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A CANADIAN.HEROINE.

C TER Io

Mit. LEIGII was in a very depressed and 8.

Mood. Ris late conversations with Mrs. Costello

had disturbed bim and broken up the current of

his thoughts, and even to some extent of his usual

oompations, without producing any result benefi-

cial to either of them. She had told him a stranke

and almost incrèdible story of her life ; and then, just

when he wu full of sympathy and eagerness to be
of use to her, everything seemed suddenly to bave

changed, and the events that followed had been

wholly, as it were, out of his reach. He thought

over the matter with a little sensation, which, if

he had been less simple and generous a man,

might have been offence. Even as it was, he felt
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Canadian Heroine.

uncomfortably divided between his real interest in

his old friends, and a temptation to pretend that he

was not interested at all. He remembered, too,

with a serio-comical kind of remorse, the nianner

in which he had spoken to Mrs. Costello about

Maurice. He was obliged tô confess to himself

that Maurice had never said a word to him whieh

ýould be- taken as expressing any other than a

brotherly feeling of regard for Lucia; he had cer-

tainly fancied that there was another kind of affec-

tion in-his thougbts; but it was no part of thé old

soldiers code of honour to sanction the betrayal of

a secret discovered by chance, and he felt guilty *

remembering how far the warmth of his friendship

bad carried bim. He considered, by way of tor.

menting himself yet further, that it was perféctIyý

possible for a young man, beincr daily in the com.

pany of a beautiful and charming girl, to fancy

himself in love with her, and yet, on passing into a

different world and seeing other charming girls, to

discover that he had been mistaken. It is true that

îf any other person had suggested that Maurice

Might have done this, Mr. Leigh would have been

utterly offended and indignant; nevertheless, hav-

ing proposed the idea to himself, he tried to, look



P

upon it as quite natural and justifiable. After all,

this second theory of inconstancy rested upon the

first theory of supposed love, and that upon guesses

and surmises, so that the whole edifice was just as

shadowy and unsubstantial as it could well be.

But then ît is curious to, see how much eal torment

people manage to, extract fýom visionary ubles.

While bis neighbours were still at Moose Island

Mr. Leigh received two letters from. Maurice. The

first not only did not contain the usual note -gnelosed

for Mrs. Costello, but there was not the slightest

message to, or méntion of, either ber or Lucia. Mr.
Leigh examined the letter, peeped into the en-

velope, shook the sheets apart (for Maurice-ls writ.

ing filled much space with few words), but found

nothing. The real explanation of this was simple

enough. Maurice had w-rit'ten bis note to, Mrs.

Co-tello, and then, just as he was going to put it

in the envelope, was called to bis grandfather. In'

getting up from the table he gave the note a push,

whieh sent it down into a wastepaper basket.

There it lay unnoticed, and when he came back,

just in time to send off bis letters, he fancied, not

seeing it, that he had put it into the envelope,

which accordingly he closed and sent to the post

B 2
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4 A Canadïan Heroine.

without it. But of course Mr. Leigh knew no-
tbing RbOUt thiS.

Thesecona letter was equally without encloàure
or mes", though from. a very different cause. It
wu scarcély à dozen lines in length, ana only saia
that Mr. Bereàbra was dying. Maurice had just

receivea Mrs. Costellos farewell note; he was feel-
ing angry and grieved, ana coula think of no better
expedient than to keep silence for the moment, even
if he haël had time to renew hie expostulations. Re

haël not fully comprebenaea the secret Mis. Cos.
tello entrusted to him; but in the preoccupa-

tions, of the moment, he put off çLll concerns but
those of the dying man until he shoula have more
leisure to attend to them. Thus, by a double
chance, Mr. Leigh was allowed to persuade himself
that Maurice had either never haa any absorbing
interest in the Coitellos, or that hie interest in them.
was being gradually supplanted by others. In this

oplinon, and in a curiously uncomfortable and con.
tradictory humour, his frienas founa him when they
came back from, the island.

Mrs. Costello, on her part, had been entirely
unable to keep, Maurice ont of her thoughts. As

Christian's death, and all the agitation consequent



apon it, settled back into the past, she had plenty
ýof leisure and plenty of temptation to revert to her

ýoId hopes and schemes. «Ral consciously she had
allowed herself to, build up a charming fabrie of
possibilities. Possibly .Maurice might write and

:say, "" It is Lucia I love, Lucia I want to marry.
It matters nothing to, me what her father is or was."
ýQuixotic and not-to-be-counted»upon piece of
generosity!) Pos8ibty she hersélf might then be

justified in answering, 9( The accusation brought
against her father has been proved faIse-my child
is stainless-and you have proved your right to,
her;" and it was impossible, she believed, that
Lucia, hearing all the truth, should not be touched
as they would have her.

These imaginations, built upon such ardent and

long-indulged wishés., acquired a considerable de.
.gree of strength during her visit to Mr. Strafford;

and although a little surprised at not reSl»v»ngj

<Iuring heÉ stay there, the usual weekly note &om
Maurice which she had calculated would cross her

lut important letter on the way, she came home
eager to me Mr. Leigh, and to, hear &om, bïm the
Imt news from England.

But when ahe 'had païa her visit to her ola

Canadian Heroûm. 5
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neighbour, she came back puzzled, clisappointed,
and shghtly indignant. There was an air of con.
straint about Mr. Leigh, especially when he spoke
of Maurice, which was so entirely new as to appear
a great deal more significant than it really was;
and this, added to the fact that two letters had
been received, one written before, and the other
after the arrival of hers, neither of which coûtained
so, much as a message for her or Lucia, suddenly
suggested to, Mrs. Costello that she was a very

foolish woman who was still wasting her wishes and
thoughts on plans, the time for which had gone by.,
instead of following steadily, and without hesitation,

what her rmon told her was the best and most
sensible course. She so far convinced h-erself that
it was time to give up tbinking of Lucias m -

riage to, Maurice, as to, be really in earnest both in
completing her preparatioÈs for IeavýîXg Canada,,

and in rejoicing at the recéipt of a letter from. her
cousin ex,pressing his perfect appr of her deci-
sion to return to Europe.

This letter even Lucia could not help ýt ýakno77
ledge to, be thoroughly kind and Idnf3m$Lnii«ke. Mr.

Wynter pryposed to meet them. at Havre, aucl, if-
possible, pccompany them to, Paris.



" If you are travelling alone," he said, Ic I may

be of service to, you; and since you have decided

on going to, France, I should hke to see you com.

fortably setfIjýd there. By that means, too, we

shall have plènty of time to talk over whatever ar.

rangements you wish made with regard to your

daughter. However, I have great hopes that wheu

you End yourself away fýom. the places where you

have Guffered so much, and near your own people,

you will grow quite strong again."

There were messages from his'wife and daugh.

ters, in conclusion, which seemed to, promise that

they also, would. be ready to welcome their unknown

relatives.

cc Blood is thicker thau water." Mrs. Costello

began to, feel that the one secure asylum, for Lucia,

in her probable orp«han«hood, would be in the old

house by the Dee.

The next tùne she saw Mr. Leigh, she told 'him

her. plans quite fi-an ly. She did so, with some

uwplclon of his real feelings, only that in spite of

their longacquaîntance she did him. the injustice

to fancy thathe would, for reasons of his own, be

gkd that Lucia sere be out of Maurieds way if

he retumea toCanada. She supposed that he b»As

Canadian Heroine, '



A Canadian Heroine.

on reflection, begun toshrink from. the idea bf a

half-Inffian daughter-in-law, and while she con.

fessed to herself that the feeling was, according to

ordinary custom, reasonable enough, she was at

heart extremely angry that it should be enter-

tained.

ý"1 My beautiful Lucia she said to herself in.

dignantly; "las if she were not ten times more

lovely, and a thousand times more worth loving,

than any of those well-born, daintily brought up,

pretty dolls, that Lady Dighton is likely to find for

him 1 1 did think better of Maurice. But, of

course, it is all right enough. I liad no right to,

expect bim to be more than mortal?'

And Lucia went on in the most perfect uncon.

sciousness of all the troubled thoughts circhng

round her. She spoke honestly of her regret at

leavin Canada when, perhaps, Maurice might go

soon be there, though she kept to herself the hopes

which macle her going so much less sad than it

would have been àotherwise. She was extremely

busy, for Mrs. Costello, now that she thought no

More of returning to, the Cottage, had decided to

sell it; all their possessions, therefore, had to be

"divided into three parts, the furniture to, be sold



with the house, their more personal belongiînèý to,
go with them, and various books and kniekk+kS

to be left as keepsakes with their friends. It was

generally known now all over Cacoun that Mrs.

Costello was going ""home,-" in order that Lucia

-might be near her relations in case of "'I anything

happening,"-a thing nobody doubted the pro.

bability of, who saw the change .made during

the last few months in their grave and quiet neigh.

bour. They were a little vague in their information

about these relations, but that was a matter of

secondary importance; and as 1 the mother ý and

claughter were really very much liked by their

neighbours, they were quite overwhelmed with in-

vitations and VýIîsits.

So the days passed on quickly; and for the second

time, the one fixed for their journey was close at

hand. One more letter had arrived from. Maurice,

containing the news of his grandfather's death.

It was short, like the previons one, and almost

equally hurried. He said that he was struggling

through the flood of business brought upon, him

by his accession to, estates so large, and till lately so

zealous1y cared for by their possessor. As soon as,

ever he wùld get away, he meant to, start for

A Canadian Heroine.
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Canada; and as the time of his doing so depended

only on his success in hurryiÈg on certain affairs

whicÉ were already in hand, his fatber might ex-

pect him by any mail except the Érst after his,

letter arrived. -There was no messager to Mrs.

Costello in this note, but, on the other side of the

half sheet whiçh held the conclusion of it, was a

postscript hastily serawled,

"'Tell Mrs. Costello' to remember the last talk

we had together, and to believe that I am obsti-

nate."

This postscript, however, Mr. Leigh in his excite-

ment and joy at the prospect of so soon seeing his

son., never found out. He read the letter twice

over, and then put it away in his desk, without

even remembering at the moment, to wonder at.

Maurice's continued silence towards his old friends.

The thought did strike him, afterwards, but he was

quite certain that he had read every word of the

letter, and was only confirmed in the ideas he haël

begun to entertain. Ile sighed over these ideas,.

and over the loss of Lucia, whom he loved with

almost fatherly affection; but still, even she was

inflinitely less dear to him than Maurice; and if

Maurice really did not care for her, why then,



sooner than thrôw the smallest shadow of blame

upon him, he would not seem, to care for her either.

So Mrs. Costello learned that Maurice was com.

ing, and that he had not thought it worth while to-

sehd even a word to his old friends.
"' He is the only one,-" she thought, "" who has,

changed towards us,, and I trusted 'him most of
all.i>

And she took refuge fýom, her disappointment in

anger. Her disappointment and her anger, how-

ever, were both silènt; she would not say au ill

word to Lucia of Maurice; and Lucia, engrossed in

her work and her anticipations, did not perhaps

remark that there was any change. She made one

attempt to persuade her mother to delay their jour.

neyý until after Maurice's arrival, but, being re.

imilnded that their passage was taken, she consoled-

herself with, 1

"'I Well, it will be easy enough for 'him to come

to see us. 'I suppose everybody in England goes

to Paris sometimes ? -"

And so the end came. They had not neglected

Maurice's, charge, though Maurice seemed to have

forgotten them. Whatever was possible to, do W

provide for Mx, Leigws comfort during his short,

Canadian Heroine. 11
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solitude they had done. The last farewella were
said; Mr. Strafford, who had m*si'sted on 9OM9
with them to New York, had aiTived at the Cot-
tage. Mrs. Bellairs and Bella had spent theïr last

day with their friends and gone away in tears. AU
their life at Cacouna, with its happiness and its

Borrow, -was over, and early next morning they were
to cross the river for the last time, and begin their
journey to England.

L'éý ' - , - - -'-, , Il 
' -- 4
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MAup.ie, had full opportunity for the exercise of

patience during the last weeks of his grandfathoes

life. It was hard to sit there day after day watch-

ing the half-conscious old man, who lay so still and

seemed so shut out from, human feelings or sympa-

thies, and to féel all the while that any one of those

hours of vigil might be the one that stèle from him

his hearts desire. Yet there was no alternative.

His grandfather, who had received and adopted him,

was suffering and solitary, dependent wholly on him

for what small gratification he could still enjoy.

Gratitude, therefore, and duty kept 'him here. - But

there, meanwhile, so far out of his reach, what

.mî t be going on? He lived a perfectly doubler
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life. Lucia was in trouble some ineiplicable

shadow of disgrace was threatening her-something

so grave that even her mother, who knew him. so,

well, thought it an unsurmountable barrier between

them-something which looked the more awfhl &om,

its vagueness and mystery. It is true that he was

oùly troubled-not discouraged by the appearance

of this phantom. He was as ready to fight for ]lis Una

as ever was Redcross Knight-but then would his

Una.wait for him ? To be forcibly held back from

the combat must have been much worse to a true

champion than any wounds he could receive in fair

fight. So at least it seemed to, Maurice, secretly
chafing, and then bitterly reproaching liimself for

his impatience; yet the next moment growing as

impatient as before.

To him in this mood came Mrs. Costello-s last

.letter. Now at last the mystery was cleared up, and

its impalpable shape reduced to a positive and ugly

reality. Like his father, Maurice found no small

difficulty in understanding and believing the story

told to, him. That Mrs. Costello, calm, gentle, and

just touched with a quiet stateliness, as he had

always known her, could ever have been an impul-

sive, romantie girl, so, swayed by passion or by
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flattery as to have left lier fathers house and all the

protecting restraints ot her English life to follow

the fortunes of an Indian, was an idea so startling

that he could not at once accept it for truth. In

Lucia the incongruity struck him less. Her beauty,

dark ,and magnificent, her féarless nature, her

slender erect shape, her free and graceful move-

ments-all the charms which he had by heart,

suited au Indian origin. He could readily imagine

her the daughter of a chief and a bero. But this

was not what he was required to believe. He had

read lately the description of a brutal, half-imbecile

pavage, who had committed a peculiarly frightful.

und revolting murder, and he was told to recog-nize

in this wretch the father of his darling. But it was

just this whieh saved him. He would believe that

Christian was Mrs. Costello's husband and LuciWs

father, because Mrs. Costello told him so herself

and of her own kuowledge-but as for a murder,

innocent men were often accused of that; and when

a man is once accused by the popular voice of a

horrible crime, everbody knows how freely appro.

priate qualities'ean be bestowed on him. So the con.

viction which remained at the bottom of Mamices

ÙÏ4, though he never drew it up and looked

m 0 0 mi -.--
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steaclily at it, was just the truth-that Christian, by
some train of circumstances or other, had. been

made to bear the weight of another persons guilt,

As to the other question of his giving up Lucia,

Maurice never troubled himself to think about it.

He was, it must be confessed, of a singularly obsti.

nate disposition, and in spite of his legal tranining

not particularly inclined to listen to reason. Know.

ing therefore perfectly well, that lie had made up his,

mind to marry Lucia, provided -she did not deh.

beratély prefer somebody else, he felt it useless to,

complicate his already confused ideas any further,

by taking into consideration the expeclienév of such

a connection. There was quite enough to worry

'him without that; and by some inconceivable stu-

pidity it never entered. his head. that, while he was.

reaRy so completely incapable of altering his mind,

other people should. seriously think he was doing it.

Yet as he read Mrs. CosteRo-s letter over a second

time, he began to perceive something in its tone

which seemed to say clearly-l" Donýt flatter your-

self that the matter rests at all with you. I have

decicled.. I am no longer your ally, but you' oppo-
nent.-' At this a new element came into play-

anger.
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He had been rather unreasonable before-now ho

became utterly so. cc A pretty sort of fellow she

must think me, after aU," he said to himself. cc I_

suppose she'd be afraid to trust Lucia to me now.

However, if she thinks I mean to be beaten that

way, shell fmd that she is mistaken."

He was walking up and down' his rooml and

working himself up into a greater ill-humour with

every turn he made.

"' If 1 could only get to Lucia herself,-" ho went

on thinking, cc I sbould see if I could not end the

matter at once, one way or the other-that fellow is

clear out of the way now, and I believe I should

have a chance ; but as for Mrs. Costello, she

seems to think nothing at aU of throwing me over

whenever A suits ber?)

Poor Maurice! he sat down to write to bis father

in a miserable mood-Mr. Beresford had become

suddenly and decidedly worse. The doctors said

positively that he was dying, and that a few days

at the utmost would bring the end. Maurice haël

stolen away while ho slept, but his angry meditation

on Mrs. Costello's desertion had taken up so mach

of his time, that Mr. Leigh's note was short and

hurried. M-hufnour prevailed also to the point of

VOL. III.



the note being finished without any message (he

had no time to w-rite separately) to the Cottage.

His packet despatched, he returned to his grand.

father's room. - Lady Dighton, now staying in the

house, sat, and watched by the bedside; and by-

and-by leaving her post, she joined Maurice by

ýhe window and began to talk to.1bim in a low

voice. There was no fear of disturbing the -in-

valid ; his sleep continued, deep and lethargie, the

near forexpuner of death.

'ý'ý,Maurice,-" Lady Dighton said I wish you

would'go out for an bour.* You are-not really wanted

here, and you look worn out."

Thank you, 1 am all right. My grandfather

might wake and miss me.'-'

Go for à Ettle while. Half an hours gallop

would do you good?'

Maurice laughed impatiently.

""Why should I want doinop good to? It is, you,

1 should think, who ought to go out."

I was, out yesterday. Are you' still anidous

about your father and Canada ? "

Lady Dightons. straightforward question meant

to be answered.

Yes," Maurice said rather crossly. I am

ous and worried."

MIN mai

Canadian Heroine.18



You can do no good by writing ? "

I seem to do harm. Dont talk to me about it,

Louisa. Nothing but my being there coffid have

done any good, and now it is most likely too late."

She saw plainly enough the fight that was goiug

on-impatience, eagerness, selfishness of a kind, on

one side-duty and compassion on the other. She

had no scruple about seeing just as much of her

cousin's humour as his looks and manner could tell

her, and she perceived that, at the moment it was

anything but a good or heroie oue. She thought it

possible that it would have been a relief to him to

have struck., or shaken, or even kicked something or

somebody; and yet'he was not at alltempted to think

the worse of him. She did not understand, of course,

the late aggravations of his trouble; but she knew

that-.he loved loyally and thought his love in danger,

and she gaye 'him plenty of sympathy, whatever that

might be worth. She had obtained a considerable

amount of influence over him, and used it, in general,

for his good. At present he was in rather an un-

manageable mood, buf still she did not mean to let

him escape her.

He looks dreadfully worried, poor b6y 1" she

said to hers«I- Being shut up here day after day
c 2

Il 4
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must be bad for him. I shall make Sir John take

Iiim. out to-morrow.)3

But when to-morrow -came, and Sir John paid

Ilis daily visit to his wifé, she had other things

to think about. He found the servants lingering

aboub the halls and staircases in silent excitement,
and in the sick - room a Ettle group watching, as

they stood round the bed, for the old man's final

falling asleep.

He had been consclous early in the morning,

and spoken to both' his grandchildren; but gra-

dually, so very gradually that tliey could not say
"'lie' changed at such aii hour," the heavy rigidity

of death closed upon his already paralysed limb-s,

and his eyes grew dimmer. It was a very quiet

peaceful closing of a long life, which, except that

it had been sometimes hard and proud, had passed

in usefulness and honour. And so, towards sunset.,
some one said, He is gone," and laid a hand

gently upon the stiffening eyehds.

Sir John took his wife away to her room, and

there she leaned her head against his shoulder

and cried, not very bitterly, but with real affectioù

for her grandfather. Maurice went away also,

very grave, and t1iinking tenderly of the many

20 A Canadian Heroine.
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Içind words and deeds which had marked the

months of his stay at Hansdon. Ànd yet within

half an hour, Lady Dighton was talking to, her

husband quite calmly about some home affairs

whicÉ interested him; and Maurice hadbegun to

calculate how soon he could get away for that

long-deferred six: weeks' absence.

But> of course, altliough they could not keep

their thoughts prisoners, these mourners, who were

genuine mourners after their different degrees,

were constrained to observe'the decoroq quiet,

ýand interregnum of all ordinary occupation, which

custom demands after -a death. Lady Dighton

returned home next day, hidden in her W;îîàîýgeJ,
and went to shut herself up in her own house

Until- the funeral. Maurice remained at Hunsdon,

where he was now master, and spent his days in

the Ebrary writing letters, or trying to make plans

for ]lis future., and it was then that the letter

with 'his lost message to Mrs. Costello was sent

Yet the space between Mr. Beresford's death and

his funeral was to his heir a tedious, and profitless

blank. He had till now been kept here by living

powers, gratitude and reverence; death came, and
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handed his custody over to cold but tyrannous pro-

priety. Now he rebelled with all his beart, and

spent hours of each solitaty day in pacing back-

wards and forwards the whole space of the great

dim room which seemed a prison to him.

The day before the funeral broke this still-ness,

two or three gentlemen, distant relations or old

friends of his grandfather, came to, Hunsdon.' and

towards evening there arrived the family solicitor,

Mr. Payne.' At dinner that day Maurice had to.

take his new position as host. It was, as suited

the circumstances, a grave quiet party, but still

there was something about the manner of the

guests, and even in the fact of their being his

guests, which was unconsciously consoling to Mau-

rice as being a guarantee of his freedom and in-

dependence. Next morning the house was aU

somýre bustle and preparation. Lady Dighton and

lier husband arrived. She, to have one last look at

the dead he to join Maurice in the office of mourner

and at twelve o-'clock, the long procession wound

slowly away through the park, and the great house

stood emptied of the old life and ready for the com-

mencement-of the new one.

The new one began, indeed, after those who haa
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followed Mr. Beresford to the grave had come back,

and assembled in the great unused drawing-room,

to, hear the will read. Lady Dightdn shivered as

she sat by qne of the newly-lighted fires, and, bend.

ing over to Mau rice whispered to him, " For heaven's

sàke keep the house warmer than poor grandpapa

used to do.'-'
CCI Used --' already The new life had begun.

There was nothing in the wiR but what was

pretty generaRy know-n. Mr. Beresford had made

no secret of his intentions even with regard to

legacies. There was one to his granddaughter,

with certain jewels and articles which had peculiar

value for her; some to old friends, some to servitnts,

and the whole remainder of his possessions real

and personal to Maurice Leigh, on the one conm

dition of his assuming the naine and arms of

Beresford.

It was, a very satisfactory will. Maurice, in his

impatience, thought its chief virtue was that it con-

tained nothing whicli could hinder him from starting

at once for Canada. He told Mr. Payne that ho

wished to see Iiim for a short time that évening;

and after the other guests had gone to bed, the two

sat down together by the hbrary fire to settle, as
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he fancied, whatever small arrangements must be

made before his going.

Ele soon found out his mistake. In the first

place the solicitor, who had a powerful and heredi-

tary interest in the affairs of Hunsdon, was shocked.

beyond expression at the idea of such a voyage

being undertaken at all. Here, he would have said

if he had' spoken his thoughts, was a young man

just come into a fine estate, a magnificent estate in

fact, and one of the finest positions in the country,

and the very first thing he thinks of, is to hurry off

on a long sea-voyage to a half-barbarous country,

without once stopping to consider that if'he were

to be drowned, or killed in a railway accident, or

lost in the woods, the estate might fall into

Chancery, or at the best go to a woman. Mr.

Payneý mentally trembled at such rashness, and he

expressed enoug«h of the horror he felt, to make

Maurice aware that it really was a less simple mat-

ter than he had supposed, and that his new fortunes

had their claims and drawbacks. Mr. Payne fol.

lowed up his first blow with others. He immedi-

atelv beLyan to ask If you go, what do you wish

clone in such a case? And the cases were so many

that Maurice, in spite of the knowledge Mr. Beres.
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ford had made him acquire of his affairs, became
'Teally puzzled and harassed. Finally, he saw that a
delay of a week would be inevitable and the

solicitôr, having gained the day so far, relented,
and allowed him. to hope that after a week's appli-
cation to business, -he would be in a position to
please himself. -

Next day Maurice was left alone at Hunsdon.
He wrote his last letter to his father, and being

'determined to follow it himself so slibrtly, he sent
no message to the Costellos. Then he set to work
hard and steadily to clear the way for his depar-
ture.
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ONim day Maurice rode over to Digliton, and told

his cousin he was come to say good-bye. She was

not, of course, surprised to hear that he was really

going, but she could not help expressing her wonder

at the lightness with which he spoke of a journey of

so many thousand miles.

'Ic You talk of egoing to Canada,-' she said, "" just

as Lshould talk of going to Paris-as if it were an

affair of a few hours.-'

'I'l If it were six times as far,'-' ho answered,

it would make no difference to me, except that I

should be more impatient to start ; and yet most

likely wheu I get there I shall find my journey

useless."



Somehow or other there had come to be a tolerably

clear understanding, on Lady Dighto-n's part, of the

state of affairs between Maurice and Lucia-she

knew that Maurice was intent upon finding his old

playfellow, and winning her if possible at once.

.She naturally took the part of her new favourite -

and believed that if Lucia were really what he

&scribed her, she would easily be persuaded to,

come to Hansdon as its mistress ; for, of course,

she knew of no other barrier between the young

people than that of Maurice's newly acquired im-

portance. She thought Mrs. Costello liad acted in

a prudent and dignified manner in wishing to

separate them; but she also thought, in ratlier a

contradictory fashion, that since Maurice was intent

upon the marriage, he onght to bave his own way.

So she was quite disposed to encourage him with

auguries of success.
-"" They are not Ekely to be in any hurry to begin

a sea-voyage such weather as this," ' she said,

shivering. "(TWo ladies, even if they are Canadians,

can't make quite so Eg«ht of it as you do.'-'
"" I wish you may le right," he answered but

if I should not find them there, I shall bring my

father to England and then go off in search of them.

1 m

1
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A pretty prospect! They may lead me all over

Europe before I find tliem.'-'

Lady Dighton laughed outright.

One would suppose that telegraphs and railways

were not in existence," she said., "" and that you had

to set out., like a knight-errant, with nothing but a

horse and a sword to recover your runaway lady.

love."

Maurice felt slightly offended, but thought better

of it, and laughed too.

I shall find them., no fear,-" he answered ; cc but

when ? and where?

Next morning he left Hunsdon, and went to

London. The moment he was really moving, his

spirits rose, and his temper, whicli had been con-

side ab >.,disturbed lately, recovered itself. He

scar e opped at all, till he found. himself that

afternbon at the door of the solicitors office, where

he had some affairs, to attend to.

He got ont of his cab and to the lawyer's door, as

if everything depended on his own personal sp eda;

but just as he went up the steps, the door open

and a clerk appeared, showing a gentleman 0
Even in the midst of Maurice's hurry, something

familiar in the figure struck him ; he looked again

--.. -- - - i - à - --é', - - i M- M nul" àmm



-it was Perc . Thev reco nized each other; at they go 9
same moment., by a common impulse, they saluted
each other ceremoniously and passed on their
différent ways.

Maurice was expected, and lie found Mr. Payne
ready to, receive him. Lastead, however, of plung-
iug at once into business as, a minute ago, he was
prepared to do, he asked abruptly. Is Mr. Perey
a client of yours ?

cc I can hardly say that,-' the lawyer answered,
surprised hy the question.

cc I met him going out,-" Maurice went on.

Mr. Payne rubbed his hands.

" It is no secret," he said; cc I may tell you, I

suppose. He called about some points in a marriage

settlement.'-

Maurice felt Iiis heart give a great leap.

cc Whose ?, '-' he asked sharply.

Mr. Payne again looked surprised.

cc His own, certainly. He is going to marry' a

daughter of the Earl of C-, and I had the honour

of being employed by the late Countess-s family,

from whom her ladyship derives what fortune slie

has. It is not very large,-"' he added, dropping fýom

his dignified tone into a more confidential, one.' ,

Canadian Heroine. 29
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Maurice was silent for a minute. His sensations
were curious; divided between joy that Lucia was

certainly free in this quarter, and a vehement dçsire

to, knock down., horsewhip, or otherwise ill-use -the

Honourable Edward Perey. Of course, this was.,a

savage impulse., only worthy of a half-civilized back

woodsman, but happily he kept it down out of sight,

and his companion filled up the pause.

The marriage is to ta«ke place in a week. The
engagement has been bastily got up, they say, at

last; though there was some talk of it a year ago.

He does not seem particularly eager about it ilow.-"
cc What is he marrying her for ? -" was Maurice's

next question, put with an utter disregard of all

possibilities of sentiment in the matter-the man

whom Lucia might have loved could not but be

indifferent to all other women.

cc.Tt's not a bad matchj-'-' Mr. Payne. answered,

putting his head on one side as if to consider it
critically. cc Not much money, but a good connec.

tion-exceRent.--'

Whereupon they dismissed, Perey and Ms affairs,

and went to work.

Late that night, for no reason but because he
could not rest 'm* London, Maurice started for
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Liverpool. The steamer did not sail till afternoon,

and there would have been plenty of time for him to

-go down in the morning; but he chose do other.

wise, and consequently found. himself in the streets

of Liverpool in the miserable cold darkness of'the

winter dawn. Of course., there was nothing to be

do-ne then, but go to a hotel and get some break.

fast and such warmth as was to be had. He felt

cross and miserable, and half wished he had stayed

in. Londoh.

However the fire burnt *up, breakfast came, and

the dingy fog began to roll away a little from, before

the windows. He went out and walked about the

city. He stared at the public buildings without

seeing them; then at the shop-windows, till he sud-

denly found himself in front of a jewellers, and it

occurred to him that he would go in and buy a ring

whieh would fit a slender finger in case , of need.

He went in accordingly, and after looking at some

dozens, at last fixed upon one. He knew the exact

size, for he had once taken a ring of Lucia's and.

tried to put it on his little fiDger; it would not- go,

over the middle joint, but persisted in sticking fast

just where the one he bought st; It was a

magnificent little affair-almost enough to bribe a

Canadian Heoine.
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girl to say c" Yes '-' for the pleasure of wearing it, and

Maurice congratulated himself on the happy inspira-

tion. Being in a tempting shop, he also bethought

himself of carrying out with him some triffing ets

for ihis old friends ; and by the time he had finished

his selection, he found to his great satisfaction that,

he might return to the hotel for his luggage, and go

on board ship at once.

The small steamer which was to carry the pas-

seugers out to the " India' was already beginuing to

take on her load when Maurice arrived. The fog,

which. hâd partially cleared away in the town, lay

heavy and brown over the river; the wet dirty
deck, the piles of luggage, and groups of people

were aU muffled in it, and looked shapeless and

miserable in the gloom. Hurry and apparent con-

fusion ýwere to be seen everywhere, but only for a

short time. The loading was soon completed, and

they moved away into the river.

Then came another transfer-passengers, trunks,

mail-bags all poured ou to the c India's ' deck. Last

farewells were said-fHends parted, some for a few

weeks, some for ever-the great paddles began to

move, and the voyage was begun.

As h97 down the river, snow began to fall.



It filled the air and covered the deck with wet,

slowly moving flakes, and the water which swallowed

it up all round the ship looked duller and darker by

contrast. Everybody went below, most people -oc-

cupied themselves with arranging their possesions.
so as to be niost comfortable during the voyage ;

Maurice., wh6 had few possessions to arrange, took

out that morning's Times, and sat down to read.

The first two or three days of a voyage are

generàlly nearly a blank to landsmen. Maurice

was no exception to the rule. Even Lucia com-

manded only a moderate share of his thoughts till

England and Irela-d-were fairly out of sight, and

the 'I India' making her.steady course over the open

ocean. Then he began to, watch the weather as

eagerly as if the ship-s speed'and safety had de-

pended on his--care. Every day e went, the

moment the noticewas put up, to see what progress

they had made since the day before, and, according

as their rate of movement was slower or faster, his

day and night were serene or disturbed.

The number of passengers was small. - With

what there were he soon formed the kind of ac-

quaintance which. people shut up together for a

certain - time generally make with each other.

VOL. III. D
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Evèrybody was eager for the conclusion of the
voyage, for the weather, though on the whole fine,
was intensely cold, and only the bravest or hardiest

could venture to spend much time on deck. Down
below every device for killingtime was in requisi-
tion but in spite of all, the question, When shall

we reach New York? "was discussed over and over
again; and each indication of their voyage being by
a few hours shorter than they had a right to expect,
was hailed with the greatest delight.

One day when they were really near the end of
their voyage, Maurice and a fellow-passenger, a young
man of about his own age, were walking briskly
up and down the deck, trying to, keep themselves
warm: and. talking 'of Canada, to which they were
both bound. A sailor who had come for some pur-

pose to the part of the deck where they were,
suddenly called their attention to a curl of smoke
far off on the horizon; it was somethin homeward

bound, he said-he could not tell what but they
would most likely pass near each other.

The two young men had been thinking of going
down, but the idea of meeti:hg ship of any kin d

was sufficient excitement to keep them on deck.
They continued tlàeir walk, stopping every now and

Ji



then to watch the smoke as it grew more and more
distinct. Presently the steamer itself became vis.

ible, and other persons began to assemble and guess

what steamer it could be and how long it would be

before they passed each other. Meanwhile the

stranger came nearer and nearer; at last it could

be recogmized-the " Atalanta.,' ûom New York to

Havre. Maurice borrowed a glass &om, one of the

officers, and, going a little apart from, the group on

the deck of the " India,' set himself to examine that

of the ' Atalanta? A sudden feeling of dismay had

seized upon him. IIe had no more reason to sup-
pose that Lucia was on board this steamer than ho

had to believe that she ha.d sailed a week ago, or

that she was still at Cacouna., and yet a horrible

certainty took possession of him that, if he could

only get on board that ship, so tantalizingly close

atlàand and yet so utterly inaccessible, ho should

find her there. He strained'his eyes in the vain effort

to distinguish her figure. He almost stamped with.

disappointment when be found that the distance

was too great, or his glass not sufficiently powerfal,

for fhe forms ho could jgst see, to be, recognizable ;
and as the two steamers passed on, and the distance

between them, grew every moment greater, Èe hurriçd

D 2
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clown to his cabin, not caring that any one should

see how disturbed he was. He threw himself upon

his little sofa., thinking.

I wonder if she suspected I was so -near her. I

Ï-j wonder whether she looked for me as 1 looked for her.
Not as I did, of course, for she is evei ZD

-ythin om t o me,
and I am only an old friend to her; but yet I think

she would have been sorry to miss me by so, little.

What an idiot I am! when I have not even the

smallest notion whether she could be on board or

not. Very hkely I shall find them still at the dear

old Cottage?

But after his soliloquy be shook his head in

a disconsolate manner, and betook himself to a

novel by way of distraction.

Two more days and they reached New York Thev
got in early in the morping, and Maurice, the

moment he found himself on shore, hurried to, the

railway station. Oný inquiry there, however, he

found that to start immediately Would be in fact,

rather to, lose., than to, gain time. A train starting

that evenina, would be his speediest conveyance

and for that he resolved to, wait. He then turned -J
Ato, a telegraph office, intending to send a message

to, his father, but on second thoughtý aba' doned tha t



idea also, considering that Mr. Leigh already ex-

pected him, and that further warning could do no

good and might do harm.

