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CATHERINE OF CALAIS.

OHAPTER I

CarEening stood on COalais pier and watched the Channel
steamer speeding away ; dividing, as it seemed, the grey water
into two long white lines of foam, and growing smaller and
amuller uotil it vunished altogether into the misty distance.

In those days the old wooden fefée was still standing, and
the steamers came up alongside and poured their stream of
travellers into the quiet buffef, which has long since been
oleared away, to make room for & much finer ercction.

The heels of Catherine's little shoes were apt to catch in
the spaces which had grown between the old boards of the
wooden pier, and this was a danger which the large flat feet of
her attendant Sophie, easily escaped. Bhe had more than once
beheld & small steamer, or fishing-boat, carelessly bandled, run
aguinst the jetés, when the rotten planks would fly up, and
splinter and crumble in every directiom, while onwary pro-
menaders narrowly escaped preeipitation into the yawning
chasm revealed below, where the dark green water placidly
lapped the seaweed and cockles, which clothed the black and
decayed timber uprights, But Catherine had very little icea
at that time that the old pier was alrendy doomed, and that
the picturesqueness of an old-world Calais would soon dis-
appear into the past, together wit! the mighty walls, the hoary
ramparis, and the ancient gates, which had for so many years
sternly guarded the little old dignified city, haunted for ever
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with the white-sheeted haltered ghosta of the noble Enstnche
de Bt. Pierre and hia devoted followers.

The newly risen wind lifted Catherine's ghort hair from Ler
forehead, and a light rain faintly sprinkled her ; bat weather
conld hardly damage the tawny-hued ulster which clothed her
light form from chin to ankle, nor the red velvet fogue she
wore, which showed signs of having alrendy survived mapy
ghowers and much sunshine, for its brilliant crimson was here
and there deepened into darly patches, and here and thore faded
into eoft niances, by no means unbecoming to the young fresh
face beneath it

# Mademoiselle longs for the day when she, too, will spread
ber wings and fly over the ssa to England ? ™ ssid Bophie’s
coazing voice,

Catherine's companion waa o typical bonne & foul fiwire, and
a jolly Calaisienne,

Bhe wore s stont brown woollen dress tied romnd her
immense waist by her blue apron strings, Her white cap, with
floating ende which streamed in the wind, ross spotless above a
large rosy face, eyes twinkling with humour and buried in fat,
a smiling rosebud mouth, and a treble chin which rested
comfortably upon an ample bosom. Her small, dimpled hands
clutched an enormons battered nmbrells, and & market-basket
hung upon one of her ghort and massive arma.

“ Oh, Bophie, that would be too good luck forme, I don'
believe I shall ever see England,” raid Catherine, sighing, not
hopelessly, but half-smiling, with the soft belief of early youth
in that mysterions foture which seems so full of infinite
poesibilities—at aixteen.

Bophie nodded her head wisely.

“To be sure, Mademoisell is still young. But the day will
artive. A convensble marriage will. be arranged by ker sunt,
and Mademoiselle will be affianced. Then we shall have s pratty
wedding at the English Cobsulate, and I shall be standing
here alone to wave good-bye to the young bride and her fine
huosband.”

“0h, Sophie, what stupidity,” said Catherine, gaily ; but
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it is not to be denied that her heart beat a little faster as she
listened to Bophie’s encouraging prophecy.

Bophie was a delightful companion. With her plump
hands folded over the umbrella, she was content to stand
gpeechless for 8o long a time as it pleased Catherine to remain
lost in dreams, straining her wistful, hazel eyes after the
geparting stegmer, or to waddle quietly behind her young
mistress when she found it impossible to keep pace with the
impatiewt steps.  Bhe was equally ready to listen with gennine
sympathy to Catherine’s confidences, or to gabble incessantly
and amusingly about her own private uffairs.

#How I shonld love to wait and scc the boat come in,”
eaid Catherine, withdrdwing her gaze regretfully from the
curtain of grey misk, which sbrouded the unknown world she
longed so much to enter, and becoming once more conscions of
her familiar surroundings.

She was not particularly interested in the blue-clad roulours,
who always seemed to be rolling boxes and bags sbont with
many cries and much gesticulation—the important custom-
house officials—the indifferent, loitering fisher-folk, and lazy
groupe of onlookers ; in fach, she was often bardly conscious
of the bustle going on around her, whilst she stood and watched
the departure of the Channel steamer for England,

Bhe made up little histories to herself about the best-
looking of the travellers, and wished ghe had even sme friend
to whom she eonld wave her bandkerchief when the boat went,
or whoth she could greet when it came into harbour. But how
many passengers were on board, and whether the steamer were
punetual or the reverse, she was seldom able to inform her
a;;:!il‘:iﬂthnugh these were the only details likely to interest the
old lady.

“ It is as Mademoiselle wishes,™ said Sophie, shrugging Ler
shoulders,

Bhe found it difficult to understand the fascination the
pier possessed for.Catherine, and would have infinitely pre-
ferred, had her own tastes been consulted, to spend the hour
allotted for their afternoon exercise in the narrow alleys of the
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fair which was now enlivening Oalais, or in making an expe-
dition to St. Pierre, where she had relations. It was truly
extraordinary, she reflected, thet any one should eare o
struggle through half o gale of wind and stand about in the
rain, in order to watch & pumber of sick or tired people
huddled in travelling-wraps, and crewding up the gangways
into the buffet.

“Dien] Quel drile de plaisir,” thought Bophie, but she
was willing to do s Catherine plensed, and aware thet it was
not hergelf who incurred the penalty of a scolding for returning
Iate,

“ 7t i8 in eight | ™ cried Catherine, with as much animation
aa thongh she had never before seen the arrival of the steamer,
% Oh, Sophie, let us take s little turn up and down until it is
alongeide, and then we will go home. And, Sophie, I have
made up my mind, do you know, to epend half o franc ab the
lucky wheel to-morrow, and we will take it in turns, and what-
ever you win you shall keep ; in fact we won't come to the
pier st all to-morrow, but will stay in the fair, if you like,"

4 Mudemoiselle csb bien bonne,™ said Sophie, beaming,

# 7 ghall have my ten francs to-morrow,” said Catherine
¥t is something to look forward to. Ten francs on the first
of every month | It is very kind of Aunt Isabella.”

“Boote and gloves are, however, very dear,” suggested
Bophie.

Catherine was a little conscience-stricken when she reflected
how small a proportion of her annual allowance of p hundred
and twenty francs ghe had hitherto devoted to the porpose for
which it had been somewhat grudgingly bestowed by her aunt,
The boots which shod ber slender feet could bardly have been
described as servieeable in their best days, and constant
journeying over the cobble stones with which Calais was paved
" hod proved disustrous to the soles, which were not far from
being in absolute holes. Her gloves were cevtainly neatly
mended, but they had seen & good deal of serviee; and
Cathering thourht guiltily of a certain delightful lictle feast ut
the confectioner's to which she bad lust mouth treated herself
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snd Sophie, and of a stock of the excellent cakes of Bt.
Micholas which she had laid in during their short-lived season,
But of that portion of her income which she had expended ir
buying o present for Bugdnie, the Flunande bonne who helped
Sophie in the ménage, and of the flannel she had purchased for
Sophie’s ailing sister, Catherine did not think at all, for her
gencrosity was of that perfectly heedless and impuolsive kind
which i inborn, and which is utterly unable to help giving
whilst #ny consciousness of possession remains.

The steamer came slowly alongaide—the ropes were thrown
—the gungways placed—the long stream of custom-house
oflicials took their places, and the wsnal hubbob began.

“Come here, Sophie; now we can see them all nicely.
What a prétéy little gicl ; do you see p"

“Elle doit ére francaisel™ said Bophie, admiringly.
“How contented she must be to find herself in the light
again.”

# England is not always foggy.”

* Mademoieelle,” said Sophie, firmly, it is a country where
the son never shines, I who speak to you had a nephew—
Achille—"

But Catherine had already heard many times the history of
the locklesa Achille, who went to London in November to seel
& situstion, was seized with a bronchife, and returned to his
family to vow that never again would he tempt Previdence by
enbmitting himzelf to such o climate,

STt is an American child, after all," she eried trinvmphantly
—*that is the same thing as English, Sophie. I can tell by
her accent, and her pretty independent way, and her Paris
frock ; fauey looking so pretty after a rough voyage. Look at
that old invalid being carried rolled np in shuwls—I supposs
it looked so fine this morning they thought the crossing would
b smooth for her, poor thing. Come, Sophie, we most ron ;
there is no one else the least interesting—only a few men—and
we shall be——-""

“ Eh bien,” gaid Bophie ; for Catherine stopped short, and a
delicate pink colour suddenly flushed her round young cheeks,
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% Tt is nothing—nobody, T mean,” said Catherine, stammer-
ing; *“only I saw—a face—T liked, that is all. Come, Sophie,
we shall be late.”

Bophie, however, took u shrewd survey of the throng press-
ing up the gangway before she obediently wheeled herself
round and followed her charge. Her twinkling gaze fixed
itself upon & tall, grey-haired Englishman, and a spruce young
Frenchman with a pallid countensuce, black highly-woaxed
moustache, and blue chin,

The younger gentleman occupied an unbappy position
between the steadily-advancing and solid form of the Britsher,
and the ponderous obstraction of & stout German, thriftily
laden with ber own hand baggape, whom his natursl politeness
would not allow him to huostle,

U (et paz le vieil Anglais, tonjours | Cest done le petit
bonhomme | Tiens, il n'est pas vilain, celuila, Sans doute
il & bien regardé Mademoisclle,” she cliuckled, proving her
efficiency as a chaperon by her guickness to nobice, and her
eagerness to trace the canse of—the maiden's blosh,

Cotherine’s pace was so mnch accelerated by her desire to
escape from the possible raillery of Bophie, and by the con-
scionsness of her nnpunctuality, that the poor old Frenchwoman
was completely out of breath by the time they resched the
Place d'Armes, where her attention was diverted by the many
coloured stalle pust which they hurried, They made their way
a8 quickly as possible through the alleys of the fair, to the
door of the litile, ancient, erocked house in which Catherine
lived, kuown locally as the House of the Rat, from the old
wooden, painted model which stood npon a projecting ledge,
one of the many memorislz of the Bicoe of Calais, and of the
unpalatable fare which the inbabitants were reduced by starva-
tiou to enjoy.

As they entered, the great clock of the Hotel de Ville ended
its sweet, monovtououns chime; the tiny warriors rushed out
and charged each other, and the hour of three was solemnly
tolled forth.

“ We have been ont two whole hours,” ejaculated Cathering.
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“How I hope and pray that Aunt Isabella may still be
]H .‘II

¥ EErarr day, directly after her early mid-day dinner, Qatherine
was sent forth with Bophie for a wallk, when her aunt composed
beraelf for an hour's slumber in the sitting-room. If Catherine
returned punctually, she was often obliged to wait for an
indefinite period, in silence and darkmess, until Miss Carey
woke up; if, on the other hand, she happened to be late, her
sunb mab infrequently contrived to wake early and discover her
delinquency. Nor conld Catherine escape from the darkened
salon, even to remove her outdoor attire, for the sofa whereon
the old lady reposed was carcfully placed with its head againsg
one-half of the mahogany door which led into her own bedroom,
and from’ thence into the tiny piéce, possessing no second exit,
where Cutherine slapt.

Bophie, who came seldom into personsl contact with the
elder Miss Carey, and whose placid sonl abhorred punctuality,
lingered below in the stone passage of the entry talking to an
Boguaintance,

The ground-floor of the Maison dn Rat was ocenpied by
the proprietor of the appariement; M. Castaing, who owned the
furnitare ehop beneath Miss Clarey’s rooms. The stone passage
led into a delightful back yard commanded by the red-cortained,
lace-draped windows of the salon; furniture was constantly
being brushed and mended there, and the wool mattresses of
the citizens almost daily beaten on frames made for the purpose,
It was a pleasant spot snd euited for agreeable gossip, since
one conld stand comfortably in the shelter of the doorway below
without being perceived from the winduw above. There Miss
Carcy often sat, railing at the idleness of the Castaing appren-
tices, little guessing who was responsible for their frequent
stoppaces for conversstion, and angrily lameating over their
noigy langhter and the inconvenience of a sitting-room which
looked on to the back premises, whilst her bedroom windows
afforded a uscless view of the entertaining bustle in the market-
place.

On this particolar occasion Catherine was in luck's way, for
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Miss Carey was still aeleep when her niece tip-toed cantionsly
over the polished, ereaking bosrds of the uneven floor, and
geated herself noiselessly in a red velvek armehair,

A long silence ensued, broken only by the lond ticking of
the elock, and the heavy breathing of the sleeper. In the dusk
Catherine could just distingmish the ountlines of the bronze
busts of Moliére aud Voltaire on the black chimney-piece, and
the hrightest tints of the oleographs which hung on either side
of the fireplace,

She had loved those gandy printa from her earliest child-
hood. They were entitled respeetively, * Le Mariaze ™ snd * Le
Baptéme.” In the former a gallant smiling young gentleman,
in o cherry-coloored coat, escorted his blushing bride, in her
white satin Empire rown and high-heeled shoes, throngn a group
of fashionably-dreseed relatives, from the church where they
bad just been wed.

In the latter, the young father escorted with equal gallantry
the trinmphant nourrice, whose ribboned cap towered over the
white-robed infant she was carrying ut the head of another
family procession.

Catherine, having often searched in vain among the attendant
crowd of brilliant bonnets, variegated parasols, and simpering
countenances for the young mother’s lovely oval face, had long
ago come to the dismal conclosion that she had been consigued
to the tomb, and that the bridegroom of the former pictare had
already recovered from any grief he might have been supposed
to suffer.

It wans characteristic of Catherine that ghe had folb almost
more interest in speculating on the histories of these imaginary
personages than in dwelling on the fortunes of her own relatives,
who were represcnted by a row of miniatures suspended on
brasg hooks ageinst & faded red velvet plague upon the
wall,

Miss Carey was rarely communicative, bnt Catherine had
contrived to gather vaguely a few facts concerning her family
history.

The largest portrait represented her great-grandfather,
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and she knew that his name was SBamuel Carey, and that his
profession was that of & merchant.

Bhe had long sinee decided tiat she disliked the face, and
that ber grand-gunt Tsabella wes aneommenly like her deceasea
parent in appesrance.

0ld Samuel Carey had a very dark complexion—of a tinb
sugpeative of East Indian blood, a somewhat flab ness, and
‘coffee-coloured brown eyes set close together beneath a narrow
forehead. The artist had sobtly indicated a slight squint,
which gave an unpleasantly conning look to an otherwise
ghrewd and determined face.

A weaker, and yet plainer, portrait was that of Catherine’s
grandfather, the only eon of the eider Bamuel, and the only
brother of: Aunt Isabells. This gentleman had likewiss been &
merchant, and his sister invariably referred with great contempt
to his business qualities, and his mental capacity, whereas she
held the memory of her father in the deepest veneration.

(Catherine gathered that old SBamuel had made a great deal
of money, and that young Samuel bad contrived to lose ik
moreover, 8ince Miss Isabella had more than ones mentioned
young Bamuel's wife somewhat wiciounsly, as & " poor extrava-
gant doll," Catherine entertained a shrewd suspicion that her
grandmother must have been a pretty woman, and perhaps
bent npon aiding her husband to dissipste, instead of to in-
creasc his papa's fortone.

The only son of this hapless couple was Catherine's
father, Edmond Carey. This young geutleman, presumably
discouraged by his father's want of success in business, de-
clined to follow in his footsteps, quarrelled with his grand-
father, and went to study art in Rome. He gave lessons to
support himself ; led, it wes inferred, a wild and Bohemisn
existence, opposed to every tradition of the gravely respect-
able family to which he belonged ; and finally marred clan-
destinely and against the wishes of her family, & yonng
English lady, who became the mother of Catherine.

Edmond Carey died in Naples in absolute poverty, some
time aiter the death of hiz wife, and after sending home the
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little Catherine to the care of his only surviving relative. Hia
portrait hung beneath those of his father and grandfather, and
presented traces of resemblince to both ; bot his face wea
redeemed from the Carey plainness by s frank and open ex-
pression, and a pair of large, soft, orange-brown eyes.

Catherine secretly sympathized with ber father's sbhorrence
of trade mnd love for art, which nsturally accorded exactly
with her own senkiments; but she could not altogether dis-
sssociste him in her mind from the group of Careys which
hung on the red plegus, and which seemed to belong so ex-
clugively to her aunt and not at all to herself. All her
affection, therefore, was lavished on & tiny likeness of her
bloe~cyed young mother, which had hung round her neck in a
locket a8 & baby, and which was all her own.

Whilst waiting for her aunt to awake, Catherine nsnally
either attempted drearily to amuse herself by trying how many
details she could distinguish in the miniatures in the half light,
or lost herself in day-dreame, when the impatience which some-
times even found vent in tenrs, rendered it possible It was
uncomfortable enongh nevertheless, gitting in her warm cap
snd ulster, which ahe was not permitted to remove within the
sacred precinets of the sitting-room. Bub on this oceasion he
exhibited no signe of impatience.

The face which had atiracted her on the steamer, omt-
lined itaelf wvery strongly on her imagination, which was
sogmented by the silence and darkness. The clear-cut profile
of & man past middle-age, with closely-curling iron-grey hair,
and a very finely shaped head. The ontline was 80 unusnally
and classically correct, the features so handsome, and the
figure and bearing of the owner so distingnished, that the
attention of & less romantic person than Catherine might
esgily have been arrested. Her start was from geonine
artistic pleasure, the euceceding blush from the sodden
terrified conscionsness which followed a direct and  scvere
look from the object of her simple admiration,

#1 hope—I hope he did not think I was staring,” said
poor Catherine to herself, with cheeks that burnt snew ab the
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recollection, “But how eilly I am to sappose he thonght
pbout it at all, T dare say be is some great reneral or sbates-
man, or something of that kind, and that be wus {rowning
only from thought and did not really see me at all.”

