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HE KNEW HE WAS RIGHT.

CHAPTER L
Timgh Hl.'lu'l.lu!j' ik anonthsr Plps.

Tueveryan was gone, unil Bozzle alone knew his
wldreas,  During the first fortnight of ber residence at
Bt. Diddnlph's Mrs, Trevelyan received two letters from
Lady Milborougl, in both of which she was recom-
mended ;. indeed tenderly fmplored, to be aubmizsive to
her hiisband.  * Anything," said Lady Milborough, “is
hetter than separation.”  In answer to the second letter
Mrs. Trevelyan told the old lady that she had no mosns
biy which she could shew any sulwmission to her hus-
bawd, aven if she were 30 minded. Her hnshand lind
gone awny, she did not know whither, and sha had no
menng by which ghe conld commumicate with him.  And
then came a packet to her from her father and mother,
despatched from the islands after the receipt by Lady
Howley of the melancholy tidings of the journey to
Nuneombe Putney. Both Sir Marmaduke and Lady
Rowley were full of anger against Trovelyan, aud wrole
as thongh the husband eould eeriainly be brought hack
to & sonse of his duty, iflhn}' only were present.  Thia
packet had been at Nuncowbe Putney, and contained
a sealed note from Sir Marnadioke addressed to Mr
Trovelyan. Lady Rowley explained that it was im-
possible that they sbould pet to England earlier than
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in the spring. I would come myself at once and leave
pipa to follow." enid TLady Howley, “ouly for the
childron.  If T were to Irri:llgtlunn, I muszt take a house
for them, and the expense would ruin ns.  Papa bas
written to Mr. Trevelyan in a way that he thinks will
bring him to resson,

But how was this latter, by which the hushand was
to be brought to resson, to be put into the husband's
hands?  Mrs. Trevelyan applied to Mr Bideawhile
and to Lady Milborough, and to Stnbury, for Tre-
velyan's address; but was told by each of them thnt
nothing was knewn of Lis whoreabouts.  She did not
apply to Mr. Bozsle, although Mr. Buzzle was more
than once in her neighbourhood; but as yet she knew
nothing of Mr. Bozzle. The replies from Mr. Bide-
awhile and from Lady Milborough eame by the post;
but Hogh Stanbury thought thet daty required him to
make another journey te 85t. Diddulph's and earry his
own answer with him.

And on this seeasion Fortune was either very kind
to him,—ur very unkind, Whichever it wag, Le found
himself alone for & fow seconds in the parsonage parlour
with Norn Howley. Mr. Outhouse was away at the
time. Emily had gone up-stairs for the boy; nnd Mre,
Ounthouse, snspecting nothing, had fllowed her.  “Miss
Rowley,” gaid he, getting up from his seat, “if you
think it will do any good I will follow Trevelyun il
I fimed liim."

“How can you find him?  Beaides, why should you
give up your own business¢"

“I would do anything—to served your sister.”  T'his
he said with hesitation in his voice, as though be did
not dure to speak all that he desired to have spoken.




HUGH STANBURY SBMOKES ANOTHEE PIFE. L]

“I am sure that Emily is very grateful” said Noras
“bat she would not wish to give you such trouble as
that.”

*1 would do anything for your sister,” he repadibed,
H——for your sake, Miss Rowley,” T'hiz was the first
Hme that he had ever spoken o word to her in auch o
strain, and it wonld be hurdly too mueh to say (hat
her heart was sick for some such expression,  But new
that it had eome, thongh there was a sweelness about
it that was delicions to her, she was absolutely silenced
by it. And she wus at once not ouly silent, but stern,
rigid, and apparently eold. Stanbury could not but
feel ns he looked at her that be bad offended her
“Perhaps T ought not to say as much,” said he; “but
it is wo."

“Mr. Btanbury?™emid ghe, "that is nensense, It §4
of my sister, not of me, that we are speaking.”

Then the deor was opened and Emily came in with
har child, followed by her sunt.’ Thers was no other
opportunity, and perhaps it was well for Nora and for
Hugh that there should have been mo other. Enough
had been said to give her comfort; and more might
have led to his discomposure.  As to that matter on
which he was presumed to have come to St. Diddulph's,
he could de nothing. He did not know Trevelyan's
address, but did know that T'revelyan had abandoned
the chambers in Lincoln's Inn. And then he found
himself compelled to eonfess that he had quarrelled with
Trevelyan, and that they had parted in anger on the
day of their joint visit to the East.  “Everybody who
knows him must quarrel with him,"” said Mra. Outhouse.
Hugh when he took his leave was treated by them all
as & friend who had been gained. Mrs. Quthonse wis
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gracious {o him.  Mrs. Trevelyan whispered a word to
him of hor own troulde. “TIF T can hear anything of
him, you may be sure that I will lot you kuow " e
sid.  Then it was Nora's turn to bid lim adien.
There was nothing to be.eaid. No word could be
spoken before others that should be of any mvail. But
a4 he took her hand in is he remembered the reticence
of her fingers on that former day, and thought thai he
was sure thers was o difference,

On this oecasion he made his journey back to the
end of Chaneery Lane on the top of an nmuibms; nnd
as he lit bLis little pipe, distegarding  allogethier the
scrutiny of the publie, thoughts prassed thromeh his mind
similar to those in which he had indulged a8 he sat
prioking om the corner of the churchyard wall at Nun-
combe Putney. He declared to himself that he did
love this girl; and as it was so, wonld it not be botter,
al muy rate more manly, that he shonld tell ber so
honestly, than go on groping about with half-expressed
words when he snw ber, thinking of her and yet hardly
daring to go near her, bidding himself to forget her
although he knew that sueh forgetting was impaossille,
hankering after the sound of her voice and the tonch
of her hand, and something of the tenderncss of returned
affeetion,—and yot regarding her as o prize altogethor
ot of his reach! Why should she be out of his reach?
She had no money, and he had not 2 conple of hundred
pounds in the world. But he was earning an income
which would give them both shelter and clothes and
bread and cheese,

What render is there, male or fomale, of such gtories
as is this, who has not often discussed in his or her
own mind the different sides of this question of love
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and mardage?  On either side enough mway be said
by any arguer to convinee at any rate himself [t
must be wrong for o man, whose income is both in-
sufficient and precarions alao, not only to double his
own cares and burdens, but to place the weight of thst
doubled burden on other shoulders besides his own,—
on shoulders that are tender and soft, and ill adapted
to the earriapge of any ernshing weight.  And then that
doubled burden,—that burden of two mouths te be fid,
of two hacks to be covered, of two minds to be satis-
fied, is w0 apt to double itself again and again. The
two so speedily become four, and six!  And then there
is the fecling that that kind of semi-poverty, which has
in itself something of the pleasantness of independance,
when it is bome by o man alone, entails the miseries
of 4 draggle-tailed and querulous existence when it je
imposed on s woman whe lins in her own home enjoyed
the comboriz of aflluence.  As a man thinks of all this,
ift he choones to nrrae with himsell on that side, there
i enogh in the argnment 10 make him feel that ot
only a5 a wise min bul ns an hooest mon, he lad
Liatter let the young Indy alone  She is well as she is,
and b gees around him g0 many who have tried the
chances of marciago and 'who are not well!  Laok at
domes with his wan, worn wife and his five children,
Jones who is not yet thirty, of whom he liappeng 1o
know that the wretehed man cannot look bis doetor in
the face, and that the doctor is a8 necessury to the
man's house ne iz the boteher!  What heart ean Jones
have for hiz work with such a burden as this upon his
shonlders?  And so the thinker, who argues on that
side, resolves that the young lady shall go her own
wauy for him.
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But the arguments on the other side wre cqually
cogent, and so much more alluring! And they are
used by the asme man with reference to the snme Jrizk-
sion, and nre intended by him to put himseld vight in
his conduct in refarence to the same dear girl.  Only
the former line of thoughis securred to lim an n
Saturday, whon he was ending his week rather gloomily,
and this other way of thinking on the same subjoct
has come upon lim on o Mouday, s he is beginning
his week with renewed hope,  Does this yvounge il of
Iis Bt love him?  And if g0y, their affection for eacl
other being thus reciprocal, is she not entitled to an
exprossion of her opinion and her wishes on this diffi-
enlt subject? And if she be willing to run the risk
amd to enesguter the dungers,—to do so on his bebalf,
hocause she is willing to share averything with lim,
—i8 it becoming in him, a man, to fear what she does
not fear? If she be not willing let lier say so. If
there bo sny spenking, he must speak first:—but she
is ontitled, as much as he is, to her own idens réspact-
ing their great outleok into the affairs of the world.
Apd then §s jt not manifestly God's ordinanes that a
man shonld live together with o woman? How poor a
creature does the man beeome who has shirked his
duty in this respeet, who lias done nothing to keep the
world going, who has been willing to ignore all affee
tion so that he might avoid all burdens, and who has
put inte his own belly ever good thing that has coma
to him, either by the earning of his own hands er
from the bounty and industry of others! OFf eourse
there is a risk; bhut what excitement is there in any-
thing in which there is none? So on the Tuesday he
speaks his mind to the young lady, and tells her can-
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didly that there will be potatoes for the two of them,
—sufficiont, as lis hopes, of potutees, but no more, As
a matter of eourse the young lady replies thut she for
her part will be quite content to take the parings for
her own eating.  Then they rmsh deliciously inte eacl
others arms and the matter is settled.  For, though the
eonvietions ariging from the former line of argument
miay be sot aside as often as need be, those renched
from the latter are genceally conclusive, That such n
sottlement will alwnys be better for the young gentle-
man and the young lady concerned than one founded
o storner prudence is mere than one may dare o
sy but we di feel sure that that country will be most
prosperous in which saeh leaps in the dark are made
with the greatest freedom.

Umr friend Hugh, as be sat smoking on the kil
board of the omnilws, determined that he would risk
everything. 1If it were ordnined tlat prodence shonld
prevail, the prudenes should be hars. Why should he
uike vpon himsell to. have prodence ensugh for two,
seeings that she was so very disercet in all her bear-
ings? Then he remembered the touch of her hand,
which be still felt upon his pulm as he sat handling
hia pipn, nrul he told himself (het afier that he was
bound to say a word more.  And moreover he eon-
fessed to himsell that he wus compelled by o fecling
that mastered him altogether. He could not get through
nn hour’s work without throwing down' his pen and
thinking of Nora Hewley. It was his destiny to love
her—and thers was, to his mind, a mean, pettifogging
secroey, amonnting almost to daily lying, in his thos
loving ber and not telling her that be loved her. It
might well ba that &he should rebuke him; bot he
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thought that he eonld bear that. It might well be that
he had altogether wistaken that toueh of her hand.
After all it had been the slightest possible motion of
no more than ene finger. But he would at any rate
know the truth. If she would tell him at once that
she did not earo for him, he thought that he conld met
over it; but life was not worth having while Le lived
in this shifty, dubions, and mmeomfortable state. 8o b
made up his mind that he would go to 8t Diddulph's
with Liz heart in his hand.

In the mean time, Mr. Bozzle had been twice to
St. Diddulph's;—and now he made a third journey
there, two days ofter Stanbury’s visit. Trevelyan,
who, in trath, hated the sight of the man, and who
suffered agonies in his presence, had, nevertheloss,
taught himself to balisve that he could not live without
his assistance. That it should be so was a part of the
cruelty of his lot. Who else wns thers that be could
trust? His wife had renewed her intimacy with Colonel
Osborne the moment that she had loft him. Mrs, Stan-
bury, who had beon represented to him as the most
eorrect of matrons, had at once heon false to him and
to ber trugt, in allowing Colonel Osborne to enter hor
bonse.  Mr. and Mre Quthonse, with whom his wifa
had now locnted herself, not by his orders, were, of
course, his enemies. His old friend, Hugh Stanbury,
had gone over to the other side, and had guarrelled
with him purposely, with malice prepense, because he
would not submit himself to the caprices of the wifa
who had injured him.  His own lewyer had refused to
act for him; snd his fast and oldest ally, the vory per-
son who had sounded in his ear the earliest warning
note againet that odiovs villain, whose daily wark it
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was to destroy the pease of fumilies,—even Lady Mil-
borough had turned agpinst him! HBecanse he would
not follow the stupid prescription which she, with pig-
headed obstinacy, persisted in giving,—because he
would not carry his wife off to Naples,—she was ill-
Judging and inconsistent enough to tell Lim that he
was wrong! Who was then left o him but Bozele?
Bozzle was very disagreeable. Howele said things,
and - mnde suggestions to him which were as bad as
pins stuck into his flesh. But Bozele was true to his
employer, and could find out facts. Had it not heen
for Boggle, b would have koown nothing of the
Colonel's journey to Devonshire. Had it not been for
Bozale, he would never have heard of the correspond-
ence; and, therefore, when he left’ Londen, he gave
Bogsle n roving commission; and when he went to
Poaris, and from Paris onwards, owver the Alps into
Italy, lLe furnished Boszzle with his address, At thie
time, in the midst of all his misery, it never veenrred
to him to' inquire of himself whether it might be pos-
sible that his old friends were right, and that he him-
self was wrong. From morning to night he sang to
bimself melancholy silont songs of inward wailing, as
to the eruclty of his own lot in life;—and, in the moon
time, he employed Bozzle to find out for him how far
that eroclty was carried.

Mr. Bozsle was, of course, convineed that the lady
whom he was employed to watch was—no betier than
she ought to be. That is the usual Bozzlian language
for broken vows, secrecy, intrigue, dirt, and adultery.
It wns his business to oblain evidence of her guilt.
There was no question to be solved ns to her innp-
cency. The Bozelisn mind would ‘have regarded any



e

—_—

16 TE KNEW HE WAS RIGIT.

sueli sugrestion as the product of a green softness, the
possession of which would have made him quite unfit
for his profession. He was aware that ladies who are
ne better than they shonld be are often very clever,—
s clever, as to make it necessary that the Bozzles who
ghall at last eonfound them slionld he first-rote Boesles,
Bozzles quite at the top of their profession,—and,
therefore, he went shout his work with groat industry
and muech eaution. Colonel Oshorne was at tho pre-
pent moment in Seotland, Bozzle was sure of that
He was quite in the north of SBeotland. Bowzle had
oxamined his map, and bad found that Wick, which
was the Colonel's post-town, was very far norih indeed.
He had half a mind te run down to Wick, as he was
possessed by a certain honest zeal, which made him
long to do something hard and laborions; but his ox-
perience told him that it wus very ensy for the Colonel
to eome np o e peighbonrhosd of Bt Didﬂlﬂpll'ﬂ..
whereas the lady eould not go down to Wick, unless
sho were to decide upon throwing horself into her
lover's arme,—wlherchy Bozzle's work would be brough
to an end.  Ho, therefore, confined his immediate
opéradions to 5t Diddnlph's.

He made sequaintance with one or two importont
persons in and about Mr, Ounthouse’s parsonage. He
became very familinr with the postman, He arringed
terms of intimuey, L am sorry to say, with the house-
maid; and, on the third journoy, he made an alliance
with the potboy et the Full Moon. The potboy re-
membered well the fact of the child being brought to
“our "ouse,” as e ealled the Full Moon; and he was
onabled to say, that the ssme “gent as had brought
the boy backards and forrards,” had since that been
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at the parsonage. But Bozzle was quite quick enough
to perceive that all this bad nothing to do with tho
Uolonel, He wasled, indead, to foar that hia  gpovernor,”
ag he was in the halit of eulling Trevelyan in
his half-spoken soliloguies,—that Lis governor was nob
as true to him as he was to his goveroor.  What busi-
noss had that meddling fellow Btanbury at 8t Ixd-
dulph's?—for Trevelyan had not thonght it necessary
to tell Lis satellice that he had guareelled with his
friend. Dozzle was prieved in his mind when he
learned that Btanbury's interference was still to be
dreaded; snd wrote o his governer, mther severely,
to that effect; but, when so writing, ha was able to
give no ferther information.  Faets, in such cases, will
uot unravel themselves without much patiencs on the
part of the investigators,

CHAPTER 1L

Priscllla's Wisdonw,

Ox the niglt after the dinner party in the Close,
Dorothy was not the oaly person in the howse who
Tnid mwake thinking of what had taken place. Miss
Htanbury ales wis full of anxiety, and for hour after
lwour conld not sleep ne sho remembered the froitless-
ness of her efforts on behalt of hor nephew and nieee

It hat never cceurred to her when she had first
proposed to herself that Dorethy should become Mra
Gibson that Derothy herself would have any objestion
to such a step in lifs. Her fear had been that Dorothy
would have beeome over-radiant with tfumph at the
iden of having a husband, and going to that husband
with a fortupe of her own,  That Mr. Gibson might

e Biimi ke s JTighd. IL E
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hositute, she hod thought very likely, It is thus, in
gonpral, that women regard the feclings, desires, and
agpirations of other women.  You will lardly over
meet an elderly lady who will not gpeak of her juniors
ag living in n state of breathless anxiety to cateh hus-
bands,  And the elder lady will speak of the younger
as though any kind of ehoice in such eutching was
quite disregarded. The man must be a gentleman,—
or, at least, gentleman-like,—and there must bie Lroad.
Lt these things be given, and what girl won't jumj
into what man's arms? Female reader, is it not thns
that the eldars of your sex speak of the youngers
When old Mrs. Stanbury heard that Nors Rowley liad
refused Mr. Glaseock, 'thy thing was to her unintel ligihle;
and it was now guite unintelligible to Miss Btaubury
that Dorothy shonld prefer a single life to matrimony
with Mr. Gibson.

It must be acknowledged, on Aunt Btanbury's be-
half, that Dorethy was one of those yielding, hesitating,
submissive young women, trusting others but doubting
over of themselves, as to whom it is nitural that thidr
stronger friends should find it expedient to decide for
them, . Miss Btanbury was almost justified in thinking
thot unless she were to find a husband fur her nisee,
her niece would never find oma for herself. Trarothy
would drift into being an old muid, ke Priseilla,

simply becanse she would never assert herself, —never

put her best foot foremost. Aunt Stanbury had thers-
fore takon npon herself to put out a foot; and baving
carefully found that Mr. Gibson wag “oilling,” hnd
popeeived that afl diffieultios were owver. Bhe would
be onabled to do her duty by ber nicce, aud establish
comfortnbly in- life, at any ratc, one of her brother's
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children. And now Dorothy wis taking upon hersell
to say that she &id wot like the gentleman! Such
conduct was almost equal to writing {or n penny BEWs=
"“l"""!

Om the following morning, after breakfust, when
Brooke Burgess was goue ont o call upon bis unele,—
which he insisted wpon deing npenly, and not under
the rose, in spite of Miss Stanbury’s greal gravity on
the occasion,—ihore was a very garions conversalien,
and poor Dorothy had found herself to be almost
gilenced. She did argue for a time; bt her argumonts
soemed, even v herself, to amount to 40 litile! Why
chouldn't she love Mr. Gibson? That wis n question
which ehe found it impuossible to answer. And though
she did mot nctually yield, though she did not sy
thiik she would aceept the man, ghill, when she wne
tald that three days were to be allowed-to her for
consideration, and that then the offer would be made

% {a hor in form, she felt that, as rogarded the anti-
Gibson interest, she had not a leg te stand upon.
Why ehould not guch i insignificant creaturs, a8 whs
she, lova Mr. Gibeon,—or any other man, who had
hread te give ber, and wis in soma degres like a gen-
iloman? (2 that night, che wrote the following letter
to her sisber:—

“hp Clows, Teesdar-
U parusT PRISCILLA,
WY do so wish that you eould be with me, so (hat
1 could talk to you agnin. Aunt Stunbury is the most
affectionate and kindest friend in the world; but she
has always been so able to have Ler own way, because
dhe 35 both elover and good, that 1 find myself almost

SN
=
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like a baby with her. She has been talking to me
again about Mr. Gibson; and it seems that Mr. Gibson
really does mean it, It is certainly very strange; but
1 do think now that it is temo.  He is to come on
Friday., 1t seems very odd that it should all be gottlod
for him in that way; but then Aunt Stanbury is so
clever at settling things!

“He sat rext to me almost all the cvening yester-
day; but he dido't say anything about it, exeept that
be hoped I agreed with him sbout geing to church,
and all that I suppose 1 do; and I am quite sure
that if 1 were to be a clergymon’s wife, I should
endenvour to do whatever my bushand theunght right
about religlon. One ought to try to do so, even if the
elorpymun is mot one's husband., Mr. Burgess has
pome, and he wag so very amusing all the evening,
that* perhaps that was the reason Mr. Gibson sald 80
little. My, Hurgess is a very niee man, and T think
Aunt Stanbury is more fond of him than of anybody.
He is not at all the sort of person that I expected.

“But if Mr. Gibson does come on Friday, and does
really mean it, what am I to say to him? Aunt Stan-
bury will be very angrey if I do not take her advice.
[ am quite sure that she intends it all foo my happi-
ness; and then, of course, she knows go much more
about the world than I do. She asks me what it is
that T expect. Of course, I do uot expect anything.
It is & great compliment from Mr. Gibson, who is a
clergyman, and thought well of by everybody. And
vothing esuld be more respectable. Aunt Stanbury
snys that with the meney she would give ns we should
Le quite comfortable; and she wants us to live in this
Lionse. Bhe says that thers are thirty girls round
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Exeter who would: give their eyes for sueli & chanoe;
pnid, looking at it in that lght, of conrse, it 6 o very
great thing for me. Ooly think how poor we have
been!  Awnd then, dear Priseilla, perhaps he wonld let
me he good to you and dewr memmnl

“Hut, of eourse, he will ask me whether I—love
him: and what am I to say? Aont Stanbury says that
I am to love him. ‘Begin to love him at onee,' she
goid this morning. I would if I could, partly for ber
pake, and because I do feel that it would be go respect-
able, When I think of it, it does seem such a pity
that poor I ghould throw away such o chanee. And I
must say that Mr. Gibson is very good, and most
obliging; and everybody says thet be hus an exeollent
temper, and that he is a most prudent, well-dispositioned
man. 1 deelire, dear Priseilln, when I think of it, |
eannot bring mysell to believe that such o man should
want me to be his wife,

“Hut what ought I to do? I suppose when a girl
is in love she s very unhappy i the geotlemnn ioes
not propose to her. I am sure it wonld not make me at
all mulappy if I were told that Mr. Gibson had changed
iz mind.

U Diparert Priseille, you must write at onee, beenuse
ls is to be here on Friduy, Oh, dear; Friday does
soem i bo go neae!  And T sball never kuow what to
say to bim, either one way or the other.

“Your most affectionate sister,
“DokoTuy STANBURY.

P s —Give my kindest love to mamma; but you
need not tell her unless you think it hest”
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Priscilla roceived this lettor gy the Wednesday
morning, and felt herself bound to answor it on that
sime afternoon. Had she postponed hor raply for a
duy, it would still have boon in Dorothy's hands be-
fore Mr. Gibson eould havé come to her on the dreaded
Friday moming. But will that wonld hardly give her
time enough to eonsider the mateor with any degrog of
deliberation afler she should have been armed with
what wisdom Priscilla might be able to send her, "Ihe
post: left Nuncomba Putney at thres; and therafore the
letter had to be written before their sarly dinner.

S0 Priscilla went into the garden and sat hersoll
down under an old cedar that she might disenss tha
matter with hergelf fn all jts bearings. She falt that
e woman could be ealled upon to write a letter that
should be of mare importanes. The whols welfure in
life of the person who was doarest to hor would probahly
depend wpom it.  The weight upon her was so great
that she thought for a while she would taks eounsel
with ber mother; but she folt sure that her mother

would recommond the marriage; and that if she after- !

wards should find herself bound to opposs it, then her
mother would be n miserabln woman.  There eonld e
no use to her in taking connsel with her mnothor, b
eaunne her mother's mind wag Eknown to her befure-
band.  T'he reaponsibility was thrown upon her, und
shio alone mopt benr ¢

Hho tried lard to persuade horself to writs at onee
and tell her sistor to marty the man.  She knew her
sistor’s homrt so well ag to be sure that I]uruth_'p' wonld
learn to love the man who was hor husband. ™ Tt was
almost impossible that Dorothy should not love thesa
with whom she lived. And then her sister was g0 well
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adapted to be s wife and o wother.  Her temper was
80 mweet, aho was so prre, g0 unselfish, vo devoted, wmd
o hoalthy withal! She wag so happy when she was
acting for others; and so exeallent in metion when ghe
had another one to think for Lier! Blhe was go trusting
and trostworthy that any husband would adors her!
Then Priseills walked slowly inte the house, got her
prayer-hook, and returning to her seat under the tree,
read the marrisge service. 1t was ong o'clock when
she went up-stairs to write her letter, and it had not
yet struck oleven when she first saated bersalf beneath
the tree,  Hep letter, whey written, was as follows:—

“ Wuneombo Pathey, Avgur 35, 156,

“Draresr Dororsy,

“I got your lotter this morning, and 1 thinkit is
better 10 answor & at oned, a5 the Hme js viry
short. [ have heen thinking about it with all my mind,
wnd 1 foel almost awe-strieken |pst I should udvise o
wrongly.  After all, T beliove that your own denr gwest
truth and honesty would guide you hetter than any-
hody claa ean guide you. You may ba sure of thie that
whichever way it is, T shall think that you have dane
right Deaiest sister, | euppase thire can he no douht
that for most women s married life is happier than o
single one. 1t is alwayy thought so, as we MLy f
by the anxisty of others to got married; and when an
opinion hocomes general, T think that the warld is moat
often right. And then, my own one, 1 fesl sure that
you are adapted both for the cares and for the Joye of
married lifa, Yon would do your duty ns & married
woman happily, and wonld he = eomfort to your hins-
band;—not & o in his wide, as are so many women,
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“But, my pet, do not let that ressoning of Aunt
Btanbury’s about the thirty young girls whe wonld
give their oycs for Mr, Gibson, lnve nny weight with
Jou.  You should not take him beeause thirty other
young girls would be glad to have him. And do not
think too mnch of that respoctability of which Fou
speak. T would never ndvise my Dolly ta marry any
man anless she sould be respectable in her new poi-
tion; but that alone should go for nothing, Ner glioli
ofir poverty. Wao shall not starve. Ang evon JiF we
did, that would be but o PoT Bxcnse,

“1 cam find no eaeape from thiv,—ilnt ¥ou should
love him before you say that you will take him, Ry
bonest, loyal love need not, I take it, be of ihat
romantic kind which people write ahayt in novels and
poetry.  You need not think him g be perfaet, or the
best or grandest of men. Your heart will tell you
whether he is dear fo You. And remembr, Dally, that
I shall remember that loye itsell’ must begin af BOIH
precise time. Though you had not lenrned to lvve him
whes you wrote on Tuesdny, you may have begun tg
do g0 when you get thig on Thursday,

“If you find that you Jove him, then say that ¥ou
will be his wife, If your beart revolts %rom such o
decluration ns being false: —jF You eannot bring your-
solf to feel that yoy profer him to others as the partner
of your life,—thon toll him, with thauks fur his eoup-
tesy, that it cannot be ag he wenld have ji.

“Your always and ever most affectionately,
“PriaciLia.”




MIL GLESBOR'S Q00D Folrss, 25

CHAPTER II1.

Blr. (HBsou's good Furtici,

“Ten bet you lalf-a-crown, wy lnd, you're thrown
over at last, like the rest of them, Thare's nothing
she likes so moch as taking somt one up in order that
she mny throw him over afterwards,™ It was thus
that Mr. Burtholomew Burgess eautioned his nephaw
Brouke.

“I'll take care that she shan't break my  heart,
Unele Barty, I will go my way and she may go lers,
and she may give her mongy to the hospital if she
plenses,"

O the morning after his arrival Brooke Borgpeay
had declwred alond in Miss Stanbury’s parlour that he
Was going over to the bank to sea his uncle. Now
thers was in this almost a breach of contract.  Miss
Stanbury, when she invited the youtug man to Exeter,
had stipulated that there should he np intereonrse be-
twean her house and the bank. “Qf coursg, 1 shall
not need to know where you go or where you don't
go," she had written; “but after nll that has passed
there must pat bo any positive intercourso between my
honse and the bank"  And mow he had spoken of
going over to O and B, as he ealled them, with the
utmost indifference. Miss Stanbury bad looked VEry
grave, but had said nothing. She had determined to
be on her guard, so that she should not be driven to
quarrel with Brooke if she could aveid it.

Bartholomew Burgess was a tall, thin, ill-tempered
old man, as well-known in Exeter as the cathedral,
and respected after a fushion, No ong liked him., Ie
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said ill-natured things of all his neighbours, and lad
never earned any reputation for dving Eood natured
acts.  But he hnd lived in Exetor for nearly seventy
yoars, sand had schieved that sort of estesm which
comes from long tenure. And he had committed no
great iniquities in the course of his lifty years of busi-
ness.  The bank had nover stopped payment, and be
lind robbed no one. Ha had not swallowed up widows
and orphans, and had done his work in the firm of
Cropper and Burgess after the old-fushioned eafe man-
ner, which leads neither to riches nor to ruin. Thero-
fore he was respected. But bhe wes a discontented,
sour old man, whoe believed himself to have boon in-
jured by all his own friends, who disliked his oWl
partners because they had bought that which had,
at any rate, mever belonged to him;—and whosa
Elrongest passion it was to hate Miss Stanbury of the
Close,

“She's got & parson by the hand now,” said the
uncle, as he continued his eantion to the nephow.

“Therg was a clergyman there lnst night,”

“Ko doubt, and she'll play him off against you, and
you against him; and then she'll throw you both over.
I know her,"

“Bhe hns got & right to do what she likes with hor
own, Uncle i

“And how did she get it? Nover mind. I'm not
going to set you against her, if you're her favourite for
the moment. She has n niece with her there, —haen't
sha?™

“One of her brother's danghters.”

“They say she's going to make that elergyman
IILI'“TJ' ]Lﬂ'r.“
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“What;—Mr. Gileon?™

“Yea They tell me he was as good as engaged
to another girl—one of the Frenmches of Heavitree,
And therefore dear Jemima eould do nothing better
than iuterfers, When she las suceeeded in breaking
the girl's heart—"

“Which girl's heart, Uncle Barty?"”

“The girl the man was to bave married; when that's
dona ghe'll throw Gibson over. You'll see.  She'll
refuse to give the girl a shilling. She took the girl's
Lrother by the hand ever so long, and then she: throw
him ever, And ghe’ll throw the girl ever too, and send
her back to the place ghe eame from. And then she'll
throw yon over."

" Acsording to you, she munst be the most malicious
old womnn that ever woas allowed to lival™

“I don't think there are many to beat her, as far
as malice goes. But you'll find out for yourself I
shonlidn't be surprised if she wore to tell you befora
long that you were to marry the niees."

“I shouldn't think that sueh very hard lines aither,”
said Brooke Burpess.

"T've mo doubt you may have her if you like,"
said Barty, “in spite of Mr. Gibson. Only I should
recommend you to take core and get the money first.”

When Brooke went back to the house in the Close,
Miss Stanbury was quite fussy in her silence. Bhe would
have given much to bave been told something about
Barty, and, above all, to have learned what Barty had
eaid about berself. Buot ghe was far too proud even
to mention the old man's name of her own aceord.
Bho was qn.iha gure that she had been abused. Bhe
guessed, probably with tolerable accuracy, the kind of



28 HE EKEW HE WAS RIGHT.

things that had been said of her, and sugpested to her-
self what answer Brooke would make te guch acenap.
tions. But sha had resolved to cloak it all in silence,
and pretended for awhile not to remember the young
man's declared inteution’ when he loft the houso, i
seoms odd lo me," said Brooke, “that Tnela Burty
should always live alone as he doss. He must have a
dreary tima of "

L dom't know anything about your Uncle Barty's
manner of living,"

“Noj—1I suppose not. You and he are not friends."

"By ne means, Brooke.™

“He lives there all alone in that poky bank-
honse, and uobody ever poes near him. I wonder
whether he has any friends in the ity P

*1 roally cannot tell you anything about his friends.
And, to tell you the truth, Brooke, I don’t want to
talk about your uncle. Of CONrsE, ¥ou can go to see
bim when you please, but I'd rather you dido't tell ma
of your visits afterwards"

“There is nothing in the world T hate IR TR0 (e
u secret,” gaid hae. He had uno intention in this of
animadverting apon Miss Stanbury's seeret aumity, yor
liad he purposed to ask any guestion ae to hor eelg-
tions with the old man. He had alluded to ks dislike
of having secrets of his own. But she misnndrstood
him,

“If you are anxious to know——" ghe said, ho-
coming very red in the face.

“I nm not at all curiows to know. You it
migtake me,"

“He has chosen to bolieve,—or to suy that he Le-
Lieved,—that I wronged him in regard to his brother's
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will. T nmrsed his brother when he was dying,—ns I
considerad it to be my duty to do. I caunot tell you
all thet stery. It is too long; and toe sad. Romanee
is very pretty in novels, but the romance of a lLifo s
always a melancholy matter. They are mast happy
who have noe story to tell"

“I guite beliave that."

“But your Unele Barty chose to think ,—indeed, I
hardly lenow what he thomght  He said that the will
was A will of my making. When it was made I and
his brother were apart; we were not even on spenking
terma.  I'hers had been o quarrel, and all manner of
ﬁJ]I}'. I am oot very prond when I look bock wpon
it It is mot that I think myself better than others;
Lut your Unele Brooke's will was made before we had
come togothor again,.  When he was ill it was natural
that T should go to him,—after all that hed possed
betwoen us.  Eh, Brooke?"

It wis womanly.”

“But it made no difference about the will, Mr
Bartholomew Burgpess might have known that at once,
sl must bave known it afterwards. But Le Las never
acknowledped that be was wrong;—never aven yet.”

“He conll not bring himself to do that, I should
eny."

“The will was no great triumph to me I eould
have dong without it.  As Ged is my judge, I would
mot have lifted up my Litile finger to pet ecither o part
or the whole of poor Brooke's movey.  If T had known
that a word would have done it, 1 would hove bitten
my tomgoe out before it should have been spoken”
She lad risen from her seat, and was speaking with a
solommily that almoest filled ber Hstener with pwe. Blo
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was & woman short of statnre; but now, a8 she stood
over him, she seemed to be tall and majostic. ‘' But
when the man was dead,” she eantinued, “and the will
was there,—the property was mine, and I was bound
in duty to exercise tho privileges and hear the respon-
sibilities which the dead man had conferred TP D,
It was Barty, then, who sent a low altorney to me,
offering me a compromise, What had T to compro-
mige? Compromise! No. If it was not mine by all
the right the law could give, I would soomer have
starved than have had a crust of bread out of the mo-
ney." Bhe had now clonched both her fists, and was
shaking them rapidly as she stood over hiwn, looking
down apon him,

“Of course it was your own."

“Yes. Though they asked me to compromise, i
senk messages to me to frighten me;—both Barty amd
your Uncle Tom; sy, and your father too, Brooke;
thoy did not dare to go to law. To law, indecd! |f
evar there was a good will in the world, the will of
your Unele Brooke was grood. They evunld talk, and
uinlign me, and tell lies as to dates, and strive to make
my wame odious in the county; but they knew that
the will was good. They did not suecosd very well in
what they did attompt,"

“I would try to forget it all now, Aunt Stan-
hu-.r].."

“Forget it! How is that to be done? How can the
mind forget the history of its own life? Ko,—I ecannet
forget it. I ean forgive it."

“Then why not forgive it?"

“Ide. Ihave. Why elso are you hero?”

“But forgive old Unele Barty alsol"
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“Has he forgiven me? Come now. If T wished to
forgive him, how should I bogin? Would he be fla
sious if I wont to him? Does he love me, do you think,
—or hate me? Unele Barty is o good hater. It is the
best point about him. No, Brooke, we won't try the
farce of n roconciliation after a long life of onmity.
Nobody would beliove us, and we should not belisve
oqich other.™

“Then I ecortainly would not try.”

“Ldo not mean to do so. The truth is, Brooke,
you ghall have it all when I'm goue, if you don’t turn
againgt me. You won't fake to writing for ponny
nowepapers, will you, Brooke?™ As sho asked the
question she put ome of her hauds sofily on his
ahaouldor,

"I cortainly shan't offend in that way,"

“And you won't be a Radical?”

“No, not n Radical,”

“1 mean a man to follow Beales and Bright, a re-
publican, a putter-down of the Chureh, a hater of the
Throne.  You won't take up that line, will you,
HBrooke?™

“It isn't my way at present, Aunt Stanbury, But
u man ghouldn’t promise.”

“Ah me! It makes me sad when I think what the
country i coming to. I'm told there are scores of
members of Parlinment who don't pronounce their h's,
When I was young, s member of Parlisment used to
be a gentlaman;—and they've taken to ardaining all
manner of people. It used to he the ease that when
you met a clorgyman you met a gentloman, By-the-
bye, Brooke, what do you think of Mr. Gibson?"
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“Mr. Gibson! To tell the truth, 1 Laven't thonght
much about him yet"

“Hut you must think about Him. Perhaps you
haven't thought about my niece, Dolly Btanbury?"

“1 think she's an upcommonly nice girl.”

“Bhe's not to be nica for you, young man, She's
to e married to Mr, Gibaon.”

“Aro they engaged?"

“Well, no; but I intend that thoy shall be. You
won't begrudge that I should give my little EAVings ti
ong of my own name?"

“Yon don't know me, Aunt Stanbury, if you think
that T should begrudge anything that you might do
with your money.”

“Dolly has been Lere a month or two. T think it's
three months since she eame, and I do like her. She's
soft and womanly, and hasn't taken up these wile,
filthy habits which almost all the girls have ndopted.
Huve you seen those Frenches with the things ey
have on their heads?”

“I was speaking to them yestorday.”

“*Nosty sluts! You can see the grease on their fore-
beads when they try to make their hair o baek in
the dirty French fashion. Dully is not Yike that:—is
aha?"

“She i not in the least like cither of the Miss
Frenches,”

“And now I want ber to become Mrs. Gibson. He
is quite taken."

“Is ha?"

“Ohb dear, yes. Didn't yon see lim the other night
at dinner and afterwards? Of course he knows that 1
ean give her n little hit of money, which alwaye goes
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for gomething, Brooke. Amd I do think it would be
puch & nice thing for Duolly.”

“Anid what does Diolly think sbout it?"

“There's the difficulty. She likes him well enongh;
I'm sure of that. And ghe has no stuck-up idens ghout
herself.  Bhie it one of those who think thet almost
nothing is gnnd enciigh for them. But L

“Bho hag an ohjoction.”

“I don't know what it is. [ sometimes think she
is #0 bashful and modest she doeesn't like to talk of
being married,—even to an old woman like me."

“Dear ma! That's aet the way of the age;—ia it
Annt Btunbury?™

“It's coming to that, Brooke, that the girls will
psk the men soon.  Yes,—anil that they won't take n
rofusal sither. I do bolieve that Camilla French did
ask Mr. Gihapn"

“And what did Mr, Gibson say?™

BAL;—I can't tell you that He knows too well
what he's about to take ber. He's fo come here on
Friday al eleven, and you must be out of the way. 1
shall ba out of the way too. But'if Dolly says a wiril
to you hefore that, mind you make ker nnderstand that
she ought to aceept Gibeon,”

“8he's ton good for him, sccording to my think-

t

ing.'
HDun't you be a fool. Hew can any young woman
ha too pood for o gentleman and a clergyman? Mr
Gibson is a pontloman. Do you know,—only you must
not memtion this—that I have o kind of idea we could
get Nuncombe Putmey for him. My father had the
living, and my brother; and I should like it to go on
in the family."
M Live i woia Rlights DL il
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No opportnnity came in the way of Brooke Burgess
to suy anything in favowr of Mr Gilson to Dorothy
Stanbury. “There did come to be very quickly a sort
of intimagy between ber.and her aunt’s favourite; but
she was one mot prone to talk sbout her swn affairs.
And as to such an affnir as this—a guestion a9 (o
whether sho should or should not give herself in mar-
rings to her suitor,—she, who could not speak of it
even to her own gister withont a blush, who felt con-
fused and almost eonfounded when receiving her sunt’s
admonitione and instigations on the subject, wonld ot
have endured to hear Brooke Burgess speak on the
matter, Dorethy did feel that a person easier to know
than Brooke had never come in ber way. She had al-
ready anid as much to him as she had spoken o M,
Gibson in the three months that she lad made his ne-
guaintunee.  They bad tnlked aboui Exetor, and about
Mra. MacHugh, and the eathedral, and Tennyeon's
poems, nond the London theatres, and Unele Barty, aud
the family quarcel. They had become guite eonfiden-
tinl with each other en some motters,. But om this
boavy subject of Mr. Gibson and his proposal of mar-
riange not n word hoad been gaid. When Brooke once
mentioned Mr. Gihson on the Thursday roming, Do-

rothy within & minute had taken an opportunity of

esraping from the room.

But circumstances did give him an d:lppm'tnnitr of
speaking to Mr, Gibson. On the Wednesday afternoon
both he and Mr. Gilssi wers invited fo drink ten at
Mrs. Franch's liousa on that evening, Such invitations
at Exeter were wont to be given at shovt dates, and
both the gentlemen had said that they would go, Then
Arabelln French bad called in the Olose and lad asked

o A = I
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Miss Stanbury and Dorothy. It was well understosd
by Arabells that Miss Stanbury hersell would not drink
toa at Heavitree. And it may bo that Dorothy's com-
puny was oot in truth desired. The lndies both de-
clingd,  “Don't you stay at home for me, my denr,”
Migs Stanbury said to her niece. But Dorothy had not
been out without her aunt since she had been st Exe-
tor, and understood perfectly that it would not bo wise
to commenca the practiee at the house of the Frenches,
w)r, Brooke is eoming, Miss Stanbury; and Mr. Gib:
som,”" Miks French gaid. And Miss Stanbury Tund thought
that there was some trinmph in her tone, “Mr. Brooke
can go where he pleases, my dear,” Miss Stanbury re-
plied. “ And na for Mr Gibson, [ am not his kecper,”
The tone in which Miss Stanbury spoke would have
implied great improdence, had mot the two ladies un-
derstood each other so thoroughly, aud bad not each
known that it was o,

There was the accustomed set of people in Mrs.
Freneh's drawing-room;—the Crumbies, and Ehe Wrights,
aml the Apjohns. And Mre MacHugh came also,—
knowing that there would be a rubber. *'Their naked
shoulders don't hurt me,” Mrs. MacHugh said, when
her friend slmost scolded ler for going fo the house.
“I'm not a young man. [ dow't eare what they do to
themselves”” “You might eny as mueh if they went
nnked altogether,” Miss Stanbury liad rveplied in anger.
“IF nobody clse complained, 1 ghonldn't,” eaid Mrs
MacHugh. Mrs. MacHugh got her ribber; nnd ag she
hud gone for her rubber, on n distinet promise that
there should be a rubber, and as there was n rubber,
sho falt that she had no right to say illnatored things.
wiWhat does it matter to me,” said Mrs. MacHugh,

iI#



a6 HE ENEW HE WAS TIGHT,

“how nesty she is? She's not going to be my wife™
"Tgh!™ excluimed Miss Stanbury, ehaking ber head
both in anger and disgust,

Camilla French was by no means 50 bad as she
was painted by Miss Stanbury, and Hrooke Burgess
rather liked her than otherwise. And it scemed to liim
thut Mr. Gibson did not at all dislike Avabella, and
felt no repugnance at sithor the Indy's noddle orshoulders
now that he was removed from Miss Btanbury's in-
fluence. Tt was cloar enough also that Arsbella bl
not given up the attempt, although ghe must havo ad-
mitted to herself that the claims of Dorothy Stanbury
were very strong.  On this evening it seemed to have
been specially permitted to Arabella, who was the
elder sister, to lake into her own hands the manage-
ment of the case.  Beholders of the game liad hitherto
declared that Mr. Gibson's safety was spenred by the
constant coupling of the sisters.. Neither would allow
the other to hunt slone. But a common sense of {he
common danger had made some special strategy neces-
sary, and Camilln hardly spoke & word to Mr. Gib-
sou during the evening, TLet ns hope that she found
some temporary consolation in the presence of the
ST ger,

“I hope you are going to stay with us ever so
long, Mr. Burpess?" said Cumilla.

“A month. That is ever so long;—ian't it? Why
1 mean to see all Devonshire within that time. 1 fael
alrondy that 1 know Exeter theroughly and everyhody
i.“ iLH‘

“I'm sure we are very much flatterad.”

“As for yon, Miss French, T've heard so much
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about you all my life, that I felt thet T knew you be-
fore I came hore.”

“Wha can have spoken to you about me?"”

“You forget how many relatives T have in the
city. Do you think my Uncle Harty never writes to
ma?"

“Mot about me.” :

“Does he not? And do yon suppose I don't hear
from Miss Stanbury ¢

“But she hates me. 1 know that"

“And do you hate her?™

“No, indeed. I've the greatest respoct for hor
But she is n little odd; isu't she, now, Mr. Burgess?
Wa all like her ever so much: ‘and we've known har
ever go long, six or seven yoars,—since we werg
quite young things. But she has sueh queer notions
about girls."”

“What sort of petionsP”

“8he’d like them all to dress just like herself; and
sho thinks that they should never talk to Foung men.
If she wag here she'd sny I was flirting with you, be-
cause wo're sitting togethor.”

“But you are not; are you?"

“Of eourss I am not”™

“I wish you wonld.” said Brooke.

“I ehouldn’t know how to hegin, I shouldn't, in-
deed. I don't know what flirting means, and I don't
know who does know. When young ladies and Eeu-
tlemen go out, I suppese they are intended to talk to
cach other,”

“But very often they don't, you know.”

“I call that stupid,” said Camilla. “And yet,
when they do, all the old maids say that the girls are
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fliting.  I' toll you one thing, Mr. Burgess. T don't
cire what any old maid says abont me. 1 always
talk to poople that I like, and if they choose to eall
me a flirt, they may. It's my opinion that sHll waters
ron tha despest,”

“No doubt the noisy streams aro very shallow,"
eaid Brooke

“You may eall me a shallow stream if you like,
Mr. Burgess” -

"I meant nothing of the kind."

“Bat what do you epll Dorothy Stanbury? That's
what I eall still water, Sho runs deep enough”

':"I.'inu quictest yonng lady I ever saw in my
life,'

“Exactly. 8o quiet, bot so—elever, What do
you think of Mr. Gibsonp™

“LEveryhody s asking me what 1 think of Mr.
Gibzon."

“You know what they say. They fy he is to
murry Dorothy Stanbury. Poor man! 1 don't think
his own consent has ever been nsked yeb;~ but, never-
ihelezs, it's sottled.”

“Just at present he seems to me to Iie,—wliat
shall T say?—I oughtn't to say flirting with your sister;
cught 13"

“Miss Btanbury would say so if ehe were hiere, no .
doubt. But the fact is, Mr. Burgess, we've known him
almost sines we woro infants, and of course we take
an interest in his welfare, There has never been nny-
thing more than that. Arabella is nothing mora- to
him than 1 am. Onee, indeed—; but, however—;
that' doca not signify. It would be nothing to us, if
be really liked Dorothy SBtanbury. But as far ns we
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can see,—and we do see a pood deal of him—thars is
no such feeling on his part.  Of course we haven't
asked. Wao should not think of fueh a thing. M-
Gibeon may do just as he likes for uz.  Bul 'L am not
quite aure that I?i|41.1'r.+t1|§r Etauhm}r is just the girl that
would make him o good wife. OF course when you've
known o person sevon or eight yeirs yon do get anxious
abouul iy bappiness. Tho you ]f.un'l.r wa think her,—
perhaps a little,—sly."”

In the mepntime, Mr. Gibson was completely sub-
joct to the individual charms of Arbella. Camilla
bad been quite eorrect in a part of her deseription of
their intimacy. Bhe and her sister hod known Mr.
Gibzon for seven or eight yeurs; but nevertheless the
intimacy eould nmot with troth be sid o bave eom-
meneed durdng the infaney of the young ludies, even
it tha word were used in its logal sense. Seven or
eight years, however, is a long ﬂmluniutalmc; =|.|_|_|:'I. there
was, perhaps, something of & real grievanes in this
Stanbury intervention. If it be a recognised fact in
gociety that young lndies are in want of lnsbends, and
thot sn effort on their part towards muatrimony fa not
altegether imposgsible, it must be rocognised nlso thuet
failure will be disagreenble, and interforence regarded
with animesity. Miss Binbury the elder was un-
donbtedly interfering hetween Mr. Gibson and tho
IF'renches; and it i neitler manly nor womanly to sub-
mit to interferenee with one's dearest prospects, It
MY, ]l-crhupg,| be pdmitted that the Mizs Fronches hoad
shown too mneh open ardour in their pursuit of Mr
(#ibson. Perhaps there should have been mo ardour
and no pursuit. It may be that the theory of woman-
hood is right which forbida to women any sach at-

"
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tempts,—which teaches them that they must ever ho
the pursusd, nover the pursuers. As to that there shall
be no discourse nt present. Bt it must be granted
that whenever the pursuit has been attempied. it is npt
in human nature to shandon it withont an effort. Ty
the Franch girls shonld be YOry angry with Miss Stan-
bury, that they should put their heads togother with
the intention o thwarting her, that they should think
evil things of poor Dorathy, that they should half de-
spise Mr. Gibson, nud yet resolve to keep their hold
upon him a8 & chattel and a thing of value that was
almost their own, was not perkaps much to their dis-
credit,

*You are a good deal at the housa in the Close
now," said Ambella, in her lowest voice,—iy g voiog
so low that it was almost melancholy,

“Well; yes. Miss Stanbuory, you know, hns al-
ways been a staunch friond of mine.  And she takes
nn intévest in my little choreh, ™ Peopla say that girls
are sly; but men can be gl v B0, BomEBtimes,

“It seoms that she' has taken you so much awny
from us, Mr. Gibson,"

“T don't know why you should say that, Miss
French."

“Porhaps T am wrong.  Oue is apt to be sensitive
about one's friends, Wa seam to have known you sy

Thers is nobody else in Exeter thay mammny
rigards us she does you. But, of comrse, if FOu are
bappy with Miss Stanbury that is evory thing.”

“T am speaking of the old Iady,” said Mr. Gibson,
who, in spite of his slyness, was here thrown a little
off his guard.
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“And I am specking of the old lndy too," enid
Ambella.  “OF whom else shonld I be epeaking "

"Wo;—af conrse not"

“Of course," continued Arabella, “I hear what
people say about the niece. One cannot help what one
bears, you know, Mr. Gibson; but T don't believe that,
I cam nssure you." As she said this, she looked into
his face, as though waiting for an answer; but Mr,
Gibson bad no answer ready. Then Arabells told her-
self that if anything was to be done it must be done
ot once. What use was there in beating round the
bush, when the only chance of getting the game was
to be had by dashing at once into the thicket. “I own
I should be glad,” she said, turning her eyes wwny
from him, “if I could hear from your own mouth that
it i not true

Mr. Gibson's position was one not to be envied.
Were he willing to tell the very secrets of his soul to
Miss French with the utmost candour, he could mot
answer her guestion either one way or the other, and
he was not willing to tell her any of his seerets. It
was certainly the fact, too, that there had been tender
passages between him and Arabells. Now, when thero
have been such passages, und the gentleman ia cross-
examined by the lndy, ss Mr. Gibson was being cross-
examined at the present moment,—the gentleman uso-
ally teaches himself to think that u litde falsehood is
permissible. A gentleman ean hardly tell & lady that
he has become tired of her, and has changed his mind.
Lw feels the matter, perbaps, more keenly even than
she does; and though, at all other times he may ho n
very Paladin in the cause of truth, in sueh strait as
this he does allow himself some latitude,
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“You are ouly joking, of eourse,” hae said,

“Indoed, T am not joking. T ean assure you, M
Gibson, that the welfare of the friends whom I really
love can never be a matter of Joke to meo. Mrs. Crumbhis
snye thal you positively are engaged to marry Dorothy
Btanbury."

“What does Mrs. Crumbie know about §t3"

“I dure sny nothing. It is not so:—is 17"

*“Cortainly not,”

“And there is nothing in it:—is there?"™

“I wonder why poople make these raports,"  said
Mr. Gibson, prevaricating.

“It is u fubrication from beginning to end, then?"
said Arabells, pressing the matter fquite home. At this
time she was vory close to him, and though her words
were sevare, the rluncs from her tyes was soft.  And
the seent from bLer hair was not objectionable to lim
as it would lave been to Miss Stanbury. And the
mode of ber head-dress was not displeasing to him,
And the folds of her dress, as they foll across his knes,
wers weleome to his feclings. Ha knew that he was
ns ong under temptation, but he was not strong enough
to bid the tempter synunt. “Bay that i is so, Mr.
Gibson!™ .

“Of course, it is not £0," said Mr, Gibson—Ilying.

“I am so0 glad. ~ For, of course, Mr. Gibson, when
we heard it we thought a great deal about it. A man's
happiness depends so much on whem he marries;—
doesn’t it? And a elergyman's more than anybody
else’'s. . And we didn't think she was fquite the ort of
woman that you would like. You ses, she has had 1o
advantages, poor thing! She Las been shut up in a
little conntry cottage all her life;—just a lnbourer's
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hovel, no more;—and theogh it waso't her faolt, of
course, and we all pitied her, and wera g0 glml whon
Miss Stunbury brought her to the Olose;—atill, you
knew, though one was very glad of her as an acguaint-
ance, yet, you know, as a wife,—and for such a dear,
dear friend " Bhe went on, and said many other
things with equal enthusiasm, and then wiped Ler eyes,
and then smiled and langhed. After that she declured
that she was quite happy,—so bappy; and so she lefl
lum. The poor man, after the falsehood had been
exirnctod from him, snid neothing more; bot sat, in
Jpatienca, listening to the raptures and enthusiasm of
bis friend. He lnew that he had dispraced himself;
and he knew ales that his disgrace wonld be known,
if Dorothry Stanbury should accept his offer on the
morrew,  And yel how hardly he had been nsed!
Whit nnswer eould he have given eompatible both
with the truth and with his own |:|3‘rﬁnu.n1 ﬂignitjr?

About half un hour afterwards, he was walking
back to Exeter with Brooke Burgess, and then Brooke
did ask him 2 question or dwo.

“NWiece girla those Frenches, I think,” said Brooke.

“Wary nice,” said Mr. (Gilson.

“How Miss Stanbury dees bate them,” saye Brooke

“NWot hate them, I hope,” said Mr. Gibson.

“Bhe docan’t love them;—does she?"™

“Well, as for love;—yes; in one sensp,—1T hope
ahe does. Miss Btanbury, you know, is a woman wlho
wxpreszes herself strongly.”

“What wounld she ssy, if she wers told that you
and I were going to marry those two girls¥ We are
both favourites, you know.”
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“Dear ma! What o vory odd supposition,” saig
Mr. Gibson.

“For my part, T don't think T shall," snid Brooke,

*“1 don't suppose T shall cither" said Mr Gibeon,
with a gravity which was intended to CONVEY o
smattering of robuke.

“A fellow might do worse, yon know," said Brooke.
“For my part, I rathar like girls with chignons, and
all that sort of get-up.  But the worst of jt is, ome
can't marry two at a time "

“That would be bignmy,” said Mr. Gibson,

“Just s0," said Brooke.

CHAPTER 1V,
Bllsa Stanbury'd Westl.

Puscruarey ut eleven o'elock on the Friday morn-
ing Mr. Gibson knocked at the door of the house in
the Close, The reader must not imagine that he lind
ever waversd in his intention with regard to Dorothy
Stanbury, becanse he had been driven into a corner |
by the pertinacious ingentity of Miss French, He
uever for a moment thought of being falss to Miss
Btanbury the older. Falssness of that natura waonld have
been ruinous to him,—wonld have mads Lim s inarked !
man in the city all his daye, and would probably have
reached even to the bishop's ears, He wias neither had
enotigh, nor andncious enough, nor foolish enough, for
guch perjury as that, And, moreover, though the wiles
of Arabella had been potent with him, he very much
preferred Dorothy Stanbury., Seven Years of Sirtation
with & young Indy is mors trying to the affection thap
any duration of matrimony. Arabells bud managed
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to awaken something of the old glow, but Mr. Gibson,
ns snon as he was alone, turned from her mentally in
disgnst. No! Whatever little trouble there might he
in his way, it was elearly his duty to marry Dorethy
Btanbury. She had the sweetest temper i the world,
and blushed with the prettiest blush! She would have,
moreover, two thousand pounds on the day ghe married,
and there was no saying what other and greator pie
euniary advantages might follow. His mind was guite
made up; and during the whola morning ho had been
endeavouring to drive all disagreeable reminiscences
of Miss French from his memory, and to arrange’ the
words with which he would make his offer to Dorothy.
He was aware that he need not be very particular
about his words, as Dorothy, from the bashfulness of
her nnture, would be no judge of eloquence at such &
time, But still, for his own sake, thors shonld be some
form of expression, some propriety of dietion. Befors
eloven o'clock he had it all by beart, and had nearly
freed himself from the uneasiness of his falsshood to
Arnbella. He had given mueh serions thought to the
matter, and had quite resolved that he was right in his
purpose, and that he eould marry Dorothy with a pure
conscience, and with a true promise of a hmsband's
love, “Depr Dolly!" ho eaid to himself, with some-
thing of enthusiasm as he walked across the (lose.
And he looked np to the house as he came to it
There was to his future home. There was not one of
the prebends who had a bettor house. And there was
a dovelike softness about Dorothy's eyes, and a win-
ning obedience in her manner, that were charming.
His lines had fallen to him in very pleasant places.
Yed;—he would go up to her and take her at ones by
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the hand, and ask her whother she would b his, now
and for ever. He would not Iot go ber hand, till he
had brought her so close to him that she could hide
her blushes on his shoulder. The whole thing lad
been so well conceived, had become so clear tir his
mind, that he felt no hesitation or embarrassment as
he knocked at the door. Arabella Froneh would, no
doubt, hear of it soom. Well;—she must hear of it.
After all she eould do him no injury.

He was shewn up at once into the drawing-room,
and there he found—Miss Stanbury the clder. *0h,
Mr. Gibson!" she gaid at oneo.

“Is nnything the matter with—dear Durothy ¢

“8he is the most obstinate, pig-headed young woman
I ever came across since the world bejzan."

“You don't say sol But what is it, Miss Stan-
.EIE.'I'_"I'?“

“What is #t? Why just this. Nothing on earth
that 1 can say to her will induee her to eome down and
speak o yor”

“Have I offonded her?™

“Offended a fiddlestick! Offence indeed! An offer
from an honest man, with her friends’ approval, and a
fortune at her back as though she had been born with
a gold spoon in ber mouth! And she tells mo that she
can't, and won't, and wouldn't, and shouldn't, as though
I were asking her to walk the strests. I declare I don't
know what has come to the young women;—or what
it is they want. One would liave thought that butter
wouldn't melt in her mouth,”

“But what is the reason, Miss Stanbury ?"

“0h, reason! You don't suppose people give roasons
in these days ‘What reason have they when thoy
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dress themaalves up with bundboxes on their sconges?
Just simply the old reason—'T do not like thes, Dr.
Fall;—why I cannot tell’™

“May I not see her myself, Miss Btanbory?"

#1 ean't make her eome down-stairs to you. ['ve
been st hee the whole morning, Mr, Gibson, ever since
daylight pretty nearly. She emme into my room he-
fore 1 wos up and told me she'd made up ber mind.
I'ver conxed, and seolded, and threatemed, and ered;—
Lmt if she'd been & milestone it conldn’t have been of
less nse, 1 told her she might go back to Nuneombe,
and she just went off to pack up.”

" But she's not to god™

“How cun I eny what sueh a young woman will
do?  I'm never allowed a way of my own for o mo-
menk.  There's Brooke Burgess been seolding me at
that rata I didn't know whether [ stood on my hesd
or Ty heels.  And I don't kuow wow.”

Then there wons a panse, while Mr. Gibson was
endeavouring to decide what would now be his hest
course of setion. “Don't you think she'll ever come
round, Mizss Stanbury?"

“1 don't think she'll ever come any way that any-
Ledy wants her to come, Mr. Gibson"

*1 didn't think she was at all like thet," said Mr.
Gibeom, almost in tears. '

*No,—nor anybody clse. 1 huve been. secing it
come all the same.  It's just the Blanbury perversity.
If U'd wanted to keep her by herself. to take care of
me, and had sef my back up at her if she spoke to a
man, wd made ber understand that she wasn't o think
of metting merried, she'd have boen making eves at
every man that ewme inte the house. It's just what
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one geta for moing out of one's way. I did think
ghe'd be 50 bappy, Mr. Gibson, living here as your :
wife. She and I between us conld have managed for
you so nicely,”

Mr. Gibson was silent for & minute or two, during
which he walked up and down the room,—contemplat-
ing, no doubt, the picture of married lifs which Miss
Stanbury had painted for him,—a picture which, as it
seemed, was not to be realised. “And what had T
better do, Miss Stanbury?" he asked at last,

“Do! T don't know what you're to do. I'm groom
enoigh to bring a mare to water, but I can't make her
drink."

“Will waiting be any good "

“How can I say? TI'll tel] you ono thing not to
do,  Bon't go and philander with those girls at
Heavitree, It's my belief (Liat Dorothy has been think-
ing of them. People talk to her. of conrse.”

“I wish people would Lold their tongues.  Poople
are so indiscreet. People don't know bow muech lnrm
they may do."

“You've given them some exenss, you know, Mr.
Gribson."

This was very ill-natured, and was felt by Mr.
Gibson to be so rude, that he almost turned npon his
patroness in apger. He had known Daolly for not more
than thres months, and had devoted bimself to her, to
the great muger of his older friends. He had come
this morning truo to his appointment, expecting {lat
others wonld keep their promises to him, as he was
ready to keep those which he had made;—and now he
was told that it was his fault! “I dy think that's
rather hard, Miss Stanbury," be said.
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“8o you have," said she;—*nasty, alattornly pirls,
without an idea inside their noddles. But it's no use
yuur seolding ma,™

“I didn’t mean to seold, Miss Btanbury,”

“I've dong all that I could.

“And you think she won't see me for 0 minnta?”

“She eays she won't. I can't bid Martha CALFTY
Lir :]rm"n.“

“Then, perhaps, 1 had botler leave you for the
present,” said Me. Gibsou, after another pause. S0 ho
went, o melancholy, blighted man. Leaving the Close,
b pussed through inte Southernbay, and walked ncross
by the new streeis towards the Heavitreo road, He
liad wo design in taking this ronte, but he went on
till he eame in sight of the honse in which Mrs. Freneh
live  As he walked slowly by it, he looked up at
the windows, and something of fealing of romnnea
came aeross his heart,. Were his young affections
buried thers, or wors they net?  And, if 50, with
which of those fair girls wors they boried?®  For the
lnst two yoars, up to last might, Camille lind certainly
been in the sscendant. Rut Arabella was # swoot
yomng woman; and there had been a time,—when
these temler passages wers going on,—in which he
biad thonght that no young woman ever was so sweel.
A period of romanee, an em of enthusinsm, a short-
lived, deliciona holiday of hot-tongued insanity  liad
boen permitted to him in his youth:—but all that was
now over, And yot hers he wus, with thros strings
to his bow,—so he told himself,—and be had not as
yot settlod for himself the great business of matrimony.
Ho was inclined to think, as he walked an, that he
would walk hix life alone, an notive, nseful, but a

v bopn g wag Riphi. LT, 4
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melancholy man.  Afier such experionces as s, how
should he ever again speak of his heart to o womnn ¥
During this walk, bis wmind recurrod frequently o
Dorothy Stanbury; and, doubtless, e thoughe that |
hnd often spoken of his heart to her. Huo was back nt
his lodgings before three, ut which hour Le wte an
early dinner, and then took the sfternoon eathedral
service at four. The evoning e spent at home, think-
ing of the romance of his early days. What would
Miss Stanbury have suid, had she seen him in his easy
chuir behind the “Exeter Argus,"—with a pipe i lis
mouth ?

In the moantime, there was an uncomfortable seens
in progress between Dorothy and her aunt. Brooke
Burgess, ns desired, lbad left the house befors eleven,
having taken upon bimself, when consulted, to any in
the mildest terms, that Le thought that, in general,
young women should not be asked to wmarry if they
did mot like to;—which opinion bad been so galling
to Miss Stanbury that she had declared that be bl
50 gcolded her, that she did not know whether she was
standing on ber head or her leels  As soon ay Mr.
Gibaon left her, sho sat herself down, and fairly eviel.
She had ardently desired this thing, and had allowed
herself to think of her desive ns of one that would eer-
taiuly be secomplished. Dorothy would liave been so
happy as the wife of & clergyman! Miss Btanbury's
standard for men and women was not high. She did
not expect othars to be us self-sacrificing, as eharitable,
and as good as herself. It was not that she gave to ler-
self eredit for such virtues; but she thonght of hereell
a8 one who, from the peeuliar cirewmstaness of life,
was bound to de wueh for others. There wis no end
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to her doing good for others,—if enly the others would
allow themselves to be governed by her. Bhe did not
think that Mr, Gibson was u great divine; bul she per-
eceived that he was a clergyman; living decently,—of
that sseret pipe Miss Btanbury knew nothing, —doing
his duty punetuslly, and, ns she thought, very much
in want of a wife. Then there was her niece, Dolly,
—uoft, pratty, feminine, without a shilling, and much
in want of some oue to eomfort and take care of her.
Whnt could bo better than such oa marriage! And
the overthrow to the girls with the bip chignons would
be so complete! Bhe had set her mind wpon it, and
now Dorothy enid that it couldn't, and it wounldn't,
and it shouwldn't be accomplished! She was to be
thrown over by this chit of a girl, us she Lad been
ihrown over by the giel's brother! And, when she
complained, the girl simply offored to go away!

At about twelve Dorothy cume cresping down into
the room in which ber nunt was sitting, and pretended
te veenpy herself on somo pieen of work.  For s con-
giderable time,—for three minutes parhaps,— Miss Btun-
bury did not spoak.  She had resolved thut she would
pot epeak to her miess again—at least, not for that
day.  Bhe would let the wogeateiul girl kuow how
miserable ehe hed been made.  But af the elose of the
three minotes hor patience was exbaustad.  “What are
you doing there?" shoe said.

Y1 wm quilting your eap, Aunt Stanbury,”

“Tut it down, You shan't do anything for me. I
wor't bave vou touch my things any mers. 1 don't
like ynlundlll aerviee.”

“It 14 mot pretended, Aunt Emuh:lr_}.

“I eny it s pretended. Why did you pretend to

i
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[ me: that you would bave bim wheun you had made up
your mind against it all the time?”
| “But T badn't—made up my mind,”
“If you bad so mnch doubt about it, you might
| buve done what T wanted you.” i
I “I couldn't, Aunt Btanbury.”
i “You mean you woullu't. T wonder what it is ¥l
do axpeot.”
! “I don't expeet nnything, Aunt Htanbury,”
“No; and I don't expoet anything. What an old
fool T am ever to look fuor any comfort. Why should
1 think that anybody wonld ear for me?"
“Indeed, T do eare for you," [
| “In what sort of way do you slow it? You're just !
like your brother Hugh. I've disgraced myself to il J

man,—promising what I eonld not perform. T declare
it makes me sick when I think of it Why did youn
not tell me at onee?”  Dorathy said nothing further,
but sat with the eap on her lap.  She did wot dare 1o
reswne ber ueedle, and she did not like to pot the cap
niide, as by doing so it would seem us though she Lind
accepied hor aunt's probibition against her work.  For
balf an hour she sat thus, during which time Miss
! Stanbary dropped asleep. She woke with o start, and
' bogan to seold agnin. “What's the good of sitting

there all the day, with your bands before you, doing
i nothing " H
[ But Dorothy had been very busy. She had been

making up her mind, and bad delormined to eom-
mimicate her resolution to her annt.  **Dear atnt,” slis
{ said, “I've been thinking of sometling.”
! “1t's too Inte now," said Miss Stanbury.
L “I see I've made you very unhappy,”

!
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MU eourse you linve,”

“And you think that I'm ungrateful. 'm not an-
grateful, and I don't think that Hugh i

“Never mind Hugh."

“Ouly because it seems so band that you should
take so much trouble about we, and that then there
eliould be 80 muel vexation.™

“T find it very hard.™

“8a I think that I'd Lettar go buck to Nuncombe,”

“That's what you eall gratitude.”

“I don't like to stay hore and make you unbagpy.
I can't think that I ought to have dome what you
asked me, becanse 1 did not foel at all u that way
about Mr. Gibson. Buot as I have ouly dissppointed
you, it will ba better that I should go heme. 1 have
been very happy hore,—very."

“Bother!" exelnimed Migs Btanbury.

“1 havey—and 1 do love you, thoush you. won'i
believe it.  But I nm sure T oughtn't to remain to make
you unbuppy. I shall never forget all that you have
done for me; und though you eall me ungrateful, [ am
not.  But 1 kmow that I ought not to stay, ss [ can-
not do what you wish. Ha, if you please, 1 will go
back to Nuuvomhe,”

“You'll not do anything of the kind," said Miss
Stunbury.

“Hut it will e betber."

“Yes, of coursd; no doubt. 1 suppose you're tired
of us all"

“It is not that I'm tired, Aunt Stanbury. It isn't
that-at all” Dorothy had now besome red up to the
roots of her hair, and her eyes were full of tears
“But I cannot stay where people think that I am un-
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grateful. If you please, Aunt Stanbury, 1 will go.”
Then, of conrse; there wne a compromise. Dorothy
did at lnst consent to remain in the Close, but only
on condition that she should be fergiven for her sin
in reference to Mr. Gibson, and be permitted to go on
with her aunt’s cap.

CHAPTER YV,
Moeul Qinis

Tue night had been dine and warm, and it was
now noon on i fine Seplember dny when the train from
Paria reached St Michael, on the routo o Italy by
Mont Cenis,—as all the world knows 8t. Michael is, or
was & year or two hack, the end of railway travelling
in that direetion. At the time Mr. Fell's H‘.I"l,l.l:l,l:l project
of earrying a line of rails over the top of the mountain
was only in preparation, und the journey frem St
Michaol to Busa was still made by the diligenees,—
those desr old continental conches which are now nearly
a5 extinet as our own, bt which did not deserve denth
g fully as did owr abominable vehicles. The coupd
of a diligenee, or, betier still, the banguette, was a
Iuxurions mode of travelling as compared with any-
thing that our coaches offered. T'here used indeed to
be a certain halo of glory round the ccenpant of (e
box of a mail-concl. The man who had seeured that
seat was supposed to know something about the world,
and t¢ be sueh a one that the passengers sitting hehind
bim would be prond to be allowed to talk to him, Tut
the prestige of the position was grester then tho com-
fort. A night on the box of o mail-couch was hut a
bad time, and n wight inside a mail-conch was a nicht
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in purratery.  Wherens n seat up above, on the
banquetts of a diligence pussing over the Alps, with
room for the feet, and support for the back, with plenty
of Tugs and plenty of tobacco, used to be on the Mont
Clonis, mand still is on some other mommtnin passes, o
vory somfortable mode of seaing a mountain ronte. For
those desivons of oceupying the eoupd, or the three
front soats of the body of the vehicla, it must be ad-
mitted that difficulties frequently arose; and that such
diffienlties wers very common at 5t Michael. There
wounld be two or three of those enormous vohicles pre-
paring to start for the mountain, whereas it wonld
appear that twelvo or fifteen passengers had come down
from Parie armed with tickets mssuring them that this
preferable mode of travelling should ba theire.  And
then assertions would be mwade, somewhat recklessly,
Ly the officials, to the effect that all the diligence was
eoupd, It wonld penerally be the case that some middle-
aged Englishman who could not speak French would
o to the wall, together with his wife. Middle-aged
Fmnplishmen with their wivee, who can't spenk French,
ean nevertheless be very angry, and threaten loudly,
when they suppose themselves to be ill-treated. A
middle-nged Englishman, thongh he can't speak o word
of French, won't belisve a French official whe tells
him that the diligence is all el i, when hie finds lidm-
pelf with hia unfortunate partner in a ronnd-about place
Lishind with two priests, a dirty man whe looks like
a brigand, a sick maid-servant, and three sgricultural
labourers. The attempt, however, was freguently mude,
and thus there used to be ocessionally w little notse
rond tho borean at 3t Michaal

On the morning of which wa are gpeaking, two
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Englishmen had just made good their cluim, each in-
dependently of the other, each without having heard or
seen the other, when two American ladies, coming up
very tardily, endeavoured to prove their rights. The
its were without other companions, and were not
Huent with their French, but were clearly entitlad to
their seats. They were told that the EONVEyANCE Was
all eoupé, bat perversely would not bolieve the state-
ment. The officinl shrugred his shoulders and signitied
that his ultimatum had hesn promounced.  What ean
an official do in anch ciroumstances, when more eon

' pasiengem are sent to him than the coupés at his com-

mand will hald? “But we have paid for the conpd,”
said the elder American lady, with considerable ju-
dignation, though her French was imperfoct:—for
American ladies understand their rights. “Bah; yes;
you bave paid and you ghall go.  What would you
have?” “We would have what wa have prid for,"
said the American ludy. Then the official rosa from
his stool and shruggped bis shoulders again, and made
o motion with both lis bands, intended to shew that
the thing was finished. “It fy 5 robbery,” said the
clder American lady to the youngor. 1 ghould not
mind, only you are s unwell” 1t will nat kill me,
I dare say,” gaid the younger. Then one of the
English gentlemen declared that his place was very
much at the service of the invalil,—and the other
Englishman declared that his alse wis at tho service of
the invalid's companion. Then. and not till then, the
two men recognised ench other. One was Mr. Glas-
cock, on his way to Naples, and the ather was Mr.
Trevelyan, on lis way,—ha knew wot whithor,

Upon this, of course, they spoke to each other, In
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London they had been well acquainted, esch having
been an intimate puest at the honse of old Ludy Mil-
borough. And each knew something of the other's
rocent history.  Mr. Glascock was aware, as was all
the world, that Trevelynn had quarrelled with his wifie;
and Trevalyan was awnre that Mr. Glascock had been
spoken of as a suitor to hie own sister-in-law,  OF that
visit which Mr. Glascock buad made to Nuoeombe Putney,
amdl of the manner in which Nora had behaved to her
lover, Trevelyan knew nothing. Their preetings spoloen,
their first topic of conversation wis, of eonrse, the in-
| jury proposed to be dune to the American ladies, and

) which would now fall upon them. They went into the
waiting-room together, and during sueh toilet us they
i eould make there, grombled turiously. Thay would

tuke post horses over the mountuin, not from any love
of solitary grandeur, but in order that they might make
the company pay for its iniquity. Bot it was soon
apparent to them that they themselves had no ground
of enmplaint, and as everyhody was very civil, and as
a seat in the banguette over the heads of the American
tadies was provided for them, and ug the man from the
bureau came and npologised, they eonsented to he paci-
fied, and ended, of course, by tipping half-a-dozen of
the servants about the yard. Mr. Glascock had o man
of his own with him, who wns very nearly heing it
on to the same seat with his master us an axtra civility;
but this inconvenience was at Inst avoided. Having
sottled these little diffienlties, they went into breakfust
in the buffec.

