little matter of -
‘money I have got to retum .

“ My good woman,” said Mrs. Cooke, I do not understand
you. Leave them for what purpose ¢’

“To hand over to—what :%d you please to say her name.
was now ¥’ i -

* Mrs. Lyvett.”

« Ay, Mrs. Lyvett ! ! Iam arate bad oneat minding names.
He's a year and nine months old, and we have had the care of
him since he was quile an infant. But now, me and my
husband have joined the Land Emlgrant Society to Sydney,‘
and I can’t keep him no longer.”

“ Whose child is it 7’ inquired the astonished Mrs. Cooke.

% Well, ma’am, that has never been told to us quite direct.
The lady did not say. His father, poor little fellow, was
abroad, fighting. He have died since.”

‘The woman stopped to wipe her hot face ; Mrs. Cooke
. listened in a maze, of perplexmy

“ A month or more ago,” proceeded the woman, “there -
came a man down to our country, mum ; a agent, they called
him, of the Foreign Land Society, and he persua.ded a many
of us to go out ; so I wrote to tell the lady of it, and that she
must find another place for little Randy. No answer came,
mum, and we wrote again, and then we wrote a third time,
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and still no notice was took. Very ill-convenient it was for
me to keep him while we sold off our things and journeyed up
hero ; but what was I'to do? We got up yesterday, and I
went to the place where she used to live, and found she had
moved from there, and had come here.”.

¢“T think there must be some mistake,” returned Mrs.
Cooke, wondering greatly. “I do not believe we can be
speaking of the same person.” '

" “Oh, yes, we are, mum. Leastways, I should think so. I
saw our own letters awaiting there on the mantle-shelf. She
ordered the people to keep all letters safe for her till she sent
for thiem.”

“ What was the lady’s name 2’ ‘.

“Mrs. Penryn: the same as the child’s. . I fancy she is his
aunt.” -

““Then we are speaking of different people. This Jady,
before she became Mrs. Lyvett, was Miss May.”

“Tt is so, mum. Once, when she got behind in her pay-
ments—for it’s she that has always paid us for the. child,
though she has not told us who the parents are—my husband
journeyed all the way to Lunnon to see about it. She was
going by her maiden name, he found, Miss May : it was more
convenient, she explained to him—for her school and music
teaching. The payment has been quicker lately, and some
that’s remaining in"hand I have brought back. It’s sixteen
shillings, mum, which I'd leave, please, with the child.”

*“ You cannot leave the child. It is quite impossible that I
can receive so extraordinary a charge. I must decline to
interfere. Indeed, I am sorry to have been told this.”

“ Dear, good lady, pray be merciful ! Not a thing can I set
about while I'm saddled with this child ; and we a-going out
o’ dock on Saturday. He’s such a dreadful weight to carry
about, and we be a-stopping all down in Rotherhithe. Mrs.
Penryn must take him and.give him back to his mother.”

¢ Perhaps he has no mother.” ’

“Qh yes, he has, mum. She sends messages to him in
Mzrs. Penryn’s letters.”

Mrs. Cooke considered. She saw that the person before
her was, beyond doubt, a decent and honest countrywoman.
The story was a very curious one.~~Mr. Frederick Lyvett's
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connections were 5o highly estimable ; could it be that the lady
he had married was less so? She folt perfectly certain that
he did not know of his wife’s previous marriage ; she knew
him very well indeed, and he would be sure to have mentioned
it to her. That Miss May was not his.equal, and that he had
married her against the wish of his family, he.had told her
freely. If Miss May was indeed Mrs. Penryn, why had she
concealed it from him ?

*“ All T can do,” she said aloud, “is to allow you to wait
here till Mrs. Lyvett returns. You can have some dinner
with my servants. But I must request you not to speak of
this matter to them, for it would not be prudent.” )

Early in the afternoon, and before the house was well ready
to receive them, the travellers arrived. Frederick Lyvett
handed his wife from the carriage, brought her in, introduced -
her to Mrs. Cooke, and waited while that lady installed them
in their aparf,ments He then hastened away : there was time
for him to run down to the office before dinner. Not a single
word had Fred heard from his father or mother, or anybody
~ “.connected with him, during hisabsence. He had written, but
his letters obtained no answers. o

The servants carried the luggage up stairs, and Mrs. Lyvett
cast scrutinizing glances over her new home. The drawing-
rooms were handsome enough to satisfy even her; and she
was growing tolerably j.articular. She then went into the
sleeping-rooms, and. told the servanis to uncord the boxes.
Mrs. Cooke had gone down stairs again. Some instinct had
prevented her from speaking of the subJ ect which had troubled -
her. The better plan, she thought, would be to send the
woman up herself.

The servants uncorded -the boxes and retreated Mis.
Lyvett knelt down before one of the trunks, and was taking
out some of the things when a knock was heard at the door,
and thé countrywoman entered. She was leading the boy, who
was dressed in a blue cotton frock and pmafore, his light hair
dispersed in pretty curls over his little head. She carried the
bundle in her hand, and his hat and cape. Mrs. Lyvett
‘stared in amazement.

¢ Mum, you have forgot me, I see; but sure you have not -
forgot your little ward—the child. I be Mrs. Thrupp, from
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Suffolk. Randy, give your hand to the lady, and hold up
your pretty face. Indeed then, mum, I see a likeness in it to
yours : we thought he might be some blood relation.”

To describe the startling effect this had upon Mrs. Lyvett .

. would be a difficult task. A spasm seized her face ; its color
became livid, as if she were ready for the grave. The child,
led up to her by Mrs. Thrupp, held out his hand, but she
started. from him with a cry of agony.

“Why have you come here? Why have you brought
him %’ were the first connected words she gasped forth, in a
piteous, wailing tone. And the woman explained why : just
as she had to Mrs. Cooke. _

That she was shocked, startled, frightened, and in no
measured degree, was evident to the countrywoman. But in
a few moments Mrs. Lyvett’s mood changed : anger replaced.
her fear. Taking a haughty tone, she refused to receive the
child. She was not his mother, she said, and did not at
present know were his mether was to be found. But Mrs.
Thrupp quietly said she should leave him.

Seemingly at her wit’s end, and all her hauteur forgotten,
Mrs. Lyvett resumed. Entreaties, promises, were in turn
resorted to, to induce Mrs. Thrupp to take away the child *
and keep him ; to take him to Australia, to put him out to
nurse in London ; anywhere, with anybédy ; do with him
what she would. Mrs. Thrupp steadily refused to comply.
Not, she said, that she did not feel the parting with him :
she loved him as a child of her own. The boy was frightened,
hid his face in his nurse’s dress, and cried out aloud. Mrs.

" Lyvett, rendered uncontrollable by the noise, and hoping. to

" stop it, seized the child and shook him. He screamed out all
the louder, for very terror; and she beat him about the ears,-
and shock him still till his breath was gone. .

% Good mercy !” uttered the Suffolk woman, as she tore .
him from Mrs. Lyvett, and folded him in her sheltering
arms, “there’ll be mischief done next. Why, you have got
no kindness o’ nature about you, mum! It's no fault of his,
poor child, that I can’t keep him.” ’

“ You must take him with you,” Mrs. Fred Lyvett con-
tinued to urge, but in a subdued voice, as if fearful it should
be heard outside. “ You must !” -




100 PARKWATER, OR, TOLb IN THE TWILIGHT.

« T have said I cannot,” returned the woman ;3¢ where's
the good of my repeatmg it, mum? We have hlred our-
selves out, over seas, to do hand labor, and it’s not posstble
for me to be encumbered with a child.” -

¢¢ And yet you would encumber me with him !”

“ But it's your right to take him, mum. You must know
who he is : ;you've always paid for him. Anyway, I can’t
carry him with me.”

“Put him out in London then,” again frantically urged
Mirs. Lyvett. “Find people to take him ; I will pay you
‘well. -Look here,” she added, opening a purse and pouring
out the sovereigns with her shakmcr hands, ““you shall have
all of it. Here's a bank note as well.”

“ Mum, I thank ye, but I have not a minute of my own,
and we don’t know a soul in this big city. - My husband
will be a'most ready to beat me for the time I'm losing to-
day. Money is not of so much value to us now as time : and
we be going where they say we shall get plenty. And now I
must say good-by to you, Randy. -Lord help ye, child, and
raise you up a friend in your need.”

She tried to unwind his arms, but the child sobbed and
. moaned, and clung to her.

“I haven’t got the heart to do it,” she said, the tears
dropping from her eyes on his little face. “T’'ll get him to
sleep afore I go, and we’ll part that way. There, dear:
Randy shall go to sleep with nursey.”

She untied the strings of her bonnet, leaned her face on the
little child’s, rocked him in her arms, and began a low,
chanting sort of ditty. It was her favorite mode of hushing
 him to sleep, and the boy, exhausted by the recent scene, was
soon soothed to it.

“ He's as fast as a church, now,” she whispered. * I sup-
pose I may lay him down on the bed.”

Mrs. Lyvett offered no opposition. She sat as one stupe-
fied, opposite to the woman and child, looking at them and
'bltmg her lips. Mrs. Thrupp cleared a place on the bed
amid the articles that had been carelessly thrown ox it—
shawls, paper, cord—turned down the coverlid, gently laid
the child on the blanket, kissed him, and covered him up.

“ Now, mum, I'll wish you good-day,” she sald “and
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good luck in this world, if we should never meet again. But
oh! think betters of the hard things you have said, and be
kind to.little Randy, till you give him up to his own people

She had got out of the room, when Mrs. Lyvett, as if a
sudden thought struck her, opened the door and called her
back. The woman returned, but somewhat reluctantly, for
she was indeed pressed for time.

“You will oblige me,” said Mrs. Lyvett——and she was
now as calm as the sky in summer—* by going out of this
house at once, without exchanging a word to any one.”

“ And that's what I mean to do, mum. To-day can’t be
no day of gossiping for me.”

“Then go down quietly, so that the household does not
hear you, and let yourself out. I wishit. Here is some-
thing to drink Randolphe’s health on his next birthday,” she
added, putting a sovereign in her hand.

“Mum, I thank you, and we'll do it heartily. It’s in
September, you know, and I hope we shall then be nearing
the other side. Mum,” she added, the tears rising to her -
eyes, ““you will surely be kind to him as long as he stays
with you?’

« Of course, I shall be kind. But I was put out just now.
You ought to have given me notice of bringing him, and then
I would have provided for it. There is no accommodation
for him here, and I'm sure I don’t know how I shall manage
with him unt11 his mother comes back to town. I wish you
a safe journey.” )

The woman, obedient to Mrs. Lyvett’s wishes, went quietly
down the stairs and left the house. The hall door was
somewhat difficult to shut outside, and as she proceeded
along the garden path, she ‘turned round to make sure she
had not left it open. Mrs. Cooke was standing at her parlor
window, watching her over the short venetian blind. It was
a warm June day, and the window was wide open. Mrs.
Thrupp dropped a courtesy.

“T’'m obleeged, mum, for your hospitality, and feel it was
kind of you to,bestow it on a stranger, such as me.”

The lady nodded in reply, and the countrywoman passed
out at the gate, just as the clocks were chiming four.

Now we cannot follow the thoughts and acts of Mrs

4 -
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Lyvett. What really passed in that chamber, after the de-
parture of the woman, was seen by none : by none save her- -
self and Heaven. That she wasin a perplexing predicament
it would be folly todeny. Any minute between then and
six o’clock she might expect home her husband. Naturally
he would be surprised at the new inmate ; naturally he would
say, Whose is-this child? Sophia might reply, It was the
child of a friend of mine. Who is the friend or where is
she? would be the next questlon and she knew her hus-
band quite well enough by this time to make sure he would
ingist upon the question being “satisfactorily answered.

Frederick Lyvett might be (as she paid him the compliment to
think) rather soft in some matters, but at least he possessed
a nice sense of honor, and the instincts of a gentleman. What
if she were not able to find this friend, the mother %—what
if she were out of town, as intimated to the countrywoman,
and not ta be got at? And—putting the poor child aside—
in the examination into matters that her husband would in-
evitably set afloat, what past inconveniences and episodes
might not come to light ! Whether she had been married
‘before, or whether she had not been, she had certainly called
herself Mrs. Penryn. 'Who was Mr. Penryn, and where was
“he ?

When she had knelt at the altar by Frederick Lyvett's
side, and the officiating minister had adjured her to declare
whether there was any impediment to her being wedded in
holy matrimony, and to answer as she would answer at the
dreadful day of judgment, she had held her peace.

‘What if she now avowed a previous marriage to her hus-
band? Would it avail her? She would have to furnish
proofs of it, and of Mr. Penryn’s death. And it might be
that she could do neither the one nor the other. Alas ! alas !

Sitting there opposite the calmly sleeping child, all these
thoughts and suggestions passed rapidly through her mind in
a wild chacs. We cannot tell how they affected her, what
terrible mischief they may have wrought upon her brain.
She had never gone through an hour’s agony such as this, she
had never been in a strait so fearful.

In one sense of the word, she was not altogether inex-

- perienced in these shoals and quicksands of life; for the
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Caterpillar romances and French novels on which she had
beea nurtured; and on which her mind had been formed—if
it was formed on anything—abounded in such. That very
fact had probably caused her path in later years to be more
complicated than its events would otherwise have made it.
Quite a repository of resorts, to which the various heroines
had been driven to fly to from unmerited dilemmas, lay stored
in her memory : many and many a time had she, in sympa-
thetic imagination, put herself in their places, and said, I
should have done this or that : and the doing of this or that
had all seemed very easy ! Things appear easy in theory to
‘most of us: but when that theory has to be reduced to prac-
tice, they assume an aspect altogether different. Sophia
hitherto had revelled in the specious trials of romance ; now
she was brought face to face with stern reality. She had
passed through some straits ; but had never encountered such
a one as this.

She wrung her hands ; she would have shed scalding tears,
but that her burning eyes dried them ; she shrank from look-
ing at the little sleeper on the bed. Ever afterwards she
believed, honestly believed, that the trouble bereft her of her
senses ; that she was not, in- that dreadful hour, responsible .
for her actions. '

CHAPTER XIII.

A FIT OF SHIVERING.

REDERICK LYVEIT proceeded to the office, and
entered his own room. Very much surprised was he
to see Mr. Jones (now of some consequence in the
house) seated at his desk.

“ How are you, Jones?” said he, shaking him by the hand,
“ What's going on out of the common ¢’
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* Nothing,” replied Mr. Jones. ¢ Why ?”

“ That you are in this room ¥’ .

“ That’s the governor’s doing,” said Mr. Jones, confiden-
tially, alluding to the head of the firm. “ Wish you joy,
Fred. How's Madam?’

“Quite well. Let me come there.”

“I say, it was .too bad to steal a march upon us all.
"Twould have been but civil to invite a fellow to the wed-
ding.” - .

“Get out of the way, Jones, I want to come to my place.
Pretty cool, I think, your usurping it.”

Mr. Jones laughed. “I dare not get out, Fred. The firm
has assigned this place to me for good and all. I am a mem-
ber of it now.”

“Don’t talk to me in that strain.”
 “It's true. I signed articles yesterday.”

Frederick Lyvett looked at him for a few moments as if
unable to take in the information. * You signed articles
yesterday ! What on earth do you mean?’ .

“ Just that. They -have made me a partner. Not to any

great extent yet a while, yet they have made me one of them,
and given me a share.”
“Ts my father in his' room ¥’ % -

“TI suppose so. I say, stop a mmute How you Whlﬂ.
yourself off from ome !”

“Well ¥

" Mr. Jones suddenly took his haud, speakmg in a low tone.
“If they have put you out and me in, Fred, believe me, it is
no fault of mine. I never should have sought to raise myself
on your downfall. . You will hear more from Mr. Lyvett and
James.”

Frederick Lyvett went up stairs and opened theé door of his
father’s private room. The latter waved him away, for a
client was sitting there in eager converse. He next looked
for his brother James. Mr. James Lyvett was not in. He
then went dewn to the old confidental clerk, Mr. Rowley.

“Rowley, what is all this that’s up? Jones has possession
of my desk, and says it is by my father’s orders.”

. “Oh, Mr. Frederick, I am as much grieved as if you were
my own son,” was the old clerk’s answer. * I.did try to say

<
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" a word for you to Mr. Lyvett. But he would not hear me.
Perhaps time may make things right. I hope and trust it
will. You have not seen him %’

“No. Sir Chailes Dalrymple is there.”

¢« Sir Charles will not stay long. I know what he wants
to-day. Mr. Frederick, I must say a word of counsel to you.
It will not be the first I have said, you know.”

“ Not by a good many,” laughed Frederick.

“ Your father is very much put out. This has been the
worst blow he has ever had. He feels it for you, not for
himself—"

“Then he has no cause to feel it for me,” interrupted
Fredenck “ for the step I have taken has assured my happi-
ness.’ But M. Rowley held up his finger for silence. -

-« would ask you to be prepared for any ebullition of
anger, and bear it without retort,” he continued to say. “In
his vexation he may speak hasty words ; but don’t you retali-
ate, Mr. Fred, for that would only make matters worse.
‘When his anger has calmed down, say in a few months, he
may set things aorain on the old footing for you.”

¢ But Jones is in.

¢ There’s room for you and for him too. The business is
large enough. I fancy they always intended to give Jones a
small share. See your father, Mr. Fred, and be submissive
to him. If— There goes somebody. Wells i” :

“Yes, sir.”

«Ts that Sir Charles Dalrymple who has gone out ¥

“ Yes, it is, sir.”

“ Now's your time, Mr. Frederick, before anybody else
comes in,” resumed old Rowley, in a whisper.

Away tore Frederick up the stairs, a flight at a time,
anxious to “stand the firing and get it over.”