He spent the day, he scarcely knew how. He

dined somewhere, and read the newspapers. He

found himself out in the middle of reading with the

greatest appearance of interest an article copied

from the Times which he had read in England

weeks before. He looked perpetually at his

watch, and when, at last., he found that his train

wouâd be due in half an hour, he started up in the

greatest haste, and drove to the station as if he had

not a moment to spare.

What a Babel the car seemed when he did get

into it There were numbers of women and

children., not a few babies. It was bitterly cold,

and everybody was anxious to settle themselves at

once for the night. Everybody was talking, sitting

down, and getting up again, turning the seats back-

wards and forwards to suit their parties, or their

fancies, soothing the shivering, crying children, or

,discussing the probability of being impeded. by the

snow. But when the train was fairly in motion,

when the conductor had made his progress through

the cars, when everybody had got their tickets, and
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there was no more to be done, all subsided gradually

into "a dull' sleepy quiet, broken occasionally by a

child's ýcry, but still undisturbed enough to let those

passengers who did not care to sleep, think

peace.

Maurice thought, uselessly, but persistently. He

thought of the past, when he had been quite happy,

looking forward to a laborious life with Lucia to

brighten it. He thought of the future which must

now have one of two aspects-either cold, matter-of-

fact and solitary, in the great empty house at Huns.

den without Lucia, or bright and perfect beyond
even his former dreams in that same great old

house with her. He meant to win her, however,'sooner or later, and the real trouble which he feared.
at present was nothing woÈse than delay.
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CHAPTER IV.

MRS. COSTELLo and Lucia found their journey from

Cacouna to New York a very melancholy one.

They had gone through so much already, that change

and travel had no power to stimulate their over-

strained nerves to any futher excitement; the time

of reaction liad begun, and'a sort of languid in-

différence, which was in itself a misery, seemed to

have taken possession of them. Even Lucias spmts,

generally strong both for enjoyment or for suffering,

were completely subdued; she" sat by the window

of the car looking out at the wintry landscape aU

day long, yet saw nothing, or remembered nothing

that she. had seen. Once or twice she thought,
Cc Perhaps in a few days more, Maurice will be
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passing over this very line; he will be disappointed

whe-n he reache s home and finds that we are gone

but all lier meditations were dreamy and unreai

her mind acted mechanically. A kind of moral

catalepsy benumbed lier. Afterwards when she re-

membered this time, she wondered at herself; she

could not comprehend the absence of sensation with

which she had left the dear home and all the

familiar objects of her whole life, the incapability

of feeling either keen sorrow at the parting, or hope

in the ùnknown future. The days they spent in

hu ng hour by hour further away from. Canada,

always remained in her recollection little more than

a blank and she scarcely seemed to recover her-

self until Mr. Strafford touched her gently on the

shoulder) late in the evening and said,

New York at last Lucia.--'

She got up then, in a hurried, confused way, and

looked at her mother helplessly.

Mrs. Costello, though to some degree she had

shared Lucias stunned feeling during their journey,

had watched her cliild with, considerable anxiety,

and was glaci of any change in her manner. She

hastened to leave the train, thinking that the few

hours' rest t1ley would have before going on board
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the steamer would be the best remedy for this

strange torpor. They found, however., when they

reached the Hotel and went to bed, that weary as

they were, théy could not sleep. The unaccustomed

noise of the city-the mere sensation of being in a

strange place, kept them both waking, and they

were glad to get up early, and go down to the vast
empty drawing-room where Mr. Stafford could join

them for the last time, and talk of the subjects

whieh were near the hearts of all three. And yet,
-after all, they did not talk much. Those last hours

which are so precious, and in which we seem. to
have so much to say, are often silent ones.

The great house, like a city in itself, with its wide
passages and halls, and groups of stranomers passing
eonstantly to and fro, had something dismal and
desert like about it. Even the drawing-room was
so large and so destitute of anything like a snug
corner where people could be comfortable, that there
was little chance of forgetting that they were mere
wayfarers. When the gong had sounded, and every.
body assembled for breakfast, the vast dining-room,
coldly magnificent in white and gold, and all astir

»th white jacketed waiters, seemed stranger ancl
more unhomelike still. Everything was novel,
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but for once novelty only wearied instè-ad of/chaý' n-

ing.

By noon they were on board the steamer. Mr.

Strafford went on board with them. ànd stayed till

the last minute. But that soon came. The final

good-bye was said; the last liuk to Canada and

Canadian life was broken. They stood on deck and

strained their eyes to watch the fast disappearing

figure till it was gone, and they felt themselves

alone. Then the vessel began to move out of the

harbour, and night seemed to come on ail at once.

They went down together to their cabin, and seated

themselves side by side in a desolate companionship.

After a minute Lucia put ber arms tightly round.

ber mother, and laying ber head upon her shoulder,

cried, not passionately, but with a complete abandon-
me-nt of ail, self-restraint. Mrs. Costello did not try

to check, those natural and restoring tears. Sheý-
soothed ber àild by fond motherly touches, kissed

ber cheek or smoothed ber hair, but said not a word
until the whole dull weiglit tliat had been pressing

la
on ber had melted away. 'l'here was something
strangely forlorn in their circumstances which both
felt, and neither liked to speak of to the other.

Leaving behin -1 ail the friends, ail the associations
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of so many years, they were goinom alone-a feeble-

and perhaps dying woman, and a young girl-intc>

a strange world, where every face would be new,

and even their own language would grow unfamiliar

to their ears. Even the hope which had brightened

this prospect to Lucias eyes, looked very dim, now
that the time for proving it was at hand ; and of all
others, the person who occupied her tenderest if not

her most frequent thoughts was the one who best

deserved that she should think of him-Maurice
Leigh. ' . f

Two days of their voyage passed without events.
They began to feel accustomed to theïr ship-life,

and to make some little acquaintance with other

passengers. In spite of the cold, Lucia spent a

good many hours on deck. She used to go with

Mrs. Costello every morning for-a few quick turns,

up and down, and then, when her mother was tired,

she would wrap herself up in the warmest cloaks,

and shawls that she could find, and take ker seat in

a quiet corner, where she could lose sight of all

that went on about her and, with her face turned

towards Canada, see nothing but the boundless sea
and sky. On the third day she was sitting in this

manner. There were a good many persons on deck

Canadian Heroine.
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but she was left tolerably undisturbed. Occasionally

a lady would stop and speak to her-the men, who

were-not altogether blind, to her beauty, would have

liked perhaps to do the same, if her preoccupied air

hàd nU made a kind of barrier about her, too great

to be broken through without more warrant than a

two days-' chance association; but she was thinking

or dreaming, and never troubled herself about

them.

The day was very bright, and fliere was a cease-

less pleasure in watching the ripples of the sea as

they rose into the cold silvery sunlight and then

passed on into the shadow of the ship ; or in tracing

far away'the broad even track M'arked by edges of

tiny bubbles, where the vessel's course had been.

Gradually she became aware through her abstraction

-of a greater stir and buzz of conversation on the
deck behind hQr; s«he turned, and seeing everybody

looking in one direction, rose and looked too. A
lady standing beside her said,

It is the Cunard steamer for New York. We
think there are some friends of ours on board, but

I am afraîd we shall not pass near enough to find

eut."

Oli, how 1 wish we could! Lucia answered,



now thorouomhly roused, for the idea that Maurice

also might be on board suddenly flashed into her-

mind.

She leaned forward over the railing of the deck,

and cauopht sight of the cIndia' coming quic«kly'in

the opposite direction, and could even distinguish the

black mass of her passengers assembled like those

of the c Atalanta' to watch the passing vessel. But

that was 'all. Telescopes and even o'pera-glasses

were being handed from one to another, but sheý

was too shy to ask for the loan of one, though she

longed for it, just for a moment. Certainly it would

have been uýeless. At that very time Maurice,

standing on the c India-s' deck, was straining his

eyes to catch but one glimpse of her, and all lu vaili.

Fate had decided that they were to pass each other
unseen.

But this little incident made Lucia sadder and

more dreamyý--more unlike herself-thau before.

The voyage was utterly monotonous. In spite of

the season, the weather was calm and generally fine ;'

and they made good progress. The days when an.

unbroken expanse of sea lay round fliem were not

many, and on the second Sunday afternoon land was

already in sight. Thàt day was unusually mild-
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Mrs. Costello'and Lucia came up together about

two O'clock, and, after walking up and down for some

time, they sat down to watch the distant misty line

whieh they might have thought a cloud on the

horizon., but which was gradually growing nearer

and more distinct.

While they sat,' a single blird came flying from

the land. Its wings gleamed like silver in the sun-

light, and as it came, flying now higher, now lower,

but always towards the ship, they saw tliat it was no

sea-bird., but a white pigeon-pure white, without

spot or tinge of colour., like the glittering snow 'of

Canada. It came quite near-it flew slowly and

gracefully, round the ship-two or three times, it

circled round and round, and at last alighted on the

rigging. There it rested, till, as the sunlight quite

faaed a.way and the distant line of land disappeared;

it took flight again and vanished in the darkness.-

Perhaps the strong elasticity of youth and hope

in Lucia's nature had only waited for -some chance

touch to set it free, and make it spring up vigorously

after its repression. At any *rate she found a
fanciful omen in the visit of the snow-white bird;

and began to, believe that in the new country and the
-new life, there might be as much that was good and

46 Canadian Heroine.
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-happy as in the old one. The last hours, full of

excitement and impatience as the voyage drew io a

close, were nôt unpleasant ones. Very early one

morning a great commotion and a babel of unusual

sounds on deck awoke the travellers, and the

stewardess going from room. to room, brought the ç

welcome news,

We are at IE[avre."

Lucia was up in a moment. The stillness of the

vessel, after its'perpetual motion, gave her au odd

sensation., not unlike what sýe had felt w'hen it first

beoman to move; but she was quickly dresseU and

-on deck. There were a çyood many people there

and the water all round was alive with boatsand

shipping of every description, but Lucia's eyes

naturally turned from the more familiar objects to
4,

tlie--dfamiliar and welcome sight of land. 1

A strange land, truly! The solid quays, the

masses of building, older than anything (excèpt

forest-trees) which she had ever seen., the quaint,

dresses of the peasants already moving about in the

early morning, all struc«- her with pleased and vivid

interest. For the wider féatures of the scene she

had at first no tbýought. Nature is every-v!4ere the

same, t«hrough all her changes. To those who love
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her she is never wholly unrecognizable, and when
we meet her in company with new phases of human

life, we are apt to, ireât her as the older friend, and
let her wait until we have greeted the stranger.
At least, Lucia did so. She had indeed only time

ww for a hurried survey, for their packing had to be

completed by her hands; and she knew that the

arrival. of the sliip would soon be k-nown, and that

if Mr. Wynter had kept his promise of meeting

them, he might appear at any moment. She went

down therefore and found Mrs. Costello dressing

with hurried and trembling fingers, too much agi-

tated by the -prospect of meeting her cousin, after
solong and stra-nge a separation, to be capable of

attending to anything.

AU was done, however, before they were inter-

rupted. They w-rapped themselves up warmly, for

the moriling was intensely cold through all its

brightness, and went up on deck together. Lucia

found a seat in a s«heltered place for Mrs. Costello,

and stood near her watching the constant stream, of

coming and going between the ship and- the shore.

They had nothing to do for the present but wait,
and when they had satisfied themselves that, as yet'

tliere was no sign of Mr. Wynter-s arrival, they



had plenty of time to grow better acquainted with

the view around them.

The long low -point of land beside whicli they

lay; the town in front, with a flood of cold sunlight

resting on its low round tower, and the white sugar-

loaf shaped monument, which was once the sailors,

landmark-the lofty chapel piously dedicated to

Notre Dame de Bons ýSecours now superseding

it-the broad mouth of the Seine and the Norman

shore, bending away to the right-all these photo-

graphed themselves on Lucia9s memory as the first-

seen features of that new world where her life was

henceforth to be passed.

At last, when nearly aU their fellow-passengers

had bidden them good-bye and left the ship, they saw

a gentleman coming on board wliom, they both felt

by some instinct to be Mr. Wynter. He was a

portly, white-bearded man, as strange to Mrs.

Costello as to Lucia, for the last twenty years -haël
totally changed him from, the aspect she remem-

bered and had described to her daughter. Perliaps

his nature as well as his looks had grown more

genial; at any rate, he had a warm and affectionate
greeting for the strangers, and if'he had au painfuly
or embarrassing recollection such as agitated his
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cousini he knew how perfectly to, conceal them. He

haël arrived the day beforebut, on arr]*VM»g had heard

that the "Atalanta- was not, expected for twenty-

four hours, so that the news of her beiug in port

came to him quite unexpectedly. He explained aU

this as t1ley stood on deck, and then hurried to see

their luggage brought up, and to transfer them, to,

the carriage he had brought &om hi' liotel.

Lucia felt herself happily released from her cares.

She had no inclination to like, or depend upon, her

future guardian; but without thinking about it, she

allowed him to take the management of their affairs,

and to faU into the same place as Mr. Strafford had

occupied during tlieir American journey.

Only tliere was a différence; she was awake now,

and hopeful, naturally pleased with aU that was IIJ
new and curious, and only kept from thorough light-

heartedness by her mother's feeble and fatigued

condition.
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CHAPTER Ve

MRS. COSTELLO seemed to, grow stronger from the

moment of their landing. Mr. Wynter decided

without any hesitation that they should remain at
Havre, at least until the.next day. In the evening,

therefore, they were sitting quietly together when

the important question of a future residence for the
mother and danghter came -to be diseussed.

I slloulél like Lucia to see something of Paris,"

Mrs. Costello said, '1,1 and to do that we should be
obliged to stay a consiàerable tîme; for, as you

perceive, I am not strong enough to do much sight-
seeing at present.l'

see,-" Mr. Wynter answered, nodding gravely.

We might get you a nice little apartment there.,

ic 2
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and settle you for the winter that would be the
best plan. I suppose you don't mind cold

That depends entirely on the sort of cold.
Yes ; I think we should settle in Paris for a time,

and then move into the country. Only I have a

9 crreat fancy not to be more than a day-s journey
froýn England?' -V

4,Cýjn' which 1 sympathize with ou. It will be -11y
very much more satisfactory to me to know that
you a within a reasonable distance of us."

Lue, sat and listened very contentedly to the
talk 'of 'the elder people. To her, whose only ex-

perience of relationship, beyond her motlier, was
painful and mortifying, there was something she had

not anticipated of novelty and comfort in this new
state of affairs. Her cousin% tone of kinsmanstip
and friendliness was so genuine and unforced that
she and her mother both accepted it naturally, and
forgot for the moment that, to a little-mWded man,

such friendliness might have been difficult ancl

perhaps impossible.
They decided to start for Paris next morning,

Mr. Wynter saying that, lie had arranged for a
week's absence &om England, and therefore would

have plenty of time to see them fixed in their new

=à -01 lui
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-residence before he left. Then the conversation

glided to other subjects, and Lucia losing her in.
terest in it, began to, wonder where Perey was--
whether they were again on the same continent-

whether he wolild hear, through th*BeRairs, of
their movements-r--whether he thought of her. And

le from that point she went off in some indescribable
maze of dreams, recollections, and wishes, through

which there came, as if from. a distance, the sound

of voices teking about England-about Chester-

about her mother',s old home and old friends-and.

about her young cousins, the Wynters, and a visit

they were to make to France when spring should
have set in.

In the midst of all, the Sound of a great clock

striking broke the stillness of the snowy streets,
and, just after, a party of men passed, singing a
clamorous French song, and stamping an accom.

paniment with their heavy shoes. Lucia smiled as
she listened, and then sighed. In truth this was

a new hfe, into which nothing of the old one coqld

come except love and memory%

Of course, they could not ýsleep that

missed the motion of the ship, *hich had lately
lulled them ; they could not shake'off the impremion
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of strangeness and féel sufficiently at home to fbrý

get themselves; and to Lucia, used to the healthy

sleep of eighteen, this was a much more serious,

matter than to one who had kept as many vi ils.

as Mrs. Costello. They appeared, therefore, in the

morning to, have changed characters; Lucia was,

pale and tired, Mrs. Costello seemed bright and

refreshed.

The rapid and uneventful journey to Paris ended,

for the present, their wanderings. When, on the

following day, they started out in search of apart-

mentis, Mrs. Costello looked round her in astonish-

ment. More thau twenty years ago she had really

known something of the city; now' there only

seemed to be, here and there, an old landmark left

to prove that it was not altogether a new and

strange place. Lucia was delighted with every-

thing. She no sooner saw the long line of the

Champ Elysées than she declared that there, and

nowhere else, their rooms must be found.

"",In the city, mamma," she said, "'I you could not

breathe; and as for'sleeping, yoti know what it was

lut night; and if we went further out, we should

see nothing."

Mrs. Costello wu too pleased to see her daughter
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looking and speaking with something of her old

hveliness to be inclined to oppose her fancies only

she said with, a smile,

The Champs Elysées is expensive -remember

that Lucia-aùd I am going to make you keeper of

the purse."

Very well, mamma, if it is too dear, of course

there is no more to be said; but you don't object to,

our trying to get somethin here, do you ?
Decidedly not. Let us try by all means.

They found apartments readily enough; but to,

find any suited to their means was, as-Mrs. CosteRo,

anticipated, anything but an easy matter. Lucia

began, before the morning was over, to reahze the

fact that their £400 a year, which had been a per-

fectly comfortable income in Canada, would require

very careful management to afford them. at all a

suitable living in Paris.

It is only for a little while, though," she con-

soled herself. In summer we sliall be able to go
into the country and find somethýng much cheaper."

So they continued their search, and at last found

just what-they wanted; thougli to do so, they had to

mount so many stairs that Lucia was afraid her

mother would be exhausted.

m mm- m - " 0 1"' m «Wl-g e ý -Il_ - 0 om-- ý wé.
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I do not think this will do, mamma," she said.

I should never dare to ask you to go out, because

when you came in tired, you would have all this

fat-igue."

But the rooms were comfortable and airy, and the

clifficulties of living "" au cinquième" were considered

on the whole to be surmountable; so the affair was

settled. Then came the minor considerations of a

new housekeeping, and Margery was heartily re-

gretted though what the good woman would have

been able to do where she could neither understand

nor make herself'understood, would not bave been

easy to say. Even Mrs. Costello, who, in her youth,

had had considerable practice in speaking French,

found herself now and then at a loss; and as for

Lucia, having only a sort of school-girl knowledge

of the language, '-she instantly found her compre-

hension swept away in the flood of words poured

her by every person she ventured to speak to.

Never mind., I shall soon learn,'-' she said in the

most valiant manner ; but, allas ! for the present, she

was almost helpless, and Mrs. Costello had to ar.

range, bargain, and interpret for both.

They wound up their days business by a little

shopping, which, like everything el was new to,

a ýý mý
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Lucia. The splendid shops, lighted up in the early

dusk of the winter afternoon, were as élifferent as

anything could be from the stores at Cacouna. A
sudden desire to be possessed of a purse full of

money, which she might empty in these enchanted

palaces, was the immediate and natural effect of the

occasion on the mind of such au unsophisticated

visitor. She became, indeed, so completely lost Mî-
admiration, that her mother made her small pur-

ýchases -ithout being able to obtain anything but

the vaguest and most unsatisfactory opinions on

such trifli-ng affairs.

Mr. Wynter derived considerable amusement

from watching his young cousin and future ward.

He told his wife afterwards that he had, begun the

day-'s work entirely from a sense of duty towards

poor Mary; but that for once he had found that

kind of thing almost as amusing as women seemed

to do. The young girl with her half-Inclian nature,

and wholly Canadian-ultra Canaclian-bringing up,

was so bright, simple, and naïve, that she was worth

watching. Her wonderful beauty, and the uncon.

scious grace of her father's people, kept her from
'elver apl)-ml=gll C011[mit e awkwar her simpli.

city was that of a lovely child, and W*as in no way
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discordant with the Ligher nature she had shown

in the bitter troubles and perplexities of the past

year. She felt safe now and hopeful, inconceivably,

absurdly hopeful-yet there was this difference

between the happiness of long ago and the hap-

piness to-day, that then she could not believe in

sorrow, and now she only would not.

They went back to their hotel for another night.

Next day they moved to the apartment they haël

taken., and submitted themselves to the ministra-

tions of Claudine, their French, version of Max-

gery. Submitted is exactly the right word for

Lucia's behaviour, at any rate. Claudine appeared

to her to, have an even greater than common

facility of speech; it only needed a single hesi.

tating phrase to open the floodgates, and let out

a torrent. Accordingly, until her stock of avail-

able French should increase, Lucia decided to

take everything with the utmost possible quietness,

She would devote herself to her mother, and to

becorning a little acquainted with Paris, and give,

Claudine the fewest possible occasions for eloquence.

Before the two days which, Mr. Wynter spent

with them in their new dwelling were over, they

had begun to feel tolerably settled. In fact, Lucias
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offirits., râlsed by excitement, were 'begïnn*ng toý
droop a little, and her thoughts to make more and

more frequent excursions in search of the friends

from, whom she was so widely separated. She

thought most, it is true, of Perey, and her fancies,

about him were rose-coloured; but she thought,

also, a little sadly, of the dear old home, and the

Bellairs and Bella, and even Magdaleu Scott, who,

had been an old acquaintance, if never a very

dear friend. She had many wondering thoughts,

too., about Maurice. Was he still in England? or

was he in Canada ? was he at sea ? would he come

over to see them ? would he even know where to

find them if he came ? Of these last subjects she

spoke freely to her mother, only she kept utter

silence as to Perey. So it happened that Mrs.

Costello, knomng her own estimate of her daughter's,

lover, and, strangely forgetting not only how dif-

férent Lucia's had been, but that iù a nature

essentially faithful, love increases instead of dying,

through time and absence, comforted lierself, and

believed that all' -was(- now sêttled, for the best.

Neither Perey nor Maurice, it wasý evident, would
ever be Lucias husband. Nothing could be' more

satisfactory, therefore, than that she should have

Row d'am



become indifferent to the one, and have only a

sisterly affection for the other. And yet, with

unconscions perversity, she was not satisfied. She

allowed to, herself that Maurice's conduct had

been reasonable enough. He had accepted the

,common belief that Christian was the murderer

of Dý. Morton; and the conclusion which naturally

followed, that Christian% daughter, beautiful and

good though -she might be, was not a fit mistress for

Hunsdon; to have done otherwise, would have been

Quixotic. Yet in her heart she was bitterly disap-

pointed. If he had but loved Lucia well enough to,

dare to take her with all her inherited shame, how

richly he would have been rewarded when the clond

eleared away ! Where would he find another like

her? And now, since Maurice could change, who

might ever be trusted ?

No doubt these meditations were r'omantic. If

Mrs. Costello had been the mother of half-a-dozen

children-a woman living in the midst of a busy,

lively household, where motherly cares and castle-

buildings had to, be shared among tbree or four

daughters-she would not have had time to occupy

'herself so intensely with the affairs of any one. As

it was, howevrer, this one girl was her life of lifé;
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she threw into her interests the hopes of youth and

the experience of middle age. As Lucia grew up,

she had watched with anxietý,,with hope, and with

fear, for the coming of that inevitable time when,

either for good or evil, sho must love. It had been

her fancy that, if Lucia loved Mauiice, all would be,

well; if she loved any other, all would be ill. But

time had passed on., and brought change; -not one

thing had happened according to her anticipations.

And she tried to believe, that she was glad that it

was so., while a shadow of dissatisfaction lay at the

bottom of her heart.

When Mr. Wynter left Paris, he did so with. the

comfortable conviction that his cousins were happily

settled; and with the persuasion that, as they both

appeared to bave a fair share of common sense, they

would soon forget their past troubles, and be just

like other people.

'c I don't like Mai-Ys state of health at present.,
he said to his wifé; Ic and, if I am not mistaken,. she-

thinks even worse of it than I do; but still, rest of

mind and 'body may do a great deal ; and now she

is really a- widow, and quite safe froin any' further

annoyances, I dare say she will come round.--'

'c And her daughter ? àsked Mrs. Wynter

qL
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rather anxiously. "'Do you think she would get
on wfth the girls

1 don't know Vm sure, my dear. She is not
much like -them, certainly, or, indeed, like any

English girl. She is wonderfully pretty, but quite
Indian in looks.-"

Poor child! what, a pity!'-'
I am not sure about that. She seems a good

girl, and Mary says is the greatest comfort toher,
so I suppose she is English at heart ; and as for her
black eyes, there is something very, attractive about
them.-"

Mrs. Wynter sighed again. Lucias beauty, of
which it cannot be said that Mr. Wynters account

wàs overdrawh lost all its advantages in her eyes
by being of an Indian type. She could ne'ver quite
persuade herself that her husband had not been

walking about the streets of -Paris with a hand-
some young squaw inskins and porcupine quills.
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CHAPTER VI.

-Poop Maurice! He came up the river early Qne

glorious morning,.and standing on the steamboaVs

deck watched for the, first glimpse of the Cottage.

Ilis heart was beating so that he could ' scarcely see,

but he knew just where to look, and what to look

for. At this time *of year there was no hope of

seeing the fair figure-watching on the verandah as

it had done when ho went àw'ay, but the eurl- ý of

smoke from the chimney would satisfy him and

prove that his darlin was still in her old home.1 4 9
He watched eagerly, breathlessly. Everything was
so bright, that his spirits had risen, and ho felt
almost certain he was in time. There, the last bend

of the river was turned,' and now the trees that grew

4 , qb
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about the Cottage and his father's house were visible
-now the Cottage itself. But suddenly his heart.

seemed to grow still--there was the house, there
was the garden where he and Lucia had worked,

there was the slope where they had walked together _ee
that last evening-but all was desolate. No smoke
rose from the chimuey; and on the verandah, and

on every ledge of the windows suow lay deep and.

undisturbed; the patli to the river was clioked. and

Iidden., and by the little gate the-drift had piled it-

self up M' a high smooth ml, nd. Desolate!

When the boatstopped. at e wharf, there were

happily few people about. Maurice left his port-

manteau, and taking the least public way hurried

off homewards. It was toô late-that was his only

thought; to see his father, to know when they went,

and if possible whither-his only desire. He strode

along the road, seeing and thinking of nothing but

Lucia. There was one chance, they might not

yet have left Canada. But then that ship, and the

eurious sense of Lucia's nearness which he had felt

when they passed it; she must have been on board 1
He felt as if -he should. go mad when he came to Ilis

father's gate and-saw aU looking just as usual, quite

calm and peaceful under the broad wintry sunshine.



He had only just sense eno'gh at the very last

minute to, remember that his father was an invalid

to whom. the joy of his coming might be a danger-

ous shock". As Éù thought of this he turned round

the corner of the house and in a moment walked

into the kitchen where Mrs. George, the old house-

keeper, was busy washing up the breakfast-

thinoms.

"Law, Mr. Maurice!--' cried Mrs. George, and

dropped her teacup and her cloth together-hap-

pily both on the table.

Coming into the familiar room, and seeing the

familiar face, brought the young man a little to him-

self. He held his impatience in check while he

received Mrs. Georges welcome, answered her

questions, and asked some in return. Then he

sent her in to tell his father of his arrival, and be-

gan to walk up and down the kitchen while sh >Vas

away.

In a minute or two she came out of the sitting.

room, and he went in. Mr. Leigh had had his ow-n

troubled thonghts lately, but he forgot them all when

he saw his son. Just at *:first - there was only the

sudden agitating joy of the, ineeting-thehappiness,

VOL. III.
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of seeing Maurice so well-so thoroughly himself

and yet improved-of seeing him. at, home again;

but then came trouble.

So they are gone he said almost, interrupting

the first greetings, and the old man instantly. knew

that all hi s fan,çies had been a mistake, an(i that

Maurice had come back to find Lucia.

And they were gone ; and he himself had been a

coward and a traitor, and had distrusted his own

son and let them go away distrusting him He

saw it now too late. A painful embarrassment

seized him.
"" Yes,-" he gàid hesitatingly. They went a

week ago.--

llBy New York?

ll Yes.'-'

In the Atalanta for Havre ?

Yes. How* did you know ?

cl I did not know. I only guessed. Wheré are

they gone ? '-'

lc I do not know. Mrs. Costello said their plans

were so uncertain, tliat she could nà tell me.'-*

lc Yet I should have thought, sir, that so old a

friend aà you might have had a riglit to be told

wliat her plans were
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She told no one-except that they would not

ýStày long in any one place at present."

Maurice walked to the window and sighed im.

patiently-
""A pleasant prospect! he said, Tliey may be

at the other end of Europe before I can get back.--'

He stood for a minute looking out, and tapping

impatiently with his fingers on the window-sill,

while Mr. Leigh watched him, troubled, and a little

inclined to be angry. When he turned round again

he had made up his mind that it was no use to get

out of temper, a pretty sure proof that he was so

already, and that the first thing to do was to find

out exactly what his father and everybody else

knew about the Costellos. He sat down, accord-

ingly, with a sort of desperate impatient patience,

and began a c)Ê8ý_examination.

Did they leave no message for me

c'Nothing in particular. AU sorts of kind re.

membrances; Lucia said you would be sure to meet
some day.

Did they never 'speak of seeing you in Eng-
land?

Never. On the contrary, my impression is that
they had no intention of going to England.'



That is strange yet if t«hey had the would

scarcely have gone by Havre, unlessý to avoid all

chance of meeting me."

Why should they do that ?

Maurice said nothing, he onlycha-nged his position

and looked at his father. Mr. Leigh had asked the-

question suddenly, with the first dawn of a new idea

in his mind, but at his sons silent answer he shrank

back in his chair breathless with dismay. So after all

he had been a traitor With his mistaken fancies

about change and absence he had been doiing all

he could to destroy the very scheme that was dearest

to him, and which he now saw was dearest to

Maurice also. And he knew now that there had

ýeen something in Mrs. Costello's manner lately

less friendly to Maurice than was usual. He had

done mischief wJiich might be irreparable. Guilty

and miserable, he Daturally began to defend him-

self.

If you had only told me he said feebly.

I had nothing to tell, sir. I went away, as you

remember, almost at a moment's notice, to please

you and my grandfather. I could not speak to

Lucia then, because-for various reasons; but I

know that Mrs. Costello was my friend. After-
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wards she wrote to me when poor Morton was killed,

and told me some story 1 could not very well make
out, but which of course made no différence to me.
Then came another letter with all the truth about

her marriage, which she seemed to think conclusive,

and which wound up by saying that she meant to

take Lucia awa.y-hid e her from me in fact. My
grandfather was very ill then, and I had no time to

w-rite-to-her, but my message just after his death

was plain enough, I thought-what, did she say to

it?;;

Mr. Leigh dropped his eyes slowly from. his

son's face, and put his hand confusedly to his

head.

What was it ? -" he said. I can't remember."'

Only two or three words. Just that all she

eould say did not alter the case, or alter me."

This was rather a free rendering of the original

message, but it was near enough and significant

enough for Mr. Leigh to be ýquite sure he had never

heard sucÉ words before. They would have g-iven

lhim just that key to, his son-s heart which he had

longed for.

" You must be mistaken,-'-' he answered. " I never

received such a message as that.?-'



It was a postscript. I had meant to write to ter

and had not time?'

You must have forgotten. You meant to send
it?:

I sent it, 1 am certain. Have you my letters?»
"'I'Yes. They are in that drawer.-"

Maurice opened the drawer where aR his letters

had been lovingly arranged in order. He remem-

bered the look of the one he wanted and picked it

out instantly.

There it is, sir,-" he said, and held out to, his
father those two important lines, stÎll unread. Mr.

Leigh looked at the paper and then at Maurice.
CC I never saw it," he replied. How could I have

missed it ?"

Heaven knows! It is plain enough. And my
note which came in the letter before ttat it

was never answered. Thai may have miscarried
too,

c'There was no note, Maurice, my dear boy;
there was no note. I wondered there was not?'

And yet I wrote one."

Maurice was looking at his father in g-rievous
perplexity and vexation, when he suddenly became
aware of the nervous tremour the old man was in
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A Canadian Heroine. 71

He went up to him. hastily, with a quick impulse of

shame and tenderness.

-lie Forgive me, father," he said. "c I forgot my-

self and you. Only you cannot know the miserable

anxiety I have been in lately. Now tell me-whether

it is true that you are stronger than when I left ?
ý5 He sat down by the easy-chair and tried to talk

to his father as if Mrs. Costello and Lucia had no

existence; but Mr. Leigh, though he outwardly took

courage to enjoy all the gladness of their union,

was troubled at heart. It was a grievous disappoint-

ment., this coming home of which so much had been

said and thought. No one could have guessed that

the young man had been out into the world to seek

his fortune, and had come back laden with gold, or

tliat the older haël just won back again the very

light of Uis eyes.

Anxious as Maurice had been to avoid notice at

the moment of his arrival at Cacouna, he had been

seen and recognized on the wharf, and the news of

his coming carried to Mr. Bellairs before he had

been an hour at home. So it happened that while

the father and son sat together in the afternoon,

and were already discussing the first arrangements

for their return to England, a sleigh drove briskly
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up to the door, and Mr. and Mrs. Bellairs came

full of welcomes and congratulations.

I knew we might come to-day,'-' Mrs. Bellairs

said, still holding her favourites hand and scanning

his face with her bright eyes. ccWe shall not stay

long, but it is pleasant to see you home again,

Maurice."

Don't say too many kind things, Mrs. Bellairs,"

he answered, "or you will make me want to, stay

when I ought to be going.--

Groing -You are surely not talking of that

vet ?

'Ic Indeed am. We hope to be away ina fort-

night.--'

Oh! if you hope it, there is no more to be said.'-'

If you knew how I have hoped to be here, and

how disappointed I have been to-day, you would not

be so hard on me.-'

They had both sat clown now and were a little

apart, for the moment, from the others. Mrse

Bellairs was surprised at Maurices words, though

she understood instantly what he meant. He had

never before given her a single hint in words of his

love for Lucia, though she had been perfectly aware

of it. She guessed now that his grandfathers
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death had changed bis wishes into intentions, and

that since he was in a position to offer Lucia a share

of bis own good fortune, he no longer cared to make

-any secret of his feelings towards her.

You did, not expect that our friends would be

gone," she asked in a tone which expressed the

sympathy she felt and yet could not be taken as

inquisitive. As for Maurice, he wanted to speak out

bis trouble to someb ody, and was glad of this result

ýof bis little impetuous speech.

I was altogether uncertain, ' he answered c" I

wanted to, start from England a week sooner, and if

I had done so, it seems, I should have found them,

here; but I was'hindered, and for some reason or

-other they chose to keep me in the dark as to their
intentions."

c' Lucia often talked of you and of her regret at
going away just when you were expected."

" She did ? Do you know where they are?"
" No; and that is tht strangest thing. I believe

their plans were not quite fixed; but still Mrs.