There conld be no better hreakfust than used to he
given in the buffet at the railway terminns at Bt
Michael. The company might ocensionally be led into
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errors sbout that question of eonpld seats, but i ro-
ference to their provisions, they sot an example whick
might be of great nse to us hore in England. It is
probably the case that breakfusts for travellers are mot
80 frequently needed here as they ara on the Continent;
bnt, still, there is often to be found a erowd of peoplo
ready to eat if only the wherewithal were thers, We
are often told in our newspapers that England i dis-
graced by this and by that; by the unreadiness of onr
army, by the unfitness of our navy, by the irrationality
of our luws, by the immobility of our prejudicss, and
what not; but the resl disgrace of England is the ril-
way sandwich,—that whited sepulehrn, fuir anitigh
ottside, but a0 moagre, poor, and gpiritless within, such
A thing of shreds and parings, such a dab of fnd,
telling vs that the poor bone whenee it was sernped
had been made utterly bare bofore it was sent into the
kitehen for the sonp pot. In Franes one docs get fond
at the railway stations, and at St. Michacl the break-
fust was unexeceptional.

Our two friends seated themselves near to tho
American ladies, and were, of eourse,  thamled for
their politencss. American women are taught by the
habits of their conntry to think that men should give
way to them more absolutely than is in aceordanes
with the praetices of Ffa in Europe. A soat in s public
conveyance in the Statos, when merely oecupied by a
man, used to be regarded by any woman as haing at
her service as completely s though # were vacant.
One woman indicating a place to another would point
with equal freedom to a man or a spuee, It A said
thut this is a little altored now, and that European
views on this subjeet are spreading themselves,  Onr
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two ladies, howover, who were pretty, clever-looking,
nnd atiractive even after the night’s journey, wera
manifestly more impressed with the villainy of the
Fronch officials than they were with the kindness of
their Eoglish neighboura.

“And pothing ean be done to punish them?" said
the younger of them to Mr. Glaseock.

"Nothing, I should think,” said he. "Nothing
will, at any rate,"

HAnd you will not got back your money " said the
elder,—whe, though the elder, was probably not mnch
above twenty,

“Wall;—no. Time is money, they say. It would
taks thrice the valua of the time in movey, and then
ong would probably fail. They have done very well
for ns, and I suppose there are difficnlties.”

“It eouldn't have taken place in our country,” said
the younger lady. “All the same, wo are very mnch
obliged to you. It would not have been nice for us to
have to go up into the banguette”

“They would hive put you into the interor.”

o “And that wonld have been worse. 1 hate being
put anywhern,—as if 1 were a sheep. It seams so odd
to us, that you here should be ull so tame.™

“Dio you mean the English, or the French, or the
world in general on this side of the Atlantie?”

“We menn Eoropeans,” said the younger lady,
who wns better after her breakfast: “DHut theon wa
think that the French have something of eompensation,
in their munners, and their ways of fife, their climote,
the beauty of their cities, and their goneral manage-
ment of things™
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“They are VOLY Ereal in many ways, o donbe,”
said Mr. Glassoel,

“They do understind living bettor thag you do,"
suid the alder, .

“Everything ix so much brighter with {lem v said
the younger,

“They contrive to Bive 8 rrace 1o overy-day ex-
istence,” said the elder,

*There s such n wileame among thim for stranpeps
gnid the Founger,

“Particularly in reference to plaees taken in the
coupt'" gaid Trevelyan, who had bardly spoken before.

“ady that is an affuir of honesty," suid tha eldier,
"I we wani bonesty, I believe we must go hack g
the stars and glripses,”

Mr. Glaseock looked up from his plate almost aphust,
He gaid nothing, however, Jugt cilled for ihea waitor,
and paid for bis breakfase Nevoriheloss, there Wils a
condiderable amanpt of travelling: friendship ongendered
between the ladies and our two friends bafure the dili-
gence had Jeft the riilway yard, They wero two Migs
Spaldings, Euing on to Florence, at whieh place they
had an uncle, whi wis minister feom the, States to the
kingdom of Lialy; and they wers not all apwilline
to receive such Iittle civilities as gontlomer enn rive
o Indies whan travelling, The whala perty intended
to alesp at Turiy that night, and they were altogoiher
o good terms with eyel, other whey they started o
the journey from St Michasl.

"Clever womey those,” enid Mr. Glaseack, as sonn as
they had armnged their legs and nrms in the banquette.

“Yes, indeed.”
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“American women always are clever,—and are al-
most always predty.”

“I do not like them,” said Trevelyan,—whe in
these days was in & mood to like nothing. “They are
exigoant; —and then they are so hard, They want the
weakness that a woman ought to have,”

“That comes from what they would eall your in-
sular prejudice. Weo are wcenstomed to less self-nssor
tion on the part of women than is customary with them.
We prefer women to rale us by poeming to yield, In
the Btates, as T take dt, the women never yield, and
the men have to fight their own battles with other
tiactics,"

“I don't know what their tactics are,”

“They keep their distance. The men live mueh
by themselves, as thongh they knew they would not
bave a chance in the presence of their wives and
danghters. Nevertheless they don't manage theso {hings
badly,  You very rarely hear of an American heing
saparatod from his wifs,"

The words were no sooner out of bis mouth, thin
Mr. Glascock knew, and remembered, and felt what he
bud said. Thore are oceasions in which o man sins so
deeply against fitness and the eireumstances of the hour,
that it boeomes impossible for him to elur over his sin
a4 thongh it had not been committed. There are cer-
tain Little pecendilloes in socioty whicl one can minage
to throw hehind one,—perhaps with some diffienlty,
and awhkwardness; bunt still they nro put aside, und
conversation goes on, though with a bitch. But thers
are graver offences, the gravity of which strikes the
offender so seriously that it heeomes impossible for him
to seem eveu to ignore his own iniquity. Ashes must
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bo eaten publicly, and sackeloth worn before the eyes
of men. It was so mow with poor Mr. Glascock. Hs
thought about it for a moment,—whoether or no it was
posgible that he should continue Lie remarks about tha
American ladies, without betraying his own conscions-
ness of the thing that he had done; and he found that
it was quite impossible. He knew that he was red up
to his hairs, and hot, and that his blood tingled. s
bilushes, indesd, would not be seen in the seclugion of
the banguette; but he could not overcome the heat and
the tingling. There was silence for about threo minuies,
and then e felt that it would be hest for him te eon-
foes his own faull  “Trevelyan,” Le ssid, *1 am very
sorry for the allusion that I made. I ought to have
lLieen less awkward, and I bey your pardon.”

HIt does mot matter,” said Trevelyan. “Uf eourse
I kuow that everybody is talking of it behind my back.
I wm not t expect that people will be silent becanse I
am unhappy.”

“ Nevertheless T beg your pardon,” said the other.

Thera wis but little further conversation between
them till they resched Langlebourg, at the foot of the
mountuin, of which place they oeccupied themeelves
with getting coffes for the two Americap ladies. The
Miss Spuldings took their coffee almost with as mucl
grace s thongl it had beon hauded to them by Frenel-
men.  And indeed they were very gracious,—as s the
unture of American ladies in gpite of that bordness of
which Trevelyan had complained. They assume an
intimacy readily, with no appearance of impropriety,
and arg at their case easily. When, therefore, tley
were handed out of their carriage by Mr. Glascock, the
bystanders at Lanslebourg might have thought that the




MONT OENIS. G5

whole party had been travelling together from New
York, “What should we have done il you hadn't taken
pity on us?” gaid the elder lady. “I don't think we
could have climbed up into that high place; and look
at the erowd that have come oul of the interior. A man
has some advantages after all”

“I am quite in the dark as to what they are," said
Mr, Glasencle.

“He ean give up his place to & lady, und ean elimb
up iuto a bangquette,”

“And ho can be a member of Congress,” said the
younger. “IN soener be senator Prom Massachusotls
than be the Queen of England.”

“Ho would 1," said Mr. Glaseock. “I'm glad we
ean agree about one thing."”

The two gentlemen agreed to walk up the mountain
together, and with some trouble induead the conductor
to permit them to do eo. Why conductors of diligences
should object to suah relief to their horses the ordinary
Euglishman can hardly understand. But in truth they
feel g0 deeply the responsibility which attaches itself to
their shepherding of their sheep, that they are always
fearing lest some poor lamb should po astray on the
mountuin sids.  And though the road be broad and
very plainly marked, the conductor never feels securo
that his passenger will find his way safely to the summit.
He likes to know that each of his fock is in his right
place, and disapproves altogether of an erratic spirit.
Diut Mr. Glascock at last prevailed, and the two men
started together up the mountain.  When the pormission
has been onee obtained the walker may be sure that
lii= guide and ahephord will not desert Lim,

“OF coursa 1 know,” said Trevelyan, when tho
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third twist up the mountain had been uyercome, “ihat
people talk about me and my wife, It is 5 part of the
punishment for the mistake that one makes,”

“1t is a sad affair altogethor,”

“The snddest in the worlil, Lady Milboroush has
no doubt spoken to you about ji."

”WEEI:—-yEa: ghe lips

“How could she belp it? T am not such a fac] ns
to Fappose that peopls are to hold their tongnes abont
me more than they do about others. Intimate as alen
is with you, of conrse gho has spken to you,”

“1 was in hopes that somathing might have leen
done by this time.”

“Nothing has been done:  Somntimos I think I
shall put an end to mysell, it makes me sy wrotehed, "

“Then why don’t you ngree to forget and forrive
and bave done with it? "

“I'hat is g0 easily said;—uso ensily said."  After this
they walked on in silence for'a comsidernlile distance,
Mr. Glaseock was not anxions to talk about Trevalyan's
wife, but he did wish to ask question or two aboit

- Mre. Trevelyan's sister, if only this eould be dona

without telling too much of his own sperst, “Thera's
nothing I think s grand, as walking np & mountain,” -
lie said after & while,

“It's all very well,” said Trevelyan, in a tone which
seemed {o dmply that to Lim in his prosont miserabls
condition all recreations, exarcises. wnd ocenpations
were mere loathor and prunella,

I don't menn, you know, in the Alpine Club way,"
said ' Glaseoek. “I'm too old and too stiff for that. But
when the path is good, and the ‘ajr not too cold, and
when it is weither snowing, nor thawing, nor raiming,
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and when the sun jsn't hot, wod you've got plenty of
time, and koow that you ecan stop any moment you
like and bo pushed up by a oarriage, I do think walk-
ing up & mountain is, very fine,—if you've pob proper
shoes, and a wood siick, and it it too seon after
dinner. There's nothing like the pir of Alps  And
Me. Glascock rengwed his peece, and strefehed himself
ngainst the bill at the rate of three miles an hour.,

“I used to be very fond of Bwitzerland,” suid Tro-
velyan, “but T don't care about it now, My eye has
lost all iis taste”

“It isn't the eye,” said Glassock.

“Well; no, The truth is that when one is abiso-
lutely unbappy one canuot revel in (he imaginntion. I
dan't boliove in the miserics of et

1 think myself,” waid Glnscock, *that a poet shonld
have a gond digssetion. By-the-bye, Mrs. 'Trevalyan
and her sister went down to Nuncombe Putney, in
Drevonaldre

“They did go there”

“Have they moved sinea? A very preity place is
Nuncombe atney.”

“You have been there, lien?”

Mr. Gluseack Llnshed smain,  Ho was eertainly an
awkward man, swying things that he ought uot to say,
anil lelling soerots which ought not to hove bheen told.
“Welli—yes. T have beeu there—as it Liappens.”

“Just lately do you mean?*

Mr. Glaseoek pansed, boping to find his way out
of the serape, but soon perceived that there was no
way out. He eould not lis, even in un afwr of L,
anil was altorother destitute of those honest subterfumes.
—subiorfuges houest in such position,—of which a

e ke be wus Bight, M. i
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dozen would have been at once at the comumand of
any womnan, aud with one of which, safficient for the
mingut, mast men would have been able to arm then-
selves.  “Indeed, yes," he said, plmost stammering as
b spoke. “It was lately :—since your wifo went there.”
Trevelyan, though he had been told of the possibility
of Mr. Glascock's eourtship, felt himself almost ag-
grieved by this man's intrusion on his wife's retreat.
Had he not sent her there that she might he private;
and what right Lad any one to invade such privany ¥
“1 suppose T had better tell the truth at ouee,"  enid
Mr. Glascock. “I went to see Miss Bowloy.

“0h, indeed.”

“My secret will bo safe with you, T know."

“I did not know that there was & gecret.” sajd
Trevelyan. “I should linve thought that they would
have told me."

“I don't ‘see: thal. However, it doesa’t matior
much. I got nothing by my journey. Are the lndics
gtill at Nuneombe Poiney 2"

“No, they bave moved from thers to London,”

“Not back to Curzon Street?"

“Oh dear, no. There is no Lowse in Cureon Street
for them now." This was said in a' tops s g 1ot
it almost made Mr. Glascock weep, “I'bey are stay-
ing :ril'.h an aunt of theirs,—oul to the east of the
sity.

“At 8L Diddulph's?”

“Yes;—with Mr. Outhouse, ihe clergyman thire,
You can't conceive what it is not to be able to Fog
your own child; and yet, how can I take the boy from
hﬂ:?“

“Of course not.  He's ouly a baby.”
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“And yet all this i brought on me solely by her
obstinacy. God knows, however, I don't want to say
a word agaiust her. People choose to say that T am
to blama, and they may say so for me Nothing that
any one may say can add anything to the weight that
I have to bear” ‘Then they walked to the top of the
mountain in silence, and in due time wers picked up
by their proper shepherd and carried down to Sosa at
a pace that would give an English eoachman # eon-
eussion of the heain.

Why passengers for Turin, who reach Susa dusty,
tired, and sleopy, should be detained at that place for
. hour and n half instead of being forwarded to their
beds in the great city, is never made very apparent.
All travelling officials on the continent of Europe are
very glow in their manipulation of luggage: but ay
they are equally correct we will find the excuse for
their tardiness in the latter quality. The hour and a
hulf, however, is n necessity, and it is very grievous.
On this oceasion the two Miss Spaldings ate their
supper, and the two gentlemen waited on them.  The
ludies had learned to rogard af any rate Mr. Glascock
as their own property, and received his sorviees, gra-
giously indeed, bul quile as » matter of conrse. When
be was sent from their peculiar corner of the big, dirty
refreshment room to the supper-table to fateh an apple,
wnd then desired to change it becauss the one whicl
he had brought was spotted, be rather liked it And
when he sat down with his knees near to theim,
actually trying to eat a large Italiun apple himself
pimply beeause they had enten one, and discussed with
them the passage over the Mont Cenis, he began to

think that Susa was, after all, a place in which an
O
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bour and & balf might be whiled awny without rouch
eanse for complaint.

“We only stay one night at ‘Turin,” said Caroline
Hpalding, the eldor .

“And we shall have to start &t ten,—to get throngh
to Florence to-morrow,” said Olivia, the yomger,
“Ian't it eruel, wasting all this time when we might b
in Lad#"

“It is not for me to complain of the eruslty,” said
Mr. Glasenel,

“We should have fured infinitely worse ift we hadn't
met you," said Caroline Spalding.

“But our republican simplicity won't allow us to
assert that even your society is better than going o
bed, after a journey of thirty hours,” said Olivia.

In the meantime Trevelyan was roaming about the
station moodily by himself, and the place s one not
apt o restore cheerfulness o a mmrll_v man by any
resources of its own. When the time for departurs
came Mr. Glaseock songht him and found I bt
Trevelyan had chosen a corner for himself in n ear-
ringe, nnd declared that he would rather avoid the
lndies for the present. “Don't think me uneivil to
laave you," he said, “but the truth is, T don't like
American ladies

I do rptber,” gaid Me. Glascock.

“You can say that I've pot a headache,” snid Tre
velyan. Bo Mr. Glaseock returned to his friends, and
did suy that Mr. Trevelyan had o headache. It was
thie first time that a name had been mentioned between
them.

“Mr. Trevelyan! What a pretty name. It sounds
like a novel,” said (divia.
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“A very clever man,” said Mr Glascock, “and
mtch liked by his own cirele.  But he has had trouble,
wul is unbappy.”

“He looks muhappy,” snid Caroling

“The most misernble looking man I ever saw in
my life,” said Olivia. Then it was agreed between
them as they went up to Trompettn’s hotel, that they
would go en together by the ten o'clock train to Flor-

rRGe,

CHAPTER VI.

Verdict of tbo Jiiry—" Mail, my Lord.™

Tunvervax was left alone st Turin when Mr
Glascock went on to Florence with Lis fair Ameriean
friends. Tt was imperntively necessary that he should
ramain at Tarin, though bhe had wo business thepe of
any kind whatever, and did not know a single prerson
in the city. And of ull towns in Ttaly Turin has per-
haps less of attraction to offer to the solitary visitor
than any other. Tt is noew and parsllelosrammatic as
im American town, i very cold in cold weather, very
Lot in hot weather, and now that it has been robhed
of its life ne a eapital, is as dull and uninterssting as
though it were German or English. Tlere is the
Armoury, and the river Po, and a good hotel, But
what are theso things to o man who is fovced {0 Jve
alone in a place for four days, or perhaps & week?
Trevelyan was bound to remnain at Torin till he should
hear from Bozzle. No ono bot Bozele knew his ad-
dress; and he conld do nothing i1l Bozzle should have
communicated o Lim fidings of what was being done
at Bt Diddulph’s.
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There is perhaps no great social question so im-
perfectly understood among us at the present day as
that which refers to the line which divides samity from
insanity, That this man is sane and that other un-
fortunately mad we do know well enough; and we
know also that one man may be subject to varions
hallucinations,—may fancy himself to be a teapot, or
what not,—and yet be in such a condition of mind as
to eall for no intervention either on behalf of his
fricnds, or of the law; while another may be in pos-
seasion of intalloctus] faenliies capable of lucid exertion
for the highest purposes, and yet be so mad that bodily
regtraint npon him i8 indispensalle. We know thai
the sune man is responsible for what he does, and that
the insane man is irrespondible; but we do not know,
—we only guess wildly, nt the state of mind of those,
who now and again act like madmen, though no court
or couneil of experts has declarod them to be mad.
The bias of the public mind is to press heavily on
sueh men tll the law attempis to touch them, us
though they were thoroughly responsible; and then,
when the law interferes, to sereen them as though they
were altogethor irresponsible.  The same juryman who
would find a man mad whe has murdered a young
woman, would in private life cxpross o desire that the
SAImE young man sLqurl b humg, croeitied, or skinned
alive, if he had moodily and without reason beokon
his faith to the young woman in lien of killing her,
Now Trevelyan was, in truth, mad on the subject of
bis wifi's alleged infidelity. He had abandoned every-
thing that he valued in the world, and had made him-
gelf wrotched in overy affair of life, beeause he conld
nol submit to acknowledpe te himself thoe possibility
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of arror on his own purt.  For that, in troth, was the
condition of Lis mind. Hea bad pever hitherto belisved
thut she hnd been false w her vow, and had siooed
apninst him irredesmably; hut he had thought that in
her repard for suother man she had slighted bim; and,
o thinking, ho had subjected lher to o eeverity of
robuke which no hi,l_ﬂj-:-.pin'll_'ll woman could have borme
Hiz wifp had not tried to bear it,—in her fndignation
had mot steiven to enre the evill Then bxd eome his
rogalution that she should submit, or part from him;
anel, having go vesolved, nothing eonld shokoe him,
Though every friend he possessed wos uow against
him ,—ineluding even Ledy Milborough,—he  was
cortnin thot he was right.  Had oot his wife sworn to
obey him, and was not ber whole eonducl one tissne
of digabedionce? Would not the man who submitted
to iz find himself driven to submiat to things wome?
Let har own her fault, let her sulmit, and then shi
glivuld coms bock to him.

e had not eonzidered, when his resolutions to this
offact wern first forming themeelves, that a soparation
botween n man and his wife onee effecied eannot be
annulled, and as it wers eured, so 2 to leave mo
cicatrice bghind. Greadunlly, as he spent day afier
day in thinking on thiz one subject, he eame to feel
that even were his wife to submit, to own ler fanle
humhbly, and to come back to him, this very coming
baek would in itsell be a new wound, Could he go
ont again with his wife on Lis arm to the Lowses of
those who knew that he hed repodisted her hecanse of
her friendship with another man? Could he open
anin that hownse in Curzon Street, and lot. things goe
on guietly as they bod gone before?  He told limaslf
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that it was impossible;—that he and she were ineduldy
diseraced ;—that, if re-united, they wmust live burisd
out of sight in some remote distance. And ho bislil
Liumelf, alao, that be eould pover be with her fEin
night or day without thinking of thé separation. His
huppiness had been shipwreeked.

Thea he had put himself into the hands of Mr.
Bowelo, and My Bozzle had tanglt him that women
vory often do pgo astray.  Mr. Bozelos ides of femule
virtus was oot high, and be lLad oppertunities of -
planting bis ides on his cliont’s mind, Irovelyan
hinted the man, He was filled with disgust by Bovele's
words, and wis made miserablo by Buzxle's presence.
Yet he came gradually to believe in Bogzle. Hozela
alone helieved in him.  There were none but Bozels
who did not bid him to submit himself to his diy-
obedient wife. And then, ns bo came to haliove in
Bozzle, he grew to be more and more assured that no
one hut Bozsle could tell bim fuets. His ehivalry, and
love, and sansn of woman's homour, with sometling of
manly pride on hiv own part,—so he told himsolf,—
had taught kim to believe it to L impossilile (hat his
wife should bave sinned, Bozzle, who knew the world
thought otherwise. Bozzle, whe had no ingerest in the
matter, one way or the other, weuld find out fgts,
What if his ehivalry, snd love, and manly pride hnd
deceived bim? There ware women who sinned. Then
be prayed that his wife might not be such a Womnn;
and got up from Lifs prayers almost convineed that she
WOl i Sinuer.

His mind was at work upon it nlways.  Could it
be that she was s0 base aa this—so vile n thing, s
nbjeet, snch dirt, pellution; Glth? But there were siuch

— -
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eastz. Nay, were they not almost numberless?  He
found himself reading in the papers reeords of such
things from day to day, and thought that in doing so
he was shnply acquiring experience neeessiry for him-
gelf, If it wore so, he had indeed done well o snpAra e
liimz=elf from a I]nin,_'.; g0 infamons.  And if it wers nob
soy how eould 3t be that that man bad gone o her in
Mevonshire? He had received from his wile's hands o
short note wddressed to the man, o which the man
wis desired ]'.'" lier nat to Fo Lo ]H:r, ar to write o IH'F
again, beesuge of her husband's eommands.  Ho had
shown this to Bozegle, and Bozele bad smiled.. “Ti%s

just the sort of thing they doos,” l]..:.:p;]u had maid.

Thin I|1{"|." writea anothior '||',.r Emui Hi had eon-
sulted Bozzle as to the sending on of U letter, and
Howele hiud been strongly of apinion that it ghould ba
forwarded, a eapy hnwing been |i'1:||}" taken and at-
tested By himnsclf. I might bo very preily evidence
by-and-by.  If the letter were not forwarded, Boggle
”I.IIII"JH {liat the omission to do so migzht bo Fiven o
avidenee against hin cmployer.  Dozzle wag very care-
ful, and full of “evidence.”  The leter therofore was
sent on to Colowel Osborne,  “IF there's billy-dous
going botwosn em we shall pobble ‘em," said Bl
Trevelpan tore his hair in despair, but bolieved tha
there would be hilly=dous.

He came to believe everything; and, thougl le
prayed fervently that his wile might not be led nstray,
that she might be saved at any rato from utter vies,
yot ho nlmost came to hope that it mizht be nllmr-
wises—not, indecd, with the i:npn of the sane man,
who desires that which he tells himsolf o be for Lis
advantage, but with the bope of the insine man, whe
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loves to feed his prievanee, oven though the griel
ghould Te his death, They who do not understand
that & man may be brought to bhope that which of all
tHidngs is the most grievous to bim, have net observed
with safficient elosencss the perversity of the human
mind. ‘Trevelyan would have given all that he lad
to sava his wife; would, even now, have cut his tongue
vut before he would have expressed to anyons,—save
to Bozzle,—a suspicion (hat sho conld in truth have
been puilty; was eontinually telling limself that furilier

life would be impossibla to him, if Le, and che, and .

that child of theirs, should be thus disgraced:—amd
yet e oxpected it, believed it, and, after o fushion, he
almost hoped i,

He was to widt at Turin 6l tidings should come
from Bozzle, and after that he would go on to Venice;
but he wonld not move from Tarin till he shonld have
received bis first communication from England. When
he Lind boen three days st ‘Turin they came to him,
and, nmong other letters in Bozzlo's pocket, thers was
a letter aldressed in his wife's bandwriting, The latter
was simply directed to Boszle's house. In what pos-
gible way conld his wife have found out ought of his
dealings with Bozzle,—where Boszle lived, or could
have learnod that letters intended for him sbould be
sent to the man's own residence? DBefore, Lowever, we
inspect the contents of Mr. Bozzle's dispateh, we
will go back and see low Mre Trovelyan lnd dis-
vovered the manner of forwarding a letior to her
hushand.

Tho matter of the addrozs was, indead, very simpla,
All lotters for IPI‘E‘?ﬂ]j"H.n were o be redirected From
the bouse in Chirzon Btreet, and from the chambers in
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Lincoln's Lnui, to the Acrobats' Club; to the porier of
the Acrobats’ Club had been eonfided the seerot, not
of Bogzle's name, but of Bozsles private address,
Mo, b, Btony Walk, Union Street, Borongh.  "Thus
all letters reaching the Acrobats’, wern duly sent to
Mr. Bomgle's house. It may be remembered that Hogh
Btanhury, on the cecasion of his last visit to the pir-
somnpe of BL Ijj-l]dlllp-ll'ﬁ., was inforined that Mrs. “T're-
volyan had a lotier from her father for her hushand,
and that she kwvow not whither to send it Tt miy
well be that, had the matter assumed no other interest
it Slunbury's eyed than that given to it hy Mrs, Tre-
vilyan's very muodernte anxiety to hove the lotier for
warded, he would have thought nothing about it; but
having resolved, as he sat upon the knife-board of the
amnibug,—the reader will, nf any rato, remember those
resolutions made on the top of the omnibus while Hugh
was smoking his pipe,—having resolved that n deed
should be done at 8t Diddulpl's, be resolved alas that
it shonld be done at ones. He would not allow the
heat of Lis purpose to be cooled by delay, Ho would
go to BL Diddolph's &t onee, with his hoart in his
hand, Dt it might, he thought, be as well that he
ehould have wn oxense for his visit. 8o he ealled HL T
the porter ai the Acrobats’, and was suceessful in
learning Mr. Trevelyan's address.  “Stony  Walk,
Union Strect, Borough,” be said to himself, wondaring;
then it occorred €0 him that Bozale, and Hagsle only
mnong Trevelyan's friends, could live at Stony Walk
in the Borengl., Thus armed, he set ont for St Did-
dulph’s;—and, as one of the effocts of his visit to the
Eagt, Bir Marmaduke's note was forwarded to Louis
Trevelyan at ‘Turin,
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CHAPTER VIIL

Misa Hora Towloy 1a meliroaind,

Huau Srassvry, when e reachiod (he pursonagze,
found no diffipulty in making his way into the Joint
presenca of Mrs Outhonss, My, Trevelyan, and Norm
He was recagnised by the 8t Diddalph's purty A6 i
whe Lad come over to their tide, ne a friend of Tro-
velyan who had found himself constrained fo condamg
his friend in Epita of Lis friendslip, and was conse-
quently vory welcome. And thore wis no diffieulty
ubout piving the addross, The Indics wondersd lLow
it came to pass that Mr. Trevelynn's lottors should be
seut o such a locality, nnd Hugh exprossod his sur
prise alse. Ha thought it disereel to withhold his gus-
picions sbout Mr. Boxzle, and simply expressed lis
conviction that letters sent in aceordenes with {le
dircetions given by the club-portor would reach their
destination. Then the boy was browght down, and
they wern all vory confidential and very nnhappy to-
gether. Mres. Trovelyan eould see o end to the eroelty
of her position, and declwed (hat her father's anger
agninst her hnsband was g0 frreat that shie anticipated
his coming with almost mors of fonr than of hope,
Mrs. Outhouse expressed an npinion that M, Trevelyan
must suraly be mad; and Nora suggested that the pos-
sihility of snch perversity on the part of a man made
it almost unwise in Any woman to trist herself to the
power of a hushand. “Bat there are not many liko
him, thank God," said Mrs Oathouss, bridling in her
wrath. Thus they were very friendly togother, and
Hugh was allowed to foel that ko ftood upon com-
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fortable terms in the parsonnge:—but be did oot as
yet see liow he was to earry out his project For the
prosent day.

At last Mrs, Trevelyan went away witl the elild,
Hugh felt that be onght to go, but slayoed cowrame
ously. He thought he conld perceive that Nora sus-
peeted the conso of his assiduity; but it was fuits
ovident that Mre. Outhouse did not do g0, Mrs, Ohit-
house, having reconciled herself to {he young mau,
wits Ly no mosns averse (o his presence,  She went
on talking about the wickedness of Trevelyan, and her
Lrother's nnger, and the fate of the Gitle boy, 6l at
last the little boy's mother came back into the room.
Then Mrs. Outhonse went. They must exeuse her for
n fow minutes, she said. 1f only she would have gone
o foew minutes gooner, low well laer absener mizht
have been exewsed. Nora understood it all now: nnd
Hwugh she beeame almost breathless, she was not soe
prised, when Hugh got up from his chair and nsked
her sistor to go away.  “Mra. Trevelyan,” he said, *1
wint to speak n fow words to your sister. 1 lope you
will give' we the opportunity.”

“Nora!" exclaimed Mrs, Trevelyan.

“Blhe koows nothing about i, said Hugh,

“Am I to go?” eaid Mrs. Trevelyan to her sister.
But Norn gaid pever o word.  She sal perfectly fixed,
not turming her eyes from the object on which she was
&WIKLI};;'\.'.

*Pray,—pray do," said Hugh,

“I ennnot think that it will be. for any good," said
Mre. Trevelyan; “but I know that the may be trosted.
And I suppose it ought to be so, if you wish jt."

L do wich it, of all things,” said Hugh, =till




8 HE EXEW IE WAS KIGHT.

dtnnding up, and almost turning the elder sister oui of
the room by the forca of his look and voice. Then,
with another pause of o moment, Mrs, Trevelyan rose
from her chair and left the room, cloging the dogr
slier her.

Hugh, when he found that the coast was clear fur
him, immediately began his task with i eonviction
that not a moment was to be lost. He lLnd told him-
self a dogdn times that the matter was hopeless, tlat

Nora hod shown him by every meaus in her power

that ahe wos indifferent to him, that she with all her
friends would know that such a warriage was out ol
the question; and he had in tuth come to balieve that
the mission which be Led in hand was one in which
Juccess was not possible. Hut he thought that it was
his duty to go on with it. “If 4 man love a Woman,
ovin though it be the king and the begrar-woman re-
versed,—thongh it ba o beggar and & quesn, he should
tell her of it, If it ba i, she lns a right to know it
and to take her choice. And he las » right to tell
her, and to say what he can for himself" Bueli wag
Hugh's doctrine in the matter; and, acting upon it, he
found himself alone with his mistresa.

“Nora," he said, speaking perhaps with more energy
than the words required, “I have come here to tall you
that I love yon, and to ask you to be my wife.”

Nora, for the last ton minttes, had been thinking
thist this would come,—that it would coma st ongo; and
yet she was not at all propared with an snswer. It
was mow weeks sinee she had  confessed to herself
frankly that nothing else but this,—this one thing
which was now bappening, this one thing which had
now: happened,—that wothing else could make ber

|
|
7
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happy, or could toueli Ler happiness. She lind refused
w man whom she otherwise would have taken, becanse
her hieart hnd been” given to Hugh Stanbury.  8he hadl
been hold enough to tell that other suitor that it was
g0, though she bad not mentioned the rival's namo.
She had longed for some expression of love from this
man when they had been at Nuneombe together, and
i boon fiereely angry with him becanse no such ox-
pression had comd from him. Day after day, sinee she
had been with her aunt, she had told herself that she
was a broken-hearted woman, boeesuse she had given
away nll that she lad to give and had reesived nothing
in return. . Had be said o word that might have given
her hope, how happy could she huve been in hoping.
Now he had come to hor with a plain-spoken offer,
telling her that he loved her, and asking her to be his
wife,—and she was altogether unable to answer, How
eould she eonsent to be His wife, knowing as she did
that thers was LT Euﬂlkith? of an inceme on which
they could live? HHow could she tell her father and
mather that she had engrmmed  horsolt to marry & man
who might or might not make £400 a year, and whe
already had a mother and sister depending on him¥
In truth, hod he come more gently to her, his
chanee of a happy answer,—of an answer whish might
bo found to have in it something of bappiness,—would
have been greater. He might have soid o word which
she eould not bet Lave answered softly;—und then
from that constrained sofiness other pentleness would
bave followed, and so he would have won her in spite
of her discretion. She would have surrendared gradually,
accepting on the score of her great love all the penaltics
of a long and precarious engagement. But when she
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wis asked to eoma and b his wife, now and al onee,
she felt that in spito of her love it was impossible that
she eonld nccede o n request so sudden, so vislent, so
monftrous. e stood over hor s though expeeting ap
instant answer; and then, when she had sst dumb
hefore bim for a minute, he yepented his domand. ']
me, Naza, ean you love me? If you knew how thoronghly
I have loved you, you would at least foel something
for qup,”

To tell ki that she did not love him was impossibila
to her. But how was she o rofuse him without telling
him cither a lie, or the truth? Some answar ghe muat
give bim; and as to that matter of iarrying lim, the
answer mmst be a negative.  Her odneation had been
of that nature which teaches girls to beliavo that it s
a erime to marey o man without an assured  income,
Assurad morality in a husband is a groat thing. Assured
good tempor is very excellant. Agsurad talent, religion,
aminbility, trath, honesty, are all desiralile. But an
nssured income s indispensable, Whereas . in truth,
the income may came hereafter; but the other things,
unloss they be thars already, will hardly be lortheoming,
“Mr. Stanbury," ghe suid, “your suddenness has guite
astounded ma," :

“Ab, yes; but how should I not he endden? I huve
came here on purpose to say this o you. If I do not

it now— "

E!‘Il;’r"“fl.n.l heard what Emily said.”

"Wo;—wlint did she sy P

" She gaid that it wonld not be for good that you
should speuk to me thus,”

“Why not for good? But she s unhappy, and looks
Eloomily at things"
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“Yea, indesd,”

“But all the world need not be sad for ever becansa
ghe has been nnfortunnte ™

“Not all the world, Mr. Stanlur Fi—hut yon must
not be surprised if it affoets me,"

“But would that prevent your loving me,—if you
did love me? B, Nora, 1 do nod expect you to love
idy—not yat, I do net gay that T expoct it,—ever
But if you would Hara, I can do no more than
tell you the simple truth. Just listen to me for a
migute. You know how I came {0 be intimate with
you all in Curzon Stroct. The first day I sww you I
loved you; and there bas eome no changs yet. It is
months now sinee I first knew that [ loved you,  Wellg
I told myself more than onee.—when I was dowrm
Nuncombe for instanee,—that I had no right to spenk
to you.  What right ean a poor devil like me have,
wha lives from hand te mouth, t6 sk sueh a girl as
you o be his wife? And so 1 said nothing,—though i
wod on my lips every moment that T was there” Nora
romemberad at the moment how she had looked to lis
lipa; and had not reen the words there. “But I ihink
there is something unmanly in this. I you cannot give
me a grain of hope;—if you tell me that there never
can be hopa, it is my misfortune. It -will be very
grievons, bot I will bear it. But that will be lhelter
than puling and moping about withont daring to tell
my tale. I am not ashamed of it T have fallen in
love with youn, Nora, and I think it best to pome for
an answer,”

He hold out his arms as thongh ha thought that she
might perhups como to him. Indeed he had no iden of
any such coming on her part; but she, as she looked

»
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at him, almost thought that it was her duty to mo. Had
she a right to withhold hersalf from kim; she who loved
him go dearly? Had he stepped forward and tieken hor
in his arms, it might be that all power of refusn] would
soon have boen beyond ber power:

“Mr. Btanbury," she said, “you lave confessed
yourself that it is impossible.”

“But do you love me;—do You think that it is
possible that you should ever love mep”

“You know, Mr. Stanbury, that you should not sy
anything furthor. You know that it cannot he"

“Hut do yon love med”

“You are ungenerous not to take sn auswor without
driving me to be uncourteous.”

“I do not care for conrtesy. Tell me the truth.
Cun you ever love me? With oue word of bops 1 will
wait, and work, and feel myself to bo a hero, [ will
not go till you tell me that you cannot love me."

“Then I must tell you so.”

" What is it you will tell me, Nora ? Speak it, Bay
it. If I knew that n girl disliked mo, nuthing should
make mo press myself upon ber. Awm 1 odious to yai,
Nora?™

“Nojy not odisus,—hut very, viry unuir."

"I will have the truth if T be ever so unfiir,” lao
said.  And by this time probably some inkling of the
truth bad renched Lis intelligence. There was already
u tear in Nora's eye, but he did pot pity her. Sl
owed it 4o him to tell him the trith, and he would
have it from her if it was to be reached. HNora," he
said, '"listen to me again. All my heirt and soul ars
in this, It is everything to me. If you can love me
you are bound to say so, By Jave, I will believe you
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do, unless you swear to me that it is not go!™ Ha
was now holding her by the hand and looking elosely
into her face.

“Mr. Stanbury,” she said, “lot me go; pray, pray
bt o go.

“Not till you say that vou love me.  Oh, Mo, 1
believe that you love me.  You do; yes; you do lova
me. Dearest, dearest Nora, would you not By o word
to make me the happiest man in the world?"  And
now he had bis arm roond her wadst.

“List mo go," she said, stroggling through her tesrs
and ecovering hier fuee with hor honds, *You ars very,
very wicked. T will never speak to you again. Nay,
but you ghall let me go!™ And then she was out of his
arms and had escaped from the room befure he had
munageed to touch her face with his lijs

As he was thinkiug how he alio might eseape now,
—might eseape and comfort himself with Iis triumph,—
Mre. Unthouse returned to tho chamber, 8ho wae very
domure, and her manner towards him was nnm]mgmhi:,.-
ahanged sinew she had left the chamber, “Mr, Stan-
bury,” she said, “this kind of thing mustnt go any
further indeed;—at least ot in my house™

“What kind of thing, M. Outhouse?™

" Well;—what my clder niece has told me. I have
fot seon Miss Rowley sinee she loft you. [ am quite
sure gha hag boluwved with diseretion,”

“Indeed she bns, Mra, Outhouss”

“The fael is my nicces are in grief and trouble,
and this is no time or place for love-making. 1 am
sorry to be uncivil, but I must ask von nat to come

here any more’™
L&
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“T will stay away from this house, certainly, if
you bid me

“I am very sorry; bot T must bid you.  Sir
Marmaduke will bo hume in the spring, and if yon
bave anything to say to him of eonrse FOu ean gee
him "

Then Hugh Stanbury took his leave of Mrs, Out-
house; but as be went homn, again ou the knifabosrd
of an omnibos, ho smoked the pipe of teinmph rather
than the pipe of contemplation,

i CHAPTER VII1.

B g

Tuw Miss Spaldings wore met at the station at
Florenea by their uncle, the American Minister, by
their cousin, the American Secretary of Legation, anid
by threo or four othor dear friends and relations, who
ware thers to welcomn the neweomers to sunny ltaly.
Mr. Glascock, therefore, whe ten minubes sines hud
been, and lind felt himself to be, quite indispensalile
to their comfort, suddenly beeame ns though he were
nothing and nobody. Who is thore that has not falt
these sudden disraptions to the intimacies nnd friendships
of a long journey? He bowed to thom, and they ta
him, and then they were whirled wway in their grandour.
He put himself into n small, open hackney-carriage,
and had himself driven to the York Hotel, feeling him-
self to be, desertod and desolate, The two Miss Hpald-
ings were the danghtors of a very respectable Inwyer
at Boston, whereas Mr. Glascoek was heir to o pearape,
to an enormous fortune, and to one of the finest places
in England.  But he thought nothing of this at the
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time. As he wont, he wns meditating which younp
woman was the most attractive, Nora Rowley or
Cargline SBpalding. He bad oo deubt but that Nora
was the prettier, the pleasanter in manner, ihe Letter
dresaed | the mory engugring in all that concerned the
anter wommn; bui he thought that he had oever met
any lady who talked better than Caroline Spalding.
And what was Nora Rowley's beauty to him? Had
sho not told him that she was the property of some one
else; or, for the matter of that, what was Mizs Bpald-
ing to hin? They had parted, and he was going on o
Maples in two days. He hod said some half-defined
word as o ealling at the American Embassy, but it
had not been taken up by either of the ladies. He had
not pressed it, and ao 1]1u:|r had parted without an
mnderstanding s to o futurs meating.

The double journey, feom Turin to Belogna and
from Hologna te Florenee, i= very long, aod forms
ample time for u considerable intimacy. There had,
ton, been o long day's journeying together before that;
and with no women is a speedy intimacy so possible,
or indoed so profitable, ns with Amerieans. They fear
nothing,—neither you mor themselves; and talk witli
as much freedom as though they were men. It may,
poerhups, bo assumed to be true as o rale, thet women's
socioty is always more agreeable to men than that of
other mon,—excepl for the lack of ease. Tt undoubt-
edly ia wo when the women be young and pretty.
There i a feeling, lowever, smong proily women in
FEurope that snch freedom is dangorous, and it i3 with-
held. There s such danger, and more or loss of such
withholfing is expedient; but the American woman
does not recognise the danger; and, if she withhold the
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gries of her countenanes and the penrls of her speech,
it is becauso. she is not desirons of the sogiety which
is proffernd to her. These two American sistors had
uot withhulden their pesrls from Mr. (lascock. He
was much their seador in age; lie was gentle in his
manuers, and they probally recopnised him to be a
sufe companion. They had no ide who he was, and
liad not heard lis name when they parted from him.
But it was not probable that they “sliould have beon
with him =0 long, and that thoy shonld leave him
without furthor thought of him, without enriosity, ur o
dealve to Tenow more of Nim, They bad seen “0, G,
in lnrze letlers, on Lis dressing-bng, and thiat was all
they had learnod ns to bis identity. He had known
their names well, and had snee called Olivia by bers,
in the hurry of speaking to her sister. He lad apola-
gised, and there lind beeu a little laugh, and o dis-
cassion abont the use of Christinn nnmes,—euch as s
very conducive fo intimncy botween gentlomen nnd
ladies. When you ean talk to » young Indy about her
own Christisn name, you are almest entilled for the
nones to nea it

Mr. Glascock went to his hotel, and wns viry
moody nnd desolate.  His name was very ‘soon known
there, and ‘he received the honours due te his ranl nnd
station. I should like to travel in Ameriea,™ le said
to himself, “if I eould Lo sure that no ene would find
out who I was" Ho had received letters at Murin,
stating that his futher was better, and, therafore, he
intended to remuain two days at Flarence, The weather
was still very hot, and Florence in the middle of Bep-
tember is much preferable to Naples.

That night, when the two Miss Spaldings were
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alone together, they discussed their  fellow-traveller
thoroughly. Something, of course, had been said shout
him to their unelo the minister, lo their aunt the min-
ister's wife, and to their cousin the secrotary of lagra-
tion. But travellers will always observe that the dear
new friends they have made on their journey are not
interesting to the dewr old friends whom they meet
afterwards, There may be some toueh of jealousy in
this; and then, though you, the traveller, are Fully
aware that there hus been something special in the
case which hay made this new friendship more peculiar
than others that have sprung up in similar circum-
ptances, futhers and brothors and wives and slsters do
not gee it in that light. They suspeet, perhnps, i
the new friend wius 2 bagman, or an opern daneer,
and think that the affair need wot be made of jm-
portunce. The Awericon Minister Lind cast liis nye on
Mr. Glascock during that momentary parting, and had
not theught much of Mr. Glinseock. *He was, certainly,
n gentleman,” Caroline had said.  “There are n great
muny English gentlemon,” the minister had veplied.

“1 thought you would have asked him to eall,”
Olivin said to ber sister. “He did offer”

“T know he did. I heard it"

“Why didn't you tell him he might come?”

“Bocause wo are not in Boston, Livy., It might
be the most horrible thing in the world to de bere in
Florence; and it may make a difforence, becunse Uncle
Jonag is mindster.”

“Why should that make a difference? Do you
mean that one isn't to see one's own friends? That
mugt be nonsense,

“But he fsn't o friend, Livy."
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‘It soms to me as if I'd known lim for aver,
That soft, monotonons voice, which never hesuns ax-
cited and never disagrecable, is s familine to mo as
though 1 Lad lived with it all my life."

“I thenght him very pleasant.”

“Indeed, you did, Carry,  And ho thought you
pleasant too. Docan't it seem odd ? You were mending
his glove for him this very aftermoon; just ag i L
wiere your hrother,”

“Why shouldn't T mend his glovad"

" Why not, indeed? Ho was entitled to have BVEry-
thing mended after gotting us such a good dinner at
Bolognu,  By-the-bye, Fou never paid lim,"

“Yes, I did,—when Fou wern not by."

“I wonder who he is! €. G Thut fine mnn in
the brown cont was his servant, you know, 1 thenght
at first that C. G. wust have boan eracked, and that
the tall man was his koopor."

"1 never knew any one less like a madman,”

“Noj—but the man was so queer. He did nothing,
vou kuow., Wa bardly saw him, if vou remember, at
Turin, All ho did was to tia the shawls at Bolagua.
What can any man want with amother man about
with him like that, unless be is eracked either in body
or mind#*

“You'd better ask €. (G, yourself”

I shall never see C. . again, 1 suppose. T should
like to seo Lim again, 1 gruess you would tan, Carry, EL?"

“Of course, T should;—why naotp"

“I never know a man s imperturbuble, and who
bad yet so much to say for himself. I wonder what
he is! Perhaps he's on’ business, and that man was n
kind of a elerk.”




“He haod livery buttous on,” said Carry.

“And does thet make o difference?”

“L don't think they put elecks into livery, sven in
England.™

“Nor yet mnd doctors,” said Olivia. “Well, T like
him very much; and the only thing against him is that
he should have a mun, six foot high, poing about with
lins doing nothing.”

“You'll muke me angry, Livy, if you talk in that
way. It's uncharitable.”

“In what way#"

“About & mad doetor.”

St my beliof,” said Civin, “tlat he's an Englizh
swell, u lord, or a duke;—and it's my beliaf, too, that
bie’s in love with you"

“It's my belief, Livy, that you're o regular ass;"
—and so the eonversation wan ended on that ceeasion.

On the next day, about nom, the American
Minister, a3 & parl of the doty which ho owed o his
country, read in o publication of that day, issued for
the purpose, the names of the new arrivals it Floronee.
First and foremost was that of the Honournble Charles
Glascoek, with his suite, at the York Hotel, en routo
to join his fagher, Lord Peterborough, at Naples. Having
road the news first to himself, the minister read it out
lond in the presenca of his nisces

“That's our friend C. (1" gaid Livy.

“I ghould think wot,” sail the minister, who had
his own ideas about an English lord.

“I'm sure it s, beenuse of the tull man with the
buottona,” said Olivia,

“It's very unlikely," suid the secretary of legution.
“Lord Peterborough is a man of immense wealth, very
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old, mdeed. They say he is dying ot Naples. This
man i8 his eldest son,®

“Is that any reason why le shouldn’t have heen
eivil to us?” asgeﬂ Olivia.

“I don't think be is the sort of man likely o eit
up in the Languette; and he would lnve posted over
the Alps. Moreover, he Lad Lis smite with Lim."”

“His suito was Buttons,” said Olisia, "Ouly fancy,
Cnrry, we've been waited on for twa days by a lond as
is to be, and didn't know jt! And ¥ou have mended
the tips of his lordship's glove!” But Carry said no-
thing at all.

Late on that same evening, they met Mr. Glaseaek
close to the Duowo, under the shade of the Campanile.
He had come out pns thoy had dome, to spe by monon-
light that loveliest of all works made by man's hands.
They were with the minister, but Mr, Glaseoek eame
up nnd shook hands with them.

“1 would introdice you to my uncle, Mr. Spalding,”
said Olivia,—*“only —as it happene,—we huve never
yet hoard your name”

“My name is M. Glascoek," anid he, smiling.
Then the troduetion was made; and the Ameriean
Minister took off his liat, and was very affable,

“Ouly think, Carry," said Olivin, when they wero
alone that evening, “if you wers to become the wife
of an English lord]"
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CHAPFTER 1X.

Bhewing what took plaee sl Sk DEhlelph's

Nona Rowrey, whon she eseaped from the violengs
of her lover, at once rushed up to ber own room, amd
managed Lo Festen Lersall in before shie Lnd been scen
by any one.  Her elder sister bad at onee gone to her
aunt when, st Hugl's request, she had loft the room,
thinking it right that Mre. Cuthouse ahould kuow what
was being done in her own honss,  Mre Outhouse had
considered the matter paticutly for awhile, giving the
lovers the henefit of her hegitation, and had then r;pnk::n
har mind to Stanbury, a8 we have already heard, He
had, npon the whole, been so well plensed with what
liad oecureed, that he was not in the least angrey with
the parsan's wife wher be loft the parsonnge. As soon
ne he was gone Mrs, Outhouse wis at once joined by
hor elder ndoee, but Norn remained for a while alone
in her room

Hud she eommitied herselfy wind if so, did she regret
it¥ Ha hod behaved very badly to her, certainly,
faking her by the land and putting his arm round her
wiist, And *then had he not éven stlemplod to lise
her? Ho bad done all this, slthough she had heen
ragnlute in refusing to speak to him one word of Jind-
ness,—ilough ghe bl dold B with all the onergy
and eertainty of which she was mistress, that she wouold
never be his wife. If a givl were to be auhjected to
such treatment az thizs when she herself bad been go
firm, 4o diserect, so desided, then indeod it would be
unfit thet a girl should trost herself with a man. She
bad wever thonght that he had been sueh a one as
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that, to ill-uss her, to lay a hand on her in vialenee,
to refuse to take an answer. She throw horself on thn
bed and sobbed, and then hid her face,—and was con-
scious that in spite of this acting befors herself she
was the happiest girl alive. Ho had bohaved very
badly;—aof eourse, he had bahived most wickedly, nnd
she would tell bim so same day. But was he not the
dearest fellow living? Did ever mun apeak with more
absolute sonvietion of love in every tone of bis voiece?
Was it not the finest, noblest heart that ever throbibe
beneath o waisicont? Had not his vary wickedpess
coms {rom the overpowering truth of his nfection for
her? Bhe would never quite forgive him hoeanso it
lind been so very wrong; but she would be trus to liim
for over and ever. O course they could not Ty,
What!—would she go to him and be elog round his
neck, and a weiglt upon him for ever, bringing lim
down to the gutter by the burden of her own nsolosa
and unworthy self?  No. She would never so injure
bim.  She would not even hamper him by an engage.
ment, But yet she would be true to him. She had
nu idea that in spite of all her profestations,—which,
us she looked back upon them, appeared to ber to huve
been louder than they had been,—thas through ihe
teeth of her denials, somothing of the truth had Bpeaped
from her. Well—lot it be go. Tt was the truth, and
why should he not know it? Then she pictured to
herself a long romance, in which the kercineg lived
happily on the simple knowledwe that she Lad heen
beloved. And the reader may be sure that in this
romartes Mr. Glascock with his splendid prospects filled
ong of the charactors,

Bho had been so wretched at Nuncombe Tutney
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when she had felt herself constrained o admit to hersell
that this men for whom she had perifieed horself did
uot care for her, that sho conld not now but enjoy her
trimmph. After she had sobbed opon the bed, ghe got
up and walled about the room emiling; md shie would
now press her hands to her forebead, and then shake
hor trosses, and then clusp ber own laft hond with her
right, as though be were still holding . Wicked
man!  Why had be been so wicked sud so vielont?
Anid why, why, why bnd she not onee felt bis lips upon
lier Lrow?

And she was pleased with herself.  Her sister Lind
robuked hoer boecause she had refused to make her
fortune hy marrying Mr. CHaseoele; and, to own the
trutly, she lind rebulked bersell on the same score when
she found that Hugh Stanbury had not had a word of
love to sy to her. It was ot that sho regretted the
gramdenr which she had lost, but that she ghould, even
within lior swn theughts, with the eonsvionsness of her
awn bosom, have declared borsell nnable to reesive
mnether mon's devotion beesuze of ler love for this
muan who neglected her. Now she was proud of Ler-
aplf.  Whether it might be accounted as good or ill-
fortune that ske had ever seen Hugh Btanbury, it must
nt any rato bo right that she should bo troe to him
now that she Lhad seen him, and bed loved him. Mo
kenow that she Joved aod that ahe was ot loved agaio
had wearly killed her. But such was not her ot Bhe
tos had been soeesssful with ler quarry, and lind struck
her game, and brought down her deer. e had heen
very violeul with her, but his violimes bad ot loast
made the matior elesr.  He did love her  Sho wounld
be sotisfied with that, mod would eondenwvonr 2o to live
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that that alone should make lifo bappy for hee How
shonld she get his photograph—and a lock of his
hair?—nnd when again might she Lave the pleasnrs of
placing her own band within his great, rongh, violent
grasp?  hen she kissed the hand whicli lis Lid held,
and opencd the door of hér room, at which her sister
was now knocking,

“Nora, dear, will you not come down?"

“Not yet, Emily. Very soon 1 will”

“And what has happened, dearest?™

“Thers is nothing to tell, Emily.”

“Thers must be something to tell.  What did Le
any to youd"

“OF eourse yon know what he eaid,”

“And what answer did you make ™

*I told him that it conld not be”

“And did he take that,—us final, Norn?™

“OF corrse not, What man ever takes & No as
final?"

“Whon you said No to Mr. Glascock he took i

“That was different, Emily.”

“But how different? 1 don't see the difference,
except that i yon could have bronght yourselt to like
Mr. Glaseock, it wonld have been the rreatest thing in
the world for you, and for all of them,”

“Would you have me take » man, Emily, that 1
didn't eare one steaw for, merely becanse e was
lord? You can't menn that,”

“I'm not talking about Mr. Glascock now, Nora"

"Xes, you are.  And what's the use? He is Ene,
nnd there’s an end of iL"

“And is Mr. Stanbury gone?"

“OF conres,”
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“In the snme way?" asked Mrs. Trevelyin,

“How ean 1 tell about his ways? No; it is not ia
the same way. There! He went in & very different
winy."

“How was it different, Noen "

“0h, so different. I ean’t tell you how. Mr. Glas-
enek will never come bark agnin.”

“And Mr, Stanbury will?™ safd the clder sistor.
Nora made no reply, but after o while nedded her
head, “And you want him to come back?” She
pansed ngain, and again nodded her heal. “T'hen you
have aceepted him?"

“1 hove not accepted him. T have refiused him, 1
have told bim that it was impossible.”

“And yei you wish bim back again!” Nora again
nodded bor head.  “T'hat is a state of things 1 cannot
at all understand,” snid Mrs, Trevelyan, “and would
uot believe unless you told me so yourself.”

“And you think me very wrong, of couse, 1 will
endeavour to do nothing wrong, but it is so. 1 Lave
not said u word of encouengement to Mr. Stanbury;
but I love him with all my heart, Cught T to tell you
i liz when yoo question we?  Or iz it satural that T
ghould neverawish io see agaiu o persen whom I lova
better than all the world? It seems to me that a girl
can hardly be right if she bave wny choiee of her own.
Here are two men, one rich and the other poor. 1
ahall fall to the ground between thom. T know that,
I have fallon to the ground already. T like the one I
can't marry., 1 don't eare a straw for the one wha
eould give ma a grand house. That is falling to the
ground. But I don't see that it is hard to understand,
or that 1 bave disgraced mysell.”




b LH IR ENEW TH WAS RIGHT.

“1 said nothing of disgrace, Nora"

“Bat you looked it."

“1 did not intend to look it, dearest.”

“And remember this, Ewily, I have told you every-
thing because you nsked me.” I do not memm to tell
noybody else, at all. Mammn would not wnderstand
me. I have not told bim, and 1 shall not,”

“You mesn Me, Stanbuyry ¥

“Yez: T mean Mr. Stanbury. As to Mr. Glaseock,
of course T shall tell mamma that. T have no seeret
there. That is bis seeret, and I suppose mammu shonld
know it. But I will have nething told about the other.
Had 1 acceptod him, or even hinted to him thai |
cared for him, I would tell mamma at onee”

After that there came something of a leatare, or
aomething, rather, of admonition, from Mre. Quthouse.
That lady did not attempt to upbraid, or to find any
fanlt; but observed that as she understood  (hat Mr
Stanbury had no means whatever, and as Norn herself
had none, there had better be no further intereoirse
batween them, ll, at any mte; Bir Marmaduoke and

=ik Lady Rowley should be in London. “So I told him
Wy that he must not come here any more, my dear,” said
e r_|-_"| . Hﬂ nmllmlﬁﬁ'— [
- r “You are quite right, nunt.  He sught not to eome
hre."

“1 am eo glad that you agree with me."

“1 agree with you altogether. I think I was bound
ta see him when be asked to see me; but the thing is
altogether ont of the question, 1 don't think he'll coma
any more, aunt” Then Mrs. Outhouse was quite
satisfied that no harm had boen doge

A month bad now passed sinee anything had besy
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beard at 8. Diddulph's from Mr. Trevelyan, and it
seemed that many months might go on in the same
dull way. When Mrs. Trovelyan first found horself in
ber unele’s house, & sum of two hundred pounds had
been sent to lier; and since that she had recsived a
letter from her husband's lawyer saying that n similur
amennt would be sent 1o her every three monthe, as
long us she was separnted from her hushand, A pror=
Lion of this she had given over to Mr, Outhouse; but
this pectniary assistance by no means comforted that
unfortunate gentleman in his trouble. “T don't want
to get into debt,” he said, “by keeping n lot of peaple
whom 1 haven't the means to feed. And I-don't want
to board and lodge my nieces and their family at so
much o bead. I’ very hard upon me cither wny."”
And s0 it was. All the comfort of his home was
destroyed, and be was driven to sserifice Lis indepand-
enee by paying his tradesmen with a portion of Mre
Trevelyan's money, The more he thought of it all,
and the more he diseussed the matter with his wifa,
the more indignant they became with the truant hus-
himd. 1 zan'i helisve," e said, “hot what Mr
Bideawlile could make him come back, if he chose to
do hig duty," *

“But they say that Mr.T'revelyan is in Italy, my dear.”

“And if I went to Italy, might T leave you o
slarve, and iake my income with me#”

“He doesn’t leave her quite to starve, my dear.”

“Bat in't & man bound to stay with his wife? I
never htard of such a thing,—never. And I'm sure
that there must be something wrong. A man can't go
awny and leave his wifo to live with ber unela and
aunt. It isn't right™

Ha Upiews he wara Right. I, i
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“But what can wa' do?”

Mr. Outhouse was foreed to acknowlodge that no-
thing could be done. He was 5 man to whom the
quiescencs of his own childless house was the e
pleasure of Lis existence. And of that he was rohbed
beesusa this wicked madman chose (o fieglect nll his
duoties; nod leave his wifa without o hewse to shalter
her. “Supposing that she couldn’t have come here,
what then?" said Mr. Outhouse, 1 did tell him, us
pliin a8 words could speak, that we conldn’t rective
them." “Huat hars they are," said Mre Outhonss,
Yand here they must remain l] my Lrother comes to
England.”  “It's the most monstrons thing that I ever
heard of in all my life," eaid Mr. Outhonse, “Ha
ought to be locked up;—that's what he oight.”

It was bard and it beeamo harder, when a gentle-
min, whom Mr. Outhouse certainly did not wish to
see, called upon him about the latter end of Beptember,
Mr. Outhouse was sitting alons, in the gloomy parlonr
of his parsonage,—for his own study had been given
up to other things, since this great inroad had beoy
mude upon his family;—he was gitting plone on one
Saturday morning, preparing for the duties of the naxt
day, with varions manuscript sarmons " lying on the
table around him, when he was told that a pentleman
had called to see him. Had Mr. Outhonse been an in-
enmbent at the West-end of London, or bad his maid
been & West-ond servant, in all probubility the gentle-
man's name would have bean demanded; but Mr, Out-
house was & man who was not very ready in forcspe-
ing and preventing misfortanes, and the girl who
opened. the door was not trained to disereet usnges in
such matters. As she announced the fact that thorp
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wos u gentleman, she pointed to the door, to show
that the gentlamnn was thers; and baofore Mr. Onthouse
had been able to think whether it would be prudent
for kim to make some preliminary inquiry, Colonel
Osborne was in the room. Now, as jt happened, these
two men lad never hitherio met each other, though
one was the brother-in-law of Sir Marmaduke Rowley,
aud the other had been his very old friend. “My
nume, Mr. Ouothense, iz Colonel Oghorne,” said the
visiter, ecoming forward, with his hand out. Tha
clergyman, of course, took his hand and asked him to
be seated.  “We have known ench other's names VEry
long," continned the Colonel, “though I do not think
we have ever yet had an opportunity of becoming
acguainted."”

“"No," sald Mr. Cuthouse; “we have never hean
acquainted, I believe" He might huve added, that he
had no desire ‘whatever to make such acquaintance;
and hia manner, over which he himself had no eon-
trol, did almost say as mueh. Indeed, this coming to
his house of the saspected lover of his niece appeared
to bim to be a heavy addition to his troubles; for, al-
though he was disposed to take lis nisce's part agsinst
her husband=to any possible length,—even to the lock-
ing up of the husband as o madman, if it wers possible,
—mnevertheloss, he had almost as groat & horror of the
Colonel, as though the husband's allegation us to the
lover had boen true as gospel. Becauss Trevelyan had
been wrong altogether, Colonel Osborne was mnot the
less wrong, Beeause Trevelyan's suspicions were to
Mr. Onthouse wicked and groundless, he did not the
less regard the presumed lover to be an iniguitous
roaring lion, going about seeking whom he might

T
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devour, Elderly numarried men of fashion generally,
and especislly colonels, and majors, and members of
parliament, and such like, were to him as black sheep
or roariog lions, They were “fruges consumere nafi;"
men wha stomd ‘on elul doarsteps “talking naaghtily |
and doing nothing, wearing sleek elothing, for which
they very often did not pay, and never geing to church.
It spomed to him,—in his ignoranes,—that such men
lind nong of the bmrdens of this world upon  their |
shoulders, mud that, therofore, they stood in great [
perl of the burdens of the next. It was, doubiless,
Lis special doty to deal with men in sach poril;—lhnt
those wicked ones with whom ha was coneerned wene
those whom he eould reach, Now, the Colonel (s
Lomnes of the earth were not to be pot at by any
clergyman, or, ad far as Mr. Outhense could see, by
any moans of grace.  That story of the rich man and
the camel seemed to bim to: Lbe specially applicakle to |
such poople. How was sueh n one as Colonel Osborna i
to be shewn the way throngh the eye of a needle? To
Mr Outlioose, his own brother-in-law, Bir Marmaduke,
wne almost of the same eluss,—for be frequented eluhs
when in London, and played whist, and talked of the
things of the wodd,—such as the Dethy, and the
levides, and West-and dinner parties;—as though they
were all in-all to him:  He, to be sure, was weighted F

|

with eo large & fumily that there mizght be hope for
him. The eye of the needls conld not be elosad against
him a8 a rich man; bot be savoored of the West-ond,
and was worldly, and eonsorted with such men as this
Caolonel Oshorne. When Colonel Osborne introduced him-
self to Mr, Ounthinse, it was plmost ns though Apollyan
had made his way into the parsonage of St Diddulph's.
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“Mr. Outhouse,” said the Colonel, T have thought
it best to comn to you the very moment that I got
back to town from Seotland.” Mr. Outhouss bowed,
nod wes bethioking limself elowly what manner of
speech he would adept. "I leave town again to-
morrew for Dorsetshire. I am going down to my
fricnds, the Trambers, lor partridge shooting.”” Mr.
Chnthousn knitted his thiek brows, in further inwenred
condemupation. Partridge shooting! yes;—this  was
September, and partridge shooting would be the pro-
bable ears and sceupation of gueh a man at such & timoe,
A man without a duty in the world! Perbaps, added
o this there was o feeling that, whorens Colonel Os-
borne eould shoot Beotch gronse in August, and
Dorsetshire pariddges in Beptember, and go about
throughent the whole year like a ronring lien, he, Mr.
Uuthougs, was foreed to remain nl 8L Didduolph's-in-
the-Enst, from January to December, with the exeep-
tion of one small parson’s week spent at Margate, for
the benefit of his wife's health.  If there wns such a
thought, or, rather, such a feeling, who will say thai
it waz not patural? “Huol I conld not po through
London without seeing wou,” continued the Colonel
*Thia is a nwost frightful infatuation of Trevelyan!"

“Very frightful, indeed,” said Mr. Outhonse.

“And, on my honour s a o gentléman, not the
glightest canse in the world."”

“You are old enough to be the lady's father,” said
Mr. Outhouse, managing in that to pget one blow at
the gallant Colonel

“Just o, God bless my soull” Mr Onnthonss
shrunk visihly at this profane allusion to the Colopel's
soul.  “Why, I've known her futher ever so many
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yoars.  As yon say, [ might almest be her futher my-
self™  Ag far as age wenl, such cortainly might hive
been the case, for the Colonel was older than Hir
Marmaduke. “Look hers, Mr. Outhouse, here is a
Tetter T got from Emily

“From Irs. Trevelyan?”

“Yes, from Mrs. Trevelynn; and as well as T ean
undarstand, it mnst hove been sant to me by Trevelyan
himaelf. Did you ever hear of suel o thing? And
now I'm told be has gone away, nobody knows where,
und hae left her hers."

o bas gone away,—nobody knows where.”

“OF gonrsn, I don't ask to sep her

“It would be improdent, Colonel Osborne; and
conld not be permitted in this house,”

“T dou't ask it. I bave known Emily Trevelyan
sinee ghe was an infunt, and have always loved her
I'm her godfather, for anght I know,—though one for-
gets things of that sort,” Mr, Cuihonse apein knit
his eyebrows and shuddered vigibly, *“She and T have
been fast friends,—and why not? But, of course, |
can't interfere.

“If you ask mo, Colonel Osbhorne, I shonld say
that you can do nothing in the matter;—exeept to re-
main away from her, When Bir Marmaduke is in
England, you can ses him, if you please.”

“Bee bim;—of conrse,—1 ehall see him: And, hy
George, Louis Trevelyan will Lave to see him, foo!
I shouldn’t like to have to stand up before Rowley if
I lind treated a davghier of his in such a fashion, You
know Howley, of course?”

*Oh, yes; T know him."
“He's mot the sort of man to hear this sert of
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thing, He'll ubout tear Trevelyan in pieces if he gots
liold of lim. God bless my soul " the oyebrows
went to work again,—"1 never heanl of such o thing
in all my life! Dogs he pay anything for them, Mr.
Cuthouge ™

Thiz wug dreadful to the poor clergymin.’ “That
is a subject which we surely newd not disenss,” said
b, Then he remembered that such speech on his part
wus like to a subterfuge, and he foond it NBCESEATY L
put bimself right. “I wm repaid for the maintenanes
here of my nieces, and the little boy, and their attend-
note. I do not know why the gquestion should be
asked, but such s the fact" :

“Then they are here by agreoment helween you
amed Dime ™

“NWo, siry they are not.  There is no sush agree-
ment.  Bot T do not Hee these interroputives from a
siranger as to matiers which should bo privae"

“You cnnnot wonder at my interest, Mr Outhonss.!

“Youn had better restrain it, sir, till Sir Marma-
iduke nrrives. 1 ghall then wash my hands of the
nffiir,”

“And ghe i3 pretty well;—FEmily, 1 mean?”

*Mers. Trevelyun's health §s grood.”

“Tray tell her though I could not—might not ask
to see her, T eame to inguire after her the first moment
that I wns in London. Pray tell ber bow much T foel
for her:—but che will know that "When Sir Mar-
maduke is here, of eourse, we shall meet.  When she
ir onee mora under her futher's wing, she need not bha
rostrained by any absurd commands from s hoshand
who has deserted her. At present, of eourse, I do nut
ngl to see her”




104 HE EXEW IIH WAS TLOHT.

“Of courie, you do mot, Colonel Osborne.”

“And give my love to Nora;—dear little Nora!
Thero can be ne renson why she and I sbould wot
shake hands "

"1 should prefer that it should not be so in this
bouse,” suid the elergyman, who was now standing,—
in expoctation that his wnweleome guest would go.

"Very well;—so be it. B yuu will imdenstanid
I could not be in London withoot coming. and nsking
after them."  Then the Colouel at last ook hix leave,
and Mr. Cuthonss was left to his solitude and Igs
BOrmons,

Mzrs. Outhouse was very angry when she Loard of
the wisit. “Men of that eort," she snid, “think §i o
fiue thing, and talk about it. 1 bulieve {he poor girl
is ms innocent as I am, but he jsu't innocent. He
likea it

“It B8 easier,'” said Mr. Outhouse solemnly | ¢ fup
a camel to go through the eye of a nfedle, thin for o
rich man to enter the kingdom of (God.'™

“I don't know that Lo i o rich mon," suid My,
Cuthouse; “but he wouldn't have come here iF he had
bean honest"

Mrs. Trevelyan was told of the visit, and simply
said that of eourse it was out of the question that ghe
should have seen Colonel Osborue. Nevertheless sho
seemed to think it guite natural that he should buve
called, and defended him with some enerery when her
aunt declired that ho had been much to blame, “Ho
is not bound to obey Mr. Trevelynn becanse I am,”
aaid Emily.

“He is bound to abstain from evil deing,” said
AMrs. Outhouse; “and he oughtn't to have come There;
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let that be enough, ny dear.  Your uncle doesn’t wish
to have it talked about" Nevertheless it was talked
about between the two eistors. Nora was of opinion
that Colonel Oshorne had been wrong, whereas Emily
defended him. “It seems to me te have been the most
nntural thing in Tife," sid abe.

Had Colonel Oeborne made the visit as Sir M-
maduke's friend, feeling bimeelf to be an old man, it
might bave been natural. When o man has eome to
regurd himself as being, on the seore of ape, about as
fit to be & young lady's lover as though he were an
old woman instoad of an old man,—which some men
will do whon they are younger even than wae Colowel
Usborne,—he s justilied in throwing behind him as
utterly absurd the suspicions of other people. But
Colonel Osborne cannot be defended altogether on that
pled

CHAPTEI X.