The “ firing ” was not that anticipated. Mr. Lyvett said
little, and. that little calmly. It was apparent that his feeling
of anger had merged itself into the deeper onme of sorrow.
He quietly expla.med to his son that after the marriage he
had made—had persisted in making in express defiance of his
mother's wishes and his own commands——he could no longer
remain a member of the high-standing firm of Lyvett, Castle-
rosse and Lyvett; and that he, Mr. Lyvett, had exercised the
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power he held in his hands to dissolve the partnership, so far
as his younger son was concerned. But he did not wish to
be harsh, more so than the proprieties of the case demanded,
Mr. Lyvett continued to say, and a certain sum of money
(£6,000, being a portion of what Frederick: would inherit
hereafter) he had caused to be placed to Frederick’s account
at the banker’s. The interest of this would supply household
exigencies (the wife he had married could not require refine-
ments or luxuries, not having been reared to them, he added
in a parenthesis), and he would recommend Frederick to
commence practice on his own account:

Mr. Frederick Lyvett heard his father to an end, and then
spoke, ‘ My marriage,” he said, “is an act that concerns
only my private life.  How can it affect my remaining, or not-
remaining, in the firm ¢’ : v

¢ The person you have married is particularly objection-
able to us, Frederick, and you were aware of this. As the
daughter of the man and his wife who were our servants for
many years in these offices—Iow, common peeple, with nothing
whatever to redeem them from their native sphere—itis im-
possible that we can ever associale with her. If they gave the
girl ap accomplished education, though at the best it must
have been a superficial one, why, it only served to render her
miserable and themselves ridiculous.  There were other

and more weightier objections to her, of which I informed
you 7

“They were not true, she disproved them all,” eagerly
interrupted Frederick. "

“ They were true; But she is now your wife, and I will
not again allude ‘to' them. Your brother felt—I felt—your
mother and sisters felt—Mr. Castlerosse felt—that your
giving your name to this person cast a slur upon yourself so
great as to render it inexpedient for you to remain a member
of this firm ; indeed, it could not be permitted. I can only -
say I hope you will:do well, alone. We can no doubt put
some odds and ends of practice into your hands, and we will
do so.”

Frederick Lyvett did not answer. He was reflecting on his
father’s words ; revolving the prospect before him.

“Upon one point, Frederick,” Mr. Lyvett went on, ¢ we




A FIT OF SHIVERING, 107

must have a thorough understanding. Upon tio pretext seek
to introduce her to the family ; do not attemptit; it would
be derogatory to your mother and sisters and to James’ wife.
Neither at present nor in future shall we ever submit to know
her—"

“ Do you not think you are harsh, sir, in this ?” interrupted
" the son.

“No. The fact is, Frederick, our feeling towards her is
very, very sore.  There’s no doubt, though you may not see
it—I hope, indeed, for your sake that you never may—but
there is no doubt that she has shamelessly and cunningly,
played her cards to draw you in. While you have thought
her all that she appears on the surface : guiltless, innocent, .
inexperienced, generous ; she has in reality been hard at work
at her' crafty game—entrapping you—and she has played it
out. No, we can never consent to know hier. Yourselt we
will receive. Come and see us whenever you please—your
mother wishes it—remembering that your wife’s name, and all
allusion to her, is an interdicted topic. Come and dine with
us to-morrow if you will. This evening we are going out to
dinner.” .

T will not promise to come,” answered Frederick. ¢ Of
course, it would cause me great-pain to be on estranged terms
‘with you all, and especially with my mother. I think I am
treated ill in this aﬁalr but for my mother’s sake I will not
resent it.”

“My boy !” cried Mr. Lyvett, the agitation of his voice
betraying that his wounds were sharp just then, ¢ I trust that
sbould children be born to you, they may never bring the
grief to you that you have brought home to us.”

Frederick Lyyvett met the hand that was held out to him,-
and clasped it Wzﬁ'm]y, gulping down the heart-ache that rose
in his throat. .

. “This estrangement is very bitter, father. I am deeply
sorry to have grieved you, but I did not think you would
have taken it to heart like this.”

“ Until you shall be a father yourself, Frederick, and your
children grown, you can never know what this trouble is.”
~ “I shall live but in one hope now, father: that in time

you may see cause to be reconciled to-my wife, and esteem,.
her. In tlme.
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Frederick went down stairs ; the old clerk was looking out
for him.

“ How have you sped, Mr. Frederick 7’

“Sped? Well, not very well. My father has chosen to
take it up as—as I never thought he would. And that farce
of turning me out ! It is tostand.”

Mr. Rowley shook his head. “I knew it was to, when
they did it. Mr. Lyvett talks to me of most things. Was
he very outrageous ¥’

“ Cool and calm. The family don’t want to break with me.
He asked me to dinner to-morrow.”

“That’s better than I hoped for,” was the hearty response.
“Pray go. You will, won’t you ?’

“No, of course I shall not. A pretty compliment to'my
wife that would be—to go home to dinner and leave her
behind.”

«“Tt is all you can do. Conciliation is the chief step at
present ; much lies in that. Al lies in it, for it paves the
way for other steps later. You don’t know the feuds that
time and conciliation have l‘eCODClled Go, Mr. Fred, go;
take old Rowley’s advice for once.’

«I think I have taken it pretty often. I say, Rowley, just
look about for what’s mine. Here’s the key of the private
drawer in the desk Jones has usurped. Put all the things
together, and I will send for them. There ought to be a few
books of mine somewhere.”

And thus Frederick Lyvett was turned out of his father’s
offices. It was the first unpleasant result of his marriage. If
it had but been the last !

Calling a cab, he returned home, getting there at six o clock.
The dinner was ready to be served, and he hastily went to
wash his hands. The bed-room and dressing-room looked in
much disorder ; things were half in, half out of the. frunks, the
floor was strewed. Fred Lyvett had the bump of order, and
the sight jarred on that organ’s sensitive nerves. He kissed
his wife, so young and fair, and said something about her
fatigue. She was in the dress she had worn on the journey,
.quite a noticeable event, for she was so fond of finery.

¢ Sophia !” he suddenly exclaimed, as they were beginning
«dinner, “are you ill ¥’
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She was attempting to eat her fish, but-her face had
turned livid, and a fit of trembling seemed to have seized on
her. '

“Itis only the fatigue of the journey,” she said, her teeth
chattering as she spoke. ““ And I exerted myself unpacking.”

“You should not have attempted to unpack to-day. I see
you have been unable to put anything away.”

T felt il1,” she murmured. :

Frekerick Lyvett rose and approached his wife. The very
chair shook under her. '

. “Once or twice before—when I have been much fatigued
—T have been attacked—Iike this,” said Mis. Lyvett, in dis-
jointed sentences.

¢ Can I bring you anything up, me’am ¥’ inquired the maid
who was waiting. ¢ Anything warm?” she added, looking on
with compassion. )

“Yes,” cried Mr. Lyvett, hastily seizing on the suggestion,
% bring some brandy and water. Did the brandy and wine
come, that I ordered in?’ .

Tt is placed in your cellar, sir.” :

“ Bring up a tumbler directly. Hot and strong. My dear-
est Sophia, what can this be ?” )

¢ T shall be better soon,” she faintly answered.

Mrs. Lyvett drank the brandy and water, and became
better ; but she refused her dinner, and leaned back in an
arm-chair while Mr. Lyvett finished his. After the things
had been removed, the servant again appeared at the door.

“Can I speak to you for a moment, if you please, ma’am ¥’

“To me? asked Mrs. Lyvett. She rose and approached
the door, a nervous movement running through her frame.

The girl pulled the door to behind Mr-. Lyvett before she
spoke, but did not close it. “My mistress wished me to ask,
ma’am, if we should make some bréad and milk for the baby’s
supper ¥’ . .

“ The—baby’s—supper ¥’ she stammered.

. ¢ Qr is there anything else he would like better ¥ :
Mis. Lyvett made a sudden movement, which brought her
back against the door-post. “ What baby?’ she asked."

* ¢ What are you talking of ¥’

The maid looked surprised. ¢ The little boy, ma’am, that

the countrywoman brought here.” o
& [
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““ The woman took the child away with her,” gasped Mrs.
"Lyvett.

“Took it away ! Oh, then, added the girl, breaking off her
sentence, ‘‘my mistress must have been mistaken. She
thought it was left.” -

Frederick Lyvett had quick ears. “ What was that con-
sultation about a baby, Sophy?’ he said when hls wife
returned.

Mrs. Lyvett strove-to smile, but when her lips were drawn
away from her teeth she could not get them back again.
“ People do make such stupid mistakes,” shé attempted to say,
but at best it was but a low mutter. “ A woman who—knew
my mother—called here this afternoon—-with her baby-—and
the servant thought she had not gone.’

Theexcuse came to her lips on  the moment’s impulse. But
it is probable that had poor Sophia Lyvett known where, in
all the wide world of London, her mother was that day to be
found, the great tragedy of her life had never taken place.

The words and the matter passed away from Fred Lyvett’s
mind. His wife threw herself into the easy-chair again, and
he related to her'the substance of what passed at the office,
suppressing only the stern prohibition as to all futwre inter-
course with herself. He strove to make light of if, just as
though it were a farce. “They are on the corky system just
now, Sophy,” he concluded, “but they’ll come down. Don’t
be dlsheartened

She urged his acceptance of the following evening’s mvxta—
tlon-—ur«ed it so strongly, in so agitated and eager a manner,
that it turned the scale of his mind in favor of going. He
had wished to go. Not only on the score of policy, as the
old clerk urcred but that it would be terribly painful to }nm-
self to be esbrantred from his family.

“T would have liked to go,” he honestly avowgd ; “but I
don’t like to leave you alone for a whole evering, ‘Sophy.
They dine at seven ; .I should not get home till ten, or later,
» for it won't do to run away the mmute dinner’s over. A
disgraced child must be on its good behavior.” Mrs. Lyvett

nly pressed it the’more urgently She should be happier
alone, knowing he was there than if he remamed away for
her gmtlﬁcatlon.
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‘When they retired to rest, Mr. Lyvett saw that the clothes
and packages had been put tolerably straight by the servants.
In the middle of the night -his wife was taken with a second
fit of trembling, so violent that it woke him up in alarm.

CHAPTER XIV.

AN EXPEDITION IN THE DUSK.

T ORNING dawned. A beautiful, sunny June day.

§Y B Mrs. Fred Lyvett seemed pretty well—a bright

morning is always good for the spirits. She got

up and was nearly dressed, when she heard a noise,

- as of shaking, in the dressing-room. She sprang into it with

a gesture of fear. Mr. Lyvet,l: with some coats on his arm,

had hold of the brass knob of one of the elosets, and was

shaking to getit open. Oh, don’t do that 1 she uttered,
seizing his arm.

“ Why, what is the matter ?” he inquired, for her face was
nothing else than a face of terror.

“You may break the lock.”

“Spphy, dear, what ails you?’ he asked, looking at her
attenfively. ¢ Break the lock! Not I. And if 1. did, it
need not put you out like this. This is a capital closet. I
noticed it when I took the rooms. Lots of brass pegsinit;
the very place for my clothes, as I and Mrs. Cooke decided.
You will want the other-one and the wardrobe. Where’s the
key of this. closet?” he demanded of the servant, who ap-
peared in answer to his peal at the bell. '

“1 don’t know, sir,” she replied. ¢ It was in the door
when we made the, rooms ready yesterday.”

“Itis not in it now.’

“T have not touched it, sir. I noticed last night that it
was out, when I was putting the things straight.”
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“1 must have it,” said Mr. Lyvett.

Mirs. Lyvett interrupted. She had been standing with her
back to them, one hand pressed on the dressing-table.

“Perbaps I took the key out,” shesaid. “I'can’t quite
remember, but I know I was lookmtr in the closet. I will
search for it after breakfast.”

But even while she spoke these few words, she had turned
her face away again to bury it in a drawer, and they eould not
see its shivering whiteness.

The maid left the room, and they went into breakfast.
:Vhen it was over, Mr. vaett rose. “ Now, Sophia this

ey.

th I willlook for it hy-and-by.” '

“ButI want it now. I want to arrange my thmos at
once. Otherwise you will be troubling yourw]f £ do it.”

* It will be no trouble.”

X “ My dear, I shall do it myself. Be so good as findme the
oy.” !

She rose and left the room. But the moment she was in
the bed-room, far from searching for the key, she sank down
on a chair, wringing her hands ; her whole appearance, her
face, her attitude, bespeaking a state of wild alarm. Mr.
Lyvett suddenly opened the door, and saw her.

“ My dear Sophia, what is the matter ¥’ A fit of trembling,
violent as that of the previous evening, was shaking her now.

“‘What can it possibly be ? Youmust have medical advice.
When was it you expenenced these seizures hefore ¢’

It is nothing—nothing,” she panted. “I did have them
some years ago. Frederick—" . »

“ My love ?”

* Do not tease me to look just now for the key. I will get
it for you by this evening.’

¢“Oh, never mind the key My thmgs will do any time.
Think of yourself. T'll ask Mrs. Cooke to recommend a

. medical man, and we will have him in at once. She is’ sure

to employ one in the neighborhood.”
He was hastening from the room, but Mis. Lyvett arrested
him by a gesture and 2 groan—for it could not be called a

word. ¢ Call no one,” she murmured. “Let me only be- -

quiet, and it will pass away. Itis an attack of the nerves,
brought on by fatigue.”
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He stood and watched her : and presently she arose, languid
but composed. She took his arm, and they went back to the
breakfast rpom. Two dark circles were round her eyes, and
altogether shg looked as her husband had never seen her lock.
He gently put her into the easy chair, and drew a footstool
before her.’

“ Now I tell you what, Sophia; you must not stir out of
that chair all day. And if the trembling comes on again,
take some brandy-and-water immediately. It did you good
last night. You shall not go, travelling again, if this is to be
it. Shall T remain at home with you?”

“ No, oh no,” she eagerly answered : “ you could do me no
_ good. Tonly want quiet. You know you have a great deal
to arrange to- day, and several people to see. Pray do not
neglect anything.”

“ Well, I shall not go home to dine this evening.”

“You must go—jyou shall go?’ she exclaimed, with a
vehemence that positively startled Mr. Lyvett. I tell you,
Frederick, any worry would only make me worse, and it would
WOITY me dreadfully to know that you neglected this first in-
vitation of your father’s. It might render the. breach irrevo-
cable.” :

“ Good-by, then,” he said, stooping to take his farewell.
“But I can tell you my going or not going depends upon
whether you are better. And be sure don’t get worrying
yourself with the luggage to-day. The things can wait until
to-morrow.”

Mr. Lyvett passed down the stairs, and as he was crossing
the hall, met Mrs. Cooke. He had known her many years.
~ Her son, now dead, had been articled to his father’s house.
He stopped to shake hands, and they turned into the parlor.

- «I am sorry to hear Mrs. Frederick Lyvett is not well,”
she said.

¢ Not very. . From fatlgue of travelling, I believe. She
says it will soon pass off. I wish you would go up and see
her, Mrs. Cooke. And,” he added, dropping his voice toa
whisper, “if you think it anything serious, just send for a
doctor, and say nothing about 1t to my wife until he is
here.”

*He took his departure for the day, and in a short txme Mrs )
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Cooke went up stairs. The young wife seemed very well,
then. She received her landlady haughtily, not to say un-
graciously ; and spoke in a resentful tone of her husband’s
baving thought she needed special inquiry or assistance..
Mrs. Cooke perceived the illness was not a welcome topic, and
passed to another.

“Did the countrywoman take away the child 3esterday ¥
asked she, in a friendly tone.

“Of course she did,” was Murs. Lyvett's reply, looking
steadily at- her. And nearly at the same moment she was
taken with a fit of coughing, and had to put her handkerchxef
to her face.

¢ So Ann brought me word, when I sent up.to ask if you
would like some food for him ; but—I do not know how my
sight could so have deceived me. I saw her go away, and it
seemed to me that she had nothing with her Where he was
hidden, will, to me, always be a mystery.”

« He was asreep in ber arms, under her shawl.”

“ Well, no, that could hardly be. Both her arms were
hanging down. I noticed her hands: sheé had one brown
cotton glove on, and w4s carrying the other.”

“ She would scarcely leave her child a present for me,”
returned Mrs. Lyvett, with a forced laugh.

Mis. Cooke cleared her throat, arid looked .another way,
speaking hurriedly.

“ The woman mentioned to me some particulars, and said
she had brought the child to leave with you. I regret much
that she should have spoken, for of course it is-no business of
mine ; but I beg to assure you that I shall never think of
mentwnmo the subject to any one.” :

“ I'm sure I don't know what she said to you,” was the
answer, delivered in a curt, discourtecus tone. “ And it is of
no consequence. She is a woman who is slightly deranged at
times, and is then given to say strange things ; but nobody
notices her. I have occasionally given her money in charity,
and’ that is what she wanted yesterday. The child is her
own, her youngest but when the mania is upon her, she
disowns him.”

Mrs. Cooke said good-morning, and betook herself to her
_ own portion of the house. She found much food for reflec-
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tion that day. . Was she to believe the countrywoman’s tale,
or Mrs. Fred:rick Lyvett’'s 7 She inclined to that of the
former, who not only appeared perfectly sane and sensible,
but had honesty written on her face ; which Mrs. Lyvett had
not. Moreover, the countrywoman’s tale carried probability
with it, and the bringing back of the sixteen shillings, which
she said she had been overpaid, corroborated it, as did the
little bundle-of the child’s clothes. '

It was a disagreeable matter altogether ; at least, that was
the impression left on Mrs. Cooke’s mind ; and somewhat
mysterious. In the first place, Mrs. Cooke could have
positively affirmed, if necessary, that the woman had nof the
child when she departed. Carrying it she certainly was not;
yet where could it have been hidden? Under her petticoats ?
No. She was of slender make, and her lavender cotton gown
hung down, flat and scanty, as peasants’ gowns generally do.
Yet it was equally certain that the child had gone, for Mrs.
Lyvett could not have got him hidden in the house. How -
and when had the child departed ¢ Who had taken him
away, if not the woman ? And yet, if Mrs. Cooke couid
trust the evidence of her own sight and senses, the woman
had not taken him. '

Mrs. Cooke felt intensely mystified. However, as she
repeated to herself, it was no business of hers, so she would
not wonder any more about it. But the more she strove to
follow this resolve, the less she was able todo it.” The affair
haunted her all day: )

Frederick Lyvett came home in his cab to dress. How
long that cab and horse would be his, he knew not ; he was _
already making preparations for their sale. He had found a
-vast deal to do all day, what with one thing and another,
and apologized to his wife for his long absence, as he stooped
to kiss her and hurried into the dressing-room.

He found . the closet open, and his things placed in it.
His wife had done it. She appeared to have recovered, and
she left her own dinner, just served, to go and talk with him.

" She begged of him not to leave his family for the sake of
hurrying home, saying she should not wish to see'him one’
moment before eleven. He was elated at her being so well,
and descended at half-past six to his cab, which had waited
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for him. Mrs. Lyvett finished her dinner—with very poor
appetite, as it seemed—and had a cup of coffee brought to
her.

