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PREFACE,

CHARLEs DICKENS observes with much truth. that"though seldom. read, prefaces are continually written?' It
may be asked and even wondered, why ? I cannot say that

I know the exact reason, but it seems to me that they may
carry the same weight, in the literary world, that certain

sotto voce explanations, which oftentimes accompany the
introduction of one person to another, do in the social
world.

If it is permitted, in bringing sonie quaint, old-fashioned
little body, before a gathering of your more fastidious friends
at once to reconcifle them to, his or her strange, ungainly
mien, and to justify yourself for acknowledging an intirnacy
with so eccentric a creature, by following up the prosy and

unsuggestive : "Mr. B--,ladies and gentlemen," or "miss
M ladies and gentlemen, with such a refreshing
paraphrase as, 'l brother-in-law of the celebrated Lord

Marinaduke Pulsifer,'-'ý or, " c*fidential companion, to the
wife of the late distinguished Christopher Quill the Anierican

Poet "-why shoula* not a like privilege be extended [he
labour-worn author, when he ushers the crude and un-

attractive offspring of his own undaunted energy into the
arena of literary life'D

Mr. B without the wh.spered guarantee of his1reiative importance, would never be noticed unless to be
riled or ridiculed ; and so with many a meek and niodest1Voiume, whose key-note has never been sounded, or if
soundo.x.d has never been heardO
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We would all be perfect in our attributes if we could !

Who would write vapid, savourless pages, if it were in his

power to set them aglow wit.-i rare erudition, and dazzling

conceptions of ethical. and other abstract subjects ? If I

had been born a Dickens, lector benevok I would have

willingly, eagerly, proudly, favoured you with a " Tale of

Two Cities" or a " David Copperfield;" of that you may

be morally certain, however, it is no mock self-dispargge

ment (1) that moves me to humbly acknowledge (1) my

infériority to this immortal. mind. 1 have availed myself of

th.e. only alternative leff, when I recognized the impossibility

of rivalling this prota-gonist among the dramatis personS

of the g-reat Drama of English Fiction, and have done

Sornethifig 01, w IL' .- l- L' qrrdrAl",W? I»dM"fl4brilqi *nA rIplirntplu

somewhere in his prolific writings, one's " besC He says,
49 one manys best is as good as another man's," not in its

results, (I know by experience), but in the abstract relation-

ship which exists between the nature of the two efforts, and

1 am grateful to him for having thus provided ag"-linst the

possible discouragemcint of 11small. authorship."

In the subjoining pages, I offer to the world, a

pretenscless record of the impressions, opinions, and con-

victions which. have been, I may say, thrust upon me by a

contact, which is yet necessarily limited, with the phases of

every-day life.

That sorne of these reflections and conclusions should

not meet with universal sympathy or appravaý is not at all

to be wondered at, when we consider how rnuch more

different, than alike, are any two human lives and lots. I

do not ask my ireaders to subscribe to those tenets and

opinions which may seern unreal and exaggerated to them,

because of their different experience; I can only justify

them in myself, by declaring them to be the outgrowth of
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my own personal speculations in the market of common-
place existence.

It has been my pleasure to probe under the surface of
sorrow and song that makes the swelling, restless tide of

human passions a strange and tempting mystery, even to,
itself ; and though rny pen may have failed to carry out thedeep-rooted ambit,,.---'len of My soul, there is borne comfort in

the thought that I have made an effort; I have tried my
young wings, witb the hope of soaring upward : if 'they are

yet too feeble to bear me, I am no more than the young
eagle, and must rise again from my fall, to await a gathering

confidence and strength that may, or may not, be in store
for m e.

A little mouse presumed to be the deliverer of a
mighty lion, when this noble beast lay ensnared and

entangled in a net ; it was slow and tiresome work for the
tiny benefactor to nibble now luiere, now there, wherever its
small teeth could fatid a vulnerable or yielding spot : but a

determination and decision of purpose, coupled witn an
undaunted and fearless perseverance, have given "ssue time
and again to, achievements even greater, though still less

promising, than the undertaking of the little mouse in the
fable, but for those who, can yet take heart, in the face of
possible failure, I think half the battle is won.

In introducing a second effort to the public, I beel
called upon to avail myself of the opportunity it affords me,
of thariking raany readers for the kindness and consideration
extended to my first. It was kind of them to have dwelt at

length upon its few redeeming traits, and to have touched
lightl'y and gently upon the cruder and more faulty ones

it -was kind of them. to have taken into account evelry
circumstance which had any bearing upon the nature of the

work : to have alluded to the youth and inexperience of the



writer. It was kind, even of those who took it upon

themselves to aver, not in the hearing of the authoress

herself, but elsewhere, that the composition was far from

being original. This làtter verdict would have been the

highest tribute of all to the talent and erudition of the

authoress, had they who uttered it been capable or

responsible judges of literary merit. Being of that class,

instead, who feel it urgent upon them to say something,

however garrulous or silly, when a local topic agitates their

immediate sphere, the authoress has not much reason for

hoping that their intention was really to flatter her maiden

effort, by purposely mistaking it for the mork of an older,

and abler hero of the quill ; however, if it might have

been worthy of a maturer mind and more powerful pen,

in their eyes, a high compliment is necessarily insinuated,

even there, for the humble writer.
If the present story can lighten the burden of an idle

hour of sickness or sorrow ; if it may shorten the time of

waiting, or distract the monotony of travel ; if it may strike

a key-note of common sympathy between its author and

its reader, where the shallow side of nature is regretfully

touched upon; if ;t may attract the potent attention of even

one of those whose words and actions regulate the tone and

tenor of our social life, to the urgency of encouraging,

promoting and favouring the principles of an active Christian

morality, whose beauty lies, not in the depths or vastness of

1 0 ts abstract conceptions, but in its earnest, humble, and

tireless labours for the advancement of men's spiritual and

temporal welfare-if it may do any one of these things, it

shall have more than realized the fond and fervent wish of

the authors heart: it shall have reaped her a golden harvest

for the tiresome task she has just accomplished, and shall

have stimulated anew her every energy, to associate itself

Preface.IV4
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more strongly and ardently than ever, with the cause which
strugg'es foir rnen)s freedoni from ethe fetters of a sordid and

tyrant worldliness.
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The Doctor's Daugi'ter,

C nAPTER I.

C IVE-AND-THIRTY years ago, before many of my
fair Young readers were in,,1icted with the burdens
of life, there came into this greàt world, under themost ordinary and unpretending circumstances,a helpless little baby girl : a dear, chubby, littlething, who at that moment, if never afterwards in the longand intricate course of her mortal career, looked every jotas interesting and as promising of a possible extraordinary

destiny as did the little being who, some years beforethat, opened her eyes for the first time upon the elegantsurroundings of a chamber in Kensington Palace; andneither the Princess Louise of Sachsen-Koburg, nor Edwardthe Duke of Kent, were any more elated or gratified overthe grand event whàch came into their lives on the twenty-àourth of May, in the year of Our Lord i8.rg, thanAmeyand Alfred Hampden were on the eighth of December, 185-,at the advent of this little stranger into their humble home.Euried in baby finery, this unsuspecting newcomerslumbered contentedly in a dainty cot. The room. wassilent and darkened, the bright morning sunshine beingshut out by the heavy CUrtains which were carefully drawnecross the window: there was a ring of rare contentment
in the crackle and purr of the wood-stove, that filled aremote corner of the room with its comfortable presence :and the sustaining spirit of wedded love, was as pro-nouncedly omnipresent as befitted the interesting occasion.

Thus, so far as the eye of those who prognosticate
from existing circumstances could see, there was everyprospect of comfort and happiness in the dawning future,

1
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for thiS passive little bundle of humanity lving in state in
her neatly furnished basket-cradle ; whether it pleased his
reverence Father Time, or not, to subscribe thus obligingly
to the wishes of a concerned few, is a secret which iny pen

can best tell.
So strangely do the destinies of men and women

resolve themselves out of every day circumstances, that
philosophers and moralists, with their choicest erudition,
are ofttimes puzzled over the solution of a mysteriously
chequered lifé, which they will not allow was guided by
the most natural and common-place accidents of existence.

That there are certain premises, from which the tenor
of a yet unlived life can be more or less accurately antici-
pated, no one will deny. There are certain surroundings,
certain particular circumstances, that, frorn time immemorial
have never failed to, proluce certain infallible results ; but,

these abnormal pauses, and unforeseen interruptions, that,
time and again, have made of hurnan lives the very thing

against which appearances were guarding them, are, it may
be providentially, held outside o4 the range of man's moral
vision, and screen themselves in ambusIi along elther side

of the seemingly smooth vista, that spans the interval for

certain indrvidual human lives, between time and
eternity.

Such a high-sounding title as predestination, seems to

lose much of its potent charm when mre take an interesting
etxistence into our hands, to dissect it, and analyse it, and

reduce it to a rational origin. Like decades of heterogeneous
pearls, a human career with all its varied details, glides

through the fingers of the moral anatomist, each fraction

standing out by itself, suggesting its own real or relative
importance, yet associating itself ever with the test,

inaking of the whole a more or less intricate, and, at best,
a very uneven chain.

When we consider that all the bewildering throng
around and about us havelgvolved into their present

conditions of misery or joy from a passivc and innocent
babyhood, we are mystified and awe-stricken; there is so

much inequality among the lots and portions rif the children
of men, that it cornes strangely home to us in out reverie,



1

.n to realize that the, starting-point is, for one and all, the greatis and the lowly, one and the same.
y In its cradle, or on its rnother's breast, the human.n creature knows no special individuality . but when therails of the cradÀ'e have been clirnbed ov'er, and the first.n foot-print stamped unaided upon the cg sands of time," ait distinct personality has been established, which is the.1j embodiment of possible, probable, or uncertain influences
y -a personality which grows avd thrives upon internai
y stimulants adnu-nistered. by an exparding mind and heart,1'ý. leans almost entirely for support upon the ex-)r ternal accidents of fate or fortune that may came in its% way.'SY Were we as thoroughly penetrated with this conviction

al as we should be, how différent would be the issues of manytý human careers ? Could we accustom ourselves to mediltatet5 upon thü.. truth as"seriously as we would upon a religious one,.ig to examine our conscience froin it as from a reliable stand-iy point every day of our lives, what a flood of sympathy and.al Christian charity would be let. loose upon the social worldle from converted hearts ?
:)r When men and women will thoroughly understand theid strange and intimate frame-work of human society, the wailof the pessimist will be soothed and hushed forever forto then will they realize how dependent we poor morta"s are
19 upon each other for sorrows or joys : then will it be'plain.-id to them that no human life, however obscure, howeverus triffing, is an unféeling thing, apart from every other,,es outside the daïly contact of every other.
:)n Ah 1 we think, that God's creation, in all itsý grandeur-PÉN and unrivalled beauty, would be Ettle worth, to a creatureist, born to five and enjoy it alone: and the infinite Wisdom1 decreed otherwise, when it gave unto man a friend and
S4 companion in the first moments of his existence ; but is theýng world ýess desolate, less empty to a million hearts, becausemillion others inhabit it as well ? Has God's ori inalCnt intention concerning the mutual love and companionship ofgo His creatures, survived unto the present day? I think the,en record of each reader's large or small experience willie, answer this question for him eagerly enough,

07,17
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That these prelirninary reflectiOns should be the out-

growth of such an ordinary event as the caming of a new

baby into the already crowded world inay seetn extravagant

in more ways than one: but my object, as the reader will

see, is only to, remind the forgetful majorlty, that there are

necessarily many reasons why men and worfien. who have

had a common startingý-point in hfe, should find thernselves

ere long at such different goals.
I would suggest to them. to consider the essential.

impressionability of the human heart, especiallIr in its period

of early development, to examine the nature of every

external. influence that weighs upon it, and if the innocence

of childhood has been recklessly forfeited with tilne, to

reserve their judgment until every aspect of the circum-

stances has been impartially vïewed.
I do not deny that the cradle in which 1 passed the

first hours of comfort and ease 1 have ever known, was

rocked by a hand as lovîng as that which rested caressingly

upon the royal brow of the baby Victoria. From the very

first I was a peculiarly situated child, surounded by many

comforts of which the majority of well-born children are

deprived, and deprived of many comforts by which lowly-

born children are surrounded. 1 was happiest whm, I was

toa young to distinguish between pleasure and pain, and, as

it were to, provide for the erraptiness of much of my after

life, destiny willed that iny meraory should be the strongest

and most comforting faculty of my soul. nd
My mother died when I was but a few clays old, w--

thus it is that I have never known the real love or care of a

true parent. Before 1 had celebrated my third bitrth -Y

there was another Mrt Hampden presiding over our house-

hold, but she was not my mother. This 1 never learned as

a direct fact, in simple words, until 1 had arown oider ; but

tbere is another éhannel through which truths of -this

sorrowful. nature oftentimes find their way st nge

suspicions were creeping by degrees into iny heart wWich

with tirne gained great headway, and resolved th eraselves

into a questioning doubt, whether there had not been a day

when anather, and a kinder face bent over my littie cot and

smiled upon me with a sweetness that did not chin ànd

estrange nie frorn it
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I had never been toid in simple words, that my ownmother lay under one of those tall silent tombston thegraveyard, where old HannaI4 our tried and trusetswtonrthyservant, was wOnt tO go at times and pray. No one hadwhispered to me that my fathers second wife was, by right,a stranger to the most sacred affections of my ycung soul,but I learned the truth by mysel£
When my growing heart began to seek and ask for thetender, patient solicitude, which is to, the child what thelight and ktat of the simmer sun are to the frailest tendril,no answer came to my mute appeal. My little weaknessesand childish errors were never met with that endurinforbearance wluch is the distinctive outgrowth of a lov * gmaternity. My trifling joys were rarely smiled upone Mypetty sorrows never shared nor soothed by that unsym-pathetic guardian of rny youth, and so I grew up by myself0 a strane sort of isolation, alienated in heart and spiritfroin those with whom. of necessity 1 came in daily contact.And yet in many ways, my fathers' wife bestowed bothcare and consideration upon me. My physical necessitieswere ever becomingly attended to. 1 was allowed to sit atthe table with her, which privilege suggested no lack ofsubsta 1 and dainty proviaions, and my governess was anaccomphshed and very discreet lady, whom my step-mothersecured after much trouble and worry ; but here the limitwas drawn toher self-imposed da-les; having done thismuch she rested satisfied that she had so far outstepped theobligations of her Leutral positioa.

When I look back upon this period from, the observ&tory of to-day, 1 can afford, to be more impartial in myjudgments than 1 was in my youth and immaturity. I knownow, that my fathers secoud wi;e was natu"ally one of thoseseifish, narrow-hearted wona£n, Who never go outside oftheir personal lot to taste or give pleasure She had notthe fwntest conception of what the cravings or desires of atruly sensitire, nature rnay be, and therefore knew nothingof the possible c-onsequences of the cold and unféelingneglect with whicà my young Ufe was blightecL
And even, liad anycme told her, that her every wordand action were calculated to rnake a deep-rooted im-
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0 upon me, she would have shrugged her shoulders
ression

pettishly, I doubt notý and declared that it was Il not her

fault," that Il some people were enough to provoke a sa b nt)p

This was the wornan whorn the learned Doctor

Hampden brought home to, conduct his household. He

had found her under the gas-light at a fashionable gathering,

and was taken with her, he hardly knew why. She was hot

very handsome, nor very winning, and certainly, not very

clever, but her family was a rare and tender off-shoot from

an unquestionably ancient and time-honored aristocracy,,

and, in consequence, she carried her head high enough

above the ordinary social level, to have attracted a still

more potent attention than Dr. Hampden's.

1 have heard that many a brow was arched in question.

ing surprise, when the engagement was formally announced,

and that nothing but the ripening years of the prospective

bride could have reconciled her more sympathetic friends

who belonged to that class of curious meddlers that infest
0

every society from pole to pole.
My father was undoubtedly a gentlemam, and this was

most condescendingly adinitted by his wifes fastidious

côterie. A gentleman by birth, by instinct, in dress,

manners, taste, profession, and general bearing. Moreôver,

he was a gentleman of social and political influence, whose

name had crept into joumals and newspapers of popular

fâme: in other words, he was one of "the men" of his day,

with a voice upon all public matters that agitated his

immediate sphere. Wherever he went, he was a gentleman

of consequence, and carried no mean individuality with

him: he was that sort of a man ont expects to find married

and settled in life, though here conjecture about him must

bt-gin and end.
There are not a few men of his stamp in the world,

and the reader 1 doubt not has met theui as frequently as I

have mysel£ Sometimes they are pillars of the state, lzaders

of political parties, with their heads full of abstract calcula-

tions and wonderful statistics. Again they are scientists, c

of a more or less exalted standing, artists, antiquarians,

agnoblics, and undertakers, and they are all harmiess, t-

respectable Benedicts, you know it without being told. ft

The -Doctor's Dazýghter
8



Flie Doctor's Daug1jeý.

You conclude it frorn instinctively suggested premises, andyet in resting at such an ilnportant conclusion nothingcould have persquaded you to halt at the every day) half-wahouse of courtship. Iý. y
These men impress their fellow-men with the strange-belief that matrirraony was for them a pre-ordained, forechôsen.vocation, a thing to be done systematically according- toreasons and rules, and the trivial mind that would fain dwellupon a time in such methodical lives, when heart predomi-nated, over head inust apologize to the world of sentimentand pass on to some less sensitive point of consideration.My fathe4 as I have said, was quite a consequentialindividual, his very white, and very stiff. and very shiningshirt-front insinuated as much ; his satiny black broadclothconfirmed it, and even the little flk guard, that rested con-sciously upon his immaculate linen, sustained the presump-tion. But for those and a few other reason% he was lookectupon as a man of rigid method and severe discipline, a manoutside the grasp of ordinary human susceptibiliaty, or, inS more familiar terms, a raan " without a heart.,,S I remember, on one particular occasion, when the oft-ruffled serenity of my step-mother's temperament waswonderfully ag7,taied, that she reproached him rnost touch-ingly for the utter absence of this tender, palpitating organ ;.r and turning towards her with a smile of the blandest amuse-ment, he explained to her, in a tone of remonstrative,S sarcasm, -aying two rigid fingers of one hand argumenta-in tively in the open palm of the other, " thaf no man could,h live without a heart," that it was an essential elenient of,d existence, that its professional name was derived from the.2fel Latin cor or cordis, that it Was " the great central organ. ofcirculatîon, with its base directed backward. towards thej9 spine, and its point, forward and downward, towards theI left side, and that at each contraction it would be felt,rs striking between the fifth and sixth ribs about four inches,a- from the medium line. So you see, my dear he con-bS5 cluded calm.1y and coldly, that you talk nonsense, whenýS7 ýou say I have no heart.71 Tàat was my fathers disposi-%S7 tion ; to suspect that any one, or anything else could hotN#ùn.d. for the privilege of making his heart beat, except this.



natural physical contraction, were a vain and empty surmise

indeed. And yet he had been twice married ; the question

rnay suggest itself, had he ever loved ? I dare say he had

analysed his amative propensity thororghly, and knew to

what extent it existed within him, but when a man can

reconcile himself to the belief that on the Il middle line of

the, skull, at the back part of his head, there is a long pro-
u

jection, below which, and between two similar protuberancesq

is his ôrgan of amativenessj» or that by which he learnsa yy ethinks
the lesson of lifé, the sad, sad lesson of loving, m

he is not outraged by a public opinion which casts him

down in disgust froin the pedestal of respectable humanity,

and this option 1 will leave to the reader, even though the

subject in this instance be my own parent

Whether his second wife, and the only Mrs. Hampden

with whom we shall have t:) deal, was disappointed

in her expectations of her husband, or not, is a some-

thing which 1 could only suspect, or at most, arrive at from.

the indications of appearances, as I arn entirely ignorant of

what the nature of such expectations may have been.

The domestic atmosphere of our home was apparently

healthy, and untroubled by foreign or unpleasant elements;

ou,£,* surroundings were apparently comfortable, and the

family apparently satisfied. What more could be desired ?

Critics complain of the indiscreet writer, who raises the

thick impenetrable veil, which is supposed to screen a

do-nestic, political or social grievance from the common

eye of all three conditions. Even he who makes a little

rand, with his own pen, for his own ambition's sake, is not

pardoned, and so if every picture which the world holds up

to view, presents a fair and brilliant surface, whose business

may it be to ask in an insinuating tone., whether the other

side 's just as enchanting or not?
If the world insists upon calling an apparently happy

home, happy in reality, then ours was indisputably so, but

the world and 1 have long since ceased to agree upon

matters of such a nature.
My father was married for some time to, his second

wife before any rnaterial change came into their live-.s. I

took advantage of the interval and grew considerably, having

0 0 a

-Tlie Doctos Daugliter10
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proved a most opportune victim on many an occasion for mydisappointed step-rnother-s ill-humour. This latter person-age had contracted several real or imaginary disorders andabsorbed her own soul, wath all its most tender attributes, inher constant demand and need for a sympathy and solicitudewhich were nowhere to be found. Her husband had retiredby degrees into the exclusive refuge of his scientific andliterary pursuits, and lived as effectually apart from the wo-man he had married, as far as friendly intercourse and mutualS confidence were concerned, as though they were strangers.r.
And yet, whenever Mrs. Hampden found herself wellenough to go out, my father accompanied her with thee most amiable urbanity; thus, from. time to tirne, they ap-ýn peared among the gay côterie to which they always belongedýd in name, looking as happy and co-ntented as most husbandsMbý and wives do, who, for half a dozen years or so, have beenýwP trying one another's patience with more or less success..n Thus by a strange unfitnesà of things, wil' one unheeded3f uncared-for little life drift out by itself into'an, open sea of'ly dan ers and difficulties, with nothing more wholesome to,distnact it during the long lonely hours of many successivedays, as they come and go, than its own morbid tendencies.-ie Necessarily, this abnormal growth of an impressionable? young soul, began to speak for itself in accents which weuld.ie have caught the ready, willing ear"of an attentive parent,a had mine been such. In my twelfth year 1 was as much a

:)n woman as I am to-day, matured and hardened by an ex--le
ot perience that would have blighted a more yielding and less-ip obdurate spirit.

ISS Convinced, that in point of fact, I was alone in theNo er world, dependent upon my own resourceà for whatever littletruant ray of sunshine I might get from, the golden flood
py that illuminated the world oitside me, and forced by rigid,)ut arbitrary circumstances to train my growing convictions intoDnmany a hazardous channel, left to myself to grope amongthe dawning mysteries of life, that are a burden to age andnd experience even when lightened by the helping hand of aI common sympathy, I ceased before long to struggle againstng these abstract fbes that made a mockerý of my childishstrength and resistance.

2
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For the first few years of my life, therefore, I had been
my uwn care, my own and only friend, and oftentimes my

own-but not only--enemy. Occasionally my father chatted
with me, but that was mostly when I was in good humour,

and would not let him get an insight into the secret work-
ings of my busy little heart. But, even supposing I had,
with a child's instinctive confidence in its parent, gone to

him in my lonely hours, and thrown my hands convulsively
about his neck, to tell my tale of trifling woeswhat difference
would it have made ? Very little. He would have giveri
me a silver coin or 4-wo, and told me to run away and amuse

myself, that he wa., busy and could not spare his time for
idle amusement. No one knew this better than I did; the

memory of one such experiment tried in my very earïy youth
will never leave my mind: it seemed to me that no future,

however laden with compensating joys, could efface the
&eary outlines which this childish experience had stamped
upcn my heart j

That day, when full of a pent-up sorrow I had boldly
decided to, seck- fort on my fathers knee, is, and ever
will be, a living, breathing pre.,d=nt to me. In stifled sobs, 1
tried to tell my little tale of grief, anci wns about to bury
my tear-stained face upon his shoulder, when he raised his

eyes impatiently, and brushed away, with a peevish gesture,
one of my salt tears that lay appealingly upon the smooth
broadcloth covering of his arm: he chided me for crying

so, very immoderately, saying, he hated " little girls that
cried," and drawing a silver piece from his pocket, he
fslipped into my little trembling hand, and banished merom the room.

I never forge this, for my dignified, gent)x.,manly father,
although in my outward conduct there was nothing which
insinuated the slightest reproach for the pain he had given
me on that occasion.

When I left his cheerless presence, I remember going
back to my play-room and throwing myself wearily into my
little rocking-chair, where, with my face turned to, the wall,
I cried as if my baby-heart would break.

Here I rehearsed each feature of my bitter disappoînt-
ment, and as my young spirit rose in proud and angry revolt

The Doctor)s Daughter.12
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against a fate that could wound me so undeservedly, Iflung the wretched co'n, with which my thoughtless parentsought to buy his easé and comfort from me, violently uponthe floor.
Through my blinding tears I watched it roll quietlyover the carpet and stop suddenly against the prostratefigure of a doll that lay at a little distance from where I sat.This incident changed the whole tenor of my rebelliousthought ; in the earlier part of the day I had dressed thisdoll in very fine clothes, intending to carry ît to the houseof a poc-er neighbor, who lived in the rear of my father'spremises, and whose baby-girl. was confined, through somehopeless deformity, to the narrow limits of an invalid chair.Sorriething prevented me from. carrying out thisgenerous design at the time, but the discarded coinunexpectedly revived my abandoned project, and turnedmy thoughts into a pleasant channel. 1 rose up and driedmy eyes, and putting on my littie sun-bonnet, gatliered -alpthe fashionable wax lady and the piece of despis..,d mcney,and stealing down a quiet back-stairway, I went out on mymission of charity.

When I reached the home of my litfle invalid friend,I peered noiselessly in at the window, as was my custom '
lest, perhaps, I should awaken her ftoni one of her quietslumbers, but this time she was not sleeping; she satupright in her chair with pillows at her back, and her thinhair fell from. her bowed head over the worn and dog-earedpages of her niotheïs prayer-book. It was her only othercompeinion, besides her mother and me, and through manylong, lonely hours she was wont to turn the leaves backwardand forward, dwelling witb the instinctive reverence ofunsullied childhood, upon ', the hornely and inartistic:representations it contained of the beautiful Drama of theRedemption.

Such things, though seemingly trifling to relate, at thisremote period, when the sinful and fbolish vanities of theworld have crowded themselves in between. nie and mycherished inemories of that holy epoch, I now regard asthe true and unmistakeable key-note of my after life.For, was it not to little Ella Wrav 1 fint qqzQllmorl
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attitude of the worldling: subscribing to the laws and

exigencies of conventionality before 1 had suspected the

existence of such an influence? When she praised me,

and thanked me., and urcred me to be grateful to the kind

Father who had willed my surroundings to, be those of

comfort and prosperity, what did 1 do? Good reader 1 1

smiled half consciously, and thus sanctioned her bellef in

my dornestic happiness. 1 veiled the sorrow that dwelt in

m.a4Rl '71%0'ý.-ID----MIr '£7fllnCY 'hP51rt with the- shaclowc; of a borrowed playfulness,

and I sullied the b-by innocence of my unsuspecting soul

with a smiling lie.
But even in its infancy, human nature is prone to, every

passing weakness that assails it. To know that other eyes

looked out from a narrower sphere upon my individual

portion, and found it rich in advantages over many others :

to feel that in spite of all my harassing little cares, --my

life could assume an exterior aspect of smoothness and

happiness, was z: short-lived, though powerful stimulant,

even to, my childish heart ; and 1 could not fcérfeit the

small pleasure I took in the consciousness, that at least my

sufferings were hidden, though my pleasures were widely

known, by laying bare the actual condition of my affairs.

Naturally enough, this feeling has but strengthened

and matured with time and experience, and to-day, scattered

broadcast over the world, are friends of my childhood, my

girlhood, and m womanhood, who look upon mi-P life as a

tolerably beauti thing, set apart by a lenient destiny for a

perpetual sunshine to brighten.
Ah well 1 Who knows, in this strange world whether

there are many happier than 1 ? May it not be that other

faces wear the mask of miles with which 1 myself have

played a double part? I think 1 know enougli of human

nature now, to suspect with Ireason, that this livery of

contentment and joy which dazzles our eyes at intervals, as

we review the multitudes of the laucrhing and the gay, is a

thing to be put on and off at will, like any other garment

and hence is it that the earthly happiness of men and

women Ls susceptible of a relative definition only, 1 do not

wish to argue that such a thing as happiness itself has

bezome as obsolete in our day as hoop-skirts and side-
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Combs, for, frorn the earliest reflect;ons I have ever indulged
in, 1 have concludýýd that it is quite easy to attain to, atolerable degree of happiness, if external influences be nottoo desperately at variance with our efforts to arrive at itstempting #oal : and even now, when I have made my waythrough sorne of the densest and darkest fegs of experience,
I know I should be happy yet, if, some day, I may see themasses in revolt against the unjust tenets of nineteenth
century convenances, and advocating in its stead the beautituldoctrine of Il soul to soul as hand to, hand. "

Possibly, all these regretfül conclusions are a sec ' iuel tothe early disappointments and sorrows «of my younger days,for ' 1 admi4 that though I thrived after a fashion undertheir depressing influence, they had, most necessarily, apeculiar effect upon my temperament.
The one thing that wearied me above and more thanall others, was the changeless monotony of my existence ;every day a tiresome repetition of another, which forced meto attribute little or no value to bine.

was not old enou-rh to be sent to school, althoucrh Ihad entered upon what is called the years of discretion, butmy fathers wife had a high-bred fear, lest in sending me toan educational. establishnhent I should indulge my uncouthtendencies by cultivating unfashionable acquaintances, thatin after years, might possibly, in some remote, indefiniteway, reflect upon her own unimpeachable dignity. %
There carne a day, however, when exacting circurn-stances obliged her to look upon the prospect of placing me

r at school with a more impartial. eye. A change was creeping,slowly, but surely, into our lives : hard'y for the better inone way, and yet, in the end, I must acknowledge, that toit I owe much of the happiness I have ever known,
)f W-hether or not my obdurate step-mother was in reality
-S as susceptible as a woman should be, I am not free to say ;
a but when, after a few years of wedded life, the prospect ofmaternity began to, grow less shadowy and more reliable,
.d her heart did seern to swell at rare intervals with a real, or
A assumed pity for the little woman who had been left to
is wander about motherless and friendless, spending her young
e- life, unheeded, among the cheerless apartments of her ownfather's house.
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While this new phase of existence was unfolding itself
before her eyes, like the lava from a long-slumbering

volcano, a kind word or deed was born now and then of
the momentary influence. She would stroke my head with
a gesture of repenting, amending tenderness, give me a
bunch of gay ribbons for my last new doll, or efýn read me
a thrAling tale from my ChÀ-.stmas book of nursery fictions ;
but that impulse was necessarily short-lived, and once it

became spent, the crater of her heart closed up again, and
all was as cold and quiet as before.

To my untutored mind, this relaxation, limited though
it was, became a perplexing myStery. I was conscious of no

improvement in my attitude towards iny step-mother, I had
not even wisbed, or det-ermined to show her any more
rnarked affection or respect than I had ever done, and this,
to tell the truth, was precious little.

I did not know then, that this generous impulse of hers
was independent of her own desird,.,. or will, that it filied her
heart without her sanction or command, just as her lifé-
blood did; that it permeated her very being, when she

neither sought nor expected it, and that as it was self-
creative, so would it of itself find a satisfactory outlet in
expressions and actions of tender womanly solicitude.

As soon as my half-brother made his entrance -Into the
world, however, things took another turn. I was no longer

the free, unfettered creature I had been for the first part of
my life. I could no longer dispose of my days and hours

as I liked best, but was on the contrary forced to devote
many of them to, occupations of a most distasteful nature.

The coming of this insignificant stranger into our
home seemed a disturbing and restless evil in my eyes.
Naturally my stepmother was beside herself with ecsiCacy,
but why should she have expected the rest of the household
.i.ço be as absurdly enthusiastic ?

When baby slept, the silence and stilïness of death were
sacredly and solemn1y imposed upon ali, When baby was
awake, the clatter provoked for its infantship's pleasure was
nomme and deaféning to, all.

With the advent of this undesirable relative into our
home is associated, for me, the remembrance of all such
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impatient entreaties as, "Amey, bring your toys here to'Ig baby-Arney. come and sing to baby-Amey, come andof rock baby to sleep»-and 1, though striving to encourage,th a good intention and a hopeful outlook, finally succumbeda to the very human perversity of my soul, and when everyle atom of ordinary endurance had given out, I realized that Iýs ; had ended by loathing the very name, or sight, or idea ofit the unwelcome baby.
.id Then, came a fresh burden of domestic worries to myunfortunate step-mother. She could not trust her darlingah to the care of servants; each one that she tried seemed10 determined to ki"I the little idol, they handled it as roughlyad and carelessly as'if it were an ordinary baby ; shook it whtn)re it screamed and refused to rock it while it slept In theend, with the undaunted heroism. of unselfish. maternid-y, sheresigned herself wholly and entirely to, the exclusive care ofýrs her beloved offspring, ministering to its ever increasina and.er multiplying wants, with an admirable forebearance andfe- kindness. Poor woman 1 she found more than ample fieldle for her patience ard perseverance.>.# 1 f- Blest with the healthiest of lungs, my new step--brotherin bad no scruples about asserth.g himself loudly andpeevishly at all hours of the day and night rending the airle with prolonged and impatient screams that wounded the.7er sensitive mother's heart deeply, and irritated the rest of theof household beyond endurance.

ars By degrees its much tried parent was made to realizeAe fhat this noisy acquisition to her hom. e was consideredunquestionably and irreclaimably, her own. No one)ur envied it to her, and as no one sought to share any-es. of the possible benefits that might follew in its wake, neithe.£y$ did they seek to bear any of the burden of its existenl.--%e ir,ild the smallest detail.
The overjoyed, yet afflicted mother, was we'coïme 4,.Za, r e whatever corrifort or happiness her prophetic soul foresa-wvas as a recompense to all this endless worry- and trouble.vas Even my father grew unsympathetic, and act-ually arose onenight when baby's plaintive minor key was resourndý*ng:)ur t.rough the house, and closed his bed-room door m" tàch emphatically, to keep out the disturbing echoes tha Uadt %.r'sbroken in upon his comfortable repose.

OR



None of this passed unnoticed by n.y fretted step-
mother, whose open soul absorbed every passing instance of

this nature, and stowed away its keen impressions to be
acted upon later, when time had modified her responsi-

bilities, and granted her a little respite from the troubles of
to-day.

In the agitated meanwhile I had begun to try my
young wings. I felt myself growing inwardly and outwardly;

something was stirring my heart with unusual palpitations.
I was beginning to realize that life after all did not mean

what daily passed within the narrow arena of my home;
something whispered to nie that outsicïe those paltry limits,

far away over all the spires and chimney-tops, where the sky
was so bright and blue, life, real life, unfolded itself under

many a varied aspect, and with this suspicion, sprung up a
hngering dissatisfaction, a longing for something which no
words of mine could define.

How clearly does this epoch of my life stand forth
from the dreary background of experience as I look at it

from the watch-tower of to-day? Fàiow I know now that
this was the iarewell passage of my childhood, which was

winging its flight, and leaving me to struggle with the naked
realities of life, which had hitherto been bidden and un-

dreamt of mysteries to me.
Ah ! that passage of childhood, what a void it makes

in the growing heart; and how quietly its place is filled by
unwortnier influences. Does all the abstract wealth,, which
there might be in the growth and development of those who

learn the alphabet of life upon our knee, take one pang from
the natural and pardonable sorrow with which. we watch the
heavy footprint of an inevitable experI*---%.nce, crushing out the
Lut frail remnant of childhood, frorn the hearts of those who

such a little while before were our Il 'Little ones ?"
There is something far more appealing to the parent's

beart in the half worn stocking of the child who toddled
from its cradle to its grave, than in the mighty quill of her

grey-haired poet son, rusted though it be in the service of
his art. In the broken stem of an unfinished hfe, a mother
mourns a host of possibilities that can never now be
realized; if we may credit the prophecies of such sorrowing
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mothers who, bending over the cradle from which some:)f baby-spirit has just passed into the kingdom of the littleones, tell in broken accents of sorrow and regret of all thepromises of goodness and greatness which have been:)f sacrificed with that lifé, we must truly admit that the worldin all its wrealth of heroes, bolà and brave, its bards, itsy poets, its grand masters of the quill, the chisel and the brush '
1 ; has not on record such anotier career as has been blighted'S. in its bloom. each time the stern death-angel stood besiden an infant's cot

And, if there are evil 'ç in our day which no human-SI power can. baffle or subdue, with which reason and morals.,y are struggling in vain, we must not forget, as we dwell upon,er them, what the possible, nay even probable mission was, ofa each little pair of dimpled hands that lie crossed on each10 still unheaving bosom, wherein might have been buriedsecrets and mysteries which the world will now never know.th Yet, methinks, this transit from the cradle to the coffinit is not so sad in all its bearings as that other death of.at childhood, which introduces us, not into a safe and definiteas eternity, but only into another phase of temporal lifé;>a- d when the toys and the picture books are stowed away, whenthe mind and heart are awakeni*ng in their beautiful,untarnished susceptibility tc, the impressions of a world ofperils and of sorrows.
:)y Not unlike our final passage is it either, for we go-eh through it once, and once oniy, and from its threshold our10 footsteps are directed towards good or evil, for after-life.)M Ut us rernember this always, when we are tempted to pass132 our rigid judgments upon our fellow-creatures. Let us not,he lose sight of these occult impediments of fate, that may haveILO caused our fallen brother to halt and stagger in the way ofrighteousness altnost in spite of his watcLýfulness and eager't% intentions- to do what is good0.ed Without wearying the reader with a detailed account,ier of that period of tny hfe immediately associated with theof advent of my interesting half-brother, I can permit myself,ier to mention a few things which were only a very naturalbe outgrowth of this altered condition of cur dornesti' affairs.-Ing First and foremost be it understood that I looked upon
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this new-comer as a contribution sent by nature to fill up the
gap that existed between my step-motheis affections and

mine, and naturally enough, according as this child grew he
drifted our two lives farther and farther asunder. He

absorbed all the latent sympathy and love from the maternal.
beart, and as such ardent sentiments had long been aliens

from my breast, he had nothing to draw from the second
source but a placid and harmless indifference.

My father held a reception occasionally in his sanctum,
whither baby was carried with great pomp and ceremony tc)
be smiled upon approvingly until his good humour ga-ee

way, as soon as the little features wrinkled ominously my
father waved his hand towards the door, escorting mother, and

child, and nurse with tne most eager courtesy out of the room.
I need not tell my readers that the machinery of our

dome,-«,)tic life was sadly awry; neither in separate parts, nor
as a whole, did it work properly or satisfactonly, the metal
was harsh and the little wheels could never be got to run

briskly or smoothly. How could they ? I think of all. the
hopeless conditions on earth, that which aspires to be able

to blend human lives together, which have no more leaning
towards one another than virtue to vice, is the maddest and
vainest of all.

An absence of common sympathies between two human
hearts, will drift them apart in spite of the hugest efforts
that can be made to attract them to a point of mutual
intelest; they who hope either by subterfuge or unselfish

zeal, t-.) reconcile phases of human character that have not
originally sprung ftom. a common root of harmonious unison
or contrast, are as sure to see their ambition as ingloriously

deféated as if they had revived the search for the
philosopher% stone.

And yet how much estrangement there is among men
end women who, if they had never been bound together by
the sacred and solemn pledges of wedded love, are supposed
still to live according to a precept of universal chârity ?

How indifferent they become to one another's fortune or
fate ? How repulsive to them the very suggestion of
enterir% generously into one anothers lives to share each
other's pleasures and pains ?
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The world is full of this occult antagonism ; every dayChristians, as I have known thern, look upon the happinessor sorrow of their brother toilers as so much subtracted fromtheir own glad or miserable experience. Hence do theybegrudge the smiles of fortune that cheer another lifeoutside their own, and are so easily satisfied to see furrowson other brows than their own. I know that the humanheart is instinctively covetous of earthly happin(.àss, and, innine cases out of ten argues that its end justifies the means,whatever they may be, of insuring it. But I also know, thatthose fitfül flashes of sunlight that cross the ath ofpstruggling mortals in the course of an ordinary human life,are too visionary and short-lived to begin to repay us for theunworthy barter of our better selves, which is the price"ofsuch transient joys. 0
What is real happiness but a memory or an anticipa-tion P Do we realize that it presides over our daily lives ?not until it has becorne a thing of the past ; and as for thehappiness of anticipation, it is not worth much when wetake into account the vague uncertainty of the issues of time,and the instability of unborn to-morrows.

In a word then, our pleasure is nothing but a negativesensation wh;le it lasts; we are conscious that, for the timebeing, the burdensome fetters of sorrow are loosened, andour souls expand in a glorious freedom, the power of fate istemporarily suspended, the pressure is removed froin ourspirit which soars about in its native ellement, like a captive)t bird set free, flapping its poor paralysed wings that frorn1 long imprisonrnènt have almost forgotten their use-buty pain !
e Ah 1 surely no one questions whether pain is a positivesensation or not ; no one at least whose head has beenn bowed by adversity until his lips have touched the bittery waters, and tasted perhaps largely of their unpleasantness!ï Pain is vastly more to, the human heart than the absence ofP pleasure ; pain is not merely an emptiness, or void, created)r by the flight of more cheerful influences ; it has a more)f definite and distinct acceptation than this would allow; ith bas as many dark and melancholy meanings as there aresufféring souls in existence; it has its phases of youth and
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maturity, now hopeful, now despairing, eaher our enemy or
our friend.

It professes to dwell among the chiidren of men with
the very strictest impartiality, for pain is an aristocrat and a
pauper; pain rides in fine carriacres, and clothes itself in fine
linen ; it smiles and sings as often as it mourns and weeps
pain is learned, and it is ignorant ; it underlies the deepest,
tenderest love, and it 'instigates the darkest, bitterest
hatred ; in a word it is a weed which infests the very

choicest parterres of our minds and hearts, it thrives among
the buds and blossoms of men's intellects, and abounds
above all among the flowers and fruits of his affections ; it

is indigenous to both soils, and no toiler, however industrious
or persevering, has ever yet succeeded in subduing its
ravages.

It is no wonder then that we Sometimes go on a wild-
goose chase after pleasure ; it is not surprising that the

wisest of us make foolish attempts to, grasp the wi'Ll-o'-the-
wisp that has been coaxing and deceiving men for centuries.
It is surprising that our persistent self-confidence persuades

our better sense that where countless generations of pleasure-
seekers have failed we can hope to succeed.

This parenthetical deviation is the fruit of my deep
reflections concerning this early period of my development ;
it is the web which the deft fingers of my memory have

woven around many a quiet reverie ; the substance of many
fire side cooritation, the phantoms of many a twilight's

dreaming.
I doubt not, that in that world of speculative opinions

and questionings, I have met the kindred spints of many of
my fellow beings, clad in the ideal personality with which

rny thought invests people, at the cross of those four great
roads towards which, from all corners of the earth, the

spirits of mankind come trooping. We have only to close
our lids upon our external surroundings and swift as thought
itself is our passage intc that fairy land of our reverie.

As early as my tenth year 1 had begun to build, castles
in the open fire and to people the gloaming with whispering

shadows ; somehow the habit has grown with me through all
11these years, with this difference, however: in the reveries of
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r MY wo-manhood the heroes and heroines come to met> 1 , frorna lonu vanished pastý CLothed in a Misty realityý andas-sociated with every joy and sorrow of my life.
a In my childhood these were typical visionsý the antici-e pation of a restless impatience which yearned for the toucb-stone of sober experience; to-day they are the re-creation ofnemory, and a rehearsal of all those circumstances that fiavemade sober experience a comprehensive word for me.Not that my life has made a heroine of me either in0

the world's eyes or My own. dare sa to e passive'S observer, it is plain and ordinary enough Ye It is when weit take away the flesh and blood reality, which is the templeS of the moral rnan, that the common-place aspects of life:S become strange and attractive.
Subtract one of those every-day lives from. thebusy, moving mass of humankind and place it under the.e microscope; bring up to the visible surface a'I that has lain>- 

hidden 

for 

years 

from 

the 

casual 

glance

01 observer; lay bare the secret tenor of its of the generalS. 
every thought andCs motive and impulse Is it any longer the thing it seemed2k- to be when jostled about in the busv throng?Pluck one of the dusty bla-d'es of grass that grow1P tinheeded by the roadside there are hundreds of them atyour feet so much alike Ïhat the one you chose had no-re identity, whatever, until you had, by chance or design,AY separated it from, the rest. Bear it away to your home andplace it under a powerful lens ; is it stili'S 

theý same uninterest-ing blade it was a moment ago out in the noisy and crowdedIs thoroughfare ? Why does your gaze become riveted uponwhat is revealed ? Ah 1 you discern that such homellythings are not at all what you have been wont to think
-h them. You are astonished to find how eacat trifle is in itself a wonderful creation swa h * individual.ie hidden and undreamt of life, feeding a m j u rminc, with a

Ititudeofappetites,- it satisfying countless cravings, struggling with a Most powerfulvitality, and challenging powers, whose unseen tyranny isunsuspected by niore than half the world.
ig No wonder, then, that a singled-out human life excitesour astonish ment; no wonder that we look upon an ;solatedof fe ow-creaturà.ý, as if he were not one of us, but rernoved by
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adventitious circumstances far above or below the common
level of men and women.

It is not always the exaggerating pen of the author that
mates heroes and heroines out of our prosy humanity, and
it is an undeniable and stable fact that truth is far stranger
than fiction. It is because we men and women will conceal
the realities of our lives from one another, and under the
banner of an all-enduring pride, struggle for the privilege of
living under a surface of smooth, unruffied evenness, that

humanity has become susceptible of so, many false and
MISLeading interpretations.



S every human. life has its crises and turning-pointsfor better or worse, it will not surprise the readerto learn. that there came a day when Destiny,having nothing else to do, probably, turned hergood-humoured attention towards mine.The commemoratif)ri of the coming into the world ofmy step-mother's illustrious darling had been celebrateàwith dde and undue festivities and enthusiasm froin therising to, the setting cff a golden june sun. Whether frornan excess of spasmoclic affectionate hugging, which, by theway, was the chief feature of these joyful monthly, andquarterly, and half-yearly solemnities, or not, the little beingin question waQ Most unmanageably peevish and ill-humouredfor three or four days following these occasions of ecstatiethanksgiving,
One would imagine that by this time 1 had had senseenough to train myself into a placid resignation oversuch circumstances of MY life, as seemed to, me to bepresided over by some inevitable ill-luck, but, on thecontrary, a growing perversity began to- stimulate me atthis epoch more eagerly than ever to rebel against' decreesSo openly unfair to me, and unable or unwillinwith this moral enemy that had taken so firm a gld of me,I yielded myself up, a sort of helpless and reckless victirnto its wiles, at the sacrifice, 1 must admit, of my personaipeace and comfort.

Usually, at this period I surprised and annoyed myself,when, in passing accidentally before some tell-tale mirror, 1saw the reflection of a distressed and impatient scowl :usually, too, 1 was conscious of My step being quick andangry, 1 was not aware, however, that it was a growingdeformity of my moral fiature, oozing out thus in every lookand tone and gesture.
I had no apprehension of a dawning crisis that wouldcall upor, me, to declare war against My worse or better self,

CHAPTER II.
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for, of course, they could not both be mistress of the field.
How could I, all untaught, suspect that upon the issue of

such a victory would depend the happiness or misery of
my after life ?

Fortunately for me, some kind unseen hand was
stretching forth in the hour of my need, somebody's deft

fingeis snatched the tangled web that had gone so far astray
in the weaving, and in tàe nick of time made a hazardous
effort to smoothen the silken threads for the.busy loon-i that
waits not for the slow or the erring.

1 was standing on the gravel path beside a bed of
flowers that was the object of my fondest care, ore fair

sumçaer morning, immediately after a festive celebrètion in
baby's honour. My ch,,c>rished, but homely, wall flowers

were dripping in the morning sunlight, and every leaf on
my blossomless geraniums was carefully saturated.

1 stood, with my faded water-pot carelessly dangling
from. three fingers of one hand, looking so absorbedly down

the avenue after the vanishing outlines of a giittering
carriage that had just rolled splendidly by, that the dregs of

my water-can trickled all unheeded by me, down the side of
my new sateen frock, accomplishing what, in the eyes of

my step-mother, would seem nothing less than an absolute
ruin and wreck.

My attention was riveted upon the liveried driver and
shiniLig gilded trimmings of this handsome conveyance, and a
flood of serious reflections suddenly burst upon me. 1 had
begun to imagine myself the lucky centre of a thousand and
one happy possibilities. I was grown up, and out in the
world, the wife of a very rich man, with costly plumes in my
bonnet, and rich lace on my showy paraeo4 like the lady
who had just driven by: I was quite my own mistress, with
servants and other people to obey me. 1 had a dashing
barouche of my own, and was rolling in consclous grandeur

past my step-mother's window, with the baek of my
expensive bonnet turned towards the half-closed shutter,

through which she was sure to be peering enviously-when
-the laths of the very shutter in question were shaken
impatiently, and a hasty, authoritative voice cried out, Il If

you've nothing else to do but spoil your new pink frock out
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thereq Amelia Hanipden, 1 'sh You »ould----
w cOme in andplay with your baby-brother for awhile and then -S theblind and voice were lowerede I heard the usualto provoke a sain4l' which was the finishig týuch enough

reprimand I either did, or did not, deserve. to every
History repeats itself; nothing is surer. Here washand in hand with a well-known hero of the ArabianNights> weeping in open-mouth-ed sorrow and astonishmentover my basket of shattered glassware.t 1 had broken thesalutary precept which exhorts us sanguine mortals not tof count Our chickens before they are hatched, and nowmourned the prescribed result . an ice-cold shower bath ina Canadian December could hardly be a more undesirableos and unlooked for intrusion than was this unappreciated andpressing invitation of Mrs. Hampdenes in my ears at thisParticular Momént.

lhe rude awakening which her words caused me mademe look quite absurd in My own eyes, andconsciousness that I had been mak- with the sudden
ing a fOOI of myselff pondenng over such shadGwy improbabilities, as -theyf seemed to Me now, I turned sharply and impatiently fronif die spot where I had been standing, and passing through arustic gateway at the end of the walk, i flung my innocentwater-pot, with a gesture of desperate anger, in among thecedar-bushes that skirted the causeway leading ïnto thea lawn, and passed into the house

It has been written that cc nothing like the heabetrays the heavy hearI tand if this be true, the matter ofweight regarding the seat Of MY affections, on th' ae morning, was not a tnvial one. is particul
y With an inflamed andspitefùl wilfulness, 1 stamped My feet with a louder andy heavier tread on each step, as 1 ascended to answer my1 unwelcome sUMmons.
9 When 1 reached my step-mother's bed-chamber, theheavy curtain of padded repp, which was sus en for t ey prevention of such draughts as mi ht be smuggied inni through key-holes, or other minute 9 0In 111-fitting door openings caused by anýn j was drawn quite across the entrance, and inf MY hasty and unforeseeing impatience 1 pushed it rudelyt aside With rough hands and adinitted myself within the3
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sacredprecinctseiust intime toseemyself branded byrny
a who, on this occasion,

o«wm actionsý an intolerable little ImPi
if never beforee was «& enough to provoke a saint.);

In drawing the curtain so hastily from the entrance,

I had pushed the panels of the door rudely in, which

unexpected treatment caused that oft-abused fixture to,

swing unusually far back on its hinges, and knock with a

heart-rending violence against the edge of baby's frail little

cot, over which the fretted mother was now bending

breathlessly.go In a moment the terrible nature of my misdeed burst

upon me; my step-mothers horrified countenance and the

baby's frightened screams were a simultaneous and forcible

indication o' what awful results may spring from a trifling

source. 1 becam.e angry with inyself, for once, and with a

very contrite countenance, 1 went towards my step-mother

and held my arms out repentantly, offerincs to soothe the

refractory darling, all by myself
But, by this time her indignation had found a voice,

and interrupted my eager solicitude for reparation with a

volley of well-merited reproaches. Stamping her slipper

emphatically upon the ground, and declaring tbat Il I would
a

pay for this," sb. -C t1irned to the screamin g little mortal whoa
was struggling nervously among lace and finery, with no

small show of an ill-tem-5er of its own, and resumed the

patient and would be sooth.ng lullaby, whose efficacy in

the first instance had been so ruthlessly spoiled by my

impetuous conduct. »
Not daring to leave the room again until summarily

dismissed by the ruling poweàr, 1 stood guiltily by the

doorway with a look of sullen helplessness on my face,

toying half indifferently with the ends of a pink ribbon

that was fastened artistically to my frock. Suddenly, the

unforgiving baby sent forth a fresh volley of screams, and

the irate mother türned towards me with a new and awful

scowl and bade me-" Begone that Il my very presence

terrified the child."
Nothing loth to leave this scene of confusion of which

1 myself was the direct cause, I turned abruptly and quitted

the apartment in an impertinent silence. My step, so long
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as I thought my step-mother could hear it, was quick andhaughty.
I passed along the corridor above, and down the broad

front stairway, rattling the heels of rny garden shoes on the
tiles of the hall below with rather unnecessary emphasis.
A loud slamming of the library doorýwhich shook thependants of the gasaliers and caused a momentary quaking
of the whole house-announced my exit into the side
garden, where I threaded my way among trees and flower-
beds to a vine-covered summer-house that stood at the end
of the lawn. Arrived here, I flung myself upon one of the

> rustic benches that lined the walls, and throwing my arms
at full length across the small table that stood beside me, I
laid my face down upon them and burst into tears. After
all, I was only a child, though so obstinate and impulsive:
only a child, and yet I was very miserable. Reader, have
you ever been persuaded to a popular, though strange

belief, that our happiest are our yqungest days ? Are you
able to look regretfülly back upon your long-vanished

a yesterdays and wish that destiny might, for one short
ýr moment of time, let you hold thern in your hands, to live

d them all over again ? If so, indeed your youth must have
.o been an exceptionally happy one : for whether I speak from
.0 a personal experience or from observation, I cannot agree

ie that the paths of childhood are flooded with Life's sunshine,a or overgrown with Fortune's flowers. If we look.n 9 back upon
our earliest sorrows (and who are the that have none to.,y ylook upon ?), and take into consideration the narrow limits

Iy of our capacity for either pleasure or pain wh en we are
young, we must admit that a broken doll or a lost penny
are, after all, as fruitful of genuine and hopeless misery in
their way, as are, Ln after-life, a broken heart or a lost friend.ý)n I do believe that on that june morning ull ofhe , when f

.id an untold sorrow, I stole away to the most secret and
'7UI secluded spot I could find, I was not less miserable than I

ce have been many a June morning since, though the best" of
life's hard lessons have been learned in the meantime. It

seeined to me that all my hopes, and wishes, and endeavorsých would always be vain and ftuitless ; I could not see a bri ht-ed 9
)ng side anywhere 1 looked. 1 was always doing and saying
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the -- wrong things was in everlbody's way: no one wanted

me, no one cared for rne-why was 1 ever born ?. 1 had

-no companions. MY stepmothe: looked down upon the

dangerous habit of allowing children to, cultivate juvenile

friendships indiscriminately5 and 1 was not sufficient unto

myself for distractions that would keep me quietiy out of

the way. What good was 1? 1 was always ill-humored,

vexing my step-rnother and making baby cry. It %N as plain

to, rce that I was one too many in the world, and whatever

1 did with myself 1 would be surely trespassing upon

somebody's privilege, outraging somebody's patience, and

making myself a nuisance generally. If there was a better

place, thought 1, 1 wonder would 1 go there when all this

discord of my present life had killed me ? Besides, old

Hannah had told me thaï.- 1 had another mother in that

vague Il better place." Every night at Hannah's knee 1

recited a little prayer for her, and asked her to watch over

me, ta guard me from evil and mal,,.e me worthy of joining

her some day in her happy home. If rny Il other mother"

was so sweet and kind and good, as Hannah told me in

confiding whispers she was, why did she not come to me

,when 1 was in tears and tell me how to be good like her ?