Bhe comforted herself by these reflections a little, but the
mortifying impression of the slranger’s annoyance remained.

The ereaking footsteps of Bophie heavily moonting the
uncarpeted staircase to the kibchen, which was close to the
roof of the gusint old house, awoke Miss Curey.

# Qatherine,” suvid a tremuolous and yet chill voice, * open
the corlging. T am going to get np.”

Her niece obeyed hor with the alacrity born of fear, and
the dull lizht of the winter afternoon stresmed in and dis-
closed Mliss Isabells slowly riging from the sofs, her little
brown eyes blinking after her sleep, ber shrivelled, mahogany-
tinted face emerging colourless from the black lace covering
which enveloped her head, above a dingy crocheted shawl,
which was wrapped round her stooping shoulders,

“Make np the fire and bring me my tonic,” said the level,
loveless voice.

Cathering carried out both commands, and then went into.
her own room and removed her walking things, combed out
her short enrly hair, peeped at the result with fortive pleasure,
and then pervously smoothed it down again behind her little
eard. 'Then ghe returned to the sitting-room and seated herself
by the window, with her elim hands clasped idly in her lap.

Bending and necdlework being equally injurions to the
sight in the late afternoon light, and lamps not being allowed
until after tea, Miss Oarey’s rule ordained that Catherine
ghould knit or do mothing at this hoor of the day, and it
is to be feared Catherine greatly preferred doing nothing to
knitting,

She often made desnléory efforts to converse with her
aunt, but her attempts were o coldly received that only the
extreme elasticity of youth conld have epabled her to renew
ther from day to day.

“Buch a high wind sprang up quite suddenly this afternoon,
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Aunt 'Teabella ; there was slmost half a gale blowing on
bhe pier.”

“Was there indeed ™

This dry answer implied that Miss Carey was not inclined
for conversation ; but Oatherine wos so wistfully anxious to
talk herself out of the nncomfortable conscionsness of having
mude & bad impression upon & sbranger, that she plunged
foolishly into the very topie which common sense might have
connselled her to avoid.

# I gaw the boat off with Sophie, to-day.”

Bhe did not dare eay that she also saw the boab in, since
thie would have enlightened her aunt as to the hour of her
return ; she guiltily resolved to tranefer the stranger from the
incoming to the out-going stenmer,

“Did you 7"

“There was such & pretty little American girl on board.”

#Was there? "

“ And there was—I mean, I saw—I was surprised to see—
soch a remarlable face” faltered Catherine. “Just a—a
face, you know."

“ Do you mean there was no body attached ? ™

“Q0h mo, there was a very big body," said Catherine,
venturing on a timid langh.

“ A face and s very big body; well? " spid Miss Carey,

% h, sunt, you koow I did not mean that. It wae s man
—1T mean he was & man, quite an old man, about forty or fifty
or sixty, with grey hair in little tight curls all over his head,
and the reason I looked so much ab him was that his face was
like some of the profiles on your cameo brooches, very straight
features, you know, and—and he looked so snnoyed,” said
Catherine, beginning to flounder miserably in her description,
and wishirig she had not been foolish enough to mention the
subject at all. I could not think why ; he quite frowned.”

“ Any old men in & white wig would frown at a forward
girl staring him out of countenance,” said Miss Carey, com-
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Oatherine's heart sunk.

Bhe had hoped to besr that the gentleman was probably
fecling sea-sick, or that Englishmen of a certain age habitually
frowned in preference to emiling ; and she had put forth her
timid feeler, go to speak, for & supporting theory which might
have helped to restore her self-confidence,

Her soft azel eyes filled with tears.

“ Aunt Isabells always takes a gloomy view; but, at any
rate, now I have got it off my mind, T shall not be nearly so
likely to brood over it all the evening. I am glad I spoke
about it so openly,” esid Catherine to herself, determinedly,
and always conscious of the undercurrent in her mind, which
knew ghe was not at all glad, but guite the contrary.

The entry of Bophie with Miss Carey's tea, and a small
lamp, made an agreeable diversion. Catherine was not con-
pidered old enough to share either her aunt's tea or her late
dinner in the evening, but slways went upstairs at this hour,
and bad her milk and bread and botter in the room next to the
kitchen, which had once been used as o dining-room, though
never by Miss Carey, who preferred to take her meals alone.

Cothering’s warm young heart was sometimes moved by,
pity for the old lady bending over her solitary meal on the
tray, by the light of the cheap lamp. She found the room
upstairs, thongh it was bare of ornament, and illumined by a
gingle candle, a thousand times more cheerful than the red
velvet and gilding of the salon, and she enjoyed with a healthy
appetite the long rolls of bread and pats of fresh butter which
Bophie provided for her, and which were not infrequently
supplemented by omelettes and salads, guite unknown Lo the
elder Miss Carey.

A book propped up against the milk jug Catherine found
the most delizhtful companion in the world, bot she was
equally ready to welcome the substantisl presence uf Sophie,
who would stand and chatter to her during the intervals of
her occupations with constant good humour and interest.

In cold westher Sophie wonld allow Catherine to sit in a
oosy corner of the kitchen, and fry hot potatoes to pop on to
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her plate; but ever since she bad been a little child the
formula “not & word to your aont " had been gome throogh,
apd it had never remotely entered Catherine's mind that it wos
wrong or deceitful to profit by Bophie's soft-heartedness to
evade her anont’s stern regulations.

On her side she carefully kept SBophie's secrets, and never
breathed to her aunt that a certain little bullet-licaded nephew,
the son of the aforementioned Achille, occasionally made
hearty meals at Miss Curep’s expense, and quite unknown to
nis benefactress 1 and Sophie herself was far more careful that
Eugénie, the foolish Flamande bonne, should be ont of the
way when she filled the basket om her nephew's arm with
eeraps, than that Catberine should be kept in iznorance that a
fuw of the crumbs from Miss Carey's table fell to the share of
the poor and needy.

It is also probable that Catherine, accustomed from infancy
to vbey Bophie, and guided only by such vacue prineiples as
could emanate from a perfectly guileless and ignorant mind,
saw no particolar harm in any act conducive to the bappiness
of others, whom her own heart naturslly inclined her to
pleaga, -

When she had finished her tea ghe curled hersell up in the
window=-seat of the dining-room, which looked past the ecorner
of the low, oppesite buildinzs, into the Plwe d'Armes, and
amused berself by watching the lighted alleys of the fair, the
moving people, the noisy cheap-jacks, and the shows now
brillisntly illuminated, She wished very mneh to accompany
Bophie, who was going to the little cirens almost beneath their
windows that wvery nicht, bot she had not ventured to ask

ission to do so.

She lingered ns long as she dared upstairs, and then went
dowr again to her annt, to whom at this hour she always read
the newspaper alond until dinner-time.

During dinner she was supposed to sit by Miss [sabella and
make couversabion over a little needlework., Csthering was
handy with her needle, and mended Miss Carey’s clothes for
her, darned her stockings, and * torned ™ her old silk dresses:



CJATHERINE OF CALATA. 15

she kept her own wardrobe in order besides, and learnt thrift
ag well as fine sewing, under her annt’s sherp eyes.

After dinner Miss Carey played “ Patience,” and when she
had spread out her cards on the table, Oatherine, to her great
ralief, was permitted to bury herself in a book until nine o’olock
struck, when she was punctually ordered off to bed.

On this partionlar evening, when bedtime came, and she
peeped through her curtains, and saw the gay turmeil and
glitteriag lights below, she could not help shedding a few teara
at the thonght of Bophie, now langhing happily with he
friends at the circos ; even Engénie had slipped out on to the
Place, and was to be seen at a stall making purchases,

“T am grown-up already—nearly seventeen,” she said to
bersalf, looking pityingly ab the glass, wherein by the light of
the candle she eaw her trembling mouth and wet eyes reflected.
¥ My youth ia passing away, and there will not be another fair
for months, and here I shall always be, growing duoller and
more gilent every day, until T am as old and as eross as Aunt
Tsabella herself. Oh, how I wish I conld go sway ! Oh, how
I hate dull, poky old Calais1 Do be guiet, chimes!™ she
stamped her foot childishly, and then threw herself on her
knees by the bed, and sobbed, with her face hidden on the
pillow.

“T never see any one—*to speak to—never | Aunt Tsabella
iz always cold and sneering.  8he might sometimes lob me have
a little fun. T wish one person loved me in the whole world,
but no one does, not even Sophie, or how conld she go and
enjoy herself and leave me behind,” sobbed Catherine, not
daring to cry except very softly, for the partition wall woa
glight between her aunt's room and her own,

Then she sponged her red eyes, and throst her pretty,
round arms into the sleeves of her white nightdress, Tt ia but
fair to state that her pgrief was elightly mitigated by the
recollection that she had still one of the delicious cakes of Bt.
Nicholas left in her handkerchief-case, and that befors ahe laid
her eurly head npon the pillow she managed Lo enjoy il quite
82 heartily as any healthy child would enjoy & similar freat ;
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but nevertheless Catherine’s sorrow was not altogether fancifuol,
and her young heart did ache with & sense of loneliness and
hopelessuess, which turned her thoughts sadly to the memory
of the young mother who had died when she wes five
year old,

Cutherine passionately cherished the soraps of recollection
which remained to her of her infaney. 8he bked to funcy
when she lay down at nicht, that those tender arms of which
she believed she remembered the elusp, were round hor once
more, and that the pillow whereon her cheek rested was ber
mother’s bosom. She told her innocent grief and seerels to
that pillow, and had often waited breathless in the darkness,
hoping for an angel's whisper in reply.

Bhe had bat an imperfect recolleetion of the sweet face that
had once bent over her little cot, but muny strangely trivial
impressions of her enrlicst existence remsined stamped on her
memory. Bhe remembered something of Naples, where her
pretty mother had died ; her father's prief remsined mingled
with the picture of the blue Italian sky to which she was told
ber mother had flown, and which she had searehed wonderingly
for the vision of a distant white anwel. Bhe remembered a
marble balcony through which she had peeped at & blue,
sparkling sea ; vine leaves on & stone pillar ; the taste of ripe
figs, and the scent of water-melons ; the song of the peasants in
the vineyards; & broken statoe in an overgrown, wouderful
gurden ; the ineinusting smile of an orange-geller for whom
she had & baby affection ; the black-eyed washerwomun who
brought a basket on ber head to the open door ; the ball with
which she played upon a square roof—these trivial impressions
were pever effuced, whilst the great events of her little life
passed almost unperceived over her head and slid off ber Laby
mind, But to ber sunt, an unsympathetic and contemptuous
questiones, she had never, even as a little child, cared to
unveil these sacred recollections.

Her thoughts wandered into the confusion of dreams, her
mother's arms loosened their hold, for Cutherine woae no longer
sobbing on the pillow, but lay with & smile on ber parted lips
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and the tears dried on her eyelashes, She was with Sophie at
the fair, trying to push her way through the crowd into the
cirfue on the Place ; the droms were beating, the chariafans
gercaming and rolling their r's, the fat proprietor holding oub
his hand for the money which it seemed Sophie was counting
into it interminebly, They were actually entering their
pyradise, when the yells and tumult grew londer and louder,
gnd at last & voice shouted * Au feu™ so londly that Catherine
woke, cathe back to reality, and realized that some one was
really crying “ Au feu" beneath her window.
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OHAPTER IL

Cureerrwe sprang up, fonnd her room illominated with a
red glare, and knocked in terror ab the partition door which
Misa Carey always locked ot night.

The noise without increased, and she rattled. the handle
and screamed “ Aunt Issbella™ several times before she heard
with relief the key groaning in the clumsy lock, which was ont
of all proportion to the flimay barrier it secared.

“You had better dress yourself,” obscrved Miss Carey,
without displaying any of the emotion which had whitened
Catherine's face snd cansed her testh to chabter. M.
Castaing has been up here shrieking -to me to got up and pack
my thinga."

“ Ia the fire here ? " gaid Catherine, trembling.

“ No ; but it will very likely be here soon," said Miss Carey,
in the ordinary snappish tone in which she would have prog-
nosticateds the arrival of a tiresome visitor. *“Ib is at the
petrolenm-store, three doors off, but these old houses will burn
like tinder. Dress yourself, and then take charge of the plate-
basket. Castaing will come back to tell us if the fire is
gpreading, and whether we shall be obliged to turn out.”

Catherine arrayed herself in trembling haste ; she conld
not help wondering whether her aunt would bhave troubled to
calt heg st all if she hod not happened to wake, for the old
lady was folly dressed, and hod even, with great presence of
mind, glipped on her best green brocade over her Bunday black
silk gown ; her old-fashioned dressing-case lay open and empty,
whilst her antique gold necklaces and brooches glittered in the
lorid light beneath the mantle she was donning. Never before
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bad Cutherine beheld her relative without wig and tecth, and
tly? sight filled her with awe and some terror, so that she
retired in confusion to her own room ; but when she returned,
fully dressed, to her aunt's apartment, these omissions had been
rectified and the usual nppendages assumod. Miss Carey sat,
calm amidst disorder, with her large despatch-box upon her
Moee, attired as though for a journey. .

“Tale the plate-busket, Catherine, and take care of it.”

“ Yes, aunt, I will, indecd. And oh, have you called SBophie,
or did M. Castaing ¥ Poor SBophie, she will be so frightened
if the fire comes here, she is & terrible coward,” said Catherine,
ghivering,

“If Sophie can sleep through this din,” said Miss Carey,
contemptuonsly, *ehe is welcome to sleep throogh the fire,
when it comes here. You can eall her if yon choose.”

Catherine took the plate-basket on her arm, ran throngh
the sitting-room and np two flights of stairs, to the attic in
the roof where Sophie alept.

“ Bophie, Sophie, are yon awalke P"

“Bon Dien! Mademoiselle,” sobbed Bophie, T ghall be
burnt alive,”

The red glare fell on her fat face as she sat up in her
truckle bed, beneath the sloping roof of the grenier; a
ludierous vision of terror and curl papers,

¥ No, you will not, if you get up at once and drees yourself ;
pray do, dear Bophie,” said Cathering, half orying with excite-
ment, * for the fire will be bhere directly, only M. Castaing said
there was plenty of time to put on our clothes and collect our
thinge.”

“1 am too fat to basten much, Mademoiselle, and I have
besides an aftague de nerfs,” wailed Bophie, falling back help-
lezsly on her pillow.

“Bophie, oh, what shall Tdo? Are you really fainting 7"
cried poor Catherine, observing that the colour had faded from
Sophie's neually florid face. * Oh, wake, wake! I will bring
you some wine ; but prowmise to make an effort. Yoo will be
burnt alive, indeed you will, if you do not hurry.”
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Bhe stumbled downslairs to the dining-room, and with
unheard-of independence, took a bottle of Marsala from <he
rmphonrd.

“ Tt won't be wanted aguin,” said Qatherine, apologetically
to herself, oz she fumbled in vain for o corkscrew, and finally
knecked off the neck of the bottle on the fender and recklessly
filled & tumbler.

Bhivering, she made her way up to Bophie's room again,
amd was relieved by the alacrity with which the old woman
gulped down the wine.

“I find mysell better, God be thanked," said Bophie ; she
eroseed herself piouely and stepped into an immense circle of
pettivoats which lay on the floor,

¥ Is poor Bugédnie dressing ¢

¥ Mademoiselle, she sleeps,” snid Bophie, indignantly.
% That young girl made no answer when I called to her for
help. Bot what would you #  She is but a Flamande.”

Cothering ran into the odjoining ottic and shook the
slumbering Eogénie violently, but the girl did not awake.
Bhe would have had reconrze to s splash of cold water, in her
despair, save that Bugénie had prodently neglected to pay any
attention to the filling of the water jur, upon which the duoat
had acenmulated, whilst the owner showed a regrettable pre-
ference for making her toilet in the kitchen, with the aid of a
tea-cup or s spup-plate.

Buphie came to Cathering’s nssistance, and dealt the pros-
trate maiden a thump with her dimpled fist which roused her,
not only to wakefnlness, but to wrath, and Catherine, satisfied
of their safety, ran downstaira ond left them enraged in a
sereasming warfare of worde Outside the door of the salon
she met M. Castaing, the proprictor, beaming and polite as
uenrl, thongh somewhat elovated by excitement.

¥ Huve yon come to fetch us ont, M. Castaing P "

“To the contrary, Mademoiselle, I come to announce that
the fire is lessening. It has eertainly attacked the next honses,
but not with vielence. It is w straichi flame from the petro-
lenm barrels to heaven, Mademopiselle will understand. At
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first there was no water, none, Mademoiselle, if you will believe
mg: but they came to my pump,” be struck his breast theatri-
cllly,  *Yes, Mademoiselle, after tearing up the very stomes
in the street they approach my yard. I beg them to make
nge of my never-failing pump. Mademoizelle will deseend and
gne how they are working P It is certsinly my pump that will
gove Calais. 1 go to tell Mademoisclle Carey that we are safe.
The houses on each side of the petrolenm store will be lost.
Lut whitt would yon 7"

He disappeared with a flonrish into the sitking-room.

Catherine hesitated, yiclded to temptation, and ran lightly
down into the stone passage below.