The evening went on to dusk. Mrs. Cooke was shut up in
her back parlor, which opened to th> garden, the servants
were in the kitchen, when Sophia Lyvett, wearing a large
shawl and carrying something cumbersome, passed down the
staircase in the gloom. Slowly and cautiously stole she, as
if she dreaded even the creaking of a board, across the hall,
whose lamp was not yet lighted, and out at the front door.
She pulled the door to, but did not close i€ after her, dreading
perhaps the noise it would make ; sped through the gate,
and turned towards the Regent’s Park. The road lamp.
flashed on her face. Its features, as seen through her veil,
were white as death, and her mouth opened with every
labored breath she drew. ‘

She bore steadily on her road, but with difficulty, for she
was not accustomed to heavy burdens. The road is tolerably
lonely there ; and every now and, then, when not a soul was
in sight, she leaned against a dead wall, or a railing, or a stone -
gate-post, for rest. . Once, when she was well-nigh exhausted,
she sat down on a garden step. She had sat.a minute whena

- policemarn appeared, coming round the corner she had passed.
She sprang up and darted away, helped on by unnatural
stiength. )

She came to the Regent's Park—it was no great distance—
and was entering it, when another policeman appeared, coming
from it. She turned short round, and stood back against a
dark wall. She knew her way quite well about the locality,
for, before settling at Brompton, she had tried this neighbor-
hood, and had stayed in it for two months, hoping to pick up
pupils. The policeman did not see her ; he turned off the
other way, and as the echo of his footsteps died away in the
distance, she went on again and entered the Park.

‘When she came out of it her arms were free ; what she had
carried was no longer in them. Hailing a cab that chanced
to be passing she got into it, giving the driver only a word of
direction ; that of the road in which Mrs. Cooke’s house was
situated. ; :

«“ [W'hat part of it ¥’ he inquired.
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“ Drive on. Tll tell you when to stop.”

She sat. in it, panting and breathless, shaking as she had
been shaking at home on the previous evening. She let the
man drive past her house some slight distance, and then
stopped the cab. The fare was very trifling, but she put
half-a-crown into his hand, and walked on, away still from
home. Cabmen, as a whole, are suspicious men, remarkably
wide awake, This one glanced keenly at her face through
her veil, and looked after her. Then he turned his horse
round, and drove slewly back, looking out for a fare. .

When the cab was out of sight, Sophia Lyvett turned and

- approached her home. No lights were in the drawing-room,

80 her husband had not returned. That was fortunate : she
had not felt perfectly sure that he would not come home early,
in spite of her injunction ; but another circumstance was less

-~ 80. The door, which she had hoped to find ajar, as she left

it, was closed ; and she could not get in unseen, as she had
wished to do. The hour she did not know, but thought it
might be half- past ten.

‘What should she do? She scarcely liked to knock and
enter, and face the surprise as to her proceedings at so late an
hour. An idea came over her that if she could go in with her
husband it would be thought she had but gone out to fetch
him. Yes, she would wait, and do that. The shutters of
Mrs. Cooke’s parlor windows were closed. So much the
better ; the prying eyes of that lady could not be upon her.

Sophia paced back along the garden path to the gate, and
paused there, in the full light of the gas lamp. At that
moment a cab drove past. She did not recognize it ; but the
driver recognized her as the liberal -fare he had recently set
down. -He had met another, a cab full, whom he was driving
home. He turned round on his box, and noted the house:
no fear that he would #iot know it again.

:Another cab came up, a private one, and stopped at the
gate. Mr. Frederick Lyvett's. Fred jumped from it, and his
groom drove off immediately.

* “Why, Sophia !” he exclaimed, in the very excess of
astonishment, as he entered the gate and encountered her.

- «“Ts it you

She laughed louily. I put on my great shawl, and came
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out to walk up and down before the gate, waiting for you.
It was hot in-doors, and the night air is pleasant.” -

But he seemed rather cross ; ‘seemed to think the proceedmg
an extraordinary one; and, while they waited for admittance,
recommended her not to do it again. Sophia fancied that the
servants stared curiously at her ; nothing in the world is so
imaginative as conscience. Both the servants were in the
hall: the one opened the door to admit them, the other was
speaking to her mistress. Mrs. Cooke was sitting in her
parlor near the door, which was wide open.

“ Good evening,” said Mr. Lyvett, halting to speak. “A
warm night, is it not ¢’

Mrs. Cooke rose and came forward. ¢ Yes; it is very
warm. You gave us a fright, Mrs. Frederick Lyvett,” she
added : and Sophia, who was hastening up the stairs, felt at
these words compelled to turn. ‘ When Ann came up to
light the hall lamp, she found a beggar boy in the hall: a
young man, indeed ; a great, strong, ill-looking fellow. He
pretended to ask for bread, but it is a mercy she saw him, or
we might all have been attacked in our heds to-night.”

“ How did he get in ¥’ asked Mr. Lyvett.

“We could not imagine how,” said Mrs. Cooke, * until we
found Mrs. Lyvett was out. You must have left the door
open,” she added, looking at the Jady. “If you will kindly
take the trouble to ring when you are going out, one of the
servants will be at hand to show you out, and close the door
after you. Perhaps,” she continued, smiling, *“ Mrs. Lyvett
is not accustomed to London, and little thinks that the streets
and roads are-infested with thieves and vagabonds ever on the
watch for plunder.”

“Oh, Mrs. Lyvett has lived in London all her life,” was

“Fred Lyvett’s reply. “Had you much trouble in gettmg rid
of him, Mrs., Cooke ¥’
- “No. I thought it best to conciliate the gentleman, and
called the cook to give him some broken victuals. He then
asked for old shO% ; and I was obliged to threaten him with
a pohceman before ne would quit the place

Tt is the police who are to blame,” returned Mr. Lyvett
“ 'What right have they to suffer these fellows to be prowling
about the roads at eleven o’clock at night ¥’
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«“Qh,” said Mrs. Cooke, “it is an hour and a half ago.
More, I think.” .

«T hope you Wi{l not be troubled again with such a cus-
tomer,” concluded Fred. ¢ Good-night, ma’am.”

His wife had run up stairs, and he followed her. The
servant had also gone up with lights. “ Sophy,” he said, as
the girl withdrew, “you must have been out a long time.
‘Where cansyou have been %’

“ Only walking about, watching for you. I told you so.”

« Don’t go letting yourself out again, my dear, in that odd
gort of clandestine way. And at night, too! Ring the servants
up, and let them wait upon you. It is different here from
that place you were in at Brompton. Mrs. Cooke is a gentle-
woman, you know, and accustomed to proper ways. Besides,
you are Mrs. Frederick Lyvetl now ; don’t be afraid of giving
necessary trouble.” ,

Mirs. Lyvett turned the conversation off. She was very
tired, she said, and should go on to her room and undress.

Fred nodded, and said he would follow her presently.

- She had no further attack of trembling that night.” But
she tossed and turned from side to side in wakeful restlessness ;
and, when she did get to sleep, she moaned and startled so
repeatedly that her husband obtained no rest. '

« T am sure,” thought he, ¢ that honeymoon journey of ours,
must have been too much for Sophia ! Travelling does upset
some people ; I suppose she’s one.”
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CHAPTER XV.

THE CHILD.

N the following Monday evening there sat in a room
at Rotherhithe a small collection of country people,
men and women. A discontented expression was on
their faces'; and not without cause. They were from

Suffolk, intended emigrants to Sydney, who ought to have
gone out of dock on the previous Saturday ; but from some
bad management, which they could not or would not compre-
hend, the ship was to be detained for another week ; and they
rebelled at the delay.

““ A boxing of us up in this here wicked London, as is full of
‘acciderts and revellings I” cried a woman, who was spelling
- OVer a newspaper. “ A poor innocent lamb they have been

a drownding of now. ' A pretty little fellow, with flax-colored
hair, it says:”

“ Read it out, Giles,” said some one of the company.

Goody Giles preferred to tell if, « He were found in a

place they call the Regent’s Park. A gentleman were a-pass-
Ing along, and his dog jumped into the water and fished up a
bundle, which they think had lodged on the side, without
sinking. They got it out and opened it, and it were a poor
little boy.”

“When was it? How big was he ?” inquired one of the

men.

" “It were last F riday morning, and he looked to be a-going
on of two years,” replied Goody Giles. “ His frock and pinafore
was of blue cotton.” :

" Another woman, seated at the window, turned round her
head. “ What else do it say ¥’ she asked, in a quick tone.




THE CHILD. 121

¢ Well, I don’t mind as it says much else. Tam, take the
news, and look.”

“Tam” took the mewspaper, and ran his eyes over the
account. ¢ Yes, it does, mcther. It says as there’s a reward
of £20 offered. And he had got on a shirt and petticoat
clumsily marked ¢ R. P.’ in gray worsted.”

“ Hey, Mrs. Thrupp ! what’s the matter of you ?”

For Mrs. Thrupp bad risen from her seat at the window, and
stood as if petrified. “Forgive me if I'm wrong !” she breathed,
““but it's just the likeness of little Randy.”

“Thou foolish woman !” .uttered- her husband. * Thy
thoughts be tied on nought but that little un, night and noon.
They’ll get crazy about him shortly.” '

“ Randy wore his blue froek and pinafore the day I left
him.”

“For the matter of that, Mother Thrupp,” interposed Peter
Miles, “ there be two or three hundred children in blue frocks
and pinafores in this town of Lunnon alone.”

“And that’s the very mark of his shirt and petticoat,”
persisted Mrs. Thrupp, payirg no attention to the rebuke.
“1 thought his folks might be fashed at seeing no mark, for
ladies is particular, and when I were a-mendin’ up Thrupp’s
stockings, ready for the start, I took the needle and worsted, -
and marked his three shirts and his two petticoats : R, for
Randy, and P, for Penryn.”

“R. -P. is but commmon letters,” interposed Robert Pike,
¢ and stands for many a name. They stands for mine."

“Don’t take no note of she, Robin,” cried John Thrupp ;
“ her head’s turned with losmc the little urchin.”

Mrs. Thrupp said no more. But she took up the paper
and read the account for herself. She noted the address of
the police-station where application might be made, and the
body of the child seen. 'When she. was alone with her hus-
band at night, she told him she would go and ask to see it.

“ Thee'd never be so soft I

“ T must satisfy myself. Something keeps whispering me
that it’s little Randy. I told you his mother shook him and
hit-him, a’most like a dog shaking a rat.”

“ A pretty figure thee’ll cut, a-going to own a drownded
child, when thee gets sight on’t, and find it's one thee never
set eyes on afore !” exclaimed John Thrupp..
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" “It’s only my time and a walk,” remonstrated the woman ;
““and my mind ]l be at rest. While we be kept a-waiting
here, we have got nothing to do, now all our tkings is a-board.”

The same evening that these several laborers and their
families were conversing together, there appeared at the
police-station mentioned in the advertisements a shrewd-
looking man, airily attired about the neck and waistcoat. He
demanded to see the inspector.

“ What for ¢’ inquired an officer in attendance.

“ Something touching that child that has been found,” was
the answer. “ If I can’t see the inspector now, I’ll,come
-again.” .

“ Go in there,” said the policeman.

The man went into the room indicated, and stood before the
inspector: who heard what his business was, and inquired his
name.

“John Ripley.”

- “Wko and what are you?”

“ 1 was well-to-do once, but I got down in the world, and
I have lately been reduced to drive a night cab. I tried a
day one, but I had to pay sixteen shillings to its master
every morning before I took it out, and I could not make it
answer. I pay six shillings for the night one.”

¢ Its number and its owner,” continued the inspector.

John Ripley satisfied him ; also in various other particu-
lars relating to himself. Some of his answers were written
down.

“ And now,” said the officer, “ what have you to say about
this affair ¢” !

“First of all, sir, I want to know whether the reward will
be paid to me, if I point out the person who put the child in
the water? Because that person,” shrewdly argued the man,
*“ may not have been the one who actually killed it.”

“If you can indicate to us the individual who put the
baby where it was found, and through that information the
actual guilty party or parties be discovered and taken, you
will be entitled to the reward.” ’

“ And receive it 9’ added the man.

“ And receive it,” said the mspector, thh a checked

attempt at a smile. ““Now go on.’ N
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«Well, sir, last Thursday evening I fook out my cab at
nine o’clock, and for more than half-an-hour not a fare did I
get. Then one hailed me, and I drove him all up to the
Regent's Park, and onwards to the north side beyond it. I

. set my fare down, and was driving back, when a woman

came out of the Park, put up her hand, and made a noise.”

« How made a noise ¥’ : ' .

« Why, she had tried to speak, but was so out of breath she
couldn’t, and only a moise came from her. I got downﬁp/ene‘,d
the door, and she scrambled in. I have seen many a one
make haste over getting into a cab,” continded the speaker,
«but I never saw one tumble in }qﬂaﬁk/ as she did. ¢ Agate
Road,’ she said to me.” __—~ i

« What part of it ¥’ Fasked. o

« ¢Drive on,’ she said. ¢ I'll tell you when to pull ap.” So

‘1 did as she told me, and—" cf

« What time was this?” interrupted the officer. o

«7 can’t say to a few minutes. Between ten and /half-past.”

« Proceed.” o

« T drove up the Agate Road ; and presently shé pulled the
string, and I jumped off and let her out. I thought I should
get a. shilling from her, but she puts half-a-crown into my

- hand, and goes away, on further, up the road.’ ;!

« Js that all?’ )

 Not quite. Iturned back with my cab towards the Park,
plying for a fare, and had not gone far when a gentleman,
two ladies, and two children, hailed me and got in. They
told me to drive up the Agate Road; and I did so; when, in
passing a house, beyond which I had driven her, I saw the

same woman—or lady, whichever she was, She was standing

inside the gate, looking up and down the road.”

“Well ¥ ‘

“That is all.” A

« Did you see more of the woman ¥’

«No. My last fare went to the very top of the Agate
Road ; and as they were getting -out I took another, who
wanted to go in quite a different direction.”

“How do you connect all this with the finding of the

child ¥’ . .
“ Why, sir, I feel a positive conviction, in, my own mind,

e T s
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that it was that very woman who had been placing the baby
in the water. She panted and shook as she came from the
Park, like one in mortal fright, as I said, and the moment she
was inside the cab, huddled herself into one corner of it,
like a hare run down. And why should she conceal her house
from me, and make me drive past it? She must have had
some motive for that.’

“These circumstances amount to very little, " said the
inspector.

“ At all events, they look susplcwus enough for the police
to follow up,” quickly retorted the man. Which I guppose
you'll do, sir.”

The inspector kept his own 2 counsel : as inspectors are sure
todo. Neither eye nor lip moved “ What house was this ?” -
he asked.

1 cannot describe it as you would understand, and I don’t
know its number ; but I can point it out when I'm there.”

“ How was the woman dressed %’

. “In a big, dark shawl, which nearly covered her, and asilk
dress. And she kept a black veil over her face.”
- ¢ Should you know her again ¢’

T should know her drets: Im sure I should. It wasa
gray silk, flounces edged with bands of black velvet. The
shawl was a dark plaid, blue and green. I dldn t see much
of her features.”

“What age was she ?’

“Young.”

% Was she like a lady, or a servant ¥’

« Like a lady.”

The inspector wrote for a few minutes. ¢ Are you a.lways
to be found at this address that you have given ?”

« Except at might, when I'm out with my cab.”

He continued o write. * Have; you talked about this ¢’ he
suddenly demanded. - '

«I have never opened my lips about it till now. It was
only to-day, when the account of the finding of the child
came to my notice in the newspapers, that I began to have my
‘suspicions.”

“ Good.” The mspector touched a hand- bell and the
. policeman came in,
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“ Begbie.” ‘ '

It was the only word he spoke, but the man appeared to
understand ; for he withdrew, and another one appeared in
plain clothes. The inspector turned to the cabman., '

“ You will go with this officer,” he said, “ and point out to
‘him the house you have mentioned. Do not linger before it,
or turn your head to look at it ; just tell him which it is, and
walk past it. You understand.”

T should be dull if I didn’t,” returned the driver.

“Mark it,” was the inspector’s brief direction to his sub-
ordinate.

CHAPTER XVI.

AT MRS. COOKE'S.

T is something marvellous—the ways and means em
ployed by the metropolitan police when they are
bent upon obtaining information. None know how
they do it, or when they do it ; save to themselves,

their inquiries are sectet as ever were those of the French
inquisition. By eleven o’clock the following morning the °
police knew all about the suspected house, what character it
bore, and who lived in it. A widow lady of great respecta-
bility was its occupant, with her two servants : she had lived
there for many years.

About twelve o’clock on that same day a gent'eman stood
before the house; a tall, well-dressed, middle-aged, easy-
mannered man. He knocked and rang, as though he felt
himself to be somebody of consequence. One of the maids

" opéned the door. oo :

“Ts Mrs, Cooke at home ¥
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“Yes, sir.” ;

‘Without ceremony or any kind of invitation, he walked at
once into the hall.

“T wish to see her.”

“ What name, sir?” asked the servant, prepanng to show
him in. ’

¢ Mr. Smith.”

‘Whether Smith was his real name or not is no matter to
us. It did for the servant as well as any other other. Mrs.
Cooke was seated in her parlor; a handsome, well-appointed
room. Mr. Smith saw a tall, stately lady, dressed in rich
black silk and a widow’s cap. She was looking over some
account books,. but rose at the visitor’s entrance and laid down
her spectacles. Amongst her friends was a gentleman named
 Smith, and she advanced to shake hands, but drew back «at

meetmo a stranrrer

« Ma am,’ he began, in'a low, cautious tone; as soon as the
door was closed, drawing, unasked, a chair near to hers, and
sitting down, ¢ I have come to seek a little private informa-
tion from you. I am a member of the detective police.”

Mrs. Cooke was shocked and startled. A detective officer
had always been associated in her mind With a blunderbuss
and two horse-pistols. “She nervously began'to draw on her
black lace mittens, which-lay on the ’cable, but her trembling
fingers could hardly accomphsh it.

“ Don’t be alarmed, ma’am,” he said, with a voice and smile
tending to reassure her « My visit has nothing formidable
in it. Look upon me as an acquamtance only, who has

called to sit half an hour with you.”

¢ Sir,” she answered, “I have live to ﬂx—and-ﬁfty years,
and never had any thmo to do with the police in my life, or

" my husband either. He was in Somerset House, and I can
assure you we never did anything to bring the notice of the
police upon us. All we have ever done or said might be laid
open to the world.”

¢ Ha<i/gm1¢ fallen under their mark I should not come to
visit you in this private manner,” was his composed reply..
“T only require a lxttle mformatwn from you, which I think
you can afford me.’

“ Dear me !” groaned Mus. Looke

o
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“ Do you live in this house alone with your two servarts ?”

“ Until last week I did. I suppose, sir, [am compelled to
answer your questions?’