Costello was not a woman to start away into the

world without plans of some kind, and yet no one
in Cacouna knows more than that they sailed from
New York to Havre.
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It is incomprellensible, except ne supposi-
tion. Did you ever hear Mrs. Cokello speak of
my Teturn

Not particularly. Don't be offended, Maurice,
either with her or with, me but I did fancy once or
twice that she wished to be away before you came.
Only, mind, that is simply my fancy.'-'

I have no doubt you fancied right ; but I have
a thousand questions to ask you. Tell me first-'-'

Maurice,,'-' interrupted Mr. Bellairs from the
ccother side of the room, what is this your father

says about going away immediately? - You can-t
be in earnest in such a scheme!

cc I am afraid I am," Maurice answered, getting
up and standing with his arm resting on the man-

telpiece, cc at least, if my father can stand )the
q;

journey.
Mr. Leigh, full of self-reproach and speret dis'-

turbance, vowed that the journey would\ do him
good; that he was eager to see the old country

once again. He had resolved, as the penance for
his blunder, that he would not be the means of

hindering his boy one day in his quest for Lucia.
Nevertheless, the discussion grew warm, for Mr.

Bellairs havm*g vainly protested against a winter
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voyage for the Costellos»'haël his arguments all ready

and in order) and hacl no scruple in bringing them

to bear upon Maurice. Of course, they were thrawn

away, just so many wasted words ; the angry im-

patient longiug tbat was in the young mans heart

would have béen strong enough to overthrow all

the arguments in the universe. Only one reason

would have been strong enougli to keep him-his

father's unfitness for travel; and that could not

fairly be urged, for Mr. Leigh was actually in better

health than he had been for years, and would not

'himself listen to, a word on the subject.

Just before the visitors left, Maurice found an

opportunity ' of asking Mrs. Bellairs one of his

thousand questions."'
"'Mr. Strafford, of Moose Island., was Mrs. Cos..

tello's great adviser, does, not 4(know ?'-' 
1

""No; I wrote to him,, and got Iiis answer this

morning. He only knew they would probably stay

some time in France?

She was just going out to get into the sleigh as

she spéke. Suddenly with her foot. on the step she
stopped, %

.- " Stay! I have the address of a friend, a cousin,
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I think, of Mrs. Costello's in England. Mr. Straf.

ford sent it to, me.-"

Thanks, thanks, I shall see you in the morn.

ing."

Maurice went back joyfhlly into the house. Here

was a elue. Now, oh, to be off and able to'make

use of it!
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BEio.i@ going to bed on the very night of his arrival.7
-Maurice found the Est of steamers, and with his,

father's approbation fixed upon one which was adver-
tised to, sail in a few days over a fortnight from that

time. It happened to be a vessel the comfortable
accommodation of which had been specially praised
by someexperienced travellers, his fellow-passengers
in, the 1 India,-' anî the advantages of going by it
being quite evident, served to, satisfý w'hat small
scruples of conscience Mr. BeRairs had been- able
to, awaken. He wrote, therefore, to, secure berths
and put his letter ready to be taken into, Cacouna
next morning, when he should go to pay his pro-

-mised, visit, to Mrs. BellairR.1



78 A Canadian Heroine.

It was earl when Maurice awoke; he did so with

a sonse of having much to do, but the aspect of his

ýown old room, so strange now and yet so familiar,

kept him dreaming for a few minutes before that

important day's work could be begun. How bare

and angular it seemed, how shabby and poor the

furniture! It never had been anythi-ng but a boy's

room. of the'simplest sort, and yet it had many happy

and some few sad associations., sucli as no other room.

could ever havé for him. He recalled the long ago

days when his brother and he had shared it together,

and their mother used to come in softly at night to

look that her two sons were safe and weil.-the

later years, wben mother and brother were both gone,

and he himself sat there alone readi-ng or writing

far into the night. He thought of the many -sum-

mer mornings when he had opened his window to

-watch for the movement of Lucias curtain, or for

the glimpse of her girlish figure moving about

under the light shadows of the acacias in the Cot-

tage garden.

Bùt when he came to tliat point in his meditation,

be sprang up impatiently, and the uncomfortable

irritating feeling that 'he had been un'fairly dealt

with, iricked,, in - fact, began to take possession of
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him again. However, it only acted as a stimulant.

He bégan to feel that he had entered into the lists

with M..,rs. Costello, and, regarding her as a faithless
all waà not a little disposed

Y3 to do battle with her
à Poutrance, and carry off Lucia for revenge as well

as foilove.-

Directly after breakfast he had ont the little red

sleigh in which last winter he had so often driven

his old playfellow to and from Cacouna, and

started alone-. He had many visits of friendship or

business to pay, but he could not resist going first

to Mrs. Bellairs,-

After'all now that the first sharpness of his dis-

ppointment was over, it was pleasant to be at home

and to meet friendly faces at every turii. Ile had to

stop again and again to exchange gretings with

people on the road, and even sometimes to receive

congratulations on being a "" rich. man now,'-' "" a
lucky fellow'--congratulations' which were both

'îý spoken and liseened to as much as if the lands of

Hunsdon were a fairy penny, in the virtues of

which neither speaker nor hearer had any very

serions helief. In fact, ther.e was. something odèl
and incredible in tlie idea that..,,Ithis was no longer

plain Maurice Leigh, the most popular and one of
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the poorest members of t1lis small, Backwoods

world, but Maurice Leigh Beresford, of Hunsdon,

an English country gentleman rich enough, if he

chose, to buy-up the whole settlement.
îi:Maurice weiit on his way, however, little troubled

by his new dignity, and found Mrs. Bellairs and

Bella expecting him. They had guessed that he

wouId" ot delay coming for the promised address,

and Mr. Strafford's note containing it lay reaýy,on

the table; but.when he came into the room theirt

visitor did actually for the moment forget his errand

in seeing the sombre black-robed figure which had

taken the place of the gay Bella Latour. He had

gone awa just before her wedding, lie "nad left her Ti-Al411ýhappy, bright, mischievous,-a girl -whom sorrow

had never touched, who seemed incapable of un-

derstanding what trouble meant; he came back., J
full of his own perplexitiýs and disappointments, A

and -found her one so seized upon by grief that it

had grown into her nature, and clothed, and crowned

her with its sad pré-eminence. There was no osten-

tation of mourning about the young widow, it is

true, but none the less Maurice in looking at her

first forgot himself utterly, and then remembered

his impatience and ill-humour -with more shame

thau was at all agreeable.
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To Bella also the meeting was a painful one. Of

all her friends Maurice was the only one who was

associated with her girlish happiness, and quite dis.

sociated from her married Efe and its tragie ending.

The sight of him, therefore, renewed for the moment

the recollections which she had tauglit herself to

keep as much as possible for her solithry bours, and

almost disturbed the calm she had forced upon her.

self in the presence of others.

Mrs. Bellairs, however, used to her sisters cala-

mity and ignorant of Maurices feelings, did, not
long delay referring to the Costellos.

Here is Mr. Straffords note,'-' she said. le I

wrote and begged of him, to tell me by what means

a letter would be likely to reach them., and this, is

his answer.'-

It was only a few lines,,saying that Mrs. Costelle
had told him expressly that she should remain for

some time in France, and would write to her Cana.

dian friends as soon, as she had any settled home,
but that in the meantime he believed her move

ments would be known by her relative, Mr. W-yn-

ter, whose address'he enclosed.

Maurice, whose anxiety was revived by the sight
VOL. III G
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of this missive, examined it with as much care as if

he expected to, extract more information from it Ïz
than in reality the writer possessed, but he was

obliged to, content himself with copying the address 44
and g the warmest thanks to Mrs. Bellairs for

the help he thus gained.

suppoýýe,-" she asked smihn that I may

entrust you with a message for Lucia?

Maurice looked rather foolish. He certainly did

mean to follow up the clue in person, but he had

not said so, and he fancied Mrs. Bellairs was -in.

clined to, laugh at Ihim for his romance.

i Wili carry it if you do,-', he answered, "but 1
do not promise when it will be delivered?'

ff Yon are reaRy going to England at the time

you spoke of last night?"

ef

And from England to France is not much of à

ourney ?
ef No; and I have not seen Paris yet?'

Ah well, yôu will go over and meet with them,
ana rejoice poor Lucias heart with the sight of a
home face.-"

ff Shaà I Will they be homesick, do you
ilink ?
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They ? I don't know. She will, I think--do
not you, Bella?'

At all events she went away with her mind
full of the idea that she would be sure to see, yon41
before long.-"

Perliaps tbis speecli was not absolutely true, but
Maurice liked Bella better than ever as slie said, ite
He got up soon after, and went his way with a
lighter heart about those various calls which must
be made, and whieh were pleasant enough now that
he saw his -way tolera«bly élear before bi-in with

A regard to that other and always most important
Piéce of business.

When he got home he set himself to consider
wliether it were better to, write boldly to Mr. Wyn.

ter and ask for news of the travellers, or whether to
wait, and after taking his father to Hunsdon run
over himself to, Chester,"and màke hîs request in
person. There was little to be gained by writing,
for Mr. Wynters answer, even if it were satisfac-
factory, would have to be sent to Flunsclon, and
there wait his arrival, while -Mrs. Costello would
have plenty of time to heur of his application, and
to bafRe Ihim if slie wished to do so. IlIe quickly

cided, therefore, to do notIdng until he could go
2
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himself to Chester, and Mom thence direct to the
place, wherever that might be, where Lucia was toý

'be found.

Mr. Leigh's day, meanwhile, had been far less
comfortable than Maurice's. He had made a

pretence of looking over papers, and arranging

îf vanous small affairs in readiness for their voyage,
but his mind all the while had been occupied
with two or three questions. Had Maurice

really sent to him, a note for Mrs. Costello wl:lich
by any carelessness of Iiis had been lost? Haël
the change he remembered in her manner been

connected with the loss?--,, Had Lucia cared for
Maurice ? Had either motter or daugtter thought

so, ill of Maurice as he, his own fatlier, had done
The poor " old man tormented himself, much, as a

woman might, have done, with these speculations,
but he dared not breathe a word of tliem, He even
went so far in his self-accusations, and, self- disgust

as toi imagine that if he had been Ilis son-s faithful
helper, he might have prevented that fliglit from the
Cottage whieh haël caused so much. trouble and

liq vexation.

SOI, when Maurice came home full of energy
and hope, and anxious to atone for his unreasonm

ï
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ableness of the previous day, the aspect of affaira
brightened a good deal, and the evening passed
happily with both.

But after that first day a certain amount of
disturbance began to be felt in the household,

People came and went perpetually. There was
so much to, be done, and so little time to do it

'AI in; and there was not only the actual business of
moving, but innumerable élaims fýom old friends
were made upon Maurice, all of which had to, be

satisfied one way or other.
And the days flew by so quickly. Maurice con-

gratulated himself again and again on having
provided so good a reason for leaving Caconna at a
certain time. Our berths are taken,-" was a 6on-

clusive answer to all proposals of delay; and if
it had not been for that, hei often thought it

would have been impossible to bave held to, his
purpose. But as it was all engagements, whatever

they might be, haël to be pressed iùto 'the short
space of a fortnight, and under the double impulse
of Maurice's, ow-n energies, and of that irrevocable
must things went on fast and prospérously.

It was well for Mr. Leigh that these last weeks
in his ýld home were so full of hurry and excite«
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meiit, and that he was supported by the presence

of his son, and by the thought that he was ful-

fdling what would have been the desire of his

much-beloved and long-lost wife; for the pain of

parting for ever from the places where so many

years of happiness and of sorrow haël been spent-

&om the birthplace of his children, and the graves

which were sacred to, his heart, grew at times very

bitter, and needed all his absorbing love for his last

re nie child to make it endurable. It is quite

true, however., that at other times, the idea of

meeting his old neighbour of the Cottage in that

far-away and half-forgotten EDgland, and- of seeing

Maurice and Lucia once more together, as he

could not help but hope they would be, cheered

into positive hopefulness and eagerness to be

gone.

Two days before their actual leaving, it was 13M
necessary for the household to be broken up.

Maurice wishëd to go for the interval to a hotel.

Cacouna had two,--long ganut wooden buildings

supposecl toi be possessed of "il every accommoda.

tion,"-but soi ma-ny voices were instantly raised

against this plan, that it had to, be given up, and

Mrs. Bellairs, with great rejoic*' g, carried off both.

a
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father and son from half-a-dozen other élaimants.

Literally, she only carried, off Mr. Leigh, for

Maurice, who, had entirely resuméd his Canadiau

habits., was still deep in the business of packing and

of seeing to the arran a-ements for the morrows sale;

but he had promised to have his work finished

before evening, and to join them. in good time in

Cacouna.

As Mrs. Bellairs drove Mr. Leig«h home in her

own sleigh, flourishing the whip harmlessly over Bobs

ears and making him, clash all his sîlver bells at

once with the tossin-g of his, head, she could not

help saying,
""Don-"'u- you think now Maurice is such a rich

man he ought.to marry soon ?

Her coipanion looked at, her doubtfully.
CC Perhaps he is thinking of it,-" he answered.

cc When lie is married," she went, on with a little

laugli, cc he has promised to invite-- us to Eng.
land."

But Mr. Leigh did not smile.

('I hope e' yoù will come soon, then,--' te
said.

Yo'u think there is a chance

I think it will not be his fault if tlàere is not.-"



,,,, And I think ho is not likely to'find the lady
very obstinate."

What lady? Any one or one in particular ? JY

I thought of one, certainly."
Lucia Costello

tt'Yes,-Yj
You think she would marry him?
Why not ? Yes, I think so."
And her mother ? "

",'Ah 11 don't know Mrs. Costello has a wül of
her own?

JÏ

11
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C TER

IN the Old clays there had been a sort of antagonism

between Bella Latour ana Maurice Leigh. They

had necessarily seen a great deal of each other, and

liked each other after a certain fashion; but Maurice

had, thought Bella too flighty, and inclined. to fast.

ness; and Bella haël been half-seriously, half-play.

fully disposed to ment his judgment of her. But

now, either because of the complete change in her

character which the last few months hail wrought,

or from some other cause, Mxs. Morton and Maurice
fell into a kýmé1 of confidential * 0 quite new to
their intercourse. It was only for two aays, cer.

tainly, 'but cluring those two days, and in spite, of
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Mauricees occupations., they had time for several long

and very interesting conversations.

In the first of these, which. had begun upon some

indifférent subject, Bella surprised Maurice by

alluding, quite calmly and simply, to the impri.

sonment of thL unfortanate Indian, Lucia's father.

He had naturally supposed tfat a subject so closely

connected with her own misfortunes would have

been too deeply painful to be a permitted one, and

had, therefore, with care, avoided aU allusion to it.

In this, howeve!r, he did not do her M justice. The

truth was, that in her deep interest in the Costellos,

she had quietly forced herself to, think and speak of

the whole train of events whièh affected them, with.

out dwelling on its connection with her own story.

She never spoke of her husband-her self-com-

mand was not yet strong enough for that-nor of

Cbxkson; but of Christian, as the victim of a

false accusation, éhe talked to Maurice without

Ilesitation.

Up to, that time there had been nô very V*V*cl idea

in bis mind either of Christian Ihim elf, or of the way

in whieh he lhad spent the months of his imprison-

ment, and finally died. Indeed, in the constant

change and current of nearer interests, he haël
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thonght little, after the first, about this unknown
father of his beloved. He ha&-considered the matter

until it led him. just so far as'-to irn e up his imiind,

quite easily and withont evidence, that Clarkson

was probably the miirderer, and that Christian,

whether innocent or guilty, was not tý ' bb aRowed

to separate him. from, Lucia, and then, after that

point, he ceased to think of Christian at e. But

now, he received from Bella the little details, such

as no letters could have told him; of the weeks

since her husbands death--ghieffy of the later ones,

and there were many reasons why these details ha&

a charm. for him which made him want to, hear more,

the more he heard. In the first place she spoke

constantly of Lucia, and it scarcely needed a lovees

fancy to enable him. to perceive how in this time of

trial she had been loving, helpful, wise even, beyond

what seemed to, belong to the sweet but wilful girl

of his recollection. . He listened with new thoughts
of her, and a love which had more of respect, as

Bella described those bitter days of which Lucia

haël told her later, when neither mother nor daughter

dared to believe in the innocence of the accused
inan, ana when, the one for love, the other for
obedience, they kept their secret safe in theïr trem.
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bling hearts, ancl tiried. to go in and out before the
world as if they had no secW to keep.

Lucia used to come to, me every day. I wu ill,
and her vmts were my grest pleasure; she came
and talked or read to, me, with her ci fun ail the
while of that horrible idea,"

She knew that it was her fâher ? -1j saked
Maurice. I wonder Mrs. Costello, after - having
kept the trath from Lu-cia so long, should have told
her all just then.-"

Bella looked at «him inqu**nelv.
She had told her before anything of this hap-

penied.,-l she answerecl. 1 believe Lucia herself
was the fSst to, suspect that the prisoner wu her
fi6ther.,

And how did they fincl out?.
Mr. Strafford went and visited1
Diayon ever see him ?

1 L No. Eli e did for a few minutes just before hi-9
death ; but I have heard so much about lhim that
I can scarcely persumb myself I never aia sS

They were both with «h i m at lut?
Yes. PSr Lucia never saw lhim till then.3J

Tell me about iti pleasea"
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She obeyed, and told all that had happened both
withfn her own knowledge and at the jail, on the
0 of Christians death and the day preceding it.

Her calmuess was a little shaken when she had t<>
refer to Clarksons confession, though she did so

very slightly, but she recovered herself and went on
with her story, simply repeating for the most part
what Lucia and Mrs. Bellairs had told her at the
gme,,- When she had finished, Maurice remained

silent. He had shaded- his eyes with hishand, and
wheu, after a minute-s pause, he looked up again
to ask her another question, she saw that he haël

been deeply touched by the picture she had drawn.
But Bella was really doing her friends a double

service by thus talking toMaurice. It was not only
that Lucia grew if possible dearer than ever to him
from these conversations, but there was something
-though Maurice bïm elf would not have adraitted

iti-in making Lucias fatheir au object of interest
and sympathy, instead of leaving him, a Icind. of
dark but inevitable blot on the history of the

futum bride,

On the evening before Mr. Leigh and, -his son
were to start for England, as many as possible of
theïr old friends were ethered together at Mr.



94 A Canadian Heroine.

Bellairs' for a farewell meeting. Every one there
haël Imown the Costellos; every one rémembereil
how Maurice and Lucia had been perpetually awo-

ciated together at all Cacoun parties; every one,
therefore, naturaIly thought of Lucia, and she was
more frequently spéken. of than she had been at aU
since she left. It seemed also to be taken for granted
that Maurice would see her somewhere before long,
and he was entrusted with innumerable messages

both to her and her mother.
But,-" he remonstrated, "Il you forget that I am

going to England, and that they are in France-at
leut, that it is supposed so.-"

""Oh! yes,-" he was answered, "l'but you will be
sure to see them; doit forget,,the message when
you do*"

At last he gave up malcing any objection, and
determined to believe what everybody said. It was
a pleasant augury, at any rate, and he was glaël to,
aceept it for a true one,

When all the visitors were gone, and the honse»
hold. had retired for the night, Mr. Bellain and lià
former pupil sat together over the drawing»room,
fire for one last chat. Their talk wandered over aU
sorts of subjectfi-synall keïdenta of law b ism*ess-
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the prospects of some Oacouna =en who had gone

to BritisllColumbia=the voyage to England-the

position of Hunsclon - and Maurice been

pursuading his host to, come 'over next summer

for a holiday, when by some chance Percy wu

aRuded to.

'le You have not seen or heard anytbing of lhim, 1

suppose?" Mr. BeUairs asked.
"' Yes., indeed, I have," Maurice answered, slowly

sti * g the poker about in the ashes as he spoke.

I met him only the other day in London."
"" Methirn ? /Where ? Ji . te
el On a doorstep and he proceeded to

describe their meeting.
"" I suppose yon have he
thig/týe." 

pxd of his marriage by

"No- I heard from, Edward Graham, an old

friend of mine, that he was going to be married, but
that à the 1-atest news I have of him.-"

cc OhJ Weil, Payne may have made a mis ne
told me it was coming off in a day or two.''

"As likely as not. Re might not think it worth
while'to send us any noticeji

ce The puppy 1 1 beg your pardon, I forgot he
was your couàn.il
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You need not apologise on that score. There
is not much love lost, between us; and as for Elise,
I never knew her inclined to be inhospitable to any-
body but him.-'-

Was she to lhim
She was heartily glad to, see the last of him, and

so, 1 suspect were some other people."
What people ?

Mxs. Costello for one. He was more at the
Cottage than she seemed to like.

Maurice hesitated, but could not resist asking a
question.

Was ho as much there -afterwards as he was
beforeihe time I left?"

,"More, I think. Look here, Maurice; Elise fint
put it into, my head that he was running after Lucia,
but 1 saw it plairdy enough myself afterwards,-and I

know you saw it too. I think we are old enough
friends for me to speak to, yoiý on such a subject,

Well, my belief is, that before Perey went away, ho
proposed to Lucia.--'

Proposed Impossible 1
1 don't know about that. He wu really in love

with her in his, fashion-which à not, yours, or



And she

«Il Must have refused him., for he went away in a

kind of amazed ruefulness, which even you. would

have pitied."

Maurice looked the reverse of pitiful for a

moment.

But that is all supposition," he said.

GTanted. But a supposition founded on pretty

close observation. Only mind, I do not say Lucia

might not be a little sorry herself. You were away,

and a girl does not lose a handsome fellow like

Perey, who has been following her about everywhere

as if he were her pet dog, without fee the loss
more or less. At least that is my idea.-"

""He has soon consoled himaelf."

My dear fellow, everybody cant step into

possession of £10,000 a; year all at once. Most

people have to, do something for a living, and the

only thing Perey could do was to, marry.-"ý

Theysaiagood-night soon after this, ancl went

upstairs, Maurice blewing the Fates which seemed
determined. to, give him. all possible hope and en.

coUragement. Only ho could not quite understand
thi idea of Mr. Bellairs". Ile coulà &M any«

body, even Perey, being so, far carried away by
VOL. M.
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Lucia's beauty as' to forget prudence for the mo-

ment; but he could not- help but feel that it was

improbable that Perey would have gone so far as to

propose to Lucia unless he were sure she would,

say yes. Why, theu, haël she not'said yes ?
Nèxt morning the lut farewells bad to, be said-

the last ý look taken at the old home. Night found

fatber and son far on their way to, New York, and

Maurices eagerness all renewed by this fresh startý

upon bis queste

There was little of novelty in the journey or the

voyaÊe. There were the usual incidenta of winter

travelling-the hot, stifling car-the snowy country'

stretching ont mfle after mile from. morning till night

-the hotels, which seemed strangely comfortless for

an invalid-and then the great city with its noise

and bustle, and thé steamer where they had no tuning

to do but to wait.

And, at last, there was gla d. There waa the
t Mersey and Liverpool, looking, as they came Mi

as if the accumulated dirt of the three king.

doms had been bestowed there, but brightening up

into a different aspect when they haël fairly ýwded

-and left thef docks béhind them.' For it wez a

loyely March day--only the second or third of the



month it is tme,---and winter, which they lad left in
fuU possession in Canada, seemed to be over here,
and the warm. sunny air so Mvigorated Mr. Leigh
that he would not hear Maurîce's proposal to rest

until next day., but me swted, on setting out at once
for Norfolk.

As they drove to the railway they passea the

jeweller's shop where Maurice haël bought, LuciWs
ring. Alas! -it still lay in bis pocket, where he haa -
carried it ever since tbat day-when would it find,
its destination? Ile was not going to be dis.
heartened now,-however. Re was glad of the little
disturbanèe to bis thoughts, of having to, take tickets
and see bis father comfbrtably placed, ana at the
very last moment he was just able to seize upon a

Timm, and set himself to reading-it as if he lud never
been out of jena,

2
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M&luitiez haël telegraphed fýom Liverpool, and the
old-fashioned carriage from Hunsdon met them at

the last railway station. It was near sunsét, and
lInder a clear sky the soft rich green of the grass

gleamed out with the brightness of spring. They

soon turned into the park, and the house itself

began to be visible through the budding, but stiR

leafless, trees. Both father and son were silent.

To the one, every foot of the road they traversed:

waa haunted by'the memories of thirty years ago;

to the other, this èoming, home was a step towards

-the ftMment of his, ho;e;.ý They followed. their

own meditatïoûs,, glad or sorrowful, until the last

curve waa turnedý and they stopped bdore the

et



great white pillars, of the portico. Then Maurice

-remembered that this was his first coming home as

=aster, and felt a momentary shyness, take pos.

session of biTn before his own new importance. He

kad been able during his absence to keep 11unsdon

so much in the backgroundi and to be so thoroughly

the natural, portionless, Maurice Leigh. He jumped,

out of the carriage, however, and was too much

occupied in helping his father, to, think, for the next

few minutes, of his own sensations at all. Then he

cEscovered what he had not before thought aboutr-

that there were still two or three of the old servants

who, remembered his mother and her marriage, and

who were eager to, be recognised by "'I the C&ptain.-"

And so, the comilng home was got over, and Mr.

Leigh was fairly settled in the house &om which, se

long ago he had stolen away his wife. After he had.

once taken possession of his rooms-the very ones

which haël been hers,-he seemed to, think no more

about Canada, but to be quite content with the new
Iiink to, the past which supplied the place of his

accustomed associations. And, perb4s, he felt the

chaye all the less 'because of that Ïnclination to,
return to, tàe recollections of youth rather than of

miadle age; whieh sSms so, universal with the oldé
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Maurice sent over a messenger to Dighton to,
their arrival, and to tell his cousin that

he intended leaving hoý:ne again after one days
interval. That one day was fully occupied, but, as
ho had half expected, in the afternoon Lady Di n
came over.

She knew already of his, disappointment, and had
sympathised with it. She came now with the kind
intention of establisbing such &iendly relations witli
Mr. Leigh as would make Maurice more comfortable
in leaving his father -alone. She even proposed te
carry the old -man off to Dighton, but that was,
decided against.

Il And you reà1ly start to-morro-vf ?'-' she asked
Maurice.

"Barly to-morrow morning. I cannot
what the railway-makers have been tbinking about;
it wiU take me the whole day to get to Chester?'

How is that ?
Oh! there are about a dozen changes of line,

and, of course, an hour to wait eacli time?'
Out off the e geration, and it is provolcing

enougà. Is it in Ch ter this, gentleman lives
""No, tbree or four miles away, I fancy. 1 shaIl

have to m-quîre when get there."



And after you find him. what wiR you do?"

If I get their address, I shall go straight, from

Mr. Wynter to them, wherever they are.-"
"' At St. Petersburg, perhaps, or Constanti-

nople ? ',
" Don't, Louisa, please. I thought you ý1ad some

pity for one's perplexities.--'

" So 1 have. And I believe, myself, that they are
in Paris.--'

"' I wish they may be-that, is, if 1 get any satis-

faction from my inquiries. Otherwise, Paris is not,

exactly a place where one would choose to set about

seeking for a lost friend, especially with about half-

a-dozen sentences of available French.-"

Never fear. But if you should not find them,

I would not mind going over for a week or two
to help Y*; I should be of some use as au in.
terpreter."

4c Will you come ? Not, for that ; but if I do fià,I,.
them, I should so like to, introduce Lucia to you.11

To tell the truth, I am rather afraid of this,
Paragon of yours; and you will. be bringling her to,
see me.

I am afraid I am maIýng too sure of that with.
out your telling me so. After aU, I may have my
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search for nothing. I do wish very much you would

come overj

'I'l Well, at Easter we will see. Perhaps I may

coax Sir John over for a week or two?'

" Thank you. I shall depend on that?
""But remember yon must send me word how

you fare.'-

'"I will write the moment I have anything to

Impress upon your father, Maurice, that we

wish to, do aU we eau for his comfort. I wish he

would have come to usj

'I'l 1 think he is better here. Everything* here

remilnds him of my mother, and he féels at home.

But I shall feel that I leave 'him in your hands, my

Icind cousin."

Maurice bade his father good-bye that night, and

early next morning he started on his journey to,

Chester. What a journey it was! His account to,

Lady Dighton had been exaggerated. certainly, but

was, not without foundation. Again and again he

found himself left behind, chafing and restless, by

soine train which had carried hiný for, perhaps, an

kour,, and obliged to amuse lhimself as Éest he could

until a fresh one came, in which he would travel



another equally short stage. It was a windy, rainy

day, with gleams of sunshine, but more of cloud

and shower, and grew more and more stormy as it

drew towards night. Before he reached Chester

the wind had risen to a storm, and sheets of rain

were being dashed fiercely against the carriage

windows. At last they did roll into the station

with as much noise and importance as if delay had

been a thing undreamt of, on that line at any rate;

and Maurice hurried off to make bis inquiries, and

fmd a carriage to, take him to Mr. Wynter's.

So far, certainly, he prospered. He found that

Iiis destination was between four and, five miles

fýom the city, but it was perfectly well known, and

a carriage was soon ready to, take lhim on.

The road seemed very long, as an unknovm road

travelled in darkness and -in haste generally does.

The wind howled, and rattled the carriage windows,

the rain still dashed against the glass with every

gust, and at times the horses seemed scarcely able

to keep on through the storm. At k6st, however,

t 'hey came to a stop, and Maurice, looking ont,

found «him el close to a lodge, from. the window of

which abright gleam of lâght shone ont acrosa the

rainy dar4eks. In a minute a second- -light came
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&om. the opening door, the great gates rolled back,

and the carriage passed on into the grounds.

There were large trees on both sides of the drive,

just failatly visible as they swayed backwards and

forwards, and then came an open space and the

house itself. There was a cheerful bjýig11tness there,

showing a wide old-fashioned porch, and, within,

a large hall where a lamp was burning. Maurice1
hurried in to the porch, and had waited but a

minute when a servant in a plain, sober»coloured

livery came leisurely across the hall and opened the

glass door, through which the visitor had been

trying to get his first idea of the place and its

inhabitants.,,

Was Mr. Wynter in?-'-'
lice JJNob

Was he expected ?
"Not to-night, certainlyý.--perhaps not to-

morrow.j>

Mrs. Wynter ? That was a guess. Maurice

had, never troubled lhiyn el tili then to think whether

there wm a Mrs. Wynter.

ce She was at home, but engaged."

Maurice hesitated a moment. le I must see her,'-'

he thought tohim elf, and took heart againe



I have made à1on-g journey,'-' he said, 'I'l to see
Mr. Wynter; will you glive my card to your mistress,
and beg of her to, see me for a moment?"

The man took the card and led the visitor into a
small room at one side of the hall, where books and

work were lying about as if it had been occupied
earlier in the day, but whieh was empty now.
Then he shut the door and carried the card into the
drawing-room.

Mrs. Wynter had friends staying with her.
There was a widow and her son and daughter, aùcI
one or two young people besides, as weH as aR the

younger members of the Wynter family. The two
elder ladies were having a little comfortable chat

over their work, and the oChers, were gathered round,
the piano, when Maurice-*s arrival was heard.

"Who can it be ? " Mrs. Wynter said, doubtfully.
« It is not possible Mr. Wynter can be back to.
night.

The eldesi daughter came to, the back of her
mothers chair.

Li4en, rnamma,-" she said; "Il or shaU I look if
it is papa?-*'

No indeed, my dear. It cajilt be. - Walter!
for one of the boys was cautious1y unlatching the
C100r, come away, I
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Meanwhile all listened, so very ex ordinary did
'it seem. that anybody should come unannouneed,

so late, and on such a night.

Presently the door opened, and everybodys eyes,
as well as ears, were in requisition, though there
was only a card to exercise them on.

Il A gentleman, maam, who says he has come a
long way to, see master, and would you speak to lhim
for a moment ?'-«

Mrs. Wynter took up the card, and her daughter
read it over her shoulder.

Il Leigh Beresford ? -" she said. I do not know
the name atall. You said Mr. Wynter was from.
home ? -"

'Il Yes, maam. The gentleman seemed very
much put out, and then said could he see you ? --'
Il I suppose he must;--' and Mrs. began,

rather reluctantly, to put aside her embroidery, and
draw up her lace shawl around her shoulders.

But what a pretty iname Mamma, who can he

And, mamma, if he is nice bring 'hirn in and let
us all seehiTn." 114

11,1 No, dont; we dont want any strangers.
What do people come after diinner for?" - 09 *
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Mrs. Wynter paid no attention to, her danghters,

but having made up her mind to, it 1 walked cora.

posedly out of the room, and into the one where

Maurice waited. She came in, a fair motherly

woman, in satin and lace, with a certain soft com.

fortableness about her aspect which, seemed an odd

contrast to his impatience. He took pain toý
speak without hurry or excitement, but did not,

perhaps, altogether succeed.

I must beg you to pardon me this intrusion,-" he

said. I hoped to have found Mr. Wynter at

home, and I wished to ask Iiirn a question which

I have no d-ôubt you, can answer equally well if you

will be so good."

If it relates to business,--' Mrs. Wynter began,
but Maurice interrupted,

It is only about an address. I have just arrived
in England from Canada; I am au old friend and
neighbour of Mrs. Costello, and have something of
importance to communicate to lier, will you tell me

where she is?-l'

Poor Maurice! he had been getting his little
speech ready beforehand, and had, made up his

mind. to speakýý,quîte coolly, but somehow the last
few words seemed very much in earnest, and Struck
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Mrs. Wynter as being go. She looked more closely

at her guest.

Mrs. Costello is in France. Did I understand

that you had known her in Canada?

1 have known her all my life. I spent the last

summer and autumn in England, and did not return

to Canada until after she had left, but she knew

that I should. have occasion to see her, or write to

'her as soon as I could reach home again, and I am

anxiou to do go now.-"

cg You are aware that Mrs. Costello wishes to live

very quietly ?. Her health, is much broken.-"

c'Il know alI. Mrs. Costello has herself told Me.

Pray trust me-you may, indeed

You will excuse my besitation if you do know

all; but, certainly, I have no authority to refuse

their address!'

She got up and opened a desk which stooa on a
table in the room. She haël considered. the matter

while they were talIcing, and come, to the conclusion

that the addre8s ought to, be given, while at the

same tùne she wished, to know more of the person

to, wliom, she gave it.

1 wiah Mr. Wynter had been at hom%,,'-' f3he

ciàiaafter a in:iinute's pause, auring which she wu
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turning over the papers in the desk, and Maurice

was watching her eagerly. 'le He would have been

able to, tell yon something of your friends, for he

only returned home. a week or two ago from

meeting them."

C(Are they in Paris?"

'le Yes. Are you returning to Canada Vi

No. Perhaps, Mrs. Wynter, yon -would Iike to

have my address? My coming to you as I have

done, without credentials of any sort, must certainly

seem strange.

Thank you; you will understand that I feel
some littlè difuculty.-'-'

I understand perfectly." He wrote his name
and address in full -ând gave it to her.
Costello was a dear friend of my mother>sj» he
said; 111 she has always treated me almost as a son,

and 1 cannot help hoping that what I have to gay to

her may be welcome news.3i

"Do you expect to %ee her, then, or only to
write

I am on my way to Paris. I hope to, see them,-'-#
Here is the address. «You have -haa a long

journey, the servant told me.--'

'le From Hunsaon. And the journey ont of Noru

'o. .7
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folk into Cheshire is a tiresome one. Ilan you

very much. Cau 1 take any. message to, Mis. Cos-

tellô

None, thank you, except our kindest remem-

brances. But you will let me offer you something-

at least a glass of wine ? -"

But Maurice had now got aU he wanted. Re

just glanced at the precious paper, put it away

safely, declined Mrs. Wynter's offers, and was out

of the house ,,And on his 7ay back to, Chester in

a very short space of time.