Mim Seanbury sl Mr. flbson hecusa G

Tuene came to bo n very gloomy foriniglt at Miss
Stanbury's house in the Close. For two or three days
aftor BMr (zikpon's dismissal at the hands of Miss Stan-
bury herself, Brooke Burgess wus still in the house
and his presence saved Dorothy frow the full weight
of her munt’s displeasure. There was the neecssity of
looking after Brooke, and seolding him, and of proising
him to Martha, and of dispraising him, and of secing
that he had enough to eat, and of watehing whether
he smoked in the house, and of quarrelling with him
about averything wnder the sun, which together so
employed Miss Btanbury that she satisfied herself with
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glances at Dorotly which were felt to ho full of charges
of ingratitude, rothy was thankful that it should
be so, and hore the glances with shject snbmission.
And then there was a great comfort to her in Brooke's
friendship. On the second day after Mr. Gibson had
gone she found hersolf talking to Brooke fuite oponly
upon the subject. “The fact was, Mr. Burgess, that |
didn’t really care for him. I know he's very good and
all thut, and of eonrse Aunt Stanbury meant it all for
the best. And I would have done it if T could, but I
couldn't”  Hrooke patted her on the back,—uot in
the flesh but in the spirit,—and told her that she was
quite right. And ho expressed an opinion too that it
wis nol expedient to yield too muoch to Aunt Stan-
bury. “I would yield to her in anything that was
possible to me," said Dorothy. I won't,” said he;
“and T don't think I should do any good if T did, 1
like her, and T like her money. But T don’t lika sither
well enongh to sell myself for n price.”

A great part too of the guarrelling which went on
from duy to day beiween Brooke and Miss Stanbury
was due to tho difference of their opinions respecting
Dorothy and her suitor. “I balisve you put her up to
it" said Aunt Stanbury.

“I neither put her up nor down, but'T think. that
sho was quite right.”

“You've rabbed bar of o lmsband, and she'll pever
bave another chanee. Afier what you've done you
ought to take her yourself,"

“1 shall be ready to-morrow,” enid Brooke,

“How can you tell such a lie?" said Annt Btan-
bury.

But after two or thrae days Brooke was pona to
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mike a journey throngh the distant parts of the county,

cand pee the heauties of Devonshive,  He was to be

away for » fortnight, and then come back for a day
or two befors he returmed to London.  Durings that
furtnight things did not go well with poor Dorothy at
Exeter. *

“T guppose you know your own business bpest,” her
punt gaid te her one morning. Dorothy uttersd ne
word of reply.  Bhe felt it to Le équally impossible to
suggest cither that she did or that she did not koow
her own business best.  *There may be reasons which
I don't understand,” excluimed Aunt Stanbory: * but
[ should like to know what it is you expeet”

“Why sheald I expeet anything, Aunt Stanbury?"

“MPhat's nonsense.  Everybody expects something.

You expeet to bave your dinmer hy-mnd-by,—don’t
your"
S | suppose T shall,” suid lhanl'l.ll}', to whom it oe-
pirred at the moment that such expectation was justified
Ly the fact that on every day of her life Litherto some
gort of u dinner had eome in her way.

“Yes,—nnd you think it eomes from heaven, 1
sipprose.”

“Tt eomes by God's goodness, and your bounty,
Aunt Stanbury,”

“And how will it come when I'm dend? Or how
will it come if' things shonld go in such a way that |
ean't stay here any longer? You don't ever think of
that.”

“T ghould go back to mamma, and Priseilln."

UPshia! A if two mouths were not enoungh to eat
all the meal there is in that tub. If there was & word
to say against the man, T wonldn't ask you to have
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kim; if be drank or smoked, or wasu't 5 gentlonian,
OF Wi toe poor, or anything you like. But thers's |
nothing,  It's all very well to all mo ¥ou don’t lova
him, lut why don't you love bim? I don't Jike a vl
to go und throw berself st n man's head, as those
Franches have done: but when everything fng boen
prepared for youn and made praper, . it seems to ma o

like turning away from good victuals," Darothy
could only offer to go home if she bad  offonded
ber munt, and then Migz Stanbury scolded her for
making the offer.  As this kind of thing went on
the house in the Close for o fortnight, during which
there was no going auty and no society at home, Dorg-
thy begnn to be rather tired of it.

At the end of the forinight, on the morning of the
day on which Brooke Burgoss was expectad hack, Doro-
thy, slowly moving into  the sitting room  with her
usual melancholy air, found Mr. Gilbaon talking to Ler
aunt. “There she is lLorself” anid Miss Btanbury,
Jumping up briskly; “and now you can speak to her,
OFf course I Lave no nuthority,—none in the leust.
But she knows what my wishes are”  And, having so
epoken, Miss Btanbury loft the room.

. It will be remembored tha hitherto - mo word of
affection had been whispered by Mr. Gibson futo Dare-
thy's ears. When he came befors to press his gui
sho bad been made aware of his coming, and had flod,
leaving her nuswer with her aunt. Me. Gibson  had
then expressed himself as somewhat injured in that no
opportunity of pouring forth his own eloguenca hnd
been permitted to him. On that oceasion Miss Stane
bury, being in a snubbing humour, had snubhed him,
Bhe had in troth seolded him almost as much as ghe
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hind scolded Dovothy, telling him that he went about
the business in hand as L]mugli bitter wouldn't melt in
his mouth, “You're stiff as o chairback,” she had
gatd to him; with a few other eompliments, and these
amonitics had for awhile made bim repand the estahlish-
ment at Heavitres se being, ot any ate, plossanter
than that in the Close.  But sines that cool reflection
liad eome. The proposal was not that he shonld marry
Mise Btanbory, sonior, who cortainly conld be sevire
o oecnsions, but Mis Stanbury, junior, whose tamper
was ag sweet a8 primroses in Mareh. That which he
would lave to tuke from Mizs Stunbury, senior, was o
eerinin sum of money, as to which her promise was as
good as any bond in the world.  Things had come to
such a pass with him in Exeter,—from the Lints of his
friend the Prebond, from s word or two. which had
come to him from the Dean, from certain family
arrangemunts proposed Lo him by his mother and sistars,
—things had come to such a pass that ha was of a
mined that le had better marry some one.  He had, as
it ware, three sirings to his bow. There were the two
Froneh strings, and there was Dorothy,  He had not
hreadth of genins enough to suggest to himscell that yet
puather woman might be found. There was a diffienlty
on the French seore even about Mise Stanbury; but i
was clenr to him that, fuiling her, he was dne to enc
of the two Miss Frenches. Now it was not only that
the Miss Frenches were empty-handed, but he was be-
ginning to think hiwself that they were not as nice as
they might have been in reference to the arrangement
of their head genr. Therefore, hoving given mueh
thought to the matter, and remembering that be bad
never yob had play for his own elognenee with Dorothy,
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ho had come to Mies Stanbury asking that he tnight
have another chance. It had been hore in upon him
that he had perhaps hitherto rogarded Dorothy us too
cerlainly his own, since she had been odfored to him
by her anut,—as being a prizo that required no elogquence
in the winning; and he thought that if be could have
in apportunity of amending that faule, it might evon
yol be well with his suit. So he prepared himeelf, and
nsked  permission, and now found himzelf nlonas with
the young lady.

“When lnst T was in this house, Miss Stanbury,"
he began, “I was ot fartunste enatgh to ba allowed
i opportunity of pleading my cause to Foursalf”  Then
he paused, and Dorothy was left to consider how best
she might answer him.” All that her annt had said 1o
her had not heon thrown away upon her. Tha calls
upon that slender menl-tub at home she kuew were
quite sufficient. And Mr, Gibwon was, she belioved, o
good man.  And how hetter could she dispose of her-
self in lifa? And what was gho that she shonld genry
the love of an honest gentleman? Sl would take him,
she thought,—if she could. But then thare CAIG Wpon
har, imeonseinusly, without work of thought, by instinet
rither than by intellizonca, a feeling of vthe closeness
of & wife to her husband. Looking at it in general
she could not deny that it would be VEry proper that
she should become Mrs, Gibeon, But wlg thers eame
upon her & remembrance that she would he called upon
for demonsteation of her love,—that he would embrace

5 her, and hold her o his heart, and kiss her —she ro-
volted and shuddered. She boljeved that ghe did nat
want to marry any man, and that such g satn of things
would not be good for her,  “Dear Foung lady." eon-
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tinued Mr. Gibson, “you will let me now make up for
the lose which I then experienced ?"

“I thonght it was botter not to give you trouble,”
said Thorathy.

“Trouble, Migs Stanbury! How could it be trouble?
The luhour we delight in physics pain. But to go
back to the suhject-matter. I hope Fou do not doubt
thut my- affection for you is true, mad homest, and
frenuine,”

“I don't want {o doubt suyihing, Mr. Gibson;
bul——"

“Yon needn't, dearost Miss Stanbury; indeed you
needn’t. If you could read my beart you would see
written there true love very plainly;—very plainly.
And do you not think it a duty that people shounld
miarry?" It may be surmised that he had hers for
gotten some connecting Hok which should have jeined
without whraptness the declaration of his own love, and
his gocinl view as to the general expediency of matri-
mony. ot Dorothy did not diseover the hintus.

*Certainly,—~when they like each other, and if their
frionds think it proper.”

“Our friends think it proper, Miss Btanbury,—muay
I say Dorothy?—all of them. I ean assure you that
on my side you will be weleomed by a mother and
sisters only ioo anxious to receive you with open arms.
And ns regards your own relations, I need hardly allude
to your reversd aunt  As to your own mother and
sister,—and your brother, who, I believe, gives his mind
chiefly to other things,—I am nssured by Miss Stan-
bury that no oppogition nead bo feared from them, Is
that troe, dearest Dorothy?"

“It.3a true."
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“Does not all that plead in my bebalf? Tell me,
Dorothy."

“OF conrse it does™

“And you will be mine?" As far ps eloguenes
could be of service, Mr. Gibson was sufliciently elognent.
To Dorothy his words appeared good, and troe, and
affecting. - All their friends did wish i, Thore were
many rensons why it shonll be done.  If talking could
have done it, his talking was good enongh, Thongh
hie words were in truth cold, and affeciod, and leared
by rote, they did not offend hery but his face affended
her; and tho foeling was strong within hor that if she
yielded, it would soon be elose to her gwn. Bhe
couldn’t do it.  She dido't love Lim, and she wouldn't
do it.  Priseilla would not grudge her her share ont of
[ that meagre meal-tub. Had not Priseilla told hor mot
to marry the man if she did not love bim?  She found
that she was further than over from loving him. She
would not do it.  *““Bay that you will ba wine,” pleaded
Mr. Gibson, coming to her with hoth hiz bands out-
stretehed,

“Mr. Gibson, I ean't,” she said, She wag subbing
now, and was half ehoked by tears.

“And why net, Dorothy?" =

“1 dow’t know, but 1 ean't. I don't feel that I
want o be married at all”

“But it is honourable.”

“It's no use, Mr. Gibson; I ean’t, and you oughin'e
to ask me any more,"

“Muet this be your very last answerp"

“What's the good of guing over it all itgain - and
again. [ can't do it."

“Never, Miss Stanbury?"
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"*No;—naver,"
“That is cruel, very ernel. I foar th ¥ou doubi
my lowve™

“1t isn't eruel, Mr. Gibison, I have o right to have
my own feelings, and 1 ean't, If you please, I'll go
away now." Then she went, amd bio was Jeft atauding
alone in the room.  His fipst foeling was one of anger.
Then there came to be mixed with that n good deal of
wonder,—nnd then a certain amount of doubt, He
had during the last forinight discussed the matter at
zreat length with a friend, o gentleman who knew the
world, and who took upon hiwself to say that he spe-
cially understosd female nature, It was by advice
from this friend that he lhad been instigated "t plead
his own canse, “Of course ghe means to aceept yon,"
the friend had said. “Why the mischief shouldu't she?
But sha has some Himsy, old-fashionad country jdea
that it jen't maidenly to give in at first.  Yoq tell her
roundly that ahe st marry your," Mr, Gibson was
Just reaching that roundness whicl his friend had re-
commended when the lady left him and he was alone.

Mr. Gibson was e doeult vary much in love with
Dorothy Stanbury, 8o much, we may take for granted,
He, at loast, *haliswad that he wae in love with liior.
He would have thought it wicked to propose e her
wd he not been n love with her But with his lova
was mingled a certain amount of contempt which had
induced him o look upon her as an easy conguest.
He had been perhaps a little ashamed of himself' for
being in love with Dorothy, and bad almost believed
the Frenchos when thay bad spoken of her as a poor
Créature, a dependant, one ham to be snnbbed, —az &
young woman almost without an identity of ber own.
M kv kn st Jiight, I, 8
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When, therefors, she so pertinicionsly refused him, lio
could not but be angry. And it was natural that he
should be surprised. Though be was to have received
a fortune with Dorothy, the money was not hers. It
was to be hers,—or rather theirs,—only if she would
accept him.  Mr. Gibson thoroughly understood this
point. He knew that Dorothy had nothing of her swn.
The proposal made to her was as rieh ne though he
had sought her down at Nuncombe Putney, with his
preferment, plus the £2000, in his own pocket.  And
his other advantages were not hidden from his own
cyes. He was a clergyman, well thought of, not bad-
looking certainly, considerably under forty,—a man,
indeed, who ought to have bean, in the eyes of Darothy,
such an Orlando a8 she would have most desired. Ho
could not therefore but wonder. And then came the
doubt. Could it be possible that all those refusals wore
simply the early pulses of lesitating compliance pro-
duced by maidenly reserve? Mr. Gibson's friend had
expressed a strong opinion that almost any young woman
would accept any voung man if he put his “eom "ether™
upon her strong enongh.  For Mr. Gibson's friend was
an Irishman. As to Dorothy the friend had not &
doubt in the world. Mr. Gibson, as he fteod alone in
the room after Dorothy's departure, could not share his
friend’s certainty; but he thought it just possible that
the pulsations of maidenly reserve wore vot at work,
As was révolving these points in his mind, Miss
Stanbury entered the room.

“It's all ovor now," she said.

“As how, Miss Stanbury?”

“As how! Bhe's given you an answer; hasn't
ghe?"
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“Yeu, Migy Btanbury, she has given we an snswer.
But jt has oceurred to me (hat young ludies nre some-
times,—perhaps o little——"

“Bhe weans it, Mr. Gibson; You may take my word
for that. She is quite in earnest. She ean take the
bit between ler tecth as well as another, though ale
does look so wild and gentle, She's u Btanbury all
ovar."

“And must this be the last of it, Misg Stanbury "

“Upon my word, I don't know what elsa ¥l s
do,—unless you send the Dean amd Chapter to talk
her over. She's a pig-headed, foolish Young wiotnng;—
but 1 can't help that. The truth js, you dido’t meke
envugh of her at first, Mr. Gilwon. You thought the
plum would tumble into your moutl,”

This did seem cruel to the poor men. From the
first day in which the project had heen opensd to him
by Miss Stanbury, he had yielded o ready mequicseonce,
—in spite of those ties which he had nt Heavitree, —
and had done bis very best to fall inte her viows.  “]
don't think that is at all fair, Mise Stanbury,” he B,
with kome tone of wrath in lis voies,

“It's tree,—quite trne. You always treated her as
though she were something boneat yo" M Gibson
stood speechless, with his mouth open.  “8g you did,
I saw it all  And now she's had Bpirit enough fo re-
sent it. I don't wonder ot it; I don't, indesd. Iz no
good your standing there any longer. The thing is
dome."

Such intolersble illusage Mr. Gibson bad never
suffered in his life. Hud he bedn untrue, or very
uearly untrue, to those dear girls at Heavitree for tlisy

o
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“I never treated her as anything beneath me,” ha said
ut Bast.

“Yes, you did. Do you think that [ don't under-
innd? Hawven't T oyes in my head, and ears? T'm ot
Jeaf yet, nor blind.” But there's an end of it. If any
young woman ever meant anything, she means it Tho
truth iz she don't like you"”

Was ever n lover despatehed in g0 umeourteous o
way! Then, toa, he had been summoned thither as o
lover, had been specially eneourazed to eome there as
4 lover, had been assured of suecess in o peculiar way,
had had the plum actinlly offered to him! He Lad
dona all that this old woman bud bidden him,—some-
thing, indeed, to the prejudice of bis own heart; hLe
bad been told that the wife was vendy for him: and
now, because this foolish young woman didu't kyow
hor own mind,—this was Mr. Gibson's view of tlis
mattor,—he was reviled apd abused, and toll that he
had behaved badly 1 the lady. “Miss Stanlurey,” he
eaid, “I think that you are forgetting yourself,”

“Highty, tighty!™ said Miss Stunbury,  “ e
gotting myself! T shan't forget you in a burry, Mr.
Gilysomn."

“Nor T you, Miss Stanbury,  Good miarning, Misa
Stanbury." My, Gibson, a8 he went from tha Bull-door
into the street, shook the dust off his feet, and resolyed
that for the future he and Miss Staubury. should be
two,  There would arise greal trouble in Exeter: hat,
neverthaless, be and Miss Stanbury must be two, He
conld juetify himself in no other purpose afler such
conduet as he had received.
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CHAPTER XI.
Lisbursicin Caiiage,

Turre had been varions lettors pussing, during e
last six weeks, hotwoen Prizeilla Stanbury and her bro-
ther, respecting the Cloek Honse at Nuncombe Putney.
The ladies at Nuncombe had, certninly, gone into the
Clock House on the clear understanding that the ex-
pemsos of the establishment were (o he incurred on be-
half of Mrs. Trevelyan., Priseilly had nseented 1o the
movement most doubtingly. She had disliked the jdug
of taking the charge of a Young married woman who
was separated from her busband, and she had fulr Ll
a going down after sueli an uprising—a fall from the
Clock House back to a coltage,—would be very dis-
agrecable.  She had, however, allowed her birother's
Argiuments to prevail, and there they were. The -
noyance which she had anticipated From the osition
of their late guest had fallen apon them: it had beep
folt grievously, from the moment in which Colanel Os-
horne called at the howse: and now that guing back to
the cottage must be enidured. Priseilly understood that
there had bben a seitloment betwoen Trovelyan and
Stanbury as to the cost of the establishment g0 four;—
but that mmst now be at an end.  In their present ejr-
cumstances, she wonld not continua to live thers, and
had already made inquiries s to some humble roof for
their shelter. For hersolf she would not have enred
bad it been necessary for her to hide herself in a hut,
—for herself, as regarded any fealing a8 to her own
standing in the village. For herself, she was ashamad
of nothing. But her mother would suffer, and she
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knew what Aunt Stanbury would say to Dorothy. To
Drarothy at the present moment, ift Dorothy should think
of accepting her suitor, the change might be vory de-
loterious; but still it ehould be made. She eould not
endure to live there on the very hard-earned proceeds
of her brother's pen,—proeeeds which were not only
Linrd-earned, but precarious. She gave wurning to the
two servants who had been hired, snd consulted with
Mre. Crocket ns io n cottage, and was careful to let it
be known throughout Nuncombe Putuey that the Clock
House was to be nbandoned. The Clock House had
bieen taken furnished for six months, of which half
wera not yet over; but there were other expenses of
living there much greater than the remt, and go she
wonld. Her mother sighed and assented; and Mrs,
Urocket, having strongly but froitlessly advised that
the Clock House ghould be inbabited st any rate for
the six months, promised her assistance, It has been
a bad business, Mre. Crocket,” gald Priseilla; “and all
we ean do now is fo get out of it as well as we ean.
Every mouthful I eat chokes me while I stay there.”
“It nin't good, certainly, miss, not to know as you're
all straight the first thing as you wakes in the morn-
ing," gaid Mrs. Crocket,—who was always able to feel
when she woke that everything was straight with Ler.

Then there came the correspondence between Pris-
eills and Hugh. Priseilla was at fiest decided, indeed,
but mild in the expression of her decision. To this,
and to one or two other missives couched in terms of
increaging decision, Hugh answered with mauly, self-
assorting, overbearing arpuments. The bouse was theirs
till Christmns; between this and then he wounld think
about it. He eonld very well afford to keep the house
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on-till next Midsommer, and then they might see what
had best be dope. There was plenty of money, and
Priseilla need not put herself into a fintter. In answer
Lo that word fintler, Prizcilla wrote as follows;—
“ ek Momse, Soplumsbar 16, 18§=,
“Dear Hiram,

“I know very well how good you are, and how
generous, but you must allow me to have feelings ns
well a8 yourself I will not consent to have myself
rogarded as a grand lady ont of your earnings.  How
shonld I feel when some day T heard that you had ron
yourself into debt? Neither mamma nor I eould endure
it. Dorothy is provided for now, at any rate for a
time, and what we have is onongh for us.  You know
I am nnt ton proud to take auything you can apara o
g, when we are ourselves placed in o proper position;
but I could not live in this grent howso, while FoLU e
pying for everything—nand I will not, Mamma fuite
agrees with me, and we shall go out of it on Michaal-
mas-day. Mrs, Crocket ways she thinks she ecan get
you @ tenant for the three months, out of Exetor,—if
nit for the whole rent, at least for part of it. T think
we have already got a small place for eight ghillings o
wonk, a little out of the village, om the read to Cock-
chaffinglon You will remember it.  Old Soames used
to live there. Ouwr old furniture will be just ennugh.
There is a mite of & garden, and Mrs. Crocket ELYE
she thinks we can get it for seven ehillings, or perliaps
for six and sixpence, if' we stay there. W shall o in
on the 29th, Mrs, Croeket will see about having some-
body to take care of the house,

“Your most effectionata sister,
“I"H.IEB.II..I-L"

T T gy
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On the reesipt of this letter, Hugh procesded to
Nuncombe. At this time he wns making about oy
guineas a weck, dnd thought that he saw liis way o
further work, No doubt the ten guineits were proca-
rions;—that s, the “Daily Record” might discontinue
Lis services to-morrow, if the “Daily Reeord" thought
fit to do sn. The greater part of his earnings came
from the “D. R." and the editor had only to say thut
things did not snit any longer, and there would be ap
ond of it Ho was not as a lawyer or a doctor with
many clients who could not all be supposed to with-

their costom at once; hut leading articles were
thinge wanted with at least as muel, regularity as phy-
#i¢ or law; and Hugh Stanbury, believing in himself,
did not think it probable that an editor, who knew
what be was about, would withdraw his patronage. Ifa
wid proud of his weekly ten guineas, feeling sure that
a weekly ten guineas would not as yet have been his
had he stuck to the Bar as a profession.  He had cal-
eolited, when Mes, Trovelyan lait the Clock Hogse,
that two hundred 4 year would enpble his mother to
continue to reside thers, the rent of the place furnighed,
or half-furnished, being only eighty; and he thought
that he could pay the two hundred easily. He thought
80 still, when he received Prizeilln’s last letier; but ha
kuew sometling of the stubbornness of his dear sistor,
nud he, therefore, went down to Nuncombe Putney, in
order that he might use the vialenee of his logic on
his mother,

He had heard of Mr. Gibson from both Priseilla
and from Dorothy, and was certainly desirons that
“dear old Dally," as he ealled her, shounld ba settled
comfortably. But when dear old Dolly wrote to him
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deelaring that it could not Lo a0, that Mr. Gibson wis
a very niee gentloman, of whom she eould not say that
she was particularly fond,—*“though 1 roally do think
that he is an excellent man, and if jt wits any other
girl in the world, 1 should recommend her to take
him,"—and that she thought that she would ratlar nut
get married, he wrote to her the kindost brotherly lotter
in the warld, telling her that she was S briek," und
suggesting to her that there might come some day
some one who would suit her tnate better than Mr.
Gibson. “I'm not very fond of parsons myself,” eaid
Hugh, “but you must not toll tat to Aunt Stanbury,"
Then he suggestod that ns he was guing down to Nun-
combe, Dorothy should got leave of absence and come
over and meet him ut the Clock House, Dorothy de-
munded the leave of abwence somewlhat imperionsly,
and was at home st the Clock Houge wWhen Hugh ar-
rived,

“And so that little nifuir couldn’t come off 2" suid
Hugh at their first fumily mecting,

“It was a pity,” said Mrs, Btanbury, plaintively.
She had boen very plaintive on the anbject. What o
thing it would have been for her, eould she have seen
Dorothy so well satablished!

“There's no help for spilt milk, mother," said Hugh.
Mre. Btanbury shook her head.

“Dorothy was quite right,” said Priscilla.

“OF course sha was right,” aaid Hugh. "Wy
doubts her being right?  Blosy my soul!  What's an
gitl o do if she don't like & man except to tell him
tof I homour you, Dolly,—not that I ever should
have doubted you. You're tao much of a chip of the
old block to say you liked a mag when you didn't,"
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“He ig n very excollent young man,” said Mrs.
Htanbury.

“An execllent fGddlestick, mother Loving anid
liking don't go by excellence. Hesides, 1 don't know
about his being any botter than anybody else, just be-
eause ha's a clergyman.” -

“A elergyman is more likely to be steady than
other men " said the mother.

“Bteady, yes; and as selfish ns yon please.”

“Your futher was a clergyman, Hogh"

“I don't mean to say that they are not ns pood as
others; but I won't have it that they are hotter. They
are always dealing with the Bilide, till they think them-
selves apostles.  But when money comes up, or com-
fort, or, for the matter of that either, n pretey womnn
with a little money, then they are ns human as the
st of wa™

If the truth kad been told on that oecasion, Hugh
Stanbury would have had to own that he had written
lately two or three rather slinging articles in the “Daily
Recard," as “to the nssumed merts sud actual de-
merils of the clerry of the Clmrel of England.” It is
astoniching how fluent & man is on o subjoct when he
bns lately delivered himself respecting it in this
fashion. :

Nothing on that evening was said abont the Clock
Honse, or sbout Priscilla's intentions.  Prliseilla was
up edrly on the next morning, intending to discuss it
in the garden with Hugh before hreakfast; but Hugh
was aware of her pnrpose and aveided her. Tt was
ki intention to ppeak first to lis mother; and though
his mother was, as he knew, very much in awe of her
danghter, he thought that he might carry hin point, at
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auy rate for the next three months, by forcing an as-
sent from the elder lady. 8o he menaged to waylay
Mrs. Stanbury before she deseended to the prarlour,

“Wo can't afford it, my dear;—indeed we can't,”
said Mrs. Stanbury.

“That's not the question, mother. The reut maust
be paid up to Christmas, and you can Tive here as
cheap as you ean anywhers.”

“Bllt lﬁﬁ!m‘ua n

“Oh, Priscillal Of course we know what Prisaills
says. Priseills Las been writing to me about it in the
most pensible manner in the world; but what does it
all come to? If you are ashamed of teking nssistance
from me, T don’t know who is to do anything for any-
body. You are eomfortable here?"

“Very comfortable; only Priscilla foely—-"

“Priscilla is a tyrant mother; and o very stern
one. .Just make up your mind to stay here till Clrist-
mas.  If 1 tell you that I can afford it, gurely thint
ought to be enmongh”  Then Dorathy  entered the
room, and Hogh nppealed to her. Dorothy had eome
to Nuncombe only on the day before, and had not
hoen consulted on the sobjeet. She had been told that
the (lock Housa was to le abandoned, and had been
taken down to inspect the cottage in which old Soames
had lTived;—but hor opinion had not been asked. Pris-
cilla had quite made up her mind, and why ghould
she ask an opinion of any one? But now Dharathy’s
opinion was demanded. “It's what I eall the thodo-
montade of independence,” snid Hugh

"I suppose it is very expensive,” Aujsreatad
Dorathy,

“The honse must be paid for,” mid Hugh;—"und
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it T say that I've got the meney, s not thit anough ?
A misernblo, dirty little place, where you'll eatel your
death of lumbago, mother.”

“OF course it's not o comfortable house," said Mrs,
Stanbury,—who, of herself, way not at all indiferent
to the comforts of her present residence.

“And it is very dirty," said Dorathy.

““The nastiest place I ever waw in my life. Come,
mother; if 1 gay that I can afford it, ought not that to
bo enough for you? If you think you can't trust i,
there's an end of everything, you know." And Hugzh,
ad bo thas expressed Limself, assumed an nir of injured
virtue.

Mrs. Btanbury had very nearly yielded, when Pris-
oille came in among them. It was impossible not o
coutinug the eonversation, though Hugh would much
have preferred to have foreed an assent from lis mother
before he opencd his mouth on the subject to his sister.
"My mother agrees with me," said he abruptly, “and
a0 diseg Dolly, that it will be absurd to movo away

this house at present,”

“Mamma!™ exelnimed Priseilla,

“I don't think I gaid that, Hugh,” murmired
Dhorathy, softly.

“I am sure T don’t want anything for mysolf,” sid
Mre. Stanbury.

“It's I that want it," enid Hogh, “And T ihink
that I've-a right to have my wishes respocted, so fur
s that goes"

“My dear Hugh,” said Priscilla, “the eoltage 14
already taken, and we shall certainly go into it. I !
spoke to Mes. Crocket yesterday about a eart for mov-
ing the things. I'm sure mamme sgrees with mo.
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What possible business gan peaple have to live in such
n hovse as tlds with about twenty-four shillings a week
for gvery thing? T won't do it And ge the thing i
settled , it is only making trouble to disturl i."

“I suppose, Priseilla,” snid Hugh, “yon'll do ag
your mother choosesy™

“Mamma chooses 1o go. She has told i sn al-
ready.™

“You have talked ber into fr."

“We had better go, Hugh," said Mrs. Stanbury.
“T'm sare we lad hotter go

O conrse we shall g0, paid Priscilla, “Hugh is
very kind and very gponerous, but he js only giving
trouble for nothing about this. Had we not better go
down to hreakfust?"

And 80 Priseilla earried he day. They went dowy
to brenkfast, and duriug the meal Hugh would epeak
to nobody. When the gloomy meal was over he took
his pipo and walked out to 1ho coltnge.  If was an
untidy-looking, rickety. place, small and desolate, with
 pretension about it of the lowest order, n prefension
that was evidently ashamed of itself There was a
porch.  And the one sitting-room had what the late
Mr. Boames lind always ealled his bow window. But
the porch looked as though it wern tumbling down,
and the bow window looked as though it were tumb-
ling out. The parlour and the bedroom over it had
been papered;—but the paper was torn and soiled,
and in sundry places was hanging loose. Thera was
A miserubla little room ealled a kitehen to the right as
You entered ihe door, in which the #rate was worn
out, and behind this was a shed witl, a eapper,  In
the garden there remained the stumps and stalks of
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Mr. Soames's cabbages, and there were weeds in plenty,
and a damp hole smong some elder bushes called an
arbour, Tt was pamed Laburnum Cottage, from a
ghrub that grow st the end of the house. Hugh Stan-
bury shuddered as he stood smoking among the cab-
bage-stalks. How could a man ask such o girl as
Wora Howley to be hiz wife,  whose mother Hved in o
place like this? While he was still standing in the
parden, and thinking of Priscilla’s obstinacy and hia
own ten guineas & week, and the sort of life which he
lived in London,—where he dined usually at his club,
and donied himself nothing in the way of pipes, beer,
and beefsteaks, he heard a step behind him, and turn-
ing round, saw his elder sister,

“Hugl", she said, “you must not be angry with me."”

“But I am angry with you."

“T kuow you are; but you are unjust. I am doing
what I am sure is right.”

“] pever snw such a beastly bole as this in all my (
life.”
“I don’t think it benstly at all. You'l find that |
T1l make it nice. Whatever wo want hers you shall |
give us, You are not to thiuk that I sm teo proud to
take anything at your hands. It is not that” '

4T very like it" L

#1 have never refused anything that is ressonable,
but it is quite unreasonable that we should go on liv-
ing in such u place as thut, as though we had thres
or four lundred o year of cur own. If mamma got
used to the comfort of it, it would be hurd then upon
her to move. You shall give her what you can afford,
and what is ressonable; but it is mndness to think of
living there, I couldn't do it"
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“You're to have your way at any rate, it seems,”

“But you must not quarrel with me, Hugh. Give
me i Kiss. T don't have you often with ma; and
you are the only man in the world that T ever s
to, or even know. 1 pumetimes half think that the
bread is so hard and the water so bitter, that life will
bocome impossible. I try to got over ity but if you
were o go away from me in anger, I shonld be so
beaten for a week or two that T conld do nothing."

“Why won't you let me do anything?"

“I will,—whatever you please. But kiss me”
Then he kissed ber, as be stood wmong Mr, Seames's
cabbage-stalks.  “Dear Hugh; you are such u god
o, mel"

“You don't trest me like a divinity."

“But T think of you as one when you are absent
The gods were never o yed when they showed thom-

selves. Lt us go and have a walk. Cormne;—shall
f we get a8 far as Bidleigh MNP Then they stirted
| together, and all unplensantness was over betwoen tham
ih when they returned to the Clock House.,

i CHAPTER XII,
lirooks Burpoa takus Losve of Exeler.

T time had arrived st which Brooke Burgess wus to
leave Exeter. He had made his tour through the
connty, and returned to spend lis two lust nights ut
Mizs Stanbory's house.  When he eame back Dorot
wai still at Noncombe, but she arrived in the Closg
the day befors his departare. Her mother and sister
had wished her to stay at Nuncombe. “There ix o
bed for you now, and a place to be comfortabls in,"

T
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Priseilln had said, langhing, “and you may as well see
the lost of wa" But Dorothy declared that she had
named a day to her aunt, and that she would not break
hor engagement. "I suppose you can stay i yon
iko,” Priscilla hind urged.  But Dorothy was of opinion
that she ought not to stay. She said not & word shout
Birooke Burgess; but it may be that it would have been
matter of regret to her not to shake hands with him
onea more.  Brooke declared to her that had shoe not
come back he would bnve gone over to Nuncombe to
see her; but Dorothy did net eonsider herself emtitled
to believe that.

On the morning of the last day Brooke went over
to lig unela's office.. “T've eoiwe to RAY I:fllrui-],u:.-'m
Uncle Barty,"” ho said,

“Good-hye, my boy. Take eare of yourself.”

“L mean to try."

“You haven't quarrellod with the old waoman,—
—have you?" said Unelo Barty,

“Not yet;—that ia to say, not to the knifa.”

“And you still believe that you are to have her
mongy "

“1 believe nothing oue way or the other. Yon may
be sure of this,—I shall never eount it hine tll Tve
#ot it; nand I shall never make myself so sure of it as
to bresk my heart becanze 1 don't geb it 1 supprse
T've got ng good a right to it as anybody else, and I
don’t see why I shouldn't take it if it come in my
wa I."

“1 don’t think it ever will," said the old mon, after
A pause.

“I shall be nono the worss,” said Brooke

“Yes, you will Youll be a broken-hearted man
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And she means to break Your heart. Bha does it on
purpose.  Bis has no more idea of leaving you ber
money than I have. Why should ghe?”

“Bimply becanse she takes the fincy."

“Fancy! Believe me, there is very little fancy
about it. Thers isn't one of the bame she wouldn't
ruin if she eould. She'd break all gur Learts if' ghe
could get at them. Look at me and my positon. 'm
lithe more than a elerk in the concern, By-God;—
U'm not so well off as a senior clerk jn many o hank.
If there come o bad time, I must lose as the others
would lose;—but a clerk nover losas, And my share
in the bosiness is almost a nothing. It's just nothing,
h—r:umpa.md to what it wonld have been, only for

ar."

Brooke had known that his unele was & disappointed,
or at least & discontented man; but he had never known
much of the old man's circumstanees, and certainly
bad not expected to hear him speak in the strain that
he had now used. Ha had heard often that his Uncle
Barty disliked Miss Stanbury, and had not heen Alir-
prised at fermer sharp, biting little words epoken in
reference to that lady’s charneter. But he had not ex-
pected euch = tivade of abuse as the banker had now
poured out. “OFf course 1 know nothing about the
bank,"” ssid be; “but I did pot suppose that ehe had
had anything to do with "

“Where do you think the money ecnme from that
#he has got? Did you ever hear that she had any-
thing of her own? Bhe never had a penny,—never a
penny, It came out of this house. Tt is the capital
on which this business was founded, and on which it
ought to be carried on to this day. My brother lind

Ia kmeiv he way ight, 1J, el

— L ] 1 et R - L5
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thrown her off; by heavens, yes;—hwd thrown her off.
He had found out what sho was, and had got rid of
her.™

“But he left her his money.”

“Yog:—alie pol near him when he was dying, and
lsx did leave her his money;—his money, and my money,
and, your father's money.”

“He eould have given her nothing, Uncle Barty,
that wasn't his own.”

S0 course that's troe;—it’s trae fn one way. You
might say the same of & man who was cogened into
leaving every shilling away from his own children. 1
wasn't in Exeler when the will was made. We none
of us were hers. But she was here; and whoen we came
to see him die, there we found her. Bhe had had her
ravenge upon him, and she weans to have it on all of
us. I don't believe sha'll ever leave yom .a shilling,
Brooke. You'll find her out yet, and you'll talk of her
to your nephews as I do to you."

Brooke made some ordinary nuswer fo this;, and
bade his uncle adien. Ho had allowed Dimself o en-
tertain o half chivalrous iden that he eould produce a
reconciliation between Miss Stanbury and his unele
Barty: and since he bad been at Exeter he had said a
word, first to the ong and then to the other, hinting at
the subject;—buot his hints had eertainly not been soe-
cosaful. As ho wnlked from the bank into the High
Btreot he could not fail to ask himself whether there
wore any grounds for the terrible acensations which he
had just heard from his uncle's lips. SBomething of the
game kind, though in form much less violent, hud been
repeated to him very often by others of the family.
Though he had as a boy known Miss Stanbury well,

T
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be had been taught to regard her as an ogress.  All
the Burgesses had regarded Miss Stanbury as an ogress
since that unfortunate will had come to Light. But
she was an ogress from whom pemething might he
gained,—and the opress had still persisted in saying
that a Burgess should be ber heir, It had therefors
come to pass that Brooke had been brought ap lialf to
rovere her and half to abbor ber. “She is a dreadiul
womnn," said his branch of the family, “whe will not
scruple at anything evil. But as it seems that you
may probably reap the advantage of the evil that she
does, it will become you to pat up with her iniquity.”
As be had become old enough to understand the nature
of hor pasition, he had determined to judge for himself;
but his judgment hitherto simply amounted to this,—
that Miss Stanbury was a very singular old woman,
with a kind heart and good instinets, bat so eapricions
withal that no sensible man would risk his happiness
on expectations formed on hor promises. Guided by
this opinion, he had resolved to be attentive to her
anid, after a eertain fashion, submissive; but eertainly
not to become her slave. She Lad thrown over her
nephew.  She was constantly complaining to him of
bier nisce. Now and aguin she would say & very bitter
word to him about himself.  When Le bad left Exoter
on his little excursion, no one was so much in favour
with her as Mr. Gibson. On his return he found that
Mr. Gibson had been altogether disearded, and was
spoken of in terms of almest insolent abuse. “If |
were over o humble to her™ he hod aaid to himszelf,
“it would do no good; and there is nothing T hate so
much a8 humility.” e had thus determined to take
the goods the gods provided, should it over eome to
0%
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pass that such godlike provision was laid before him
out of Miss Stanbury’s cofférs;—but not to alter his
mode of life or put himgelf out of kis way in obedience
to her bebests, ns a man might be cxpected to do who
wig destined to receive so rich a leguey. Tlpon this
iden ho had acted, still believing the old woman to ba
good, but believing ot the same time that she was
very capricions, Now he had heard what his Tnele
Bartholomew Burgesa had had to spy upen the matter,
end he could not refrain from asking himself whether
liis unele's aecusations wers froe,

In a oarrow passage between the High Street and
tha Close he met Mr. Gibson., There had come to be
that sort of intimacy between the two men which grows
from eloseness of position rather than from any socisl
degire on either gide, and it was natural that Burgess
should say a word of farewell.  On the previous even-
ing Mise Btanbury hsd rolieved her mind by turning
Mr. Gibson into ridicule in her deseription to Brooke
of the manner in which the clergyman had earried on
his love affair; and ghe had at the same time declared
that Mr. Gibson had been most violently impertinent
to herself. He knew, therefore, that Mis Stambury
and Mr. (Gibson had become two, and would on this
oocasion have passed on without a4 wond relative to the
old lady lLad Mr. Gibson allowed lim to do so. But
Mr. Gibson spoke his mind freely,

YO to-morrow, are you?” he said.  “Good-hye
I hope we may meet again; but not in the spme house,
Mr. Burgess™

“There or anywhere I shall ba very hnp];]r.," gaid
Brooke.

“Not there, carlainly. Whils you were ahsent BMiss
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Stanbury treated me in such n way that I shall cer-
tainly nover put my foot in her house agnin.”

“Dear ma! T thought thut You and she were guch
groat friends,”

“I knew her very well, of course;—and respeeted
her. She is o good churchwoman, and is eharitable in
the eity; but sho bos got such a tengue in her head
that there is no bearing it when she doe what she calls
giving you a bit of ber mind"

"Bhe hus been indulgent to me, und has oot given
me much of ii."

“Your time will aome, T've no doubt," continusd
Mr. Gibson. “Ewvery body has always told me that it
would be so. Even her oldest friends knew it. You
nsk Mrs, MacHugh, or Mrs, Frenel, st Henvitees, "

“Mrs, French!™ mid Brooke, laughing. “That
would hardly be fair evidenee.”

“Why not? I don't know a beiter Jjudge of char-
acter in all Exeter than Mrs. French,  And she i
Miss Stanbury have been intimate all their lives, Ask
your uncle ol the bhanlk,”

"My uncle and Miss Stanbury never were friends,"”
said Hrooke.

“Ask Hiigh Stanbury what he thinks of her. Tut
don't suppose I want to say u word mgzainst her, I
wouldn't for the world do such u thing. Only, a5 wo've
met there and all that, I thought it best to let Fou
know that she had treated me in such n way, and lag
been altogether so violent, that I never will go thers
again"  Bo saying, Mr. Gibson pussed on, and was of
opinion that he had spoken with great penerosity of
the old woman who had treated him so badly,

In the afterncon Brooke Burgess went over to the

WL T
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further end of the Close, and ealled on Mres, MacHugh;
nud from thenes ho walked neross to Hoavitree, and
enlled on the Frenehes, It may be doubted whether
b would have been so well behaved to these ladies
hind they not been appealed to by Mr. Gibson o wit-
nesses to the character of Miss Stunbury. He pot very
little from Mre MacHupgh. That Indy was kivnd and
cordinl, and oxpressed many wishes that she might see
him again in Exeter. Whon be snid a few words aboul
Mr. Gibeon, Mra, MacHugh only lnughed, and deolared
that the goatleman wonld soon find a plaister for that
sore.  “There are mors fishes than one in the sea,”
shie gnid.

“But I'm afraid they've quarrelled, Mes. MacHugh™

“8o they tell me. What should we have to talk
about here if somebody didn't quarrel sometimes? Sho
and T ought to met up a gquarrel for the good of the
publie;—only they know that I never can quarrel with
anybody. I never ses anybody interesting enough to
quarrel with." But Mre. MacHugh said nothing about
Miss Stanbury, except that she sent over n message
with reference to a rubber of whist for the next night
but one.

He found the two French girls sittibg with their
mother, and they all expressed their great gratitude to
him for coming to say good-bye before he went. “It
is g0 very mice of you, Mr. Burgess,” said Camilla,
“and particularly just at presant.”

“Yes, indeed,” gaid Armbella, “because you know
things have been so unpleasant™

“My dears, never mind about that," said Mrs.
French. “Mies Stanbury has menant everything for the
best, and it is all over now."”

— el
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“1 don't know what you mwean by its being all
over, mamma,” said Camille. “As fir as 1 e under-
gtand, it has never heen bagun,"”

“My dear, the least said the sconest monded,” said
Mra. Fronch,

“That's of eourse, mamma,"” snid Camilla; “but
yet one can't hold ove's tongue altogether. All the

. vity is talking about §t, and I dare gny Mr. Burgess

bas heard as much ns anybody else.”

"T've hoard nothing ut all,” spid Brooks.

“Oh yes, you have," continned Camilla Araballn
conceived herself at this moment to be sitanted in so
deliente a position, that it was best that her sister
should talk about it, and that she hersalll shonld hald
her tongue,—with the axeeplion, perhaps, of n Lim
here and there which might be of assistanee; for Arn-
bella eompletely understood that the prize was now to
be hers, if the prize could be reseued out of the Stun-
bury clutches.  She was aware—no one batter Aware,
—how her sister had interfered with her early hopes,
and was gure, in her own mind, that all her disappoint-
ment had come from fratricidal rivalry on the part of
Camilla, [t had nover, however, hean open to her to
quarrel with OCamilla. There they were, linked to-
gether, and together they must figli their battles. As
two pigs may be seen at the same trough, ench striving
to take the delieacics of (he banquet from the other,
und yet enjoying always the wurmth of the same
dunghill in amicable contignity, so had these young
lndies lived in sistarly friendship, while each was striv-
ing to take u husband from the other. They had
understood thadpmiﬁnn, and, though for years back
they had talked about Mr. Gibeon, they had never
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gquartalled; bot now, in these latiey days of the Stan-
bury interforence, there had come tacitly to be some-
thing of an understanding between them that, if any
fighting were still possibla on the subject, one must be
put forward and the other wmust yield. I'here had [
been no spoken agreement, but Arabelly quite under- 1

stood that she was to be put forward. It wae for hier
to take up the ronming, and to win, if possible, aguinst
*the Btanbury filly, That was her view, and she was
inelined to give Camilla eredit for acting in mecordance
with it with honesty and zeal. She folt, therofore,
that her words on the present oeeasion ought to ha
fow, She sat back in her corner of the gof, and was
intent vn her work, and shewed by the pensivencss of
her brow that thers wers thoughts within her bosom of
which she was not disposed to speake. “You must have
heard a great deal,” said Camilla, langhing, “You must
know Low poor Mr. Gibson has been abused, becanse
ho wouldn't——-"

“Camilla, don't bo foolish," said Mrs, French,

“Becauso he wouldn't what?" asked Brooke. “What
onght he to have done that he didn't do2"

. “I don't know anything about ought," said Camilla,

“That's & mntter of taste altogether.” P
“I'm’ the worst band in the world at a riddle,” said
Brooke.

“How &ly you are,” continued Camilla, laghing;
“ag if dear Aunt Btaubury hadn't eonfided all hor
hopes to you."

“Camilla, dear,—don't," suid Arabelln,

“But when a gentloman is hunted, and can't bo
caught, I don't think he onght to be abused to his
ﬁm‘li a
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“But who huntad him, and who abusad him 3"
neked Brooke

“Mind, I don’t mean 1o Bay a word agninst Misg
Stanbury, Mr. Burgess. Wa've known her and loved
her all our Lives;—haven't Wi, manma "

“And respected her,” snid Arabella.

“Quite 10" continued Camille, “Ryj you lmow,
Mr. Burgess, that she lkes hor own way,”

“Idon’t know anybody that does not," said Brooke.

“And when she's disuppointed, she shows jt. There's
no doubt she is disnppointed noew, Mr. Burpess"

“What's the good of going on, Camilla®" spid
Mrs. French. Araballs ant silont in her corner, with
i eonseious glow of satisfaction, as she reflacted that
the joint disappointment of the elder and tha Younger
Miss Stanbury had been causad by a tender pemem-
branes of her own eharms, Had not dear Mr. Gibson
told her, in the glowing langunge of truth, that them
was nothing further fram his thoughts than the idea
of tuking Dorothy Stanbury for his wife?

“Well, you know," eontinued Cumilla, “T think
that when a person makes an attempt, and comes by
the worst of it, that persan should put wp with the
defeat, and wot say all manner of ill-natured things.
Everybody knows ihat a certain gentleman i very jy-
timate in this houge,”

“"Don't, dear," snid Arabella, in a whisper.

“Yen, I shall,” said Camilla, “T don% know why
people shonld bhold thair tongues, when other people
talke 60 loudly. I don't eare & bit what anybody says
about the gentleman apd us, We bave kuown lim
for Grer 80 many yesrs, and mamma s very fond of
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“Todeed T am, Camille,” snid Mg Prench.

“And for the matter of that, so wmn I,—very,”
gaid Camilla, langhing bravely, I dow't care who
knows it."

“Don’t be so silly, child,” said Arabella. Camilla
was eertainly dofog her best, and Arabells was grateful.

“We don't care what people may say,” continued
Camilla sgain. “0f course wa heard, as everybody
elsg heard too, thot a cortain gentleman was to he
married to & certain Indy. It was nothing to us whether
he was married or nod”

“Nothing at all,” said Arabello.

“We never spoke ill of the young ludy. We did
not interfere.  If the gentleman liked the young 14!.1]}'.
he waa guite at liberty to marry her, as far 8s we
were eoncerned.  We had been In the habit of geeing
lim hera, almost as & brother, and perhaps wo might
feel that u connection with that particolar young lady
would take him from us; but we never hinted so much
evin ns that—to him or to anyone else. Why should
we? It wns nothing to us. Now it torns out that the
gentleman never meant anything of the kind, where-
upon he is pretty nearly licked out of the house, and
nll manner of illnatured things are waid about us
everywhere” DBy this time Camills had become quite
exeited, and was speaking with mueh animation.

“Mow pan you be so foolish, Camilla?" said Ara-
Toal L.

“Perhaps T am foolish,” said Camilla, “to cars
what nnybody says." ]

- t can it all Be to Mr, Burgess?™ snid Mrs.

French. :
“0nly this, that as we all like Mr, Burgess, and as
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e is almost one of the family in ths Close, I think
he ought to know why we are not quife o cordial as
we used to be, Now that the matter is over I have
no doulit things will get right mgrain.  And as for the
Young lady, I'm sure we feol for Ler We think it
was the aunt who was indiserest,”

“And then she has such a tongue," said Arabells.

Our friend Brookes, of cotires, know tho whole tratli;
—knew the naturs of Mr, Gibson's failure, ‘and Tuow
also how Dorothy had acted in the affair.  He was in-
clined, moreover, to balieve that the ladies who were
now talking to him wers as well instrueted on the
subjoct as was he himself He had heard, ton, of the
ambition of the two young ladics now before him, and
believed that that ambition was not yet dead. But he
did not think it incumbent on lim to fipht o hattle
even on hehalf of Dorothy. He might have declared
that Dorothy, at least, had not been disappointed , but
he thought it better to be silent nhout Dorothy, *Yes,"
he said, “Miss Stanbury has o ton ug; but I think it
Apeaks as much good as it does evi s and perhaps that
is a groat deal to say for any Indy's tongue."

"We never speak ovil of unyhody,” said Camilla;
“never. It'is a rule with wi” Then Brooke took
his lanve, and the three Indies were cordial and almost
affectionate in their farewell grectings.

Brooke was (o start on the following morning be-
fore anybody would be up exeept Martha, and Miss
Stanbury was very meluncholy during the evening.
“We shall miss him very much; whall wa not?™ ghe
said, appealing to Dorothy.  “T am sure you will miss
him very much,” gaid Dorothy.  “We are so stupid
here alone,” said Miss Stanbury.  When they had




140 HE KNEW HE WAS RIGHET.

drank their tea, she sat nearly silent for half an Do,
and then summoned him up into her own room.  “Sg
you are going, Brooke?" she said.

"Yos; T must go now. They wounld dismiss me if
I stayed an hour longor.” :

“It was good of you come to tho old Woman;
and you must let me hiear of you from time to time."

“OF course I'll write"

“And, Brooks—"

“What i it, Aunt Btanbury 7"

“Do you want any monsy, Brooke?”

" No;—none, thank you. I've plenty for a bachelor,™

“When you think of marrying, Brooke, mind you
tell me."

“I'll be sure to tell you;—but I can't promise yet
when that will be.” She said nothing more to him,
though she pansed once more as though she wers
going to gpeak. She kissed Lim and bade him oo -
bye, saying that she would not go down-stuirs again
that evening. He was to tell Darothy o go to bed.
Aund so they parted.

But Dorotly did not go to bed for an hour after
that.  'When Brooke came down into the parlour with
hig message sho intended to go at onece,” and put up
her work, and it her candle, and put out her hand to
him, and said good-bye to him. But, for all tleat, she
remained there for an hour with him. At first she
enid vary little, but by dogrees Ler tongus  wag
loosened, and she found hersell talking with u freedom
which ghe conld bardly berself understand. Sho told
him how thoroughly she believed her aunt to be a
good woman—how sure she was that her aunt was at
any rate honest. “As for me,” said Dorothy, * I know

——— i e
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that I have displeased ler about My, Gibson;—and 1
would go away, only that I think she would be so de-
solate.”  Then Brooks bogged her never to allow the
idea of leaving Miss Stanbury fo enter her hoad, Ba-
canse Miss Stanbury was capricions, le said, not op
that acconnt should Lor caprices gither b indulged or
permitted.  That was hig idoetring respecting  Mizs
Stanbury, and he declirpd that, ag regarded himaell,
ke would never be sithey disrespectful to her or gyl
missive, “Tf 15 g Ereat mistake," Jp smid, “to think
that anybody is efther ay angel or o devil” Whey
Dorathy expressed an opinion that with epme peopla
angelic tendencies wopp Predominant, and with others
diaholis tendencier, he assented; but declarsd (hat it

other. At Inst, whey Dorothy had made “about five
atfompts to go, Mr, Gibson's name was mentioned, “]
am very glad thet you are not guing to be Mrs. Gib-
gom," gaid ho,

“I don't know why you should be glad.”

“Beeauso 1 should noy have liked your hushand,
—nat a8 your hushapd,”

“He is an exeellent man, I'm sure,” sajd Daorothy,

“Neverthelpss [ am very glad. But I did noe
think you wonld aceept him, and I congratulate you
ot your eseape.  You would have been uothing o me
a8 Mrs, Gibson. "

“Shouldn’t 12" saig Dorothy, not knowing what
else to aay.

“But now I think we shall always be friends,”

“T'm sura T bope sa, M Burgess. But indesd I
must go now, It s aver o late, and you will hardly
get any sleep. Good night™ . Then he took her hand,

¢y o
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and pressed it very warmly, and reforring to o promiso
befora made to her, he snssured ber that he woold cer-
tainly make acquuintance with her brother as soon as
het wns baek in London, 1orothy, as she wont up to
! bed, was more than ever satisfied with berself, in that
she had not yielded in reforence to Mr. Gibson.

CHAPTER XIIL
Trovalyau st Venico,

P
: Treveuvan pussed on moodily and alone from {
i

—

Tarin to Venice, always expocting letters from Bowzle,
and receiving from time to time the dispatches whicl
that funetionary forwarded to him, as muost be ncknow-
ledred, with great punctuality. For Mr, Boxxle did I
his work, not enly with a conscience, but with a will,

He was now, as he had declared more than once, al-
together devoted to Mr. Trevelyan's interest; and as ]I
o was an active, enterprising mam, always on the J
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alert to be doing something, snd as he loved the work
of writing dispatehes, Trevelyan received a great many
lettere from Bozele. It is not exaggeration to say that
avery lotter made him for the time a very wretched
man.  This ex-policemnn wrote of the wife of his
i hosom,—of her who had bean the wife of Lis bosom,
and who was tha mother of his child, whe wos at this
very time the only woman whom ho loved,—with an
antire abeanea of ieacy. Bozgle would have thought
reticenes on bis part to be dishopest. We remember
Othelle's demnnd of Iago. That was the demand
which Bozele undorstood that Trevelyan bad made of
him, and he wa: minded to obey that order. But
Trevelyan, though be bad in truth given the order,
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wig like Othello also jn this,—that he would have pre-
lerred before all the prizes of the world o have b
proof brought home to him exactly opposite to that
which ha demandad. But there was nothing so terrible
to lim as the grinding suspicion that he was o he
X kept in the dark. Bezsle could tind out facts. Thore-
J fore he gave, in effeet, the same order that Oihello

gave;—and Hoxzle went to work detorminad o ohey
f it. There came many dispatehes to Vonice, and it

Inst there came ome, which created a eorrespondence
which shall be given here af length, The first is o
letter from Mr. Bozzle to his employor:—

“hE, Breny Walk, Uil Bérent Beoraugh,

" Bupeembir 9, 18—, .10 em,
| “Hoxn, S,

“Sinee T wrote Festerday marning, something Hag
seeurred which, it may be, and I think i will, will
help to bring this meluncholy affair to a satisfactory
termination and conclusion, [ had better explain, Mr.
Trewilyan, how T have hesn At work from the be-
ginning about walehing the Colomel. [ eouldn't do
nothing with the porter at the Albany, which he i al.
ways mostly muzzled with beer, and he wouldn't have
taken Ty money, not on the squard,  So, when it was
tellegrummed to me a8 the Colonel was on the move
in the North, I put on two beys as knows the Colonel,
at sighteenpenes 5 day, at each end, ona Piceadilly
end, and the other Baville Row end, and yesterday
morning, as quick as ever eguld be, after the Limited
Express Edinburgh Male Up was in, there eomes the I
Saville Row End Boy hore to say ns the Coloyal was
lodged safe in his downey. Then I wag off jm- '
mediate myself to &t Diddulph's, because T knows
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what it is to trust to Inferiors when matters gets deli-
et Mow, thera lhado’t been no letters from the
Colonel, nor none to him as I could make out, thongh
that mightn't be so sure. She might have had ‘em
addressed to A, Z., or the like of that, at any of the
Post-offices as was distant, as nobody could give the
notice to 'em all. Barring the monay, which I know
ain't an object when the end is so desirable, it don't
do to be too ubiketons, beeanse things will go astray.
But I've kept my eye uncommon open, and 1 don't
think there have been no letters sineo that last which
was sent, Mr. Trewilyan, let any of 'em, parsons or
what not, say what they will And I don't see as
parsong are better than other folk when they has to de
with a lady as likes ber faney-man.”

Trevelyan, when he had read as far as this, threw
down the lotter and tore his hair in despair. “My
wife,” he exclaimed, “Oh, my wife!™ But it was
egsentia]l that he should read Bozzle's letter, and he
porseverad.

“Well; I took to the ground mysclf as soon as
ever 1 leard that the Colonel was among us, and I
hung out at the Full Moon. They had been quite on
the square with me at the I'ull Moon, which T mention,
because, of course, it has to ba remembered, and it do
comd up as 4 hitem. And I'm prodd, Mr. Trewilyan,
ue I did take to the ground myself; for what should
happen but I see the Colonel as large as life ringing
nt the parson’s bell at 1.47 pom. He was let in at
149, and he was let out at 217. He went away in
& cab which it was kept, and T followed him till he
was put down at the Arcade, and T left him having

—p ey b e mew— = == SEERT S
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bis 'ed washed and greased at Trufitt’s rooms, halfway
up.. It wag & wonder to ma when I see this, Mr. Tre.
wilyan, us he didn' have his ‘ad dopa first, na they
most of 'em does whan they’re woing to gee their
Indies; but T eonldn't make nothing of that, though T
did try to put too and toy together, as I always docs,

"What he did at the parson's. My, Trewilyan, 1
won't sxy 1 waw, and I won't fay I know. It's my
opinion the younr woman there 't on the si]are,
though shu's: bheen rememberad too, and is n hifem of
course.  And, M, Trewilyan, it do &0 ngninst the
grain with me when they're remembored and ain’t on
the square. T doesn't Bxpect too much of Human
Nature, which is poor, as the saying goes: Lt when
they're remembered nud 4in't on the square after that,
it'a too bad for Human Nature. Ifs more than poor.
It's what T eulls beggarly,

“He ain't been there ince, Mr., Trowilyan, and he
Foes out of town to-morrew by the 1.15 p. m. BXpross
to Bridport. 8o ho lets on; but of course 1 ghull see
to that. That he's been st St Diddulph’s, in the
house from 147 to 217, you may fake as o faer
There wou't be uo shaking of that, beeause I have
it in my mem, book, and po Counsel ean get the
batter of it. Of course he went there to spa her, and
it's my belief he did. The FOURE Woman 83 was re

up everything when it comes before Lis ordinary lord-
ehip.
“If you ask me, Mr. Trewilyan, I don’ think it's
ripe yet for the court, but we'l] have it ripe bofors
e kmew ke as Hpht, If, 1k
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long. ll keep a look-out, because it's just possible
she may leave town. If she do, I'll be dewn upon
them together, and no mistake,
“Yours most respectful,
“8. Bozze

Every word in the etter had leen a dageer to
Travelyau, and yet he felt himsalf to be under an
obligation to tha man whe had written it No¢ one
else would or could make faets known to him. If she
were innocent, lot him know that she ware innacent,
and he would proclaim her innocence, and believe in
her innocence,—and sacrifice himself o Ler innocence,
if sueh sacrifice were necessary. But if she wers
guilty, let bim also know that.  He knew how bad it
was, all that bribing of postmen and maidservants,
who took his monsy, and her money also, very likely.
It was dirt, all of it. But who had put him inte the
dirt? His wife lad, st least, doceived hin,—had
deceived him and disobeyed bim, and it was necessary
that he should know the facts. Life without & Bozzle
would now have been to him a perfect blank.

The Colonel had boen to the parsonage at St Did-
dulph's, and had been admitted! As toethat he had
oo doubt.  Nor did he really donbt. that his wifs Lid
seen tho visitor. He had sent his wife first into o
remote village on Dartmoor, and there she had been
visited by her—lover! How was Lo to use any othor
word? Ingo;—oh, Ingo! Tlie pity of it, Ingo! Then,
when she lnd learned that this was discovered, she
had Jeft the reirest in which he had placed har,—
without permission from him,—and had taken berself
to the house of a relative of hers. Here she was
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vigited aguiy by hor—Ilover! Oh, Inga; the ity wf
ity Ingo!  And then there had boen betwesn them an
almost  eonstant corresponidence, 8o much he had
aseerinined as faet: but e did not for & momant b=
lieve that Bozzle had learned all the facts. There
might be corespondence, or evon visits, of whick
Bozzle could leary nothing.  How could Bozzle know
where Mre Trevelyan wag during all those houry
which Colonel Oshorne passed in London? Thyt
which he knew, he knew absolutely, and on that he
could met; but there was, of course, mueh of which he
knew nothing. Gradually the truth wonld unwveil it-
self, and then he would act. He would faay that

lenel inta fragments, and throw lis wite from him
Elth all the ignominy wlhich the law made possible to

But in the meantime ha wrote a letter to Mr, Oui-
house.  (olonel Oshorne, after all that hnd been said,
had beon admitted at (ho parsonage, and Trevelyan
was determined to lot the clergyman know what he
thought ahont it The oftener ho turned the mutter
in his mind, as Le walked slowly up and down the
pinzza of St. Mark, the mors sbsurd it appeared ty
him to doubs that his wife had seen the man. Of
course she hod seen him. He walked there nearly
the whole night, thinking of it, and as he draggad
himself off at lust to bis inn, bad slmest come to have
but ona desire,—namely, that he should find her ont,
that the evidence should he conelusive, that it ghonld
ba proved, and so brought to an end. Then he wonld
destroy her, and destroy that man —and afterwards
destroy himself, so bitter to him wonld be his ignominy.
He almost revelled in the jdex of the tragedy he wonld
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make It was three o'cloek bofore he was in his hed-
room, nnd then he wrote his letber (o Mr. Outhouse
bafore he took himself to his bed. It was ne fol-
lowa:— :
Veules, Oet. d, 186=,

ilslnl

“Ioformation of a certain kind, on which T ean
place a firm relinuce, hos reached me, to the effect
that Colonel Usborne has been allowed to visit at your
house during the sajourn of my wife under your roof,
I will thank yeu to inform me whether this be true:
as, although 1 am confident of my faets, it is necessary,
in reference to my ulterior conduct, that 1 ehould have
from you either an admission or a denial of my ns-
sertion. It is of course open to you to leave my letter
unanswered.  Bhonld you think proper to do so, I shall
Enow also how to deal with that fact.

“As to your conduct in admitting Colonel Oshorne
inte your house while my wife i there,—after all that
has passed, and all that you knew that has pussed, —
I am quite anable to speak with anything like modera-
tion of feeling. Had the man succeeded in forcing
himself into your residence, you should have been the
first to give me notice of it. As it iz, J have beon
driven to nscertain the fact from other sourees. |
think that you have betrayed the trust that a husband
has placed in you, and that you will find from the
public voica that you will be regarded as having dis-
gruced yourself as o clorgyman. ;

“In reference to my wife berself, [ would wish her
to know, that after what has new laken place, 1 ahall 1
not feel myself justified in leaving onr child longer in
her hands, even tender as are his years, I shall take
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steps for having him removed, What farther I shall
do to vindieate myself, and extrieate myself ns fap s
may be possible from the slough of despond in which
I have been submerged, she and You will learn in due
time,
“Your ohediont servant,
“L. TreveLyay.

“A letter addressed. ‘poste restante, Venice,' will

reach me hers”

If Trovelyan was mad when he wrote this letter,
Mr. Outhouse was vory nearly ns mad when he read
it. He had most strongly desived to bave nothing to
do with his wife's niece when she was separated from
her husband. 1o wag o man honest, cliaritable, wnd
sufficiently allectionnte; but he was timid, and dis-
posed to think ill of those whose modes of lifs were
strange to him,  Actuated by these foelings, he would
hive declined to offer the hospitality of his roof to
Mrs. T'revelyan, had any choies been loft to hing, But
there had been no choics, She had come (lither un-
isked, with her boy and buggage, and ho could niot
send her away, His wife hagd told him that it wus
his duty to protect these women 611 their father came,
and he recognised the truth of what  hiz wife said.
There they were, and thers they must remain through-
out the winter. It was hord upon hitm —especially as
the difficulties and embarrassments us to money wers
0 disagreeablo to him;—but there was no help for it.
His duty must be dong theagh it were evor ao painful,
Then that horrid Colonel Lad some.  And now had
come this letter, in which he was not only acoused of
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being an aceomplice between bis marded nicee and
her lover, but was alse assured that he should he held
up to public igneminy and disgrace. Thongh he had
often declsred that Trevelyan was mad, e would not
remember that now, Such u lettor as he had received

should have been treated by bim as the production of 1('
a madman. But he was not sane enough himself to
seo the matter in that light. . He gnashed Lis teeth,
and clenched his fist, and was almost beside himself
a8 he raad the letier & second time,

There had been a method in Trevelyan's madoess:
for, though he hod declared to himself that without
doubt Hogzle had been right in saying that sa the
Colonel liad been at the parsounge, therefore, as a 1}
eorainty, Mrs, Trevelyan had met the Colonel there,
yet be bad not so stated in bis letter. He had merely
assertod that Colonel Osborme had been st the honss,
and had fonnded his necnsation upon that allered faet,
The alleged fact lmd been in truth a faet. So far
Bozzle bad boen right.  The Colonel had beea at the
parsonmme; nud the reader knows low far Mr Out-
houge had been to blame for his share in the matter!
He rushed off to his wifo with the letier, declaring ut
first that Mrs. Trevelyan, Nora, and the ahild, and the
fervant, should be sent out of the house at once.  But
al last Mrs. Outhouse suceeeded in showing him that
be would wnot bLe justified in ill-using them because
Trevelyan bad ill-used him. “But I will write to
him,” said Mr. Outhouse. “Ha shall kunow what I
think about it.” And le did write his letter that day,
in spite of his wife's enfreaties that he would allow
the gun to set upon his wrath. And his letter was as
followa:—
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s HBL DIMulpl's, Ouiuber 5, 15—,
"B,

“1 have received your letter of the 4th, whick i
more iniquitons, unjust, and mngrateful, than anytling
I ever before saw written. | have boan surprised from
the first at- your grogs eruelty to' your tnoffending wife;
but even that sesms to me wmore intelligihle than yoap
conduet in writing smeh words a5 those which won
have dared to zond 1y me.

“For your wife's sake, knowing et ghe i in .
erent dagren sl in yoar power, I will sondescsnd o
tell you what has brpponed.  When My, Trovelyay
found herself constrained to leave Nuncombe Putney
by your aspersions on her character, she eame lore,
to the proteetion of har nearest relatives within reach,
till her father and motler shonld be in Enzland. Saroly
against my will I recoived them inte my home, hecansy
they had been deprived of other sheltor by the eruefry
or madness of him who should have boen their funrdinn,
Here they wre, and lere they shull remain ti]] Sir
Marmaduke Rowley arrives. ‘e other duy, on the
20th of September, Colonel Osbarne, who s their
father's old friend, ealled, mot on them, but on me, [
may troly say that I did not wisl to sea Colopal
Oshorne.  They did not see him, nor did he ask g,
sea them, IT his eoming was a fault,—and | think it
was a fault,—thoy were not implicated in it a
came, remained a fow minutes, and went withont gap-
ing any one hut myself. That is tha history of Colanel
Osbarne's visit to my house,

1 have not thought fit to show Four letter {0 wour
wife, or to make her acquiinted with this further proof
of your want of reason,  As to the threats whieh yim
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bold out of removing her child from bher, vou ean of

course do nothing cxcept by law, I i not think

that even you will be sufficiently audacions to take

dny steps of that deseription. Whatever protoction the

law may give her and ber child from your tyranny

and miseonduct cannot be obtained 6l bar father sl
here,

“I have ouly further to request that you will not
address uny further communication to me.  Should
you do so, it will be refused.

“Yours, in ideap indignation,
“Onrnayt Ciraousg,”

Trevelynn had also  written two other letters tn
England, one to My Bideawhile, and the otler b
Bozzle. In the former he acquainted the Inwyer that
he bad discovered that his wife still waintained Lor
intercourse with Colonel Usborne, and that he must
therefore remove his child from her eustody. He then
inguired what steps wonld he necessary to ennble him
to obtain possession of his, little hay. In the letter to
Bazale be sent a choque, and his thanke for the ex-
policeman’s watehful eare.  He desired Biozzle to epn-
tinug his procautions, and explained his intentions ahont
his son, Being somewhat afraid thet Mr. Bideawhile
might not ba zealons on his behalf, and not himself
understanding aceurately the axtent of his power with
regard to his own child, or the means wherehy |
might exercise it, he was anxious to obtuin assistunce
from Bozzle also on this point. He had no deubt that
Bozzls know all abont it.  He had great confidenco in
Bozzlo. But still he did not like to conmult the px-
policeman. Ho knew that it heeame him fo bave some
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regard for Lis own dignity.  He (therefore pmt the
matter very astutely to Bougle,—asking ng (jnestions,
but alluding to hix difficulty in 5 Wuy that would
enable Bozzla to iffer ndvies,

And where was ha to BBt -4 womnn to ke charga
of bis ehild? 1 Ly Milborough would dg it, how
greal would be the comfort! Dy o wis almost anre
that Lady Milborongh would not de it. All his fripnds
bad turned againgt him, and Lady Milborough among
the number. "There was nohody laft o bim, but
Buzzle.  Could he sntrust Bozzle o find gome Woman
for him who would take ndequate chargo of the Iijla
fallow, till he limsslf coull sea to the child's educa
tion? Mo did not Put this question to Bozzla in plain
terme; but he was VELy astute, amd wrote in suel 5
fashion that Bozzle eould make a proposal, if BOY pro-
posal were within his Priwiy,

The wnswer from Mr. Outhouse came first. Th
this Mr. Trevelyan paid very little attontion. [t wus
Just what he expectad, Of course, Mr. Onthonge's as-
suranee nbout Colonel Oshorpe went for nothing, A
man . who would permit intercourse in his howse b
twoen a married lady and hor lover, would pot seruple
to deny thaw he kg permitted §t. Then came My,
Bideawhile's answer, which Waa very short. My
Bideawhile said tha nuthing ecould be done ahout the
child 1l My, Trevelynn should retum te England;—
and that he eould give no opinion as to what shoulil
be done then 6ill he knaw more of the cireumstances,
It was quite claar 4o Trevelyan that he must omploy
some other lnwyer. Mr. Bidenwhile hud probably been

corrupted by Colonel Oshorne, Could Bozzle recom- *

mend a hmr'.-'

--'—Lr-'.'...-u:l.
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From Bozale Limself there came no other immodiate
roply than, “his duty, and that he would make farther
inquiries." -

CHAPTER X1V,
Tho  Amerieas  Minfstor,

Ix the second week in October, Mr. Glascock re-
turned to Florenca, mtending to remain there 1l the
weather should have become bearabla at Naples, Hig
father was gaid to he better, hat was in such o eondi-
tion us hardly to receive mual; comfort from Mis son’s
presonce.  His mind wes gona, and he Enew no one
bt bis nurse; and, though Mr. Glascock was unwilling
to put himsel altogether out of the reach of retarning
at a day's notice, he did uot find himself obliged to
remain in Naples during the heat of the auntnmn,  So
Mr. Glnseock returned to the hotal at Ilorence, aeemm-
punied by the tall man who wore the buttons. The
hotel-keeper did wot allow snch a light to remain long
hiddan under o bushel, asd it was soon spread far and
wide that the Honourable Charles G lnscock and  his
suite were azain'in the beautify] eity.