“ Madam, yes. Or you may be called upon | to answer them
in public : which would be less pleasant to you. Since last
week, who has resided in your house ¥’

The intimation did not tend to reassure Mrs. Cooke But
never a thought crossed her of refusing to answer, and she
resigned herself to the situation.

“ A newly-married gentleman and his wife came to reside
with me last week. My house is large for me since my hus- -
band died, aud they have taken part of 1t They entered last
chnesday ?

‘ Respectable people, I conclude ¥’ :

“ Respectable ! Sir, it is Mr. Frederick Lyvett, a son of
the great lawyer Lyvett their firm is one of the highest in
London. The Lyvetts 1Ve in ‘the greatest style at the West
End.”.

1 know them,” nodded the officer. Lyvett, Castlerosse,
and Lyvett.  Just married, are these parties ¥
% About a fortnight ago.”

- “ Who was the. lady v .

“T know very little of her. I believe she was inferior in
position to Frederick Lyvett, and his friends were against the
match. She was a Mlss ‘May, and resided somewhere in
Brompton. But, sir,” added Mrs. Cooke, while the stranger
was making a note of her last words, “I feel there is some-
thing mean and dishonorable in thus 01vmg information of the
affairs of other people. It is what I have not been accus-

. tomed to do.”

“ Nevertheless it is necessary,” he answered, in a semi--
impatient but very decisive tone, as if ignoring the scruples.
“ They came in on Wednesday afternoon Did they bring
any children with them ?”

“Oh dear, no. I said they were just married.” .

“Did any children, or child, come to visit them that day,
‘or the next? Any young boy——say two “years old, or ap-
proaching to it 9"

What doubt, what feeling came -over Mrs. Cooke at this
question, perhaps she could ‘not herself have explained. She
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did not answer it, but her face grew white, and she sat gazing
at the officer. Did the account she had read of the little
child in blue, who was found in the Regent's Park, arise
unaccountably before her? He drew his chair closer and his
voice took a sound of confidence. .

“ Mrs. Cooke,” he said, ‘ by the expression of your face, I
think you now begin to suspect the drift of my. questions. A
sad deed has been committed by some one, and certain facts
which have come to our knowledge would seem to point to a
suspicion that an inmate of year house may have been con-
nected with it. It is your duty to throw upon this matter any
and every light that may be in your power; and. the law will
demand it of you”

% What deed is it ?” ejaculated Mrs. Cooke.

“T ask if you saw any child here with your lodgers ¥’ he
continiued, passing by her question. ¢ Did you see any child
with them I

“ A woman, evidently a countrywoman, saylno she was
from Suffolk, did bring a child here on the Wednesday, an
hour or two before they came home,” replied Mrs. Cooke,
unmistakably much pained at vouchsafing information, yet
afraid to withhold it. .

“Yes. Well, ma’am? Pray proceed.”

“ She said that the child was one that Mrs. Lyvett had
placed at nurse with her, but she could no longer keep it,
because she and her husband were going out to Australia.
Sir, suppose I decline to furnish these particulars—to answer
these questions? Have you the power to compel me?’ |

“Yes, madam. At a police court, before a magistrate.”

The alternative was not palatable, "and Mrs. Cooke resigned
herself to her fate without further struggle. ¢ The woman
wanted to leave the child in my charge,” she contmued ‘

“Did you take it ?”

“Of course not. I allowed the woman to wait here until
they amved and she then carried the clnld up stg.lrs to Mrs.
Lyvet

““ Was Mr. Lyvett there ?” '

““He was gone out. The woman stayed with Mrs. Lyvett
in her bed-room, and we heard the child crying. Afterwards,
one of my servants, in passing the rooms, heard the woman
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hushing him to sleep. After that the woman left the house.”

“ How long was she with Mrs. Lyvett ¥’

“ About—I should think, three-quarters of an hour. Nearly
that.”

“ And what became of the c}nld P

“I don’t know. I wondered what did become of him ; for
when the woman left I saw no child with her. I asked Mrs
Lyvett about him the following morning, and she replied that
the woman had taken him with her. She had said the same
thing the night.before to ons of my maids, who went up to
ask whether anythlng should be prepared for the baby’s supper.
It surprised me very much ; for though I saw the woman
leave, I did not see the child. Still, I suppo»ed it must have
been so, for we certainly neither saw nor heard traces of the
child after her departure.”

“ Neither saw nor keard any ¥’ repeated the officer.

““ None whatever.”

“Did you chance to hear the woman’s name ¥’

“ She told me it was Thrupp.”

“ Now, madam, bring your thoughts to bear, if you please,
on the following evening, Thursday. Did Mr. and Mrs.
Lyvett dine at home ¢ I presume their dinner-hour is late %"

“Bix o’clock. Only Mrs. Lyvett dined on Thursday even-
mg Mr. Frederick went to his father’s to dine.”.

“ She was alone, then ¥’

“Yes.”

The officer stopped for a minute, considering. When he
resumed, the tone of his voice was low and grave ; as if con-
scious that he was asking a grave question.

“ Do you happen to know whether Mrs. Frederick Lyvett
went out that night "

Mirs. Cooke hesitated. She would have given all the world
to avoid this. -

 Madam,” said the oﬁicer, somewhat sternly ; “ you must
speak, and speak freely.”

‘ Mrs. Lyvett did go out. She went out without anybody’s
knowing it, and left the hall door open. By which means a
tramping begcar got inside the house and startled us.”

« At what hour did she go out ¢’

“ Tt is impossible to say precisely. The servant fetched
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down her coffee-cup before nine, and it was between half-past
nine and ten when we found the tramp in the hall.”

“ What time did she return

“ She returned with her husband. It was getting on for
eleven.”

“ With her husband ?” he. repeated quickly, and possibly in
surprise, only that the tone of a wary police-officer rarely
.betrays any.

- “Yes, with her husband. - I was sitting here and heard his
cab stop. They came in together.”

“ They may have met at the gate,” mused the inspector to
himself “ Did you observe how she was dressed, madam %"

¢ Not particularly. Except that.she wore a very large,
dark -shawl, which 1 thoudht she must be smothered in, so
hot a night. »

“And a veil ?’

“Yes; for she kept it down. Mr Lyvett stopped to say

good- evemno as they passed this door, and I spoke to Mrs.. -

Lyvett about the beggar, and requested her in future to rmg
for a servant to show her out.”

The detective looked over his note-book. ¢ I have f_'orgotten
one question in its order,” he said. ;¢ What clothes did the
child wear ¢’

Mrs. Cooke’s voice sank to a whisper. “ When his - cape
was off, I saw he wore a blue frock and pmafore

“Did you perceive anything strange in Mrs. Lyvett’
manner between Wednesday, when the countrywoman was
here, and Thursday evening %’ .

‘ Nothing strange. She-had an attack of illness once or
twice, which was attributed to the fatlgue of travelling.”

 What sort of illness 7*

¢ Ann, who saw her, said she shook worse than one in a
palsy, and had a cold, White look. o

The officer coughed a peculiar cough. ¢ The rooms they
occupy were open, [ suppose, to your servants on the Wednes-
day and Thursday.?’

o Quite s0. As they are now. - Itis Ann only who waits
on them.” : :

“Is Ann a discreet girl ¥’

¢ Discreet, sir ! In what way dlscreet ¥

<«
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“ Can she keep a silent tongue !”

T think she can. She is a very good girl.”

¢ Allow me to ring for her,” he said. And without waiting
for permissioz, he rose and rang the bell.

Ann herself answered it, and stood ‘with the door in her
hand.

“ Come in,” said Mrs. Cooke, and the officer rose and closed
the door behind her. She looked surprised, half frightened ;
a short, pale, quiet-mannered young woman. Ann began
her mistress, “ this gentleman wishes to ask you a question or
two. Be partlcular in replying.”

She turned her face to the stranger, who looked at her
keenly as he entered on his inquiries.

“ Youwait upon Mr. and Mrs. Lyvett, I am informed by
your mlstress

4 Yes, sir.” -

o Make beds, sweep rooms, and such like work 7’

“Yes, sir.” . i

« Last ‘Wednesday, after they came here, and the dayk
follawing, were the rooms quite open to you o

“ Open, sir,” repeated the girl, as if she scarcely understood
‘the question. ¢ Yes, they were open.”

“You saw nothmn' to induce you to suppose anything was
lying hid—any bundle, for example ¥’ ‘

“ I never thouO'ht anything about it, sir,” was Ann’s answer, '
wondering to herself what the drift of all this was. “There
was nothing hid that I noticed.”

¢ Closets, cupboards, were all open "

“ Yes, I think so—except one closet,” added the servant,
carelessly, as if she thought that of little consequence. The
key of it was mislaid.”

“Ah ! remarked the officer, briskly, a keen look of intel-
ligence rising to his countenance and fading again. “ When
was that "

“On the Wednesday evening, sir. I was going to hang
the dresses up which the lady had left about, and I could not
find the key of the closet, the one in the dressmfr-room, where
the pegs are. It was locked and the key gone.’

“Did you ask for the key ¥’

“No, sir. On the following morning, Mr. Lyvett rang the




132 PARKWATER; OR, TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT.

bell and asked me for it. And then the lady said perhaps
she might have taken it out unintentionally and had got it
somewhere. She would look and see after breakfast, she said,
and I came down again.”

“Did she speak readily %—at once ¥”

“No. Not till Mr. Lyvett pressed for the key, and seemed
displeased, telling me I must find it. He seemed to think
that I must have taken it out.” .

“Was that closet open, do you remember, during the day,
Thursday ¥’

“ 1 am sure it was not open, gir, when I made the bed. It
may have been when I put the rooms straight at night, but I
did not notice. The next morning I saw it was open, and
Mr. Lyvett’s things were placed in it.” )

“Mrs. Lyvett was ill on one or both of those days. What
was the matter with her ?” )

- ¢ She said she was tired with the railway journey. She
shook a great deal.” . )

¢ Did she look terrified ¥”

“ Well, she did, sir,” was the servant’s reply. ¢ At least,
so it struck me.”

The officer asked a few further questions, but she could
say no more of import. He rose from his chair, drew up his
form to its full height, and placed his hand upon her shoul-
ders. “ Now, my girl, do you know what Iam? I am an

officer in the detective police force, and you have been under
private examination. You must observe strict silence as to -

what has passed in this room, to your fellow-servant and to
everybody else. Shall I swear you to it ?”
The girl gasped and looked for help to her mistress. He

saw his end was gained. Little need to swear her, even had
£

he seriously meant it.

A few minutes longer with Mrs. Cooke, whom he left with

a pale distressed, uneasy face, and the officer went straight
back to the station. There he found a countrywoman wait-
ing. She also had come about the matter. A Suffolk wo-
man, who gave her name as Thrupp, and said she had nursed
a child, whom she fancied answered to the description of the
one in the advertisement—could she see it ?

Yes ; she was taken to see it. "It was lying in its little

£ =

5HE B 3




AT MRS. COOKE'S. 133

blue clothes, just as it was found. The woman gave one
look, and fell in a passion of grief upon the board. It was
indeed the same child. Mr. Smith waited until her grief
had spent itself ; and then took her away and inquired par-
ticulars. Mrs. Thrupp gave them willingly and eagerly ;
telling all she knew. Mr. Smith listened and made notes.

“ You don't know the mother of this little child, you say 2’

“We was never told, sir, who his mother was. The lady
was in a fine way with me for bringing him up to Lunnon
- unexpected, as she called it, and said, what was she to do
with him till his mother came back to town? She offered me
money to take him with me in the ship, or to get him a place
to be in at Lunnon: a handful o’ gold she showed .me. But
Itold her how it was with me—that I was put to it myself
for time to get things ready for the start; and I left him
there with his little bundle o’ clothes.”

““ He was alive then—when you left him ¢’

“ Alive, sir!" Bless him, he was alive, and sleeping sweetly
on the grand high bed where I laid him. The tears were
wet on his cheeks, though, for the lady had been'in a fierce
temper with him ; but he'd have forgot it all when he awoke.”

“ Mrs. Lyvett was in a temper, was she ¥’ -

“Yes, sir, she seemed sadly put cut at my taking him
back. Like enough, sir, she have a good temper in general
but the best o’ tempers gets ruffled at times.”

‘When the officer had done with Mrs. Thrupp for the pres-
ent, she was at liberty to return to Rotherhithe. Dut the
same day she and her husband received an intimation that
they could not sail in Australia in the vessel about to quit
the docks on Saturday: they must wait for a later one. The
delay, however, would not be at their own cost.

“I must inform you of ome thing,” said the officer, as a
parting word. “ You are not the first in the field—as to the
reward.”

“Ay,” she mused, “I do mind me that the news sheet
spoke of a reward. What did you please to say, sir?’

¢ Another has been here before you, and given information
which led us on the same scent, so that the reward will be
his, not yours.” ’
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“The reward mine ¥’ uttered the poor woman aghast. “Sir,
do you think I would touch a reward for telling out about
the killing of little Randy? No, never. Let them take it
that has got heart to do it, but it shall never trouble me nor
my husband.”

CHAPTER XVIL

THE APPREHENSION.

HE morning above spoken of is not yet done with,
, or the day either. Ann, Mrs. Cooke’s housemaid,
allowed Mr. Smith to show himself out of the
house. She had retreated to the kitchen, and was
leaning against the ironing-board, not quite sure whether she
stood on her head or her heels. Her faculties were in a state
of utter confusion ; it would have been something could she
have unburthened herself to her fellow-servant, at that mo-
ment making a tart on the table ; but the relief was denied.
“Be you asleep?’ suddenly demanded the tart-maker.
< Because that was the drawing-room bell that rung.” '
Ann started from her reverie and ran up stairs. Mrs.
Lyvett had sat down to the piano and was trying some new
music. Ann was kept waiting her pleasure for some minutes,
-door-handle. in hand. That was just Mrs. Sophia Lyvett's
way.
% QOh,” shesaid, when she condescended to turn round,  in
ordering dinner I forgot to say that we shall want it earlier -
than usual.” -
¢ At what time would you like it, ma’am ¥’
“Five o'clock. Who was that gentleman?" carelessly
added Mrs. Lyvett, striking a few notes as she spoke, and
keeping her face turned on the music.
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“Gentleman " faltered Ann. : :
“ T,he one who has just been here. He paid a pretty long
visit.”

¢ It was—it was a gentleman to see my mistress, ma’am,’
replied Ann, making the best answer she could, and 1ntense1y
wondering that Ms. Lyvett should chance to speak on that
one sub]ect

“To see your mistress ! What was his business with her ?”

¢ I don’t know, I'm sure, ma’am.’

“Oh, it is of no consequence. I saw him come in at the
gate, and fancied I knew him—that's 2ll. Dinner at five,
mind.” i

Now in reality Mrs. Lyvett had not fancied that she knew
the gentleman ; but her mind was ina very uneasy state just
then, and she suspected an enemy in every bush. Looking
from the window, she had seen the stranger come in, and she
watched for his going away, vestlessly marvelhng all the while
what it was he wanted.

They were going that night to one of the thea,tres Fred-
erick Lyvett had enrraaed a box the previous day, bringing
the tickets home as a little surprise for his wife.

The day wore on. In the afternoon Mrs. Lyvett went out.
She did a little shopping, bought a shell wreath for the hair
—shell -wreaths were then in fashion—bought a few other
pretty trinkets which took her fancy, ordered home some fine
fruit, regardless of the cost, set down her name as a subscriber
to a new and expensive work just coming out, and also be-
came a_first-class subscriber to one of the large circulating
libraries, which had a depot in the neighborhood, paying for
the year in advance—five guineas. She seemed determined
to make use of her husband’s monsy. She told them she
should want books changed every day, and they must hold
themselves in readiness.to send to her as often as she re-
quired. -She looked out six or eight volumes to take with
her then, had a cab called; and went home in it.

It was then nearly half-past four. Sophia rushed into
her bedroom, intending to dress for the theatre before din-
ner, sat down to the glass and did her hair, placing in it the
ornamental flowers she had bought, and then rang for Ann tc
help her with her dress. Fred Lyvett came home and dressed
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also. They kept the dinner waiting. It was nearly half-past
five when they sat down to it.

" When the cloth was removed, Ann placed the wine on the
table, then ran down stairs to fetch up the coffee which had
been ordered. She placed the waiter, with the two cups and
the silver coffee-pot, before Mrs. Lyvett.

“ And now, Ann,” Mr. Lyvett said, “ you must go to the
stand and get a cab. Choose a nice one.”

The servant did as she was ordered : went to the stand,
chose a cab, and returned in it. Asshe got out of it, a gentle-
man came up to the gate. Ann recognized him as the one
who had given her such a fright in the morning—Mr. Smith.
His dress was altered, and he had now an official look. Two
policemen were sauntering up behind ; the girl thought they
belonged to him, and her heart leapt into her mouth with
alarm. .

¢ For whom have you fetched'that cab #” he inquired.

¢ For Mr. and Mrs. Lyvett, sir,” she answered in a tremor.
““They are going to the theatre.”

“Good> We may want it. Consider yourself engaged to
me, my man.” _

The driver touched his hat, and looked on with curiosity.
He also had noticed the policemen, and knew they were not
on ordinary duty : acabman’s instinct is sharp on these points.
Ann flew up the path to the door, which she openedWwith her
latch-key. It came across her mind to lock and bar it against
those dreaded officers : but she did not dare to do it. She
held it open for Mr. Smith to enter : it was only he who had
as yet passed in at the gate. What could his business be?
thought Ann, in a flutter: but she had a vague consciousness
that it related to Mr. or Mrs. Lyvett.

< Don’t shut the door,” said Mr. Smith to her. ¢ Leave it
on the latch.” .

Mis. Cooke had seen the officers approach from her parlor
window ; the cook, who happened to look up from the kitchen
area, saw it also; the former came out from her room, and the
latter came peeping up the stairs. Anu had observed “silence ”
according to orders ; but it was beyond human nature not to
be a little mysterious as to the visit of the gentleman in the
morning, and the other servant’s curiosity had been. aroused
in regard to him.
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“Mr. and Mrs. Lyvett are in their sitting-room, I believe,
madam ?” he remarked to Mrs. Cooke, who had stepped forward
to meet him in the hall.

“Yes,” she answered, her hands working nervously one
over the other. I believe they are.”

He turned to Ann. ¢ Step up and announce me: Mr.
Smith. I'll foliow you.”

“ QOh, sir—if you please—must I do it?’ she stammered,
with a white face and chattering teeth : for she had now become
thoroughly frightened.

He looked at her. “No. You would do more harm than
good. I will announce myself.”