She was too far away, 1 supposed, up among the blue sunlit

élouds, where all was bright and cheerful: an angel-mother

with beautiful white wings like the picture in Hannah's

prayer-book, and a sweet smiling face that always looked

down on me, watching my words and actions. And while

1 thought thus, 1 saw many such white-winged angels

floating noiselessly about in an exquisite confusion. and

distant strains of music, as 1-lannah said they sang, filled

my listening ears. 1 felt myself being lifted gently by

tender, unseen hands, and 1 wondered whether they would

bear me far up above spire and tower, away from, all the

worries of this desolate world, into that happy sphere

beyond where all is peace, and joy, and contentment.

On a sudden, I opened my eyelids and looked up. A

Cry of "Mr. Dalton Y' escaped my lips before I had met his

answenng glance. I had understood the situation and

buried my face upon his shoulder, to hide the fast gathering

tears that ewelled into an after-flood and threatened to
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deluge my already tell-tale cheeks. I was no longer thrown
recklessly upon the wooden summer-house bench. The
gentle hands that raised me in my drearn and bore me
heavenward, were not those of a far-off angel, as I under-
stood the term, they were the strong brawny palzns of a man
of four-and-thirty years, not so strong that their touch
could not be as gentle as a mother's own , not so brawny,
that they could net dry the tearful lids of a sleeping child

without disturbing its repose.
He had taken me in his arms and pillowed my

drooping head upon his manly breast When I opened my
eyes he was looking dreamily, half sadly, half smilingly, into

2ý my face. He was not what you, reader, would call a
1 handsome man, for you never knew him. To you, and to
.t all the world perhaps but me, he would be no more than a
1 man in a crowd. But 1 need not here bring forward the

ýr wonderful power of association which is the underlying
9 beauty reflected from. many a honiely surface to eyes that

prize and cherish them. What though a thing possess not
,n in reality those charms with which it is identical in our
e minds and hearts ? That which we believe to be, is, as

effectually for us as if its existence were sanctioned and
.it sustained by all mankind, and so far as personal. conviction

ýýr goes there is no standard outside the individual one. My% idea of the beautiful is the only beautiful I car. ever really
.,d acknowledge or enjoy, anG yet how far astray may it not be
.le from t-he concurrent idea of the majority, which is supposed

ýIS to be the only true standard.
-id L quick È ough earnest purpose, Mr. Dalton laid
-ed his strong warm hand upon my head and turned my tearful

:)y face towards him. There was a hovering smile around the
.Id pale, calm countenance that met my shy and half averted

.he look.
r e "Who is this ?' he asked, peering into my misty eyes.

"Is this Amey Hampden, I wonder, or have I made some
A dreadful mistake ?'

his I saw immediately that he suspected me of having
zd been a naughty girl, and my sensitive pride was breaicing
.ng iw%ýo revolt. I tried t ' force myself from his steady hold,

to, but his knitted fingers were as iron fetters about. me. I
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-- had noth; -g left tO do but Sive war to an outburst of

rising iii-hurnorg or through my gathering tears5 to rnake an

of all that had passed that morning.
humble confession .us of his steady
While 1 debatedwith rnyself 1 was conscio

gaze being fixedapon me. 1 saw the half-mischievous sinile

vanish frorn the corners of his eyes and rnouth; my lips

were trembling with a suppressed sorrowé 1-le saw it, and0
fhonder, solicitous voice:

bending over me asked :î%
cc What is the inatter, little Arney Are yoU

Come, tell me",he urged) with a gentle finr.ness turning

me around and taking both rny hands in his own large ones.

&& No, no, Mr. Dalton, Amey is not ill " T- answered,

sighing and looking away. Cil wish she was though

continued after a pause, Il ill enough to die. "

And this was all 1 could say, for my 1 ips trembled

ominously, though therAe were now nù unshed tears in

my eyes. a
The expression on my companionys face changed

suddenly. He had worn a half an*iused) half sympathetic

look all along, as if iny littie troubles were sornething he

-could afford to srnile upon, and Dersuade even myself to

ust- have been unusuely
laugh at, but 1 fancy rny voice rn %. s ined

sorrowful, as 1 am sure iny face was unusually tear--ta

and disfiguredj for he drew me to hirn a little closer and

ectionately and kindly with my flowing
toying ever so aff monstrative as he said :
hair, his tone was gently re wicked words

Il Amey, do you know that you use very fortable and
when you talk like this ? You are a very com

fortunate little girl in many ways, and because something

disagreeable happens now af and then you rnust not be so

impatient and want to die. If you did die now he

eontinued slowly an'(1 ernphaticallv--then paused and

added, Il maybe you would be sorry,
cc 1 don't care " came from me in a half defiant retort.

1 couldn't be sorrier than 1 ara now. 1 arn not coinfort-

able and 1 am not fortunate, and diàag-reeable things are
0 d if 1 can't die soon, went on

always happening, an
waxing quite tragic, il Fll run away.

1 stopped short after thisq thinking 1 hadl, put a
t-sDoken determination.

splendid finishing-touch to iny Ou à.
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1 do not know whether I expected Mr. Dalton to faint mith
fright and surprise on hearing such a daring declaration
from me. If I chd, I must have been sadly disappointed
when I detected a shadow of that hovering smile flitting

back across his features, and heard him ask in a proyoking
tone.

" Away 1 Where, Amey?"
The incisive ridicule implied in these words urged me

to a still more reckless defiance, and affecting a very cutting
sneer L answered-

" Perhaps you think I am not in earnest, Mr. Dal-
ton, but you'Il see 1 reniember I have told you that I am
wretched, and it's all her fault. Whe,, I am gone you
can tell papa that 'twas all her doing, that she hated me
and I hated her, and I thought 'twas better to go away-
and I wili go away Mr. Dalton "-I emphasized-" away
into the bush, and if no one comes to take me Pll do like
the babes in the woods, and the little birds will cover me
with nice green leaves when I'm dead. "

There were no tears now , 1 had worked myself into a
dry rageý,and could look my monitor full in the face; my
little arms were crossed with a determination worthy of
maturer years, and I was grand with the convîction of

having frIghtened thisi big man into a belief of my rambling
threats. 1 was a little disconcerted, however, when he
looked at me seriously and said in a slow measured tone :

" Then this is not the Amey Hampden that I have
known all along. She would never have said such ugly
things as those I have just heard ; she was not a selfish
little girl, and would fear to aisplease her friends or those
who loved her. "

He was winning me over, but before I yielded I must
aim. another arrow.

" I guess you're right after all Mr. Dalton" I answered
swinging one kid shoe in an aimless indifférent manner, and

looking purposely away at the leg of the rustic table,tg cause this Amey Hampden hasn't got any friends, or any
one to love her, either. "

"Are you telling the truth now, Amey ? Look at me
and repeat that," he interrupted quickly,
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1 wished to be very brave, and turned my eyes full upon

hini he took my chin in his large, warin palrn and looked

steadily into my face for a moment. 1 was conquered, and

he saw it ; he stooped and kissed me, and we both laughed

as 1 said
Il Well -you never said you were my friend."

He arose, and taking me by the hand, we strolled over

the lawn and passed into the library together.

Ernest Dalton was nearly twentyfive years my senior



T is now an old and respected adage that Il coming
events cast their shadows before," and had I only
been at all alive to the growing changes in the routine
of our daily 1,À*-fe, I might easily have detected the
outline of some hovering shadow which was heralding

the advent of some strange, ane hitherto undreamt of
interruption, into the questionably peaceful monotony of my
early career.

One fine August morning, some weeks after my tragic
interview with Mr Dalton, I sat on the step of the outer
kitchen stairway, which led into an artistically cultivated

vegetable patch at the rear of the house, absorbed in the
intensely interesting occupation of cutting some elegantly-
coloured ladies. out of a supe-annuated fashion-plate.

On the step above me was my garden hat, inverted,
into which I deposited my paper Il swells " according as I

trim-ned them - on the step below me sat old Hannah,
scraping some new potatoes, according to her established
pnnciples of economy. We both worked diligently and
silently for awhile, and then old Hannah, pausing with a

half cleained potatoe in one hand and a knife dripping with
water in the other, looked at me seriously for a moment and
said half meditatively:

Il Well now; arn't you the baby, Miss Arnelia, to spend
your time over that foolish stuff ; fitter for you be knitting

a Ettle garter, or hemming a little handkerchief for yourselfý*'
I smiled, and without raising my eyes from, the critical

curve of my paper lady's bustle, which I was then rounding
most carefully, I answered:

1 suppose I miaht do better with my time, Hannah,
if I knew how, but as I don't, I'd rather be doing this than
nothing."

" It says a lot for Miss Forty, then," Hannah put in
indignantly.) Il to think you're goin' into your teens before
long and that's all you know how to do

CHAPTER III.



36 TU Doctol"s Daughtero.
1

Me to t,-,ých me sewing and
CI Miss de Fortier did not co »

She taught me lessons.
knitting, 1-lannah. afs become of them

CI Lessons how are you And wh

Oh, its a fine waY children are brought UP in
if she did ? y 1) the old wornan went. on half in solilOqUY
this countrý, i u of either.

4c a bit of this and a bit of that and not mu

pity the housekeepers yelll make yet God help the poor

men that are waiting for Ye- Many)s the missing button and

broken sock they'11 have to Put UP with ?) a 0 promptu
CI wellHantiahiýý 1 interrupted9beginning an im

fication and defence-but Hannah was destined, never to

justi just then 1 heard, a sharp

have her conviction shaken, for

the library window5 and gathering up the fragments
rapping at afore, 1 ran outside and
of my fashion-plate in my linen pin- My father was

looked toway-ls that end of the house. oned me to 90

standing at the open casement, and beck or
Whether from the novelty of the occurrence,

to, him. 0 awe in whîch 1 StOOd of MY father,

the instinctive the margin Of My pinafore, dropping

irnmediatelY let grO -1 in a Most brusque and heedless
scissors and ladies and ai , e librarYi whle- 1 was smoothing

manner, and hastened into th cleï an, starched apron.
out the wrinkled folds of MI. to wonder at the

,ment 1 had forgotten
In My excite but when My little hand clutçhed, the

istance, and when the
strange circun loor and turned it,

eat knob of the library c ther looked up atine from 1
gr- ri 0 the room,placid couritenance of MY step 1 - side of
a comfortable easy-chair at the opposite existence*
feit that some awful moraent had dawned on my

Wlth as much, nerve and self-control as a child usuallY

displays on such an occasion, 1 ciosed. the door behind me

and walked towards the window where My father was

It standing. clad in a gown of ruby cashinere.) and

He was ch ; the girdle

-wore an expensive cap and slippers to mat trail almost

,was untied, leaving the rich chenille tassels tO

upon the groundq and the velvet fronts so elaborate1Y

idered were crushed rudely aside by his hands, which
embro s POckets.
,were thrust into his breeche oodý he turned slowlY

When 1 came up to where he st 0 from

around and. viewed me in My diminutive entirety
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head to féot. Unable to restrain her love of interference
any longer, my step-mother here advised me parenthetically
to Il stand up straight," sustaining her reasons for thus

counselling me by the cheerful intelligence that 1 1- was
disposed to be round-shouldered any way, and should do

my best to check the deformity." 1 raised my head and
lowered my shoulders in silent obedience to this meek

injunction, preparing myself inwardly for an attack of a
much less generous and still more personal nature than this.

What was my surprise when my father, taking a step towards
me, and placing one hand half affectionately on my head,
remarked in a rather playful and, for him, quitie a frivolous

tone :
Il Oh, we none or us go straight to Heaven, do we,

Amey ? We must bend our shoulders and droop our
heads a little first?)

I was grateful to him for coming thus to my rescue,
alfhough I understood nelther the meaning of his

ambiguous words, nor the motives which prompted him
to use them. I see more clearly through thern now, however.

Il But," he continued, taking me by the hand and
leading me.. towards the lounge behind him, Il this is not

exactly what I want to talk to you about ; I admit that you
are backward in many respects, but that is not altogether
your fault.

I was looking at him with riveted attention while he
spoke, sublimely innocent of the import of a single word
he uttered.

And," he added, in a slower and more directly conimu-
ie nicative toneas ne disengaged his hand from mine and leaned

as his arm on the back of the lounge behind me, Il 1 have
decided to send you to a first-rate school, Amey, where

id you will have a chance to perfect yourself in every way ; do
Ile you think you wiïl like to go away to school ? " he asked, so

:)st timidly that one would have thought my opinion on the
ý1y matteir could have some little value. ýr

e£h Before 1 had time to master this. question with all its
ponderous possibilities, my step-mother observed obligingly,

WIY II Of course she would like it, Alfred, and even if she
eoin wouldn't you know she ought to go; Amelia herself knows,"
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she continued, without looking at me, ce that she is quite a

dunce for her age, and will need to work very hard in order

to make up for lost time. SOi YOur father and 1 have

decided," she added conclusively, cithat you shall oro to

boarding-schooll Amelia, as early next month as you can be

got ready."
The word Il boarding-school » was to me, perhapsi the

t :ndefinite in the English language. 1 1
vaguest and rnos i isted, but it had never entered into

knew that such places ex
my juvenile conception of things to associate thein in any

way with my present or future career In my dreamings 1

had often pictured myself as grown up and matured; 1 had

even pictured my womanhood so far as tying two of

Hannah's long aprons about my waist, one in front and the

other behind, and with a shawl thrown cornerwise over my

shoulders, to fancy myself a lady in Il long, dresses " like the

6c Miss Flartmanns " that called upon my step-mother.

1 had wished to be the wife of a great, rich man, that

1 might do as I pleased with myself, and be Il somebody "

with my airs and graces, but I had never met such an

obstacle in the long rambles of my reverie as 64 goinçy to

school.» When, therefore, the subject was thrust upon me

without any preparation, I felt as if 1 had seen a ghost and

was told to go and speak to it, that it wouldn't harrn me;

and, lest the reader should attribute my emotion to a more

natural, and, I dare say, becoming sentiment, 1 will confess

that it was owing purely to the nervous shock which I

sustained at the unexpected mention of so important a

change in my life, that my eyes filled up with tears, and

that 1 gave way to other ambiguous signs of appropriate

agitation.
All this, however, was neither here nor there, so far

as the fixed intention of my parents was concerned to

dispose of me for an indefinite period of dîne, and within

three weeks of that day when the announcement was first

made to me, I was crying myself to sleep in a narrow little

bed', hundreds of miles away from my fathees house.

Perhaps there was not another girl among the three

hundred boarders of Notre. Dame Abbey, that had such

little reason to be home-sick as Amey Hampden; and yet

The Doctos Daughter-
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ýGod help us 1 into what strange moods we are prone to
fail 1 When a wide-spreadincy distance had thrust itselfC
between me and the home of my early days, 1 could not
help feeling that, after all, my heart had tendrils like other

people's, and that this separation had torn them. rudely
away from the objects, few or many, worthy or unworthy,

around which they had twined with a chnging firmness.
The bare, white-washed walls of this strange dormitory

brought out in touching relief the cosy corners of my own
little rooni at home, and the strict and rigid discipline, to
which 1 felt I never could conform, made me I'Ook back
with a hopeless regret upon the wandering, aimless hours 1
had spent unfettered, before I became a pupil of this bleak
institution.

I did not know then, as I know now, that it is not the
house which makes the home; that white-washed walls

and painted floors may melt into artistic beauty, where
glows the never smouldering fire of Christian love; and I

have searched the world in vain for many a year, among

1 riches and luxuries and comforts, but I have never had the

:» smallest glimpse of that same abiding, enduring and self-
sacrificing love which presided over me, waking or sleeping,

smiling or weeping, during my happy, yet transient sojourn,
in that distant Abbey of Notre Dame.

Within its walls my childhood melted into girlhood,

es and my girlhood into womanhood, and still, when I look

I out over the tree-tops, away beyond the misty mountains in

a the west, towards the spot where this my truly happiest

d home lies nestled, when wit-h one sweeping stroke of my

1 active pen 1 ca-icel twenty years of my life, and am back.e again a laughing, careless girl among my school companions,
à what is time to me? Only a huge and ugly shadow flitting
ar between me and all that I have ever loved or cherished
to
ïn A shadow, however, that flickers and bounds away, when,,

Ist with her magic lantern, memory floods the vista of the past,

Je with the light of 11 other days."
When 1 returned to Sy father's house to spend a Short

oee vacation among my earliest friends, 1 had entered upon rly

,ch sixteenth year. 1 had of course, in the interval, been visited

--%et altemately by my father anù step-mother, who kept, me quite
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au courant of all that transpired in their fashionable world

in my absence.
i had received photographs of my interesting half

brother which made me familiar with the changes wrought

in him physically, by time; but all this had no satisfaction

for me, who would rather one gliMpse of old Hannah's

frilled cap, or one peep through the narrow panes of Ella

Wray's humble cottage, than all the spicy intellizences of

the doings and sayings of possibly great people, for whoin,

however, 1 cared but very little. 0
At the close of our summer session of that year my

father brought me home for a visit of three months. 1 had

grown considerably) and for a person of tolerably good

health, was very slender, which gave me the appearance of

being yet taller than I was , and 1 felt an instinctively
0 ness that 1 had quite

spiteful satisfaction in the conscious

overcome any tendencies I might ever have had towards

being round-shouldered - the regular calisthenic exercises

which we went through at the convent had made a decided

chancre for the better in my personal appearance.

1 was not lonci- at home before 1 detected a resolution

on the part of my step-mother to adopt a new, and

altogether plausible, attitude towards me. 1 was no longer

a child ; that was a self-evident fact : neither was 1 yet what

society calls a " youner lady," but now-a-days an interesting

Medium has been established and acknowledged ; it is the

first grade wherein the embryo society belles are initiated

into all the irtricacies of high lifé. It has its own peculiari-

ties, its flutters of excitement, its rounds of pleasures, and

distractions of every kind, aye- it has even its gossip,

although the whisperers are but budding misses with golden

or raven locks floating down their backs.

It is the adolescent stage -. where the lisp or drawl,

Most popular in the advanced circles, is affected with

unquestionable propriety: when growinff Zirls of susceptible

sixteen, or thereabout, are meekly subjected to, a rigid train-

ing and instruction by their older and more sophýsticated

sisters, when they learn Il dauncing " and tennis " and

riaingY) and go to small-and-earlies w ere a ew gro

couples are also invited to amuse thern, or rather 1 sheuld

say instruct them.

The DoctWs Daughter.
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Quite unconscious of any such prescribed routinebeing the Il thing " among my family circle, I was almoststupefied by the look of distracted horror which flashedover my step-motherls face, when, the week after my arrivalI shocked her sensitive good breeding by a coarse betrayaiof my unpardonable ignorance.
It was a perfect June day, flooded with a bright butnot overwarin sunshine; the young leaves on the mapleboughs outside my bed-room window were swaying gentlyagainst the lattice, and below in the freshly trimmed gardenthe flowers were unfolding their early beauty to the summerwarmth.
I had sought the safe retreat of my room, that I might,as I had promised, write long and loving letters to some ofmy much-regretted school-friends. When all my prepara-tions were ready, and I had dated the first of these effusions '

I was disturbed by a timid knock at the door. I laid downmy pen resignedly and went to open : it was the perthousemaid, Who delivered " Mrs. Hampden's request thatMiss A -ielia would kindly begin to dress."
" Dress for what ? 'I' said I, in impatient surprise.This is Tuesday, Miss," the pampered maid answeredinsinuatingly, Il Mrs. Hampden will be at home."cc So VnIl 1, Janet," I interrupted hastily, and mypresent toilet is quite good enough for the house."

With this rejoinder I closeel the door a little forcibly,and went back to my writing. 1 had only time to trace-"My darling Ruby,"-when, without intimation or an-nouncement of any kind, my step-mother burst into myrooMý with her hair half dressed, and her toilet jacket flyingloosely about her,
Il Do you want to disgrace us in the eyes of theseprattling servants, Amelia Hampden ? "' she began in ah hoarse undertone, beckoni*ng towards the hall outside: Il the-:b%W idea of not understanding my message any better than'1- that,» she went on in a whisper of reproachful despair.Id "Anyone would know, that when you've been away so long,-1 you will be sure to have people calling on you, so put away4MI that "-she added iluperatively, pointing disdainfully to my-d treasured writing inaterials-Iland dmss yoursel£ The
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Merivale girls, and ehe Hunters, and all those others will

be here before you are half ready-5ý

1 obeyed in placid silence ; this was not the first hint

which circumstances had thrown out of what was before me,

while 1 remained, at home. We were very stylish, very

fashionable people, it seen-ed, although 1 was so unworthy

of sustaining my part of the reputation , in my insignificant

opinion we were very silly and very e-upty-minded creatures,

and it was with this very encouraging conviction that 1

procceded to stow away my pen and paper, to renounce the

rare pleasure 1 had counted upon for two days before that,

and to pre are myself for the possible intrusion of some

juvenile - erivales and Flunters.
Janet carne in to dress my hair and fasten my new kid

boots, and otherwise bore me with endeavors to beautify me

for my reception. It was a task, however ' that was soon

ended, and half an hour later 1 was seated in the drawing

roorn below listening passively to the sinall talk of sorne very

Ywell dressed girls who had opened the list of my cerernonious

callers, ffle é, rËb4w -U
Having never seen thern before, my demeanor was

naturally tirnid and restrained , they were two sisters, and

the younger one did all or most of the talking. They were

very well dressed, and altogether-non-committal, as far as

speech and manners were concerned, but our vocabulary of

drawing-rooni chat very soon became exhausted, and with a

quiet Il good afternoon «" they arose and passed out

As they left the drawing-room, they were met at the

door by two other young misses who, at sight of them, raised

their chins considerably above their natural leve4 and swept

in without condescending to bestow even an accidental

glance upon thern. Froin where 1 sat I observed all this

quietly, and with an effort to suppress a smile of bland

amusement, 1 arose and greeted my new-comers-the

Merivales 1 Alice glided towards me with an air of

imposing consciousness, and thrust a tiny, gloved hand into

mine, and then with a graceful gesture she turned towards

her companion and murmured faintly, Il rny cousin, Miss

Holgate -Miss Hampden."
I bowed and smiled, and directed them to convenient

The Doctor;s Daughter.
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scats , the situation %vas becr)min(f more and more trying tomy inclination to laugh outrl(-rht When we were all. threeconifortably dej)o,ýitcd in our chi irs, Alice Nlerivale turnedher bearning countenance lanryudlv towards me and re-mar-ed that Il it wa-, a perfect1y lovely aufternoon," and whileI sni;led i-ny caorer corroboration, her cousin surreptitious1yobserved, that it was Il fairly delicious
'l'lien fo1.1oýved exclamations over my loncy -absence, andquesfion--ý too nume,arous ever to require -ansýverS) . they weremuch more firil.-,)hed talkerc than their predecessors, andwhen 1 thought we liad touched upon every subject whichcould interest its iiiiitu illy. Alice aýked in a most insýL-nuatingtone if I had Il known 114,1017rie Grant before 1 went away toto sciiool,:",
Florrie and Carriea ' 'rant were the slirrh-ed heroinesivho had just crone out., fully alive to the import of her(luestion, I affected a most expression of countenanceand voice, and answered that I 1-1,ad not
I thourrht so "' r-he reinarked with an incisive smile,looktno- siqynificant]ý, at ber cousin , then chançyin(y her toneto one of inost proý okinry 1-%,-,ili,7htines.r ne drooped her whitelid,) over a dainty plush satchel slip- hleïd between her handsand drawïed out a lan(yuid
How do you lik-e her

1 felt that I was takincr in Miss Nlerivale s tone andords and meaninc with cri wincinorsuspicious glance. 1 wasbeing initiated., and the sensation was so utterly différent
1 0 froi.-n anythinry 1 had ever experienced before, that my self-

It control sufféreda momentary suspension , when words cameto me I used them with a p,,ý,,rticular erriphasis
l' 1 think I shall likP her very rnuch," I answered,S when 1 have seen more of he-- I never like to judgeP,,.>oi),e accordinry to early imr)res-Sio--11-1-ý I continued lookincye straight at the ottoman before me5 l' becalise PeoT)Ie -- so, oftenappear to disadvantage at firs, but my arrow fell flat to 1.-he.0 

b "ryround Miss Merivale had not enouah acumen to detectIs b ýDanyching personal in the inuendo res-aming her incLsive'SS smile she exclaimed quietly
cg Oh, but some people you know, Miss Hampden, arealways the sarne, they have only onç set of manners, of10

4
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that the Grants are any of these,
course 1 don t mean to sa,, ýejjjtllin,cr aorainst aiyon,,,. Florri

indeed 1 >ie-l,er d,, SaY il g b 't
is a ry nice little girl, in her set , of course 1 doný

beIieveý %- net her anywhere'
know much. about her as [ha-, e never mx >1 -Mis6s
ie Oh, no 1 None of our friends know he ,

Holgate broke in with a relish his indiscreet remarkj and
".rhe elder girl frowned at t

upted it with gra%re remonstrancel saying
interr tD ou houldn't. talk quite sO j-)Iainlyý)
ci Hush, Fidith ng she, lit up hei

then with a wonderful tact in one so YOU her change of
face with a happy expression, appropriate to C

subject, and asked pden think of spenüing the
tç Where does Mrs Ham

sunimerj this year ý "' nforn-iatior-,,, on this point-, ats 1 had
1 could. vouch no i %, if,

not troubled. to put the question to n"ý stel)-mother mysel

what confidential, tone,
and so, after relating to nie in a some NIam Aunt
all the plans and projects which her - - a and her

heir holiday -jeason) and thelet- sLrontIr

Ada had arranged for t 
C

temptation to try Riviere du Idoupl where so rnaný fashion-

' tý just then, she n'na«illy
able people were said to be retirina 1 m ould run

arose, and with an emphasized. request that

51 t the least ceremony. to see her at any timeý sne
in withou r-nost gracefully out of the roomi followed
bowed herselff à 1 t'
her younorer and less sophisticated rela&ivc-,

the rising tide Of re\
1 need hardly say what %Airr '11o ()ne

impressions and opinions took about this time.

who had passed from the cheerlessý loveless guardianship of

worldly step-motherl into the tender hands oc patient and

devoted sisters, to become, instead 01 a wanderingi uncared

for walf, the object of the truest and holiest. solicitude

that ever animated Christian heartsi this hollow mockery

of fashionable hie was notthinr more than a matchless
LIN

absurdity. 1 grown up to this, in the unpropitious atrnOs-
Had 1 daresay such phases of existence

phere of my, own homeýJ quite naturallyl and without my
would, have come upon nie eir real or relative solidity. But
ever stopping to question th

had been differently Inclined, by hands more
the ci twIg off-shoots.---A-1- - -%C n;nu té>ncier. susceptible
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Where can frail youn-cr innocence find a safé, secureand lirofitable reftrçye, from the destroyincr influence of eviliif not within corivent wall-s It is there", or nowhere, thatcrirlhood growing, aspiring ryirlhooa,ZD 5 ripens into a rrloriotiswomanhood "1«'here ýD) go hand in hand the development ofmind, and what is more necessary, ilf possible for a wom,-.in '
the cultivation of heart Everyone who looks about him inthe social world, and gives a moment of calm considerationto what he sees and hears, cannot but admit, that thou(yhsurrounded bý a vast field for active and profitable labour,f and with mult-plied favours of circumstances thrown intheir way, our girls lead comparatively useless hves, as ifthey were a recremental fraction of the human race, thanwhich, indeed, many are no better, sincethey choose toleadsuch hves as can bc fruitfui of no direct benefit to them-fi selves or their fellow-mortals.Ci It is not because a woman lis excluded (rightly or not).14- from the more public arena of active life, her energiesneed become paralyzed and wasted. It is not because thepopular idea of propriety would deny her the right or,ly #,)pportunity to do great IL-hings for society or for the state, inin the same way as men are expected to do them, that shele cannot work her own great or little wonders in a quieter,71S out yet more direct manner

It is âcknowledged that hers is the missicn of the'e neart ; it is adrnitted that her sphere is in the family, andýne %;hat is the mightiest commonwealth in the world, but aof family of families Ah me 1 It is a dark day with humankind,nd iýhen the sphere of a woman's action lies ricfidly between.,ad fier toilet table ard the drawing-room.
ide The proof that such limits as these are both unlawfule-ry and unnat-ural, is, that our women who are confined within.ess them, -1-f. conscious in their hearts of 4-he wroag they areedoing the world and thmse, ves con-5ci.erc,:, Ils not ve.,los- an extinct, though 1L -ras fa-st ->n andme unfashionable faculty, anci men and --. vrrîieii theMy Pharisee with a deep sense of their own -'-ort*-,Iessness andBut littleness gnawing at t-heir spirit all the v-h-t,%,.ore I bad been taught all thil; in time. and as early as myfirst vacation at home, among the fashionable juveniles of
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submit MY -vaiuable
mother s circiel had begun tO Yht me,ýjy first callers tau£my steP- ..0fitable practice. 4-;l

precepts to ()nie 1 >,sson which 1 have, held upon the surface

a verY wholes w
through ail these Years-of Imy inernory 9 tnessed a repet't'O' of that earlY

Whenever 1 have wi i w ith all

experience) the past bas corne forcibly bac- to me,

of rny school-daýsI and 1 bave felt

the golden adn, onitions s the, steadY pursult of those
ulated anewi toward

myself stin' the out(-rrOwth of ChristLan charityi

social virtues which are kD
apartial discrimination. who

generousi lu jny youth,
an(: 1 have met rflany AlIce Merivales, since of inany

hadows Ominously over the lives
cast their stylish s ustain the, weaker one,

Florrie Cirant, and 1 have tried to s to seel IS
the e"vll 1 rejet

in rny power
whenever It was le maidens is sPr'llfflllg
unabating- A new generation of litt

destined to follow the beaten
are they, too, W II, they

up around us ý w Iden so Unworthily ?
track their elders have troc 0 alth and

nice discriminations between we

be taught these eet a struggling gentility

no weaith ? Must theyl tOO, In. elbow out less
uýhtyý overbearing carriagel and

with a ha some capriclous fortune has

independent aspirants, whom . 1
broughtwithin their contact? Does one litt"e star in the

vault above shine Îess brightlY Or twinkle less gladly because
a -à After :alli what vain-

myriads of others CIO likewise. or fortune . they

glory need there be in accidents of birth i. us, and rest.

are not virtuallY ours, they have been given to em far

upon a changing wind thati to-1-norroW, Inay waft th

out of our ieach or sight forever a
Ail fflesh is gras";; an(l all lts glory' f Cles

r el 1 Shevelled in the ,N inu
Like the fair ilowc , ICi

Riches have mings-11 and grancieur is a

is to expose one of the Most

To at.ack this evili at its rooti e can del"Y that this
cts of our timesj for no on 0

powerful defe revails ainonar so-called well-bred people, is

spirit which p 'n 1 5) which is "a

t1ne evident result of that qittle Learning, ongly con-
ous th- ýý of this 1 became inore str

Inor
daup as 1 grew older.

vinced was not long in com'ng tO an enc
iqy sulminer vacition and clays and weeks,

1 had whiled awaY some happy houls) g novel sights. M-Y
la fleeting pleasures pýncI seçin

forrail 0



1

brother Freddie had entered ý ery sparinçyly into my pleasures,
as our tasteý ýNcre vastly different, and his health on the

whole rather delicate , he was a pretty boy in a sailor
costume, when I saw hini after our long separatlon, with
inild blue eyes and a pallid countenance He was sickly

lookincr with an expresSion of helpless peevishness about
his otherwise pleasing Mouth - his hair was wavy and of a

(-Yolden colour, and his hands were thin and white like those
of a baby crirl

His mother persuade& herself that in multiplying and
dwelling upon his complaints, she was car',,na for him with

affectionate solicitude, and to be told that he was not looking
well, was enough to convince Freddle that his life was
hanging upon a thread, and that he must swallow powders
and pills without a question or a grimacc

One morning towards the end of August, about a
fortnight before m), return 1[o school, I heard my step-mother

remark in a fretfül tone that Il Freddie's old symptoms
were beainning to threaten hii-n açyain and that she " must.

's a b b 1%send for Dr Campbell to come and see him.
'S I looked up with some astonishment from the book
ie which I was reading, and ventured to ask
e Cannot papa cure him ?

I suppose he could," she answered, II if he were not
C'Y his father, but Freddie won't listen to his papa"s directions,:stM. and cannot be persuaded to take the remedies he prescribes

ar besides," she continued apologetically. Il when your father
was away last fall an(' Freddie had a very miserable attack,

called in £Jr. Câmpbell, and he cured him in a fortnight,
he is very clever,-" she added with slow emphasis,

lost straiehteninLr a fancy panel on the mantelpiece by which she
""J %ethis stood. There was silence for a few moments, as I went

> is on reading.

a "And he is by far the most popular person in the
city," my step-mother broke forth again, sinking into a seatcon- 'L &near the window and folding her arms 1 1 o o ke (.1 U P U

end did not close my book.

ceks, Who? I asked indifférently.

My Dr. Campbell, to be sure," she answered a little
snappishly, piqued that I had not paid more attention to

-Tle Doctorýs Daiý,diter 47
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her favorite subJect St'l' un w1jjjng to drcq) the topic

without having done it fuller j1_1stce-5 she went on, half in

soliloquy -
is not 1-liarried eitherl and has the best practice

He rted by everybody mhO is anything-

here; besides being cou call hirn

1 arn confident that the 11unters, and those peoj)leý 1 know

in for inere trifles, Just tO cultivâte his friendbhip d she is a

that Laura Hunter is faIrly wild about hini-an

chronic dyspeptic) luckily5" niy step-rnother added with a

InalIclous chucklee with ýNelI feigned sympathyl
&& poor girl il, 1 exclaimed care to see any one she jiked

1 should think she would not

under such trying circurnstances --she digests
Nelther does she-excePt Dr Campbell live upon

him so well that her fan"IY would like tO see her

him a1together.1) t 1 was serving as a target for MY
1 began to see tha la which woù-nded her

stel)-motherls ridicule of sornethit ,. j , could make noretort

jealous tendencies . she knew that whom these sly inIssiles

for or against the absent ones at ircurnstances so
ed. 1 kne,ýN nothing of the c - silent, and

were beine alin ore kept
broadly treated by heil and 1 theref st and left

applied myself to niy book with renewed interec, 1 7lory

rny step-mother mistress of the fieldthere was no 9

in the conquest3 to speak o£
1 of the sarne afternoon Freddie

Towards four o clock hin sorne

and 1 weie seated upon the library floOri n'atcgether5 would
ry irregular blocks that, when rightly fitted to.,

Ne v,,,idjy coloured representations
display to our eager eyes the red tale known as the

of that classic and tirne-honou
Death and burialof Cock -Robin."

slowlyl and had reached that very
We were progressing (ly Il as an ocular witness, gives

important part where the 1 rd evidence 1 had a little

his substantial and straightforwa as glancing carefully
narrow block be-tween my fingers, and w tracte ly

ainoncr the unused pieces &,or its inate)repeating abstracte
:m

a,11 the while && 1, bald the fly,
With my jittie eye
1 saw hirn die ý%91
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I, said the fly, with my lituc -necie the library uuui
was thrown open, and niy step-i-nother, accompanied by a
strange aentleiiian walked laughingly into the room

Here are both my babies "' she exclaimed with a well
feigned air of proud maternity, as she came towards us
Are they not good little children ?" she asked in grand

condescension, looking up into the stranger's face , then
turning abrupf,,,Iy around she said in her formal tone

Aînelia, this is Dr. Campbell'
I had sprung to my feet at sight of the intruders and

stood distantly in the shadow of the window curtains. 1
was conscious of looking flushed and indignant, and did not
relish the situation from any stand point. The sinar-song
testimony of the fly was still ringing in my ears, and I knew

how very iindicynified and ridiculous it must have sounded
to an uninterested stranger coming in suddenly upon us in
th is way.

Instead of going forward, therefore, with the careless
simp ' liqty becoming my years, I merely inclined my head

from where I stood, and gof perceptibly redder in the face
I must have looked up, since I afterwards remembered the

tall serlous man standing like a dark shadow in the door-
way, but thib was the only impression of hini I could recall
While he was bendir-g over Freddie in professional

çiolicitude, I effected a stealthy retreat bv the door that led
into the garden and saw no more of him.

In less than a inonth afterwards I was bendinci over
my Algebra in the study hall of the dear old Abbey, strivingi-nost perseveringly to master an obstinate, unknown

quantity that baffled me considerably. I did not suspect
that I was then setting myself a double task of this nature "or that many another girl, besides myself, had first begun to

chase some "'unknown"" phantom through the intricate
jtages of lite at the same time that she -was puzzling overe the hidden meaning of an algebraic equation.

'y I had worked at my task with a steady perseverance
for nearly an hour. but other things distracted me and 1

could not succeed with it. I laid one cheek pensively in
the palm of my idle han d and with the other, which held
my busy pencil, 1 played a random tattoo on my desk.
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of x and
fiefore me on 1-ny paper was a confused multitude
% Plis ýhich 1 had failed to niaster with anv seltlsfaction,
ys and - ed 111,-ItN a, patient effort MIth placid,
altho ugh 1 had repeat
hopefui, (rood-humorC tlnoU(;Iltl, (Iiiite alien to the -'ubject. 1 mas then

Other t> est theniseIýes as -ci &-ýort of refresh-
stucIýing, becran toC M OrIdly
ment to rny mind. -My Nacation at home amo n

people and i)ursuits scenied to 1-ime tbroýNn ol)en befoie n'y
A of acti-,ýe experience

eyes the hitherto undrecrinit of carena

and whether 1 willed it or not , -iieniory dýN oit perzirzien

, and heard, and clone durincy

at. mtervals upon all 1 had seen 
ZD

the fleeting surnmer Monthr-
In a C few momentç-1 L-ir outside the limits of

Ilý,I)lllt around the neighbor-
Notre Dame Abbevi hOýýerIn,(îW C 1 " fornis that

hood of my home, ('-ý,ailinrr up those faces a n ci
', Nvert back to the

had impressed nie More thLan others X

embarassing meeting Nith Pr Caiiýil)l)ell in the library. and
b L r, blood rising mithin me

as 1 thoucsht o,% er 1-t 1 fell- t h e m ar
"L oth my cheeks,, as it is ý%ont to do -ý-,Nhen any

and suffusing bZD of niv life corne ba(k to me in m3 re,%erle
of the blunders d eNingir of all in this case was that 1

What was most N les of bin, into any

could not resolve my tloatinçy nien-iorZD ere shadow to me, that

deni-nite outline or forrn he was it ni

haci flitted across my may for a sl,ýÀort moment and then left

nie bewildered and wondçrln(TC ý reflections by the loud
1 was rude-ly awakened froin il,

unmusical sunimons of the cIa,ýsbeII which set up a

rincrinc, just as 1 was struggling
prolonged and monotonous C t' Ilections of the

with ali my vaguest and niost unc(,,rtain reco
C

Much talked-of Dr Campbell.
1 arose with my task undone and went listlessly down

to the class-rooni. 1 could not heil) the dissatisfied mood
alone the corridors

,ýNhlc'h crept over me as 1 strolled laziliv %ý

nd down the winclincir stairway 
1 feit mvýe.f suspended

a C
between ùvw distinct lives since mý return to school, two

lives that ran as widely apart as the strean-is of the old and

new world. The cornmon-place reality oie one was a constant

and rather unwelcome intruder upon the drearny uncertainty

of the other, and 1 stood 1-nidway bet%% een the powers and

attractions of both, a neutral, pa!sslveý and helpiess victim.
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As i-night be expected I was one of Sister Andr "s
black sheep ' or dilatory pupils that morning, When our

Muebra class was called I felt humbled and fallen . it was
the tfirst time for many ý cars that Amey Hampden had been

backward in her lessons, and ý%;ýhat was worse, there were
rrirls in my section who had looked forwitrd with an eacypr

desire to a day when niy conquerincr spirit would be baffled
I could detect a crathering expression of the nieanest

.-ratification on more faces than one as I stood up to accuse
niýself, without any justification whatever, of having

brought my task unprepared to, the school-room 'L'he
words almost stifled me I fain. nould have pleaded illness
or some other false reason for my -transgression. Nothing
seemed so dreadful a,ý to provoke a sneer from my
tinworthy rivals

I could feel myself losing ground e-ven at that moment,15 mho had felt myself so sectire in m% superiority, now sam
myself threatened with a most inglorious downfall-a rriere

trifle in the eyes of the matured and sophisticated worldling
who has had to do battle with some of the niost merciless
frea-s of fate , but every arnbitious student knows that

,-)Uch a cri5-is as this, under circumstances such as these
tries his moral endurance, which is yet necessarily very
limited, as severely as a like turning-point, cýn a giander
scale, tested that of a CSsar ùr a Bonaparte.

1 1 had made my own little conquests, and had estab-
1 ilshed myself as a leadincr power among my fellow-students

in a way, maybe, I took a vain pleasure in my own successes
e whicb, after al], were only the lawful performances of r-y

duty. but then, it is a very plausible thing for people to do
'n what is expected of them. now-a-days, and I had reaped a
d bountiful harvest of recompense for my diligence and

rs îissiduity.
,d1 However, I now saw plainly the truth of the proverbial

warning that Il Pride must have a fall and I resolved to
.id bear up as bravely and worthily as my self-control would
,nt allow me. It seFemed to ine that Sister André's tone had

ity never been so encouraging, or so partial, as she said:
nd Il I see these examples are very intricate, young ladies

I arn afraid I %Aill have to call upon Miss Hampden to solve
them for us, "

1
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01 illy rivaib excnanged bar,--astic glances. NIIY

hour had arrived 1 1 stood boldly up and turned towards

the dais upon which our rnistress was seatect

Il 1 have not prepared them, Sister André," 1 apswered,

in a clear, steàdy voice just then a tall, slender girl, with

dark eyes and hair, who was seated opposite to me, and

whom 1 had never seen in our class before, rose from her

seat and went up to Sister André's throne. She spoke to

her in a low, inaudible tone for a few short moments, and

3 ed her place.
then went back as quietly, and re-um istful glance,

Sister André followed the stranger with a w

and then turned her eyes upon me.

Il It is all rigxht, Amey,"' she said, gently, Il to-morrow

will to. "
1 sat down in a state of durnb confusion, feeling dazed

and mystified. Something u ,raed me to affirm 1 had no

valid reason for beinar excused, and looking across towards

my apparent benefactor for some vague explanation of her

encouragina exipression in her
conduct, I saw are-assuring, C

eyes as they raet mine , so 1 merely smiled and said

nothing.rrhat evening when supper was over and the hour ot

recreation had arrived, 1 walked to the end of the pillared

hall, where our new pupil stood gazing aimlessly out of a

window that looked into our summer Diay-ground, at the

rear of ihe convent. i6he did not hear my approaching

step, apparently, for she never moved until 1 slipped my

arm gently within her own and whispered:

,11 1 have come to thank you for the great service you

have done me to-day."
She started suddenly and looked up at me, with the

a smie crept into the

loveliest brown eyes 1 ever saw, 1

corners of her rich red l.ps, which broke asunder quietly

and son-iewhat sadly, revealing, as they did so, two rows of

pretty, even teeth. Whether or not, 1 was partially disposed

to admire heà on account of the sentiments with wÈich 1

approached her, 1 must admit that 1 thought 1 never saw
0 dl in my life as she

such a vision oi sparkling, femi.riine beauty

presented at that moment
cc Oh, Miss Hanipden," she exclaimed, with a suspicion
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of a pretty foreign accent " don't speak of it, please , 1
realized your trying situation, and thought I knew somethincy

of the cause that provoked it."
She had turned from, the window and was toying

familiarl with the blue badge which, as a member of the
Sodality of the Blessed Virgin, I have always worri , her
words surprised me, and I asked with an undisguised
curiosity

What did you know, Miss. - ?
Not Miss," she interrupted, while I stopped, not

knowing what name to call her by, " Hortense," she
emphasized, Il Hortense de Beaumont, that is my narne."

Il Well, Hortense, then," I repeated, " what did you
know about me ? "

She lifted her fine, lustrous eyes to mine, but this
time they were wistfixl and penetrating ; then, taking my

hand impulsively, she led me to, a bench that stood a little
away from. us, saying :
Il Come and I will tell you, Amey-for I am going to

call you Amey," she put in pare n t-hetical ly. We sat down,
and without preamble my interesting friend went on in her

pretty foreign way to tell me the following
Il You see, Airiey," she began, Il I arrived only last

night at this convent and I have corne from such à# long
way. Oh 1 1 was tired and ennuyée when I reached here,

and then every face was so strange. Oh 1 it was dreadful "'
she exclaimed ardently, clasping her small white hands and

looking eagerly into my face. Il I could not sleep at all,
you may imagine," she continued, resurning the thread of

her narrative, "and this morning I felt fatigued again and
quite lonesç>me. I went into the study-hall because I had

nothing to do with myself, and, do you know, Amey," she
said with renewed earnestness, Il when I saw you, it was so
queer, I felt sure that I knew you already . your facf. was so
familiar. I looked at you all the time, while you sat bending

over your task, but you never looked at me. I was asking
questions to myself about you; I thought I should rernember
you, and while I was noticing you like that, you halted
suddenly in your woArand becran to think, and then-oh
your face was like one that 1 have seen somewhere, and that

-The Doctors Dauo-1,, iter
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mber 1 knew that your thouahts had

cannot now renie 
C

changed qulckly, and dwelt no longer on your books," she

said smiling and laying her hand gently on ii-iy two that

were folded in my lap. They were far away, perhaps with

raine, and Aniey, 1 liked you so niuch then, 1 did want to

speak to yoiu, but the bell just rang, and we went down to

the class-rooni. When Sister André asked for the algebra

class, 1 knew you would not be Pleased, and looking at you

eagerly, 1 saw disappointment and vexation in your face

I went up then to Sister Andr eý-, and said Do not blarne

Nfiss Hampden if she isbackward this morning, it is hardly

her fault. 1 will c.xplain ît to ýou better by-and-bye, Sister,'

1 said, and indeed " Hortense concluded, gesticulating

prettily with both her slender hands, Il it was not your fault,
told her of it after

as Sister Andr' agreed with me when

Her eyes sparkled with a piquante brightness as she

Mnished her interesting little story There was a rich

crimson spot on each dusky cheek, and her red lips were

1. 1 was enraptured and told
parted in a bewitching smile. 1

her, without the slightest reserve, the whole prospect which

was loomin(-r up so darkly before me had she not come to

my rescue.
-It the saine bine, Hortense I argued, Il 1 think you

like me and sympathize with me, under a false conviction

Vou have surely never seen me before, and 1 most certainly

have never laid eyes upon you until now. If* 1 had, 1

should not be likely to forge it," 1 said, insinuating some-

thing of the profound admiration, with which her ravishing

beauty inspired me, in my tone as 1 did. so. le>
Il 0 you will make me too proud, Amey . she ex-

claimed so innocently, that 1 leaned over and touched her

peach-like cheek with my lips. She coloured still more, as

1 did so. 1 noticed it, and I said :

1 will never tell you anything but the truth Hortense,

will we be friends enough for this?»

ci Oh, yes 1 Surely we will be friends," she answered

warmly', ci not now only, but always, will we not ?' she urged

warmly. 1 need nat say how readil& 1 agreed, and from

that moment Hortense de Beauniont and 1 were all in all

&à-%, Àne%É%'k nthpr-

am



HAT there is some subtle siNeetness in a true and
stable friendship, no one can dare deny. It is
divinely ordained that men's and women's liveswill cross each oth-ý:ýr at certain stations on thelong and oftentinies tedious journey of experience, andindependent of either of them, à secret and mysterlous

influence, the exponent of an intierent Christian sympathy,
will work its changes on their human hearts as themoulder on the yielding substance between his ablefingers. I hold that the friendship of which I speak isfruitfui of more real happiness in the world than any otherinfluence of which we niortals are susceptible, and I amwell sustained in my belief.

But though so wide a field is ciranted. to our friendship,and though it may reveal it.self under a plurality of aspectç-,
to those who seek it, strange to say, the world knows verylittle about it. We speak of it as of some regretted

lu treasure that has been long lost to huinanity. We are halfconvinced that the lightning speed of modern civilization
has been too much for it, and that it is destined for time tocome, to creep on apace within the range of our backward<11

e- .,.ance, but never within reach of our grasp.
ig And all the while we are only building up an opaqueand dreary barrier that will shut out much of the summersunshine from our daily lives of toil and trouble. Men andwomen who could make each other's burdens of sorrower fewer and lighter by a mutual sympathy and devotednessas

look above each other's heads in the hurrying crowd and
se, pass by each other, shoulder to shoulder, wearing a mask ofcalm. and cold neuirality over hearts that are glowing with
Oed an unspoken kindness and affection.
led "A won)an," says Bulwer, "if she be really your1' 1Xn ariend, w,*'l have a sensitive regard for your character, honor

ail and cFute. She will seldom counsel you to do a shabbïthing, for a wornan friend always des.res to be proud of

CHAPTER IV
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observes, Il to man PrSsidium et
you. She jsý1' he further ornarnent of his exist
dulce decus, bulwark, sweetness,

ence.
And indeed his words and the-ir import axe most rational

It is no longer a matter of prjvate or

and self-sustainin#g. C

Personal opinion to decide whether the friendship of a truly

ýrood woman benefits the man upon whom she bestows it or

ZD striking arguments in her favor5
not. There are too many the

a of circumstances upon
thrown by the surging tide to allow a doubt to assail

e's agitated waters,,,urface of lif own merrory eveni has the
her. Too ofteni within our tched to
slender yet finu hand of a wornan been seen outstre

,match the life of a brother, husband or friend frorn the

earn which runs siowly but surely on
ýý,juggish and perilous str . cg The rnere idea, J) says George

towards a hopele-ss ruin n
.liot Il that a woman had a kindness towards hirne spu

little threads of tenderness eiroin Out his heart towards hers'y

ý Ji she tells us, Il in whichl if they love
and Il there are naturesý of having a sort of baptisn' and
us, we are conscious t) rectitude and purity by
consecration ; they bind us over to ins become that worst
their pure belief about us) and our s e altars of
kind of sacnlege which tearssi, clown the invisibl

If you are not goodl none is good. Those little
trust. terrific -ineaning to responsibility5 may hold

words n-jay give a Ji Will anyone dispute it ?
a -vltriolic intensity for remorse

Moreoveib5 it is the teaching of the only true philosophy by

which men should regulate their interior selves -. that we

Il love one anotherj" that we njut-,jally assist and encourage

one another, that we syrnýpathise with each other in our joy

and sustain one another in sorrow. Now5 where a natural

sylmpathy paves the way for the practice of this lesson of

charity, how easy it is for men to bestow a beautiful living

interpretation upon the Divine ordination concerning our

Inutual relatioliships. taunch and unswerving friendship is
The idea that a s two wornen has become quite

capable of existing between It is generously
obsolete and exploded in our day.

admitted, that the ftivoluus tendencies which are innate in

us have too much of the upper hand to sanction any

sentiment which pre-supposes a self abnegation or exalted
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disinterestedness on our part 'Irhis is a serious heresywhich inay possibly be accounted for simply enough.
It is a well-attested fact, especially since the sacred pre-cincts of established truth have been raided byrevery puerilepedant and sciolist who can handle a pen, that any absurdity

whatever, so long as it is clad &c in the lioWs skin " and no'
matter how loudly it brays, has some fatal claim upon therambling credulity of the multitude And a method ofreasoning, though resting upon a general assertion which isutterly false, has won its own disciples time and again withan easy effort.

Even in this trifling stigma which denies us women the
privilege of being faithful to one another it is easy to seehow a fraction of truth has been led astray. It is the

outgrowth of a high-sounding syllogisni, which deduces thesweeping general assertion that cg all women are traitors 1froin the more limited one, which is unfortuneely true anddeplorable, that some women are traitors. Nevertheless, 1fail to see what relationship can possibly exist between thetwo parts of the syllogisrn. The general is as undeniably
false as the particular is undeniably true. 4

I canne conceive what pleasure human beings canderive from, a conviction into which they have coaxed
themselves by earnest labor, which has for its object thetotal destruction of their natural and simple faith in theirtellow creatures. We are all of us innocent until by ourwords or deeds we are branded 'DUilty And we have anunquestionable right to the respect of other men so long asit has not been forféited by such actions as are reckoned

misdemeanors in the social world.
f Hortense de Beaumont and I signed our treaty offnendship before wéo' had, either of us, awakened to a,r suspicion of those probable impediments which the world isso fond of bringing face to face with any established mutual
S attachment of ardent hearts. It was enough for me that a-e sweet, confiding simplicity looked trustfülly out of the depths
Y of her brown eyes and hovered with unconscious witchery
n around her pretty red lips. The very way in which sheiy raised her beautiful chin, so hopefullyso winningly, when she
.-d2b talked, would have conquered me, independent of her other

Flie -Docioims Daitgliter



uah there were no fascinating depths to
attractions. Altho . chery, nattaral or aitificial, in the

my grey eyes, and no wit --- Ci-il

srnile my lips afforded, Hortense, 1 -venture to say, ità&ly

reciprocated the love and trust which 1 so earnestly bestowed

upon her. There was no uncertainty about our friendship,

no waverino,, no questioning, no doubt. The embers

glowed with a strong and steady and cheerful intensity, and

we sat before theni basking in their comfortable warrnth,

and sheltering our hearts frorn the chillinlor coldness of the

world without Oh 1 these were happy days that compen-

sated for all the loneliness 1 had endured in my childhood

After all, 1 had only been treasuring up m y desire for

cornpanionship and not sacrificing it, which made iny

sentiments only the more ardent when an opportunity came

at last to indulge them. Looking back from that sunlit

eminence upon the shadowy years of rny previous life, 1 was

able to smile and forget everything, in the blissful consclous-C had overtakpn me
ness that a rare, undreamt-of happiness

after all, and had Rooded rný lot with its dazzling loveliness

and even now 1 see it standing prominently above all the

other varied epochs of niy life ZD 1 can follow with a distinct

remembrance, one day after another as theý merged inti a

riper period of iny exîstence the spot where a shadow 'irst

came over the sunshine of our lives has never been a past

to me.
1 rernained at Notre Dai-ne Abbey pursuinar rny studies

devotedIv until 1 was upon the threshold of my twentieth

year. A letter frora my father then arrived, bidding me

make whatever preparations my departure would necessitate,, n he would come to take
that at the end of the autuinn sessio

ine horne for good. This was a sad and unexpected surprise

for me 1 had just begun to be fascmaied by my studies,

which were now of quite a dignified nature. 1 might as well

add, since it cannot but provoke a bland and suggestive

smile from masculine erudition, that 1 had actually zaken

up moral philosophy, and aspired to distinguish myself later

as a meuphysician Of Some repute. But alas 1 tor the

vanity of huma-n purposes and desires, this empty fittle ùiDte

of iny tàther S came kke the chillest, wiî%ýry blast and smot r

the sinail creeping flarne of my newly awakened avabition.

r' gliterlhe Docto 's Da u58
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1 pleaued. and prayed for an extension of time, but theultimate explanation was a rather lengthy effistle ftom my,
step-mother, in which she adduced most pèrsuasively that66 there was no help for it, that I must come home." Canada

had changed administrators, and somebody very dis-tinguished was expected to replace the old Governor-General.
It was a most propitious and opportune occasion for me tomake my début in society, and, all things considered, I hadhad quite enough instruction new to lit me for an honorable-
position in the world.