What an odd thing!" Mrs. Wynter said as she

settled herself comfortably in the easy-chair again.

Who was he, mamma ? What did he want ? »

]Ele was a Canadian friend of your cousin Marfs

wanting her address." Ir 1

" What ! come over from Canada on purpose ? -"

" It almost seemed like it, tlàough that could not

be, I suppose, for here is his address-l Haurice

Leigh Beresford, Hunsdon, Norfolk.---'

ý'Beresfbrd ? -" said the widow, 'I'l Why the Beres-

fords of Hunsdon are great people--very grand

people, indeed. 1 used to know something of them?'

Did he look hke a graËd person, mamm

Re mmed a gentleman, certainly. I know no

inore.»
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Was he Young or old ?

Young?
Handsome or ugly--?

'I'Seed he be either?'-'
Of course. Which, mamma ?'-'
Not ugly, decidedly. Tall, and raâer dark,
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rkle. Ji
and honest-look
mauce, especially

Lhe night.il
"is not My coui slin

with a very frank, honest-looldng f

Yoùng, handsome, tall, diwk, i

ing! Mamma, he's a hero of roi

coming as he did, in the rain and t

Dont be siRy, lýny. Mamirna,

Lucia a great beauty ?

VOL. 111.
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.RS. COSTELLo and Lucia had grown, to -some de-

ree, accustomed to tbeir ]Paris life. Its novelty

id at first prevented t«hem from feeling its loneh-

ess ; but as time went on, there began to, be some-

iing dreary in the absence of every friendly face,

very familiar voice. Mrs. Costello would not even

mite to Canada until she could feel tolerably sure

hat her letters would only arrive after the Leighs

Lad left ; slie had taken pains to find out all

vIr. Leigh could tell 'her of Maurices intentions,

6nd she guessed that, for one reason or another, ho

vould not be likely to stay longer in Cacouin thau

vas necessary. Even when she wrote to Mrs.

Bellairs she-did not gîve her own address, but that
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-of the banker through whom her money was trans.

mittede

She felt sore and angry whenever she thought oi

Maurice. She had perceived Mr. Leighs embaý-

rassed manner, and guessed, by a half-conscious

-reasonmg of ter own, that he believed his son

changed towards them, but she did not guess on

how very smaU a foundation this belief rewed. She

liad thought it right to give up, on Lucia!s behalf,

any claim she had on the young mans fidelity; but

to find Ihim so very ready to accept the sacrifice,

was quite another tllimg. It was so unlike Maurice,
she said to herself ; and then it occurred to her
that Mr. Beresford might have planned sepe
marria e for his grandson as a condition of his

inheritanee. Certainly she had heard no hint of
such a thing, and up to, a short time ago she was

pretty sure Maurice Ihimself could have had no idea
of it; yet it was Perfectly possible, and'Mr. Leigh

gyht have been' warned to say nothing to, her
aboutit, AU these thouglits, thongh Maurice
might, if he had.known, have been inclined to resent
them., had the effect of keeping him constantly in

Mrs-CosteUo-s mind; and she puzzled overhis conduct
ulitil she carae to have her wishes, pretty equally

12



A Canadiàn Heroûte.

ffivided; on one hand, desiring ýq keep to her plan

of a total separation between Lucia auclhiirn ; and

he oth- 'longing to see or hear of lhirh, in order

to, know whether her former or her present opinion

of him was the correct one.

It happened, therefore, that Maurice was much

ore frequently spoken of between the mother and

claughter than should have been the case if Mrs.

Costello had carried out her theoriew. If Lucia had
j; with him when she

been ever so little "'in love

reached Paris, she would have had plenty of oppor-

tunity for increasing her fancy by dweUing on the

biect of it; but Mrs. Costello's wishes were for-

warded by the very last means she would have

chosen as her auxiliary. Lucia talked of Maurice

because she thought of Ihirn as a friend, or rather as
a char brother. She said nothing of Perey, but she

dreamt of him., and longed inexpressibly to hear

even his name mentioned. She had heard nothing
of him, except some shght casual mention, since he

went away. , He had said flien that, perhaps in a
year, she might change her mind; and she had said

to lierself, " Surely he will, not fozget me in a year."
And now spring was corning round a* and all

that had separated them was removed; there was



not even the obstacle of distance; no Atlantic

rolled between them; nay, they might, be even in

the same city. But how would he know ? She

could do nothing. She hacl done all in her power

to make their parting final. How could she undo

it now ? She did not dare even to, speak to her

mother of him, for phe knew that on that one sub-

ject alone there had never been sympathy between

them. And she said to herself, too, deep in her
own heart, that it must be a great love indeed

whieh would. be willing to take ter-a poor, simple,

half-Indian girl-and brave the world, and, above
all, that terrible old earl and his pride, for her
sake.

Still she dreamed and hoped, and set herself,
meanwhile, ali the more vigorously because of that
hope, to "improve her mind.-- She Pieked up

French wonderfhlly fast, having a tolerable founda.
tion to, go upon and a very quick ear, and she read

and practised daily; beside learning various secrets of

housekeeping, and attending her mother with the
tenderest care. But it was very lonely., L'ucia had

never knO'Wn what loneliness meant until those
days when she sat by the window in the Champs

lys" 8 and watched thé busy perpétual stream of
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passers up and down-the movements of a world

which was close round about, yet with which she

haa noone link of acquaintance or affection. It was

very lonely; and because she could not, speak out

her thoughts, and say, '" Is Perey hére Shall 1

Bee him some day passing, and thinking nothing of

my being near him ? -" she said the thing that lay

next in her mind, "I wish Maurice were here

Don't you, mamma ?
î They had been more than a month in their

new home. The routine of life had grown fami-

har to them; they knew the outsides., at least,

of all the neighbouring shops; they had walked

iogether to the Arc de Triomphe on the one

side, and to the Rond Point 2n the other; they

haa driven to the Bois de Boulogne, and clone
some little sight-seeing beside. They had done,

all, in short, to which Mrs. Costello-s strength was,

at present equal, and had come, to a little pause,

waiting for warmer weather, and for the renewal of

health, which they hope4. sunshine would bring

her.

One afternoon Claudine haël been ébliged to
4hýgo ont, and the little apartment was unusually

quiet Mrs. Costello, tired, with a morn*g walk.,



had dropped into a doze; and Lucia sat byî the

window, her work, on her lap, and her eyes idly

following the constant succession of carriages, clown

below. To tell the truth, she constantly outraged

Claudine's sense of propriety, by insisting on having
one little crevice uncurtained, where she could look
out into the free air; and to-day she was MaMn

use of the privilege, for want of anything more
interesting indoors. She had no fear of being
disturbed, for they had no visitors; in all Paris,
there was not one person they knew, unless
Perey had been there a great deal formerly, she
knew, and might be there now, but he woulél not

know where to find tliem if he wished it; no one
could possibly come to-day. And yet tbe first

interrupflon that came in the midst of the drowsy,
sunny silence, was a ring at the door-bell. Lucia
raised her head in surprise, and listened. Mm.

Costello slept on. Who could it be ? not Claudine,.
for she had thekey. Must she go and open the
door? It seemed so, since there was no one else;

and while she hesitated tiiere was another ring, a
little londer than the &ste

She got, up, put clown her work., and Went tD.

Wards, the door. I wish Claudine would comeýtpip
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she said to herself but Claudine was not likely

to come yet, and meanwhile somebody was wait-

ing.

I suppose I shall have a flood of French poured

over me, >; she thought dolorously; but there was

clearly no help.

She went to the door, and opened it; a gentle-

man stood there a gentleman! She uttered one

httle cry-

Maurice!

And then they were both standing inside the

élosed door ; and he held her two hands in his, and

they were looking at each other with eyes too full

of joy to see well.

Lucia! he said; c"just yourself.-" But some.

how his voice was not quite steady, and he dare not

trust it any further.

We wanted you so, and you are come. Oh.,
Maurice! you are good to find us so soon

Did you think I should not?-

I cannot tell. How could you know where we

wem ?

I went to, Chester, and asked.-"

To ChSter To my cousins Just to find us
Ont
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Why not ? Did not you know perfectly well

that my first thought when I was &ee would be to,

find YOU ?

He spoke half laughing, but there was no mis-

takinghis earnestness in the matter; was not he

here to prove it ? Tears came very fast to Lucias

eyes. Thià was réally hke the old happy days

coming back.

Come in," she -said, Il mamma is here."

But mamma still slept undisturbed, for theïr

tones had been low in the greatness of their joy;
and Maurice drew Lucia back, and would not let

lier awake her.

Il She looks very tired," he said, rather hypocriti-

-cally; Il and it will be time enough to see me when
she awakes. Don-t disturb her."

Lucia looked at her mother anxiously. She knew
this sleep was good for the invalid, and yet it might

last an hour, and how could she wait all that time,
for the thousand things, she wanted to hear from
Maurice? ' The door of their tiny salle à m anger
stood a Ettle open.

Il Come in here, then,» she said, cc we shall be
able to see when she wakes-and 1 must talk to you."

Maurice followed obediently-this was, better than
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his hopes, to have Lucia all to himself for the first

half hour. She made him. sit down in such a

manner that he could not, be seen by Mrs. Costello,

while she herself could see through the open door

and watch, for her motheiýs waking.

And now tell me.," she askéd, 111 have yoü been

back to Canada ?
"" I started the moment I could leave Englancl

after my grandfathers death, but when 1 reachecl

Cacouna you were gone.--'

'I'l Dear old home! I suppose all looked, just as

usual ? "
"" Nothing looked as usual to, me. As 1 came

up the river I saw that the cottage was deserted,

and that changed all the rest. But indeed I haël

had a tolerable certainty before that you were

gone."

'Ic IE[ow ?
""Do you remember meeting a Cunard steamer

two, days out at, sea ?

cl, You were on board? How I strained my eyes

to, see if I could. distinguish you! --'
ce Did you? - And I too. But thougli I could not

see you, 1 felt that you were on board the ship we
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Il I was sitting on deck, longing for a telescope.

WeR, it is aU ri gpht now. Did you bring Mr. Leigh

home ?

Yes; he is at Hunsdon, safe and well."

Huusdon is your house now, is not it ? Tell me

what it is like ? "

II A great square place, with a huge white portico

in fýont-very ugly, to tell the truth; but you would

like the park, Lucia, and the trees.-"

Il It must be very grand. Does it feel very nice

to be ricli ? "

I(That depends on circumstances. But now do
you think you are to ask all the questions and

answer none ? -"

Il No, indeed. There is one answer?'

"'Do you like Paris ? "
Well enough. It is very lonely here without

anybody.

Are you going to stay here ?
For a month or two, I think.-"

You will notbe quite so lonely then in future-

at least if 1 may come to see you.;
May come That is a new idea. But are yon

going to stay in Paris, too ?
Il I must stay for a few weeks. And I expect
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=y cousin Lady Dighton over soon, and she wants
to know you,-"

To know us? Oh Maurice! you forget what a
little country girl I am, and mamma, poor mamma is
not weU enough to go out at aH, scarcely."

Is she such au invalid., really ? Have you haël
advice for her

It is disease of the heart Lucia said in a very
low sorrowfhl tone all her gaiety disappearing before
the terrible idea-111 the only thing that is good for
her is to * be quiet and happyý--and the last few

have been so dreadful, she bas suffered

And you ? But 1 have lieard aU. Lucia, I would
have given âH I am worth, in the world to have been
able to help you.-"

1 often wished for you, especially when I used
to fear that our old friends would desert us,

never thought you would.«"
There is some comfort in that. Promise that
whatever may come, you will Qways trust me.-"

Re held out his hand, and Lucia put hers frankly
in it.
Just at that moment there was a stir,,and Mrs,

Costello called Lucia.--'
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TER XI.

MRS. COSTELLO woke up gradually &om. her doz%.-

She had been dreaming of Cacoun , and that

Maurice and Lucia were sittig near her talking of

his journey to England. She opened her eyes and

found herself a strange room which she soon
recognized, but still it seemed aes if part of her

ý'dream continued, for she could hear the murmur of
two voices, very low, and couldýee Lucia sitting in

the adjoining room and talËkg to somebody.

Lucia; in fact, haël forgotten to keep, watch.

Mrs. Costello listened for a :minute. It was
strangely like Maurice3s voice. She sat up, and
called her daughter.

Lucia started up and came into the salon. She



bent down over her mother, and kissed her to, hide

her flushed, face and happy eyes for a moment.

Are you restecl,' dear m am irn slie asked. la

Yes, darling. Who is there

A visitor, mother, from England,"

From England ? Not your cousin ?'.7

No, indeed. Guess again.--'

Tell me. Quickly, Lucia.--'

What do you say to Maurice?

impossible 1 É,
But Maurice, hearing his own name, came for-

ward boldly.

" I have but just arrived., Mrs. Costello. 1 told
you I should:ând you out.--'

They looked, at each other with something ngt
iinli'ke deflance, but nevertheless Mrs. Costello shôok

hands with her guest cordially enough. Certainly
he had kept his word-there might be a îstake-

somewliere, and at all events, for the prpsent moment

he was here, and it was very pleasant to see himé
So the three sat together and talked, and it seemed

80 natural. that they should be doing it, that what
did begin to, be Strange and incredible was the sepa»

ration, and the various- events of the past isix imonths.

But after Claudine had come in, an been
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obliged to go awalr Il" on hospitable cares intent,'- to,

arrange with her some little addition to the diinner

whieh Maurice was to share with thein, the new.

comer took advantage of her absence, and resolved

to, get as many as possible of his difliculties over at

once. He had not yet quite forgiven his faithless

ally, and: he mjeant to make a new treaty, now that

he was on the spot to, see it carried out.
"" I am afraid,'-' he began, 'I'l that mycoming so un-

expectedly must have startled you a little, but I

thought it was best-not to, write.-"

Mrs. Costello ccaild not help smiling-she was

quite conscious of her tactics having been surpassed

by Maurice%.

1 am glad to see you, at any rateý,--' she said,
cc now you arc here ; but'-' she added à eriously, "'I you

must not forget, nor try to temipt me to, forget, thiat

we are aIl changed since we met last.'- J«ý

" I do not wish it. I donýt wish to forget any-

thing that is true and real, and I wish to remind

you that when I left Canada 1 did so, with apromise-

au implied promise at any rate-from you, which

has not been kept?-'

" Maurice ! Have you a right to, speak to me so, ?

" I think I have. Dear Mrs. Costello, have some
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consideration for me. Was it right when I was kept

a fast -prisoner by my poor grandfather's sick-bed,

when I was trusting to you, and doing all I could

tci inake you to trust me-was it fair to break faith

with me and trv to, depr1ýve me of all the Ilopes I

had in the worldy? Just think of it-was it fair ?

I broke no faith with you. I felt that I had let

yqu pledee yourself Mi the dark; that in my care-----

for Lucia, and confidence in you, I had to some

extent bound you to a discreditable engagement.

I released you from it; I told you te truth of the

story I had hidden from. everybody-I wrote to you

when my husband lay in jail waiting his trial for

murder, and I lieard no more from you. It was

natural, prudent, right that you should accept the

separation I desired-you did so, and I have only

taken means to make it effectual.'-

I did so I accepted the separation ?

'"I supposed, at least, from your silence that you

did so. Was not I right therefore in desirmig that

you and Lucia should not meet'-again ?

That was it, then? Listen, Mrs. Costello. My

last note to you seems by some means to have been

lost. There was nothing new in it; but my father
îL has told me that lie was surprised on recelvmg my

":,Oçrpp 1 mm- - - - - , 1 mlt4ýýÈ
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letter which ought to have contai'ed it, to find

nothing for you, not even a message; perhaps you

wondered too. I can only tell you the note was

written. Then., in my next letter, written wheù my
j rgrandfather was actually dying, and when I ý,î

confess, very angry that you'4hould-p-eisist in trying

to shake me-cff,ý-ffiere was a message to you in a

-É6s-ts-crýipt ýw hich, m father overlooked and which I

myself showed to him for the -first time when I

reached home and found you gone. What he had

been thinking, Heaven knows. I had rather not,

inquire too, closely; but I will say that it is rather

hard to find that the people who ought to know one

best, cannot trust one for six months."

Mrs. Costello, listened attentively while Maurice

made his explanation with no little warmth and

indignation.

Do you mean to . say that you did not perceive

how foolîsh and wrong it had become for you to

think of marrying Lucia?"

How in the world coùld it be either foolish or

wrong for me to, wish to marry the girl I have

Ioved all my âfe? Unless, indeed, she preferred

somebody else.--'

Remember w«ho ,she is?;
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I am not likely to, forget that after all I have

lately heard. about her from Mrs. Morton?'

'le And that you have a family and a position to,
thiin«k- of now.'-'

And a home fit to, offer to Lucia.'-'

Obstinate boy 1"
CaR me wliat you will, but let it be understood

that I have done nothing to forfeit your promise. I

am to, take no further answers except from Lucia."

But you know, at least, fliat our worst fears

were unfounded ?

Of ' course they were. 1 always knew that

would come right. But you have suffered terribly;

1 am ashameà of my own selfishness when I think

of it.

We have sufféred. And my poor child so

innocently, and so, bravely. Maurice, she is worth

caring for.-"

You shall see whether I value her or not. Here

she comes 1

Lucia came in, the glow of pleasure still on her

face which Maurice's 9,rrival had brought there.

It was no wonder that both mother and lo-ver looked

at lier with delight as slie moved about, too restlessly

happy to sit still, yet pausing every minute to ask
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some question or to listen to what the others were
saying. Indeed not one oMe three could well have
been happier than they were that afternoon. Mxs.

Costello felt that she had done all she could in the

cause of prudence, and therefore rejoiced withont

compunction in seeing her favourite scheme for her

ýdarIing restored to her more perfect than ever.

Maurice, witliout having more than the minimum

quantity of masculine vanity, had great faith in the

virtues of perseverance and fidelity, and tock the

full benefit of Luciels deliglit at seeing him; while

Lucia herself was just simply glad-so glad that for

an hour or two she quite forgot to think of Perey.

Maurice declared'he had business which would

keep him, in Paris for some weeks. He claimed

piýýmission therefore to come every day, and to take

Lucia to all the places where Mrs. Costello was, not

able to go.
cc Oh. how charming! -" Lucia cried. 'Ic I shall get

some walks now. Do you know, Maurice, mamma

wiD not let me go anywhere by myself, and I canýt

bear to make her walk; but you will go, wonýt

you ? ;3

"' Indeed I will,'-' Maurice said; but after that he

went away back to his hotel, with his first uncom-



fortable sensation. Was Lucia still really such, a

child? Would she always persist in t1iinking of

him as au elder brother-a clear brother, certailllyt
w'hich was something, but not at aU what he,

wanted ? How should he make her understand the

différence ? That very day, her warm, frank affec-

tion had been a perfect shield to her. The words,

that had risen to his lips had been stopped there, as

absolutely as if he hàd been, struck dumb. c But I

need not speak just yet,-' he consoled himself. " I

must try to make her feel that 1 am of use to, lier,

and that she would miss me if she sent me away.

My darling! I must not risk anything by being

too hasty? j
Ile wrote two notes that night; one to his father,

the other to Lady Dighton, which. said,

'Ic Do come over. I am impatient to s«how Lucia to,

you. She is more beautiful and sweeter ttan ever.

Of course, you will think all I say exaggerated, so

clo come and judge for yourself. I want an aUy.

All is right with Mrs. Costello, but I own I want

courage witlî Lucia to " put it to the test.-' Suppose

after all I sliould lose? But I dare not think of

tllatj

Mrs. Costello slept little that night. A second

Ca n a dia i z He ro in- é.132
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time within a year she saw all her plans destroyed,

her anticipations proved mistaken; the brighter

destiny she had formerly hoped for, was now within

her child's grasp. Wealth, honourý and steadfast

kve were laid together at her feet. Would she

gather them, up Woulà she be willing to, give

herself into the keeping of this faithful heart which

haël learnt so, well 'Ic to love one maiden and to cleave

to her ? The doubt séemed absurd, yet it came

and haunted. the mothers meditations. She knew

perfectly that Lucia haël no thought of Maurice but

as a friend or brother. She could not quite under-

stand how it had always continued so, but she knew

it had. She had never been willing to think ot her

chil&s regard for Perey as likely to be a lasting

feeling, and at most times she really did consider it

only as a thing of the past ; yet to-night it came

before her tiresomely, and she remembered what

Mrs. Bellairs had told lier lately about his narriage.

She resolved once to, ask Maurice whether hehad

heard anything of it, but, on second thoughts, she

decided that it was better to leave the matter alone.

There was yet another person on whom, MauriWs

coming'had made a most livély impression. Clau-

dine, as soon aîter her first sight, of 'him as shecoula



get hold of Lucia, liad a élozen questions to ask.
ýI'IWas he Mademoiselle's brother? Her cousin

then? Only a friend? What a charming young
man! How tall he was! and what magnifiques
yeux bruns! Now, surely, Mademoiselle would
not be so triste? She would go out a little? and
everybody would remark them, Mademoiselle being
no graceful, and monsieur so, very taU.'-

Lucia told her mother, "Il, g, that, she and
Maurice were going to, walk up the Champs Elysé-es
next day, with placards, saying that they were two,
North Americans new1y caught; and when Maurice
came next morning, she repeated Claudine's com.
menta to him, with a perfect enjoyment of the good
little woman!s on for ""ce beau Monsieur01

Canadien."
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C XII.

Amp. that day, Paris became quite a different

place to Lucia. Maurice was with them most of

every day, and every day they saw something new,

or made some httle country excursion. The weather,

-- though still rather cold, was fine and bright;

winter had fairly given place to spring, and all

externally was so gay, sunny and hopeful, that it

was quite impossible to, give way either to, sail

recollections of the past, or to melancholy thoughts

of the fàture.

Mrs. Costellcýs health seemed steadily, though

élow1y improving; she had now no anxiety, except

that one shadowy doubt of Lucias decision with

regard to Maurice, and that she was glad to leave



for the present in uncertainty. She felt no

hesitation in letting the two young people go
wli.ere they would together; they had always been
like brother and sister, and, at the worst, they would
still be that.

When this pleasant life had lasted about ten
days, Maurice came in one morning and said,

"" What do you say to a visitor to-day,
Lucia ?

Lucia looked up eagerly with clasped hands,

Who ? " she cried. Not your cousin ?
'c"Vihy not
cc. Oh. Maurice! I am afraid of her-I am indeed.

I am sure she is a grande dame, and will annihilate,
lqi

Silly child She is a tiny woman, with a fair
little face and not a bit of grandeur about her.

You yourself will look liké a queen beside
her,

She is your very good friend, is n2L-ahe?
""Indeed s'he is. Promise me -to try to like

her.'.'

""Of course, I will try. Is she really coming
here ?'-

She wishes to call this afternoon.ý>$

ïr
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Lucia looked round the room. It was nice
,enough, and pretty in its way with its mirrors,

gilt ornaments, and imposing cloc«k on the man.

telpiece; but it was so small! Three people

quite ffiled, it up. But she finished her survey with

a laugh.

If they would only let us have less furniture

she said. cc It was all very weR as long as we had

nothing better than tables and chairs to ffil up the

room, with, ; but at present-'-

She finished her sentepbe with a little shrug, in

imitation of Claudine, whier made Maurice laugh

also. Re proceeded, however, to warn her that

worse was in reserve.

cc Louisa will come alone, to-day," he said

cc because I told her Mrs. «Costello was an invalid,

but you must expect that next time she will bring

lier husband, and Sir John is no small person I

assure you.--'

cc When did they arrive

cc Last night."

cc How long will they stay, do you think ?

cc Two or three weeks I imagine, but 1 know

nothing positively of their plans?'

cc And Maurice, tell me when you must go back



Imm 0 Or_o,-

to England ? I do not want, our pleasant hfe to,

end just as suddenly as it began?'

Nor do 1. 1 am not going just yet?

But have not you quantities Qf affairs to'attend
to, you important person ? "

Il My most serions affair at presenti is in

Paris. Dont be afraid, I am npt forgetting my

cluties.-'-'

Il Then we cannot go ont to-day

"'Put on your bonnet and come now for a

walk?'

Il I must, ask mamma., and tell her your news. ý5he-

is late this morning,-"

Mrs. Costello had risen late since she came to-

Paris. Lucia found her dressed and discussing

some household -affair with Claudine.

I' Only think, mamma,--' she began. CC Lady

Dighton came over yesterday and is coming to,

see you to-day.-"

But the news was no surprise to Mrs. Costello,

who, had received a hint fýom Maurice that he

-wished to see his, cousin and Lucia friends, before

he ventured on that decisive question to, which

tbey all, except Lucia, were looking forward so»
,4

But she was keenly alive to the desim
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that her child shoulël make a favourable im-
pression on this lady,*who haël evidently some
influence witli Maurice, and who, if the. wished-for

marriage took place, would become- Lucias near
relative and neighbour. She said nothing at all
a-bout this, however, ancl was perfectly content that
the young people should take one of those long
walks whièh brought such a lovely colour into her
daughters pale cheeks, and so gave the last per-
fecting touch to her beauty.

Maurice left Lucia at the door, and went back to,
the hotel where he had promised Lady Dighton to
lunch with lier. She was waiting for him, looking
more than usually fair ancl pretty in the mourning
she wore for her grandfather. He could., not help

f.'hinking, as he came in, how rich and -handsome
everything about her seemed, in contrast to the
bare simplicity of his poorer friends-yet certainly
nature had intended Lucia for a much more stately
and magnificent person than this Ettle lady.

"Il Well ? " she said * 0 0 "Il Have yon per-
suaded your friends to receive me cq,ýi assure
you my curiosity has nearly overpowered me this

9morning.
Yon will be disappointed, of course. You are
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ima g a heroine, and you will see only a young

cou girl-
"" For shame, Maurice! If I am imagining a

heroin "' I wonder whose fault it is ?
I wish you would not form your judgmenf for

" week. You are enough of a fme lady, Louisa, tobe

" little affected by externals, and my pearl bw no

fine setting at p-resent; it will need looking at élosely

to find out its value.-'

"And you t«hink, oh most philosophical of lovers

that I am not capable of distînguishing a real

pearl unless it is set in gold, and has its priée

ticketed ? --'
1 think, at least, that I am so amxious, to see

jou the same Icind friend to her as you have been to

me, that 1 am troubling myself uselessly about the

first impressions."

Il" On both sides ? Well, trust me, Maurice I wM

like your Lucia for your sake, and try to make her

like me.-" à

Thank you ; I kào w you will. And after the

fErst, you not be able to help loving her?-'

Sir John is not to, go with us ? '-'

Not unless you partieubxly wish it. Whem

is he ? --'

l
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"Gone out shopping. Doi2t laugh. 1 suspect

his shopping is of a different kind 'e mi e, and

quite as expensive.'-"'
""Can anything be as expensive as the charm-

ing bonnets I heard you taUdng of this morn-

ing ?YY

Take care. Only hint that I am extrava-

gant, and 1, will devote myself to corrapting

Lucia, and avenge myself by making your pocket

suffer?

I wish my pocket had anything to do with

it. Prýy be carefal, Louisa, and remember that

1 have not dared to speak to her yet.-'

I shall remember. Come to lunch now. Sir

John will not be in?;

Maurice-tried iu v'a'mý7' to talk as they drove slowly

along to-'Mrs. Costello-'s. The street was full of

people, and Lady Dighton amused, he-Melf by look.

ing out for acquaîgUnces, and saluting those they

met. £ýeg>ooir,,býïaüy' EnglisU were in Paris; and

she had also a pretty large ciréle of French people

with whom she was on friendly terms ; so that she

had quite enough occupation to prevent her noticing

her cousin's Silence. But the moment the carriage,

stopped, she was ready to give lier whole attention

a-
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to, him and his affairs; she gavehim a little nod

and smile M of sympathy as she went up the stair-

case, and the moment Claudine opened the door he

perceived that he might leave everything in her

hands with the most perfect confidenco. in her

management.

There haël been a little flutter of expectation in

Lucia's mind for the last half-liour, in which sbe

wondered her mother did not express more sym-

pathy ; and w hen, at last, the door opened, she was

seized with a sudden tremor, and for an instant

felt herself deaf and blind. The moment 'passed,

however, and there came sweeping softly into the

room a little figure with golden hair and widely

flowing draperies; a fair face with a pleasant smile,

and a clear musical voice; these -were the things

that first impressed her as belonging to Maurices

formidable cousin,

Lady Dighton-s first words were of course ad-

dressed to Mrs. Costello-they seemed to-- Lueia-tci--

be a plea -for a weleome, a--s-Maurice-s near relation
-and then the two young womeii stood face to face

and exchanged one quick glance. Lady Dighton

held out her band.

Miss Costello,'- she said, you and 1 are so
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totally unlike each, other, that I am certain we were

meant to be friends-will you try ? "
The suddenness and oddity of the address struck

Lucia dumb. She gave her hand, however, to her

new friend with a smile, and as slie did so, her eye

-caught the reflection of -their two figures in a glass

.6-pposites

jruly, they were unlike each other-very oppo.

Bites-'but either because, or in spite of the differ-

ence., they seemed to, suit each other.

Hàlf an hour spent in calling upon or receliving a

a call froman entire stranger, is generally a very

heavy tax on oue's good humour; but occasionally,

when the visit is clearly the beginning of a pleasant

acquaintance-perhaps a valuable friendship--things

are entirely different. Lady Digliton had come

with the intention of making herself agreèable,

and few people knew b etter ho- w to do it ; but she

fo and -noc -effôrt necessary, and time shpped away

more quickly than she thought possible. She stayed,

in fact, until she felt quite sure her husband would

have been waiting so long as to be growing uneâsy,
and when she did get up to go away, she begged

Mrs. Costello and Lucia to dine with lier next clay.
ccAnd Maurice," slie said,, you must pers'uacle



Miss Costello to join uÈ in an excursion somewhere.

It is quite the weather for long è1rives, and our

holiday will. not be very long, you know."

'Ic I am entirely at your command,'-' Maurice said,
CC and Lucia must do as she is bid, so pray settle

your plans witli Mrý. Costello."

But Mrs. Costello said. decidedly that to dine out

for herselfNwas out of the question-shelà'ad not

done so for yeàrs.

Oh ! I am so sorry,'- Lady Dighton said. c" But

of course we- mu st -not ask you in that case-Miss

Costello, may come to us, may she not ? I will take-

good care of her."

Lucia haël many scruples about 17eaving her

motter; but, however, it was -finally settled that the

Dig«htons stould call for her next day-that they

should have a long drive to some place not yet fixed,

upon-and that she should afterwards spend the

evening with. them.

Mrs. Costello was pleased that lier child should

go out a little after her long seclusion from all so-

ciety; and the whole plan was arranged with little

reference to Lucia, who ý,ainly tried to avoid this,

long absence from lier mother.

The two cousins were scarcely on their road. when.

Lady Dighton asked-
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Well, Maurice, am I to reserve my opinion?
As you pléase.," lie answered smiling. 'Ic I am

sure it is not very unfavourable."
"" She is wonderfully beautiful; and, what is most
strange, she knows it without being vain."

Vain I should think she was not
What grace she has! With her small head

and magnificent hair and eyes.. she would have had
quite beauty enough for one girl without being so

erect and stately. You never gave me the idea that j
she was so excessively handsome, Maurice?'

Is she ? I don-t believe 1 knew it. You see
1 have known her all her life-I know every one of

her qualities, I believe., good and bad; and aU her
ways. I knew she had the purest nature and the

warmest, bravest heart a woman could have; but I
have thought, very little about her beauty by itself?'

Well, then, let me tell you, she only needs to be
seen-she is quite lovely; and as for the rest, I do

not know yet, but I am very much inclined to think
you may be right. At all events, we are going to be
good friends, an(l by-and-by I shall know aU about
her.';

VOL. III. L
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Luci.à came home late in the evening. Mrs. Cos.

tello, resuming her old habits, had sent the -servant

to, bed, and herself admitted her daughter. They

went into the drawing-room. together to, talk over

the daf s doings.

" You look very bright," Mrs. Costello said with

her hand on Lucias shoulder. You have enjoyed

yourself ? -"
"Il Yes, mamma, so much. You know I ýwas a

little afraid of Lady Dighton, and dreadfully afraid

of Sir John. But they have both been so, good to

me; just like people at Cacouna who had known

me all my life." P

Mrs. Costello, smiled. She *as very glad this
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friendslàip seemed likely to, prosper. Yet it was
not very wonderful that any one should like
'Lucia.

What have yon been doing ?--
We went to Versailles, and saw the 'gardens.

We had r-o time for the Palace ; but Maurice is
going to take me there another day. Then we came

-home and had dinner; and where do you think we
have been since ?

Where ?
To the. theatre Oh, mamma, it was se nice

-You know, I never was in one before.--
Lucia clasped her bands, and looked up at her

mother with such a perfectly innocent, childish, face
,of delight, that it was impossible not to, laugh.

What a day of dissi ation
""Yes; but just for once, you know. And 1

-could n%ýélp it.jl

I do not see why you should have wished to
help it. How about your French ? Could yon

understand the play?
Pretty well. It was very shocking, you know.

Lady Dighton says the best Frenýéh plays always
are. I cried a little, and 1 was so ashamed of

2



myself ; only 1 saw some other people crying too, su
then 1 did not mind so much.-'

,1,1 You did not really see mucli of Lady Dightoii,

tnen, if you were driving aU afternoon and at the

theatre all evening ?
Oh! yes ; we had a long talk before dinner.

When we came in she said 'Now, Maurice, you
Must just amuse yourself how you can for an hour.
Sir John has English papers to read, and Miss
Costello and I are going to my room to have a chat?
So she took me off to her dressing-room, and we,
were by ourselves there for quite an hour?'

"' In which, time, I suppose, you talked about
everything in heaven and earth.-"

'l' I donýt know. No, indeed; I believe we talked
most about Maurice.'-'

]Ele is a favourite of hers?.'

She says she liked him &om, the first. She ir>
so funny in her way of describing things. She said,

We English are horribly benighted with regard
to you colonists and my notions of geography

are elementary. When grandpapa told me lie had
sent for his heir from. Canadâ, I went to Sir John
and askèd him where Canada was. He'got a big
map and began to show me; but all I could under.

,+ à 1 ý , alïlîàL a+ , ý -,nm.".àgý, m - , . ýeý 7,lýý -ý - ý'ý .. - - - lim$" ý -

148 Canadian Heroine.



1

-stand was, that it was in North America. I saw an
American once. 1 suppose 1 must have seen

,others, but 1 remember one particularly, for being
an Anàerican; he was dreadfally thin and had

ýstraight black hair, and a queer little pointed. black
beard., and 1 think he spoke* through his nose; and

really I began to be haunted by a recollection of
this man, and to think I was going to have a cousin

just like him? Then she told me about going over
to Hunsdon and finding he bad arrived. She

said that before the end of the day they were fast
friends?'

He was not like what she expected, then
Just the opposite. She made me laugh about

that. She said, " I like handsome people, and I
like an English style of beauty for men. My poor
dear Sir John is not handsome, though he has a
good face; but really when a man is good-looldng
-and looks good, I can't resisthim."'