Here was & long string of people handing buckets from
hand to hand, amid & woiversal Lubbob. Bbe saw a humble
acqusintance in the doorway, a little cowfuriire who worked
for her sunt, and she determined to go and ask ber for some
particolars of the catastrophe. In a moment she was outside,
and on the erowded Place, carried along with the mob towards
the burning honse

There was an outhurst of cries as she canght sight of it,
mad & woman close beside her, shriekod—

“ He has gone to save the child.”

“Who 7" cried Catherine, becoming nware of a dark figure
swinging from window to window of the burning honse. It
dizappeared into the glare of an open casement,

“ It is the clown, the brave one, the clown of the eirens [’
shouted an euvrier, pushing his way to the front.

“The bonne iz eafe; she comes from Bt. Pierre,” said the
woman, giving an animated description of the canse of the
fire over and over again to her immediate neighbours, “ They
say she came down to fill her lighted lamp at the barrel ; she
caught fire, she rushed into the street to rive the alarm bat
the baby was upstairs, the poor little one.  Monsieur et madame
were ab the eircns. The poor mother, she has tried to ron into
the house a hundred times, they ure holding her by force,”

A momentary suspense, and amid shrieks of emotion and
enthusiasm, the dark figure swaying against the bright
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illomination was again visible. Like a cat it elimbed down
the projections of the little, old, uneven building, and reached
the ground in safety. '

Catherine, carried along with the crowd and almost borne
off her feet, wos a witness to the frensied agony of the mother
into whose arms the small, still barden was thrust,

“JIu it hurt 7 " sobbed Oatherine, grasping the arm of the
lit#le, excited couturiire next to whom she presently found herself.
“ Mademoiselle, it is stified,” she whispered awe-stinck.

Friends now pathered roond the stricken parents to aid
or console, and at the same moment the roof of the building
fell in with a tremendons crash, carrying with it a portion
of the next howmse on the further side. The tide of the
crowd flowed in this new dircetion, and Catherine was pushed
this way and that: but she scarcely heeded ; ber tears flowed
unrestrainedly.

% (Oh, poor little baby 1 poor, poor little baby 1" ehe cried,
in & passion of sympathy.

Bhe was emticd, by the surging mass of people, against
a solid figure, which stood amidst the excited population like
a rock. To none buot an Eoglishman conld have belonged
that immovable calm, those mirhty shoulders, or an olster
of sach a pattern.

Catherings ery of distress and horror, and the English
words, rang in his ears above the babel of sounds, and he
caught her with a strong arm, and restored ber balance, as
the crowd swept past them.

She put up her hand in & bewildered manner, set the little
red fogue straight om her curly bair, and raised her tearful
eyes to his face, a8 she uttered Ler timid word of thanks,
Then her ehecks flushed aud ber eyes fell, for she recognized
the revere countenance of the unknown traveller whose profile
had attracted her attenmtion that afterncon, and the same
disapproving glance was bent upon her now. The cold blue
vyes asked, as distinetly as though the owner of them had
spoken : % What are you, an English girl, deing out here in
this crowd #"
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In response to her hardly sudible gratitude he touched his
hat slightly, snd turned his face away.

“ And what am I doing herey ™ poor Catherine thoughst,
recalled to herself and shocked at her own heedless adventure,
# And what would Aunt Isabella say if she kmew I were ont
here, om the Place, in the middle of the night, in a crowd,

ith the plate-basket on my arm?" Bhe gave vent to an
almost hysterical laugh, which quickly turned to a ery of
consternmion., It flashed scross her mind that the basket was
lighter than it should be, and a glanca showed her that it
was empty.

The Englishman torned his head once more at that ery,
and was startled by the white fixed terror of the face, which
s moment ago had been so finshed and tremulous under
his gaze.

Words were hardly needed to explain the sitoation, sof-
ficiently eloguent was the emptinces of the basket poor
Qatherine held before her in a stopefied manner.

“] beg your pardon,” emid the Englishman, in tones
which, thongh cold, were courteous; *“can I be of any
amsistance to yon? [ see that you are Hoglish, and you
seem to bave—loat your friends in the crowd ? "

The disapproval in his voice was stromgly evident, and
braced Catherine to snswer coherently, though a word of
sympathy might have melted her into helpless tears.

“It has been stolen ; thera ia & thicf in the crowd,” she
panted.

% Nothing more likely. May I ask what yon have lost 2 "

“The plate” eaid Catherine, trying hard to keep her
shaking voice steady. * The silver spoons and forks, six of
each kind, that my annt gave me to suve from the fire.”

“Youn escaped from the burning house 7" gaid the gentle-
man, in more animated tones, * I beg your pardon, I did nob
know ; in that case perhaps——™

“No, no," cricd Catherine; “I live in the Honse of the
Rat, three doors off ; we were told to get ready to fly, in case
the fire reached us. My aunt said I was to take care of the
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plate-basket, and it was on my arm when I ran down to look
st the fire. It was very wromg of me; my sunt did not
know. And I forpob the plate-basket on my arm ; some one
wust have taken the silver out, when I was looking at the
brave elown., Oh, what ghall T do 7 T can't tell her; T can't
tell her, I must get it back,” eried Catherine, looking wildly
round for the thief.

* You will bardly do that in & moment. If yon will allow
me to see you safely beck to your door, however, I will ro and
give notice of the theft to the police,” said the Englishman,
gravely, * Can you describe the silver to me at all 7

“It had a little ship on it, ond an *B.0. undernecath.
It belonged to my great grandfather,” faltered Catherine.
*Oh, what, thal will Aunt Isabells say |

Her distress was 8o open and unrestrained, that he
wondered whether she could really be the grown-np maiden
ghe looked, or only a child, after all.

Cathorine's height and her pretty rounded fignre belied
her gixtecn summers, and her wistful eyes held nothing of
gchool-girl merriment ; a stranger might easily bave supposed
ber to be twenly years old.

%I cannot tell Aunt Issbells,” she said appealingly, and
her voice shook.

The Englishmen hardly knew what to reply. He had no
desire to interfere with the private affairs of other people,
and would pereonally have been almost as much annoyed by
the help as the hindrance of a complete stranger, under mosk
circumstances, DBut he had escorted Catherine to her door,
and nothing remained for him to do but to repeat his offer
of sequainting the police with her loss.

“I ghould be very grateful to you,” esid Catherine,
timidly, *but it seems & grest deal of trouble for a—for a
stranger to take. I—I saw you on the boat to-day, and I did
not think yon wonld he—yon would be helping me like this—
the very same evening,” she stammered, “or that yon would
be staying in Calais.™

“The crossing was very rough, and my mother, who is



CATHERINE OF CALAIS, 2h

an invalid, found herself too ill to continue our journey to
Paris,” he said, somewhat surprised to find himself giving the
etplanation her eyes had motely asked ; “but I will po
traight to the police to-night. The name s——?™

“ Miss Carey, Purbaps, if you wounld say, Miss Catherine
Carey—my aunt might be annoyed at my giving her name
withont permission. IF they would only pet it back for me
quickly, perhaps she need never know. I could give, I wonld
give tew francey and oh, bow grateful T should be,” said
Catherine, whose beart beat almost to soffocation at the
thought of facing her nunt, with the pleasing intelligence
that she had removed the plate-basket for greater security
into the street, and lost the contents,

“1 advise you to expluin to your aunt exactly how ib
happened,” ssid the Enclishman, gravely. “I will go ot onee
to the police and give the particnlars, Good night ; I trust
you will recover the stolen goods.”

He touched bis hat formally a8 he thus took leave of her.

The bright flames of the firs hed given way to volumes
of smoke and showers of blacks, and his retreating firure,
kowever conspicnonsly tall, was soon lost in the erowd and
the darkness.

“ How very, very kind he was, after all,” thought little
Catherine, linrering in the doorway to leok afrer him,
“glthough he looks so grave and go severe. I am sure he is
gome one Very great and noble indeed, How foolish he must
think me,"” and ghe torned sadly away, snd with a sinking
Lieart climbed the stairs to her aunt's rooms.

How wonld ehe find conrage to confess her misdeeds ?
She crept throngh the empty selon, not daring to pause and
think, into the bedroom. Providence had been kind, snd bad
pranted her a brief respite.

The dim nicht-licht burned in the hasin on the wash-
gtund, the stilf green brocade lay, or rather sat, nnsupporied
in the armehair, and near ik was folded its humbler sisier, the
black gatin Sunday gown.

Her annt’s head, wrapped in s silk handkerchief, was to be
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disecrned npon the pillow, the dressing-case had been restored
to its shelf. Miss Carey, fatigned by her unwonted exertions,
wisa peacelolly usleep.  Buch elight composure as ghe had lost
had evidently been completely restored by M. Oastaing’s
ggsurances, of the invalwable sesistance which had been
rendered by his pump, to his native city.

Cotherine went softly into her own room and closad
the door,

Outaide, the hnbbub was hushed to a continnous wormur ;
the eries and excitement had sabsided. Many of the citizens
had gone home to bed ; the crowd was dispersing. The fire,
by ite very fierceness, had bornt itself out; the roins smolked
snd smouldered ; the authorities kept guard at & respectful
distonce, i

The mighty clock on the Hotel de Ville chimed, and
solemnly struck the hoor of two.
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CHAPTER ITL

M1ss Oarey sat at the round table in the middle of the
pitting-room, with her old lemther despateh-box open before
her. Her litile piles of accounts and letters, each packet con-
fined with an elastic band, were spread out on the left-hand
gide of the table; her stained brongze inkstand, with gold-
mounted tortoiseshell pen, stood on her right.  Her spectacles
were on her nose, and the glight sguint which characterized
her became very marked, as she closely serutinized the list of
guotations from the stock-market, in yesterday's T'imes,

Ever since Catherine had been a little girl, she had seen
her aunt establish herself thus for her morning’s occupation,
aftd had been taught that not s eingle word must be spoken to
her between the Loure of nine snd twelve, doring which time
Miss Carcy was presumably engaged in the most important
busineas.

Her niece was too unpractical and dreamy to evines or feel
any euriosity a8 to the work which thus occopied her ount;
she supposed that all grown-up people spent s considerable
portion of their time in cesting up rows of figures, writing to
their men of business, and poring over the only utterly un-
rendable portion of the newspapess; and she pitied them for
guch oblipations mest sinecrely.

Bhe posted hier mont’s bosiness letters almest daily, and
snpposed that the expenditore in postage stamps was a neces-
sary outlay to ensure the pauyment of the small income upon
which they subsisted ; for Catherine wus well aware that her
sunt was very poor, sand that it wes almost aguny to her to
part with the little heaps of francs from which Bophie and
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Eugdnie were paid, and from which Cstherine received a few
coing to do the necessary merketing for the houwsehold when
she went out.

Directly after her morning coffee and voll, Catherine was
accustoined to start with Sophie for the purpose of purchasing
food for the doy's meal; she wes not permitted to loiter
nndoly over her commissions exeept on murket days, when an
ample margin of time for bargaining was allowed.

Bhe was already dressed for her expedition, and she
lingered nervously in the deorway with her sunt's capacious
pure in her hand. Bhe felt it impossible to postpone the
evil moment of confession moch longer—oand yet she lacked
courage to begin it.

Miss Carey obligingly helped her out of the diffienlty. The
elock bad not yet setually struck nine, which she ascertained
by glancing at it before epeaking,

“If you have anything to say, Catherine,” she observed, in
chill accents, “ pray do not stand with your mouth open any
longer. You bave only cight minobes left to say it in."

It was a bright morning, and Cutherine stood in the sun-
ghine which streamed through the window, and revealed every
deficiency and stain of her slabby ulster, faded red eap, and
little mended gloves, But ik also displayed the soft trans-

t red of her young rounded cheek, and the dark corved
lashes of her beautiful hazel eyes.

Catherine’s good looks were not of an enduring order,
and wonld perhaps pass away altogether with her first yonth ;
but thoogh her features were insignificant, and her profile of
the most nndecided kind, yeb her expression when she was not
frightened, wos very gentle and intelligent; and with her
curling brown hair, white even teeth, soft dark eyes, and tall
rounded figure, she might very well pass muster as a pretty
girl in spite of the disadvantages of her dress.

Miss Carcy's beady brown orbs peercd suspiciously over ber
glasees at Catherine's humble attitnde and imploring face,

“I know you completely lost your head last night ; what
did you do 7" she asked, with uncompromising directness,
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“I'm afraid yon will never forgive me, aunt.”

#I'hat is of no eonsequence—pray proceed.”

%1 do not deserve you shonld,” said Catherine, the facile
tears beginning to flow. * After waking Bophie, I—I ran
down to look ab the fire, and somehow—I—I got pushed out
on to the Plage, and into the erowd.”

Miss Carey's small sallow face showed no sign of the horror
shie must nndonbtedly have felt at this revelation. She pursed
ap ber pehdulons underlip in sflence.

“That iz not all,” ssid Catherine, now breaking down
altogether, *The plate-basket was on my arm.”

Bilencs,

“And when I looked into it again—the silver was gone.,”

“The spoons and forks belonging to your great-grand-
father, Bamuel Carey, are gone ¢ "

“Yes," said Catherine, desperately, * you cannot feel it
more than I do, Aunt Teabella. If T econld—if I could bring
them back by sacrificing my life it would be a plessure to do
it," she cried, in woeful childish earnmest, * 1 have not been
able to sleep all night for thinking about it. I would have
tedld you directly I came in, only you were aslecp and I
would not wake youm. I thought"—sobbing—* that you
would know it soon enongh.”

Misa Carey sat perfectly still.

“It is & terrible blow for yom, sunt,” sobbed Catherine.
“T know I am wicked and carcless ; it is a lesson I shall never
forget. He thinks they may be found again, and he very kindly
—the gentleman very kindly gave notice to the police, but they
have not brought them back early this morning as I hoped.”

“Who is he 2™

“The—the man—the gentleman with the face,” said
Catherine faintly, and only half conscions, in her alarm, of the
absurdity of ber deseription, *that I told you about on the
steamer yesterday.”

Miss Carey eat upright.

“If he left on the stesmer yesterday, how could he be in
Calnis last night 7"
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* Qatherine stood dumfounded. How indeed !

“ He was on the in-coming steamer. I—T stayed to watch
it," she faltered.

“You ﬂtstmctl}' gave me to nnderstand he was on the oute
going steamer.”

“1 was afraid you wouold be angry,” she said, in stifled
tones of shame and confosion.

“You are ss great o bungler in falsehood ss yon are in
everything elee,” said Miss Carey, in cutbing fones.  * Pray
go on; you walked abont Calais in the middle of the night
with & strange men you had taken a fancy to on the
gteamer 7 "

“QOh, Aunt Isabelln,” sobbed Catherine, it was not so
bad as that. The erowd pushed me up seainst him, T was
nearly carried off my feet, and he was tall and strong and held
me up, and I—I looked ap to say * Thank yon,’ and saw it was
him, and then I found the plate was gone, and he broonght me
home and went to tell the police.”

“ 1t did not ocenr to you to look in his pockets, no doubt,™
eaid Miss Clarey, contempbuonsly.

“Aunt Isabellal™ cried Catherine, with eyes flashing
throngh her tears, *he was 8 gentleman, a—a great person—
he might bave been & king. If yom had only seen him | He
was 88 much—as muoch veged and sorprised at my—at my
being out alone as you wonld have been yourself, It was that
which made me 8o ashamed," she sobbed.

“Pray did you make any plans for meeting this nobleman
in disguise again to-day 7"

“He is going to Paris to-day ; the crossing was so rongh
his mother was too ill to go on—I thought he was very old to
have & mother alive—that's all I know abont him,” eaid
Catherine, still sobbing.

#0r all you mean to tell me. No doubt yon and Bophis
will go and see them off."

The gnilty colour deepened on Catherine's cheek. It is to
be feared that ench & project had crossed her mind.

4T thonrht—when we went out, that we had better
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inquire if there ia any news of the plate,” she murmured
evasively,

* You need not tronble yourseld, yon may send M. Castaing
here at once. I will give him instroctions in writing. He
will, perhaps, be in time to get your prince travelling incog-
nito arrested. Tet me see—a big body—a pepper and ealt
wig, and & cameo-like profile,” said Miss Carey, with & mirth-
less lamgh. *“Yon see how accurately I remember your
description of yesterday. Now, go; send M. Castaing up to
me and do your marketing with Bophie. Your behaviour will
have seriouns consequences. I will inform you further later
on. Words fail me at present, even if I had time to woste
upon you, which T o

At this moment the elock sonunded the fivst stroke of nine,
and almost simultansously Miss Carey’s mouth closed with a
BA,

Her niece knew by experience that she wounld not utter a
word again until mid-day. She crept miserably ount of the
room and joined Bophie, who was sitting on the stairs waiting
for her, with a good-hinmoured smile on her fat face, and the
market-basket and the big umbrells by her side.

Catherine stood for n moment in sorrowfnl perplexity,
wondering how she conld rescne the stately stranger, who had
eome to ber assistance on the previous evening, from ench an
indignity as Miss Carey proposed to offer him; she did not
dare to go out without delivering her sunt'®s messare to
M. Castaing, who received it with a delighted bow, and who
ran upstairs with alacrity, before Catherine had made up her
mind whether to eonfide in him or not.

She porsued her way with Bophie through the crowded
Place, and the donble confusion of fair and market, with a half
rezolve to go boldly in eearch of the Englishman, and warn
him that & gendarme, commissioned by her annt, might call
upon him at any moment, and, for anght Catherine knew to
the contrary, clap him into prison. The thooght filled her with
dismay.

] wonder where he is staying 7' she said half alond,
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coming to a standstill, as Bophic pounced upon a fine chicken,
and shrilly demanded what wos the very least possible price
tiie owner wounld aceept from an old friend.