How foolishly and vainly assiduous I had been 1 Anhonourable position, according to that respectable authority,
was literally no position at all. Its preliminary stage was

that of an idle pleasure-seeker ; its more progressive, thatof an artiul husband humer, and its summit-ah its.Summit was where she stood herself, and where a deplorable'S percentage of our society wives and mothers are standing
or strutting about with their brilliant plumage expand-,e ed, airing their silly pride and lisping out in self-laudatory accents the story of their empty achievements.ie in society.

Yes, it was true for her that I had received plenty ofa instruction for the mission which she had reserved for me,.St but in spite o'her, now, I was far outside the limit ot herSt power over me. Not that I was predisposed to cross her plans
.eS and wishes with an obstinate perversity as of old. I hadgrown too sensible for that now ; but I knew that edu iýth catigri
Ine always carries an unquestionable independence about with
ýte; it, which asserts itself firmly, though calmly, in the face of
ke polished ignorance. I felt that I was now superior to iny

,,ise step-mother by right of that cultivation, more even of heart.e-% than of mind, which had never been bestowed upon her.
-ell The good Sisters of Notre Dame had lifted me out of the
-ive chaos of fashionable ignorance, and had given me a forcible
en impetus towards that rising hill of knowledge, whence 1

%ter could look down upon the fate 1 had escaped, with a proud
the and tender gratitude. Without further ado, therefore, 1
iDte wrote back a reply declaring that I would be ready to leave-

my happy convent horne at the period indicated, andý
inserting an artfully-worded hope that they would not be.Ion. 

5
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y scholastic laborsi 1 siorned
disappointed with tlhe fruits Of M ctfül daughter. 0

myseif s-heir rnost obedient and respe ntfül date the gas«I'ght
In three rnonths frorn that eve

,of the Canadian Senate Charaber was fallIng upon MY

-white brocaded Watteau traini as 1 advanced towards the

throne where our courteous Governors stand every winter,

.with a patience and forbearance worthy of a better cause.

An officer in glistening'regirnentals 
looked at rny card

-through his eyeglassi and dutift'.IIY called out 6& Miss Hamp-

den» while 1 bowed5 and, followed the motely procession of

1 - gallerles

young and oldj that were wending their way to the

0 -girl in the
above. ild, no longer a school

1 was iio longer a Ca » with ambitions and

.eyes of the world, but a ci young lady

desires attributed. to nle whether 1 thought of them or not.

It was late in Novernber when 1 bade farewell to Notre

e Abbey, never more todarken its hallowed, threshold.

Dam il. That parting was one of the saddest recollec-

as a PuP Every hall gnd stairwayi

tions which my mernory treasures.

ry nook and corner of that solernn old building, were

eve It is strange how inuch

bound to rny heart by closest ties.
for places and things that enter

deep love we have to spare art, 1 know that the deax

largely into our livese For mY P

old Abbey has a clain upon my affectiO«.Is which no power

en earth can lessen or destroy.
e and while she remained. 1 was

1 left Hortense after m, but, better
in flesh and blood indeed

always with her-nOt a
ul, shadowing ber wherever

nd and so a
still, in heart and mi mpanionship

shewerit, and revelling in the sarne sweet Co

ý great distance st-retched between US.
still, though a and 1 said our first good-bYe on the 25thof

Hortense us Saint Catherine. The

November, the féast of the gloriO

evening rneal was over, and the long procession of happy.

jaughing girls had Passeld 'Out of the refectorY into the

a JL spoke to MY dear
s recreation halli where frrst " 1 1 had onlY-spaciou Hortense and 1 lingered behind. tlittie friendé, ith her, and it seemed that a grea

on bour mo-re to spend w where we stood we cOuld
dee yet rernaîned utisaid. ROIn

plainly hear the buzz of ringing voices in the crowded Jroffl

Ibeyond. Thére wffl UnusuàI iejo* 0 9 to-n;ght, for it was a
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congë in honor of Saint Catherine . 'but the joyful confusion
seemed " only to throw our mutual sadness înto more Pro-

nouncea relief . and for awhile we stood in silence, hand in
hand, half-shrouded in the darkness of the outer doorway.

Then Hortense said, in a tremulous whisper.
" Let us go into the chapeL"
I took her arm. tenderly, and we passed quietly along

the dimly lit corridor that led into the main portion of the
building. A single gras jet burned in the large square hall

outside. We hurried across it, for the glare was unwelcome
to, the tear-stained faces of both . all was silent and still asdeath. Hortense opened the chapel door noiselessly, and

we glided in. Darkness here too, and yet not darkness, for
great giant shadows leaped over the vacant pews, andchased one another over the cold, white keys of the organ.

The samctuary light was flickering fitfully in its crystal bowl,and peopling the holy precincts with phantom worshippers.
Glieams of silvery moonlight flooded the farther end, andbrought out to advantage every hoary blade and tree and

flower that lav upon the glistening window panes. If wene &#
%h had needed inspiration from external things at this moment,

how easily we could have received it. But there was not a
ar fibre within us that was not already awake to such soul-stirring influences. We went on tiptoe towards the altar-railer

and knelt upon the topmost step. To tell what followed...ras would be to intrude upon the sacredness of the soul's
ter privacy. Suffice it to, say that for some solemn moments
ver we knelt and prayed together, each knowing well what to
hip ask from Him who has promised that they who " ask shall

receive." "%ýlhen my petitiori was ended I turned and
l of looked at- Horterse. She was praying still, her thin white

17he hands were claspec and rested on the rail before her. Rer
?Py. eyes were raised towards the Crucifix that stood over the

the Tabernacle . her lips were slightly part,' -id, and a deep
lear crimson spot glowed on each beautiful cheek. I became

:)nly spell-bound for a moment, wondering whether in Heaven
7 a she could look any lovelier ;butas Igazeduponhersheraised,re t her slender hand and blessed hersel£ Her prayer wasOuld
1100M over and it was surely heard.
ïas a Half an hour after this I stood robed in my warm furs

Zhe Doeloe's Daughter. 61
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1 had said My adieux to
awaiting My father's arrival- or

bs and was now à-rying My eyes f
teachers and schooi-mate 1 0 of a sunirnons to leave

the hundredth tirne in expectation
At jast there was a stainpingpr of horses' hoofs on

hurriedly. outsicle5 foilowed by a violent

the cold, frozen ground.

ringing of the door-beil. The hour had come.
lïow that the end y was near where

1 stood hastilY UP- 1 took Hortense s tearless face
was the use of delaye ooped to kiss her for

between iny trembling bands and st a

1 had deterin a ned to be brave at is
the jast tirne. sob and two

ut 1 said &&good-byeý) in a broken 0
moment b che rom My quivering

fell 

upon 

her 

pale 

ýekG

large tears rush them. away but looking earnestly

lashes. She did. not b a though she were
into My e-yes said in a low eager voice

fnihi.g her thought aloud. ends like thjsý AmeIiaý in

Nnd we -will always be fri

spite of distance or an ' ything lay upon mine and

" Always, » 1 answered as her lips

then we parted.



CHAPTER V.

P ROM the quiet, peaceful routine of a convent life I
was whirled into the rnaddest and wildest confusion,

at least such did it seem. to me then2 wlaen I was
u-nsophisticated, and ignorant of the ways in which
fashionable womanhood. develops itsel£

My step-mother went through my wardrobe making
incredible additions and alterations, informing me as she
did so that I would be the cynosure of many searching eyes

wÉen I appeared in the drawing-rooms which she
frequented. I also received many graceful hints as to
what was exlected of me in conversation and demeanour,

,and I did not need any assistance whatever to realize that I
was a sort of speculation, that I would carry an insinuation

of my father's wealth and my mother's position about with
me wherever I went. I was not given to understand or to

fear that my own intrinsic worth would likely be the object
of any senous consideration. My step-mother encouraged
me by-saying that " Alice Merivale was out before me and
was quite a success, and all I had to do was to renew my

early friendship with her " or in other words to, play the
parasite as prettily as î knew how. About this, however, I
had made up my mind before I appeared in the busy arena
of fashionable society. Twice a week now I put on some
of my expensive new toilets and went with my step-
mother in our handsome conveyance to make calls. I was
presented to every one of any note, and drank tea in the

best drawing-rooms the Capital could boast o£ So far my
step-mother looked happy. I had not been awkward at

introductions, nor dull in conversations. I had even made
some very pithy remarks where they could do me most
service, and knew the name of a historic personage to
whom Lady Pendleton alluded vaguely, forgetting his title.
I was invaded in my turn on our reception day by all the
v7ealth and beauty of the caIMtal. Great, pompous dames in

heavy mantles and rustling robes sat themselves down in
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imposing condescension 'beside me tO discuss the last dinner

party at Government Flouse, or recite a series of domestic

woes brought on by that refractory necessity-the cook.

Simpering young ladies, and simpering ladies that were no

eted me with ;i pretty, patronizina courtesy,
longer ýoung, gre l- ZD le
and smiled upon my remark-s as sweetly as we grown peop

do at the crude observances of a prattlinor child

There was a time must admit when 1 was only a

child in the eyes of some of these maidens When 1 was

ten and they were twenty how far apart we stood in sympa-

thies and tastes But it is astonishing how rapidly youth

over/cakes maturity Although the inevitable disparity of

years can never be altered or overcome, the material

différences which necessarily accrue froin it are easily

mastered.
So far, the course of my new life ran smoothly and

calmly on, but an impediment was looi"zàlncs up in the near

distance Mrs. 1-lartmann's cards were out for ber annual
5> Every one ýN as whispering about and

brilliant Il At 1-lome 
C

speculating in a hopeful way, as people do when a grand
0 the tapis. My step-mother

social event of this nature is on a 'ong ber fragments of
spent the whole of the day before m

sniall finery, re-arrangi.g tumbled laces and trimmings, and

sorting ber handsome jewels. 1 gave my afternolon, leisure

to Hortense, writing ber a rost minute and graphic account

Of MY able life, my ptogress and its
mitiation into fashion

probable result.
When the eventful night came and the gas was lighted

all was hurry and fluiTy and confusion in our home. My
0 [uiet walking

step-mother and 1 repairà.--.àd to our rooms in q

costumes which we had worn in the afternoon, and an hour

or so later we emerged in the fullest ball-toilet. 1 was readv

first, and gathering up my expensive train of satin and

o'ental lace, 1 glided across the hall and tapped at my

step-mother's bedroom. a Il I admitted myself just
In answer to a faint Il come in, 0 ng ber attention

in time to see the faithful Janet bestovn

upon the bare, iilurnp shoulcl@rs of ber mistr àss, who stood

before her cheval glass in silent self-contemplation.

She had only to, fasten a necklet of dianionds it her

1 1
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throat, to gather up her gloves and lace hand-kerchief and
allow Janet to wrap her up in her downy opera cloak, and

she was ready. As she turned from the glass her gaze fell
fully upon me. I could see that she was not disappointed,
but her generous admiration in no way interfèred with the
consciousness which filled her of her own superior dignity
and grace. She may have envied me my youth, for she was-

loth to grow old among these gay distractions, however, she
only said " you'Il do nicely Arne'ia " and we left the room.

We went down to the dimly-lit drawing-room where a
cheerful fire burned in the polished grate, and my step-

mother rang for tea. The little French parlor maid appeared
a moment later and laid the tiny table beside us. Two

steaming cups stood invitingly on the tray, but before taking
hers my step-mother suddenly remembered she had left her
jewel case unlocked, and she hurried out of the room in a
state of anxious excitement. I turned my back to the fire
and in utter absfaction riveted my gaze upon the butterfly
handles of thetteacups. I was thinking. Such circum-
stances as theseý,always brought back my simple yesterdays
with a renewed force to my memory. 1 was thinking so

profoundly that I neither heard nor saw my fatherwho had
appeared in the doorway and was standing on the sheep-skin
rug looking strangely at me.

I must have felt the power of his steady gaze, for
suddenly and almost involuntarily, I raised my eyes and
beheld him leaning against the polished casement, the heavy
red curtain over the entrance hanging loosely and gracefully
behind hint, making an effective background for his white
hair and pensive face.

r Seeing my reverie broken, he strode noiselessly across
y the room and stood beside me at the fire. The thought
1 crossed my mind that there was something unusual in his
y manner and expression to-night. He passed his hand wearily

over his brow and eyes, and as if in helpless obedience
St to some uncontrollable impulse he leaned forward and
n touched his firm dry lips to my cheek.

I started, and why should'nt I ? It was the fi-ist time
my father had ever kissed me, at least so long as 1 could

er remember. I felt a deep blush creeping up to my very
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ears ; in fact 1 was stupidly agitated5 and he saw *t- With

a tenderness such as his voice had not known for many a

year he said :
ci Ameyi you are a living, breathing vision of my happy

h a likeness before.)2 HIS
past, to-night. 1 never saw suc ther's footfail
words sank into a whisper as My steP-1no

sounded on the stairs outside. He heard it, and turning

away left the room abruptly. 1 drank My cup of tea and

prepared to leave as one moving about in a dream. This

was one of the strangest experiences 1 had ever had ; some

secret spring seemed to have been magically touched within

me, and all the pent-up love and devotion of a life-time now

flowed freely through my veins. 1 was attracted most power-

fully towards the coldj distant man whom 1 had dreaded all

along, and whorn 1 cOuld have hated ardewtly had it not

been a sin against nature. had a clear and holy meaning
His words, though vague) r, dead motheri

for me. He must then have loved My d

1 thought fondlye when twenty years of separation have

not effaced her mernory from his heart a Imind.

I was busy with these reflections as wè drove through

the streets of the city towards the Hartniann5s residence, and

1 alighted at their door with my eyes full of unshed tears.

How strangely at odds we can be with the circuinstances of

our daily lives. er 1 was obliged to dispel all such
Very soon, howev , 1 was no longer nýty

personal and intimate ruminations.

own property to, dispose of as 1 willed. I was.stand-àsng in

the doorway of the spaclous ball-room with a circle of new.

made gentlemen acquaintances around me; MY father and
lç>l

'his wife stood a short distance from. me and watched the
9 looking at them.

proceedings without
66 May 1 have the fifth miss Hampden," the very good-

looking 'Nir- Raliburton was asking with a mile.

ci ýffhat is the dance?" 1 interrupted as he was abOut

to scribble his initialse with sweet urbanity. 1 shook
ci A polka," he replied tjy soM. He

My head negatively and tried to look pleasan,

raised his pedect dark eyeýbrows in thorough astonishnaent

arid put in an exclamatory ci Why?)j



No fast dances," I said in a seriously playful tone,
1 will give you the sixth, it is a lancers."

ci Oh, this is too bad," he argued earnestly, " however,"
he continued with his peculiar, winning smile, I am thankful
for any." He wrote his naine very badly on My programme,
and mine on his, then with a most graceful bow made way
for a new petitioner.

I had nearly the saine little dialogue with each hero
that addressed me, and as there were but four slow dances
on the programme for the evening, 1 was soon in a trying

dilemma. Amiable and courteous as these fashionable lions
were acknowledgeçI to be, they could not get themselves to
sacrifice the pleasure, great or small, which they found in a
waltz or polka, to sit the dance out quietly with a girl of

scruples and principles.
I had to be satisfied, therefore, with the conviction

that I was doorned to spend the greater part of the evening
alone; and what was more consoling still, this being my first

appearance at a baïl, I was sure to be closely watched by
many a fair rival. Already the music for the opening dance

was sounding. I was engaged for this one, and had for my
vis-a-vis my step-mother and an imposing gentleman in
heavy regimentals. My partner was an ordinary man of the
period, of medium height, with. common-place moustache
and neatly -4 trimmed side-whiskers, who made several

différently worded remarks of the saine meaning upon the
saine subject

I was disposed not to enjoy this evening for many
reasons, and I was conscious of going through the figures of
the dance automatically and tastelessly. I came back after
each lady's chain to my tiresoine partner, wishing earnestly
that it would. soon be over. My step-mother detected my

listless manner, and came to me later, when the dance was
ended. and I had been left by the arriable Mr. Fawcett
standing before a picture of Siddons which I was ostensibly
adi-niring with enthusiasm. There was a becoming smile on
the face of my step-mother, as there always was in fashion-
able company, but there was no sweetness in the anger

which was interpreted by the quick, impatient words that
flashed from. behind the glittering plumes ot her splendid
fan intu my ear

M- "M
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Don't make an idiot of yourself,ýY she sai4 hoarsely,
a w ell-studied attitudy

comma up to me, and standing in a

before the picture 1 was lookina at It is unpardonableC ny dances on'
vulgar and rude of you to take exception to a

the programme, as if Mrs. Hartmann would allow any

impropriety where her own daucrhters are concerned.ý) She

went on fanning herself briskly, showing nothing of her

indignation in her face.
Without raising my eyes 1 answered quietly Do

not excite yourself for nothing , you inay be sure 1 shall not

disgrace you, but 1 am determined not to (get into the arms

of any of these men to-night." &

She moved away while 1 was speaking and 1 saw no

more of her until we were preparing to leave. During the

dances that intervened between the quadrille and the lancers,

that 1 had given to Mr. Haliburton, 1 had amused myself as

best I could, talking to some prosy relatives of the family

who stood around the walls, and turning over the leaves of

an artistic scrap-book that lay upon the broad window-sill

at one end of the room.
I was grateful when Mr Haliburton came and took

me away into the crowd. 1 was be 'ginning to féel tired of

the situation and to wish 1 were safely at home.

The second dance, however, was livelier than the first.

My partner was a vivacious flirt who made every one feel

merry for a while, and 1 began to enj&y it after we had gone

through the first figure. We were slower than the dancers

next to us, who had finished and were waiting for us, to

change.-the music. 1 was advancing to my vis-a-vislooking

around the rooni at the same time, when my eyes sud-

denly feIL 1 saw sorneone in the distance watching iny

movements, someone who had evidently just coine in. lie

was not a young man, and yet he was hardly old. 1 had not

time to take further notice of his appeamnce, for the music

ceased and we began the last frolicsome figure of out dance.

As 1 passed into the conservatory later on Mr. Haliburton's

arm. 1 stole a glance towards the end of the room where

this Il somebody " had been standing, but he was one. 1

need not bave felt concerned and yet 1 did. More than

that, 1 was disappointed, and it was with an unfeigned
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weariness and impatience that I threw myself into the low,
basket rocking-chair under a canopy covered with ivy to,
which Mr. Haliburton conducted me.

I was glad to, see him, go from. me, though it was but
for a moment ; I would have time to reason with myself
before he came back with the ices.

When I found myself alone, I no longer checked the
heavy sigh that had lain heavy in my breast all night. I
leaned my head back agaînst the vine-clad pillar behind me
and almost sobbed. I was feeling miserable. A footfall
somewhere made me spring into an erect, sitting posture
again. I took an ivy lea' between my fingers and toyed

nervously with it I waited for a confirmation of my worst
féaSa , that my step-mother had followed me and heard me

sigh, but there was no one. When all was quiet again I
ventured to look carefully around. The secret was out , on
a rustic bench at the other side of my graceful canopyC'somebody " was sitting alone. HiS) profile met my full
view, his pensive half-sad profile. I looked at it for a

moment and, springing up, I moved aside my rocking chair
and rushed towards him.

Il Mr. Dalton P' I cried out impulsively, and then
stopped suddenly short-what if it were not he at all ?

He turned and caught me in my attitude of suppressed
excitement, the bench was between us. He held out both

hands over its curved back saying
es Il Ame37, is it you ?'
0 There was a strange look as of a misty uncertain
9 pleasure in his eyes. I gave him my small hands, for they
1- were small when he had gathered them into his, and we
y looked at one another in silence for a few moments.
e Il Come here and sit down beside me little one," he

ot said in his old affectionate way. " How you have grown 1 'y
;iC he exclaimed, moving one end of the rustic seat to let me
-be. pass. I had forgotten all about Mr. Haliburton or any one

lys else but hEr Dalton; the glad surprise of seeing him:re absorbed every other consideration.
Yes, but not changed, am I ? I put in, eagerly, sitting

an down-beside him and looking earnestly into his gravely glad
,ed face
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changed Amey," he said, il
Yes, you are very cc 1a 3ut h inued slowlye

a serious yet tender voice, " 1 e- CO't

should recognize you ail the better for the change." His
1 t then they had alwaYs

,,.,ds were meaningless to me, bu cc you are changed
been so when we were friends long ago. . gly. &At first 1

Daltonq" 1 retorted reciprocatin &
too Mri at alli and it was OrIIY by rude staring
did not know YOU Whe-re have you been
that 1 managed to, rernember You. ou asked.
ail this time, that 1 have never seen y

46 Rambling all over the worldý'I he answered dreamily.

> did you ? 'ý he addedj changing his
And so you missed me, G4 well, Ameye so ave

tone to one of playful enquiry.
often thought Of YOU in my

missed youý at least 1 have, 0 1 need not
travels and wondered how you were getting on.

tell YOU 9& he continued teasingly5" how often 1 have been

haunted by the- dreadful threat YOU made when 1 saw YOU

last about 1) 1 1 interruptedý" 1 rernember
&& Now, don't say any more)& 0 9

all that well enough. We are all a little silly sornetime in

our livesl" 1 alleged in self defence. a whisperict you do not
ci Poor Ainey 1 he said almost in

0 folly-yet, when you
know how prone human nature is t t.ýý

are as old as 1, you wili have learned something ot 1
0 you were very ancienit),I 1 exclaimedi

cc"Vou, speak as if
making little of his serious talk. canIt be very young

it Welllý he broke in slowly, knee sorne fifteen

now, when 1 had Arney Hampden on MY
like a crood child," he

years agoi but do not tell that of me, C

added in playful eagerness ci for, being a bachelor yete you

see, it might harin me-- that it would excite formidable
&& Do you mean ci laughing carelessly, and

jealousies ? " 1 aslSd risingi an ýerted his
then, half sorry for having uttered these wc)rds 1 dh e

attention from then, by announcing my wish to go inside.
a ed me, with as rnuch active

He arosel and accompani
a he had been twenty-five years younger.

gallantry as if talwart arrnI 1 rassid -j-rto 0 'à the
Leaning on his strong, S feeiing Peculiarl- tev"vped,
crowded and confused ball-ro0m 4

and stmngely hczy ier than when 1 had left it a short half-

1 
could 

not 
get 

rid 
of 

a 
stirspic'e

"I'np 
hat

hour before- But 
10
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was forcing itself into my mind with regard to Mr. Dalton.
There was certainiy some restraint over him, and the look

in his clear, soft blue eyes was not so steady as it used to
be. And yet, what could I expect from him more than he
had given me ? I did not know, but it seemed that after
our long, long separation, he ought not to be so quiet and
silent. It is true thaf our place of meeting was a rather
unpropitious one, but this did not satisfy me. He was not
quite the Mr. Dalton that I remembered, that, as a child I
had loved, and still I felt proudly happy to lean on his

powerful arm. and exchange occasional glances and remarks
with him.

We walked through the ball-room. where arnuseinient
was now at its zenith, and when we had reached the upper
end Mr. Dalton paused and looked at the gay scene before
us. He had seemingly forgotten me, while his thoughts
were busy with their own weaving. We had only been there
a moment when my father advanced towards me accompanied
by another gentleman..n

Il Amey," he began before he had quite reached me,
)t have you forgotten our friend Dr. Campbell."
U 1.was sensibly confused as I withdrew my hand from

Mr. Dalton's arm, to give it to Dr. Campbell. I bowed and
di smiled as at our first introduction in the library at home,

and I fear I was guilty even of blushing, too.
Mr. Dalton, seeing my attention diverted, bowed himselfig

,> gracefully away. My father had vanished before him, and,n thus was I left completely at the mercy of a trying circum-he
stance..Du Dr. Campbell broke the awkward silence happily,

,Dle saying :
ind "Il canne be for want of an introduction, Miss

his Hampden, that you and I are not friends?'
'de. Il go indeed," I answered stupidly, not knowing very
%6 well what to say.,ive

-ger. 'Are you dancing this evening-," he next asked, in a
the rnost composed tone which made me envy him.

ved, Very ittle." said I. Il I am exclusive on that subject.»
Jalf- Which means that you will, not honour me," he inter-

that rupted blandly, looking questioningly into my face.

P"7
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Oh, no I exclaimed seeing how misinterpreted rny
words were. I mean with regard to the dances, riot the
people. I do not like fast dances."

Il Nelther do I particularly," he answered, offering me
his arm, Il except when I sit them out. May I ?" he asked

in such a graceful defèrential way that I know I smiled
approvingly as I slipped my hand within his arm and went

with him into +'kP little ante-room opposite, where coals

glowed in the open fire-place and a soft rose-colou.Lgd light
fell over all the delicate splendor of the furnishings.

There were two heavy plush arm-chairs already drawn
up to the fender, and Dr. Campbell moving one gently

towacds me, smilingly remarked that Il we were evidently
expccted."

I took one and he sank into the other with a gesture of
pronounced ease. The light from the fire was full upon his

face and form, and feeling secure in the shadow of a fancy
screen that had been shoved beside my chair, 1 set myself

earnestly to work to analyse this wonderful man.
He was passively handsome, with a large brow and

very large, expressive eyes. They were blue, too, but not

hke Mr. Dalton's. They were dreamier and more

attractive. His face was quite bronzed, f.,.-nd his fine inouth
was admirably set off by well-curved brown moustaches.
His chin was bare but for one little bit under the lower lip.

He was caressing this seeming favorite with one white,
slender hand, almost fine enough for a lady's, while I

observed him with keen scrutiny. He was an Enghsh
Canadian, I learned that before I ever saw him, born and

bred under Canadian skies, but this implies little of his bias

or disposition,
Canada has not yet shaken off the fetters of her great

grandparents sufficiently to bring out in a clear, markeà way
her own individuality. Her native sions and daughters

inherit too fait.n-.tuUy the English, Irish, Scotch or French
tenor of the characters of their predecessors to be able to

grant to our ambitious country the national peculiarities and

idiosyncracies which she covets, in orderto assertherselffreely,
a5 the mother oi a people who bear her resemblance
stamped upon their mental and moral féatures. When a
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country has succeeded in lixDà ing a seal upon the brow of01 every son that is born to her, she has secured the nght ofà being paralleled, at least in one respectnations of the worid. In time , wth the greatest
this, for Canadians shoui e Canada w-ý'1 ac£omplish

her to-day, because * d be wondexfui people.. It bafflesit is a question of time, and in herincapacity to influence- tjmeý Canada îs only equal to,s CSsar% Rome, or VictoriWs Great Britain.There was a look of keen intelligence in Dr Cam bell'scountenance that pleased me particularly, something sorefreshing to see, after all the va id exprea-sions ofy uneducated men. I could easily underpstand now, how hey ganed thatprestige which made conquests for him, whereverhe went. Truly, I did not believe him a very widely)f informed man, but lie was a man of fixed principles and as man of ambition. Moreover he had a wonderful savolrfal,,ey that carried him through all sorts of adventitious circuni-stances gracefully. It is a clear counterfeitacumen of genuine, and, with a world that knows no better, gets just asmuch. favor and praise.
)t During the fifteen minutes that we passed together in-e Mrs. liartmannes cosy morning-roorn, with our feet on her,h Polished brass fender, we learned mucf, of one another'sýS. hidden selves, that people who had knowr us both for yearshad failed to, gather.

I went to supper on Dr. Campbell' arm and gave him,a rose frorn my bouquet. He saw ils to Our carriage when,h we were leavin& and promised to call on the followingd Tuesday.
lis This is a lengtày and tedious summary of mY first andlast ball.

at For 1 never went to another. What was the use? 1iy wa-9 essentially out of place with my princi les about,rs dancing. P1% My step-mother stormed and raged after the.'h Hartmann's At Home> declaring that 1 had disgraced myseïfto and her; that such guests as Iý were a burden to, a hostessid and an infliction on the rest of the company. All thisYi along with My own Pr'vate conclusio jris, went far towardse helping ime to rnake up My mind, once for all, that 1 hada gone to my last 4 " dance>y2 And to be candid 1 must admit

?7'77ne DOCtO)m's Da ughter. ?7Q
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that it was no effort whatever for me to abstain froin these

would-be easures. They were literally not worth the fuss

and trouble and expense of getting to theni. But 1 went to
a

other gatherings which were infinitely more enjoyable. 1

had many another tête-a-tête with Arthur Campbell before

the winter was out. The last attraction before Parliament

closed was a I Musical I' at the Merivales.



C HAPTER VI,

LI CeE MERIVALE had 11come out" with the greatestéclat into our social circles. With wealth andbeauty, grace and a certain number of showyaccomplishriaents, she had made conquests withoutthe slightest effort on her part. She was a fànishedmusician, and hal a sweet, thrilling voice. She talkedpleasant nonsense, danced beautifully, flirted very artfully,and altogether seemed the living embodiment of everyattribute which is calculated to endear a human creature toits fellow-men. She even gave a peculiar tone to the circleshe moved in and it was quite a forcible guarantee that agathering was select and most exclusive if Alice Merivalewas present.
When I returned the second time frorn school toprepare myself for a public life Alice Merivale was the firstto call upon me. She came in quite unceremoniously onemorning, looking very beautiful in a sealskin mantle andhat, and declared in the prettiest ruanner possible that wemust be great friends; we lived so near and had knowneach other for such a long time that there should not beanything like ceremony between us.

I shall almost need you now that Aunt Ada ismarried and Edith has gone to Germany she ar ued inpretty plaintiveness.
I hked this, though indeed, at the tirne it surprise memore than a little. I had expected to find her developedinto a feather-brained, affected young lady who was short-sighted in a great many ways. I had never been able todissociate the early impression she made on me &om herlater redeeming phases. Poor Florrie Grant vanishing outof the doorway under Miss Mémrivaleî sublime contemptcame back to my memory time and again, and 1 rrade upmy mind that Alice Merivale and I could never claim to,be kindred souls.

But when I saw her after the lapse of some years andobserved the perfection of her physical loveliness I could6
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no longer harden my heart against her. It has always been

a weakness of mine to slavishly admire feminine beauty.

There is a witchery about graceful curves, and heavy

eyelids, drooping lashes and dimpled chins that stronger

souls than mine canne resist ; and when the haughty âWe

Alice of my girlhood stood before me in ail the glory ofàer

fresh and beautiful womanhood 1 forgave her ail the past ,

I hardly knew what she talked about, so rapturously

did 1 gaze, now upon her delicate pink ear, now upon the

melting curves that brought her white chin into provoking

notice, then her roguish, winning, violet eyes with their long

dark lashes and languid brows. There was everything to

love in her so far as the eye could see, from the wavitig

profusion of golden hair to the toe of her dainty slipper,

I had met her at all the entertainments of the season.

1 had watched her pretty manSuvres and followed her

flirtations with a quiet amusement. Her admirers weire

nuinberless and pursued her with the most emphatic

devotedness. She was an item in the individual lives of

young people of both sexes, exciting in some bearts the

bitterest envy and jealousy, and kindling the flame of an all-

consuming love in many others. She had carrSd the palm

of triumph and victory all through the gay season, and now

that the end was near she decided to gather ail those who

had witnessed her conquests abroad, within bSr ovvn home

and there rnake her retiring courtesy under peculiarly

advantageous circumstances. She was to leave in a

fortnight after for an extended tour through Europe.

It was the fifteenth of March and the Merivales'

Musical " was to commence at eight o'clock. The wind

blew fiercely through the stiff, naked boughs of - the giant

maples, and drifted the light powdery snow rnadly on bdc«

it. 1 had been in-doors all day listening to the weird

wailing of the ceaseless wind as it whistled down the

chiraneys and swept past the house comers. 1 had written

and r and sutched until my eyes were wearied and my

fingers numb, and it was only four o'clock, that tunmg-

point on a March day from the sunshine to the gloammg when

we women know not what to do with ourselves ; wheni it is

too cold to go out or expect visitors, too late in the day to
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bePn any occupation, too dark to read w'th. any comfo't,and too early to light the lamps. I went to the windowand kx*e impatiently into the street but there was nocomfort to be had there; a milkmaWs wagon stood over theway, his horse pawing the frozen ground while he filled hismeasure with the cold white liquid. A band of littlechildren ran screaming by with a large dog drawing a sleigh;a beggar woman cl-ad in flirnsy rags was mounting the stepsof a neighboring house, and that was a4v I shrugged myshoulders and turned away with a smothered yawn. Thepiano stSd. open before me, 1 threw myself carelessly onthe-stool and thrumined languidly on the key-board for anwn2ent or so, but 1 was not in the humor to play, and withanother yawn I arose, crossed the hall and passed into myfathees library.
He was usually there at this hour, but early that after-noon he gone into the country to see a patient, and ashe would not be back until after dinner, I appropriated hissarxtum in his stead. A fire burned in the grate, not ablazing fire, but a pile of stead;ly glowing coals,intensely red and hot, that kept the room comfortable, butthrew no s ow on the tinted walls.
I wheeled the light lounge that stood opposite the doortowards the fire, and sank gratefully into ît to have a littleil, think U about the pasý all to rnyself. I began to, distinguishthe spires of Notre Dame Abbey rising clearly out of theg.,.owing ernbers. Faces that 1 loved peeped through itslatticed wmdows, smilingly, and voices that weré' like thebrexth of summer in my ear called to me from its ballowedpo . I was back among the scenes of my early happi-ness, dS winter day was flooded with summer warmth andsunâMne; the birds twittered in the tresh green foliage, andthe strSm murmured placidly on at the foot of the conventgarden. My lanpor and weariness were gone; I wasdmdul and glad again, as I had been in my careless girl-hood. How long it lasted according to time reckoned byand hours, I knew not. In my dream many dayscame went with new and repeated delights. All I knowis, that -when I awoke the room was shrouded in darknessand the fire had grown cheerless and dull. I started up, for
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the change was a shock to me. 1 did not know I had fallen

asleel), and it must have been a full hour or more since 1

carne into the library. More than that, 1 felt a sharp sensa-

tion for which 1 could not thoroughly account For a

moment 1 suspected that sorne one must be in the room,

then again, the unbroken stillness re-assured me that this

was mere fancy. 1 felt an abiding presence which seerned,
a ne elbow

to hover right around me. 1 raised myself on o

and asked in an audible whisper
Gi Is anyone here ? »
A coal gave way in the fire-place and the embers

loosened and fell. 1 started involuntanlyý but there was no

answer to my question. 1 rubbed iny eyes bnskly and

stood up. As 1 did so, something fell upon the floor with

a clinking noise. 1 put my hand up instinctively to my

ears. One ruby ear-ring was missing. 1 groped my way tc

the mantel-plece and struck a light. Stepping carefully

back towards the loungb with my eyes buried in the carpet,

1 spied a glittering object at a little distance from where 1

had been standing. 1 stooped and picked it up. To rny

great surprise it was not aiy ruby ear-ring. It was a small

oval locket suspended frorn a few links of a heavy gold

chain, one of the uppermost links was crooked and

broken.
1 turned it over and over between rny fingers, holding

the candle so that the light fell full upon it. It was not my

father's; of that 1 was ful'y certain. It had a strange,

unfamiliar look about it such as other people's srnall wares

always have for us, and yet. the more 1 examined it, the

more 1 began to think 1 had seen it sornewhere before. 1

was mystified. As I turned my head 1 descned my missmg

ear-ring lying in the threads of a crocheted tidy that had lain

under my head. Setting down the candle, 1 extricated it

and restored it to my ear. I then blew out the light and

went quietly up to my own room.

1 had just closed the door and secured myself against

possible intrusion when the sound of the dinner-beU broke

Upon my ear. 1 i.mmediately rose, and storing my newly

found treasure hurriedly away, I went down to the dnnng-

room, 
Il



q.

07vL Docto;r S DaUghte,. 79

My step-mother was already there, chatting with Mrs.
Hunter, who had come in to, spend a qu;.et hour of the

afternoon, and accepted an informal invitation to dinner.
My father had not yet returned, and as Freddie was

stili at college, we were quite a cosy little dinner party in
ourselves.

1 apologized for my delay, accusing myself of having
fallen asleep, and with a smiling enquiry about the general
health of the Hunter family I took my seat and began to
unfold my table-napkin.

" Then you did not see what came for you this
afternoon, if you've been dozing," my step-mother said
pourIng a ladle of soup into Mrs. Hunter's plate.

I looked eagerly towards her and exclaimed with a
smile of surprise :

"No! Did anything come
My.,c.*-ep-mother glanced significantly at Mrs. Hunter.

but that lady was either very hungry or saw no fun in the
allusion, for she went on quietly tasting her soup without
looking up.

This piqued my step-mother a hale, 1 iancy, for she
said with unusual emphasis and insinuation .

"Oh, you wor* be at all surprised, Amella , it is only
what you might expect now, some more of Dr. Campbell's
kind attentions, that's all.7ý6' What is it ?' I put in with an une-)ntrollable relish

and curiosity.
Il Phis time," said my step-mother, Il it is a box of the

loveliest flowers, for to-night of course."
" Dr. Campbell is very thoughtful," Mrs. Hunter

here ventured to assert, " he often sends Laura books and
flowers and such pretty songs ; he is a great favorite," she

addçd, half satisfied no doubt tïlat she had ktiocked all the
sentiment out of this offéring to me. But my step-mother
was not to be baffled even if she had to, show me to, the
highest advantage.

-"Oh!" she answered, with an effort at indifference
he knows how to be a favorite. In his profession 'especially, it is far better to court popularity in this way. I

would say he studied his own interest ip Arnçy's case too,"
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she continued, spitefully, 11only that he knows, since

Freddie went away, we never have any strange doctors for

the household. What do you say, Amey ?' she asked in a

teasing tone, changing the nature of the subject.

Il 1 am sure I cannot presume to, interpret Dr. Camp-

bell's motives," 1 answered quietly, Il but there is no reason

why his gift should not be one of friendship," I added, with

conscious dignity.
Mrs. Hunters Il Of course not put an end to this

sensitive topic. It was dangerous ground and could lead

to mischie£ So we all thought, 1 fancy, for by tacit consent

it was dropped for the rest of the meal.
After dinner we had a tame little chat in the drawing-

room, over our cups of tea, and then Mrs. Hunter left, for

she too had to dress for the "Musical," and there was now

not much tirne to spare.
Arthur Campbell's flowers were truly lovely. When I

went up to my room I saw them Imd out before me, and, I

must confess, I felt a little flattered at this mark of

preference from. one who was so highly esteemed by all who

knew him. I raised them tenderly and examined them one

by one. They vrere rich and delicate and sweet smelling.

There was a little card arnong thern with the words

Will Miss Hampden favor the giver by wearing these

flowers this evening ?" neatly written upon it ; below them

the clear signature Il V. Arthur Campbell," was inscribed

in the same lobse but neat characters.
1 could not help smiling while I dressed. Maybe 1

was a little conceited, but no one saw me.

The circumstances of our introduction and acquaint-

anceship, altogether, were so very peculiar that 1 could nat

dwell upon them with a sober face. Besides, Arthur

Campbell was a lion in society, a sucSss in bis profession

and the desired of many calculating mothers. What would

these people say if 1 quietly stepped inside them in Arthur

Campbell's favor ?
I took up his flowers and began to choose those I

should wear. After al4 I thought, it was not always wedth

and beatity that accomplished the gTeatest thing& 1 migw
surpnse our little world yeý though my face had no



- Doctoim7s Daughter. 81

extraordinary beauty, nor my forrn any inarvellous grace-
vnth which hypothesis 1 laid a rich spray upon my breast

and, finding it becoming, fastened it there.
Ah me how vain and foolish our weak humanity can

be at times Some little unexpected circumstance gives us
a key-note, and we sustain it through a heart-stirring inelodythat will never charm our ear save in this misty reverie.

We girls of one-and-twenty summers are so easily bornealong by*every passing breath of unstable experience ; so
easily stimulated by rivalry that begins in little things but

may yet creep into the great crises of our lives ; so easily
stung to impulsive action by the incisive smile and word of0
jealousy or pride; so easily led away by aspects that show
us only their bright and cheerful side ; so easily wearied ofthe happy, careless monotony of our young lives ! And yetthere is an exquisite pleasure for us in the weaving of thosteý
delicate golden webs that are destined to, be torn so rudely
asunder by a prosy and matter-of-fact reality.

The thoughts suggested by Arthur Campbell's gracious
offéring took a firm and exclasive hold of my mind, froin
the moment I Saw it, until I sat beside him in the Meri-
valeS2 vast drawing-room.

He looted handsomer than ever that night, it seemed
to nie, as he came smiling towards me and asked leave to
take the vacant chair beside me. Every one was busy
talking and laughing, for the music had not yet begun and
we felt quite secure in our remote corner to say and do

as we pleased. It is so often quite easy to be alone in a
crowd.

'6 1 Peed not ask you how 37ou are, &c Miss Hampden,"
Arthur Campbell began, sinking down carelessly into his

seat, your looks are perfect 1;
in Such unworthy adulation Dr. Campbell 1 2) 1 e-.Claimed

mock indignation, '& besides " I said, with some malice
"I would like to, know how many times you have Paid this
compliment before it reached me.)y

This is very unfàir, Miss Hampden 52 he retorted with
a pleasant smile. Upon my honoir, I did not-well yes,
tô%be candid, I said sSnething like it tg N-iss Merivale, but
Shc is thC Only OnC beside yourself,"
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I knew it I interrupted triumphantly II and I dare-

say she is the only lady you have spoken to at all, since

you came in, except mysel£"
He looked at me with his solemn. blue eyes for a

moment and then said in a half jesting, half earnest, tonc

" I wish I could make you jealous."
He did not turn away his eyes atter this, but let them

sest in calm scrutiny upon my half averted countenance.

There was a power in his words that thrilled me for a

second or so. 1 may have betrayed some agitation in my

answer. I closed my fan and opened it again nervously

before I replied:
"Have you heard that 1 am easily provoked to

jealousy ?»
Il Not at all," he said in quite a serious voice,

and if I heard it a thousand times 1 could not believe it.

You are too sure of yourself to give way to such a

sentiment."
" But we cannot rely very much upon ourselves under

some circumstances."
"Very true, and very fortunaxely, for we resolve to

support attitudes under some circumstances, that are neither

true to ourselves, nor fair to, our fellow-creatures, Don't

you think so, ? " he asked, taking my fan out of my lap and

looking intently at it.
II I don't think I understand you very vîell," I answered

timidly,
just then the souads of voices were hushed, and the

loud strains of Rossini's &miramide filled the room. That

ended our conversation for awhile. The music oceeded

with little or no intermission, for upwards of an h%ür. AU

the vocal and instrumental talent of the city was present,

and the audience was treated to, a rare and most, happily

rendered repertoire. Miss Hartmann had just finisbcd an

Arietta of Beethoven's, which was rapturously received, whçn

Alice Merivale stole up behind me, radiant in pale gzeen

mist-as it seemed to me-to ask how 1 enjoyed the selec-

bons. 
&'*.

I could scarcely think of answering her until my effl

had taken in the full beauty of her f form.



The Dociorls Daughier. 83

want you all to be in a very good humour, before Ibegin "she said coquettishly,' for I will try your patience veryhard, yours especially, Dr. Campbell," she added, lookingat hirn now for the first time, Il you are such a mercilesscritic-a perfect epictire in music.
He smiled languidly at her, and swept a glance overher from head to foot.

Is it any wonder " he asked lazily when you spoilus by feasting us with the perfection of every sort of loveli-ness, what else can you expect ?
She touched. him smartly on the nose with a roll ofmusic she held in her hand-for they were old friends-and flitted away, sayingci it 0is a good thing that 1 have never had any faith inmen of your profession."

1ýe looked after her in undisguised, ardent admiration1 saw it, and if 1 remember well, a vague wish was creepinginto my heart at the time, that I had been as lithe and fairr a creature as Alice Merivale. Before I had dwelt muchupon it however, silence was again restored and ourcharminghostess had appeared before us.
Low and sweet, the first thrilling notes carne from hert swan-like throat; then a strain of violin accompanimentand loud chords from the piano, and she broke forth intoa passionate refrain that held her listeners spell-bound.1 had ceased to look at her, and was busy watchingthe expression on Arthur Campbell's face. It was one ofe profound admiration. His eyes were riveted upon her witht a devouring look, he was lost to every surrounding, dead tod every influence for the time being but the magic power ofthis beautiful voice that trembled in the scented air anddied away into a musical whisper.

y She bowed and retired as the inent up emotions of hern audience had given way; exclamatiGns of praise andM enthusia9w greeted her on every side.n She deserved all this and more, if it were possible toc- give it ta her. I had been en-raptured myself over hersinging, but still 1 could not see the necessity or appropri-ateness, of Arthur Campbell's prolonged ecstacyý I beganto think it was gffected, and turned away frorn him to t-ilk
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to a little lady with gold-rimmed spectacles who sat quietly

on the other side of me.
When 1 addressed her she raised her glasses and wiped

her eyes with a dainty lace handkerchie£
Very beautifu' , was it riot said, for want of

something more appropriate.
Il Ah! mon Dieu! oui "' she exclaimed, warmly, and

then proSeded to tell me in very broken English that

96 Mees Alice *' was the pupil of her deceased sister, who had

come from, France some years before and had undertaken

the vocal instruction of 1wut ton young ladies, in order to

save their aged mother from a destitution which threatened

her, owing to some heavy reverses which had befallen them,

in their native land.
I was outwardly very sympathetic as she recited these

melancholy details. She did not suspect, poor thing, what

an effort I was obliged to make to keep track of her subject

at all, and 1 was conscious of havmg won her kind favor

under false pretences. Before she could pursue her pet

topic to any fuller advantage, however, the music began

again and our newly made friendship was effectually nipped

in the bud. During the next selection, which was a lengthy

piano solo by the fashionable Miss Nibbs, 1 busied myself

observing all that transpired about me. Miss Nibbs herself

was worthy of some notice; perched upon the pland-stool,

her flat feet barely reaching the pedals, and her ill-formed

bulky figure swaying now on one side, now on another.

Whatever Miss Nibbs had been in her youth, and to speak

truly one might doubt at this period of her existence if she

had ever known a younger day, she certainly was very much

worn and used looking iri her decline. Not even the faded

remnants of an earlier grace or gentility helped to redeem

the weak points of nature about her. She was a stmnger

to me, and yet 1 could have declared with the most perfect

sanction of my moral certitude that she was the direct

desSn t of a plebeian stock. Not lut that she had

counterfeited patrician attributes according to her own

interpretation of them as earnestly as she knew how ; but

such empty pretensions as these are too transparent to the

all-discerning eye of true gentility. They can not euily

d 0 m
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assume that which they have no right to claim. A haughty,overbearing demeanor, or a powerful drawl, is no guaranteeof gSd breeding, and these were poor Miss Nibbs' offlytitles to it. I will admit that, ip my fretted mood, I saw herat her worst Not a wrinkle of her ill-fitting bodice escapedme, not a movement of her ungainly form passed unnoticed,I was dissecting her to a pitiful disadvantage, following upeach new discovery with a moral of my own when a half-subdued Voice whispered in my ear:
Il Ëpare her, Miss HampderL "
I looked up significantly and met Dr. Campbell'smock-reproachful glance, resting full upon me." Spare whom ?» I asked, very nnocently.
«' Oh! you wicked critic of human frailties," he answeredslowli, " whom do you think ?' à
I betrayed myself with an ill-suppressed smile whichbroadened into a genuine laugh as poor Miss Nibbs retiredmoft awkward y from, her post, very well satisfied withhersed, no doubt.
During the interval that followed, Dr. Campbellamused himself with the indulgence of a new freak. Heleaned his elbow on the back of the chair in front ot us, andturning his face towards me supported his head in the palm.f of his hand. There was a new expression on his countenancewhich foreboded the tatatalising remark that followed1 Do you know, Miss Hampden, he began, looking atme through his half closed eye-lids, " you are beginning topuzzle me grangely. Did any one ever tell you, you arean eccentric PrI

"Oh olear ! yes ! my sttp-mother persuaded me to, t1iucomfortable convktion long ago,» I answered laughingly.In Fle foIlowed up this agreeable retort with a most.1'X expnusive 1« Ahem 1" and then paused a mment beforeU adding in a very emphatic tone:
1%t " Well you are a queer girl, you know."d "Because 1 fall short of your standard, I suppose?" 1In interrupted, passing my hand languidly over my brow andit eye&
ie 44 Well that is not a bad guess, Miss Hampden, but,ly that -is not the only reason. "
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The shaft pierced me. Arthur Campbell was wt
always in a mood to flatter. 1 wanted to prove to hirn that

twr, could play at his little game and 1 hardly knew how to
match him. Il Tieved at thisIll suppose 1 ought to feel quite g
intelligence," I answered consciously, Il but, dear me," with
an artificial sigh, le 1 cannot bring myself to study people's
opinions ; that is probably one féature crf my eccentncity ?" r
I added in an interrogative tone, looking aimlessly at him. 1

He was silent for a moment during which he looked L
around the room. Then he stood up saying: r

Let us go outside, 1 see the music is over. P
I rose and took his piofféred arm and we turned

towards the door. As we passed out my eyes fell upon Mr.

Dalton's solitary figure standing by the window opposim a
A stern, set expression was upon his couritenance, and his w

glance was riveted upon us. 1 inc.1ined my head with a T
smile, but he either saw not or purposely took no nouce of at

it, for he went on staring abstractedly until we vanished ci,
into the adjoining roorn. th

For a second time in our fives Arthu- Campbell and 1 tir,
were alone amide suggestive surroundings such as met us en

as we passed under the heavy curtain that screened the
01cosiest of boudoirs frorn the general view. c C.

There is such a special appropriateness about certain fla
ciTcumstances that one canne help speculating ta soine huý

extent upon their probable and possible issues. It is a hir
known fact that a vast percentage of society marriages are acc

the outgrowth of these little stolen tête-a-têtes that are artf
snatched from the gay confusion of some noisy gathering. not

No one will be so unreasonable as ta denounce the young dic
heart that flatteils with some timid anticipation, as it forsakes was

the mad merry-making of the ball room for the quiet ble&e
insinuating stillness of sorme reserved nook by a flickering relir.

fireside, where the flower-laden atmosphere whispers inter- goo
esting suggestions of its own. Far be it from me to inte-

overshadow such gleams of sunlight, by censure or cruel agn(
mockery, and when I affirm, most earnestly that such wan

flutterings of vague expectation. never animated my poor Shot
heart, so cold, so empty. so unbeli*evi*ng, it is not that I k*àeý

nzqne- Dodors Dauglter.86
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hold it outside and above such an influence. 1 only laybare the barrenness of its nature and the trustiess resebrvethat alwaYs made the world around me seena wrapped in ablooiny pall, that inspired me with suspicion, if not aitogetherfear of â1t.
I will not take the responsibility of affirrning that myviews were at all odd or singular, and incompwible with thereal condition of feminine hearts at that time. Neither would1 fike to assure the worid that our bloorning society girlsof to-day are any more credulous or unwisely susceptible thanmany were at the date 1 speak o£ It has become apopular belief, I think, that beauty coupled with afascinating manner in a woman, is as heartless and unféelingas a stone, and yet is just indifferent and neutral enough toabstain froin inflicting any more direct pain than that to,which its indiscireet victims expose themselves knowingly.There is a certain pity excited by human moths tfiat flutterabout our drawing-rooms with their smooth velvety wingscharred and disfigured, but even in the sympathy expressedthere is a ring of " I told you so, " and " beware the nexttime» that makes the sufferers burden only heavier toendure.

1 can not take upon me to say that ArthurCampbell's beautiful pinions had touched the dangerousflame with any alarming resulus 1 believed him to be veryhuman in spite of his multiplied efforts to establishhimself above or below that limit. 1 saw, when ouracquaintanceship was only an hour old, that he was anartful man and, to no smail extent, a conceited mame 1 didnot suspect him of regulating his life according to thedictates of a, scrupulous conscience. In fict 1 daresay Iwas uncharitable enough to look upon him as wantw« thatblessed monitor, altogether. He professed no definitereligious belief, and generally held all creeds to be equallygood. Sornetimes when he wanted to excite the parucularinterest of some orthodox young lady he leaned towards theagnostics, and without upholding their tenets, exactly,wanted to know why their right to establish thenuelvesshould be so universally questioned and condeinned, Heli*àed to sc>c pretty faces looking shocked, and his eam



1

The Docto#,@-'s Daughter.

revelled in the sound of a plaîntively persÙading voice that
argued on the side of old truth ; he would even allow

himself to, be converted for the moment by a reproachfW
look from indignant blue eyes. It gave a fiavour to a

langwd flirtation and 11after all," he was wont to, say, " what IC
religion can be better than that whose ministers are fair and c
beautiful women. 

Se

1-le was an acknowledged flirt; a regular knave of tc
Hearts ; and yet toýally unlike those professional lady-killers- tc
who carry their smooth chms so very high above their F

would-bm. rivals in fashionable drawing-rooms. There was Ir

no insuiuation -if his purpose or design about Areur Ir
Campbcbll as he stepped quietly in among the many coteries se

of whicli he was a spoiled darling. His profession excused ar
lum for his late amyals everywhere, and, in the b ne MI'

granted hirn ample opportunity for intruding hirnseif upon Pr

the notice of everyone present without being condemned pu
for prestimption or conceit It was whispered of him that re.,
his private life was based upon free and easy principles, and tht

that he was not altagether so circumspect a walker in the wea
ways of righteousness as he was in the ways of society, cot

Such an accusation, however, remained perforce under an mu
open verdict. Too many of those who might have decided soc
against hirn had dehcate glass-houses of their ow...n to care Wei

for, and it would likely prove a treacherous missile that would

airn at the well-propped reputation of Doctor Campbell.
I had my own pnvate opimon about hirn, which never dra

prevented me from. openly adimring his tactics, from enjoying opp

his company, and, in a sense, from, coveting his attenuons. -à-fr.
&rangf>Iy enough, 1 had every opportunity for indulging all tion

three. We were thrown frequently together, and I could cept
not Wp seeing that he took mare than a passing notke of silex

me To tell the. truth, until a certain time I never vagi
questioned the possible motive that might have in- neve

spired him to seek my corapany. I met him al s conv

wima a cordiale and may be a very cordie, smile. He one
wu an mteresting man, who talked well, and as swh but

appealed largely to my ardent appreciation. We camm nerai

fnends in a very little while, and probably contributed table
largely towards eub othees mutual enjoyment But very



soon the all-seeing eye of a jealous scrutiny was upon us,and we were singled out wherever we went. Little rumorswere being hatched, destined before long to creep out fromunder the great fostering wing of that old hen, Gossip, whois ever chuckling over sorne new and active broocL Peoplecaught the message and repeated it with a relish. Peoplesaid that young Campbell was no fool in aspiring to succeedtor--Dr. 1 Tampden% practice. People said - Trust the fellowto spy out a rich man>s only daughter. People said: TheHampdens have made a dead set on Campbell, alwa s ask-ing him to luncheon, etc. People said : he s tooling her.In fact people gave expression to every uncomplimentarysentiment which the circumstanceb%ýýd possibly suggest,and it was only then that I turned my attention to thematter at all. I hèard the floating verdicts that were beingpronounced upon us, and thenceforth 1 also infused a certainpurpose into our hitherto aimless relationship. I quietlyresolved to meet that respectable body so widely known asthe é& people " in open corn bat. I needed no formidableweapon, an old halter would answer my purpose lu;ly, for ofcourse my readers know that this loud-voiced authority, thismuch féared power, this braying denouncer of men's private,social, or moral attitudes is enly our friend the ass in a prettywell-fitting lion-skin, not nearly so dangerous as timid soulsimagine, a nuisance certainly, but that is all.When Arthur Campbell and 1 varated the crowdeddrawing-room, therefore, and passed into the quiet retreatopposite, many a significant glance followed us besides poorM.r. Dalton's. 1 knew it and so did he, although no rien-tion was made of it by either of us. We had dnfted imper-ceptibly into that phase of a growing ftiendship which issilent upon certain interesting topics. Wit often talked in avague and general way about the tender influences, butnever now by any chance allowed our random remarks to,convey any persona reflections. We were puzzling overone another, which is a fatal resource for unfortrfied hearts,but we prided ourselves upon our well-g-Larded and invul.nerable affections, and, in a way, playfulljr defied the inevi-table to conquer us.
Arthur Campbell held the heavy drapery aside until 1

1

1
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bad glided into the room. He then drew it briskly across
the doorway and followed me. to, an ebony cabinet before
which 1 had stood to look at a comical, crockery pug that

lay on one of its tiny shelves. He glanced over my shoulder
at my interesting distraction and was silent for a moment.