"" You seem to have been much occupied with this
-question of looks. Did you spend the whole hour
talking about them ? "

Mamma Why that was only thé begu»im'ng.-"
What was the rest, then ? or some of it, at

1 east ? "
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"' She told me how gooa Maurice was to his

grandfather, and how fond Mr. Beresford grew of

hirn. Do you know that Maurice was just go-
ing to try to get away to Cauadà at the very

time Mr. Beresford had his last attack? Lady
Dighton says he was excessively anxious to, -go,

and yet he never showed the least impatience or-
disappointment when he found he could not be
f3pared."

""Re musthave felt that he was bound to his-
grandfather?' 'e b

""He nursed him just like a woman, Lady
Dighton says, and one could fancy it. ý Could not
you., mamma.

'"I don% find it difficult to beheve anything good
of Maurice?'

"" Oh ! and then she told me about Hunsdon. She-
was born there, and lived tliere till she was married,

She told me all about why Mr. Beresford left it to
Maurice, and not to, her. But, mamma, I cannot
understand how Maurice can be so long away from
home. I should think he must have quantities of
thingS to attend to; and slie told me Sir John was

always busy, though his estate is not so large
as Hunsdon. Only think, mamma, of Maurice,



Canadian Heroine. 151

our Maurice, having more tlian ten thousand a

year
""Well, dear, since we have come to taUcing of

our neighbours fortunes, I think we had better go

to, bed?'

"'I Oh ! yes; how thoughtless I am, keeping you up

so. And 1 must be early to morrow, for Lady

Dighton is coming to see you, and Maurice mqnts

me to go with him for a walk first. Not to see any-

thing, but just for a walk.--'

Mrs. Costello lay down that night with a great

feeling of content with regard to her daughter's

future.

'It Certainly," she thought, ""Maurice may be

satisfied with the affection she has for him; if it is

not just the kind of love he wishes for, that is only

because it has never entered her mind that he could

be anything but a brother to her. She is so ex-

cessively childish in some things! I shall be glad

now when she really does begin to understande

Only, must I part with her Better that than.that

1 should leave her alone; better even than that sh

s hould have to go among strange relatives."

Maurice had asked Lucia to walk with him for the

sake of having her quite to IhiTn self for an hour, ancl
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perhaps of asking that much meditated question.

He had specially bargained that they were not to
cc go anywhere; '-' but simply to choose a tolerably

quiet road and go straight along it. Accordingly

they started., and went. slowly up the sunny slope

towards the great arch, talking of yesterday, and of

the trifles which always seemed interesting when

they spoke of them together. After they had

passed the barrier, they hesitated a little which road

to take-they had already made several expeditions

in this direction, and Lucia wanted novelty. Finally

they bqok the road to Neuilly, and went on for a

time very contentedly. But Maurice, after a while,

fell into little fits of silence, thinking how he should

first speak of the subject most important to him.

Re felt that there could be no better opportunity"

than this, and he was not cool enough to reflect that

it was waste of trouble to try to choose his words,

since if Lucia accepted him she would for ever think

them eloquent; and if she refused him, would be

certain to consider them stupid. She, on the other

hand, was in unusually high spits. It had occurred

to her that Lady Dighton, who seemed to know

everybody, would probably know Perey. She had

begun already to lay deep plans for finding ont if



this was the case, and after that, where he was at

present. She had thought, of 'him so much lately,

and so tenderly; she had remembered so often his

earnestness and her own harshness in that last

interview, that she felt as if she owed him some

reparation., and as if his love were fàr more ardent

than hers., and must needs be more stable also. The

idea that sËe had advanced a step towards the

happiness of meeting him again, added the last in-

gredient to her content. She could have danced

for joy.

They walked a considerable distance, and Mau-

rice had not yet found courage for what h6 wanted

to say. Lucia began to think of her mother's lone-

liness, and proposed to return he would have

tempted her further., but a strange shyness and em-

barrassment seemed to have taken possession of

him. They had actually turned round and begun

to walk towards home before he had found a reason

for not doing it.

Lucia," he said abruptly, after oife of the

pauses which Uad been growing more and more

fýequent, don't you wish to, go over to Eng-

land ? ;Y

Of course I do," she answered with some sur.
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prise; "I wish we could go. You know I always

usecl to wisli it."
Why don't you try now you are so neâ! 9

l"Surely, Maurice, you kno Uama cannot

"I remember hearing something about your-
q

grandfatlier having wislied her not to do so. For-

give me if it is a painful subject; but do not you

see that things are quite chan'ged now ?
""Do you think she could, then ? But I doW i

seej

Il Her father, 1 suppose, wished to, avoid the

chance of her marriage being gossipped about.

His idea of her going back to England was naturâlly

that she would go among her own relations and

old acquaintance who knew the story. Now,

I believe that she miglit go to any other part of

the island-say Norfolk-, for instance-and obey
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his wishes just as much as by staying in

Paris,,."

,111 To Norfolk? Why, then, we should be near---

you ? Oh! do try to persuade her."

,111 1 must, have you decidedly on my side then. I

must enabled to offer her a great inclucement.

If, for ins could. tell her that you Ild. made



up your min d to come and live in Norfolk, she might

say yes."
"" Ah ! but she would have to e up her mind

fSst. See Maurice,-" she broke in abruptly, "'I what

is that little building on the other side the road r

There are some -people who look like English

going in.yl*

Dont - Tnind. that now, I want to talk t(>

youelp

We have been talIcing. 'Only tell me what

it is?

It is a chapel built on the place where the Duke-

of Orleans was Içilled some years ago?'

-" I remember now somebody told. me about it

his monument is, there?'

Very likely. 1 know nothing about it."
Oh. Mauricé 1 to speak in that tone, whbn it

was such a sad, thing.'-'

"'I There are so many sad, things-one cannot

pity everybody?

ý"You, are cross thia g. What is the-

i3iatter ?

No What do you want me to do ?

Just now I want you to, take me'in there. I see-

it is open."
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There was no help the moment was gone.

Lucias head was full of the uidhappy Duke of

Orleans, and it woulël hav6ý'been very bad policy,

Maurice thought, to'oppose her whim. He rang

the bell, -and they were admitted without difficulty

into the open space in front of the chapel. The old

man who let them in pointed to the half-open door,

-andi saying that'his wife was in there with a party,
retreated, and left them to find their own way into

the building itself. They passed quietly thÈough

the entrance and into the soft grey li ht of the

ehapèl. Lucia stopped only to take oneZglance of

the tiny interior, so coldly -mournful with its black

araperies and chill. white and gTey marble, and then.

passed round to examine more elosely the monument

which marks. the very spot, whére the fatal

accident occurred. Maurice followed her. They

stood half concealed -by the monument, and speak-

ing low, while the tones of other voices could be

distinctly heard from le recess behind the altar

where thef English visitors were examinin the

picture of the Duke's death. TheA was one ratker

high-pitched femalê voice which broke the solemn

-stillness unpleasaùtly, and as it became more

audible, Lucia laid her hand softly on Maurice's arm.



to, wake him listen, and looked up in his face with

eyeý full of laughter. The lady was talking French

to the guide wîth a strong English accent and in a

peculiar drawl, which had a very droll effect. It

was a manner new to them both, though Maurice

could not help thinking, as he listened, of Perey in

his worst moods.

"' I am glad. to have seen it," the voice said, and

quite by chance, too it is excessively interesting,

so, melancholy. 4 you say that they laid hiur just

there ? It makes one shudder No, I will not go:

near the ' place ; it is too shocking.-"

At the last words Maurice and Lucia saw the

speaker emerge from behind the altar on the side

furthest from where they stood. She was a tall

woman, neither young nor pretty, but very fashiont..,

able--distinguished, Lucia supposed she should be

called; and but for the peculiarity of her voice,

would have made a favourable rather than an un-,

favourable impression on a stranger. She stopped

just at the top of the steps, and turned round to,

speak again to, some one behiýd her who' was still

concealed by the altar. This time she spoke,

English in a lower tone, and with a greater drawl.

cc ]Really, Edward,-" she said, cc it is very -small.
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Pray dont give the womau much; you know how

heavy our expenses are. I think I ought to carry

the purse."

'I'l As you please, my déar it would save me

trouble., certainly,"

At the sound of that second voice'Maurice

started and looked at, Lucia. She haël suddenly

gTasped at the stonework before her, and stood

looking with passionate eagerness over the carved

figure of the dying Duke towards the altar. He

-alynost shuddered at the intensity of'that, gaze

the rigidity of intolerable suspense in her whole

figure; but he could only be still and watch, her.

The unconscious Englishwoman moved on; close

beliind her, following her with his old languid

manner, came the man Lucia was watching for-

Edward Perey.

Still she never stirred. They passed. dow-n the

-chapel with her eyes upon them, but theynever saw

her. and she made no sound or movement. Only

when they were no longer in sigýt, everything

seemed to grow suddenly black and confused. about

her-her hold upon the marble relaxed, and she

would have fallen if Maurice bad not gently -sup.

partÊ her, and drawn her to a seat close by.
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She did not faint, though she was cold and white

and powerless. After a minute Maurice, bending
over her, saw that she was trying to speak. Her

lips seemed stiff and hardly able to form the words,

but he made ýout,

Who is she ?

He hesitated a moment; but she saw that he

could -answer, and her eyes insisted on her ques.

tion.

She is his wife," he answered they were

married', I believe, a month, or six weeks ago."

Suddenly, at his words, the blood seemed to rise

with one quick rush to her very temples.

You knew," she said, and would not tell

me!.Yl

Then after her momentary anger came shame,

bitter and intolerable, for her self-betrayal. She

bent down her face on her hands, but her whole

figure shook with violent agitation. Maurice

suffered scarcely less. His love for ler gave him a

comprehension of all, and a sympathy unspeakable

with her pain. He laid his hand lightly on her

shoulder as lie hâd. often done in her childish troubles,
'but one word escaped him whieh he had never

spoken to her before,



"' My darling ! my darling ! -"

Perhaps she did not hear it; but at least she un-

derstood that through all the pang of her loss, thére

remained with her one faithful and perfect affec-

tion ; and even at that moment she was uncon-

sciously comforted.

But the Percys were gone, and the guide was

coming back into the chapel after a word or two

at the door with her husband; Maurice had to decide

instantly wliat to do. He said to Lucia,

"' Wait here for me," and then going forward toý

meet the woman, he contrived to make her com.

prehend that the lady was ill ; and that he was

going for a carriage. He then hurried out, and

Lucia was left alone in the chapel with the

good-natured Frenchwoman, who looked at her

compassionately and troubled her with no ques-

tions.

For a few minutes the poor child remained to0ý

bewildered to -notice anything; but when at last she

raised her head, and saw that Maurice was not

there, she grew frightened. Had she been so

childish and uncontrolled as to have disgusted even

him ? Had he left her, too She tried to get up

from her seat, but she could not stand., The
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guide saw her attempt, and thought it time to in.

terfere.

Monsieur %'.would be back immecliately,-' she

said. He was goi- a for a carriage. It was un.

fortunate madame sliould be taken ill so sud.

denly?) %t.

Lucia smiled a very miserable kind of smile.

"Il Yes,-' she answered, " it was unfortunate, but

it was only a little giddiness.--

And there she broke off to listen to the sound of

wheels which stopped at the gate.

It was Maurice; and at the siglit of him Lucia

felt strong again. She rose and met him as he

came towards her.

,"I have got a carriage,-" he said. clWe had

walked too far. Can you go to it ? "

She could find nothing to say in, answer. lle

made her lean on his arm, and took her across the

court and put her into the vehicle. ,

11,1 Would you rather go alone ? " he asked her.

,','Oh! no, no,'-' she cried nervously, and in a

ute afterwards they were on their way home-

wards.

When they had staýrtecl, she put her hancl to her

head confhsecUy.

VOL, III.
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Is not it strange ? " she said. half to herself. I

was sure we should meet in Paris ; only I never

guessed it would be to-day. Across a grave, that

was right.-"

Maurice shuddered. at her tone ; it souncled. as if

she were talking in her sleep.

Dear Luc*à,ý" he said, "" scold me, be angry

with me. I should have told you.'-' 1

She seemed to wake at the sound of his voice, and'

again that burning, painful flush covered her face

and neck.

"I Oh! Maurice,'-' she cried., 'I'l it is you who should

scold me. What must yoli think? But, indeed,

1 am not so, bad as I- seem?'

c" It is I who have been blind. I thought you

had forgotten lhim.--

Forgotten - him. ? So soon ? I thought he could

not even have forgotten me 1

Maurice clenched his hand. The very simplicity

of her worcls stirred his anger more deeply against

his successful rival. For hpr he had still nothing

but the most pitiful tenderness.

'le Some men, Lucia, love themselves too well to

have any great love for another?'

«' But he did. caxe for me. I want to tell you. I
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want you, to see that 1 am not quite so bad---ý-he did
care for me very much, and I sent «him away."

You refused him. ? "
Not just that. At first, you know, I thougght

-everything could be made to come right in time-
and then mamma told me all that terrible story
about her marriage, and about the constant fear slie

was in; and then-I could not tell that to, him.-so,
I said he must go away. And he did; but he told
me perhaps in a year I should change my mind.
And the year is not over yet."

Maurice was silent, He would -not, if he could
help it, say one word of evil to Lucia about this

man whom she still loved; and at first he could not
trust himself to, speak.

How did you know ? " she asked.
And he understood instinctively what she meant,

and told her shortly when and wliere hehad seen
Perey, and what he had heard from the solicitor.

It is the same lady, then," shéfgaid, Il that I re-

member 'hearing of."
Yes, no doubt. I recollect some story being

told of Iiim and her, even in Cacouna."

Lucia sighed, heavily. Shehad now got over the

ýdifficulty of speaking on the subject to Maurice.
x 2
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She knew so well that ho was trustworthy, and for

the rest, waýs ho not just the same as a brother

He might have waite cl a year,-- s«he mu rmured.
ic You cannot imagine ho w happy I have been lately,

ink-n gcr I must see him soon 1 '-'
"Il Cannot I ? -" Maurice cried desperately. "Il Listen

to me, Lucia! I, too, have been happy lately. I

have been living on a false hope. I have been de-

ceived, and placed all my trust in a, shadow. Dont
you think we ought to be able to feel for each

other?'-

Ilis vebemence and the bitterness of his tone

terrified her. She laid her little trembling hand on

his appeahngly.

What do you mean ? " she whispered.

But ho had controlled himself instantly. He

took hold of her hand and put it to his lips.

'I'l I mean nothing,--' ho said, 'Ic at least nothing 1

can tell you about at present. Are you feeling

strong enough to meet - Mrs. Costello ? You must

not frighten her, you know, as you did me."'

cl' Did I frighten you ? I am so sorry and

as'hamed--only, you know- Yes, I can behave

well now.-"

Ile saw that she could. Her self-comynand had



-entirely returned now. Iler grieving would be

silent or kept for solitude henceforward. They

haël already passed the barrier, and in a minute

-would stop at the door.

1 am not c oming in with you,--' Maurice said,
-ce I must go on now but I shall. see you this

-evening'?j

He saw her in side the house and then drove away,

while she little guessed how sore a heart he took

with him.
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CHAPTER XIV.

As Lucia went up the staircase, the slight stimulus
of excitement which, Maurice's presencé - haël sup-
plied, died out, and, she begau to be consclous, of a
horrible depression and sense of vacancy. She
went up with a step that grew more tired and lan-
gaid at every movement, till she reached the door

where Claudine was having a little gossip with the
concierge.

She was glad even to be saved the trouble of
ringing, and glided past the two ýI' like a ghaist,"
and came intoher mother's presence with that same
weary gait and white face. It was not even until
M-rs. Costello rose k* alax'm and surprise with
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anxious questions on lier lips that the poor child

became aware of the change in herself.

111 1 am tired,-" she said. "" I have such a head.

ache, mamyna,- and she tried to wake herself out

of her bewilderment and look natural.

Where is Maurice

He is gone-he is coming back tbis evening, I

think he sairl

Mrs. Costello guessed instantly that Maurice was

the cau'se, of Lucia's disturbance.

Poor child she thought it could not, help

but be à surprise to her. I wonder if all is going

well?'-' But she dâred not speak of that sùbj»ect

just yet.
" You must have walked much, too far,-" she said

aloud. "" Go and lie doým, darling-I will come

with you."

Lucia obeyed. She was actually physically tired,

as she said, and her head did ache with a dull heavy

pain. Mrs. Costello arranged the pillows, drew

warm coverings over her, and left her without, one

further question ; for she was completely persuaded

of the truth, of her own surmise, and féared to en»

danger Maurice's hopes and lier own favourite plan

by an Injudicious word. Slie did not go far away,
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however, and Lucia, still conscious of her nearness,

dared not move or sigh. With her face pressed

close to the pillow, she could let the hot tears which

seemed to, scald her eyes drop from under the half-

closed lids; but after a little while, the warmth and

stillness and her faiigue began to, have their effect.

The tears ceased to drop, tbe one hand which had

grasped the edge of the covering relaxed, and she

dropped asleep.-

ey-and-by Mrs. Costello came in softly, and

stood looking at her. . She la just like a child

with her pale cheeks still wet, and the long black

lashes glistening. 'Her little hand, so slender and

finely shaped, rested lightly against the pillow; her

soft regular breathing just broke the complete still-

ness enough to give the aspect of sleep, instead of

that of death. She was fair enough, in her sweet

girlish beauty and innocence, to, have been a poeVs

or an artist's inspiration. The mothers eyes grew

very dim as she looked at her child, but she never,.

guessed that there had been more than the stir of

surprise in her heart that dayý---that she was "" sleep.

ing for sorrow.'-'

Me It was twilight in the room when Lucia woke.
She came slowly to, the recollection of the past, and
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the consciousness of the present, and without mo-v--

ing began to gather up her thoughts and understand

what had halipened to her, and why she had slept.

The door was ajar, and voices could be faintly heard

talking in the salon. She even distinguished her

mother's tones, and Lady Dightons, but there were

-no others. It was a relief to her. She thought she

ought to get up and go to them, but if Mauïrice had

been there, or even Sir John, she felt that her cou-

-rage would have failed. S'he raised herself up, and

pushed back her disordered hair; with a hand.

pressed to each temple, she tried to realize how she

had awoke that very morning, hopeful and happy,

and that she had had a dreadful loss which was her

,own-only hers, and, could meet with no sympathy

.from, others. But the'n she remembered that it

had met with sympathy alreaclyý--not much in

words, but in tone and look and action-from, the

\One unfailingfriend of her whole life. Maurice

knew-Maurice did not contemn her-there was a

little humiliation in the thought, but more sweet-

n ess. She went over the whole scene in the chapel,

-and for the first time there came int*o her mind a

sense of the inexpressible tenderness which, haa

soothed her as she sat there half stupeflecl.
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Dear Maurice she said to herself, and then
as her recollection grew raore vivid, a sudden shame
seized her-neck and arms and brow were crimso,
in a moment, with the shock of the new idea-and

she sprang up and began to dress, in hopes to
escape fýoM it by motion.

But before she was- ready to leave the room her-
sorrow had come back too strong and bitter to

leave place for other thoughts. The vivid hope of
Percy's faithful recollection enduring at least for a

year, had come to give her strength and courage in
the very time when her youthful energies had

almost broken down under the weight of so many
-troubles; it had been a kind of prop on which she

leaned through her lâ'st partings and auxieties, and
which seemed to be the very foundation of her re.

cent conte-nt. To have it struck away &om her
suddenly, left her _ helpless and confused ; her own

natural forces, or tlie support of others mlght pre-
sently supply its place, but for the moment she did

not know where to look to satisfy the terrible want.
She wdnt out, how&ýer, to face her small world,

with, what resolution she could muster and was not
a little glad that the dim light W'ould save. her looks-

from any close scrutiny.



Lady Dighton had been paying a long visit toý

Mrs. Costello, and the two perfectly understooà

each other. They botb thought, also, that theyun-

derstood what had occurred that morning, and why

Lucia had a headache. Maurice haël not made his

appearance at his cousin's luncheon, as she ex-

pected, but that was not woinderful. Lady Dighton,

however, Ëad said to Mrs. Costello,
"" It is quite to me how Lacia can

have seen Maurices perfect devotion to her, and not

perceived that it was more thau brotherly?'

. Mrs. Costello did not feel bound to"explain that

Lucia's thoughts, as far as they had ever been occu-

pied at. all with love, haël been drawn, away in quite

a different, direction, so -,slie contented herself with

answering,
"'I She is very childish in some things, and she

has been all her life accustomed to think of-him as

a brother. I knew he would'have some diffleulty

at first in persuading her to think otherwise."

" Re cai2t have failed ?

" I hope not. She- has noý told me anything, and

therefore I clo not suppose there is anything ded

SivQ to tell.-"

After their convenation the two n-aturally IýokèCI
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with interest for Lucials coming. They heard her

-stirring, and exchanged a few more words,

Perhaps we S'hall know now ?

At anyrate, Maurice will enlighten us when he

arrives.

Lucia came in, gliding silently through the dim.

Eght. Her quiet movement was unconscious-shé

wouldhave chosen to appear more, rather than less,
-animated than usual. Lady Dighton came forward

to, meet her.-

So you walked too far this morning she

said. 1 think it was a little too bad when you

knew 1 was coming to sée youto-day."

I did not think I should be so tired'-' Lucia

answered and the friendly dusk hid her blush a
her own dism*génuousness.

Are you quite rested, my cliild ? Mrs. Cos.

tello asked 4nxiously.

Yes,.&znamma. My head aches a little still, but

it will soon be better, I dare say. I am ashamed of

being so lazy."

Where is Maurice said Lady Dighton. 1

expected to, have found him here, as he did.not come,
for tuneh.--'

Has he not been with you then He left 'me
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at the door, and said he would come back this,

evening.-'-

He'has not been with me, certainly, though he

promised to be. I thought you were answerable

for his absence?

Lucia did not reply. Her heart, beat fast, and

the last words kept ringing in her ears, " you were-

answerable for his absence? Was she answerable

for aîîy doings of Maurice's ? Had that morning's

meeting, so strange and sudden for ber, disturbed

him. too ? She could only be silent and feel as

if she had been accused, justly accused--l; ut of

what ?

Meanwhile., her silence, -wIlich was not that of

indifference, seemed to prove that the conjectures

of the ôther two were right. They even ventured

to exchange glances, of intelligence, but Mrs. Cos-

tello hastened to fill up the break in the conversa-

tion.

Is it true," slie inquired of her výsitor, " that

you talk of going home next week ?

'Il Yes; we only came for a fortnight, at the

,Iongest; and as the affair which brought us over

seems to be happily progressing, there is no reason

for delay."
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Oh! I am sorry Lucia said impulsively.

"Maurice goes with you, does not he ?

Cela dépend-he is not obliged to, go just then,

suppose ?

" But surely he ought. We must make him go?'

" And yet you would be sorry to losehim ?

Of course ; only-"

Anot'her of those unexplained pauses! It was

-certainly a tantalizing state of affairs, thougI4, in

fact, this, last one did but mean, "" only he must bè
neglecting his affairs while he stops here?' 'Lucia,

inerely broke off beeause she felt as if Lady

Dighton might t-ink the words an impertinence,

Soon after this they parted. Something was, said,

about to-morrow, but they finaýIy léft all arrange.

-meuts to be made when Maurice should appear,

-which, it was supposed he would do at dinner to the

Dightons, and after it, to the Costellos.

-- Dînner had been loiag over in the httle apartment

in the Champs Elysëes when Maurice arrivedthere-.--____

The mother and daughter were sitting together as

usual, but in unusual silence-Lucia absorbed in

thought, Mrs. Costello watching and wondering,

'but still refraining from asking questions. Maurice

came in, looking pale and tired. Lucia got, up, and



drew a chair for him near her mother. It was clone

with a doùble object; she wanted to express her

grateful affection, and she wanted to manage so, as

to be herself out ofhis sight. He neither resisted

her manceuvre nor even saw it, but sat down wearily

and began to reply to her mother's questions.

" I have been out of town. I had seen nothing

-of. the country round Paris, so I thought 1 would

make an excursion?

" An excursion all alon e ?

" Yes; I have been to St. Denis?'

How did you go ?

By rail. 'I started to come back by an om-

nibus 1 saw out there, but I did not much care

about that mode of conveyance, so I got out and

walked?'
"Il Have ' you seen Lady Dighton ?

cc I have seen no one. I am but just come

back.'-'

,"Maurice! Have you not dined, then?"

ccNo. Never mind that. I will have'some tea

with you, please, by-and-by.."

But Lucia had received a glance from her mother,

and was gone already to try what Claudines re-

sources could produce. Mrs. Costello leanect
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forward, and laid 1-ler hand entreatingly on Mau-

ricels arm,

Tell me what all this means shé said.

]Ele tried to smile as he returned her look, but

his eyes fell before the earnestness of hers.

What what means ? " he asked.

Both you and Lucia know something I don't

know,-' slie ans-wered. I would rather question

you thau her. Has she troubled you?

Not in the way you think,'- he answered

quickly. cc I have partly changed my plans. I shal

be obliged to go back to England with my cousin.

Don-t question Lucia, dear Mrs. Costello, let her

be in peace for aw«hile.--'

cc In peace ? But she has been in peace-happy

as the day was long, lately."

cc She is disturbed now-yes, it is my fault-

and Lwill do penance for it. You understand I do.

do not give up my hopes-I only defer them."

cc But, Maurice, I don-t understand. You are

neither changeablé, nox likely to, give lucia any

excuse for being foolish. Why should you goý

away? She exclaimed how sorry she was when

your cousin spoke of it."

cl' Did she ? Biit I am only a brother to her yet.
%
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Don't try to win more just now for me, lest she

should give me less."

"'Well,, of course, you know your own affairs.

best. But it is totally incomprehensible to me."

Maurice leaned his head upon his hands. He

had had a miserable day, and was feeling broken

down and wretched. He spoke hopefully, but in

his heart he doubted whether it would not be better

to give Lucia up at once and altogether, ouly he hacl

a strong suspicion that to give her up was uot a

thing within the po-wer of his will.

VOL. IIII. N
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CHAPTER XV.

Tu, evening passed in constraint ancl--Pm-barrass-

Mrs.ment. Costello was bot«h puzzled and--ý
annoyed; Maurice, worn out in mind and body,

and only resolute to s«hield Lucl-à à-tlis-own expense

Lucia herself more thoroughly unçomfortýble-- than--
she had ever been in her life. She partly un-

clerstood Maurices conduct, but doubted'its motives.

Sometimes she thought he was influenced by his

old dislike to Perey, and that even Iiis kindness to

hersélf was mixed with disapproval or contempt.

Sometimes a suspicion of thé truth, so faint and so

unreasonable in her own eyes, that s«he would not

acknowledge it for a moment, flashed across her

mind; and this suspicion had its keenly humiliating



as well as its comforting side. Besides the con-
fusion of thoughts regarding these things, her mind
-was burdened with an entirely new trouble-the
sense that she was concealing something from her
mother; and this alone would have been quite suf-

neient to disturb and distress her.
So the three who had been so happy for the last

few weeks sat together, with all their content
destroyed. Maurice thought bitterly of the old
CAnadian days, which had been happy, too, and to

which Percys coming had 4ought trouble.
'I' It is the same t1iing over again," he said to

Ihimself; " but why stich a fellow as that should be
AM allowed to do so muchý"chief is a problem I can't

e. A tall idiot, who ébuld not even care for
her l* e man.

But he wo not allow himself an ard thoughts
of Lucia. Perha'ps he had had someýIuring his

soÈità-ry day, buthe had no real cause for them' and he
was too loyal to finà any co'üsolation i à blamingler.

And it never would have come into his head to
solace himself with the "'I having known me." He

valued his own honest,* unaltering love -at a reason-
able but not an excessive, pr*ce-himself at a very
low one and as Lucia understood nothing of the
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one, he did not wonder that she should slight the

other. And yet he was very miserable.

Ten o-'clock came at last, and he went away.

After he was gone, Lucia came to her mother's,

knee, and sat down., resting her aching head against

the arm of the chair. The old attitude, and the soft

clinging touch, - completely thawed the slight dis-

plepsure in Mrs. Costello's heart.
4

'l-Something is wrong, darhng,'-' she said. If

you do not want to tell me, or think you ought not,

remember I do not ask any questions; but you

have never had a secret from me."

Lucia raised her mother's hand, and laid it on her

forêtead.

1 ought to tell you, mamma; she said, 'l'and I
want to; but yet I don't like.;;

y
You will be so angry; no, not that perhaps,

but you will be shocked, and yet I could not help

itj

Help what? Do you know, Lucia, that you

are really trying me now ? "
Oh,, mamma, no! 1 am not worth caring so,

muell about.

Have you and Maurice quarrelled ?
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Maurice! No, indeed. He is the best friend

anybo'dy ever had.--

What is it, then ?
Mamma, clo you remember what happenedthat

first night at Cacouna ? "

Il MThat, first night? " Mrs. Costello pressed her

hand upon her heart, which began to beat pain»

fully.

"'The night wben you told me about my

father.-"

Yes; I remember. Go on?'

And the next day ?

Yes. Don't tell me that you still regret it.-"

Mamma, I have seen him again?
CC To-day ?" i
-cl To-day. At the chapel of St. Ferdinand."

Di d he ýmow you ? Did you speak to him. ?

No. He did not see u.s. He was thinking

nothing of me.

He ought not to think of you.-"

Nor I of'him. He is married?'

1 knew that he either was, or was about to

bee

You have heard of him, then, since ? " Lucia

-raised her head sharply, and looked at her mother,
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Mrs. BeEkrs told me. They haël heard it
in&rectly.yp

If you had only told me! Her head sank
lower than before.

My darling, I may have been mistaken. I
have been so, many times; but I wished to avoid

mentioning him, to you. I hoped you were for-
gettingy

Never; never for an hour," she said, half to.
herself. No, mamma, for I thought he not
forgotten?'

"I But you sent him yourself, my child.
Remember, you not even let me see him.

He could not have supposed that you meant your
answer to be anything but decisive."

" I did mean it to, be decisive; but he refused to
take it so. Ile said, 9 Perhaps in a year ;' and it

is not a year yet."
Mrs. Costello listened in utter surprise. Lucia

haël much to say now. Broken words and sentences,
whieh showed, by degràèes, how her inind, as it
recovered. from. the shock of other troubles, hacl
gone back to, dwell upon the hope of Peref s return,
and which explained more fully why she had been
so utterly blind to the schemes which were formea



around lier. In one point only she failed..,--SW--ý-
did not, with aR lier own faith in it, -emvey to her

mother the impression of ýamwfé real earnestnew
in their last interviewe---']Cýat lie had really loved her,

she still believéea but she did not at all understandil
Yý__dýOw and easily-influenced character. Mrs.

Costello, on the other hand, was predisposed to
take the worst view., and to congratulate herself

upon itsince it had helped to leave Lucia free,
But not believing that the poor girl bad been the
object of a genuine, though tr\msi*ent passion, she
for once was ready to judge héÊ hardly, and to,
accuse her of having been *Uull and foolishly
deceived.

There was a bitter pang to the mothers heart in
thinking this; but the recoRections of 'fier own

youth made the idea the less improbable to her,
and made her also the gentler, even in her injustice.
She said not a word of blame, but coaxed from. lier

child, the story of the meeting that morning, that
she might, find out how mach Maurice'had seen or

heard of the truth. He understood all. Lucia said,
so fimmk1y, though she blushedat the confession; he

had not needed to be told, and he had been so,
good
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Mrs. Costello could have groaned aloud. It

needed an effort to keep still, and not express the

anger and impatience she felt. Maurice Maurice,

who was worth fifty Percys Maurice, who *as

devoted heart and soul to this girl; who bad been

content to love her and wait for her, through good

and evil fortune, through change and absence and

- s lenceand, after all, she had no feeling for him.

but this heartless kind of gratitude Because at

the very last, when he had thought her certainly

his own, he had endured, out of his great love, to

see all his hopes swept away, and her grieving for

his rival; therefore he had just so much claim upon

]ber-" Ile was so good

There was little more said. When once Lucia

had told her story, and when Mrs. Costello had

discovered that Maurice understood all neither of
them cared to talk on the subject. They went to

bed with a cloud between them, after aU. Mrs.

lof3teUo kept her secret still, and pondered over

the question whether there might yet possibly be
hope, since Maurice had said he had only deferred

hà wishes, not rélinquished them. Lucia was aware

that her trouble was still her own exclusively.

not shared. by any one, ev her mother. She
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thought of Percy--she longed to know how long

'he had thought of her-how, and wby he had

changed; and deep down in her heart there was

a little disturbed wondering at Mauricels tender.

ness-that very tendernéss which Mrs. Costello,

marvelled she did not s

Maurice did not see his cousin that night. He

went strâight to his room, and without thinking,

locked the door, put out the candles except one,

and sat down in the gloom. His eyes and bead

ached-he felt weary and utterly dispmted. He

had rushed away that morning after leaving Lucia

at home, and found himself by the merest chance at

St. Denis. He had got out there because his fellow-

passengers did so, though at the railway station

he had taken a ticket for a place much further

on along the Une. He had looked about the little

town, and seen, in a blind blundering kind of way,

the Cathedral. He haël come out, with about..; r

.. ,,,,Wf-a,-dozen more visitors, and seeing an omnibus
starting for Paris, had got into it, because it

would take longer than the train-then after a

while had et out again, because he could not bear

the slow motion and perpetual babble of talk in-

side. But through all, and still more in his soEtary
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walk, he had -been thinkiug-thinking perpetually
and, after all, his thinking seemed yet to do. He

l would go back to, England-that was necessary and
right, whatever else might be. He was wanted
there, as the pile of letters on his writing-table

could testify. His father, too, was solitary at Huns.
don-and his business in Paris was over. But the
Dightons would not go for some days, and he could

not very well leave them after they had come over-
for his sake. He would have to stay, therefore, till
they went ; he would have to go on seeing the
Costellos. He tried to fancy he was sorry for this,
but the attempt was a very poor one. For a few days
he would have to go on just as usual, and after that
he would go home, and do what? That was just

Le on.
Ought he to go on hoping now ? Had not her

doue all he could do ? Was it probable that a girl
who had loved another man-and that man, Perey

faithfully for a whole year on the mere possibility
that he might have remained faithful to her, and-
who had been throughont blind and insensible to a

regard deeper and parer than his haël ever been,
would be able to transfer her heart whole and un.

divideaas, he must have ît if he hacl it at all ? He
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dared not think it. No; I-have lost her at lut
he said to him self, Il and she is the one only woman

in the world.'9

Then he remembered, as if the re der had been

whispered in his ear, a promise he had made. It

wu one day during Mr. Beresfords illness, when

là mind was a little cleamr tban usual. Ile had

been trying feebly to, return to his old interests, and

speaking in his, weak broken tones, about the future.

Re grew very tired after awhile, and Maurice per-

suaded Ihim to, try to sleep, but thère was, yet another

thing to be said.

You must marry soon, Maurice."

I am young, sir, there is no hurry."

ce No---only let it be soon?'

I must first, find the lady."

1 thought I could have helped you-but it is tS

late?' Maurice was silent.

'Il You ivill marry ? " and the old man tried to raise

imself in his, earnestness.