And the fadt was soon knowny to the American
Minigter and his family.  Mr. Spalding was & man
who at home had been very bostile to English inter-
este.  Many American gentlemen are known for sach
hostility,  They make anti-English speeches abuut the
country, as though they thought that war with Eng-
tand would produce cartain triumph to the States, eor-
tiin inerease to American trade, and certain downfull
to a tyranny which no Anglo-Saxen nation onght to
endure,  Hut euch s hardly their real opinion, There,
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in the Sintes, us alsg here in England, you ghal] from
day to day hear men propounding, fn very loud

guage, advanced theories of politieal ‘action, the as-
sertion of which is supposed o he necessary to the and
which they have in view. Men whom we know to
bave been as mild a5 sucking doves in the politieal
aspiration. of their whole lives, suddenly Jump up, and
with infuriated gestures declare themsalves the aneming

littla PUrRpo5e,—or have failed to dg 80, —they revert
nnturally into thejr sucking-dove cloments, 1t 15 o
with Americans ng frequently as with vurselves, —and
there is mo politiea] subject on which it is comgidergd
more expedient to axpross peeudo-snthusinnm than on
that of the sing of England. 1t g understood that we
do not resent it. Tt i presumed that we rerard it ng
the Irishman regarded his wife's cuffs,  Tn the Btates
a large party, which consists chiefly of those whe hava
lately Iaft English rule, and whp are keen to prove to
themselves how wige they have boep in doing g0, js
pleased by this strong langnage agajnst England; and,
therefore, the trang  language iz spoken.  But the
apeakers, who are, Prohably, mey knowing something
of the world, meun it pot at all; they have uo more
idea of war with Eungland than they have of war wit],
all Burope; and thegr raspect for England and fir
English opinion is unbounded. In their politieal tones
of spesch and modes of action they strive to be as
English as pussible, My Spalding’s aspirations Wire
of this naturs, g g uttersd hes against Eng-
land which would muks the hair stand on end on the
head of an uninitintad English reader. Ha had told
his countrymen thar Englishmen hugged thejr chaing,
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minifist]
what |in

of Ilineis,
-bom and thorough-brad, whe inherited seres
and title from his father, eould nover be fitting som-
pany for a thoughtful Christian Americay citizen, He
at once had his lat broshed, and took up his hest
gloves and uwmbrells; and went off to Mr. Glaseock's
hotel. He was strietly enjoined by the ladies to fix g

B ENEW HE WAS RIGHT:

and would do so untll American hammeors had kngcked
those chaing from off their wounded wrists and hlped-
ing ankles, Ho had decluared that, if cortain Ameriean
claims ware not satistied, there was nothing lef for
Americans to do but to eross the forry with such a
sherif’s officor as would he able to make distraint oy
the grent English houseliold. He bad declared that i
the sheriffs officer would have very little trouble, He
bad spoken of Canadn as an outlying Amorieny (orr- _
tory, not yet quite sufficiontly redeemed from savage E
life to be received into the Union as i State.  Thers .
i a multip
hand of the American orator. Mr. Spalding had been
quite suecessful, and was now Misister at Floreneo,
bat, perhaps, one of the Erealest pleasures coming to
bim  from lis prosperity  was the enjoyment of the
society of well-hred Englishmen, in" the capital fo
which hie bnd been sent. When, therefore, his wife
aud wicees pointed out to him the fact that it was
y his duty to eall upon My, Glaseock after
d passed between them on that night under
the Campanile, be did nat rebel for an instant agrainet
the ordor given to him, His mind never reverted for

licity. of subjects of this kind ready to the

to the effact that the English aristoerat,
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day on whicl My Glascock would eame and dine at
the Amerieay embassy.

“10, G has eome back to see you," yaig Olivin to
ber elder sigiar. They had always called him 0. G
Since the initialy b been seen on the travelling
Lag.

“Probably " aaid Carry.  “Thasa s B0 very litily
else to bring people to Florence, that there enn lardly
be any other reason for lis coming. They do sy it's
terribly: hot nt Naples jusi mews but that san have had
nothing to do with jt.»

“We shall see,” said Livy. ®*Tm giira he's in love
with you. He looked {s me just like & proper sort of
lover ‘far you, whey I gay his long logs creeping up
over onr heads into the bitnguatte,™

“You ought to have been very el olligad 1o
his Tong legu;—ao gick 8 Yot were at the time"”

“I like bim amazingly " unid Livy, “lops and alL
I only hope Unele Jone won't bore him, &0 ay to pire-
vent his coming,

““His father 5 very i1," gaid Carry, “apd I don't
Aippose we ghall ses Tim g 41"

But the Amoricay Minister wns Butessafnl.  Ha
found Mr. Glascock sitting in his dressing-gown, amolk.
ing o cigar, and rending newspaper,  The Euglish
aristoernt searned very glad to sop Lig visitor, and as-
sumed no airs at all, " The American altogother forgot
his speceh gt Nubbly Cresk, and found the arisloerar’s
society to be very Pleasant, Hg It o cigar, and they
talked abont Naples, Rome, and Florence, Mr, Spatld-
ing, when the marbles of old Rome wepe mentioned,
was a little too keen iy insisting oy the merits of
Btory, Miss Hosmor, and Hirgm Powars, and hardly

N I ——
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carried his listener with him in the parallel which ha
drew between Greenough and Phidins; and he was
somewhat repressed by the apathetic cortness of Mr.
Glascock's reply, when he suggested that the victory
gained by the gunboats at Vicksburg, on the Missis-
sippi, was vividly brooght to bis mind by an aceount
which he had just been reading of the battle of Actium’;
but he succeeded in inducing Mr. Glaseock to aceept
an_invitation to dinmer for the next day but one,
and the two pentlemen parted on the most amicable
LR,

Everyhody meots everybody in Florence every day.
Carry and Livy Spalding had mot Mr. Glasenck twice
befors the dinner at their unelo’s house, o that iha:,'
met at dinner quite as intimate friends. Mrs Bpald-
ing liad very large rooms, up three Hights of stairs, on
the Lungarno, The height of her abode was attributed
by Mrs. Spalding to her dread of mosquitoss. She Tad
not yet learned that people in Florenes require no ex-
cuse for heing asked 1o walk up three flights of stairs,
The rooms, when they were reached, were very lofty,
oored with what seemed to be marble, and were of a
nature almost to wareant Mrs. Spalding in feeling that
nntore had made her more skin to an Tlalian countess
than to o matron of Nubbly Creck, Stute of Illineis,
whoere Mr. Spalding had found her and made her his
own. 'There was one other Englishman present, Mr.
Harris Hyde Granville Gore, from the Foreign Office,
now serving temporarily at the English Lepgation in
Florenes; and an Amerigan, Mr. Jackzon Unthank. n
man of wealth and taste, who was resolved on having
such & collection of pictures at his house in Baltimore
that no English private collection should in any way
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eome near to it; and & Tusean, from the Ttalinn
Foreign Office, to whom nobody could speak excapt
Mr. Harrizs Hyde Granville Gore,—who did not in-
: ieem o enjoy the efforts of eonversation which
were expected of him. The Italian, who had s handle
to his nmmne,—he way a Count Buonarosci—took Mrs.
Spalding inte dinner. Mrs. Spalding had been at
greal tronble to ascertain whether this was proper, or
whether she should not entrust horself to Mr. Glaseock.,
There were different points to be considered in the
mntter. She did not quite know whether she was jn
HEI.P' or in America.  She had glimmerings on the
subiject of her privilege to carry her own untionality
into her own drawing-room.  And then she was ealled
upon to deal between an Italinn Count with an elder
brother, and an English Honourable, who had no such
sncambrance.  Which of the two was possessed of the
higher rank? “I've found it all out, Aunt Mary," said
Livy. “You must take the Count” Far Livy wanted
to give her gister every chanee. “How Bave yan
found it out?” said the aunt. “You may be surs it is
so," said Livy. And the lady in her doubt yielded tha
point. Mrs. Spalding, us she walked along the passage
on the Count's arm, determined that she would learn
ltalian.  Bhe would have given all Nubbly Creck to
have heen able to speak s word to Count Buonarosei.
To do her justice, it must bo admitted that she had
studied a fow words, But her cournge failed ler, and
she could not speak them. She was vory careful, how-
ever, that Mr. H. H. G Gore was placed in the chajr
next to the Connt,

“We are very glad to sce you lere,” said Mr.
Spalding, addressing himself especinlly to Mr. Glaseock,
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ag he stood up at his own sest at the round table.

“In leaving my own country, sir, there is nothing that

I value more than the privilags of becoming nequainted

with those whose historic names and existing positions

are -of guch inestimalle value {o the world at large.”

In saying this, Mr. Spalding was not in the least fn-

sincers, nor did his eonscience at all prick him in

reference to that speech at Nubbly Creck. On both

occasions  he half thought ae he gpoke,—or thought

that he thought so. Unless it be on subjects especially

endeared (o us the thoughis of but faw of us go much

beyond this. |
Mr. Glaseock, who eat between Mrs, Spalding and '

her niece, was soon asked by the elder lady whether

he had been in the States. No; he bad not been in

the States. “Then, you must come, Mr. Glaseock,™

suid Mrs. Bpalding, “‘though T will not sy, dwelling

a8 we now are in the metropolis of the world of art, {

that we in our own homes have as muech of the outer i

beauty of form to charm the stranger as is to be found !

in other lands. Yet I think that the busy lives of \

moen, and the varied institutions of n fres conntry,

must always have un interest pecnliotly their own," ‘l

Mr. Glascock declared that he quite ageeed with her,
and expressed a hope that he wight some day find
himself in New York.

“You wouldn't like it ut all" said Carry; “because
you mre an aristoerat I don't mean that §t would Le
your fault.”,

“Why should that prevent my Fking it,—even if I
were an aristocrat ¢

“Omne hnlf of the poople would run after you, nnd
i the other half would run away from you," said Carry.

= . i 5 ” .
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“Then I'd take to the peopls whe ran after me,
and would fot regard the others ™

“That's all very well—but you wouldn't like it
And then you would become unfair to what you saw.
When some of our speechifying people talked to you
ahout our institutions through their noses, you woeuld
thfik that the institutions themselves must be bad.

" And we have nothing to show exeept our institutions.”

“What are Ameriean institutions®” asked Mr.
Glnseoek,

“Everything i an institution. Having jeed water
lo drink in every room of the house'is an institution.
Having hospitals in every town is an institution. 'I'ra-
velling altogether in one class of railway cars is an
institution. Baying sir, is an institution. Teaching
all the children mathematics is an institution. Plenty
of food is an institwtion. Getting drank is an institu-
tion in & great many towns. Leeturing ie an institu-
tion. ThﬂTE‘ are plenty of them, and some nre very
good;—but you wonldn't like it.”

“At any rate, I'll go and see,” said Mr. Glaseock.

*If you do, I hope we may be at home," eaid Miss
Spalding.

Mr. Spalding, in the mean time, with the assistanes
of lis countryman, the man of taste, was endeavouring
to cxplain a certuin point in American politics to the

eount,  As, in doing this, they called upon Mr, Gore-

to translate every speech they made into Itslian, and
a5 Mr. Gore had never offered his services as an inter-
preter, and ns the Italisn did not quite eateh the subtle
meanings of the Americans in Mr, Gore's Tuscan version,
and did pot in the least wish to understand the things
that were explained to him, Mr. Gore and the Ttnlinn

M B e was Right. J2, 11

e b
3



F-Tl-'-r:p"rl:--r"""'"—.'"'ﬁ'—f.' e o A - .1'-"-__---‘., !
' =

162 HE ENEW HE WAE LZIoHT.

began to think that the two Americans were bores.
“Phe truth iz, M Spalding,” said Mr. Gore, “I've
got such n'cold in my hend, that T don't think I ean
explain it any more” Then Livy Spalding Inughed
aloud, and the two Americin gentlemen began to eat
their dinner. “It sonnds ridienlons; don't it?" gaid
Mr. Goro, in a whisper.

“I ooght not Lo bave laughed, 1 kuow,” said Livy,

“The very lest thing you could have done. 1 |
shan’t be troubled any more now. The fact is, I know
just mine words of Italian. Now there is a diffienlty
in having to explain the whole theory - of American
politics to an Italinn, who dossn't want to know any-
thing about it, with s0 very small a repertory of words
it ong's command,"

“How well you did i!* |

“Too well. T folt that. So well that, unless T hiad
stopped it, I shouldn't have been able to sny & word
to. you all through dinner. Your langhter clenched
it, and Buonarosei and I will he gratefal to you for
aver,”

After the ladies went there was rather 4 bad half
hour for Mr. Glaseock, He was button-holed by the
minister, and found it oppressive before he was enabled .
to escape into the drawing-room. “Mr., Glaseock," J
said the minister, *an English gentleman, air, like you, g
who has the priviloge of an hereditary seat in yoor {
parlinment,”—Mr. Glaseock wne ot quite sure whether
lie were being sccused of having an heraditary seat in
the Houso of Commons, but he would not stop to gor-
rect any possible error on that point,—"and who has
been born to all the gifts of fortune, rank, and social
eminence, should never think that his edueation is

e ——
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eomplete Gl e has visited our great cities in the west.”
Mr. Glaseock hinted that be by no mesns conceived
his educntion to be complete; but the minister went
on without attending to this. “Till you have seen,
sir, whit men ean do who are pluced upon the earth
with all God's gifts of free intelligence, free air, and
free sail, but without any of those other good things
which we are acenstomed to eall the gifts of fortune,
you can never become aware of the infinite ingeauity
of man."  ‘There had boon much said before, but just
at this moment Mr. Gore and the American left the
room; and fhe Italian followed them briskly. Mr.
Gilageock ut once made a decided attempt to bolt; hat
the minister was on the alert, and was too quick for
him. And he wae by no means ashamed of what he
wad doing. He had got Lis guest by the coat, and
openly declared his intontion of holding him. “Let
e Imep you for a foow minutes, sir,” said be, “whils
I dilute on this point in one direction. In the drawing-
room femnle spells are loo potent for us male orators.
In going among os, Mr. Gleseock, you must not look
for luxury or reflinement, for you will find them not.
Nor mnst you hope to enconnter the highest order of
erndition. The lofty summits of aequired koowledpe
tower in your country with an altitude we have not
reachad yot"

“It's very good of you to say so,” eaid Mr. Glas-
enck.

*No, sir. In our new comntry and in our new
citiea we atill Inck the lnxurions perfection of fastidious
civilisation. But, sir, rogard our lovel,  That is what
I say to every unprejudiced Britisher that eomes among
ngj—look at our level, And when you have looked

1%
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at our lavel, T think that yon will confess that wo live
on the highest mble-land that the world hng yet afforded
to mankind. You follow my meaning, Mr. Glaseock?™
Mr. Glasoock was not sure that he did, but the minister
want on to moke that mesniog clonr.  *It i 1he mol-
titude that with us is edoeated. (30 into their houses,
sir, and see Low they thumb their books. Lok st the
domestic eorrespondence of our helps and sorvants, and
goa how they write nnd spell.  We laven't got the
monntaing, sir, but our table-lands are the highu.ut an
which the bright sun of onr Almighty God has as, yet
shoue with its illominating splendour in this improving
world of ours! 11 is because we are a young poople,
fir,—with nothing as yet near to us of the ElEcrepi!_lLﬂu
of age.  'The wenlmess of age, sir, & the penalty paid
Ly the folly of youth. We are not se wise, sir, but
what we too shall soffer from its effects ag Fiirs rull
over our heads.” There was a groat deal more, but
at last Mr, Glascock did pecape into the drawing-room,

“My uncle has been saying a few words to you
perbaps,” gnid Curry Spalding.

“Yes; he bas" said Mr, Glagesck.

“He nsually docs,” said Cary Spalding.

UH.:_LI."TE BE XY.
Aleul Fleklug, namil Xavigaston, aed Hesd-Trresses,

Tue foud betweon Miss Stanbury and Mr. Gibson
raged violontly in Exeter, and preduced many compli-
ecations which ware viry diffienlt indeed of mantgement.
Baeh belligerent party felt that n ospeecial injury had
been inficked upen it  Mr Gibson was quite sure that
hie had been grossly misused by Miss Blanbury the
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alder, and strongly euspected that Miss Staubury the
younger had had a hand in this miseonduct. .t had
bean positively asserted to him,—at lenst so he thought,
but in this was probably in error,—that the lady wauld
accept bim if he propased to her.  All Exeter had been
mada aware of the intendad compact. Ha, indeed, had
denied its existones to Miss French, eomfurting him-
kelf, ne best ho might, with the refloetion that all i
fair in love and war; but when be counted over his
injurics he did not think of this denial. Al Fixeter,
50 to say, had known of it. And yet, when he had
come with his proposal, he had been refased without a
motment’s sonsideration, first by the aunt, and then Ty

the niece;—and, after thut, lind heen vialently abusod,
and ab last turned out of the house! Surely, no gen-
tleman had ever before been subjected 1o ill-nsage ao
violent! But Miss Stunbury the elder was yuite s
nsgured that the injury had been done to her,  As to
the matter of the compuct itself, she knew vary well
that she had been as true as steel. Sho had dune
everything in her power to bring about the marriage,
She had been generous in her offers of money.  Sha
bad used all her powers of persnasion on Dorothy, and
she had given every oppartunity to Mr, Gibson. It
was not her fault if he had not been able to avail him-
self of the good things which she had put in his Wiy,
He had first been, ns she theught, ignorant and ar-
rogaut, faneying that the good things onght to be made
his own withont any trouble on his parti—and then
awkward, not knowing how to take the trouble when
trouble was necessary. And as to that matter of abusive
language and turning out of the house, Mies Btanhury
was quite convineed that she was sinned against, antd



166 " EXEW HE WAS RIOHT.

not hergelf the sinner. She deelaired to Martha, more
than once, that Mr. Gibson had used such langoage to
her that, coming out of a clergymuin’s month, it had
quite digmayed her. Martha, who know Ler mistress,
probably felt that Mr. Gibson had at least received as
good as he gave; but she had made no attempt to set
her mistress right on that pniut

But the cause of Miss Stanbury's sharpest anger
was not o ba found in Mr Gibson's conduet eitler
batore Darothy’s refusal of bis-affer, or on the cecasion
of his being turned oot of the howse. A base Tumour
was spréad about the eity that Dorothy Stanbury had
been offered to Mr. Gibson, that Mr. Gibson had eivilly
declined the offer,—and (hat hence had arisen the
wrath. of the Juno of the Close. Now this was not to
bo endured by Miss Btanbury. She had felt even in
the moment of her original anger against Mr. Gilson
thut she was bound in loneur not to tell the story
agaimst him. She had brought him inte the Iitls
difficulty, and she at least would hold her tongue. She
was quite sure that Dorothy would never boast of her
triumph. Aund Martha had been strictly eautioned —
as indeed, also, had Brooke Burgess, The man had
bebaved like an idiot, Miss Btapbury said; but ho had
been brought into a little dilemma, and nothing should
be said abouwt it from the house in the Closs, Bul
when the other rumour reached Miss Btanbury's cars,
when Mrs. Crumbie eondoled with her on her nieen's
misfortune, when Mrs. MacHuogh asked whether Mr.
Gibson had not behaved rather badly to the young
lady, then our Juno's celestial mind was filled with a
diving anger, Bul oven then she did not declare the
truth. She asked a question of Mrs. Orumbie, and was
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enabled, as sha thonght, to trace the falsehood to the
Frenches. Bhe did not think that Mr. Gibson eould on
a sudden have become so base a liar.  “Mr. Gibson
fust and loose with my nioea!” she said to Mrs.
MacHugh. “You have not got the story quite right,
my dear friend. Pray, believe meo;—there has been
nothing of that sort.” “I dare say not,” said Mrs,
MacHugh, “and I'm sure I don't care. Mr. Gibson
has been going to marey one of the Fronch girls for
the lnst ten years, and I think Le ought to make ap
his mind and do it at lase."

“I ean assure you be is quite welcome as far as
Dorathy is concerned " enid Miss Stanbury.

Without a doubt the opinion did prevail throughout
Exeter that Mr. Gibson, who had been regnried time
out of mind as the property of the Miss Frenches, had
been angled for by the ladies in the Close, that he had
nearly been caught, but that he had slipped the hook
out of lis mouth, and was now about to subside quietly
into the net which had been originally prepared for
him. Arabells French had not spoken loudly on the
subject, but Camilla had declared in more fhan one
house that she had moest direct authority for stating
that the gentleman had never dreamed of offering to
the young lady. “Why he should not do o if he
plenses, T don't know,” said Camilla, “Only the faet
is that he has not plensed. The rumour of course has
renched him, and, as we happen to be very old friends,
we have authority for denying it altogether. All this
came round to Miss Stanbury, and she was divine in
bar wrath.

“If they drive me to it," she eaid to Dorothy, “T'll
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have the whele truth told by the bellman throngh the
gity, or I'll pnklisk it in tha County Gazotte,"

“Pray don't say a word sbout it, Aunt Stunbury."

“It is those edious girle. He's there now overy
'lnr.!F
“Why shouldn't be go there, Anni Btanbry ¢

“If he's fool enongh, let him go. I dum't care
where he goes. But I do earo about thess lics. They
wouldn't dare to say it only they think my mouth fa
tlosed, They've no honour themaelves, but they sergen
themselves behind mine."

“I'm sure they won't find themselves mistaken in
what they trust to,” said Dorothy, with a spirit that
hor annt had not expected from her. Miss Stanbury
at this time had told nobody that the offor to her nieca
had been made and ropeated and finally rajected ;—hut
she found it very difficalt to hold her tongue,

the meantime Mr. Gibson ipent a good deal of
his timo at Heavitree, It should not perhaps be pe-
serted broadly that he had made up his mind that
marriage would be goad for him; but he had made up
his mind, nt least, to thiz, that it wae ng louger to be
postponed without a balanes of disndvantage, 'The
Charybdis in the Close drove him helpless into the
whirlpool of the Heavitrea Seylla. He had no longer
an escape from the perils of the latter shore, e had
been so manled by the opposite waves, that ho had
neither spirit nor skill left to him to keep in the middle
track. He was almost daily at Heavitree, and did not
attempt to concenl from himself the approach of his
diom.

Bat till there wero two of them. He knaw that he
must become a prey, but wus there any choiea lofi to
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Lim ag to which siren should have him? He had been
fuite aware in hiz more gallant daya, hofore he had
been knocked about on that Charybdis rock, that he
might sip, and taste, and chossa between the sweels.
e had eome to think lately that the younger young
lndy was the sweeter. Eight years ago indeed the
passngres betweon him and the elder had been tender:
but Camilla hnd then been simply a romping girl,
hardly more than & year or two beyond her teems
Now, with her matured ehirms, Camilla was certainly
the more engaging, as far as outward form went.
Arabellu’s cheeks wern thin and long, and her front
teeth had come to show themselves, HHer eyes were no
donbt still bright, and what sha had of hair wos soft
and dark. But it was very thin in front, and what
thers was of supplemental mass bahind,—the bandbox
by which Miss Stanbury was so much agrrisved, —way
worn with an indifference to the lines of beauty, which
Mr. Gibson himself found to be very depressing. A
man with a fair burden on his back iz not a prievons
sight; hut when we see a small human being attached
to a bale of goods which he ean hardly manage to
move, we feel that the poer fellow has been ernelly
overwoighted  Mr. (Gibson eertainly had that senention
about Arabella’s chignon. And as he regarded it in a
nearer and o dearer light,—as a chipnon that might
possibly beeome his own, a8 & burden which in one
souse ho might himself be ealled wpon to bear, as o
domestic ntensil of which he himself might be called
upon to inspeet, and, perhaps, to aid the shifting on
and the shifting off, he did begin to think that that
gide of the Seylla guolf ought to ba aveided if possible.
And probably this propensity on his part, this feeling
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that ho would like to reconsider the matter dispassionately
before he gave himself up for good to his old love, may
have been increased by Camilla's appurent withdrawal
of her claims. He folt mildly grateful to the Heavitres
household in general for accepting him in this tims of
bis affliction, but he could not admit to himself tha
they had o right to decide upen him in private con-
clave, and allot him either to the one or to the other
nuptials without consultation with himself. To be swal-
lowed up by Scylls he now recognised as his doom;
but ha thought he ought to he nsked on which side of
the gull he would prefer to go down. The way in
which Camilla spoke of him as a thing that wasn't hers,
but another's; and the way in which Arabells looked
at him, as though be were hers and could never he
another's, wounded his manly pride. He lad always
understood that he might have his ehoice, and he eould
uot understand that the little mithap which had befallen
him in the Close was to rob him of that privilage.

He used to drink tes at Heavitree in those daye,
On one evening on going in he found himself alone
with Armbella,  “Oh, Mr, Gibson,” she said, “we
weren't sure whother you'd come. And mamma nnd
Camilla have gone out to Mrs. Camadge's”  Mr. Gibson
muttered some word to the effect that he hoped he had
kept nobody at home; and, as he did s0, he remem-
bered that he had distinetly said that be wonld esme
on this evening. “I don't know that I should have
gone,” said Arabella, “becanse 1 am not quite,—not
quite myself at present. No, not ill; not at all. Don't
you know what it is, Mr, Gibson, to bi,—to he,—to
be,—not quite yourself?” Mr. Gibson said that he had
very often felt like that  “And one eap't get over it;

—
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—enn one?” continued Arabells. YThere comes n
presentiment that something is going to happen, and a
kind of belief that something has happened, though
you don't know what; and the heart refuses to he light,
nnd the spirit boeomes abashed, and the mind, though
it croates new thonghts, will not setile itself to its me-
enstomed work. 1 suppose it's what the novels have
ealled Melancholy.”

“I suppse it is,” said Mr Gibson. “But there’s
gemerally some cause for it.  Debt for instance——"

“It's nothing of that kind with me. It's no debi,
ot least, that ean be written down in the figures of
ordinary arithmetie.  Bit down, Mr Gibson, and we
will have some tea” Then, ns she stretched forward
to ring the bell, he thouglt that he never in bis life
had seen anything so unshapely as that hege wen at
the back of her head. * Monstrum horrendom, informe,
ingens!” He could not help quoting the words to him-
gelf. She was dressed with some sttompt at being
smart, but her ribbons wore soiled, and ler lace wos
tawdry, and the fabrie of her dress was old and dowdy.
He was quitﬁ sure that he wonld feel no pride in calling
her Mrs, Gibson, no pleasure in having her all to him-
gelf at his gqwn hearch. “I hope we shall sseape the
bitterness of Miss Stanbury’s tongue il we drink tea
tite-fi-téte,” ahe said, with her sweetost smile,

“T don't suppose she'll know anything about it"

“Bhe lnows abont everything, Mr. Gibson, It's
astonishing what she knows. Bhe has eyes and ecars
everywhere, 1 shouldn't eare, if she dido't see and
hear so very imeorrectly, I'm told vow that she de-
clares——; but it doesn't signify.”

“Declares what?" asked Mr. Gibson.
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“Never mind. But wasn't it odd bow all Exeter
believed that Jou wore going to be married in that
house, and to live thers all the rest of your life, and
bo one of Miss Stanbury's slaves. T never belisved it,
Mr. Gibson." This she sajd with o sud smile, that
ought to have brought him on his kneee, in spite of
the ehignon.

“One can't help these things," said Mr. Gihson,

"I never could have belisved it;—not even if you
had not given me an assurance so solemn, and so sweet,
that there was nothing in it," The poor man had given
the assurance, and eonld not deny the solemnity and
the sweotness,  “7Tlat was o happy moment for 1A,
Mr. Gibson; becanse, though we never helisyed it, when
it was dinned into our ears so frequently, when it was
made gach o trinmph in the Close, it was impossilla
not to fear that there might be something in it" e
felt that he ought to make some reply, but he did not
know what to say. He was thoroughly nshamed of the
lie be bad told, but he could not untell ji. “Camilln
reproached me afterwards for asking you," whispered
Arabell, in her softest, tenderest voice. “Sho sai that
it was unmaidenly. I hope you did not think it un-
maidenly, Mr. Gibson?"

“Oh dear no:—not at all,” said e,

Arabella French was painfully alive to the faet that
she must do semething. She Lad her fish o the hooks
but of what use i a fish on your hook, if you cannot

than this of landing the scaly darling out of the fresh
and free waters of his bachelor stream, and sousing
him into the pool of domestic lifs, to_be veady thera
for ber own household purposes? “T had known you
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g0 long, Mr Gibson,' she said, “and had valued your
friendship so—so deeply.”  As lo looked at her, he
conld see nothing but the shapeless exeorescence to
whieh his eyes had been so painfully called by Miss
Stanbury's satire. It is true that he hed formecly been
very tender with lLer, but she had net then carried
about with her that distorted meonster. He did not be-
lieve himsolf to ba at all boand by anything which had
passed between them in eircumstances so very diferent
But yet he ought to say something  He ought to have
gaid something; but he sxid nothing, She was patient,
liwwever, very patient; amd she went on playing him
with her hook. 1 am so glad that I did not go out
to-night with mamma. It has been such a pleasure to
mi to Lve this conversation with you. Camilla, per-
Laps, would say that T am—unmaidenly,"”

“I deno't think so.”

“That s all that I care for, Mr, (zibson. IF you
peguit we, I do not mind who scenses, 1 should mot
like to suppose that you thought me unmuidenly. Any-
thing would be better than that; but 1 ean throw all such
considerations to the wind when true—true—{ricndahip
is concerned. Don't you think that one ought, Mr.
Gibson?™ .

If it had not been for the thing at the baek of her
biend, he would have dowe it now, Nothing but that
gave him eourage to ahstain, [t grew bigger and bigrer,
more shupeless, monstrous, abserd, and sbominable, as
b looked at it Nothing should force upon him the
necessity of assisling to carry such an abortion through
the world. “Oma ought to sacrifice everything to friend-
ghip,” said Mr, Gibson, “exeept self-respeet.”

Heo meant nothing personal:  Bomething special, in

"
e m e i a—
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the way of uy opinion, was expected of bim; and,
therefore, he had striven to say somathing speeinl. Ry
she was in loars in moment.  “(h, Mr, Gibsow,™ sls
exclaimed; “oh, Mr. Gihsopn|"

“What iz the mitter, Miss Frogol 7

“Have I lost your respect? Is it that that ¥ou
mean "

“Certainly not, Miss Frogel, "

“Do not call me Miss French, or I shall be sura
that yon condemn me, Miss French sounds go YEry
cold. " You wsed (o eall me —Belln."  That was quite
true; but it was long ago, thought My, Gibsan,~—hafore
the monster had been attnelied. “Will ¥You not eall me
Belly nowpn

He thought that ho had rather not: and yob, how
was he to aveid #t? Op 5 sudden he became ve
crafty. Had it not been for the sharpuess of his mother
wit, he would certiinly have boen landed at that mo-
ment.  “As you truly observed Just mow," he said,
“the tongues of people are o mwalignant.  There grs
little hirds that hear everything."”

“I don't care what the Tl birds hear," said Miss
French, through her tesrs, “I am a very unhappy
girl;—I know that; and T dent care what anyhody
suys. It is nothing to me what anybody says. T kyooy
what T foel” At this moment there wus some dasly of
truth about her. The fsh Was &0 vory heavy on hand
that, do what ghe would, she could not Jand him. Heor
hopes before this hud beey very low,—hopes that had
onee been high; bat they had baen depressod gradually;
and, in the slow, dull routine of ber daily life, she had
learned to bear disnppointment by degrees, without sign
of ontward suffering, without conscionsness of acuig

i




—Fa

ABLGUT FISHING, AND HAVIGATION; AND HBAD-DREssEs. 1756

pain.  The task of her life had been weary, and the
wished-for goal was ever becoming more and mere dis-
tant; but there bad been =il a chance, and she had
fallen awny into a lethargy of lessening expectation,
from which joy, indeed, huad been banished, but in
which there had beon nothing of agony. Then had
come upon the whole house at Heavitres the great Stan-
bury peril, and, arising out of that, had sprung new
bopes to Arabella, which mads her agsin eapable of
all the miseries of a foiled ambition. She eould again
be patieot, if patience might be of any serviee; but in
such a condition an eternity of patience is simply sui-
cidal. She was willing to work lard, but how could
sha work harder than she bad worked. Poor young
woman,—perishing beneath an fneubus which a false
idea of fashion had imposed on her!

“I hope I have said nothing that makes you un-
happy,” pleaded Mr. Gibson. “I'm sure I haven't
mennt it

“But you have," she said. “You make me very
unhappy. You condemu me. 1 see you do. And if T
have done wrong it has been all because Oh dear,
vh dear, oh dear!™

“But whe eays you have done wrong?"

“You won't call me, Bella,—because you say the
little birds will hear it. If T don’t care for the little
hirds, \l']:l}' ghould jr{m?"

There is no question more difficult than this for a
gentlemnn to angwer.  Circumstances do not often ad-
mit of its being asked by a lady with that courageous
simplicity which had eome upon Miss Frenel in this
moment of her ugonising stroggle; but nevertheless it
is one which, in a more complicated form, is often put,
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and to which some reply, more or less complicated, is
cxpected.  “If I, n woman, can dare, for your sake,
to encounter the public tengue, will ¥You, n man, he
afraid?" The true answer, if it could bo given, would
probably be this; “1 am afraid, though s mayn, becauss
I bave much to lose and litde to get. You are mot
afraid, though a woman, because you have much to
get and little to lose.”  But such an answer would L
uneivil, and is wot often given. Thersfore men slnffle
nnd lie, and tell thomselves thet in love,—love hLere
being taken to mean all antinnptisl contests betwesn
man and womay,—everything is fair. Mr, Gibson had
the above answer in his mind, though he did not frame
it into words. He was neither sufficicntly brave nor
sufficiently erusl to speak to her in snel lunguage,
There was nothing for him, therefore, but that lie muost
shuftle and lie,

“I only meant,” sald he, “that I would not for
worlds do anything to make you uneisy.”

She did not see how she could again revert to the
subject of her owm Christian nage. She hoad made
her Tittle tender, loving roquest, and it had been re-
fused. Of course she knew that it had been refused
i8 a matter of caution. Bhe was not angry with him
because of lis caution, as she had expected him to be
cautious. The barriers over which she bhad to climb
were uo more than she had oxpeetod to find in her
way;—but they were so very. high and so very dif-
ficult! Of course she was aware that he would eseRpe
if he could. She was not angry with him on that ge-
count.  Anger could not have helpad her. Indeed, she
did not price herself highly enough to maks her foal
that she would be justified in being angry. It was
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natural enongh that he shouldn't want her.  She knew
Lerself to be a poor, thin, vapid, tawdry cresture, with
nothing to recommend Ler to any man exeopt & sort of
second-rate, provineial-town fashion which,—infatuuted
ad ghe was,—she attributed in a great degres to the
thing she earried on her head. She knew nothing. She
could do nothing. She posscssed nothing. She was not
angry with him becanse he so evidently wished to aveid
ber.  But she thought that if she could only be sue-
cessful she would be good and loving and obedient —
and that it was fair for her at any rate to try. Each
created animal must live and got its food by the gifis
which the Creator has given to it, lot those gift= be as
poor a8 they may,—let them be even ns distasteful as
they may to other members of the groat ereated family.
The rat, the toad, the shog, the flea, must each live
aceording to its appointed mode of existence,  Animals
which are parasitos by nature ean only live hy attaching
themselves to life that is strong. 'To Arabells Mr.
Gibson would be strong enough, and it scemed to her
that if she could fix herself permanently upon  his
strength, that would be her proper mode of living. She
was not angry with him heeause he rosisted the attempt,
but she had nbthing of conscience to tell her that gk
hould spare him as long is there remained fo hor o
chance of sueeoss. And should not her plea of excunse,
her justification bo ndmitted? Thore nre tormemntors
as o which no man argues that they are iniquitons,
though they be very tronblesome. He cither rids him-
self of them, or suffers as quicseantly as ho may.

“We used to be sneh—prent—rfrionds,” ngc i,
still erying, “and T am afraid you don't like me a bit
now. " .

I kueis ke was Bickd, LL 12




e Ry (i

T ey

e ——— -

bl =i

178 HE ENEW IE WAS HIGHT.

“Indeed 1 do;—I have always liked you. But——

“But what? Da. tell me what the but means, T
will do anything that you bid me" '

Then it oecnrred to him that if, after such a pro-
mise, he were to confide to her his fecling that the
clignon which she wors was ugly uud.unhannming, the
would probably be induced to chunge her mode of
head-dress. Tt was o foalish idea, because, hnd Tie
followed it out, ho would have soen thar complianes oy
her part in such a mattar could only be given with the
distingt understanding that a certain reward ghonld ba
the consequence. Whep aun unmarried gentleman ealls
“pun an unmarried Indy to change the fashion of Lier
personal adornments, the unmarded lady has a right
o expeot that the nnmarriad gentleman means to make
her hie wifs. But Mr. Gibson had no guch meRning ;
und was led into orror by thé necessity for sudden
action. When she offered fo do anything that he might
bid her do, he could not take up his hut and £0 nway.
She loaked up into lig face, expeeting that he would
give ber some order;—and ho fo] inte the templation
that was apread for him.

“If T might By & word,——" ha hogan,

You may say anything,” she exclainged,

“If T were you I don't think—.»

“You don’t think what, Mr. Gilson?"

He found it to be a matier very diffieult of ap-
proach. “Da you know, T don't think the fashion that
has eome np about wearing vour hair quite suits yon,
—mnot 8o wall na the Wiy you nsed to do {£” She jue
fame on-a sudden very red in the face, and he thought
that she was angry.  Vexed she was, but still, megom-
panying hey vexation, there was » remembirance that
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sho was achieving victory even by her own bumilistion.
Bhe loved her chignon; but she was ready to abandon
even that for him. Nevertheless she could not speak
for & moment or two, and he was foreed to eontinme
his eriticism.  “T have no doubt thoss things are very
becoming and all that, and I dare say they are com-
fortabla,”

*Ob, vory,” sha said.

“But there was a simplicity that I liked about the
other,”

Could it be then that for the last five years b had
stood aloof from her because she had wrrayed Nersalf
in fashionable attire? 8he was still very red in the
face, still suffering from wounded vanity, still conscious
of that soreness, which affects us all when we are mada
to understand that we are considered to have fuiled
there, where we have most thought that we excelled.
But her woman art enabled her quickly to conceal the
pain.  “I have made a promise,” she said, “und Fou
will find that I will keep it.”

“What promise?" asked Mr, Gibson.

“I gaid that I would do as you bads me, and g0 1
will. I would Lave done it gooner if T had known that
you wished t. 1 would never have worn it at all if [
hud thought that you disliked .

“I think that a little of them is very nice,” said
Mr. Gibson. Mr. Gibson was cartainly an awkward
man. But there are men so awkwatd that it seems to
be their especial provine to say always the VOry worst
thing at the very worst moment.

She became redder than ever as she was thus told
of the hugeness of her favourite ornament. She was
almost angry now. But she restrained berself, thinking

T4
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perbaps of how she might teach him tasto in days to
como as he was teaching her now. “I will changs it
to-morrow,” she said with a smile. “You come and
#oe to-morrow,”

Upon this be got up and took his hat and made
his escape, assuring her that be would come and Be
her on the morrow. She let him go now without any
attempt at further tondarness, Certainly she bnd gainad
much during the interview. o had as good as told
her in what lind been her offence, and of course, when
she had romedied that offence, he eould hardly rofnse
to return to her. She got up ns soon ns she was alone,
and looked at her head in the glass, and. told herself
that the pity would he great. It was not that the
chignon was in itsell a thing of beauty, but that it
imparted g0 unmistakable an air of fashion! It divested
her of that dowdiness which she fonred above all things,
and enabled ber to hold her own among other young
women, without foeling that she was absolutely destitute
of attraction. There had been a certain homage paid
to it, which ghe lnd recognisod and enjoyed.  Bat it
was hor ambition to hold ler own, not AMONE Foung
women, but among clergymen’s wives, and she would
certainly obey his orders. Sho could net make the
attempt now beennse of the complications; but she
certiinly would make it before she Inid her head ou
the pillow,—and would explain to Camilln that it was
a little joke hetween herself and Mr. (ilson.
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CHAPTER XVIL
Mr., Gibsen ls Puslslod.

Muss Brassony was divine in her weath, and be-
came more and more o daily as new testimony reached
hier of dishonesty on the part of the Frenches and of
treachery on tho part of Mr. Gibson, And theso peaple,
50 empty, so vain, so weak, were getting the better of
her, were eonquering her, were robbing her of her
prestige and her ancient glory, simply because she hur-
self was too generous to speak out and tell the truth!
There was o martyrdom to her in this which was al-
miost unendurable.

Now there came to her one day at lunsheon time,
—on the diy succeeding that on which Miss French
had promised to sacrifica ber ehignon,—a eertain Mrs.
Clifford from Budleigh Salterton, to whom ghe was muel;
altached. Peorhaps the distanee of Budleizh Salterton
from Exeter added somewhat to this affection, =o that
Mrs. Cliford was nlmost closer to our friond’s heart
ovin than Mrs. MacHugh, who lived just at the other
end of the cathedral. And in truth Mre Clifford was
a woman mhre serions in her mode of thought than
Mre. MacHugh, and one who had more in common
with Miss Btanbury than that other lady. Mre Clifford
had been a Miss Noel of Doddiscombe Leigh, and she
and Miss Btanbury had been engaged to be married at
the pame time,—each to a man of fortune.  One match
had been completed in the ordinary eourse of matehes.
What had been the eourse of the other we already know,
But the friendship had been maintsined on very close
terms. Mra. MacHugh was a Gallio at heart, anxious
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chiefly to remove from herself,—and from ber friends
also,—all the troubles of lifa, and make things smoath
and pasy. Bhe was one who disregarded great ques-
tiong; who cared Titila or nothing” what people suid of
her; who considared nothing worth the trouble of a
fight; —Epicuri de groge porca. Bat there was nothing
swinish about Mrs. Cliffard of Bodleigh Salterton. She
took life thoroughly in earnest. She was a Tory who
sorrowed heartily for her conntry, belioving that it was
being brought to ruin by the eounsels of evil men. Sha
pradyﬁrl daily to be deliverad from dissenters, radicals,
and wolves in sheap’s clothing,—by which Iatter bad
name she meant especially a certain leading politieian
of the day who had, with the cunning of the devil,
tempted and perverted the virtus of her own political
friends. And she was one who thought that the slightest
breath of scandal on g Young woman's nama shonld be
uhr?pu-i at onee.  An antique, pare-minded, anxions,
self-sncrificing matron was Mre, Clifford, and very denr
to the heart of Mise Stanbury.

After laneh was ovor on the day in question Mrs,
Clifford got Mise Stanhury inta some closat rotirement,
and there spoke her mind as to the things which wern
being said. It had been asgerted in her. presence by
Camilla French that ghe, Camilla, was authorised by
Mr. Gibson to deelare that he had never thonglt of
proposing to Dorothy Stanbury, and that Miss Stan.
bury had hom “labouring under some strange mis-
apprehemsion in the matter,” “Now, my dear, I don't
care very much for the young lady in question,”  said
Mrs. Clifford, alluding to Camilla French,

“Very little, indeed, T ghould think,” said Miaes
Stanbury, with a shake of her head.
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*Quite true, my dear,—but that dees not moke the
waords out of her mouth the less efficacions for evil
Bhe elearly insinuated that you lad endeavoured to
maka up n match between this grentleman and your
nigce, and that you had failed.” So mnch was at least
true. Miss Btanbury felt this, and felt also that ehe
eould not explain the troth, even to her dearold friend.
In the midet of her divine wrath she had acknowledgéd
to herself that she had brought Mr, Gibson into his
diffienlty, and that it would not become her to tell any
ong of his feilore. Anpd in this matter she did not
herself aceuss Mz, Gibson. She balisved that the lis
eriginated with Camilla French, and it was against
Camilla that her wrath ragod the fiereost.

“Bhe ia a poor, mean, disappointed thing,” said
Miss Btanbury.

“Very probably:—but I think I shonld ask her
to holid her {fongue about Miss Thorothy," said Mrs.
Clifford. )

The consultation in the closet was carried on for
about half-an-hour, and then Miss Btanbury put on ler
Lionnet and shawl and deseonded into Mrs. Clifford's
carriage. The ecarriage (ock the Heavitree road, nnd
deposited Mise Btanbury at the door of Mrs. French's
honse. The walk home from Heavitres wonld be no-
thing, snd Mrs. Clifford proceeded on her way, having
given this little help in counsel and conveyanes to ler
friend. Mrs, French was at home, and Miss Btanbury
was shown up into the room in which tho three ladies
were sitting.

The resder will donbiless remember the promise
which Araliells had made to Mr. Gibeon, That promise
ghe had already fulfilled,—to the amazement of her
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mother und sister; and when Miss Stanbury entered the
room the elder daughter of the family was seen without
her aceustomed head gear. If the trath is to he owned,
Miss Stanbury guve the POOF ¥OUDE woman no credi
for her now simplicity, bot put down the deficiency to
the charge of domestie slatternliness,  She was anjust
enough to declare afterwards that she had found Ay
bella French ouly half dressed at hetween thye and
four o'elock in the afternson! From which this lesson
nny surely be learned,—that though the way down
Avernus may be, and enstomarily is. made wiih Zroat
celority, the return Jjourney, if made at all, must Lie
made slowly, A Foung woman may commence in
chignons Ly attaching any amonnt of og vdifica to her
head; but “the reduction should be mada by degrecs.
Arabella’s edifice had. iy Miss Stanbury's eyos, beon
the ngliost thing in art that she had known; but, now,
its nbsenes offanded her, und ahe most intrily declirod
that sho had come upon the young woman in the il s
of the day just out of her bed-reom and almost in s
dressing-gown, :

And the whole French family suffered a diminution
of power from the strange phantusy which had come
upon Arabells They all fult, iy gight of the enemy,

o

that they had to a eortain degree lowered their tag.

One of the shipe, at least, had shown signs of striking, .

and this elament of weakness made itself fult through
the whaole fist. Armhalla, herself, when she saw Miss
Stanbury, was painfully conseions of her head, and
wished that she had postponed the operation il tly
evening,  Bho smiled with a fajn watery smila, and
wae aware that somothing ailed her.

The greetings at first were civil, but very formal,

|
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as are those botween nations which are nominally st
peace, but which are waiting for n sign at which each
may #pring at the other's throat. In this instanee the
Juno from the Close had eome quite prepared to de-
clare ber cagus belli us complete, and to fling down har
ganntlet, unless the enemy should at once yiold to her
everything demanded with an abject submiskion, *Mrs.
French," she said, “I have called to-day for o partic-
ular parpose, and I must addroess mysell ehiefly to
Miss Camilla.”

“Oh, certainly." wnid Mra, French.

“T shall be delighted to hear anything from you,
Miss Stanbury," said Cumilla,—not without an air of
bravado, Arabella said wothing, but she put her hand
up almost convulsively to the back of her hoad,

"1 have been told to-day by a friend of mine, Miss
Camilla,” hegan Miss Stanbury, “thet you declared
yoursalf, in her presence, autherised by Mr. Gibson to
make a statement about, my nieco Dorothy."

“May I ask who was your friend #" demanded Mre.
Fronel.

It was Mes. Olifford, of conree," said Cumills
“There is nobody else would try to muke difficiltips,”

“There need be no difficuliy at all, Miss Camilla,™
said Miss Btanbury, “if yoo will promise me that o
will not repeat the statement, It can't be true”

“But it is true," said Chmilla.

“What i3 true?" nsked Miss Btanbury, surprised
by the audacity of the girl.

“It is troe that Mr. Gibson anthorised s to glale
what T did state when Mrs. Clifford heard mo."

“And what was thae#"

“UOnly this,—that people had been saying all abont
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Exeter that he was £0ing to be married to g Young
lady, and that as the report was incorreet, and as ha
had never had (hy remotest idea in Lis mind of maj-
ing the Foung lady his wife,—" Camills, as sho saig
this, spoke with o great deal of emplasis, putting for-
wird her ehin gnd sluking her head,—“und a5 b
thought it wag anconmfortable both for the young lady
and for himeelf, and g5 there wus nothing in it (e
least in the world,—nothing at all, no glimmer of f
forndation for e report, it would be hetter ¢, have jt
denipd everywhore,  That s what T eaid: und wit hiad
anthority from the gentleman himeelf, A rghal)y ean
say the same, and sg tan mamma;—only mammg did
bot bear him." Nor had Camilly hoard him, bt that
incident she did o mention,

The cirenmstaneas were, in Mise Stanbury's Judg-
ment, Lecoming yery remerkable.  She did poi fior &
moment bolieve Camilla. Sje did not believe thay My
Gihson had given to either of the Fronehas Ay justifies.
tion for the statemeant Just made. Bu Camilla had boen
80 much mors audaciong than Miss Btanbury had ex-
peeted, that that Indy was for & moment struck dnml,
“I'm sure, Mips Btanbury,” suid Mr=, Freneh, “wa
don't want to Eive any offenca to Jour nisce,—vory
fir from "

“My nieca dopsn't eare ahout ft fwpy Btruws," eaid
Mizs Stanbury, “It g that ears.  And T CATE very
much. The things that have been said have heen alto-
gothor {alsg,"

“How false, Miss Btanbury?" askad Camilla.
“Altogether falee —as falea us they ean he"
“Mr. Gibson must knme kg own mind,” said Camills,
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“My dear, there's a little disappointment,” said Miss
French, “and it don't Eigmify.”

"There's no disappointment at all," eaid Miss Stan-
bury, “and it does signify very much. Now that I've
begun, I'll go to the bottom of it. If you sny that Mr.
(tibson told you to make these statements, T'll go to
Mr. Gibson. I'll have it out somehow.”

“You may have what you like out for us, Mies
Stanbury " gaid Camilla.

d"l don't believe Mr. Gibson said anything of the
ki'l:l. I11

“That's eivil," aid Camilla.

“But why shouldn't he?" nsked Arabolla,

“There were the reports, you know.” said Mrs
French,

“And why shouldn't be deny them when there wasn't
a word of truth in them?” continned Camilla. *For
my part, I think the gentleman is bound for the lady's
sake to declare that there's nothing in it when there ix
nothing in it." This was more than Miss Stanbury
could bear. Hitherto the enemy had seemed to have
the best of it. Camilla was firing broadside after broad-
side, a8 though she was assured of victory, Even Mre.
French was beeoming courngoous; and Arabella was
forgetting the placs where her chignon onght to have
been. “I really do not know what else there ia for me
to say." remarked Camills, with o toss of her hend,
and an air of impudence that almost drove poor Miss
Btanbury frantie.

It was on her tongue to declare the whole trutl,
but she refrained. Bhe had schooled herself on this
subject vigorously. She would not betray Mr. Gibson,
Had she known all the truth,—or had she believed
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Cumills Fronel's version of the sory,—there wonld
bave bean po betrayal, By looking at the magter with
sneh hmwlmign d8 she had ¢ present, ghe did poq
oven yot foel horself justifiad in declaring that .
Gibson hnd offared his hand to har nivce, and had hegy
rifused. Sl LT !mwav-ur, sorely temptad, “'i"'ur}'
well, Indies " sho gaid. T ghall now see Mr. Glibison,
and ask him whether e did grive You authority to myke
such Statements ag you have begy fpreading  abroagd
everywhere.”  Then ‘the dogr of the room wag afiened,
and i a moment My Gibson way among them. Hy
Wae ae to his promise, and heg tome to spe Arabell,

bour thinking gt escape in the marning would e
easier and quicker thay it might have boen iy the -
ing. His mind had beey full of Arabella ang ber lead.
dress even up ta the moment of hjy knocking at jhg
door; hut gl that was driven out of his brain a4 Onen
when he saw Miss Stanhury,

“Here is My Filmon ]ﬁrﬂﬁﬁlf,'r eiid Mps Frencl,

“How do you do, Mr, Gibsony™ Eiid Miss Stag.
bury, with o very stutply courtesy.  They had never
met gince the day on which he had been, ag hg stated,
turned out of Mi Btaubnry's house. [a now hawed
te her; But there was. ng friendly Ereeting, and thy
Frencher were ahla g congratulate themselves on e
apparent lovalty ty themselves of thy gentleman why,
stood among th'zm. “I have eome here, Mr. Gibson, "
continued Migs Stanbury, Y Put 4 small matipr right
in which you are coneerned.”

"It seems tn me to e the most insignificant thimg
in the world,"™ gaid Camilla,

“Very likely," enid Miss Stanbury, “pg it is not
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insignificaut to me. Miss Camilla French has assrted
publicly that you huve authiorised her to make u state-
ment whout my unieee Dorathy,”

Mr. Gibson looked into Camilla’s face doubtingly,
inguisitively, almost pitoously.  “You had better lot
her go on," said Camilla  “She will make o ot
many mistakes, no doubt, but you had better lei her
go on to the end.” '

T hsve made no mistake as yet, Miss Camilla,
She po nsserted, Mr. Gibson, in the hearing of a Friend
of mine, and she repeated the assertion here in this
room te me just before you came in. Bhe says that
you have authorised her to declure that—4ihat —that,—
L had better speak it ont plainly at onee

“Much hetter,” gaid Camills.

“That you never entertained an iden of offering
your hand to my niece." Miss Stanbury pamsed, and
Mr. Gibson's jaw fell visibly. But he was not P eded
to speak-as yot; and Miss Btanhury continued her ae-
cigation.  “Boyond that, I den't want to mention my
. mieea's nume, i3t ean be avoidad.®

“But it can't be avoided.” suid Camilla

“If you plesse, I will continue. Mr. Gibson will
understand me, T will not, if [ can help i, mention
my niece's nnme again, Mr. Gibson. But T still have
that confidence in you that T do not think that Foiu
woald have made sueh n statement in reforence to
yourself and any young Iady,—unless it were some
young lady who had sbsolutely thrown horself at your
head.” And in saying this she pansed, and looked
very hard at Camilla,

“That's just what Dorothy Btanbury las heen
doing,” said Cumilln.
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“Bhe has been doing nothing of the kind, and ¥ou
kuow she hagn't  gaig Miss Stanbury, raising her arp
48 though she wers Eoing to strike har Opponent. By
1 am quite sure, My Gibson, that Youmnever could have
authoricad thege young ladies to make gyep an assor-
tion publicly an your hehalf, Whatever thepe miny
have boen of mﬁuudamﬂndiug between you yng me,
[ can't bolieve that of you" “Then ghe pausad for 5
roply.  “If you wil] e good enougly to geq us right on
that point, | shall be obliged o yor."

Mr. Gibson's Position was ong of t diseomfarg,

given ne suthority to any gng make snch g
statement. Ha hpd said nothing ahyye Dorothy Stay-
bury ¢ Camilla; but he hag told Arabelln, wiien hard
pressed by thag lndy, that he dig ot mean to proposg
to Dorothy. He eonlq not satiafy Miss Btanbury be.
cause he feared Argbelis, He could yut salisfy the
Frenches becausy he feared Mius Stanbury, «y really
do not think,™ snid be, “that we ought to talk about g
young lady in this way."

“That's my opinion too," gaid Camilla; “pge Migs *
Stanbury will"

"‘Ennt!_-,r 80,  Mizs Stauhur_-p- will," said (hat lady,
" Mr. Gibson, I insig apon it, that you tel] me whethar
you did give any gyel, authority to Miss Camgj, French,

eh.”

“L really don't think this ean do any goad,” gpid
French.
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“Nerves! Pooh!™ exclaimod Miss Stanbury. “Now,
Mr. Gibson, T am waiting for an answar,"

“My doar Mias SBtanbury, I really think it botter,
—the situation is so peculiar, and, upon iny word, I
bardly know how net to give offence, which T wouldn't
do for the world,"

“Do you mean to tell me that you won't snswer
my question?” demanded Miss Stanbury.

“I really think that T had hetter boid wy tongoe,
pleaded Mr. Gibson,

“You are quite right, Mr. Gibeon,” snid Crmilln.

“In it is wiseat"” gnid Mrs., French,

“I don't see what else he can do,” said Arabells

Then was Miss Stanbury driven altogether bayond
her powers of endurance. “If that be s0," said she,
“I must speak out, though T should have preferred to
lold my tongue. Mr. Gibeon did ofer ty my niece the
week before last—twice, and was refused by her. My
niece, Darothy, took it into her head that she did uot
like him; und, upon my word, I think she was right.
We should have said nothing about this,—not o wordsy
but when these false nssertions are made on Mr. Gib-
son's alleged authority, and Mr. Gibson won't deny it
I must tell the truth” Then thers was silence among
them for o few seconds, and Mr. Gihson struggled hard,
but vainly, to elothe his face in a Pleasant smile. “ Mr,
Gibgon, is that true?” gaid Miss Stanbury. But My
Gibson' made no reply. “It is us trug 4§ heaven,”
said Miss Stanbury, siriking her hand upon the table,
“And now you had botter, all of you, hoeld your
tongues about my nisce, and ghe will bold her tongue
about you And as for Mr. Gribson,—anybody whe
wants him after this is welcome to him for ys. Good-
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morning; Mrs, French;  good-morning, young ladies™
And so she stalked out of the room, and out of the
house, and walked back to her house in the Close.

" Mamma,” snid Arabella a5 goon as the ETMEMY WiE
gone, “1 have got sueh a bendache that 1 think I will
z0 up-stairs"’

“And I will go with you, doear,” said Camilla.

Mr. Gibson, before he left the honse, confided lis
secret to the maternal ears of Mrs, French, He eor
tuinly hnd been allured into making an offer to Doro-
thy Stanbury, but was ready o atone for this erimo
by murrying her dunghter,—Camilla,—as soon as mipght
be convenmient. He was eprtainly driven to make this
declaration by intense cowardice,—not to exeuse him-
self, for in that there eonld be no oxense;—hnt hiow
clse shonld be dare to suggest that he might as well
leave the house? “Slall I tell the dear girl?” nsked
Mre. French. But Mr Gibaon requested a fortnight,
in which to consider how the propesition had best be
made.

CHAPTER XVIIL
Mr. Bronke Danpess aftor Bupper,

Brooxs Bunoess was n clerk in the office of the
Eeelesiastion] Commissioners in London, and as such
bad to do with things very solomn, grave, and almost
melancholy. He had to deal with the rents of episcopal
properties, to correspond with elerical claimants, and
to be at home with the circumstances of underpaid
viears and perpetual curates with much less than £800
a-year; but yet he was as jolly and pleasant at his
desk as though he were busied about the eollection of
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the malt tax, or wroto Lis letters to admieals and Eap-
taing instead of to deane amd prebendaries. Brooke
Burgess had risen to be a senior clerk,. and was held
in pome respect in his offica; but it was not perhaps
for the amount of work he did, nor yet on aceount of
the gravity of Lis demeanour, nor for the brilliancy of
Lis intellect. But if uot clover, ho was sensible; though
he wus not a dragon of official virtue, he had a con-
seience;—und he possessed those small but most vala-
able gifts by which a man becomes popular among
men. And thus it had come to pass in all those battles
as to eompetitive merit which had taken place in his
a4 in other public offices; that no one liad ever dreamed
of putting a junior over the hend of Brooke Burgess,
He was tractable, ensy, ploasant, and therofore de-
servodly suecessful. ALl his hrother clocks ealled him
Brooke,—exeept the young lnds who, for the first year
or twe of their servies, still depominated him Mer
Burgess,

“Brooke," said one of his juniors, eoming into his
room and etanding before the fireplace with o cigar in
his mouth, “have you heard who is to be the new Com-
misgionery™

“Colensn, to bo sore,™ anid Braoke. 4

“What a lark that would he. And T don't see why
lie ghouldn't, But it isn't Colenso. The name has just
eome down,”

HAnd whao is it?"

“01d Proudie, from Barcheater,™

“Why, we had him here years ago, and le re-
sipgmed."

“But he's to come on again wow for a spell. Tt
alwnys geema to me that the bishopa nin't a bit of use

e Enew he wig gL, I, 13
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hore. They only get blown up, and snubbed, and
ghoved into corners by the others.”

“You wo ohate,—io talk of shoving an
utﬂ:hiehup{uﬁ ::rpz;rcr."

“Well—don't they? It's only for the name of it
they have them. There's the Bishop of Broomsgrove;
—ho's always sauntering about the place, looking as
though he'd be so much obliged if svmebody would
give him something to do. Ha's always smiling, and
s0 gracions,—juet as if he didn't foel above balf sura
that he had uny right to be whers he is, and ho
thought that perbaps somebody was going to kick
him."

“"And so old Proudis "is eoming wp again,” gaid
Brooke. “It certainly is very much the same to us
whom they send. He'll got shoved into a LOINEr, 0§
you eall it,—only that he'll go into the corner without
any shoving.” Then there came in a mossenger witl
a enrd, and Brooke learned that Hugh Btanbury was
waiting for him in the stranger's room. In performing
the promise mads to Dorothy, ho had called upon hor
brother as soon as he was haek in London, but had
not found him.  This now was the roturn visit.

"I thought I was sure to find you here " gnid

“Pretty nearly sure from eleven #il five,” said
Brooke. “A bard stepmother like the (il Bervico
does not allow one mueh chance of relief 1 do et
nerass to the elub sometimes for a glase of sherry and
a bisewit,—but here T am now, at any rale; and I'm
very glad you have come.” Then there was soms talk
betwoen them abont affairs at Exeter; but as thoy were
interrupted before half an honr was over their hoads

oy
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by a summons brought for Burgess from one of the se-
orotaries, it was agreed that they should dine together
at Burgess's clob on the following day. “We can
mansige & pretly good beef-steak,” said Brooks, “and
bave a fuir glass of sherry. T don't think yon can get
much more than that anywhere nowadays,—unless you
want a dinmer for eight at three guiness a boad. The
magnificence of men has become so intolerable now
that one iq driven to be humble in one's self-defence.”
Btanbury sssured his acquaintance that he was any-
thing but magnificent in his own ideas, that eold beof
and beer was his nanal fire, and ot lnst allowed the
elork to wait upon the BOCTREATY.

“I wouldn't have any other fellow to meet you,”
said Brooke ne they sat at their dinuers, “becanse in
this way we can talk wver the dear old woman at
Exater. Yea, our fellow does make good sonp, and
it's about all that he does do well. As for getting o
potate properly boiled, that's quite out of the quostion.
Yes, it is o good glass of sherry, 1 told you we'd a
fairish tap of sherry on. Well, I was thore, backwards
and forwards, for nearly six woeks."

“And bow did you get on with the old woman?"

"Like & house on fire," guid Brooke.

“Bhe didn't quarrel with you?"

“No,—upon the whole she did not. T always falt
that it was touch and go. She might or she might
not.  Every now and then she looked ut me, and said
a sharp word, ng though it was nbout to come.  But I
had determined when T went there altogether to dis-
regnrd that kind of thing."

“It's rather impertant to you,— is it net?"

“You mean about her money "

1a%
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HOf eonrse, I mean about Ler money," said Stan-
bury,

“It is important;—and so0 it was to yon."

“Not in the same degres, or nearly so. And as
for me, it wis not on the eards that we shouldn’
quarrel. I am so utterdy a Boheminn in all my ideas
of life, and she is so absolutely the reverss, that not
to have quarrelled wonld have been hypocritical on my
part or on hers.  Bhe had got it into ler head that
ihee lind a Heght o mle my |if|3', amd, of 1._'|;I.|:|I_'EE:1 ghe
quarrelled with me when I made her understand that
she ghould do nothing of the kind. Now, she won't
want fo rulo you*

*1 hope not."

“Bhe has taken you up," continued Stanbury, “on
altogether o different undorstanding. You nre to her
the reprasentative of a family to whom she thinks she
owes the restitution of the property which she snjoyes.
I waus simply 0 member of her own family, to which
sha owes nothing.  She thought it well 1o lielp one of
us out of what sho regarded as her private purse, and
gl :fhmm me. Dot the matier is quite different with

.

“Bhe might have given everything to you, as well
as to me," said Brooke.

“That’s not her idea. She eonecives herself hound
to lenve all she lns back to a Burgess, cxcept nny-
thing she may save,—as she says, off her own baek,
or out of her own belly. 8She has told me so & seors
of timea."

“And whit did you sny?”

*1 always told ber that, let hor do as she would,
I should never ask any question about her will,”
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“Hut she hates us all like poison,—uxcept me," said
Brocke. “I never kuow people so absurdly hestile ns
arg your sunt and my uncle Barty. Each thinks the
other the mest wicked person in tho world"

"I suppose your uncle woe Lard upon her onee”

“Very likely. He is o hard man,-—and has, wvery
warmly, all the feolings of an injured mun, 1 AU P
my uncle Brooke's will was a cruel blow to him, He
professes to believe that Miss Stunbury will never leave
me a shilling."

“He is wrong, then,” suid Stanbury,

YObh yes;—he's wrong, becanse r{m thinke that
that's her present intention. 1 don't kuow that he's
wrong as to the probable result,”

“Who will have it, then?"

“There are over so many horses in the race,” siid
Broocke, “I'm onp.”

“You're the favourite,” said Stanbury.

“For the moment I am, Then there's yoursalt,”

“I've been seratched, and nm altogother out of the
bedting"

*And your sistor,” continned Brooke,

“Bhe’s only entered to run for the second WY,
and, if she'll trot over the eourss quictly, and not i
the wrong side of the posts, she'll win that.”

“Bhe may do more than that Then there's
Martha™

“My aunt will never loave her money to n servant,
What she may give to Martha would come from her
own sayings"

“The next is a dark horse, but one that wins a
good many races of this kind. He's apt to come in
with u futal rush at the end.”
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“Who is it?"

“The hospitals, When an old lady finds in her
Intter days that she hates everybody, and fancies that
the poeople around her are ull thinking of hor money,
she's uncommon likely to indulge hersolf in a little
bit of revenge, and solsce hersolf with large-handed
ﬁhﬂ.ﬂ.lr'."

“But she's so good n woman at lLeart,” said
Mugh.

“And what ean n good woman do better than pro-
mite hospitals ™

“Shell never do that. Bhe's too strong. It's a
maudlin sort of thing, after all, for o person to leave
everything to s hospital.”

“But peoplo are mandlin when they're dying,” said
Brooke,—"or even when they think they're dying.
How elsn did the Oharch get the estates, of which wo
ara mow distriboting so bonntifully some of the last
remnnnts down at our offica? Come inte the next
room, and we'll have o smoke.”

They had their smoke, snd then they went at
half-price to the play; and, after the play was over,
they eat three or four dozen of oysters betwesn them.
Brooke Burgess was a little too old for oysters at mid-
night in Beptember; but he went through his work
like & man, Hugh Stanbury’s powers were so great,
that he could have got up and done the same thing
aguin, after ha had been an hour in bed, without any
aErions ineonvenience,

But, in truth, Brooke Burgess hed still another
word or two to say before he went to his rest. They
supped somewbera near the Huymarket, and then he
offered to walk home with Stanbury, to his chambers




il

ME. EROOKE AURGESS APTRE SUPDEIL 195

in Lincoln's Inn. “Do you know thet Mr. Gibson at
Exeter?" he asked, as they passod through Lelsestar
Byuara,

“Yea; I knew bim. He was a sort of tame-cat
parson &l my annt's house, in my daye."

"Exuctly;—but 1 fancy that has eome to an end
now. Have you heard anything nbout him lutaly ?*

*Well;—yes T havae,™ said Stanbury, feeling lhat
iislike to speak of his sister which is common to mist
brothers when in eompany with ether men.

“I supposa you've heard of it, and, us I was in
the middle of it all, of eourse T couldn't hut know all
about it too. Your aunt wanted him to murry your sister."

“Bo I was told."

“But your sister didn't se it," snid Drooke.

“Bo 1 wnderstnnd,™ sail Stunbury.  “T believe my
aunt was exceedingly libernl, and meant to do the Dest
she could for poor Dorothy; but, if she didn't like him,
I suppose she was right not to ave him,” said Hugls,

YOF eourge sho was right,” said Brooka, with n
gowid deal of enthusingm,

“I believe Gibson to be o very deeent sort of fol-
low," gaid Btanbury.

“A mean, paltry dog," said Brooke. Thers had
been a Mitle whisky-mddy after the oysters, and Mr.
Burgese was perhups moved to a warmer exprossion of
feeling than he might have displiyed hand he diseussed
this branch of the subjoet bufore supper. "1 Eknaw
from the first that she would have nothing to say to
him. He ia such a poor ereature!”

“I always thought well of him," snid Stanbury,
“und was inclined to think that Dolly might have done
worse,”

Sl s |
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“It is hard to say what is the worst o girl might
do but T think she might do, perhaps, o little beiter,”

“What do you mean?"” said Hugh.

“1 think I shall go down, and ask ber to tuke my-
self”

“Do you mean it in earnest?"

ST do," ‘enid Brooke “Of courss, I dadn't o
chanes when T was there.  She told me——>"

*Who told you;—Darothy "

“No, your sunt;—she told me that Mr. Gibsou
wag to marry your sister. You know your aunt's Wiy,
Ble spoke of it os though the thing wore setilod as
goon as she had pot it into her own head;, und she was
as hot upon it as though Mr. Gibson bad been an arch-
bishiop, « 1 had nothing te do then but to wait and see”

“I had wo idea of Dolly being fonght for by
rivala™

“Brothers nover think mush of their sistors,” eaid
Hrooke Burgess.

“I can assure you I think a great deal of Dorothy,”
paid Hugh, I beliswe her to Le o sweet a woman
as God ever made.  Bhe hardly knows that she has o
self belonging to berself.”

“T'm sure ghe docsn’t,” said Brooke.

"Bhe is a dear, loving, sweo-lompered creaturs,
who is only tou ready to yield in all things."”

“But ghe wouldot yield abont Gibson,” said
Brooke. :

“How did she aond my aunl mansge?"

“Your eister simply said she eouldn't,—and then
that she wonldn't. [ never thought from the first me-
ment that she'd take that fellow. In the first place he
can't eay boo to o goose”




ME. MEODEE NURGESS AFTER SUPPEL 201

“But Dolly wouldn't want o man to say—boo,"

“I'm mot so surce of that, old fellow. At any rate
1 m:j}m: to try |||}ru|:]i'. Now,—what'll the old woman
Hay e .

“Bhe'll bo pleased as Puneh, I should think," said
Stanbury.

“Either that;—or else slio’ll swear that she'll never
speak another word to either of us.  However, 1 shall

an with it."

“Does Dorothy know anything of this?" asked
Btanbury.

*Nod n word,” said Brovke., "1 came away a day
or so after Gibson was settled; ond as I bad Leon
tulked to all throwgh the afair by hotl of them, |
conldn’t turm rownd and offer myself the moment le
was pone. You won't ohject;—will your?™

“Whao; IP" paid Stanbury. “1 shall have no ob-
Jeetion as long as Dolly pleases heeself, OF course
you Enow that we haven't ag much a8 a brass farthing
ameng usd"

bt won't matter i the old lady takes it kindly,”
guid Brooke, Then they purted, at the corner of Lin-
ealn’s Ion Fields, and Hugh as e went up to his own
rooms, rellestod with something of wonderment on tho
puccess of Dorothy’s charms. She had always heen
the poor one of the family, the chick out of the nest
which would most require assistance from the stronger
birds; but it now appeared that ehe would become the
first among all the Stanburys. Wealth had first flowed
down upon the Stanbury family from the will of old
Brocke Durgess; and it now seemed probable that poor
Dolly would oltimately have the enjoyment of it all.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

Camilie trimmphant,

It was now New Yenr's day, and there was some
grief and perbaps more excitement fn Exater, —for it
wad rumoured that Miss Stanbury lay very ill at Ler
house in the Close. But in erder that onr somowhat
nneven may run &h smoothly as it may be made
to do, the little history of the French fumily for the
intervening months shall be told in this chaptar, in
order that it may be understood how mattors ware with
them when the tidings of Miss Btanbury's severe illness
first reached their house at Hoavitree.