~ The srgunment that ensued, of astonishment and disappoint-
ment on Sophic’s side, and remonstrance and protestation on
the seller’s port, in which Catherine would generally have
taken an animsted share, held ne interest tor her to-dav.
Brphie might do ber marketing unaided, When the chicken
had been transferred to the basket, she followed Bophie
mechanically throngh the side strecis into which the fair had
elbowed the marketers, The women sat on the edge of the
road, with their goods all ronnd them, among the white
wooden butter-buckets, spotless with scrubbing and brillisnt
with brass-headed nails ; but Catherine was too listlezss even to
taste the piece she bought, or to langh at the indignation of a
wizoned old French housekepper, the butt of the market, from
whom the apple-woman asked doize sous lo demi-guart for
her goods and after whom, in volgar fashion, she called
derisively—

“Peux pas, mon chéri,” aa the old lady walked a.ngnljr
BWEY.

“ Mademoiselle est distraite 7" said the pleasant voice uf
an old acquainiance, the comely fower woman; *tenes,
mademoiselle.”

A banch of violets was held ont bo her by one red wrinkled
hand, the other presented her with a skewer-like pin. The
kind creature smiled and nodded sympsthetically from her
warm corner, where she was calmly seated npon her little
charcoal stove.

Catherine's anxious face broke into a sunny emile, and the
ready colour rushed into her cheela,

“0Oh, merci, mille fois, Madame Darlay,"” she said, with
auch delighted gratitade that Madame Darlay's warm heart was
touched.

“Ab the age of mademoizelle the heart should never be
ead,” she remarked, *but bright—bright like & morning in the
epring ; " and she looked adwivingly at the dewy bunch which
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Catherine waa fastening st her throat. * Monsieur also will
buy some violets 7™ enid her coaxing voice, as she became
aware of another Enrlish costomer,

Nothing eould have been more likely than that an idle
gentlemsn staying in Calais ghould eome for an early stroll
throngh the market, vigit the scene of last night’s fire, and buy
viplets for his buttonhole; but to Catherine his appearance
seemed o marvellous apd fateful coincidence. Her colotr
came and went, and her heart beat faster.

¥ Good morning," she gaid timidly.

It seemed to her quite natural and simple to shake hands
with the stranger ; bot his response was marked by all the
insnlar gtiffness with which his countrymen are credited, and
was certainly not hearty cnongh to please the interested
market woman, nor the astonnded Sophie.

“(Mest le vienx ! said Bophie, under her breath ; ghe
recognized him instantly.

He lifted his felt hat, snd just tonched the little hand in the
mended glove that was stretched go confidingly towarda him,

# 1 trust you have had news of your lost property 7"

“(0h no, indeed,” said Catherine, mournfully. “I told my
annt of my carelezsness, and—— "

“Then yon have not heard 7" he said, meking a little
gesture of courteous apology for the interrnption. “I am
very glad to be able to tell you that the plate has all been
recovered, 1 had supposed it might perhape be found at the
Mont de Piétd, but the French authoritics, who appear to be
exceedingly efficient, had already canght o suspicions character
hurrying from the scene of the fire with plunder of some sort.
They found his pockets filled with your eilver spoons and
forks, which they naturally supposed to have been looted from
the houses destroyed. He is detained in custody, and they
brought me word early this morning that it would be restored
to your aunt, as eoon a8 the necessary formalities permitted.”

“0Ob, how can I thank you ?"™ cried Catherine, joyously.
1t seems too good to be true. And to think Aunt Isabella
wanted to— "

D
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Bhe stopped short, feeling the impossibility of acquainting
this lofty and beneficont stranger with her annt’s guspicions,

“ ] must go at once and tell her," she said,

% Mademoiselle a regn de bonnes nouvelles ?" throst in
Bophie, whose curiosity was becoming nnrestrainable,

% Very pood news indeed,” suid Catherine paily.

Bhe looked quite unlike the pale dishevelled maiden of *he
orevions might, The wind, which was high, and whistling
throngh the dranghty slleys of the fair, fluttered the shert
brown lovelocks round her healthful face, bul the corls wers
pretty and glossy, and the red cap neatly brushed and straight,
and a white frill round her throat peeped out of the shabby
ulster. Bhe was the very embodiment of fresh youth, of dewy
morning and early spring, as ghe stood before him, with her
bright hazel eyes expressive of gratitude, so deep s to be
almost worship, and with the blue violets neatling close to her
soft flushed cheek.

Her timid forewell was chilled by the gravity of his
manner. She felt ones again the miserable eonscionsness that
he had perbapa considered her too forward, and the thought
dushed her pleasure in the tidings she was to carry to ner
aunt,

“My God, how they are cold, thess Enslishmen," muttered
Madame Darlay, as she watehed the tall and stately gentleman
moving away, withont & backward glanes or a change of
expression on his hondeome immovable countenance ; * and
panvre petite mademoiselle, 80 gracious, so ardent, 80 suscep-
tible," said the shrewd old woman, shrogging her shonldera.

8he turned to look after him a8 he walked away, He was
passing a certain black draped door with a chair placed next it
to hold & basket alrendy half full of visiting-cards; through
the Anor now and then s sympathetit visitor stole in and ont,
and the Oalaisiens knew that within, the little victim of lasg
night's trapedy held an unconscions court ; but the English-
man knew nothing of this, and neither pansed mor tnrned his
head,
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CHAPTER IV,

MeaxwrrLe Catherine satisfied Sophie’s volulle inguisitive-
ness, completed her puorehases, and returned to the Maison
du Rat.

Bhe flew. npstairs with breathless haste, only to remember
in dismay that it conld not yet be twelve o'clock, and thut her
sunt would decline conversation,

There sat Miss Carey before her despatch-box, but instead
of poring over her accounts, she was leaning back in ber chair,
and on the table in front of her were some imposing-looking
docoments, covered with floorishing and illerible French
writing, and & gentleman’s card. Catherine came a step
nearer ; the card was turned towards her ; she read the name—

Sir Philip Adelsiane,
Welwysbers Abbey,
Davon,

soroes which was scribbled in pencil, Buffet Holsl, Clalais,

Miss Carey could not help turning to look st the clock,
from mere force of habit, before she preparcd, with a sigh, to
violate her lifelong role, and speak doring the sacred hours
devoted to business,

*Catherine,” she said solemnly, “the plate which I
inherited from my beloved father, Samuel Carey, is rec.,ered
and safe ; althongh it is impossible to say what trouble, ex-
pense and annoyance I may not be put to before the thiefl is
punished and my own property once more in my own hands,™

“I am very very thankful, aunt; I know, because I
met— "
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“ Pray do not interropt, Seat yourself, and listen to me,
Be very sare I ghould not break my rule of silence unless I
hed something important to say. This card bears the name of
the gentleman who gave information to the police last night,
the name of the stranger whom yon mentioned to me.”

Catherine thought of the *disguised nobleman," and
marvelled at ber aunt’s grove and almost reverent menner, hot
she prudently held her peace,

“ The finger of Fate—I am not nsnally superstitions, bub
in this instance I nm ready to scknowledge what may have
been o special intervention of Providence,” suid Miss Carey,
somewhat grudgingly, * seems to have pointed out to you one
whose appearance moy materially influence your future, who ia
strangely mssociated with my past.” 8he pavsed, and then
said, with a sudden change of tone: “ I is impossible that I
can live very long."

Catherine had heard this announcement so often, and
dishelieved it so thoronghly, that the disappointment on her
face was quite genuine; she was far more interested in the
mysterions reference to Sir Philip Adelstane than in the state
of Migs Carey's health,

“When I am gone—my annuity dies with me—ryoun will be
otterly destitute,” said Miss Carcy, emphatically.

Thie again hardly interested Catherine, and was likewiee
no new intelligence. Destitution sounds rather pleasing than
otherwise to the very young snd inexperienced. The word
gcemed to open out s bappy vista of liberty and sdventure in
& new and exciting world,

Cutherine’s reflections on the gabject, such as they were
consista mainly of a series of visions of herself in romantic
and becoming situations, Bhe imagined herself in an Italian
peasant dress, as a etreet singer, exciting the envy and
admiration of crowded baleonies. She saw herselfl in a romantie
Eastern garb and turbam, sold into slavery, captivating her
dark-browed master by her charms and sobmission until he
placed her beside him on the throne ; or ragged and barefoot
—but always picturesque—she wandered gipsy-like over Beottish
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moors, Welsh mountains and Irish bogs. These themes
afforded her imagination plenty of ecope. The dearest of all
wilt o dream-life in o rose-covered eottage on the outskirts of
an English forest, Here she resided with an orphan babe she
had picked up on the high road snd rescued from starvation,
Every detail of this delightfal existence was vividly present to
Gutlmnnca fancy ; the garden from which she sold fruit and
n-get ibles to maintain herself and her fonndling ; the cornor
full of stitks which she had picked op for firewood 3 the baby's
got by the fire; the cow which yielded a n-erar-[ai]ing supply
of perennial milk, and the solitary teme hen which reared
perpatual chickens from daily eggs. Ontherine was, to be
gare, hardly to be described as well informed on roral subjects,
buot she had that fondness for the ideal country life which
haunts many town-bred people.

Now her vision anddenly widened, and included the stately
form of 8ir Philip Adelstanc riding to her rustic gate, and
uncovering his gilvered black covls az he gsked for a dranght
of water from the sprivg which naturally bobbled near her
door. Mand Miiller's subsequent history was not, however, to
be repeated in Catherine's ease; the foundling child was of
eourse an obatacle to the folfilling of the romanee ; but in the
twinkling of an eye Catherine, who in real life would not hurt
a fiy, had disposed of the orphan babe. An atteck of eroup,
sn affecting death-bed scene, a little grave with a white
wreath ; and the maiden was led weeping away by the knight
to a loftier abode than the deserted cot.

It will be seen that there was some excuse for the sharp
remurk, “woolgathering a8 usual,” which emanated from Miss
Carey, who particnlarly disliked the dreamy fur-away expression
which was apt to creep into Catherine’s long-lashed eyes on
these occasions, and who had naturally no idea of the glorions
visions which were passing before her niece az she sat, humble
and drooping, wpon her straight-backed chair.

“ 1 desire your full attention, for 1 am oblized to go into
some family matters, concerning which it is well you should be
informed, in the circumstances that may presently arise,” said
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Misa Carey. “You are aware that your father, Edmond
Curay, married Mary Chileott quite a8 much against the wishes
of Lis own family as hers 7"

Catherine acquiesced, listening now with very real interest.

“Mary Chilcott,” said Miss Carey, *“was a half-sister of
Admiral Chileott, the present owner of = place called
Brideacombe, She was many years younger tban he—young
epough to be his danghter, in fact. Bridescombe has belonged
to the Chilcotts for hundreds of years,”

* Are they very important people, then P " asked Catherine,
someshat awestruck.

“Certainly not. Very onimportant indeed,” said Miss
Carey, scornfully. * What evidence of importance ean yon
find in the fact that from father to som, for generations, one
family bas been go unenterprising a8 to remain in the sime
obscure corner of the earth? However, no doubt they con-
gider themesclves of the ulmost consequence in their own
village. The present owner wes & poor captain in the Navy,
when o member of his mother's family, a rich brewer, un-
expectedly left Lim a fortune, He and his wife then togk it
into their beuds thet Mary Chileolt was to make o pond
marriagge. They were making a tour through Italy with her
when she met your father.”

“Was she pretty ? " asked Catherine,

“Do I tronble my bead over people's looks ? ™ said Miks
Carey. *Bhe wos a silly, unbusinesslike person. Edmond gave
her drawing-lessons. He was reduced to that. He might
have been a hardworking, prosperouns merchant of the city of
London, the most glorious snd honourable position in the
world," said Miss Carey ; her hard, brown eyes almost kindled
and her lip trembled.  * He might have retrieved the peosition
of the great house my father founded, and whick &fs father did
his best to overthrow ; he might have been the owner of ghips
sailing to every quarter of the globe ab his bidding, to return
laden with the produce of every clime for him, and to add to
the soccessful commerce of his country ; to give employment
and brivg cowmforts to thoussnds—and he chose to be a
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wretched artist daubing in & foreign attic. Miserable
exchange 1"

It really did seem o miserable cxchange for the moment to
impressionable Catherine, who was carried away by her aun.'s
rare display of emotion,

" Beeing my nephew in this low position,” said Miss Carey,
tossing her he.d, *“the Chileotts chose to consider the match
a8 nob good enough for Mary, who had not & penny in the
world of ,her own. Bhe defied her half-brother and guardian,
however, and married Edmond, Mrs, Chileott then persuaded
hier husband to cast off his sister, and inspired besides a most
ingulting letter to your prandfather—which your grandfulher
sngwered, inspired by me,” said Miss Carey, with an expression
which plainly conveyed to Oatherine that the reply was no
whit behind the letter which evoked it,

“When your mother died, Mra. Chileott offered to take
shavpe of you on condition your father renoonced yon en-
tirely ; but your mother had always disliked her sister-in-law
8o excessively that your father refused to eonfide your child-
hood to her care. He sent you to me—and I took charge
of you."

* Catherine nttered  Thank yon * very faintly.

“You need not say thank yon. T did not wish to have
you, I had my own interests and occupations, I was over
sixty, and bad no money to spend on youw. I hod promised
my father, who died when he was ninety years ~ld, in funll
possession of all his faculties—the year yon were born—I
promized bim I would never adopt any ehild of Edmond’s.
He forgave Samuel, who almost ruined him. Samuoel was-
dutiful, altheugh he was a fool; buot he never forgave
Edmoud, who failed him and diesppointed him, and turned
iz back onm the homse. I have kept my word; 1 mever
adopted you, Catherine ; I have given you food and lelter,
and 1 have impressed upon yon that- I could not provide for
your future. Nothing more. I have never loved you,” said
Miss Carey.

“ No, Aunt Tsabella,” answered Catherine, gently.
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Bhe had wondercd very wistfully at times why her aunt
showed so little affection for her: but just now she did not
fesl that desolate sense of blunkness and disappointment which
hiad sometimes chilled ber young heart, after a scathing or
contemptuons word from Miss Carey.

Cetherine had stepped, nnknown to herself, from that work-
a-day world, which she had so often endeavomod to shob out
of her solitary dreams, into a veritable realm of romance
The divine, foolish ecstasy of first love, a8 innocent of passion
a8 of reason, filled her sonl. Bhe saw heaven reflected upon
earth in that maony-colonred bobble—a world of beanty
created in & moment—which sometimes vanishes st a touch,
sometimes sails away and is lost in clonds of fancy and tender
regret.

Her surroundings possessed no longer the same power to
depress her. Her aunt's chill words, falling singly and dis-
tinctly from the mouth that had never nttered kindnesses for
her, might have been leaden bullets dropped into the heat of
a glowing fire, so instantly did they dizsolve in the warmth of
Catherine's heart.

“Poor Aunt Teabella ™ ran her thooghts; *“she wonld
have loved mo if she had dared, perhaps." It was evidently
only a promise to that hard old tradesman, of the narrow fore-
head, cruel mouth, and cunning eyes set close togethor—a face
betraying inberent enmity to Art—which bad restrained his
old danght r from following the promptings of Nature. 8She
judged Miss Isabells very leniently, and looked st her with a
pity in which no resentment was mingled.

# As your father seemed to think he had a elaim upon me,
and a8 I had no desive to give Mrs, Chileott the pleasure of
educating you to despise your own family,” said Miss Carey,
“I consented to take charge of you until you shonld attain the
age of .ixteen years, when you wonld be old enongh to hold
your own with your mother's relatives, I declined any re-
sponsibility beyond rearing you to that age.”

“I was sixteen last April,” said Castherine, in bewildered
tones.
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“Yon were,” said Miss Carey, solemnly. “T intended to
gtretch my promise to its utmost limits 3 T might even have
estended it to the eve of your twenty-first birthday, on which
date I have always looked forward to finally relinguishiug
every shadow of the barden of responsibility thrust npon me
by your father ; but your escapnde of last night convinces me
that you reguire stricter sopervision than, at the age of
#aventy-seven, I am able to bestow on you."

Catharine sat as though stunned. One speculation afuer
another crowded into her mind.

“ Are you going to gend me away from youo ? " she said ab
length, finding, to ber surprise, that ber lips were quite dry,
and her voice husky wich the endden shock of emotion.

“ T am going to resign the further charpe of you as soon as
circnmetances permit.”

Catherine rose uncertainly from her chair and drew closer
to her aunt, With fingers that shook visibly she lifted the
little slip of pasteboard from the writing-table.

“What has all this to do wich Bir Philip Adelstone ?** she
gaid.

Miss Carey removed her glasses, and looked up under her
ayebrows st Catherine, with the slight uneanny squint that
brought out 8o strong & likeness to old SBamuoel Carey.

“In the year 183G,"" she said very deliberately, “1 was
engazed to be married to Sir Philip Adeclstans,”

Cathering hardly believed her ears. * lle must have b-a'an
mueh yonnger than yon,"” she rasped.

% Foolish child," eaid Miss Carey, sharply. * How can
you suppose I am alluding to this—this boy,” she pointed
ﬁeriai‘rel;.r to the card Catherine held ; *“this youth must be

is gom.”

“He i8 not & youth—not young at all," eaid Catherine,
anxiously ; “he has grey huair.”