He went softly up the stairs, as he spoke, and the three
frightened women clung to the balustrades and gazed after
him. Suddenly the cuok caught hold of her mistress, and gave
a smothered cry. Standing against.the wall by the hall door
were the two policemen, who had quietly entered.

Mr. Lyvett was still in his place at table. Mrs. Lyvett had
drawn away from it, and leaned back in an easy-chair. The
detective glanced at her with a detective’s critical eye. He
saw a handsome young woman, in a rich evening dress, gold
ornaments on ther fair neck and arms, and the braids of her
fair hair interspersed with a wreath of white flowers.

Mr. Lyvett rose in surprise. As well he might, to see a
stranger walk coolly in, and close the door after him, His first
impression was that some friend of Mys. Cooke’s had entered
their room by mistake. But he was abruptly undeceived. .

“1 am deeply grieved to come here on my present errand,”
said the officer, *“ and apologize for the intrusion ; but the law
knows no favor. My business is with this lady.” '

“ What business ¥ haughtily demanded’ Frederick Lyvett.

“T am sorry to say I have a warrant for her apprehension.”

““‘What do you mean ¥” broke from Mr. Lyvett, after a pause
of consternation. * This lady is my wife.”

“I know it. And I can only say I hope that things, which
at present look—Ilook dark, may be satisfactorily cleared up,
so that Mrs. Frederick Lyvett may be restored to her friends.”

Frederick Lyvett, his mind in a state ot confusion, spoke a
few passionate words. How dared an insolent policeman
invade his house—how dared he insult Mrs. Lyvett ! Their
purport was something to that effect. '
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“I am nopan=ordinary policeman, Mr. Lyvett,” was the
calm answéf: " There is my card: you will ses what I am.
I have the pleasure of being acquainted with your father and
Mr. Castlerosse : not that they have any knowledge of the
present matter : and I came here myself this evening, instead
of despatching my subordinates, that this arrest—which must
be made, understand me—should be accomplished with as
little offence to your feelings as is possible.”

The officer’s address and maunner were so business-like and
temperate, that Frederick Lyvett insensibly calmed down.
A sudden thought. occurred to bim. °

“Should my wife, as Miss May, have contracted a debt or
debts,” he said, “ your recourse will be against me now : not
against her.” .

‘It is not an affair of debt,” arswered the detective. I
wish it was. The warrant sets forth a criminal charge.”

¢ Nonsense !” contemptuously rejoined Mr. Lyvett ; when
he had taKen in the sense of the words. ¢ Criminal charge !
[ tell you, that you must be laboring under some extraordin-
ary delusion. You have mistaken my wife for somebody else.”

‘The Sfficer drew a paper from his pocket, and opened. it.
“ The warrant;” he said, * is against Sophia Lyvett, otherwise
May, otherwise Penryn.” |

“ Mr. Lyvett, somewhat staggered, turned his eyes on his
wife, as she cowered in her chair. He never saw a counten-
ance express so much horror. 'It was perfectly livid. And
the dark circles which he had jobserved round her eyes once
before, but some three or four/days ago, had reappeared.

¢ Come, madam,” said the officer, “ the quicker these things
are concluded, the less pain they bring. I pledge you my
word that all shall be done as considerately as possible. No
one shall go inside the cab but myself, unless you wish your
lwshand to go. . Allow me to; ring for a shawl, or cloak.”

“I will never go with you,” she gasped, while her husband
~tood spell-bound.  “I dare you to-arrest me.”

¢ Madam, you are already arrested, and it will be well to
accompany me quietly. I have policemen at hand, but I do
not wish to call for their aid, unless you compel me.”

She made a movement to rise, probably in resistance, but
sank back again, motionless and breathless,
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“You have killed her!” exclaimed Frederick Lyvett, in
agitation, and quite beside himself with a most horrible per-
plexity. It was his wife’s aspect that confounded him: if
ever a face and manner spoke of conscious dread, hers did.
But he thought still it must be some preposterous error.
“ How dare you come here with your wicked and absurd tales,
sir? Help ! help !” he added, ringing the bell.

“ Hush-ssh !” quickly interrupted the officer. “ Pray don’t
get the room full ; for her sake ; for yours. Raise her head
up. Only a little water,” he called out, darting to the door,
and looking down the well of the staircase. “ One of you can
bring it up.” ”

It was Mrs. Cooke who entered with it; either from a
feeling of curiosity, or the more considerate one of shielding
Mrs. Lyvett from the gaze of servants. Mr. Smith nodded
in approval, and closed the door the instant she was in the
ToOIL. :

“A pretty disgraceful business this is,” exclaimed Mr.
Frederick Lyvett to her. ¢ That police-officers should be
permitted to enter houses as they please—"

“I would have given any money, Mr. Lyvett, rather than
it should have happened here,” she interrupted. It will be
a stain upon my house forever.”

The words—nay, it was the tone rather than the words—
struck oddly upon the confused mind of Frederick Lyvett.
“What is it you accuse my wife of 2’ he asked, turning to the
officer.

“The charge is that of—" '

. ~——*“What?’ cried Frederick Lyvett ; for the concluding word
was spoken in so low a key that he did not catch it.

“ Yes,” said the man, repeating it in his ear. “ That is the
charge, Mr. Lyvett. I do not, you understand, take upon
myself to say it can be substantiated.”

The poor young husband staggered back to the seat op-
posite his wife, his lips as blanched as her own. . “ What
does it all mean ¥’ he gasped. 3

““ Well,” returned the officer, willing to spare his feelings,
“the accusing circumstances are not pleasant. I would not
advise you to inquire into them to-night, Mr. Lyvett.”

“ But I will inquire into them ; ay, and refute them,” re-
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torted Fred Lyvett. Itis wild. Preposterous. Whydon't -
you arrest me for high treason i—or for housebreaking? it
would be as much in accordance with probability.”

Mr. Smith came: to the conclusion that, to avoid further
trouble, it might be better, after all, to whisper a few details
to the young man. And he took him aside for the purpose.

Frederick Lyvett turned hot and cold as he listened, and
passed his handkerchief nervously over his brow. For, even
while the officer spoke, certain little matters connected with
the previous Wednesday evening rose up in his memory, and
they secmed to confirm- the tale. The colloquy between his
wife and the maid outside the drawing-room door, when he
made the joking remark to. the former that bhey had  not
bought any babies yet: and then those unaccountable
sbivering fits! Buot he would not give in one inch : and,
indeed, his mind was in so bewildered a state that he did not
.comprehend half that was said.

“ Who would be likely to bring a child here, and leave it
with my wife ¥’ he demanded. ¢ T should think Mrs. Cooke
can refute that.” ‘

¢ On. the contrary, I fear Mrs. Cooke can confirfh it,” spoke
the ofﬁcer, with suavity. ¢ Madam, I must beg of you to
spea

ers Cooke turned round her distressed face. She was
bending over the unhappy wxie, who lay back in her chair,
apparently in a state of semi-consciousness.

“ 1 am very, very sorry to be obliged to confirm iit,” she
said. I would give half T am worth not to be able to do it.
When you arrived here on Wednesday, Mr. Frederick Lyvett,
the woman was waiting with the child.”

“ Whose child was it ?”

.“Sir, I only know what the woman said. I think it is
very cruel that I should be dbliged to relate this.”

« Madam,” interposed Mr. Smith, ¢ you mus* see that there
is no help for it.” . -

¢« There is none,” added the young man in his excitement.
“ What did the woman tell you 1’

“ The woman did not precisely know -whose child it was;
she had never been told, she said. Bui she believed lt to be
a Mrs. Penryn’s—a elation of your wife's.”
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Frederick Lyvett looked from one to the other in perplexity,
and his face grew suddenly hot. - Mr. Smith had just whis-
pered to him that Miss May had occasionally given her name
as Mrs. Penryn. Still he did not comprehend the details that
were being told to him.

“If the woman did bring a child here, she must have taken
it away a"am

« Wel] no,/sald Mrs. Cooke. “I—T believe she did not.”

“Goon. Tell all,” wailed Frederick Lyvett. “ Whether
the tale be true, or fa]se, it must be grappled with.”

“When the woman came down stairs from her interview
with your wife, Mr. Lyvett, and left the house, I spoke to her
from my sitting-room window. So far as I saw, she had cer-
tainly not the child with her, and 1 assumed that it was left
with Mxs.. Lyvett. After your dinner, I sent Ann up to ask -
whether she should make the baby some food. Mrs. Lyvett’s
answer was that the child had left with the woman. It sar-
prised me very much ; for I thought I could have taken upon
myself to say most positively that the child did not leave with
the woman ; that it had remained up-stairs, and was still in
the house then.”

« And—where was the child ?” asked Mr. Lyvett

““That is the chief point,” said the officer, for Mrs. Cooke
seemed determined not to reply. “The child appears to have
been brought into this house, and never to have left it—alive.

The woman tells me—I saw- her this morning—that she got
it to sleep, and placed it on Mrs. Lyvett’s bed. When next
seen it was in the Park, dead, a cord round its neck.”

‘The face of Frederick Lyvett was distressing to look upon.
Bit by bit the story was gaining upon him. In her com-
passion for him' Mrs. Cooke strove to say a few words—ideas
that had occurred to herself—in exculpation of the unhappy
wife. And it was very probable that she hit upon the truth.

‘ The cords from Mrs. Lyvett’s boxes were lying on the bed
and floor at the time,” spoke she, in a low tone. “It is .
possible that in a moment of temptation— of embarrassment—
having a child, she perhaps knew not how to account to you
for, thus, thrown upon her hands—"

Frederick Lyvett interrupted the words with a groan. The

“story was becoming to him all too clear.
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¢ Or even the poor baby might himself have got hopelessly
entangled with them,” added she, putting the point with-
deprecatlon as one that could not be maintained. But—
Mzs. Lyvett was evidently very ill that evening, as you must
remember, sir ; and I think—1I do think—she might not have
been accountable for her actions.”

Frederick Lyvett shook his head. * No child could have
been here a night and a day without my knowing it, as you”
~—turning to the officer—¢‘ wish to make out that this one was.”

“ Ahve, probably not,” was the answer. ‘A dead child
could be concealed anywhere Say in a cupboard—or closet.”

The tone was significant. Reco'lection flashed over Fred-
erick Lyvett of the disappearance of the closet key, and his
wife’s agitation when he inquired for it.

Not much less agitated was he_now. Point after point
seemed clearing itself terribly to his mind ; objection after
objection sezmed to slip from his hands.

“ But the child you speak of was found in the Regent’s
Park, not here,” said he, still somewhat bewiidered.

«] suppose it was carriel thither”-~and Mr. Smith
coughed as he spoke. “ A cab-driver has testified that he
took a lady up at the park gate on Thursday night, and
brought her up this way. She appeared to be agitated, he
says ; and—and, in short, it has been proved that the lady was
your wife, sir.”

Frederick Lyvett suppressed a groan. Had he not seen her
- outside in that large, hot shawl, when he drove up from
dining with his father%—and had he not gathered that she
had been out for a considerable time? Hope did in truth
seem to be slipping totally away from him, and he resigned
himself to what mustbe.

Poor Sophia Lyvett, inore dead than alive herself, was
made ready for her departure, Mrs. Cooke assisting to change

her robes for a dress more suitable. Thus she was conveyed
to a place of detention for the night, Mr. Smith entirely
declining to comply with the request urged upon him, that -
she should be allowed to stay where she was until the
morning. He and ber husband went inside the cab with her
- as far as the doors, one of the policemen sitting with the driver.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

AT HOME.

-.r»~

dl RS. LYVETT was at homealone. Her husband bad
', gone out to dinner that evening, her daughters were
.L; )¥ at their brother James's. She sat at the drawing-
room window in the twilight, looking rather ab-
stractedly down on the lighted square below. Some enter-
tainment appeared to be taking place at one of the houses

close by, for the carriages were bowling up quickly.

A small, pale gentlewoman, Mrs. Lyvett looked younger
than her years; she had been taken more than once for her
big son James’s sister. She wore a cool muslin gown, its
loose sleeves falling from her slender wrist, as her right hand
was raised to support her cheek, which pushed back her light
hair.

In her blue eyes there was quite a tou;:hmg look of sad- -
" ness, and she sighed repeatedly. For the”past two or three
weeks her musings had been all sad:” Of all her children,
boys and girls, the youngest, Frederick, had been the dearest
to her; she had fondly believed him the one most implicitly
obedient and dutiful, and yet he had gone in direct opposition
to her, to his father, to them all, and made that low marriage !
It came upon her as a blow, and had left her with a perpetual
heartache.

It was not so much the unsuitability of the connection for
Frederick that distressed her ; it was the girl herself. Had
Sophia May been everything that was desirable, why, the
fond mother mentally whispéred, they would have looked over
her birth and rearing. At least, she would: yes, and she
believed that her husband would also in time. In time,
Bat from all that Mrs. Lyvcit had heard of Sophia May, she
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judged her to be eminently unsuitable to be the wife of an
unsuspicious, honorable young man. She had never seen
Sophia May, but she had heard of her from her husband and
Mr. Castlerosse and James. She knew of the ridiculously
absurd way in which she had been reared, of her airs and
graces, and of the concocted letters and recommendations by
which she had obtained entrance to Lady Tennygal’s house-
hold, as governess, and of her being turned from thence on
the discovery of the fraud.

All this (Mrs. Lyvett knew of nothing worse) was sufficient
to render her the kind of woman eqpecmlly to be avoided as
a wife. But Frederick had married her, and Mrs." Lyvett felt
for him to her heart’s core. It seemed to her that the girl
was not calculated to make him happy, and that he would
probably live a whole life of repentance—and these things
try a mother. Mys. Lyvett was feeling it all very especially
and bitterly this evening, she knew not why. Sigh after
sigh burst from her.

" There’s anold saying,” she murmured, “ and how true it
is! When our children are young they tread upon our toes,
but when they get older they tread upon our hearts. Ah
me! Will my heart ever be light again ¥’

A fortnight before, when Mrs. Lyvett’s grief was fresh upon
her, a lady who had been the companion of her girlhood, and
who was about her own age, came to spend the day with her.
It was a Miss Champion. Seated together in confidential
chat, their minds had opened to one another as they had
never opened before, and Mrs. Lyveit, her heart aching and
her eyes dropping tears for her misguided son’s sake, spoke
freely.

“Lots are more equally balanced in this world than we
suspect, Fanuny,” she observed. ¢ You, I know, have envied
me my married life, the great blessing, as you have looked
upon it, arising from the companionship of my husband and
children. You have secretly rebelled—and bear with me my
dear friend, while I say it—at your own vuwedded lot, almost
* questioning Heaven’s judgment in decréeing it. But which
fate is the happier, think you, when children bring these
dreadful sorrows upon their parents? Oh, Fanny, “believe
me ! many a poor wife, smarting under her sea of trouble,

-
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would be thankful to that same Heaven never to have had a
husband, to have borne children. She envies you single
women then, and wishes with her whole heart that she conld
be as you are. Yes; be assured, Fanny, that there is com-
pensation everywhere ; that our destinies arc pretty exactly
equalized. If you are debarred from this more active life of -
matrimony, its advantages aund pleasures, if you like to call
them such, you are free from its troubles and its cares.”

If Mrs. Lyvett could say that—and feel its truth—a fort-
night before, when the comparatively light trouble of Fred-
erick’s marriage was alone upon her, how much mere earnestly
and painfully would she soon have cause to say it now !

A servant came into the room, and she turned her head.

“ What is it, Thompson ?”

“I was going to light the gas, ma’am.’

“ Let it be at present My head aches.”

So the man shut the door, and left her alone in the twnlwht
as before. Amid the clash of carriages dashing up to the
neighboring house, she did not hear the quiet wheels of a slow
cab, approaching hers. The evening star was beginning to
twmkle in the western sky.

Had Thompson come back ? Mrs. Lyvett turned quickly
to look, for the door had opened again. She could not see
very well in the dusk. '

“ Why, Frederick ! Is it you?

It was he, but he did not answer the questlon Shutting
the door, he came forward in silence.

That all the particulars of the arrest just made—for it was
the same ill-fated evening told of when the last chapter broke
off—would be in the newspapers on the morrow morning,
together with the names in full, and go circulating around
the length and breadth of London, Frederick Lyvett knew
quite well. Among other people that they would reach were
his own family: his father, mother, brother, and sisters.
Amid all the terrible anguish that the affair was already costing
him, this immediate fact held no light share.

After parting with his unhappy wife when the doors of the
place of detention were securely closed on her for the night,
he had a long conversation with the detective officer, Smith.
That individual gave him the details of the affair, so far as
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they had come to his knowledge, more fully than had been
given him before ; and not a shade of donbt could, or did,
rest on Frederick Lyvett of his wife’s guilt. The examina-
tion was fixed for the following day at Marylebone Police
Court, when she would be committed for trial.  As the officer
said, they had the whole facts before them, and there would
be no need of a remand. The coroner’s inquest was also to
be held on the morrow.

Mr. Smith left him standing in the street—for they had
just paced up and down the pavement while they talked.
Frederick Lyvett lifted his hand to his bewildered head, and
strove to think what next to do, where next to go. The
recollection of ‘his father and mother flashed over him.
Obviously, his present duty was to break it to them, so that
the morning newspapers might not be the first to inflict the
shock.

But oh, what a task it was ! what a task ! No living being *
would ever know how he recoiled from it. His mother!
his dear, ever-loving mother! Would to Heaven—he said it
as he stood, lifting hisv hands in bitter anguish—that he had
died before he had brought this disgrace upon her and hers !

But it must be done. That duty at least lay impera-
tively upon him. He stepped into a passing cab and directed

it to the home dwelling house.

“Is my father at home?” he asked of Thompson, when he
arrived there.

“No, sir ; there’s nobody at home but my mistress. The
young ladies are out this cv ening.’

“Will my father be in soon, , do you know ? Wheres he
gone?”

“He is dining at Mr. Castlerosse’s, sir,” replied the man.
And the answer was a kind of a check-mate to Frederick’s
purpose. For sometimes, when the two partners dined to-
gether they sat very late talking of business. After all, he
should be obliged to make the disclosure to his mother. Mr.
Lyvett may not be home on this side midnight.

“My mother is alone, you say, Thompson’l

“Yes, sir; she’s in the drawing-room, with a headache. I
went up jusb now to light the gas, but she told me to leave
it alone for a bit.” :
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Passing up stairs to the drawing-room, he entered and
closed the door. As he went forward Mrs. Lyvett held out
her hand. He took it in silence, drew a chair close to her,
and sat down, retaining the slender hand in his. Mrs.
Lyvett, gazing at him in the dusk, saw that his face looked -
strangely pale.