I hope to do E;o.'-' 1Oý
Donýt talli of hoping-it is, a duty, positive-

dutye
I mean to do so, then, grandfather."

Say Il I will '-promise me."
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If I both hope and intend it, sir., is that not
enough ? "

No, no. Promise?'
Well then, I Promise.'-'

Ile invalid was satisfied, and in a few minutes
,dropped asleep, and the conversation alyn passed
from his grandsoWs miud.

Now, however, he remembered it, as having bound
him to something which might be a lifelong misery.
Re was young still ; as he had said, there was time
enough. But would any time m e Lucia other

than the first with him ?
At last he -got up and began to pace up and down

the room., pushing first one, and then another article
of furniture aside to make room. for bis walk. -

"g There is at least - no further reason why she
should not know all "-' he meditated. ^g'l Since my

elumee is gone, I cannot make matters worse by
speaking, and it wfll be a relief to tell herl He

paused, dwelling on the idea of his épeaking and her
listening-how ,y from wbM he had thought
of before---and then went on--jr To-morrow is aa
good as any other time. To-morrow 1 wM ask her

to go out with me agatu-our bM walk týôÈeffier,,
He stopped again. At last he grew tired even of
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his own thoughts. He lighted his candles again, and
sat clown to write letters. First to, his father, to, say
that he was coming home, to give him all the news,

to speak just as usual of the Costellos-even
specially of Lucia 0'then to, his agent, and to, other
people, till the stîts began to grow noisy and the
candIes to burn dim in the dawn.

Then he lay down, and fell into a deep, heavy
sleep.
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EEAI)TER

MAumc. was scarcély awake next morning when a

Ettle note was broughthim from his cousin. It was

only two or three lines written late the night before,

when she found that he did not come to their com-

mon sitting-room. It said, "I What has come to all

the world? 1 go to Mrs. Costello's, and find Lucia

with a violent headache., and with her ideas appa.

-rently much confùzed.ý I coràe home, and hear and

see no of you till night, when I am told you

'have gone to your room without stopping for a

moment to satisfy my curiosity. You will be at

'b -eý t 1 want to, see you. Ioural.1-1

Re twisted the dainty sheet of paper round his

en, while he slow1y recaRed the events of yester-

1 m
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<Iay up to the point of his last decision, to see Lucia
to-day and tell her how grievously he had been

disappointed, and what she had been and still was
to him. But then came the natural consequence

ef this; he would still, afterwards, hàve to meet both
Lucia and her mother constantl for some days, and
to behave to them juist as usual. It had seemecI to
'him already that to do so would be difficult; now-ee-',

began to think it impossible. What to do 'thèn--P-e-
'To keep silence now and always,'or to speak and
then go away home, where he was needéd ? Re
must lose her Weet company-sweet to him still.
He must lose it, and what matter whether a few
days sooner or later ? It was better to see Éer once
again, ànd go.

He dressed hastily and went to the breakfast-
room. Sir John always took an early stroll, and

might not yet be back; was not, In fact, and Lady
Dighton was there alone. Maurice only saw so

much before he began to speak.
"Il I am sorry," he said, 1' that you expected me

last night. I came in very tired, and went straight
to bed.'-'

,1,1 We waited dinner some time for you," Lady
Dighton answered, and you Imow how punctual



192 A Canadian Heroine.

,ýir John is; but never mind now. You are look-inS

iH, Maurice."
I am quite weU. I am afraid I must go back to,

England though. Should you think me a barbarian

if I started to-night and left you behind? "
"" Is soniething wrong ? Your father is weU ?

"Quite weU. But-I had letters last night. I

am not certain that I mast go, only 1 thought you

ought to know at once that I might have to, do so."
"(And Lucia ? What will she say ? 1

I donýt kno'. You will not tell her, Please ?

Certainly not. I do not like carrying bad news.

But you wiR see her no doubt before I do." ý

Maurice hesitated a moment, and then made

boldly a request which had b een in his mind.

I want to see her. I should Ue to, see her thi

morning if J could. Will you help me?'-'

You dont generally require help, for that. But

I suppose the fact is, you want to. see her alone

Fàxactly,-$

I own I fancied you had settled your affairs

yesterday; however, I can help you, I tlhink. Mrs,

Costello half promised to go out with me some

in )rning. I wfll go and try to carry her off to.

dayq 1
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You are always kind, Louisa. What should I
do without you?

"l'Ah ! that is very pretty just now. By»and-by
we shall see how much value vou have for me,"

Yes, you shall see.",
But seriously, Maurice, you look wretched.

One would say you had not slept for a week?'
'Il On the contrary, I slept later than usual to-day.

It is that, I suppose, which makes me look dull.
Here is Sir John. What time will your drive be?"

They fixed the time, and as soon as breakfast
was finished, Maurice went back to his room. He

tore up the letters he had written last night, and
wrote others amnouncing his retum home, took

them to the post himself, and then walked about
i% sheer inability to keep still, until it should be
time to go to Mrs. Costello's.

He made a tolerably long round, choosing always
the noisiest, busiest streets, and came back to the
hotel lb . his just as ouzin drove away. lià followed
her carriage, and passed it as it stood at Mrs.

CosteUo"s door, went'ý.on.to the barrier, and coming
back, found that it had disappeared. Now, there.
fore, probably Mrs. Costello waa gone, and now, if
ever, wu his opportunity.

VOIL, M. 0



When Claudine opened the door for ce beau

monsieur" she was aghast. He was positively

beau " no longer. He was pale and heavy-eyed.

IIe actually seemed to have grown thinner. Even

Ibis frank smile and word of wonderfally English

French had failed him. She went back to her

kitéhen in consternation. "Ce pauvre monsieur!

C'est affreux! Something is wrong with him and

mademoiselle. Ma foi, if I haël such a lover!

Mxs. Costello was gone, and Lucia sat alone, and

very dreary. At Maurice9s entrance she rose

quickly ; but kept her eyes averted so that his pale-

ness did not strike her as it had done others. Slie

coloured viviidly, with a mixture of shame pricle,

and gladness, at his coming - onl said,

Good morning," in a low undemonstrative tone,

and they both sat down in silence.

She haël some little piece of work in her hands,

'but she did not go on with it, only kept twisting

the thread round her fmgers, and wondering -what

lie would say; whether now that tbey were alone,

he would refer to Perey; whether he would use his

old privilege of blaming her when she did wrong.

But éhe was not struck doy5m helplessly now as

she haa been at first yesterday. She had begun to
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feel the stings of mortified pride, and wu ready to,
Uru mely.-Upon anybody who, should give lier

pro

v lot

Maui-ice 8ýq4e fimt.

lie- t6 say good-bye," he 1 am
.Z"Oblige*,cl tô go home."

His words, sounded curt and dry, JuÊt becauw he
had such difficulty in m them. steady at'ali't
and she looked at him in her surprise, for the firstop
time.

Not, to-day Is anything the matter V'
Nothing is the matter there. I told you, 1 had

business in Paris. Well, it is finisbed.--
Ancl you are going to-day ?
I start this evening?'
We shall miss yon.-"

She felt a strange constraint creeping ove7r,, her,
She could not even express naturally her sorrow and"

disappointment at his, going. She began again
to, have the feeling of being guilty, and accused,
and being eager to defend herself without knowing
Ilow.

I sludl not be far off, and you will know where
to fmd me. When u want me,'for whatever

reason, you have only to -write and I will come.'-
4 o2
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""But I always want you," she answered lhal

pettishly. ""You said you would stay at,-ý1east till
Lady Dighton went away.'-'

Maurice got up and walked to the window.

I miscalculated," he said, coming back. We

all do sometimes, 1 suppose."

He stood in a favourite attitude, leaning with one

arm on the mantelpiece, and watching Lucia with

a mixture of love and bitterness. ]Elis last words

seemed to, her a taunt, and tears of anger filled her

eyes. She remained silent, and he haël to speak

again.

Do you Icare to know," he asked her, what

my business in Paris was ?

If you wish to tell me!
"«'Lucia! do not I wish to teU you everything

Could 1 have kept a secret which was always in my

thoughts from. you, do you suppose ?

Lucia half rose. That is not generous,-" she

said. ""You. have no right to speak so. Yester-

day you were lidmder.-3

I only thought of you. To-day I

have had time to think a little- of myself."

No doubt yôu are right. Only you ought not

to ha-ee come to Paris-at least not to us. It would



have been better if everything that belongea tý our

old life had been lost, together."

"' Which, means that you are quite wflling to lose

me ?
"' Willing ? No. But I can understana that it is

'better.--

"I Can you ? You taJk of losses-listen to what 1

have lost. You know what my hfe in Canada used

to be-plenty of work, and not much money--but

still reasonable hope of prospe byrand-by. I

used to, make, plans then, of having a home of my

ýown, and I was not content that it should be just

like other people«'s. I thought it would be. the

brightest, warmest happiest home in the world.

I knew it would be if I only got what I wanted.

A man cant have a home without a wife. I knew

where my wife was to be found if ever I had oné

.at all, ; ana she was so- sweet and good, and let

me see -so frankly that she ned ana trusted,

me.t that I-it was all vanity, Lucia-I never much

doubted that in time I shoula make her love

IlIe stopped. Lucia was, looldng at, lhim eagerly.

Even yet shedid not quite understand. Go on,"

She said.
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There was my mistake," he continued. cc I

might have won her then perhaps. But there came a
visitor to, the neighbourhood. He was handsome-

at least women said so-and could make 'himself'

agreeable. He knew all about what people call the
world-he had plenty of ta& abodt all sorts of*

small topics. He was a very fme gentleman in fact.
and you know what I was. Well, naturally enough,
he wanted amusement. He looked'about for it,
I suppose, and was attracted by what had attracteci

me--no-I do not believe even that, for I loved, her

goodness, and he must have been canght by her
beauty. At any rate, I had to go away and leave

'him near her; and 1 heard after a while that he was
gone. That was late in autumn. Very early this

year, I heard of his marriage; and 1 thought she
had been unharmed.

My gmndfather died, and I was rich enough to.
e that home 1 dreamed of, fi't, for its mistress..

I went to find her. I found her, as I thought, love.
lier and sweeter than ever. She seemed to, feel
more than ever that I was of some use and value

to her---she macle me believe that, next to, her-
mother, she loved me best in the world. 1 délayed,
asking her to be my wife, only because our days

4b

eà

Canadian Heroine.198



were so happy, that 1 féared to disturb them-but

1 thonght she was certainly mine.

et Then., all at once, this man, this Perey, who baël

left her in her trouble-who was married-made his

appearance, and I knew that she had loved bim aU

the while-that she had never cared for me! ly

Long ago, Lucia had clasped her hands before

her face. She sat trembling and cowering before

this accuser. InvolURfýriIY she said in her heart,

This is the true love. 1 ]have been blind-blind!

-but her words were frozen up-s 9 bent -forwaril

as if under a blow-but made no sound.

Maurice himself remained silent for a few minutes.

Re had spoken under a strong impulse of excite-

ment, he hardly knew how. Ile, too, leaned his

head upon his hand, but from under it he stiU

watched the trembling girlish, figure, which was the

dearest thing in the world to him. Presently he

saw a tear steal out from between her s fingers

and fall glittering upon the black dress she wore.

Ile moved, uneasily-he had been surely very liàrsh.

Another tear felltear of bitter iumiliation, goocI

for her to 'shed-theu a third. Fle ýcouIéI not en-

dure it. She migbt not love him, but that was no

rmon why he should turn her sisterly,âffection iiito
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hate. So lie went to her, and laid his hand softly

on one of hers, trying to draw it away. She let

him do so after a moment, but her face remained

just as much hidden.
Lucia he said, M of distress, "" Lucia ! speak

to me.'-'

She could not-all her efforts were needed to

-keep down the painfal swelling in her throat. She

was fighting for power to say humbly, Try to for-

give me,-" but he did not give her time.

If you would only say good-bye-only one

word and he almost knelt beside her, raising her

cold hand half-unconsciously to his lips.

She drew it away suddenly. His tenderness wu

the worst reproach of all. Her sob* burst out with-

out control. She rose. No; rather forgive me,;t

she tried to say, but her voice was choked and

hardly audible; and she fled from, the room, hurry-

ing into her own, and fell down on the floor at the

bedside.

Maurice waited for a Ré) -t-h-hinking she might

come back. He sat down near where her chair

jstood, and leaning both elbows on the table, tried

to calm himself after the terrible exeitement.

Lucias tears and her silence had utterly disarmed,



'him.-he called himself a brute for havikg distressed
ber. But as time went on, and she did not return,
'he remembered that he could not just then meet

Mrs. Costello, and he got up and began to walk
about the room uneasily. Still, time went on, and
there was no sign of Lucia. Re wished to knock

at her doorhut dared'not. He must go then with.
,out one good-bye!

That is my own fault at any rate," he said, and
went away softly, without even seeing Claudine.

But, as it happened, Mrs. Costello was long com.-
ing back. Lady Dighton had confided to her

Maurice's wish to, see Lucia alone, and the two
ladies., very happy and confidential over their

schemes, both. supposing that nothing but good could
come of a long talk between the young people

prolonged their absence till more thau two hours
after Maurice liad returned to, the hotel. So that

his preparations for leaving Paris were alinost
completed by the time that Lucia, hearing her

mother's entrance, came ont of the Ë%olitudeiýhere
she had hidden her tears and her repentance.
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LuciAtried to hide the traces of her tears, but the
attempt was not particularly successful. Mrs. Costélk
saw at once that something was, wrong; she, mked.
whether Maurice had been there, and was told.

briefly yes, but she delayed, any other questions for
two reasons. One was, that merely saying that

Yes " had brought a quiver over LuciWs face, and,
the other, that she herself was tired and had, got,
into a habit of dreading any kind of excitement.
She felt, a presentiment that there was nothing

pleasant to, hear, and at the same time was quite
sure that whatever there was, her daughter would

be unabIý to, keep long from her.
She altowed Lucia to carry away her bonnet and.



shawl., and. arrange ber comfortably on the sofa for
a rest. Ilen she began to describe ber drive, ana
the Bhops at which Lady Dighton haël been making
various purchases. Lucia listened, and tried to be-
interestea, and to lose the sense of shame and mor.
tification mixed with real compunction, whieh was
m g ber wretched. But ber heart ached, and

besides, shé had cried, sitting aU alone on ber bed-
room floor, till she was exhausted and half blind.

AR the while ber mother talked, she kept thinking
of Maurice--she neither called'him "" Poor Maurice,"
in 'ber thoughts, nor 'I'l Dear Maurice -"-but only
" Maurice, Maurice,-" over and over again-her

friena who was gone fýom. ber, whom, she had justly
lost.

But when she was growing more and more ab-
sorbed in 'ber own regrets, and ber mothers voiS
was beginnilng to sound to ber like one in a élream,
there came a sudden sharp ring at the door-bell.
Could it be Maurice? She grew red as fire while-
she listened-but the door opened and ëhut, ana.
there were no steps but Claudine's in the hall.

The maïa came in. "" A letter for madame, ana
a packet for mademoise]le,'ý-both directed by
Maurice.
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Lucia took hers to, the window. She scarcély

-d»ýd to, open it, but she feared to appear to hesitâte.

Slowly she broke the seals, and found a tiny morocS

case and a note. She hardly looked at the case,

the note would be Maurices farewell, and she did

not know whether it would bring reproach or

forgiveness with it. It was not long-even with her

dazzled eyes, she was not more than a minute

reading it.

My dear old playfellow and pupil -"-i4began-

I camnot leave Paris without saying " Good-bye,'

and asking you to forgive me, not for 'what I

-sae this morning, but for the way in whiéIi'Tý

said it. If you cannot love me (and I understand

now that you cannot) it is not your fault; and I

ought to have remembered that, even wben it

.seemed hardest. 1 cannot stay here now.; but

,you wiU recollect that if ever you want me-as a

friend or brother, you know-a single line will be

enough to bring me to your help. Finally, I beg

of you, for the sake of old times, to wear the

ring I send. I bought it for you-you ought, to

have no scruple in accepting a keepsake from your

olaest friend, LEIGH.'i
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In the little box was the ring bought so long

ago in Liverpool. It flashed, as if with the light

of living eyes, as Lucia opened the Ed. She re.

garded it for a moment à1m-ost with fear, then

took it out and placed it on her finger-the third,

finger of her left hand. It fitted perfectly, and

seemed to her like the embodiment of a watchful

guardian who would keep her from wrong ana

from, evil. She fancied this, though just then two,

or three drops fell beavily from, her eyes, and one

rested for a molpent on the -very diamonds them.

selves.

Mrs. Costello's note wa-s longer thau LuciWs,

and she read it twice over, before she was sure

týat she co 'prehended it. Then she called sharply

Lucia

Come here,-" she said, as the girl turned her

face reluctantly; and there was notbing to' do but

to obey. Lucia came to, the side of tbe sofa,

where her mother had raisea herself ùp agains-b

the cushions, but she treînbled so, that to" steady

herself she dropped clown on her knees on a foot.

stoël. Her . right arm, rested on the' table, but

the other hand, where the riru-Y was, lay hidden in

the folds of her dress.

1 m in e 11111111$ ar:mnï- _i0k, -!,M-
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What does, this mean, Lucia?'-' Mrs. Costello
-asked in a tone whieli she haa never in her life uwd

to her aaughter before. ""Are you ont of your
senses ?

Lucia was silent. She coula almost have Eaid

You know of course that Maurice is gone ?

Yes I know it," she answereajust audibly.

Gone, ana not likely to return ?

He tells me so."

What have you ýma to biyn ?
Nothing.ý$-$

Nothing! That is absurd. Why aidÎe wish to,

see you alone,to-clay

To tell me somethinlg,", Lucia saïa with a

Ettle flash of opposition awakened by her mothers,

anger.

(c Yes-I thought so. To tell you something

which, to any girl in the world who was not incon.

-conceivably blind or inconceivably vain, would have

been the best news she ever heara in her Efe. Ana

you said nothing ?
" Mamma, it is over. I canýt help it.-"

" So he says-he, who is not much in the habit of

talking nonsense, says, to me. Just listen.
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We have both made the mistake of reasoning

about a thing with whichzeason has nothing to do*

I see the error now too late for myself, but not, I

'hope, too late to -leave her in peace. Pray do not,

:speak to her about it at all? But it is my duty to,

speakait

Mamma, Maurice is right. It is too late."

It is not too late for him to get some little

justice; and it is not too late for you to know,ýhat

yon have lost."

II Oh ! I do know," she cried out. But even if
there had been no other reason, how could I have

'been dilferent ? He never told me till to-day.-l-

And she clasped her two hands-together on the
edge of the table and hid her face on them.

Mrs. Costello leaned a little more forward, and

touched her daughter's arm.

Il I must speak to you about this, Lucia," she said.

-ce 1 do not want to, be harsh, but you ought to know

what vou have doue. And, good heavens! for
what? A stranger, a mere coxcomb comes in your

way, and you listen to, his fine words,-and straight

'begin, to be able to see nothing but him, though the

most faithful, generous heart a girl ever had offered

to her is in your very hand 1. 1 was bad enougli.



but I had no such love as Maurices to leave behind

Again Lucia moved, without speaking. As she,

did so, the ring on hee- I*rnd-flashed.

What is that on your finger ? ') Mrs. Costello,

asked.

" Maurice's ring. He was not so hard on me.;

" Iffard ? '-' Mrs. Cosfello was pressing her ha'nd

more and more tightly to her side. le Child, it is

you thaV have been hard with your unconscious

ways."

But Lucia liad found power to speak at last.

" After all,,'-' she said obstinately,-.,."' I neither see,

why I should be supposed to have done wrong, nor

why anybody els'e should be spoken of so. It is no

harm, and no shame," s«he went on., raising- her

head, and showing her burning cheeks, "for a girl

to like somebody who cares very much for her; and

1 think she would be a poor creature if she did not

go on caring for him as long as she belièved he was

true to her.'-

The little spark ibf pride died out with the last

words, and there was a faint quiver.in, her voice.

Maurice would -s-ay- so himself,-" she ended,

triumphantly.
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Of course he would. But I doi2t see that

Maurice would be a fair judge of the case. The

question is, what does a girl deserve who has to,

choose between Maurice and Perçy, and chooses

Percy ?

Lucia recoiled. She could hardly yet bear to, hear

the nain e shé had been dreaming over so long

spoken in so harsh a way, and stiR less to, hear it,

coupled in this way witli Maurices.

Maurice will soon find somebody else,'- she

said. He is not a poor man, mamma, that he

should mind so much."

Mrs. Costello half rose &om the sofa. Pain and

anger together overpowered lier. Slie stood up for

a moment, trying to speak, anà then suddenly feR

back, faintig.

Lucia sprang from her knees. Was her mother

.dead ? It was possible, she knew. Ilad they

parted for ever in anger? But the idea, from its

very horror, did not affect her as. a lighter fear

might have done. She brought remedies, and

called Claudine to help her, in a kind of calm.

They tried aU they could think of, and at last thep

came some feeble return of life. But the agitation

and fatiguý of the ýUy had been too much for such

VQLO Ili. P
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strength as 'hers to rally &om. One fainting fit

succeeded another, with scarcely a momenVs in-

terval.
AU evening it was the same. A doctor came,

and stayed till the attacks ceased; but when he

went away, his patient lay, white and almost uncon-

scious even of Lucias presence. It was terrible

-eitting there by the bedside, and watching for every

slight movement-for the hope of a word or a

smile. It was consolation unspeakable when, late

at night, Mrs. Costello opened her eyes, free from.

t 'he bewildered look of suffering, and, seeing her

child's pale face beside her, put out her hand, and

said softly, c" My poor Lucia! "

After that she dropped asleep, and Lucia watched

till early morning. It was the first of suc«h watches

she had ever kept, and the awfhl stillness made her

tremble. Often she got up &om. her seat to see if

her mothers breathing still reaRy went on; it

seemed difficult to beheve that there was any stir

wliatever of life in the room. In those long hours,

too, she had time to revert to the doings of the past

day-to remember both Maurice% words and her
Mothers, and to separate, Co some, degree, the trut'h

from all exaggeration. Her mind seemed to go back
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-also, with si*n'gular élearness, to the time of Perqs
coming to, Cacouna, and even earlier. She 'began

to compréhend the significance of trifles, which. had

seemed insignificant at the time, and to believe in

t'he trath of what Maurice had told ber, that even

tben he was building all his hopes on the possibility

of ber loving him. She wondered at herself now,

as others had wondered at ber ; but she still justified

'herself Re was my brother-my dearest friend.

Ile., YY and this time she did, not mean Maurice, Il was

the first person who ever put any otber ideas, into

my head. And 1 have lost them both." But

already the true love haël so far gained its rights,

that it was Maurice, far more than. Perey, of who"-

loss she thought. Once that night, when she had Bat

quite without moving for a lonop time, and when ber

meditations had grown more and more dreary, she

suddenly raised ber hand, and ber ring flashed out

in the gloom. By some instinct she put it to, ber

lips; it seemïed to ber a symbol of regard and pro.

tecting care, which comforted ber strangely.

When the night was past, and Clandine came early

in the morning to take Lucias place, Mrs. Costello

still slept; and the poor 'Y'ahild, quite worn out-

pale and shivering in the cold dawn-was glad to
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creep, away to bed, and to her heavy but troubled.

slumber.

AU that day tbe house was kept silent and shut

up. Mrs. Costello had been much tried, the doctor

thonght, and needed a complete calm ' which toý

recover herself. With her old habit of self-com-

mand she understood this, and remained still,

ahnost without speaking, till some degree of strength

should return. Lucia tended her with the most

anxious care, and kept her troubled thoughts wholly

to herself.

About two o'e.lock Lady Dighton came. Hearing fi

that Mrs. Costello was M. she begged to see Lücia,-

who came to her, looking weary and worn, but
longing to hear of Maurice.

It seemed, however, as if she were not to be

gTatified. Lady Dighton was full of concern and

Icind offers of assistance, but she said nothing of
her cousin until just as she went away. Then she

did say, You know that Maurice left us yesterday

evening I miss him ýdreadfulIy ; but I dare say he
tbinks, much more e whether other people miss

She went, and they were alone again. So alone,

as they had never been while Maurice was in Paris,
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when he might come in at any moment and bring a

-cheerful breath from. the outer world into theîr

narrow and feminke ]ifeý-as he would never come

,again ! " Oh,-' Lucia thought, " why could not he

be our friend always-just our own Maurice as he

used to be-and not have these miserable fancies ?

We might have been so, happyP

Towards nightMrs. Costello had greatly revived.

She was able to, sit up a little, and to, talk much as

usual. She did, not allude at all. to her last conver.

-sation with her daughter, and Lucia herself dared

not renew so exciting a subject. But all anger

-seemed to have entirely passed away from. between

them. They were completely restored to their old

natural confidence and tènderness; and that was a

comfort which Lucia's terror of last night made

,exquisitély sweet to her,
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Two or three days pýassed before its former traný

quiffity was restorecI to the apartment in the
Champs Elysées. Its ""former tranquillity," indeed,

did-not, seem. to come back at, aU. There were new

elements of discomfort and disturbance at work..
even more than in the days before Maurice came,

and when Mrs. CosteRo both feared and hoped for
his coming. He was never mentioned now, except
duriug Lady Dighton% daily visit. She, much

mystified, and not sure whether Lucia was to be-
pitied or blamed, was too lizincl-heartecl not to sym.

with her anxiety for her mother, and she-
therefore came constantly-fint to inquire for, and
then to ait with Mis. CosteRo., insisting that Lacia

a Oum
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should take that opportunity of going out in her

carriage.

These drives gave the poor child not only fresh

air, but also a short interval each day in which she

could be natural, and permit herself the indulgence

of the depression which bad taken possessioii of her.

She felt certain that her mother, though she treated

her with her usual tenderness, still felt surprised

and'ýàisappointed by her conduct. Maurice also,

who had been always so patient, so indulgent, had

gone away in trouble through her; he had re-

proached lier, perhaps justly, and had gliven up for

ever their old intimacy. She was growing more

and more miserable. If ever, for a moment, she

forgot her burden, some little incident was sure to

occur which brought naturally to her lips the words,

Il I wisli Maurice were here ; -' and she would turn

sick with the thought, "He never will be here

again, and it is my fault?

So the days went on till the Dightons left Paris.

They did so without any clear understanding having

reached Lady Dighton's mind of the state of affaira

between Maurice and Lucia. AU she actually knew

was that Maurice had been obliged to go home

unexpectedly, and that ever since he went Lucia



had lookea like a ghost. And as this, conjunction

of circumstances dia not appear unfavourable tô her

cousin's wishes, ana as she had no hint of those

wishes having been given up, she was quite disposea,

to continue to regara Lucia as the future mistress of

Hunsdon.

However, she was not sorry to leave Paris. Her

visit there, with regard to its principal object, «hacl

been rather unsatisfactory; at all events it haa had

no visible results, and she liked results. She

wanted to go home and see how Maurice reigned at

Hunsdon., and tell her particular friends, about the

beautiful girl she hoped some day to have the

pleasure, of patronizing.
Mrs. CosteRo had réga*ed nearly her usual

health. One day, shortly after the Dightons left,'

she askea Lucia to bring her desk, saying that she

must write to Mr. Wynter, and that it was time

they should make some different arrangement, since,

as they had long ago, agreed, Paris was too ex.

pensive for them to stay there all the year.

Lucia remembered what Maurice had saia to her

about her mother returning to England, but the

consciousness of what had rRMy been in his mina

at the moment stopped her just, as she was
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about to speak. She brought the desk, and said
ýonIy,

" Have you thought of any place, mamma
"(I have thought of two or three, but none please

me," Mrs. Costello answered. We want a cheap
place-one within easy reach of England, and 0 e

ý IA 
>

not too much visited by tourists. It is not ver;easýy
to:find a pýace with all the requisites?'

"" No, indeed. But yon are not able to travel
yetj

'Ii Yes I am. Indeed, it is necessary we should go
soo]aý if not immediately."

Lucia sighed. She would be sorry to leave Paris.
Meantime her mother had opened the desk, but
before beginning to write she took out a small

packet of letters, and handed them to, Lucia. 11,1 1
will give these to you,-" she said, "" for you have the
.greatest concern with them, though they were - not
-meant for your eyes."

Lucia looked at the packet ana recognized
Maurice's hand.

ii Ought I to read them., then ? " she said.
ci Certainly. Nay, I desire that you wiU reàd
them carefully. «Yes, Lucia,-" she went on .in a

softer tone, I wigh yon to know all that haig been
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hidden fi-om, you. Take those notes and keel:>

them. When you are an old. woman you may be

glad to remember that they were ever written."

Lucia could not answer. She carried the packet

away to, her own chair, and sitting down, opened it

and begau to read. It was only Maurice% notes,

written to, Mrs. Costello from, England, and they

were many of them very hasty, impetuous, and not,

particularly well-expressed missives. But if they

had been éloquence itself, they could not have

stirred the readers heart as they did. It was the

simple bare fact of a great love-so much greater

than she could, ever have deserved, and yetpassed

by, disregarded, unperceived in her arrogant -igno-

rance; this was what she seemed to see in them, and

it wrungher lieart with vain repentance and regret.

And, as she bent over them there suddenly arose in

her mind a doubt-a question which seemedto, have tO

very little to do with those letters, yet which they

certainly helped to raise-had she ever loved. Perey

Lucia was romantic. Like other romantic girls, she,

would formerly have said-indeed, she had said toý

herself many times-"" I sball love lhim all my Efe

even if he forgets me I sball -still love 'him." And,

yet now she was conscious-dimly, unwiUingly-
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Snscious, that slie t1louglit, very little of and that

even that little was not at aU in the strain she woulà
have felt to, be proper in a deserted heroine of fie.
tion. She was not the least likelj to, die of a broken
heart for Ihim; she was much more inclined'to die
for grief and shame at what haël befallen Maurice.
So that question, which, was in itself a mortifying
one, rose rebelliously in her irnind-had she ever
loved Perey ? or had she been wasting her thoughts,
on a mere lay-figure, dressed up by her own fancy
in attributes not at all belonging to it ? Èoor child ! a

had she known how many women and perhaps
men also-do the very same, the idea might not,
have seemed quite so horrible to her.,,,

Horrible or not, she put it aside aud went back tu
the letters. In the earlier ones there were many
allusions which seemed almost to belong to a former
existence, so utterly had her life changed since they
were written. The bright days of last summer,

before the firat cloud came over her fortunes, seemed
to, return almost too VI'LV*dly to her memory; she
would have bargained away a year of her life to, be,
able to regain the simple happiness of that time..

It could never be done; she had suffered, and
cloue some good and much evil; the past was ended



-and put away for ever; she could not, for all she
might give, again set herself

To the same key
Of the remembered harmony."

She closed the last letter of the little pile and put
them carefully away. AIready they seemed to her

ýonè of her most valuable possessions.

Mrs. Costello had finished writing to her cousin,
She was busy with Murray and a map of France;
and wben Lucia came back she called her.
ef Come here, I have half decided.-'

<'Yes, mamma. Where is it?'-'
" Of course, I cannot be sure. 1 must make some

inquies; but 1 think this will do -Bourg- Cailloux,;,y
Lucia looked where her mothers finger pointed

ýon the map.
" Is it a seaport ? " she asked.
'"Yes, with steamers sailing direct to England,-"

" But in that case, will it not -be in the way of
tourists ? "

et 1 suspect not; I have looked what Murray says,
and it is so little that it is pretty evident it is not
much visited by the people who follow Ibis guidance.

Besides, I do not see what at tîon the place can
have except just the 0 t is an old fortifiedZ:t ei
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town, with a market and considerable maritime,

trade-sends supplies of various kinds to London.:

and has handsome docks; fýom aU which I qonclude

tbat business, and not pleasure, is the thing which

takes people tliere.--'

Could you bear a noisy, busy town

After this I do not think we ùeed fear the nois ' e

of any provincial town. In a very quiet place we
-z-sliould not have ^the direct communication with,

England, which is an object with me?'

Il But, mamma, what need- ? --'

IlEvery need, for your sake astwell as my own..

We- must be where, in case of emergency, you

could quickly have help &om England.--'

Lucia trembled at her mother,'s wordâ. She

dared not disregard them after what had lately

happened, but she could not discuss, this aspect of

the question.

I must find out about the journey,-" Mrs. Cos.

tello went on. cl If it is not a very fatiguing one
I believe I shall decide at once. We shall both be

the better, in any case, for a little sea air?'

Il I shall like it at all events. I have never seen
the sea except during our voyage?-9

No. % I usea to be very fond of it. I believe
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MOWY if 1 could get out to sit on the beach 1 shoula
grow much stronger.'-

Oh, mamma, yon must. What is the naine of
the place Here it lis-Bourg- Cailloux. When do

you think we can go?'-'
111 Not before next week, certainly. Do not make

up your mind to, that place, for perhaps it may not
suit us yet to go there."

Lucia knelt down, and put her arm§ soffly round
her mothers waist.

Dear mother,-" she said slowly, III wish you
woulcl go back to England.'-'

Mrs. Costello started. To Englancl?-" she said,
you know quite well that it is impossible,"

You would be glaël to go, mamma.
Ic Child, you do not know haw glad I shoulël be,

To die and be buried among my own people 1
go and live among them rather, mam

Ic To ina;
Maurice put it into my hedd that you might.

She, spoke the last sentence tim*dly; after they
'haël both so avoidea Mýurices name, she half

dreacled. its effect on her mother. But Mrs. Cos-
tello only shook her heaël sadly.

Maurice thought -of a différent retm-g from any
Ji, Ïhat would be posiible now. Possibly, if dl haa
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'been as we wished-both he and 1-1 might, have

gone over to a part of England so far from the

-place I left. Say no more of it, dear,'-' she added.

quickly; " let us make the best of what we have, and

try to forget what ýve have not."

She bent down and kissed her daughter as she

-spoke. But still these last few sentences haa fur-

nished a little fresh bitterness for Lucias thoughts.

IEIer mother's exile might have ended bùt for her.

Bourg-Cailloux'was next day fully decided on for

their new resfdence. From the time of the decisioix

Lucia began to be very busy in preparation for

their journey, and for leaving the place where she

'had been too happy, an:cl too miserable, not to, have

-become attached to it. Claudine, too, had to be

left behind with 8ome regret, but they Iloped t'O see,

Paris again the following year if all should be well.

Early one nrorn*ng they started off once again4,a

somewhat forlorn pair of travellers, and at three-

ýo'éIock on a bright afternoon rattled over the roug4

pavementra, on theirw'ay to the Hôtel des Bains at

Bourg-Cailloux.
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CHAPTER XIX.

Summ.Ep. came very early that year, and the narrow

streets of Bourg-Caüloux were full of the glare and

heat of the season. The pavements of white stones,
always rough and painful to the feet, were burning

hot in the middle of the day, and outside the walls,
especially towards the sea, the light coloured, sandy
roads were more scorching still. The Hôtel des

Bains, just waking up after its winter repose, had
proved but a comfortless dwelling. After two or

three days, therefore,,- Mrs. Costello haël left it, and

were now settlecl in a lodging in the
city itself. Their windows looked. out on the

,','Place," where a brave sea-captain, the hero of

Bourg-Cailloux, stood in effigy, and still seemed. t<>
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keep watch over the place he had once defended,

and where, twice a week, the market-women came

in their long black cloaks and dazzling caps, and

brought heaps of fragrant flowers and early fi-uit.