Miss Clarey made a rapid calenlation. * He must be almost
fifty years old. I had forgotten,” she said. * His father died
&0 long ago,”

Bhe looked so small and shrunken and feeble, that
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Catherine would bave knelt by her side, and taken that
shaking head on fo her young breast, and embraced her, and
cried with sympathy ; but she did not dare to do anything of
the kind. Her unspoken pity gave pathos to the anxious gaze
ghe fixed om ber aunt,

“Our engagement was broken off," said Mies Carey,
“owing to the failure of yoor grandfather in bnsiness. The
Adelstanes were wvery greab people.  Your mother’s family,
the Chilooits, lived in their old farmbouse at the gates of
Welwysbera ; they had lived so for gencrations. Sometimes
8 Chileott had been on agent, or an sttorney, or so forth, for
the family. The Adeclstanes kept up a grest state, and
became poor. I wae introduced to young Bir Philip in
London, where I went into society as an heires,"—she drew
herself up. “I had a large fortune invested in the biisiness
under my brother's management. I staved at Welwysbers,
and 8ir Philip proposed to me and I accepted him, Then
came the news of my brother's failure, and the marrisge was
broken off,”

“ Becanse  you lost your money," eried Catherine,
indignantly.

 Becanse my brother had roined me,” said Misa Carey,
and Catherine knew at last the reason of the scorn with which
ber aunt alwaya referred to the younger Samuel,  * My father
was in bad bealth, and had trusted the management of the
firm almosi entirely to his son, He bad to wind up the affairs
of the honse and begin agein. He saved the bosiness at the
expense of all he bad in the world. 8am worked as a clerk—
all he was fit for—where he had been s partner. Bot when
Edmond was born, my father forgave Bamuel, for he hoped
the boy wounld grow up to carry on the bosinesa prosperonsly ;
e was a quick, clever lad. And he preferred Art—and
begga.rj-"

* And was—was Sir Philip very nohappy at having to give
you up P " asked Catherine, timidly. She was more interested
in the story of her aunt's engagement than in the history of
the ruined house, wherein there was also romance, had she
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understood it, in the despairing devotion to his life-work of
the elder Samnel.

“Not at all,” said Miss Qarey, resenting the inguiry na
an impertinence, * Why shonld he? There were plenty Jf
women anxiona to marry him., He chose Lady Barah Walder-
sen. 8he had a fortune, and was considered a beanty, althongh
she had only just left the school-room."

Catherine decided within hersell that ber annt was too
proud toe confess her past heart-break, and secretly admired
her. Miss Carey's next words partly disillusioned her.

# Fortunately, matters had not proceeded very far between
us,” she said, musingly, * regarding the settlements, etc. Little
more than the preliminaries had been arranged, and onr conrse
was very plain.”

“ Did he—kiss you ?™ said Catherine. Bhe had hardly
uttered the question before she was shocked at herself, and
bloshed hotly.

Her sunt recarded her with an astonishment which could
not have been greater had Catherine suddenly thrown the
bronze inkstand ot her.

%1 did not mesn to sk it—it slipped out,” eried Catherine,
in alarmed apology. “ I—I do not know what T was thinking
abont, Aunt Isabells, only—only I was 8o very intercated in
the story."

“What story 7 T sm not telling ‘yon a romance, and youn
must be singularly nnobservant if yon can imagine T was ever
a person addicted to silly and frivolous familiarity,” eaid Miss
Carey, sharply. “I tell you of my engagement to Bir Philip
Adelstane, in order that you may understand that I was once
in a position to enter into & not nnequal alliance with one of
the oldest and most distinguished families in England ; and
when I inform you further that a Chileott was engaged, as the
fumily solicitor, to draw up the settlements, you may jrhaps
be able to form some idea of our indignation when his family
thought proper to resent the alliancs of Mary Chileott with a
Carey,—when they were perfectly aware that a Carey might
have reigned at Welwysbere had she chosen to do so. I have
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never held any communication with the Chilcotts sinee, They
have mot even known where I lived. I bad no mind to be
tormented by guestions concerning you. Bot I shell now
sénd them a brief intimation that they may expect yon."

“But, Aunt Isabells, if they don't want me?" said
Catherine, in dismay.

“ They are very well able to maintain you. They clamoored
to take yon as & baby, and you will go to them now under nu
foolish illusion that your father's family was inferic: to your
mother's,” she repeated trinmphantly.

“Buot, Aunt Isabells, do you think they will be glad to
seema§ "

“J don't think sbout it. How can it possibly matter to
me whether they are glad or sorry 7

“Must I go?" said poor Catherine. “If my mother
disliked her she could not have been & Very mice persom,
could ghe 7 "

“ Judging from her letters, and from Edmond’s description,
I should eay she was ¢ particolarly unpleasant person.™

. Catherine began to cry.  She was bub sixteen, after all, and
childish for ber age. She cried because she felt helpless,
and did not know how otherwise to express her despair, or
soften her aunt's decision.

“Don't do that,” said Miss Carey, sharply. “1It is time
for my medicine. Fetch it, pour it out, and go and have your
dinner,"

Catherine choked back her sobs, poured ount the medicine,
and waited nntil her annt had put away her papers and locked
her despatch-box, and settled herself comfortably npon the sofa
to await her luncheon-tray, Then she left the room very
slowly and went upstaira to the dining-room. g

The broken bottle of Maresls stood on the side-board, a
mute witness to her hurry and terror of the previous night.
The quantity of wine in it had very sensibly diminished, but
Catherine could not heed such trifies now. She glanced round
the bare little room, decorated solely with the oleograph of &
picnic party ; at the cheap furniture, the horse-hair sofa ; she
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listened to the familiar chimes from the Hétel de Ville, with
agrrow in her heart.

She looked sadly from her accnstomed window to *he
crowded, cheerful Place on her right hand, and down the
narrow gtreet on her left, and across, to the sparkling bottles
snd piles of orapges and lemoms in the Epicerie Nationale,
which stood opposite her. Bhe had not kmown that her sur-
roundings were dear to her until she learnt she was to qait
them.

Bhe thonght of Sophie's motherly smile and perpetual good
humour, of the walke on the pier and the fresh wind blowing
over the gea; of the quiet ramparts, and the Sanday promenades
in the gay crowd of the Front Sud Gardens, where the band
played ; of the restful, tolemn silence of the church of Notre
Dame, where the preat battle picture hung which filled her
with patriotic regrets for the lpsa of Calais; of rainy winter
afternoons epent in this very window-seat, in company with a
book and an orange or two ; of early summer mornings in the
sanny market-place ; in short, of all the pleasures which youth
and simplicity had enabled her to enjoy in her golitary life.

“0h, Calsis, Calais—only last night I wished to leave
you | " said Cathering, remorsefully,

The thought of being sent away to the unknown world
acroge the Chaunel, now that the prospect was actually before
her, filled her with terror rather than hope. Bhe evolved
pictures of ber elderly uncle, of the wife whom her young
mother had disliked, antil tears of pity for her own fate rolled
down her face.

“Tf there waz only one person to care for me in the whole
world, how grateful 1 would be, how I would work for them,
how I would worship them—buat there is no one,” sobbed
Catherine. She sat in tears and desolation, idly emvloying
her fingera by scribbling on the margin of an old newspeper,
and absently drawing lictle profiles and heads, whilst her
thoughts were far away. FPresently, however, her mind began
to aid her fingers. The firm outline of a classic face grew
beneath her pencil, and Catherine became go absorbed in her
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employment that she was sctunlly startled when Bophie
entered, full of curiosity and sympathy, bearing o dish of fresh
mackerel for her dinner, and equally concerned by Catherine's
unnspal lack of appetite, and by her reluctance bo confide
the canse of her distress. Bhe managed, however, to gather
that Miss Carey lind cxpressed some intention of sending her
niece away, and the bare ides so flubbergasted the worthr
Brphie that for almost the first time in her life she wos domb
from consternution.

When Catherine had finished her meal she went down-
gtairs, perceiving with alarm thet she was some ten minutes
later than nsual; but Miss Carey peid no attention to her
nicee’s unpunctuality.  She was lying back on the sofa among
her black draperies, looking more shrunken snd wax-like than
ever, and only distinguishable from a corpse by the quick
movements of the beady, glittering, brown eyes.

“ Catherine," she said, *"close the curtains and Blinds, and
then go ond put on your things for your usual walk with
Bophie ; and be kind enough to eall at the Boffet, and to leave
this note with Sir Philip Adelstane,”
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OHAPTER V.

“Bor, Aunt Teabella, what am T to wear 2" said Oatherine,
helplessly,

She had relurned from her walk to find her aont not only
awake, bub dressed in her Bunday gown, snd in such a state
of excitement and animation 88 Catherine bad pever before
witnesged.

“8Bir Philip Adelstane hag been here,” she informed
Catherine, “und remembers me, he declares, perfectly well
His father brought him, as o little boy, to call opon me in
London. He is exactly like his father was then.” Bhe broke
off and appeared to muse for 8 moment.

“Did he say anything about me?" Catherine ventured
to ask.

“ What should he say about you ? " eaid Miss Carey. *“He
begged me to come and dine with his mother, and be intro-
duced to his nephew, who is travelling with them ; and I bave

. I shall like to renew my old aequaintance with Lady
Sarah. Poor Philip ! It turned out she had very little fortune,
after all. It was a sad take-in. But of course I said nothing
abont that. You will come and dine at the Boffet too,
Catherine. It would not do for me to go alone,” said Miss
Carey, with & toss of her head, and an old-fashioned bridling.

“ But, Aunt Isabella, are you really going ? ' cried Catherine,
in amazement, * You, who never get your foot out of doors.
Can you—won't it make you ill 2

“ Don’t presume to ask me silly questions of that kind, I
beg,” said Miss Carey, severely. “I have ordered a cab. 1
sm certainly going. I have not met with people of—of my
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own class,” she eaid magnificently, *for years. I am cer-
tainly going."

. Catherine ventured no further, but she felt as though she
had suddenly plonged into a most perplexing dream, and
when ghe absolutely beheld Miss Carey sttiring hersell in the
green brocade she had worn during the fire—only om thia
occasion placing her trinkets outside, instead of beneath, her
gewn—sha could doubt no longer that it was really her aunt's
intention to go, and ehe began to think with anxicty of her
own preparstions,

“What does it motter what yon wear,” said Miss Carey,
indifferently, Bhe appeared to be in some way confusing the
present 8ir Philip with her ancient snitor, and wes making her
totlets with an extraordinary care which half awed and half
amnsed Catherine, in the midst of her astonishment at the
turn events had taken during the last few hours,

“]1 have only my Sunday blue serge, und my brown stuff
everyday frock,™ she eaid,

She looked at her aunt's brocade, at the searf of yellow
lace with which the old lady was draping ber bent shoulders,
and at the set of cameos she wes fastening over the hollows of
her narrow chest. OCatherine was very far from supposing
ghe had any right to such finery herself, but she reflected with
envy on the white muslin frock possessed by every litéle
French maiden, even of the humblest station, for gals occa-
gions and religions processions.

# Bophie and I could have made one, if only we had known
in time," ghe thooght, in despair,

Miss Carey glanced ot the two well-worn dresses which
hung over Cathering's pretty bure rounded arms, as she stood
mournfolly in the doorway.

#1 will lend you®my Bunday silk,” she said grodgingly ;
“only yon musk take great care of it

Catherine’s heart sank, She had, perhaps, secretly hoped
that from the recesses of her aunt’s trunks, some hidden finery
might be produced for her benefit. Bhe tried on the black
gilk in & tremor of vexation and disappointment. The scant
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proportions of the old woman's bodice were ill-adapted for the
girl’s shapely form, and the hem of the skirt barely reached
Cutherine’s ankles,

%I ghall look s figure of fun,” thonght poor Catherine,
feeling much inelined to cry.  “I think T had better wear my
blne serge, after all. This is too tight for me, aunt,” she said
nervously.

“ Nonzenge, Pride must snffer pain; bloe serge ia quite
nnsuitable Yor a dinner-party, and nothing ean be nicer than
bluck sills,” said Mies Carey, quite indifferent to the fipnre her
niece pressnted.  * Besides, who do you suppose will be
thinking of, or looking at, you ? "

“ But I cannot fasten it,"” faltered Catherine.

With an impatient exclamation, Miss Carey tossed her the
length of black Bpanish lace with which she wsually draped
Ler head, now resplendent in a head-dress of old Mechlin.

“ Mademoigelle | Pent-on entrer 7V ghrieked Bophie, out-
gide ; and she presented her beaming face in the doorway, and
entered trivmphantly with two bunches of violeta,

# With the compliments of M. Cestaing, who will himeelf
be én attendance when ces dames get into the carriage. All s
rewdy, and the carriage waits, but I was impatient to see the
toilettes of mesdemoiselles,” said Sophie, who had often peeped
into the boresn and fingered the green brocade, though she
had never been favoured with a sight of the lace which lay in
the depths of Miss Carey’s mighty trunke

Migs Caray threw down the violets with an exclamation of
disgogt.  * It is not probable that I should pin flowers on my
Meehlin,” ghe said.

But Catherine pinned a coloster in her black lace, and
trusted that her aunt was too much excited to perceive the
deseeration of her scarf. -

S0 unusual a proceeding as that of the tenants of M.
(Castaing going out to dine, was natnrally regarded with lively
interest by the inhabitants, not only of their own, but of the
neighbouring houses, The elder Miss Carey's magnificent
appearance excited the warmest admiration in the bressts of

B
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the onlookers ; that of Catherine, the most sincere indignation
and sympathy of the honsehold.

¢ Ah, eieille gredine /™ muttered Sophie, shaking her fist as
the cab drove off. * Nok a bijon, not a ribbon, for cette paavre
ma'smeclle Cutherine. The young girls of England are
miserables ; neclected, infamously dreszed.”

Bhe did not hesitate to generalize from the solitary instanes
her experience had afforded,

* I, who speak to you, conld tell you muoch of the troubles
of the little one,” she enid mysterionsly.

Buot M. Castaing, who had never ceased bowing until the
carriage was oub of sicht, turned & deaf ear to Bophic's eom-
munications. Miss Carey poid him regularly, though never
without grumbling, and he had no desire to listen to anything
to the disadvantage of 8o good a tenant. Besides, long ago
he had hit npon the happy device of entering & fow items on
Miss Carey's bill, for the express purpose of concilisting her
by striking them off again. He knoew, as he frequently
obeerved, how to hnmour the aged, and colfs pelile owed every-
thing to ber excellent wncestor. Bot his womenkind were of
a less interested turn, and Madame Castaing vemurked Eliat
her heart had often tightened when she thourht of the
motherless girl, who did not even possess, it appeared, &
Bunday hat nor a feilette d'occasion,

Bir Fhilip received his guests ceremoniously at the door
of the Buffet, where they were obsequionsly waited upon by
the proprictor and waiters, their wraps removed, sod them-
eelves conducted to & private apartment, where o beautifully
decorated and brilliantly lighted dinner-table revealed itsclf to
the awestruck paze of Cutherine,

On the hearthrog stood a tall young gentleman, warming
himself in truly British fashion ; he blusled very munch when
his unele introdoced him, and became unnaturally stiff snd
rigid when he shook hands.

“ My nephew Oecil,” said Sir Philip, “and alas, be is the
bearer of & messaze from my mother that she finds herself
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still too unwell to leave her room. Bhe had quite hoped to be
able to come down. Please accept her sincere apologies.
SLe is & very great invalid at times, I am sorry to say.”

The absence of Lady Sarah did not, however, appear to
depress Miss Carcy unduly. 8he sccepted Sir Philip's excuses
with unwonted graciousness, Catherine could hardly restrain her
astonishment ab the metamorphosie of her aunt, who appeared
to her in these novel circumstances under an entirely new aspect.

Mr. Celil Adelstane addressed himself, as in duty bound,
to the younger lady, who presently recovered her self-
possession sufficiently to take o shy observation of his
appearance, whilst she answered him merely in frightened
monosyliables. Bhe made moch betler progress afterwards
in conversation with Bir Philip; for the young man, though
meaning to be kind, could not help heing condescending to
the terrified maiden, whilst his uncle, though meaning to be
distantly gracious, conld not help being kind.

But slthough she was quick to observe, Catherine was
8 great deal too frightened to eab, and would have been
thankful to be allowed to sit looking on from a distance at
that wonderful and memorable dinner, Bhe noted with alarm
that her aunt bestowed on her & frown of disapproval, whether
she ventured to help herself to the delicacies proffered by the
benevolent and zealoms waiter, or whether, as wus generally
the case, she timidly declined them.

“1 have never been out to dinner before,” she smd, hardly
above her breath, to Oeeil.

An older man or & more sympathetic person would perhaps
have emiled at the ngiveld of the remark, and have besn tonched
by the absolote sincerity and simplicity which inspired it. But
Cecil lacked any power to set her at ease, being still in his first
youth, and himeelf heavily oppressed by self-vonsciousness, caused
partly by shyness and partly by o sense of his own importance.