1 could féel his breath upon my hair and ear, then he said
slowly :

Il You seern to, be fond of animals, which is your
favorite ?"

An answer rushed to rny lips and I was conscious of a
mischievous expression creeping over my face. Had I

reflected for a moment I might never have uttered it, but
before 1 had time to weigh my words, they had been
pointedly pronounced. C

Man-of course," I said Which is yours 1
He did not answer as quickly as 1 had, and yet 1 did not

dare look at him or speak again. After a moment's pause, a

however, I ventured to raise my eyes towards the cabinet, tc
and as 1 did so, how my heart thumped, how my cheeks Pl

reddened. He had stretched one hand out to reach some eï
objecté. that stood on one of the ebony brackets above me, d.
and iffie reflection in the little square mirror before us was, tc

to say tne least, rather suggestive. The bracket being SL-
higher than the mirror was not visible in iL The effect nE

produced thierefore was that of a broadcloth sleeve, carefully PIC
brought around two slender shoulders, and a handsome su

manly countenance leaning a little towards a blushing
maiden's face. Worse than all, he too happened to look

into the glass at the same moment, and our eyes in shrinking
from one another's glance met under an awkard circumstance.
He looked steadify at Amey Hampden in mirrorland, and
then said in a very conventional. tone. turning his eyes

'towards the bracket :
Pardon me, I want to show you something."

It was a beautiful white dove which, though lifeless, had
retained much of its grace and softness. In its beak was a

dainty little card upon which was inscribed in large i
characters : 11 Love one another. "

Il Do you like it ?' he asked after we had examined it
silently for a moment.
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The idea iý certainly original, 1 answered e-ýasiý,ely.Yt2s., but do you like it ý" he repeated
Which asked the bird, or the idea altocrether P';The idea altogether.yyOh 1 ye-e-s ", 1 drawled as indifférently as 1 possiblycould. It is a very chaste conception on the whole-but-

But what ;I'
Oh ç theire is not much in it after all >Miss Hampden you astonish me Nol,loving une another much in5 especially withsuch an exalted, enduringlove as that which the dove symbolises "" YM mistake me Dr Campbell," 1 interrupted sud-denly, looking up at him, but I did not finish, for sorne oneJust vani.shed out of the doorway as 1 turned my head.4The curta n was SUR swaying when 1 stopped my remarkabruptiYi and -Arthur Campbell following m. y glance, strodetowards the entrance and looked indignantlC Y Out. Thepassage wa, clear, and he returned, 1aughingý saying theeavesdroppe-r was no one more formidable than thedraught 1 was not so casily convinced, however, and askedto go back ir to the drawinz-room where the merrirnent wasstill unabating. He did. 4--jnot seem quite pleased, butnevertheless :)ffered ne his arin unhesitatingly, and wepassed in air-ona- the noisy crowd just in time for thesummons to s ipper.



CHAPTER VII.

-À%HEN 1 awoke the morning after the Merivales'
Musical, the forenoon was already pretty well

advanced and a light, warm fire was burning
lie in my room. Outside, the winter wind was

shrieking plaintively, and over every pane of

the window were dense layers of frosty ferns and grasses.

It wanted a few mirutes for the half hour after ten by the

prattling httle time-piece on the mantel. I arose and

dressed languidly, feeling dull and oppressed and rang for a

cup of strong coffée. I felt no appetite for breakfast, and

drawing my warm, heavy wrapper around me I wheeled a

low eas-y chair toward the fire and sank wearily into it a:-
It may be a wise policy for the votaries of gaslight

pleasures to maîntain that there is no baneful result

arising from a constant pursuit of such distractions , but,

however wise this attitude may be, I hardly think it can d
rely upon üLle sânction of- mir conscience. It is certainly se

not sound truth. For the abnormal life which society N
prescribes for her followers is fruitful of most injurious OIL

consequences. Evil effects do not always thrust themselves th
upon our notice in any directly pronounced way. Very

often those which are i-nost perniclous have a stealthy and Ot
unobtrusive progress, and it is only when their destructive su.
mission is Weli accom- plished that we become aware of their nir
existence. There are physical, moral, and mental wrecks, of
the playthings of every varying circumstance that agitates

the sea of life, who are living examples of the truth 1 Wh

uphold: men and women who have made an oblation of Ah
their greatest energies and capacý*,ties to lay upon the altars we
of a profitless materiahsm. This is of course the extreme hav

limit of worldliness, but in many cases it had a taw.e and semi-

respectable beginning, originating from e;l.£cumstances as tior

seemingly safe as those which make up our own lUidividual ion,

lives. Who can tell whether danger will allow us to tempt to, C

and tease her with impunity. Thic, fortifications around our the
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personal lots are not so stable as we imagine, and thëyrequire our constant and vigilant supervision. While we,are féasting and rioting the scouts of the enerny are con-spiring strongly against us.
For myself 1 say, that every indulgence of this kindinvariably brings me an uncomfortable re-action2 anc 1 havenever been able to satisfy myself with the explanation whichis popularly received regarding it. It is not nierely the.result of physical disorder, of that 1 am sure. There is iota morbid tendency, ever so latent within me, that is notbrought forcibly to the surface during thies re-action, and Inever realize so fully that the pleasures of the senses areernpty and fleeting as when 1 have given myself up to anunbridIed indulgence of any of thern. I have rested myeyes upon every conceivable forrn and phase of animate andinan- n-te beauty in my life-time, and to-day my poor eyesare tired and dissatisfied. My ear, that has been inclined to,Overy sort of sweet and. sad melody, is still waiting and hop-ing for a soui-stirring refrain that will never reach it; andfleart, that has quickened at glad surprises and flutteredduring hours of the worldys happiness, is still asking, stillsearching for a joy that will minister in füll to its dernands.No wonder then that so many of us pause in the midst ofour gay coniusion, and ask ourselves wearily: What isthe use ? 1'

What is the use of all these vain efforts of ours to feed,our inner appetites with a diet that can never nourish orsustain ? What is the, useof all these raonotonous begin-nings that never have any tangible end ? What is the useof playing so burdensome a part upon the social stage ?What is the use of deceiving ourselves and our fellow-inen,when there is such a glorious cause of t g t for?9Ah 1 it is the way o' E the world, and that is a power whichwe fear to defy. The way of the world 1 These Ettle wordshave justified sin and crime over and over agan. Theyhave masked the vilest cunning with a surface of unques-tionable propriety; they have quiet'y sanctioned one fash-Ïonable folly after another, until vice and virtue are broughtto, one level, ay, and if needs be, the former triumphs, andthe latter is shoved aside to make headway for its counter-

ne -Doe-tors DauZhter.
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felf It is tbe way of the world th-cit poverty be -ýnee-ed at

and denounced , that humility be ridiculed, that modestý

be mocked, not openly not darinctly, but by covert and cut-

ting insinuation, the ever aille weapon of tht, moral coward

let, is the way of the world that sorrow be held pent up in

hearts that are dying for care and sympathy, the way of the

world that selfish motives be the best, that might is right ,

and indeed who can say our dazzlincf, splendid, cruel world

has not its way And we, its victinizs, its votarles, what

recompense have we ?
Such reflections as these trooped in solem. n order before

rnv mental vision as 1 sat stcring into the coals, that frosty

morning after the N.lerivales' entertainment. Every circum.-

stance of the preceding .cyht rehearsed itself -1.n my mern-

ory. 1 repeated .Arthur Campbells every word. 1 had not

for'gotten -Dne I recalled Mr Dalton's steady look .. even

Miss Nibbs' funny little personality rode upon the embers,

and brougrht a faint smile to my pensive countenance

teazed myself with interrogative conjectures of every kind,

now leaning towards one, and now towards another Some-

how the vagarles of our hope or of our fancy, like ourselves,

look their best by gas-light, and show a very disappointing

complexion in the open daylight. While 1 sat thus weavinor

and tangling the webs of my aimless thouerht, the door

opened and my step-mother glided in with a dainty little

note between her fingers.
Gé, Lazy girl , " she mut-tered in a half yawn, throwing

the note into my lap. Rouse yourself, and read this. An

answer is wanted.»
It was from. Alice Merivale, to my surprise, and

appeared to have been scratched off in a hurry :

If you have nothing on hand for the afternoon, dear

Amey, I wish you would come over at about one o'clock

and take luncheon with me. It is so stupid. A. M. *

1 folded it up and smiled, as 1 went in search oî ri-y

wrâting materials.
In half an hour after I was waiting to be admitted into

their house. I was shown into Alice's apartment accordin!z

to her direction. She was Iying on a lounge by the fire.

with her delicate hands (Jasped over her shapely head.
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Iler long, yellow hair fell in soft braids on each sIendershoulder. She wore a negligée of white, with delicatetrimmings of swan's down and looked, on the whole, theliving impersonation of luxury and beauty. When Iwas shown in she greeted me with a languid smile, but didnot alter her conifortable- position.
" I am so glad Yo"ýve corne, Amey," she said lookingup at me where 1 stood beside her. " Just throw yourbecoming wea-rables anywhere there and corne and sit downfor a chat.
I did as she told me, and a moment later we were bothsettled luxuriously before the glowing embers ready formutual entertainment.

Did you think I was crazy, Amey, when You received
ýqmy note this morning Alice asked, drawing the vagrantfolds of her soft wrapper about her.

Well, no, Alice," 1 answered slowly, && but I found it à.,
S'a little queer, that was all.

Queer worid, is'nt it Am ey'«"
1 sniiled, and stili looking into the fire said, as if insoliloquy

How inuch alike we girls are I came to that ýýeryconclusion an hour aao before my own embers;
What reason have you to thnk that P1 she said, witha wondering look in her beautiful blue eyes

Every reason in the world
"And 1 have so often envied you, Ame Hampdenyand thought you a fortunate and ha, 1 beside a wretchlike me.

Alice 1 1 broke in, in consternation " how cari youtalk like this You, the spoilt darling of Fortune herseif,you, the'cyiosure of so rnany eyes, the possessor of untoldworldly comfort and happine,ýs." lut" Go on, go on, I like that," she interrupted Lronically.Wek, you know you are," I added emphatiSlly.A wietch 1 yes, without a doubt " she answered firrnly.I am rich in that which can buy everything but pêace ofrnind and contelitment of heart. I arn forhnate emugh- toescâpe that experience which gives a flavar and a charm. toexistence. I arn the cynosure of eyes that-are content with



96 The Doctot-Is Daughter.

surface glitter only, and the possessoi of comforts and

happiness tEat have made my life the ernpty, blighted thing C

it is. C
She paused while the sound of her altered voice

vibrated in the room, then laughed a merry, artfüllittle laugh,

and rising languidly to her feet, added :
6 9 Oh, dear 1 oh, dear 1 what funny people we are

Before any more was said upon this tender subject we aý
went down to, lunch, laughing and chatting as gally as

though we were the freest-hearted creatures in existence.

We spent an hour in discussing the good things below,

and then went back arra-in-arm to the cosy apartments we

had vacated above. The fire had been renewed and our ar
s rseats still in the same suggestive places attracted us towards 

b

ýlt»,hem again. Alice threw herself upon her lounge and h 4-

hummed a snatch of her last night's selection, which she nc

suddenly inter-rupted with a fully-indulged yawn out of cc

which again emerged a taunting Ci
&'Come now Amella, a quoipenses-tu? aw

Il I was thinking of you," I answered, Il you are such a ou

queer girl." sol
Il You will be still fur,-,her convinced of that opinion for

when you know a 1-Ittle more about me," she %aid in a bo-

jocosely earnest tone. IlYou know I intend to go to sor

Europe in 'a fortnight, ostensibly to see the time-honored Bu

sights, to gloat over venerable art, and improve my mind for

generally with such a broad view of experience, but Oh f I s

what a blind that is! " she exclaimed in mock indignation. wel

"Of course everybody knows that I am being sent out to ma.

seek my fortune, matrimonially speaking. I am too rich, whE

and too beautiful ' and too accomplished to be thrown away

uýDon a self made Canadian. IL must go in search of patrician 1 1

simules across the sea, and win them. for a plausible r..ause."

She curled her lips into an expression of supreme disgust, ;ntc

as she finished, and began to toy with tile end of one 0-oliden Ho--

braid. S
9iYou don't mean half. of what you say, Alice,-" I :Ige,-

interposed quietly. " Since you are not satisfied with all not

the good things the gods have provided so far, I know only befc

one other that can infuse a soul into your vapid and savor PoPý

1 mi
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less comforts. It is possible for your present gloom to bechspelled by the wa-rrnth and brightness of a sunshine thatcheers the lonehest lives, and 1 think you can never behappy without it.11
What is it > 1' she asked curtly.
Love," I answered, " honesý stable, earnest love."Faugh "' she exclaimed, flinging her delicate braidaway from. her caiessing fingers, Il is that ail ? "" That is ail, a mere trifle if you will, but it is the -axisarciund which meri's temporal happin---ss revolves."-Men's Perhaps, but not wornen>S, " she added proudly.I tel] you what, Aniey, the world waits for no one, eachage has its mannerr-.. and customs, îts social peculiarities andspeciiil féatures bince the beginning of time men iavehad to be led by the age in which they lived, and ours isno exception. Once upon a time marriage was a contractconducted on the great principle of buying and selling.Civilization wit-h. deft and tender fingers has smoothenedaway the rough and repulsive aspect or' such a custom, andOur ministers now azk, with a bland affectation of pastoralsolicitude. Il Who ji th this woman away'ý Giveth her!forsooth; and in nine cases out of ten how dearly is shebonght Why, we wornen are selling our bodies and oursouls too, for that matter, every day that comes and goes.But we cannot help it," she added after a short pause, Il andfortunately circumstances are trained to suit- our dilemma.I shall go across the Atlantic for inspection ' and if all goeswel! I shall return bespo'ken for life. 1 shall certainly notmarry for love, and as compensation must be found some-where, I will Marry for position. 1 have the wealth myself"Her words chilled me. Theà,..- tone was cold. and h-ard.looked at her and saià half sadlyAlice, why do you talk 11ke this «Il You have d1-1fted;nto this peevish sort of pessimismin w-.«4,-riou&t fO.

dat-q
How can vou deliberatly s1t in a shadow when the sun ;sShuning all around lyou. With bea".1 and ricnes and intelL:igence you have the keys to a worid of happiness. 

I can-not think why you should choose to hold this dreary outlookbefore your eyes. It seems a strange contrast to thepopular belief that prevails about your happy condition. '

07"Fzi ne Docior's Daughter.
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She curled her thin, pretty lips into a smile of incisive

sarcasrn and drew a weaxy breath before she answered rue.

Then she said in a half rnelancholy tone o.

1' Yes, I know that it is the fate of rich people to be

envied. I know that my différent circumstances are

coveted. by girls that are a thousandfold happier than I, and

it is a miserable thing to realize, but how can I help it ?

Amey, to tell you the wretched truth, I am sick of life, and

if there cari. be respite for me 1 à death, I wish I niight die

to night You may think this is the fruit of a gloorny niood,

but it is the rs2sult of long reflection Last night 1 was gay,

I sang and played and chatted merrily. Men admired and

flattered me, but what is left of it. all to-day? Nothing but,

ashes. 1 know that what they said. was not sincere, and

still 1 remember it all with a girlish. gratificiation. If we

were aiways singing and dancing, and foolinçy one another,

life might be more endurable , but thes,-., intervals of dreary

re-action are a dear price for our çocial pleasures She

paused for a moment and then added slowlv
Sometimes I am tempted to, renounce iny wordly

life and go quietly irito sonne holy retreat where al ' 1 such.

troubles are kept at ba and then th,..---. thou(yht becomes

repulsive when I think of how worthless 1 have been, and

how worthless I would still be anionc, uçýefu1 women

She laughed drearily as she uttered these words and

came towards the fire saying
-- What a fuss I make about a l-atle huinan life, eh

Amey
It is right that ý ou should," I ans,ýN ered cyravely, " it

is dearer to, you I suppose than anything in the world

She stroked my hair affectionately and we both looked

into the fire. One of her dainty slippers rested on the fender,

one of her jewelled hands lay trernulous1y on my shoulder.

I knew that somethina should be said to her while this

mood was on her, but what right had I to speak ? 1, who r

advocated every dreary conviction she had just uttered 1, t

who was so wretched and tired. of my own life, what could t

1 say to cheer or encourage her ? My heart was full, but

ray lips were dumb. Somethkng was telling me that there

was no perfect happiness for wornen on earth, but I could L
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not permit mYself to express so gloomy a belief at thiscrItIcal MOMent, wheri a faire Younge beautiful creaturestoodwaisting beside me for a stimulus to hope and perseverance.While I sat reflecting, she herself iiitýeirpreted my mentalsoliloquy.

ZThis is the way with all of us, Arney," she said in aquieter ai-id gentler tone. " 1 never knew a woman who, ifshe told the fruth, could pride herself on being happy. It eç
'Iliis beyond the narrow limits of our present sphere. Theinaids that wait uf-lon us envy us and think that ;n ourplaces they would ha,ýe notbing left to wish for. Thediscontented seamstress that stitches away at my expensivedressýns fancies they rnust shelter a happy heart, whose lotshe cQvets ; and all the while I am wishing for anything elsein theworld besides what 1 have Whether we marry orremain single, life is a burden to us. We go on frorn dayto ciay wondering how we may best dispose of ourselves.And nothing ever cornes of it but this miserable discontentwhich leaves no poýsible rn.,Lirgin#for hope for the rnorrow.If one could only make a virtue of the resignatlion wh-pcthrtist upon one by an undaunted destiny, she concludedwith -a lonry-drawri sigh, one rnirrht be the better for it."Y esi" I answered earnestly, Il if one onh* could 1 1 J,do bclicve that the only sweetness in life is in bieing cyoodand those onl-- who ha'y ve never pi-actised virtue, douLbt itýFor myse14 when I have devot-ed sorne time sincerely comy relvgious duties I know that 1 feel a better, and rnost ;44certainly a happier, wornan. Mv life has a hjcy'ner aimit Myambition a safer guide, and niy efforts a more stable support,but I am not always faithfu

,d 1 tO.My good re,3olutions and Iam easily won away froni de,ýotional pursuits.11" W*ell then, Amey, you must blanie Vourself if you aienot thoroughly hapj)yý" Alice interrupteà almost fiercely..is You have this gréat advantage over rné - 1 have no.0 religion. never had any. 1 am supposed to beloncy to1) the Chuirch which we occasionally frequent. 1 ra rn s u ýn vbppoc.ed J.ý-d to take a lively interest in foreign missions and the jews.it am supposed to sanction a doctiine which has neverre been explained to me ; but do I P Not I. Only forId u the instinctive belief which I cannot help holding in God and

Thw
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a life to corne, I would be no more than a very animal;

and only for a something within me-a sort of moral

regulator, which the Church calls conscience,b I would never

stop to question what is right or what is not This is all

the religion I have ever known. 1 have been brought up

with the conviction that most creeds are tolerable, but that

my own is the most fashionable, and it is certainly an easy

one to live by, so I have never questioned it much. 1

#-,houl.d not care to fast or abstain or kneel as much as you

Catholics do. I should abhor accusing myself, in sincere
humilit ends for every
ZY, of my wrong-doing, or making am

trifling misdemeanor, and as my religion does not ask me

to do anything 1 dislike, I cannot quarrel with it.»
C& Certainly not, if you are happy in it " 1 put in quietly.

'Il am not happy i-n iC shr answered snappishly "but I

could be I dare say, if it only assumed an authority over me; r

if it commanded where it counsels ; if it exacted where it

approves only , if it bound me under pain of grievous sin

as yours does?>-
it Ah 1 if it did' if it did, it would be no longer the a

same religion. It would lose nine-tenths of its present

advocates. However, it is not my intention to enter r(

upon a religious dissertation. 1 would not distil-rb your a

presen't convictions deliberately for the world, but if you

wanted my assistance or asked it, 1 should be glad to

give it to you. One thing I will tell you, however, before 1 W.

go " I added, risirag and confronting her, Il it is a deep wrong ul

you do your soul in allcwing it to be assailed by so many n ci

doubts which you do not take the trouble to satisfy. There rn

are many like you, Alice, 1 know a dozen whose souls are fé.

ràý-dincr the unstable surface of a religious speculation. This kr

is tempting God, and you owe yourself the duty of satisfying as!

every want of your inner being. Ther2 is a why and a an

wherefore for everything, theretore clear away the dark un

clouds that lie between you and Truth. Study and read and h i E

reflect, until you can lay your hand in good faith upon vour ha

heart.and say: Now 1 have found the consoling truth, now Vr t

niy coubts have disappeared and my belief is made sure, and no

staunch, and consoling. That religion which shall best sut

purify you, whose motives are entirely supernatural, which dw
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shall oblize ou to exalt all humanitY over yourself, whichshall infuse a holy Motive into your every thought, word anddeed, which shall fill your life with a purpose unlike any ithas hitherto known, shall rnake you happy here and hereafterand if you like, you can lifid it with a little search.11We said no more on any subject. The afternoon waswell-advanced already, and bidding her a fond good-bye, Ileft her with a promise to see her again before her departurefor her much talked-of trip.
Leaving the Merival& house, I wended My way in amoody silenco! toward My own home. The wind was risingand small snowflakes were drifting cheerlessly about in theraw wintry air. I bowed my head against the storm andplodded silently on. I was thinking of rnany things thewhile, and allowing rrlyself to become absorbed in an earnestrehearsal of My own prosy lifé. Other people passed by mewith better reasons to sip-,h I am sure, and yet mine was adeep-drawn breath, full of meaning and rnisery, which Iwould have controlled had I not been so distracted andabsent-minded at the time.

I doubt if anything could have awakened me froin Myreverie so suadenly and so effectually a,, the n. easured slowaccent which bro'rq-e upon my ear at this juncture.1-low do you do Amey ?
Simple enough : a mere conventional greeting if youwill, but I felt it vibrate through my whole system. I lookedup and saw Mr. Dalton standing before me. The way wasnarrow, and he had moved aside into the deep snow to 'etme pass. Involuntarily, I stood and looked up at him. -L 1felt more kindly toward him than I had ever done before, 1knew not why. In some vague uncertain way he had beenassociated with my recent thoughts, not assertinghimself asany distinct féature in connection with my cogitation, butunderlying it with a rnerely insinuated influence that madet"S presence felt in a secretý undeterinined sort of way. 1had been wondering about him and questioninz his motivesvrthin MYself as I plodded through the sprinkleà streets andnow, he was standing before me, a real personage, thesubstance of a dreamy memory of him which 1 had beendwelling upon since my departure from the Merivales>.
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When we had stopped and saluted one another an

awkward silence ensued. I fiéIt as if he had read my secret

in my teïl-tale countenance, but his face wore that passive

look it always wore and his voice was calm and common-

place as usual as he asked
Are you going home now ?
Yes 1 answered, 1 have been visiting Alice

Merivale 1 had luncheon with her and a little talk.

Il 1 will go back with you if you like,-" said he turning

around to follow me.
1 assented of course, and we hurried on to where the

path was wider that we might bc conipanionable and walk

side by side
Il Vou had a litt"e talk you say -à 1 fling discretion to

the winter wind, and'ask, what about ?

It is a wonder you don't say whorn about" 1 returiied

with some emphasis.
Il It is " he answered Il 1 iiiust have ISéen distracted

indeed not. to ha-v e put it in that way , however, it will do

now, Ný 111 it not ? "
Il Quite as well " said 1, Il for. early or late the question

can clicit no definite answer, as we talked of no one

ýVhat 1
Surpri-,in,(-,, isn't it ?" 1 asked satirically, "nevertheless

it is t-he startlincr truth.d'
Maybe so," said he softly. 1 thought on the day

after an event such as last nl(yh&L s youricy crirls had a great

deal to say in confidence about people and things. 1 see

1 ha-ve been mistaken, although
Although what ?

Well-although. last night lay itself particularly open

to an interestingr criticism, 1 think.
..Musical evenings generally do 1 think.

I mean everything else but the music.

What else was there ? "
Desperate flirting or earnest love-makincr 1 wish I

knew which
1 wish 1 could tell you reall , Mr. Dalton, bit you

seern to know more about the matter already than I de."

I cannot heip it Amey," he said in a muffled tom,
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then looking uT) ccjt promises to e)e a storrjjý nirrilf headded in an entirely nev; voice.99 1 am à-,fraid So" 1 answered, Standino before olar om ngate 
ý >ýWill 

You come 
in for a moment

Thank you, I have an engairiýament,Dw -food afternoonGood aiternoon
He raised his hat and turned away and I passed intothe house filledwith the strangest emotions I had ever knownI went straight to my own rooi-n and threw myself Intoa capacious easy-chalr riear the fire. The gray shadows ofthe early winter evening were just touchiny, everythingaround me. I was in an excited mood and for what «ý Anew suspicion had suddenly thrust 'tself in between me anda happy, satisfying conviction which I had cherished of late.The reader will not question whether there Is one thing in.life more annoying or more discouracring than to see one'ssettled belief M anything suddenly uprooted and tossedabout by unexpected yet not unpleasant circumstances.Some small whispering voice 'rorn the farthest depths ofmy heart struggled to the surface now and asked me plainlyand brusquely to come to an understanding with my innerself once for all, instead of leaning in this half-decided way,now towards one conviction, now towards another.Il 1 cannot help it, Amey." Whal- was he going to say?What did he think P Why did he stop there P Il Desperateflirtation, or earnest love-making. 1 wish I knew which."Queer thing to say, that. But what a queer man he was !What did it matt2r to him. which it was ? Did he mean toallude to Arthur Campbell and me, or was he perhaps think-ing of himself and sornebody ? Why did 1 disi-niss him.summarily ? If I had urged him to come in FiLe would haveconsented, and we might have talked 'a :)Lt. We eachthought a great deal more than we said, but after all, maybeit was well as it stood. What could he ever be to me morethan an old friend-twice my age-and inaybe I was tooprecipitate and presumptuous, How did I know he thoughtof me in any other light than the child he had always knownme ? I stood up with this impediment thrown voluntarilyir the way, and took off my street appareL In a quarter ofan hour later dinner was served, and I went downcheerfullyto the dining-room.



CHAPTER VIII.

0 age and exper',encel I doubt not that thies period of

my life seems childish and aimless. There is

sornething in a pair of spectacles, astride the wrinkled

noses of maturity, that makes the world of sentiment

seem a mere nursery where growing boys and girls amuse

themselves carelessly before stepping into their manhood or

womanhood. Can it be that this glowing love of which

poets sing, is, after all, survived by such a short, uncertain

thing as a hu man life ? When we are young it is so easy to

believe our love will last unto the very end, and this convic-

tion darts a golden sunbearn across the unborn years : a

sunbeam, in which our heaviest sorrows become danci ng

motes, a sunbearn which spans the full interval allotted us

between this world and the next. But it is only rational to

féar that some of those huge, black shadows which are ever

flitting through the Il corridors oî time " will cross cur sun-

beam. when we least expect it, and yet this is a warning we

will not hear, until a personal experience teaches ît to our

hearts in sorrowful accents.
1 had toyed with my own conjectures and speculat & ons

all through the gay season. Every where 1 went I met the

same people. I saw the origin, progress, and final consurn-

mation of many a love-match, from. the formal introduction

of both parties, to the glittering tell-tale diamond on the

finger of a dainty hand. I had learned many lessons both

from passive observation and active experience, and now as

the season of feasting and flirting and merry-making wac.

waning into the quietude of advancing spring, I had only to

sit me down and rehearse the wonderful little past which r
had come and gone, brinaing wonderful changes to many

another heart besides Amey Hampden's.
May came, with its dazzling sunshine and its whispers e

of sum.mer warmth, and the birds carolled as birds have

done every spring-tinie s'ince the world began. June carne, 
a

and the bare branches sent forth their tender buds to, greet t

it. The birds ifitted from bough to bough and caroUed P
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louder and lustier than ever. It was the early surn --------that short but blissfui interval between the ravages0f SDringand the tyranny of scorching mid-summer. It is Our" wus-fortune in Canada to know nothing whateve, of the beaut-Yof that sPring-time which has been flattered and idolized bypoeW pens in every age. With us this intermediate seasonis nothing more nor less than an eminently uninterestingtransition, invariably announced by such harbingers as bareand brow... and dirty roads; slushy pathways, running withmelted snow and ice; a warm, wet and foggy atmosphere,with great drops falling constantly froin the twigs of the treesand the drenched, black eaves of the houses. It is a timefor macintoshes and sound rubbers; a golden age forpat,a..nt cough mixtures and freckles the sworn destroyer ofartificial curls and long clothes. >It is true that a glad,golden sunshine floods the earth at times, but what of tha4when sullied, muddy streams are rushing and bubb"ng onwith a roaring speed, plunging into hollow drains at everystreet-corner ; when sulky fOOt-DaSsengers pick their uncom-fortable way through all the debris of what had been thebeauty of the dea season. Fashionable Young men, withthe extremities of their expensive tweeds turned carefully up,choose their steps over the treacherous crossways, leaningtic upon their silk umbrellas with an unfeigned expression ofutter disapproval, and ladies in triiù ulsters and very shortskirts pflot themselves along the unclean. thoroughfares, withvery emphatic airs of impatience and disgust. This iscertainly not the season, in those Canadian cities whosewinters are so severe, when Il the Young man's fanc li htlys turns to, thoughts of love." If there is a dîne in the yearwhen this worthy sentiment is ignored, and 1 ma ydeliberately ostracised, by Canadian youth, it is in the spring.But like all earthly circumstances, this, too, dies a
ýh 

ay natural. death, and is succeeded by a truly eniovable andsuggestive period, that of early summer. It Éa s«' been mYes experience to meet with many people who beconie thevictirus of a depressing melancho'y in the spring. Some
'oe acknowledge that it is a presentiment, and resign themselvesto many morbid feelings about the uncertain issue of thisperiod or' the year ; but common sense rejects this theory



0 lwàl

106 Tize Doctoiý3 Daughter.

It is only natural that after havincr indulcyed our -à-very enerlyy

while , was bracinu and cold, after having walked and

talked, and féasted and danced, and made merry without

interruption day and nigrht durinc the winter monti-ïs, we

should, feel a physicali prostration in the end, and as a con-

sequence sornething of a mentâl depression aq well. For

iny own part, 1 have alm ays had a reflective and serious spel'...

M the spring-time. Those things that a few münths before

would have dazzled my eyes and tempted my senses, seem

e-pty and vapid and worthless, and 1 go on wondering over

my recent follies -,,ind weaknesses as if 1 were never to

commit them aorain. It is true that the contemporary

S'..ason of Lent has something to do with these effects.

Il Remember, man, thou art but dust," is not the most

enlivening of warnincrs which can be submitted to us for

moral digestion. and we who carry these solemn words back

from. church on Ash-Wednesday morning need not be

surprised if our gayer inclinations dese,-t us almost

immediately.
All these changes had folîowed fast upon the receding

items of my interesting season and it was now summer

time. My half-brother came back from. college, an altered.

youth, as uninteresting in his transition as the season 1 have

just described. He was an overgrown boy, of that age

when boys are seldom interesting except to, one another ;

that age of physical, mental and moral conflict, when the

anxious mother can scarcely trust the testimony of her

confidence in the future gTeatness of her growing son ; when

the calculating father becomes agitated in his eagerness to

know if his bashfül heir will favor religious, professional, or

commercial tendencies, and when the grown-up sister tries

to anticipate in a grown-up sisterly way what sort of a

drawing room. item her now unsophisticated relative will

prove to be. This last is the most trying speculation of all.

How big a boy's feet invariably look in a fashionable sister's

eM 1 how long his arms, and how shapeless his hands 1

Poor blushing youth, is not the ordeal worst for himself, at

that -Period when b.e scarcely dares trust the most inodest of

monosyllabic discourses to be art e culated by those àps that
a

are warning a waiting public of the dawn of whiskerdom 1
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Freddy, once so lithe and graceful and pretty, had beentranqformed into an ungainly being, all length, withoutbreadth or thickness He had not even the advantage ofthe average immatured )outh , he had neither muscle i-lorphysical bulk. He was still a delicate boy with a nervouscough and a fretted look. He was more than ever peevishand self-willed, with this only difference . in his earlier yearshis selfishness was at least manifested in a dependent sortof way; his thousand wants were made known in impatientrequests. Now, it spoke in imperativeaccents and decidedin its own favor, regardless of the o-omfort or concern of anyother person. Of course 1 was not surprised, for "as thetwig is bent so is the tree incl.-ned," but my step-mother wasdisapppointed with the results of all her anxiois solicitude,and began to see whPn it was vain, how thankless suchindulgent efforts prove in the end. Freddy's soul wasaltogether absorptive, taking in whatever offerings gratiffiedhim, but yieldA;ng no return , and I ask, is there anything sodiscouraging to, an ardent love as this cold neutrality, whichproves, without a scruple, that all affection lavished upon itis an irretrievable waste.
As fortune or accident would have it, I was destinedto see very little of this relation. Before he had been afortnight at home I received a letter from Hortense deBeaumont's mother, informing me of the serious illness ofmy little friend, and entreating me, if it were at al! possibleor convenient, to go to thern for a little while, as my namewas constantly on the lips of the dear invalid.
I had begun to wonder at the breach in the corres-r pondence between Hortense and myself, but it had not thenS been so, protracted as to have excited my féars. I attributeda her delay to a thousand and one possible impediments, andwent on, hoping each day would put an end to, my vagueconjectures. That day was corne at length but the tidingsJs were not what I had prepared myself to, hear. I persuaded1 myself that her mother's excessive love had exaggerated

It the unfortunaL*-.,o condition of my little friend's health, bu4:>f nevertheless determined îo go to her as soon as possible. 1at showed the letter to my father, who had long ago become1 familiar with the narne and attnbutes of this loved
8
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companion, and having obtained his sanction to iiiy eager

proposals, 1 set about making immediate preparations for

my journey.
Before ten days had àýQ1npsed 1 was nearing my destina-

tion and Hortense de Bea,.lrr.ont's home. 'Nfy father had

entrusted mu to the wife of a professional friend of his who

was travelling with her son, Pnd whose route opportunely

corresponded with mine at this particular time. But I may

say with truth that I travelled alone, for with the exception

of a few crude observations now and then, the silence of

.iiscretion v-as unbroken between us. The lady was old,

oulky, and the victi- of a prolonged bilious attack all the

way. The son was a red-haired gentleman with very new

gold-rimmed spectacles and a scented silk handkerchief.

We travelled by rail to Prescott, keeping our peace in con-

templative sullenness aïï the while. The day was hot and

dusty, and the car as uncomfortable as it could possibly be.

1 sheltereà my tell-tale face behin' a friendly paper, and

distracted myself with an impartial view of the surrouiding

£ountry. It was early in the afternoon, and the full

sunshine lay hot and strong upon the tilled and furrowed

fields that stretched away as far as the eye could see on

tither side. Picturesque little farm. houses skirted the road

here and there, and stalwart rnen with their bronzed arms

bared to the elbows rested pleasantly on their instruments

of toil as the train rushed past them, shouting and waving

their broad-rimmed hats until we had left thern far behind.

Immediately in front of me propped up by innumerable

coats and bundles, my lady patron dozed heavily. The

thick green veil that screened her bilious expression from

the general view quivered and heaved as each deep-drawn

breath escaped her powerftil nostrils. In her fat lap lay her

folded hands with their half-gloves of thick black lace, the

pitiful victims of countless flie& The exertion of eating a

sandwich had sent her to sleep. The rernnants of this

Popular refreshInent were now being actively appreciated by

,a hungry, buzzing multitude that made their very best of

their orolden opportuaity. Her hopeful heir sat at a little

,distance on the same sut twirling his thumbs with an

,apparently decided purpose. Once or twice he drew his



1 1

Flie Doctor's Daieghter 109

scewed handkerchief from his side pocket with an artfuiflourish and fricrhtened the troublesome swarm, away fromhib Parents sleeping form, but seeing their undaunteddetermination to restore themselves almost immediately, herespectfully stowed the scented article away with a finalflourish and re-applied himself to the interrupted pleasureor task of twirling his thumbs with an apparent purpose.Busied with my own intimate thoughts 1 escaped anennui that would otherwise have proved almost unbearable ' 1 2 .
and was pleasantly enough distracted until the firstmonotony of fields and farm houses was broken by theoutskirts of the rornantic town of Prescott-roman tic, becauseto the traveler who steps from the dusty afternoon train andalights an)id its unpropitious surroundings, it suggests itselfstrongly as a living illustration of a " deserted village," asmelancholy to look upon as ever sweet Aubum could havebeen. My drowsy chaperone ms awakened too suddenly,and was therefore very cross and ill-hurnored for some tirneafter. It was with difficulty we persuaded her to follow usalong the track. at the end of which loomed up a dismal,wooden building whither we directed our vagrant steps, notknowing what better to, do Here we deposited our sundryparcels and awaited soine crisis, we hardly knew what. Wewere informed that our boat would not reach there beforeevening and to escape the monotony of our new surround-!ngs we decided to board the ferry which was now nearingshore, and spend the intervening hours with our neighborsacross the line. The comfort and compensation which mydrowsy chaperone found in a capacious rocking-chair on theupper deck of the ferry restored her ruffled temperament toits onginal neutrality, much to her hopeful heir's gratification,.r and sinking into its sympathetic depths, she made a worthyiý effort to repair her recent rudely broken slLymbfàrs.a Her son, with alarming gallantry, placed an easy-chair.s near the railing of the deck for me, paid the triple fare and-Y discreetly kept at a distance. His bashfulness and timidreserve recommended hzm to my genuine admiration asje much ae if it had been pure amiability, or a desire to do mea good turn that had prompted him. to leave me to myselfI was gathering experience on new grounds and I
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féared interrul)tion from any one The briny odor of the

St. Lawrence carried on the soft summer breeze was

grateful and refreshing to me The brightest sunlight 1

ever saw was dancing and ridincr on the green sparkling

ripples that w»rinkled the broad suruing surface before me

Beside me on a bench under the awning sat a party of

American ladies from the other side-at least so I con-

jectured, and with reason A look decided it. They were

clad in pronouncedly cool costumes, dresses that would

make a full ball toilet in Canada, but which exr,)osed rnuch

prettitiess to the ruthless action of the sun and wind on this

hot midsummer afternoon. They were using their lips and

tongues in a violent manner, accompanying commonplace

remarks with the most exacrgerated varleties of facial ex-

pressions I ever saw. But they were only harbingers of

what one meets on landing These strangely attired

darnsels in elaborate heaî-gear and high-heeled shoes

strutted about the streets of Ocidensburg in any nurnber.

fhey give life to the pretty town I must admit, and excite

the interest of the uninitiated tourist who is accustomed to,

judge women, especially, according to the standard peculiar

to, Canada. It is a wonder to me that the drowsy and

vapid condition of Ogdensb,--irg's vts-a-vis does not check, in

some measure, the animation and Dpirit of that busy town.

There was more life there on that sleepy summer afternoon

than 1 have seen in a month in some of our cales, with. all

their prftensions. It is only fa.. to the. United States to,

admit that the spirit of progress and enterprise underlies

every square inch of its soil and animates everý fibre of its

constitution.
In the evening we boarded our boat for the West, and

began our journey in earnest. I shall never forcret this trip,

and 1 cannot but wonder why. I was alone, for the mosit

part with. my thoucrhts, which were far. from being cheerful

companions ; still, whenever I steal into the adytLim of my

memory 1 find it there to greet me with its peculiar associa-

tions.
The evening being warm and sulitry we remainedl,"on

deck for many hours after supper. There was no moon.0

but heaven's vault was alive with twinkling stars. 1 ssat a
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little apart from my friends 'l eaning o-eer the railing, lookingabstractedly into the dark r)e,ý,tless water 1 was disturbedonce by iny considerate cavalier, Who brought me a shawIl,saying the night air was likely to provoke rheumatism orneura.gia, or such other inconvenien(-es to which our fleshis heir
1 took it %,th a grateful smile, made a limited remarkupon the beauty of the panorarna bcfore us, enquired solici-tously about the old lady's .--omfort and spirits, and thenconsiderIng my dutyaccomplished, I wrapped myself w,,",rm-ly in the folds of my shawl and settled myself cosily foranother reverie

'%VLtli a wonderful acumen, O.Ilie gaunt gentleman seizedthe insinuating 4ituation, and considering himself summarilydismissed, he edored awa-y by stealthy strides and left me tomy cocfiCations once again.
Striangely enougb, I began to think of Nfr Dalton, andrny severai wah him He had puzzied me, +.-hatwas âIl... tbiere wa,-% no ýarm in wondering about him, surely,if î did not çyive too rnuch time and attention to the possi-bly dangerous subject. _ýftCr al] ' there was something inhim so different fiom other men, even from Arthur Camp-« bell. There was alvýays some deep, happy meaning to hissimplest word--j, and h-ts rinost cornmonplace concepticns ofthings were ilav:)red wit'fl this mystifying attraction whatever1 t was.
That Ile had had soine pec,,liiar experience was evidentin his ever-, look, and tone, and word. His very reservebetrayed him and exc-ted people's curiosity about his 'rstcareer. 1 had known him alî rnv life, and he had alwaysbeen the same. I b-ad sat ui)on his knee -qRith Miv tiny a.p.sICI w in e (1 abow. ',"lis nec" ad told thrillinzy tales. had%-iplayed w ith me. and had k,-.sSëýd Pae-- -ilot. often bu+ on 4woor tnree occasions the lasi tlri)àe fýus\, before I wezchool. Then, when 1 came bark--ýiow straage iý-seemed surprised f,-,o see me gLown, and -Lnatured,apparently had remained the sai.....

1 suppose he saw that 1 was 1-lo lon er the dependent.-- hild Who confided to Ihim her petty joys and so.-.rows, buta Young lady, self-conscious and reserved to a certain en%*,ent.

Ilie Docior,,ý Daaghier.
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a ýoung lady with her own pronounced tastes and settled

opinions, whose life had dritted out into an independent

channel away from the ear1ý source which he had been

pleased to control and guide , and that 1 had
Perhaps lie was taking the ri(rbt cOurse

no need to feel disappointed oxer his attitude towards me.

but 1 výas disappointed all the sarne 1 thought he mould

always be a dear friend, on whom 1 coiild lean and re1ý, but

here my thought was checked Mould 1 have been satisfied

with hisfriendslliP 9 Could 1 hme kept witLhln its narrow

limits and been content to see him lavish somethincr still

more precious upon another
We are frank at.- the tribunil! çf our own most infamate

thouaht and 1 ïnox what ansmer came mhisperinpr itself

into niy heart at this crisis 1 roused m,ýself from rný re-

verie and looked out at the changing scenery before us.

We were among the Thousand Islands.

Dark broken outlines of trees ai-id rock, with here and

there the glimmer and twinkle of a liaht the murmur of

broken wayelets touching the shore on e-very side. and the

faint sound of happy human voices sonewhere ln the misty

distance, were what greeted my eyes and ears 1 could seý>.

nothincy defined in the wild panorama about nie, on1ý that
tD

the darkness was broken here and the,e, by a darker some-

thing, from which tall pine-tops reared thernse.-es majesti-

cally, less shrouded than the rest. 1t. was a soul-stirring

sight, so grloomy, so misty, so silenL, 1 was aliriost sorry

later to have looked upon the sanie scene by daylight, al-

though the hand of man has put an artificial touch here and

rie, which, by the light of day, improves the general -iew..

After all, what are nature% grandest phases to us unless 
C

they suggest something of our own selves 1 have never

been able to 1ook upon motintain or vaiiey with other than

rny corporal eyes, and 1 have always admired those places in

a half-regretfül way, where the print of human footsteps is

unknown There is no perfect beauty in the uxternalworld

without the presence of man, and all that silent wacte of f

prairie land and towering mountain, which stretches away in f

an unbroken monotony towards our northern limits, is to C

me a lifeless, useless masç,.,,, and will be sco until it has sub-



rnitted eýýery inch of its ý% ilduntrodden surface to the honest
industr of tollincy humanity When these çyiant niountain-
topt; look down in friendiv patronage upon the gables and

towers and curlincy .z-moke-wreatns of sorne struggling ham.-
lets lýt in(;- at their feet, I shall. see their grandeur and admire
it , but mhero-a, dumb nature sits in lone and pensive soli-
tude amay from the hum of golden industry, b.eyond the
reach and influence of civilization, it has for me offly a cold
surface of beauty like the sleep of death

"Phis thought came back to me on the following day,
when 1ýe were riding the res'less waters of Lake Ontario

As far as theeye could see in any direct-ion nothincr was
visible but waves and s-y I tried to :magine myself
doorned to live alone with nature's reckless beauty, such as
I saw it then above and around me, and rny heart shrýe?-ed
at the rnere thourfht of such a terrible destiny I know"there is society where none intrude,-" but 1 prefer to
be1ieýoe " it is net good for man to be alone " AI] the richest
and rarest charms of Nature or of Art have never had more
than a relative value for me, but give me one short moment
of sympathetic human companionship, and with its borrowed

.Llght I see beauty above and around me e,ýerywhere Yet
how hard it is for us to, find this influence that gifts the

hours of time with golden opinions, and bears them away
as if to the measure of some hallowed strains There were

numan souls of every nature beside me, while I leanetd over
that sunny deck, looking vacantly out upon miles and miles
of heavin water, and vet it was to me as if I stood alone9 .0
calling after friends that could not hear my far-off -oice, no
bond of mutual interebst, care or devotion united me to any
one among that motiey crowd. To them perhaps. I was

not even a definite individual, but oniy a fraction of the
t)u1k that moved about t-he boat in moody silence

If circumstances such as these did not cross our daiL'ya-v7es at certain intervals. I wonder what mould become al!
t-he wholesale moralisina and reflections wbich they enryender

for most of us We who, are the playthings of the moods of
fate, what would we do with ourselves if these moments of0
quiet reverie and placid realizations were taken away frorn
us altoçy-ether ? One thing is certain. Manv a noble crenerous

Flie Doctors Dauglter 11.3
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deed, the outcrrowth. of one pensive hour, would ne',ýer ha,ýe

been performed ; many lives now re-united and happy on

account of scme calm impartial nieditation, Ni, ould be driftinci

in lonely wretchedn%,.nss asunder, the -vict.rns of sorne hasty,

111-explained impediment, that a little reason could easily

have remo V-ed
Thus busily entertained. by mN own pecullar cogItations,

time sped without brincring me -as much ennui as 1 had feared.

When nicrht fell a(yain we where in -v lew of Toronto City and

looked upon our journey as well nigh acconiplished So

Much. is sucr-jested by the distant prospect of criant towers

and steeples, the glimmer of countless lights and the rnuffled

buzz of active realitN, as one sees and hears theni froi-n the

,deck of a stearner nearing the shore The-le were the lusty

shouts of boatmen on the wharf, risincr above the rinaing of

discordant bells, and the rumble ofl railway trains There

was clanging and clashing of nietal on e-very side, haulingf of

ropes, pitching and heaving of merchandise, with now a shrill

scream. frorn the throat of sorne dainty craft hard by, and

again a hoarse sepulchral response froni a larger vessel as it

carne or went. There was a buzz of human voices expressive

of e,ýery sort of agitation and confusion, and quietly through
d-

it all, the great waves slapped against the shore with a heavy

monotonous splashing, and bounded back in sùIlen fury into

the depths beyond. 
L

The half-hour after ten rancr clearly out fron- an

illumi.nated clock in a distant tower, as we picked our steps 
L

alonor the narrow crangway, and deposited ourselves with e
ZD ZD .0

sense of infinite relief on terrafirnia once more

4-
L

e
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CHAPTER IX.

ORTENSE was very ill and Madame de Beaumont
very disconsolate, when I reached theni. TFe
lively, sparkling look was all gone from the pretty
face I had learned t-) lo-ýe so dearly, only a wasted
remnant of her former beauty remained Who

could detect the change more keenly than I ? I, who had
feasted upon e-very line and curve that constituted her
physical perfection, N;ýhose memory had been fed upon the
recollection of their rare loveliness, and whose hope had
11-ed upon this expectation of seeing her soon again.

When I arrived she was sleeping, the still quiet sleep of
an infant, her breast scarcely heavincr as the feeble breath
came and went. Her mother was standing by the open

doorway in an ad oining room lookincy in upon the peaceful
Imvalid with tearful eyes. She advanced or. tip-toe to meet
me, and twining her arms around me led me away down a

dimly-lit corridor into a cosy sittin('I'-room at the end, where
cnei.%riui gas-hght crreeted us. Our noiseless entrance

disturbed the solitary occupant, who, as we crossed the
threshold, rose up abruptly from where he satby a small table
near the window, and gathering up the books which he had
been reading, strode eagerly towards a curtalined doorway
opposite, and vanished behind the waving drapery, just as

wý>. pasSed. into the room.
There was an uneasy look in Madame de Beaumont's

eyes for a second o- two as they followed the receding
crure. Then with an affectation of ordinary solicitude she

t-urned and said to me
'II did not know that anyone was here. We distur"Ded

Bayard at his studies I am afraid -«ý' 1II Let us go somewhere else I suggested a little
eagerly.

II Oh " she answered, shaking her head significantly,
that would not brinry him back 1 assure vou we may as

well be comfbrtableýhere as elsewhere, now. He is su*ch a
queer boy. " 10

UMM 0 a
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She was evidently under the impression that 1 knew

something definite about this person who, in spite of his

suggestive name, seemeci timid and strange as a tawn, but as

I had a burning desire to, know evervthing about Hortense s

ilïness 1 was not tempted to, indulge ýhis secondary curiosity,

so his name was summarily abondoned for the dear invallid's.

Madame de Beaumont could not account in any

definite or satisfactory manner for her daughter's present

condition It was the result, she said, of a growing

indisposition that had stolen over her lately, and this was r

why her fears had such little hope lest her compl 'aint should 1

prove a constitutional, decline that would baffle all the

skilful efforts of he r physicians.
She beçyan 'the mother said in a voice of sobs, Il by

renouncina, all her pleasures She did not care for onp..ý. C

thinar and was too tired for another She took no interest

in anything that had distracted her before ; she would only F.-

read, and write letters. to, you and in the end she renounced 
C

even these relaxations The doctors suspect that some s

mental strain may have been worrying her, but 1 can think Li

of none All that we could do to make her happy and s

comfortable we did, and I have never heard her complain,

or wish foi anythinçy th,-,,t she had not already. What will t

1 do if 1 lose her Madame de Beaumont suddenly cried, k

burying her face in hcr hands and weeping bitterly. Il Her

father, you know, died of consumption" she added in a

hopeless whisper, raising her head and looking at me w

sorrowfully 

a .
rc

It was a sad scene and one that 1 was not prepared. ta

meet I had assured myself that Madame de Beaumont's

lietter was exaggerated, and now it seemed not to have 0
C#ý

conveyed to me half vividly enough the actual state of the

unfortunate circumstances.
M'e had some slight refreshment served on the little Of

table before us, but neither of us could partake of it heartily. dE

1 swallowed some mouthfüls of food more out of duty than re

anything else,'and. indulged niyself with a cup of strong tea,. bt

nay favorite beverage, after which we repaired quietly to the fa

sick-roorn to have a look at Hortense before retinng. of

Faint glimniers of light, leaping from. the night lamp re

m 1 0 0 1 mi a
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that burned dimly on a table by the bedside, danced in
flickering s*hadows every now and then upon her pallid
cheeks, but still she slept quietly and peacefully One
would think it was the sleep that 'knows no earthly waking
ivere it not for the warm look of her paleness, and the feeble

throbbing of sornethinor in her thin white neck
She will spend the whole night like this "" her mother

whispered, drawing me away. " The nurse watches lier
steadily and Bayard occupies "the next room, but thev are

never disturbed She dozes qi1.iet1ý the whole 'neicrht
long To-morrow she will know you and talk to you.
You must go to vour room now, my dear, for you are tired

and travel-worn Come, I will show you the waý "' she
added, puttipg her arm around my waist and leadincr me
out of the room.

When we reached the door we were met by di-he timid
hero of the sitting-room, who now found himself almost in
our arms He was makincy a stealthy entrance, and we a
stealthy exit, and we came upon one another so suddenly
that we all three stood motionless and silent for an am kwal d
second or so.

Madame de Beaumont relieved the rdt.-upid situation
by sav-.Ynçy Nliss Hampden, this is my son, I su-ppose you
know him already by name

-o say or do anythinry appropriateI was too surprised '.. 
ýnI merely raised my eyes and inclined m ' y head a little, and

worked my way through the door with an impatience
almost equal to that with which he had flown from the

."OOM which we .ad invaded an hour or so beilore
In a few minutes more I was safe and sectire in my

own apartment, free to sit down quietly and make out a
calm realization of the whole state of affiairs for my own

Private benefit. The figure I had just left stand-ng in the
opposite doorway came back to me now, more clearly

defined in memory than he was to my corporal eves as they
rested on him. He was a handsome fellow, very handsome.,
but how strange looking, with his rich embroidered gown

e falling about him. in hea-vy folds, and his cap shoved back
off his brow, throwing his rnarked feait-ures into exquisite

P relief, this was Hortense's brother of whom she had never

Flie Doctors Daiýg1iter 1 l'à
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spoken to me, NNhose name 1 had neý,er heard until to-night

This Nvas Baýard Ce Beaumont
1 stood up and be(-an to unfasten my t'rinkets, and my

eyes were instinctively raised to a picture which hung over

the mirror beside me It consibteG of two photographs in a C

pretty delicate frame , one was Bayard's, the other was a 
r

1 
C

woman S , not his mother's, nor his sister's. It was of some j

one I had never seen. I raised the lamp above my head r

and scrutinized it. It was a beautiful face, but one of cold, t

passixie loveliness. There was somethin(r in the handsome 
C

Mouth which inade me wince as 1 looked upon it, and those 
C

large speaking eyes 1 What a depth theirs was , too deep, 1 t

thoucyht Ilurincr micrht not one (Tet los- in such

labyrinths as these
1 gazed upon the picture until my h.,, n d, exhausted,

trembled with the lighted lamp it held, and e-ven then 1

had not seen it half enoucrh but I tiirned away and went rr

on in moody thoughtfulness %Nith. my final prepa-Lations for 
w

retiring 

Pr

1 knelt and said my evening prayers, with many a b

-)trLiçi(Tle acrainst teasing distractions, 1 must admit. 
P

Such a queer nature was mine ' I do not know whether

others resembl.--%. ine or not in this respect, b-Lit from my young

girlhood, 1 ha-v e alwa) s been led away by those faces, books, a,

sounds or pictures, that are suggestive of any kind of deep aý

or pent up emotion. 1 know not exactly wbether it be that R

1 look upon thern as associated in some dim distant way 
h

with my own uneventfül. life, yet how could that be ? What d

have vagrant strains of unfamiliar music conceived by ar

unknown minds, and played by unseen hands to do with the 1. r-

mechanicisni of one undreamt of human soul ? What can n(

0 
si

those heart-moving pacres of the authors 1 love, have to do

with the issue of an existence of which they have never
tc

neard nor thouglit ? What part could these fascinat%,ng of
faces have played in the personal drama of my life, when

they have never been called upon to bestow even the tame or

smile of conventional greeting upon me What bearint-ir

could those speaking pictures haveý upon the story of n-y as

individual experience when they are often the only fo

reflection of days long past and forgotten, children of sorne Sc
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pensive artist's fancx that ne-ver haci another life outside ofhis conception, than that infused by brush or chisel P Yet
it alwayS seems to me that as I look into those books andfaces, or as 1 lend my ear to those engaging sounds, soinechord vibrates within me that makes me féel as if my

memory were strugglincy to awake from sonie letharçyy
scenes and sorrows of my yesterdays come back for a short.moment to my vivid recollection, and seem to hang atound

these powerful incentives in a mistý halo It may be thecaprice of an extravagant imaginati,)n, it may be the freak.
of a foolish fancy, an enipty day-dream, an idle reverie, butto me while it lasts, it is swe2ter than any reality.