Aftor that terrible scene in which Miss Stanbury
had so dreadfully confounded Mr. Gibson by declaring
the manuer in which he had been robuffad by Dorathy,
the unfortunate clergyman had ondeavoured to minke
his peace with the French family hy assuring the mother
that in very truth it was the dearest wish of his heart
to make her daughter Camilla his wife, Mrs. French,
who Lad ever been disposod to faveur Arabella's ambi-
tion, well knowing its priority and ancient right, and
who of late had boeen taught to consider that even
Camilla had consented to wajve auy elaim that she
might have ones possessed, could not refrain from the
expreseion of some surprise. That he should he te-
covared at all cut of the Stanbury clutehes was vory
much to Mra French,—was so mush that, hiad time
heen given her for congideration, sha would have
acknowledged to harself readily that the property had
best b secured at onee to the fumily, without incurring
that amount of risk which must unguestionahly attend
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any attempt on her purt to direct Mr. Gibson's purpose
hither or thither.  But the proposition eame so suddenly,
that time was not allowed to ber to be altogethar wize.
I thought it was poor Bella," she eaid, with something
of a piteons whine in her voice. At the moment Mr.
Gibson was eo humble, that he was half inelined to
giva way oven on that hend. He felt himself to have
been bronght =0 low in the market by that terrible
story of Miss Btanbury’s,—which he had been unable
vither to eontradict or to explain,—that there was but
little power of fighting left in him. He wus, however,
Just uble to speak a word for himself, and that sufficed,
“I hope there has beon no mistake,” he enid; “but
roally it is Camills that has my heart Mrs. French
made no rejoinder to this, It was so much to her to
know that Mr. Gibson's heart was among them at all
after what had occurred in the Close, that she acknow-
ledged to herself wfter that moment of reflection that
Arabella must he sacrificed for the good of thé family
intercsts.  Poor, dear, loving, misguided, and spiritless
mother! Bhe would have given the blood sut of her
bosom to et husbands for hor daughters, though it
was not of her own cxperience that she had learned
that of all worldly goods a husband is the best. But
it was the possession which they had from their earliost
years thought of acquiring, which they first expected,
for which they had then hoped, and afterwards worked
and sehemed and striven with every energy,—and a5
to which they had at last almost despnired.  And now
Arabello’s fire had been rekindled with o now apark,
which, alas, was tn be quenched go suddenly! “And
am I to tell thew?" asked Mrs. French, with a tremor
in her voiee. To this, however, Mr, Gibson demurred.
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men have to be slow, I suppose, when they think of
their incomes. Ha only got St Peter's-enm-Pamkin
three years ago, and dido't know for the first year
whether he eould hold that and the minor eanonry
together. OF eourse a gentleman has to think of these
things hefore he comes forward.”

“My dear, he has been very backwand.”

“If I'm to be Mrs Gibson, mumma, 1 beg that I
mwayw't hear anything suid against him. Then thers
cung all this about that young woman: and when I
saw that Arabells took on so,—which T must BAY Wi
very absurd,—I'm sure I put myself ont of the Wiy
entirely, If I'd buried myself under the ground 1
couldn’t have done it more. And it's my beliel that
what ['ve said, all for Arabells's suke, has put the old
woman into such a rage that it has made a quarrel
between him and the nines; otherwise that wouldn't be
off. I don't believe o word of her refusing him, and
never shall. Ie it in the course of things, mammn?”
Mre French shook her head, “Of course not. 'Then
when you question him,—very properly,—he saya that
he's deveted to—poor me. IF I was to refuse Lim, he
wouldn't put up with Bella.”

*1 suppose not," said Mre. Franch.

“He hates Bolla. I've known it all along, though
I wouldn't say so. If I were to sacrifice myself ever
g0 it wouldn't be of any pood,—and 1 shan't do it"
In this way the matter was arranped,

At the end of the fortnight, however, Mr. Gibson
did not come,—nor at the end of three weeks.,  In-
quiries had of course been made, and it was aseertained
that he had gone into Cornwall for a parson’s holiday
of thirteen days, That might be all very well. A
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min might want the recruiting vigour of some changa
of uir after such seones ns those Mr. Gilson had gone
through with the Btanburys, and before his Proposad
saeounter with new perils. And he WAE & mMAN 5o tiod
by the leg that his escape could not be for any long
time. He was back on the appointed Sunday, and op
the Wad.n&aﬂay Mrs. French, undar Camilla’s instrne.
tion, wrote to him » pretty little note. He ripliod {hat
he would be with har on the Saturday. Tt wayld then
ba nearly four weoks sfiep the preut day with Migs
Stanbury, but ng ong would be inelinad g quarrol witly
50 short a delay as that Arabella in the meantimg
bad become fidgety and unhappy. She seemed to yp.
derstand  that something wps expected, being quite
unable to guess what that something might be, She
wis true thronghout these days to the simplicity of head-
gear which Mr. Gibson had recommended to her, apgd
seemed in her questions to her mother and to Camilly
to be more fearful of Darathy Btanbury than of any
other enemy. “Muamma, T think you ought to tell her,”
stid Camilln more than once. But she had not baey
told when Mr. Gibson eame on the Baturday. 1y miy
truly be said that the poor mother's pleasure in the
prospects of one daughter was altogother destrayed by
the anticipation of the pthoe daughter's misery. Hud
Mr. Gibson made Dorothy Stanbury higtwifs thay eould
have all comforted themsalyes togather by the heat of
their joint animosity,

came on the Baturday, and it WaE 60 mannged
that he was closetod with Camilln hefore Arabella know
that he was in the house, There was a quarter of an
hour during which lis wor Was easy, and perhape
Pleasant.  Whey | began to explain his intention
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Clamilla, with the utmest frankness, informed him that
ber mother had told her all nbout #t. Then she turned
her face on one side and put ber hand in his; Lo got
Lis arm round her waist, gave her a kiss, and the ¢
was done.  Camilla was fully resolved that after suel,
a betrothal it should not be undone. She had bebaved
with gisterly forbearance, and would not now lose the
reward of virtue, Not & word was said of Arabella ut
this interview till he was pressed to come and ilrink
tes with them all that night. Ho hesitated a moment;
and then Camills declared, with something perhaps of
imperious roughness in bher manner, that he had better
face it all at once. “Mamma will tell her, and ahe
will understand," said Camille. He hesitated aguin,
but at last promised that he would come.

Whilst be was yeot in the house Mra French had
tald the whole story to her poor elder danglter. “What
ie he doing with gmillu?" Arabella hed asked witl
feverish excitement.

“Hella, darling;—don't you know?" said the
mother,
YT know nothing. Everybody keeps me in the dark,
and Tam badly used. What isit that heis doing #** Then
Mrs. French tried to take the poor young woman in
ber arms, but Arabella would pot submit to be em-
braged. “Duon't!™ she exclaimed “Leave me alone,
Nobody likes me, or cares a bit about me! Why is
Cammy with him thers, all ulone?"

"I suppose be is asking her—to be—his wife."
Then Arabells threw herself in despair upon the bed,
and wept without any further attempt at control over
ber feelings. It was a death-blow to her last hope, und
all the world, as ghe looked upon the world then, was

o
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over for hor. ST T eould have arvanged it the other
way, yon know that T would,” said the mother.

“Mamma,” said Arabella jumping up, “he shan’t
do it. He hosn't o right.  And as for ber,—Ob, that
she shonld treat me in this way! Dido't he tell me
the other night, when he drank tea here with mae
tlana =

“What did he tell you, Bella?"

“Never mind.  Nothing shall ever make me speak
to bim againg—not if he marvipd her three times overs
nor to ber.  She is a nasty, sly, good-for-nething
hing!"

“Put, Balla——"

“Don't talk to me, mamma. Thers never was sach
a thing done before sinee people—were—people at
all.  Bhe has been doing it all the time. 1 know she
]m_a'lr

Nevertheless Arabella did ait down to tes with the
two lovers that night.  There was a terrible seene be-
tween her and Camilla; but Camills beld her own;
und Arabella, boing the weaker of the two, was yan-
quished by the expenditure of her own small energies.
Camilla argued that as her sister's chance was gote,
and s the prize had come in her own way, there was
no good reason why it should be lost to the family
altogether, boeause Arabella could mot win it. When

-Arabolln called ler a treachersns vixen sud a henrl-

logs, profligate hussy, she spoke out freely, aud said
that she wasn't going to boe nlused. A gontleman to
whom she was attached had asked hor for bor hand,
and she had given it.  If Arabelln chose 1o make her-
solf a fool ghe might,—but what would be the effect?
Simply that all the world would koow that she, Ara-
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bells, was disappointed. Poor Bella at last gave way,
put on her discarded ehignon, and came down to tea.
M. Gibson was already in the reom when she entered
it. “Arubella," he said, getting up 1o greet her, 1
hope yom will eongratulate me! He had planned his
little speech and his manner of making it, snd had
wisely decided that in this way might he best get over
the diffioulty,

“Oh yes:—of eourse,” she said, with a little giggle,
and then a sob, and then a flood of tears.

“Dear Della fools these things so strongly,” said
Mrs. French.

“We have never been parted yet," said Camilla.
Then Arabella tapped the head of the sofs three or
four times shurply with her knnekles, It was the only
protest against the reading of the seene which Camilla
bad given of which she was capable st that moment.
After that Mrs. Froneh gave out the tea, Arabella
earled herself upon the sofi as though she were asleep,
and the two lovers settled down to proper lover-like
eonversntion.

The reader may be sure that Camilla was not slow
in making the fact of her engagement notorions through
the eity. It was not probably true that the tidings of
her guecess had anything to do with Miss Stanbury's
illacss; but it was reported by many that such was the
castc It was in November that the arrangement was
made, and it certainly was true that Miss Btanlury
wag rather ill about the same time. “Yon know, you
naughty Lothario, that you did give her some ground
to hope that she might disposs of her unfortunate
nisea,”" =0id Camilla playfully to her own one, whon
this illness was disenssed between them. “But you arg

He knme ke wos Right, 11, 14
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eaught now, and your wings are clipped, and you ava
naver to be a naughty Lothario sgain'  The clericsl
Don Juan bore it all, apkwardly indood, but with
good bumour, and deelnred that all his troubley of that
sort wore over, now and for ever, Nevertheless he did
not name the day, and Camilla began to feel that thers
might be oceasion for a little more of that imperious
ronghness which slie had ot her command.

November was nearly over and nothing bad been
fixed abont the dny., Arabella nover condesconded to
speak to hor sister on the subject: but on mors than
one occakion made some fnguiry of Ler mother. And
she eame to pereeive, or to think that she peresived,
that Ler mother was atill anxiouws on the subject. %1
shouldn’t wonder iff he wasn't off some’ day now,” ghe
gnid at last to her mother.

“Don't eay anything so dreadinl, Bella®

“It would serve Cammy guite right, and it's just
what he's likely to do.

"It would kill me,™ said the mother.

“I don't know about killing," said Arabella: “jt's
nothing to what I've bad to go through. I ghouldn't
pretend. to be sorry if he were to go to Hong-Fong ta-
mnrrow."

But Mr. Gibson had no idea of going to Hong-
Kong. He was simply carrying out his little schome
for securing the advantages of a “long day.”  He was
fully resolved to be married, und wag contented to
think that his engngement was the best thing fur him.
To ane or two male friends he spoke of Camilln as
the perfection of female virtue, and enternined o
smallest ides of ultimate escape. But a “long day" is
ofien a convenience, A hill at three wmonthy sits easior
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on a man than one at sixty duys; and a bill st six
months is slmost as Little of & burden as no bill at all. -

But Camilla was resolved that some day should
be fixed. “Thomas" she said to ber lover one mirn-
ing, as they were walking Lome topether after servies
ot the eathedril, “isn't this rather a fool's Paradiss of
ourg 2™

“How a fool's Paradise?” asked the happy Thomas,

“What I mean is, dearest, that we ought to fix
something,  Mamma is gotting uneasy about her own
prlams."

“lm what way, dearasty"

“About o thensand things. She can't arrange any-
thing till our plans are made, OF eourse iliere are litde
troubles about money when people nin't ricl”  Then
it oceurred to hee that this might seem to be a ploa for
postponing rather than for hureying the warringe, and
sht mended bLer argument.  “Phe troth s, Thomas,
she wants to know when the duy is to be fixed, and
I've promised to ask.  She said she'd ask you herself,
buat T wouldn't et boe do that”

“Wo most think about it, of course,” zuid Thomas,

“But, my denr, thers has leen plenty of time for
thinking, What do you sy to January?™  This was
on the lest day of November,

Y January ™ exclaimed Thomas, in & tene that be-
trayed no trimmph. “I couldn't get my serviees nr-
ranged for in January."

"1 thonght a clergyman could always manage that
for hie mardnge,” said Camille

“Not in January. Besides, 1 was thinking you
would like to be away in warmer weather."

They were still in November, and he was thinking |

14% , |
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of postponing it till the summer! Camilla immaedintely
perceived how mnecessary it wae that she should be
plain with kim. “We shall not have warm waather,
a5 you eall it, for a very long time, Thomas:—and |
don't think that it would be wise to wait for the
wenther at all. Tndeed, I've bhegun to ot my things
tor doing it in the winter. Mamma said that she was
fure Junuary would be the very lntest. And it jsn't as
thongh we had to gat fornitare or anything of that
kind, Of eourse a lady shouldn’t be pressing.”  She
smiled sweetly and leaned on his arm as sho said this,
“But T hate all girlish nonsense and that kind of
thing. Tt is such 8 bors to bo kept walting. 1'm
sure there's nothing to prevent it ooming off in Fe-
hroary."

The 31st of March was fixed before they reached
Heavitres, and Camilla went into ler maother's house a
happy woman.  But Mr, Gibson, as he went home,
thowght that he had been Lardly wsed. HMere was o
girl who hadn't a shilling of money,—not a shilling till
her mother died,—and who alroady talked albout his
honse; and his forniture. and his ineome. as il it were
nll her own! Cireomstanced ay she was, what right
had she to press for an early day? Ho was fuite sure
that Arabells would have been wore disersot and less
expeling. He was vory angry with his dear Crammy
as he went across the Close to hiz honse.
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CHAPTER XIX,

tibewing what hoppensd durisg Miss Hisulnry's Minnss,

It was on Clristmas-day that Sir Peter Minerudy,
the highest authority on such matters in the west of
England, wag sont for to see Blisa Stanbury; and Bir
Peter hud scknowledged that things were VELY Serinus,
He took Dorothy on ene side, and told ber that M.
Martin, the ordivury practitioner, had treated the case,
ne doubt, yuite wisely thronghout; that there was not
a word to be snid aguing Mr. Martin, whose EXperiencs
wits great, and whose discretion wes undeniable; but,
nevertheloss,—at least it seomed o Dorotlyy that this
was the ovly meaning to bo attributed to Sir Peter's
words,—Mr. Martin had in this ease taken one line of
treatment, when he onght to have taken another. The
plan of aetion was undoubtedly changed, and Mr.
Martin heeame wvery fidgely, and ordered nothing
without Bir Peter's sanction.  Miss Stanbury was suf-
fering from bronchitis, and a complication of diseases
about ber throat and chest. Barty Burgess declared to
more than one nequaintance in the little parlour behind
the bauk, that she would go on drinking four or five
glasees of new port wine every day, in direet opposi-
tion to Martin's request. Camilla French heard the
report, and repeated it to her lover, and porhaps an-
other person or two, with an exprogsion of her assured
conviction that it must he false—at any rabe, as re-
gurded the fifth glass. Mrs, MacHugh, who saw Martha
daily, wis much frightened. The peril of sueh o friend
disturbed equully the repose and the plessures of her
life. Mre. Clifford was often at Miss Stanbury's bed-

n
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side,—und would have sat there reading for hours to-
gether, bod she not been mada to understand by Martha
that Miss Stanbury preferred that Miss Dorothy should
read to her. The sick weman received the Sserament
wiekly,—not from Mr. Gibson, but from the hands of
another minor® canon; and, though she never would
admit her own danger, or allow others to tall to hor
of it, 1t was kmown to them all that she admiteed it to
herself beeause she had, with much personal annoyanes,
eaused o codicil to be added to her will, “As yon
didn't marry that man,” she said to Dorothy, “1 must
change it aguin.” It was in vain that Dorothy bepged
Lier not to trouble berself with such thoughts. “That's
trash,” said Miss Stanbury, angrily, “A person who
has it i bound to tronble himself about it. You don't
suppose I'm afraid of dying;—do you?" she added.
Dorothy answered her with some commonplace—de-
claring how strongly they all expected to see her as
well as ever. “I'm mot o bit afmid to die,” said the
old woman, wheezing, struggling with such voice as
sho possessed; “I'm not afraid of it, and I don't think
I shall die this time; but I'm not going to have mis-
takes when I'm gone.! This was on the eve of the
new yeur, snd on the snme night she ssked Dorothy
to write to Brooke Burgess, and request him to come
to Exeter. This was Dorothy's letter:—

“ Exatar, Blat December, 156—,

“My pean Mr. Buncess,

“Perhaps I ought to have written before, to say
that Aunt Stanbury is not as woll as we conld wish
her; but, a8 I koow that you cannot very well leave
your office, I have thought it best not to gay anything
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to frighten o, But te-nipht Aunt herself las desired
me to toll you that she thinls you ought to know that
ghe is ill, and that she wishes you to coma to Exater
for a day or two, if it is possible. Sir Peter Manerudy
bas been here every dmy sinee Christmas-day, and I
believe ba thinks she may get over it. It i5 eliefly in
the throal;—what they call bronchitis—and sha has
got to be very weak with it, snd at the same time
very linble to inflammation. So I know that you will
come if yoo can.
“Yours very truly,
“DoroTHY BTARBURY.

“Pcrlmps 1 nil.glLt te tell you that she had her
lutlr:.-m' here with her the day before }‘-untenlu}*; bt sha
does not seem to Lhink thot she herself is in danger,
I read to her a good deal, and 1 think she ia p;enemllr
asleep; when I stop she wakes, and I don't believe she
gets any other rest at all”

When it was kuown in Exeter that Brooke Burgess
lind been sent for, then the opinion became genernl
that Miss Btanbury's days were numbered.  Questions
wereg asked of Sir Peter at every corner of the strest;
but Sir Poter wae a discreet man, who eonld apswor
such questions without giving any information. If it
#o0 pleased God, his patient would die; but it was quite
possible that she might Live. That was the tenor of
Hir Poter's replies,—and thoy were read in any light,
pecording to the idiesynernsies of the reader. e
MucHugh was quite sure that the danger was over,
amd had a little game of eribbage on the sly with old
Miss Wright;—for, during the severity of Miss Btan-
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bury's illness, whist was put on one sida in the vieinity
of the Close. Huarty Burgess was still obdurate, and
shook his head. He was of opinion that they might
soon gratify their curiosity, and soo the last crowning
iniquity of this wickedest of old women. Mrs Clifford
declared that it was all in the hands of God; but tha
she saw no renson why Miss Stanbury should not get
about agnin.  Mr, Gibson thought that it was all up
with his lnte friend; and Comilln wished that at theie
lust interview thers had beon more of eharity on iha
part of one whom she had regarded in past days with
respoct and esteem.  Mrs. French, despondent ahoeut
everything, was quite despoudent in this ease.  Martha
almost despaired, and alveady was burdened with ihe
cares of a whole ‘wardrabe of solomn fanereal elothing.
Blie wns soon peering in for halfan-hour st the win-
tlows mnd doorway of a large warchouse for the sala of
mourping.  Giles Hickbody would not speak above bis
breath, and teok his beer standing: but Dorothy was
hopeful, and really beliovod that her aunt would re-
cover. Perhaps Sir Peter bad spoken to ber in torms
less ormenlar than thoss which he wsed towards the
public,

Brooke Burgess camn, and had an interview with
Sir Poter, and to him Sir Peter was under some oblign-
tion to speak plainly, as being the person whom Miss
Stanbury recognised as her heir.  So Bir Poter do-
clared that his patient might perhaps live, and per-
baps might die. *“Tho trath is, Mr. Burgress" saild Sir
Peter, " doctor docsn’t know 5o very much more about
these things than other people.” Tt was understood
that Brooke wag to remain thres diye in Fxeter, and
then return to London. Ha would, of course, coma




WHAT HAPPENED DULING MISS ATANBURY'E ILLYE=E, 217

again if——if anything should happen. Sin Peter had
Leen quite elear in bis opinion, that ne immediate result
wits to bo anticipated —oither in the one dircetion or
the other, His patient was doomed to a long fllness;
she might get over it, or she might smcenmb to it
Twrothy and Brooke were thus thrown much to-
pgether |1uring' these tlree days nl:lrul',h}'. indesd, spent
muodt of ber Lowrs Leside ber aunt's Ded, man.gnuup;
sleep by the reading of o eertain series of sermons in
which Misy StﬂtthLt'}i‘ had great failli; but nevertheless,
there were soms minubes in which ﬂim and Brooke were
neeessarily together.  They eat their moals in ench
uther's eompany, s#nd thore was a period in the aven-
ing, before Darothy began her night-wateh in her aunt’s
room, at which she took lier tea while Mariha was
nurse in the rosm above, At this time of the diy she
! would remain an bhour or mors with Brooke; and a
great deal may be said between a man and a4 woman
in an bour when the will to say it is there, Brooke
Burgess had by ne means changed his mind sines he
had declared it te Huogh Stanbury nuder the midnight
lumps of Long Acre, when warmod by the influsnce
of oysters and whisky toddy. The whisky toddy had
in that instance brooght out trath and not falselood,
—ag is ever the nature of whisky toddy and similar
dangerous provoeatives. There i no saying truer thao
that which declares that there ia truth in wine. Wine
is a danperons thing, and shoold not be made the ex-
ponent of truth, let the truth be good as it may; buot
it has the merit of forcing o man to show his true
colours. A  man who is a gentleman in bis eups may
be trusted to be a gentleman st oll Himea. T trust thet
the severe censur will not turn upon me, and tell me

|
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that no gentleman in these daya is ever to he seen in
his cops. Thers are cnps of diferent degroes of depth;
and eups do exist, even among gentlemen, and seem
disposed to hold their own Jet the censor be ever so
sovere. The gentleman in his cups is a gentleman
always; and the man who tells his friend in Lis cups
that he is in lowve, does so because the faet has hoon
very present to Bimsell in his cooler and calmor moments.
Brooke Burgess, who had seen Hugh Stanbury on two or
three occasions since that of the oysters and toddy, had not
spoken again of his regard for Hugh's sistor; but not the
less was he determined to earry out his plan and make Do-
rothy his wife if she would aceept him. But conld he ask
her while the old lady was, as it might be, dying in the
hionse? Ho put this question to himsclf se he travelled
down to Exeter, and had told himself that he must bo
guided for an answer by circumstances as they might
occar, Huogh had met kim st the station ng he started
for Exeter, and thera had been n consultation botween
them as to the propriety of bringing about, or of at-
tempting to bring about, an interview betwoen Hugh
and his aunt. “Do whatever you like,” Hugh had said.,
“I would go down to her at a moment's warning, if
she should express a desire to seo me."”

On the first night of Brooke’s srrival this quos-
tion had been discussed between him and  Doro-
thy. Dorothy had declsred berself unable to give
adviee. If any message were piven to her she would
deliver it to her annt; but she thought that any-
thing eaid to her aunt on the subject had better
come from Brooke himself, “You evidently are the
perdon most important to hor," Derothy said, “and she
would listen to yon when she would not let any ona
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olee sy & word." Brooke promised that ha would
think of it; and then Dorothy tripped up to relieve
Marthy, dreaming nothing at all of that other doubt to

which the important persomage down-stairs was now
l subject. Dorothy was, in truth, very fond of the new

fricmd she had made; but it had never oceurred to her
that be might be & posible suitor to her, Iler old
conception of herself,—that she was beneath the notice
of amy man-~had only heen partly disturbed by the
abzolute et of Mr. Gibson's courtship.  She had now
heard of Lis engagement with Comilla Freneh, and
gaw in thet complete proof that the foolish man had
been indueed to offer his hand v ber by the promise
of her aunt's mowey. If there bad been a moment of
exaltation,—u peried in wlhich sha had allowed herself
Py to think that she was, as other women, capabla of

making herself dear to & man—IJt had been bnt a
moment. And now she rojeiced greatly that she had
not acecded to the wishes of one to whom it was so
manifest that she had net made herself in the least
dear.

On the second day of his visit, Brooke was sum-
moned to Miss Btanbury's room at noon, Bhe was for-
hidden to tallk, and during o great portion of the day
eould hardly speale withont an effort; but there wounld
- e Bnlf hours now and again in which she would he-
come stronger than usual, at which time nothing that
Marthe and Dorothy ecould sy woeuld induee ler to
hold her tomgone, When Brooke eame to her on this
oceasion he found her siiting up in bed with o great
ghawl rouud ler; and he st once perceived she was
much more like ber own self than on the former day,
Bhe told him that she had been sn old fool for sending
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for him, that she had nothivg special to say to him,
that she had made no alteration in her will in regard
to lifm,—“exeept that I have done something for Dolly
that will have to como out of your pocket, Brooke™
Brooks declared that too much eonld not be dons for
a person so good, and dear, and excellent ns Dorothy
Stanbury, let it come out of whose pocket it might.
“She is nothing to yon, you know,” said Miss Stan-
bury.

“Bhe is a great deal to me," said Brooke.

“YWhat is she?” ndked Mizs Stanbury,

$0h;—a friend; o gooat friend.”

“Wall; yes. 1 hope it moy be so.  Buot she won't
liuve anything that 1 haven't saved,"” suid Miss Stan-
bury. *There are two houses at Bt Thomas's; but 1
bonght them myself, Brooke;—out of the income.”
Brookse eonld ouly declare that as the whole property
was hers, to do what she liked with it as completely
a¢ though she lod iuherited it from her own father,
no one could bave any right to ssk questions as to
when or how this or that portion of the property hud
acerupd.  “But I don’t think I'm going to die yef,
Brooke,” she said. “If it is God's will, 1 am ready.
Not that I'm fit, Brooke. God forlid that T sbould
ever think thatt Bot I doult whether I shall ever be
fitter. I can go without repining if He thinks best to
inke me.” Then he stood up by her bed-side, with
iz band wpon bers, and after some hesitation asked
Lier whether she would wish to see her nephew Hugh.
“No," sid ghe, sharply, Brooke went on to say how
pleased Hugh would have been to eome to her. "I
don't think wueh of death-Led reconcilintions,”  said
the old woman grimly, “I loved Lim dearly, but he
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didn't love me, and T don't know what pond we should
do cach other.”  Brooke declared that Hugh did love
her; bt he eonld not press the matter, and it was
dropped.

Un that evening st eight Derotly came down to
hor ten. She had dined ot the saome table with Brooke
that afternoon, but o servant had been in the room all
the time and nothing had boen said betwesn them.
As goon as Brooke had got his tea he bepan to tell
the story of his failure about Hugh. He was sorry,
he said, that he had spoken on the subjeet sz it had
moved Mise Stanbury to on acrimony which he hod
not expected

“Sha slways doeclares that he wvever loved Ler”
gnid Dorothy. *“8he has told me so twenty times"

“There are people who fancy that nobody cares
for them,” said Brooke,

“Indeed thers are, Mr. Borgess: and it is s0 natural.”

“Why natural?"

“Just as it i= notural that thore should be dogs
and catg that nve petted and loved and made wueh of,
and others that have to erawl through life as they can,
culfed and kicked and starved.”

“That depends on the accidont of possession,” said
Brooke.

“Ho does the other. How muay people there are
that don't seem to bolowg to anybody,—and if they do,
they're o good to anybody, They're uot euffed exnetly,
or stnrvods bot——"

“You menn that they don't get their share of af-
feetion#"

“They get perbaps as mueh as they deserve,” said
Doratly.

=
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“Beeanse they're cross-grained, or ill-tewpered , or
disngroeabla? "

“Not exactly that”

“3What then?" msked Brooke

“Boganse they're just nobodics, 'They are nob any-
thing particular to anybody, and so they go on living
till they die. You know what I mean, Mr. Burgess.
A man who is a nobody can perhaps make himsclf
somebody,—or, at any rate, he can try; bul a woman
has no means of trying. She is a nobody, and & nobody
sho must remain. She has her clothes mid her food,
but she isn't wanted anywhere. People put wup - with
her, and thnt is about the best of ber luck. If ghe
were to die somebody perhaps would be sorry for her,
but nobody would be worse off. She doesu't earn
anything or do any good. BShe is just thers anid
that's alL"

HBrooke liad never heard her speak after this fashion
hefars, had never known lier to uiter so many eons
socutive words, or to put forward any opinion of her
own with g0 much vigour. And Dorothy herself, when
shs hid concluded her spoech, was frightened by her
own energy and grew red in the fuce, and dhnwed
vury plainly that she was hall ashamed of herself.
Brooke thought that he had mever seen her look so
pretty before, and was pleased by her enthusiasm,
Ho understood perfectly that she was thinking ol her
own position, though she had entertained no iden that
he would so read her meaning; snd he felt that it was
inenmbent on him to undeceive her, and make hor
know that she was not one of those women who are
“just thern and that's sll” “One does see guch
woman s that now and aguin,” he said.
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Hhere are hundreds of thom," said Ihl-l:‘lrﬂl'll‘, Hhnd
of gourse it ean't be helped.”

“Such ns Arabella French," said he, langhing.

¥ Well,—yus; if sho is one. I is vory casy to ses
the difforomee. Some people are of use and are always
idoing things. There are others, gﬂuﬁr&ﬂ}r WOEn,
who have nothing to do, but whe can't be got rid of
It iz o melancholy sort of feeling.”

HY¥ou at least are not one of*them."

“T didu't mean to eomiplain about myself," she
said, "I have got o great deal to make mo ]:rupp:,r,"'

#1 don't suppose you regard yourself as an Arabella
Franeh,” aaid Le.

“How angry Mizs French would be if she Leard
yom, Bhe eonsiders herself to be one of the reiguing
benutios of Exeter”

“Ble has had & very long refen, sl dominion of
that gort te be suecessfol ought to be short

*“That is spiteful, Mr. Burgess

I don't foel spiteful ngainst her, poor woman. [
own I do not love Camilla, Not that I begrudge
Camille her present prosperity.”’

“Wor T vither, Mr. Borgesa"

"ﬁ]lﬂ rmrl Mr. Gibson will do very well together, T
daro sny."

*I hopa lhc}' will," said Dorothy, “and I do not
soi any reason against it They have konown o each
other & long tme"

LA vary long time," snid Brooke, Then he E;mlme:]
for a minute, thinking low he might best oll her that
which he had new resolved should be told on this ec-
casion. Dorothy finished her tea and got np as though
she were about to go to her duty wp-stairs. She had
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been as yot hardly an hour in the room, and the
period of her relief was not fairly over. But thera
had eome something of 4 personal flavour in their eon-
versation which prompted her, unconsciously, to leave
him. Sbe had, without any specinl indieation of her-
self, ineluded horself among that company of old
maids who are born and live snd die without that vital
interest in the affairs of life which nothing but family
duties, the eave of children, or at least of a hushand,
will give to a woman. If ghe had wol meant this she
hod folt it. He had onderstood her meaning, or at
least hor feeling, and had taken upon himself o as-
sure her that she was not one of the company whase
privations she had endoaveured to deseribe. Her io-
stinct rather than her veason put her at onee upon her
gnard, and she prepared to leave the room, “You
are nol poing yot," lie daid.

“T think I might as well. Martha has so much to
do, and she comes to me again at five in the morn-
ing.”

“Don't go quite yet," he said, pulling eut his
watél, I know ull about the hours, and it woants
twenty minites to the proper time,”

“here is no proper time, Mr, Burgess.”

“Then you ean remain a fow minutes longer. The
fuct is, I've got something I want to say to you."

He was now standing between her and the door,
g0 that she counld not get away from him; but at this
moment she was absolutely ignorant of his purpose,
expocting notling of love from him more than ehe
would from Sir Petor Manerndy, Her face hod be-
coma flughed when sho made her lomg speech, bul
there was ng blush on # ag ghe avswered- him - now.
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YOF course, I ean wait," she sail, *Sf you hove any-
thing to sy to me”

“Well;—1 have. T ghould have gaid it before,
ouly that that other man was here” Ha was blushing
now,—ap to the rosts of his lwir, and felt that ha
was in a diffieulty. 'There are men, to whom such
moments of their lives aro pleasurable, but Brooke
Burgpess was not one of thom.  He would have been
glad to have had it done sud over—so that then he
might tike pleasore in it

“What man?" nsked Dorothy, in perfoct innocence.

“NMr. Gibson, to be sure. 1 don't koow that there
iz anyholy elsa.”

“Oh, Mr. Gibson, e never comes here now, and
I don't suppose be will again.  Aunt Stanbury is s
very angrey with lim,”

“T don't eare whether he comes or not. What T
mean ig this. When I was here before, T was told that
you were going——to marry him,™

“But I wasn't."

“How was I to know that, when you didn't tell
me? 1 certainly did know it after I come baek from
Darimoor.”  He paused s moment, as though she
might have & wird to say.  She had wo word to BOY,
and did not in the least know what was coming. She
was so far from anticipating the troth, that she was
composed and easy in her mind. “Hut all that is of
no vae ol all,” b continued.  “When T was here be-
fore Miss Stanbury wanted you to marry Mr. Gibson;
and, of eourse, T hind nothing to say about it. Now I
want you—io marry me."

“Mr. Burpgess!" ;

“Dorothy, my darling, I love you better than all

iy kg ha eag B, I, 13

ks
i



oag IE EXEW NE WAE RIGIT.

the world. I do, indeed.” As soon as he had com-
menced Dia protestations he became profuse enough
with them, and made a strong attempt to support them
by the action of his hands But she retreated from
him etep by step, till she lad regained her ehnir by
the ten-table, and there she seated hersel,—safely, as
sho thought; but he was close to her, over her ghoulder,
still pontinuing his protestations, offering up Tis vows,
and imploring her to reply to him. Bhe, as yet, had
wot answered him by a word, save by that one hali-
forrified exclomation of his mame %ol e, at any
rate, {hat you believe me, when I assure yon that 1
love you,” he suid. The room was going round with
Dorothy, and the world was going ronnd, and thers
had come npon her en sirong a feeling of the disrup-
tion of things in general, that she was at the moment
anything but happy. Had it been possible for Ler to
fined that the last ten minntes had Leen a dream, she
would at (lis moment have wished that it might be-
eome one. A tronble had coms npon ber, out of which
she did not see her way. To dive among the waters
in warm wenther is very pleasant; there is nothing
pleasauter. But when the young ewimmer first feels
e thorough immersion of Lis plunge, there ecomes
upon him o strong desire to be quickly out again. He
will remember afterwards bow joyouns it was; but now,
ut this moment, the dry lnnd is everything to him, Bo
it was with Dorothy. She had thought of Brovke
Burgess as one of those bright ones of the world, with
whom everything is happy nod pleasant, whom every-
body loves, who mny have whatever they plense, whose
lines hava been lnid in pleasant places. She thought
of him ns & man who might some day make somo
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woman very happy ag his wife. To be the wifo of
guch o man wae, In Dorothy’s estimation, one of those
blessed chaness which come to some women, but which
ghe never regarded as boing within ber own reach.
Though she had thought much about him, she had
never thought of him as a possible possession for her-
selfy-and now that hie was effering Limself to her, she
was not at opee mads happy by his love, Her ideas
of herself and of her life weee all dislocated for the
mnoment, and she required to be alone, that she might
sob hersalf in order, and try herself all over, and find
whether her bones were bBroken. “E'!@tjr ihat Fon he-
licve me," he repeated.

“T don't know what to sny,” she whisperad.

“T'0 tell you what to eny. BSay at once that you
will be my wife"

“I ean't say that, Mr. Burgess"”

“*Why not? Do yon mean that you eanuot love
ma?"

“T think, if yom please, I'll go up to Aunt Stan-
biry. It i time for me; indeed it is; and she will be
wondering, and Martha will be put out. Iudeed I
must go ap”

“Apd will you not answer mas"

“1 don't know what to say. You must give me n
lititle time to eonsider, I den't quite think you're
gerions.”

“Heaven nmd earth!™ began HBrapke,

U And T'm pura it would never do. At any rain, |
must o now. L mogt, indeed.”

And so she escaped, aud went up to herannt's room,
which she reached ot ten minntes after her usuel time,
and befgre Martha had begun to be put oul.  She was

H*
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very civil to Marilin, as though Marthe had been in-
jurad; and she pat her hiand on her aunt's arm, with a
soft, earcssing, apologetic touch, feeling conseious that
she had given canse for offence. “What has be bean
saying to you?” said her aont, as soon as Marthe lad
cloged the door. This was a question which Dorothy,
cortainily, could not answer. Mss Sianhory meant
noihing by it,—nothing beyoud a sick woman's desire
that something. of the conversation of those who were i
not sick ghould Le retailed to her; but to Dorothy the
question meant so much! How ghould her aunt have
known that be had ssid anything? She st herdelf
down and waited, giving no answer to the question.
“I hope he gets his meals comfortably,” said Miss
Stanbury.

“I am sure he does," said Dorothy, infinitely re-
lieved. 'Then, knowing bow important it was that hee ¥
aunt should sleep, she took up the volume of Jeremy
Taylor, and, with s great o burden on her mind, she
went on painfally and digtinetly with the second sermon
on the Marriasge Ring. Bhe strove valiantly to keep
her mind to the godliness of the digeonrss, so that it
might ba of some possible service to herself; and to
keep her voice to the tone that might be of service to
hor annt.  Progently she heard the grateful sound which
indicated her aunt’s repose, but she koow of experience i
that were he to stop, the sound and the sleep would
come fo an end also. For a whole hour she persevered,
reading the sormon of the Marriage Ring with soch
attention to the godly priuciples of the teaclhing as she
conld give,—with that terrible burden opon her mind.

" Thunk yon;—thook you; that will do, my dear
Shut it up,” said the sick woman, “Ii's time now for
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the draught." Then Dorothy moved quietly sbout the
room, and did her nurse's work with soft hand, and
eoft toneh, and soft tread.  Afler that her aunt kissed
lter, and bade her sit down nnd n]pnp.

“I'Ml go on reading, aunt, if you'll lot me,” said
Dorothy. But Miss Sianbury, who was pot a eruel
womnn, would have no more of the readingr, and
Dioruthy's mind was loft at liberty to think of the pro-
position (et bad been mode to ber., To one resolution
she came very guickly. The peried of her aunt's ill-
nesg could not be a proper i for mnrriugﬂ V{'Wa, ar
the smenities of love-making.  She did not feel that
ha, being o man, bad offended; but she wos quite sure
that were she, & womon, the niece of so kind an aunt,
the wurse at the bed-side of sueh an invalid ,—wore
she at sueh n time to eonsent to tall of love, she would
nuver deserve to have s lgver.  And from this. resalve
gho got great eomfort. 1t would give lher an exouse
for making mo more assured answer at present, and
woull wmable her to reflect at leisure ms to the reply
ghe would give bim, should he ever, by any chance,
rinew his offer. If he did not,—and probably he
would not—then it would have been very well that he
should not beve boon made the vietim of o momentary
penerosity.  Bhe had complained of the dulness of her
life, and that compluint from ber had produced his
noble, kind, ponerous, dear, enthoeinstic benevolence
towards her. As she thought of it all—and by degrees
ghe teok great pleasurs in thinking of it,—her mind
Lestowed upon him all manner of enlogies, She equld
not persuade herself that he really loved her, and yet
she was full at heart of gratitude to bim for the ex-
pression of his love. And as for herself, could she
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love him? We who are looking on of eourse know
that she loved Lim;—thnat from this moment there was
nothing belonging to him, down to his choe-tie, that
would not be dear to her heart and an emblem so
ender as to foree n tear from her. He had already
beeome her god, though she did not koow it. Bhe
made comparisons between him and Mr. Gibson, el
tried to convinee herself that the judgment, which wus
always pronounced very clearly in Brooke's fuvour,
came from anything but her heart. And thus through
the long watches of the night she became very happy,
feeling but not knowing that the whole nspeet of the
world was changed to ber by those few words which
her lover had spoken to her. She thonght now that it
would be consolation enough to ber in future to know
that sueh a man as Brooke Burgess had once asked
her to be the partner of Lis life, and that it would be
almost ungenercos in her to push ber advantage further
and attempt to take him at his word. Besides, there
wonld be obstacles. Her aunt would diglike such a
marriage for him, and he would be bound to obey her
arnt in goch o matter,  She would not allow herself
to think that she could ever bosomo Brooke's wile,
but nothing eould rob her of the treasure of the offer
which lie biad made her. Then Martha came to her
at five o'elock, and she went to her bed te dream for
an hour or two of Brooke Burgess and her future
life.

On the mext moming she met him at hreakfast.
Hhe went down stairs later than usuval, not till ten,
liaving hung about her annt’s room, thinking that thus
she would escape him for the present. Bhe would wait
till he was gone out, and then she would go down.
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She did wait; but she could not hear the front door,
and then ler aunt murmured something about Brooke's
breakfust. She was told to go down, and she went
But when on the stairs she slunk back to her own
room, and stood there for awhile, aimless, wmotionless,
wot knowing what to do.  Then one of the girls eamo
to her, and told her that BMr. Burgess was wailing
breakfust for Tier. She knew not what exeuss to make,
and at lagt descended elowly to the parlonr. Bhe was
very happy, but had it been possible for her to have
run awwy she would have gone.

“Digar Dorothy,” he said at onee.  “1 may call
you so,—may 1 not?"

“0h yea”

“And you will love me;—and be my own, own
wife!"

“Wo, Mr. Borpess™

uN“?"

“1 mean;—that is o ey——

“Do you love me, Dorothy?"”

“Ouly think how ill Aunt Stanbury is, Mr. Burgess;
—porhaps dying! How can I have any thottght now
exeept about her? It wouldn't be right;—would it#"

“You may say that you love me"

uMr, Durgess, pray, pray don't speak of it mow.
If you do 1 musi go away.”

“But do you love me?"

“Pray, pray don't, Mr. Burgessl”

There was nothing more to be got from her dur--
ing tha whole day than that. Ha told her in the even-
ing that as soon as Misa Stanbury was well, he wonld
como again;—that in any ease he would eome arain,
5he sat quite still as he eaid this, with a golemn face,
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—bul smiling sl heart, langhing at heart, so lLappy!
Whon she got up to leave ldm, and was forced to give
him her hand, he seized her in lLis arms and Jissed
her.  “That i very, very wrong,” she said, solbing,
amgl then ran o her room,—the happiest giel in all
Lxeter. He was to start early on the following morn-
ing, and she knew that sha would not be foreed to sea
him agnin, Thinking of him was so much pleasanter
than secing kim!

CHAPTER XX,

Ble. Duthizen esmplaiss thal s Hard,

Lire had gous on doring the winter at 8¢t Did-
l]u]g'h‘u- Parsonago in o dull, weary, painfal manner.
There liad eome a letter in November from Trevelyan
to lis wife, seying that ps he could trust meither hep
nor her unele with the custody of his child, he abould
send n person armed with due legnl aothority, ad-
dressed to Mr. Outhouse, for the recovery of the bay,
pnd desiring that little Louis might be ot onee sur-
renderad to the messenger.  Then of eonrse there had
arigen griat trouble in the honse.  Both Mrs, Trevelyan
and Norn Rowley bad learned by tlis time that, as re-
garded the waeter of the house, they were not wel-
come puests ot Bt Diddolpl's:.  When the threat was
ahewn to Mr. Outlioose, be. did not say o word {0 in-
dieate that the child should be given up. He muttered
something, indeed, aboul fwpetent monsense, which
soemed to imply that the threat cowld be of mo avail;
but there was none of that reassurance to be obtained
from him which & positive promise un his part to hold
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the bairm agningl all comers wonld hove riven.  Mrs,
(tuthonse told her niece more than onee that the ehild
would be given to ne messenger whalever; bul even
ghe did not give the assuranes with that enorgy which
the mother would have liked. “They shall drag him
away from ma by force if they do take him!™ said the
mothar, gnashing her teath.  Oh, if her father would
but come! For some weeks she did not let the boy
ot of her sight; but whon no messenger had presentod
himself by Christmas time, they oll begun to helieve
that the threat had in truth meant nothing,—that i
hud deen part of the ravings of & madinan,

But the threst had meant something, Early on
one morping in Jannary Mr. Outhonse was told that o
person in the hall wanted to see him, and Mrs. Trevel-
yan, who was sitting at breakfust, the child being at
the moment up-siaies, started from ber seal. The maid
degeribed the man as being “All as one s & pen-
thoman,"” though she wonld not go so far as to soy that
b was o gentleman in fuet. Mr. Unthonse slowly rose
from his broalfust, went ont io the man in the passago,
and bade him follow into the Little closet thal was new
nsed as a study, It i8 needless perhaps to say that the
wmin wns Dozzla,

I dave say, Mr. Houthowse, you don't know me,"
gaid Bozxle. Mre Outlouse, disdaining all eompli-
mentary langunge, said that he certainly did not. "My
nome, Mr. Honthonse, is SBammnel Boszle, and T live at
No. bb, Stony Walk, Union Btreet, Borough. I was
in the Foren ones, but I work en my own "oek now"

“What do you want with me, Mr. Bozzle®"

“1t izn't so much with you, sir, as it is with & lndy
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ng is under your protection; and it isn't so much with
the Indy as it 18 with her infant.”

“Then you may go away, Mr Bozela," said Mr.
Outhiouss, impatiently, “Yun muay as well go away at
T

Wil you plense rond them few lines, sie,” said
Mr. Bogzle. “They is in Mr. Trewilyan’s handwriting,
which will no doubt be familiar characters,—leastwrys=
to Mrs, I, if you don't know the gent's fist" Mr.
Cruthouse, after looking ot the paper for a minute, and
considering  deeply what in this emergency e Hid
bottor do, did take the paper and read it. The words
ran as follows: “I lereby give full anthority e Mr
Barnuel Bozzle, of 55, Stony Walk, Union Street,
Burough, (o elaim and to enforee possession of the body
of my child, Louis Trevelyan; and 1 require that any
person - whatssever who may now bave the custody of
the said child, whether it be my wifsa or any of her
friends, shall at soee deliver him np to Mr. Bozzle on
the preduction of this sutherity,—Lowms Trevenras.”
It may be explained that before this document had
heen written there had been much correspondence on
the subject betwoen Bozzle and his employer. Tao give
the ex-policemnn his due, he hnd oot ot first wished to
meddle in the matter of the ekild. Heo had n wite at
home who expressed an opinien with much vigour that
the boy shonld bo left with s mother, and that he,
Bogele, should he snecced in gebting Lold of the ehild,
would not konow what to do with it. Bozsle was awarn,
moreover, that it was hin business to find out foefs,
and not to purfunu actions. Buot his omployer had be-
potng  very - urgent with him. Mr. Bideawhile had
positively refused to move in the matter; and Trevelyan,
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mad as he was, had felt a disinelination to throw his
affiirs into the hands of o ceclain Mr. Skint, of Btam-
ford Street, whom Bozzle had recommended to him as
u lnwyer. Trevelynn had hinted, moreover, that if
Bozzle would make the application in persen, that
application, if not obeyed, would act with usefulneas
e o preliminary step for further personal measures to
be taken by himself Ho intended to return to Eng-
land for the purpose, but he desired thet the order for
the ehild's rendition should be made at once. There-
fore Bozzle had come. He was an earnest man, aod
had now worked himself up to a certain degree of
energy in the matter, He was o man loving power,
and specially anxions to enforce obedience from those
with whom be cume in contact by the production of
the law's mysterious authority. In his heart he was
ever tapping people on the shoulder, and telling them
that they were wanted, Thus, when he displayed bis
document to Mr, Outhouse, he had taunght himself at
least to desire that thit document should be obeyed.

Mr. Outhonse read the paper and turned wp his
nose at it.  “You had betler go wway," said he, as he
thrust it back into Bozsle's hand.

“Of eourse I shall po away when I have the
child."”

Cpshal" said Mr Outhouse.

“What does that mean, Mr. Houthonze? I presume
you'll not dispute the paternal parent's legal anthority*”

“Go away, sir,” said Mr. Onthouse.

"o nwayl"

“Yag:—out of this honse. It's my belief that you're

oy e
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“A knnve, Mr. Honthiouaa?'"

“Yesi—a koave. No one who was not a knave
would lend a lband towards separating a litls child
from its mother, I think you are o koave, but T don't
think you are fool enough to suppose that the child
will ba given up to you.” .

“It's my Lelief thint knave iz hactionable,” said
Bozzle,—whosn rospeet, however, for thoe l;'_lﬂrg}rmn“_
wint riging fast  “Wounld you mind ringing the bell,
Mr. Honthouse, and ealling me a knava apain’ hefore
the young woman?"

*Go away," said Mr. Outhonse,

“If you bave no ohjection, sir, T shomld be glad
to see the lady bofore T poos™

“You won't see any lady here; and if you don't
got out of my howse when I tell you, I'll send for a
real policeman Then was Bozzle conguersd; and, as
Le went, he admitted fo himeelf that he had sinned
serninst all the rolea of his life in attempting to
go beyond the legitimate line of his profession.  As
loug as he confined himself to the getting up of fuets
nobody could threaten him with n “real policeman,”
But one fnct he had lenrned to-day. The elorgyman
of 8t. Diddulph's, who had been represented to him as
a wenk, foolish man, wis anything but that, Fozele
wis much fmpressed in faveur of Mr. Outhouse, and
would bave been glad to have done that wentlemay
# kindnees had an opportunity come in his way.

“What doex he want, Unela Oliphant?™  said
Mrs. Trevelyan at the foot of the stairs, pgoarding
the way mup to the numsery. At this moment the
front door had just been closed belind the back of Mr.
Bogzle.
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“Yon hod better ask no guestious,” said Me Chat-
laomsn,

Bt u it ahout Teowis®*

“Yes, e came about him."™

HiWell?  Of course you must tell me, Unele Oli-
pliant.  Think of my condition.™

“He had some stupil paper in hiz husd from your
hushaud, but it memnt nothing."

“He was the messenger, thep?'

“Yes, he was the messenger.  Bot 1 don't suppose
he expeeted to get anything. Never mind. Go up
and lsok after the child” Then M. Trevelyan re-
turneil to her bay, and Mr. Outhouse went back to his
phpors.

It way very hard wpon Lim, Mr. Outhouse thought,
—vary hard. He was threatened with an aetion now,
und muost probably wonld become subjest to one
Thongh he bad beea spirited coough in presence of
the enemy, le was very much out of spirits at this
moment..  Though be had admitted to himself that his
duty required him 1o proteel his wife's niece, he had
ngver taken the poor woman to his heart with o loving,
generous feeling of true gusrdinnship,  Though he
would mol pive up the ehild to Boxzle, he thoroughly
wighed that the ehild wos out of his bouse. Though
L called Heozgle o knsve and Trovelyan a madman,
elill b considerad that Colonel Oshorne was the ohief
sinner, and that Bmily Trevelyan hod belaved badly.
He eonstantly ropeated to himself the old adage, that
there wis nmo smoke without fire; and lamented (he
misfortune that had browght him into close relation with
things and peopls that were so litile to his tiste.  He
gat for nwhile, with a pen in his hand, at the miserakls
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little substitute for a library tabla which had been pro-
vided for him, and strove to collect his thoughts and
go on with his work. But the effort was in vain. ,
Bozzle would be there, prosenting his decument, and
bégging that the maid might be rng for, in order that
ghe might hear lim ecalled a kvave. Apd then he
knew that on this very day his niece intended to hands .T
him money, which he could not refuse. Of what nse
wounld it be to refuze it pow, after it had been onece
taken? As be could not write a word, be rose and it
wint away to his wife,

“If this goes on much longer,” gaid he, M1 ghall be
in Beddlum.™

“My dear, don't epeak of it in that wayl"

Uhge's all very well. I suppose I ouglt to say
that I like it There hos been s policeman here who
iz oing to bring an petion against me.”

“4 polieman!”

“Home one that her hnshand has sent for the
child."”

“The boy must not be given up, Oliphant.”

“It's"all wery well to say that, but I suppose wo
must obey the law. The Parsonage of 8t Diddulph's
isn't a castle o the Apeomines. When it comes fo
this, that a policeman is sent here to fetch any muan's
child, and t s me with an netion becanse I {ell
lim to leave my hoose, it is very hoard wpon me, sesing
how very litle I've had to do with it. It's all over
the parish now that my niece iz kept here away from
ber hosband, and that o lover comes to see her.  This
ahout the policeman will be known now, of course. 1
onaly suy it is hord; that's all"  The wife did all that
ghe could to comfort him, reminding him that Sir Mag-
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maduke would be home soon, and that then the burden
would be taken from his sheulders. But she was foroed
to admit that it was very hard.

CHAPTENR XX
High Ranbury s shewn o e o Dunjoror.

Maxy weeks had now passed since Hugh Stanbury
hnd paid his visit to Bt Diddulph's, and Nora Rowley
was beginming to believe that her rejection of her
lover had been so firm and decided that she would
never sea him or hear from him more;—and she bl
long since confessed to herself that if ghe did not see
him or hear from him soom, life would not be worth a
straw to her. To all of us a single treasure counts for
mmeh more when the outward cireumstances of our life
are dull, unvaried, and melancholy, than it does when
our days are full of pleasure, or excitement, OF eVER
of business. With Nora Rewley at St Diddulph's
life at prosent was very melancholy. Mhers was little
or no society to enliven her. Her sister was sick at
heart, and becoming ill in bealth under the burden of
hor troubles, Mr. Outhouse was moody and wretched;
and Mrs. Outhouse, though she did her best to make
her house comfortable to her unwelcome inmates, eonld
not make it appear that their presence there was a
pleasure to her. Nora undarstood better than did her
sisgter how distasteful the present arrangement was to
their uncle, and was consequently very uncomfortable
on that score. And in the midst of that unhappiness,
she of course told herself that she was a young Woman
miserable and unfortunate altogether. It is always so
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with wa,  The Leart when it is busdened, though it
may hum.nmsla strength to Lear the burden, loses its
bupysney and doubts its own power It is like the
springs of a carringre which are pressed flat by the
guperincumbent weight. But becanse the springs are
good, the weight is carried safely, and they nre the
better afterwards for their required purposes because of
the trinl to which they have been subjected.

Nora had sent her lover away, and now at the end
of three months from the day of his dismissal she had
tpught berself to believe that he would never coms
again. Amidst the sadness of her life st St Diddwlph's
some confidence in a lover expectad to come ngain
would have done much to eheer her. The moroe she
thoupht of Hugh Btanbury, the meore fully she hecame
gonvineed that he was the man who as o lover, ns a
husband, and as a companion, would just suit all her
tastes. Bhe eodowed him Eberally with o hundeed
good gifts in the disposal of which Nature had been
much more sparing,  Sho made for hepself a mental
portrait of him more gracious in its Hattery than ever
was canvas coming from the hand of a Court limoer.
Bl gave him all gifts of manliness, honesty, truth,
and encrgy, sud felt regmreding him that be was a
Palndin,—such ss Palading are in this age, that be
wos indomitable, sure of puccoss, and fitted in all re-
gpects to take the high position which he wounld cer-
tninly win for himself. But she did not presume him
to be eudowed with sneh a consteney as would maka
bim coma to soek her hand again, Hod Nora at this
time of her life been living at the West-end of London,
and poing out to parlies three or four times n week,
ghe would have been quite easy about his coming. The
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springs would not have been weighted so heavily, and
lier heart wounld have heen elastie,

No doubt she Dad forpolten muny of the cirenm-
slances of lis visit aud of his deparinre.  Immaediately
o hig moing sho hnd told her sistor thot he would cer-

T tainly eome again,: but had said at the same time that
his coming could be of no use. He was so poor &
1 mun; and she,—though poorer than hie,—had heen sn

little acenstomed to poverty of life, that she had then
aclenowledped 1o herself that she was not fit to be his
wife., Gradually, as the slow woeeks went by her, there
had coms a change in her idess. She now thenght
that he never would come again: but that if ho did
she would confiss to him that her own views ahout
life were chanped. “I would tell him feankly that T
conld ont n crust with him in any gareot in London™
But this was said to lbersolf;—never to her sister.
Emily and Mrs, Outhouse had determined together that
it would be wise to abstain from all mention of Hugh
Stanbury's name, Nors liad felt that her sister had so
abstained, and this reticence had assisted in producing
the despuir which bad come upon ber. Huogh, when
he had left her, lad certainly given ker enconragement
to expoct that he wonld return. She had been sure
4 then that he wonld return.  Bhe had besen sure of it,

thougl she had told him that it wonld be n=eless, But
now, when these sad weeks hud slowly crept over her
head, when during the long hiours of the long days she
had thought of him eontinually, —telling herself that it
was impossible that she sheuld ever become the wifo
of any man if she did not become his,—she assnred
hierself that sha had eoen and heard the last of bim,
| e kurw he oy Riskl T 15




£ o — =

HE KEXEW HE WisS RIGHT.

Bhe must surely hove forgotten his hot words and that
daring omhrace, ] '

Then there came a letter fo hep, The question of
the manngement of lotters for young ladics is handled
viry differently in different houses. In some estublish-
ients the post i as free to young dadies us it is tothe
reverend senfors of the honsehold, In others it is con-
sidored to be quite o matter of course that some ex-
perisneed. discretion shonld sit i judgment on the cor-
respondence of the danghters of the family, When
Nora Rowley was living with her sister in Curzou
Btreet, she wonld have been very indignant indeed had
it been snggesied to her thot there was any authority
ovier hoe Iotters vested in her sister.  Buot new, eircom-
sptanced s she was at S5t Diddulph's, she did under-
stand that no letter would resch hor without her sunt
Enowing that it had come.  All this was distasteful to
her,—as were indeed all the details of her life at St
Uidllllll:h"&;—hut she eould ot J.H.'lp hersell,  Hpd her
atnt told her that shé should neser be allowed to
receive a letter at all, she must have submitted {11l hor
mothor had eome to her rolief. The letter which
reached her mow was put into her hands Ly ber sister,
but it Lind been given to Mre. Trevelyan by Mrs, Out-
house, “Nora," said Mre. Travelyan, "“hers is a lotter
for you, I think jt is from Mr, Sanbury.”

H0ive it me,” sid Nor greedily.

HOF course T will give it you. DBut T Lope you do
not intend to correspond with bin.”

HIf hé has written to me 1 shall answer him of
eourse gaid Norm, holding her treasure

“Aunt Mury thinke that you should not do so till
papn and mumima have arcived.”




HUGH STANBURY 15 SHEWS 10 BR X0 cosiunon, 243

“If Aunt Mary is afraid of me let hor tell me so,
and I will contrive to go somewhere else.”” Poor Nora
know that this threat was fotile.  There was no house
to which she eould tuke herself,

“Ble s not afraid of you ot all, Nora, Bhe only
says that she thinks you should not write to Mr. Btan-
bury.” Then Norn escaped to the eold but solitary
seelusion of her bed-room and there she read her
lutter,

The render may rempomber that Huoph SBtanbury
when e last left 8t. Diddulph’s had not been oppressed
by @y of the gloomy reveries of n despairing lover.
1o hud spoken his mind {reely to Nora, nud had felt
himself justified in believing that he had not spoken in
vain. He bad had her in bis arms, and she had found
it impossible to say that she did not love him. But
then she had been quite firm in her purpose to give
him no encouragement that she could aveid. Bbe had
gail no word that would justify him in eonsidering
that there was any cngagement between them; and,
moreover, he had Leen warned not to come to the
house by its mistress. From day to day he thaught
of it all, now telling himself that there was nothing to
L done but to trust in her fidelity till ho should be in
a position to offer ber o fitting home, and then roflect-
ing that he conld not expeet such a girl as Nor
Rowley to wait for him, unless b eould sweceed in
making her understand that he at any rate intended
to wait for her. On ome day he would think that
good faith and proper eonsideration for Nora herself
required him to keep silent; on the next he would tell
himself that such mandlin chivaley as he was proposing
to himself was sure to o to the wall and be neither

16#
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L rewarded nor recognized.  Bo at last be sal down and
wrote the ﬁ:llluwing lotter:—

“ Lineoln's Inn Flelds, Janoary, 158§—.

“TheamrstT Noka,

“Ever sinee 1 last paw wou at 5t Diﬂdulph's, I
lave been trying to teach myself what T enght to do
in reforence to yon.  Bomoetimes I think that hecause
I am poor T ought to hold my tongue. At othors T
feel sure that I anght to speak ont Iu-m] becanse I love
you so dearly. Yon may présume that just at this
momant the latter n]rininn is n tha naﬂ':'ull:ml.

“As I do write I moesn to be very bald;—so bold
that if I am wrong wvon will be theroughly disgusted
with me and will’ never willingly see me agnin.  But
I think it best to be troe, and to say what T think. I
do believe that you love me. According to all prece- B
dent T ought nol to say so;—but T do believe it. Ever
gince T was at St. Diddulph's that belief has made me
bappy,—though there have been moments of doubt. 1f
I thought that' you did not love me, I wounld trouble

no forther, A man may win his way to love when
social circumstances are such as to throw him and the
girl together; but sueh is not the case with ns; and

unless you love me now, you never will love me'' “1
f do—1I do!” said Nora, pressing the letter to her bosom. J
L “If you do, T think that you ewe it me to sy so, and i
0 let mq have all the joy snd all the f&bhuﬁ af n'.';- L

ility which such an assurance will give me”
ST will- tell him 0, snid Norm; *1 don't care what
may come afterwards, but T will tell him the truth.”
“I know," continued Hugh, “that an engagement with
me now would be hl.nuﬂnns beennse what I earn =
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both seanty and precarious; but it seems to me that
nothing could ever be done without some risk. There
aree risks of different kinds,——" Bhe wondered
whether ho was thinking when he wrote this of the
rock on which her sister’s bargue had been split to
pieees;—"and we may hardly hope to avoid them all
For myself, I vwn that life would be tama to me; if
thers wers no dangers lo be overcome.

“If you do love me, and will say so, 1 will not
ask you to be my wife till T ean give you a peoper
home; but the kuowledge that I am the master of the
treasure which I desire will give me o double enargy,
mnd will make me fecl that when [ hove gained so
mueh 1 eapuot fail of ndding te it all other smaller
things that may be necessary.

“Pray,—preay send me an answer. I cannot reach

] you exeept by writing, as I was told by your aunt not
to eome to the house again.
U Dearest Norn, pray helieve
“Phat [ aball always be truly yours only,
“Hron Sraspuey.”

Write to kim! Of course she would write to him.
(Of course she would econfess to him the truth. “He

J tells me that T owe it to him to say so, and I acknow-
, ledge the debt,” she said aloud to herself. “And as
{I for a proper home, he shall be the judge of that.” She

rezolved that she would not be a fine lady, not fastidi-
ous, not coy, not afraid to toke her full share of the
risk of which he spoke in such manly terms, *“It is
quite true. As he has been able to make me love
Lim, 1 bave no right to stand aloof,—even if 1 wished




s

— E _—— ———— I N
T Lpnies, D L = e - —— -

e 1E KEEW HE WAE HIGIT.

it" Az she was walking up and down the room so
resolving lier sistor came to her.

wWell, dear!” said Emily. “May I ask what it
is Lin pays?"

Nors paused a moment, bolding the lettor tight in
lier hand, and then she held it out to her sister. “There
it o, Yoo may vead it" Mrs Trevelyan took the
letter and read it slowly, during which Nora stond
looking out of the window. She wonld mot wateh her
sister's face, as she did mot wish to have fo reply to
any outward signs of disapproval. “Give it me ek,
sha gaid, when she heard by the refolding of the paper
that the perusal was finished.

40OF conrse T shall give it you back, dear.”

“Yos;—thanks, [ did not mean to doubt you.”

“And what will you do, Nora?"

o Apswer it of course.”

W1 would think a little before 1 answered it,” said
Mre. Trevelyan.

#1 have thought,—a great deal, already.”

upnd how will you answer i7"

Tora pansed again before she replied.  *As nearly
a8 T know liow to do in such words ae he would put
into wy mouth, I shall strive to write juet what I
think he wonld wish me to write.”

“T'hen you will engage yourself to him, Nora?"

“ertainly T shall. I am engaged to him already.
I have been ever since he eame here”

“You told me that there was nothing of the kind.”

“ told you that I Joved him better than anyhody
in the world, and that ought to have made you know
what it must come to. When T am thinking of him
cvery day, and every hour, how can I not he glad to
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| have an engagement sefiled with him? T conldn’t
MATEY n1|y|iurl}f elso, and I don't want Lo remain as I
am.” The tears came inte the marded wsted's oyes;
and rollod down ber cheels, as this wos said to her.
Would it not luive been better for her had shé ro-
mained a5 she was?  “Dear Emily,” said o, “youn
have got Louey siill"”

“Yeag:—and they mean to take him from me.  Tut
I do not wish to ppeak of myself.  Will you postpone
your answer 1ill mamma is hera#"

U] eanmot do that, Emily. What; receive snch s
lettay na that, and send no reply to itl”

“T wonld write a line for you, and explaip——"

“No, mdeed, mily. 1 choose o nmewer my own
lotters, 1 have ghewn yoo that, because I trust you;
bt T Bave folly made np my mind ps to what T shall
h write, It will have heon written and seat Dbefors
dinner,"”

“T think you will b wrong, Nora"

“Why wrong! When I came over here to stay
with you, would mamma ever kave thouglt of dircet-
ing ma not to accept nny offer 1ill her eonsent had
Leen eltained all the way from the Mandarins?  She
woull never have drenmed of sush o thing”

“Will yon ask Aunt Mary?"

“Cortninly not.  'What is Aunt Mary to me? Wa

. arg hers in her louss for a time, under the press of
vircumstances; but I owe her no obedicnes,  She told

i Mr. Stanbury not to come here; nnd he has not eome;
anid T ahall not agk him to come. I would not willingly

| bring auy one into Unele Oliphant’s honse, that he

and ghe do not wish to ses.  But I will not admit that
gither of them have any authority over me."
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* “Then who has, dearest?”

| " Nobody;—excopt papn and mamma; and  they
have chosen to leave ma to mysell” |

| Mes. Trevelyan found it impossible to shake lLer
siators firmmess, and-could Lerself di nothing, exeept ]

tell Mrs. Quthouse what wes the state of affaire When
sho said that she should do this, there almoat eame o
be a flow of high words between the two sisters; Lt
ot Inst Nora assented.  “As for knowing, I don't eare
if all the world knuws it. I shall do nothing in a
« corner. I don't suppose Aunt Mary will endeavour to

prevent my posting my leiter,"” Y

Emily at last went to seek Mrs Outhonse, and I
Nora at ones sat down to lLer desk. Noithor of the
il sistors felt at all sure that Mrs, Unthomge wonld not
: altempl to stop the emission of the letter from her
housay but, an it happened, she was out, and did not
return till Nora bad come back from her journey  to
. the neighbouring  post-office. She would frust  her
lotter, when written, to no hands but her owny and ng
. ehe heesell dropped it into the wafo custody of (e
| Postmaster-Ganeral, it also shall be reveaded to the 1
public:—

———

“Farinnngu, 8i, Dkdldnbpli'a; January, jse—,

"Digan Hua,

“For I suppose I may ns wall writn to you in that
way uwow. I hove besn made ao bappy by your
affectionate letter. Is not that a candid eonfussion for
[ & young lady? But you tell me that I owe you ihe
truth, and so I tell you the truth. Nobody will ever
be anything to me, except you; and you are every-
thing. I do love you; and should it ever be possible,
I will beeome vour wite.
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“1 have said so much, bewaose 1 feel thet 1 ought
Ly ulll.:}r the erder you have given me; but pray do not
try to seo meé or wrile to o tll mnmms has arrived,
Sho and papa will be here in tho Hlil‘iﬂg‘,—liu.l.tl} mrlj'
in the speing, we bope; and then you may comg o
us,  What they may say, of couwrse, I eannot tell; but
I ahnll b truo to yoo,

“Your own, with truest affection,
SN CRAL

“OF eourse, you koew that T leved you, amd I

don't think that you are n esnjurer ni all”

As soon as ever the letter was wrilten, she put ou
lier bonnet, wnd went forth with it herself (o the post-
oflice. Mre. Trovelyan stopped hor on the staira, and
endeavonred to detain ber, bul Norn would net be
detained,  “1 must judgo for myself about this," she
gi,  *If mommn were lere, it would be different,
buit, ws sho i oot here, I must judge for mysclf.”

What Mre. Unthouse might hove dope had she
been at home st the time, it wonld be useless o sur-
migt.  She was told what bed heppened when it
pecurred, and goéestioned  Nora on the subject. I
thought I understood from you,” she said; with some-
thing of severity in bor countenanee, “thut there was
to ba nothing botween you and Mr Staabury—at any
ritbe, 1l my brother came home?"

“I never pledgod myself to anything of the kind,

Amnt Mary," Nore said. “I think he promised that

hie would not esme here, and I don't B RS thut he
menns to come,  If he should do so, 1 shall not see
Irim."

With this Mra, Quthouse wue obligod to be content.
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The lettor was poue, aod conld not be stopped. - Naor,
indeed, had any anthority been delegated to her by
which shie would lave Leen jusiified in stopping it
Sbe could only join her husband in wishing that they
hoth might be relioved, az soom as possible, from thae
terrible borden wlhich had been thrown upon them.
“T eall it wery hard,” said Mr. Onthonze;—* very linrd,
indeed,  If we were to desire them to leave the honse,
everybody would ery ont upon ng for our ernelty; s
yet, while they romain liere, they will #ubmit them.
sitlves to no anthority.  As far ns I ean see, they may,
Loth of them, do jnst what they please, apd we ean't
stop "

CHAPTER XXIL
Mr. iThbsoe"a Thruat,

Misz Bravprny for n long lime persisted in being
weithor botter nor worse,  8ir Poter would not declyrs
lier state tn he precarious,. nor would he eny that sho
was out of danger; and Mr. Martin had been so utiedy
proatrated by the nearly-fatal effects of his own mistoka
that he was gquite unable to rally himself and talk on
the suljoct with any spirit or confidence.. When inter-
romuted he wounld simply reply that Sir Petor said this
and Sir Peter said that, and thos add to, rather than
diminisl, the doobt, and excitement, and varied npinion
which prevailed through the city. On one morning it

* was abwolutely asserted within the limits of the Close
that Miss E-tnnhur}' was dying,—and it was Delieved
for half & day at the banlk that she wrs then lying in
arfienls mortis. Thers had got abont, tos, a repord
thut a portion of the property had ooly been lefl to
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Miss Stanbury for her life, that the Burgesses wonld
be able to reclaim the houses in the eity, and that a
will bad been made altogether in favour of Dorothy,
eutting out even Brooke from any share in the inherit-
ance;—und thus Exeter had a good deal to say respect-
ing the affairs and state of health of our old friend.
Miss Stanbury’s illoness, however, was irne emiggh,
She wias mueh too il to hear anything of what was
going om;—too il to allow Martha to talk to her at
all about the outside public.  When the invalid herself
would ask quostions about the affairs of the world,
Martha would be very diserect and tnrmn away from
the subject. Miss Stanbury, for instanee, ill as she
wig, exhibited o most mundane intersst, not cxaetly in
Camills French's mardage, but in tho deluy which
that marriage seemed destined to encounter.  “1 dare
say he'll slip out of it yet,” said the sick lady to her
eorfidential servant Then Martha had thought it
right to changs the suljeet, feeling it to be wrong that
an old lndy on her desth-bed ghould be taking joy in
the disappointment of ber young neighbour. Marilia
chnnged the subject, first to jelly, and then to the
paalms of the day. Miss Srmnluur;.r was too woak to
resisl; but the last verse of the last paalm of the
evening had hardly been finished before she remarked
that sho wounld never believe it Gl she saw it. Y1t
all in the hands of Him as is on high, mom," eaid
Martha, turning her eyes np to the ceiling, and elosing
tha book at the same time, with a look strongly in-
dicative of disploasure.