Physically speaking, there could hardly have been a finer-
looking young man in England than Cecil Adelstane at one
and twenty. He had been a remarkubly beauntiful ehild,
and he was a remarkably good-looking youth, resembling his
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uncle greatly in appesrance, although his correetly-cropped
brown hair, and the dark streak of down upon his mpper lip,
cendered him less picturesque and striking than the advance
of agze had rendered Bir Philip, when it sprinkled his thick
black locks with silver, and engraved lines of meaning on his
clear-cub face. Cecil's expression was nob yeb, so to speak,
born ; his besntiful dark blue eycs were ns innocent of
speculation as his smooth young face of wrinkles. When
he was bored, he locked as dignified as it was possible for
& man weighted with early youth to look ; when he was
amused, he was rarely heard to langh, He took an immense
personal pride in the sge and distinction of the family to
which he belonged, and which it wss more than probable he
might one day represent ; but he folly intended to distingunish
himself individually, quite apart from his position of heir-
presumptive to hie uncle. He gave himself calm but fall
eredit for the gualities which he conld not but be aware thaf
he posseased, and his onele, who loved him very sincerely,
gave him credit for many more qualities, of which it may be
donbted whether Cecil even knew the meaning, Perbaps his
virtue, like his character, was gomewhat of the negative ordar,
and consisted rather in not caring to do evil than in eeeking
to do good ; but yet it is certain that Cecil was always anxions
to do what he would have called * the right thing," so far aa
his limited vision enabled him to perceive it

Though the effort to entertain Catherine might fatigne
him, he would not have neglected the humblest guest upon
any consideration. That Catherine found herself oppressed
with & sense of his condescension, arose partly from the fact
that she wns eapecially sensitive to manner, snd partly from
his evident astonishment when he discovered that she knew
not one single person of the world be lived in, had never
heard of Hurlingham, had not the faintest idea of the
mesning of the word * Polo,” and had never visited a theatre,
nor, in faet, been to London in her life. He mirht be excosed
for feeling that it would be wery little less easy to maeke
oonversation with & newly-imported cannibal,
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On the other band, Catherine felt her ignorance so deeply
that ghe wonld almost hove been thankful to hide her head
under the tablecloth, She sat as upright as the tightness ¢
her aunt’s dresa scross the chest and the shortness of the
waist would allow, and received his explanations with an
earnest attention which still forther disconcerted the young
gentleman, who was not unspt to suffer from a hidden but
intenss eonviction that people were inelined to langh at him
though he’might have breathed more freely had he Emown
how far more perilovsly close to tears than laughter was his
little trembling auditor.

“1 am afraid youo are making a very poor dinmer, Miss
Catherine,” said Sir Philip's voice presently, making Catherine
start, although he spoke in the gentlest of tones. It might
have been & relief to turn from WMiss Carey’s new-born and
extraordinary coguettishness to the younger of his two very
remarkable goests.

“ Perhaps at your age only sweet things tempt you?
Wa must try what the buffel can do in the way of dessert
presently.”

dlatherine conld have fallen at his feet and worshipped
him, for the softness of his tone, and the kindness of the blue
¢yes, which only last night had looked ab her with stern
disapproval. 8he recollected with amazement how few hours
had elapsed since she had run out on to the Place d’Armes,
and met the severe stranger who was now smiling at her like
an old friend, and at whose table she was actually seated.

Bhe accepted the méringue he offered her with joyouns
alacrity, and wounld have eaten it with almost equal pleasure
had it been a parsnip—a vecetable she commonly detested—
had the sasme hand given it to her, the same voice expressed
a hope that she would find it to her taste. She forgot that
ghe was absurdly dressed in am old lady's black silk gown,
which was 80 tight in all the wrong places that it hardly
permitted her to breathe comfurtably; she forgot that she
was in disgrace, and that she had only to glance towards Miss
Oarey in order to receive the scowl the old ludy seized every
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opportunity to bestow upon hery and the actually found
herself talking to Bir Philip in the most natural manner in
*he world, telling him that she had ten francs s month for
pocket-money and to “boy things™ that she had lived in
Calain ever since she was six years old, and that she hoped to
have & few turns at the locky wheel with Bophie to-morrow.

Bir Philip inclined a courteous ear, and plied her with
dessert and bon-bons.

Chotherine hardly knew afterwards bhow eanything so
delightful and unexpeoted came to pass, bat she presently
found herself in the brilliantly-lighted alleys of the fair,
walking home with Bir Philip, who saggested this method of
return for her, whilst her aunt appeared willing to give an
enger assent to his easy proposition, and te be perfectly con-
tent that young Cecil Adelstane shonld escort her home in the
cab, into which she was lifted, wrapped in shawls and cloaks.

The old wowan's sallow cheeks were flushed, her littla
brown eyes shining ; she seemed indifferent whether she waa
accompanied by the younger Adelstane or hie uncle, and to
confuse them indiscriminately with that tall handsome suitor
of the past, who was the father of the cne gentleman and
the grandfuther of the other. Bir Philip, however, would
certainly not have suggested that his nephew should be
entrusted with Catherine; his notions of propriety were
perbaps somewhat rigid. Bot no donbt he regarded ler as
a little girl to whom he himself would appear as a grave and
elderly gentleman, far enongh removed from the sphere of a
maiden's dream. Had he possessed the very faintest inkling
of the hero-worship which was filling her childish sonl to
overflowing, it is certain that he would have placed the young
lady in the cab next her aunt, and walked away in the opposite
direction in great alarm and dismay. Buot he was no thought
reader, and the delight which flushed her upturned face when
he formulated the proposition of escorting her home on foot—
since she was well wrapped up, did not fear the night air, and
was anxious to see the fair lighted up—was attributed by Sir
Philip simply to & child's love of pleasure,
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Mindful of her conversation at dinner, he invited her to
take & turn at the lncky-wheal.

“I have no money,” eaid Catherine, drawing back.

“Buot I have," he answered, amused, and little dreaming
how princely the generosity that was ready to fling sous away
for her plessnre seemed to Catherine.

She won o olue glass vase, and an earthenware dog, a bead
necklace, and a tin candlestick,

“What will you do with them 7™ he said. * Puot them
down here ? "

“Throw them away ? " enid Catherine, in amoze, “1 ghall
put them on my chimney-piece. I think the vase i very
pretty, don't yon ¢

8ir Philip conld not honestly arree with her. He looked
at the rowa of cheap workboxes, and piles of gingerbread, and
at some of the bebter-class atalls, and helf wondered whebher
he could not find something beiter worth earrying about to
give her. But Catherine was perfectly contented with her
fairing, and walked by his side besming with happiness; and
Sir PhLilip was not much acenstomed to boy presents for any-
pody, so be presently dismissed thiz idea from his mind.  She
wished the walk mizht never end,

“In how many days do you think Lady Barah Adelstane
will be well enongh to go to Paris ? " she asked presently.

*T can hardly say,” said Bir Philip. He spoke donbtfully,
for instances of his mother's surprisingly rapid reec reries from
sndden illnesses ocourred to hiz mind, and he thought it more
than likely that she wounld find it lesa fatiguing to continne
her jonrney, than to be forced to renew her acquaintance with
Miss Isabella Carey, whom she candidly admitted having
known and disliked in former years.

“ That woman !" Lady Sarah had said, with fine disdain,
“Do you mean to say she is ebill alive P with the astonish-
ment people sometimes display on hearing that their com-
temporaries are sharing their own longevity. “ Very bad
taste, Philip, in her, to have sent for yon. Bhe was engaged
to your father once ; but he jilted her when he saw me,” said
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the old beauty, comsciously; and Sir Philip accepted his
mother's aceount as undonbtingly as Catherine had accepled
Lar sunt's version of the aftain,

“Then we owe her some civility,” said Sir Philip, who
knew that hia father had been eredited with disappointing too
many ladies, and who dislilked the knowledge as tending in
gome degree to tarnish the high honour in wiich he held the
paternal memory.

He could not help o slicht gensation of gratitnde, howewer,
for the late Bir Philip's ficklencss, when he suw the small und
withered figure of Misa Carey—the narvow forehead, blubber
lips, flat noee, and beady eyes—and contrasted her with the
well-preserved invalid who was enjoying dinner comfortably
in her own room, with her English maid, Tailer, to wait
upon her.

Lady Barah's descendants owed her no small share of their
pood looks, althongh they inherited their fine festures from
the Adelstones ; her own profile was sufliciently handsome, she
even yeb showed some remains of the beautiful red-and-white
complexion which had distingnished her youth, and her eyes
were still bright blue and clear, though surrounded by a net-
work of fine wrinkles. It was unforiunate that she chose to
dispense with her own white bair and stow it away under
coiffura of cheatnut plaits, for, however faithiolly the eoloar
recalled the locks of Ler youth, the anachronism was glaring,
and destroyed the picturesqueness of an eminently stately and
striking personality.

“ How stupid of 8ir Philip not to make some excuse abonk
poing to see this old creature, and stupider still of him to nsk
her to dinner,” Lady Saroh eaid to her maid.

“Yes, my lady,” said Tailer, whose business it was to
acquiesce sympathetically in her lady's opiniovs, and who took
guch care to express none of her own, that she had remained
for thirty years in the service of one of the most capricions
women in Englund 3 elthough such an indiferent needle-
woman that o second maid was kept to do her sewing for her.

“I hate people dressing my Lair with pricked fingers,”
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gnid Lady SBarah, excusing herself for an cxtravagance =he
could ill afford. She consnlted her personal comfort first npon
all’ occasions, '

“ (3o and tell Mr. Cecil that T am nnable to come down g
he can make wp any meszage he likes for the old woman., I
should like to know the nse of my staying here, and feeling

erfectly overcome after that horrible crossing, if I have to
wear myself ont to make conversation with a person I haven't
geen for half a century P"

“1 am sure your ladyship had h-ctmr rest,” eaid Tailer, in
her socthing, even tones of respect.

Bir Philip had bardly hoped that his mother wonld exert
herself so far ns to come down and entertain his oddly chosen
guests ; but he did not lack a slight vein of obstinacy, and
wag mindful of the faintest elaim upon him, so that he followed
the dictates of his own judgment in despatching the invitation,
without being influenced by the disapprobation Lady Barsh
very frankly exhibited.

“My mother was wupset by the crossing,” he eaid to
Catherine. It is hardly to be wondered at, when her apge ia
cansidered, Bnt ghe—er—rallies wonderfully at times, after
one of her attncks, and she spoke of the possibility of being
able to travel to-morrow, if she had a pood night. Bhe is
gubject to atbacks of the heart, and is & ead invalid at times,”
gaid her loysl son, who had beerd of bis mother’s illnesscs so
often, that by force of hahbit he had berun to believe in them,
und though Lady Sarah was in truth a marvellously robust old
gentlewoman for ber ape, yveb her will was even stronger than
her body. Sinee she bad decreed that her heart should be
affected, that organ bad given her a greab deal of trouble, and
her doetor prescribed, and she took, drops for the complaing
which did not exist, with the ntmost gravity,

The ecstatic bappiness of Catherine was very little likely
to be dashed by the intellimence that Lady Sarsh had a weak
heart ; like many young peaple, she looked upon it as the most
natural thing in the world that the old should be ill, and hed
very little notion of what suffering mesnt ab all. But the



58 CUATHERINE OF CALATS.

idea that Lady Sarah might be well enough to go on with her
Journey to-morrow, and that consequently she would not see
8ir Philip again, overwhelmed her with despair,

*To-morrow | " she repeated dolefully, “then perhaps I
shall not eee you again ; but I forgot—— " her pace guickened
aud her voice became hopeful once more. *So many things
have happened, it is not wonderful that one should be he-
wildered. When I leave Calais, I shall see you again, perhaps,
after all, for they live at your gates 1"

“Who live at my gates ?" eaid Bir Philip, who hardly
followed her rapid eager ntteranes, and conld not understand
what sudden excitement had brightened Ouatherine's face,

“I am to be sent away from Caluis,” she said. The project
no longer geemed dismal to Catherine. “ Aunt Isabells only
promised to keep me with her until I was sixteen, and I was
sixteen last April. T am to go and live with my unncle,
Admiral Chileott, if he will let me. He was my mother's
half-brother, twenty years older than her,” she repeated breath-
lessly, “If it had not been that my mother hated Mrs.
Chileott, I should have been sent there long ago. And they
live at your gates—at the gates of Welwysbere,”

“Did you not hear me tell your sunt at dinper that we
were not going to Welwysbere for the present #"

“Not going | ™ eaid poor Catherine, blankly. © Don't yon
live there any longer, then 7

“The place is shut op for the moment,” said Sir Philip.
Bhe fancied that her question pained him, for he looked BwWay
from her, and spoke coldly. “So that I explained to Miss
Carey that we onfortunately could not have the pleasure of
escorting you into Devonshire, as she desired,” he said
courteonsly,

The disappointment was so great that Catherine could not
anewer. In the buckground of her present delight had lurked
a secreb conviction that, after all, her life was only beginning,
Her aont’s words, thongh dismissed from her immediate
thoughts, vet lingered in her memory : “ His appearance may
materially influence your fulurs,”
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“Then Aunt Isabella did not know when she said those
worde that—that you were no longer st Welwyshere,” she
murmured half alond. *And you will bave nothing *o do
with my futurs, after all.”

“II™ eaid Bir Philip, with pardonable and very genuine
surprise.  * What should I have to do with your futore ?

For & moment he was even annoyed by Cutherine's frank.
neas, but her upward lock of childish alnrm and innoesnce
disarméd bim.

“Indeed, T do not know,” said Catherine, faltering before
that momentary touch of severity, * Bubt Aunnt Isabells was
very angry with me to-day, and no wonder," she said humbly,
“for running out last night and losing all her plate ; and it
convineed her that she was too old to look after me; so she
has made up her mind to send me away."”

Bhe thonght of the dissgreeable reception that mizht await
her at Bridescombe with renewed disleste, now that the vision
of Bir Philip Adelstane at Welwysbere no longer brightened
the prospect.

“ Do yon know Mrs, Chilcott ? Ts she & very—very dread.
ful pereon 7 she said dolefully.

8ir Philip did know Mrs. Chileott, and might truthfully
have replied that he did consider ler a very dreadinl person,
gave that such a blunt proceeding wonld bave scandalized his
notions of propriety.

“To be sure I know her ; and the admiral m a very old
friend of mine," he said.

“Cpuld you describe them to me?" said Cutherine,
anxiously,

To know people, however, is not always to be able tc
deseribe them, and thoogh Catherine listened earnestly to all
Sir Philip had to say on the subject,—and with care he made
his remarks last nntil the end of their walk—yet when she pot
together all the information she had received, she found it
amounted to the tolal knowledge that Admiral Chileott waa
very fond of gardening, that his wife was devoted to dogs,
t'icir danghter addicted bo lawn tennis, and their son to
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cricket ; and it would be hard to sy which pursnit Catherine
kmew or cared least about,

“I suppose they are a very—sporting family,” she said
faintly.

8ir Philip smiled at Catherine’s notion of sport. “ You
will, no doubt, soon see them, and jodge for yourself; I
assure you they are very like other pmplm" he enid kindly,
summing up his description, as he imagined, in a word.

Miss Carey received them in the salsn, where Cecil stood ab
attention, awaiting his onele, nnd ﬂn!umn]}' making conversation
with the old lady, who executed a magnificent curbsey of the
kind which nsed to be called & echesss, with her stiff, green
brocade, as she took leave of her entertainers.

“I have seldom spent o more enjoyable evening, and I
hope you will do me the honoor to come and see me when
you pass throogh Calsis again,” she eaid.

Catherine was over-awed by her sunt's grandenr, and by
her company manners, and shrank again into frightened
gilence 82 she gave her little hand to Sir Philip.

“1 hope yoo sre not tired, Annt Issbella,” she said timidly,
when the gentlemen had groped their way very carefully down
the dimly lighted staircase,

Migs Carey sank into the red velvet armchair,

“1 am very tired,” she seid, “and 1 am very angry.”

“Not with me,” said Catherine, almost imploringly ; *“ oh,
nob to-nighi, of all nights”

The evening had been for her so exquisitely happy, that
the thonght of a scolding just now was more than she could
bear.

She was very seldom so outapoken, #nd her sunt locked at
her in surprise.

“Why not to-night—of all nights?™ she said, but not
sharply y an unpsonl weariness seemed to weigh down her
voice. “I am not anpgry with you—what are you that I
should be angry with you 7" she said ; * but, oh, it was & sad
mistake, o sad blunder that he made.”

“Bir Philip ! " Catherine uttered bresthleasly.
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“They shounld have sscertained beyond doubt, before allow-
ing it to take place,” said Miss Carey. Her small, oddly-shaped,
sfllow face was flushed, and her brown cyes glittering. She
looked 8 weird and witchlike little fizure ns she sat in the
midet of that self-snpporting brocade. *The fortune was a
mere nothing, and, such as it was, all securely tied up for her
own use. Ah, I always had my doubts.”

In some odd way Catherine divined that Miss Carey was
gpeaking * of her old spitor's marriage with Lmi:.r Barah
Waldersen.

*An extravagant, overgrown milkmaid of a woman, and
her money & myth,” said Miss Carey, emphatically ; “and what
is the consequence ? Welwyshere shut up, and Sir Philip
Adelstane a pauper—aor little better—it. was all & blunder,”

Catherine stood by in respectful silence during her annt’s
disjointed soliloquy.

“Why do you not go to bed ? " said Miss Carey. “Iam
very tired, and cannot sit up any longer.”

* Could I not help you to undress, Aunt Isabella 7™

“No 3 put ont the lamps, and make haste.”

Misa ﬂunj' rose with some difficulty, and hobbled stifly
into the next room, where she took off & pair of shoes, which
had onee, doubtless, fitted her, bat which were now many sizes
too small for her gouty, crippled feet, What tortures had she
not endured over this lingering sacrifice to vanity during the
long evening.

Catherine extingnished the light in the passage, and,
entering the salon, stooped to pick up a small white object
which had fallen under the writing-table.

It was 8ir Philip Adelstane's card,

She turned out the lamp, and went softly throngh her
annt’s room, bidding her good night s she pessed into her
own little piice, ns Sophie called it. The door was locked
upon her a8 usual, immediately sfterwards,

Catherine looked in the glass, and innocently thought the
violets and the black lace became her very well : Iuckily the
wirror was too small to reflect the fit of the bodice, or
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the shortness of the skirt, and ehe imagined that gentlemen
did not tronble themselves concerning such details, and would
prohably not have noticed the discrepancies of her attire.