Thus was it with this picture that hung upon my bedrooni
wall that night. I could not take mi-r eyes from it. There
I lay, tired and travel-worn, on an easy bed ; but the light
burned beside me and I could net sleep Something held

It my gaze fixed upon t-he opposite wall. I could but stare and
)r wonder at the curious loýçYeIiness of that woman"s face. andP-sk. myself doubtfülly over and over again whether such
a beauty always engenders proportionate happiness for its,

possessor 1-b' I went on in mental soliloquy.,er " And Bayard loved her
'Ig 4e this strange, handsome fellow mith the sad face and solemn
ýCsj air. 'I Did he still love her, I wondered, or was she called

ep away in her youthfül grace and Io-veliness to where he could
-Iat only see her with the eyes of faith «-> Did he now 'ive upon.3»y her cherished irnemory, isolated from al! the profane

1iat distractions of social life ? Where was she, or who was she,
by and why had Hortense never spoken of her in all her_-,he intimate conversations with me ? Was she his wilfe > May

-.an not this PICLUre have got there in some accidental way ?
do She might be a relative. It might have happened that they
ver mere ]ust the same size and style of portrait, and were put.1, tooether on that accourit. But no 1 something in the faces,,ng C 

1ien of both insinuated a close relationshi ' 1D. They were more toone another, 1 felt sure han friend or relative. There wasme
-inrir love, quiet, steady, absorbing love in his great dark eyes,ZD as if in resting upon the beauty of that other face they hadmy

)nly found happiness and repose forever. They even suggested
)rne something of a reproachfül love, as if they found those
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attractions too winning, and not hurnan enou,[ah. 1 almost

coveted the respectfülly devouring glance of those contem-

plative brown eyes, for wewornen. with faces of very ordinary

fabric cannot belleve that men love us altogether as they

would if our cheeks were like dainask roses and our eyes like

dew-kissed violets. Nor do we blame them. Yet how often

does it come to pass that a woman's beauty is the stumbling-

block to her earthly happiness? With only a face for her

fortune, many a bri(sht-eyed, laughing belle has gone out to

seek sorrow and misery. The world is full of them , they are

rolling in easy carriagesup and down the thoroughfares of lifé,

each a pa-pered and dearly bought idol of some powerful old

CrSsus, whom to love would be to outrage every principle

of nature and worthy sentiment , and, therefore, to live upon

milk and honey and be clad in the finest of purple, beauty will

sanction her own destruction, living a loveless life, ever

hauLited by a memory of something brighter and happier

,,.hat might have been. And all for this - that others may

look with admiration, and possibly with envy upon her

glitterincr wealth, or that she may reflect some of the social

power and prestigre of the man who marries her. She may

escape destitute gentility she rnay pass into the higher

walks of refined society, may be waited upon by many

servants., anU be the cynosure of eyes that under other

circumstances had never deigned to, favor her with a casual

notice What of that ? She may, at last, recline in an

expensive icasket, and rich exotics may lie in splendid pro-

fusion about her, there may be tolling of many bells and

sighing of maný friendS, but after that ? Does the grave

show any more respect to these remnants of dainty hunianity

stowed away in the stillness of an artistic vault, than to the

handful of pauper hurnan bones that crumble to their final

dusc under the. unmar-ed, unnoticed sod?

With such reflections as these, and while my eyes were

still fixed upon the fascinating photograph 1 fell into a deep

sleep.
I dreamed strange things that night. Phantom forms

with a dark mystic beauty about thern glided round me. 1

saw a woman with long raven tresses and tear-dimmed eyes

shrouded in flowing draperies, leaning over a narrow rustic



DOCtOrs Dlzzýý1iter 121

t bridge under which dark and muddy water ran in a 'Yurelingstream ZD %..fHer elbow leaned upon the railing, and her pensi-vefacie lay half-buried in one slender hand. Sheinto the depths below, and a great misery w was lookinciy her handsome féatures. as written upone I dreamed that 1 was hurrying bythe spot where she was standing, eager to reach the other sideunobserved by her. As 1 stole with noiscless tread behindher, I heard her tailking tor drum monotone : the waters in a -;Iow and hum-
ýe Even if I did it she was saying "he wouldn't carenow 1 Bayard wouldn't- care, no one would care.d Mrould you care ? She screamed, turning suddenly arounde and clutching me tightly with both trembling hands. Myn blood ran cold, my ver) hair stood. up on end, as 1 sa,ýý thewild alitter in her dark'il t> 1 lustrous eyes, and the hopeless frenzyý,r in her harsh and hollow laugh. I wrestled once, with all thembr streno-th I could command, and with a piercing screan-, 1ly awoke 1 Cold craminy drops lay on my face and hancis--% r My heart was throbbing wildy against my breast. 1 lay,al Prostrate) Paralyzed with àfeair, staring into the outer (irlooni,ay It was just at the turn of the darkness when things are,er outlined though still colorless and shadowy, and I could see,ny the delicate fraine opposite nae suspended by invisible cordsier from an invisible nail-that cursed thing tha-t had hauntedial me in my sleep and reduced me to this painful condition.an There was a flicker of light throucrh the keyholia, anicrevices 

of 
my 

bed-roorn 

doGr 

at 
this 

c 
'ý

rO- ed the handle cautiously and find risis. 1 Someone turn-,nd the inside, whispered huskil Ing the bolt drawn fromive y -ity What is the matter ?
the I could not recognize the voice, bli't -jitting up in tilvnal bed, I answered faintly: or

" Oh it is nothina.. I have had a dreadful nightmare,-ere that is all.
eep The light flickered again and the cautious footstel)sretreated, leaving me alone with the dusk and my fears.fellbackuponm. 

pillowandcreptundex

rtns y the wairra cOverings.1 1 was weak and shivering, and a violent pain darted throughles Iny head. In a few moments that seemed like hours to, me,Stic fell asleep agairL This tirne it was a quiet, drea. less
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s1umber, which restored me greatly, and refreshed my looks

and my humor for breakfast
When I awoke a second tirnej a bright morning suri-

shine flooded the roorn , the birds sang lustily outside my

window , carts and carriages rumbled along the road ; bells
C f industry and activity were

were ringing and all the,ý oices o

united in a crreat chorus which proclalined the advent of

another day.
No one spoke of niy traçyic £xperience when 1 apDeared

at the breakfast table Madame de Beaumont and her son

we-je already in the dining-room when 1 went down, and we

took our seats almost inimediately. Hortense was stili

sleeping, they said, and looked quite refreshed after the night.

1 hope 1 did not disturb her when I screained

ventured to remark.
%I& Wlien you screanied Madame de Beaumont

exclaimed in bewildermîent.
Il Yes did you not hear me 1 asked, just as

astonished. 't
Il No indeed' she answered, Il did you Bayard turning

towards her son who sat at the upper end of the table.

Miss Ham-Pden had supp42r too late last night," he

said, evading a di plv "and that with travelin and

the excitemernt of seeincy Hortense so very ill would disturb

any ones slumber."
1 thought he intended that the subjec of m y niorht-

mare, shouïd be summarily dismissed with this explanation,

and feeling a little unkindness in the arbitrary way in which

he epressed himself, 1 turned to Madame de Beaumont

and v, -Ah a self-justifying tone r-.>marked :

Il It is the first time in my life I have ever had a

night-mare, and 1 canne account for it. 1 had been looking

at a picture that hangs over the lookinz-zlass in the room.

you gave me, and do you know it suggý&d such a queer

train of thought, that immediately on falling asleep I dreamed

of it, and such a dream 1 it would have frightened any one."

Madame de Beaumout busied herself among the tea-

things while I spoke, and never raised her eyes, but Bayard,

laying down his knife and fork, turned his gaze full upor

me. There was a covert sneer, 1 thought, in the look which
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he directed at ine so steadily, and feeling painfully mystifiedand unconifortable under fl c iýholc sitn uation, 1 bent myhead o-ver MY chorolate and sipped it slowly for need of abetter distraction After a moment or so of unflinchincy-staring, the courteous Bayard resumed his breakfast withdouble the appetite, it seemed to nie, with which he beganit This was niy uncongenial initiation into my friend'shome.
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prise
EFORE the week was out, Hortense, to t' e sur

and delight of us all,,was able to rnove about frOlrý'
She looked white and wasted

cine room to another 41-
still, but her old rnanner had returned to her in

a greal. rneasure) and she laughed and chatted
+.bus giving strong

cagerly with us, one after another, L

confirmation to the hopes expressed bý nher rnedical adviser,

who now predicted a rapid convalescence e
The sun was war. nd inýý,gorat'IngI and nature at tàà

er beau-Ly the leaýe,, green and
Very climax of her sumr. j " -snor Evervthingthe breeze gentie and refreshl J.lentiful, an

world tempted one to --- qing dul' care away
in the externrd 1 ý til%. . oments lingered wit'
and be happý while these proïntious m

ti me
Maclarne de Beaur"-on%ý and'àher son ,,,*e,"àe so hopeful now

1 d to leave
of Hortense s complete recoveAry +Chat [hey venture

hoiiý-ze for a week or [en ciays to atEtend to sorne farnily

bi.Ilsiness t-hat had been delaved on account of her seriolls

1 ýess -)ut, 1, was witn rnanv a Dartanu iniunction, regardinç
1 ici be bestowed

t a'- shoifflme care and attentLon n t
"& LA her enforc

-ilpon her darling diM-ci ced absence, that the
Lm fla 1 ffi M. V

Lher left charge Anxious to
SoLicitous mot elf .11P 4-0 41.- h e exclusiveietter. 1 gave rnys-he very à .0I)iedge to '. n7ient. Lsi lend frorn that mo,,Iip of rnx.; little fr. n qcompanion j , now that shea recre $6.

was indjz.,xed a pleasure an ation for MP
efore.was a!)àe to iau gh and talk as " b . 1 Toronto

Two weeks 'nad elapseci since my arrivai in
held possession of my

ancl -nany st-1-ange, ,.onjeceL-1t.1.ýre 1 s had rval1 1 had seealkind during this comparativelv short, 'Inteà & .4 n f the household
nothing, 'T may say, of Ole quiet hero o

His time was spent elther in the solemii seclusion of his own
croing oult,

apartments or out, of doors. Occasionally we met , 0
of, or coming intol a room5 going up or down stairs or passing

,-.,.,long some corridor. We nearly always had meals together%

and on a few occasions he even sat with us for an hour after
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dinner but (%f wiliat ryood was Mat The coriversat.on was[ame and ImÀ)ersonai when we were all to(-rethcr nd whenwe two met by accident there was a quietbmutual, greeting1ýhich began and ended on 4-he spot
was still of the opinion that he was a hàndsonie manand a fins-b fe 0 ýý ', LD1 , tocr ether, but the suspicion that he wasS11rouded in r-Pystery repelled me, despite my best intentionsand de-sires 1 have ieNer Laken to those deep naturesttiat talk in discreet nionosyllables and cling to the shelter-ing refuge of such safe subjects as are the substance ofeverybody's and anybody's chit-chat Maybe I judge the,,nharshly when I persuade. myself that the records of thelir1)?.-it Coll'd not stand the open daylight of a free-and-casyd scussiozi. '1«''.is verdict however, the suggestion of niyin.)91.,jnct, and need not carry weighi with anyone but n-,%.yseifj-,est. aný, of the ardent belie-vers in t-he pre-erninent9 

il
curio,;itý o,, womankind be wondering how 1 could hav.-'yreStraiià,ca my hurning desires to ferret out the secrets of thi,ýrnan's lifta, for so long, I must haster, to inform them tha:4.conjointly itph t. il 1 S feminine weakness I 'had a mostun ielding pride, a pride that- absorbed even mv curiorjtýý,'Fhough I plined. to know the wonderful, story of his L-4-this Prevai-inry ý%,ice fort)ade i-nàe to quench my devourinr,,ýis 

bthirst at the fountainhead of satisfaction
wd Hortense ha,,-'& not volunteered fo open the subject w 1. t1l' i"lie neither had her mother, thou,ie gh both must tiave knowIV fui! well that my suspicions were aroused I did not ,1-heze-Pfore intend to, ask a confidence which could, no, be give.-
ve willingly and freely. It was virtually nothing to me what11.- 4 1

e Lhis man did or did not. and as his expelrie'nce had probablya painful halo about it, 1 was not eager ý0.o .,»P,..fer to et Ln -4.ine.-Ci-notest possible way
Y Before he left with Madaine & BeaU--noný. le canne,'.'ne sitting-room where I was standLng, ooK',.."Àg ofId window, ïCo bid me good-bye.

wn He wore a traveling costenie of a becoming gray color.,4- and held his hat in one gloved hard. 1 beard him come in,
:)UL nut purposeiy did not look around As he was generallying engaged with business of his own when he went in or out ofte -4 r, a roorn, I v-as not *upposeci tô know that, on this particular
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occasion, ne ý&as making a flattering exception for noie. 1

,went on biting My lips abstractedly, with my head leaning

age-inst the casement He cleared his throat emphatically, r

but what ýN as that to me ? Il Ahern ' " was not enough like

either of mv'names, to, justify my looking around'.

He walked to the mantel-piece and inspected its familiar

furnishings for a moment, making what seemed to me

unnecessary noise and fuss as he did so. 1 would have a

given worlds for a pair of keen eyes at the back of my head

during this artful performance. but as no such abnormal a

desire could be favored, I had to be satisfied with my

conjectures and suppositions about his motives, and the n

various expressions that, were chasing one another over his

face as he went through this programme of fallures.

At last, having spent his e-very indirect effort to attract ar

My absorbed attention, he took a book from the table, and a

placing it deliberately Linder his arm, as if it were one of the

many things that brought him into the room, he strode es.

quietly towards me, saying in a very non-committal and yet !o-

courteous tone
shall say good by e, N.B"ss, Hampden I hope you

Will dg.ake every care, of yourselves, and that we shall find you at,
we«11 on our return. .111C

Thank you,' 1 answered, -iery politely, II there will be 4.10

no fear of me. Good bye. dec

He took the tips of My three longest fingers, my thumb +L- h a

and little finger not having been ordained by nature to meet an

the cordial grasp of men of this stamp, and ha-ving repeated ind

his good-bye, he stalked out of the room, in conscious dignity not

and grandeur. feat

1 made a mocking face, 1 know 1 did, when his back to

was turned. I hated him for not taking more notice of me U

4. 
' P

Lhan this. 1 did not want any violent attentions or sillJ Col

love-making from, him. He need not think 1 was a frivolous that

heart-hunter, for 1 was not If I had been a man, he would a ci

have discussed politics or science or newspaper topics with dirt-

me long before this. How did he know 1 could not match r'ýooý-

him in these being a woman -,' He was one of those

wonderful erudites, I supposed, who think that a girl's, con-

versational power lies rigidly betweeil dry goods and sentà-
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ment. Poor things What a heresy tI,,iey foster 'I Bu[ whatneed 1 care He was a gJuin, uwociable recluse anvwaý,may be at a loss for a second idea to keep his mind "busyHe was certainly not worth worrying about, so 1 cratheredup my needle-work that rested on the window-sill ' a _n d w i t ha deliberate sullenness went in search of Hortense
She had fallen asleep on the lounge in her bedrooniand the old nurse, havina closed the shutters and drawn the.-- urtains to keep out the afterroon light, was seated in theadjoining room, busily knittincr a stocking

Free, therefore, to dispose of rný self as I wished for thenext hour, I put on my thin.cys. -and went to stroll abou., 'hebusy streets of the city
Avoiding the fine, open thorou 'yhfares, where busInessand pleastire were airing themselves, 1 leisurelly turned downa gloomy by-way which was lined on either side by themassive walls and rea-r wings of hucre. dismai, commercialestablishments Not a soul ma( visible anywhere y it waslong and narrow and dirty, with deep ruts in the mud that...ay in a thick covering ove- road It was intercepted,some distance down, by another str-ý3,:4: much worse to lookat, and a little farther on, the woful panorama became still-nore awful and repulsive Iittle passage which seemed4-o

.. have strayed away from all coirinection with humandecency or sympathy ran to the left. It iNas so very narrowthat though the surrounding buildinas straggled up to onlýan or inary height, the daylight scarcely penetrated it Andindeed it is to be wondered whether a bright: sunlight wouldnot but bring out more clearly than ever the allinryféatures of the place. Could gold and silver sunbeams hopeZO beautify the heaps of refuse and rubbish that: were p,,.,Iedùp here and tnere at intervals against some staggering fenceCould a flood of sunlight improve th.- %.d &à A-0,1se-frontss that looked drearily out upon this cheerlesç prospect, or lend1 a charm to the hardened faces of those that peered through.I dirty window-Panes, or who stood idly in sonie rickètý1 coorway P
e The spectacle was indeed heart-stiriinqDr

Why shines the sun except that Fe
Makes gloomy nooks for £rrief to hi(]&',>
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And pensne shades for nielancholy
When all th,-- e,-,.rt ri e, bright beside

The words seemed written on the dinury house-tops

before me, and borne on the çfust) breeze that waited

noxious odors far and wide '.\Iy heart turned sick, end )et

this was Nhat 1 had corne r-%.ut to see I could not have

gone away from. a lively city Ilke this, where tomers and

steeples of lofty and malestic buildingt, reared themselNes in

proud beauty towards hea,ýen, mithout, ha-%ing also looked

on the picture's gloomy side Where ý-io ii-iuch wealth and

fashion and finery dazzled the ca,ý.uaI eye, there must, said

Iý be also -1poverty, hunger and diit, and were in) %Aords

not fully verified now -1
1 ha-ve been warned more than once of the danuer of

going unattended along these hatint£, of -niserý and vice,

but whether or not it is because niv moti-ve is one of pure

and my sentiments f-xcIu%.ýively sýmpathetic 1

do not know, I have, however, escapeci up to -Lhii-, without

interfèrence from the IwNIý inhabitants of these obscure

co"ine.st-s and can --voucli for tIitý latent (rallantry oi man) a
1 b 1

raciged hero ýNho ré2ttored a fallen unibrella or parce with

as n^iuch courtesy as his brother clad in 'ýj.,oadcloth tver

showed me
That hunian mind which fe-.tts e-\,ý-lilsivel.y upon the

dainty morseis of life is oII1ý half educated , though there

are grand fragments of knowledge and experience to be
hi,(,h art,

cyathered amcng &he haunts of and where stand the
in though the heart

m -iortal monuments of power and fame,

mayswellwith a just enthur--iasm at sight of the marvels

which have risen out of g,,,old "piles, the coffers of nations or
Il 

.
Chat 

all 

the 

majest)

individuals, 1 " old 1 f the best-spent

wealth has not power to awaken such a depth of féelincy in

41 Lne human breast as one of these totterincr huts with its

r.ouldy walls and mud-sp.-ttere-i wIIIuGw-paýIICS,

Sweet Home " of flesh and blood as real and as sensitive. as

our pampered own 
r

'To think that in the worldjs great capitals therc is V

squalor which could never compare with what my eyes ý;-hen

beheld Think of Murray Hill ai-id the Alaska District, a

Fell"s Point, or the Basin, and what a sea of human wrecks

m
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we conternplate in a fraction of America's continent aloneAnd again, think of the waste of wealth the wide,ýN orld overThink how vice is wined and dined and clad in thefinest of fabrics while honest humanity, in helpless hunger,cries ouýto ears that are deaf and hearts that have -Furnedto stone. Oh, well may it be said that 'the rich man's chancesof heaven are as those of the camel going through the e ' veof a needle, if the recording ancrel pencils down the use andabuse of every dangerous penny that rniaht have been wellZDspent, and was not.
With such reflectionS as these I turned my steps slowlyback through the dingy by-ways.
The afternoon was waning, and the hour was near whendaily toil would be suspended, and the workers would repairro these their miserable homes 1 ï ad mie a few alreadywith their picks and shovels on the ragged shoulders, andhad stood to see them vanish under tMese crooked doorwayswhere little children linaered waitinCy and watching for theircheerless coming I saw sow.e others lay down theinstruments of their honest labor outside the corner entranceof a large but smoky row of wooden tenements that skirtedone gloomy street A doorway cut through the sharp anglesof the corner of the buildincr, allowed a srnall canopy toDroject in a triancrular peak over two dirty battered stepsthat led into a dimly-lit-room on the around floor,Suspended frorn the point of the canopy was a lamp of adull red color, which with rain. spatterings and droppings,-standincy accumulation ofand a long ZD cobwebs and dust hadcrown barely translucent, and must ha,ýe emitted but a sicklylight at night-fall. A worn and ragged rope-mat lay on the

t second step, and across the upper half of the dilapidated door11 , which was of glass) a faded screen was drawn that kept the
.s inner room. secure fror.-i the curious gaze of passers-by.

Those who had been born and brought- un vi"Ae r e'S shadow of this orninous establishment, must have knownman a talf. of sorrow and woe that owed its origin. to that-Vile ground-floor.
,n I discovered, on closer scrutiny, that some faded letters
t7 across the dirty lamp, intiniated to the general public thates th-Is was the " Ace of Spades And in the money-till of
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the Ace of Spades, doubtless týas the price of many a poor

man% toil the bread and ilicat of his hungry (hildren

squandered and sacrificed with a fiendish recklessness With-

in the dingy walls of the Ace of Spadeb ý% as bartered the

domestic happiness of many a home that had been cheerlebs
enough, God knows, without this extra curse.

I shivered as I passed it by, to think that ainid such

haunts of misery and starvation, a place like this could

flourish, gro%ý,ing fat upon* the life-blood of fàmishing

humanity, and a pity that is akin to a most contemptuous f
hatred swelled my breast, when 1 asked m,ýsi.--lf M hat sort

of being presides over this soul-trap Can it be rational. ?

Can it ha,ýe a soul Can it ever unGerstand what even

animal sympathy is
The gold that is stolen frorn the rich inan's coffers has - w

gôme claim to respectabitty, over these ill-,c.)-otten coins i'n'at

are so many -ýý-nouthfulsýqof bread snatched froni the jaVýs of

perishing hunger
I turned a,ýNay feeling sick at heart. and directed my

vagrant steps towards home All the pomp and glory of

the world's wealth were dimmed and darkened before 11-ny hc
eyes by this huge black shadow of penury and sufféring, that Sb

had darted across niy way at that moment If such thoughts

as these could be evei with us, if such vi-vid reminders of

the shallowness and vanity of earth's transient splendors ne
woqld abide with us constantl), how paltry would our ha-

idolized and coveted honors appear, and how much. more H
profitable would our wasted energies become ' But our

minds are frivolous, and easily distracted from great pursuits COL
by petty, external circumstances. 'We become too readily tha
absorbed in the study of our own selves, and those elements 'Inc
of experience that may yield us pleasure or pain during our 'T'h

sojourn among niortal men Very often our own instability

of purpose annoys and discourages us. Our spirit has cro

desired the accomplishment of one thing, but our contrary

flesh has silenced these better Jemands in gratifying its own y-
ma.

caprice. It takes us a very long tirne to learn the danger of illy
trusting our fallible natures too, far. 'The man who goes

forward to defy temptal.Jon, telling lumself he will not fall, is -Ao.
running down towards a steep precipice, and has not the (ren

£%Itýilie xvIuan 'hA rpnrhfàg; the critical. r)oint. b

MM m moum

1 0
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was falthful to mv wholesorne ineditation vhile 1sauntered back alone thr-OUCIh the [)US)' streets. Wlieri 1iaised niy eyes to look u '-on glitterinor carria esP b L6I1ý 9 , beiaringbeauty and ease and4cornfort, along the highway, 1 said toinyself in all sincerity M'hat ýA ill it aý ail thern in the end PBut, gentle reader, 1 f 1 haýr e found fault with the weak-ness of human nature, and censured its infidelity to noblepurposes, it is because 1 have taucAit n-yse'f the realization1 , 1
"Phink you, 1 have stood where ii ýb brothers and sisters havefallen P or have been rriuch the beeler for knoý%ing so wellwhere the straight path of duty lies :1

When 1 entered the house of my friend I left the best-i)art of m. new convictions upon the threshold, and boundedup the stair,4ay with as light: a stel) as if life's darkest phaseswere tinheard of mysteries to me
Hortense was still lyjng on the lounge, and the curtainsýýere still drawn, but her eyes were Nýide open, and the rosyiýarnith of a recent happy sluniber lay on each delicatecheek.
I crept softly towards her, lest perhâps 1 should findher dozing, but her sleep had not left a languid trace behind.She looked up at nie with a bright sniile, saying.Oh, you naughty truant ' where have vou been ?I went for a little walk, 1 ansiwered, stooping uýerner and kissing her brow. " I saw you were sleepingor, andhaving nothing to do, I took a fancy to explore the town.Have you been awake long P '&C Oh, yes 1 for hours ' ' she said playfully. 1 havecounted my fingers about a dozen times, 1 have discoieredthat that picture between the windows hangs to one side,and the table-cover is longer at the back than in the front.'T'hat boule casts a shadow just like a man's face and-cc Oh, corne "' I broke in, I' you are improvising as youcro along. You would not look so rosy and good-humoredif you had been lying awake all that time. You will notniake me believe such ponderous fibs," I added, throwinginy hat and parasol wearily on the bed.ci V.. ou are quite too ciite, Amey," she answered, rising-Aowly and taking iny arm, affectionately, 'I in fact you are a(renius my dear she added in a pompous tone.
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So they all tell me,' 1 retorted quietly, " and yet 1

feel very much like other people."
Il Well, you are not like other people , indeed you are

not "' she exclaimed earnestly. If you were I would never

have liked you "
Don't you like 1 cher people'?

Not generally, some other people 1 do, but not all

Mon Dieu 1 non pas tous 1 " she added, shaking her head

emphatically and looking abstractedly before her.
r'fhe current of her thought must have changed

suddenly, for she raised lier face with a bright expression

upon it now and said
Let us do something-somethingy to keep us alive

What shall it be ?
Il We might drink your cod liver oil, " I suggestecl it

is recommended for that purpose, is it not ?
Il How smart you are Miss Hampden 1 " she exclaimed.

Well, I will leave a'l that sport to yourself , it has no

charm for me, I know, " she then cried, interrupting hersell,

let u.-15 go to your room, and you will show me all your

pretty things I have not seen anything since you came,

such a prisoner as I have been. "
C& I hope you will féel repaid,*' I said, putting one arni

tenderly around her frail waist, and leading her out, but

1 have not rriuch to show you, Hortense."'
We repaired to my roorn at the other end of the

corridor and Hortense, seatin(y herself on a pile of pillows

on the floor, insisted on being shown all the new jewellery

and trinkets that had been bestowed on me when 1 Il came

out."
This trivial circumstance is, 1 am fully conscious, quite

enough to provoke the blandest of smiles from masculine

lips.
Il Such a paltry distraction for sensible people! " 1 hear

them utter. So be it ; we will not dispute the point in our

own favor, but we will confess that whether it reflect or not

upon the tone and dignity of our leading tastes, there is an

undeniable gratification for every woman in the contem-

plation of another's wardrobe or jewel-box. It is a rest for

our eyes that are wearied of gazing upon our own familiar



,rle -Doctoels Daugliter 133

belongings, to search among the novel trinkets of a friendWe like to touch thern, to hold them, to try then-i in ourears, or on Our fingerb, or to twine thern around Our wrists ,not that we covet them either, for a moment's inspectiongratifies us, and we tire of tha-m quickly
It is an inherent peculiarity I dare sayýand Most certainl)a harmless one We all have It to some extent 1 willadmit that it has its abuses like all other innocent things , fthat it is often a powerful channel for inchvidual venorn andan incentive to the emptiest vanitY Fhere are women 1know, Who buy bonnets on purpose to vex Nlrs Jones, theiirival neighbor, and 1 have seen Mrs Parvenue, 'lime andaaain, indulging a magnificent caprice with some rar6e luxury,upon which straitened aristocracy was bestowing covetousand admiring glances. Our daily observations confilrm thefact that feather brained protégées of fortune, expend niuchwealth, and flaunt much finery for the passive pleasure ofbein(y looked at with wonder by a struggling gentility; andthe essence of their arratification vzrtually lies in the(-Oà,lsciousness that they are provokincr a scrutiny, at lea-)tfrorn better-bred people not in possession of such solidýýealt-h as affords them these material comfortsAli this however is an abuse, the offisprincr of niostsordid and contemptible motives. It is the un'm-istakablebrand of the plebeian, and compromises t-he one Who ta-vorsit, beyond amendment. It is well to mention it, however, forthere are persons of limited observation, and there mustneeds be persons of a limited experience at all times Who,for want of knowing the whole truth, will be tempted to, passa comprehensive general verdict where a particular one onlyis deserved. It Is the misfortune of apod to be counterfeitedby a simpering evil which works its wonders among theuninitiated, and for this reason, it is not injudicious to openlydiscuss both sides of a question before adopting a partialityfor either orie.

When however as in our case, the pleasure is equallydivided between the owner of the fine things and the onewho appreciates them, there is a possibility of sDending avery happy hour in their inspection. When one is free, as Iwas, to take up cach pretty trinket separately and.tel! its little
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Story to an attentive ear and a sympatheLic heart, the

circunistance becomes quite propitious for an interchange of

friendly confidences, as we shall see.
1 had opened and closed more than a dozen jewel-cases.

1 had revealed to my friend's devouring gaze, my newest
É,acquisitions in silver and gold, and how earnestly she had

admired them all 1 It was refreshing to me to watch her as

she clasped my bracelets on her slender wrists, and hung

my ear rings from her delicate little ears ; now exclaiming
over the novelty of one, now listening eagerly to the

whispered account about another. At last we had emptied
out the great box that held all these little cases of morocco
and plush, and putting them. back one by one, I turned
the tiny key in its tiny lock, and opening my trunk lodged

it safély inside. Hortense was sitting beside me still, pouring

out a volley of impulsive praise upon what 1 had just shown
her, and as I raised the lid of my trunk, with the privilege
of an intimate friend she leaned over and peeped curiously
in.

Il What is in that red case there Amey'ý " she asked
half timidly, then looking apolocyetically into my face added:

Vou see my curiosity is not satisfied yet."
Il That is my ivory-cired prayer-book I told you of,"

said I, drawing it from its seclusion and laying it in her
lap. Il 1 seldom. use it, it is too showy.» 

0

Il It is very handsorne" she muttered under her breath.
From your father," she continued, speaking to herself, Il a

Christmas gift. How lovely! "
She put it gently back in its padded holder, and

returned. it to me. Then peeping into the open trunk Qnce

more she saad -
Il Don't be cross, old woman, 1 want to know all your

things, so that I could recognize them any where again. 1
like them, chiefly because they belong to you. What is in c
that japanese box over there ? " V

Il Oh 1 that is not worth showing you," I said, with a q
smile of rKlicule. " I keep all my odds and ends there,
broken and old-fasluoned trinkets. It is a very uninteresting ni

heap, I assure you."
1 don't mre," she Persisted obstinately. You must e,

ý umwm=m .
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let me see them 1 like old broken stuff, it will be a changefrom all the finery I have been feasting on.iVell, If you will, you will 1 suppose, you tantalisinerchild 1 exclaimed in mock resignation, dragging oushabby receptacle upon whirh lingered the faint outlines ofjapanese ladies in 6rilliant costumes.oc I hope you will like the contents," 1 remarked derisivelyhandingherthebox. l'Whilevou are improvingvour-mind studying them, I -îhall just restore some order to thesedilapidated quarters," 1 said, is 1 turned around towardsmy neglected dressing table that was reduced to a mostconfusin'g state of chaos
The fragments rattied and clinked awhile between herbusy fingers, and then were silent. I was so occupied withmy new purpose that I did not notice the stillness at first,but suddenly 1 looked around in questioning Scrutiny 'Fhebox lay on the floor beside her, unheeded. Between herfingers was some small, shining thing, upon which lier eyeswere tastened (irreedily While I stood watching ç-,heturned her head slowly round and in a quiet, almost sLl)l)ïl-cating, tone said
l' Amey, coi-ne here.

1 went and knelt beside her, laying one arin fondlyaround her neck.
Il What do you want 1 asked, hardly noticing whatshe held in one slender palm.
Il Where did you get this Amey: Do you mind tellingme ? y>

She looked up into my face as she spoke, with such '
pleadi-ng sorrowful eyes, that I snatched the trinket impulsi-vely from. her and turned it over in my own hand.It was the torgotten locket 1 had found in the hbraryon that March afternoon before the Merivales' musical. Achange passed over my own face at sight of it, and il-was with some agitation I answered Hortense's timidquestion

Il It is a strange thing how you rame by this. I havenever seen it but once, the night I found it, until now."Il You found it then," she murmured slowly with hereyes still bur4ed in my face. 'l Have you ever opened it ? "
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1 laughed dryly and said It is a queer thing, isn't it,

but I never have
Il Open it now,' she interrupted seriously. 1 took it

between my fingers and after repeated efforts rnanaged to

open it. There were two small photographs inside. One

was Ernest Dalton"s-and the other was mine 1
A crirr.son flush djeluged my face and neck, my hand

trenibled and the locket fell into Hortense's lap. She raised

her solemn eyes now grown sadder and more solemn than

ever, and said in a voice more plaintive and pleading than

any voice 1 ever heard before
Il 'Fhen you know hirn ý1'
I was mystified I could hardly remember afterwardçý

what I had answered to her strange question. I think 1 sai(J

in a seemingly indifférent voic...
Il Is it NIr. Dalton ? i>

But I know she looked at nic with an expression of

infinite reproachfül longing and asked
Have you a doubt of it ? "
But I never gave him a picture of mine, ' I argued,

and moreover, 1 never had pictures taken like this one

If it is he, where did he get this., Cand why did he put it here?

She shot a wincing, suspicious glance at me from under

her white lids and repeated huskily
You never gave him this picture
On my word, I did not Hortense, I anwered How

could I ? It never belonged to nie. I never saw it in -in)

life until this moment. We canne be sure that it is my

portrait." 
C.

I' Look at those eves and that mouth, and the hair

waving over that brow," she muttered, half in soliloquy, with

her gaze still bent upon the mysterious locket. Of course t
it is you, Amey Hampden, and no one else." C

Il Well, it is a dark puzzle to me," 1 said Il and I wish 1

could .,.,xplmn it" 
t

Then suddenly remembering the other strange féature t-

of the circumstance, I turned impulsively to, Hortense and 
c

observed : 
U

41 1 did not know that you and Mr. Dalton were friends. tl

I never heard hirn mçation your name. 
W



Nor did I know that you and he were friends, sheinterrupted, a little incisively, I thought never heardhim mention your name 73
That is strange >y said Iý " for he has known me frornmy infancy I have sat upon Mr Daitonýs knee time andagain, listeriing to his thrilling anecdotes and telling him myPetty confidences "

" Have you 'I ý very indifferently
" Yes, and that is why I am morali'y certain this picturecan in no way be associated with me, for there is no reasonwhy Mr. Dalton should have one and keep it secretBesides, I ought to know " I arcrued warmly, 6' whether 1had ever had such pictures taken5e)and whether he had beengiven one or not

Wel 11 it is very like you, Amey>;3 Hortense resumedin a more calm and friendlly tone &( So rnuch so, that whenI saw you for the first time at Notre Dame Abbe), 1recognized you firom this
c'Oh ' then you have seen this before, ' 1 exclaimed
A deeT, red shadow flitted across her face for oi-lemoment and she answered timidly Là
cc Yes, he showed it to me, but when 1 met you I coui "cinot remember where it was I -ad seen your face before. Ittroubled me then, and it has often puzzled me since. Now,the whole mystery is solved she said, risin(-r froin her lowlyseat, and going towards the window. She still held thelocket in one open palm, and I know she muttered, halfaudibly, as she turned away

'I Who else could it be
From that moment Hortense was not the same. Shetriied hard to appear her old sel£ She even laurrhed andchatted more merrily than ever, but I felt rather than sawthe différence. There was some urdertone of mystery abou&this affair, that she was striving to hide frorn me, and thatLconviction built up an ugly barrier between our hithertounswerving loves. I had never broached any subject to herthat required to be spoken of reservedly or discreetly 1would not have had her know that secrets should existbetween us, and therefore I could not help feeling the sting

1
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of these unfortunale circumstances that had 1)een so strong-

]y evol.-ved out of chance
Of one thing 1 was certain that Hortense did not

iook upon Earnest Dalton as an ordinary friend or acquaint
ance. Ordinary friends have riot the sanie inPuence over

us as he seemed to exercise over her We da not. blush at

the mention of their names., nor are we agitated by every

little reminder of their lives or persons We can think of t
V Ir ir

them without a far-away look in our eyes, and cari, ear.

of them without a tremor in our voice or a sudden change t
of expression in our countenanCe r

&& If she loves him. " said 1, in -.-ly reverie, 'tfiat night, f
and why should she not, it is no wonder that this strange t,

iikeness shoiild be disagreeable to It has given me

some pleasure to see this thing that only looks like me so

carefully stowed away in his locket. 'Fhere is e-very reason L
t Ir

why the same discovery should grieve her-if she cares fâ, D.À.

hi lm Sc
thimbn went back in memor-ý to i-.hat dull March after-

noon, I had passed in qu.et ieflection before the 1,brary fire C î
How vividly it all rose up before me. My sudden awaken- E

Ing frorn a stupid slumber, my firm conviction that some
one else was in the room, my tiinid whispering question, the

tinkling sound of something falling upon floor, and my ni
subsequent surprise on findincr this queer, trinket

1 ZD 1À
Iying at my feet. Now that it was prov-,,n to be Ernest +h

Dalton's, the mystery was thicker than evelL., How had it

corne there ? I asked myself this perplexing question over an
and over again. Perhaps it had been Iving in the folds of

the uoholsterinor for days or months, and that by chance 1 av
had dsturbed it when I threw myself wearily upon the sofa. 4-ht

.ec
Mr. Dalton often came to sit and talk with my father of an

e,.?ening when we were out In fact we were never surprised
to see him, drop in at any moment, and it was quite likely,
1 concluded, that he had lost the little ornament without .Uc
knowing it, and as no one of the household had made 0'u-

mention of it to him., as they wou'id have done had it been of
found, he evidently thought it useless to speak about it dec

under the circumstances, and out of his silence and trnne -eh.
grew this new aspect of affairs.

m
m mon is
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Siatisfied with the probability of this solution, 1 dismissedthe first view of the subject and gave my thought anGattention to that otheli-more interesting one, which corn-promised, to all appearances, m, y littie friend's affections.There waçi, no doubting her -ýentiment. All the artfulveneering she could ever put upon her words or actions hecino power to deceive me. Î'here was no indifference in herindifferent attitudes ' none at least that was real Who couldtell better than I, Who had myself gone through the ordeaPI knew too well what the nature of such a conflict was, notto have detected its workings wh en they were going on u ndermy very eyes Besides, was there not som-e strange newfeeling awakeried within my own breast, by this unexpect4adturn of the tide; and was I not striving to gpard it and hideit, mayôe as vainly as my hiend, for ail I knew.1 had been ma-ing vague conjectures about ErnestDalton for some time, wooing the possibility if not theD. robability of being more closely associated with his lifesome day, than 1 was at thý-s period His words had alwaysan unaer 1ý ing signiftation for me apart from that wh ich anycasual listener would detect, anù I had studied hi m. so tEvery out-line of his face and figure ýÀas engyraven upon MYiiienio&y . the -very cur-ves of his ears. the shape of his figure54.-he form of his eye-brows, the fit of his coila.-,, the Patter,.n ofnis neck-ties, ail were quite famililar to me. I had taken apleasare in noticing them, and a still greater plJeasure in telling'itheni to myseïf over and over again. Surely then, he wasmore to nie than all those other people who came and wentand left not a trace of their personality inscribed upon mymind or heart. In spite of my wilfui protestationc anâavowals of indifference, I nilist have been 'living ail along £inV.- he fetters of happy siaver else, whý so, many fon-,-, recoi-
.ections of a past that was, after al], but the rit -ng-erest,progress of a prosy hurnan Itife ý'

It takes very little to seule our driubtr-,- sornetimes, aràà.- ud--..à-v awaker. us frorn àrr-ams an.1 4',.,,icies that have co1ors=ýdour idle hours wich a tinge J e:,%qv.,.Site gladness. The bestof us are jealous in the -ý1--fract, though even in words anddeeds we are above the pa"try passion ; and the fear that,while we are holdin, our idol at a distance the better to10
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féast our eycs upon the beauty of its forrn, intruders are

rrr rlin(yprriLsiv near to it. is enou,(.,h to stin-iulate us

to prompt action.
We make a rush forNNard to seize (i-ur treasure and bear

it triumphantlyawaywhere no one dures to, trespass ButMr.

Dalton -ad not sanctioned nor encouraged such a regard

for me, and 1 was proud, more than anything else, more

proud than loving, more proud than persevering l'or my

own peace of mind I would not stop to analyse niy real

feeling towards him. A passive friendship seemed to satisfy

him, why should it not also satisýy me? He saw that

Arthur Campbell showed a prefèrence for me and might

seriously engage my affections at any moment. But he did

not care e-vidently Perhaps he thought he was too old ;

maybe be was poor, niaybe he w,-)s not sure of a return of

love from nie ? Did this uncertainty justify hini ? Not in

rày eyes. Faint heart ne-ver won fair lady. A n-ian who

Ci never tells his love" cannot be judged by ïhe same

standard as the pensive maid who lets

" Concealnient Ue a %orm i' the bud

Feed on her dam.ask cheel, '

If 1 were a inan, 1 would win the object of my love in

spite of destiny herself, and therefore have 1 little faith in

timid hearts that shrink from such impediments as inevitably

obstruct that course that never does run smooth.

The mari who loves a woman as a true woman deserves

to be loved, will never give her a second place in his regard

before the world. We have nothing to be ashamed of in

our honest loves and therein lies a rigid test. It is

true that in our day it makes a great difference to us

whether certain persons attract the potent attention of

fashion's votaries or not. A plain face, or an awkward gait,

or an eccentric manner, can turn the tide of a whole human c

life ; for such superficial irregularities have proved many a

tinie to be a stumbling block to our most willing affections,

when we could have loved and cherished a soul were it not

for these accidents of the flesh: an uncouth derneanor, an

unpo-lshed exterior, an old fashioned accent, or something

just as trifling which our modern propriety ridicules. It has SI
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come to this, 1 know, iii our times, that the world expectsan explanation or an apology of some kind, when peoDle ofsocial standing allow themselves to, -»e wooed and' won bypersons whose lives are not regulated according to thepopular taste. Men rnarry beauty and talent and accom-plishments as though any of these thirigs were solid enoughto maintain their prospective fortunes and women betroththemselves to mien and manners, and are satisfied that ifthey have nothing to eat, they will alw.,-tys have somethingto 'look at The great majority of rejected men in thehigher walks of civilization, as the word is used in our day,are whole-souled fellows, whose clothes have the misfortuneto, fit awry, whose shoes are clumsy, arid whose ways arenatural It omens ill for the human race that in spite of itsmuch -aunted development and progress, there should besuch a mental poverty and moral weakness prevailing ami ongthe representative classes. It is nothing else than a seriousreflection upor. this self-glorifying century of ours, to nntehow subservient our people are to harmful, social regulat .., 31and how indifférent they have become to those moralrestrictions that encroach upon the fiberty of thesequestionable conventicnalities.
These, hr%.jl;ever, are not tne people that are ever-associated with the mention of the nobler and granderphases of humian hie. We pity them for sacrificing theirbetter selves to so thankless and perishable a cause, and wewould redeem them. by gentle persuasion if they werewilling, but. there are aspects of the situation upon whichour eageCr solicitude may not trespass, and having reachedthis lmt we must turn away with a shrug of the shouldersand leave them to their own hazardous guidance.Ernest Dalton was not one of these, although hehappened. to be markedly favored by persons of everydistinction and rank. He was received with a smile and aPleasant greeting wherever he went. He had won the good-will of social, political. and scientific magnates, and yet itcould not be said of him, as of many suchluminarv, ihat he paià too dear for his whistle. He had notpurchasé d his populanty with servile adulation and at a fsacrifice of his own personal dignity. The miles of the
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world are too transient and uncertain to repay one for such

a comprornising tributel especially wheri we can provoke

them in a worthier and more respect',ül mann,--%Ir 1 doubt,

however, if ever a laurel-crown were worn more cornfort-

ably than Ernest Dalton could have worn his

And yet he was a very plain mari, who, spoke with an

ordinary accenL who wore unfashionable clothes, who never

boasted of pedigree, but who carned a distinct individuality

about with him. though he never intruded it upon others

He was affable and agreeable without that exaggera-ion of

either quality which spends itself in profuse laudation of

social cornets. He was a favorite but not a parasite, and

could lay his hand sincerely upon the clurnsy waistcoat that

sheltered his sterling heart and say to that world of artifice

and cunning . Non senizam.
Surely if it is possible to extract any sweetness froin a

world-given fame or distinction, it is when that world has

thrust it on us, and not when we have begored and striven

and pined for ït, and bribed hidden forces to unite in

supporting and advocating our cause T. here is no flavor

to the cup of fortune when we have ussed our fellow-mortals

as stepping-stones to the rank or wealth which brings us

within reach of it.
It may seem that 1 had an exagorerated v lew of Mr.

DaIton's standing in society, but it was the popular view that

every one fostered, and could not, therefore, be magnified

by my personal appreciation of his true worth. 1 had

aiways admired him, even before I began to think of him

in any particular way , the thought that he had been one

of the few kind patrons of my neglected youth, seerned to,

bring him, yet nearer to my deepest regard as 1 grew

older.
But he had changed with my life. He was not*now

what he had been in my younger days No one would have

thought, to watch us together or listen to our aimless

conversation, that we had ever been more than ordinary

acquaintances. This vexed me. 1 wanted him to show me

more attention on accourit of our long-standing relatioriship.

I thought he could have presumed upon our early friend-

ship to call me by name before strancrers, or in some way
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insinuate that 1 was more to him than all that motleycrowd of fashionable humanity that flitted and buzzedaround us.
Ah ' there are many such petty needs as this gnawingat our Poor, dissatisfied hearts. Things are going wrong onall sides of us, and the beautiful harmonious mechanism. oflife that enthusiasts s*inc about, seems nothing but a heiplessrepetition of jarring discords for some of us. The circum.stances of Our varied experience do not fit into the placesallotted them, and we 'nd ourselves often in faise andpainful positions, with no alternative but to endure patientlyor Peevishly what men call the inevitable.
If only we did not wish so ardently for those thingsthat may not be ' M'hy does not the human heart controlitself with some philosophy that- can despoil forbidden fruitof all its tempting qualities ? Why need we covet pro-babilitues that rnay never be nearer to reallZation than they.are now P

This sort of reasoning had helped me in some measureto combat the worrying dissatisfaction that threatenerl. to,preside over what should be the happiest epoch in my life.I drifted into a voluntary forgetfulness of old associations.I stifled the suggestive voice of memory, and since this isthe way of the world, thought 1, let me subscribe to itsprofane regulations as well as the rest. 1 will be the play-thing of chance, and risk my lot for better or worse.But here was an impediment, already, which awakenedthe long dormant mernories of my past. Here was sorne-thing that needed investigation, and might possibly in itsissue., interfere with rny worldly-wise policy. I could not
4 ell yet, but the time must conie now when these vagarieswould end in one thing or another.

With these conflicting reflections storming my pillow, 1fell asleep. My mind was tired, and I slept the heavy,dreamless slumber of exhaustion. When I awoke aga'n itwas rnorning, although it seemed to me, I had but a momentbefore turned over and closed my drooping eyes.I arose and dressed abstractedly and went in search ofHortense. We were to have breakfast in her room, sheinformed me, as she was feeling unusually ilazy. I looked
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at her curiously and saw less color ana" freshness in her

cheeks, less sparkle and vigor in her eyes.
I'You are sure it is lazinel-)s, Hortense?" Lasked

leaning over her, and touching my lips to hers.

Il Why, of course it is," she answered, stretching her

arms drowsily ýover her head and laughincy la7ily. II YOU

have al' becn so good to me, that I feel quite .clpoiled," she

added, rising slowly and coming towards the dainty,

impromptu breakfast-table whl%--1-. had-been set for us, near

the open window. Our me.al proceeded in subdued oraiety.

We talked and laughed about many things, as if neitber

heart was busy with other and deeper reflections, and we

did not fail to do justice to the tempting provisions before us.

When the meal was over Hoitense said
Il I do not like the way you have dtiessed your hair this,

morning Amey , you do not look like yourself at all

I laughed and answered indifférently
Oh 1 it will do well enou ah M hat différence does

it make
Il Well, it does make a difference, Miss she broke in

with playful emphasis. Il It makes the difference that I am

going to do it over. Come into the dressing-room, and 1 will

make a perfect beauty of you You shall see."

I arose and followed her into the adjoining room, where

she placed two seats bý,ý..fore à long mirror that reached nearly

tothefloor Mine wasa low footstooï, and hersa padded chair.

threw myself down at her feet, and drawina out my hair-

pins gave myself up entirely to the gratification of her latest

capnce.
Very soon her old humor broke out in merry little

peals of laughter, as she turned me into a Japanese or Fee-

jee Islander, by appropriate arrangements of my plentiful

hair ; or her old partiality asserted itself as she praised my

flowing tresses and made me assume attitudes that were

peculiar to the represensation oi Faith or Undine.

Il Oh! now you look like pictures of Mary Magdalene,

she exclaimed suddenly, as 1 stooped to pick something off

the floor. Il Stay that way just for a moment. I hear la

bonne coming and I want her to see you. Here she is." r

There was a hurried tap at the door and la bonne came in,

1 m 1 1
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with a face ro full of purpose that we forgot our fancifulamuserrient She advanced towards me with a little foldedpaper which she held out saying.Mademoisel'e e eàyram1 , c'est un t 1
It was probâbly from. Mde de Beaumont, 1 thoughtannouncino, her returi, and quietly signing the necessarypaper, I tore open the seaied message and read itThe room began to turn about me. The words grewblurred before my eyes 1 raised mv hands in distractionto ni), head and fell sobbing on Horteiise's knees." Amey, dear Amey, what is the matter ? " She criedeagerly bending over me ýwith quick starting tears of sympathyin her eyes.

rMy father I nioaned, my poor father
IS he ill, or what ý Do tell nie what ails him Amey PýVorse than that, he is dying," I sobbed out comïul-siVel) He will be dead before I get back Oli 1 Whatwill 1 do '"

'l Do not cry so, Amey dear," Hortense interruptedfaintlý " It may not be so bad as you think Thesetelegrams always -ýound so blunt and dreadful. While there'slife, there's hope, you know. Come and çret ready imme-diately, bme is your best frÀend now."
I took her arm. and went passively with her to my ownroorii Her fortitude sustained me greatly. I rolled myflowing hair up acyain carelessly enough God knows, thistime, and began my preparations foc my sorrovýfù1 journeyhome
Hortense talked to nie all the time and kept i-ny ownmaddeninry thoughts at bay I gathered together only thosethingçý I would urcrently require, and ga,ýe her my keys toattend to all the rest when I was gone.
In an hour from the time 1 had received the dreadfulintelï.7gence of my father«s sudden and serious 11.1nebs, I wastaking leave of Hortense, with a bitter sorrow and fearwithin my heart.
" Good-bye Amey, and may God bless and comfortyou ', " she said reverently, with both hands clasped aboutmy neck . CC and remembe.r," she added, kissing away my fastfallin& tears, 1' if ever you have need of a friend to love you, 

7
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or serve you, or comfort you, you must come to me, will you

not Amey ? tell me you xill- 'y
Il You are very kind Hortenâ,.mý,' I answered in a broken

sobi soine day I may have cause to remember these words."
And you will act upon them, Amey ? Will you not ?"

she put in eagerly. Il Can you doubt that my heart will

ever be a refuge for you ? If you think anything of nie you

will make me this promise before we part."
I looked' steadily at her through all my blinding tears,

and saw the hallowed light of the noblest and most generous

hurnan sympathy reflected on her wasted countenance. I

could never doubt her again, no matter what strange or

suspicious things came to pass. I took her thin, warm. hands

in mine and answered firmly :
" I promise you, Hortense, when 1 need the love and

devotion of sustaining friendship, I shall come to you.

Good-bye ! "
And then we parted.
1 stopped on iny way to the depot to send a telegram.

to Mde. de Beaumont, apprising her of the cause of my

,enforced departure, and entreating her to come home as

soon as possible lest Hortense should have another attack

of illn--%ss. Having discharged this duty, I gave myself up

entirely to my own sad thoughts.



CHAPTER XI.
T was evening when the train reached my destinatjLona quiet, pleasant, Autumn evening. The tinted ieaves'were stirri n crently on the boughs, and here andthere an earlý star was twinkling in the dusky vaultabove me As soon as &he noise and tumult hadabated a little, I arose and sauntered slowlv. towards thedoorway of the now deserted car. On the platform outsidestood Mr. Dalton and Freddy, looking anxiously at thepassengers as they filed out from each exit.
Freddy saw me first and cried out impulsively Hereshe is 1 "
Mr. Dalton turned quic-ly around and hurried towardsme.
Il What is the news ? I asked, study.ng both theirfaces. Il Is he dead P 1>
"No Aiuey," Mr Dalton answered with a voice of deepsympathy, II it is not so bad as that, though he is very illindeed 1 "
Il Thank God I niuttered, 1 shall see him andspeak to him thein after alle
I got into the carriage with them and drove towardshome. Mr. Dalton did not wait for me to question himbut began to tell me the sad story of my father's suddenprostration, as soon as the horses' heads were turned awayfrom the noisy depot.
He had been sitting with hirn the night before, he said,and they talked quite cheeifully as usual over their cigars."He had even been quizzing me as an old bachelor.Mr Dalton observed, with a faint smile, &é telling me I hadwasted my life in solitude, and all that kind of thing. Itwas a fine night and we sat smoking and chatting untilit was quite late, when suddenly I looked at my watch andstarted up. It was near midnight

Il Although I have no one to scold me for keeping latehours," said I, Il I must hurry away now ; it is time forrespectable Christians to be dreaming.
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Il And are you a respectable Christian, Dalton P " he
interrupted, pla) tully

Well I micrht be worse ' said I.
Ves yes, old fellow, thats true " he answered, " I wish

more of us were like you You're a good fellow Dalt..on,"
he continued, rising up and slapping nie vigorously on the
shoulders.