Miss Staobunry understood it all as well as though
ahe word in pl:'rfm:l. health. She knew her own failings,
wins eonscions of her worldly tendencies, and perecived
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thit her old gervant was thinking of it.. Amd then
sundry odil thoughts, half-digested thoughts, ideas too
diffienlt for her present strength, crossed ber Lirivin.
Had it been wicked of her when she was well to hope
that a scheming woman should not sueeeed in betrayiog
a man by ber schemes into Al ill-nssorted mareiage;
and if not wicked then, was it wicked now bevatso
gl was ill? And from that thonght her mind travelled
on to the ordinnry practices of death-bed piety. Could
an assumed devotion be of use to her now,—such a
devotion as Marha was enjoining upon her from hour
to liour, in pure sud affectionate solicitude for Ler sonl?
Bhe had spoken one evening of a game of cords, BT

tlint o game of eribbage would have eonsoled her. I'hen
| Martha, with n shadder, had suggested a hymn, and
| hod had recourse at once to a sleeping drught. Miss
| Stanbury had sabmitted, but had understood it all - If

cards wore wicked, she had indeed heen a terrble
sinper. What hape could there be now, on her death-

bed, for ome so sinful? And she could not repent of

her cards, and would not try to repent of them, nol
| geeing the evil of them; and if they were innocent,
i why should she not have the egnaolation now,—when
sho so much wanted ft?  Yet she knew that the whole
household, even Dorothy, would be in arms against
hor, were she to suggest such a thing. Bhe took e
i hymn and the sleeping draught, tolling hersell that it
would b Lest for her to banigh such ideas from ler
mind. Pastors and masters had laid down for ber a
mode of living, which she had followed, but indifferently
Tips, bt still with an intention of obedience. They
lind also Iaid down a wode of dying, and it wonld ba
well thint she should follow that as closely a5 possible,
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Bhe wonld say nothing more abont eards.  Bhe would
think nothing moere of Camilla French, But, as alig @0
resolved, with intelleet half nsleep, with her mind
wandering betwaen fact and dream, she was uneonseionsly
comfortable with an sssurance that if Mre Gibsen did
marry Camilln French, Camilla Freogh wonld lead
\ bim the very devil of a life.
During three days Dorothy went zhonl the b
s quict as n mouse, sitting nigl hitly at her annt's bed-
|| gide, nud tonding the sick woman with the clogest enre,
&he, ton, had heen mow and nga.in somowhnt stnrtled
by ﬂm seeming worldliness of her annt in her illness,
Her anut talked fo lisr: about rents, and  gave her
messages for Rrooke Burpess oo sulijects which sesmod
Lh .|J'ul‘1:tﬂ|_'|-‘ o be profing when spoken of on what
might perhaps he a deatli-hed.  And this struck her
the marn stromgly, beeanse ghe had a matter of her
owin om which she would hove moeh wighed (o aseeriain
her aunt’s opinion, i she had oot thought that it wonld
1 have been oxeeedingly wrang of her fn trovhle hee
annt’s mind at sueh o time by any sueh matter, Hitherto
sho had said not o word of Brooke's proposal to any
I living befng, At presont it was n secrat with hersell
I bt a geerot &0 big that it almest eansod her bosom o
Toest with the load that it hore. Bhe conlid not, she
thenght, write to Priseilla till sha bad told her nunt,
] IT the wers to write a worid on the guhjest to any one,
{ ahie could mot fail to make manifest the extreme longing
of hier own heart. She eonld not heve written Brooke's
name on- paper, in eeference to bis words to hersclf
withont eovering il with epithots of Tove. But all (lat
muel be known to no one if har leve was to be of no
avail to ber And she bad an iden that her aunt wounld

[
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not wish Brooke to marry hor,—would think that Brooka
should do bettar; and ghe was quite- clear that insuel
& matter as this her aunt's wishes must be law, Had
not her aunt the power of disinheriting Brooka al-
togother?  And what then i her gunt should dip,—
shonld die now,—leaving Brooke at liberty to do as he
pensed?  Thers was something so distasteful to her
this view of the mattar that ghe would not look at i,
She would not allow hersalf to think of sny success
which might possibly acerus to hersalf by reason of her
aunt's death. Intense as wag the longing in her heart
for permission from those in anthority over her to give
Ligrself to Brooke Burgess, porfact as was the earthly
Paradise which appoared to be open o ber when she
thonght of the good thing which had befallay ber in
that matter, she conceived that sho would be guilty of
the grossest ingratitude wers ghe in any degrea to
curtail even hor own estimate of Ler aunt'y probibitory
powers because of her annt's flluess, The remembirnnes
of the words which Brooke Lnd spoken to her was with
ber quite porfoct.  She was entirely conseious of the
Joy which would be hers, if sho might aceept (linse
wordd as properly sanctioned; but sl Wag a creatire
in her aunt’s hnmdm—:wr:unding to her own ideas of
her own doties: and while her aunt was ill she conld
nok even learn what might be the behests which ghe
would be ealled on to oy,

She was sittivg one evening alone, thinking of uli
this, having Ieft Marths with Ler aunt, ind was trying
to reconcile the circumstances of her life as it pow
oxisted with the circumstanees ps they had been with
her in the old days at Nuncombe Putney, wondering
at herself in that she should have s lover, and trying




M, GIBHON'H THIEEAT. anh

to comvines herself that for her this little cpisode of
rumanee could mean oothing serious, when Martha
erept down into the roem (o her. OFf late days,—the
alteration might perhaps be dated from the rejection of
Mr. Gibson,—Martha, who had always been very kind,
had Become more respeciful in ber manner o Dorothy
than had heretofore been usnal with her. Dorothy was
quite awars of it, and was not unconseions of a certain
rise in the world which was thereby indieated. *If
you ploase, miss,” said Martha, “who do you think is
lLiopa®"

““But there is nobody with my aunt?" said Dorothy.

HBhe is slecping like a bablby, and I came down
jmst for o moment.  Mr, Gibson is here, miss,—in the
honse! He asked for your aunt, and when, of conrse,
he could not see ler, he asked for you" Dorethy for
a fow minutes was utterly disconcerted, but at Inst gha
vonsentod (o ses Mr, Gibsom 1 thiok it i best,” said
Martha, “becanse it is bad to bo fighting, and myissis
g ill.  'DBlessed are the peace-maloers,’ miss, *for they
shall he called the ehildren of Gol"”  Couvineed by
this argument, or by the working of her own mind,
Dorothy directed that Mr, Gibson might be shewn into
the room. When he came, ehe found lersell unnble
to address him, Bhe remembered the st time in which
* ghe had scen him, and wad logt in wonder that e
should bLe there. But she shook hunds with bhim, aod
went through somo form of greeting in which no wornl
wis uttered.

1 hopse you will not think that T bhave done wrong,”
said he, "in ealling to ask after my old friend’s stuto
of health?"

“Ob dear, ne," said Dorothy, 111:51.!_' beswildened
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*T'have known ler fur ko very long, Miss Dorotly,
thit now in the hour of hop distreay, nnd prerliaps morts)
malady, 1 cannot #top to remember the fow lnrs)y wirds
that ehe epoke to me lately,"™

“Bhe never means tn he harsh, Mr. Gilson.”

Y AL well: iy —perhaps not, Ayt any rate 1 have
lemmed to forgive and forget. T am afeiid FOuE- aunt
in vory ill, Migs Dorathy,™

Y8l §5 110, certninly, Mr, Gihson,™

“Denr, dear! We are all asg the grass of the field,
H Miss Dorothy, —hers today and gone to-morrow, g
apnrks By upwards,  Just fit to be eul dowy and cast
inte the oven, My Jennings lins Leen with her, 1
beliove?™ Afr. Jennings was the oflyor mWiNor canag,

“He enmes three timos nwaek, Mr. Gilisopn,™

“He is an excellant FOURNE wan—n very pnoed
Joung man. It bas beon a great comfort to me to have
Jenuings with me. But hy's VEry young, Miss Dorothy,
inn't had! Dorothy mutiored enmetling, prrporiing ta
declare thut she wag not sequainted with the exae
ciremmutanees of My dennings' age, *] shonld be g0
glad o eome if wy ald friend wonld allow m," gaid
Mr. Gibeon, almost with o gigh, Darothy wag elearly
of apinion that any ehange at the present wonld lin
bud for her aunt, but she did not know how 1y nXpIress
her opivion; so she atoodd silent and looked at hip,,
“There weedn’t be a word spoken, you Eknow, about
the ladies at Heavitron," aid M, Libaom,

“Oh dear, no," zaid Darothy, ' And yot she knsw
well that there wonld be syeh words gpoken if My,
Gibson were to make his way into her aunt’s room,
Her aomt was constantly. alluding 1o the ladies at

s
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Hpavitree, in spite of all the efforts of her old servant
to restrain her,

“There was some litthe misunderstanding,”  said
Mr. Gibaon; “but all that should be over now. We
Loth: intended for the best, Miss Dorothy; and I'm sare
nobody here can say that I wasn't sinesre” But
Dorothy, though she conld net bring herself to answer
Mr. Gibson plainly, eould not Le induced to assent to
bis proposition. She muttersd eometling about her
aunt’s weakness, and the great attention which Mr.
Jennings shewed.  Her aunt had become very fond of
My, Jennings, and she did at lnst express her opinion,
with pome clogrness, that Ler aunt should oot be dis-
turbed Ly any chonges at present. " After that I shoulid
uot think of pressing it, Miss Dorothy,” said Mr.
Gibson; “but, still, I do hope that I may have the
privilepe of seeing her yet omes again in the fesh.
And touching my approaching marriage, Miss Doro-
thy "  MHe pavsed, and Throthy felt that she
was blushing up to the roots of her hwir.  “Touching
my marrisge,” continned Mr. Gibson, “which however
will not be solemnized till the end of Mareh;"—it was
manifest that e regarded this as 2 point that would in
thit household be regarded ws an argument in his
fwvour,—"I do hope that you will look upon it in the
most fuvourable light,—and your exsellent aunt also,
if ghe bo spared to us™

“I am sure we hope that you will be happy, Mr.
Giilison.”

“What was I to do, Miss Dorothy? 1 kuow that
I have been very much blumed —Ubut so unfairly] I
have never moant to be nutrue to a maouse, Miss Doro-
thy." Dorothy did not at all understand whether she

He Tnesr ke wae Raghl, B, 13
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werd the mouse, or Camilly French, or Araliella. “Auid
it is so hurd to find that onw is ill-spoken of beeause
things have gone a little amiss” Tt was fuite fmpos-
sible that Dorothy should make any answer to this,
and ot lnst Mr. Gibson left ber, assnring her with his
Inst word that nothing would give him so much plea-
sure. &e to bo ealled upon once more to see his ol
friend in her last moments,

Though  Miss Btanbury lnd been deseribed as
sloeping “like a babby,” she had heard ths footsteps
of a strange man in e livuse, and had made Martha
tell her whse foatsteps they wers. As soon us Dorathy
went to her, she darted upon the subjeet with all her
old keenness. “What did he want here, Dolly "

“He said hs would like to see ¥ou, aunt,—whey
you are o little better, you know, He spoke n good
deal of his old friendship and respeet.!”

“He should have thought of that befors, Haw am
I to sce: people noiw?" i

“But when you are botbor, aynt— g

“How do T know that T shall ever be botter? Hea
lsn't off with those people at Henvitrea,—is ho?"

1 hopo not, sunt,"”

“Peha! A poor, weak, insufficient ereature:—
that's what ba i Mr. Jennings iz worth twenty of
bim.”  Dorothy, thongh she put the question again in
its most alluring form of Cliristian charity and forgive-
ness, could not induce her aunt to say that she would
seq Mr. Gibson, “How ean T soe him, when you know
that Bir Poter has forbidden me to eee anylody, ex-
cept Mrs, Clifford and Mr., Jennings "

Two duys afterwards there was an uneamfortahla
litthe seene ot Heavitres, It must, no doubt, lhave
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heen the cnse, that the ssme teain of cirenmstances
which bad produced Me Gibson's vigit o the Close,
produced also the scene in question, Tt was suggested
b}' some who wore attending closely to the matter that
Mr. Gibson bad already come to repent his engage-
ment with Clamills Fromel; and, indeed, thers wers
thoze who ]_Jml::udml to helieve that he was induced,
by the prospect of Miss Bianbury's demise, to transfor
his allegiance yel pgain, and to bestow his hand upon
]}umlh}' nt Ligt, Thers were many in the city who
eould wover be persnaded that Dorothy liad refused
liinn —1.|IE|'1|l |:|-Luhg.. for the most past, ladies in whaose
eslimution the value of o hushand was eounted so great,
and & beneficed ¢lergyman so valuable among suitors,
thot il was to their thinking impossible thut Dorothy
Stanbury should in her sound senses have rajected
such an offer. "1 don't believe o bit of i," snid Mrs
Crumbia to Mrs. Apjohng *is it likely?” The ears of
all tho French family were keenly alive to rumonre,
znd to rnmewrs of rmmours.  Reports of these opinions
regpeoting Mr, Gibson reached Heavitree, and had their
effect,  As long as Mr Gibson was behaving well as
u suitor, they were inoperative thers.  What did it
matter to them how the prive might have been strogpled
for,—might sl he strogeled for clsewhere, while they
enjoyed the conscionsness of possession? Buot when
the couscionsness of possession became marred by o
cankerous doubt, such rumours were very important
Camilla-heard of the visit in the Close, and swore that
glve would have justice dono her. 8he gave hor mother
fo understand that, if any trick were Plnye& upon her,
the diseese should bs made to ring of it, in a fashion
that would astonish them gll, from tho !:liaihr.'lp down-
174
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wards.  Wherenpon Mrs. Frencl:, puiting mmeh fuieh
in her daughter's threats, sont for Mr. Clibison,

“The truth s, Mr, Gibson,™ eaid M. Franeh,
when the civilities of their first preeting bad boen cam.
pleted, “my paor child js pining,™

“Pining, Mrs, Frenchi™

“Yes;—pining, Mr, Gibson, T wm afraid thae you
little understand how sensitive is that youue heart,  (Of
courss, she is your own now. o her thinking, it
would be trenson’tn you for her te mdulre fu eonyor
sation with wny othor bwnt.lmuzmj. but, then, she UX 104
that you shoald spend Your evenings with ler —of
eotrrse ]

“Rut, Mrs French,—think of Iy elmEeinents ag
a elergymian.”

" We know all about that, Mr. Gibson. Wa Eniw
what a clergymun's aulls are. It fen't like o doetor's,
Mr, Gibsan," !

At's very often worse, Mrs. Fronel.”

' Why should ¥ou o ealling in the Cloze, Mr.
GilsonP”  Here was the gist of the aceusation,

“Wouldn't you have mg miake my peaco witl a
poor dying siaters™ Pleaded Mr. Gibson,

e what his oconrred, " gaid Mrs French, ghak-
ing her head at him, “quq while things are Just as
they are now, it wonld be maor like an honest man of
you to siay awny, And, of conrse, Camilla foels it
She frels it very much;—and she won't pot up with it
neither,”

“I think this s the eraellest, cruollpg thing T avar
heard,” said Mr. Gibson,

“It i8 you that are eruel, sip”

Then the wretched man turned at bay. “1 ta)

Semal
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you what it s, Mre. Frene—if T am treated in this
way, I won't stand it. T won't, indecd. T'll go away.
I'm not going to be snspected, nor yet blown up. I

* think I've behaved handsomely, at any rate to

Camilla,"

“Quite so, Mr. Gilson, i’ you wonld eome and
seo hor on evenings," anid Mre. French, who was full-
ing back into Ler usunl state of timidity.

“Bul, if I'm to ba treated in this way, I will go
awny. I've thonghts of it as it is. I've heen already
invited to go to Natal, and if T hear suything mors
of fhese accusations, T slall certainly make up my
mind to go." Then he left the honse, before Clemilla
could be down upon him from her perch on the land-
ing-pliee.

CHAPTER XXITL
Tho Repshlican Browning,

Me. Grascoce bad returned to Naples afier his
sufferings in the dining-room of the American Minister,
and by the middla of Febroary was back again in
Florence.. His father was still alive, and it was said
that the old lord would now probably live through the
winter. And it was understood that Mr Glascoek
would remain in Ttaly. He had declared that ha wouold

ass his time between Naples, Home, and Florence;
ut it seemed to his friends thet Florence was, of the
three, the most to his taste. + He liked his room, he
said, at the York Hotel, and ho liked being in the
capital. That was his own statement His friends
suid that he liked being with Carry Epalding, the
daughter of the American Minister; but none of them,

i
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then in Ttaly, wore sufticiontly intinia witli him tg
txpress that opigion tn liimsolf:
It had beap expressod more than gueg 4o (&

freedom whicly eqy seldom be usod in reégard tp a map,
A man's most intimnte friepgd hardly epoaks to im of
the prospect of Ljs marrage till b himself hae told
that the engngamone exists. The lips of pg living per-
son had suppestod 4 Mr. Glascock that the Ainpri-
“n girl was to hecome his wife; but a great deg] lind
n said to Ourey Spalding ahoye the vonquest she
bad made. WHer nnela, Lor amnt, her sister,” and har
great friend Migs Petrie, the Poetess,—the Ropubliean
| Browning us she was called, —had an spoken to e
about ji frequontly.  Oliviy had doclared har OV
tion that tha thing wns to pe, Miea Potrig had, with
considerah]o eloguence, explained to hior frjong that
that English title, which wus but the elater of
sounding hrags, should  ha regarded ax 5 drawhaek
rather than g4 gy advantage, My, Spalding, whe Wns
no postess. wanld undonbtedly liave weleomad My,
Glwseock as Jyr moee's hushand wigh, all an aunt's
cnergy.  When told by Miss Petria that old Torg
l’ntzrh:}mngh Was a tinkling eymbal ghe suapped angrily |
at her giftod countrywoman. - But she wag teo lonest
A woman, and tog eonseigus also of her piee's strengrth,
to Bay & word 4 urgre her on. M, Spalding as ap
Ameriean minister, with fy]] POWers at the court of
European soversign, felt that he had full a5 myel, ta
give as to rective; but b was wel] melined to do hg,
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He would have been much pleased to talk sbout his
nephew Lord Dolerborough, and he loved his nisce
dearly. But by the middle of February he was be-
ginning to think that the matter had been long enoagh
in training.  If the Honowrable Glascock moint any-
thing, why did he not speak out his mind plainly?
The American Minister in such matters was aceustomed
to fower ambages than were common in the eircles
among which Mr, Glascoek had lived.

In the meantime Curoline Spalding was soffering.
She had allowed herself to think that Mr. Glascock in-
tended to propose to ber, and hnd acknowledged to
herself that were he to do so she would certainly ac-
copt him. All that she had seon of him, since the day
on which he had been courtéons to her about the sent
in the diligence, had been pleasant to her. She had
felt the charm of his manner, his edueation, and his
pentleness; and hod told berself that with all her love
for her own country, she would willingly become an
Englisthwoman for the sake of being that man's wife.
But nevertheless the warnings of her preat friend, the
poetess, bod not been thrown away npon her. She
would put away from herself as fur as she could any
desire to become Lady Pelerborough, There should
*he mo bias in the man's favour on that score. Tlhe
tinkling eymbal and the sounding brass should be no-
thing to her. But yet,—yet what a chanea was there
here for her? “They are dishonest, and rotten at the
core,” said Miss Petrie, trying to make her friend un-
derstand that a free American should under no cireum-
stances place trust in nn English aristocrat.  “Their
comntry, Carry, is a game played out, while we are
still breasting the Lill with our young lungs full of
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air”  Coarry Spalding was prond of hep Elih'lr_'l:lﬂ‘}‘ with
tha Bepulblican Browning; hut nevertheless she lked
Mr. Glascock; and when Mr. Glasogek bid boen 1o |
days in Ilorence, on his third visit to 4}, eity, and
bad been four op five times at the embassy withom
expressing his intentions in the proper form, Carey
Spalding began to think that sha hg better suve hor.
self from a hearthregk while anlyation might be witliy
ber reach. She Porceived that her unelp wys gloamy
and almost angry when he spoke of Mr. Glaseock, ap ]
that her aunt wag fretful witly dizappointmen. The
Republican Browning had uttered almost u yote of
thumph: and had ;¢ not been that Olivig Persisted,
Clarry Spalding would haye consented to g awny witly
isa Petria to Rome, “Thu old stonns gre robten fon," !1
suid the postess: their dust fells oo Kes™ Tnt
well known piece of bers—" A yciant Murhles, whils ]
ye erumbla,” wiy written st this time, and totitnined
an oecult reforenes gy Mr. Glaseack angd hor frjand,
But Livy Spalding clung to the alliance, e
probably knew Jinr sister's heart hettep than did 1
others; and haps also had 4 oy insight into Ay, ]
Glaseock's uﬂ::‘nntl}r. She was ut any ‘rate cloarly of
opinion that tlers should be ne TUnuing away, “ Fitliep '
You do like him, or Fou don't.  If yoqu do, what ape*
You to get by going to Romes said Livy.
“I shall got quit of doubt und tromhlp™ !
“I call that eowardice, I wayld REVEr run awny
' & man, Carry, Aunt Sophia forgets thit the
don’t wanage thege things in England jﬂt a5 wo tlu."."r
"I don't know why there shonld ba 4 difference, "
“Nor do Li—only that there iy, You haven't resd
B many of their novels g9 I have.”
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“Who would ever think of learning fo live out of
an English novel?" suid Carry.

ST am not saying that, You may teach him to live
how wou like afterwards, Bat if you have soything
to e with people it must be well to know whot their
manners re, 1 think the vicher sort of people in Eng-
lund slide into these things more gradonlly thon we de,
You stand your groumd, Carey, and hold your. own,
and take the gouds the gods ymvulu you" Though
Caraline Eya'!dmg opposed her sister’s arguments, and
wis particularly hard upon that allusion to “the richer
sort*of people,"—which, as she knew, Miss Petrie wonld
have regarded as evidence of reverence for sounding
brasscs mnd tinkling eymbals,—uevertheless she loved
Livy dearly for what she snid, snd kissed the swoest
eonnsellor, and resolved that ghe would for the present
decline the iuvilation of the poetess. Thon was Miss
Petrie somewhat indignant with her friend, nnd threw
out her georn in those lines which lave been wmen-
tioned,

But the American Minister hardly koow how to
hehave himself when he met Mr Glascock, or even
when he was called upon to speak of bim.  Florence no
doubt is a large city, and is now the capital of a great
kingdom; but still peopls meet in Florenee mneh more
t?eq'lmnt!}' than they do in Paris or in London, It may
almost be suid that they whose habit it & to go into
gocioty, and whose circumstances bring them into the
same vircles, will see each other every day, Now the
Ameriean Minister delighted to see and to be seen in
all places fmq_mmtnd by persons of a eertain rank and
position in Florence. Having considercd the maiter
much, he hind convineed himself that he could thus




R T T Tl Y e e e T T T T T T TR R

-
266 HI EXEW IE WAS INGIIT.

bicgt do his duty as mindsler from the great Republis

of Fres States to the newest and-—as he called it—

Yihe frecest of the European kingdoms." Tle minister

from Franes was o marguis; he from England was an |

parl; from Bpain bnd come a comnt—and 8o o In

the domestie privacy of his embassy My, Bpalding would

be severe enough upon the sounding brasses and the

tinkling eymbals, and was quite content Iimsell to lie

the Honourable Jeoas . Spalding—Honourable ba-

caunse selected by his country for a post of hononr; bot

he liked to be heard smong the eymbols and seen

among the heasses, and to feel that his position woes aa

high as theirs. Mr. Glascock alse was frequenily in

! the same circles, and thus it eame to pass that the two

. guntlomen saw each other almost daily.  That Mr

E Hpalding knew well bow to bear himself in his high

plisee no one eould doubt; but le did not guite know

how to cirry himself before Mr. Glascock. At home ;

at Boston Le would have been more completely master ’g|

of the situntion. b
Ha thought ton that ha began fo perceive that Mr. '

Glaseock aveided him, though he would lear on his

return home that that gentleman had been at the embassy,

or hod been walking in the Cuseine with his nicees.

That their young Indigs should walk in publie plaecs

with unmarried geotlemen is nolthing to American

fathers and guardians. American young ladies aro ae- J

customed to choose their own companions. But the H

minister was tormented by his doubts as to the ways

of Englishmen, and as to the phase in which English

habits might most properly exhibit themselves in Italy.

He knew that people wore talking about Mr, Glaseock

. and his niece. Why then did Mr. Glascock avoid bim?
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It was perhups natoral that Mr. Bpalding should have
omitted to ohserve that Mr Glaseotrk was not delightod
by those lectures on the American consitution which
formed so large & part of his erdinary conversation
with Englishmen.

It happened one afternoon that they were thrown
together so closely for nearly an hour that neither could
avoid the other, They were both st the old palaca in
which the Italian parlisment is beld, and were kept
waiting during some long delay in the ceremonies of
the place. They were seated next to each other, and
during such delay there was nothing for them but to
talle. On the other side of each of them was a stranger,
and not to talk in such circowmstances would be to
guarrel. Mr Hascock began by asking after the ladies.

“They are quite well, sir, thank you," said the
minister.  “I hope that Lord Peterborongh was protty
well whon last yon heard from Naples, Mr. Glascock.”
Mr, Glascock explained that his father's eondition was
not much altered, and then there was silence for o
maoment,

“Your nieces will remain with you through the
gpring 1 suppose?" said Mr. Glascock.

Weneh 15 their intention, #ie"

“They seem to like Florence, I think.™

“Yos;—ves; 1 think they do like Florence. They
see this capital, sir, perhaps under more favourable
eircumstances than wre accorded to most of my country-
womer. Our republican simplicity, Mr. Glascock, has
this drawback, tha* nway from home it subjects us
pomewhat: to the cold shade of unohserved obseurity.
That it possesses merits which mueh more than com-
pensate for this trifling evil I should be the lnst man
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in Burops to deny." 1t i to be observed that American
citizens are always prone to talk of Europe. Tt affords
the best counterpoise they know to that othor turm,
America,—and America and the United States are of
course the smme, ‘T speak of France or of Englind
a8 weighing equally against their gwn eountry ssems
to an American fo bs an lhﬂiurliit}:l'—ﬂll{i almost gy
insnlt to hinself With Furope he can compare bim-
self, bot even this is dona generslly in the style of
the Republican Browning when she addressed the Ancient
Marbles:

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Glaseoek, “the family of
a minister abroad hus great advantages in secing thae
comutry to whioh be is accreditad.”

“That-is my meaning, sir. But, as I was remark-
ing, we carry with us as people no-external symbils
of ‘our standing at home, The wives and danghters,
gir, of the most Lonoursd of our citizons have no
nomenclature difforent than that which belongs to the
least noted among s, It is perhaps o aonsequonce of
this that Enropeans who are accugtomed in their soeisl
intereourse to the assistance of titles, will not always
trouble themselves to inguire who and what are tho
Amgerican citizens who may eit opposite to them at
table.. T have known, Mr. Gluoscock, the wifa and
danghtor of & gentleman whe has been thrieo sent as
senator from his native State to Washington, to re-
main a8 disregarded in the intercourse of u Hitroponn
city, -as though they had formed part of the family of
gome grocer from your Russell Sguire!"

“Let the Miss Bpaldings go where they will," gaid
Mr. ‘Glascock, *they will not fare in that way.”
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S Miss Bpaldings, sir, ar very much obliged
to you,” said the minister with a how.

uT pegard it as one of the Inckicst chuness of my
Tife that 1 was thrown in with them at St Michnel a8
T was,” said Mr, Glaseock with something like warmth.

WT i sure, #ir, they will never forget this eonrtesy
displayed by you on that oceasion,” enid the minister
lewing again,

“That was a matter of course, 1 and my friend
woull have done the same for the grocor's wife and
danghter of whem you spoke. Little services such s
that* Ao not eome from appraciation of merit, but aro
simply the payment of the debt due by all men to all
wornen,”

“Huch is certainly the rule of living in our eountry,
gir," anid Mr. Spalding.

Uha chances are,” continued the Englishman,
tihnt no further observation follows the payment of
such @ debt. Tt hiag been a thing of conrse.”

“Wa delight to think it g0, Mr. @lnscock, in onr
own cities."

WHut in this instanea it has given rise lo one of
the pleasantest, and as [ hope most enduring friend-
ghips that 1 have ever formed,” said Mr. Glascock
with enthusiasm, What eould the American Minister
o but bow again three timea? And what other mean-
ing eould he attach to such worda than that which so
many of his friends had been attritmting to Mr. Glas-
eock for some weoks past? It had oegurred to M.
Spalding, even since he had been sitting in his pre-
sont close proximity to Mr. Glascoek, that it might
possibly be his duty as an unele having to deal with
an Englishman, to ask that gentlemun what were his

.
-
———— T j
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[ imtentions. He would do his doty let it be what it

might; but the nsking of such & question would be
very disagreeable to him, For the present he satisfie
- himsell' with iuviting his nelghbour to come and drink
tea with Mra Spalding on the next evening Lut one.
| “The girls will be delighted, I wm sure,” smid D,
[ thinking himself’ to be justified in this friendly femili-
k arity by Mr. Glascock's enthusissm,  For Mr. Bpald-
ing was clearly of opinion that, lot the valus. of
I'l'.'I.I1II.'I].i.'L‘J!I.I:I ﬂim'nEici!_-.-' be whint 1t might, an allianee
with the erambling marbles of Europe woull in his
f niece's circumstunees be not inexpedient. Mr. Gloscock
aceeptod the invitation with alaerity, and the minjster
when e was eloseted with his wife that evening de-
clared his opiuion that after all the Britisher meant
fighting. The aunt told the girls that Mr. Glascock
was coming, and in order that it wdeht wol seem that
f * a net was being specially spread for him, othors wera
invited (o join the party, Miss Petrio consented to be
there, and the ltalisn, Count Buonarosei, to whose
presence, though sbe could not speak to him, Mrs.
Spalding was becoming aceustomed. Tt was painful to
ber to feel that she could not commmunicate with those
around ber, and for that reason shs would have avoided
Italinns, But she had an ides that she conld nat
thoroughly realise the advantages of foreign travel un-
less ghe lived with foreigners; and, therefore, she was
i glad to becomo intimate at any rate with the outside
of Count Buonwroses,
“I think your uncle is wrong, dear,” said Miss
! Peirio early in the day te her friend.
| “But why? He has done nothing more than what
| is just civil”
{
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“If Mr. Glascock lept n store in Broadway be
wotld nat have thought it necessary to shew the same
civility.”

“Yesi—if we all liked the Mr. Glaseock who kept
the slore”

“Caroling,” waid the poetess with severe glouenee,
Upan you put your hand upon your heart and sy that
{lis inherited title, this tinkling eymbal as I call it,
L no sttrastion for you or yours? Ir it the unadorned
simple man  that you weleome to your bogoem, or a
thing of stars and garters, a pateh of parelment, the
minion of o throne, the lordling of twenty deseents, in
which cach las beeu weaker than that belore it, the
Thero of a seatcheon, whose glory is in his quarterings,
and whose worldly wealth eomes from the swent of
corfa whom the euphomism of an effete country bns
leamned to decorate with the name of tennnts#" _|[

But Caroline Spalding Lad o spirit of her own, anl &
had already made up her mind that she would not be
telked down by Miss Petrie. “TTnele Jonas," said she, '
“ueles him because we like him; and would do so too
if he kept the store in Broadway. But if he did keep
the storo perhaps we should not like Liim."

“1 trow nof,” suid Miss Petrie.

Livy was much more comfortable in her tactics,
and without consulting anybody sent for hairdresger.
#T¢%s all very well for Wallachia,” said Livy,—Miss
Peirie’s name wns Wallachia ,—“but I lmow @ nice
cort of man when I see him, and the ways of the
worll mre net to be altered because Wally writes
poetry.”

When Mr. Glascock was announced Mre Bpald-
ing's handsomé, rooms were almost filled, as rooms in
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Floranen are filled ,—obstroetion in every avenue, a
erowid in every corner, and s block al every dogsrway,
not being among the customs of the place.  Mr Spald-
ing immedintely eatght him,—inteveepting him hetwoen
the pasanges and the Indics,—nand ongaged lim at once
in conversation, .

"Your Jolm B Mill is » pgrest man,” eaid the
minister,

“They tell me xo,”" said Me Glaseock. “1 don’t
read what he writes myself.”

This acknowledgment secmed to the minister 1o e
almost disgrneefol, and yet he himself Lad never reail
n word of Mr Mill's writinge *“He s a far-seeing
man,” continued the minister.  “1a 15 one of the few
Europeans who can look forward, and see how the
rivers of civilization are running on. Mo has aonder-
gtond that women must ot lagt be put npon an-eguality

& with mean”

“{n he mansge that men shall hove half the
Libies?" gaid Mr. Glascock, thinking to gseape by an
attempt ot playiuluess.

But the minister” wis down QYR him at once,—
had bhim by the lappet of his cout, though le knew
how important it was fur his dear niece that he shonlid
pllow Bir. Glasenek to amuse himself this evoning after
another fashion. “I hawve an answer ready, sir, for
that difficulty,” he said,  “Btep agide with me for a
moment.  The question is important, and I should o
glad if you would communieate my ideas (o your
grent philosoplior. Wature, wgir, has laid down eertain
laws, which are immutable; and, against them, iy

But Mr, Glageock had not coma to Floromes for
thie.  There were circnmstances in Lis present position
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which made him feel that he would be gratified in
escaping, even ot the cost of some geeming ineivility.
“T must go in to the ladies at once,” he said, “or L
shall never gel & word with them." Thera came across
the minister's brow a momentary frown of displeasure,
as though he felt that he were being robbed of that
which was justly his own. For an instant his grasp
fixed itself more tightly to the coat. It was quite
within the scope of his courage to hold a struggling
listener by physical strength;—but he remembered
that there was a purpose, and he relaxed his hold.

“I will tuke another op ortunity," anid  the
minister. “As you have raised that somewhat trite
ohjection of the bearing of children, which we in our
country, -sir, hava altogether got over, 1 must put you
in possession of my wiews on that subject; but T will
find nnother oeeagion.” Then Mr. Glasenck hegan to
refiect whother an Ameriean lady, married in Englond,
would prohably want to see much of ber unele in her
adopted eonntry.

Mrs. Spalling was all smiles when her guest
ronched her. “We did not mean to have such u erowd
of people,” she said, whispering; *but you know bow
oue thing leads to ancther, and people here really like

“ahort invitations” Then the minister's wife bowed

vory low to an Italisn Iady, ond for the moment
wished herself in Beacon Street. Tt was a great trouble
to her that she eould not pluck up courage to speak a
word in Italian, *I know more about it than some
that are glib encugh,” she would say to her wmieco
Livy, “but these Tuscans are #o purticular with their
Boien Toseana."”

It was almost spiteful on the part of Miss Petrie,—

H¢ ke e wass diighds I I8

e LS e,
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ihe manner in which, on this evening, she remainied
close to her friend Careling Spalding Tt is hardly
possible to believe thut it came altogether from high
principle,—from a determination to sive her friend
from an impending danger. One's fricnd has no right
to decide for one what is, and what is not dangerous.
Mr. Glascock after awhile found himself seated on o
ficed couch, that ran along the wall, betwesn Carry
Spalding awl Miss Petrie; hut Miss Potrie was almost
a5 bad to him as lad been the minister himself b
am afraid,” she said, leoking up into his faee with
gome severity, and rushing upon ber subject with
audacity, “that the works of your Browning lhiave not
hoen recsived in your eountry with that veneration to
which they are entitled.” '

“Do you mean Mr. or Mrs, Browning?" asked Mr.
(ilaseock —perhaps - with some mistaken idea that
the lady was out of her depth, and did not know tho
differomee.

“Fither:—both; for they are one, the same, nnd
indivisible. The spirit and germ of cach is o reflected
in the outeome of the other, thal one eces only the re-
gult, of so perfect o combination, and one is tempted to
acknowledge that here and there a martage may have
been arranged in Heaven. T don't think that in your
country you have perceived this, Mr, Glascock.”

“1 am not quite sure that wa have,"” s=nid Mrn
Glaseock.

“Yours is not altogether an inglorious mission,"”
continued Miss Petrie.

“T'va got no mission,” said Mr. Gliseock,—" either
from the Foreign Offiee, or from my own inner con-
victions."
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Miss Potrie langhed with & scornful langh. “I
spoke, sir, of ihe mission of that small speck on the
cirth's broad surface, of which you think so much,
and which we eall Great Britain,”

“T do think a good deal of it," said Mr. Glas
cock.

“Tt has been more thought of than any other speck
of the same size,” sald Carry Spalding.

Urng, " gaid Miss Petrio, sharply ;—"becanse of
its iron and eoal. DBut the mission I spoke of was
this," And she put forth lier hand with an artistic
motion as she spoke, "It utters prophecies, though it
cannol read them, Tt sends forth truth, though it ean-
aot understand it. Though its own ears are deaf as
adder's, it ia the nursery of poets, who sing not for
their own countrymen, but for the higher sensibilities
and newer iutelligences of lands, in which philan-
thropy has mede education as common as the air that
is breathed."

“Wally,” said Olivin, coming up to the poetess, in
anger that was almost apparent, “1 want to toke you,
and introduee you to the Marchesa Pulti”

But Miss Petrie no doubt knew that the eldest son
of an English lord was at least as good as an Ltalian
marchesa. Lot her come here,” suid the poetess, with
hier grandest smile

CHAFPTER XXIY.
Withered {henss

Wuss Caroline Spalding perceived how direct an
attempt had been made by her sister to take the poeless
away, in order that sho might thus be left alone with
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Mr. Glaseock, her spirit revolted ngaingt the mAanmuves,
and she took herself away amidst the erowd. If Mr
Gllaseock should wish to find her again he could do so.
And there came acroes her mind something of u half-
formed ides that, perhaps after all her friend Wallachia
was right. Were this man ready to take her anil she
ready to be taken, would such an arrangement be o
happy one for both of them? His high-lorn, wealthy
friends might very probably despise her, amd it was
quite possible that she also might despise them. Ta
be Lady Poterborough, and have the spending of a
large fortune, would not suffice for her happiness. Bhe
was sure of that. It would be « ltap in the dark, and
all such leaps must needs be dangerous, and therefore
should be aveided. But she did like the man. Her
friend was untrue to her and eruel in those allusions
to tinkling eymbals. It might be well for her to get
over her liking, and to think no more of oue who wos
to her a foreigner and & stranger,—of whose ways of
living in his own home sho knew &0 little, whose
people might be antipathetic to her, suemies instead of
friands, smong whom her life would Le ona long mis-
ery; but it was not on that ground that Miss Petrie
had recommended her to start for Rome #s eoon o8
Mr. Glascock had reached Floremee. Wi'here s no
reason,” she said to herself, “why 1 should not mrry
o man if I like bim, even thongh he be a lord. And
of him I should not be the least afrnid.  Tt's the women
ihat T fear.” And then she called to mind all that she
had ever heard of English countesses and duchesses.
She thought that she knew that thay were penerally
cold and prond, and very little given to receive ont-
siders gracionsly within their ranks. Mr, Glascock had
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an ount who wos a [huchiss, and o sister who wonlid
be a Conntess, Caroline Spalding felt how her back
would rise against these mew relations, if it should
come to pass that they shonld look wnkindly upon her
when she was taken to her own Tome;—how she would
fight with them, giving them seorn for seorn; how un-
utternbly miserablo she would he; how she would long
to b back among her own equals, in apite even of her
love for her husband. “How grand a thing it is," she
snid, "to be equal with those whom yon love!” And
yet she was to some extent allured by the social po-
“tion of the man. She could pereeive that e had n
charm of mapner which her countrymen lacked. Ho
had Tend, porhaps, less than her uncle;—knew, per-
haps, less than most of those men with whom she hid
been wont to associate in her own city lifo at home;—
wis not beaver, or more virfuous, or mone self-denying
than they; but there was a softness and an ease in his
manner which was palatable to her, and an absence of
ikt too visible effort of the intelleet which i# g0 apt to
mark and mar the conversation of Americans. She
almost wished that she had been English, in order that
the man's bome and friends might have guited her.
She was thinking of all this as she stond pretending
to talk to an American lady, who was very eloguent
on the delights of Florence.

[n the meantime Olivia und Mr. Glaseock had
moved away together, and Miss Potrio was left alone.
This was no injury to Miss Petrie, a8 her mind at onee
sot itself to work on & sonnet tonching the frivelity of
modern social gatherings; and when ghe complained
aftorwards to Caroline that it was the cursd of their
mode of life that mo moment could be allywed for
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thought,—in which she roferred specially o a fow
waords that Mr. Gore had addressed to ber at this mo-
ment of her meditations,—she was not wilfully o ly-
pocrite.  Bhe was painfully turning her second set of
rhymes, and really believed that she had been sub-
jeeted to n bardship. In the meantime Olivia and Mr.
Glaseock were disenssing her at o digtanee

“You were being put throngh your facings, Mr
Glascock,” Olivia had snid.

“Waell; yes; and your desr friend, Miss Petrie, is
rather o stern examiner."

“Bhe is Carry’s ally,—not mine," said Olivia. Then
she remembered that by saying this she might be doing
her sister nn injury.  Mr Glascock might object to |
such a bosom friend for his wife. “That is to say, of |
conrge we are all intimate with her, but just at this _
moment Crry is most in favour.” J

“8le is very clever, I am quite sure," said he.

“Oh yos;—she's n gening. You must not doubt
that on the peril of making every American in lialy
your enemy.”

UBhe is & poot,—is she not?"

e Glageock!"

HUHave I said anything wrong?™ he nsked. {

“Do you mean to look me in the face and tell me '1
that you are not acquainted with hor works,—that yon |
don't know pages of them by heart,—that you don't
slesp with them under your pillow, dow't travel about
with thém in your dressing-bag? I'm afraid we have
mistaken you, Mr. Glascock,”

“Tu it #o great o gin?” |

“1f you'll own up honestly, I'll tell yon something,
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—in a whisper. You bave pot read o word of her
poems?”

Mol o word,”

“Meither have 1. Tan't it loreible? But, perhaps,
if 1 heard Tennyson talking every day, I shouldn’t
road Teunyson. Familinrity does breed contempt;—
doesn't it? And then poor denr Wullachin iz such a
bore, I somotimes wonder, when English peopls are
listeming to her, whether they think that American girls
generally talk like thint"

“Wot all, perhaps, with that perfected eloguenee,”

J¥1 dare say you do,” eontinued Olivia, craftily.
“'liat iz just the way in which people form their opin-
jons about forsigners. Bome spoefally  self-asserting
American sfenks his mind louder than other people,
and then you say that all Americans are eelfassert-

mg

“But you are » little that way given, Miss Bpald-
ing."

: HBocausn we are always called upon to answer ac-
cusations agninst us, cxpressed or unexpressed.  We
don't think ourselves n bit hetter than you; or, if the
truth were known, half as good. We are always
struggling to be as polished and casy as the French,
or as sensible and dignified as the English; but when
our defeets are thrown in our testh——"

“Wo throws them in your teoth, Miss Spalding?™

"“You look it—all of you,—if you do not speuk it
out. You de assume a superiority, Mr. Glageock; and
that we eannot endure,”

“I do not feel that I nssume anything," said Mr.
(lascock, meckly.
“1f three gentlemen be together, an Englishman,

[ |
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Frenchinn, and an American, is not the Amorean
ubliged to be on his metile to prove that he 35 some
body among the three? T admit that he is always
claiming to be the first: but he does so only that hLe
muy not be too evidently the last. If you knew us,
Mr. Glaseock, you would find us to be very mild, and
bumble, and nice, and good, and elever, and kind, and
charitable, and beautiful—in short, . the finest people
that have as yet been ereated om the broad face of
God's smiling earth.” These last words she pronounced
with & nasal twang, and in o tone of voice which al-
most geemed to him to be a direet mimicry of the
American Minister. The upshot of the eonversation,
however, was that the disgust agninst Amerieans which,
to a certain degree, hnd been excited in Mr. Glaseock’s
mind by the united efforts of Mr. Spalding and the
poetess, had Been almest entirely dispelled.  From all
of which the resder ought to understand that Miss
Ollivin Bpalding wus a very clever young woman.

But nevertheless Mr. Glascock bad not quite made
up his mind o ask the elder sister to be his wife. He
was ong of thosa men o whom love-making does not
come very easy, although be was never so much ot lis
vaso ag when he was in company with ladies. e was
sorely in want of a wife, but he was awnre that at
different periods during the last fifteen years ha had
been angled for ns o fish. Mothers in England liad
tricd to catel him, and of sueh mothers he hind come
to have the strongest possible detestation. He had seen
the hooks,—or perhaps had fanecied that he eaw them
when they were mot there. Lady Janes and Lady
Sarahs bad been hord opon him, 6l ke learned to
buckle himself intoe triple armour when he weot amongst
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them, and yet L wanted a wife;—no man more sorely
winted one. The reader will perhaps remember how
he went down to Nuncombe Putney in fuest of & wife,
but all in vain. The lady in that ease had been so

; DH[J].i'L'.IL with him that he could not hope for a mors

favourahla angwer; and, indeed, he would not have
earcd to marry a girl who bad told him {lat she pre-
ferrod another moan to himeelf, evem if it had been
poesible for him to do s Now be had met o lady
very different from those with whom he had hitheris
associnted,—but not the less manifestly a lndy. Caro-
ling Bpalding was bright, pleasant, attraclive, very casy
to talk to, and yet quite able to hold her own. But
the American Minister was—z bore; and Miss Petde
was—unbearable.  He had ofton told himself that in
thiz matter of marrying a wife he wonld 1}131511, himsalf
altogother, that he would allow himself to be tied down
by no consideration of family pride,—that he would
consilt nothing: but his own heart and feclings, As
for rank, be ‘could give that to his wife. As f[or
MOnEY, he had !r[unl:_'r of that nlso. Ha wanted & woman
that was not blasée with the world, that was not o
fool, and whe would respect him. The more Le thonght
of i, the mors sure he was that be had seen none who
pleased him go well as Caroline Bpalding; and yet he
was a litle afraid of taking & step that would be frre-
voenble. Perhaps the Ameriean Minister might expross
a wish to end his days at Monkhsms, and might think
il desirable to hove Miss Petrie always with him as a
private pecretary in pootry!

“Between Fyou nnd us, Mr, Glasooek, the ﬂprl.rk of
sympathy dovs not pass with o strong Hash,” said =
voice in his ear, As he turned round rapidly to face
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his foe, he was quite sure, for the moment, that under
no possible circmnstances wonld lie ever take an Ameri-
can woman to his bosom as his wile,

“No," sald he; “umo, no. [ mather think that I
agree with you”

UThe antipathy is one," continued Miss Tetrie,
“which has been common on the face of the earth’s
gince the elown first trod upon the courtier's bheels. It
is the instinet of fallen man to hate equality, to desire
ascendaney, to erush, to oppress; to tyrannise, to en-
glave, Then, when the glave is at last free; and in
hiz freedom demends—equality, man is not grest
enongh to take his enfranchised brother to his bosom."”

HY¥ou mean negroes,” said Mr Glassock, looking
round nnd planning for himselt a mode of escape, |

“Not negroes only,—not the enstaved blicks, who F
are now enslaved no more,—but the riging nations of i
white men wherever they are to be seen. You English
have no sympathy with a people who claim to be at
least your equals. The clown has trod unpon the
courtior's heels till the elown is clown no longer, and
the eourtice has hardly a court in which he way dangle
his sword-knot."

“If g0 the clown might as well spare the courdior,”
not mesning the rebuke which his werds implied.

“Ah—h —but the clown will not spare the courtior,
Mr. Glascoek. I understund the gibe, and I tell yon
that the eourtier shall be spared no longer; because be
is useless. He shall bo et down topether with the
withered grasses and thrown into the oven, and there
ghall be an end of him Then she turned round to
appeal to an American gentloman who had joined
them, and Mr. Glascock made his eseape.  “I hold it
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to be the holiest duty which T owe to my country
never to spare one of them when I mest him."

“They are all very well in their way,” said the
American gentleman,

“Trown with them, down with them!" exclaimed
the poctess, with o beautiful enthusiasm, In the mean-
timo Mr. Glascock lind made up his mind that Lo
eonld not dare to ask Caroline Spalding to he his wife
Thern were certnin fornng of the American female so
dreaulful that noe wise mun would wilfully come in con-
tuct with them. Miss Pairia's farccity was distressing
to him, but her eloquence and enthusiasm wers worse
ovon - than her ferocity. The persopal meivility of
which she had been guilty in ealling him o withered
prass wai distasteful to him, ss being opposed to his
illeas of the eustoms of sociely; but what wounld be his
fite if hizs wife's chosen friend should be for over
dinning her denuinciation of withered grosses into his
gar?

He waa still thinkiog of all this when he was ac-
eosted by Mrs, Bpalding, “Are yon pgoing to dear
Lm]J.' I'l-u.n'l.uur'}'"a to-morrow ?" she asked. Lady Dan-
bury was the wife of the English Minister.

“1 supposa I shall ko thers in the eoumse of the
evening."

“How wery nice she ig; i she not? I do like
Lady Banbury;—so soft, and. gentle, and kind."

“Une of the pleasantest old ladies I know,"” said
Mr. Glascock.

“It does not sirike you so mmch as it does me,”
sald Mrs, Bpalding, with one of her sweolest siniles.
“The truth ia, we all value what we have not got

There are no Lady Bauburys in our country, and

aiaSatluig T
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therefors. wa think the more of them when we meet
them here. Bhe i= talking of going to Home for the
Carnival, and has nsked Caroline to go with her, I
am =0 plessed to find that my desr girl i such a
fuvourite.” l
Mr. Glascock immediately told himself that lie saw,
the hock. If he worn to be fished for by this Amoriean
nunt a8 he bad been fished for by English mothers, all
his ploasure in the soeciety of Caroling Spalding woulid
be at ones over. It would be ton much, indeed, if in
this American household he wore to find the old vices
of an aristocracy superadded to voung republican ging!
Nyvertholosa Lody Banbury was, ns he knew well, o
person whoes opinion about young people was sop-
posed o be vory geod. Bhe noticed those only who
wore worthy of notiee; and to have been taken by the
hand by Lady Banbury was acknowledged to he &
passport into good socioty. If Caroline Spalding was
in truth going to Home with Lady Banbury, that fact
was in itself & great confirmation of My, Glaseock’s good
opinion of her. Mrs. Spalding had perhaps nnderstood
this; but hod not understood that having- jost hinted
that it was s0, she should have abstained from saying
a word more about her dear givl,  Clover and well-
practised must, indeed, bo the band of the fisher-
woman in matrimonial waters whe is able to throw her
fly withont showing any plimpee of the ook to the
fish for whom she angles. Poor Mra. Spalding, though
with kindly instinets towards her niceo she did on this
oecasion make some slight attempt at angling, waa in-
nocent of any concerted plan. It seemed o ber o be
so nndural to say 0 good wond in praise of her niece to
the man whom she believed to be in love with ber nioce,

.l
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Caroline and Mr. Glaseock did not meet each other
again Ull late in the evening, and just ws he was
about to take his leave. As they came together each

" of them in'.'uluntrtrjl}r lookod round to see whether Miss

Peirip was near. Had she been thers nothing would

Fhave been said beyond the shortest farewell greating.

Tiut Miss Petric was afar off, electrifying some Italian
Ly the vehemenee of her sentiments, and the andneion
volubility of a languzage in which all arbitrary re-
gtrictions were ignored. “Are you going?" ghe asked

“Well;—1 belisve I am. Sinee I saw you last
T've m:l.umnr.-ureﬂ Mias Poetrin again, and I'm rather de-
pressod.”

“Alj—youn don't know her. If you did jnuwuu]ﬂn’t
Lungh at her"

“Langh ot her! Indesd I do not do that; but when
I'm told thnt T'm to be thrown into the oven amd
burned becnuse I'm such a worn-out old institution n

“You don't menn to say that you mind that!™

“Wot mueh, when it comes up in the ordinary
course of eonversation; but it palls upon ene when it
iz asserted for the fourth or fifth time in an evening.

“Alas, alag!™ exclaimed Miss Spalding, with mock
EIErEy.

“And why, alas?"

“Beeause it 18 so impoessible to make the oil and
vinegar of the old world and of the new mix together
and suit each other."

“You think it is impossible, Miss Spalding?™

“1 foar ne. Wa are so terribly tender, and you
are always pinching us on our most tonder spot.  And
wa never meet you withont treading on your gouty
Locs."

—~T -n-—._'
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“ don't think my toes are gouty,” said he.

“T apologise Lo your own, individually, Mr. Glas-
cock; but 1 must assert that putionully you are subject
to the pent”

What fs, when I'm told over pnd over mrain that
Tm to be cut down and thrown into the oven——"

“Never mind the oven now, Mr. Glascock. If my
friond has been over-zealous T will Leg pardon for
hor, But it does seem to me, indeed it dees, with all
the reverenee snd partiality I bave for averything:
European,’—the word European wag an offence to pim,
and e shewed that §t was so by hiz countonanct,—
tihat the idicsynerasies of yoo and of us are so
radieally different, that we cannot be made to amol-
gamute and sympathise with each other thoronghly.”

He poused for some gaconds before he answered
her, but it was so evident by his manner that ha was
going to speak, that she could neither leave him nor
interrnpt bim.  “I bad thought that it might have
bieen otherwise,” he said at last, and the tone of his
voies wis so chamged as to make her know that he
wis in earmest

Ful she did not change her voice by a single note.
“T'm afraid it cannot ba eo,” she sald, speaking after
hor old fashion—half in earnest, balf in bunter. “We
may make up our minds to be very civil to each other
whin we mest The thrents of the oven may no
doubt be dropped on our side, and you may abatain
from expressing in words your sense of our in-
'rEI'iDI.'I'l}".."

o] mever expressed anything of the kind," he said,
fuite in ADgEr.

“T am taking you simply as the sample Engliah-
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man, not as Mr. Glaseock, who helped me and my
sigter over the mountains, Such of us s have to mest
in sociely may agree to be very comrteous; but
eourtesy and cordinlity are not only not the same, but
they are ineompatille "

“Why ga?"

“Courtesy is an effort, and cordislity is free. I
must be allowed t contradict the friend that T love;
but I assent,—too often falsely,—io what is said to
me by a pussing acquaintance. In epite of what the
Serspture says, I think it is one of the greatest pri-
vileges of a brother that he may eall his brother a
foal”

“8hall you desire to call yonr hughund a fool?™

“NMly hushand!”

“He will, I suppose, be at least as dear to you as
4 brother "

“I never hud a brother”

“"Your sister, then? It is the same, T EUppoga ™

“IF T were to have o bushand, T hope he wonld
be the dearest to me of all. Unless he weare an, e
certuinly would not be my hoshand. Dut between o
man and his wife there does not spring up that play-
fal, violent intimacy admitting of all Liberties, which
comes from early nursery nssociations; and, then, there
is the difference. of sex

“I ghonld not like my wife to call me a fool," la
suid.

“I hope she may never have oecasion to do so,
Mr. Glascock, Mirry an English wife in your own
clase,—us, of course, you will,—and then you will he
snfe,"
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“But I have set my heart fust on marrying am
American wife," be said.

“Then I can’t tell what may befall you. It's like
enongh, if you do that, that you may be ealled by
EDINE LAmE  YOU will think hard to bhear. JHuat }rnu'].l
thiuk better of §t. Like ghould pair with like, Mr.
(Hascoek. If you wers to marry ome of onr young
women, you would lose in dignity as mueh as she
would lose in comfort” Then they parted, and she
went off to say farewell to other guests.  The manner
in which she Dad answered what he boad said to, her
had cerininly bwoen of a nntare to stop any further
gpeech of the sume kind. Had she been gentlo with
him, then he would certuinly hove told ler that she
was the Awmoriean woman whom he desired o take
with him to his bome in England.

CHAFTER XXV

Doroihy’s Fakm,

Towanps the end of Fobruary Sir Peter Manerndy
deelored Miss Etauhur}- to he out of danger, and Mr.
Martin began to be sprightly on tha subject, taking to
himself’ no inconsiderable shara of the ]urui:-;u; nocruing
to ‘the medieal faculty in Ezeler generally for the
snving of a life g0 valuable to the city. “Yes, Mr.
Burgess," Bir Peter said o old Barty of the bank, “our
friend will get over it this time, and without any
gerions damage to her constitution, iF she will only tuke
care of herself” DBarty mnade some inandible grunt,
intended to indieate Lis own fndifference on the subject,
and ﬂnprﬂ&ﬂd hiis opinion to the chief clerk that old
Jemima Wideawnke,—as he was pleased o eall her—
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was one of those tough costomers whe would wever
die,  “It would be nothing to us, Mr. Barty, one way
or the other,” said the elerk; to which Barty Burgess
asvented with another gront.

Camilla Fronch declared that she was delighted to
licar the news, At this time thera had been some sort
of n reconcilintion botween her and ber lover.  Mrs.
French had extracted from him o promise that he
would not go to Natal; and Camilla had commeneed
the preparations for her wedding, His visita io Heavitree
werg a8 fow and far between as be could make them
with sy regard to decency; but the S1st of Murch
was coming on quickly, and as le was to be made a
possesgion of then for ever, it wns considered to bo
safe and well to allow him some liberty in his present
condition. “My dear, if they are driven, there ia no
Ekunowing what they won't do,” Mre Fronch enid to her
ganghter. Camille had submitted with eompressed lips
and n slight nod of her head. Bhe had worked very
hurd, but her day of reward was coming. It was fm-
possible not to pereeive,—both for her and her mothor,
—-ihint the scantiness of Mr. Gibson's nitention to his
futwre bride wns eanse of some weak triumph to
Arabolla.  Bhe said thal it was very odd that he did
not come,—and once added with a little sigh that he
uged to come in formor deys, alluding to those bhappy
days in which another love was paramonnt.  Camilla
eould not endore this with an equal mind, “Bolla,
dear,” she said, “we know what all that weans. Ha
has mude hiyv ehoice, and if 1 mn satisfied with what
he does pow, surely yoo need wot grumble” Miss
Stanbury’s illness bad undoubtedly been a great source

e brops or war Joight. IV, 19
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of contentment to the family at Heavitree, as they had
all been able to argue that her impending demise was
the natural consequence of her great sin in ihe matter
of Dorothy’s propnsed marriage. Whon, howover, they
heard from Mr. Martin that she would certainly recover,
that Bir Peter’s edict to that effect had pone forth,
they were willing to ackuowledge that Providenee,
having 5o far punished the sinner, was right in staying
its. hand and abetaiving from the fioal blow. “I'm
sure wa are delighted,” said Mrs. French, “for though
ghe has said eruel things of us,—and s0 uniree too,—
vet of course it is our duty to forgive her, And we
do forgive her"

Duorothy hid written three or four notes to Brooke
pinee his departure, which contained simple bulletina
of her annt's health. Bhe always bezan her letters with
“My dear Mr. Burgess," and ended them with “yours
truly."  She never made auy allusion to Brooke's de-
claration of love, or gave the slightest sign in her
letters o show that she even remembered it. At lust
ghe wrota to say that her annt was convilescent: and,
in making thiz announcement, ghe allowed herself some
enthusissm of expression. She was so happy, and was
so sure that Mr. Burgess would bo equally so! And
her aunt bad asked after hor *dear Brooke,” expressing
lier great satisfaction with him, in that he had come
down o see her when she had been almost too ill to
soe anyone. In answer to this there came to her a
real love-letter from Brooke Burgess. It was the first
oceasion on which ho hal written to ber.  The little
bulleting had demanded wo replies, and had received
none.  Perhaps there hnd been a shade of disappoint-
ment on Dorothy's side, in that she had written thrice,
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and had been made rich with no word in rotom. But, |
although her heart had palpitated on hearing the post- i

man's kuock, and bad palpitated in vain, she had told

lhersclf that it was oll as it should be.  She wrote i |
him, beeause she possessed information which it was
necessary that she should communiente, He did not |
write to her, because there was nothing for him te tell, |
Then had eome the love-letier, and in the love-letier I
there was an imperative demand for 4 reply.

What was shoe to do? To lave recourse to Priscilla
for advice was her first iden; bot she hersalf beliaved
thai she owed n debt of gratitnde to her aunt, which
Priseilln. would not take inte aceount—the existence
of which Priscilla would by no means admit. She
knew I'riseilla’s mind in this matter, and was sure
thut Priscilla’s advice, whatever it might be, would
be given without any regard to lber aunt's views.
And then Dorothy was altogether ignorant of her
aunt's views. Her aunt had been very anxious that
she should marry Mr. Gibson, bt had clearly never
admitted into her mind the idex that she might poesibly
marry Hrooke Durgess; and it seemed to her that she
herself would he dizhonest, both to her aust and o
her lover, il she were to bind this man to Lerself
without her aont’s koowledge. He was to he her
aupt's heir, and she wos maintained by her aunt’s
liberality! Thinking of all this, she at last resolved
that she would take the bull by the horns, and tell her
aunt. She: folt that the task would be one almost
bayond her strength.  Thries she went into her aunt's
room, intending to make a clean breast. Thrice her
eournge failed har, and she left the room with hor tale
untold, excusing herself on various pretextz. Her aunt

19%
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had soemed to be not quite so well, or had declared
herself to be tived, or had been a little cross;—or else
Martha had come in at the nick of time. But there
wis Brooke Durgess's letter nuanswered, —a lettor that
was rend night and morning, and which was never for
an ingtant out of her mind. Ho kad demnnded a reply,
and he bad a right at least to thot, The letter lad
been with her for four entire days before she had
ventured to gpeak to her nunt on the subjest.

On the first of March Miss Btnubury came out of
her bed-room for the first time Darothy, on the
previons day, had decided on postponing ber communi-
cition for this oceagion: bat, whoen ghe found Lisrself
sitting in the little sitting-room up-staire close at her
aunt's elbow, and perceived the signs of weakness
which the new move had made eonspicnons, and heard
the invalid declare that the Iittle journey had lieen
almost too much for her, her heart misgave her, She
vught to have told her tale while lier annt was still i
bed. Dut presently there came o question, which put
her into such n flutter that sho was for the time
devoid of all resolution. *““Has Brooke written?" said
Miss Stanbury.

“Yes,—naunt; bhe has weitton,"

“And what did he say?" Dorothy was stenck quite
dumb. “Is there anything wrong?" And now, as Miss
Stunbury asked the question, she seemed hersell’ (o
have forgotten that she had two minutes before de-
clared herself to be almost too feshle to speak. . “I’'m
sure there is something wrong, What is it? I will
know,”

“There is nothing wrong, Aunt Stanbury."

¥ Where is the letter? Lot me ses it,”
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“I mean there is nothing wrong about him."

YWhat ia it, then??

“Te iz quite woll, Aont Stanbury.”

8 how me the lotter. T will see the lotter. I know
that there i3 something the matter. Do you mean to
siy you won't ghew me Drooke's letter?™

There was o moment’s pause befors: Dorothy an-
swerad. "I will shew you Llis letter;—though 1 am
gtre he didn't mean that T should shew it to mny-
ona"”

S He hasn't written evil of med™

“No; no; no. He wonld soomer cot his hand off
thin sy a word bad of you.  He nevier sayd or writes
aﬂj‘lhiug had of am}rhmi].r. But Oh, aunt; Il
tell you everyihing. I should have told you before,
:rnl_lr' that yvou were ilL"

Then Miss Stanbury was feigltened. “What is it?"
ghe said loarsuly, claspine the arms of the great chadr,
each with a thin, shrivelled hand.

" Aunt Btanbury, Brooke,—Brooke,—wants me to
be his—wifal"

“What!"

“You ecannot be more sarprised than T have been,
Aunt Btanbury; and there hag been no fnlt of mine”

1 dom't believe it," sald the old womin.

“Now you may read the letter,” said Dorothy,
gtanding up. Bhe was quite propared to be obedicnt,
hut ghe felt that her aunt’s manner of receiving the
information was almost an fosult.

“He must be a fool," apid Miss Stanbury.

This wis hard to bewr, wnd the colour went and
EAT rulndl:,r aeroas Dorothy's choeks as she gave her-
golf o few moments to prepare an answer, E-]'.m u.lrﬂn.ﬂy
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porceived that her aunt would be altogether advorse to
the marriage, and that therefore the marrisge conld
never take place. She had never for a moment allowed
hersolf to think otherwise, but, navertheless, the blow
was heavy on her.  We all know how constantly hope
and expectation will rise high within our own hosoms
in opposition to our own judgment,—how we Lecome
sangning in regard to events which we slmost know
can never come to pass. Bo it had been with Dorothy.
Her heart had been almost in a flutter of happiness
since -she hnd had Brooke's letter in her possession,
nnd yet she never ceased to declare to herself her dwn
couvietion that that letter could lead to uo good result.
In regard to her own wishes on the subject she liad
never asked herself a single question. As it had been
yuite. beyond her power to bring harself to endurs the
idea of marrying Mr. Gibson, 0 it had been quite im-
possible to her not to long to be Brooke's wife from
the moment in which a suggestion to that effect had
fallen from his lips. This was a state of things so
cortain, so much a matter of course, that, though she
had not fpoken a word to him in which she owned her
love, she bnd never for a moment doubted that he
knew the truth,—and that everybody else concerned
would know it too. But she did not supposs that her
wishes would go for anything with her sunt.  Brooke
Hurgess was to become a rich mun as her sunt’s heir,
and her aunt would of course have her own ideas ahout
Hrooke's advancement in life. She was quite prepared
to submit without quarrelling when her aunt should
tell her ‘that the idea mmst uot be entertained. But
the order might be given, the prohibition might be
pronounced, without an insult to ber own feelings as
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woman, “He must be a foul,” Miss Stanbury bad eaid,
and Dorothy took time to eolleet her thoughts beforo
ghe would reply. In the mesntime her annt finizhed
the reading of the letter.

“1le may bo foolish in this," Dorothy said; “but I
don't think yon should eall him a fool”

“I shall ¢all him what T please. I suppose this
wns going on at the time when wyou refosed Mr.
Giibsom."

“Nothing was going on.  Nothing has gone on at
all," said Dorothy, with as mueh indignation as she
waf abla to assume,

“How can you tell me that? That is an untruth,”

“It is not—an untroth,” sald Derothy, almest
subbing, but driven at tho same time to much anger.

“To yon mean to say that this ia the first yon over
heard of i7" And she held out the letter, shaking it
in her thin hand.

“I have never said so, Aunt Stanbury.”

“Yeos, yoo did,"”

“I snid that nothing—was—jpoing on, when Mr,
ribsor—was——If you choose to suspect me, Aunt

tanbuey, Tl go away. 1 wom't stay here if you
suspeet me.  When Brooke spoke to me, I told him
you wounldn't like it"

“OF course 1 don't like it." But she gave no reason
why she did not like it

“And there was nothing more Gl this lettor come,
I couldn't help his writing to me. It wasn't my faolt”

“Pﬂhlt“

HTE you are angry, I am very BUETY: Bat yon
haven't a right to he 1n:|gry.“

*Go on, Dorothy; go on. I'm so weak that L ean

T
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hardly stir myself; it's the first moment that I've boen
out of my bed for weeks;—and of course you can say
what you please. I know what it will be. T shall
have to take to wy bed again, and then,—in a vory
littls time,—you can loth—make fools of yourselves,
—just na yom like."

This was ‘un argument against which Dorothy of
course found it to be quite impossible to make continued
combat, She eould only shufile her lotter back into
her pocket, and be, if possible, more assiduons than
ever in Ler attentions to the invalid.  Slia knew (lat
ghe had been trestod most unjustly, and thers would
be a question to be auswered as soon as her nunt should
be well as to the possibility of ber romaining in the
Close sulject to such injustice; but lot her aunt say
what she might, or do what she might, Dorethy eounlid
not leave her for the present, Miss Stanbury sat for
o eonsideralilo time fuite motionless, with her ayes
closed, and did net stir or moke signs of Nfe 1l
Dorothy touched her nrm, asking her whetler sho would
not take some broth which had been prepared for Ler.
“Where's Martha? Why does not Martha comef”
snid Miss Stanbury,  This was s hard Llow, and from
that moment Darothy belioved that it would be ex-
podient that she should return to Nuneombe Patney.
The broth, however, was tnkon, whils Lorothy sat by
in pilence.  Ooly one word further was said that
evening by Miss Stanbury abeut lreoke aud his love
affair,  “There must be nothing more about this,
Darothy; remember that; nothing at all. 1 won't have
it™  Dorothy made no reply. PBrooke's letter was in
her pocket, and it ghould be answered that night. On
the following day she would lst her aunt know what
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ghe had said to Brooke. Her aune ghould not see the
letter, but should be made acquainted with ite purport
in reference to Brooke's proposal of marriage,

“I won't have it!" That bad been her sunts
command. What right had her aunt to give any com-
mind upon the matter?  Then crossed Dorothy's mind,
ne she thought of this, a glimmering of an idea that
no one ean be entitled to issue commands who cannot
enforce obedience. If Brooke and she chosa to e
eome man and wife by mutual consent, how conld her
punt prohibit the marriage? Then there followed an-
nther ides, that commands are enforeed by the threaten-
ing and, if necessary, by the enforcement of pennltics.
Her aunt bad within her hand no penalty of which
Dorothy was afraid on her own behalf; but she had
the power of inflicting a terrible punishment on Brooke
Burgess. Now Darothy conceived that she hersell
would be the meanest creature alive if she were actunted
by fears us to money in her acceptance or rejection of
s man whom she loved as she did Brooke Burgess.
Brooke had an incoms of his own which seemed to her to
be ample for all purposes.  But that which would have
been sordid in her, did not seem to her {0 have any
glain of sordidness for him, He was o man, and was
bound to be rich if he could. And, moresver, what
bind she to offer in herself,—such a poor thing as was
she,—to make compensation to him for the loss of for-
tune? Her aunt eould inflict this penalty, and there-
fore the power was hers, and the power must be obeyed.
Bhe would write to Brooke in o manmer that shoold
convey to kim her firm decision. DBub not, the less on
that agcount wonld ghe let her sont know that she
twaght herself to linve been illused. It was an nsult

I
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to her, a most ill-natured insult—that telling her that
Brooke had been n fool for loving her.  And then that
acensation sgainst her of having been false, of f:un"iﬂg
given ope resson for refusing Mr Gibson, while there
wans nnother rensom in her leart,—of haviog been
cunning and then untrue, wos not to be endured.  What
would her annt think of her if she were to hear such
allegations withont indignant protest?  She would write
her letter, and sposk her mind to her aunt as soon as
her aunt should be well enough to hear it

As she had resolved, she wrote her letter that night
before she went to bed. Bhe wrote it with Hoodsg of
tears, and a bitterness of heart which almost songuered
her. Sha too had heard of love, sl had been tanght
to feel that the suecess or failure of & woman's lifa
depended upon that,—whether ghe did, or whether she
did not, by such gifts as God might have given to her,
attraet to herself some man stroug enongh, and good
enough, and loving enough to make straight for her
her paths, to bear for her her burdens, to be the father
of her clildren, the staff on which she might lean, and
the wall against which sho might grow, fesling the
sumshing, and sheltercd from the wind. 8he had ever
pgtimated her own value so lowly ns to have told her
self often that sueh goceess could mever come in her
wiy. From her varliest years sbe had regarded hor-
gelf as outside the pale within which snch joys are to
Lo found. She bad so strictly tanght Lerself to look
forward to n blank existence, that she bad learned to
do go without active misery. But not the less did gha
know where happiness lay; and when the good thing
ciume almost within her reach, when it seemoed thot
Giod had given her grifts which might. have sofficed,
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when a man had sought ber hand whose nature was
guch that she could have leaned on him with & tros
worship, could have grown againet him s sgainst o
wall with perfoct confidence, eonld have Iain with her
heed wpon his bosom, and bave felt that of all spots
that in the world was the most fitting for her,—when
this was all but grasped, and muat yet be abandoned,
there eame upon her spirit an sgony so bitter that she
had not before known how great might be the depth
of human disappointment.  But the letter was at lost
written, and when finished was as follows:—

“This Dloes, BExatar, March 1, 166—.
HDear Brooxe”
Thers had been many doubts about this; bul at
Tast they were conguersd, and the name wos written.

*T have shown your lotter to my aunt, ps I
am gure you will think was best. T should have an-
swered it before, enly that I thought that she was not
quite well encugh to talk about it.  She says, as I was
sure she wonld, that what you propese is quite oot of
the question. I am aware thut T am bound to obey
her; and ns I think that yon also cught to do so, [
ghall think no more of what you have said to me and
bave written. It is quite imposgible now, even if it
might have been possible under other eircumstances,
I shall slways remember your great kindness to me.
Perhaps 1 ought to say thet I am very gratefal for the
eompliment you have paid me. 1 sholl think of you
always;—till 1 die

" Balieve ma to be,
“Your vory sincere friend,
“Doroty Sraxpony.”

e
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The next day Miss Stanbury again came out of
her room, and on the third day, she was manifestly
becoming stronger.  Doruthy had as yet not spoken
of her letter, but was prepared to do so us soon as she
thought that a fitting opportnnity had come. She had
n word or two to gny for herself; but she most not
again subject herself to being told that she was taking
her will of her aunt because her aunt was too ill to defand
hergelf, But on the third dey Miss Stanbury herself
nsked the gquestion. “Ilave you written auything to
Brooka?" ehe psked. :

“I have answered his letter, Aunt Stanbury.”

"And what bave you said to him ™

“1 have told him that yon disapproved of it, and
thiut nothing more must be said about it

“Yes;—of course you mads me out to be an ogre.”

“1 don't know what you mean by that, annt. I um
sure that I told bim the truth.”

“May I see the lotter?”

“Tt has mone."

“But yon bave kept a copy,” raid Miss Stanbury,

“Yes; L have got a eopy,” replied Dorothy; “but
I would rather mot shew it. I told Lim just what 1
tell yon."

“Dorothy, it is not at all becoming that you should
Lave a correspondence with any young man of such a
nature that you should bo ashamed to shew it to your
aunt.” '

“I am not ashamed of anything,” said Dorothy
sturdily.

“1 don't know what young women in these days
have come to," econtinued Miss Stanbury.  “There s
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no respect, no subjection; no obedience, and too often
—ns modosty,”

“Does that mean” me;, Aunt Stanbury?" asked
Dorothy.

“To tell you the truth, Dorothy, T don't think o
sught to bave been receiving love-letters from Brooke
Burgess when 1 was lying ill in bed. T didn't expect
it of you. 1 tell yau fairly that T dido't expect it of
youn,"

Then Dorothy spoke out her mind. “As you think
that, Aunt Stanbury, I had batter go away, And if
you please I will,—when you are well enough to
spare me,"

“Pray don't think of me at all,” said her aunt.