In the very early morping, the shadow of a quaint

old tower fell transversely upon the pavement of the

square, and reached almost to their door; and in-

the evening Lucia grew fond of watcbing for the

fire whieh was nightly lighted on the same tower

that it might be a guide to sailors far out at sea.
The town was quiet and dull-there was no theatre,

no concerts, at present even no balls-the. only

publie amusement of the population seemed to be

listening in the still evenings to the band which

played in front of the guard-house in the Place.

There they came in throngs, and promenaded slowly

over the sharp-edged stones, with a keen and visible

enjoyment of the fresh air, the music, and each

other-'s coTpany. whieh was in itself a pleasant thing

to. see.
The journey, the discomforts of the first few days,

and the second moving, had tried Mrs. Costello

extremély. She spent most of her time on the sofa

now, and had as yet only been able once or twice to

go down and sit for a wMle on the sunny beach,
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where children were playing and building sand

castles, and where the sea breeze was sweet and
Irevivmg.

There was a small colony of English people settled

in the town, mostly people with small incomes,,,and

many children, or m*dows of poor gentlemen ;-'but

there was also a large floating population of Enghsh

sailors, and for their benefit an English consul and

chaplain., who supplied a temporal and spiritual

leader to the community. But the mother and

daughter kept mueli apart fýom their country people,

who were inclined to be sociable and friendly to-

wards themO Mrs. Costello-s illness, and Lucias

preoccupation, macle them receive with indifference

the visits of those, who, after seeing them, at the

little English church. and by the sea, thought it

only neighbourly to call.'-

Their home arrangements were different to thOý se
they had made in Paris. Here they were really

lodgers, and their landladvi Madame Eversert, waited
-lis on them. She was a fat, good natured, lhal Dutch

widow, who took from the first a livély interest in

the invalid mother, and in the daughter who would

have been so Ihandwme if she haël been steuter

and more rosy and in a very little while she found,



A Canadïan ý,HerOine. 227

that her new lodgers had one quality, whieli above
aR others gave them a claim on her good wiR, they

were excellent listeners. -Almost every evenmg m
the twilight she would come herself to, their sitting.

room, with the lamp, or with some 'other errand
-for an excuse., and would stay chattering in her

droll. Fleinish French for at least bal an hour. Thia
came to, be one of the féatures of the day. Another
was a daily walk, which Lucia haël most frequently

to, take alone, but which. always gave her either from t
the shore, or from the ramparts, a long sorrowful
look over the sea towards England-t-owards Canada
perhaps-or instead of either, to some far-away
fairy country where there were no mistakes and no
-mi und rstandings.

Between these two--between morning and even.
ing-time was almost a blank. Lucia had completely

.given up her habits of studyO She did not even
read novels, except aloud; and when she was, not

in some way occupied, in caring for her mother, she
-sat hour after hour by the window, with a piece of

-crochet, whieh seemed a second Penelope's web,
for it never was visibly larger one day than it had
been the day before. Mxs. Costello gradually grew

us as she perceived how dull and aie_

2



her daughter remained. She would almost have

been glad of an excuse for î î g her a gentle

scolding, but Lucias entire submission and sweet.

ness of temper made it impossible. There seemed

nothing to be done, but to, try to, force her into

cheerful and to hope that time andler

own good sense would do the rest. Hitherto they

'had had no piano; they got one, and for a day or

two Lucia made a languid pretence of practising.

But one.day she was turning over her music, amo-ng-

which, were a numberý of quaint ola Enghsh songs

and madriga:, which she and Majjýrîce had iointly

owned long ago at Cacouna, when she came upon

one the woras of which slie had been used to, laugh

at', much to the annoyance of her fellow-singers.

She had a half -remembrance of them., and turned

the pages to, look if they were really so absurd.

The music she knew well, and how the voices,

blended in the quaint pathetie harmony.
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Out alas! my faith is ever true,
Yet will she never rue,

Nor gramt me any grace.
I ait and sigh, I weep, I faint I die,
While she alone reffiseth sympathy.

She shut the music up, and woula bfflve said, if
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anybody had asked 'her, that she had no patience

with such foolish laments, even in poetry; but,

nevertheless, the verse stayed in her memory,

haunted her fancy perpetually, and seemed like a

Eving voice in her ears-

18 Out alas! my faith is ever true.""

She cared no more for singing, for every song she

liked was associated with Maurice, and each one

seemed. now to have the same burden; and when she

played, it was no longer gay airs, or even the won-

derful Morceaux de Salon;' of incredible noise

and -difficulty, which had been required of her as

musical exhibitions, but always some melanchély

andante or reverie whiell seemed to come to her

fingers witliout choice or intention,

One day when she had gone for her solitary walk,

and'Mrs. Costello all alone was lying on the sofa,

trying to read, but really considering with some

uneasiness the condition of their affairs, Madame

Everaert knocked at the doore

She brought with her a fresh bunèh of flowers

just bought in the market, but she was as uzmU

,overflowing with talk,
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cIl It is extremely 'hot," she said, fanning herself

with her pocket band erchief, ""and 1 met made.
moiselle go*g out. It is excessively hot.-'

M-rs. Costello, looked uneasy.
"" Do you think it is too hot to be out?'«' she

asked.
" No. Perhaps not. Certainly, mademoiselle has

gone to the ramparts,'and the walk there is -not
nearly so hot and fatiguing as down to, the beaéh.,
Mademoiselle is very fond of the sea:"

Yes, she enjoys it greatly. 'It is new to, her."
One day, not long ago, 1 was coming along the

top of the ramparts,-madame has not been there
cc No,;y
«There is a broad space on the top, and it is

covered with soft green turf quite pleasant to sit
down upon. Very few people pass, and you can see

a long way out to sea. Well, one day I came along
there, because upon the grass it was Pleasanter

walking than on the stones in the street, and 1 saw
Mademoiselle Lucie who was sitting quite quiet,

looldng out far away. 1 came very near, but she
never saw me. 1 thonght I would speak to, her just

to say how beaufdul the day was, and the air so
ffweet, when I saw just in -#ffie that sUe
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was crying. Great big tears were falling down on

her hands, and she never seemed to feel them even.

Mon Dieu., madame! 1 could hardly keep from.

crying myself, she looked so sad ; but I went by

softly, and she never saw me. Mademoiselle re-

grets England very much.'-'

She has never been in England. She was born

in Canada, >àud. that, you know, is very far away.-'

In Canada! Is it possible? Does madame

coma from. Canada

And it is in Canada our good father Paul has

suffered so much! Oh, the terrible country!

"'I Why should itbe terrible ? I have seen Father

Paul, and he does not look as if he had sufféred,

much.;j

Not now, Dieu merci. But long ago. Madame,

he went to convert the savages-the Inclians.

Mxs. Costello started. Father Paul was a Jesuit

priest-au old venerable man-old, enough, as it

flashed into her mind, to have been one of the

Moose Island missionaries. Yet such au idea was

improbable-there had no doubt been many other

Jesuit missions besides the one where Christian bad

been trained.
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"Il Do you know wliere it was that he went ?" she

asked, after a moments pause.

'Ic It was in ' Canada," Madame Everaert repeated,
cc and he lived among the savages; if madame is

from, Canada, she would know where the savages

livea

«c There are very few savacres now -" Mrs. Costello

answered with a smile. cc I know where there used.

to be some=possibly that was the very place."

cc No doubt. 1 shall tell the good father that

madame knows it.-"

Stay. Don-t be quite sure that it is the place.

Canada is a very large country.'-'
CC SOI it is so singular that madame sbould come

from theÉe. Father Paul will be delighted."
Il Mrs. Costello thought a minute. She was greatly

tempted to, wish to see this priest who might have

knoNýn> her hùsband. She need not betray herself

to, him. For the rest, she had noticed him. often,

and thought what a good, pleasant face he had-a

little too round and rosy perhaps, but very honest

and not vulgar. He might be an agreeable vilsitor,

even if he had no other claim on her.

cc Do you thiln she said, cc that he would mind,

coming to see me ? I should be very glad to re-

ceive
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I am sure he would be charmed. He likes so,

much to talk of Canada."

Will you say to him then, please, that I have

lived there many years and should be very pleased to

have a chat with him about it. 1 might- be able to

give him news."

Madame Everaert was delighted. She went

away quite satisfied to, find Father Paul at the very

earliest opportunity, and to deliver to, him. with em-

pressement Mrs. Costello's invitation.

Lucia, meanwhile, took ber usual walk. She went

quickly along the stony streets and chmbed up the

grassy side of the rampart. It was all still and

solitary, and she sat down where there lay before ber

a wide stretch of perfectly level country, only broken

by the lines of the old fortifications, and bordered

by the sea. In the clear morning sunshine, she

could distinguish the white fbam, where the waves

broke against the wooden pier, and out on the blue

-waters there were white shining specks of sails.

Ships coming and going, and on the beach moving

groups of people-everywhere something that haël

life and motion and looked on to a future, an object

beyond this present moment-everywhere but here

-with ber.
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Oh,--' she said to herself, "' how wearisome Efe
is t What good to myself or to anybody else is this
existenceofmine? AmInevereithertobegoodor
happy again? Happy, I suppose that does not sa

much matter-but good ? If people-are wrong once,
can they never get right again? I used to think I
should like to be a Sister of Mercy-and now that

is all that is left for me, I do nýÉ-fee1 any inclination
for it. I don't think I have a vocation even for
that,,"'

And at this point she feR into a lower deptb.
of melancholy-one of those sad moods which, at
eighteen, have even a kind of charm in their-
exaggeration.
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CH"TER

A DAY or two later there came, forwarded from
Paris, an English letter for Mrs. Costello. It

arrived in the evening, at a time when they had
no expectation of reeei*vi*.ng anytbing, and Madamer

Everaert brought it up, and délivered it into Mrs.
Costello's own hand, so that Lucia was not near
enough to see fr«a-_,7hom it came. The general
aFrarancé of the letter made her think it was

ungliàli, and she knew that Mr. Wynter had their
present address and would not write to Paris. So,

she felt a half-joyful, hQf-frightened suspicion that it
must be fi-om Maurice, and her idea was confiri-ýed.
by her mothers proceedings. For Mrs. CosteHo,
having looked at the address, put the letter quietly'



in her pocket, and went on talking about Father

Paul, fýom whom they:-were expecting a visit.

Lucia could hardly restrain herself. It was clear

that Mrs. Costello did not mean to open the letter

before her, or to tell her whence it came; but her

anxiety to know was only increased by tbis certainty.

She had almost made up her mind to ask plainly

whether it was from Maurice, when the door opened

and the old priest came in.

He was a fine-looking, white-haired man of more

than seventy, to, whom the long black robe seemed

exactly the most suitable dress possible, and he had

-a good manner too, which was neither that of a

mere priest, nor of a mer e gentleman, but belonged

to, both. The firstfew minutes of talk made Mrs.

Costello sure that she did not repent having invited

his acquaintance; a fact whieh had been in some

Ettle doubt before.

She had said to him.ý "' Madame Everaert told me

you knew Canada, ànd, as we are Canadians, I could

not resist the wish to, see one who might still féefan

interest in our country,-" and this turned the couver-

-sation immediatoly to, what she desired to, hear.

He answered lier with a smile, "'I Probably my

knowledge of Canada is very different from yours;
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ine is almost entirely confined to the wilder and less
settled parts-to the Indian lands, in fact.--
" In Uplièr Canada ?
" Yes. A-ud then it is many years since I returned.-
" I have lived for twenty years in Upper Canada-;

and of some of the Indians, the Ojibways of Moose
Island, I have heard a great deal; perhaps you know
them, ?

The priest's eye brightened, but iext, moment he
sighed.

cc The very place he said. cc Unhappy people
But I am forgetting that you, madame, are not
likely to share my feelings on the subject."

cc I do not know.,--' Mrs. Costello answered, cc that
we should be wholly disagreed. I have heard, I

may almost say I know myself, much of your
mission t«here.'-

cc Is it possible? Can any good remain still
cc One of your old pupils élied lately, and in his.

last hours he remembered nothing so well as your
teaching.'-'

Her voice shook; this sudden mention of -her
1husband, voluntary as it was, agitated her strongly.
Father Paul saw it and wondered, but appeaxed to
see nothing.



""Poorboys! You console me, madame, for many

sad thoughts. I was a young man then, and, as

.you see, I am now a very old one, but I have known

few more sorrowful days than the one when 1 left

Moose Island.--' le

""Yet it'must have been a hard and wearisome

life ?

Hard ? - Yes-but not wearisome. We were

ready to, bear the harduess as long as we hoped to,

see the fruit of our labours. I thought there had

been no fruit, oý very little ; but you prove to me--.
that I was too faithless.'-'

Mrs, C-stello remained a moment silent. She was

much, inclined to trust her guest with that part of her

story which refe-rred--fô -Christian-no doubt he was

in the habit of keeping stranger secrets tban hers.

While she hesitateO he spoke again.

"But the whole face of the country must have

changed since I knew it. Did you live in that

neigliboýu-rhood-?-"

ý111For sevéral years-all the first years of iýiy

married life, I lived on Moose Island itself, and my

claughter-come to' me a moment, Lucia,-was born,
there.-"

She took Lucias hand and drew her- forwar-a-----,

q IMMM nom llmmm,> 0
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The remaining daylight feR full upon her dark hair

and showed the striking outlines of her face and

graceful head.

Father Paul looked in amazement-looked from

the daughter to the mother, and the mother to t>

daughter, not knowing what to think or say.

Mn. Costello relie-ied his embarrassment.

My marriage was a strange one,-" she said.

The old pupil of whom 1 spoke to you just now,

-was my husband?'
Cc Your husband, madame ? Do 1 understand you

Mademoiselle's father then was

"I An Indian."

He remained dumb with astonishment, not will-

ing to give vent to the exclamations of surprise and

almost sorrow which he felt might be -offensive to,

'his hostess, while she told «him in the fewest pos-

sible words of her marriage to Christian and se-

paration fýom hi.m.

There was one thouglit in the old pliest's mind,

which haël never, at any time, occurred to Mrs. Cos-

tello-Christian haël been destinèd. for the Church.

Ile had taken'nô vows, certainly; but for years he

'had been trained -yýith that object, and at one time

lis vocation had 4seemed remarkably clear and
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strong-'his marriage, at al], therefore, seemed to

add enormity to his other guilt.

And yet there was a sort of lurking tenderness

for the boy who, had been the favourite pupil of the
. ty

mission-who had seemed to have such natural

aptitude for good of aU sorts, until suddenly the

mask dropped off, and the good turned to evil. It

mig«ht be that hi'misdoings were but the result of

a temporary possession of the evil one himself, and

that at last aU might'have been well.

Mrs. Costello spoke more fully as she saw how

deep was the listener's interest in her story; yet,

when she came near the end, she almost shrank from,

the task. The sacred tenderness which belongs to,

the dead, had fallen like a veil over all her last

memories of her husband; and now she wanted to,
share them with tUis good old man, whose teaching

haël made them, what they were.

More thau once she had to stop, to, wait till her

voicè was less unsteady, but she went on to, the

very end-even to that strange burial in the waters.

When all-was told, there was a silence in the room;

eather Paul had wet eyes", unseen in the dusk, and
he did, not care to, speak ; Lucia, whose tears werer

very ready of latei - was crying quietly, witli lier1
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head lyi*ng against the end of the sofa., while Mrs.
Costello, leaning back on her cushions, waited

quietly till the painfal throbbing of her heart should
subside.

At last Lucia rose and stole out of the room. She
went to her own, and lay down' on her bed still cry-
ing, though she could hardly tell why. Her trouble
about the letter still haunted and worried her, and
her spmt was so, broken that she was like a sick

child, neither able nor anxious to command herself.
Meanwhile the lamp had been brought into the

sitting-room, and the two elder people had recom--
menced their conversation. It was of a less agitat-

ing «kind now, but the subject was not very differ-
ent, and both were deeply interested, so that time
passed on quickly, and the evening was gone before

they were aware. When Fatber Paul rose to go,
he said, 'I'l Madam, I thank you for all you have told
me. Your secret is safe with me ; but I beg your
permission to share the rest of your intelligence
with one of my brothers-the only survivor except
myself of that mission. If you will permit me, I
shall visit you again-I should like muéh, to, make
friends with mademoiselle, your-daughter. She re.

VOL. M. B



calls to me strongly the féatures of my once greatly

loved pupil.,-'

With this liffle speech he departed, and left Mrs.

Costello to wonder over this last page in. her hus-

band's history. Only a year ago how little would J
she have believed it possible that a man re-

spectable, nay, venerable, as this old priest, would

have thought kindly of Lucia for her fathers sake!

After a little whiIe she got up and went to look

for her daughter. She found her sitting at a win-

dow., looking forlornly out at the lights and move-

ments in the place, and not very ready to meet

the lamplight when she came back into the sitting-

room. Stili, however, she heard nothing of the

letter., nor even when she bade her mother good

night and lingered a little at the very last,

hoping for one word, even though it might be a

reproach, to tell her that it was from Maurice.

She bad to go to her room disconsolate. She

heard Mrs. Costello go to hers., and close the door.

Now' she thought, Il it will be opened. It can-

not be from hîm, or mamma could not have waited

so long. But I dont know ; she has such self.

command! I used to fancy 1 could be patient at

great need-and 1 am not one bit?
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However, as waiting and listening for every

-sound brouglit her no nearer to the obtan =g of
her wishes, she undressed and lay down, and be-

gan to try to imagine what the letter could be.

ýGradually, £rom. thinking, she fell into dreaming,

and dropped into a doze.

But before she was sound asleep, the door opened,

-and Mrs. Costello shading her candle with her hand,

-came into the room. Lucia had been so excited

that the smallest movement was sufficient to awake

-her. She started up and said, cc What is it

mamma ? " in a friglitened voice.

cc It is late," Mrs. Costello said. Quite time

you were asleep, but I am glad you are not. Lie

down. I shall sit here for a few minutes and teU

you what I want to say."

Lucia obeyed. She saw that her mother had a

paper in her hand-no doubt the letter. Now she

-should heàr.

ccI had a letter to-night,-" her mother went on.

I dare say you wondered I did not open it *at once.

Tlàe truth was, I saw that it was in Mr. Leigls

writing, and I had reason to feel a little auxious as

to what he might say.-"

"I Yes, mamma.-"



244 A Canadian Heroine.

Lucia could say no more; 'but she waited eagerly

for the news that must be coming-news of Mau-

rice.
"" I she give you the letter to read. Bring it

back to me in the morning; but before you do so.,

think weIl what you will do. 1 would never ask

you to be untrue to, yourself in such a matter ; but 1

entreat you to, see that you do know your own mind,

and to use your power of saying yes or no, if you

should ever have it, not like a foolish girl, but like

a wonam, who must abide all her life by the conse

quences of her decisioul.-"

Mrs. Costello «kissed her daughter-'s forehead,

lighted the candle which stood on a small table,

and leaving the letter beside it, went softly away.

The moment the door élosed, Lucia eagerly

stretched out her arm, and took the letter. Her

hands trembled; the light seemed dim; and Mr.

LeigVs cramped old-fashioned was

more illegible than ever; but she read eagerly,

devouring the words.

111 My dear Mrs.0'ostello,--You may think, perhaps,

that 1 ought not to interfere in a matter in whîch I

have not been consulted; but you know thàt to, us,

who have in aU the world nothing to care for but
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,,one only child, tbat child-Is affairs are apt to be

much the same as our own.

Maurice told me, just before we left Canada,

-what I might have been certain of long before if 1
had not been a s'tupid old. man-that it was the

hope of his life to marry your Lucia. ]Ele went to

Paris, certainly, with the intention of asking her to

marry him; and he came back quite unexpectedly,

.and looking ten years older-so changed, not only

in looks, but in all his ways of speaking and acting,

that it was clear to me some great misfortune had

happened. Still he said very little to me, and it

eppears incredible that Lucia can have refused him.

Perhaps that seems an Iýant speech for his

father to make-but you will understand that I

mean if she knew how constantly faithful he bas

been to her ever since they were both* children;

and if she has done so in some momentary displea-

eure with Ihim (for you know they used to, have

little quarrels sometimes), or if they have parted in

anger, 1 beg of you, dear Mrs. Costel1o, for the sake

,of his mother, to try to put things right between

them.

1 must tell you plainly that I am writing with-

ýout my so2E; knowledge. I would very much
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rather he should neverknow I have written; but 1

have been urged to do it by some things that have

happened lately.

'I'l Some time ago Maurice, speaking to me of Mr..

Beresford's will, told me that there had been a little

difficulty in tracing one of the persons named as,

legatees. This was a cousin of Mr. Beresfor&s,

with whom he seems to have had very little ac-

quaintance., and no recent intercourse w«hatever

although, except Lady Digliton, she was the nearest

rýlative lie had-. The lawyers discovered, while

Maurice was in Canada, that this lady herself wasý

dead. Her marriage had been unfortunate, and she,

had a spenclthrift son, to whom, as his mother's

heir, the money left by Mr. Beresford passed; but

it appeared that she haël also a daughter, who was

in unhappy circumstances, being dependent on some,

relation of her father. Maurice, very naturally and

properly, thought- that, as hçad of the family, it ' was

his duty to arrange something for this ladys com-

fort; and accordingly, being in London, where she,

lives, he called on her. She has since tlien been

in this neighbourhood, -and I 'have seen ter several

times. She is a young lady of agreeable appear-

ance and manners,, and seems qualified to become
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p9pular, if she were in a position to do so. I
sliould not have t1iought of this, however, if it had
not been for a few W'ords Maurice said to me one

day. I asked him some question about marrying.,
hoping to hear some allusion to Lucia, but he said

very gravely that he should certainly marry some
time; he had promised his grandfather to, do so.
Then he said suddenly, 'What would you think of
Emma Landor for a daughter-in-law ? Emma.
Landor ? I answered what has put her into your

head? -' Just this, sir,-' he said; 'I if I am to marry
as a duty, I had better find somebody to, whom, 1

shall do some gooq, and not aU evil, by marrying
them. Emma would enjoy being mistress here;
she would do it well, too; and having Hunsdonýshe
would -- not miss anything else that might be

wanting? With that he went out of the roç)m ; and
after awhile I persuaded myself that he meant
nothing serious by what he had said. However,
Lady Dighton has spoken to, me of thé same thing

sincè. Both she and -I are -convinced now thaf
Maurice thinks-you may be,'better then we are,
able to, understand why-that he has lost Lucia,
and that,, therefore, a marriage of couvenience is all
that hé can hope for. Perhaps I am mistaken, or,
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at all events, too soon alarmed; but the mere idea

throws, me into,of his proposing to, this young.-YY
a panie. If she should acq- t him (and L4y
Dighton thinks she probaby would), it would 4kl'

life-long misery. 1 am old-fashioned.enough to,

think it would be a sin. He will not do it yet;

perhaps he may see you again before, he does. Do,

I entreat of,'you, use the great influence you have

always had with him to set things, right. I have

written a very long letter, because I could not ask

your help without explaining; but I tmst to your

kindness to* sympathize with my anxiety. Kindest

regards to, Lucia.-"

Lucia put down the paper. The whole letter,

slowly and painfully deciphered, seemed to make no

impression on her brain. She lay still, with a sort"

of stun-ned' feeling, till the sense of what she had

read came to her fully,

cc Oh,, Maurice she cried under her breath, 119 1

want, you ! Come back to me! She shall never

have yau ! You belong to me ! -" - --She covered her

face with her hands, ashamed of even hearing her

own words; thén she got up and went across to lier

window and looked -out qt, the light burning on the

tower-the light which shone far across the sea
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towards England. But presently she came back,

and reached her little desk-MauriWs gift long

ago-and knelt down on the floor, and wrote,

kneeling,

" Dear Maurice, you promised that if ever I

wanted you, you would come. I want you, now more

than ever I did in my life. Please, please come.

L-UCIA.-"

Then she leaned her head down till it almost

touched tÉe paper, and stayed so for a few mini es

before she got up from her knees and extinguished

her candle.
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4'l C PTER

IN the- morning, wîhen ýLucia woke, her note to,

Maurice lay on the open desk, where she had left

it, and was the first thing to remind her of what she

had heard and done. She went and took it up to

lestroy it, but laid itdown again irresolutely.

'I'l 1 do want him,'-' she said to, herself. "ý'With-

out any nonsense, I ought to see him again before

he does anything. I ought to, tell him I am sorry

for being so cross and ungrateful; and if he were

married, or even engaged, I could not do it ; itz'
would be like coXe*ing to a stranger.;j

There was something very like, a sob, making

her throat swell as she considered. ]Ele would per >

haps see- them again, Mr. Leigh said. Ought she to
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sýrust to that -chance ? But then her courage might
fail if he came over just like any ordinary visitor -

and her young cousins from Chester were comiiig
and if they should be there,, it would be another

hindrance. c Il And, oh ! I must see him, again," she
said., "Il and fmcl out whether we are not to be brother
and sister any more.--'

She said "' brother and sister " still, as she haël
done long ago; but she Imew very well in her heart

now, that that had never been the relationship
Maurice desired. And so, she tore her note into,
little bits, and remained helpless, but rebelling

against her helplessness. In this humour she went
to, her mothers room.

Mrs. Costello was not yet ýip. Lucia knelt down
by the bedside, and laid Mr. Leigh's letter beside
her.,

,Ic Mamma, I am very sorry,-" s«he said; "" I think
Mr. Leigh must have been very unhappy before he
would write to, you so.'-.

cl' I agreelwith you. ]E[e is not a man to take
fright without cause, eithér.'-'

(Il Why do you say, ' to, take fright ?
clr Why do 1 àay so, ? Are you such a child stilly

that you cannot understand a man like Maurice,
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always so, tender towards women-Quixotically so,
indeed-making himself believe. that he is doing

quite right in marrying a poor girl in Miss Landor's

position, výhen, in fact, he is doing a great wrong

It is a double wrong toher and to himself-----ahcl'ône

for which he would be certain..to - s-'uffér, whether she

did or not. And Lucid. 1 must say it, whatever

evil may come o now or in the future, is our

fault.'-'
cc mamma! mamma, dont say ourye say

-Cyour-if it is mine-for certainly it is ot yours."

will say your fault, then ; I believ\eyy u feel it

""But mamma, reàlly and truly, is it anybodf

fault ? Don't people often love those who caiA

care for t1àem in return ?

Really and truly, quite honestly and frankly,

Lucia was that the case with you ?Al
LuciWs eyes fell. She could not say yes.

I will tell you,-" Mrs. Costello went on, Il what

I believe to be the truth, and you can set me right if

I am wrong. You knew -that Maurice had always

been fond of you-devoted to, you, in a way that

had come by use to, seem naturâl; and it had never

entered your mind to think either how much of your
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regard he deserved, orhow much he really hakl. I

will not say anythipg about Perey; but 1 do beheve,">
and shè spoke very deliberately.« lay-ling her hand
on. Lucia's. c"that, since Maurice went away, yon
have been finding out that you had made a mistake,
and that your heart had not been wrong nearly sc>
much as your imagination?

Lucia was still silent. If she had spoken at all,
it must have been to confess that her mother was
right, and that was not easy to do. Whatever sus.
picions she might have in her own heart, it was a

mortifying thing to be told plainly that her love for
Perey was a mistake-a mere counterfeit-instead of
the enduring devotion whieh it ought to have been.
But she was very much humbled now, aud patiently
waited for what her mot'her n:ý*îght say next.

Well 1 -" Mrs. Costello began again, 'c it is no
use now to go on talking of the past. The question

is rather whether anything can be done for the
future. What do you gay

What can I say, mamma What can I do ?
I donýtknow. Maurice used to tell me of his

plans, but he is not likely to do that now. 1 would
write and ask him to come over, but it is more than
cloubtful whether he wquld come.'-'
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He promised that if ever I wanted him he

would come " Lucia said, hesitating.

If you were in need of him, I am sure he would,

but it would be a kind of impertinence to send

for him on that plea when it was not reaRy for

that."

But it is. Mamma, don-t be angry with nie

again Don't be disgusted with me; but 1 want,

so badly, to see him and teR him I behaved wrongly.

was so cross so ungrateful, so horrid, mamma, that

it was enough to make him-think all girls'bad. I

should like to tell birn how sorry I am; I feel as if

1 should never be happy till 1 did?>

When, after this outbreak, Lucia's face went

down upon her hands, Mrs. Costello could not

resist a Ettle self-gratulatory smile. AR may

come right yet,' she thought to herself, 1 if that

wilful boy will only come over.'

c'l I think you are right,-- she said aloud. -«Pos-

sibly he may come over, and then you will have an

-opportunity of speaking to him, perhaps.
cc Yes," Lucia said, very slowly, tbinking of her

-note, and of the comfort it would have been if she

could but have sent it. Oh, mamrna, if wé were
but in England!
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SC Useless wishes, dear. Give me your advice

about writing to, Mr. Leigh."

c" You will write, wïll you not

c" I suppose I must. Yet it is a difficult letter for

-me to answer."

C ould not you just say 'l I will do wb at I can ?

c" Which lis absolutely nothi-ng-unless Maiu-ice

should really pay us a visit here, a thing not hkely

at present.-"

So the conversation endedwithout any satisfaction

to Lucia. Nay, all ber previous days had been

lappycompared to this one. She was devoured

-now.7 by a restless, jealous curiosity about tliat Miss

Landor whom Mr. Leigh féared-she constantly

found her thoughts reverting to this subject, how-

,ever she might try to occupy them with others,

and the tumult of her mind reacted upon ber

nerves. She could scarcely bear to sit still. It

rained all afternoon and evehlhg, and jhe could

not go out, so that in the usual course of events

-she would have read aloud to her mother part of

the timè, and for the other part sat by the window

with 'her'crochet in her hand, but to-day she

wandered about perpetnaUy. She even opened the

pianoý and began to, sing her merriest old songs,
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but that soon ceased. She found the novel they
were reading insufferably stupid, and took up a
volume of Shakespeare for refreshment, but it
opened naturally to the " Merchant of Venice,' and,
to the page where Portia says

Thougli for myself alone,
I would not be ambitious in my wish,

To wish myself much better, yet for you
I would be trebled twenty times myself;
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times more rich;
That only to stand high on your account,
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,
Exceed account.

She shut the book-yes, this was a true woman,
who for true thought herself and all she

possessed too little to give in return; but for t«he
Ettle, foolish, blind souls that could not see till.

too late, what was true love,'she was no fit com-
pany-

The evening passed on wearily, and Mrs. Costello,
who had her own share of clisquiet also, though it
was mixed with a little amusement at the impetuosity

of these young people, who were so dear to her
and so troublesome, did very little in the way of
consolations



A Canadiait Heroine. 257

Next day, the weather had el ed again, and was

very lovely. In the afternor, Lucia persuaded

Mrs. Costello to go with her to, the beach. There

they got chairs, and sat for a long while enjoying the

.gay, and often comical, scene round them. Num.

bers of -people were bathing, and beside the ortho.

dox bathers, there was a party of little boys wading

about with bare legs, and playing all sorts of pranks

in the water.

A little way to the left of where they sat, there

was a curious kind of wooden pier, which ran far

,away out into the sea and terminated in a small

square wooden building. The whole thing was

raised on piles about five or six feet above the

present level of the water which flowed underneath

it. The pier itself, in fact, was only a narrow

bridge or footpath railed partly on one side only,

partly on both, and with an oddly unsafe and yet

tempting look about it. Lucia had been attracted
by it before, and she drew her n4;àl-Ler>s attention to
it now

Look, mamma, she said, does not it seem as
if one could almost cross the Channel on it., it goes

so far out. See that woman, now-I have watched

VOL. III.
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since she started from this end, and now yon can

scarcel distinguish her figure?

There is a priest coming along it-is it not

Father Paul ?
I do believe it is. I wish he would come and

talk to you'for a little while, and then I would go."

You need. not stay for that, dear. I shall sit

here alone quite comfortably, if you wish to go out

there?'

I should like very much to go. 1 want to

see what the sea looks like away ftlom the beach.

There is no harm, is there ?

None whatever. Go, and I will watch you."

Lucia rose to go.

ce It ils Father Paul, she said, 'le and he is coming

this way.

She lingered a minute, and the priest, who had

recognized them, came up.

Mrs. Costello told him of Lucias wish to go out

on the pier, and he assured her s'he would enjoy it,
The air seems even fresher there than here,

he- said ; pad she went off, and left him and her

mother together.

For a few minutes they talked about the weather,

the sea, and the people about them, as two slight
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there had been a momentary pause, Father Paul

startled Mrs. Costello, by saying,
"" Last night, madam, you told me of persons I

had not heard of for years-this morning., strangely

enough, 'I have met with a person of whom. you

probably know something-or knew something

formerly?;

" I ? --' she answered. Impossible I know no

one in France."
"" This is not a Frenchman. He is named Bailey,

an American: I believe.

'I'l Bailey ? --' Mrs. Costello repeated, terrified.

Surely he is not here ?

There is a man of that name here-a miser.

able ruined gambler, who says that he knows

Moose Island, and once travelled in Europe with a

party of Indians.--'
CC And what is he doing now ?

Nothing. He is the most wretched, squalid

object you can imagine. He came to me this morn-

ing to ask for the loan of a few francs. He had not

even the honesty to beg without some pretence of

an intention to pay.-"

h he so low then as to need to, beg ?
s2
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Madame, he is a gambler, I repeat it. If he

had a hundred fmues to-night, he would most likely

be penniless to-morrow morning."

And he claimed charity from you because of

your connection with Canada?"

Exactly. Having no other plea. I was right,

madame: you know this man?

He was my bitterest enemy! " she answeredo

ha rising in'her vehemence. But for hîm 1 might

have had a happy hfe.--'

Father Paul looked shocked.

Forgive me," he said, in a troubled voice, I

am grieved to have spoken of bim..-"

On the contrary, I am thankful you did -àoo- If I

had met «him by chanc.-à. in the street, I believe he

could not change so muell that I -should not know

lhim> and he

She stopped, t«hen asked abruptly,

You did not mention me?

Most assuredly not.jy

Yet he miglit recognize me. What shall I do ?

She was speaking to herself, and not to her com-

panion now, and she looked impatiently towards the

pier where Lucia was slowly coming back.

Presently she recovered herself a little, and asked
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from. the answers that ho had been some time at

Bourg-Cailloux,- getting gTadually more poverty-

stricken and utterly disreputable. That ho was

now wandering about without a home, or money

even for gambling. She knew enough, of the man

to, be certain ^ that under such circumstances ho

would snatch at any means of obtaining money, and

what means easier, if ho only knew it, than to,

threaten and persecute her. -.And at any moment

ho might discover her-her very acquaintance with,

Father Paul might betray her to him. ' She cast a

terrified look over all the groups of people on the

beach, half expecting to see the well-remembered

féatures of BàÎley among'them'; but ho was not

there. Close by her, however, stood Lucia, and at

a little distance the carriage, which had been

ordered to fetch them, was just drawing up.
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MPS. COSTELLO said nothing to Lucia on their way
home about Bailey. She sat in her corner of the

carriage, leaning back and thinkl"!9., despa*n*ngly

what to, do. Her spirits, had so fàr given way with

er failing health that she no lénger felt the cou-
ËI

""%rae necessary to face annoyance. And it was

plainly to be féared that in case this man discovered

her, he would have no semples, being so needy and

degraded, about using every means in his power to,

extort money from her. Undoubtedly he had such

means-he had but to teU her story, as he could

tell it, and not oýâ1y her own lifé, but Lucias, would

be made wretched; the separatîon from Maurice,

which she was beginning to hope miglit be only
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seemed to her still more terrible, there would

be perpetual demands fýom her enemy, and the

misery of perpetual contact with him. To buy

off such a man, at once and finally, was,

knew, utterly beyond her power-what -then could
she do ?