With this ýNe shook hands and bade one an(ither good-
night. I lit a fre4;h ciaar and went out by the hbrary door

There was a briglit moonlight outside, and I sauntered
quietly down the causeway towards the street beyond. I

had just reached the gate when I heard Mrs Hampden's
screams in the distance. 1 listened and heard her call my

name. I flung down r-ly cigar and rushed back towards the
library. The door was open and your father was lying on
the floor wi*,-,h his eyes closed. 1 persuaded them all to be
quiet, for the ser,ýaiits, and Mrs. Hampden, and Fred here

had all rushed frantically in. We despatch.awd a messenger
immediately for the doctor and in a little while we had the

patient removed to his room, where he now lies. Il We are
awaiting a crisis " he added in a low tone, as we drew up in
front of our doomed house, Il the doctor says nine hours

will bring one chancre or another,"
WQ stepped out of the vehicle and passed quietly in.

Not a sound was audible arWwhere. I went up to, my own
familiar, little room, and flung my hat and other out-door

appai el listlessly upon the "'«bed. I bathed iny eyes and
srnoothed my hair, before going out to encounter any one
of the household. In the dimly lighted hall outside, I met
old Hannah, who dropped her apron from her eyes at my
approach and whispered -

Il The Lord be praised, Miss Ameha but I am glad to,
see you back. How do you feel yourself "

"Oh' 1 am all riçyht Hannah" I answered, "but how is
poor papa, will he ever get better?"

'IGod is good Miss Ameliaand he does what's best" she
put in vacruely Il when our time comes, you know., the best
of us has to go. It's right to be prepared for the worst, for
the will of God must be our will too."

Her words brought the hot, blinding tears into my eyes
again. %,
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"Can I go to himY' I asked, leaning towards her"Could I speak to him, would he know me >1
She shook her head silently for a moment and thensaid :

The doctor will be here in half an hour or so, perhapshe'd let you in to see him when he coines In themeantime" she added "come doý;n and eat a bity , for I amsure you don't look much too wel! yourself "
"What doctor have you I asked after a moment'sreflection.

" Well, there's two, you know," she answered niegravely, "but Dr Campbe,11 conies the oftenest Dr. * Jasperand himself came together last night but he's been heretwice to-day already. Oh 1 he's been so kind and attentiveMiss Amelia, it would do you good to see him.'
I changed the subject by asking bluntly "ýVhere'sMrs. Hampden ?"
Hannah hesitated a moment and moved tomards thestair.

"She's lying down" she said, "the shock's made herweak."
I followed and we descended into the dining-room,below. Sorne t-ea, things were spread out uprn a tray andHannah brought in the urn. I sat down and resting myelbows carelessly on the table, 1 buried my face in myhands. With a strict injunction to take some supperHannah left me, having ýarious duties to perform outside.The strong aroma of the freshly-rnade tea wa-s almostenough to satisfy me. At any rate I did not pour out anyimmediately. I was too tired, too dazed, too everything toexert myself in anyway. My éhead was still unsteady frornthe motion of the car. My eves burned from the bitteirtears I had shed. My lips were parched, and dry, andfeverish, my temples throbbed with a dull oppressive pain,and my heart was very heavy. I heaved a deepunsuppressed sigh which died awa-q? into a plaintive moan.My 11.ids closed weanly and two large hot tears fell upon thesmooth. white linen table-cloth.

"Amey, my poor child," said someone, laying a heavyhand upon one of my shoulders. I started and raised my
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eyes involuntarily. Mr. Dalton was standing by my chair
looking down upon me with an infinite pity in his face

"I thought. no one was here" I said coldly. "When
did you come in ?"

He did Pot answer me with words but I shall never
forget the way he looked when I asked this unféeling
question. His reproachful glance brought the color to my
pale cheeks. I felt ashamed and scrry for having spoken
thus, and I sought to excuse myself in a measure by saying,
"I féel so wearied and distracted, 1 hardly kr.ow what I am
doing."

" Drink a cup of tea, it will refresh you," he said with
much deep solicitude in his voice.

He poured it out himself and laid it down beside me.
It was an action as gentle and graceful as any wSrnan's.

Through aïl my grief and fatigue, I could not but notice it.
I took it from, him. and sipped it obediently, while he,

with his hands thrust into his pockets, walked up and down
the room. in silent meditation. Before I had finisshedethe
door opened again and Freddy appeared saying:

" Doctor Campbell is with my father now. He has
asked to see you. "

Remembering Hannah's words that he might allow me
to talk a little to my father, I jumped from my seat at the

sound of this intelligence and hurrried after Freddy.
Mr. Dalton held the door open for me as I passed, and

though h,-à. spoke not a word, I knew immediately that he
had put a wrong construction upon my eager response to

this summons. It miras not a time for explanations, however,
and 1 hastened past him and up the broad stairway outside.

At the door of the sick-room Doctor Campbell stood
waiting for me. He put out both hands eagerly and clasped

mine. When we are condoling with one another in such
hours as this, we throw off the restraint of conventionality
and stand before one another, as two human souls, bound r

by the holy des of an earnest sympathy; the question of
ordinary decorum becomes suspended, while we weep with

our afllicted. brother and sister, and we call one another
tenderly and respectfülly by name, theugh the next moment S'

we must be distant and reserved as before. f
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Doctor Campbell led me quietly into the room wheremy father lay prostrate, the victim of a direadiul. illnessThere was hardly any change discernible in his placidféatures, only a haggard line about his mouth that told ofinward pain and struggle. His face was a little flushed andhis breathing labored. He opened his eyes ab we approachedthe bed and smiled at me Doctor Campbell seeing that he,recognized me stole from the room and left us alone." Poor Amey 1 " 'Arere the first faint words he utteredclosing his eyes wearily again.
" Do you feel any better >'ýý I asked bending over himand touching my lips to his brow
He shook his head on the pillow and muttered feeblygé it% all over with me, child, only a matter of time ý"Maybe not, father» I argued, but with little confidenceThere was something ominous in his changed expressionsomething that srnote my heart with a solemn fear as I lookeJwith anxious scrutiny upon him. 1 stole ftom the room fora moment, and went in search of Doctor Campbell Hewas in the library standing before the book shelves when Ientered.

99 '- 1 want to know Doctor,>Y said 1, full of My purpose,whether my father is in danger of immediate death eHe started at my question and turned quick-ly arotind.I am afraid that his chances of life are few indeedAmey," he answered earnestly. Pfcàrhaps if- is as well tolet you know "
" It is better " said I, " it Ls your duty,7ý and with thesewords 1 left the room. as abruptly as I had entered it.It was indeed his duty, for it concerned the destin)- ofa human soul that was soon to pass from time into eternity.My father was really dying, and every moment was of infinitevalue to him now. As soon as this terrible realization wasthrust upon, me, I dried my eyes deliberately, and calmedmy agitated feelings. There will be plenty of tirne for griefafterward.c., I said to myself, when I am friendless and alonein the world.

No one had thought of caring for my poor fatherysspiritual needs in this awful hour. My step-mother consideredher best was done when the services of two able medical

?719 7
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men had been secured, and no one else wished to make any

delicate sucigestions while she w&s assuraing thl.,.> management.

I had arrived therefore in the nick of time, for before the sun

was very high in the heavens on the morning following my

return, my father lay cold and white upon his bed.
All night long, «I had watched and prayed with him.

Now and then his feeble voice broke forth in earnest

responses, as his dim gaze fell upon the bronzz crucifix I

had placed between his fingers, and once when I had paused

to listen to his breathing, he uttered plaintively : More,

Amey, go on."
How I thanked God for this favor I, who had prayed

so often on bended knees and with tearful eyes for the

ultimate conversion of my father. When I placed the lighted

candle in his dyincr hand and saw hini receive the last rites

of Holy Church, I feit that all the gloom and sorrow of my

Deart had been lifted and dispelled in a moment.
When tbe gray of the early morning crept in through

the latticed window, his eye-lids drooped slowly and shut

the things of earth from his mortal gaze forever.
His lips trembled with a final effort Il Have mercy on

me, 0 God, according to thy great rnercy," and with the

words Il Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit 1 "

his last breath was spent, and his voice echoed into eternity.

V

n

W
b.
cc
tc
W
de
se



CHAPTER XII

T was easy for us to understand the cause of myfathezs sudden illness and death, when we caine toenquire into our financial condition The familytreasury had been well-nigh emptied of its contents)by a series of pecuniary losses that had been sustainedunknown to us by my unfortunate father previous to hisdemise. He had risked his money with good motives anda hopeful outlook, but the realizat.on had brought such amerciless contradiction. to his sanguine expectations that hegave way under tht cruel and unlooked for blow, andpassed out of the medley and confusion in »hich he 'nadbeen thrown by Fate to grope his way tinaided and alone.Although we were no longer what the world calls rich, wewere by no means left destitute or poor. We were, ofcourse, called upon by the exigencies of our altered circum-stances to make many sacrifices. As this was an inevitablenecessity, it was as well for us to put our shoulders bravelyand generously to the wheel and accept the'decree with P.respectful resignation. " The Lord giveth and the Lordtaketh away " and men's deflant or wailing attitudes underan unexpected visitation of adversity only re-act to theirown ultimate prejudice and do not lessen the heavy burdenby a feather-weight.
My step-mother took a rather sensible lhough worldlyview of her position. She silentïy resolved that if a nega.4 L-ion were at all compulsory, and sacrifices demanded by thenew tide of affairs, they would of course be practised, butnot where the eye of curious pity could penetrate.The world, that had honored and respected her as t-hewife of a wealthy man, should never through an fault 01hers gain an insight into hei reversed fortunes. This verycQ»sclousness, tFLat she had the scrutinizing eye of societyto deceive and a deep misery to veneer with smoothwords and a false glitter, that a fashionable pity had to bedefied and coldly rejected, lent her a heroic fortitude,és 'hooled her tc a forbearance worthy of less sordid motives
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and flavoured her very misfortunes with a vital determina-

tion. that half-soothed the pain they naturally inflicted

In the first sad hours of our bereavement we were

cornforted and consoled by many friends. 1 belleve that

rny father was universally mourned as a good citizen, of

sterling worth; he had been no man's enemy, and had

served a goodly number of his feïlow-creatures, nobly and

generously, without ostentation or self-glory. He was ever

a careful and indulgent, though not an affectionate parent,

and now that he was aone 1 could afford to interpret his

indifference, even ln this way, ln a new and more partial

manner. He hacihad no conception of what the needs of

a clinging, susceptible heart may be, and transgressed

entirely out of his ignorance and not throuorh any wilful

intent to. make his coldness or carelessness keenly felt.

We never know what our tL ae estimate of any one is

until he or she has been removed beyond the power of our

amending or repentant love If such a one be called

beyond that bourne whence there is no coming back, how

soit, and hallowed, and subdued a light is shed oy our

tender, respectful, and sorrowing memory upon what once

had been incentives to our unforgiving and deeply injured

pride. If such a one be cast by accident of circumstances

or fate so far away frorn the yearning glance of our regretful f

eyes, so far beyond that pass, where pleading, human voices

become lost in thousand-tongued corifusions, how changed

the once bright picture of our lives becornes ; how vain s

and purposeless all other alms, save that which, with the

powerful. strenath of a hope that is half despair, pursues the

object of our rash unkindness, with outstretched hands and 0

plaintive tone, beseeching for a pardon that rrieày never greet a.,

Our mortal. ears ?. 1, who had lived an obstinate alien from a,-

the love and devotion of my parent, who never went outside

the narrow, rigid circle of my unyielding pride to tempt or

merit his regard, now felt a great void left within my heart

which nothing on carth could ever fiU again. 
W.
cc

When the veil of my former prejudice was rent asuÎfdët,

and I could only see the still white féatures and the folded Wf,
ne

hands of hirn from whose timid love I had become a vo1ýn-

tary exile, how I hated the sensitive Young heart that hâd ou
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turned away in cold rebeÏIioný when its duty was to glowwith an undaunted, even servile fidelity 1
Perhaps it was because 1 found rn self so utterly alonefor this death closed up the nar yrow by-ways of mutuaisympathy that had ever existed between the widowed Nfrsnampden and myself An elder brother of hers had corneto attend her husband;s funeral, and had evinced thedeepest and most exclusive solicitude and cOMPassion forher in her bereavement. He took an intense interest inFred, holding hirn at arm's length for a flattering inspectionof his physical I)erfections, and looked upon me as somecurious outside appendage to the family pretennons.They re-elled in one another>s sustaining sympathvand love, holding confidential couricils by themselves forhours at a time in my late father's library. I was notintruded upon in my early grief by their condolences orcompanionship, they left me uninterrupted to ni) broodingsand my tears, as if 1 had not the same right to the privilegesof investigating our altered affairs as theyOh, how slow and how weary are those moments ofsolitary anguish, when the great tide of universal sympathyis ebbing from us in our grief' How oppressive the silenceof sufféring when no soothing accent of tender and com-forting encouragement breaks upon our listening, impatientears 1 How feeble the heart when no helping hand is nigh 1How cheerless the prospect upon which the sinile of asustaining love has ceased to play'

About a fortnight after thýa funeral, on a orloomyOctober day, as I sat by the window in the privacy of myown room, looking out at falling leaves, and fading flowers,and drifting clouds, old Hannah rapped tirnidly at the doorand informed me that CC £Mrs. Hampden and the gentiemanwould like to see me down stairs."
I arose 4stlessly and sauntered down to the librarywhere they had all three been just assembled in so' 'emnconclave. My Step-mother, in her fresh black costurne andstiff white cap, was seated in a rocking chair near t!ie door,wearing a placid look of the most harmIess and innocentneutrality - her solicitous brother occupied the extrerneouter margin of a chair by the centre-table, on which his

r



1

bony hands with their well-trirnmed fingei nails were

modestly resting, becomingly folded The hind legs of his

sparingly patronized seat were thrust into the air by the

weight of his high-bred humanity being entirely deposited

upon the front ones Fred occupied the sofa, where he was

cornfortably stretched at full length, with his arms thrown

carelessly over his head which was resting tenderly in his

palms.
When 1 came into the room the three pairs of eyes

were simultaneously turned towards me My step-mother

gave me a gradual look beginning with the hem of my

skirts and reaching my serious face by slow degrees Her

solicitous brother, without apology or explanation, lowered

his spectacles which, during the family conférence, had

been shoved up on his capacious brow, and directed an

unflinching stare at me in the vicinity of my eyes. Fred,

who could not take me all in at once without disturbing

himself somewhat, satisfied himself with a full gaze upon as

much of rny outline as was easily defined in his recumbent

attitude.
Il 1-1<%ve you sent for r-ne?" 1 asked, indifférently, not

addressing anyone in particular, my aim bein merely to

break the monotonous silence which prevailed during my

inspection.
The solicitous brother dropped his lower law as if he

intended to answer me, after he had given me to understand

that 1 had elther shocked or surprised him. very much, or

both, and said
" -a- - yes, young lady-yes, we have sent for you

-a-be seated, young lady, be seated," he continued, dis-

eng-aging his inodest hands froi-n their becoming, rnutual

clasp, and waving one in a graceful, curved line towards an

unoccupied seat in a rernote end of the room.

Il We think it our duty," he began, in a sepulchral

monotone, fasstening his spectacles upon me as if he

intended to add, Il to frighten you out ot your very wi sq

which was a rash presumption on my p nowever, for he

only said, Il to submit to, you the result of our careful r

investigation into the affairs of your late lamented father." a

1 nodded a quiet assent, my step-mother pressed a deep- t-

Tlie Docto,,>-s Daughter.156



bordered handkerchief to, hèr eyes
at the pattern on the wall , and Fred looked -ýacantly

" As you are aware, he continuede clearing his throatwhich had grown s0mewhat rusty from his pompousexordium " the late respected gentlernan in question did notleave inatters in as satisfactory a condition as mi avebeen desired--in fact-eh--well, altogether, the residue ofhi,ý once con-siderable fortune makes but a paltry annuityfor his berewýed survivors. W'ere Mrs. Hampden the only(-lainiant she mould e-ven then have but a widoWs inite5 butthere are offiers, unf- others, as you know, these others,lahem, ahem, of course, have a sort of right to a reasonableshare, although they hw,ýe youth and energy on their side,which she has not-however-thal is not the point, he putin habtily, as he detected an uneasy gesture from the objectof his solicitude "The subject which we have te submitto, your consideration, young lady, is this-we have decidedthat in her present condition of health and spirits, Mrs.Hampden is unfit to remain here in the gloce
of depressing associations-in fact it is a q My presence

uestion whethershe shall ever be able to resume her domestic duties in thisplace here the handkerchief with the deep border wasagain Produced, and the doleful widowed countenanceburied in its folds "We deem. it advisableý 1 said. the-sOlIcitous brother5 casting a look of tender7 heart-stirringcompassion upon his afflicted. relative> "to remove her to,her native town5 where her surroundinyr wisuggestive of the recent heavy loss she has been called ur)onto sustain, and where her crushed energies may regain sýrne01 their old buoyancy;; The shapely shoulders of theafflicted relative shook th convulsive sobs after whichmelancholy interruptionswt1he sOlicitous brother'proceeded ina less feeling and more business-like tone"As circurnstances have kept You estranged from, thefrend,ý> and imniediate relatives of your late'Surviving wife fa t h âe, we féared you rnight not be villing %&accompany her on this journey , her son to
not desert her in any case just nowi bu y Of course, wo Id
age, must submit Mfinself to her ir t being stili u

nmediate guardianshipthereforeg young woman If YOU have any particular friends

1
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or relatives of your own whorn you mould like to visit for

an indefinite Urne) we beg that you notify thern and prepare

yourself as soon as possible It is Mrs Hampden's, desire

that the furniture be disposed of for safé-keepingl and the

house carefully locked and secured before her departure ; I

trust, therefore, that you will not delay in considering the

subject, and that you will kindly subrnit your decision to us

as soon as possible ý r a few moments after this
There was a dead silence fo

eloquent address
ci Is that al' I then asked coldly and f rmly, rising

froin my seat, and looking at him straight in the face.

cc A--allem-yes, younor lady 1 think there is no
ID 'tous brother

other point left to be discussed " the solic,

simperedý dropping the hind legs of his chair and coming
1 and Ill trust you will not

towards the door to escort me, a half concilia-
experience any inconvenience " he added in

tory tone C& we lost no time-eh-in i-naking known our

decision to you' ry kind and considerate 1 shall
&&Oh, you are ve bted to you 1 P) 1 retorted quietly as

always feel deeply inde
1 swept past hirn, out of the roorn

1 went back to rny vacant seat by the window5 and

threw myself wearily into it-then-it had corne to this

that 1 was politely turned out of my own home ' with no option,

no alternative but to seek whatever shelter 1 best could

find among strangers It was hardi to be left at the mercy
C r

of such a bitter fate as this So young, so friendless, so

proud, and a woman '
1 did not burst into tears at the melancholy realizationi

tears were a mockery then - there was too much fire flaming

in my eyes, and boiling rny blood with indignation; my

bosom heaved with quick-drawn sighs, and my lips were

srailing in angry scorn This, then was the result of their

secret conférences) to get rid of me 1 It was not a difficult

task, if they only knew it, for my pride would figh, more

than half their battles for them, and carry me anywhere) to

the farthermost corner of the earth, rather than see me

trespass upon their privacy or interfère with their selfish

plans. I was their toy, their toolý they were not honest



Tlie Dôctorýs

enough to challenge nie in fair and open combat.Plotted without nie, and beh'ind m back , they
y ý 1 would. notbuckle on MY sword, for 0 unworthy an engagement, nomatter what the issue co sst nie I would let thday em carry theit is the only kind Of trIumph designing heroes everknowý and we who are above the cowards> subterfuge, can.well afford to give them this we would not have ',t said, westood to meet them, lest it Might be inferred 5 th at we hadcorne down. from. the pedestal Of Our untarnished dignity, totheir inglorious level

But these boisterous reflections soon became spent 1could not afford to be quite so defiant, I, who was alone inthe wide world P A serious duty lay before me, the future,with its burden Of uncertain sorrows lay at my feet, the pastwas nothing to me now, but a receding vision of happinessmore secure than any 1 was ever likely to know again 1must go in search of a home, where would I turn my eyes PNorth, South, East or West P they were all strange alike tome ý 1 thought of Hortense, and My parting promise toher, but there was no comtort in the remembrance of it now.Any other test of friendship but this 1under one roof with uncongenial sou HOw could I live
is like Bayard deBeaumont ? Flow wd 1 know whether they would weicomeme nowg when I was horneless, and in a sense dependent P1 thought of the dear, distant Abbey, where 1 hadpassed. the happiest days of my not over-happy life-but itwas now some years since I had left its safe seclusion, andthose who had known me and cared for me, were likelyscattered and gone.

1 would be greeted with that reserved kindness whichgSd stranger hearts extend to any hoineless walf-and thatwould be worse than. all 1 1 thought oi my fashionableCOMPanions, who had pampered meý and courted meInY PaIMY days. inHow différent they all appeared to"Menowt when 1 was in need of their kindness and favour 1Alice Merivale was away5 pleasuring in England, the Hart-manns 1 the Huniers 1 the Pendletons 1 what a cold. shoulderthey would turn to me, any of them, did 1 seek their shelterin comparative poýveirty 1
And even if they welcomed rne5 and ministered to, m,
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ouid 1 rebt qu'etky beneath their roofs Could
e-v ery want, (- 1 &
1 subdue niy rebellious pride and accept their patronaae

hurnbly and gratefully Ah no' 1 said 1, rising up, with

a deep-drawn sigh, Il 1 must think of some other plan, none

of these would ever do ?
While I was yet standing in deliberation by the window,

the door opened softlv, and my step-rnother glided in. 1

turned, and looked at her for a moment, as she advanced

towards me and then directed my gaze back again in silence

to the street below. She came nearer and laid her thin

hand upon my shoulder 1 recoiled involuntarily.

Il Amey she began in the gentle tories of an eaizer

peace maker, 1 have corne to talk to you a little about

the subject ]ust mentioned by my brother.
Is there anything he left out, pray 1 interrupted

incisively.
Il No, she answered reproachfülly, 'l but ý ou ma) not

understand our motives properly '?

Il Through no fault of his then'"I muttered lialf

savagely, Il he was most explicit, 1 thought 1 "

Il You are inclined to be untair to us Amey, and we y

are trying to do everything for. the best, "said mý step-mother d

persuasively 
r r.

Il That depends on what you rnean, by the best 1 n

interrupted -..urtly. 
ar

IlWe mean, the welfare of all concerned Il she broke in," 
e

My brother insists upon rny returning with him, and Freddie hg
tc

will, of course, accqmpany me So might you, 'I she added yc

courteousIN," but 1 think it would not be wise. You would

not be happy among my relatives,ý, of that 1 am sure. So

we think, that leaving you the option of a choice from W-

arnong your own numerous friends, is the niost discreet

policy of all 
Co.

Il You are very kind said 1, with choking sarcasm, Ch,

to have thought of me at all. You Might haçïe given me gir

up with the furniture for safé-keeping, or locked me securely

way here in the house until your return
ilDon't be so unkind, Amey," my step-mother pleaded er.

arnicably, Il you ought to know, that 1 am concerned in yotw les-

welfare and will not leave here, until 1 see you comfortably

lodged.

-ýmmmm damb MW
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Like the furniture >ý said 1.
She did not answer this with words, but I felt herscrutinizing look directed full upon me I knew 1 was in ainosth. uncharitable and provoking mood, but 1 was not respon-sible, heaven knows, for what I said or did under such mad-dening influences. 1 did not want to give full vent tomy momentary hatred and indignation, and as my stepmothes attitude was tempting me strongly to indulge both,I turned, and said as calmly as 1 could" Have you anything in particular to say to me, that 1have not heard before P if not, I think we had betterseparate 1 "

ci, 1 thought you would not object to discuss ourprojected plans, a little, with me," she ansivered. with asubdued peevishness. '% If you were not so cold and proud, 1would like to offer you a few suggestions and in some wayprove to you, that my guardianshiD, limited though it maybe, is not merely a formal responsibility."
" What would you have me do ?"" 1 can't say definitely--but if you would only rouseyourself to, a full realization of your position, there is a greatdeal in your power to do. You are an orphan now, andreject my authority in every way-it is evident that we cannever be friends. Why don't you look about you, for loveand devotion that will make a happy substitute for what youhave lost ? You are no longer a child ; you are quite ableto face the more serious responsibilities of life. If you gaveyour present attention to this, there would be no necessit),for your going among strangers."

" If I gave my attention to what 1 interrupted sul-lenly.
Il You understand me very weli-if you wished, youcould make yourself very comfortable. Some of the bestchances which the city affords are within your reach ; othergirls would not need to have them pointed out so."Il 1 suppose you mean marriage "' I said indifferently.Well, there is just this difference between me and othergirls, on this point, 1shall never choose matrimony as thelesser of two evils. I shall never seek it as a refuge, norgmsp it as a ready alternative ; 1 have been brought up to
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look upon it as a sacrament , of course, 1 must allow for

that," I added pointedly
Il That is a very high-sounding principle indeed," she

replied, " but it can hardly be applied 3ust now. You can't

help the issues of fate, and if you were worthy of men's

special admiration and love before this, 1 suppose a change

in your condition, or in the outward circumstances that affect

you but indirectly, can make no différence-" She stopped,

and after an effective pause added '- It will make none

to Arthur Campbell., anyway , of that I am sure P'

Il Arthur Campbell has never asked me to become his

wite, 1 broke in emphatically
" That is your own fault . you have not given him

proper encouragement."
"No, because I am not at all certain that I would accept

him. "
Il Then you are a fool," she cried out warmly and

indignantly, Il and you deserve your lot. He is everything

that one could wish, as far as wealth and appearance, and

family and rank, are concerned. He was, moreover, a

favorite of your poor father's and his friend to the end," she

added with a tremulous voice, and your poor father often

spoke of you being married to Arthur Campbell," she

continued, persuasively, 1 heard him say it time and

again. "
66 My father said this, you are sure 17 1 exclaimed,

looking eagerly into her face.
CI He did indeed, I remember well having heard hini."

she answered with deep emphasis.
But, my father did not know," I becran in a low

murmur, looking wistfully out at the yellow leaves and

fleeting clouds. I stopped suddenly, remembering that 1

was not alone. Before either of us could s-,Deak again

Lannah appeared in the doorway vnth the afternoon mail

between her hands.
This interrupted our téte-a-téte. My step-mother took

the bundle of letters, from. which she handed me three, and

went away to share the contents of her own with her

sympathetic relatives below. Two of mine were familin to

me; one bearing an English pexst-mark was from Afice

Merivale, the other was Hortense's dear writing.
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1 tore them open and, resuming my seat, read themleisurely. How different they were in '-very respect' Onethe effusion of a worldly, artful, dipi-)matic beauty . theother an earnest interpretation of the oving, ardentsentiments of a whole-souled emotional child woman.Alice had not yet heard of my father's death, and herclosely-written pages told tales of fashionable pleasures anddistractions of every sort. She had yachted and htInted '
and bathed and danced, she had dined with the ï)ompousLord Mayor of London; she had hung ôn the braided coatsleeve of high military relics of modern antiqutty, and hadbeen kissed on both cheeks by all the wrinkied-lippeddowagers of the surrounding country.

She had been riding and driving, eating and drinking,walking and talking, with magnates of every age, sex andcondition. Il At first it perfectly appalled me, Amey love l"she wrote in her strange, facetious way, "none but the upper,upper cream of humanity wheirever I went. Of course it istaken for granted that I am worthy of the great privilegesextended to me. Everything is so intensely exclusive inthis Christian country. People whose hands are soiled withthe stain of labour, I don't care how refined or how honestit is, never by any chance find themselves at the mahoganyboard of aristocracy. Coat-sleeves bearing the finger-marks ofhonourable industry could not safely rub against the sleekbroadcloath of high-life unless by sacrificing sonae of theirbeautiful (?) hieroglyphics and forfeiting to some extent thereputations they have earned and not inherited."" 1 wonder what some of these starched patricianswould do in our country, Amey? for there respectablecommercial industry is wined and dined without questionby Her Majesty's worthy representatives , the least evil, 1suppose, would be the complete loss of appetite, that wouldbe sure to assail them."'
Il I can't tell how much longer we may remain here,"her interesting letter continued, II Papa is still hopeful ofwonderffil results, there are some placid suitors goingabout, loaded with a burden of pedigree and the honours oftheir dead, and I know that rny sanguine parent fondly

expects, that he shall awake some morning and find our
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generation made famous by such a bUrden being conde-

scendingly laid before my satin slippers. Vanitas Vanitatum 1

But, how grand it would be ? " Picture it, think of . itp>

common place men 1 Sir Maxinius and Lady Adlepait ?

How would the obscure Miss Hampden, fancy that? To be

sure, this indefinite suitor has nought but the borrowed

chivalry of his departed ancestors, and if he seeic to crown

nie at all (which is only a heart-rending possibility) it must

be with the laurels, hard won by the heroes of a former

generation his silky hands will be full of nothing more

tempting than slender veins of genuine blue-blood-but, as

papa says-what do we want any more money for, we have

enough. for any ordinary human hfe-time ? "

1' If the project. of my anxious parent should assume

any definite or reliable outlines, I shall let you know

immediately, for 1 have implicit faith in you, and 1 know

you would never betray me , 1 must tell my novel experi-

ences and opinions to some one, and the best someone is

you. Take every care of yourself, while 1 am absent, some

Clay you will be coming to my manor-house on a visit. 1

will try to get a husband who has some unmarried masculine

relatives, so as to keep up the fun of my own courtship

among my particular girl-friends. I intend to rnake the

most of my life whi.le it lasts, 1 believe in the world 1 am

most sure of, so don't trouble me with any of your pious

lectures, they only upset me, and make me féel very gloomy.

Give ii.y love to every one who thinks of asking about me,

and write a long, chatty, gossiping letter, very soon to your

sincere 
ALiCEO"

Her bright, spicy pages had wooed me away from all

My gloomy thoughts and surroundings 1 My tired spirit had

flown across the broad Atlantic at sight of her missive, and

reveled for a few ha py moments, amid phantorn pleasures.

Now, with her finished letter lying in wy listless fingers,

upon my lap, 1 was creeping back to my sorrows from this

outward sunshine, that had fallen in a golden flood, upon

the dark shadows of my present miseries. The slow awaken-

ing to my actual condition reminded me of my third2

unnoticed letter. 1 took it up aimlessly, it was unfamiliar to

me, and turned it over in my hand.
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Il Who is it from, ?» 1 muttered in.quiet astonishment,tearing the thick envelope across with a half amused curiositv'The reader will not wonder that my curiosity became stillmore deeply aroused as 1 took out the neatly folded paperwhich was enclosed, and read the following -
Il My DEAR A.mFY,-I have learned with profoundregret of your dear father's recent demise, and hasten tooffer you my most earnest- condolence. It is a great grief,'l know, but not without its consolatiors, for it is ourbeautiftil privilege, to live in hope, awaiting the day of ahappy re-union with those who are ' not lost but only gonebefore
Il In the early hours of our sorrow, no matter what itsnature may be, we cannot incline ourseWas to look uponthe bri&hter side, which our friends will endeavour to holdup to us ; therefore 1 will not intrude my feeble words ofcomfort upon you now, My ob)ect in writing to you atpresent is to ask you whether you antend to live on withyour father's second wife or not P

Il If you should find yourself in any, dilemmapertaining to this critical question, I wish you to understand '
that my house and home (such as they are) will always beopen to you You have a right to them, and nothing wouldcrive me greater pleasure, to have you with me. In asense we are strangers, for circumstances have kept us apart,but, I think I love you more dearly than any of those withwhose names and lives you are more familiar.Il I am the only surviving relative of your décar, deadinother in this country; our fathers, being brothers,but as I lost mine in my early youth, I was brought up in»my uncle's house, w1th your inother for a little sister," It now happens, that you may need the shelter of areal home . 1 wish I had better to offer you, but such as itis, I beg you will not hesitate to accept it, if it cari >'olieveyou from, greater discomforts.

1 am, my dear Amey,
Your loving and sincere cousin,

Brssiit NYLIE.
My hands fell into rny lap a second tIMe; T was almost
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dazed with astontshment. To think that at the very

moment when 1 was puzzling over the melancholy enigma,

of where to find a home whose shelter could be both

generously given and comfortably received, this strange but

earnest offer should suggest itsel£
Without a moment's hesitation or férethought, 1 sat

down and wrote a hurried reply, accepting with eager

enthusiasm the shelter of her home and love, adding, that

circurnstances would force me to avail myself of her cordial

hospitality even sooner, perhaps, than she expected, as my

step-mother was leaving the house in a week from. that date

and would like §:) see me safély disposed of before her t

departure. c

It was only when this letter was sealed and dispatched

that 1 becran to analyse my extraordinary situation and its

possible issues. It is true that at the time of iny decision a.-

I saw or-ly a haven of rest rising out of the gloom. and mists d

that hung heavily about me, some definite shelter from the w

storm of confusion and sorrow that had broken upon .- iy

life so suddenly. Pr

But when time wore on a little 1 began to question b,

myself uneasily about tbe step I had so, precipitately taken. ti

To act upon my cousin's kind suagF..%stion, was to go away th

from all my dearest and fondest associations; it would bt

oblige me to give lip my past lifé, sorrows and joys alike ; el

to abandon the few friends, in whose companionship I had pic

found one of my rarest delights, and to go among strangers th

who could not care for me except in a relative or, at most, cc

an indirect way. ha

What would they say? those who pretended to be an

interested in my welfare and happiness, when they found I fa t

had gone to a new home among new faces and strange no

hearts , would they miss me ? Would tney wish me back ? dif

or would they soon forget me arnici the other gay mi.

distractions of their daily lives ? Mt

Should I let them know that I was to leave so soon for

an indefinite length of time ? If they were anxÎous about of

me they could come and find it out; but they had corne i

after the funeral and I would not see thern ; how could Shil

they tell I wanted thern now ? It was the penalty of my %
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former indifférence that 1 must need sympathy andconsolation when they had both passed out of my reach
What a dreary, endiess thing life. seemed at thisPeriod 1
A sort of lethargy had taken firm hold of all my senses1 went about like one dreaming, sighing and weeping, andwishing I were dead. My heart lay like a heavy stonewithin rny breast, and a dark impenetrable gloom seemed tohave shut out all the bnghtness of life from my eyes foreverIt was dreary Autumn weather besides, and that fed mymorbid tendencies considerably, the wind was plaintive andthe leaves were dying, the very sunshine looked pale andcold.

A few days after my reply to cousin Bessie's generousoffer 1 received a second letter from her which was earnestand loving, and gentle as the first. She expressed greatdelight at my decision and ensured me the heartiest ofwelcomes on my arrival.
It was now the eve of our departure and most of ourpreparations were consummated. I sat in my usual retreatby the window looking out for the last time upon everythingthat could remind me of a penod when I was less miserablethan I was then. Now, that I had nothing to distract orbusy me, I could sit with folded hands communing with mypast and making uncertain conjectures about my future.I could be happy with Hortense de Beaumont," 1thought, if her family were not so strange-and yet-could I ? after what had passeé. My friendship with herhad cost me m. ore than I had ever féared or dreamed ofand still it was not lier fault nor my own. It had been ourfate, that we should both have loved the same man, at leastnot love him, but be capable of loving him. which is adifférent thing. She really loved Ernest Dalton and I ?-might have loved him at any moment, but that momentmust never come now.

Hortense should never have cause to think regretfu.1yof what might have been, were it not for Amey Hampden;I shodW never stand in her way except to guard her, toshield her from sorrow or harm,% 1 could imagine too well what the pain would be to
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love and to lose in this instanceý and 1 should therefore

never inflict it upon any heart whose happiness was as dear

to me as iny own. It is true that up to this, Ernest Dalton

had never spoken to me of his love . how could 1 then

presurne to sacrifice himi when he was not mine to give or

to hold? Ah' whoever does not believe in Pny love but

that which finds an outlet in articulate words, knows little

or nothing about its power or depth. There is a voiceless

love that is neîther seen nor heard by other eyes and ears--

and 1 believe it is the best-underlying the framework of

our lives ; it is a part of every pulse and fibre of ôur being ,

no one may know it, no one niay heed it, but it glows on

undaunted, with its steady, faithful purpose, ministering to

its own great needs out of the fulness and abundance of its

own intensity. Such is the nature of the noblest sentiments

which have ever inspired a human heart, the love of God

is a silent love, but it is also an active, self-abnegating love .

the love of country is a silent love, too great, too sacred for

paltry, feeble words. !cf it an active love? H istory knows

best. And our love for one another, may it not lean. towards

this wonderful perfection ; Niay it not be a silent love of

that silence which is far more expressive than words? May

it not brighten our eyes and quicken our pulse, though our

lips look so neutral and durnb «I Does any one doubt it

Arivone at least, whose own keen perceptions have left hini

above the necessity of falling in with the ready-made u-,£!-

rnents and opinions rif the surface-scanning multitude ?

1 do not say that such was Ernest Dalton's regard for

me ; I do not say that at this time he loved me, 1 mean in

a particular way; but 1 do say, because 1 do think, that he

acted as if he could. 1 was not quite the sarne to him as

every other woman friend, he had not spoken to, me

on many occasions since niy return from schaol; but

ttDugh they were few they were sufficient to convince me of

this. If a person be honest and trustworthy, the art of

veneering is almost beyond his grasp. His smile is a true

stinile, and his frown a sincere frowin ; he will not caress you

with one hand and cruelly smite you with the other ; he
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can never be a friend to your face and a foe when yourback is turned. If he loves you it is written or everyfeature of his truthful countenance , if he despises you hewill show it to you alone. I doubt if thcre ever lived amore honest or trustworthy being than Ernest DaltonIt was a temptation. to fall in love with a man likehini . with his depth of character and his strength of feel-ing, with truth and wisdom on his lips , with honor andvirtue in his heart According to otir comnion ideas ofmen and what we would like thern to be, it was little won-der that Hortense and I both knowing Ernest Dalton, shouldhave leaned towards him impulsively from thm first , thoughhis years were double our own So tall and so dignified ashe was, wà,-th such a striking face and such engaging man-ners , so courteous, so clever, so goodý and he was not yetold , the sprinkling of gray in the hair that crept over hishandsome brow seemed to lend fresh vigour to his looks an(;confirm the character which his appearance otherwiseinsinuated.
But all this was nothing to Ine izoz£i, no more than ifit had been some passing dream of suminer sun-light andflowers; no more than if some optical illusion had dazzled i-nyeyes and gladdened my heart for a short moment, and left meas suddenly again, with my tame and common-place reality.I inust not even dwell upon the rnemory of what mighthave been, for I was pretty sure to marry some one else,and then Ernest Dalton could never come back to me in anyother light than that of a devoted friend. &II ha,ýve saveàmyself in time," said rny thought, as 1 stood up and wentaway frorn the window , "a day might have come when togive him up would be to renounce the happiness of mywholle life-that day that 1 had sometimes fondly, thoughvainly, dreamed o4 with all its witching possibihties andwhich now lay crumbled to dust at rny teet.Il Whai else could I expect P " said I, with a weary sigh,Is not pain the fate of the great majority, is not sorrow theportion of the children of men ? » Anyhow, 1 was not likel'yto, see Mr. Dalton ever again. 1 had sent him his locket '

with a few words explaining that "it had been fûd-nd in thelibrazy, and édng ideWýMi as his, I was haPPY to return it,
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hoping that its temporary loss had not caused him uneasi-

ness or worry.0
1 thought that was the best way of returning it, under

the circumstances, and the safest for me , it would prevent

any awkward explanations, and accomplish the chief end as

effectually as a personal interview. This opinion, however,

was not Mr Dalton's, for as 1 turned from the window I

could hear the shrill ringing of a bell below, and a moment

later Hannah came to announce-
Mr. Dalton 1 "
1 cannot see him 1 said, Il I am busy and tired-

and-tell hini, 1 do not see any one , that will do "'

Il Miss Amelia, 1 think you"d better come " old Hannah

suggested, with a respectfül, suasive tone, Il he says he is

the oldest friend you have. and so interested in your welfare,

you might show him a little more deference, that's just what

he said, when he saw me looking reluctant about obeving

his wish. You know Miss he's always been like a limb of

the family-and it seen-is unfair."
IlYes, yes Hannah, 1 will go 1 interrupted eager1v,

tell him, 1 shall be down in a moment." 1 flew to the

glass, and began to smoothen my ruffied hair , it was better

after all to, go down, as if nothing were the matter, he was

only my friend, my good, trustworthy friend, and I was not

treating him as he merited to be treated in this capacity

Having restored some order to my appearance, I

followed old Hannah down the broad stairway, and entered

the drawing-room. He was standing by the mantel, with

his back turned, as I went in ; in one hand, he held his hat

and stick, in the other sorne vagrant trifle he had tà1cen from

the mantel-p iece, and which he was studying with seemingly

great interest and attertion.
At t1ie sound of my foot-fall, he turned slowly around,

and came forward to greet me ; his face was very serious,

and his manner steady and quiet
Ill am glad you have come Amey ? " he said, as he

took my hand and held it tenderly for a moment, Il 1 feared

you would send me away again to-day-although, I do not
a a

sh to intrude upon you in your grief. 1 hear, you are go-

mg away ! " he then added, motioning w.e to a stat, and

throwing himself half wearily into another, Il b it tme ? 'l
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'& Yes, my cousin, Mrs Nyle, has written for me" 1answered timidly, C and I have decided to go--to-morrow
II To-morrow," he repeated with some surprise.Cc Yes, to-morrow morning, the others take the after-noon train for their destination," I sai quietly.II How long do you think you will remain away ? ' henext asked.
II I canne tell, it will all depend upon circumstancesé.4 What circumstances, Amey ? "
I coloured a hale, and looked across the room it washis privilege as a friend to ask these questions I supposed,although I was not quite prepared to answer them." Whether 1 like my new home and friends, andwhether they like me " I began awkwardly.
c'Oh, that is what you mean '" he exclaimed gently,interrupting my reply,
I was silent, this was not a safe subject, what else didhe think I could have meant ?
'II suppose if I had not called this afternoon, youwould have gone without bidding me good-bye " he 1esum-ed, after a short pause.
11 1 have not said any good-byes " I answered with aneffort to justify myself " I did'nt see the use " I added,half scornfully, " I am not the Amey Hampden to theworld, now, that I used to be. "
II You are to me-you will always be
This was a most stable friendship. How good andsincere he was 1

Thank you, Mr. Dalton, it is kind of you to say so,,a friend in need, you know, is a friend indeed."Il It is the only time I could ever feel that I was yourfriend, Ainey ' he said. with a half melancholy voice, II evenwhen you were a little child, you never took much notice,of me, unless something had gone wrong."
I liked Chis allusion to the past, it was tirnely, andbrought out our present relationship clearly and comfortably.I laughedand looked at him freely, as 1 answered :'l That rnust have been pretty often, for it seems to ruethat things have been going wrong alla rny lifeý,yy then fearingLo strike a dangerous key-notc, I added, hastily, Il but 112 --
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must not complain, there are hundreds of people moire

miserable than 1 in the world-') who is5"' he interrupted, in
Il 1 know oneý at any rate,

an undertone Ill have 4,-,o thank you for returning My

locket," he continuedi in the same strain, as 1f it bad been

suggested by the first remark, 1 had given it up as an

irretnevable loss.-I fély I exclaimed, with a
Il Oh 1 tiien you got it sa was found, for your

forced gratification, Il I arn so glad it

sake. "
Il I would not like to lose it now., it is older than you

are, Amey," he observed, without changingr his sonorous

voice.
Il Is it indeed ? 1 answered, not knowing what else

to say.
'II lost it on the day of the Merivales' last 'At Home,'"

he went on, as if talking to himself, Il I had it when I came

in here, and I missed it when 1 went out."

Il Vou were not here on that day, were you P " 1

interruptel, impulsively, after which I could have bitten the

end of my tongue off.
He was confused for a moment ; it was the first time

1 had ever seen him, in the least agitated, and in my curious

astonishment 1 lost all self-control.
Il I would remember if you had been here, for the day

is clearly stamped in my memory : it was, cold and stormy,"

1 argued, warmly, I don't think anyone went out of doors

that could help it it was drifting and blustering so."

Il So it was," he answered, evasively, Il wliat a good

memory you have."
II For trifles-yes," said I, somewhat playfully.

A pause ensued, during which he looked straight before

him. at the pattern on the carpet. I twisted my rings

abstractedly round my fingers, trying to, think of something

safe to talk about, when, to my surprise., he stood up

abruptly before me, and held out his band.

II It is growing late," he said, with a friendly smile,

and 1 must not detain you ; thi.-, is " (and he took my

timid fingers firmly in his ow n deep grasp) Il good-bye, I

suppose ?
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HIS full gaze was upon me I could feel it I couldsee it even before I had raised my eyes.
"This is good-bye, repeated, meeting his glancebravely and openly
" Good-bye then, and may God bless you, Arney," hesaid, with a deep, earne,;t voice; " Sometimes when yourmemory flies back to your old home, give a kindly thoughtto your old friends as well, for we shall often, often think ofyou.»
He was holding my hand all the while, which is notforbidden between such friends as we were, and withouttaking it away, I looked reproachfuIlv into his face, andsaid - .0
" Don't think so, little of me as to imagine I need thisparting rejoinder Mr. Dalton ; I can 111 afford to forget myfew good friends) and you have always been one to me. 1hope when we meet again, I will have no more to reproachyou with in this respect than you will have against me. Icould not say more than this.11

" Oh, yes you could," he faltered, laying his otherhand over my captive fingers, cg but it is better not, my-Amey, at least-never mind, I was forgetting-good-byeonce again, and God bless you."
I could feel the touch of his trembling hands upon myowm; I could hear the seund of his agitated voice vibratingaround me-and I might never see him again !
1 stood motionless for a few seconds in the open door-way where he had just left me, feeling dazed and bewilder AHis presence seemed to linger a little with me after he hadgone 1 Something in the. very atmosphere thrilled me 1 as ifhis spint had tarried to witness the re-action that now tookplace., and had in tender pity shrouded me with its consolingand protecting love.

I felt miserable and lonely, and creeping up the stair-viray again, 1 returned to the refuge of my room, and threwmyself wearily on my bed. The twilight was beginning tofal4 and with its advancing shadows came trooDing beforemy tearful eyes all the various episodes of my chequered life.To think that mine were what the world had evercalled favoured circumstances t I knew a hundred and one
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Persons who looked npon me as;, happy, gifted girl, because,

forsooth, 1 had had money and position because I had

education and social advantages If this was what the

world calied happiness, what then could its misery be

The question tormented me, whether in the end it

were better to follow in the dazzling wake of this all-

conquering worlffliness, and by crushing all my scruples

arise to a new 1*fe of carezless, thoughtless gaiety, like Alice

Merivale's; or whether the whispers of my better impulse

were the more salutory and satisfactory of the two, and

bound me in all conscience to an obedience and sanctiofi of

its precepts.
It was too late now, however, to discuss this point any

longer with myself I had acted so far upon a magnanimous

resolve, which, though doomed to cast a shadow upon my

own personal lot, would flood another life with the beauty

and glory of a compensating sunshine.
Il It is more blessed to give than to receive,'ý" 1 said,

inwardly, and if I persevere in this generous determination,

though it engender repeated acts of self-denial, 1 canne but

be recompensed in the end. My new home and friends

will distract me greatly from my broodings, and by and by r

all these ephemerai sorrows will have passed away, as young t

sorrows always do, leaving but a faint trace behind them. t

But, if Ernest Dalton be in love with Hortense de t

Beaumont," said the little voice on the plaintiff's side, ', wny

does he show you such signs, of preference as these ; is that

the course, of a truly honourable man
Surely said the defence Il If I magnify evidences of 

s

a substantial friendship into something mbre serious, that îs

not his fault-besides, he may love me in a way, but he h

must love her better-and, in any case, supposing he should V

love me best, it 1 offer him. no encouragement, 1'f I even h
6 S'

positively refuse him, Hortense's happiness cannot but be

ultimately benefited by it.11 
le

1.1 1 1 arose, in a little while, and bathed my face, for the 
W

î dinner-hour was near and I had to play my part for the last Sc

time, before the trio below. 
CC"

When 1 went down, they were already seated around re

the table, my step-mother in solemn consciousness at one end, tc
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and her solicitous brother looking meekly up at her from. theother Fred had all one side to himself, the other, wasreserved for me.
It was a quiet, fornial meal; disturbed now and thenby a curt monosyllable frorn one or the other of us Wehad not much to say to each otherý consideling that it wasour last repast around that family board , the dishes andcutlery had all the chat and confusion among themselves.When it was over, I went back to my own quarters andattended to my final preparations . the time of my departurewas now near at hand.

Next morning 1 looked in vain for some friendly faceat the depot. No one had t1tought of me at the last thoughmost of my friends had heard of my intended dèPartureI could not be convinced so soon that I was no longer thesame person whom these people had flattered and courteda few short months ago.
Our home, disturbed by the handof death, was nolonger a temple of society worship where gas-light revelswould be held and the comets of the gay world gatheredtogethertoféast. Henceforth, I was an orphan girl with limitedmeans and uncertain prospects. Some day, if I married weilthese people would suddenly remember my past glories and'then, these slumbering friendships would be likely to revive ;to open their hearts and homes to me again. Until then Imiust consider myself as set aside, not rudely, nor coldly, butwith a negative intimation of my altered circumstanceswhich has quite sufficient force for any soul so keen andsensitive as mine.

In one sense, of course, it was all the sarne to me. Ihad never counted upon these social des to any extent, andwould not feel their loss acutely but-these poor humanhearts of ours-how they will yearn for other humansympathies and regards ? I could have been resigned to,leave my home and early associations if I rnight take awaywith me the soothing conviction that my absence left a voidsomewhere, anywhere, that would always be a void until 1carrie back to fill it. 1 had an exalted notion of fidelitv andrernembrance then, which has been roughly used upo-n thetouckstone of experience since.
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But as even this frail compensation was denied me, 1
saw more clearly than ever how urgent it was for me to go
forth resignedly where thousands of my fellow-toilers were

struggling already, and, without looking back upon my

brighter yesterday, press onward patiently and forbearingly
in the course which an unexpected reverse had opened out

for me.
When night fell I was lodged in my new hoine.
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CHAPTER XII.

Y cousin Bessie, or Mrs. Robert Nyle, lived in asmall, comfortable house, on a quiet stree4
in a small comfortable city, not more than a39 day's journey from the place of my former
residence.

I had, of course, made many conjectures about therelative merits and demerits of thevew home towards whichI was travelling in all haste. With nothing more accurateto, build upon than my cousin's reserved letter. and rny ownvivid imagination, it could hardly be expected that I couldarrive very near the '.ruth in rny speculations about myuncertain destiny.
Nor did I. I had pictured my cousin Bessie as quitea morbid and prosy character, suspended midway betweena hopeless resignation and a helpless despair. 1 thoughtthere must be lines of sadness about her mouth and aprofusion of silver in her fiair, I had almost heard herplaintive sighs, and had begun to invent cures for hernervous headaches. 1 do not know why such gloomyforesights loomed up before me, unless it be because Ifancied she was poor and yet educated, and in our circle atet-hat urne it was generally believed that people so situatedwere eminently miserable and uncomfortable. We will nôtbe satisfied with the uncertain until we have made mentalsketches of the people and places connected with it, eventhough filey be all awry, as minc were in this instance.

Cousin Bessie was a tall, graceful woman -eith chestnutbrown hair and JÎne soft eyes, her figure was slight as agirls, though she was no loncrer young, and her stepwas as active and ligh-i.- as ever it could have been in hermaiden days. She was not a beautiful woman, but therewas as much Xlndness and dignity combined in her dearface as to make it more attractive than many a handsome one.I was simply charmed with heï appearance and manner '
and made up my niind that I had no further reab-on to be
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solicitous about my future happiness after she had taken me

securely under her charge.
Cousin Bessie's household consisted of her husband,

Robert Nyle, and their two childrep, Zita and Louis. Mr.

Nvle, who was somewhat older than his wife, was one of

th'ése placid, easy going husbands that the world knows

little about on account, of their retirement and admirable

domestie qualities. Zita was then a pretty, growing girl of

sixteen summers and Louis a handsome boy of eighteen.

I lived with cousin Bessie for many seasons, and at

the end of that time 1 had become more truly attached to

her and her dear family than 1 had ever been to my own.

Yet they were plain people, living a quiet, unostentatious

life in the very heart of social exubeiances , they were not

rich either, in fact they had little more than medium

comforts, of thoae which it takes rroney to buy, but the

sweetness and happiness of their home was not of that kind

which gold can gather , it is richer and rarer far than that.

It pleased me to find that they were not wealthy nor

worldly. I had so, little now, myself, that richer relatives

would have pitied me and been urged to bestow petty

charmes upon me now and then, when my own diminished

icome proved insufficient to meet the great demands that

stylish living could not fail to make upon it.
Il I hope you won't feel like a captive bird in this little

cage of ours," cousin Bessie reniarked with a quiet smile the

morning after my arrival. I offéred it only as a shelter,

Amey, you know, until you can make yourself more t
comfortable elsewhere."

I looked at her reproachfülly and answered without

hesitation : a
I am glad you do not specify my unie. I hope I

.nay take as long as like, to find some place 1 prefer to r

this
" Oh certainly said she, with a covert amusement. h

You are more than welcome to remain here, as long as Il
you are contented." b-

There was a time, when I would have doubted the a,

possibifity of my being satisfied under circumstances such w
as these, but to look upon respectable seclusion from a cc
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distance, is not really to see, and understand what it isthere is a latent charm about it, which is known only tothose who embrace it with cheerful hearts.
Cousin Bessie badoo servants , not even one fashion-able humanity, think of Mat 1 This surprised and evendisappointed me at first, but soon it also became absorbedby that all prevailing spirit of quiet contentment thatpresided over their domestic circle, and kept the sun shiningwhen it was shadow outside

I did not question ccusin Bessie about the necessityfor dispensing with menial assistance it was a delicatesubject, but when Zita and Louis and Mr. Nyle went away,one morninè5 after breakfast, I began to clear away thedishes and make myself crenerally useful
Cousin Bessie watc)hed me from. her corner by thekitchen table, where she was engaged in preparing somesundries for the next meal and when I had made-my lasttrip with an armful of the breakfast equipage, she looked upwith a meaning smile, and said
"This is t-he see-saw of life 5 Amey yesterday youwere away up, and to-day you are away down Il" It is the safer place of the two, Cousin Bessie, don'tyou think so ? Il
', WC115 if 1 did not think it, Amey, my life wouldhard'y be worth living," she answered with a quiet emphasis." Why ? Il You don't think you will always be downdo you ? 1 asked timidly, plunging a cup and saucer intoythe boiling water.
«' 1 don't know ; we were better off once, in one way,but it is a long time ago," she answered, taking a large whiteapron from a peg beside her in the wall, and offering it to,me, " Put this over your dress, child, and take off yourpretty rings," she put in parenthetically, and then went on-" Robert was a man of wealth when we married wehad a fine hoùse with servants and horses and every suchluxury while the money was there he lavished it upon usbut he lost heavily one year there was a bank failure firs4and a series of smaller misfortunes followed quickly in itswake. We had to sacrifice house and horses, and all, andcome down the ladder to our present station. The children

N'il
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found it hard in the beginning5 but they have come to look

upon it nowp nearly as their father and I do."

'l But you are not poor, cousin Bessie," 1 interrupted,

as 1 dried a plate briskly with my le ýn cloth.