«How good of you to come in, Frederick ! just as though
you had known I was alone.”

Still he never spoke a word. His breath seemed to be a
little uncertain, as if he were in some agitation, and his hand,
she now felt, was cold as death.

¢ Are you not well, my dear ?” she asked, quickly.

T shall never be Well again, mother,” was the answer he
made, in a tone that brought to her she knew not what of
alarm. His agitation increased; there was no mistaking it
now. Mrs. Lyvett's temples, already throbbing, began to
beat violently.

¢ Something must have happened !” she exclaimed. ¢ What
is it? Oh, my dear, don’t keep me in suspense.”

“T have come to tell you,” he answered. = “I meant to
tell my father, not you; but he is out, I find, and may not
be home while I stay. And—mother—had I the choice
given me of telling you, or of having my lips closed forever,
I would choose the latter.”

' ¢ Something has happened,” she repeated, in no less agi-
tation than himself, holding his hand between both her own.

© “ Something dreadful has happened, mother. Something "
more than dreadful. I don’t know how to find words to re-
late it in, Oh, rather than do it, it would seem to me a light
task to throw myself from this open window to be crushed to
death on that pavement below.”

Mrs. Lyvett gazed on him. She could not understand
Frederick had sometimes been given to use -flowery langnage,
but she had never heard such as this. A sudden idea flashed
over her that some accident must have happened to her
. daughters. Had their carriage—

“ No, no,” interrupted Frederick. ‘ What I bave to say
concerns myself only, and—and my wife.”

Mrs. Lyvett dropped his hand and leaned back in her
chair, The mention of the latter individual did not bring
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her pleasure, but it did ease her fears. She remembered to
have heard that Miss May’s temper was not good.. Had she
and Frederick been guarrelling ?

But she was startled out of this thought and out of her
restored coolness together. Frederick had suddenly bent his
face upon her shoulder and burst into a storm of tears. The
strain upon his feelings of what he had that evening been
obliged to undergo had now reached its extreme tension and
unmanned him.

Aghast, frightened, Mrs. Lyvett would have risen to call
for restoratives, but he held her where she was. “ Just a
minute or two—mother, bear with me—and then T'll tell
you‘” . -

And how he accomplished his task and did tell her, he
never knew. Looking back at that hour in after life, it never
seemed to him but as so many prolonged minutes of horror,
whose very recollection could only be shuddered at. Mrs.
Lyvett grew cold as a stone as she fistened.

He did not tell her the worst then—namely, his own con-
viction of the truth of the accusation. Rather he led her to in-
fer that it must be some terrible mistake, which investigation
would disprove. For his mother’s sake he did this ; ay, and
perhaps also for his unlucky wife’s. But Mrs. Lyvett seemed
to have grasped at the worst aspect, as if by instinct.
Whether true or false, whether to be proved or disproved
later, it was a fearful disgrace to have fallen upon the family ;
one that would make their name a byword in the mouths of
men. No wonder that Frederick Lyvett, prostrate with the
blow, should give vent to his feelings as does a woman.

¢« Oh, mother,” he sobbed,  forgive me that I have brought
it upon you. In knowing that the wretchedness, the igno-
miny, cannot fall solely on myself, lies my chief punishment.
It seems to me greater than I can bear.”

How can a mother, a loving, gentle mother as was Mrs.
Lyvett, resist her boy’s penitence, his tears? She bent down
her head and cried with him. '

“If you would but reproach me! If you would but blame
me, mother I’ .

. ¢« My dear, I cannot reproach you'; that I shall never do,”
she answered. with bitter tears raining from her eyes. “ It
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is for you I feel, for you that my heart isaching. Butif you
had but listened to your father, when he said that person
was not a fit wife for you, how different things would have
been! If you had but listened to me when I prayed you to
wait the chances that time might bring about ; to have pa-
tience ; not to be betrayed into a self-willed and disobedient
marriage ! I told youthen, my darling, that a blessing would
not attend such. It never does.”

Frederick Lyvett groaned. His heart was torn with re-
morse and anguish, and he hid his face away from his mother.

“ Where are you going now?” she asked, when, the inter-
view over but not the distress, he rose to leave.

In truth, he did not know. To return to his rooms at Mrs.
Cooke’s, with their attendant remembrances, seemed more
than he could that night bear.

“Will you stay here to-night, in your own rvom, F red-
erick ¥’

“No, no,” he hastily replied. * But thank you all the
same, mother.”

Wringing her hand with a farewell pressure, he quitted the
room. It was then nearly eleven. But Frederick Lyvett
had lingered too long. Thompson was opening the door to
admit his sisters. He slipped within a small room on one
side the hall.

Bat if Mrs. Lyvett was lement to her son, Mr. Lyvett was
not. She"gave compassion; he reproaches. Most frightfully
did he feel the blow, and the disgrace it brought with it.

“ Father,” spoke Frederick, in his humility and distress,
“I deserve all you can say, and more. The repentance of
my whole life will not suffice to atone for it.”

Thé examination took place before the magistrates, and
certain facts were testified to. Upon which Sophia Lyvett,
otherwise May, otherwise Penryn, was committed to take her
trial.

“ Why, the very plurality of names would be disgrace
enough, let alone anything worse,” exclaimed Mr. Lyvett to
his friend and partner, Henry Castlerosse.
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CHAPTER XIX.

CONDEMNED.

OPHIA LYVEIT'S trial was over, and the court
began to empty itself. What with the intense heat
of the weather, the crowded arena, and the close,
tainted atmosphere, even the calm judges themselves

thought they should never be cool again. The judges had
retired quickly from the scene, the oldest and gravest of them
with the tears yet wet upon his checks, for he had been
- moved to no ordinary emotion while passing the awful
sentence of DEATH upon the young and lovely woman who
stood in the dock before him. It was no common case which
had brought the public together that day, and the prisoner’s
was no common crime. Sure, never had a dark deed been
committed involving so great an interest, or whose attendant
circumstances comprised so mysterious a field of romance.
‘What had been the previous career of thelady (let us call her
so: she held that position when arrested) people could not
exactly learn. Some told one tale, and some another: in
these unhappy cases, the most outrageous stories gét promul- -
gated. All they knew for certain was, that she was now
found guilty of the great crime for which she had been tried,
and was condemned to death. Not a single word was said of
recommending her to mercy. The jury had considered that
there were no extenuating circumstances.

Poor Sophia Lyvett! Could Mrs. Cooke’s theory have
been the truth—that she had not been herself when she com-
mitted the fatal act? One would indeed think so.: -

Oh, unhappy, mistaken criminals! When you do these-
things in the silence and secrecy of the dark night, and think

hat there is no eye upon you—that in this world, at least, you -
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are safe from detection—you forget that there is oNE EYE above
which never slumbers nor sleeps; that the ways of the avenging
angel are not as your poor, narrow-sighted ways, and that
what you deemed was a secret between you and the darkness
shall speedily e proclaimed upon the house-tops ! So it was
here. -This one was arrested, committed, and had this day
taken her trial ; been found guilty, and condemned to death.
Never was guilt more conclusively brought home to man or
woman. The deceit she had practised upon him who was
now her husband, Frederick Lyvett, also came in for its share
of opprobrium. Not one, no, not one, had been found to
pity or excuse her, in spite of her youth and beauty.

The learned judge had said, in passing sentence, that never
had he tried a woman whose crime, as it seemed to him, was of
a deeper dye, or upon whom punishment would be more justly
inflicted ; and he adjured her—and it was here his feelings
gave way—to give her mind wholly to repentance and to
prepare for death, for that no mercy whatever would. be
accorded her in this world. The unfortunate creature was
bissed by the idlers outside when she was removed from the
court, as she had been hissed at her appearance there, and
people gloried in saying to each other that they would gladly
walk ten miles. to see her hanged. Public indignation spoke
out loudly against the miserable Sophia Lyvett.

A small knot of men stood talking together, ere they left
the court, some of them in barrister’s gowns. The counsel
engaged in the case had hastened away, but others lingered.
Amid them stood young Mr. Jones, the lawyer, junior partner
* in the eminent firm of Lyvett, Castlerosse, and Lyvett. Mr.
Jones was_a lion that day.

«Of course," observed Mr. Jones, who" was uncommonly
fond of the sound of his own tongue, there was no hope
from thie first that she would uet off; but it will be -an
awkward stain, mind you, to have chnO'mfv to the family.
James Lyvett—it’s true he is the very incarnation of pride—
will never hold up his head again.”

“Tt’s bad enough for him, but what must it be for Fred
himself ¥’ quoth a grave queen’s counsel, who was intimate
“with the Lyvetts.

“Poor fellow !” responded Mr. Jones. * He has never held
up his head since she was taken.” :
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¢ Is he disenchanted yet, Jones?” demanded Mr. Dunn, a
very young man in a wig, who had begun life in the office of
Lyvett, Castlerosse, and Lyvett, side by side with Mr. Jones,
but had afterwards gone to the bar.

« I should think so. It was an awful piecdof duplicity to
palm off upon him.”

“ The marriage, you mean ¥’

Mr. Jones nodded. “ But Fred o play the fool ricbly,
there’s no denying it.”

“ Every man does when he ma,keb a low woman his wife,”
observed the silk gown.

“ And Fred has the pleasant consolation of knowing that
he plunged into it of his own accord,” returned Mr. Jones.
“ Mr Lyvett said the other day that he must be—what was
it 7—a martyr to remorse, or some such poetical sentence.
They said all they possibly could to him, Mr. Lyvett and
James, and his mother tou, I believe, to dissuade him off the
girl, and the more they said, the more obstinately Fred was
bent on marrying her. They told him she- would bring on
him a life’s disgrace : and so she has,”

“ But they could not have known about the—the ante-
cedents ?” cried Mr. Dunn.

“ What a dolt you are, Dunn !”” was Mr. Jones’ answer, its
complimentary tone being accounted for by ‘the fact that he
and the gentleman had remained close friends. ‘ If they had
known anything of ¢hem, they would have locked Fred up in
a lunatic asylum first ; and Fred himself would have gone to
one, rather than have done it. Fred’s not deficient in honor ;
only in brains.”

“There’s many a one with less brains than Frederick

~Lyvett who contrives to make a show in the world,” remarked
the queen’s counsel, significantly.

“You know old Castlerosse, most of you,” resumed Mr.
Jones ; “ know how hot-headed he is ¥”

A general nod from the hearers.

. “ Well, old Castlerosse, by the strangest accidént, happened
to be down at the cquntry place where Fred went to get
married. Fred thou"ht he should do the job all quietly, in an
out-of-the-way, rustic parish, and nobody be any the wiser.
The ceremony was on, and the parson had come to the inter-
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esting sentence, ¢ Wilt thou have this woman to be thy wedded
wife ¥ when old Castlerosse started forward, like the ghost in
the play, and forbade the marriage. Charley Castlerosse says
he wished himself up in heaven just then.”
¢ Charley Castlerosse !”
“He was down there acting bridegroom. No—what do
you call it -—groomsman. Charley told me he knew it was
all up with him the'moment he heard his uncle’s voice. And
so it has proved ; for old Castlerosse won’t do the least earthly
thing for him since, and the fact has got about ; and Charley,
poor fellow, dare not walk through Middlesex for fear of the
writs. But I was going to tell you. Old Castlerosse, in his
rage, nearly lifted the church roof off with noise ; and finding

“that did not do, he calmed down to entreaty, and did all but
go prostrate on his knees to Fred, praying him to stop the
marriage, or at least to delay it till Mr. Lyvett’s appearance,
who was speeding down on the telegraph wires. It was of no
use. Fred was like a mule in his- obstinacy, and would hear
no reason. He ordered the parson to proceed : and the parson,
finding the papers were in order, and both of them of age,-had
no plea for refusing. So Fred and the girl were made one,
old Castlerosse protestmw against it, and be]lmo him he was
entering on perdition.”

“ Perdition it has turned out, and no mxstake,” ‘said Mr.
Dunn. *There can only be one thing worse than having
your wife hung, and that’s your mother. 1 wonder Fred
Lyvett does not hang himself, and get out of it all.”

“ Fred’s going on the Continent, there to hide his dimin-
ishedghead,” said Mr. Jones. “He was only waiting the
result of the trial. Had it been an acquittal—”.

“It never could have been an acquittal,” interrupted
Sergeant Wrangle. “ The proofs were too clear

“ Well, but there’s an “if  in all cases, and the law deals in
flaws and miracles,” persisted Mr. Jones. * Had an acquittal
been pronounced, Fred would have stopped in England until
he had rid himself of her by a legal process. If he could,
that is : my opinion’s against it. When you marry a woman
you mairy her with all her antecedents, you see: it is a dif-
‘ferent thing from anything that may bappen afterwards.
However, the law will rid him of her by a summary act, and
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Fred starts directly. Fred's travels were finally decided upon
in a family conclave, which Mr. James refused to attend. He
is awfully incensed against him, is James.”

“ How does he mean to live ¥’

““He has an income, and the family will make it more.
So he means to vegetaté in Poland, or Siberia, or Hungary H
anywhere that the English don’t congregate and there expiate
his follies.”

“ Will he never come back 7’

“ Oh, some time, I suppose, when the remembrance of the
- affair has died out of men’s minds.”

“ Well, it is a terrible calamity to have fallen on him,”
remarked the grave Q.C. T always liked Fred Lyvett.”

1 say, Jones,” cried Mr. Dunn, watching the departure of
the elder and higher men of the profession, “did you not
know Miss May once? I never saw her that I remember.”

“ Oh, she was ‘only a child when you were there, Dunn.
Yes, I knew her.” -

« And went in for some spooning, didn’t you ¥’

“ No. I might have gone in for some, but she cured me of
the inclination beforehand.” '

““ How did she cure you?”

- “Threw a lot of poison over me.”

¢ Poison !”

‘In the shape of a basin of coffee-grounds. It ruined my
waistcoat. And all because I just spoke a civil word to her:.
How are you Miss May? or something of the kind. That’s
what she did, Dunn.”

“By Jove! a nice young lady. I should think"Fred
" ‘Lyvett will put on mourning for her. By the way, Jones, is

there any truth in the report that she was really married
before ¥’
. I don’t know. Some people say she was. It has not
been proved. Nothing certain has come out about it.”

“ I wonder if Fred Lyvett knows? And now I am off,

Jones. You may as well give a look in at my chambers
- to-night.”
“ All right, Dunn.”

Sophia Lyvett had never »attempted to deny her guilt. -
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She may have thought the proofs of it were too overwhelming
to admit of dispute. Both before the trial and especially
after it, she seemed to be sunk in a state of prostrate apathy,
which the authorities set down to the score of sullenness, but
which was probably the effect of despair. Only once, and
that was to her husband, did she enter upon any extenuation
of herself. It was in one of the interviews he was allowed to
hold with her in the prison. In his delicacy of feeling—and
of that Frederick Lyvett had a great deal, and was essentially -
a gentleman—he had abstained from questlonmﬂ her as to
the episodes of her past life which she had kept concealed
from him ; not once did he mention the unfortunate child
who had come to light so unexpectedly. He retained for her
his tenderness and consideration of manner when with. ‘her,
and-on this day she had broken out into sobs as she spoke
with him. ,

“ Don’t think of me worse than you can help,” she whis-
pered, lest the words might reach the ears of one of ‘the
keepers of the prison, who stood within sight but was looking
the other way. “I was mad when I did it, Frederick. I
was quite mad.”

And he found she was alludmo- to the deed for whxch she
would have to suffer. -

“ The bringing home of the little boy on that day, when .
you and I had but just got home ourselves, terrified me nearly
to death. Had I known where my mother was to be found,
I should have taken him to her, and no ill would have come
of it. But I did notknow. I had no friend or acquaintance
in all the wide wilderness of this great city whom I could
trust, orto whom I could take him. The woman left him
asleep on the bed, and after watching him for some time I
Tan away into the drawing-room, and sat down with my
" despair, asking myself what I could do. Once'it came into.-
my mind to try and make a friend of Mrs. Cooke, and beg
her to allow him to be taken care of by her servantsin private,
until I could make other arrangements for him.”

Ly * Oh, that youhad !” broke from the dry hps*of Frederick
vett.

“But I feared she might refuse: I Knew she was an old
friend of your family’s. The most improbable ideas kept
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surging through my brain : that I would carry him off to the
nearest workhouse and leave him there on its steps with some
gold tied round him ; that I would knock at the door of some
poor cottage dwelling, and beg of the people to take care of
him for a week or so, and offer them a guinea a day for it ;
that I would go back to the lodgings I had occupied at
Brompton, and put him and a bag of money into the land-
lady’s hands, and say, I am in a strait ; keep him for me for
a little while. - While these thoughts were surging through
my brain, I heard a double knock at the front door, and
thought it was you. I started from my chair in awful terror,
and clasped my hands, wondering what I could do. At that
self-same moment the child burst into a loud ery, and I
thought all was over with me. I rushed into the next room
where he was lying, locking the door behind me’against you,
. and ran to the bed, and put my hands upon his mouth to
deaden his cries. Oh, Frederick, as truly as that heaven is
above me, I believe I was in that moment mad ; driven mad
by terror and perplexity. I declare that I have no true and
clear recollection of what I did. And when I came out of
my delirium the little boy was dead ; and you—you had not,
I found, come home at all. Oh, the dreadful fear and agony
then! What I was to do I knew not. And when I at last
got up, sick and faint, and set about what must be done for
your sake as well as for mine, I have no recollection how I did
it. Don't you pity me? Oh, dox’t you pity me ¥’ .

“With my whole heart,” he said, with a wail. ¢ But,
Sophia, when matters had come to this pass that day, and the
child was brought home and left upon your hands, why did
you not make a confidant of me? Who knows but I-—-might
have forgiven even that? - I had made you my wife.”

“ And who knows but you might have thrust me oui upon
the world? I should have expected it.”

“ No,” he answered ; I should not have done that. I
should, at any rate, have provided for you, and tried toshield
you from the frowns of the world—not thrust you upon it.”

He asked no other question ; he inquired not, then or later,
into matters of the past. The lines in his brow weré deep
with pain ; and perhaps always would be.

And this was the only time Sophia Lyvett alluded in any




AT LADY HARRIET’S. 157

way to the calamity which had 'brought her where she was.

" During the other interviews her husband was permitted to

hold with her, she was studiously reserved and self-contained,
taking little more notice of him than she took of the gaoler.

CHAPTER XX.

AT LADY HARRIET'S.