When they were at home, and -thé door of their
sitting-room, safely closed, she turned anxiously te
Lucia,

Bailey is here,-' she said.

Bailey ? --' Luel'a repeated-she had forgotten
the name.

The man who was present at my marriage-the
American.'-

Mamma How do you know

Father Paul toldme just now.-'

How did he know ?

The wretched man had gone to him. begging,
and he mentioned him to me by chance, thinking
1 might know something about him?'

But surely he would not remember you
"I think he would. If by any accident he met

.you and me together, I am certain he would."
"Ah! I am so like my father."

M»»»qMý 0 lllllllý
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sight of him would. kill me."
""Let us go away, mamra a. He knows,- nothin g-

about us et. We mi ht start to-]ýorrow.

Where should we go ? Even at our own door

we might meet him, at the railway station-any-

where. No, it is only inside these walls -we are

saie, and scarcely here."

Mrs. Costello -was literally trembling, the panie

which had seized her was so great; Lucia, not fully

understanding yet, could not help being infected by
h er t error.

But, raamma. we cannot shut ourselves up in

these rooms. Thât, with the constant fear added to

it, would soon ma«ke you ill again."

What can we do ? Mrs. Costello repeated,
helplessly. ("If, indeed, we could start to-night,

and go south, or go out of France altogether. But

have not even mone in the house for Our joumey.-

Ahd if youhad, you have not strengtli for it.
Would not it be weR to consult Mr. Wynter ? If

we haël ahy friend here who would, make the ar-
rangement for us I don't see why we should not be
able to go away without aný fear of meeting this

man.
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"No; that would not do., To consult'George

would just be opening up again all that was most

painful-it would be almost as bad as meetiricp

Bailey himself?'

And we could not be stopped even if we dicl

meet Bailey. Let me go alone, mamma, and do

what is to be done-it is not much. If 1 meet him

I shall not know it and seeing me alone, the li«ke-

ness cannot be *so strong as to make him recognize

me all at once?'
""But he might see us together when we start

from here and he migýt trace us. He woulél

know at once that he could get money from me,

and for money he would do anyt-hing.'-

She leaned back, and was silent a minute.

" We must kéep closely shut up for a little while.,

tiR I can decide wliat to do. 1 wish Maurice woulél

come.

Lucia looked' up eagerly. It was her oeu

thought, though she had not dared to say it

Maurice could always -find, the way out èf --a éliffi-

Culty.
cc M amma, she said anxiously, but with some

hesitation, kc I think this is neecl-tlie kincl of needýl,

Maurie-o meaut.-"
1
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Need., truly. But I do not know-"

He would be glad to help you. And he kuows

all about us."

Yes, I should not have to make long explana-

tions to him.-"

Just then there was a knock at the door. Both

started violently. Absurd as it was, they both

expected to see Bailey himself enter. Instead,

they saw Madame Everaert, her round face flushed

with walking and her hands full of flowers.

For mademoiselle;" she said, laying them down

on the table, aud nodding and smiling good

humouredly.' I have been to Rosendah], to

see my goddaughter therg, and she has a mage-

nificent gàrden, so, I brought a few flowers for

mademoiselle?

Lucia thanked her, and admired the flowers, and

she weut away «without suspecting the fright her

visit had caused.

Get your de)sc,--"' L'cia,'- Mrs. Costello said.3
gasping for breath, and almost. exhausted by the

terrible beàting of her heart, and write a note for

The desk was brouglit and opeiied.

Is it to Maurice ? Lucia asked.
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Yes. Say that we are in great nged of a

friend,-'-'

Lucia began. She found it much more difficult

than she had done-the other nig4t, when she wrote

those few impetuous lines which had been after-

wards torn up.

Dear Maurice," she said, II mamma tells me to

write to you, and say that somethi-ng has happened

which has' frightened 'Ier very 'much, and that we

are in great need of a friend. Will you keep your

promise, and come to us?

This was what she showed to her mother. When

Mrs. Costello had approved 6f it, she wrote a few

words more.

I want to ask you to forgive me. 1 don't de.

serve it, but I am so unhappy.
ccYours affectionately,

LuciA."

She hesitated a little how to sign herself, butý

-finally wrote just what she had been accustomedf 1
to put to all her little notes written to Maurice
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during his. absences from Cacouna in the old.

days.

When the letter had been sealed and sent off by

Madame Everaert's servant,.to the post-office, they

bega'n to féél that all they could do for the present

was done. Mrs. Costello lay still on her sofa., with-

out having strengthý or energy to talk, and Lucia

took her never-finished crochet., and sat in her old

place by the window.

But very soon it, grew too dark to, work. The,

Place was lighted, and alive with peýep1e passing

to and fro. The windows of the guard house op-

posite were brilliant, and from t1iose of a café on

the same side as Madame Everaert's there shone

out, half across the square, a broad line . of light.

In this way, at twoý places, the -figures of those whoý

moved about the pavement on each side of the

Place, were very plainly visible; even the faces of

Some could be-élistinguished. Lucial watched these

people to-night with a new interest. Every time,

the strong glare feU upon a shabby slouching

:figure, or on a poorly dressed man who wanted the

air of.being a Frenchman, she thought, "'Is that

Bailey When the lamp came in, Mrs. Costello

had fallen asleep, so Lucia turned it down low, and
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still sat at the window. The light on the tower

shone out clear and bright-above it the stars

looked pale, but the sky was perfectly serene.

Maurice, if he came soon, had every prospect of a

fair passao-e. c'And he will come," she thought

to herself, cc even if he is really too much vexed

with me to forgive me, he will come for mamma's

sake?>

All next day they both kept indoors. Lucia tried

to persuade her mother to drive out into the c-éun-

try, but even for this Mrs. Costello haël not cou-

rage. At the same time she seemed to be losino-

aU sense of security in the house. She fancied she

had not sufficiently impressed on Father -Paul the

importance of not betr,-.tying her in any way to

Bailey. She wished to write and remind him of

this, but she dared not lest her note should fall

înto wrong hands. Then she thought of asking

him to visit her, but 4fesitated also about -that till

it was too late. In short was in a perfectly

unreasonable and incapable condition-fear had

taken such hold of her in he'r weak state of bealth

that Lucia began to think it would end in nervous

féver. With her the -dread of Bailey began to be

quite lost in apprehension for her mother, and hèr
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own affairshadto beput altogetheron ouesidetcý
make room for these new anxieties.
In the afternoon of that day Mrs. Costello sud.

denly roused herself from a fit of thought.
CjýWe must go somewbere,'-' she said. That is

Ae eerPain., whatever else is. As soon as Maurice
comes we ought to be prepared to starii. Do go,
Lucia and see if there is any packing you cau do
without attracting attention, you know."

Bùt mamma," Lucia objected, c" Maurice can.
Î not be here to-day, nor even, I believe, to-morrow.,

at the very soonest, and I will soon d'O what there is
to do."

There is a great deal. And I edn't help you,
my poor child. And there ought not to be a mo-

ment's unnecessary delay?;
Lucia had to yield. She began to pack as if all

their arrangements were made, though they had no
idea either when, or to what end, their wanderings
would recommence, nor were able to give a hint to,

those about them of their intendéd departure.
Another restless night passed, and another day
began. There was the faintest possibility, they

calculated, tbat Maurice, if he started as soon as he
received Lucias note, might reach them late at night.
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It was but the shadow of a chance., for Hunsdon,
as they kiiew, lay at some distance from either post-

office or railwav station, and the letter might not

reach him till this very morning. Yet, since he

might come, they must do all they could to be

ready. The day was very hot. AU the windows

were open, and the shutters closed; a drowsy heat

and stillness filled the rooms. Mrs. Costello

walked about perpetually.- She had tried to help

Lucia, but had been obliged to, leave off and con.

tent herself with gatherinçy up, here and there, the

things that were in dally use, and'bringing themi tGý

Lucia to put away. They said very little to éach

otlher. Mrs. Costello could think of nothing but

Bailey, and she did - not dare to, talk about hi

from some fanciful fear of being overheard. Lucia

thought of her mother's health and of Maurice) and

Mrs. Costello had'no attention to, spare for either.

Suddenly, sounding very loud in the stillness,-

there came the roll of a carriage over the rougli

stones of the Place. It stopped; there was a mo-

ment's pause, and then a hasty ring at the door-

bell. Both motlier and daucYhter paused and lis-

tened. There was a quick movement downstairs

-a foot which was swifter and lighter thau Madame
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Everaerts on the staircase and Maurice at the

sitting-room door.

Mrs. Costýllo went forward from fhe doorway

where she had been arrested by the sound of his

coming; Lucia, kneeling before a trunk in the ad-

j oining room, saw him, * standing there, and sprang

to her feet; he came in glad, eager, impatient to,

know what they wanted of him; and before any of

-them had time to think about it, this meeting, so

much, desired and dreaded was over.

""But hôw could yoia éome so sooh?'-' Mrs.

Costello asked. We did not expect you till to-

morrow.;>

By the greatest chance. I had been in town

for-rtwo, days. 'Ouf station and post-office are at

the same place. When they met me at the station,

they brought me letters which. had just arrived,

and yours was among them. So I was able to,

catch theý next train back to London, instead of

going homep
CC And which way did you come ? The boat is

not in yet

By Calais. It was quicker. Now tell me what
bas happened?'

3frs. Costello -looked carefully to see that the^
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door was, stut. Then she told Mauricewho, and
what she feared, and how she could not even leave

Bourg-Cailloux without help.
Yet, I think I ought to leave,--' she said.
Of course you ought," Maurice answered.

You must go to England."
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CIEIAPTER XXIII.

You must go to England," Maurice said decidedly.

It is an easy journey, and you would be quite safe

tliere.-"

But I ought not to go to England," Mrs.

Costello answered rather uncertainly. And Bailey

might follow us there.'-

I doubt fhat. By what you say, too, if he were

in England, we might perhaps set the police to watch

him, which would prevent his annoying you. How«

ever., the thing to do is to carry you off before he

has, any idea you are in Europe at aU,,"

Lucia stayed long enough to see that the mere

presence of Maurice mspired her mother with fresh

courage then she went, back to, her packing, ýeaving
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the door ajar that she might hear their voices. She

went on with her work in a strange tumult and con-

fusion. Not a word beyond the first greetings had

passed between Maurice and herself, but she could

not help feeling as if their positions were so

changed-and not for the worse.

There had been no words; but just for on second

Maurice had held her hand and looked at h r very

earnestly; whereupon she had felt her eh sc

very hot, and her eyes go down to, th ground as if

she were making some confession.

After that he released her, and she went about

'her occupations. She began to wonder now whether

she would have to tell him how sorry she -was, or

whether enough had been said; and to incline to,

the last opinion.

Meanwhile she went on busily. In about'half an

hour she heard Maurice go out, and then Mrs.

Costello came to, her.

'l' He is gone to make inquiries,-" she said you

know there, is a boat to-night, but then we may not

be able to get berths."

cc To-niglit, mamma, for E gland ?

Mrs. Costello lookecl a little'displeased at Lucias

surprise, cc To be sure,-" she said; cc why, my dear
1 aT 2
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child, you yourself thought England would be the
best place?

i aia think so certainly, but I aia not know I
haci saïa it.iq

Well, can we be ready
1 can finisb packing in an hour, but there is

Maclam e Everaert to, arrange with?'
We must wait till Maurice comes back before-

aOÙ2g t]Mt,.It

'Il I suppose "we must; mamirna, will you please goý
analie aown Otherwise you will not be able to.

goe
Mrs. Costello smiled. She felt able for any exer.

tion to escape &om her enemy under Maurice%
guidance. However, she did as her daughter wished,

analay quietly waiting for his co backe
Lucia heard his steps first, notwithstànding. She

haël her last trunjc just ready for locIdng, anawent
into the sitting-room to hear the decision, with her
hair a little disordered anaa bright flush of excite----ý;
ment anafatigue on her éheeke

'Il Are we to go she saïaquickly.
you shouia if yon can,3e he answerea,

her. ""But evin yout be ready VI
IL By wlmt time
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ine oclocke"
Everything is packed. Ralf an hour is vâ we

,woy neea now?-'
Thme hours to spare then. Everything is r in

our favour. It is not a baël boat, and there is room
for us on board."

" Ilave yon taken bertlm then Mrs. Costdlo
asked. %

'I'l Yes. And I wiR teU you why I did so withont
-waiting to consult you. I *made some inqm*ri*S

about this fellow Bailey, ana founél out that it woula
most likely not suithim to go to, «Pneland for. wine

time to, come?'
cl You inquired about bïm Good heavens, whM

a risk 1
cll «You forget, dear Mrs. Costello, that 1 was.

raeant for a lawyer. Dont be afis7a. Re hm no
more tlought of you than of the Elan of Tartary2'

111 If you only kimw the comfort it is lhaving you.,

Maurice; I was quite hýIpless, quite upset by
laat terror.--

,,,, But you haxl been ill, Tnamma," Lucia interpow&

,fll It was no wonder yon were upàet.'>
, >Ti i '-' Maurice said

cc That is notkina UCUý
to her with a s1niiee 11, Mrs, Costello wiàm to
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e me believe she depends on me, and you try
to take away the flattering Ïmpire sionj 1

c'r Oh 1 no ; I did not mean that. Marn ma knows
but there she gbt into confusion and stopped.

ci WeU," Mrs. CosteUo said, "Il we had better
send for aMe Everaert, and teU her we are

going.**"
Madame came. She was desolated, but

notlàng to say against the departure of her lodgers,
and, as Lucia had told Maurice, ha] au hour was
enough for the isettling of their last affaira at Bourg-
Caffiouxe

Mrs. Costello did not wish to go on board the
boat till near the hour named for g ; it was
well, too, that she should have as much rest as

possible before her journèy. She kept on her sofa,
therefore, where so, large a portion of her time
lately had been spent; and Lucia, from habit, took
her seat by the window.

Then in the quiet twilight arose the question,5 10Where are we to go when we reach England r
gcvre Vi Maurice said, "'why, to Ilunsdon, of*

COUM. My fatàer wiU be so, plmEtd-and Lo
will come ruabing over in eestasies the moment eh&

hears.-i
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cc That might be all very weU," Mrs. COstellO
Said; ce if we were only comig to England as

visitors, but since we are not, I shall wish to find a
place were we can settle as quickly as possible. I
should certainly like it to be within réach of
Runsdony if we can manage it."

cc Come to Hunsdon. first, at any rate, ana ioéký
outee-, -

cc I think not, Maurice. We might stay in
London for a week or two?>

Well, if you vrefer lit. Bat, at all events, I know
perfectly *eIl that one week of London will be as

much as either of you can bear. - When you have
had that, I shaU try again to persuade you.'-'

While they talked, Lucia sat looking ont. For
the lut time'she saw the Place grow dusky, and -
then flame out with gas-for the last time she

watched the lighting of the beacon, and wondered
how fax on their way they would be able to see it

Eight o'clock struck; then a quarter past, and it
was time to go

The boat lay in the dock. On board, a faint light

gleamea out from the cabin-door, but everything
n à arriving'hore was dark. Passèngers were ri: i each



moment, ana theïr luggage _stooa pilea up reaay to
be embarkedi were king or shouting to
each other in and French; the cargo of

fruit and vegetables wu stül being stowed away,
and people -were agwnst other people in the
cl ess, and trying vainly to discover their own

trmalr.s on the deck, or their own berths in the cabin.
Into the midst of all this confusion.Maurice brought
his charges ; but as he had been on board in the

afternoon, hè-knew where to take them, and they
found their own quarters without difficulty. While

he saw to, their packages, they macle their arrange.
ments for the night.

",Il sball he down at once," Mrs. Costello said.
It is not uncomfortable here, and I think it is

always best.-"
But it is so earIý, and on deck- the air is so
pleasant. Should you mind my leaving you for a

little while ?
'I'l Not at all. There is no reason why you should

stay down here if yon dishke it. Maurice will take
care of youeil

But Lucia had no intention of waiting for Maurice.
She saw her mother comfortably settled, and then

stèle up alone to the deck. Ile boat hacl not yet
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started ; it seemea to lie in the very shadow of tàe
quaint old town, anaLuc*à"' could trace the ouffine of

the buildings against, the starry sky.
She felt a little soft sensation of regret at saying

good-bye to this, last corner of France. Il yet',
she thought, e I have been very unhappy here. 1
,eonder if ERÉIand will be happier ?

She stood leaning against the bulwarks, looking
now at the town, now at the dark glimmer of the

water below, and, to tell the truth, begi*nuing to,
wonaer w1àere Maurice was. Wbfle she wondered,

he came up to lier anaspéke.
ee Lucia, it is you then ? I thought you would not

be able to stay below."
et No. It is so hot. Here the niglit is ioveiyoii

ýIt The deck is tolerably clear now. Come %ad
walk up and down a little - unless yon am
tirea ? ,

et I am tired, but to walk will rest, me?'
As she turned he took- her band and put it

through his arm. For a minute they were silent.
et Two days ago, Iincia,-" Maurice said et I thought

thi was an imposàbihty,."
tc'VV]lat té -1

Our being together---u we are now?'

e
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Did you ? But yon had promised to come if
ever we were in trouble."

Yes. And I meant to keep my word., But I
fancied yon would never send for me."

You -see," Lucia said, trying to speak lightly,
that we had no other friend to send, for."

Is that so Was that the only reason ?
Maurice 1
Tell me something, Lucia. Did you mean the

last sentence of your note ?
Il What was it ?

You said you were unhappy,"
Oh 1 yes, I was. So u1nhappy-I was thinking

of à just now.',
""And at préseùt ? Ire yon unh appy still ?

You know I am not?'
I have been miserable, too, lately. Horribly

miserable. I was ready to do, I cant tell you what
absurdities. «Until your note èam--

Re stopped a moment, but she, had nothing to,

Baye
It is a great comfort to have got so far,' he

went on, bxit I suppose one is, never satisfiecl.
Now that I am not quitp miserable, I should like to,
be quitehappy..I'

71-01 10



Lucia could not help laueing, though she did
so a little nervousiy,

Don't be unreasonable," she said.
But I am. I must needç.;. put it to, the touch

again. Lucia, you know what 1 want to say; cant

you. forget the past, and come home to Hunsdon
and be my wife ? "

They stood still aide by side, in the starry dark-
ness and neither of them kne * w very weU for'a few
minutes what they -said. Only Maurice under-

istood that the ob ect of his life was gained; -and
/Lucia felt that from lienceforth, for ever, she

would never be perverse, or passionate, or wMul
again, for Maurice had forgiven her, and loved
her SOI.

They never noticed that the bôat was delayed
beyond its time, and that other passengers chafed at

the delay. They stayed on deck in the starlight,
and said little to each other, but they both felt that
a new life bad begun-a life which seemed to be
grafted on the old one before their troubles, ancl
to have nothing to, do with tbi last year. Wheu
Maurice was about to say good»niglit, at the cabin
door, he macle the fa-st aUusion to whatbad brought,
them together.
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I shall pension Bailey," he said. laat

Zood deed blots out all his miscloings."

What good deed ?

Frightening you."

He did not frighten me.'-'

Frightening Mrs. Costello then. It comas to,

-the same thing in -the end. But why did not yQu

zend for your cousin, Mr. Wynter ?

A sk mam rn a."

1 have something more interesting to, ask her.--'

Mxs. Costello knew tolerably well, when Lucia

kissed her that night, what had happened. She said

nothing audibly, but in her 'heart. there was a Nunc

Dikittîs sung thankfully; and in spite of the sea, she

fell aslee over it. The night was as calm es it could

be, and Maurice, who had no inclination for ' éleep or

-for the presence of the crowd below, spent Most of it

on deck. Towards morning he went down; but at

seven o'clock, when Lucia peeped out, he Was up

again and waiting for her. She only gave bïm a

little nod-and smile, however, and then retreated,

but presently came back with her motW.

They got chairs andAsat watching the coast,

-which was quickly comîmg nearer., and the vessels

which they passed Iying out in the still waters.p
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'le We shall be in in two hours.-l Maurice said,

though we were late starting. The captain says

he has not had such a good run this year,-"

(9 For which I am very thankful,-" Mrs. Costellom

answered.

1115 What a mercy it is to have got away so easily -

it wu weU we sent, to you, Maurice.-$-'

eg Very well; the best thing that ever was done.

Lucia and I agreed as to that last night."

Lucia pouted the very least in the world, and her

mother smiled.-

ee It seems to me you took a long while to settle

the question. I thought she was never coming."

Why, mamma ? 1 came as soon as -the. boat

fitartedy

,,,, We have settled 'Our différences," Maurice said., N

leaning down to speak quietly to Mrs. Costello,

Ir' Do you give us leave to, make our own arrange.

ments for the future

you ure pretty sure of my leave.«'-'

Then we &U go straight on to Hunsdon to.

gether?.YP
ce Am those your arrangements

ce Not *nïne certainly,'-' Lucia interposed. IE

thouglit we were to stay in London?'
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But why
Dont yon see," IMrs. Costello asked, that any

little compact you two children may have made" has
nothing to do with the necessity of my fmding, a
house for myself and my danghter-as long as she
is only my danghter."

Maurice had. to give a second time.
"Il Very well, thenII he said. At all events yon

can-'t forbid. me to stay in London, too..Yi

But 1 éertainly shall. Yon may stay and sée Mg1
settled, but afterthat you are to go home and attend

to your own afairs?'

They reached. London by noon, and before night
they found, and took possession of, a lodging whieh

Mrs. Costello said to, herself.-would suit them, very
well until Lucia should be married; after which, of

1 4 course, shec would want to settle near Hunsclon.
Maurice spent the evening with them, but was only

-allowed to do so on condition of leaving London for
'home next morning.

As soon as they were at all settled, Côstello,43
wroiw to her cousin. She têH him t she had, hWa

urgent reason for quitting France sud enly*- that
other causes had weigiiea wi& her in aeciding to
return to %gland, and that she was anxions to



see and consult with him. She beýrLyed him, there.
fore, to come up to, town and to bring one at least
of his danghters with 'him on%ý visit to, Luciae 01

When the letter had been sent off, she said to, her
claughter, "" Suppose that we are pennilese in con»
sequence of our flight? What is to done then?

Surely that cannotýe ?
I do not kýow until I see nly, ýtboasin. I think

it must depend. legally on the terms of your grand-
father's will; but, in fact, T suppose George had the

ilecision in his hands."
After this they both looked anxiously for Mr.

Wynter's answer.
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BuTbefor&Mr. Wynter haël time to repýy--incIeecI,

by the very first possible pgst---came a letter to

Lucia, the sight of which made her v She

had had plenty of leÊfé4tý,ýom Mâuriée, long ago,

and never'blushed over them. as she did over this

but theu this was so different. âè did not even

Ue to reaa itinhermothers presence. She just

glanced at it there, and carried it off to, àevour

comfort alone. It was quite short, after all, for ho

had scarcély haël ton minutes before the post, tour -

'but it said-beside several things which were of no

interest except, to, the reacler-that ho had found tee'

Lady Dighton at Hunsdon on his arrival, ana haël

told her ana hàfather together of his engagement

A



that bis cousin was going to, write and invite Mrs,
Costello to Dighton; and that Mr. Leigh said, if

t)OK*&*ot come down iirnmecliately, ha should be

ed tO start for London himself to tell them.
how pleâsè'd he was.

-CMA»ýîany rate," Maurice concluded, 'Il I shall be in
town again on Saturclay. I find -I have business to
see my lawyer about?'

M this-as weU as the rest of the note-was
very agreeable. Lucia went and sat down on a

footstool, at-her mothers feet to tell her the «news.
Mrs. CgosteRo laid her hand on her cUas, head and
sighed soffly-
'I'l You wM have to give up týis fashion of yours,

clarling,-" she said, Il" you -must le, arn to be a wo
now.j>

Lucia laughed.
",Il don't believe 1 ever shaU,'-' she -answered.--_z

At least, not with you or with Maurice."
Would you like to go to Dighton

She âconsidered for a minute.
Yes, mamma, I think I should. You know how
gs are in those great houses; but I have never

seen anything but Canadaý, and even there, just the
Country. I ShoU1e1-ýmot like, by-and-b for people
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to laugh at Maurice, because 1 was only an ignorant
Country giri'.2.)

She spoke very éýowIy and timidly; but Mrs,
Costello began to she was right. It would be
as well that the fature, mistress, of should
have some little introduction to her new world, to

prepare her for 'Il by-and-by?'
Next day came two letters, for Mrs. Costello, as

well as one for Lucia. The first was from Lady
Dighton full of congratulation, and pressing her in.

vitation; the other, from Mr. Wynter, aninounced
that he, his wife, and daughter, would be in London

next evening. Next evening was, Saturday, and
Maurice also, would be there, and would of course

spend Sunday with them; so tbat, they had a pro.
spect of plenty of guestse

Mauri owever, arriveil early in the day. He
established himself at a neiglibouring hotel, and

,à! came in quite with the old air of being at home. He
macle a little grimace when he heard of the others
who, were expected, but contented by
making the most of the hours, before their train was

due. He found au -0 y- LA.Wit also of conveying to
4 Égo,

Mrs. Costello his 00 - ICUM that Hunsdon was, very
Much in want of a kay to make it comfortable, and



tlmt Llicia would be much better there ëhnt up
in Lonaon. The fact that London was in its glory

at that moment macle no impression onhim.
That is just, he said, when was sug-

gested to I want, to t it settled an&-
bring her back to enjoy herselÉhere a little before
the season is over."
it, seemed, inaeed, pretty evident that the predent

state of things could notIast long; there wu ne
reason why it should, and -nothing but the bricle's

preparations, to délay the long-desired weading.
Te Wynters came about nine oclock.- Mrs.

Wynter instantly recognized Maurice. Rer
daughters had speculated enough about her -mys-

terious visitor that winter night, to, have preventea
her forgetting him, if she wouia otàerwiw have

done so, and the state of affairs at present ww very
soon evident, as au exp of the mystiery.

When the party separated for the niglit, Mrs. COEI-

tello, and Mr, Wynter re -*lpe%,Él in the drawing-
room, for that consultati6n for wbich he had CoMe3
while his wife and daughter stayed together up-

val 0- Mg
stairs to, over their new niions before
to bea,

Mrs. Costello, as brieffy as possi-ble, made ber

OMM"
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cousin comprehend that she had been com-pelled to
leave France, and had - fled to England because it
was the most accessible refuge.

Il I never meant -to have come backl," she said.
1 have never allowed myself to think of it, be-

cause I could not disobey my father agaiu."
I am glad you have come, to tell you the truth

he answered. I do not at all imagine that, in
your present circumstances, my uRcle would have
wisheà to, keep you away.-"

M.rs. Costello looked relieved.
ce i am , almost inclined to, go làrther,--' he con.

tinued, Il and to say that he must have anticipated
your retuýrn."

cc Ivny ? ;; .

«g Because in his will he gives you your income
unconditionally, and only expresses a wish that you
should not come back?'

Is it so, really
Certainly. But you have a copy of the will."

It has not been unpacked since we came from
Canada, I had, macle it so much my duty to Oey
the request that I had forgotten it had no condition
-attached to it.-"

It has none."



Ilc I am very glad; and you think ha would have
changed bis mind now?'-'

I think so. Especially àsit seems to me-Lucia
is litely to settle in England.-"

Yes, indeed. That was the second thing I
wanted to speak to you about."

cc They are engaged, I suppose?"
cc Yes; it bas been the wish of my heart for yeaýs.

Maurice is like a son to me.3-7
They diseussed the matter in its more common-

place aspect. The wealth and position of the- bride-
groom elect were points as to which Mr. Wynter
felt it bis business to inquire, and when he found
tliese so satisfactory, he congratulated bis cousin

with great cordiality, alide plainly expresseà, bis
opunon that delays in such a case were useless and
objectionable. He liked Lucia, and admired her,
and thought, too, that there would be no better way
of blotting out the remembrance of the mothers un-
fortunate marriage than by a prosperous one on the
part of the daughter.

Meantîme Mrs. Wynter sat in an easy-chair by
her dressing-table, and ber daughter was curled up,

on- the floor n* ear her.
Well, mam ma," Mi s Wyntýr» said, you see I
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waa right. I knew perfectly weU that there must
be some romance at. the bottom of it all."

,111 You were very wise, my clear."
",'And, mamma, if I - had seen Lucia, I should

have been still more sure. Why, she is perfectly
lovely 1 1 hope she will let me be her brides-

Tiny, you know I donýt approve of your talIdng
in that way?; ,

What way, mamma? Of course, they are going
to, be married. Anybody can see that."

If they are, no doubt we sball hear in good
timey

And I am sure, if either of us were to marry
as well, the whole house would be in a flutter.

I meau to, be very good friends with Lucia, and
then, perhaps, she will Mîvite me to go anasee her.

I mmi be her bridesmaid, because I am her
nearest, relation; and she cai2t, have any friends
in England, and 1 shall make her let me have a
white dress with blue q*

Mm Wynter still reproved, but she smilea too,
ana Tiny bemg a f3poileachild, needea no greater
encouragement. She stopped in her mothers room

until she heard Mr. Wynter when she fled,

-7
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dishevelled, to her own, and dropped asleep, to,
dream of follow,49 Lucia up the aisle of an im-

possible church, dressed in white with ribbons, of
bleu de ciel.

Lucia perhaps had said' to herself also, that she
meant to be good friends with Tiny. At all events,
the two girls did get on excellently together; be.
fore the week which the Wynters spent in London
was at an end, they had., discussed as much of
Lucia's love story as she was disposed to tell, and

arranged that Tiny and her sister should really offi.
ciate on that occasion to'whieh everybodys thoughts
were now be i i to be directed.

ginining
Another week found the Costellos at Dighto

They meant to stay a fortnight or thrée weeks, and
then to return to town until the marriage ; but of
this no one of their Norfolk friends would hear a
word. Lady Dighton, Maurice, and Mr. Leigh
made up their iminds that Lucia should not, leave
the county until she did so a «bride; and they car.

rieatheir point. The wedding-day wu fi:ted; and
Lucia found herself left, at last., almost without a
voice in the decision of her own destiny,

And yet, these last weeks of her girlhood were
alinost too, happy. She went over several times

1

Canadian Heroine. 295



wiril her mother and Lady Dighton to Hunsdon,
and grew fàml'w* with her future home; she saw
the armkg rooms that were being prepared for
herself, ana coula sit, down in the midst of aU this

new weaffli and luxury, and talk with Mauriée about
the old times, when they had no splendour, but
little less happiness than " now; and she had delicious
hours of castle-building, sometimes alone, some.
times with her betrothed, whieh were pleasanter
than any actual realization of their dreams could
be*

Of course, they had endless talks, in which they
said the same thine over and over agai, orsaid

nothing àt all ; but they knew each other so tho.
roughly now, ànd each was so completély acquainted

with, all the others past that there was traly nothing
for them, to tell or to hear, except the one old Story
which, is always new.

One day, however, Maurice came over to'Dighton
in a great hurr:7, with a letter for Lucia to read,
He took her out into the garden, and when they
were, quite alone he took it out and showed it te
her.

,111 Wliat is it, ? -" she said. It looks like a French
letter?)
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cc It is, French. Do you remember your friend,
Father Paul ? --'
cc Of course. Oh, Maurice! it cannot be about

Bailey?'-'
cc Iùdeed, it is. But dont, look frightened. 1

wrote to Father Paul, and ishis answer,"
cc What made you write ?
cc Did not I say I would pension Bailey ? 1 don't

forget my promises if other people do."
cc Surely, you were only joldng ?
cc Very far from. it, I assure you. Your good

friend undertook to, manage it, and ho writes to, me
that my letter only arrived in time, ; that ey

was ill, and quite dependent on charity, and that ho
is willing to a the Money I send in Small
doses suitable to the patients condition?

But, Maurice, it is, perfect, nonsense. Why
should you give money to that wretched man We

might, indeed, do something f6r
c« Who are c we V You had botter be careful at

present how you use your personal prononns.'-'
"Ce I meant mamma and 1 might, of course.--'
ccI do not see the "of course' at all. UsL«mma

hm nothing whatever to do with it-nor even YM Z.

Vol" me
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This is Simply a mark of gratitude to Mr. Bailéy for
a service he did me lately.ý1-1

lacia let her band rest a little less lightly on
Maurice's arm.

""And me to'o,-'- she màd*ýOftlyo
"" Use your 'l we ' in its right sense, then, and we

will reward him. But not unless you are sure that
you do not r'épent having been fiietened.'-'

c" Ahl you don't know how glad I was when
mamma e me write that note. It did better

than the one 1 tore up.-" 1%
What was that ? Did you tear one up

YS. After aR, I do2t, beheve you were as
miserable as I was; for I wrote once; 1 did actýey

write and ask you to come-only I tore up the n7ole
mmiSd. you were consoling yourself with s

îandor.'l
ce s Lmdor 1 By the way, hm she been asked

to come over, for the tenth? "
99 1 dont know, You onght to aak her yourself.

Why ditl not you propose to her, aurlS ? Or- per-
haps you did ? "

If I did not, yon May -Ba"'w yme in.
deecl, Lucia, you contrivea so well -to persuade me,

you nm-rwoulacare for me that I began to m*oame_
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it wu best I ' should marry her; that is, suppo
she would have me.

""And all the while I was doing but

f-liiink of you, and of how wicked and ungrateful

and all sorts of bad things I had been in Paris.'-'

"'And etc. etc.

The rest of their conversation that morning was

much like it was on other days, and certainly not

worth repeating. Lucia, however, took the first

opportunity of spealdng to Lacly Digliton about

Miss Landor, and se in thather invitation for the

wedding was not neglected.

The tenth of July, Lucias birthday and her in

riage-day, came quickly to end these pleasant weeks

of ý'éourtship. It was glorious weather-never bride

in our English climate had more çmnshine on hèr-

and the whole county rung with the report of her

wonderful beauty, and of thé romantic story. of these

two young people., who had suddenly appeared from

the uinknown regiona of Canada, and taken such a

prominent and a-t place in the neighbourhood.

But they troubled themselves liffle just then,

either with their own marvellous, fortunes, or with

the gossip of their neighýours. Out of thequanub

ola. church where generations of Dýitons haaaâm.01K
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married, and buried, they came together, Tnam and
wifé; and went away into 'Il that new world which

is1he old,-" to fhlg as they best mcdght, the dream

to'ýýéh one of them haël been so faithful. ýIey
weiit âway in a great clamour of bells and voices,

and left Mrs. Costello aloné, to comfort herspjf with
the thought that the ges and troubles of the
past had but served to redeem its errors, and to

-bring her, at last, the fuller and more perfect
reaaation of her hearfs desire.

THE END.
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