Il No: not poor exactly : but éve must be careful and

economical for awhile, until Zita and Louis are educated:

we will make every sacrifice that is necessary to grant them

a thorough education. When they are rich in knowledge

they won't mind how empty their purses are ; they will feel

themselves equal to the best in the land. When they have

finished their courses here, if they show themselves suscept-

ible to a still higher training, we will make still greater

restrictions upon our household expenses to favor any
elr Robert and 1

.... ticular talent they rnay have developed

decided that long ago.ýý
suppose it is a crood plan," 1 said half doubtfully,

if it does not unfit them for their after-life." n?
Il You mean it may raise them above their statio

cousin Bessie interrupted eagerly. Il Well, you are not the

only one who thinks that, but it never shall. We have seen

such a possible danger ahead and have laboured to avert it

1 have done my utmost all their lives to bring them up to

frugal habits We have taught them to live sparingly in

every way ; to shun those people and places that tempt one

to idle ainuserrients and questionable pastimes, and never to

seek the society of such persons as are brought up to pity

or ridicule poverty and struggling gentility They are fond

of one another, and in their mutual companionship do not

miss the intercourse which is denied them with the outside

world. 1 have explained to Zita that the saint whose name

she bears was a poor servant-maid, who was looked down

upon and ignored by those who were better favored by the

worlid ; and that like her, she must be poor and humble in t

spirit, satisfied to be a little nobody here if she can be C
happy hereafter. Louis learned the story of his royal patron

saint when he was a lisping baby at my knee, and under-

stands now, I think, how secondary material prosperity is

to the advancenient of the moral man I ani almost sure
Vhe could wear a crown and rule a nation, and yet look upon

such glories as mere accidents of e.,istence, that must be

subject to higher aims and occupations
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" Then you are happy in the possession of irery ex-ceptional children, Cousin Bessie," said 1, shaking my toweland hanging it up to dr . My task was finished) and I sat
down beside rny indusgous cousin who was now up to herelbows in a basin. of flour.
'I They are my chief comfort, to tell you the truth,"she answered, as if in soliloquy, while she sifted handfuls ofthe white powder through her busy fingers, " and I thankGod for this great compensation that has survived all myother pleasures. There is no wretchedness, I think, likethat which must fill the heart of a mother whose childrenhave strayed away from her loving, clinging solicitude intothe by-ways of folly or vice It is a dark blight upon themost buoyant heart that ever swelled with maternal devotion.1 sometimes think I would rather have never existed, that 1could forfeit all the grand privileges of a created beingdestined for a noble end, rather than have become themother of impîous and vicious children."

" Then it is well you have saved yours from such acommon fate," I put in warmly, "for 1 thin- in the world'spresent stage, young people havýe a monopoly of all the eviltendencies to which our flesh is prone "
" Vou are right there Amey, and more's the pity,"cousin Bessie answered, leaning her white palins on thesides of the dish and looking out of the kitchen windowaway over the steeples of the distant church, as if her glancefell upon the whoïe wicked world at once ", There ishardly a channel of sin and guilt that has not been exploredby these Young persons, who should not even know of theexistence of such dangers So rnuch fine manhood. is wastedin folly and dissipation ; so many noble enerpries devoted todegrading causes, so much mental greatness given to solvingthe mysteries of villainy and roguery. Oh 1 it is writtenon the brow of modern youth, in flaming character-," sheexclaimed, closing her fincrers ti(.rhtly over the edaZD 'In -es of thedish, upon which her hands still rested When I passalong the busy streets of the I-.-o%ýn, I sce the mickedness ofthe world on rnany a fair ý,-ouncy face, and my heart swellswith a great desire to knoï% whose life is bc-ing saddened by

their extrava.ances 'They are de-ar 4,...
Cr -o sonieone, surely, I
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say to, myself, 'there must be sorne one from whom they

are trying to hide their deeds of darkness, ' and 1 could

almost stop to plead in favor of that lingering love, that they

turn back from the beck and call of temptation to, that other

wholesome course wt%ich yields reward both here and here-

after, I cannot help this strong sentiment that surs within
my breast. I love the beauty of blooming human nature

1 like to see the glow of, physical and moral health upon its

beaming countenance, and the stimulus to noble purposes

in its restless heart, but it seems as if this never can be again

with the majo,,,
It is a sad outlook Cousin Bessie, but there must be

a remedy somewhere," I suggested, full of the enthusiasm
which had characterized lier rernarks.

" Rernedy ? Ves, of course there's a remedy," she

ýretorted emphatically, " but the world's votaries have

elbowed it out. What can one expect from a baby girl

./rywho has been brought up for the world, but that she shall

be of the world':> Little misses who can waltz before they

know the 'Our Father,' who are taught manners before

morals, and at-e given for their absolute standard ' what

others will say.' Can they become good wornen ? It would

be a paradox to -ýuppose so. And our boys in knicker-

bockers who sinoke ciaars and buy ten cent novels, who

speculate in the market of experience with ill-gotten gain,

who form opinions oUife from dime shows and contact

with veterans in vice; can they grow in virtue and

integrity after such an initiation as this ? It would be

nothing less than a moral phenomenon if they did.

Yes there is a remedy, and its application is needed at

the vM root of the evil. Let fathers and mothers look

abroad over lZhe heads of their prattling offspring, and realize

the fate that is aývaiting them if they do not take proper and

timely precautions I attribute much blame to them because

1 have seen results of their carelessness grow and magnify

under my own eyes.l>

Here the door-bell rang violently, and interrupted

cousin Bessie's wholesome homily on the social irregularities

of the day As lier hands were still buried in flour 1 started

to my feet and answered the hasty suminons. A man in
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ragged attire stood leaning against the outer post of thedoorway. His soft hat was slouched over one eye, and histurned-up faded coat-collar but half-concealed the fragmentsof a soiled shirt front that lay open on his breast inside.When I confronted him, he advanced a step and said, withhis eyes directed towards his boots
CI Will you give me a little help, miss, for God's sake. Iam starving and can get no work."
Cousin Bessie from her place by the window could hearhis words, and coming to the door, she looked at him fromhead to foot. He was young and stalwart, though sodestitute.
Il i Wili give you some work and pay you well for itshe said. Come, you are a strapping young fellow andwon't find it hard to do."
He was silent for a moment and still kept looking athis dilapidated boots.
" I will give you the price of an honest, independentsupper " she continued, CI that is better than begging it. Youwill relish it, I know."
Il It's done ma'am » said he kicking his dusty toesagainst the step where he sood. CI show me the work."Cousin Bessie looked significantly at me and led himout to where his occupation lay. As zthe turned to, leavehim, with a strict injunction to do it well, he raised his hatfrom. his head and turned reverently towards her.CI MI do it as well as mortal. hands can do it ma'amhe said with a tremor in his hoarse husky voice CI You'rethe first woman as has spoken a kind word to me since-sincc.>-I buned the one that'ud have made my life différentif she'd livecV

" Your Tnother ? Asked Cousin Bessie gently.Ci No, ma'am, she was more, she was my wife, but onlyfor a year. When I lost her I lost my luck and my courage,and everything. Pve hardly done a day's good since."He drew the back of one brawny, dirty hand acrosshis eyes and turned away his head. ÇQusin Bessie waslooking at hirn with a great pity in her coutitenance.
Have you a child ? " she next asked.
One, maam, a Iittle girl, but not like the mother."

1
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Where is she ?
On the streets, like myself, begging her bread and

going to ruin," he answered in dogged despair.
Il How old is she ? " cousin Bessie asked, with renewed

interest.
C& Maybe thirteen or thereabout, ma am, poor, small

thing," he replied with a dash of fatherly love.
Il Can she read or write ? " was cousin Bessie's next

query.
Il I couldn't say, ma'am. I never taught her. Vve

been a heartless wretch and didn't mind about her much.

Il 1 am afraid you have done her a great injustice,"

said cousin Bessie, turning to re-enter the house. -l 1 hope

you will try to make some amena"s. Begin your wark, like

a good fellow, and I will see you again before you go."
She came back to her duties in the kitchen with a

thoughtful face and a slow, measured step.
Il Is your hero in rags at his work ? " I asked playfully,

when she had closed the door behind hér.
Il Yes, I am glad to say," she answered, Ilmanual labor

is what these fellows want. I shall keep him, busy until

evening, now that he has started, it will only cost me a few

pence, and it will keep him out of so much harm."
There was a pause of a few moments after this. Cousin t

Bessie then looked up and said, half regretfully: c
Il I wish I had a few spare dollars now. 1 could, per-

haps do some good with them."
Il What is youi- latest freak ? " asked I, returning her

steady glance.
Il I would hke to send for his little girl," said she, "the SE

winter is coming on, and there will be extra work to do, in 0
consequence. She may be smart enough to clean our win-

dows and wash the %ainscoting. She could run errands and cc
answer the door for a trifle, and we might teach her her SI

prayers and 'ner catechism. and send her to church on Sun- e

(Jay, which is never done for her now." ar
Buf,, --e%u do not know who or what she may be," «Y Cc

:-trgued dissausively. 
0

0 >ý 91W

That b nothing, she Persisted. She is only a an
chil& and our house is so small that no harm can be done de'

1 
1
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in it unknown to me. I think it would do her good-ifshe came. Vou and Zita might take an interest in her andmake something respectable of her poor, em pty life. "Il Perhaps you are right, Cousin Bessie," 1 conceded,"let us send for her. 1 can easily afford to clothe her , itwill be such a pleasure to me to contribute towards thesuccess of one of your good works."
And so we sent for her. Next day she arrived, carry-ing a miniature wooden box in one hand and a little oldfaded umbrella in the offier. She was small and dark, withsharp, black eyes and pale features Her short hair clustered thickly around her brow and over her ears, frornwhich hung suspended a pair of long brass ear-rings. Aring of the saine valuable material was conspictious on onesmall finger. She mras very ragged and careless-looking,but had an intelligent sparkle in her quick glance thatdiverted one's attention from, her appearance." What is your name ? " asked Cousin Bessie, admittingher into the hall.

Il Snip, ma'am," she answered, sweeping a glance from.the. ceiling to, the floor.
Snip 1 " we bot-h exclaimed.

Well, that's what the Grimes and the Dwyers and allthem calls me, anyhow," she argued, with a perfectly placidcountenance.
Il What does your father call you ? " cousin Bessieasked.
Il Sometimes he says qittle 'un,' and more times ît'sgirly.' I ain't particular about names, ma'am, suit your-self," she said, without a change of expression, wluch was oneof stolid earnestness. 

&
Il Well, then, we'li call you 1 Girly' for the time being,>;cousin Bessie interposed, smiling and directing a glance ofsly amusement at me.
Il 1 hope you will be a very good little girl while youare in my house and we shall all be very good to you,"Cousin Bessie began in a premonitory tone. l' You mustgive up your old ftiends now and listen to us insteadand here she paused, as if the next sacrifice had to bedehcately proposed. 1 don't like to sý>e those ear-rings

1
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nor that ring with you, they are not becoming to a poor

little girl. "
Up went the two small hands to the ear-rings, which

were hurriedly dragged out , she pulled the tight brass

ring from her finger, revealing a dark blue circle where it had

lain, and gatherina theni together in her little palm. she

looked us straight in the face and said with great

earnestness.
tg D'ye suppose I care a continental for finerv? " Then

curling her red lips as if she had discovered that we so mis-

judged her, she shook her bushy head sideways with an em-

phatic gesture and said with a fiery indignation, which

arnused us intensely 
.1

Il Not 11 1 hate it ' I wol e it for spite. l'Il give this

to elther of you ladies now, and l'Il never ask to lay eyes on Ir
it again. " ýv -

Cousin Bessie took thern from her saving
You look better without them, Girly " then changing 1 t

her tone to one of gentle, solicitous enquiry, she asked the MI
pert little stranger 

in .

'-- Dc, you ever go to church, Girly, or say any prayers?' 0111,
The Child's face became shadowed foi a moment and be

her lips quivered. When she spoke, her voice had lost its 9.

bright carclessness, it was low and broken. .7
wit

l'Il tell you the truth ma'am, if I died for it. Praps r Ph
you'Il thÎnk , -ie awfi, 1 wicked but l'Il tell you, now you asked did

me. One Sund morning I was walking past the big ber
church in the far -id of the town, an' the bells began to eat

ring and ring, an' s .3 Il 1 1 think l'Il just go in an' watch ThE
them prayin' but when I peeped in no one was inside. I
0 

chic
turned to the man that pulled the ropes an' asked hir-Li when she

it 'ud begin. 'In fifteen minutes' says he, like a growl, plea
4 this is the first bell.' So I ran back to our house, for father befo
and I had a room then with the Grimes, an' 1 got some 1 wa
water in the little basin an' washed my face an' hands good shaw

W clean. I brushed my hair down an' took out my green a wh
shawl that I keep clean an' whole for sometimes, an put it away

on. I got back in lots of time to, the church an' crep' into ) 1,

one of the big seau, waitin' for the music to begin. In a an .
turne

few minutes, along came a grand little lady, all dressed in "C

.Tlie Docto->-s Dait,,crhter.186
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ývIth Ilow hair and a big bonnet, an> tlenianwith lier, an a gen
'ne out she stood at the door of the pew an> beckone"'l'here's rnicin enough for us all, Miss , 1whispered> pushing f >arther down the seat, but here the,gentlernnan. rapped his stick on the wood an' said so crossHurry out, hurry out there '"Here her voice broke -nto a sob whichi however shswallowed bravely, and went on after a moment'%- 

5
" SO 1 went then to another, a little one with > pause
it, 'cause 1 thought rand no cushings on9 People didn't own that, but 1 wasonly there a little while when a fat woman came rolliny upto nie an' catcliiný me by the arm said> 'Here 1 am no-tpaý in' for thi- pew for other peo le to sif- in, ýthis is MyPow was mad then, I knew she wasnyt a lady, an; 1inade a face when I was gýu"LSsls P ettin, out., an says Oh, dearorpoise, Who said it wasn't your pew you want awhole pew to Yourself anyhow' The aisles wa;s all wet, forIt mras a rainy mornin', an' I wasn't goin, to kneel there withmy green shawl on, so I made a bold stroke and dartedinto another pew 'Phis time ýtwýas alright - this was a keptone for Strangers, an' I had it all tO Myself The musicbegan, an' oh f it was so nice was quite gettin' over allmy temper when such a swell of a lady came up the aislewith -such a swell of a entleman, an' landed in beside me

r 
9 ýPhey didn't turn ine out, cause they'd no right to, but theydid worse She looked at me an' turned such a inouth onber, then gathered up her fine flounces as if I was goiW toeat >ern, an> looked at the gentleman sc complainin'AikeThen she pulled out a little bit of a red and white handker-chief, an' hides her nose in it 1 knew well enough whatshe was up to, an' didn't mind her at first, but it ain'tpleasant havin' people makiný faces an' stuffin' theii nosesbefore you, aW so I got up an" asked ýen-i to let m. e out. When1 was passin' her 1 gathered in my rags tight an' held niyshawl UP tO my nose just like she had done, an' says 1, in aa whisper, as if to myself. c oh, you dirty beggars, let me getawaY frOm you.' The people in the next pew looked backan' laughed, an' I saw the color risin' up in her face as 1turned away 1 left the church after that, an' says I there'snO "Oorn for the poor to be good , 1 giless I won't try it13

lie -Docto r s
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again ; an' you can bet I didn't," she added, with an

emphatic nod of her bushy head, and a sparkling wrath in

her black eyes.
But that wasn't right, Girly," said. cousin Bessie, && it

is not that way in every church , nor is everybody like those

three persons you happened to come across,"
'I It's equal to me, ma'am. ; I got. enough of «,it," she

retorted, quickly, 'I when its fine on a Sunday now, I go to

the grave-yard, my mother is there an' it's a big place,

there's room. for all kinds in it. 1 sit down an' cry a bit,

an' ask her to pray for the poor, for they have a hard time

of à here, but I don't think she can hear me, for Prn not

much the better of my prayers."
Cousin Bessie and I here exchanged glances again. Such

a hardened little heart as this waç in one so young We did ar

not remonstrate with her then, out attended to her more cir

immediate physical wants , there was something worth

caring for in the Ilittle walf, and we determined to do it wi

Slowly and surely. 1

Before the week expired we had initiated her into the, kn

nays of the house. and transformed her exterior, to begin of

with, into that of a civilized. and respectable member of the the
ZD of
çyreat human family.
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was corning on, as Cousin Bessie hadsaid eveiy leaf was blown from Its bough, andIt the Autumn sky waç; grayer and cloudier thar- everC;
It was a lonely seasone especially for one withsuch a heart full of memoriei as mine , the windspoke tu me in the most plaintive of whispers., now withthe voice of one absent friend, now with that of another.I had no definite grief at this period under the safe pro-tecting roof of my good, kind relatives only that there wasan emptiness about my comfort, which 'made it incompleteand not quite as satisfactory as it should have beenSornething was stirnng in my breast as if with flutteringwings against these fetters of the flesh Something wa-salways a.sking, always wishing, always urgin me, to do 1knew not what ' 7ediuili vilS f It is the ngerciless enernyof mortal, man ' the robb-'aýr of our pea%. ce, the skeleton inthe closet, the dreg in our pleasure-cup, the ruthless spoilerof our fancy-woven webs It is the separate sorrow ofnien and women, and is the surriming up of the storles ofall human lives

Some have grown weary of idlenessý pleasure andweaith, and some are more weary of cold and starvation,and toil . the student is weary of study, and the artist isweary of art. the viclous grow weary of vice. and greatmen grow weary of fame ; old men grow tired on theirjourney, and children get tired at their play., it is one ofthose " touches of nature " that makes our world becomeè'G kin." For a sigh îc- a whisper of sorrow, no matter whatbreast may have heaved it, and pain is a pali, tluck andheavy, laid over hopes that are dead.
Some of us have'strange lives 1 secrets, known only toourselves, that change the face of all nature before our eyes . 1we are sent adrift on every passing current, to explore thetruths of expenence for ourselves, and sad lessons some oftheni are, which we read through our gathering tears, andIcarn with a beating heart

CHAPTER Xilir
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As the auturrn months drifted on towards a bleak

November, 1 becaine more and more absorbed, looking

wistfülly out of the windows or sittinçy dreamily before the

fire 1 often thought of that better land, whither my angel-

mother hed flo,%N n years ago , rny father had gone there now,

too Would it not be well if I were with thern Only one

l'ilore little mound of earth, rising beside theirs, one solitary

livJe mortal falling back from. the weary pilgrirnage, and

Iying down to rest by thc, roadside, one heavy heart lesc-ý

among that throbbing multitude, one faint toiler more, borne

frorriL the crowded vineyard
With my elbows resting on my knees and My face

buried in my palms 1 sat and thoucTht of all such weird

possibilities, as 1 looked vacantly into the fire 'There are

times when the world, with its exuberance of pleasure and

wealth, is powerless to tempt or cheer us, when its Most

splendid pageantry is vapid and shallow to our tired gaze,

when its laughter and ýong are a noisy discord, that deafens

and distracts us 1 when its pledges and promises are

instruments of selfish purposes and hidden cunning, and its

policy, the exponent of a rabid and far-reaching materialism

These are moments, when our passions are at high t-ide,

with our conscience riding on the topmost surfact-waves , V
they are propitious intervals, if we choose to make the best t-
of them, or they may only be fitfül, breaks in the glad

illonotony cA our sensual, easy-goings lives-breaks, that our F

evil tendencies most often survive, seeing them rise, and hl
surge, and ebb, in féarless, defiance, and then quietly resuming E

their old sway, when the moral strugcrle has subsided 'b su
One afternoon, I made an effort to rouse myself from

this ýrrowing lethargy, which had begun to undermine the 9"

whole tenor of my character Zta and Louis were away, at Pr

their schools, and cousin Bessie was busy as usual over I)a

household duties, Girly was frying meat in the kitchen, and an

Îr > the frizzling, seething noises had almost sent me to sleep in

My chair, where 1 sat sewing It wanted a half hour yet of

dinner-time, so I put on my hat and jacket and sauntered

out into the open air. OfF
It was a bracing November day, the dead leaves lay hac

crisp and trodden by the, roadside, and the gray clouds the:-

1 1
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Ritted in their solemn silence across the low-leaden sky , alight wind swayed the naked tree-tops, and tinged thebeaming faces of pellestrians with a healthy roseate hueThis was a happy coatrast to my cheerless mood, and witha quickened step, I overtook the streaIrn of gayer peoplethat thronged the lively thoroughfare, and gave myselfwholly up to every passing distraction
I had no particular business to discharge, except to runaway from myself, and therefore every little peculiarity, eý, eryminute féature of men, women, or things, that suggestedthemselves to my «.iimless scrutiny were carefully reviewedand criticized I went placidl on now casting a passinoy b ZDglance on exhibitions of stale confectionery, now on adisplay of attractive millinery, aaain it was a ten cent'establishment, offéring such bargains as might puzzle themost economical house-wife, and finally my attention wascaught by a succession of da7zling windows ' with theirbewildering panorama of japanese fi tires and colouredbric-a-brac, windows crowded with fans and parasols, andvariegated lamp-shades, oriental tra s and çy-love-boxespieces of ware, from whose dirt-v çYreen surface emptlivpeered the paha faces of native"jàpanese there ere.t whisk-holders, and wall-baskets, and all sorts of ornanients%à trimmed in Japanese fabrics, lookinu coaxingly out at thepublic. 

ý3
r Scrolls and mats, panels and firescreens, whereon the
1 hand of art had caused to spring and flourish these sIender9 Eastern stalks, which sprout in drooping foliage, at theil summit of their lanky height. There was an endless variety,e gathered into this limited space , it was a scene which should-ètý provoke a regretful tear, for memory's sake, from theC. r patriotic oblong eye of any exiled Japanese
d My eyes still wandered over these many-hued trifles,,n and my mind was still busy with its vagrant reflections, when)f a gruff voice said in my ear
A N.,fove on there-do you hear.started, and saw Zita on one side and Louis on theOfher; they were returning from their day"s mental toi!, andIY had spied me loitering by the shop windows 1 joined

Is them, and in happy, careless concourse. wéa fr-f-%fi



way towardb our honie we reaclied the hou:De the

lamps had been lighted nd the curtains drawn , dinner

steamed upon the table alk, 1 sat down with rosy
Feeling better for rny w evening meal As 1

cheeks and sharpened appetite to n'y a letter, which had

was about to begin Mr Nyle handed me

arrived during my absence 1 took- it up and looked at it

curiously, a smile broke over my couritenance as 1 did so,

for 1 recognized Hortense% delicate handwriting

AU during dinner this welcorne little letter lay in rny

lap Every now and then 1 touched it caressingly, as if

trving to read it with my fingei-tips, and wondered how long

it would be before cousin Bessie would rnove her chair

away from, the table, that 1 might 'retire and gratify niyself

with its conýt,%ý>nts We hold
So much for human foresight and ýNisdoni !

our misery in our own hand, and we do not know it, we look

with impatient smiles and longing, upon that whose fruit 11;

sorrow for our hearts, and we cannot see it or realize it.

Dinner was over at last, and 1 glided away fron) the

happy circle to the quietude of my own quarters LIl lit the

lamp, and seating rnyself cortifortably in a rocking (-.hair,
mr and read as tollows

tore open my friend's lette ,

&c.N.lly dearest Arney

" 1 have looked forward with such impatient eagerne,;s

to this pleasure of ans%%ering your last dear letter, and now

that an opportunity occurs5 I hardly knoý% what to say to

you. 1-%Pt-2nse there is so inuch 1 Iniçiit tell, if it
1 -1-- .- Il

Perhaps ri 1:5
)nly time , when the finie cornes you, and only youq

were ( , %. for lu) prebent

shall know a115 you rnust not. blame nie. any way

reservel for at besti 1 could but half tell it ilow,

It is Sornething that hals lain on my heart, da) and

night, for some yearsi an(l that is likely at last to niake nie

happier than 1 have been for iinany a day. You will be glad

of it, because it will have made your poor Hortense so happý

it concerns some one else, about whomi you rnust have made
. ectures, since your recent visit to nie

înany strange coini
or 1 would have told you a little, but

was doubtful, thei, d see my way better.
now 1 féel more sure, an --

The Doctors -Daughier.
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However, 1 must not bewilder you with words in the,
beginning. 1 shall only repeat that I see much happiness
in the near distance for Hortense de Beaumont 1 Heaven
grant that nothing shall now come between me and this
long-looked for realization Mamma sends you her fondest
love, and c-M does your own HORTENSE"

You will be glad, because it 7,tlill have made your poor
Hortense so haP,0Y ? " These words seemed to, stand out

from all the rest, and attract my attention more forcibly.
" Some one about who.>,,? « vou must have made many strange
conjectures since yozer recent visit Io me." Ah 1 it was clear
enough to me now She may as weil have written her story

through ; but, was it not what I had expected ? What I
had prepared for P Why should the announcement of its

accomplishment shock or surprise me now? He was nothing
to me,-but a friend 1 as friends we had parted, and if we

ever met again, it should only be as friends-perhaps not
even as the fnends we were then, if he were Hortense de
Beaumont's husband.

I folded her letter slowly and quietly, and put it safely
away; I wanted never to see it, or read it again , it was the

story of my dear friend's happiness, and it should not bring
sorrow, or disappointment to me, so long as 1 professed to
love her., or sympathize with her So kind, so thoughtful,
so affectionate a little creature as she had ever shown herself
to me. How many of her heart's treasures she had freelyw lavished upon me during the course of our eventfül friendship'

If slTe had had the better fortune of the two, it was her

it luck, and she deserved it. " Heaven grant that nothing now

U4 shail come between me and this long-looked for reahzahon 1 "
,nt Poor child ! how fond she was of him, could any one cast

an impedim. ent between such loves as these?

nd I turned down the light, and left the room: there were
ý& laughter and merry-making below, perhaps they would hell-).lie me to, forget these gloomy thoughts. I- stepped lightlyad dowr., the narrow stairway, and entered the cosy siEting room,

M wherù the fa «"y were assembled, with a pleasant, carelessade nIlicountenance.
They were encraged in a lively discussion when 1 came

intotheroom; cousin Bessie'liadjustconveyed the tidings,
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that an invitation had been left that afternoon for Il Zita and

Amey " from Mrs Wayland Rutherby, asking theni to go

in on the following day, as Pansy and .0 Lulu Rutherby had a

young lady staying with them, and would like to introduce

her to their friends. Il Louis and Papa and myself' she was

just adding, Il are expected to drop in after dinner3 when

there will be music and a little dancing.'
Il Did you say we would go, Cousin, Bessie 1 put in,

coming towards her and drawing up a seat beside hers
il Of course, you will g0,ý she answered emphatically.

Sophie Rutherby is my old school-friendj and we never

iefuse her " Cousin Bessie, 1 have not been
61 But 1 prefer not to cro

out anywhere since-my fiâther s death
Il Nonsense child 1 you are not going to inope away

your young life like this," she broke in indignantly, Il how-

ever, if you have any scruples, you can come iway after

dinner, before the acti,ýe pleasures begin-there will be no

one there in the afternoon but you and Zita Sure1ý you

cannot object to that.
So it was settled., that we were to go to Mrs Rutherby's,

and the eventfül afternoon came in due time Zita was a 1

hale longer than usual before her looking-glass on that s

occasion, and was as pretty and fresh aS a mountain daisy,

when she came down at last to join me below

We were received with gushing, girlish enthusiasm, by

Pansy and Lulu Rutherby, in their rare and expensi-ve

toiles , they eere both pretty and lively, and we talked and c

laughed during our first half-hour together, as though we

had been old friends all our lives. Pansy and Lulu took

poor Zita by storm. , they showed their latest programmes R

of dances, ana" repeated for her benefit the newest

(ompliments which had been paid to them by tiieir respecti-e

admirers, since they had last entertained her. ni

Mrs. Rutherby and her senior guest, the mother of the hi

younger lady, sat side by side on a remote sofa e-.,-changina tr

confidential, whispers about their daughters. Miss 1,ong- se

field, the Rutherby's Il g-,srl friend, and I, of necessity found er

ourselves thrown together, a little way from the rest. She

was a tall, pale girl with a very high chignon, a very stiff

l'b ItA
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satin dress, and very queer Jittle shoes with verheels. y pronounred
" You belong to Canada, 1 suppose :.1 h e bega nlooking at me speculatively from head to eC& ýr footes, I have always lived here, I answered, returnincythe speculative glance and concluding that Miss LonglieldbyComplexion was decidedly sallow.

" Then you've been to Court. 1 oruessasked. n she next
bc To Court," I exclaimed, raising niy ioice and mveyebrows. 0
&c Why, yes " she retorted somewhat indignantly, lé-you'vegot Royalty over here, haven't you ? ""

94 ec Oh 1 now I understand,"' said 1 with a coý,,ert smile,YOu mean have I '%'Highness ?;l y ýeen presented to Her Royal
She nodded her chignon affirmative]y with a satisfiedair, and began biting her under lip, which operation,however, was immediately interrupted by an expressive-,,-Itinust be awfully nice 1>1
1 took the trouble to give my American friend alengthy description of our drawirg-toow receptions, in whichshe beca-me ardently interested. never interruptinar me untilZDI had corne to the end. She then surprised me with thequestion
"Don't you have any refreshments Y> put in a high key" NOt until we get home," said I laughing 4' Theceremony is virtually over when the people have beenpresented Il

This rather disappointed Fier, 1 am afraid, but whatcould 1 do ? She dismissed the subject surnmarily bytouching upon another new one-that of our winter sports1 had to describe the tobogganing costumes their effect atnight when bonfires were burning in the licinity of thehillsy the sensation of going down, and the excitement oftrudging back again to the top. She listened admirably andseerned thoroughly appreciative of my generous el-fort toentertain her. When I had finished, she rernarked very(juietly -
" It Must be real nice, and ever such good fun, but 1



1

could never try it it would smother me right there-1"m
always under doctors' orders, you knq:)W,)ý she added in a
subdued, confidential whisper, Il Fve got seven diseases ?'

Il Have you indeed ? " I exclaimed in genuine cor.-
sternation. 'l You don't look as if you had," 1 continued

by way of encouragement, but without effect, for she
interrupted me, fretfülly saying :

'& Oh, yes 1 do 1 Anyone would know 1 had anSmia,
1 am so pale, and dyspepsia, for 1 eat so few things, and
such a little at a time ; then there's dyscrasia, comes from.
poverty of the blood, and my palpitations, that prevent me
from. having any pleasures worth calling so , besides these,"
she added, putting he. reckoning finger upon her taumb,
" 1 suffer from neuralgia, and acute rheumatism, and," (on
the second finger of the other.hand, which represented
seven) Il an inflammation of the spine. So now, what do
you think of that ? d'

Il Well, really I am very sorry for you, 'poor Miss
Longfield 1 " I said. with an effort to let my sympathy

overcome my burning desire to laugh outright ; Il you have
been very unfortunate indeed, to have contracted so many
diseases at once."

Il Oh my constitution has always been weý-,ik," she
sighed I take some twenty different medicines, I believe,
she added, as if she were trying to frighten me out of the

room, Il you'd hardly believe it, I know, you are so healthy
Here we were interrupted by Mrs. Longfield's plaintive

voice reminding her invalid daughter that she had been
sitting Il to one %ide too long," and would "excite her spinal
inflammation" if she did not Il siraighten up against the
cushions of her chair."

Miss Longfield sighed peevishly, as she fell back. in n
languid obedience to this solicitous injunction ; she was ]c

constantly exposing herself thus rashly to the mercy of ti
her chronic complaints. Shortly after this, dinner was IL
announced, and we were mutually delighted, I expect, to re

find. the latest turn of our conversation, which threatened to bc
be flat and uninteresting, thus brought to a happy, though M
abrurt termination. or

As soen after dinner as manners would allow me to th-

The Docto,,o-'s Daughter.196
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leave, 1 bade 90cxl evening to n1Y ainiawere profus ble hostesses, Whoe in their regrets and expressions of disappoint-ment at mY early departure, and 1 sauntcred qtiietly bac- tocousin Bessiees house.
It was not yet dark thOugh the moon wais visible inthe clear sky, and relieved', to find m se-If once More allone1 walked with PurPOse]Y slow and leisyure steps towards m)homee rehearsing in my mind,, wth much genuine amuse-nient, my recent brilliant and highly intellectual conversationwith Miss Longfield.

As I direw near the Nyles) gate, Its familiar squeak andthe accompanying clash of its iron latches, broke upon mýear. 1 started, and' peering through the gathering dusk, 1saw the figure of a man turn into the street and striderapidly away in the opposite direction from the one 1 waç,then pursuing. My heart gave a ereat leap, 1 hardly kne%ýwhy, and the blood rushed into my facee somethiàg caughtin My throat and 1 gave a shoriy hysterical cough , I hadreached the gate, and the air around it was yet laden withthe scent of a rich cigare thougil the figure had Passed intothe distant gloom.
1 push,nd it open nervously, and it feil to with the same-squeak and clash as before. stopped for a moment, andeaning over the low railing 1 looked eagerly up and down,,,-he sileni street. The moon struazled through a feather)Cloud at this instant, and flooded%'the scene before me withits gentle light; 1 saw a figure againý beyond the shadows()f the tall> bare trees that lay ur)on the white moonlit walkit stopped, and tuir-ried sharply àround, a little red light wa&j>I'noving with it, back towards where I was standing.My heart beat loud and fast, as the footsteps drewnea-rer and nearer - 1 recoiled Impulsively behin-i the pro-jecting Post beside me: 1 was a coward at the last moment,the scent of tije Cigair becarne stronger and stronger, the11119 of advancing footsteps qulcker and louderthey hadreached theC gate and paused-there was only the postbetween us now. 1 held -rny breath, and did nrit dare tomove while this suspense lasted. Woul.1 he never moveon ý I aSked myself How foolish 1 was to bave w - 1there at all P itedI felt tempted to make cne bound and spring



198 Tlie Doctors Daughte?-

up the garden-steps, but 1 had not courage enough even
for this.

ýVhi1e I was busy with these thoughts, the interesting
figure receded to the outer end of the sidewalk and scanned
the upper portion of the house eagerly I then heard him

mutter an impatient Il Pshaw under his breath, and he
turned to walk away

AU my deserted courage rushed back to me the instant
I saw him. moving from me - I sprang from my hiding-place,
and leaning my arms tilDon the bars of the gate as before, 1
said timidly

Who is that P"'
'The figure halted suddenly and turned around In a

moment he was standing beside me witti his hat in one
hand , the other extended towards me

Why 1 Dr Campbell, can this be you 1 cried in
slow bewildernient.

Yes, Miss Hampden, it is 1 '"' he answered nervously,
Are you glad to see me? -ý

Il Glad P I repeated, half reproachfully, Il why should I
not be glad ? 1 am delighted to see you. Won't you come
in ?" I askedi, making a movement to open the ga-e.

Il 1 have just been to the house, asking for you," he
said. c& They told me you had gone out to dine, and they

could not say exactly when you would come back. I have
only to-day to spend in the town, and was feeling quite

disappointed at not finding you at home, when the clashing tof the gate arrested my atttention But tell me," he inter-
rupted gently, Il How are you, how have you been since 1

saw you last ?" i-,
il Oh5 I have been well enough, thank you. Cousin

Bessie is the very personification of kindness, and gives me
every comfort. I only hope you have been as well treated a

as I have," 1 returned, with an effort at ordinary civility ti

He did not answer immediately he looked away
infrom nie and then said. slowly'-

Ill have been pretty well-but not well enough. I
have been studying and working very hard."

What, yau P' escaped me before I could control -.st. fa c

He laughed. an odd little laugh and added du
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Yes-//ie have not gone out to a dance orpleasure party of any kind since-since you leftlived with MY books, diay and night ', 1 have
cg YOU must have had sonle ominous visionDr. Campbell ln Your sleci)ý" 1 said with unrestrained surprise,beconie converted tO gi toha-ve IlSuch -sedentary habits il, so shtinie. "' ort -L" Yes

cagerly, ý YOU are right, 'lie ansmrered curtly and s(inlewll,,It1 hac7 a strangeý beautiful vision that çthe fOlly and emptjnesý of showed,,,y Ilfe nlore I)Ialnly
hananything else could ever ;lave done, and I thank that vl,51,r)llthal 1 have been able to make amends in t1ille for the0MISSIons and transgressions Of the past '>1 was half frjg,ýtened at his earnest voice and seriotise\pression 1 hardly knew what to answer hin,did speak ý 'When 1e I was conscious of a trenior in MY voice thatIllust have betrayed something of the suspiclon his wordshad awakened in nie.

" Vour better life is worthier of you Dr Cainpbellnianaged to reply cc
You were disposed, 1 must admit, toma-ke '00 Ilttle of ý,,our energiesý which are above theordinary level. "

"It was hardly my fault,' lie said sadi), was in asort of stupor, 1 believe. 1 rejected the light of faith andMorals from My life, and tried to iniagiwa mi yself above It.What else col ',Id 1 expect but the result which followed >He was terribly in earnest, his brow was deepiy con-tracted and his face was whiter than the pale moonlight." Then you are a better man for it in every way,Perceive,11 was My timid rejoinderi hope so, Anie3 1 have tried hard to be.'ýwas startIed by thé mention of My own name in Sucha solemn tone . but My heart was swelling with a rushintide of sympatFy for the man who had so pronounced it.Then you will not rgret it5 believe me,' 1 said, infus-ing a ee buoyant encouragement into My voice.No, 1 wàI not, I feel sure,' he answered, disenzahis hands and leaning one elbow on tht bar to W- 9face in his palm. upport h'We stood for a few secondssin sil isduring which I ïooked abstractedIý- into the soace hpfnràa
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1 knew that hý.-s eyes were turned upon me, although
I could not see them. Suddenly he said in a low tone,
almost in a whisper

I wish I could read vour thoughts, Arney P
I looked at him quickly, and laughed. Before I had

tinie to make any reply, the door of the house was opened
ikvIde, and cousin Bessie accompanied by her husband and

Louis, stepped out upon the platform A beam. of lanip-
light fell full upon Arthur Campbeli's face, which was stern
and white he gave me his unsteady hand, and said
brusquely

Good-night t 1 will conie and see you to-morrow if
you will let me ?

ile raibed his hat, and bowing with a touch of his old
grace and gallantry, he strode away.C cWell, well Amey said Mr. Nyle, in a teasing voice
as 1 turned and confronted the faraily trio. I never would

ahave thought this of you 1 you might have told us something aabout it, Prn sure-eh Bessie ? "
6( Oh we have no right to know her little seciets a

cousin Bessie gently answered, while she drew on one
glove. Il A-iney is sure not to, do anything foolish, I feel

certain of that. Is that the gentleman who called to see you
a little while ago, Amey ? " she asked, with a very discreet
cunosity.

Il Yes, Cousin Bessie, it is Dr. Campbell, he attended
my father in his last illness, you know, 1 told you about

him," I explained very earnestly.
Il Oh yes, dear I remember ! he seems to be a very nice

person : 1 hope he will come again to see you before he
goes.1ý

He asked leave to, come to-morrow! " I answered Il 1
suppose you don't mind?'

Not in the least, child, why should I ? " she put in,
sornewhat playfully. Come Robert! come Louis she

added as she descended the steps leading to the gat%ýaý. We
are not over early. I hope you won't be lonesome, Amey,*"
she said, turrung back, with one hand on the open gate,

Not she," Mr. Nyle broke in, with mischief in his
tone, Il she'll keep hersélf busy with such pleasant thoughts

that she will never miss us-go on."
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He held the gate open until Cousinhad Passed out. -Bess-e and Louiswas standing on the topmosting to see then-i off, and Nyle step wait-

my attention, stiuck an attitude e 1001cing at me to attract
they had surprised Dr exact1y like eat in which- Canipbejlý leanin jUst as languidhupon the bar&

'e6 11()w s11"ýer-sweet bound lovers tongues b% night,Like softest musie to attending ears # Il w
He exclairned, in such a ridiculouSIY sentimental tonc, thatwe all laughed outiright, tand cousin Bessie pulling hiniforcibly away by the coa -sleeve, looked over his shoulderat me and said consoi-ingly

" Never rnind, Arney, he can't throw stones froin ciglass house . he did this kind of thing many a time in hiý,own dayyou know you did, Y> she added, linking her arinwithin his ' and turning her eyes upon his beaming face wiffia dash of revived tenderness and old love. 1 caught hisanswering glance, with. its accompanying smile so fuMi ofa deep irneaning, and the tears carne into rny eyes. I badetheirn good-night and went quietly into the house.



CHAPPIER XIV.

EXT day Arthur Campbell came to see nie, as hu
had said and in Cousin Bessie s humble hale

parlor, by the cheerful glawing embers, asked
me to become his wife. I might have known
it-perhaps I did know it, in spite of niy wilftil

pcr,ýerç%eness in denying it to myself, but I had not iniagined
iL to h, ke this. There was no thrill of joy for nie in the

sound o. his carnest voice, no definite sensation of that
happiness which is said to attend this circumstance, no

prospect of golden pleasures in the near future, that
%%otild find us united in these holy bonds.

It was a simple proposal of marriage frorn the lips of

a man I respected and liked; a man of talent, and wealth
and position, who flattered me by so generous Ln offer of

his love. There was a glow of fire about his sentiment ,
mine had none, and yet I could not have given him up at

that moment for all the world. I liked him, and I wanted

to teach inyself to like him. still more He had given up

the attractions of worldly life on my account, and had gone
back to the simple faith of his boyhood , he said my

memory had been his only safe-guard where he had hitherto
known no law, that I had II started up in the darkness of

his life " like a steady and hopeful beacon-light t-at
beckoned him on to better purposes. tc

Il Whether you consent to marry me., or not " said he fc

I shall always be the better of having known and loved ti

vou , and, if vou cannot love m-2 in return, it will satisfy you tf
.0

perhaps to ýnow that you have done me a great good
otherwise "' mi

1 sat in silence for a moment, listenir-g to the deel.)

vibrations of his solemn voice, ringing through the quiet ra.

httle room , the hand that supported my thoughtfül face sh

had grown cold and clammy, something weighed upon my ris;pregnant with sorrow or
heart like an unfolded mystery. .6

joy, I knew not which. lie stood beside me, leaning one
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elbow against the broad, old fashioned mantel, and lookinginto the fire-at length I raised MY eyes, and said with atimid voice.
1 do not deserve your lovee Arthur-though 1 wouldnow, 1 could, if it were in rny pc),ver. >," What do You mean Amey > Il he interrupted withsolemn enquiry.

1 fidgeted with the folds of rny drapery, for another fewseconds, and then answered nervously:" 1 hardly know, myselfey then lifting uP My eyes to hisserious face again, 1 said as fîLankly as 1 knew how. c, Youhave not asked me, Arthur, whether 1 have ever loved anyone else before ? Il
He kept on, looking steadily at me, until his blue eyesseem-ed to have penetrated the very farthest depths of mysoul ; then, he answered, slowly, and with thrilfingemphasis.

'l You have loved Ernest Dalton, 1 àknow. Is there anyone else ? Il
I dropped my lirls instantly and folded my hands tightlytogether . his words went througýh. and through me. 1 hardlyknew what to say next, but feeling that it was urgent upon'ne to speak in sorne way, 1 asked in a subdued tone, withmy eyes still lowered upon My folded hands," How do you know I loved Ernest Dalton ?,;He laughed, not gailv, nor carelessly, and taking a strideacross the room, turned a«end said" It is enough, that 1 know it, Amey. 1 don't ask youto confide your past secrets to rneneither do 1 blame. youfor having been attached to Dalton, he is a good fellow, andthough 1 arn not half as worthy as he is, 1 Dresume to covetthe same prize that he does--our luck is in your hands 1Ernest Dalton has never spoken to me, of love ormarriage," 1 put in hastily.

"And Arthur Campbell has said he, pausing in hisrapid strides again, and standing close beside me-41 thatshould Make some différence ? 33" So it does, and 1 give him the preference! 
1 said,

rising fron*l rny seae and extending my cold, nervous fingerstcwards hirn. It is true that I have dwelt upon Ernest14
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Dalton's memory with a glowing, girlish enth-usiasm 1 have

thought of him by day and by night. 1 have fancied my

love returned, and imagined how happy we could be together.

1 have watched him with ýealous eyes as he came and went,

in and out of our circles at home. 1 have vnshed him near

me, when I was desolate and miserable, and could endure

no one else-but now, I would not have things différent
from what they are - all that can be a finished, sealed

irrevocable past to you and me. I will maM you, if you

are satisfied with. my disposition ; I will devote my whole

life to your happiness, Arthur, and if I can help it you shall

never have cause to reproach me, or regret the step you

have taken. If you love me, you will not find it hard to

trust me enough, even for this 1. "
Il Amey, that is all I want to hear-you have spoken

openly and honourably, you have done me the fullest jus&-ice

I could ask. I believe your Simple, earnest promises, I could

not do otherwise, it would kill me toi doubt you now. I

shall go back to my toil with a lighter heart than I have

had for many a day."
He left for home on the following inorning, and as he

rolled out of the depôt of our little town I sat alone by the <

fireside, where, yesterday, I had pledged myself to him, t

twisting and turning a sparkling diamond upon my finger. r

It was a handsome seal of our plighted loves; inside, on

the smooth round gold, the words "Arthur and Amey " with it

the date of the month and year were neatly inscribed. a
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CHAPTER XV,%

LICE iNferivaie came home for Chris4mas
the early part of Dember. 40 y that Ù% j;n

She had been an-nounced fOr weeks before, and her immediate circlewere considerably aetated Over the welco 
i -

ings, ai',Id in quite a flutter of conjecture and expectationconcerning the resuit Of her extended trip.Two d2YS after ber arrival 1 received a hasty little notefrom her, in which she insisted Upon myholidays with her, as she bad thousands going to Spend the
()f tO'Pics to discusswith me, and was longing to, lay eyes on me again after soPrOtracted an interval of separation.

The prospect was a Pleasant One to nie; that interva,tO which she alluded had brought me nnany a on forwi-hlng to return tO n'y old hOrnei for a littie so*Journ amongthose friends and scenes that had Special cwms upon Mymenory and affections. 1 submitted her kind offer to,cousin Bessie for a decision and was Of COursey encouragedto accept it, on the 8rounds'that 1 had never taken a day ofreal recreation bincc. 1 had come to Ilve wth her.The day before 1 left was snowy and windyý and coldIt was My birthday. Cousin Bessie took nie by the hand,and leading me into the sitting-room after lunch sai" Sit thereg AmeyjI, motioning me to a low r ý 'd
stood on one side of the fire while she d ocker that
chair for herself on the other, J rew up an easy

With wondering surpris Il 1 want to talk to youY)
and 100ked at her wt e 1 threw myself into My seat

her to begin. h eager Inpatiencee waiting forShe did not lose nuch timç,picked up her knitting frorn only while she
a wOr-k-basket on the tablebeside her. When she had put her needle safely th.u 

e
lifst stitch she turned her eyes kindly upon me and began:Il SO this Ïs Your birthday, Amey ?rernember the day you were borft, weIL Poor Arney

1 never thoi4ht atthat time the world would be such a.,, Il,, ashown 'tself tO b. never expected 1 't as Since
would be caliedupon to offer you the shelter of rny humble roo£
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rocked rnyseî siowly tc and fro, and with a sigh

answered :
6'What would 1 have done without you, Cousin Bessie?")

This brought a sudden thouaht into my mind , it wasc ssed my mind before.,
so strange that it should never have cro

I looked up quickly into cousin Bessie's face and asked

with a puzzled and eager curiosity
il How did you come to know 1 wanted a home, Cousin

Bessie. Who told you Of MY father's death y'

She laughed a quiet, suspicious little laugh and then

replied :
Il 1 have been waitiag for this question ever since you

came, and it has been,?. continual wonder to me that you

have not asked it. However. 1 wil! tell you all about it

to-day, and à is a long, long story from the beginning,»

said she, laying her knitting down upon her lap and taking

off her glasses, which she wore only while working.

Il Your likother and 1, as I told you already, were

brought up toget-her in her father's house She was as like

you, my child, as your image in the glass, and on this

account 1 have felt that ever since you have been with me,

1 have been living my Young days over again with my poor,

dead Amelia, that was as dear as life to my heart 1 1 have

told you about our school days and earlier experiences 
1

will now tell you the strange sequel, for 1 think it is time

you knew it.
When your m-)ther was in her eighteenth year she

went to, visit a widowed aunt of hers who was very

wealthy, and whose entire fortune was supposed to be

accumulating for vour mother's ultimate inheritance.

IN'hile she was there s1he met a Young studec who fell

viclently in love with her, and whose regard'she fully

reciprocated. They were both young, and handsome and

ardent; both well educated and highly accomplished, and

bothdevotedly atttached to each other. When your mother

came back he nearly died of loneliness and grief, and she

was little better, moping around the house in quiet corners,

brooding over the fire and losing interest in her former

occupations. Fler father noticed the change and suspectïng

the truth, discountenanced it from the very first. He did
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not say rnuch to Amey herself, but I saw that he wasresolved to throw impediments in the way of their love)spirogress- He called. it 'stuff' and in h!s desire to suppressand condemn it, he was warii-dy SUPPorited by his ivnaidensister, who had long ago decided that Ameys husbandbhould be entire-ly of her choosing, and should be one whosesocial p '
the osition would restore to the Hartney family Soi-ne ofprestije which they had lost through reverses,"Arner's mother was dead at this time, which accountsfor the doniestic reins being altogether in the severe MissHartney's hands. For awhile, however, all bade fair toprogress favorably between the Young people, some letterseven had been exchanged between them, when one dayMiss Hartney came sailing into the library with a covertlight of triuniph in her little piercing eyes, with theannouncement to your mother, her father and myself, whowere seated around the table h our diflèrent occupations,that she was 'going off for a few days, to Aunt Liddys, 1and wanted to know whether we had 1 any messages tosend ?'

" The color rushed into your poor mother's cheeks. Shebowed her head very low over her papers and muttered .gc G Oh yes, give Aunt Liddy my fondest love and tellher I am niaking all haste with the screen I have promisedher. I shall send it to her in less than three weeks,' sheadded, daring now to look up when her agitation hadsubsided.
qW1. & ' Perhaps you would rather take it up yourself, ehsaid her aunt, pinching her ears in malicious playfulness.' I guess 1 know something abou*b.'» this screen for AunLiddy, it is a screen in more ways than one-ha-ha,' sheexclairned in taunting inockery, but still with an effôrt tokeep up a simpering pretence to good-humor." Your mother was afraid to say a word, her father hadbrought her up to look upon this sister of his as a limb ofa jealous law ' that would crush or annihilate her if sheslighted or disrespected her in any way. But the crimsonspots came back into her cheeks, and she fell into a süllen,indignant silence, that lasted long after he: contemptiblerelative had left us with her incisive good-byes. That was
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a fatal visit for your Poor mother's hopes , when her aunt

returnzxd she was armed to the teeth for her combat , it

began the day after her arrival; she had invited herself to

come and sit with us as we busied ourselves around the

table in the library, as before; she wheeled her chair

towards the window, and leaning back among its cushions,

she began artfully .
111 Aunt Liddy was asking me what would make a nice

wedding present, girls; she expects to be called upon to,

make one very soon ; » the color crept into your niother's

cheeks, ancl her brown hair almost touched the paper she

wrote upon. Il I told her 1 would ask you," Miss Hartney

added, pointedly, Il as you're likely to know more about

modern tastes than V'
CI 1 It depends on the sort of person it is intended for,' i

said, very indifférently, without looking up from my work ;
Si no two people appreciate the same gift in exactly the same

way2)
Ci 'Well, Aunt Liddy does not know very much about

the prospective bride; the groom is her ffiend, he is a young

student of the University there," your mother paused, but

did not raise her eyes. 1 His name is- _Dalton,' Miss

Hartney went on with an insinuation of malicious triumph.

Cousin Bessie 1 cried, leaning forward with quick

eagerness and interrupting her story , CI Dalton, did you say .

"I Yes, Ernest Dalton , " she answered me quietly.

Ernest Dalton whom you now know, and who is the

cause of your being with me to-day." t

I looked at her vacantly for a momen4 and falling back i.

languidly in my seat, muttered faintly, Il Go Qnbi) y
Il Where was I ? " she iesurned, looking wistfully into- a

the space between us; Il Oh, yes-where Miss Hartney IN

pronounced Ernest Dalton's name so flourishingly-your CI

mother looked up at her with a blanched face when she Yi
sud this, and asked: g(

Do you know for certain that what you say is true ?

Oh ! my dear Amey really-you. frighten me,," her fc

aunt exclaimed, with dilated eyes and recoiling Lesture, tc 1

am sure I ' çan't say whether it is Gospel truth or not, 1 qnly c

know what I heard and what I saw ai
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id What >5YOU saw? your mother interrupted, huskily,What did you see, Aunt Winnie ý "
" 1 saw this Mr Dalton paying such attentions to aYoung lady while I was there as would convince anyone ofthe t*ruth of the rurnours that are afloat about himý )% shesirnpered out, half-defiantly.&& His sister, perhaps:YY your mother muttered, knockingher ivory pen-bandle nervously against her white teeth.id & Noy indeed-nor his cousin neitherl Miss Hartneyretorted 5 with a covert Iittle sneer, id what is it to y-ou anyiway, child, Who she is or what he does she then askedwith cruel mischief

id It is all the world to, me, Aunt Winnie," your mot*erinade answer, rising up in solemn dignity, with a white faceand quivering lips, " It is my life to me, for 1 love this man."" Whatever are you talking of, child ! " her auntscreamed, leaning her thin hands on the arms of herchair, and bending towards her niece in furious consterna-tion. " Pretty work this is; how wiII your father like it, 1wonder, >3 sbe gasped, sinking back again among her cushionsin a dry rage.
" 1 don't care how anyone likes it ' said your motherquietly and sadly. 'l am old enough'now to know rnyown duty. I shall love, and marry whoever 1 please."" Well ! upon rny word-you don>t mean to say sodo you, Queen Amelia ? Y Miss Hartney returned in coldirony. 1 Well then, my dear, you had better be wider awaketo your own interests' she went on 'for your first attemptis going sadly against you already, poor child. Pm gladyour choice pleases you, you are not fastidious- -but to allappeàrances your regard is not reciprocated very warmly.May be, he is only amusing himself during your absence, Icanjt say. He would be a great fool not to take you whenyou are so willing, and aunt Liddy is so fond of you, andgerting old now-but it lis evident that he enjoys the socief.ýof the other girl. Aunt Liddy herself, with all her partialityfor you, confessed that Ernest Daltons manner is muchn)&è cliMant and reserved with you, than with this InezCampuzano, with her S « Danish beaýty, étione to intoxicateany silly, sentimental youth.
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e "Go on, aunt Winnie, said your sufféring mother,

looking up at her tormentor, with a glance of reproachful

sarcasm. 'Go on,' this is verj comforting, and you seeri

to relish it. MThat else ? '
Il 1 What else ?' Miss Hartney repeated, with all the

dainty sarcasm, of a disappointed old maid. 'Well ! since

you will know, child, 1 may as well tell you-the brave Mr.