# After all, it did very well, as Lady SBarah was not there in
her grand clothes,” she thought to herself.

Bhe folded up the scarf very carefully, unpinned the violets,
snd put them in water; and then, with hurried, trembling
fingers, and many alarmed glances towards the door, she
gotght her work-basket, and manufactured a tiny blue silk
bag from a serap of ribbon.

She slid the card which bore 8ir Philip's name into the
little case, sewed it up, attached a slender silk cord, and hung
it round ber neck like a scapular,

Then Catherine, with burning cheeks, blew out her light,
erept into her narrow bed, and, holding her treasure tenderly
in ber band, fell fast asleep.
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CHAPTER VL

It woe nob enrprising that Miss Carey, at a0 advanced an ags,
and being totally uneccustomed to exertion, escitement, or
the night air, should show signs of indisposition shortly after
the evening which held suel heavenly memoriea for her niece,

At first she displayed merely o bad cold and more restless-
ness and irritability than was habitual to ber, bub one morning
(atherine was startled by finding Miss Carey lying upon her
soln instead of seated before her writing-table.

1 am afraid you are not well, Aunk Isabells,” she said,
coming to ber side, in honest distress,

“1 did not ask for your pity, however,” eaid Miss Carey,
peevishly 3 * perhaps you will be kind enough to write a letter
for me, at my table.,”

“ Me | " gaid Catherine, astonished. Never before had she
been asked to assume that sacred place; and her hand quite
shook as she sat in ber aunt's chair, spread out a sheet of paper,
and dipped her pen into the ink.

“VWrite as I dictate.”

1] Dm SIE.I,

“My grand-aunt, Mies Carey, desires me to write
and inform you, that she does not feel equal to the exertion of
settling by correspondence the matfer upon which yon are at
present engaged.

“BShe begs you will be kind enough, on receipt of this
communication, to send a representative to take her further
instructions by word of mouth.

“ [ beg to remain,
“ Your obedient servant,
“Carpspive CaEy.™
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Oatherine indited this missive in, her hest round-hand,
which was very good indeed, for she had some canse to be
chankiul for her aunt’s early severity, which had caused her to
acquire copper-plate writing, correct spelling, and a fair
knowledge of punctuation.

Her aunt scanned the letter sharply, bat conld find no fanls
in it

# Address the envelope,” she said, “to Messrs. Spearmen
snd Nott, Solicitors, Lincoln's Inn. ¥oun may copy the address
from my Where-fa-if? book. Now, take that letter to the post,
and leave me to rest.”

After all, Lady Sarah Adelstone had found it possible to
resume her jonrney to Paris the day after Miss Carey and her
niece had dined at the Buffet, 8he did not go until the after-
poon, becanse she conld not easily rise in time to cateh the
morning train ; but Catherine was joveusly grateful to Lady
Barah'a indolence, for she went out to walk with Bophie, and
encountered Bir Philip pacing to and fro with his cigar. He
came and spoke to them very kindly, and did not pass with o
bow, s foolish Catherine had almost feared he might, bab
asked after Miss Carey, and expressed polite hopes thab lust
night's outing had not tired her.

Bophie would have been only too delighted to efface her-
golf, had ehe seen the least indieation thet Catherine wished to
prolong her féle-d-fefo with ce wiews grandpirs, as she somewhat
radely designated the tall, severe Englishman ; but the inter-
view was over before she had time to mwake up her miond how
and where to go. Short as it was, it sufficed for the bappineas
of Catherine. Bhe had so little hoped to see Bir Philip again
that the enconnter seemed like & miracle worked on her behalf ;
thongh, to be sure, it was almost impossible to o for a walk in
Calais without encountering all the inhabitants who happened
to be out of doora.

Young Cecil likewise meb her on the Place, as she was
horrying home, and took off his hat politely, but Catherine
had no desire to talk to young Ceeil. Bhe nodded and smiled,
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and blushed becanse she was go unuzed to eslutations from
any one, but she was indignant with Bophie for immediately
comparing the younger man with his uncle, to the disadvantag
of the latter,

When the Paria train had departed, and Calais was empty
onee more, a8 Catherine naively phrased it to herself, she felt
that her old fondness for walks with Sophie had somewhat
evaporated. Bhe did not feel inclined to chatter, nor to go to
the fair, nor to have little feasts at the confectioner's; she
wanted to it alone and think, with ber hands clasped over the
little amulet she wore on her breast, beneath ber shabby dresa
of brown stuff.

No thought of courtship or marriage was troubling
Catherine's mind, through the long hours she passed curled up
on the window-geat in the little chilly dining-room, looking
over the red-brown roofs, on to the corner of the Place, with
cyes that saw nothing earthly, bot were filled with the mists of
happy dreams,

That she was in love with 8ir Philip Adelstane she could
not have uttered, even to her own heart. She would have
ghrunk from the very expression as too outspoken, too familiar,
to deseribe the timid, breathless memories of his face and
voice which filled ber very soul, How noble he was, how
stately, how well his gravity and severity became him.

Cutherine thonght she would die if he were ever angry
with her, but how little likely he was to be angry! Whom
Lnd she ever known or dreamt of, 8o courteons, so gentle, or
go kind ? Her thourhts, no doubt, were but the thooghts of
& young maiden, hardly emerged from childhood, not yet
awakened to her own feelings, nor fully understanding her own
heart, but divinely conscious of a glorification—a worship—a
wonder, which have seddenly transfigured ber life. For the
most part of her dreaming, Catherine was plunged into this
varue feeling of ecstatic happiness, bnt now and then, sitting
alone in the dosk after her golitary tea, the sudness of twilight
and loneliness filled her with an innocent longing to be in his
presence. To serve him, to wait upon his will, to die for him,

¥
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al | how sweet that wonld be! thought little Cathevine—how
gweet to follow him through the world and lay down one's life
fur him at last ! The happy tears gathered in her eyes at the
goft, foolish thought ; Lut there was no one to divine soch
thonghts, or to reproach her for the foolishness,

Blie had far more time for dreaming than before the advent
of 8ir Philip, for her aunt did not recover from her indisposi-
tion, but reeted on the sofa almost all day, and the little Lrisk,
smiling doctor came into the room on tiptoe every morning to
visit her,

Catherine could not see that Miss Carey looked worse than
usual, though she studied her face anxionsly from time to time,

“But she is ill, Mademoiselle, snd I know yet more than
that ; her lawyer comes, I am to prepare luncheon for Lim
to-morrow,” said Sophie, nodding significantly. *“Bhe is
pulting her affairs in order,™

“ Do youo think she is going to die 7" said Catherine, with
we.
Bophie first shook, and then nodded, her head significantly,
“At her agel” she suid; but she prudently espressed no
definite opinion on the subject.

“ Perhaps it is to arrange for me to go to England that
she bas sent for the lawyer. 1 wonder if she has heard from
Mra, Chilcott,” said Catherine, with a sinking heart.

Her sunt had snid no more about her intention to send
Catherine away, and Catherine faintly hoped that she had
forgotten, or changed her mind, or at least—at least that
ghe would mot send her before the Adelstanes returned from
Paris,

They were to stay ten days, but long before the expiration
of that period, Catherine feverishly resumed her expeditions to
the boat, going even twice a day, in her newly acqnired and
tedions leisure, since Miss Carey disliked her presence in the
salon when she was resting. Bhe feared it was only too likely
that Bir Philip and his mother would travel straight through,
instend of spending mnother night at the Buffet as Le had
thought it possible they might,
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#The hotel was very comfortable, and the cooking
excellent,” he =aid.

Nevertheless Catherine felt an instinctive donbt of La'y
Barnh's intention to stay in Calais on her return.

The lawyer, Mr. Bpearmen, arrived as Bophie had foretold,
and was shot for & long time in the safon with Miss Carey.
Then he was shown mupstairs inte the dining-room, where
Sophie had a roast fowl and a eelad ready for him, and where
Cutherine was oblized to make his acgoaintance at luncheon.

8he was not afraid of the lawyer as she had been afraid of
Bir Philip Adelstane and his ncphew. In fact, the rosy and
smiling gentleman was not calenlated to inspire any one with
tarror. He was very polite to Catherine, jumping up to wait
apon her, filling ber glass with the Marsala, which he pre-
tended to find a first-class wine, and seeming quite distressed
that she could not be persuaded to drink snything but
water.

“Bat are yon quite sure of the water here " he asked
earnestly. *“ It does not do, yom lknow, in foreign towns, to
make too sure of the water.,”

JUatherine had very little idea what he meant, or that the
water in one place could be any better than in another, buot
ghe was plessed with his solicitode, and assured him that it was
excellent.

Miss Carey sent word that if Mr. SBpearmen preferred walk-
ing to the boat, and was nobt sure of the way, Uatherine
was ab liberty to atéend him; and Catherine showed preat
alacrity in putting her things on, and setting forth in pood
time with Sophie, who followed them at & respectful distance.

“Do you think Aannt Isabells looking wery ill #™ she
aeked. :

“] have never seem her before, so that it is difficult to
judge,” said Mr. Bpearmen, cautionsly, “You will know
better than I whether she has changed at all in sppearance
gince her illness,”

“It is very difficult to see changes in people when ome
lives with them.”
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“To yon live with Mise Carey 7" he asked, with some
Burprise apparent.

“ Ever ginee I woa o child,” said Catherine, with a httle
sigh, “1 have lived with Aunt Isabella, and we bave always
lived here,”

t Are you her nearest relative 7 " he asked, after a moment's
hesitation.

“1 should think I am the only relation she has in the
world,” said Catherine, comsidering ; “and she iz the only
relative I have in the world on my father's side y yon know I
have never seen any of my mother's relations yet.”

o She thonght the lawyer snppressed his curiosity with an
ork.

“Dear, dear,” he said, as though in deep thought, “ dear,
dear, dear. Well, T hope your aunt will be better soon. Has
ghe a good doctor 7

“Very good indeed,” said Catherine, zealonsly—for she
liked the bright little Fronehman who attended her sont—
“ Monsieur Delplangue,”

“Ah 1™ gaid Mr, Bpearmen, ahakmg his head, * 1 ghonold
prefer an English doctor, I must say, in my own case.”

He was in reality the most genial and unsuspicions of men,
but he faithfully clung to & dim netion Landed down to him,
donbtless, by his parents, that no reliance could be placed on a
foreigner in the serious affairs of life or death.

“Tf (ghe ot worse, I should persuade her to send for s
good Bnglish nurse, Miss Catherine,” he gaid,

“J am afraid I could not persuade her to do anything,”
gaid Catherine, half-smiling.  Bhe had no experience of illness,
and did not realize that her sunt might some day be unsble to
gettle for herself what was or was not to be done.  “ And the
troined narses they bave in Eogland are very expensive, are
they not ¥ I have read aboub them. 1 sm sure Aunt Isabells
could not afford one. We are not very well off, you know,"
gaid Catherine, simply.

Privately she thought her aunt had committed a terrible
extravagance in H&Dﬂ.ll.l,, for this gentleman, if it were troe
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that he had come, as Bophie declured, all the way from London
in grder to malke her will.

“Bhe could have told me or written down on a piece of
paper what she wanted done with her old things," Catherine
thought to herself, with o little indignation.  * Does she think
I wonld have tonched them if she did not want me to, or that
Twonld take ndvantage when she wos dead to do anything I
ghould not have dared do when she was alive 7" Bhe thought
gadly that her aonnt, perhape, nonderstood her so little as to
imagine her capable even of that, *Bhe thinks me wicked,
and no wonder,” thought Catherine, with humility, recalling
her many blunders and evasions,

Mr. Spearmen looked very queerly at Catherine when she
eaid that she did not think her aunt comld afford a norse.
For a moment it iz possible that he suspected she was trying
to find out from him what his client actoally possessed, and
what were the contents of the docament he carried in his bag ;
though if he had been as good a physiognomist as he was a
lawyer, it is very certain thut he would not have made the
mistake of suspeeting Catherine.  As it was, he took care, like
a geod diplomatist, not to commit himself at all,

%7 had a very serious illness once, and I always say T owed
my life to the nurse,” he sid, shaking his head once more.
“ It is penny wise and pound foolish to spare expense when one
isill. But I hope Miss Carey is not so ill as T was then—nor
likely to be; still, at her age——" said Mr, Spearmen, as
Sophie had said, and Like her, he left the sentence nnfinished,

Catherine was guite pleased to have somebody to whom she
conld wave her handkerchief as the steamer moved off, and
Mr. Bpearmen, a little startled, perhaps, by the attention,
flourished his small black bag in the air 43 a return salotation
with one hand, whilst he very respectfully took off his hat with
the other.

“He was a very nice gentleman, Sophie,” said Catherine,
“and he seemed rather sorry for me. I wonder why | Perhaps
he thinls Aunt Isabella is really going to die, and that I am
very foud of her and she of me.”
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‘“Did he say anything of her affairs?™ Bophic asked
eagerly.

i % 0h, Sophie, of course not ; a lawyer is always confidential
—that is, an English lawyer,” said Catherine, loftily.

She went buck feeling more solicitons than vsual about her
sunt, and, after taking off her things, sat down by the sofa
and offered to read aloud.

“ Np, thank you,” said Miss Carey, Her voice sounded less
hard than ususl, DPerbops it was really weaker, Catherine's
heart smole her with pity.

* If there is anything I can do for yon, Aunt Isabella,” she
snid, * please let me do it."

“What can you do ? T want nothing. I can be as ill a8
ever I choose now, that is one comfort,” said Miss Carey, with
an odd trinmphant note in her voice, “I need not srugele
against these feelings any longer. It will be a great relicf to
give way to them.” 8he turned her face away from Catherine
and seemed to fall instautly aslesp.

When she woke up #again she wis 80 much the same as
usnsl thet Catherine forgot her fears,

The next morning brought & beautifol basket of preserved
fruits and marrone glocds Trom Paris for Miss Carey, and a
large painted box, tied with rose-coloured ribbon, and filled
with bonbons, for Oatherine, with Sic Pllip Adelstand's
complimens.

8he was struck dumb with surprise and delizht. Two
such brilliant objecte had never been seen in their dingy
sittivr-room. Ik is possible Miss Carey herself was pot much
less pleased than Catherine, nntil she saw thut her niece had s
ghare in the attention paid her, when she sharply bade her tuke
her box upstairs.

The basket stood all day in the old lady's sight, on the
marble and gilt table bebween the red eurtaine of the windows ;
but as Miss Carey did nob taste the contents herself, nor offer
them to any ome clse, Cutherine could not help thinking
privately that the gift was very much wusted upon her,
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However, it brought to berself the delightful if terrifying
task of having to indite a letter of thanks to Bir Philip, ex-
pressing Miss Corey's gratitude for his geverosity, and ber
rerreb that a slivht indisposition rendered her unsble to write
to him personally.

“ Migzht I not add just one word to say I thank him very
much myself ? ' asked Catherine.

# Cortainly not.  Young ludies do not write to gentlemen.
It is extraordinary to me that youn should manifest such s
desive to throst yoorself forward,” said Mies Carey. * FPray,
what has 8ir Philip to do with you 7 ™

A day or two later Bophie, with many winks and nods to
Catherine, drew her aside and put » letter into her hands.

“I did not let Mademoiselle Carey see it, you may be very
gure,” she said,

Catlierine did not remember ever havine received a letter
before, Her hands trembled so mueh that she could scarcely
open the ¢nvelope, which waa addressed in an exeeedingly
minnte and distinet writing. It contained only three lines of
polite concern for the elder Miss Carey’s illness, & regret that
8ir Philip might be detained some time longer in Paris, and a
hope thut he might have the pleasore of secing them again on
his return.  Alwaye forwal, 8ir Philip was more especially so
in writing.

Nevertheless, Catherine read the letter & hundred times,
and carried it about in her poeket until ib almost fel! to pieces.
Bhe thought ¥ours sincerely was the most eloguent phrase ever
written. To be sure, he was sincera—truth shone on that
nobile brow. And Aers, even if ghe conld bave claimed the most
distant relationship with him, how proud she would have been ;
but, alas, éven the fact that his father had ones jilbed her
great-nnnt conld hardly be described as a connection,

Meanwhile, Miss Carey had undonbtedly sbandoned her
usoal routine, After the visit of ber lawyer, she spent some
time in tearing up old letters and papers and sealing up pockets
which looked like acecounis. Her despateh-box, instead of
being filled up by a number of miseellaneous scraps, was neatly
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packed and laid aside. Bhe had evidently put her affairs in
order, finished her bosiness with the lists of stocks and shares,
and was gt leisure, as she had remarked to Catherine, to be as
ill as ever she chose.

Presently she took to her bed, and the doctor came some-
times twice & day to see her 3 but she did not die as Catherine
hud almost feared she must, after so much preparation. She
did nob even geem Lo be very ill—she only said things at times
«nat sounded a little strange to Catherine—sometimes kept her
letters by her gide for deys without epening them, and now
and then issued puzzling and contradictory orders to her niece.

Bophie, who was never at a loss to account for anything,
tapped her own shining forehend until it Tang again to indicate
to Catherine that there was something wrong with the interior
of Miss Carcy's head 3 but no sooner had she convinced
Cathering of this possibility, than Miss Carey was emre to be
perfectly gensible and collected again, and more indignant than
ever if an extra sou had becn spent over the marketing, or
il Catherine mispronounced the words she read alond in the
English papers,

Febroary had given place to March when Catherine's
paticnt, daily trips to the pier obtained their reward at last,
Bhe happened to be alone—since Sophie had the face-nche—
and she Leppened to be much later than uspal, when, casting
her eyes o7er the gronp of passengers on board the afterncon
bout, he saw the tall form of Bir Philip Adelstane, wrapped in
s huge fur cost, standing in their midst.