“And as for love-letters,—Mr. Burgess has written
to me once. 1 don't think that there can be anything

immodest in opening a letter when it eomes by the-

post.  And as soon as I had it T determined to shew
it to you. As for what happened before, when Mr.
Burgess spoke to me, which was long, long afier all
that about Mr. Gibson was over, I told Lim that it
couldn’t be so; and I thought there wonld be no more
about it You were so ill that I could not tell VOl
Kow you know it all”

“1 have not seen your letter to him."

"1 ghall never shew it to anybody. But you have
gaid things, Aunt Stanhury, that are very cruel”

“Uf course!  Everything I say is wrong."

“You have told me that T was telling  untruths,
and you have ealled me—immodest. That is a terrible
word."

“You shouldn't deserve it then.”

“I never bave deserved it, and T won't bear it
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Ro; I wou't. If Hogh heard me called thuat word, T
believe ho'd tear the house down.”

“Hugh, indesd! He's to he bronght in boetween
ui;—is he?®

“He's my brother, and of course I'm obliped to
thiuk of him. And if you please, I'll go home as soon
85 you are well enough to spare me.”

Quickly after this there were very many lotiers
coming and going between the house in the Close and
the ladies ot Nunconhe Putney, and Hugh Stambury,
and Brooke Burgess. The eorrespondent of Brooke
Burgess was of course Miss Stanbury herself The
letters to Hugh and to Nuneombe Putney were written
by Dorothy, Of the former we nsed be told nothing
at the present moment; but the upshot of all poor
Duolly’s latters was, that on the tenth of March she was
to return home to Nuncombe Putney, share once more
her sister's bed and mother's povery, and abandon the
comforts of the (lose. Before this became a definiie
arrangement Miss Stanbury had given way in a certain
small degree. She had acknowledged that Darathy
bad intended wvo barm. But this was not enough for
Dorothy, who was conseions of no harm sither done or
intended.  Bhe did not specify her terms, or e uirn
specitically that ber aunt should make apology for that
word, immodest, or &t least withdraw it; but she re-
#olved that she would go unless it was most absolately
declared to have been applied to her without the
slightest reason. Bhe felt, moreover, that her aunt's
house ought to be open to Brooke Burgess, nnd that it
could not be open to them both, And so she went:—-
having resided under her aunt's roof between nine and
ten mopths,




S - -7 T ———

DOROTHY AT HOME. 303

“Good-hye, Aunt Btanbury," said Darothy, kissing
her aunt, with a tear in her eye and o sob in her
throat.

“Good-bys, my dear, good-bye” And Miss Stan-
bury, as she pressed her niecs's hand, left in it a bank-
e,

“I'm mueh obliged, sunt; I am indeed; but I'd
rather not."  And the bunk-note was Jeft ou the par-
lour tahle.

H CHAPTER XXVI
Trorodby ni Home,

Dorotiry was received at home with so much affec-
tiou and such expressions of esteem as to afford her
much consolation in her misery. Both her mother and
bher sister approved of her condoct.  Mra Stanbury's
approval was indeed accompanied by HEY eX[irossions
of regret as to the good things lost. She was fully
alive to the fact that life i the Close at Exetar way
hetter for her danghter than lifa in their little eottage
at Nuncombe Putney. The outward appearance which
Dorothy bore on her return home was proof of this.
Her clothes, the set of her hair, her Very gestores sind
motions had framed themselves on town ideas, The
faded, wildered, washed-gut look, the uncertain, pur-
poseless bewring which had come fron her secluded
life and subjection to her sister had vanished from her.
She had lived among people, and had learned some-
thing of their gait and carringe.  Money we know will
do almost everything, and o douht money had had
much to do with this, Tt is VEry pretty to talk of {he
alloring simplicity of a cloan ealico Eown; but poverty
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will shew itself to bo meagre, dowdy, and dragzled in
4 womnn'e dress, lot the woman be ever so simple,
gver su neat, ever go independent, and ever so bigh-
hearted.  Mrs, Btanbury was quite alive to all that her
yomnger danghter was losing,  Had she nol recoived
twa offers of marriage while she was at Exeter? There
wng no possibility that offers of marriage should be
made in the coitage ot Nomeombe Putney. A man
within the walls of the cotiage would have been son-
sidered ag much ont of place as a wild bull It had
hetn matter of deep regret to Mre. Stanbury that ler
danghter should not have found berself able to marry
Mr. Gibson. BShe knew that there was no matter for
repronch in this, but it was & misfortune,—a frroat Tis-
fortune,  And in the mother's breast there had been
a sad, unrepressed feeling of vegrot that young peiple
should so often loge their chances in the world thromzh
over-fancifulness, and ignorance as to their own' good.
Now when ghe heard the story of Brooke Burgess, she
could not but think that had Dorothy remained at
Exeter, onduring patiently sueh bard words ae her
aunt might epeak, the love affair might lave been
brought at some future time to a happy conclusion,
Bhe did not say all this; but there came on her a silont
melancholy, made expressive Ly oconstant little shink-
ings of the head and a continupd reproachful sndness
of demeanour, which was quite as intelligibile (o Priscilla
as wonld have been any spoken words. But Priscilla’s
approval of her sigters conduct was clear, oulspoken,
and gatisfactory.  She had been quite sure thal her
sister had been right about Mr. Gibson; and was
equally sure that she was now right sbout Brooke
Burgess. Priseilla had in her mind an ides that if
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B. B., as thay called him, was half as gl nm haor
alster represented him to be—for indead Dorathy en-
dowed lim with overy virtue consistent with bumanity,
—ho would not be doterred from his pursnit either by
Dolly’s letter or by Aunt Stanbory’s commands, But
of this she thought it wise to Ray mothing. She paid
Dally the warm and hitherto unaccastomed eompliment
of equality, assuming to regard her sister's judgment
nnd persistent independence to he vepnally steong with
her owny and, as she knew well, she could not have
gome further than this, “I never shall agres with you
ahdnt Aunt Btanbury,” she said.  “To me she BRGNS
io bo so imporions, so exacting, and also 5o unjust, as
to he unbearalle™

“But ghe is affoctionate,” snid Dinlly.

“Bo is the dog that bites you, aud, for anght 1
know, the horse that kicks you. But it is il living
with biting  dogs and kicking horses. But all that
matters little as you are still your own mistress, How
strange these nine mwonths have been, with you in
Exoter, while we bave been at the Clock Hovse, And
hore we are, together again in the old WY, just ns
though nothing had happened. But Dorathy knew
well that = great denl had hnppened, and that har Tife
eould never be ns it had been herstofore, The vory
tong in which her sister spoke to her was proof of this.
She bad an infinitely greator possession in herself than
had helonged to her before her residence at Exeter;
bt that possession was so heavily mortgngred amd so
burthened s to make her heliove that the change was
to be regretied.

At the end of the first weok thers eame a lotter
from Aunt Stanbury to Dorothy. It began by sying

i Teene hop wows Right, JI, 20
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that Dolly had left behind ber eertain gmall pProperties
which had now been made up in A parcel and sent by
the railway, enrriage prid. “But they woren't ming
ot all” gaid Dolly, allnding to certain books in which

she had taken delight. *“She means to give them to

you," eald Prigeilln, “and T think Yo must talo tlem,™ '
“And the shawl i3 no more mine than it is yours,
though I wore it two or three times fn the winter,"
Friseilla was of apinion that the shaw] st be teken
also. Then the lotier spoke of ilie writer's health, und
ot last fell into such a stenin of confidentinl gossip that
Mre. Stanbury, when she read it, could not nnderstand
that there had been a quarrel.  “Marthg pays that she
gaw Unmilla French in the strest to-day, such n guy
in her i !i]!f‘l’}" iR NEVEr Wwis spen t}[‘.ﬁ'ﬂ"l? I:le!l."i!ll o1
May-day." Then in the postseript Dorothy was ap-
Joined to answer this letier quickly. “None of your
ghort seraps, my dear,” said Aunt Stanbury,

“She must mean you to g back to her,” said Mre,
Btanbury.,

“No doubt she doss,” said Priscilla; *“but Dally
need not ro boewse my munt means it Wa are not
ber erentures,”

But Dorothy answered her aunt's letter in the spirit
in' which it lad been written.  Bhe asked after her
nunt's health, thanked her aunt fur the gift of the
books,—in each of which her nume had boen cloarly
written, protested shont the shawl, sent her love to
Martha and her kind regards to Jave, and xprosssd
a bope that C. F. enjoyed Dher new clothes.  Bhe
deseribed tha cotbire, and was fI.LI'II.I]r ahaut tlie |:,r|'|,1'|u|§u
stumpa in the garden, and at lnst sucepeded in eon-
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eocting -a long epistle. “1 sufipodn there will be a
regular correspondence,” said Priseills,

Two days afterwards, however, the eorrespondance
took altogether unother form. The cottage in which
thoy now lived was supposed to be beyond the heat of
the wooden-legred postman, and therefore it was noeca-
sary that they should eall nt the post-offies for their
letters. Om the morning in question Priscilla obtajned
a thivk lelter from Exoter for les maother, and knew
that it had come from her aunt, Her sunt eonld bardly
have found it necessary to eorrespond with Dorothy's
mother 40 soon after that letter to Dorolliy had heen
written had thers not arisen some viry peculiar cause
Priscilla, sfter much meditation, thought it better thut
the letter should be opened in Dorathy's nbsence, and
in Dorothy's absence the following letter was read hoth
by Priscilla aud her mother.

“The Close, Sisrok 19, 186—,

"Dzin Sieter Braxpoer,

“After much consideration, I think it best to sand
under cover to you the enclosed lottor from Mr. Brooke
Burgess, intended for your danghter Dorothy. You
will see that I huve opencd it and read it,—ns T was
tlearly entitled to do, the letter having been addressed
th my niesce while sho was supposed to be under my
enre. T do net like to destroy the letter, though, per-
baps, that would be best; but I would advise you to
do 8o, if it be possible, without shewing it to Doro-
thy. T have told Mr. Brooke Burgess what I have
done.

"I have also told him that I camnot sanction &
marringe hetween him and your danghter. There are
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many  ressond of old date,—not (o speak of present
rensons also,—which would make such & mArTinge
bhighly inexpediont. Mr, Brooke Burgess is, of conrse,
his own master, but your daughter understands com-
pletely how the matter stands,
"Yours truly;
“ Jesmina Sraweray.”

“What a wicked old woman!" euid Priseille. Then
thers arose a fuestion whether they should read Brooke's
letter, or whether they shonld give it unread to Doro-
thy. Priscilla denounced her aunt in the Rtrongést
language she could mse for having broken the seal,
**Clearly entitled,"—hoeansn Doarothy had been living
with herl" exclaimed Priscilla, “She can have no
proper conception of hounour or of honesty. She bad
uo more right to apen Dorothy's letter than ghe bad to
take her money." Mrs, Btanbury was very anxious to
read Brooke's latter, alleging that they would then be
able to judge whether it should be handed aver to
Dorothy. But Priseilla’s sense of right would not admit
of this. Darothy must recsive the lotter from her lover
with no further stain from unauthorised oyes than that
to which it had been already subjected. Bhe was

in, therefars, from the kitehen, and the whels
packet was given to her. “Your nont has read the
enclosure, Dolly; but we have not epened it

Daorothy took the packet without a word and st
herself down. Bhe first read her aunt's lotter Very
slowly. “Iunderstand perfeotly,” she said, folding it up
wlmost listlessly, whils Brooke's letter lay still un-
optned on her lap. Then she took it up, snd held it
awhils in both hands, while her mother nnd Priseilla
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watehed her. “Priseilla,” she snid, “do you read it
firat.”

Priscilla was immediately at her side, kissing her.
“No, my durling; no," ghe said; “it is for you to read
it." Then Dorothy took the procious contents from the
envelope, and opened the folds of the paper.  When
she hud read o dozen words, her eyes were so suffused
with tears, that she eould hardly make herself mistress
of the eontents of the letter; but she knew that it con-
tained renewed assurances of hop lover's love, and as-
syrance on his part that he would take no refissal from
her based on any other ground than that of her own
indifference to him. He had written to Miss Stanbury
to the same effect; but he had pot thought it necosanry
to explain this to Dorotly; nor did Miss Btanbury i
her lettar tell them that whe had received any com-
munication from him.  “Shall T resd i now?” gajd
Priscilla, as soon as Dorothy again allowed the letter
to fall inte her lap.

Both Priscilla and My, Btanbury rend it, and for
awhile they st with the two lotters among them with-
ont much specch about them. My, Btanbury was
endeavouring to make hersalf beliove that her gistar-in-
low's opposition might be overcome, and that then
Dorothy might be married, Priseilla was inquiring of
hersolf whether it would be well that Drorothy should
defy hor aunt —sn much, at any rate, would be well,
—~and murry the man, even to his deprivation of the
old woman's fortune.  Priscilla hod her doubts about
this, being very strong in her ideas of self-denial,
That her sister should put up with the bitterest djs-
appointment rather than injure the man she loved was
right;—but then it would alss be s extremely right to
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defy Aunt Stanbury to her teeth! Bat Dorathy, n
whose character was mixed with her mother's goftness
much of the old Stanbury strength, had no doubt in
her mind. Tt wis very sweot to be so loved. What
gratitude did she not owe to 0 man who was so true
to her! What was she that she should stand in his
wuy? To luy herself down that she might be ernshed
in his path was no more than she owed to him. Mre
Btanbury waz the first to epeik.

“L sppose he i a very good young man," ehe

gnid.
“I am sure he is;—a noble, true-hearted man." saiid
Frrizeilln,

“And why shouldn't he marry whom he pleases, as
long as she is respectable?” said Mrs. Btanbury.

“In some people’s oyes poverty is more disrepuiable ﬁ
than viee," enid Priseilln,

"“Your aunt bas been so fond of Dorothy,” pleaded
Mrs. Stanbury.

“Just as she is of her servants” said Priscilla.

Bat Dorathy said nothing. Hor heart was too full
to emabile her to defend her annt: nor ab the prosent
moment was she strong enough to make ler mother
understand that no hope was to b entertained. In ithe
conro of the day she walked ont with her sister on
the road towards Ridleigh, and there, standing among “

the rocks and forns, looking down upon the river, with
the buex of the little mill within Ler eare, she expluined
the feelings of her heart snd her mnny thoughts with o
flow of words stronger, as Priscilla thought, than she
bad ever used before.

“Tt is not what he would suffer now, Pris, or what
he would feel, but what he would feel tem, twenty years




i
s b

i 4 - b — . "
e ik i -l.-.-__-.........a.,n_ = i S —

DOROTHY AT HOME, 311

hence, when he would kuow that his childron would
have been all provided for, had he not lost his fortune
by marrving me "™

“He must be the only judge whother he profary
you to the old woman's money," sxid Priseilln,

“No, dear: not the only judge. And it fsn't that,
Pris,—not whick Lo likes best now, but which it is
best for him that he should have What eounld I do
for Lim#*

“You ean love him"

“Yes;—I can do that” And Dorothy pavssd a
moment, to think how exceedingly well she eould do
that one thing. “But what is thui? As you said the
iither day, a dog ean do that, I am not eclaver. |
can't play, or talk Prench, or do things that men like
their wives to do.  And T have lived here all my life;
nnd what am I, that for me he shoald lose o Eroat
fartune "

“T'hat is bis look out,”

“No, dearest;—it is mine, and T will look out, T
shall be able, at any rate, to remember always that [
have loved him, and have not injured him. He may
bhe angry with me now,"—and therg wag a feeling of
pride at her heart, as she thonglt that he wonld be
nugry with her, becanse she did not go to him,—“hut
he will know at lust that T have been as good to him
28 I knew how to L™

Then Priscilla wound her arms round Dorothy, and
kissed ber. “My sister,” she Buid; “my own sister]”
They walked on further, discussing the matter iy all
ita bearings, tulking of the act of pelf-denial which
Dorothy was called on 1o perform, as though it were
somo abstract thing, the performance of which was, or
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perhaps was not, imperaiively demanded by the laws
which should govern bumanity; but with no idea on
the mind of either of them that there wus any longrer
it doubit ns to this special matter in hand,  They wore
away from home over three hours; and, when thoy ro-
turned, Dorothy at once wrote her two lotters, Thay
were very simple, and very short. She told Brooke,
whom she now addressed as “ear Mr. Burgess,” that
it conld not be as he would have ity and slw tald Jier
wunt,—with gome terse independence of expregsion,
which Miss Stanbury quite understood,—thiat she had
considered the matter, and had thouglit it right to refuse
Mr. Burgeass offer.

“Dan't you think she is very much changed 7" wid
Mes. Btanbury to her aldest idmughtar.

“Not clanged in the lenst, mother; but the sun has
opened thy bod, and sow we e the froie" -

CHAPTER XXVIL
Bir. Teeeslo at Hame.

It had now eome to pass that Trevelyan had not
& friend in the world to whom hLe conld wpply in the
matter of his wife and family. In the lust eOmmumic-
tion which he had received from Lady Milborough she
had seolded him, in terms that were for her severs,
because be hud not returned to his wife and tiken her
off with him te Naplee. Mr. Hideawhils had found
himself obliged to deeline to mive in the matter at all.
With Hugh Stanbury Trevelyan had had a direct
quarrel.  Mr. and Mrs, Outhouse he refarded as hitter
cnemids, whe had taken the port of his wife without
any regard to the decencies of lifs. And gow it had
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eome to pass that his sole remoining ally, Mr, Samuel
Hozzle, the ex-policeman, was becoming weary of his
service. Trovelyan remained in the north of Italy up
to the middle of March, spending  fortune §n sending
tolegrame to  Bozale, instigating Boxsle by all il
means in his power to obtain possession of the child,
desiring him at one time to poiinee down upen the
parsonage of 5t Diddulph's with a battalion of police-
men armed to the teeth with the lnw's authority, and
at another time suggesting to him to find his wiy by
stratagem into Mr. Outhouse's castle and Larry off the

ild in his arms. At lust he sent word to aay that he
himself would be in England before the end of March,
and would see that the majesty of the law should be
vindicated in his favonr,

Bozzle had in truth made but one personal applien-
tion for the child ae St Diddalpl's. In making this
he had expeeted no Fuccess, though, from the entrgetio
nature of his disposition, he had made the wttempt with
sowe zeal But he had never spplied agnin at the
parsonage, disregarding the letters, the telegrama, and
aven the promises which had come to lirs from his
employer with snch frequency. The truth was that
Mrs. Bozzle was opposed to the proposed separation
of the mother and the child, and that Boszle was o
mau who listened to the words of his wife. Mrs.
Borzle was quite prepared to admit that Madome T,
—as Mrs. Trevelyan had eomo to be called at No, 5,
Btony Walk,—was no better thay she should be. Mes
Bozzle was disposed to think that ladies of quality,
among whom Madame T, was entitled in her estimation
bo take rank, wore seldom better than they anght to he,
and ehe was quite willing that her husbang should
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earn bLis bread by watching the lady or the lady's
lover. Bhe had participated in Bozsle's triumph whon
he had discovered that the Colonel bad gone fo
Devonshire, and again when he had lenrned that the
Lothario had been ar St Diddulph’s. And had the
cise been bronght before the judge ordinary by means
of her husband’s exértions, she would have tidien ple-
surg in reading every word of the evidence, oven
though Ler husband should have been ever so roughly
handled by the lawyers But now, when a demand
was made upon Bozzle to violate the sanctity of the
clergyman’s house, and withdraw the child by force or
stratagem, she began to perceive that the palmy days
of the Trevelysn affair were over for them, and that
it wonld be wise on her hushand's part gradunlly ts
back out of the gentleman's employment. “Just pus
it om the fire-back, Bozgle,” she said one morning, as
ber hushand stood before her reading for the second
time a somowhat lemgthy epistle which bad reached
him from Ttaly, while he held the baby over Lis
shonlder with his left srm,  He had Jnst washed him-
self at the sink, and though his fase was clean, his
hair was rongh, and his shirt sleeves were tneked up.

“That's all very well, Maryanna; but when a party
has took a gent's money, a party is bound o go
through with the job.”

“GEammon, Bozgle.”

“It's all very well to fay gammon; but his money
has been took,—aud there's more to come."

“And ain't yon worked for the monay,—down to
Hexotor one time, aeross the water pretey woll day
and night watching that ore clergyman's ‘ouse like n
cat? What more'd he have? As to the child, I won't
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hear of it, B. The child shan't come hare. We'd all
be shewed up in the papers as that black, that they'd
hoot us along the streets. It ain't the regular line of
buginess, Bozele; and thers ain't no good to be got,
never, Ly going off the regilar line”  Wherenpon
Bozzle scratolied his lead and again read the leiter,
A distinet promise of & hundred pounde was mads to -
him, if he would have the child ready to hand over (o i
Trevelyan on Trevelyan's arrival in Tngland,
“It ain't to bo done, you know,” said Bozzle. r
HOf eourse it nin't,” said Mrs. Boszle.
“It ain't to be done anyways;—not in my way of J
business.  Why didn't bhe go to Skint, a5 I told him, l
4
!
i
r

when his own lawyer was too dainty for the job? The
paternal parent has a right to his hinfants, ne donht.”
That was Bozzle’a law.

“I don't believe i, B

“DBut he have, T tal] you"

“He ean't suckle 'em;—can be? I don’t helieve
a-hit of Lis rights.”

“When a marricd woman has follawers, and ithe

husband don’t go the wrong side of the post too, or it 1
ain’t proved agmin him that he do, they'll never lot i
her have nothing to do with the ehildren. It"a bean |
hefore the court a hundred times. He'll got the ehild [
fast enongh if he'l o hefore the eonrl™ §

“Anyways it ain't your buginess, Bozzle, and don't
you meddls nor make. The money’s wood money ns
long as it's honest earned; but when you coing to
rampaging and breaking into a gent's house, (hen |
iy money may be had a deal too hard” In (his
speeial letter, which bad now come to hand, Bozzle
was not instrneted o “rampage.” He was simply de-
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aired tor make n further official roguigition for the boy
at: the: parsonage, and to explain to Mr. Outhonse, Mes.
Uuthonse, and Mrs, Trovelyan, or to a8 many of them
a8 he conld contrive to see, thot BMr. Trevelyan was
im‘mm.i:[rimlj abiont to return to London, and that he
would put the law inlo execulion if, his son wers not
given up to bhim at opee. “I' tell yon what it is;
B.," exeloimed Mre. Bozele, “it's my belief as he ain’t
gquite right np bere;” and Mre Bozsle touched her
foraloead.

“Tt's love for her ag hns dons it then,
shiking lis head.

“I'm not o taking of Ler part, B. A woman as
lins a hosband as finds her with ber witbels ;I"r:q._fl;tlrn'r
and with what's decent and comfortable boside, ooght l

" gaid Bozzlo,

to be contented. I've never said no other than thal.
I ain't no patience with your saucy madames as can't
remembor a8 they're eating an honest man's bresd.
Drat 'em all; what is it they wants? They don't
Enow what thr:':.r wants.  Its just hidlencss,—cause
thers ain't & ho'porth for 'em to de. It's that as
mokes ‘gm J won't say what. ' But as for this hers

. child, B. * At that moment there came o knock
nt the door. Mre. Bozzlo going into the passuge,
opened it herself, and saw a strange gentleman. Boxzle,
who had stood at the inner deor, saw that the gentle-
man wae Mr. Trevelyan.

The letter, which was still in the ex-policaman's
hand; had reached Btony Walk on the previous day;
but the master of the house had been sbsent, finding
out facts, following up his profession, and earning an
lionest penny, Trevelyan bad followed his letter

_ guicker than he had intepded when it was writton,
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and was now with his prime minister, hefore lis prime
minister had been able to take any action on the last
instruction received. “Does one Mr. Bamuel Bogzle
live here?" asked Trevelyan. Then Bozzle eame for-
ward and introduced his wife, There was no one else
présent exeept the baby, and Boxzle intimated that lot
matters be as delicate as they might, they eould be
diseussed with perfeet seeurity in his wife's presence.
But Trevelyan was of a different opinion, and he was
disgusted and revolted ,—maost unreasonahly,—hy the
appearanes of liz minister’s domestie arrangements,
Bogzzla lnd nlﬂ'n:rs waited npHin him with a decent coat,
and a well-brushed hat, and clean shoes, It s very
much easier for such men as Mr. Bozzle to earry
decency of appearance about with them than to keep
it at home. Trevelyan had never belioved his ally to
be more than an ordinary ex-policeman, but he had
not eonsidered how unattractive might be the interior
of a private detective's private residence,  Mrs, Bozzle
had set m choir for lim, hot he had declined to sit
down. The room was dirty, and very close,—as thongh
no hreath of air was ever allowed to find entrance
tlere. “Porhaps you eould put on your coat, and |
walk out with me for a fow minutes," said Trovelyan, :
Mrs, Bozzle, who well understood that business wus i
business, and that wives wore not business, felt no |
anger af this, and handed her hosband bis best coat

The well-brushed bat was fetched from a euphoard, :
and it was astonishing to see how cosily and how X
quickly the owtor respectability of Bozzle was. re- {
stored
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S Well 2" said Trevelyan, as soon as they were to-
gether in the middle of Btony Walk.
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*T'here hasn't been nothing to be dooe, gir,” said
Bozzle,

“Why not?” Trovelyan could perceive at onee
that the authority which he had once respected bad
gone from the man, Bozzle nway from his own home,
out on husiness, with his coat buitomad over his breast,
nnd ki Lest bat in his hand, was aware that he com-
manded respect, —and ho conld curry himself aceord.
ingly. He knew himself to be somebody, and could
bhe vasy, self-confident, eonfidential, eevers, aothori-
tative, or oven arrogant, as the eireumstances of the
moment might demand.  Hut he had boen found with
his coat off, and o baby in Lkis arms, and he could not
recover himself. I do not suppose that anybody will
fquestion my right to have tho care of my own child,”
paid Travelyan.

“If you would bave gome 6 Mr. Skint, sir,—"
goprested Bozzle.  “There ain't uo smarter geat In all
the profession, sir, than Mr. Skint”

Mr. Trovelyan made no roply to this, but walked
on in gilence, with his minister at his elbow, He was
vory wretched , understanding well the degradation io
which be was subjjecting himself in discussing hi= wifo's
conduct with this man;—hut with whomn eles could le
dizcoss it? The man seemed to ba meaner now than Le
had been before he had been seen in his own Lbome. And
Trevelyan was conscious too that he himself was not
in outward appearance as he nsed to be;—that ho was
ill-dressed, and haggard, and worn, and visibly a
wroteled being, . How ean auy man care to dress him-
self with attention who is always alone, and always
miserable when alone? Daoring the months which lad
pussed over him since he had sent his wifo away from
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him, his very nature had beon altered, and he himself
was aware of the change, As he went aubout, his BYEE
were ever cast downwards, and he walked with & quick
shuffling gait, and he suspected others, faeling that he
himself was suspscted. And all work had ceaved with
him. Since she had left bim he had not read a gingle
book that was worth the reading. And he knew it all.
He was conscions that he was becoming disgraced and
degraded. He would sooner have shot himself than
Liave walked into Iis club, or even have allowed him-
self to be seen by daylight in Pall Mall, or Piceadilly,
He had taken in Lis misery to drinking little drops of
brandy in the morning, although he knew well that
there was no shorter road to the devil (ian that apened
by such a habit. He looked up for a moment at Bozzle,
and then asked him a question.  “'Where is he nowp"

“You mean the Colonel, sir. He's up in town, sie,
a minding of his parlinmentary duties. He have beag
up all this month, e

“They haven't met?"

Bozgle pansed s moment bafore hie replied, and then
smiled as he spoke. “It i3 so hard to say, wir. Ladies
I5 60 cute and eunning, I've watehed as sharp ns
watching ean go, pretty near. I've put & youngster on
at each hend, and both of 'em *d hear a monse stirring
in his sleep. I ain't got no evidence, Mr, Trevelyan.
But if you ask me my opinion, why in conrse they've
been together somewhere, [t stands to reason, Mr
Travelyan; don't it?” And Bozsle as he said Lhis
smiled almost alond.

"D——n and b——t it all for ever!” suid Tre-
velyan, gnashing his teeth, and moving away into Union
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Hireet ns fast as be conld walk. And lie did go away,
leaving Bossle standing in the middle of Stony Walk.

“He's disturbed in his mind,—quite "orrid," Boszla
pnid when he got back to lLis wife. “Ile cursed and
gwore a8 made ovon me feal Lad."

SR pnid bis wife, *da you listen to me.  Geb in
what's & bowing, and don’t yon have nothing mare to
di with 18"

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Anetbor Slruggle,

S Mawwavoxs and Lady Rowley were to reach
Euglapnd about the end of March or the heginning of
Aprily and both Mre Prevelyan snd Norn Howley wore
ilmost sick for their arrival. Both their nnele and annd
Lind done very much for them, had been truo to them
in their need, and had submitted to endloss diseomforts
in order that their nieces might have respectable shelter
in their grent need; but nevertheless their conduet lind
not been of - a kind to prnﬂum either love ar friendship.
Bach of the sisters folt that slo had been mueh hotter
off at Wuneombe Pulnu?, and that either the woeakneas
of Mre. Stanbury, or the hardness of Priseilla, was pre
forable to the repulsive forbesrance of their clerical
host. He did not scold them. He nover throw it in
Mre. Trevelyan's testh that she had been separnted
from her husband by her own fault; he did not tell
them of his own discomfort. But he showed it in every
pesture, ‘and spoke of it in every tone of Lis voieo;—
g0 that Mrs. Trevelyan could not reéfrain from apologising
for the misfortune of her presence,

“er dear,” Le said, "thillgn. can't he pleasant and
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nnpleasant at the same time.  You were quite right to
vome here. I am plad for ull our eakes that Sir Mar
maduke will be with us so soon.”

She had almost given up in her mind the hopa
that she had long cherished, that she might some day
he able to live again with her husband. Every stop
which he now took in reference to her seemed i, be
frrompred by so hittor an hostility, - that ghe could net
bat believe that she was hateful to him.  Huow was it
possible that n hushand and his wife should ngain come
together, when there had been hetwess them snel an
edissary a8 a detective policoman?  Mrs, Trovelynn
had grodually come to learn that Bozzla had been at
Nuneombe Putney, watching her, and to be awnare that
she was etill under the surveillanes of his eye. For
some monthe past now she had neither spey Colonel
Ushorne, nor heard from him. He had certainly by
his folly done much to prodoee the ruin which had :
fallen upon her; but it never oceurrsd to her to Llame |
him. Indeed she did not kuow that he whs Halilo to
blume.  Mr. Outhoise always epoke of him with in-
dignant seorm, and Nora had lenrned to think that
miich of their misery was due to his imprudence,  Tut
Mrs. Trevelyan would not ses this, and, net seeing i,
was more widely separnted from her husband than she
would have been had she acknowledged that any ex- L
cose for his misconduct had been afforded by the vanity
and folly of the other man.

Lady Rowley had written to have a furnished howse
taken for them from the first of April, and a house had
been secnred in Manchester Street. The situation in
question is not one which is of itself very charning,
ner is it supposed to be in a high degren fashionable;

dfe bigse ha wax Rights 7, 2l
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but Nora looked forward to ber escape from St Did-
dulph's to Manchester Btreet as though Paradise were
to be re-opened to her as soom as she should be there
with her father and mother.  She was quite clear now
as to her course about Hugh Stanbury, She did not
doubt but that she could so argue the matter as to get
the eonsent of her fatlier and mother.  Bhe felt herself
to be altogether aliered in her wiews of life, since ex-
perience had eome upon Ler, first st Nuncombe Putney,
and after that, much more heavily and seriously, at St.
Diddulph's. Bhe looked hack ss thongh to a ehildjsh
drenm to the idens which had prevailed with her when
gho had told herself,  as she nsed to do eo frequently,
that she was unfit to be a poor man's wife. Why should
she ba more unfit for sach a position than another® OfF
conrsa iliore were many thonghis i her mind, mueh of
memory if nething of regret, in regard to Mr. Glascock
and tha splendour that had been offered to her.  She
had had her chanca of heing a rich man's wife, and
hnd rejected it,—had rejected it twice, with her eFes
open.  Readers will say that i she loved Hugh Stan-
bury with all her heart, there could be nothing of regret
in ber reflections. But we ure perhaps accustomed in
judging for ourselves and of others to draw the lines
too sharply, and io sny that on this side He viee, folly,
hearilessness, and groed,—and on the other lonour,
love, troth, and wisdem,—the goeod and the bad cach
in its own domain. But the good and the bad mix
themselves o thoronghly in our thonghta, even in our
aspirations, that wo must look for excellence rather in
svereoming evil than in freeing ourselves from its in-
Huenee. Thers had been many moments of regrot with
Nora;—but none of remorse. At the very moment in
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which she had sent Mr, Glascock away from her, and
bad felt that he had now been sent away for alwiys,
ghe Lad been full of regrot.  Hinee that thers had been
many hours in which ghe had thought of her swn self-
lesson, of thut teiching by which she had striven to
convinee herself that she conld never fitly become & poor
man's wife, But the upshot of it all was healthy
pride in ‘what she had doue, and a strong resolution
that ghe would make shirts and hem towels for her
husband if he required it. It had been given her to
thoose, and she bad chosen. She had found herself
unable to tell & man that she loved him when she did
not love him,—and equally unable to eoncenl the love
which she did feel. “If he wheeled u barrow of Lirrasi s
ibout the street, 1'd marry him to-morrow,” she gaid
to her sister one afternoon as they were sitting togother
in the room which ought to have heon her unele's
study.

“If he wheeled a big barrow, you'd have to wheel
a little one,” eaid her sistor.

“Then I'd do it. 1 shouldn't mind. Thers bas
been this advantage fn St, Diddulph's, that nothing ean
be triste, nothing dull, nothing ugly after iL."

“It may be so with you, Wora;—that is in imagiii-
ation."

“What 1 mean js that lving here has tanght me
much that T never conld have learned in Curzon Stroot.
1 used to think myself such a fine young womamn,—
but, upon my word, T think mwyeelf o finer ene now."

“I don’t quite know what your mean.”"

“I don't quite know myself; but I nearly know. I
do know this, that T've made up my own mind alout
what I mean to do.”

aiw
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“You'll change it, dear, when mamma is here, and
things ara comfortable again.  It's my belief that Mr.
laseock would come to yon again fo-merrow il yon
would let him.” Mrs. Trevelyan was, naturally, in
complete ignorance of the experience of transatlantic
oxcellence which Mr. Glascock had encountered in
Ttaly.

“Hut T certainly should not let him. How would
it be possible after what T wrote to Hugh?"

“All that might pass away,” said Mrs. Trevelyan,
— slowly, after a long pouse q

“All what might pass away? Have I not given
him a distinet promise? Have I not told him that T
loved lLim, and sworn that I would be true to him?

Can that be made to pass away,—even if one wished
it

“Of conrse it ean. Nothing need be fixed for you
till you have stood at the altar with a man and been
made his wife, Yon may choose siill. 1 can never
elhionse again,”

“1 never will, at any rate," said Nora

Then thers was snother pause. It scems strango
to me, Nora," said the elder sister, “that after what
you have seen you should be so keen to be married to
any one'"

“What is a girl to do?"

“Hetter drown herself than do as I have done
Only think what there is before me. What I have
pone throngh is nothing to it.  Of eourse I must go
Lack to the Islands. Where else am I to live? Who
elpe will take mo?"

“ifome to us," said Wora.

“Us, Nora! Who are the us? But in no way
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would that bo possible. Papan will be hdre, perhaps,
for wix months,” Nora thought it quite possible that
she might have a homo of ber own before six months
wera passed,—even though she might be wheeling the
smaller barrow,—but she wonld not say 80, “And by
thut time everything must be decidod.”

*1 suppose it must.”

“OF eourse papa and mamma must go back," snid
Mra. Trevelyan.

“Papn might take a pension. He's entitled o o
pension now.”

“Hell never do that ay long as he ean have em-
ployment. They'll go back, and T must g0 with thom.
Who else wonld take me in?™

“I know who would take you in, Emily."

"My darling, that is romanee, As for myself, I
should not care where T went. If it were even to re-
main here, I could bear it"

“I eould not,” said Nora, decisively,

“It is se different with you, dear, [ dont Bup-
pose it ia possible I should take my boy with ma to
the Islands; and how—am I—tq go—unywhers—uwritl-
ot him?" Then ghe hroke down, and fall into a
paroxysm of sobs, and was in very truth a broken-
hoarled woman,

Nora was silent for some minutes, but at last sl
spoke.  “Why do you not go back to him, Emily?"

“How am T to go back to him? What am I Lo
do to make him tuke me back?" At this VEry moment
Trevelyan was in the housa, hut they did not know if.

“Write to him," said Nora,

“What am T to say? In very truth T do believe
that he is mad. If I write to him, should I defend

T
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mysell or mceuse myself? A dozen times I Lave
striven. to write sueh n letter,—not thae T mirht eepd
it, but that T might find what I eould gny should T
ever wish to send it, And it is impassible, I ean '
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only tell him how unjust he has been, how ernel, how
mad, how wicked " :

“Conld you not say to him simply thisf—'Let us
bhe together, wherever it may be; and lot bygonos he
hyzones.'

“While' he is watehing me with a policeman ?
While he is still thinking that T entertain a—Tlovegp?
While' he believes that T am the Dbase thing that lig
has dared to think me?”

“He bas never bolieved 7t

“Then how can he be such a villain s to treat mo
like this? T econld not go to bim, Norn;—not unless ‘L
I went to him ns one who was known to be mad, over
whom iu lis wretched eondition it would be my duty
tn keep watch. In no other way eould 1 avereome my
n]aiurirmnuﬁ of the outrages to which he has g brjocted
mie,

“But for the child's sake, Emily."

“Ah, yes! TIf it were simply to grovel in the dnst
before him it should be done. If humiliation would
suflice,—or any sclf-abasement that were posgibla o
ma!  But I should be false if T said thas I look for-
ward to any such possibility, How ean he wisl fo
have me back again after what he has sajd and done?
I am his wife, and he has disgraced me before all men
by his own words. And what have T done, that T
should not bave done;—what left undone on his bohalf
that T ghould have dome? Tt is hard that the fnlisls
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workings of a weak man’s mind should be able g
completely to ruin the prospoets of o woman's lifw?™

Nora wae beginning to answer this by atlempiing
to shew that the husband's madness was, perhaps, only
temporary, when there came a knoek at the door, and
Mrs, Outhouse was at once in ths rogm. It will be
well that the reader should know what had tnken place
at the parsonage while the twa gisters lud Leen to-
gother up-stairs, 5o that the nature of Mrs, Outhouse’s
wission to them may explain itself.  Mr. Outhouse had
been in his closet down-stnirs, when the muid-servant
brought word fo him that Mr. Trevelyan wag in the
parlour, and was desirous of gocing  him;

“Mr. Trevelyan!™ said the unfortunate elereyman,
bolding up both his hands. The servant rmderst pod
the tragic fmportance of the ‘occasion quite as well us
did her master, and simply shook her head.  *Has
your mistress feen him?" said the master, The girl
again ghook hor head, % Auk Your mistress to come (o
me,” eaid the elorgymen.  Then the girl disappeared;
and in o fow minutes Mrs, Outhonse, equally imbued
with the tragic claments of (he duy, was with her hus-
band,

Mr. Outhouse began by declaring that no congider-
tion should induee him to soe Trevelyan, and commis-
sioned his wife 10 po to the man angd tell him that he
must leave the house.  When the unfortunate Wotni
expressed an opinion that Trevelyun had some legal
rights upon which hie might probably insist, Mr. Out-
louse asserted roundly that he could have no legal
right to remain in that pardonage ngainst the will of
the reetor, “If he ‘wants to claim his wife and elild,
he must do it by Tuw,—not by foree; and thank God,
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Sir Marmnduke will be here before he can do that”
“Bot I can't mnke him go,” said Mrs Outhonse,
“Tell Lim that you'll send for a policeman,” said the
elergyman,

It had come to pass that there had been messages
backwards and forwards between the visitor and the
master of the house, all exrried by that unfortunate ludy.
Trovelyan did not demand that his wife and ehild
should be given up to him;—did not even, on this oeea-
sion, demand that his boy should be surrendered io
himy,—now, at onee.  He did say, very repeatedly, that
of conrse he must have his boy, but scemed to imply
that, under certain cireumstances, he would be willing
to takn his wife to live with him again. This appeared
to Mres, Outhouse to be so manifestly the one thing
that was desieable,—to be the only solution of the dif
ficulty that could be admitted as a solution at all—
that she went to work on that hint, and ventured to
catertain a Lope that a reconcilistion might be effectad.
She implored. her husband to lend a hund to the wiirl g
—hby which she intended to imply that he should not
only eee Trovelyan, but consent to meet the sinner on
friendly tarms. Hut Mr, Outhouse was on the oceasion
even more than cnslomarily obstinate:  His wifs might
do what she liked. He wonld neither meddle nor make.
He would not willingly see Mr. Trevelyan in his own
house;—unless, indeed, Mr. Trevelynn should attempt
to foree lis way up into the nursery. Then he gajd
that which left no doubt on his wife's mind that, should
any violence be attempted, her husband would man-
{ully join the mélde,

But it soon became evident that no such ritempt
was to be mude on that day. Trevelyan was lachry-
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mose, henrthroken, and a Bight pitiable to hehald,
When Mes., Outhouse loudly nssertod that his wifs had
nol sinmed againgt him in the least—“not in a tittle,
Mr. Trevelyan,” sha repeated over and over aguin—
he boegan to assart himaelf, declaring that slie had seen
the man in Devenshire, and eorresponded  with him
sinee she had been at 8t Diddulph's; and when the
lady had declared that the latter assertion was untrue,
he had shaken his head, and had told her that perhaps
she did not know all. But the misery of the man hind
ity effect upon her, and at Iagt she proposed to be the
bearer of 4 message to his wife, He had demanded
to see his child, offering to promise that he would uot
atlempt {o take the boy by foree on this necasion,— :
saying, also, that his eluim by law was go good, that
no force eould be necessary. It was proposed by Mrs.
Outhonse that be should frst see the motlier,—and to
this he at last assented. How blessed n thing would
it bo if these two persons could he induced to forget
the troubles of the last twalve months, and ones maore
to love and trust each other! “But, sir;” said Mra,
Outhouse, putting her hand upon his arm;i—"you must
not upbraid her, for she will not hear 3. *Bhe knows
nothing of what is due to a husband,” snid Travelyan,
gloomily. The task was not hopeful; but, nivertholags,
the poor woman resalved to do her best.

And now Mrs, Outhouse was in her nigee’y
asking her to go down and spe her husband.  Littls
Louis had at the time beon with the nurse, and the
very moment that the mother heard that the child's
father was in the house, she jumped up and rushed
away to get possession of her treasure. “Has he come
for baby?" Nora asked in dismay. Then Mrs. Out-

I g b e 1 g - — =
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bouse, auxions to obtain o convert 1o hor presont views,
boldly declared that Mr. Lrevelyan bad wo such in-
tention, Mra. Trevelyan came back at oneas with the
boy, and then listened to all Ler nunt's arguments.
“Bot T will not take Laby with mo," she sxid. At
last it was decided that sho should go down alone, and
that the child should afterwards be taken to his father
in the deawing-room; Mrs, Outhouse pledging herself
that the whole household should combing in her defenes
ift Mr. Trevelyan shonld attempt to take the child out
of that room. *“But what am I to gny to lim P she
askd,

“Bay ns little as possible," taid s, Chitlinmisg,—
“exeept to make him understand that he has bieom in
error in imputing fanlt to yoi,"

“He will never understand that,” said Mrs, Tre-
velynn,

A considernble tims elapsed afior that boefors gl
could bring herself to deseend the stairs. Now that
her hnshand was so pear her, amd that hor aunt hiad
asgured her that she might reinstate bergalf in Loy poi-
tion, if' she could only abstain from raying lard words
to him, she wished that he was away from her again,
in Italy, Bhe know that she could not refrain from
hnrd words. How was it possible that she should vin-
dieate her own hononr, without asserting with all her
strength that she lisd been ill-used; and, to speak truth
on the matter, Ler love for the man; which had
ouco been true and eager, had been quelied Ly the
troatment ghe had received, Sha had elang to her love
in some shape, in spito of the sccusations made agninst
lier, till she had hoard that the policeman had beep
set upon her heels. Could it be possible that any wo-
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man should love o wun, or g least that any wife
ghould Tova a busband, after such usago as (hat? At
lust she crept gently down the stairs, and stovd at the
parlonr-doar,  She listened, and eould hear his steps,
45 he paced backwards and firwards through the rosm.
Bhe looked back, and conld soe the face of the sorvnt
peering ronnd from the kitchen-stairs, She eould not
endure to bo watched in lor wisery, and, thus driven,
she opened the parlour-door.  “Louis " ghe said, walk-
ing into the room, “Annt Mary hus desired me to eome
to von."
S Emily!" he exclaimed, and ran to her and em-
braced her. She did not seek to stop Lim, but she
did not return the kiss which he gave her. Then he
beld her by her hands, and looked into her face, and
the eould see how Strangely he was altered. She
thought that she would bardly have known him, had
she not been surn (hat §t was le. She herself was
also changed. Who can baay sorrow  without amel
change, till age has fized the lines of the faco, or till
care has mode them hard and unmalleable?  But the
offect on her was as nothing to that which grief, ro-
morse, and desolation had mada o him. He had had
no child with ldm, no sister, no friend. Bozzla had
been his only refiuge, —a refuge not adapted to make
life easior to aneh o man as Trevelyan; and he—in
spite of the necusations mide by himself against his
wite, within his own breast hourly since ho had left
her,—had found it to be very diffienlt to satisfy his
own conseience.. Ha told himsalf from hour to lour
that he knew that he wae right;—but in very truth ko
was ever doubling his own conduct.
“You hnve heen ill, Louis," she said, looking at him,
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"I at gasa, Emily;—very ill at ¢ase! A sore
heart will mnke the fhee thin;, as well as fover or
ague.  Sinee we parted I have not had mueh to B
furt me."”

“Nor huve T—aoor any of up," said she. “How
was comfort to come from such a parting#"

Then they both stood silent together, Ha was siill
holding her by the hand, but she was earsful not o
return his prossure. She would not take her hand
away from him; but she would show him no sign of
softness till he should have absolutely acquitted her of
the mceusation he had made aguinst her, “Wg arp
man and wife,” he suid after awhile. “In spite of
all that has come and gone I am Youra, and you are
mine.”

“You should have remembered that always, Louis"

“I have never forgotten it—never. In no thought
have I been untroe te yom. My heart has never
changed sinee first I gave it you" There came n
hitter frown upon her face, of which she was so conscions
herself, that she torned her face away from him. Bhe
still remembered her lesson, that she was not to anger
him, and, therefore, she refrained from answering him
at all. But the answer was thera, hot within her
bosom. Hud be loved her,—and yel suspocted {hat
she was false to him and to her vows, gimply becausa
she had been on terms: of intimacy with an old friend?
Had he loved ber, and yet turned her from his honse?
Had be loved ber,—and set a policeman to wateh her?
Had he loved her; and yet spoken evil of hor to all
their friends? Had he foved her, and yet striven to
rob her of her child? “Will Fou come to me?" ha
said.
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L suppose it will be botter 80," she answered
slowly. '

“Then you will promise me——" g paused,
and attempted to turn her towards him, so that he
might look her in the fuee.

Promise what?" she said, quickly glaneing ronnd
at bhim, and drwing her hand awny from him as sha
ilid sa.

“That all intereourss with Colonel Oshorne shall
be at an end.”

« T will make na promise.  You come to me to add
ong insult to another, Had you heen a man, you
would not have named him to me after what you have
done to me."

“That is absurd. I have a right to demand from
you such a pledge. 1 am willing to believe that you
have not i

“Have not what?"

“That you have nat utterly disgraced me."

“God in heaven, that I should hear this!™ gha
exclaimed.  “TLonjs Trevelyan, T have not disgraced
You at all,—in thought, in word, in deed, in look, or
in gesture. It is you that have disgraced yourself,
and ruined me, and degraded even your awn ehild”

“ls this the way in which you welcome mep*

“Certainly it is,—in this way and in no ather if
you speak to me of what is past, withont acknowledging
Your error.”  Her brow became blnskar and blacker
as she continned to speak to him,  “Tt would be best
that nothing should he suid,—not un word, That it all
should be regrrded as an ugly dream.  But, whan you
come to me and at ones go hack to it all; and ask me
for & promise— "
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“Am T to understand then that all ides of snh-
mission to your hushand is to be at an end?"

“I will submit to no imputation on my hononr,—
even from you. Omne would have thought that it would
have been for you to preserve it nntarnished.”

“And you will give me no assuranes s to your
futura lifa?"

“None;—eerainly none. If you want Promises
from me, thero can be no hope for the future, Wit
am I to promise? That T will not have—a lover?
What respect ean 1 enjoy as your wife if sucl a
promise be meeded? If you should choose to fancy
that it had been broken you would sot your policam:in
to watch me again!  Louis, wo ean never live togethor
ngain ever with eomfort, unless you acknowledpre in
your own heart that you have used me shamefully.”

“Waere you right to sce him in Devonshire?”

YOf course 1owas right Why should T not e
him,—ur uny one?™

“And you will see him again?”

“When papa eomes, of eourse T shall see him."

“Then it is hopeless," said Lo, turning away from
liar.

“If that man is to be a source of disquiet to you,
it is hopeless," she answered. [ you  eannot g
gchool - yourself that ‘he shall be the rume to Fou a8
other men, it is quite hopeless.  You must still he miid,
—ns you have besn mail hitherto,”

He walked about the room restlessly for o time,
while she stond with assumed comporure neir e
window. “Hend me my child,” he said at lnst,

“He shall come to you, Louis,—for n littlé; but
heis not to be taken out from henee. Ts that a promise™
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“You are to exact promises from me, whess my
own rights are concerncd, while you refuse to pFive me
any, though I am entitled to demand them! T ordor
you to send the boy to me, Is ha not my own"

“Is he not ming too? And is Le not all that you
have left to mes™

He pansed again, and they guve the promise,
“Let him be Lronght to me. He shyll not be removed
tow. lintend to have him, I tell You.so foirly., He
ghall be {aken from You unless you come back to mea
with such assurances as o your future conduct nz T
have & right to demnnid. There is much that the law
cannot pive me. It cannat procnre wife-like submis-
#om, love, gratitude, or even deeent matronly conduet,
But that which it san give me, T will have.”

She walked off to the door, and them ns she was
quitting the room she spake (o him onee again. " Alas,
Louis,” she gaid, “neither ean the law, nor medicine,
nor religion, rostore to you that fine intelloct which
foolich suspicions have destroyed.” Then she left him
and returned to the room in which her aunt, and Nora,
aud the child were all elustored together, waiting to
learn the effects of the jnterview. ' 'he two women
wsked their questions with thefr eves, rather than with
epeken words,  “Tt ig ull over,"” enid Mra Trevelyay.
" There is nothing left for me but to go back to papa
I only hear the same aceusations, repeated again and
sgain, and make myself subject to the old insults.
Then Mrs. Outhouse know thyt she could interfore no
further, and that in trutl, nothing could be done i1
the return of Sir Marmaduke should relieve her and
her busband from all further active goncern in the
matter,
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But Trevelyan was still down-stairs waiting for
the ehild, At lsst it was arrapged that Norm should
take the boy ioto the drawing-room, and that Mrs
Uuthouse should feteh the father up from the parlour
i the room above it Angry as was Mre. Trevelyan
with her hushand, not the less was she anxions to
make the boy gosd-looking and seemly in his father's
eyes.  Bhe washed the child's face, put on him o elenm
frill and & pretty ribbon; and, as she did =0, she bade
leim kiss his papa, and speak nicely to him, and love
him. “Poor papa is-unhappy," she said, “and Logay
must be very good to him." The boy, ehild though
he was, understood muclh maore of what was passing

. around him than his mother knew. How was he to
love papa when mamme did not do s6?  In some shapo
that ides bad framed itself in his mind: and, as he
was taken down, he knew it was impossibla that he
should speak nicaly to his papa Nora did as she
was bidden, and went down to the first-Hoor, Mrs.
Outhouse, promising that even if sbe wers put out of
the room by Mr Trevelyan she would motb stic from
the landing outside the door, descended to the parlour
FIRTTI ql.iil:lt.l].l' retirned with the unfortunate father, Mr,
Crothonse, in the meantime, was still sitting in his
closet, tormented with cariosity, but yet determined
not to’ be seen till the intruder should have left his

' homses

“I hope you ara well, Nors,” he said, as he entersd

the room with Mrs, Outhonse,

“Quite well, thank you, Lonis."

"I am gorry that our troubles should have deprived

you of the home you had been taught to expect” T
this Nora made no reply, but eseaped, and wont up lo
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her ister. “My poor little bay," said Trevelyan, tak-
ing the child and placing it on his knee. “] Enppose
you have forgotten your unfortunate father” The
child, of sourse, said nothing, but just allowed himself
to be kissad,

“He is looking very well," said Mra. Outhouse.

“Is he? T dure say he is well Louey, my hoy,
ara you happy?”  The question was asked in n vnies
that was dismal beyond compare, and it aleo remained
unnnEwered.  He had been desired to speak nicely to
his papa; but how was it possible that a ehild glould
speak nicely under such a load of melansholy?  “He
will not epeak to me," said Trevelynn. “I suppose it
is what [ might have expected.” Then the ehild was
put off his knee an to the floor, and began to whimper,
“A fow months since he would st there fur hours, with
his head upon my breast,” said Trevelyan.

A few months s o long time in the life of such an
infant," said Mre. Outlonse,

“He may go away,” suid Trevelyan, Then the
child was led out of the room, and sent up to his
mothor.

“Emily has done all she ean to make the ehild love
your memory," anid M Outhonse,

“To love my memory! What;—ag thoagh 1 were
dead. I will teach bim to love me as T am, Mrs. Out-
house. T do not think that it is too late. Wil Foin
tell your husband from me, with my compliments, that
I shall eause Lim to be served with o legal demand for
the restitution of my ehild ¢

“But Bir Marmaduke will be here in a fow daye™

“1 know nothing of that. Sir Marmaduke. is no-
thing to me mow. My child s my own,—and s0 is

Hy bmow ke wom fgad, 1, o
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my wife. Bir Marmaduke has no anthority over either
ung or the other. T find my ehild here, and it is Lere
that T must look for him. I am sorry that you should
bo tronbled, but the fault does not rest with me: M,
uthonse has refused to give me up my own child, and
I am driven to take such steps for Lis recovery as the
luw lns put within my reach.”

“Why did you turn your wife eut of doors, Mr
Trevelyan?™ aeked Mra. Outhouse boldly.

I did not tmrn ber out of doors. T provided n
fitting shelter for her. I gave her everything that she
could want. You know what happened. That man
went down and wus received there. 1 defy you, Mrs.
Uuthouss, to say that it was my fault.”

Mra. Outhouge did attempt to show him that it was
liis fault; but while she was doing so he loft the house.
"I don't think she could go back to him," said Mra.
Outhouse to her bustand. “He is quite insane npou
thig matter,”

“T ghall be inesne; I know," mid Mr. Oathouse,
“if Bir Murmaduke does not come home very quickly.”
Nevertheless ho quite ignored any legal power that
might be bronght to bear aguinst him as to the restitu-
tion of the child lo its father.

CHAPTER XX1X.

Parker's Hotol , Mowhrsy Elreut,

Wrrmiy o week of the eccurrence whieh is re-
lated in the last chapter, there eame a telegram from
Bouthampton to the parsonage at St. Diddulpl’s, saying
that Bir Marmaduke and Lady Rowley had reached
Evgland.  On the evening of that day they were to
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lodge at n small family hotel in Baker Street, amd
both Mrs. Trevelyan and Nore woere to be with them,
The leave-tnking at the parsonage wus painful, as
on both sides there exisied o feeling that affection and
sympathy were wanting, The onele and aunt had dons
their duly, and both Mrs. Trevelyan and Nora felt that
they ought to have been demonstrative and eordial in
their gratitude;—bot they found # impossible to be-
come st And the reetor eould not pretend bot that b
was glad to be rid of his gueste.  Tlere were, too,
gome lest words about mongéy to be spoken, which were
grievons thorns in the poor man's flesh. Two bank
ntes, howover, were put wpon his tuble, and he knew
that unless be took them he could wot pay for the
provisions which iz voweleome visitors had consumed.
Surely there never wns a man w0 ernelly ill-used as
had been Mr. Outhouse in all this matter.  * Apother
such winter ns that would put me in my geave," he
suidh, when his wife tried to comfort him after they
were gone.  “I know that they have both been very
good o ug” said Mrs. Trevelyan, as she and her sister,
together with the child and the nurse, hurried away
townrds Buker Btroet in & cali, “but 1 have never for
t moment falt that they were glad to have ve” "Bt
how eould they have been glad to have us," she added
afterwards, “when we brought such trouble with us?"
Bt they to whom they were going now would receive
her with joy;—wonld make her weleome with all her
load of worrows, would give to her a sympathy which
it was impoggible that she thould receive from others,
Though sho might not be happy now,—for in truth
how eould she be ever really happy again,—thers would
be o joy 1o her in placing her child in ber mother's
a9 %
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arms, and in receiving bee father’s warm caressos, That
Ler fatlier would be very vohoment in Ids anger aguinst
her hushand ahe knew well,—for Bir Marmaduke was
a vehement wan.  But there would be seme sapport
for her in the very violenes of his wrath, nnd at this
moment it was soch gupport that she most needed. As
they jonrneyed togetler in tle eall, the married sister
sopemed to be in the higher spirits of the two, Bhe was
surg, at any rite, that thoese lo whom she was going
would place themselves on her side. Nora had her
own etory to tell about Hugh Stanbury, and was by no
means g0 surs that her tale would be reecived with
eordinl agraamont.  “Lot me tell them myself," she
whispered to her gister.  “Not to-night, because they
will Lave so |:L|:-|:J'J to say to you; but I shall tell
mamima fo-morrow,

The train by which the B Rowleys were to reach
London was dus ut the station at 7.50 pm., and the
two sisters timed their despatel from St D]ddutph’u Bib
as to ennble thom to reach the liotel at eight. “We
ghall b thers now befors wamma,” said Nora, “be-
ciss they will Linve so much logeage, and se many
things, and the trains are n'lwrt}'ﬂ Inte™ YWhen {I.u::,'
staried {rom the door of the parsonnge, Mr. Outhonse
gave the direction to the cabman, “Grege's. Hotel,
Baker Street.” Then at onee he began to console: him-
self in that they were gone,

It was a long drive from St Diddulpl’s in the east,
tin _bfur_ﬂelmnu in the west, of London. None of tho
party in the cab lknew mi}tilmg af the megion through
which thiy passed. The cabman took the ling by the back
of the bapk, and Finsbury Square and the City Hoad,
thinking it best, probably, to aveid the crush at Holbarn
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Hill, though st the expense of something of a cirenit,
Bot of this Mrs. Trevelyan and Nora knew nothing.
Had their way taken them along Piceadilly, or throngh
Mayfair, or across Grosvenor Square, they would have
known whers they were; but at present they were not
thinking of those once much-loved localitics.  Tha ealb
passed the Angel, and up and down the Wl at Pooton-
ville, and by the King's Cross sations, and through
Euston Bquare,—and then § turned up Gower Street,
Surely the mon should buve gone on alonp the New
Rond, now that he had come so far out of his wey.
But of this the two Indies knew uothing,—nor did the
nurgs. It was a dark, windy niglt, but the lamps in
the stroets had given thom licht, 80 that they had not
noticed the nizht. Ner did they notice it now as the
streets hecame narrower and darker. They were hardly
thinking that their journey was yet at an end, and the
mother was in the act of covering her boy's fuce as he
Iny -ILB'.EE]J on the nurse’s lap, when the eab was 3tn]:1:ad,
Nora lnoking out through the window, saw the word
“Huotel” over o door-way, and was satisfied. “Shall T
taleo the child, ma'am?* ‘said & man in black, and the
child was handed out. Nora was the first to follow,
atd she then perceived that the door of the hotel was
not open.  Mrs, Trovelyan followed; snd then they
looked round them,—and the child was gone, They
heard the rattle of another cab as it was carried away
at a pallop round a distant corner;—and then some
inkling of what had heppened eame upon them. The
father had suecceeded in getting possession of his ehild.

It was a narrow, dark street, very quict, having
ahout it & eartain wir of poor respectability,—an ob-
scare, noiseless street, without even o sign of life. Some
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unfortunate one had endeavoured hare to keap an hotel;
—litit there was no hotel kept there wow., Thers had
been mueh oraft in selecting the place in which the
clild had been taken from them. As they looked
around them, pereciving the terrible misfortune which
had befallen them, there was not s human being near
thom save the cabman, who was occupied in unchain-
ing, or pratending to unchain the heavy mass of Ing-
gare on the mof. The windows of the hougs before
which they were stopping, wers closed, and Nora per-
coived at onca thot the botel was not inhabited. The
enbiman must have perceived it also,  As for the man
who had taken the child, the nurse could only say that
he was dressed in black, like s waiter, that ha had o
napkin under his arm, and po hat on his head. He
had taken the boy tenderly in Lis nrns,—and then she
had seen nothing forther. The first thing that Nora
Lad seen, as she stood on the pavement, was the other
cab moving off eapidly.

Mrs. Trevelyan had staggered apainst the milings,
and wha soon gereaming in her weetchednees. Before
long thers was a small erowd around them, eomprising
three or four women, a fow boys, an old man or two,
—annid n policeman. To the policeman Nora had soon
told the whole story, and the cabman was of course
abtacked. But the eabman played his part very well.
He deelared that he had done jost what he had been
told to do. Norn was indeed sure that she had henrd
her nuele desire him to drive to Groge's Hotel in Baker
Bireet. The cabman in snswer to this, declared thot
ha had not clearly hoard the old pentleman’s directions;
but that o man whom he had eonceived to ba a servant,
had very plainly fold him to drive to Parker's Hotel,
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Mowbray Btroet, Gower Street.  “1 comed ever a0 far
out of my way," snid the cabman, *to aveid the rum-
pus with the homnibuses nt the hill,—eanse the ladies’
things is ro heavy we'd nover got up if the "orse had
onee fibbed.”  All which, thengh it bad nothing te do
with the matter, seemed to impresa the policeman with
the idea that the cabman, il oot o true man, was going
to bLe too clever for them on this occasion. And the
craflty cabman went on to declure that his horse was
so tired with the load that he could not go on to Baker
Stroet, They must get another eab.  Take his number!
U eonrse they could take his number. There was his
opnmber. His fare was four and six,—that ia if the
Indics wouldn't pay him anything extra for the terrible
Inad; and he meant to have it. Tt woold be sixpence
more il they kept him there many minutes longer. "The
numher wie tuken, and onother eab wae got, and the
luggaze was tranpsferred, and the money was paid,
while the unlnppy mother wus still sereaming in hysterics
ngaingt the railinge. What had been done was soon
elenr enough to all these arcund her. Nora had told
the policeman, and had told one of the women, think-
ing to obiain their sympathy and assistance,  “It's the
kid's dada qs has taken it," said one man, “and thera
ain't mothing to be done” There was nothing to be
dong;—mnothing at any rate then and there

Mora had been very eager that the cabman should
ho arrested; but the policeman assured her that such
an arrest was out of the question, and would heve been
nseless had it been possible. The man would be forth-
eoming if bis presence should be aguin desired, but he
had probably,—so said the policeman,—really heen
desired” to drive to Mowbray Street.  “They knows

e
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where to find me if they wants me,—only T must he
paid my time,” said the eabman confidently. And iho
policeman was of opinion that s the boy had been
kiduapped on behalf of the father, no logal steps counld
be taken either for the recovery of the ehild or for the
punishment of the perpotrators of the act.’ He got up,
however, on the box of the cab, and necompanied the
party to the botel in Baker Street. They reached it
almost exactly at the same time with 8ir Marmaduke
and Lady Rowley, and the reader must imagine tln
confusion, the angnish, and the dismppointment of that
meeting. Mrs, Trevelyan was hardly in possession of
her senies when she reached her mother, and eould not
be induced to be tranquil even when she was nssured
by her father that her son would suffer no immediata
evil by being trinsferred to his father's hands, She in
ber franzy declared that she would never see her Littls
one sguin, and seemed to think that the father might
not improbably destroy the child  “He is mad, papa,
and does not know what he does. Do you mean to
eay that a madman may do as he pleases?—that le
may rob my child from me in the streets?—that he
may take him out of my very arms in that way?"
And she was almost angry with her father becanse no
atiempt was made that night o recover the hoy.

Sir Marmaduke, who was not limself a good lnwyer,
had been closeted with the policeman for a quarter of
an hour, and had learned the policeman’s views. Of
course, the futhor of the child was the person who had
done the desd. Whether the cabman had been in the
plot or not, was not matter of much consequence. Thore
could be no doubt that some one had told the man to
go to Parker's Hotel, as the eab was gtarting; and it

F—— —.
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would ' probably be impossible to punish him in the
teeth of such instroctions,  Bir Marmaduke, however,
conld doubtless have the cabman summoned. And as
for the absolute sbduction of the child, the policeman
was of opinion that a father could not be punished for
obtaining possession of Lis son by such a stratagem,
unless the eustody of the child had been made over to
the mothe® by some court of law.  The policeman, in-
deed, seemed to think that nothing could be done, and
Bir Marmaduke was inclined to sgres with him. Whon
,this was explained to Mrs, Trevalyan by her mother,
alie again beeame hysterieal in her ngony, and eould
bardly be restrained from going forth herself to look
for Ler Tost treasure,

It need hurdly be forther explained that Trevelyan
hnd planned the stratagem in concert with Mr, Bozele.
Bouale, though strongly eautioned by his wife to keep
himself ont of danger in the matter, was sorely tempted
by his employer's offer of & lundred pounds. He
positively rofused to bo a party to any attempt at
violenee at 8t. Diddulph's; but when he learned, as he
did learn, that Mrs. Trevelyan, with her sister and
baby, wera to be transferred from St Diddulph's in n
cab to Baker Btreet, and that the journey was Inckily
o be made daring the shades of evening, his nctive
mind went to work, and he arranged the plan. There
were many diffienltics, and even some pecuniary dif
ficulty. He bargnined that he should have his lundred
pounds clear of all deduction for expenses,—and then
the attendant expenses were not insignificant, Tt was
necessnry that there should bo four men in the servies,
all good and trus; and men require to be well paid for
such goodness and truth. There was the man, himsalf

"
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an ex-policeman, who gave the instroctions to the first
pabman, a8 he was starting, The cabman wonld net
undertake the job at all uuless he were so instruoted
on the spot, asserting (bat in this way he would be
able to prove that the orders he obeyed cmme from the
lndy’s hnsband. And thers was the crafty pseudo-
waiter, wilh the napkin and no hat, who had carried
the boy to the eab in which his father wos sffting. And
thiere wers the two cabmen. Bozsle planned it all, and
with some difficulty arranged the preliminaries.  How
pnceessful was the scheme, wo have seen; and Bozele,
fir n month, was able to assnme a superiority over his
wile, which that honest womnan fonnd to be very dis-
ngrecable,  “There ain't no froudulent shduetion in it
at all" Hozele exclaimed, “bocause a wife ain't got no
rights again her husband,—unot in soch a matter as
that"  Mrs. Bogzzle implied that if her husband woere
to take her child. away from heor without her leave,
ghe'd lot him kuow something sbout it. DBut as the
hushband had in lis JrussEasinn the note for a hundred
pounds, realized, Mre Bozzle hed not much to say in
guppart of har view of the case,

On the morning after the occurrence, while Sir
Marmaduke was waiting with his solicitor upon a
magietrate to find whether anytling could be done, the
following  letter wus brought (o Mrs. 'I'revelyan at
Gregg's Hotel: —

“Our child js gafe with me, and will remain so. Tf
you earn to obiain legal adviee you will find that I as
hig father bave a right to keep him under my pro-
tection. I shall do so; bot will allow yen to see lbm
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ag soon nx I gholl have received n full pusraniee that
you have no idea of withdrawing him from my charge.

A homo for yourself with me is stll open to you,
—aom eondition that you will give me the promise thit
I have demanded from you; and as long as T shall not
hiear thist you sgain see or communieate with the person
to whoas scguaintance I object. While you remain
away from me I will eause you to be paid £50 a
month, s I do not wish that yon shonld be a burden
on ethers. But this payment will depend also on your
nct seeing or holding any communication with the
person bo whom T hnve nlluded.

“Your affectionnte and offended husband,
- *Lioms Trevervas.

“ 4 letter addressed to The Acrobats’ Clob will

roach me.”

Hir Rowley eame home dispirited and unkappy, and
gould uot give much comfort to his danghter. The
magistrate had told him that though the cabman might
probably be punished for taking the ladies otherwise
than s directed,—if the direction to Baker Street could
be proved,—nothing eould be done to punish the father.
The magistrate expluined that under n certain Act of
Parlinment the mother might apply to the Court of
Chancery for the custody of any children under seven
yeara of age, and that the eourt would probably grant
such eustody,—unless it were shown that the wife had
left her husband without sufficient eause, The ma-
gistrate could not nndertake to say whether or no suf-
ficiemt ecange had here boen given;—or whether the
lmeband was in fanlt or the wife, [t was, however,
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clear that nothing conld be done without application to
the Court of Chancery. It appeared,—so said the ma-
gristrate,—that the husband had offered a home to his
wife, and that in offering it he had attempted to impose
no eonditions which could be shewn to be cruel bafore
a judge. The magistrate thought that Mr. Trevelyan
bad dope nothing illegal in taking the child from the
eab. 8ir Marmaduke, on hearing this, was of opinion
thot nothing could be gained by legal interference. His
private desire was o get hold of Trevelyan and pull
him Timb from limb. Lady Howley thonght that ke
daughter had better go back to her hushand, let the
future consequences be what they might. And the poor
desolate mother herself had almost brought herself to
offer to do so, having in her brain some idea that she
would after & whila be able to escape with her boy.
As for lowe for her husband; eertainly there was uone
now left in her hosom.  Nor could she teach herself to
think it possible that she should ever live with him
again on friendly terms  But she wounld submit to
anything with the ohject of getting back her boy. Three
or four letters were written to Mr, Trevelyan in as
many days from lis wife, from Lady Rowley, -and
from Nora; in which various overlures were made.
Trevelyan wrole onee again to his wife. She knew,
he snid, already the terms on which ghe might come
back. Theee terms wera still open to her, As for tha
buy, he certainly should not leave his father. A meet-
ing might be planned on condition that he, Trevelyan,
were provided with a written assurance from his wife
that ghe would not endeavour to remove the boy, and
that he himself should be present at the meeting.

7 Thus the first week was passed after Sir Marmaduke's
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roturn,—aml n most wretched time it was for all the
purty at Groge's Hotel

CHAPTER XXX

Lady Howley makos ns Atfempth,

Norua could be more uncomfortable than the
state of Sir Marmaduke Rowley's family for the first
ten days after the arrival in London of the Governor
of the Mandarin Islands, Lady Rowley bad brought

ith ber two of her izirls,—the third and fourth,—and,
2 we know, had been joined by the two eldest, #o that
{here was a large family of ladies gathered together.
A house bad been taken in Munchester Street, to which
they hiad intended to transfer themselves after o singhe
night passed at Gregg's Hotel. But the trouble and
sorrow inflicted upon them by the abduction of Mrs.
Trevelyan's child, and the consequent labours thrust
npon Bir Marmaduke's shoulders had besn so heavy,
that they had slept six nights at the hotel, before thoy
were able to move themselves into the house prepared
for them. By thot time all idea hod been sbandoned
of recovering the child by any legal means to be taken
as a consequenca of the illogality of the abduetion.
The boy wis with bis father, and the lawyers seemed
to think ihat the father's rights were paramount—eas
he had offered a home to his wife without any eon-
ditions which a court of law would adjudge to be eruel.
If she conld show thet he had driven her to live apart
from him by his. own biad conduet, then [ll'Ullﬂ-h]:r" the
custody of her hoy might be awarded to her, until the
child should be seven years old. Dut when the cir-
cumsinness of the case were expluined to Sir Marms-
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duke’s lawyer by Lady Rowley, that gentleman givok
his head. Mrs. Trovelyan had, he said, no case with
which she could go into court. Then by degrees Uliere
wore words whisperad a3 to the husband's madness.
The lawyer said that that was & matter for tho doctors
If & certain amount of medical evidence eould be ol-
inined to show that the hushand was in truth mad, the
wife ecould, no doubt, obtain the custody of the elild,
When this wus reported to Mrs, Trevelysn, she de-
clared that conduct such as her husband's must suffice
to prove any man to be mad; but at this Sir Murmay
duke shook bLis bead, and Lady Rowlay sat, sadiy
silent, with hor daughter's hand within her awn. Thiey
would not dare to tell Ler that she could regain her
child by that ples.