Dalton is not alone in the field ; he has a powerful rival

one of those dark, heroic-looking Frenchmen of high birth and

fierce tempers. He swears he will have Mlle. Campuzanes

hand, or Ernest Dalton's heart-blood-at least this is the

story I have heard ; she, in all her rich southern foreign

loveliness, plays a becomingly passive part, and is wooed,

they say, first by one and then by the other. If I were you,

Amelia, 1 would never marry any orne who was not more

faithful to, me, than this, there will be little happiness in

store for you, if you do ; he has plainly sliahted you, in

giving cause for such vile. rumours while I was in the town,

and could hear of his unbecoming behaviour-give him up

child he is altogether unworthy of you.* Miss Hartney

added, infusing something of a would-be sympathy and

solicitude unto her shrill accents.
Your mother stood for a moment toying nervously with

her white, trembling fingers. She was so proucL My poor,

dear Amelia, and this tiunting intelligence smote her to her

heart's core. She swallowed a great choking sob, and drove

the blinding tears that lay upon the surface of her large

,eyes back into the deep caverns from. whence they had

sprung. She then sat quietly down, and resumed, her writ

In a month froïn that date, my dear Amey," cousin Bessie

added in a low hushed voice, 'Il she was married to your

father, Alfred Hampden, who had wooed her in the mean-

time."
The hot tears were rolling down my cheeks during this

latter part of rny mothers love-story, and when cousin B

looked and saw them, she buried her own face in her hands,

and wept silently for few moments.
,11 And how did it end ? 1' 1 asked through my sabri,

impatient to know «M detail.
Sadly enougb" saià' coumn Bessie, wiping her êyS
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with a little linen handkerchief, and folding her hands onher kneý-%s. The truth came out when it was too late.Young Dalton's actions had been misconstrued by a
mal'c'Ous rumor, as many a cyood person% are. He hadinterested hirnself somewhat in Mlle. Campuzano at therequest of the very man who, it was said, had determined tomurder him, being a devoted and earnest friend to him. allalong. He waited patiently for a 1 ' ittle while, thinking itwould all come right in time ; at length, he wrote such apleading letter to vour mother, urging her to renew her oldtrust in him, and t do him the justice, if not the kindness,of believing lus solemn assurances, before the careless gossipof their mutual enemies. This letter reached our house onher wedding-day after she had left for her honey-moon trip.

" Shortly after her return, her aunt Liddy died, and asshe was left sole heiress to the money and property, she wasobliged to go to the funerai : there, she met Ernest Daltononce again. I believe their interview was heart-rending -she had her dignity es the wife of another man to sustain '
and he had that chgnity to respect, but he cleared himselfin her eyes, and they bade one another a long farewell inthe stillness of the death-chamber, with only the peacefulslumberei, Who lay with the eternal sleep upon lier colddrooped lids, as their witness and their saie-guarcL

" Your poor mother was never the same again, andsuccumbed to the very first trial that beset her after this.
She died,' while y0u were yet stniggling into existence.Heaven had pity upon her blyahted life, and called her from.the world of shadows and sighs that encompassed her roundabout. They repented-all of them-when repentance wasonly remorse, and kissed lier dead lips with a passionatepleadkg for pardon, that was terrible to see.

" They christened you, calling you by her nam(à, andFérnest Dalton was asked to be your god-father: these werethe anly amends they were ever able to make. I hopeReaven was merciful to them all, for they are dead andgone now,» Cousin Bessie added, wiping fresh tears of bitter
from ber eyes) Il but it was a cruel wrong they didher-a cruel, cruel wrong," she repeatedswaying herself toand fro, and looking vacantly into the fire.



11 And Ernest Dalton is my guardizn, rny god-father
1 said in a husky whisper, leaning towards her.

9& Yes dearvdid he never tell you ? He couldn't speak
of your mother, I suppose," she answered when 1 had

shaken my head in a mute reply to, her question; Il he
couldn't, God help him. 1 heard he carries her picture and

his to, this day, in a little locket on his watch-chain, and that
he lives in voluntary singleness, determined that no one
shall ever replace her in his love,."

The tears were swimming in my eyes again : something
throbbed and burned within my head, and my heart lay full
and heavy in niy breast. I ternembered the little locket 1
had found, and saw Hortense's and niy mistake about it
now ; but I would not speak of it then, I could not. 1
thonght of Hortense's mysterious letter, and puzzled over it
in Painfur confusion, but 1 would not mention that either,

until it had shown me its meaning more definitely. One
thing I chd ask, with a trembling, unsteady voice -

Il What became of this Miss Car--%puzano, did you hear,
Cousin Bessie ? "

" She married the Frenchrnan, dear, as she intended
fram the first. She fiked the narne and the prospect

a.1together of becSning his wifé."
What was his name ? "
Bayard de Beaumont, a good one it is I believe."
Bayard de Beaurnont ! " I fairly sçreamed after her.

Oh, Cousin Bessie," I cried-Il how very strange all this
is, my nerves are on fire with agitation. 1 know him. I

have met him, he is the brother of my liffle friend Hortense,
whose family narne I never happened to tell you."
1« Well ! that is the man, and a poe prize he had iti

his Spanish beauty," cousin Bessie went on. Il She was as -
zling as the sun4ht, and as beautiful as the fichest

exotie, but she was as heartless as a stone. Ele was the
maddest man in love, they said, Lat ever lived. He made
an idal -of- that woman and simply wershipped her, and she
simed upon him, the cold cmet traitrew, as she sinited upôÊ

everybady-;-ý won his heait and bis senses with her artfâl,
wiles, and in the belief th- at he was rich, as well ýa9 high-berfi,
she married him." 4 0 q

212 DOCMrIs Dt7dghter.
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" And they were not happy ? Il I put in eagerl>
Happy Cousm Bessie reffltm with IL a las emphasis.
le don't Üienk fliey were happy- at the' close of their

wedding-day. She whohad been all siniles, all sweetness
before3 showed herself in her true colours then. I have

been told, that while they were traveling on their wedding-
daY, she coolly remarked to him tha'-, 'there was no reason

now why she should take the trouble to be always in a stupiid
good-humour, that he had taken her 1 for better, for worsie,'and if it was 1 for worse ' she couidn't help it.»

" You can imagine how broken-hearted he becarne,"
Cousin Bessie Proceeded, seeing how impatient 1 was tolearn the whole story. Il He grew morixd and gloomy atfirst, now appealing to her with the remnant of his former
fflsionate love for her, now indulging her every caprice,

thus hoping to guard against occasions that might provoke
hçx quick and cutting sarcasm ; but he was always coldly
and cruelly baffled ; he had married beauty and grace, andexttrnal loveliness in the height of its perfection, but oh fw. hat a soul was coupled with all this ! " Cousin Bessie

exclaimed, shrinking into hersel£ Il She was the mostemÎnently qnd systematîcally selfish woman that ever lived 'and she lived to weep and regret it. When she saw that
her shameful behaviour alienated her from, the love her

husband had once cherished and professed for her, she
declared herself injured and deceived, and determined to,revenge herself. This she did, at the risk of her verv soul."'

" What did she do ? Il I asked in breathless enquiry.
" Had recourse to opium Il said Cousin Bessie with acurl of her lip, and a shrug of her honest shoulders. Il Andkept at it Il she continued, 'l until she brought herself to

where she is to day ! "
Where ? Il I asked again, in a hushed whisper.

To the mad-house 1 for she has become a raving
rnaniac. Her last subterfuge was too much for ber, and Ionly hope it may not have comprornised her eternal happi-ness,, in vainly striving to gratify a fiendish, unreasonable

wrathý and avenge imaginary wrongs. Poor thing, her
beauty was a gift to her! Y'

With the other strange features of cousin Bessie's story

ýl -, //
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still uppermost in my mind, it is little wonder that I sank
back dumfound-ed and dazed, into my chair, as these final
words resounded in my ears. 1 could see Bayard de

Beaumont, with his grave, solemn tace standiug under a
shadow of sorrow and gloom before me. What an infinite
sadness, his seemed to me now, when I knew all ! Anà My
drearn 1 How strange, how true it was. How well I knew

tfiat there was danger in that handsome face, with its
intriguirig loveliness, and its mock sincerity!

Tfe outer door closed, while I sat silently thinking,
and Louis and Zita came in with happy, beaming faces, and
their school-books piled upon their arms. Cousin Bessie

rose up, with a waming look at me, and kissed them both,
tenderly, in her usual way.

The subject of our afternoon chat was hushed in a
moment, and we gave our attention to the simple discussion
of doi-nestic topics, but it seems to me, if Zita or Louis had
been in the least suspicious they could easily have detected
the strained, unnatural efforts which cousin Bessie and I
both made to appear disinterested and free from distractions,
during the rest of that evening.



CHAPTER XVI

Y noon, next day, I had reached my old home, andwas folded in Alice Merivale>s warm embrace.How beautiful she looked, standing on the plat-form of the depA t as we steamed in? So tall,and graceful, and lady-like, so handsomely dressed'yso striking in every particular Il
I was proud to be claimed by her, when I came out'.and be led enthusiastically away by her, into their comfort-able sleigh, among their rich and luxurious robes: in twentyminutes we were at the house, where a cordial receptiongreeted me on every side
The news of my engagement had got ahead of methere is no bridling intelligences of this nature, whether theygo up with the smoke out of our chimneys, or creep throughthe key-holes of our doors, it is hard to say, but get abroad,they must, and do.
They are served up at the recherché repasts of fashion-able families, and keep time with the stitches of gossip-lovingmilliners and dress-makers , they are the great prevailingattraction at tea-socials, sewing societies and bazaars, andare not unfrequently discussed over the genial " rosy" orbehind a flavoured cigar. Rumour is the worst epidemicthat has ever visited humanity 1

But as there is nothing to be ashamed of, in half ofwhat Rumour says about us ' we may as well meet it with afriendly face, and this I did, when my old friends teazed orccngratulated me in their peculiar way. I shall not dwellat length upon the details of my first visit to mý old home :those persons and circumstances that rnay interest theread-Qr, more particularly, shall alone claim rny attention.Ernest Dalton was not in town, he had left sorne days beforemy arrival, and had given no definite promise to return at alate or early date. I only learned, that he had 11 gone away. -» 
1

Arthur Campbell, I do not coun4 of course, for 1 sawhim every day at least, sornetimes f ' 1.,wice and oftener, in the
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twenty-four hours ; and Alice Menvale ? She had her own
story, which I may as well finish for the reader, as 1 pass by.

She had been home, about three weeks, when a dashing
young Englishman took the Capital by storm. One of those

tall, lean, wiry-looking fellows with clothes so well-fitting
that a pocket-füll of bank-notes would have utterly destroyed
the desired effect. Fle wore very long and very pointed

shoes, and a peculiar littie hat, made of hideous tweed, wiffi
flaps tied over the low crown with fluttering ribbons. He

carried a tall, lean, w1ry-looking stick, not a bad counterpart
of himself, if it had only had a tweed cap on one end, and
a pair of tooth-pick shocs on the other, with here and there
a little slit for a silk handkerchief, or a reserved cigar. His

drawl was perfect, and his eye-glass as bright-as his wits.
In his outer pocket, he carried a little plush card-ca",

stuffed with little printed visiting cards, on whose immacu-
late surface, the name-Mr. Sylvester Davenport Clyde-
lay in conscious dignity and beauty. Away down in the left
hand corner, like a parenthetical guarantee of Mr. Clydes

imposing social standing, was neatly inscribed-Portland
Place, London, England.

..,.dr. Sylvester Davenport Clyde, of Portland Place,

London, England, a pleasure tourist in Canada, with a

(figurative) mortgage on every town he visited, and a claim
on the hand of one of Canada's fairest daughters.

It would be too hazardous of me, perhaps to declare

that he had no claim upon her heart, but with the most

perfect sanction of the most scrupulous discretion, 1 can

safély avow, that she never loved him, fot she owned to

rneý she did noL She latighed most boisterously at him,

when he took his maiden snow-shoe trapip, and actuaRy
displeased him with her ridicule, when he came up the

toboggan hill r an unfortunate stide, making strenuous
«efforts to shake the wet snow from, under his stiff, finen cue;

)ùs yellow gloves were sadly spoiled, and his eye-ghim brok«t ;
his bat was injured by being blown off in the descent, àM

there were other uW more grievous consequences whieh
need not be mentioned, sinS the mercy of the darkness

kept them the genemI vim
She married him, however, before he retumed to'
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Portland Place. Her father and mother shouldered theresponsibihty of paraphrassing his genteel pretensions byenumerating, for the gratification or envy of other Canadianhusband-seeke.rs4 the rnany titled connectms and irnme-diate relatives of their prospecuve son-in-law.
If all they said were true he must have been related tohalf the landed aristocracy ot that world-fained metropolis.What surprisd me, above and beyond all comprehensionwas, that Mrs. Merivale, for a lady who had completely'forgotten. that cc prepositions govern the objective case? ýý
could. remember with such accurate fidelity the endlesssyllables of these high-sounding titles, and the intricatechannels and by-ways. through which the original blueblood came down the stream of vanished. generations intothe narrow vessels that made Mr. Sylvester DavenportClyde's humanity sacred and precious to fashionable eyes.There was not much mention of whose son he was '

bis social prestige had a more remote source than. hisimmediate parentage He was greater as a grandson '
immortal as a nephew, a very idol on fashiods shnne whenhis relations by marriage were taken into account. He hadendless cousins of high-bred notoriety, who had again.married into still greater and grander 1àmi1iesý all ofwhom Mrs. Menvale now reckoned as easily at her fingers'ends, as she could the days of the week, or s=ons of theyear. In this brainless boy who was, and ever -inust be analien. to the finer susceptibilities and nobler aspirations oftrue and sturdy manhood, the Merivales were pleas-ed to see,,a full and happy realization, of all their fondest hopes. Alicewould be courted and flattered in the highest circles ; wasziot that what their drem had been frorn the first ?And Alice herseif was seemingly satisfied. Her betteruture had been crushed out entirely by her frivolouspas9nits and pursuit& There was no re-action now, no

.4 a up of the old &me which cast great ugly diadowsover ber other life. She had stifled ber struggling-convÀe 9 laughed its keen remonstirai to scorn,a»4 gow she was Not now would do hu but aeeaseless round of pleasures gay dLqmümm Nothingbut fegsting, and mary-making and son& ThSe must be
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no lull in the din of glad confusion, no pause in the ring of

that restless rnirth-that mock pacifier of human scruples

that sûrs and stirnulates us to-day, but that to-morrow drives

our deepest misery to remorse 1
They were married after naster, and such a wedding as

it waz ! Half the merchants of the town might have retired

upon their profits when it was over if they had had any

hankering after good society, which they did not happen to

have. Her bridal equipage, of course, came from

England and was chosen by the Dowager Lady Trebleston

a great-aunt of the groom, who was not at all distinguished

for any particular ability to choose a wedding outfit with

extraordinary taste or economy, but whose name lent a

flavour to the choice, as Dresden does to china, or

Cambridge " to sausacres,
It was quite disappointing to Mrs. Merivale if any of

her visitors f-ad heard of Lady Trebleston's name, in

connection with the bridaï array, before she had had the

opportunity and exquisite pleasure of imparting it. Still, she

had many such disappointments, for the news had spread

like wild-fire at its first mention, and floated through the

town on every lip, regardless of discrimination.
The wedding-presents were marvels of beauty and

wealth, and such an array as there was 1 Alice contemplated

them with many a sweeping glance of open admiration, which

was generally followed by the dancing of a light pirouette

around the room, and an exulting cry of Who wouldn't

get married after thac, eh, Miss Hampden ?
As this was not the time for remonstration of any sort,

on my part, I remained utterly passive throughout, watching

the proceedings in their origin and progress with a curious

and puzzling eye. Alice was full of the occasion ; she

danced and sang, and skipped about the house, in the

maddest manner possible, hugging us all around whenever

some new addition arrived to her already magnificent

collection of gifts.
Such a trying on of dresses, and mandes and hats

Such eridless speculations about the ultimate crisis of the

whole affair, and how it would all come off. What the

papers would say, and what people would think. Such an
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arranging of afier-sports, travels, and elaborate receptions.I expected the hair, of not only the mený woinený and chiid-ren, but of all the fur-bearing animals of the town whetheralive, or in door mats, to, stand rigidly on end withconsternation at sight of such realizations, and the teeth ofall the combs and saws in the country, to, water with envywhen the 'orreat climax would have arrived liNo one spoke of her marriage as a great and solemnchange coming into her life No one foresaw cheerfulglimp:es of a happy, domestic life, presided over by a steadysustainin,(,;» unity ot loves. No pictuires were drawn of quiet,fireside pleasures, in their future home, no praises utteredof a wonian's ïiallowed power to make life's burdens"easyfor him whose happiness she is frce to make or mar.&,ery one said how bright a star this dazzling bridewollid bilý 1 the coniet of many seasons, the cyno-Dure ofmany jln,alous and many admirinor eyes No one said :" how loving, how devoted she wi:>l be, a rnodel wife, apatient helpmate, the joy and corne-9 fort of her husband'sdays This was a minor consideration. 1 suppose , thev7orld -now's nothincf of thestc., stay-at-home little h e'-b ousewives,the angels of many a happy hearth, whose busy firgers,beainincr smiles and gentle accents are the rest "and refurseCof niany a toil-worn weaver at lifé's heavy loom To layaside the world's distressing carcs at sunsetb , to wiPe hismoisqened brow, and Il homew-ard Plod his weary way " tohis cabin small and lowly, where glows this cheerful love,n one dear breast, in one Sweet face, is tc the uncouth'Il plouchman " a joy, a comfort, which many a prince dothenvy
LE is not 1 who s-Y itý but our century bas provenbeyond a question 1 u ntortunetlý7, diat the full Cht-stianinterpretation of the Divine ordination concerning Ithosewhom God hath joined together 71 bas, like many otherprinciples of rigid morality, becorne for the most partdependant upon that honest, toiling, sterling mass ofhurnanity upon which society looks down wit'h a haughtyforbearance or condescending patronage. When we want atype of genuine manhood, let us leave the liorhted hall, where-gilded folly revells , let us leave the solemn chamber of15

P7ý2ý
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science and of art, men have chilled it with the, foul and

withering bresth of infidehty and materialism , let us leave

the busy arena of commerce, men are gloating over gain and

gold in their hidden corners; let us rest with that sturdy,

active, middle-class, where the mechanic's ingenious concept-

ions puzzle and captivate the most listless observer ; let us

watch the busy minds and busier fingers of those men, so

fascinated by their daily toil, that all the world outside their

,own great pursaits has become a power beyond them, which

they neither flatter, nor defy. If the labour of the right

hand be the touchstone of men's inward morality, then how

conclusively my theory is sanctioned by the black and

brawny fingers of the human industry, whose praises 1 could

sing forever ; there is no treacherous ambush in such natures,

Ps I speak of now; no hidden recesses, where the animal

man may lay in wait to assault or overcome the spiritual

man. Every lurking tendency to, evil is easily blighted by
that stimulating activity which brings moisture to, the fur-

rowed brow, which strengthens the sinewy arm, and stamps

its wholesome seal upon the broad and hardened hand 1

It stems odd enough, to, say, that among such are found

the greatest and noblebt pbases of humanity, and yet, is it

not so, ? Is not that man griCat and noble, whose honest

path lies straight within the precincts of righteousness ? who

has lifted himself above the power of sordid influences, who

looks upon mortai throes as the stepping-stones to immortaJ

joys? that rnan to whose watchful eyes the shallow side of

nature is ever uppermost, he who serves but -one master,
whose only policy is honesty, whose only stimulus is the

ever-abiding promise of a blissful hereafter, and whose

attitude towards his fellow-creatures is one of chzxity and

kind forbearance ?
I have wandered a little, while noting uown the details

of Alice Merivale's fashionable wedding, and though I féel

that it is doing Mr. Sylvester DavenPort: Clyde a cruel

injustice to, bring him, to the front again, beside such

pictures of exalted humanity as we have just been con-

templating, 1 owe it, in amendmenc, for my trespass upon

the readers patience, to proceed with the interrupted thread

,of my story, and can therefore only trust to the generosity
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of his disposition not to dwell at axiy length upon thecoinpro n"sing nature of the contrast, but to rernernber Mr.Clyde., in his more interesting character of bridegroorn, at averY showy and stylish wedding cerernony.When the great event had corne and gone, no one couldtell exactly whether half his or her sanguine expectationshad been fulfilled or not. 1 had an uneasy suspiclon, at t-etime) that the soundness of the farnilyes mental organizationhad becorne temporarity suspended, fron-, Mrs. Merivaledown-they seerned to have gone stark rnad.It was six weeks after the ceremony of pelting aglittering carriage with white slippers and rice, as it rolledaway frorn their festive-looking mansion, that Mrs. Merivaledropped down into an easy-chair one afternoon with thegreatest languor and physical depression, and declairing that'I those fashionable weddings were enough to knock a bodyup for a month," quietly fell asleep among her corafortable,cushions.



CHAPTER XVII.

HERE is only a little more labor for my Iong-used

wheel, and th.--à. threads of my uneven life will have

run on to, the crisis. 1 cannot console myself with

the thought that it has been watched through its

tedious progress, by loving or partial cylances : the

bobbin was faulty and stiff at turnes, and the worker grew

pensi-tre and weary. Sometimes, the sunlight broke over

my toil, and 1 sang to the wheel as it was rolling ; but

sometimes again there were shadows, and the wheel was

then heavy and slower. Sonietimes, the threads grew so,

tangled, that I sirrhed with impatience and worry , the weft

bears the marks in the weaving-they are plain, in un,%Nind-

ing the pirns-and still, 'twas a labor of IGve, this patchwork

of sunlight and sbadow, this discord of sorrow and sonc;
'i 'The fragment of a lue, howev,.,:.>r typical, is not the

smPle of an even web 'y said George Eliot, and who knew

the ý.-ature of the warp and weft of our hu-man fabric better

than t.1e %"-e ss from our joy to our soirow, as trie night

passes into the day , it is part and parcel of thut mechanisrn

of our daily lives, smilincy- and sighincr, we spin and we

weave 'till the twilight's gray dusk overtak-es us--then our

tired hands are folded together, and the '-\Iaster takes care

of the. rest
From Alice Merivale's wedding, 1 %Nas called to

Hortense de Beaumonts bedside. In the comparatively

short interval of our separation, she had wasted alrnost

beyond recognition. We ývere mista-en when we persuaded

ourselves, that she had bafiled her former attack , she had

never quite rallied, and when the Marc.-ý winds began to

blow, her frixii constitution gave way anew She drooped

so quickly, that it was too late when real danger was appre-

hended, to take her to a warmer refùgeý Madame de

Beaumont looked little better than her invalid daucrhter

frora weeping and worrying, when 1 arrived.
On the second day, only, was 1 allowed tosee Hortense,

r
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and what a change I saw ! there wàs death in every feature,every curve of her once beautiful face. She revived asusual, when I was announced, and wanted to sit up and talka great deal more than the attending physician would allow,orthanshewasreallyabletodo. 
Theytookadvantageofthisdesire of hl.>rs, to coax her to nourish herself more than sheWas wont

" If you take your prescriptions and obey orders, I shalllet you have a half-hour's conversation with your friendevery day," said the doctor one morning, in a bargainingtone ; Il if not he added pausing, and looking at herseriously-after which he eshook his head slowly andemphatically, and said no more
" Very well then, I will try to take thern doubled il youlike " she answered faintly, directing a playful glance towardsme, and breaking into one of her old smiles. I must talkto her 1

She could not " take thern doubled, 1) poor child, butshe made heroic efforts to swallow them. as Drescribed, inorder that she might have her talk with me. Mv poorHortense 1 she never had but the one half-hour's co,-iversa-tion with me, for she passed into a better world, býtfore thebirds had learned their summer songs." Put away that book and corne here, my Arney " she.said faintly one afterr)oon,'as I sat by her bed.:;de watchingwith her. I closed the volume and going nea.,-er to her, saton the margin of her bed, and took her delicate hands inmine.
%il have something to tell you nowýmy big secret-that I wrote you about, you know.'-'
She began in broken sentences, her breath was weakand short, and hervoice like an echo.II It would not be so long if you knew about-aboutBayard, poor-Bayard, and that dreadful --- ý1' she stopped,and a crimson spot appeared on each pallid cheek. Ileaned over her gently, and said in a soothing whisper :"May be I do know it, my little wornan. Is it aboutBayard's unfortunate marriage ? if so, they have told me thewhole sad story.11

She bowed her head, in answer to, rny question andmuttered feebly .-
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1 am so glad because I hate to speak of it, but my

secret is not that. Do you know where Inez is now ? "
1 nodded affirmatively. 'l Well, first when she went

there, Bayard had a dreadful sickness, and he wanted to

die t-called out to death at every moment to come and

rescue him, though he was not prepared ; he would not

hear of forgiving Inez, he declared he hated her, and was

glad of her afflict* and still with these sentiments he

wanted to die Ohý how I Prayed against his prayer she

exclaimed, with an effort of enthusiasm " how I begged of

God, to turn a deaf ear to his mad bupplication, and lend a

wilhng one to mine. I suffered an agony of suspense, and

at last, the crisis came, he struggled with it, conquered it,

and got better. So far my prayer was heard, but my trouble

vas not over, he regained his health and his strength, but

he was a changed man otherwise. He hated his past life,

and the woman who was so intimately associated with it ;
he became gloomy and reckless, gave up his religion with all

its practices of piety, and abandoned himself to books of

scîenct,, suéh as are the ruin of human souls all over the

world. I rernonstrated with him hourly, but without avail-"

a slight coughing interrupted her here, I gave her a drink

and shook up her pfflows, and feeling somewhat refteshed,
she lay back again and continued:

"'Mamma thought that his solitude was perhaps his great

enemy and wrofCe to his college chum, Mr. Dalton, to come

and visit us for a little while." At the mention of Ernest

-Dalton's name a faint pink colour rose steadily into her face.

Il He came and spent three months with us, but did little

good in the way we had hoped he cou!J, but he was End

and consoling in another way. He gave poor mamma great

comfort while he remained; when he left they sent me to

Notre Dame, 1 don't know why, although it proved a great

blessing in the end. 01

"My mother used to write me about Bayard's moods,

which were now often worse, and never better. Ah f. no

one knew what a burden of grief I carried to and from the

class-room of Notre Dame Abbey. Sometirnes I felt that

only for my rýother, death would be a merciful re1ieý which

is a sad convieion for onie so young. One day," she said,
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loweýr,,ýng her voice almost to a whisper and folding her thinhands over the white counter-pane was praying in thechapel and 1 began to think seriously of all rny troubleshow dark and gloorny they looked and how weak andcowardly 1 segýmed! Suddenly a little voice within mebegan to ask : ' Why donyt you rnake sorne desperate effortto save those whose rnisfortunes are making you so miser-able? Why would you not try some daring s,-icrifice forinstance, so that your brother be set Iree and tae ultimaterecovery and conversion of his wife be obtained ?' 1hesitated and looked through my gathering tears at theflickering lamp in the sanctuary. What sacrifice could Imake? 1 had no pleasures, no real comfr)rts in lifé-northe prospect of any-except one, and even that was only ashadowy, misty hope, the inerest tincertainty; but it was mdeares4 best-loved fancy, and 1 could not do more then thanresign it, so 1 knelt down, Ainey, where you and 1 kneltside byside a few nights later before you went away, and 2)a sob caine into her throat and tears dimmed her eyes; myown were moist in expectation of what was corning. Sherested a little, and allowing her tears to fall unwiped uponher cheeks, she took up the broken thread and added:" I pledged myself to Our Blessed -.. ,ady, in soul andbody for all the days of rny life, if, by her holy intercessionthe double conversions ot Bayard and Inez might beaccomplished before 1 died."
" You mean that you promised »" Never to marry," she added ea-gerly «' although at thattime, only Ffeaven knew how I had grown to love ErnestDalton. 1 did not know he was your friebd then, Amey.1 fancied he had spoken in a particularly kind way to me,and he could not but see how fondly I cherished his eveword and look-but 1 gave hirn up-the, only gacrificehad to lay upon that altar of supplication. Afterwards, 1Saw rhat what I had done out of solicitude for the welfareot those who are nearest and dearest to me on earth would,perhaps, have been exacted of me by the-cruel irorty of fatë.Ernest Dalton toved you all along, 1 -suspected it on thatdayIwhen we eminined hîs locket together, 1 *bd, your etrange,Muscious look when 1 spoke of him omtincëd nie of iteasily. il
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Il Poor Hortense," I muttered in a half sob. 'ý- He is
ray guardian, my god-father, and the picture in his locket is
not mine at a14 it is my mother's."

Ainey ! your mother's ?
Yes, he loved her years ago before she married my

father. There was some misunderstanding between them,
and they drifted apart, but he has always been faithful to
her mernory up to this. They say I am very like her," I

added slowly, folding my hands and looking away towards
the distant gray clouds outside.

Her living image," said Hortense, wistfully, "'if I may
judge by that little picture, but you-didn't you love hirn

too, Amey?" she asked with an eager look, stroking my
hand gently with her own dehcate palm..

Il It is a time for confessions, Hortense," 1 answered
timidly, l' or I should never tell you this, however, we may

as well be frank with one another now. Il I thought I did,
until I had reason to suspect that you loved him also, ftom
that moment I resigned him to, you and refused to think of
him. ever again, except as an old, esteemed and devoted
friend. I did not know at that time that he had ever

known my mother, nor did I suspect the existence of the
close ties that bind us to one another in a différent way. I

only knew that in encouraging my regard for him., I might
be trespassing upon the peace and happiness of your life
and that is something that Amey Hampden never would or
could do to, Hortenâe de Beaumont above all other living
-creatures."

Il You thought he -would return my love in time and
that we would ultirnately be happy together, and with this y

hope you made your sacrifice did you ? " she questioned t t-.
Sgerly. ir

Ill did, my darling little friend ! 1 would not come k
between you and your life's projects, for ail the world," 1 ri

answered, clasping her wasted form in iny strong, loving ti
Sbtace. I& I would have been well repaid, when 1 saw you si

happy with my help.»
She leaned ber head upon my shculder and wept

silence for a moment I would have cbecked-her, but thare-
were sobs in myown voice, and water in ray eyes. At- lut fb

Doclorls Daughter.226
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when I had calined myself a little, I stroked her hair kindlyand consolingly, entreating her to be quiet and composed." You shall harm yourself, with crying, and they will blameme " I urged, " so cheer up like a good little woman, andbe yourself agmn."
She looked up quickly, aq I spoke, the fresh tearstrembled. on her lids, like dew upon the petals of sornewoodland flower, but a smile, as bright as the sun-ray thatdispels the dew-drop broke over her wan and wastedcountenance, as she answered :

Il Marne you 1 Oh Amey 1 1 have never been so happy,as with you. You have been more than a sister to me, youhave done for me what no one else in the world would havethought of doing for another but Atney Hampden!"Il It has brought you no benefit, my little woman " Isaid regretfully, " although I"believed your happiness waspartly in my hands at the tima"
«'It has brought me more than you can ever realize,Amey," she interrupted, falling back among her pillows, tired.from her exertion. " It has held the cup of a soothingfriendship to my parched and fevered lip whose draughthas dispelled every sorrow that lay hopeless and heavy uponmy heart. If life could tempt me, now, to return to Myformer vigour and strength, it need only hold up to mydying eyes ',,.he picture of your unselfish heroism. Whenone has a ftiend, such as you have been, the pleasures of theworld have a double sweetness ; in a little while " she added,lowering her voice, and looking away towards the westernhorizon, into which the setting sun had begun to dip hisytllow rays, Il I will have left all these thùigs behind me è

!he joys and sorrowsof my young life will recede togetherinto the mists of time, as I go on to my eternity-bu4 Iknow there wifl be some remaining -who will carry myràernoryý the inemory of my littleý li% that was not morethan half spent, through all the years of her owa happy one,Someme to pray for me, to, commune with me in s * «even when I have passed into that shadow-larxi 'c",nd thatwfll le yot4 my ey. Perhaps it wili comfort you then, to=nenùxr that-1 died in peace and contentment after aâ-o-6.fortmy poor., prayer has- been heard in.,,heaven- Whpbn 'r 1.



wrote you that last letter, about my dawning compensation,
1 could see that I had not made my sacrifice in vwn,
Bayard was changing, every one saw it, resolving hirnself
into the better man, he has since become, and more than
that, Amey-oh, how it thrills me to think of it 1 " she

exclaimed with reverent ardour II a change has taken place
ebewhere! We received a letter from the superintendent of

the asylum where poor Inez is ccnfined, telling us that she
many lucid momentr.; of late, and that her attendants

had frequently found her lapon her knees, with streaming
eyes and trembling hands, Aploring forgiveness for her past
follies. This was soon followed by a second one, which
urged Bayard to go to, her : her health and strength were

failing, it said, and there were great hopes of her recovering
ber senses before death. His name, it further stated, was
ever on her lips.

Il Bayard had a terrible struggle with his pride and his
passions. He walked the roorri through ýhe whole of one

hvelong night, sighing and moaning, and talking to himself
in muttered syllables-mamma and I could hear him, and he
prayed unceasingly, again an& agaiti. I renewed my
promises and my life oblation. Towards morning Bayard
grew calmer and when the sun rose he unlocked. his door
and came to seek us in our seclusion. How pale his hand-

some face had grown! How wild and dishevelled hi,,.r. wavy
hair! How marked were the lines of misery and care

around his mouth and eyes ! He came to my bed and
Imned tenderly over me, I could see the traces of his recent

conflict so, plwnly then." 1
Il Good-bye, little sister," he said, «« I am going away

for a few days, take care of yourself during my absence,
and pray for ineý" He kissed me with his cold, dry lips and

turned away. When he came back a week later there wag -a
--,oful sadness where his misery had beem He had seen

Inez again ; had sat by her death-bed tand held her dyiÉg
hand in generous forgiveness. He believed her then thât
she sorely repentild of her past Her dark hair' bad iurSd

ost white, and where rich curves of bSuty had maiked
.the oudines of -her face and form there w«ehellows and

Of ernaciation and suffering Sb* died w#ltà
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pleading for pardon and mercy upon her lips., and Bayardcarne back a better man. He says he will devote therernainder of his life to, an atonement for his past, and thisis what 1 have been waiting to bear before I could die 0peace. I cannot presume to sayq" Hortense added humbly,111 that my Poor prayers alone could have brought aboutthese wonderful conversions, but I suppose they havehelped., the good sisters, at Notre Dame always told us to'ask and we should receive,' and I believe them aow.What is the Pledge I have made to the fruit it bas yielded ?'rhe happiness which the world affords, îs well lost in such acause as this. Is it not, my Amey ?
'« Indeed it is." I answered earnestly, Il but all the sameI think you have done the most noble and heroic ofChristian actions in enlisting against your own earthlyhappiness to favor such a cause however worthy it may be."Il 1 do not regret it now, Amey," she said with a sweet '

sad smile; Il when we look back upon our lives from. thewatch-tower of a dawning eternity we are glad to, see somenoble effort st:inding out in relief from. all the dailytransgressions that confizont us. I wish now there weremore such purposes in my empty life."
"This one comprised all others, itseems to me," I putin, earnestly, «'you renounced even the possible anduncertain joys of the world. You lived under the yoke ofthis voluntary self-sacrifice, which was bringing you nearerand nearer every day to, your reward."
I have been well ren->;A" she answered faintly,closing her tired lids wearily, and folding her hands; after apause she opened thern and continued :" When they saw how ill 1 was they sent for Mr.Dalton again, and he came to, see nie. He told me youwere on your way to visit Miss Merivale, who was to, bemarried in a little while, and that you were said to, beengaged to Doctor Campbell, which was puzzling news tome at that time. He spoke sympathetically but notregretfully, I thought, of your engagernen4 and I wonderedmore than ever what relationship existed between ErnestDalton and you. He praised Doctor Campbell in thehighe* terms and said that you had 1 made a man of hirn'
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for life. Bayard was glad to have Mr. Dalton with us and

kept hirn for several weeks. He left with a promise toi

return soon again I suppose he likes to comfort Bayard

while his sorrows are fresh," she added, ciosing her eyes

languidly and sighing faintly.
just then Mdme. de Beaumont came in on tip-toe with

some tempt b ng morsel for her little invalid. This broke

the strain of confidence, and as Hortense showed symptoms

of exhaustion and drowsiness, after taking her nourishment,
we lowered the blinds and stole from the room. In a few

moments she was fast asleep,
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CHAPTER XVIII.

Y degrees Hortense succumbed to her diseabe.
There were no happy revivals of her old mood

now; no flickering of the old vitality that hadbrightened other lives besides her own.
She dozed nearly all day long, speaking very littleand hardly heeding the questions that were breathed intoher ears. The April thaw had set in and the air was moistand chilly. There was something cloudy and oppressive inthe very atmosphere one breathed, but as the days wore or.the sunshine grew warmer and brighter, and the birdshopping from twig to twig cleared their little throats andsang forth a merry greeting to the advancing summer-time,,

The sunshine that flooded the world without grewwarmer and brighter, it is true, but the sunshine of hopethat cyladdens sorrow-stricken human. hearts in hours ofwearisome suspense became colder and dimmer as eachnew day confirmed the painful. fears of Hortense's friendsconcerning her vltimate recovery
The time had at last arrived when death's dreadful.warning rested on every feature of her wasted countenance.

We no longer exchanged %--heerful glances of mutualencouragement as we glided in and out of her chamber.All was solemn and silent as the awful visitor whose adventwas now unmistakably and hopelessly announced.
There were tears, and sobs, and aching hearts that couldnot plead to Hope now, for Hope had grown powerless andpassive; and so we walted in sorrow and suspense for thedismal day that was so surely at hand, praying and watchingwith our loved one while the flame faintly flickered with adying effort within hel- soul.

May came-the bright, golden month of song and sun-shine-and still the faint flame flickered, leaping up at timeswith a delusive strength and activity, then sinking downagai. until it almost expired foreven One afternoon. 1returned late , I had gone out into the fields in search of a
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handful of Mayflowers. 1 thought they might bring a smile
to, my darling's lips, and for hours I had wandered about the

open country searching amid the tender early blades for
violets-white or blue.

I was coming back as the sun began to set, feeling tired
and low-spirited. I had found but a few little flowers, for
the season was late, and I was eager to realch my destination

with them while the freshness of the;r beaut.y glowed on their
tiny leaves. When I stole to her room, however, the door was

partly closed, and Bayard was xalking slowîy up and down.
the corridor outside.

Il You cannot go in now," he said in a wh*isper, laying
one hand tenderly upon my shoulder, Father DouglaS is with

her. Go and wait in the little front room," he -dded Il 1
will call you when she is alone again."

I turned softly around, and crept on tip-toe to the
sitting-room, at the end of the passage ; the door was partly
open, and I glided in noiselessly. In an easy chair, by the
open window, with his back towards me, -zat Ernest Dalton,
alone.

He did not hear me. and I stood wi'+-h my hand upon
the casement, wondering what I had better do : it was only
for a moment, however Fie was not the sa-me man to me tnow, with whom I had parted so strangely, after my father's
death ; he was neither Hortense's lover nor mine, but a good
friend to lis both : he was my guardian, and the only father

I had left.
It seemed strange to me, at that instant. that I ever t

should have looked upon him différently, I, who had sat
upen his knee in my childhood, and cried myselî to, sleep ir

within bis arms, why shoWd 1 shrink from him now, when a.-
his shoulders were bending with their burden of sSrrow, and SE

his hair growing silver, with the bitter touches of time ? li.
Dy right, he should have been my father ! my poor o'

mother had loved him so 1 perhaps he was thinking ofher, dit
as he sat there, looking vacantly out towards the west. I si
stole rny hand from, the casement, and crept towards him re
slow1y and gently. Still he did not heed me, he was sunk ro
in a reverie toa profound ; a fiffle footstool lay on the floor au
at hi& feet, I dtopped myself quietly upon it, and lookedmý hc
with a smile into his face.

90>0
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Mr. Dalton !)7 was all I could say at the moment.He started, as if from sleep, and turned his sad blueeyes upon me,, wÎth a quiet wonder
It is You little Amey, is it he said, at length,taking both my hands and' bending down towards me.cc How are you, little one ; are you well and happy ? Y)

" I am not little Amey any more, Mr. Dalton,answered, with my hands still in his, and ni v eyes turnedup to his good, honest face. 1 have grown into a greatwoman since I saw you laSt; I have learned rnqny"things-sorrowful things; they have told me the story of Myrnother's lifei and it has changed the whole nature of myowrL)Y
'& They have told you ?-did they tell you all ? " heasked in a lowe tremulous voice.

Yes. everythingy." I ansxered warrnly; 6' Mrs. Nylehas given me evéry detail
He looked at me steadily for a moment in silence,and the tears gathered in his blue eyesýbut they did notfall. When they had gone back again he drew the foot-stool nearer, and began to stroke my hair with one gentlehancL

"Amey," he saiai " I have been waiting for t-is daythrough many a long and lonely year. 1 might: havehastened it, I suppose, but I could not-however, perhapsit is time enough now. You know, nowl) he continued,taking my hands in his again and holding thern firmlytogether, ccwhy I have watched you, and followed yourprogress through childhood and girlhood, into your bloSnwing womanhood, You know why I shared your Ettle joysand sorro, ws in your youth ; why I persuaded your father tosend you to Notre Dame, when I saw how miserable yourlife was at home. During your absence I managed to :6-dout the onlY sumv w ng relative 1 knew you had. I féared aday inight come when you would -%
nnd Yourself in need, ofsuch a friend, and indeed such came to pass.retiira; 1 When you

-d frOm schOO' Met You in the Hartnmns> baili ' 1 e ad cc-ze;e -n late onroom n the e-veriirg train, and foundan ïniritation among iny knew ou hadho y corneme and expected to finévi -svou there, so I hastened

1 0
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thither, and saw you, as you know, first, when you were
dancing, and next in the conservatory. I shall never forget
how you looked that night, Amey; it was as if time had
rolled its iron portals back, and that forth from the buried
past came the dearest and holiest associations of my life.
I saw in you, as plainly as if the "loved and lost" one her
self had stood before. me, the image proud and beautiful, of
my first and only love."

My mother ? " I faltered.
Your mother," he repeated.
I remember now," I saidY with slow, sad emphasis,

that papa looked strangely at me that night too, and did
what he had not dorie for yeurs before, he kissed me
kindly and tenderl and muttered something about m

being the &'image of his happy part," and of his never
having seen II such a likeness before."

It is little wonder, child," Mr. Dalton answered,
looking wiStfülly into the space between us. He loved

her too, poor Hampden-every one did-but I loved her
first, and best-yes, 1 know I loved her best. How I

watched vour every look and tone and gesture at this time,
Amey," he exclaimed eagerly, 'ý'they were constantly bring-

ing back my vanished youth, and casting :fitful gleams of
sunshine across my wintry track. And you took to nrie. I

could see the reflection of the old love-light, faint though
it was in the eyes that were only like hers, and not really t

hers-yes it was a living pledge of her early love each time f
you watched for me, and welcomed me, or singled me out k

iia a crowded room from. all the rest. It was her inheritance, n
that she left you, wherewith to gladden the life that Fate

had tircyed her to darken -and you did it, my little one,
though it could never be quite t'he sa,.,ne.>ý

I loved you, and watched you jealously, God knows 1 Pl
did, but it was not with that otber dead love, which shall

never be revived on earth. In the signt of heaven we ea
belonged to one another, a pledge is a pledge, in spite of ha

all the subterfuges and impediments of destiny, and we fai
were pledged to one another. Therefore do I weep my re(

widowed love, as if men had called her mine, as well as an
heaven."
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cc YOU were the only living reminder of my past to rneland as such 1 cheished and guarded you One day 1alinost fOirgot that you were only what You are to ýwas the anniversary o me-itf that betrothal C1Xýd though thewinter wind blew cold and fierce witho\ tý something of theoid fire 910wed anew within rny breas,- U 1 said to myself as1 sauntered along the quiet stree4 cc 1 wIll go and see Myoller Arney, in conimemoratiOn of this eventfül day e perhapsshe wili smile a familiar smile and speak words of kindness,like those My heart remembers, of long ago.»ci I went up to the house and asked, as usual, for ofather," he said7 breaking into a sad smile. ci They told 0me hewas in his library, and with the Privileges of an old friend 1walked uncerernoniously In. It was nearly dark there, ana"the lire was smouldering quietly among the gathering ashethere was a louràge drawn up before it, on which My i o sAniey lay sleeping. therMY coming in did not disturb her ; shenever moved., one hand was thrown carelessly over hershaPely head, the other hung down. beside her., a rich redglow was on each pretty cheek and the shadow of a smileupon the I'Ps so like those cAent sealed ones that twenty oddyears before hadSDcjken theïr love into My listening ear.1 looked dow,-Li upon her> scarcely daring to breathelest the spell be broken. We were alone in the rc)onl-. wetw(j, and it was a day pregnant with stîrring rerneMbrancesfor me@ Even supposing the spirit Of my loved and lost onekept guard beside her sleepinga child, would she check thehonest impulse that seized me at that moment ? Wouldshe cover the unconscious Ilpse that in deepest reverence aMost hallowed and respectfül love I stooped and kissed PWould she Arney-tell me do you think shepleaded ' would P " hewith a wistful sadness.
don't think so, Mr Dalton replied in solemnearnest. à.cc If things had been otherwise no one would havehad a better right to do so than you. e

faithful, I May say religious Even as it is5 yourrecommends You bef love for Mypoor angel-mother
ore all others to My

and affection. litý everlasting esteem-Besides-I added a de playfullY-c' I aniJicur god-child, You know 1 >eci 1 have not forgotten te bless YOu 1 " he answered.16
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Il You have her spirit in you," he then muttered, as if in
soliloquy, and then went on to say

Il It was on that day, that 1 lost this little amulet of
mine-this priceless treasure, with the image of her beauty

within , I have worn it for twenty years and more, 1 shall
wear it until I die 1 1 knew 1 lost it in that library, and
used to assure myself that it was safe, though I would not
mention it to, any one. At last, you returned it to, me, and
1 restored it to its accustomed place. It is all I will have,
in a little while, when Arthur Campbell has taken you away
from me. "

I have never been able to say very much in the trying
moments of my lifé, and so, when Mr. Dalton's story was
ended, I only looked out of the window upon the gathering
twilight, listening to the echo of his plaintive accents, as they

settied down upon my heart forever. After a pause, he
spoke- again :-Il You have promised to marry Campbell,
have you not ? " he asked.

" Yes Mr. Dalton, 1 think he is a worthy fellow, don't
you ? " I replied

'l He is Amey, he is. I trust you wili both be happy,
was the distracted rejoinder, and then Bayard knccked

timidly at the door ; I knew what the summons meant and
starting to my feet at once, 1 went and obeyed it.

or à'eÏ



CHAPTER XIX.

T was niy last vigil by Hortenses bed-side-for, when
morning came with its glad sun-beams, her spirit had

passed away-there was no struggle, no pain, only a
sinking to rest, a falling to, sleep; a quiet transit from

death 1 life's worrying turrnoil, into the hallowed peace of

With a handful of fresh violets, and a cross upon herbreast, a lily, white and newly-gathered, in her hand, theemblem. of that purity in which her eternal sleep had over-taken her, she lay within the quiet precincts of her littleroom.
Many tears were shed, and many sighs were heaved

about her? So young, so, fresh a flower in life's greatgardien, lying betore us with its broken stem '
We bade her our last farewell, and resigned her to thegrave ; I, who, had Ioved her with all the intimate intensity

of a glowing friendship, kissed her cold lips again and again,and turned away from lier, forever. Mr. Dalton wiped themoisture from his eyes, as he stooped over the coffin lid,and touched her brow, fondly but reverently, with histrembling lips, Mdme. de umont, fell upon the prostrate
figure of her darling, and in their last mortal embrace,

swooned away! Bayard leaning slowly over her, with aface almost as pallid as her own, muttered in feeble sobs_" My angel 1 my guardian angel 1 " and with une long,lingering kiss, the last he could ever give her, he turned
from her, baptized anew in her self- abnegatà*ng love, aconscious and contrite penitent.

When the funeral was over and peace and quiet were ina measure restored to, the agitated hearts of her mother andBayard, I made my silent preparations to depart Mr. Dal-ton had left before me. Madame de Beaumont parted
from me with the greatest reluctance, and indeed, 1 was notover anxious to leave her so soon after ber severe bereave-
ment, but my duty now lay elsewhere.



It was with the çrreatest profusion of gratitude and
expressions of the deepest appreciation and regard, that
Bayard and his mother bade me their last farewells. We

went together to Hortense's grave in the morning, and prayed
awhile ; I plucked one little sprig of early clover that had

-jotruggled into bloom. above her, and carried it away with me
as the last parting souvenir of my deeply laniented friend.

When 1 returned to the comfort and quiet of Cousin
Bessie's home, from, which I had been estranged for many

inor ths;> 1 began to feel the re-action of all my recent exertions
setting in I struggled against it with all the violence of a
perverse inclination to combat it, but I was baffled; I grew
weaker day by day, and at length succumbed to the depress-

ing influence ùf a slow fever.
How good, and generous and thoughtfül, deai Cousin

Bessie proved herself a thousand times over durina my
tedious illness Never complaininr, never impatient, theough

at times I was so, peevish and trying , night after night she
tended me with her own loving hands, cheering me up when
1 was disposed to be gloomy, with the happiest of predictions
about my near recovery. At last, I began to show the effects
of her careful nursing, and was well enough to be helped.

downstairs by Girly, or Zita or some one of that lovirrg house-
hold-and even here their untiring solicitude pursued. me;

there was no end to the diversity of the distractions they pro-
vided for me, foremost among which was an invitation

written by Louis urg-ing Arthur Campbell to come and spend
a few weeks at the house.

Cousin Bessie has most seriously maintained. to this day
that we..- treated. her very shabbily on this occasion; she
declares she shall never forgive Arthur, but she says it so
gooci-iiumouredly that I am tempted to suspect her sincenky.

That she should have brought us together in the ffilness
and generosity of her heart, and that we should have taken
advantage of the opportunity she afforded us of enjoying one

anoth&s company from. morning until night, to plot- and
plan a speedy escape from her immediate guarclianship,

2 " 3,t Tle Doctorls Daugliter.
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seenied to hern selfish and ungrateful return for so Crreat a
favour. b

But she was too kind-hearted to wear her pleasant scowl
very long. Mr. Nyle would talk of a time when ec some-
body"' that he " had since had reason to know very well
had comrnitted just such an appalling offerce, herself
and," he argued, very suggestively, "uniess that 'somebody'
has had reason to regret and repent of her own rash ingrati-
tude," he " could not see why she should interfère with

other people, who were tempted to follow in her footsteps ')
Zita and Louis laughed merrily at such allusions froni

their father, whose own eyes sparkled with the " light of other
days," as he spoke them., and Cc,,' ic:ài Bessie either bo%ýed
her head much lower than usual over her knitting irs she
heard theni, or looked playfully ul) at her husband with a

quick revival of the old time Io-ve in her pleasant, earnest
features, and entreated hirn to "' have sense, for mercy's sake
and not have the children laughing at him "

In the first week of june, while the young suinnier
sunshine was bright and pleasant, Arthur and I were married
Zita was my pretty bridesmaid and Louis our gallant grooms-
inan ; our only guests were the Rutherbys and Mr r)altt)n

Cousin Bessie gave us a cosy wedding breakfast
and it was amid notous merry-making and boisterous good
wishes for a long and happy future we drove away from the

little gate, where some months before that we had begun the
chapter whose joyful sequel was now in progress

The rest is an old story, famifiar to many homes and
hearts , the story of that wedded, happiness which is the out-

growth of two steady, abichng, enduring loves. I have been
happier as Arthur Campbell's wife than I could ever have
been as Ernest Dalton's, and I shall state why :

When we are young, we develop a tendency to exalt and
idealize the common-place phases of life beyond all limas of
reason or possibility. We flatter our buoyant expectations
with the conviction that there is honey in the heart of every

trifling flower we must gather by Iiie's dusty roadside, and
that it necds but the magic touch of our own hand to have it

brought to the surfaS. This is a pleasant delusion, which 'however, is susceptible of being rudely and roughly dispelled



by an impartial experience as we grow older when this
exaggerated tendency creeps into our loves, and it is there it
holds the fullest sway, and does the maddest mischkf the
danger of a deenchanting awakening is still greater and 'mre

hazardous, For when we love in an abstract sense we exclu-
sively, love in utter oblivion of the e.xactions of reai life; we nev-
er StOp to considerthat that love which purposes to endure and

strengthen with time must be coupled with a broad, impartial
view of the stubborn circumstanceý,, which are the facts of
existence. A love that is all. poetry and rnoonshinc dies a
sudden death in the face of practical èblemmais.

I 'have become convinced of this inany a time, though
niy experience of wedded life is necessarily limited. Arthur
and I have counted the grocer's bills, and made out the wash

accoutit, with the pleasantest smiles and most playful manner
possible; and I have felt as I leaned upon his shoulder and

scanned the items belore us, that he was the dearest and best
of husbands, whereas-Mr. Dalton, oh shades of poetry and
song t imagine Ernest Dalton poring over a soapy wash

account I mention it, and Arthur joins me in the merry
laugh the bare thought of it provokes.

Mr. Dalton, however, was always our good, kind friend,
while he remained in our town. To the spirit of migration

that pervaded our cities sonie years later we owe his loss. Re
stole away without letting any one know of his definite pur-
pose, and buried himself in the solitude of the North-West
prairies.

For & time he was a punctual. correspondent, but there
came a breach and a payse, during whiçh we learned of his

serious illnes.9, and subsequently of bis death. To the end
he had remembered us, and no one grieved for him more

earnestly, more deeply tban Arthur and 1. il
Some wçeks after the announcement of his déath had

been. madç known to us, I re£eived a little box whiffi had
been found among Ws person£ belongine addressecT tg me.

IL con ned the identical locket which had been itf my
Posmaon once before, and which was now bqKiueatÈçd to

me with M* P*mctions to wcar it " faithfully, in rnemory bf the
two - ques, whose time-worn picturos lay satelySt4)wýe away withint
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His money and other properties he bequeathed. to the
little fair-haired prattler now playing at my knee. We have
called him Ernest Dalton Campbell, but Arthur says we iniust

keep that tantil he is big, and in the meantime has chiristened
him. " Toddles," which is very absurd to, my thinking, but to

which, with, all the edifying obedience of a Christian wife 1 am
bound to submit now, as well as in every matter of greater or

less moment.
I thought I had finished my story when I laid down my

pen, a few months ago, and gave a long-drawn sigh of infinite
relie£ Time has, however, hastened the development of a
few more items, that may be of more or less interest to those
readers who have kindly followed the dramatis personS, that
have been flitting through these chapters, with a partial
attenflon.

As I write the closing words my dramatïs persone come
trooping to the front, to group themselves for the final

tableau-Cousin Bessie and her faithful husband are the
central and leading figures; her hands art, folded, and a
happy, peaceful smile plays around the corners of her good-

humoured face.
On one side of her stands Zita, a pretty, blushing bride,

leaning on Philip Rutherby's arm ; so, ardent is thé' young
bridegroom. in his admiration that he threatens to spoÏ&I the
whole effect, if we keep him. before the public eye for very

long. Louis is not with them, he has been sent away to
college.

On the other side of the leading figures, Dr. and Mrs.
Campbel4 with a roguish gray-eyed darling, are groupeý

affectionately together; they all look very happy, but I think
Mrs. Campbell is the most so of any. At a little distance
from, this last small circle stands our old friend, Girly, now
grown beyond all recognition intr a pleasing and promising
womanhood, ; and away in the misty background a long-

forgotten trio loom out in sombre sullennew ; they are Mrsr
Hampden, and Fred and the 1 solicitous brothet.' Fred is a
hopeless dyspeptic, who can give his mind to nothing eW
but his digestion, which unfortunate circumstance frets his
ncw disenchanted parent and provokes his S longer sWicit-
ous UnCI&
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They are all in apparent ill-humour, so we will screen
them off from our laughing, happy band, as we rise to make

our final curtsey and retire behi nd the curtain of our private,
domestic lives.

THE END.
.9 À
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