F T wanted but three days to that fixed for the execution,
and the. wretched prisoner, Sophia Lyvett, was in the
condemned cell. Since the trial she had been re-
markably quiet ; deemed, in fact, morose and sullen

by those about her. Whatever her inward anguish might be,

it was not betrayed to them. The chaplain could make no
impression on her whatever ; his visits, his conversations,
were suffered, not welcomed : even her father and mother,
who had been allowed an interview, were received by her

- with the same callous demeanor. Poor old broken-down and

broken-hearted people, who were convulsed with grief. The
shock had reached them through the newspapers; by that
medium' alone had they first become acquainted with the
position their daughter was placed in.

On this day, Friday, the prisoner’s mood changed. Whether

. it was the near approach of the end that was startlm" her to

feeling, or whether—-—as may be inferred-—it was that a sudden
loophole of escape presented itself, most unaccountably over-
looked before, cannot be told. Certain it is, that early on
this day she grew strangely excited, demanding that her
mother should be sent for without an instant’s delay. ~
In compliance with her wish, urged in terms that almost
startled the authorities, the mother was summoned. It would
appear that the prisoner then alluded, but not clearly, to certain




[

153 PARKWATER; OR, TOLD IN TH‘E TWILIGHT.

matters and people connected with her previous history, not
known before. She spoke in an undertone ; and those whose
duty it was to be present caught but a word here and there.
The prisoner was urging her mother to some step, some exertion
in her behalf. : -

¢ Sophiar,” wailed the poor woman through her tears, « I
would go to all the great folks in the land, I would go to the
Queen herself, I would walk my legs off, if I thought it would
be of any avail to save or even lengthen your life, poor child !”

“ Don’t I tell you it will save my life ?” feverishly uttered
the prisoner ; “it must save it. After all I have now said,
do you think this gentleman will refuse$ Why do you stop
here, mother, losing time ? It is short enough for what has
to be done.” E

 Give me a moment, child. Let me think over what you
have said, and see my way clear. It has bewildered me.”

The prisoner turned impatiently away, and the mother sat
thinking, her head down, moving first one hand and then the
other, as the various points of what she was deliberating upon
presented themselves to her mind.

“If your Aunt Foxaby was but with us now, Sophiar "
she suddenly exclaimed, raising her head. ¢ She might help
to some purpose in this. Her people was great folks their-
selves.” ‘

“You don’t want my Aunt Foxaby or any other help,”
repeated Sophia, in her sudden access of excitement, all the
more uncontrollable from her previous apathy. ¢ Nobody
can do me any good but %e ; and you are enough to go to
him. And if you don’t, mother, and don’t get his promise to
act, and I suffer on Monday, you will be guilty of my murder.”

Mrs. May rose, heaving a deep sigh. Most anxious, indeed,
was she to do what she cquld for her unfortunate daughter :
but she did not altogether comprehend what was to be done,
or how to set about it. -

“ The first thing I suppose, Sophiar, is to find outrwhere he
lives. You say it is near Belgrave Square.”

“ T say it used to be some street or square in that neighbor-
hood. I forget its name and number. I "—the unfortunate
prisoner looked around, as if, in a moment of aberration, she
forgot her desk and things were not at hand, as in her own
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drawing-room—*“I had the address ; but it is not here. Get
a ¢ Court Directory :’ you'll find it there.”

“ A what ?” asked Mrs. May.

“ A book called the ‘Court Directory,” explained the
prisoner, and her tone was one of irritation ; for in her present
awakened excitement every moment that was lost seemed of
more value than gold. “They will let you look at one in a
bookseller’s shop ; if not, you must go to the expense of buying
one. You will not grudge that to save me.” :

¢ Oh, child !” uttered the mother, with arush of tears, “ how
can you say these cruel things? I would give my own life
thankfully to save yours.”

“ You will not forget the name ¥’ said the prisoner.

The poor woman shook her head. I shall only remember
it too well. Is he married ¥”

- “ What has that to do with it #” eried the prisoner exasper-
ated at the unnecessary question. ¢ No, he is not !”

No! How could she utter so deliberate an untruth ? she,
80 near the grave !

Mrs. May waited to ask no more. She departed and pro-
ceeded to her work, whieh was a task of delicacy. Later in
the day she found herself in the aristocratic regions of Belgrave
Square. She had apparently discovered the address required,
for she ascended the steps of a house there without hesitation.
A formidable footman, all splendor and powder, threw open

. the door. :

¢ Does Captain Devereux live here ?”

“No, he don’t.” .

“ No ! she repeated, with a petrified, scared look. “ Where
does he live, then 1’

¢ Colonel Devereux lives here.”

¢ Colonel Devereux ! Perhaps it is the same,” she added,
after a pause. ‘“ 'm sure, though, it was Captain Devereux
I was told to ask for.”

Even so. - Sophia had unwittingly spoken of him by the
name most familiar to her mind. :

“ Colonel Devereux was Captain Devereux once,” the man
condescended to add. ¢ What do you want %’

“ I want to see him,” she replied, making as if she would
enter, ‘
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“ Not so fast, my good woman. The colonel is not to be
seen.’

¢ Oh, but I must see him ! I must see him !” she returned,
in excitement. ¢ Please, sir ! good sir! let me enter !”

Her tears fell, her voice rose to a wail ; she pressed forward,
and the man pushed her back.. It the midst of this commo-
tion, two ladies, who had ahghted from a carriage, came up
the steps. .

‘Is anything the matter ¥ inquired one of them, turning a
very plain but kind face upon the applicant.

“ This person wants to see the colonel, my lady. I told her
he was absent, but she does not believe me.”

“Oh, ma'am! oh, my lady I” cried Mrs. May, her ears

! catchmg unconscxouslv at the title, as her equally unconascious
hands caught humbly at the arm of Lady Harriet Devereux,
“let me sec Colonel Devereux and I will bless you evermore.
I come upon an errand of life and death.”

“ Colonel Devereux is not here at present,” returned Lady
Harriet. ¢ But is it anything in which I can aid you? Step
in ; you seem to be in great distress.”

She led the way to a room, the other lady entered with her,
and the applicant followed. Lady Harriet untied her bonnet
and sat down. Mrs. May stood beyond the table, nervously
rubbing one hand over the other.

“ What is the matter ¥” inquired Lady Harriet. “ What
did you want with Colonel Devereux ¥’

“To see him ! -to see him! Oh, ma’am, please to let me
see him

“ Colonel Devereux is not in England,” said Lady Hamet
‘whose composure of manner presented a very great contrast to
the excitement of the unfortunate applicant. “ He is expected
shortly. He may be home even to-day, or he may not be
home until next week.™

“ Next week !” groaned Mrs. May, the last words speakmg
to her a volume of despair. “Then it would be too late, for
she would be in her dreadful grave.”

“Can you not explain your business?’ resumed Lady
Harriet, surprised at the words, and interested in the stranger’s
deep and evident tribulation. “ You had better sit down.
‘Who are you ¥’ o
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“ My lady, if I tell you who I am, perhaps you will turn
from me with horror,” she answered, the tears dropping from
her eyes, and quite ignoring the permission to sit. “ You will,
mavybe, order your servants to fling me down the steps of your
house.”

I think not,” said Lady Harriet. “I can feel for distress,
no matter what may have led toit. Speak out.”

“ There’s a poor creature—you must have seen it in the
newspapers, my lady, for they’ve been all full of nothing else
—now lying in prison, awaiting to suffer,” whispered Mrs.
May, putting up her hand to shield her face.

“Sophia Lyvett,” interrupted Lady Harriet, “formerly
Sophia May. Yes, I have read somewhat of it,” she added,
in slight hesitation. And the other lady, one younger and far
prettier, who had stood at the window looking out, glanced
hastily round. It was no other than our old acquaintance
from Parkwater, the Countess of Tennygal.

1 am the prisoner’s most unhappy mother,” said Mrs. May.

© “Oh, ma'am ! don’t despise me more than you can help.
Indeed, we have always lived respectable till now, and I and
her father would have died to save Sophiar from committing
such a wicked crime.”

“I respect your grief, my poor woman,” observed Lady
Harriet, after a pause of astonishment, “but what is the
purport of your application to me—to Colonel Devereux ?”

I brought him a message from her. If I could deliver it
to him, it might lead to the saving of her life. She thinks he
might speak for her, and save her.” :

« Speak for her to whom %’

“Oh, ma'am, [ don’t much understand ; %e would know,
she said. To some high and mighty man, who has great power
under the Queen.”

Lady Harriet caught at the meaning. She supposed that
the prisoner wanted the colunel to intercede with his father,
Sir Archibald Devereux—who was the Home Secretary—to
spare her life. And this was the exact truth. ‘

“Indeed, I fear she is altogether mistaken,” returned Lady
Harriet. *“ The case is of far too grave a nature for Colonel
Devereux to interfere with.”

“My poor child says she knew the colonel once, ma’am— -+




162 PARKWATER; OR, TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT.

though, indeed, she called him captain, not colonel. It was
“while she was out as governess with a grand family in Ireland.”

“Yes; at’Lady Tennygal’s,” interposed the countess,
glancing across at Lady Harriet.

Mrs. May turned round; in her tribulation she had for-
gotten that any one else was present.

¢ Like enough it was, ma'am,” she answered. ¢ Sophiar,
poor thing, was fond of keeping her doings and her places a
secret from us. She says the colonel can save her life if he
will, and that he must for their old acquaintance sake.”

A pause. Neither of the ladies made any comment. Curious
ideas, disagreeable reminiscences, were arising to each of them.
Lady Harriet flushed crimson to the roots of her hair.

“Let me deal with this, Harriet,” somewhat sharply spoke
Lady Tennygal, as she turned to the applicant.

It is impossible that Coldnel Devereux_could help your
daughter, though he were here, and his will ever so good. No
one, I fear, can do that. Not all the country could save her.”

“Ma’am, perhaps he might,” returned poor Mrs. May.
¢ She says "he can. Oh, let me try him! let me try him !”
she beseeehingly added, clasping her hands. ¢ Ladies, if you
had a child condemned to death, you would be as anxious as
me not to leave a stone unturned to save her. I don't know
what you may be to Colonel Devereux—perhaps his sisters—
but I ask you, for dear humanity’s sake, to let me see him if
he comes home in time. She says it is a duty that will lie

" upon him, and that he knows why.”

“Yes,” interposed Lady Harriet, rising from her chair, “I
promise chat you shall. - Though T see no possible chance of
aid for your daughter, and I thmk that you must be laboring
under a delusion to hope for it; you shall see Colonel
Devereus, if you will. Poor woman, it is no fault of yours.”

% QOh, my lady ! Fault of ours! Will you believe that tlll
my poor child was taken, me and her father never knew she
had been in any misfortune ; and then we did not believe it.
It is gospel truth that I am tellmg you,” she sobbed, the hot
tears raining from her eyes.

“You shall see him,” rejeated Lady Harriet, in a kind
tone. “ If Colonel Devereux returns home in time, you shall
certainly see him if you wilL” And the unhappy woman
quitted the room, leaving her thanks behind her.

~




A RACE WITH TIMKE. 163

“Don’t let us think about it, Harriet " cried Lady ‘Ten-
nygal, with impulsive quickness, « Of course one cannot
quite help thonghts—they rise unbidden, as I saw they did to
you—or quite shut the eyes to the fact that this would seem
to bear upon certain old suspicions at Parkwater ; but wedon't -
know.” : :

Lady Harriet did not immediately answer, :

“I don’t care to defend Tody, as you know, Harriet ;I
gave that up long ago. But, as I say, we do not know ; and
1t is always better to look on the bright side than the dark
one. ’Indeed, the dark one in this case would be too horribly
dark.’

A murmur, half assent, half groan, which she could not
entirely suppress, was the only answer given by Lady Harriet
Devereux. She alone knew, or ever would know—for she
Wwas one to hide her sufferings away with heaven—how many
wrongs and trials her husband wrought upon her. She bore
it all, striving ever to be patient and pleasant, even with him ;
for the sake of her two little girls, she would not bring about
a rupture with their father, And so she bore, as many another
gentle wife has to bear.

CHAPTER XXI.

' A RACE WITH TIME.

S if to give the unhappy prisoner the chance of life
she was struggling to find, Colonel Devereux landed
in England on that self-same day. The yacht, which
belonged to a friend of his, Major Courtney, put in

v vt They and sundry more friends (choice spirits all,
and Colonel Devereux the oldest and the choicest), had come
" back from a long cruise. The yacht had been for the greater
Part of the time out at sea, only touching now and again at
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some foreign port for provisions. Home news was therefore
fresh to them. Colonel Devereux and one of the others,
Viscount Dooham, purposed getting up to town at once ; and,
while waiting for a train, solaced themselves with some bitter
beer and the newspapers.

“ Hallo !” ‘cried the viscount, a very young man, in his
teens yet ; ‘‘here’s a woman going to be topped on Monday.”

“ Ah ! carelessly remarked Colonel Devereux, who was
glancing over the military news.

“T say, waiter,” said the viscount, halting in his reading,
and looking up from the newspaper, “what did she do? It
says she is young and handsome.”

“ Who, sir ?” asked the waiter, who had not been attending.

¢ This—what’s the name —Sophia Lyvett. She is to-be
hung on Monday.

“It's a lady who killed ber child, sir. That is, a child,”
added the man, striving to be correct. * Some say she was
only its aunt, or a relation of that kind.” -

“ A lady ?" repeated the viscount, lifting his eyebrows, and
kicking Colonel Devereux’s feet, that he might take note of
the amusing waiter.

“Yes, sir, a lady. Leastways her husband was a gentle-
man. She was just married, and nobody knew anything
about this child ; which it was a previous marriage she had
made, report says, if it was her child. The child was brought
home to her unexpected by the woman who had it at nurse,
and the lady got afraid, and took its poor little life. It's said
that when the police went to take her she was going to a ball,
dressed out in satin and diamonds.”

“ Was she tried in that?” asked Colonel Devereux yawn-
ing. The news did not interest him.

“In what, sit?’ -

“ The satin and the diamonds. Dooham, she must have
created a sensation in the court.” :

The waiter shook his head. I don’t think she was, sir,
or the papers would have mentioned it. She was remarkably
handsome. Educated too: plays and sings beautiful, it’s said.
It has made a great deal of stir, I assure, you, gentlemeu,”

“ Young and handsome'!” cried Lord Booham. ¢ Perhaps
she'll get off.” -
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“ QOh, no, sir, there’s no chance of fkat. She’s to be hung
on Monday morning without fail. know some gents as talk
of going up to see it.” -

« What all the way from here I

“ Well, you see, sir, it’s a case quite out of the ordlnary

“« Devereux,” resumed Lord Dooham, as the communicative
waiter went away, *“ did you ever see a turning-off ¥’

Colonel Devereux nodded. '

T never did,” said the viscount, deprecatingly, almost
ashamed to avow the fact. * Suppose we go and see this one !

“You can go,” said the colonel, “I shan’t. The last I
went to was enough for me ; I said then I'd never go to
another.”

« Well, I should like to go.”

¢« It’s not worth it. "I wonder how long this train means
to be?”

The colonel got up and stretched -himself, utterly uncon- .
scious that the ill-favored affair under discussion could in any
possible manner concern him. '

“ By J ove, I hear the train !” cried Lord Dooham. ¢ Come
on, colonel.”

Colonel Devereux took his seat in the train, and went
steaming up to London. It was growing dusk when he
reached his home. A woman, who had waited, in her’
patience, outside that house for many hdurs, saw the cab
" drive up and, watched him in. He treated his "wife with cool
indifference ; it was the best greeting he ever vouchsafed her.
That Lady Harriet received him this maht with unusual cold-
ness he did not notice, and would not have cared for -if he
bad noticed it. Ordering lights into the library, he went in,
and Lady Harriet let her aching head -fall upon her hand.
There were moments when her hard lot pressed poignantly
upon her: it did this might. Not a loving word for her
after his many weeks’ absence not a greetmg kiss! And
the unpleasant episode of the day had made her head ache
violently..

She was interrupted by the entrance of the footman. He
whom we saw at the door in the afternoon.

“ My lady,” he cried, ¢ here’s that woman come again. I
believe she: has been waiting outside all this time. She will

6
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not go away, and she jsays your ladyship promlsed her she
should see the colonel.’

“Yes; I did promise. Show her at once into the library.
It is right that she should see him,” Lady Harriet added, mn.
a murmur to herself—¢ right, in justice and in mercy.”

Mrs. May took Colonel Devereux by surprise. The ser-
vant said, as he threw open the door, “ A person to see you,
sir,” for she had refused to give her name, and then he closed
it again. The colonel was standing before two wax-lights,
reading letters. Mrs. May looked at him : a dark, repulsive-
faced man, who stared at her in astonishment. A% least, the
heavy frown on his face ‘caused it to be repulsive then.

For Colonel Devereux was not in the habit of allowing this
kind of impromptu intrusion, and felt wroth both with the
intruder and his servant. Mrs. May stood trembling just
wituin the closed door.

“Who are you?’ he demanded, haughtily. ‘ What do
you want?”

¢ Ob, sir, don’t be harsh with me !” she implored, stepping
forward. *If all that T suspect is true, you ought not to be.
1 have come with a message from ker.”

He began to think this woman must have escaped from
Bedlam. Truly she looked wild enough : and trouble was
-rendering her incoherent.

“ From her, sir. My poor child, Sophxar Lyvett, who is °
in Newgate awaiting for her execution.”

A recollection of Lord Dooham’s conversation with the
waiter at Deal recurred to Colonel Devereux. He connected
the woman’s words with that, as having reference to the:
same subject, but he connected them with nothing else.

“ Waiting for her execution !” he repeated, wken his sur-
prise allowed him to  speak. ¢ Sophia Lyvett —-what have I
to do with it, if she'is? She is nothing to me.”

¢ She ought to be something to you,” retorted Mrs. May,
indignant at what she thought was his want of humanity.
¢ She was something to you when she was Sophia May——xt
’twas only as an acquaxntance living ir the same house.”

“ So-phi-a- May !” he repeated slowly, “ his haughty tone
changing to a subdued one. ¢ It is. not Sophia May who—
who is;condemned, is it ¥’ ;
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“It is nobody else, sir,” answered the mother, bursting into
tears. “ She had just been married to young Mr. Lyvett.”

The flush that had suddenly heated the colonel’s face
turned cold again. He sat down, and passed his handkerchief
across it.