During those ten days they did not loarn whither
the Loy had been earried, wor did they know even
whers the father might be found.  Sir Marmaduke
followed up the address as given in the letter, Tt
learned from the porter at *The Acrobnis" that the
genfleman’s leiters were sent to No. 60, Stony Walk,
Union Street, Borough. Te this wneomfortable loeality
Hir Marmoduke travelled more than once. 'Thries bLe
went thither, intent on finding his son-in-law’s residonce.
On tha twd first oceasions he eaw mo one but Mrs
Bozxle; and the discretion of that lady in declining to
give any information was most admirable. *Trewillian I
Yes, sio had heard the name cortainly. It might be
that her husband had business engagements with a
gont of that name. She would not say even that for
eertain, as it was not her custom ever to make any in-
quiries as (o her hushand's business engagements. e
bushband's business engagements were, she gaid, mueh
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too important for the “likes of gha" to know anything
ahout them. When was Bogzle likely to be at home?
Howzle was never Hkely to be at home. Aceonding to
her showing, Bozzle was of all husbands the most
srratie. He might perbaps eome in for an hiour or two
in the middle of the day on a Wednesday, or perhaps
would take o eup of tea at home on Friday evening.
But anything so fitful and uneertain as were Bouzle's
appeirances in the bosom of Lig family was not to bo
conceived in the mind of woman, Sir Marmaduke then

lad in the middle of the day on Wednesday, but

zzle wae reported to be away in the provinces. His
wife had no idea in which of the provinces he was at
that moment engaged. The persevering governor from
{he islands ealled again on the Friday evening, and
then, by chance, Bozzle was found at home  But Sir
Marmaduke succesded in gaining very little informa-
tion even from Bozsle. The man acknowledged that
be was employed by Mr Trevelyan. Any lotter or
pareel left with him for Mr. Trovelyan should be duly
semt 1o that gentleman. IF Sir Marmaduke wanted Mr.
Trevelyan's address, he eonld write to Mr, Trovelyan
and nsk for it.  If Mr, Trevelyan deelined to give ity
was it likely that he, Bozzle, should betray it? Bir
Marmaduke explained who le was at some Jemgth.
Tozzle with 4 emile assured the governor that he kunew
very well who he was. He lot drop n few words to
iow that he was intimately acquainted with the while
conrse. of Sir Marmaduke's family affairs. He kuew
41l about the Mandarins, and Colonel Osborne, and
Grege's Hotel,—not that he snid anything abont Parker's
Hotel,—and the Colonial Office. Ho spoke of Miss
Nors, and even kunew the names of the other two young
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lndies, Miss Sophin and Miss Lucy. It wue a winkness
with Bogele,—that of displaying his information. He
wonld have much liked to be able to startle Sir Marma-
duke by describing the Government Houge in the island,
or by telling him something of his old earriage-horses.
But of such information as Sir Marmaduke desired, Bir
Marmaduke got none.

And

ligavily npon the peor governor, who bad some home a8
it wera for & holiduy, and who was a man hating woerk
naturally, and who, from the circumgtances of his life
had never boen called on to do much work. A mahn

may gove

idlenesa,

should have a good presence, u fow of wordas which
: chould mean nothing, an execllent temper, and a love
of hospitality. With these attributes Sir Rowley was
endowed; for, though his disposition was by nature hot,
for governing purposes it had been brought by practice
nnder good sontrol. He had now been summoned home
through the machinationg of his dangerous old friend
Colonel Oshorne, in order that he wight. give the re-
sults of his experience in governing hefore a comnitice
of the House of Commons. In eoming to England on
+liis business he had thought muech more of his holiday,
of his wife and children, of his daughters at home, of
it llowance per day while he was to be away
from his government, und of his salary to bz paid to
him entire dorng his ahsence, instead of being halved
as it wonld be if he wero away an leave,~—he lad
thought much more in coming howe ou these easy and
pleasant matters, than ho did on the work tlmt was to
be required from him when he arrived.  And then it
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{heve wors ofher troubles which fell very

o the Mandaring and yet live in comparative
To do such governing work well a man
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eame to pass that be folt himself almost injured, when
tha Colonial Office demanded his presence from day to
day, and when clerks bothered him with questions as
to which they expected ready replies, but in replying
to which Bir Marmaduke was by no means ready.
The working men at the Colonial Office had not quite
thought that Sir Murmnaduke was the most fitting man
for the job in hand. There was a certain Mr. Thomas
Smith at another set of islands in quite another part of
I the world, who was supposed by these working men at
Jome to be a very paragon of u governor. If he had
een had liome,—so said the working men—no Com-
mittes of the House would have been able to make
anything of him. They might have asked him ques-
tions week after week, and he would have answered
them all fuently and would bave committed nobody.
He knew all the ins and outs of governing,—did Mr.
Thomas Smith,—snd was a mateh for the sharpest
Committen that over sat, at Westminster, Foor Sir
Marmaduke was 8 man of s very different sort; all of
which was known by the working men; but the Parlia-
mentary interest had been too strong, and hers wosy
Gir Marmaduke at home, But the working men were
not disposed to make matters so pleasant for Sir Marma-
duke, an Sir Marmaduke had expected. The Committee
would mot examine Sir Marmaduke tll after Easter, in
ihe middle of April; but it was expected of him that
liz ghould read blue-books without number, and he was
so eatochised by the working men that he almost began
tio wish himself buck at the Mandaring. In this way
the new eatablishment in Manchester Btrect wos not at

firat in a happy or even in a contented condition.
At last, after about ten days, Lady Rowley did

Iy kwew e witi Jighd, Sl Y
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succecd in obtnining an interview with Trevelyan. A
meeting was arranged through Bozgle, and took place
in o very dark mud gloomy reom at an inn in the
City. Why Bozzle should have pelected the Bromen
(offee House, in Poulter's Alley, for this meeting no
fit reason ecan surely be given, unless it was that he
coneeived himself bound to select the most dreary
loeality within his knowledge on so melaneholy an oc-
cagion,  Poulter's Alley is a marrow dark pusssge
somewhere behind the Mansion House; and the Bremen
Coffee Honse,—why so called no one can now tell,—- °
is ome of those strange louses of public rescrt in the
City at which the guests seem never o eat, never to
drink, never to sleep, but to come in and out after
a myeterions and almost ghostly fashion, seeing their
friends,—or perhaps their enemies, in nooks and corners,
and carrying on their conferences in low melancholy
whispers.  There i3 an aged  waiter at the Bremen
Cloffes House; and thers js certainly one private sittiug-
room up-stairs. It was o dingy, ill-furnished room,
with an old large mahogany table, an old horse-hair
sofa, six horse-hair chairs, two old round mirrors, and
an old mahogany press in a corner. It was a chamber
g0 sad in its appearance that no wholesome useful work
conld have been doue within it; nor conld men have
enten there with any sppetite, or have drained the
fiowing bowl with any touch of joviality, It was
renerally used for snch purposes as that to which it
was now appropristed, and uo doubt had heen taken
by Bozzle on more than one previons ovengion.  Here
Tady Rowley arrived precisely at the hour fixed, and
was told that the gentleman was waiting np-stairs for
her,
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There had, of course, been mony family eonsulia-
tions as to the manner in which this mesting shouold
be arranged. Should Sir Marmaduke secompany his
wife;—aor, perhaps, shonld Sir Marmaduke go alone?
Lady Rowley had been very much in favour of meet-
ing Mr. Trevelyan without any one to assist her in the
conference.  As for Sir Marmaduke, no meeting could
be eoncleded between him and his son-in-law without
a personal, and probably a violent quarrel. Of that
Lady Rowley had been quite sure. Sir Marmaduke,
since ho lad been heme, bad, in the midst of his
varions troubles, been driven intoe so vehement a state
of indignation agninst his son-in-law as to be unable
ti speak of the wretehed man without strongest terms
of opprobrium. Nothing was too bad to be suid Ly
him of one who had ill-treated his dearest danghter.
It must be admitted that Sir Marmaduke bad heard
only one side of the question. He had questioned his
daughter, and had eonstantly seen his old frieud Os-
borne, The colonel’s journey down to Devonshire had
been made to gppear the moest natural proceeding in
the world, The correspondence of which Trevelyan
thouglht =0 much had been shown to cousist of such
notes as might pass between any old gentloman and
any voung woman. ‘The promise which Trevelysn
had endeavoured to exact, and which Mrs Trevelyan
had declined to give, appeared to the angry father to
be » monstrons insult. He koew that the colomel was
an older man than himself, and bis Emily was still to
Lim only a young girl. It was inecredible to him that
anybody should have regarded bis old comrade as his
daughter's lover. He did not believe that anybody
had, in truth, so regarded the man. ‘The tale had

bl i
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lieen o monstrous invention on the part of the husband,
got up because ho bad become tired of Lis young wife,
According to Sir Marmaduke's way of thinking, Tre-
velynn should either be thrashed within an ineh of bis
life, or else locked up in a mad-house. Colonel -
borne shook his head, and expressod n conviction that
the poor man was mad.

But Lady Rowley was more hopeful. Though she
was as confident ubout her danghter as was the father,
she was less confident about the old friend. Bhe, pro-
bably, was alive to the fact that u mau of ffty might
put on the airs and assume the character of a young -
lover; und acting on that suspicion, entertaining also
somo hope that bad as matters now were they might
be mended, she had taken care that Colonel Oshorno
and Mre Trevelyan should not be brought together.
Sir Marmaduke had fumed, but Lady Rowley hod
boen firm.  “If you think so, mamma,” Mre Trevel-
yan had said, with something of seorn in her tone,—
Wof course let it ba s0." TLady Howley had eaid that
it would be Letter so; and the twe had not seen cach
other gince the memaorable visit to Nuncombe Pulney.
Aud now Lady Rowley was about to meet her son-in-
law with soma slight hope that she might arrange af-
faire.  Bhe was quite aware that present indignation,
though certainly u gratification, might be indulged in
ut' much too great o cost. It wounld be better for all
reasons thut Emily should go back to her husband and
hier home, and that Trevelyan should be forgiven for
Lis iniyuitics.

Bozels was ot the tavern during the interview, bot
ho was not seen by Lady Rowley., He remained scated
down stairs, in one of the dingy corners, ready {o give
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assistanco to lis patron should assistance be needed.
When Lady Rowley was shown into the gloomy sitting-
room by the old waiter, she found Trevelyan alone,
standing in the middle of the room, and waiting for
her, “This iz o sad ceension,” he said, as hoe advanced
te give her his hand.

"4 very sad eccasion, Louis”

“I do not keow what you may have heard of what
bas ocourred, Lady Rowley. It i& natural, however,
to suppose that yonm must have heard me spoken of
with censure.”

“T think my child has been ill used, Louis," she
replied.

“Of comrse you do. I could not expeet that it
should bo otherwise. . When it wos arranged that 1
should meet you here, 1 was guite aware that you
would have taken the side against me before you had
henrd my story. It is I that have been ill used,—
cruelly misnged; but I do not expeet that you should
believea me. 1 do not wish you to do. I would net
for worlds separute the mother from her daughter,”

“But why have you separated your own wife from
her ehild#”

“Becanse it was my duty, What! Is a father not
to have the charge of his own son. I have done no-
thing, Lady Rowley, to justify s separation which is
contrary to the luws of nature”

“Whera iz the boy, Toonas?"

“Ah;—that is just what T am not propiced to tell
any one who has taken my wife's side till I know that
my wife has consented to pay to me that obedionce
which I, as her husband, bave a right to demand. T
fmily will do as I reguest of her,—as I command
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her."—as Trovelyan said this, he spoke in & tone
which was iutended to give the highest possible idea
of his own anthority snd dignity,—*'then she may so¢
her child without delay.”

WWhat is it you request of my danghter?”

4 ()bedience;—eimply that. Bubmission to my will,
which is surely a wifo's dnty. Let her beg my prdon
fur what has ceeurred ,—"'

“2he eannot do that, Touis."

“And solemnly promise me,” eontinued Trevelyan,
not deigning to notice Lady Rowley's interroption,
ikt she will hold no farther interconrse with that
snake in the grass who wormed his way into my hiouse,
—1lgt her be humble, and penitent, and affectionate,
und then she shall be restored to her husband and to
her child”  He said this walking up and down the
room, and waving his hand, as though he were mak-
ing n apeoch that was intended to be eloguent,—as though
he had conceived that be was to overcome his mother-in-
law by the weight of his words and the magnificence of
his, domeanour. And yet his demeanour was ridiculons,
and bis words wonld bave had no weight had they not
tended to show Lady Rowley how little prospect thers
was that she ghould be able to heal this breach. He
himself, too, was so altered in appearance ginee sho
had last soen him, bright with the hopes of lLis young
married happiness, that she would hardly have re-
cognised him had she met him in the street. He was
thin, and pale, and haggard, and mean. And ms ho
stalked up and down the room, it gepmed to her that
the vary charactor of the man was changed.  She Lol
not. previously known him to be pompous, unreason-
able, and sbsurd. She did not answer him at once, as
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she perceiveil that he Lad not finished his address;—
and, after o moment's pause, he continned. ' Lady
Rowley, there is nothing I would not have done for
your daughter,—for my wife. All that I had was
here. I did not dietate to her any mode of life;, I re-
quired from ber no sserifices; I subjocted her to no
caprices; but I was determined to he master in iy
own house."

U do not think, Louis, that she has ever denied
your right to be master.”

“To be master in my own house, and te be para-
mount in my infuence over her. BSo much 1 had @
right to demand.”

“Who hias denied your right?”

“She hag submitted herself to the eounsels and to
the influences of a main who hus endeavoured to under-
mine me in her afection. In saying that | make my
accusation as light against ber as is possible. 1 might
make it much heavier, and yet not sin againet the
truth,”

“hig is an illusion, Louis"

“Ah:—well, No doubt it becomes you to defend
your child. Was it an illusion when he went to De-
vonshire? Was it an illusion when he correspomled
with her,—contrary to my express orders,—both be-
fore and after that unhallowed journcy? Lady Rowley,
there must be no more such illusions. If my wife
means Lo come back to me, and to have her child in
her own. hands, she must be penitent as regards the
past, and obedient as regards the future.”

There was a wicked bitterness in that word peni-
tent which almost maddened Lady Rowley. BShe had
come to this meeting belisving that Trevelyan would
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be rejoiced to take back his wife, if detuils could be
arranged for his doing so which should net subject him
to the necessity of erying, peccaviy but she found him
speaking of lis wife'as thongh he would be doing her
the greatest poseible favonr in allowing her to come
back to hira dressed in sackeloth, and with ashes on
her bead. Bhe could understand from what she had
heard thit 1ds tome and manner were much changed
ginca be obtained possession of the child, and that he
now conceived that e had his wife within his pawer.
That be should beeome a tyrant becanse he had the -
power to tyrannise wus mot in accordance with hoes
former conception of the man's charaeter,—but then
he was g0 changed, that she feli that she koew no-
thing of the man who now stood before her. *I can-
not acknowledge that my danghter has done anything
that requires penitence,” said Lody Howley.

“T dnre sny not;—but my view is different."

“Hhe eannot admit herself to be wrong when she
koows herself to be right. You woeuld wet have her
confess to a fault, the very idea of which hos always
been abhorrent to her?™

“She must be crnshed in spirdt, Lady Rowley, bo-
fore ghe can again become a pure and happy woman.”

H'hip 8 more than 1 can bear,” said Lady Row-
lay, now, at last, worked up to n fever of indignation.
“My danghter, sir, is as pure a wommn as you have
over known, or are likely to know, You, who should
have protected her sgainst the world, will some day
take blume to yourself as you remember that you have
so groelly maligned her”  Then she wnlked away to
the door, and wounld not sten to the words which he
was hurling after her. 8he went down the stairs, and
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out of the house, and at the end of Poulter's Alley
found tha cab which was waiting for her.

Trevelyan, as soon as he was alone, rang the hell,
and sont for Bozzle, And while the waiter was com-
ing fo him, and until his myrmidon had appeared; ho
eontinued to stalk np and down the room, waving his
band in the air as thouph he were continuning his
gpeech. “Bozzle." said he, as soon as the man had
closed the deor, “T have changed my mind.”

“As how, Mr. Trewillinn?*
~ “T shall make ne further attempt. I have done all

“that man ean do, and have done it in vain,  Iar fa-
ther and mother uphold her in hor conduct, and she is
lost to me,—for ever,"

“But the boy, Mr. TV

*I have my child. Yes—1I have my child. FPoor
infunt. Bozzle, I look to you to see that none of them
lewrn our retreat.”

“Asg for that, Mr. Trewillian,—why facts is to be
come ab by oug party preity well az much as by an-
ather. Now, suppose the things was changed, wicay
warsey,—and a8 1 was bacting for the Colonel’s
PJ.I.I'I.J" 1

#D—— the Colonal!™ exclaimed Trevelyan.,

“Tust mo, Mr. Trewillinn; but if [ was hacting for
the other perty, nud they said to me, *Bozzle, —where's
tho boy?" why, in three daya I'd be down on the facts,
Facls 18 open, Mr. Trewillian, I you knows whera to
look for them." A

“I ghall take him abroad,—at onece"

“Think twiee of it, Mr. T. The boy is so young,
you see, and a mother's 'art is softer and lovinger than
anything, I'd think twice of it, Mr. T, befors T kept
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‘em apart.”” This was a line of theught which Mr.
Bozzle's eonscience had not forced him to entertain to
the prejudice of his professional arrangements; but
now, as ha eonversed with his employer, and became
by degrees awsre of the fuilore of Trovelyan's mind,
some shade of remorse eame upon him, and made him
say a word on behalf of the “ofher party.”

“Am I not always thinking of it? What else have
they left me to think of ¥ That will do for to-day.
You had better come down to me to-marrow aftor-
noon.” Bozzle promised obedience to these instructionse"
and as soon as his patron had started he paid the bill,
and tock himself home,

Lady Rowley, as she travelled back to her house
in Muuchester Btreet, almost made up her mind that
the separation between her daughter and her son-in-luw
had better be eontinusd. Tt was o very sad eonclusion
to which to comp, but she could not believe that any
high-gpirited woman eould long eontinue to submit her-
self to the caprices of a man so unreasonable and die-
tatorinl 85 be to whom she had just been listening.
Were it not for the boy, there would, she felt, be no
doubt npon the matter. And pow, as matters ptood,
she thonght that it should be their great object to re-
gain possession of the child, Then she endeavourod
to ealenlate what would bo the result to her daughter,
if in very trath it should be found that the wretched
man was mnad. To hope for such a result seomed to
her to be very wicked;—and yet she hardly knew how
not to hinpe for it

“Well, mamma,” said Emily Trevelyan, with
faint attempt ot & smile, “you snw him?™
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“Yoa, doarest, I sww him. [ can only say that he
i1 o mopt unrensonsable men™

“And he would tell you nothing of Loney?"

“No dear—not o word."

CHAPTER XXXI.

Str Marmadnks st Uoma,

Noes Rowrry had told her lover that there was to
L3 no further sommunieation between them till her fa-
ther and mother should be in England; but in telliug
lim 80, lind 80 frankly confesped her own affection for
him and had se sturdily promised to be true to him,
that no lover conld have been ressonably apgrieved by
such an interdiction. Nora was guite conscious of this,
and was mware that Hogh Btanbury hiid received such
pucouragement &8 ought at any rate te hring him toe
the now Rowley establishment, as soon as he should
learn where it had fixed itself. Buot when st the end
of ten days he had not shown himself, she began to
feel doubte. Could it be that he had changed his
mind, that he wos unwilling to encounter rofusal from
her father, or that he bad found, on looking into his
own affairs more clesaly, that it would be absurd for
him to propose to take a wife to himself while his
means were go poor and so precarious? Hir Marmaduke
during this time had boen so unhappy, so fretful, so
indignant, and so much worried, that Nora herself had
hecome almont afraid of him; and, without mueh roa-
soning on the mattor, had taught herself to beliove that
Iugh might be actuated by similar fears. She hod
intanded to tell her mother of what bad ocourred be-



-
4

464 HE KXEW HE WAS RIGLT.

tween hor and Stanbury the firsst moment that she and
Lady Howley wers together; but then thers had fallen
upon them that terrible incident of the loss of the
child, and the whole family had becoms af once so
wrapped up in the agony of the bereaved mother, and
go full of mge sgainst the woreasonsble father, that
there seemed to Nora to be no possible oppertunity for
the telling of her own love-story. Emily Lerself ap-
peared to have forgotten it in the midst of her own
misery, and had not mentioned Hogh Btanbory's name

gince they had been in Manchester Street  We llTi'l-"r_‘.

all felt how on ocessions owr own hopes and fears,
nay, almost our own individoality, become abzorbed in
and obliterated by the more pressing eares and louder
voiees of those around ue, Wom hnl:l]}' dared 1o sllude
to herself while her sister's grief was still so prominent,
and while her father was daily complaining of his own
porsonal aunoyances at the Coloninl Office. It seemed
to hee that st soch & moment ghe eould not intreduce
a new matier for dispute, and perbnps a new subject
of dismny.

Nevertholess, ae ilie days passed by, and as she
gaw nothing of Hurh Stanbury, her heart beeame sore
and her gpirit vexed. It seemed to Ler that if sho
wore now deserted by him, all the world would be over
for her. The Glagcock cpisode in her life had passed
by,—that episode which might bave been her Listory,
which might lave been n listory so prosperous, so
magnificent, and probably so happy. As she thought
of herself and of ciremnetances as they had happened
to her, of the resolutions which slie lad made ns to her
own eareer when she first eame to London, and of the
way in which she bad thrown all those resclutions
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awny in spite of the wonderful suceess which had come
in her path, she could not refrain from thinking that
#he lind brought herself to shipwreck by her own inde-
cision. It must not be imagined that she regretted
what she had done. She kuew very well that to have
acted otherwise than she did when Mr. Glascock came
to her at Nuneombe Putney would bhave proved ber to
be heartless, selfish, and unwomanly, Long before that
time she had determined that it was ber duty to marry
4 rich man,—and, if possible, » man in high position.
Such o one had ecome te her—one endowed with all
tie good things of the world beyond her most sangmine
expectation,—and she bad rejectad Lim! She know that
#he had been right because she had allowed herself to
love the other man. She did not repent what she had
done, the circumstances being as they were, bot she
almost regretted that she had been so soft in heart, so
susceptible of the weakness of love, so little able to do
a3 she pleased with herself. OF what use to her was
it that she loved thi= man with all her strength of
affection when he never ecame to her, although the time
at which he had been told that he might come was
0w ten daya pustrt

She was sitting one afternoon in the drawing-reom
listlessly reading, or pretending to read, & novel, when,
on a sudden, Hugh Stanbury was announced. The
circumstances of the moment were most unfortunate for
dnch a visit. 8Sir Marmaduke, who had been down at
Whitehall in the morning, and from thenes had made
& journey to St Diddulph's-in-the-East and back, was
excoedingly cross and out of temper. They hed teld
lim at his office that they feared he would not suffice
to carry through the purpose for which he had been
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brought home. And his brother-in-law, the parson, had
expressed to him an opinion that be was in great parl
responsible for the misfortune of his daughter, by the
enconragement which be had given to puch A man As
Colone] Osborne, Sir Marmaduke had in consequence
quarrelled both with the chief elerk and with Mr. Out-
house, and had come home surly and discontented.
Lady Rowley and her eldest daughter were awiy,
closgted at the moment with Lady Milborough, with
whom they were endeavouring to arrange some plan
by which the boy might at awy rate be given back..
Foor Emily Trevelyan was bumble enough now to
Lady Milborough,—was prepared to be humble to any
one, and in sny cireumstances; so that she should
not be required to acknowledge that she had enter-
tnined Colonel Ogborne as her lover. The two younger
girls, Bophy aud Lucy, were in the room when Btan-
bury was announced, as waere also Sir Murmaduke, whao
at that very moment was uitering angry growls at the
obstinacy and want of reason with wlich he had been
treated by Mr. Outhouse. Now Sir Marmaduke had
not 8o much ns heard the name of Hugh Stanbury as
yot; aud Nora, though hor listlesiness was all ut an
end, at onee felt how impossible it would be to explain
any of the circumstances of her cise in guch an inter-
view as thiz While, bowever, Hugh's dear steps were
heard upon the stairs, her feminine mind st once went
to work to sscertain in what best mode, with what
most attractive resson for his presence, she might in-
troduce the young man to her father. Had not the
girls been then present, she thought that it might have
heen expedient to lenve High to tell his own story to
Sir Marmaduke, But she had po opportunity of send-
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ing lor sisters eway; and, unless chance should re-
move them, this conld not be done

“He s son of the luly we were with af Nuncombe
Putney," she whispered to her father as she got up to
move across the room to welecoma ler lover. Now Sir
Marmaduke hnd expressed preat disapproval of that
retreat to Dartmoor, and bad ouly understood respeet-
ing it that it had been arranged between Trevelyan
and the family in whose custody his two danghters hud
Luen sent away into banishment. He was not therefora
specinlly disposed to welecome Hugh Btanbury in eon-
geqquance of this mode of introduction.

Hugh, who had asked for Lady Rowley and Mrs.
Trevelyan and had learned that they were out before
he had mentioned Miss Rowley's name, was almost
propered to take his sweotheart into lie arms. In that
lnlf-minute he had tanght himself to expeet that he
would meet her alone, and had altogether forgotten Sir
Marmaduke. Young men when they call at four o'clock
in the day never expeet to find papas at home. And
of Sophia and Lucy be had either heard nothing or
liad forgotten what he had heard. He repressod him-
gulf howover in time, nnd did not commit either Nora
or himself by any very vebement demonstration of
affection. But he did hold her hand longer than he
ghould have done, and Sir Marmaduke eaw that he
did ao.

“This in papa,” said Nora. “Papa, this is our
fricnd, Mr. Hugh Stanbury.” The introduction was
made in a manner almost absurdly formal, but poar
Nora's difficultics Jay heavy upon her. Sir Marmaduke
muttered something;—but it was little more than a
~ grunt. “Mamma and Emily are out,” continued Nora,
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“] dare say they will be in soon.” Bir Marmaduke
looked round sharply at the man. Why was he to
be encouraged to stay till Lady Rowley ghould return?
Lady Rowley did mot want to sec him. It seemed to
Sir Marmaduke, in the midet of his {roubles, that this
was no time to be making new sequaintanees, *These
are my sisters, Mr. Stanbury,” continued Nora, “This
is Sophin, and this is Lucy." Sophia and Lucy would
have been thoroughly willing to receive their gister's
lover with genisl kindness if they had been properly
instructed, and if the time had been opportune; bty «
as it was, they bad nothing to say. They, also, conld
only mulier some Littls sonnd intended to be more
coureous than their father's grunt. Poor Noral

“] hope you are comfurtable here,” said Hugh.

UPhe housa is all very well," said Nora, “but wa
don't like the neighbourhood.”

Hugh also felt that eonversation was diffieult, He
Lad soun come to perceive,—before he Lad becn in
the room half a minute,—that the atmosphere was not.
favourabla to his mission. Thers was to be no em-
bracing or permission for embracing on the prosent
occagion. Had he been left alons with Sir Marma-
duke L would probably bave told his business plainly,
let Sir Marmaduke's manner to him have been what it
might; but it was impossible for him to do this with
three young ladies in the room with him. Heeing that
Nora whs embarrassed by ber difficulties, and that
Nora's father was cross aud silent, he endeavoured to
talk to the other girls, and asked them eoneerning
their journey and the ghip in which they had eome.
But it was very up-hill work. TLucy and Sophy could
tallk ‘a5 glibly as any young ladics bome from any
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eolony,—and no higher degree of Anency can be ex-
pressed;—but now they were cowed. Their elder
sister was shamefully and most nndeservedly disgraced,
and this man had had semething,—they know mnot
what—te do with it. *Ia Priscilln quite well?” Nora
nsked at Inst,

“CQuite well. 1 heard from her yesterday. You
know they have left the Clock Honse

“T biad not heard it."

“Oh yes;—and they are living in a small cottage
just ontside the village. And what else do youn think
has bappened?™

“Nothing bad, I hope, Mr. Stanbury.”

“My sister Dorothy has left her aunt, and is living
with them again al Nuneombe.™

" Has there been a gquarrel, Mr. Stanbury

“Well, yes;—after a fashion there has, 1 sup-
pose. But it is s long story and would not inferest
Sir Marmaduke. The wonder is that Dorothy should
have been able to stay so long with my aunt. 1 will
tall it you all some day" 8ir Marmaduke could not
understand why a long story about this man's aunt
and sister should be told to his danghter. He forgot,
—as men always do in such circumstances forget,—
that, while he was living in the Mandarins, his
danghter, living in England, would of eourse pick np
new interest and become intimate with new histories,
But ho did not forget that pressure of the hand which
lie had seen, and he determined that his danghter Nora
could not have any worse lover than the friend of his
clder danghter’s hushand.

Stanbury had just determined that he must go, that

there was no possibility for him cither to say or do
He kmee kg s Right. T, 24
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nnything to promote his cause at the present moment,

when the cireumstances wera all changed by the return

home of Lady Rowley and Mrs. Trevelyan. Luudy

Rowley knew, and had for some days known, much

wore of Stanbury than had come to the ears of BHir

Marmaduke. She understood in the first place that

the Stanburys had been very good to her danghter,

and she was aware that Hugh Stanbury lind thoroughly
taken her danghter's part against his old friend T're-

! velyan. She would therefore have been prepared to

receive him kindly had he not on this very morning
been the subject of epecial comversation between her
aud Emily. But, as it had happened , Mrs, T'revelyan

f lind this very day told Lady Rowley the whole story

of Nora's love. The elder sister had not intended to

be trescherous to the younger; but in the thorough
confidence which mutual grief and close eonference

Lad created betweon the mother and daughter, every-

, thing had at last come out, and Lady Hewley had

. learned the story, not ouly of Hugh Btanbury’s court-

| ship, but of those rich offers which had been made by

I the heir to the barony of Peterborough.

i It must be acknowledged that Lody Rowley was
greatly grieved and thoroughly dismayed. It was not
only that Mr. Glascock was the eldest son of o peer,
bt that he was represented by the poor suffering wife
of the ill-tempercd man to be a man blessed with a
disposition sweet as an angel's. “Aand ghe would have
liked -bim," Emily had said, “if it had not been for
this nnfortunate young man." Lady Howley was mnot
worse than are other mothers, not more ambitions, or

more heartless, or more worldly. She was a good
mother, loving her childron, and thoroughly anxicus

=
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for their welfare.  But she would have liked to be the
mother-in-law of Lord Peterborough, and she wonld
have liked, dearly, to see her second daughter removed
from the danger of those rocks against which her
aldest child had been shipwrecked. And when she
nsked after Huph Stanbury, and Lis means of main-
taining & wife, the statement which Mre Trevelyan
made was uot comforting. “He writes for a penny
newspaper,—and, T believe, writes very well,” Mrs.
Travelynn had said.

“For a penny newspaper! Is that respectabla?”

“His munt, Miss Btanbury, seemed to think not
But T suppose men of education do write for such
things now. He says himself that it is very precarious
iy an employment.”

“It must ba precarious, Emily. And has he got
nothing #"

“Not o penny of his own," seid Mrs. Trevelyan.

Then Lady Rowley bhad thought again of Mr.
Flascock, and of the family title, and of Markhams.
Aud sbe thought of her present troubles; and of the
Mandaring, and the state of 3ir Marmaduke's balanco
at the bankers;—nnd of the other girls, and of all
there was befors her to do. Here had been s very
Apolle among suiters kneeling at her child's feet, and
the foolish wirl had sent him away for the sake of n
young man who wrote for a penny newspaper! Was
it worth the while of auy woman to bring up daughters
with such resulis? TLady Rowley, therefore, when she
was first introduced to Hugh Stanbury, woas not pre-
pared to receive him with open arms,

On this occasion the task of introducing him fell

to Mre, Trevelyan, and was done with much gracious-
4=
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ness, Emily knew that Hugh Stanbury was her friend,
and would sympathise with her respecting her child.
“You have heard what has happenead to me?" she said.
Stanbury, however, had heard nothing of that kid-
napping of the child, Though to the Rewleys it seemed
that ench a deed of iniguity, doue in the middle of
London, must have been koown to all the world, he
had not as yet been told of it;—and now the slory
was given to him. Mrs Trevelyan herself told it with
many tears and an agony of frash grief; but still she
told it ns to one whom ehe regarded as a sure friond,
and from whom she knew that she wonld reeeive Eym-
pathy.  Bir Murmaduke sat by the while, still gloomy
and out of humour. Why was their family sorrow to
be laid bare to this elrangrec?

“It ie the croellest thing I ever heard,” said Hugh.

“A dasglardly deed,” said Tady Rowley.

“But we all feel that for the timé he ean hardly
Ienow what he does,' eaid Nora

"And where iz the child?” Stanbory asked.

“We have mot the slizhtest ides,” said Lady
Rowloy.  *1 have sesn him, and be refuses to tell ns
He did say that my daughter should #ee her boy; bul
ke now accompanies his offer with such conditions that
it i impossible to Hiten to him."”

“And where iz he?"

“We do not know where he lives. We can reach
him only through o cerfain man—-—"

“Ah, T know the man,” said Hr:mhur}r; "one wl
waE pl:rlix:ﬂmuu once.  His name is Bozzle”

“That ia the man," said Sir Marmaduke. 1 have
goen him.”

“And of conrse he will tell us nothing but what be
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i4 told to tell us," continned Lady Rowloy. “Can thera
be anything so horrible as this,—that a wife should be
bound to eommuniente with her own husband respeet-
ing ber gwn child throngh such o man as that?"

“One might possibly find out where ho keops the
ehild,” said Hugh.

“If you could manage that, Mr. Stanbury!" said
Lady Rowley.

“I hundly see that it would do much good,” said
Hugh. “Indeed I do not kmow why he should keep
the place a seeret. I suppose he has o right to the
boy until the mother shall have made good her elaim
before tha eourt” He promised, however, that he
would do his Lest to nseertain where the ehild was
kept, and whers Trevelyan resided, and then,—baving
been pearly an hour at the house,—he was forced to
get up and take his leave. He had said not a word
to any one of the business that had bronght him there.
He had not even whispered an agsurance of his affec-
tion to Nore. 'Till the two clder ladies had come in,
and the subjeet of the taking of the boy had been
mooted, he had sat there as a perfect stranger. He
thought thet it woas manifest enough that Nora lind
told her seeret to wo one. It seemed to him that Mrs.
Trevelyan must hive forgotten it;—that Nora horself
must have forgotten it, if such forgetting conld be pos-
sible!. He got up, however, and tock his leave, and
was comforted in some slight degree by seeing that
there was a tear in Nora's oye.

“Who is he?”" domanded Sir Marmadoke, as soon
as the door was elosed,

“He is a young man who was an intimate friond
of Louis's" answered Mrs, Trevelyan; “but he is so0

=
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wa longer, because he sees how infatuated Louis has
L1]
“And why does he come here?”

“Wa know him very woll," continued Mre. Tre-
velyan, “It was he that arranged our journey down

o Devonshire. He was very kind about i, and 80

were his mother and sister. We have every reason (o
be grateful to Mr, Stanbury,” This was all very well,
but Norn nevertheless felt that the interview had been
anything bt sucesssful.

“Has he any profession?” asked Sir Marmadoke.

“He writea for the press” said Mrs. Trevelyan.

“What do you mean;—books? "

“No;—for & newspaper.”

“For a penny newspaper,” eaid Nora boldly;—*fur
tle Daily Beeord.”

“Then T hope be won't come here any more,” suid
Sir Marmaduke. Nora paused a moment, striving to
find words for some speech which might be true to her
love and yet not unseemly,—but finding no such words
ready, ahe got up from her seat and walked out of the
room. “What is the meaning of it ali?” asked Bir
Marmaduke. There was a silence for a while, and then
he repeated his gquestion in another form. “Is thern
any reason for his eoming here,—about Nora?™

9T think he is attached to Norn," said Mrs Tre-
wvelyain,

“My dear,” said Lady Rowley, Wperhaps wo had
better not speak about it just now."

“T suppose he has not & penny in the world," said
Bir Marmnduke. .

“Ha has what he earns,” said Mre. Trevelyan.

“If Nore understands her duty she will nover let
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me hear his name agnin," said 8ir Marumaduks, Then
thore was nothing mors said, and as soon s they could
oseape, both Lady Rowley and Mrs, Trevelynn left the
Faoun.

“I should have told you everything,” said Nora to
her mother that night. “I had oo intention to keep
anything n seeret from you. But we have all been so
unhappy ahout Lovey, that we have bad no heart to
talk of anything else.”

“I undsrstand all that, my darling”

“And T lind meant that youo should tell papa, for I
supposed that he would eome. And I meant that bLe
should go to papa himself. He intended that himself,
—uonly, to-day,—na things turned out -

# Tust so, dearest;—but it does not seem that hoe
has got any ineome. It would be very rash,—
wanldn't it?"

“People must be ruch sometimes. Everybody can't
have an income without emrning it. I suppose people
in professions do marry withoot having fortunss.”

“When they have settled professions, Nora,"

“And why is not his a settled profession? I believe
he receives quite as much at seven and twenty as Unele
Oliphant does at sixty.”

Rt your TUnele Miphant’s nesme is permmﬂm."

“Lawyers don't have permanent incomes, or doe-
tora,—or merchants."

“But those professions are regular and sure. They
don't murry, without fortunes, till they have made their
ineomes sura.'”

“Mr. Stanbury’s income is sure. I don't know why
it shouldn't be sure. He goss on writing and writing
overy day, and it seems to me that of all professions
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in the world it is the finest. I'd much sooner write
for & newspuper than be one of thoge old musty, fosty
lawyers, who'll say anything that they're paid to
Bay.”

"My dearcet Nora, all that is nonsense. You know
ai well as I do that you should not marry a man when
there is a doubt whether he can keep n honse ever
your head;—that is his position.”

Y1t 15 good enough for me, mamma."

“And what is his income from writing?"

“It is quite enongh for me, mamma. The truth is
I have promised, and I cannot go back from it. Dear,
dear mamma; yon won't quarrel with us, and appose
us, and make papa hard against us. You can do
what you like with papa. 1 know that. Look at poor
Enily. Plenty of money has not made her happy.”

I Mr. Glascock bad only asked you a week
gpomer;’" snid Lady Rowley, with a handkerchief to her
ayes.

“Hut yon-gee he didn't, mamma."

“When 1 think of it I cannot but weep;"—and
the poor mother buret oot into a full food of tears—
“such a man, g0 good, so gentle, and so truly devoted
to you"

" Mamma, what's the good of that now?”

“Going down all the way to Devonshire after yon!"

“Bo did Hogh, mamma."

“A position thet any girl in England would have
envied you. I eannot but feel it. And Emily says she
is sure he would come back, if he got the very slightest
aneouragement.”

“That is quite impossible, mamma."

“Why should it be impossible? Emily declares

B -
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that she never saw & man so much in love jn her lifa;
—and she says also that she believes he is abroad now
simply breause he is broken-hearted about it

“Mr. Glascock, mamma, was very mice and good
and all that; but indeed he is not the man to sufler
from a broken bearl. And Emily is quite mistalcen. I
told him the whole truih.”

“What teathg"

“That thero was somebody olse that I did love.
Then he said that of course that put an-end o it all,
and he wished me good-bye ever so calmly.”

"How conld you be so infatuated? Why shouli
you hava cut the ground away from your feet in that
wy "

I“chuunl chose that there should 'be an end to it.
Now there-hias boen an end to it; and it s much heiter,
mamma, that we should vot think about Mr. Gluscock
any more. He will never come again to me,—anid 1
he did, I could anly suy the same thing."

“You mustn't be surprised, Nora, if 1'm unhappy;
that is all. OF course I must foel it. Such a eonmee-
tion ns it wonld hive been for your sisters! Such a
home for poer Emily in her trouble! And as for this
pthor man Tt

“Momma, don't speak i1l of him."

“If I say anything of him, I must suy the truth "
said Lady Rowley.

“Don't sny anything against him, mamma, hecause
he is to be my husband. Dear, dear mamma, you ean't
change me by anything you say. Porbaps 1 have been
foolish; but it is settled now. Don't make me wretched
by speaking against the man whom I mean to lova all
my life better than all the world."

v mmsa
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HMhink of Lounis Trevelyan.™

“T will think of no one but Hogh Stanbury. 1
tried not to love him, mnmma. T tried to think that
it wns bolter to make believe that T loved Mr. Glas
cock. But he got the Letter of me, and congquered me,
aud I will never rebel against him. You may help me,
mamma;-—but you can't change me.”

CHAPTER XXXIL

Bir Mormmulukn ai Lin Chib,

Sm Manmapuke had come awsy from his brother-
in-daw the parson in much anger, for Mr. Outhouse,
with that mixture of obstivaey aml honesty which
formed his character, had spoken hard werds of Colonel
Oshorne, and words which by implication had been
hard also against Emily Trevelyan. He had been very
stannch to Lis niece when attacked by his niece’s hus-
band; but when his sympathies and assistance wero
invoked by Bir Marmaduke it seemed as though he
had transferred hiz allegiance to the other side. He
pointed out to the unhappy father that Colonel Oshorne
Lad behaved with great cruelty in going to Devenshire,
that the Stanburys had been untrue to their trust in
allowing him to enter the houso, and that Emily had
beon “indisereet” in receiving him. When a young
woman is called indisereet by her friends it may be
assumed that her character is very seriously assailed.
Rir Marmadike had understood this, and en hearing
the word had become wroth with his brother-in-law.
There had been hot worda between them, and M.
Outhonse wonld not yield an ineh or retract a syllable.
He conceived it to be his doty to advise the father to
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cantion his danghter with severity, to quarrel absolutely
with Colonel Oshorne, and to let Trevelyan know that
this had been dene. As to the ¢hild, Mr. Outhonse
expresied a strong opinion that the father was legally
entitlad to the enstody of his boy, and thet nothing
could ke done to recover the child, except what might
be done with the father's consent. In fact, Mr. Out-
honse made himself exceedingly disagreeable, and sent
awiy Sir Marmaduke with a very heavy heart. Could
it really be possible thet his old friend Fred Osborne,
who seven or eight-nnd-twenty years ago had been
potent among young ladies, had really been making
love to his old friend's married danghter? Sir Marma-
dnke looked into himself, and eonceived it to be quite
out of the guestion that he should make love to any
one. A good dinner, good wine, a good eigar, an easy
ehair, and a ruobber of whist,—nll these things, with ne
wark to do, and men of his own standing around him
were the pleasures of life which Sir Marmaduke desiced.
Now Pred Osborne was an older man than he, and
thongh Fred Oshorne did keep up a foolish systom of
padded clothes and dyed whiskers, still,—at fifty-two
or fifty-three,—surely a man might be reckoned safe.
And then, too, that ancient friendship! Sir Marma-
duke, who had lved all his life in the comparative
seclusion of a eolony, thought perhaps more of that
ancient frendship than did the Colonel, who had lived
amidet the bloze of London Life, and who had had
mapy opportunitiea of changing his friends. Bome
inkling of all this made its way into Sir Marmaduke’s
bosom, as he thought of it with bitterness; and he de-
termined that he wonld have it out with his friend.
Hitherto be had enjoyed very few of those plea-

5 .
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sant hours whichh he had anticipated on his journey
homewards. Ho had had no heart to go to his elub,
and he had faneied that Colonel Osborne had been a
littls backward in looking him up, and providing him
with ammsement. Ho liad surgested this to his wifa,
and she hod told him that the Colonel bad been right
not to come to Manchester Street. "I bave told Emily,”
gaid Lady Rowlay, “that she mnst not mest lim, and
pha is guite of the sume opivion.”  Nevertheless, thore
had beon remissness.  Bir Marmaduke felt that it was
so; in spita of his wife's: excuses.  In this wiy he was
becoming sore with everybody, and very oohappy, Tt
did not at all improve his temper when he was told
that his second danghter had refused an offer from
Lord Peterborough's eldest son.  “Then she may go
into tha workheuse for me,"” the angry father had gaid,
decluring at the same time that be would never give
bis congent to ber marringe with tha man whe *'did
dirty work"” fot the Daily Record,—as lie, with his
prternal wisdom, chose to express it.  But this croel
phrase was not spoken in Nora's hearing, nor was it
repeated to ber,  Lady Howley knew her huosband,
and wae aware that he would on oceasions chanpe hLis
opinion.

It was not ill two or three days after his visit to
Bt Diddulph's that he met Colonel Oshorne. Tha
Faster recess was then over, and Colonel Osborne hod
JuEt retorned to Landon. They met on the dnur—nta[:ﬁ
of "“The Acrobais" and the Colonel immediately began
with mn a{mlng}r. “T have beon 50 ROrTy to e away
just whea you are here;—upon my word I have. But

1 wns obliged to go down to the duchess's. I had

promised early in the winter; and those people are o
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angry if you put them off, By Giaorga, it's alnost as
bad as putting off royalty.”

“D——n the duchess,” said Sir Marmaduke.

“With all my heart,” said the Calonel;—* only
L thonght it as well that I sheuld tell you  tha
troth,"

“What T mean is, that the duchess and hor paoplo
make no difference to me, 1 hope you had » plansant
time; that's all,"

“Well;—yes, we had. One must gel awny some-
where at Easter. There is no oue loft at the eluhb, and
there's no House, and no one asks one to dinner in
town, In fact, if one didu't go away one wouldn't
know what to do. There wers ever sa muny peaple
there that T Hked to mest. Lady Glencora was thors,
anid uncommon plensant she made it. That woman
has more to say for herself than any half-dozen mon
that I know. And Lord Cantrip, your chief, was there.
He said n word or twe to me about Fou."

“What sort of 8 word 2" {

“Ie says he wishes you would read up soms- hlne
books, or pupers, or reporis, or something of that kind,

which he says that sonre of his fallowe have samt Fou.
i seems that thera are some new riiles, or ordems, or

fashions, which ho wants you to have at ¥our fingers’
ends.  Nothing could be more civil than he wag—hut
he just wished me to mention this, knawing that you
and I are likely to see each other.

“1 wish 1 bad never come over," gaid Sir Marma-
duka,

“Why so?”

“They didn't bother me with their new rules and
faehions over there. When the papers eama somebody

---——-__.. e e B
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remd them, and that was enocugh, I could do what
they wanted me to do thers"

“And go you will here,—aftor & bit"

“T'm not so sure of that. Those young fellows
soem to fornzet that an old dog ean't learn new tricks.
They've got a young brisk fellow thers who seems
to think that a man should be an encyelopedin of
knowledge because he has lived in a m:luny OV
twenty years.”

#That’s the new under-secretary.”

“Never mind who it is. Usborne, just come up to
the library, will you? I want to speak to you™ Then
Sir Marmaduke, with considerable solemnity, led the
way op to the most deserted room in the elub, and
Colonel Osborne followed him, well knowing that some-
r.hmg was to be said abont Emily Trevelynn.

SHir Mormadoke seatod htmwl‘f on & Aofa, and lis
friend sat close beside him. The reors was guite de-
sorfed. It was four o'clock in the afternoon, and the
elub was full of men. There were men in the morn-
ing-rooin, and men in the deawing-room, and men in
the card-room, and men in the biliard-room; but
no  botler choiee of a chamber for a conference
intended to be silent and secret could  have been
made in all London than that  which had in-
duced 8Bir Muirmadoke to take his friend into the
libeary of “The Aerobats.” And yet a great deal ol
mongy had been spent in providing this library for
“The Acrobate” Sir Marmadoke sat for awhile silent,
and had he sat silent for an hour, Colonel Oehorne
would not have interrupted him. Then, at last, he
began, with a voice that was intended to be serious,
but which strock upon the ear of his eompanion @as
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being affected and unlike the owner of it. “This iy
o very sad thing about my poor girl," said Sir Mar-
maduke.

“Indeed it is. There is only one thing to be said
about it, Towley."”

“And what's that?®

“The man must be mad.”

“He is not so mad as to give us any relief by his
madness,—poor as such comfort would bo. He hag ot

=  Bmily's child away from her, and I think it will shout
kill her. Aud what is to become of her?  As to tak-
ing ler back to the flands without her child, it is ont
of the question. I never knew anything so cruel in
my life.”

“And so albsurd, you know,"

“Ab,—that's just the question. If anybody lnd
asked me, I should have said that you were the mag
of all men whom 1 eould have best trusted.”

"Do you deubt it nowy"

“I den't know what to think."

“Do you mean to say that you suspect me. —nund
your daughier ton "

“No;—by heavens! Poor dear. If T suspocted lior,
there would be an end of all things with me. T ponld
never ot over that.  No:—TI don't euspect her!"  Sir
Marmaduke had now dropped his affected tone, and
was speaking with natural oncrgy.

*Hut you do me?" i
“Np—if T did, T don't suppose I should hao sitting
with you here; but thay tell me——" |

“They tell you what?"
“They tell me that,—that you did not behave

i
™
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wisoly about i, Why eould you not lot Loy nlong
when you found out ligw MALers Wers gwoing P
“Who lus been telling you this, Rowlaya®

Sir Marmadnke eonsidered for awhile, and then,

remembering. that Colonel Oshorye eotld hardly quarrel
Wwith a clorgyman, 1old him the trut;, *Uhithonso
#ay that you have done her #n irretripvabla injiry
by going down to Devonshire to her, and hy writing
to her”

“Oathouse fs an age?

“That i3 easily said:—but why did you gop?

“And why should T not gop What the denee!
Because u wun like that chooses 1o take vagaries into
his head I am not to see my own godehild!™ Sir Mar-
maduke tried to remembey whether the Colonel was in
fact the godfather of his eldest dangliter, but he foand
that his mind was quite a blank about his ehildren's
godfathers and godmothers. “And ps for the leiters;
—1 wish you could sse them. The only letters which
had in thew a ward of importance were those nhoni
Jour coming home. T was anxious to got that ars
Finged, ‘not only for your gnke, but liseause slie wad
i8n eaper shout jt,"

"God bl her, poor ehild." snid Bir Marmadulos,
rubbing the tes veay from his eyes with his rod silk
pocket-handkercliaf,

“L will scknowledge that thoss letters,—thers My
have been one or two,—wers the beginning of th
trouble. It was these that made this man show him-
%ell to be a lumatic. T do adms that. T was bound
not to talk about your coming, and T told har 1o keep
the seeret. Ho went spying nbout, and found her
letigrs, T Enppose,—and then he took fire, because thers
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Was to be a seeret from him, Dirly, mean dog! And
now I'm to ba told by sueh a fellow s Outhonse that
i's my faull, that T bave cansed ull (ha trouble, he-
cause, when I happenad to be iy Devonshire, T went
0 soe your daughter!” Wa must do the Colonel the
Justion of supposing that he g by this time yuite
tanghit himself to bolieve that the church poreh at Cogk-
chaffington had been (3¢ motive cause of his Journey
inte  Duvonshire. “Upon wy word it is too hard,"
continued ke indignantly, “Ag fop Dutimuae,—nni_r
for the gown upon his hack. g Pull his nose, And T
Wish that you would tell him that I say g

“There is tronhle enough without that,” gaid Sir
Marmaduke,

“But- it is hard, By G—, it & hard, Thera ix
this eomfort;—if hadu't Leen me, would hawe
boen some ong elsa, Such & man as that couldn’t
bave gona two or thres Years, without being joalous of
80mo one.  And as for poor Emily, she is hetter off
perhaps with an accusatiog sy ubsurd us this, than she
might have been had Lor vams been joined with a
FOUNger man, or with one whom you would hove luza
reason for trusting.”

There was 60 muel fhat seemed to be gensible in
thiz, and it was spoken with so wel] assumed o tong of
injured inuocence, that S Marmaduke folt thyy hi
had nothing maore 1o say.  He muottersd something
further about the eruelty of the vase, nnd then slunk

away out of the club, and made his way home to the-

dull gloomy hoyse in Manchester Stroet.  Thare VRS

uo eomfort for him there;—but nelther was there any

comfart for him at the  elyh, And why did thye

vexatious Seerctary of State gand bim messages about
Habnew K jrus gkt 1 25

.y
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blue books? As be went, he expressed sundry wisghes
that he was back at the Mandarins, and told himeelf
that it would be well that he shonld remain thare till
ke died.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
Mymerioss Agencios.

Waes the thirty-first of March arrived, Exeter had
not a8 yet been made gay with the marringa festivitios
of Mr. Gibson and Camilla French. And this delay
had not been the fault of Camille. Camilla had heen
roady, and when, about the middle of the month, it
was hinted to her that some postponement Was nECEs-
sary, she spoke her mind out plainly, and declared that
she was not going to stand that kind of thing. The
communication had not been made to ber by Mr. Gib-
son in person. For some days previously he had not
bopn seen at Heavitree, and Camilla bad from day tn
day beeome more black, gloamy, and harsh in her
mauners both to ber inother and her sisters. Little
notes had come and little notes had gone, but no one
i the house, except Camilla herselfl, knew what thess
notes contained. Bhe would not condescend to com-
plain to Arabella: nor did she say much in condermnn-
fion of ‘her lover to Mrs, French, till the blow came.
With unremitting attention she pursued the great basiness
of Ler wedding garments, and exacted from the unfor-
tupate Arabells an amount of work equal to her own,
—of thankless work, as is the custom of embryo brides
with their oumarried sisters. -And she drew with great
andacity on the somewhat slender means of the family for
the nmonut of feminine gear necessary to enable Ler to go
into Mr, Gibson's house with something of the dvlnt of
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i well-provided bride. When Mre. French hesitated, |
and then expostulated, Camilla replied that she did not {
expect to he marded above onee, and that in ne cheaper
or more prodactive way than this eonld her mother
allow her to consume her ghare of the family resources.

“What matter, mamma, if you do have to borrow a

little money? Mr. Burgess will lot you have it when

he knows why. And as [ shon't be eating and

at homo any more, nor jrnt getting my things h:m, 1 |
r—- have a right to expect it” And she ended by ex-

presgingr an opinion, in Arabella's hearing, that any
ﬂ:mghter of a house who proves herself to be capable
of petting a hushand for herself, is entitled to expect

that those left at home shall pineh themselves for a

time, in order that she may go forth to the world in a

respectable way, and be a eredit to the family.

Then enme the blow, Me Gibson bad pot been
at the hovse for some days, Lut the notes had been |
going and coming. At last Mr. Gibson came himsalf; A
but, as it happened, when he came Camills was out
shopping. In these daye she often did go out shopping 1
between eleven and one, earrying her sister with her, Tt 4l
must have been but & poor pleasure for Arabella, this i
witnessing the purchases made, secing the pleasant {
draperies and bandling the real linens and admiring I
the fine eambrics spread out before them on the shop ;
counters by obsequions attendants.  And the questions i

|

asked of her by her sister, whothor this was mood enough

for g0 nugnst nn occasion, or that sufficiently hand-

some, must have been harnssing.  She conld noet have

fafled to remember that it coght all to have been dona '

for her,—thrt had she not been treated with monstrons !

injustice, with most unsisterly cruelty, all these good f‘:
a5 -4
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| things wounld lLave beon sprasd on her hehool:  Bot
sl went oo and endured it, and worleed Lliligentil_y with
| her needle, and folded and aonfolded as ghe was desiod,
| and became us it wers guite a younger sister in the
I lwuse,—eresping out by Lersell now and again inte
| tha purlieus of the city, to find sach consolation as she
might receive from her solitnry thooghta,
: But Arabellarand Camilla were both nway when
Mr. Gibzon called to tell Mre. I'rench of his altersd
| plans.  And as he asked, not for Lis lady-love, but for |
Mrs. Fronch hecsolf, it is probable that he watehed his
oppartunity and that be kuew to whiat sares his Camilla
was then devetlog herself. " Pochaps it is quite as well
that I should find youw alone,” he said, after uuuﬂry
preludes, to his future mother-in-law, “besanse you can
miake Camilla understend this better than T cap. T
must put off the day for abeut threo weeks,"”
*Three woeks, Mr, Gibson?”
| “Or a4 month, Perhaps we had botter any the 29th
! of April.” Mr. Gibson hnd by this time thrown off
rvery fear that ha might have entertained of the mother,
and could speak to her of such an unwarrantable
change of plans with tolerable equanimity,
| “Hut I don't koew that that will suit Camilla
i at all."
“3he can nume any other day she pleases, of conrse:
—that s, in May."
“But why is this to Le?"
“There are things about money, Mra. French, which
I eannot nrrange soongr.  And 1 find that enfortunstely
I must go up fo London,”  Thongh many other quos-
3 tiont worn sskod, nothing further was got ont of Mr,
[ Gibaon on that occasion; and ha left the honse with a
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perfeet nnderstanding on his own part—and on that
of Mrs, French,—that the marriage was postponed till
some daoy still to be fixed, but which could not and |
dhould mot be before the 29th of April.  Mrs. French
asked him why he did not eome up and see Camilla.
He replied,—false man fhat he wos,—that he lazud
hopeil to have seen ber this moming, and that he would
come again before the week was over.
Then it way that Camilla spoke her mind out plainly.
T ghall go to his housp at onee,” she gaid, “and find

e out all about i, I don't pnderstand it. T don't under-

gtand it ut oll; and T won't put np with it. He shall

know who he las to denl with, if he plays tricks upon

e, Mnmma, I wonder you let him out of tho house,

till you had made him eome back to lis old day.”
wWhat eould T do, my dear?”

“YWhat could you do? Shake him out of it,—us L
would lhave dome. But he didn't dare to tell me,—
beeanse he is a coward."”

Clumilla in all ihis showed hee spirit; but she allowed
Ler anger to hurry ber away inte an indiserotion.
Arabella was present, and Camilla should have re-
pressed hor roge.

41 don't think he's at all o eoward,” said Arabella,

Wi'hat's my business. I suppose I'm entitled to
know what he is better than you." i

ATl the same I don't think Mr, Gibson is at all a

~ eownrd,” said Arabells, again pleading the cause of the
man who hnd misused her,

“Now, Arnbella, T won't take any interference from
you; mind that. I say it was Bowandly, and he ghould
have come to me. It's my concern, and I shall go to
bim, 1'm not going to be stopped by any shilly-shally

B e 5 iy
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nonsense, when my future respectalility, perhaps, is
at stake. All Exeter koows that the marriage is to
tnke place on the 31st of this month."”

On the next day Camille abzolutely did go to My,
Gibson’s house st an early hour, at nine, when, as sho
thought, he would snrely be at Dreakfust, But he Lad
flown. He had loft Exeter that morning by an early
trnin, snd kis servant thonght that he had gone to
London. On the next morning Camilla got o note
from him, written in Lomdon. It affected to be very
cheery and affectionate, beginning “Dearcgt Crmnmy,”
and alluding to the postponement of his wedding as
though it were a thing go fixed as to require no farther
juestion, Camilla answered this letter, still in much
wrath, complnining, protesting, expostulating;—throw-
ing in his teeth the facl that the day had been fixed
by him, and not by her. And she added a postscript
in the following momentons words;—*If you have any
respect for the name of your future wife, you will fall
back npon your first arcangement.” To this she rot
gimply o lne of an answer, declaring that this falling
hack’ was fmposeible, and then nothing was heard of
Lim for ten days. He had gone from Toesday to
paturday week;—and tho first that Camilla saw of him
was his presemcs in the reading desk when he chaunted
the eathedral service as priesi-viear on the SBunday.

At this time Arabella was very ill, and was confined
to her bed. Mr, Marlin declared that her system hud
become low from over anxiety,—that she was nervous,
weal, and lishle to hysterics,—that her foelings wera
in fact too many for her,—and that hor efforts to over-
come them, and to face the realities of the world, had
exhnusiad her. This was, of conrse, not said openly,
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al the town-cross of Exeter; but such was the opinion
which Mr. Martin gave in confidence to the mother.
wiiddle-de-dee!” said Camilla, when ghe was told of
feclings, susceptibilities, and hysterics. At the present
moment she had a claim to the undivided interest af
the family, and she believed that her pigter's illness
was feigned in order to defraud her of her rights
“My dear, she is ill," said Mrs, French. “Then lat
her have a dose of sults,” said the stern Camilla.  This
was on the Sunday afternoon. Cumilla hod endeavoured
to see Mr. (ibson as ho eame out of the cathedral, but
hnd failed. Mr Gibson bad been detained within the
huilding,——no donbt by duties connected with the choral
gorvices, Oy that evening he gpot o nole from Oamilla,
and quite early on the Monday morning he came ap
to Henvitres

WYou will find her in the drawing-room,” said Mre.
French, as she opened the hall-deor for him. There
was @ smile on her face us she spoke, but it was a
forced smile.  Mr Gibson did not smile at all.

g it all right with her?” he asked,

“Well:—you had better go to her.  You see, Mr.
Gibson, young ladics, when they are geing to be
married, think that they onght to linve their own Wiy
a little, just for the last time, you know." He took no
notice of the joke, bt went with elow steps up to the
drawing-roum. It would be inguiring too curjonsly to
ask whetber Camills, when she embraced him, diseerned
that he had fortified his courage that merning with o
glass of curagoa.

“What does all this mean, Thomas?" was the first
yuestion  that Camilla asked when the embrace wos
¥ET
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ALl what mean, depr?"

“This nutoward delay? Thomas, you have almost
biroken mwy heaft. You have boon awny, and I have
not heard from yow”

“T wrote twied, Cimilla."”

“And what sort of lotters? IE thero is anything the
matter, Thomas, you had better tell mo at onee.”  Bhe
paused, but Thomas held his tongue. I don’t suppose
you want to kill me,"”

“God forbid,” aaid ‘Thomas.

“But you will. What must everybody think of me
in the city when they find that it is put off. Poor
mamma heg been dreadful —guite dreadinl! And lLers
iz Arabella now laid up on abed of sickness."” 'This, too,
was indiscreel. Camilla should have said nothing abont
her sister's sickness.

“T have boen so sory to hear about dear Bella,”
aaid Mr. Fibson.

41 dun't suppose she's vory bad,” maid Chmilis,
Yhnt of eourse we all feal it.  Of-course we're upset.
As for me, 1 biear up; bocanse I've that spirt that I
won't give way if' it's ever so; but, upon my word, it
tricg mo hard, What s the meaning of it, Thomus?"

Put Thomas had nothing to siy beyond what he
bad said befora to Mre. French, Ho wasg vory particn-
lar, bo said, about money: and certain money mattors
made it ineumbent on bhim not to marry before the
20th of April. When Camilla suggested to him that
as sho was 4o be his wife, she ought to koow all about
his money matters, ha told her that she should,—somao
day. When they were marred, he would tell her all
Camilln tallked a great deal, and said some things that
wore vory severe, by, Gibson did not enjoy his morn-

-

J




— T P——— T " — — e e A

MVETEINOTE - ADENOIES, A9

ing, but he endured the upbraidings of his fuir one
with more firmness than might perhaps have been ex-
pocted from him. He left all the talking to Camilla;
but when he got up to leave her, the 29th of April hsd
hieen fixed, with some sort of asgent from her, as tha
day on which she was reslly to become Mrs. Gihson.

When he left the room, he again met Mre. French
on the landing-place. Bhe hesitated o moment, waiting
by son whether the door would be shut; but the doeor
could not be shut, as Cpmilla was standing in the
antrunes.  “Mr Gibson,” a0id Mra. French, in a wuoics
that was scarcely a whisper, "would you mind stepping
in and seeing poor Bella for a momont?”

“Why;—she is in bed," said Camilla.

Y ag:-—she is in bed; but she thinks it would be a
pomfort to her, Bhe has scen nobody these four days
oxeopt Mr, Martin, and she thinks it wonld eomfurl her
to have a word or two with Mr. Gihson.” Now Mr.
Gihson was not only going to be Bellw's brother-in-law,
but be was also o clergyman.  Camilla in ber heart
believed that the half-clerical aspeet which her mother
had given to the request was false and hypoeritical.
There wore special reasons why Bella should not have
wished to geo Mr, Gibson in her bedroom, at any rate
ill Mr. Gibson had beeome her brotherin-law. The
expression of such a wish at the present moment was
plmost indocent.

“You'll be there with them?" said Camille. Mr.
Giibson blushed up to his ears as he heard the suggres-
tion. “Of eourse you'll be there with them, mamma."

4¥No, my dear, L think not. I fancy she wishes
him to vead to her,——or something of that sort.” Then
Mr. Gibson, without speaking a word, but still blushing

TR B S
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up to his ears, was taken to Arabella's room; and
Camilla, flouncing into the drawing-reom, banged the
door behind her; She had hitherto fought her battle
with considerable skill and with great courage;—but
her very success had made ber imprudent. She had
become o imperious in the great position which she
Lind resched, that she could not control her temper or
wait till her power was confirmed. The banging of
tlint door was heard through the whole honse, nnd
every ome knew why it was banged. - Bhe threw her-
self on to a sofs, and then, instantly rising again,
paced the room with quick step. Could it ba possible
that there was treachery? Was it on the cards that
{hat weak, poor creatnre, Bella, was intriging once
again to defraud her of her lingband? There wera
different things that she now remembered. Arabella,
in that moment of bliss in which she bad conceived
herself to be engaged to Mr. Gibson, had digearded her
chignon, Then she lad resumed  it,—in all its
monstrous proportions. Since that it had been lessened
by degrees, and brought down, throngh warious inberests
ing but sbnormal shapes, to a size which would hardly
have drawn forth any anathema from Miss Staubury.
And now, on this very moming, Arabella had put on
n clean nighteap, with muslin frills. It is porhupe not
unnatural that o gick lady, preparing to receive a
clergyman in her bedroom, should put on it eleun
nighteap,—but to suspicions eycs small causes suffice
to create alarm. And if there were any such hideous
wickedness in the wind, had-Arabella any colleague in

‘har villainy? Conld it be that the mother was plotting

against her daughter's happiness and respoctability ?
(Camilln was well aware that her mammn would at firet
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liave preferred to give Arabella to Mr. Gibson, had the
choice in the matter been left to her. But now, when
the thing bad been settled before all the world, would
not such treatment on a mother's part ba equal to
infanticide? And then as to Mr. Gibson himself!
Camills was mot prome to think little of her owi
charms, but she had been nnable not to perceive that
her lover had beeome negligent in hin personal atten-
tions to her. An accepted lover, who deserves to have
been accepted, shonld devote every hour at Lis eom-
mand to his mistress, But Mr. Gibson had of late been
po chary of his presence at Heavitree, that Camills
coulid not but have known that he took no delight in
coming thither, She had acknowledged this to her-
solf; but she hnd consoled herself with the reflaction
that marriage would make this all right. Mr. {3ibson
wag not-ihe man to stray from his wife, and she could
trust herself to obtain o sufficient hold upon her hus-
band hereafter, partly by the strongth of her tongue,
purtly by the ascendancy of her spirit, and partly, alin,
ly the comforts which she would provide for him. Bhe
bad mot doubted but that it would b all well when
they should be married;—but how if, even now, there
should be mo marringe for her? Camilla French had
never heard of Crensa and of Jasou, but as she paced
her mother’s drawing-room that morning she was a
Medea in spirit. If any plot of that kind ghonld be in
the wind, she would do such things that all Devon-
ghire should hear of her wrongs and of her revenge!
In the meantime Mr. Gibson was sitting by Arabella’s
bedside, while Mrs, French was trying to muke hersell

busy in her own chamber, next door. There had been

a reading of some chapter of the Bible,—or of somao

e’
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portion of a chapter. And Mr. Gibson, as he read, and
Arabella, as sgho listened, had emdeavoured to take to
. their hearts and to make use of the word whish they
heard, The poor young woman, whon she begged her
mother to send to her the man, who was g0 dear to
her, did so with some bhalf-formed condition that it
would be good for her to hear a elergyman read to her,
But now the chapter had beon read, and the book was
back in Mr. Gibson's pocket, and he was sitting with
his hand on the bed. “She is so very arvogant,” said
Bella,—"and so domineering” To thie Mr. Gibson
made no voply. “T'm sure I hnve endeavoured to hoar
it well, though you must have kaown what T have
suffered, Thomas, Nobedy ean understand it so well
s you do.”

YT wish I had never been born,” said Mr. Gibson
tragically.

“Don't suy that, Thomas,—hoeanse it's wicked.”

“But I'de.  Bee all the karm I have done;—aud
yet I did not moan it"

“You must try and do the best you ean now. 1
um uot saying what that should be. T am not dietat-
mg to you. Yon are a man, and, of courss, you must
judge for yourself. But T will say this. You shouldn't
do anything just becavse it is the easiest. T don't
supposa I should live after it. I don't indeed. But
that shonld not signify to you."

“I don't suppose that any man was ever before in
such a terrible position sives the world began.”

U1t is diffienlt;— L am sure of thaf, Thomas,"

“And I bave meant to be so true. T fancy sometimes
that some mysterious agency interferes with the afairs
of a man and drives him on,—und on,—und on,~—almost,
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__ 1l he doesu't kuow where it drives him.” As he
eaid this in s voice that was guite sepulchral in its
tone, he folt some eonsolstion in the conviction that
this mysterions ageney eould not affect & man without
cmbuing him with a certain amount of grandeur,—
very uncomfortable, indesd, in its nature, but still
huving eonsiderable value as a eounterpoise. Pride
must bear pain—but pain i recompensed by pride.

“She is so strong, Thomas, that she can put up
with anything,” said Arabells, in a whisper.

“Btrong;—yes, " said be, with a ahmdder;—"she 8
strong enough.”

“And as for love %

“Ion't talk about it,” said he, getting up from his
ehair, “Don't talk about it. You will drive me
frantic,”

“You know what my feelings are, Thomas; you
have always known them. There las been no change
sinee T was the young thing you first knew me.” As’
she spoke, she just tonched his hand with hers; but he
did not seem to notice this, sitting with his elbow on
iha arm of his cliair and his forebead on his hand. In
reply to what she said to him, be merely ghook his
head,—not intending to imply thereby any doubt of
the truth of her assertion. “You have now to make
up your mind, and to be bold, Thomas," continued
Arabella. She says that you are a coward; but I know
that you nre no coward. I told her eo, and she said
that 1 was interfering. Oh,—that she should be able
to tell mo that I interfore when 1 defend youl™

“] must go,” said Mr. Gibson, jumping up from
bis chair. “I must go. Bella, I cannot stand this
any longer. It is too much for me. 1 will pray that
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I may decide arvight. God bless wou!™ Then he
kissed ber brow ss she lay in bed, and hurried out of
the room.

Ha had hoped to go from the house without further
ronversa with any of its inmales; for his mind was dis-
turbed, and he longed to be at rest.  But ba was not
allowed to esecape so ensily. Camilla met him at the
dining-room door, and neccosted him with a smile.
Thers had hoen time for much meditation during the
last half hour, and Camilln bad meditated.  “How do
you find her, Thomas?"" she asked,

“Bhe soems weak, but I believe she i better. 1
Lave been reading to her”

“Come in, Thomas;—will you not? It is bad for
us to stand talking on the stairs.  Dear Thomas, don't
let us be 0 cold to each other.” He had wo alternative .
but to put his arm round her waist, and kiss her,
thinking, as ho did so, of the mysterious agoncy which
afflicted hin. “Tell me that you love me, Thomas,”
she snid.

“OFf course I love you" The question is not a
plensant one when put by a lady to a gentleman whose
affections towards her are not strong, and it requires a
very good actor to produce nn efficient answor.

“I hope you do, Thomas, It would be sad, indeed,
if you did not. Yon are not weary of your Camilla,
—are youd"

For: 2 moment thore came upon him an idea that
he would confess that he wns weary of her, but he
found at once that such am effort was beyond his
powers. “How can yon ask such a guestion?” he
ﬂi

“Beeause you do not—ecome to me” Camills, as
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she spoke, laid her head upon his shoulder and wept.
2 now you have been five minutes with me and
wearly an hour with Bella

WGhe wanted me to read to berd" suid Mr. Gibson;
—and he hated himself thoroughly as he said it

“And now you want to gel away ns fast ns you
pan,” continned Camilla,

i Because of the morning service,” said Mr. (ilson.
This was quite true, and yet he lated himself again
for saying it. As Camills knew the truth of the last
plea, ehe was obliged to let him go; but she made him
swoar bofore he went that he loved her dearly, I
think it's all right,” she said to berself ns he went
down the stairs. I don't think he'd dare make it
wrong. If he does;—o-oh!"

Mr. Gibgon, as he walked into Exeter; endewvonred
to justify his own conduct to himself. There waa uo
moment, be declared to himself, in whieh he had not
endoavoured to do right. Beeing the manner in which
he had been placed among these two young women,
hoth of whom had fallen in love with him, how eonld
Lo have saved himself from vacillation? And by what
untoward chanee had it come to pass that he had now
Joarned to dislike so vigorously, almost to hate, the
ono whom he had been for s moment sufficiently in-
futunted-to think that he loved?

But with all his arguments he did not smceeed in
justifying to himself his own econduct, and he hated
himself,
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