_ “I don’t know that I understand,” he said. “I heard—
certainly—there was some young person left for execution,
The—the crime was the killing of a child, wasit not ¥’

“Yes, sir. A little boy that would have been, it is said,
two years old come September. Sophiar says you can save
her, sir,” replied Mrs. May, her voice dropping to somewhat
of a confidential tone; which tone would, of itself alone,
have roused the colonel’s ire.

¢ She says that you are related to some great man, an officer
of state, I think she called him, who can pardon or hang
crimirals, according to his will; and she bade me say, sir,
that you must ask for her pardon from him, and get it.”

“I cannot do it,” returned Colonel Devereux, aghast.
“ The—the person you allude to would not listen to me. I
—1I don’t know any person : I don’t know what you mean;”
he added, speaking his contradictory words with hesitation.

¢ Oh, sir, she says you can. I helieve, from your own
manner, that you can : and may you find mercy yourself in-
your dying hour, as you now-—if it be in your power—show
mercy for my poor condemned child !”

“Don’t introduce any of that trash,” was the interruption,
for any allusions that bore reverence were never acceptable to
Colonel Devereux ; and just now he was feeling frightfully
annoyed. “ It will not weigh with me ; quite the contrary.
It is impossible that I can attempt to save her.”

His tone of irritation, his apparent refusal, told harshly on
Mrs. May, and she could have found, in her heart, to strike
him as he sat. © As to himself, his temper was always bad,
and he had never been driven into such a corner as this.

. %1 ean’t do it,” repeated Colonel Devereux. And he
believed that he could not.

“ Then, sir, am I to go back to the prison to-morrow, to
that unfortunate. girl, who is beside herself with hope and
excitemént, and tell her that you refuse to help her? That
will be a bad finish to my day’s work. Sir, I have stood

F 4
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outside this house ever since noon, pacing about in the broil-
ing sun and sitting down upon the opposite door—steps, with
no comfort but my weary heart.”

“ No one asked you to do it,” was the colonel’s rejoinder.

¢ Perhaps not,” she resentfully replied.  But the lady gave
me hope that you might be home to-night, and T should have
waited there all night and to-morrow, and the next night, if
you had not come.’

“What lady ¥’ he hastily inquired.

““ One that came up to the door when the grand footman
with the white -head would have drove me from it. He
called her ‘my lady,” and she brought mein and heard my
story, and was sorry for me: and I think, sir, it was she that
gave leave for me to euter to-night. Sophiar said you had no
wife, sir, but it struck me the lady must be your wife, and I
took the liberty to ask the fnan just now, and he said, Yes, it
was.”

Colonel Devereux was frowning ominously.

¢ And now that I know it wezs your wife, sir, I'm thank-
ful that I did not say all that was in my thoughts, for I am
sure she had a kind heart, and it would have troubled it.
Truth is, I knew it might do my poor Sophiar no good with
such great ladies. There was another lady with her, younger.”

“You had no business to come to my house at all,” he
exclaimed in his great irritation. ‘I cannot help you.. You
can go.” ’

¢ Oh, sir, pray don’t say so !”

Co]onel Devereux rose and pointed to the room door
“ Your coming here has been a mistake,” he said. 1T feel
sorry for your daughter, but I have no power to save her.
She labors under a delusion in supposing I have. Tell her,
SO. »

¢ Sir,” cried Mis. May, preparing to depart, “you best
know. But if ever so little power rests with you, and you
mean to sit down with your hands afore you and not try to
use it, but let her go uncared for to her cruel death, I can
only say that you will deserve to suffer as much as she does ;
and so the public will say.when they come-to know the truth. -
Yes, sir : for I'm sure that what I suspect in my mind is the -
truth. -Sophiar has been silent, and kept your name and the
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past from the world ; but it is more than me and her father
will do if she dies without your bestirring yourself to save
her. We—"

“Will you go?’ stemly interrupted Colonel Devereux,
whose hand was still pointing to the door.

“ We will publish the story abroad, sir; it shall be in all
the newspapers in this blessed town. I’ll tell it out aloud as
long as there’s a soul left to listen to me.”

Mrs. May dropped a courtesy, for she never forgot her re-
spect to her betters, turned, and left the room. Had the
natural lines of his face not been so unsympathetic, his black
eyes so hard, she would have fallen down prostrate and
clasped his knees, and besought him with tears to accord her
prayer, But she saw him “at his worst ; and she believed
that there was neither goodness nor humamty, no, nor a
spark of compassionate feeling, to arouse in Colonel Devereux.

Colonel Devereux’s first movement, on -being left alone,
was to take a few strides on the library carpet, and give vent
to sundry uncomfortable ejaculations. When he had, by
these means, a little cooled his wrath and perplexity, he sab
down to deliberate.

His lmagmatlon took him, and w ould take hlm, to the next
Monday morning, to the v.wht which Lord Dooham had in-

_vited him to go and witness. The various peints-rose up be-
fore him, one after another, like the pictures in a phantas-
magoria. Colonel Devereux, in spite of himself, shuddered a
little ; what feeling he possessed was for once touched.

Self was always prominent with him; and Mrs. May’s
concluding words made, perhaps, more nnpressmn on him
than all the rest—that the truth, if Sophia died, should go
forth to the world. At least, what she was pleased to think
the truth. That, at any rate, must be stopped, if possible.
To have his name bandied about in conjunction with this ex-
traordinary and sensational affair would be, to say the best of
it, inconvenient.

Presently he rose up suddenly, as if some plan of action
had occurred to him, and went into the drawing-room. His
wife was sitting there.

"~ % Do= you happen to know- whethm Sir Archibald is in
town ¥’ he demanded. .
6#
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¢« He is,” answered Lady Harriet. ¢ And complaining of
having too much to do to leave it. So your anster sam to-day
when she came home with me.”

So! It was Lady Tennygal, then, wvho had leen the
second lady spoken of by Mrs. May ! And he had passed bis
word to her and Tennygal in those old days at Parkwater

He turned, impatiently, to leave the room.
¢ Are you going out ¥’ asked Lady Harriet.
- “Tam. What of that?’
© ¢ Nothing,” she sighed. “ Shall you be late?”

“Very possibly. I may not be in at all to-night.”

“To neglect me is nothing new,” thought poor Lady
Harriet ; “ but he has never once asked after the children.”

Colonel Devereux proceeded to his father's residence, and
learnt that Sir Archibald was dining out. Lsly Devereux

.was at home, the servant said. )

 Alone?” he inquired."

“No, sir; Lady Tennygal is with her.”

‘With amuttered word, Colonel Devercux turned to_leave
the house again. ¢ Sir Archibald breakfusts early, as-nsual ¢’
he looked back to say.

¢ Oh yes, sir.”

So the colonel returned home again. He tork some re-
freshment, which he had not yet done sinee leaving Deal,
passed an hour in the library with - his large accumulivion of
letters, and then.went to bed.

Early rising was not awid the virtues of Coloncl Devercux.
Besides, he had passed a remarkably restless night, and to-
wards morning he dropped into a heavy sleep. It was past
eight when he awoke. With uncommon speed he dressed,
went out without breakfasting, and .threw himself into a

" hansom, desiring to he driven-to Sic Archibald Deve.remgs
The man whlpped up his horse that it might go iis best, as
behooved it when taking a fare to the great Sir Archibald’s,
her Majesty’s Secretary of State. Colonel Deverenx paid the
man and bounded into the house.

~ . “Ts Sir Archibald in' his breakfast-room #"

“Sir Archibald has breakfasted and gone out, z.a.”

“ Gone out !’

“ Twenty minutes ago, sir.”

RN
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“Hallo !” called out Colonel Devereux, rushing out again.
“ Btop the cab.”

The man was driving oﬂ‘ but turned his horse round at
the call. Colonel Deverenx got into the cab.

“ Where to, your lordship ¢’ asked the man, puttm" on the
title at a venture.

The quesiion was a poser to Colonel Devereux. The wide
world of London was around him, and he knew not in
what little spot of it to find Sir Archibald. ¢ Wait,” he said
to the driver, and went into the house again. His brother
Lionel, who acted as Sir Archibald’s pmvate secretary, was in
the hbrary opening letters.

¢ Lion, where’s the governor ¥’

“ Wha.t is it you?” exclaimed Lionel Devereux, raising
his head. “ When did you get back ¥’

¢ Last night. Where is he gone, I ask?’

“ He did not say. Something troublesome is up, I expect,

for he swallowed his breakfast at a mouthful, and was off. My
opinion is that the ministers are on their last legs, Tody. -He
was with Harebury the best part of yesterday.”

(Colonel Devereux paused to reflect. It was possible—not
likely, but just possible—-that his mother might know. She
was not down stairs, he heard ; so he ascended a flight higher
and knocked qt the door of her chamber,

“ Come in,” answered her ladyship, who was yet in bed.
She supposed it to be her maid, and when the door opened
and a black head presented 1tself she-shrieked out and buried
her face under the clothes.

“Don’t be alarmed,” said the colone], “it’s only I. Sir
Archibald is out, T find ; do you know where he is gone to 7’

“ Good ‘gracious, Theodore ! What in the world do you '
comsg startling me like this for ¢

“I am in a hurry. I want particularly to see my father,
and my business with him will not bear delay. Have you
any idea where he is gone ¢” : i

“ How should I bave?’ rcturned Lady Devereux. ¢ He
does nct worry me with his business affairs and his politics.”

Colonel Devereux went down to the cab again. “ Downing
Street.” :

Sir Archibald was not in Dowring ‘Street ; had not been
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there. From thence he drove to the premier’s, Lord Harebury.
Lord Harebury had gone out of town the previous afternoon.

The cabman had a rare fare, for once. Until past noon he
was driving the colonel about from place to place. All in
vain : no tidings could be heard anywhere of the Home
Secretary. Whether Colonel Devereux’s conscience had come
to him in his restless night, or that Mrs. May’s threat was
preying upon him, certain it was he was now feverishly bent
on obtaining the reprieve of that poor unhappy criminal left
for execition. Mot, jaded, irritated, he drove once more to
his father’s house. Sir Archibald was in. He had been in
‘since ten o’clock, and Colonel Devereux, when he heard it,
gave the cabman his fare, and a hard word or two to the
world in general. Sir Archibald was alone, and his table was
covered with papers.

“ Ah, Tody! So you are back again.”

T have been out looking for you all the morning, sir, and
a pretty fine hunt I have had of it. Can you spare me five
minutes ¥’ ,

“No,” answered Sir Archibald. “I am too busy.”

«But I must demand it—I must,” returned the colonel ;
and Sir Archibald felt some surprise, for his voice had a sound
of emotion in it. ~*“It is'on a matter of life or death,” said
the colonel, abruptly.

¢ Well, two minutes then. I can’t give you more.’

« Theres a girl to be hung on \Ionday mormn" at New-
gate.”

“ Ah, there is,” rephed Sir Arehibald, supposing that his
son ignored his injunction, and was entering on a little prefa-
tory gossip. ¢ A sad affair! It is the same young woman
who once got into Bessie’s house as governess, by means of
false certificates. I told you I was busy.”

¢« Is she sure to suffer ¢’

¢ Sure! What do you mean'l

«“She is young to—Ilet the law take its course, as they
call it.”

“Young in years; I fear, old in iniquity. Of course the
law will take its course. Theodore,” continued Sir Archibald,
imperatively, ¢ I am short of time. What is your business ¢’

“ Sir, this is my business,” answered Colonel Devereux,
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dashing at once to the point. “I have come to ask you to
save her.”

“Save her !” echoed Sir Archibald.

““Yes, sir, to save her.”

“You cannot know what you are saying. I could not save
her life if she was my own daughter ; no, nor would I. There
has been enough hullaballoo raised lately over this kind of
thing, as you must know, and clemency is stopped for atime.”

Theodore Devereux did know it.. It had been the fashion
for some time to pardon every prisoner left for execution, no
matter of how-deep a dye their crime ; the public had cried
out about it, and the Home Secretary had in consequence
found himself in a little hot water.

“Why, in the name of wonder, should you make this
senseless application to me ¥’ he demanded of his son, who
was evidently ill at ease. “ What have you to do with the
hanging or non-hanging of criminals?”’

“ I have 'something to do with this one,” returned Colonel
.Devereux, bending his face, as if to examine some of the
papers on the table. At least, I wish to have.”

" *“Well!” TFor he really had the grace to hesitate, not at
all liking to say to his father what he had to say.

“Well P repeated Sir Archibald. And the other spake a
few words in a low tone.

Sir Archibald Devereux sat gazing at his hopeful son, and
there ensued a dead silence.

¢ If you never zccord me a petitio'n from henceforth, sir,
you must accord me this,” urged Colonel Devereux. ¢ She
has sent to me, froth Newgate, to save her life; to ilitercede
with you to spare it. She says [ owe so much to her. Perhaps
Ido.”

A great scowl had gathered on Sir Archibald’s brow.
« Have you been cognizant of this all along?—sinze the
woman was first apprehended P

“I never heard a syllable of the matter until yesterday

" . when I got home : and then I did not know who the con-

demned person was. Her mother came to me last night. Sir,
you must save her.”
“ The thing is not possible,” returned Sir Archibald.
‘It can be made so, sir. The power rests with you.”
“The whole country would ery out against it. There
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would be one universal feeling of indignation raised upon me.
The woman is detested for what she has done, and receives
no pity. A poor little harmless sleeping child! says the
public. And when it demanded—as it naturally would de-
mand—upon what grounds I had acted, I should have none
to give. No, it would damage me too much.”

‘ Stand it, stand the damage,” pleaded Colonel Devereux,
pushing his hair from his brow. ¢“S8ir, I dare not let her
suffer; whatever may be the consequences, consent to risk
them. At the worst, they can be but trifling—none at all to
you personally : a little passing wonder, a little blame from
the cursed press.”

“Tf this woman get off, every one that has suffered before
her was murdered !” emphatically exclaimed Sir Archibald.

“ 'What if they were? But none too many have suffered
lately, sir,” continued the colonel. ‘Let this one be reprieved
after the example of the others: you can begin to draw the
line with the next one. If she suffers, I shall have her family
upon my back, demanding retribution. It is hard to say
what horrible stories will not be concocted and blazoned forth

to the world. - I could not remain to face- them.”

“ Whom have you to thank foral] this ¥” harshly demanded
Sir Archibald Devereux. ‘

“ Myself, I suppose you wish me to say,” returned the son.

“T do. You have been a bad man all your life, Theodore ;
and unless you chacge wonderfully, you will die a bad one.
You have brought me trouble always; I suppose you will
bring it until I am in my grave. What evil possesses you ¥’

“ Whether good or evil possesses me, it is my own look-
out,” was Tody Devereux’s sullen answer, for he had a mortal
enmity to being told of his faults; “and that is not the con-
sideration now. Sir, you will save her ?”

“Leave me,” returned Sir Archibald. “Iwill reflect upon it.”
¢ It does not need reflection, and there is no space for it,”
he persisted. “ I don’t understand the routine of these thmgs,
but if her Majesty has to be seen, it will be a race with time. .
To-morrow 1s Sunday moruing, and they are beginning to

erect the scaffold.”

*“ Theodore !” impulsively repeated Sir Archibald Devereux,
“T would sooner have cut off my right hand than have heard
this.” .
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“ Give me your promise, sir, before I leave,” the son con-
tinued to urge. ‘It will cost you nothing—oply the stroke
of apen. You will retain the after consolation of knowing
that, if you have erred, it was on the side of bumanity.”

There was a faint tinge of banter in the last sentence,
which Sir Archibald Devereux detected not. In a moment
of less perplexity he would have caught it fast enough. A
few minutes more, and Colonel Devereux went out from his
presence.

>

CONCLUSION.

WA N Monday morning at six o’clock Newgate was
<Y aroused from its stony propriety by the arrival at its
@g gates of a state messenger. He bore a reprieve for
the unhappy woman, Sophia Lyvett ; and when the

sheriffs and the other officials reached the prison, in pursuance

of their functions, to attend the execution, there was no execu-
tion to attend. The mob had the worst of it, and those who
had hired windows : among whowm was probably Viscount
Dooham : the one lost their money, given in hire, and the
other enjoyed a few hours’ soaking, for the morning had risen
pouring wet : not to speak of the disappointment, in which
all alike participated. When the later editions of the daily
papers reached the couniry towns, people made a sudden rush
for them, eager to read of the last moments of Sophia Lyvett,
her dying speech and confession. Instead of which, they had

the negative satisfaction of perusing the short fact of her

reprieve.

r;I‘he world and his wife rose up in wonder® Reprieve her ?
" Why, she really deserved hanging! What mania was it that
had laid hold of Sir Archibald Devereux? The newspapers
as good as asked him.

They got no answer. They never knew. Shrouded in
mystery was that unaccountable act (and entirely unaccount-
able, save to the three or four behind the scenes, it really
was), aud would ever remain so.

The Lyvetts had the most cause to ask the question, for
Frederick was not now legally telieved of the wife he had so
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hastily and rebelhously wedded. - More than ever need did e

there seem tg be for hiding his head in exile.

. “XKeep up your heart, Frederick, my darling,” said his
mother, as she sobbed her farewell on his breast, the morning
of departure “ We know nuot what blessings the future may
hold in store for you. Years bring about wonderful changes :
the darkest day may be succeeded by a bright morrow. Yon
uéver were guilty wilfully but of that one undutiful act, and
surely your punishment has been heavy ; how heavy Heaven
sees : and it.is always merciful. We may have you again
with us some time, free and happy.”

““And at peace,” sighed poor Frederick Lyvett, in his
inmost heart.

And the unhappy woman herself? Did the reprieve which
she had so feverishly pressed for bring to her the relicf she
had sought? Was the life of labor, to which her sentence
was commuted, a more tolerable fate, seen in the vista of the
future stretching out before her, with its dread(ul remem-
brance, its wearing monotony, its hopeless despair? We can-
not know.

She refused to see her father and mother. Before her-final

_ departure from Newgate, permission for an interview with her
was accorded to them at their earnest prayer but she sullenly
declined it.

“Qh, May,” groaned the mother, in ‘the bitterness of her
anomsh as she sat on the edge of the bed in their one sohtary
room, © I*m afraid it was a frwhttul mistake,” .

« What was a mistake ¢’ ..sked May.

“Her bringings up. If we'd not made her into'a lady
and edicated .her. according, she’d not have despised us, and
all this might never have happened. We stuck her up into
a wrong spere, don't you see, May; and the poor ‘thing
seemed to have no-right standing of her own. She was
neither one thing nor- other she couldn’t be one of us, and
she couldn’t be one of them above us; and so she had. no

- mat’ral spere in the world to make herself oontented in. It
wag a fatal mistake.” . :
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