She did not pause to refleet, and she was so well known by
gight to the officinls, that no one attempted to bar her enger
pussage up the gapgway. In s moment she was at his side,
glowing and smiling.

“ (Oh, Bir Philip, I wanted to thank yon very much—with
all my beart,” she stammered, ® for the box of chocolates. I
wrote from my aunt, but I said nothing for myself. I hope
you did not think me ungratefol ?*

“They were not worth so much gratitude,” he said, smiling,
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“1 hope Miss Carey i8 better 7 Will you explain to her ;hat
I am oblized to go straight throngh to England on buosiness,
arffl cannot have the pleasare of ealling ™

“Bhe is ill in bed, so she conld not have seen you,” snid
Catherine, simply ; “ that is to say, the doctor comes every day.
I do not know whether there is much the matter, Bhe does
not seem to sufier, but she hardly gets up at all.”

“What does the doctor say to you?'" msked Bir Philip,
rather startled.

“Nothing ; I bave never asked him,” said Catherine,
surprised.

“] think you ought to know, however,” eaid Bir Philip.
“Your aunt is not very young ; but I dare say she has some
maid or eompanion who is older than you are, and who knows
gll abont it."

“No, indeed,” gaid Catherine ; *there is only Sophie and
me. The lawyer came once, and said if she grew worse she
had better have a good English norse. He did not eecm to
think much of French doctors,” she said, smiling ; *bat per-
hapﬂ he has never left England before. He gave me that
qprmuu. He was 50 surprised at even the simplest things

o Antl did you get the nurse as he advised 77

“No; I should not dare to propose such a thing—hesides,
ghe does not want a nurse,  Bhe just lies in bed.”

i Js ghe able to take Tood 77

“ Yeg," suid Cotherine, considering, “ az moch as nsoal—
tea and toast, you know, and her brandy and milk at night."”

% Then, yoo have put off going away for the present,” he
gaid npprovingly.

““She has not said any more abont it,” eaid Catherine.
“Sometimes T hope she may have forgotten, 8he is more
forgutful than ehe used to be. Will it be a long time before
you come teross again 7 she ventured to ask wistfully.

“I ean hardly tell—my plans are very unsettled,” said Sir
Philip, kindly.
“Is Lady Barah not—not crossing with yon P*™
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Bir Phillp paunsed imperceptibly before answering. TLady
Barah had strietly charged him not to let old Mies Carey
know of her presence at the Boffet. Buot he recollected
that it conld hardly matter muoch now if he disregarded her
injunction, since Miss Carey was confined to her bed. He
replied evasively—

" It is rather rough for her to-day ; she wul probably eross
to-morrow. You know, she suffers terribly from her heart,
eaid Sir Philip, with a slight pang of compunction, for his
mother's suffering hod never been apparent to him, in epite of
her assurances,

#1 koow,"” said Catherine, sympathetically ; then she saw,
with sorrow, that her interview must come to an end, unless
ghe wished to be carried off in the steamer with Bir Philip;
and, if ehe did wish it, nothing could be more evident than
that he did not, since he was carefully piloting her back to the
gaugway.

“ Good-bye," she said wistfully. *I hope you did not mind
my coming. It was only to say thank you."

“ It was very good indeed of you, on the contrary, to take
go much tromble,” said the kind and courteous voics; and
Catherine went humbly back in her shabby nlster up the gang-
way, almost the last to leave the steaner,

The tears so blinded her eyes that she could hardly dis-
tingnish his tall figure and grey head among the crowds on
board, ar the stenmer departed. Bhe finttered her little
handkerchief as she stood there alone—thankiul Bophie was
not with her to exclaim or to chatter.

Presently she went down on to the sands—quite deserbed
and lonely st this season—and, hurrying up and down to keep
herself warm in the biting esst wind, along the yellow, frothy
edge of the receding waves, she cried her very heart out. How
little he knew, and how well that aching heart divined, that he
would be more vexed than tonched had he known, the canse of
such an outburst.

The wild childish despair that possessed her at his departure
took all the glory from the sunset, and all the salt freshness
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that she loved from the sea, so far as Catherine's consciousness
of, either was concerned.

Everything wes grey and miserable, Bhe had so locked
forward to seeing him again, boping ehe knew not what, dwell-
ing day #nd night on the recollection of his smile, his kind
voice, his grave blue eyes; and now, all in & moment, as it
geemed, he had come and gone, and the glowing fire of her
anticipation had, as it were, sunk into a little heap of lifeless
ashes,

It was late in the afternoon when she reached home and
listlezsly entered Miss Carey's room.

“There is something for you to read, Catherine,” her aunt
gaid, culling to her a8 soon as ghe appearcd—from the old
wooden bedstead whereon ehe lny.

Bhe banded her niece a letter. It wad from Mrs, Chileott,
written with all the formality of bitter Latred, in the third

1.
The letter gave a cold permission to Miss Carey to send
Admiral Chileott's half-niece immediately to Bridescombe,
when the writer would decide for herself whether the young
womun's foreign opbringing rendered it possible to admit her
a2 8 permunent inwate of a respectable English housebold, A
ten-pound note for travelling-expenses was enclosed,

Catherine instinctively leaped to the conelusion that her
uncle had insisted she should be received in his house, and
that her aunt wos merely making a virtue of Lecessity in
forwarding her ungracionsly-worded insolent permission.

“I will not pol™ she cried, stung into defiance for the
firgt time in her life.

“You can do as you choose,” Miss Carey eaid. * Take the
letter and snswer it for yourself. I have told you that you
cannot remain bere, I do not know why you are staying on
like this, T am sure,” she snid peevishly, as thongh Catherine
were o casnal vizitor. * You are sixteen; I only promised
your father until you were sixteen,”

# But, Aunt lsabellp—o™"

% Do not argue,” said her aunt, “ I am too ill to go throogh
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it all again. I told you everything so that yon can bes under
no delusions. Yom can te]l Mra, Chileott that you are well
awae that the Careys are in every respect the equals of the
Chilcotts. Trade, indeed I Bir Philip Adelstane can marry a
merchant’s daughter, bot the merehant’s son must not aspire
to u Chileott | Ha, ha, ha 1™ The spinster langhed derisively.
“Mind you tell Lydin Chileott that you know all about it
But yon bave eo little epirit, it is very unlikely you will tell
anything to that shrew of a woman.”

Catherine was wearied by ber long walk, weak from her
spent passion of tears, she leant against the bed-post and
gobbed & little helplessly.

“Why do you send me away, Annt Isabells,” she asked
like @ child, *if she is o shrew, and does not want me, and
looks down upon my father's family 2 You are ill, and old,
and you will be all alone when I am gone. Don't you think
it seems a pity to send me away ? What will you do if yom
get worse and there is nobody but Sophie # T am not very
much good, not o good as the Fnglish nurse Mr. SBpearmen
said you ought to have if you were ill, but I must be better
than nobody.™

“Did Mr, Spearmen say I ought to have an English
nurse F ™ gaid Miss Carey, na though strock with the idea,

“ Only if you got worse,” said Catherine, anxiously.

“ Why ehould I wait to geb worse P " eaid Miss Carey. 1
will write to Mr. Spearmen to-morrow. I have stroggled
agninst my illness & long time. Why should I not give way
to it, now, and lean back among my soft pillows, and have a
fire in the nice English grate I put up? And an English
nurse to take care of me? I could be as ill as ever I chose,”
she said, in & enrionsly meditative voice,

“ Bt the expense,” said Catherine,

“My annuity dies with me," said Miss Carey, looking
gnepicionsly at her niece with those glittering eoffee-brown
eyes ; * bat while T have it, I can spend it on myself. I will
have a nurse to take care of me, as the lawyer advised. T shall
mot pay him for that advice,” she langhed, * but I shall profis
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by it all the same. The last time I went to England I'saw
a sick friend, She is dead now. I never cared very much for
he, but I had known her a long time. She had a nurse vho
moved quictly aliont the room, in a blue linen dress, with a
white eap tied under lur chin. It would be wery comfortable
ta be ill, and to have some one like that to take care of me.”

Bt there 15 no reom for her,” said Catherine, 2s one who
catches ab o straw.

“Bhe will aleep in yoor room," said Miss Carey, “when yon
are gone, Now, po and answer your letter. Take the ten-
pound note, and make your arrangements ; only remember, I
cannot keep you here any longer.”

Catherine wos too bewildered to plead her own canse any
further, Bhe felt as though the solid ground had indeed
failed beneath her feeb.  She had obeyed the strictest orders
all lier life, she had never been encouraged nor permitted to
think for berself on any possible subject, and now she was
merely told to * make her own arrangements.”

8he felt as helpless a8 an infant.  She went into the sitting-
room, hut the folding doors, and, carcless of the fact that she
wgs still wearing her out-deor attire, ehe began to study her
aunt's letter, straining ler eycs over the cramped writing, in
the dim light which was fast torning to dusk.

It was dated a fortnight earclier.

“They must have almost censed to expect me,” thought
Catherine, * Aunt Isabella must have written the Jay of the
dinner-party, and Mrs. Chileott anewered it at once, and she
forgot to open it, as she forgot to open her other letters,”

Bhe folded the epistle again, with the crackling note inside
it, and put it away in her work-box. It was not worthy to be
carried in her pocket with the letter of 8ir Philip Adelstane.

# T will not go to the Chilcotts,” said Catherine,

Bhe cast wildly round in her mind for some possible scheme
—some plan—Tfor gaining her own livelihood and appealing to
gome one to help her. If only she had asked Bir Philip's
advice that very afternoon, she did not think he would have
refused to counsel her, He was very kind snd wis. She
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might have ventured to ask him. But he was gone, and
Welwysbere was shut up, so that in her ignorance she snpposed
that n letber addressed there would not be likely to reach him,
even if she conld summon up eourage to write one. She did not
think of consnlting the litile French doctor, a mere stranger
and Sophie’s advice was not to be depended upon, even had she
been qualified to express an opinion on this subject,

Miss Carey knew no regidents in Calsis, and permibted
vatherine to make no acquaintances,

# There is nobody,” said Catherine.

Buddenly it flashed into her mind that TLady Sarah
Adeletane had not crossed the Channel with Bir Philip, and
that in all probability she wos noain staying at the Buffet.

Bhe rose to her feet breathless with excitement. The
heavenly vists which had been obscorel that afterncon by
such heavy clonds, suddenly cleared again and opened itself
to her enchanted paze.

Hope was born anew in Cathering's heart ; she acted ab
once on the impulse which had Wwought fresh energy to her
tired limba, fresh colour to her pale face, and fresh brightness
to the young eyes reddened with weeping. Without pauvsing
for the reflection which might have weakened her determina-
tion, she ran downstairs, and went oot once more into the chill
March wind, which was whistling sbrilly down the narrow
strects of Calaia,
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CHAPTER VIL

“Tamer 1™

“ Yes, my lady.”

# Tell them on no acconnt to eend me that horrible Bowidlon
again to-night. Any other sonp will do. And slthongh I am
having dinner in my bedrogm, kindly cxplsin that is no
reason why they shonld send me up half & dinoer, instead of a
whole one, T etill keep my appetite, thank Heaven," eaid
Lady Barah,

“I am snre, my lady, it's a great mercy yon can cat a little
something,” said the sympathetic Tailer, “ Yoo want it to
keep up vour strength.”

o Where is the book T was reading? Give me another, in
case I got tired of this. I wonder why no one writes a book I
can read,” said Lady Sarah. * These travels are all f~J—J—
until one feels one wonld rather hear any one’s experiences but
the author’s. T want to know what he saw, not what soap he
used, nor what he oot to est, Not that T believe a word he
saya ; but T shouldn’t mind that if he were half so amusing as
Baron Munchauzen."”

Tailer showed her judzment by not risking a remark of any
kind here, as, truth to tell, she had not the faintest idea what
Lndy Sarah was talking about.  8he pliced several books om
the table next her lady, turned the lamp a shade higher, and
moved about noiselessly, setting things in their places,

“That will do, you can leave me for the present,” said
Lady Sarah, settling herself comfogtably in her chair, and
taking up her magnifying glass, and the despised book of
bravels,
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Bhe choss to read through a loop, and very fatigning she
found ik, but it saved her from what she considered the
disfigurement of a pair of spectacles.

Tailer had not been gone more than ten minutes when
there came a gentle knock at her bedroom door.

“Come in,"” said Lady Sarah.

Bhe lsid down her glass, thankful for any interruption,
though she had grown tired of Tailer’s company, and sent her

~r.way for & change.

Catherine had found no difficulty in gaining admission to
the Buffet, The proprictor happened to meet her us she
entered, and knowing her perfectly well by sight, and
remembering her a2 a guest of honour when Sir Philip
Adelstane was staying ab his hotel, he saved ber all trouble by
Baying politely—

“ Mademoiselle has come to make a visit to Miladi upstaira,
Shall I fetch the maid ? ™

“0h no, thank you,” said Catherine. Her heart beat high,
but she felt it would be easier to foce Lady Sarah than her
maid. *If you will show me the room, I will go straight to
Lady Sarah,” she said,

“ Mais—parfaitement,” said the obliging gentleman, con-
docting her with the greatest celerity. *This door,
Mademoiselle.”

Catherine tried to smile and thank him.

“] wil' sonounce myself,” she suid, and gave her little,
frightened knock.

“ Entrez,” cried Lady Barah, impatiently. *Good heavens |
don't stand scratching st the door like a monse or a poodle,
whoever you are. Ohl I beg your pardom,” she ended,
gomewhat startled, s, instead of the trim chambermaid she
expected, Catherine entered, and stood timidly on the
threshold, * You have probably mistaken the room 7™ said
Lady Sarah, politely.

“No; I wanted to see yon—to speak to Lady Sarah
Adelstane,” said Catherine, wondering if her voice could be
heard at all above the loud beating of her heart.
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“Did you indeed ? Then, pray come in and shot the door,”
mig her ladyship briskly, * Though I haven't the least idea
who you may happen to be, I am sure I shall be very glad to
hear your communication ; nnless you are come to ask me for
& snbacription ? "

Lady Sarah was not nervons, and she possessed a wondoer-
flly lively curipsity for her age. DBut, nevertheless, she
hitched her chair an inch closer to the bell-handle alveady
within her reach, and messured her visitor sccurately with her
keen, blue eyes,

“T am Catherine Carey,” said the soft voice, “and I know
Bir Philip, and I ventured to come and see you quite of my
own accord. My annt knows nothing of my vigit."

“Come, that is better,” said Lady Sarah, encourazingly,
Bhe noted the trembling of the hands Catherine was uncon-
seionsly clasping. ** Cutherine Curey, are you? Well, I had
rather aee yon than your aunt, any day,” she chuckled good-
humouredly, “so pray take a seat, and let me hear what is the
matter."

Lady Sarah had a vagne resentment against the plain little
beipess, who had at one time, it appeated, actually hed the
option of occupying her own place; besidea this feeling, a
fnint recollection returned to her of words Bir Philip had
let fall, expressive of compassion for Miss Carey's forlorn
niece,
# 8ir Philip—"

% Nothing has happened to him—yon are not come to tell
me that,” eried his mother, suddenly.

“No, no, nol Oh, forgive me for frightening youn,” cried
Catherine, terrified, as Lady SBarah sanlk back on her cushions
and closed her eyes.

Bhe darted to the dressing-table and browght her salts
anxiously,

“0h, I hope—I hope I have not harmed yon. He said
you were not strong. I onght to have thonsht, bot [ am so
stupid always,” said poor Catherine, vehemently.

#Ii i8 only my heart,” suid Lady Sarah, faintly, but she

a
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was gratified by Cstherine’s gennine alarm. *“I am rather
weak, and at my ape—bunt I shall be all right in & moment. "

' Then she opened her eyes, and spoke in such a lively tone
that Catherine was guite reassured,

" New, why have you come to see me, all by yourself, and
unknown to your aunt P " ghe said, “Tell me all about it."

Her shrewd old eyes took in every detail of Catherine®s
appearance ; the shobby unlster, the home-mnde togue, the
* thread-hare gloves and worn boots ; oor did they fail to notice
the freshness of the complexion, the shapeliness of the little
head, and the pretty roundness of the fizore.

“Bhe would not be #o bad-looking if she were decently
dresged,” reflected Lady Sarah. “There is something clean
and trothful aboub her,”

Catherine took her courage, a8 she phrased it to herself, in
both hands,

“My Aunt Isabells is—is sending me away from her. I
have lived with her always, but she has decided wob to keep
me any longer.”

“What have you been doing?™ said Lady Barsh, with
intereat,

Bhe bent forward eagerly. A little family history, with a
faint relish of scandal would, it is to be feared, have amnsed
her very much just at this moment, when she was disposed to
sympothize with the niece and dislike the aunt, and when she
had notling to do and was feeling nncommonly dull.

But poor Catherine had no amosing seandal—no diverting
adventures to relate,

“It is not so much what I have been doing—though I
lost the forks and epoons,"” said Catherine, “as that I am
| gixteen 3 ghe ouly agreed to keep me until T was sixteen."

“Bixteen, my dear! Yoo will never get me to believe
that,” said Lady Barah, cheerfully,. “You dou't look a day
less than—let me eee, five and twenty.”

%“Do you think so?" eaid Catherine, Her spirits were a
little raised by this compliment, as ahe innocently considered it,
“ Perhaps that will make it casier for me to—to ask you o
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“] knew I was going to be msked for something,” eaid
Lady Barah, in resigned secents. “What is it, and how
much ? Nobedy ever comes to see me for myself, It is
always to ask me to give something to somebody.”

“ Tt is mot to ask you to give anything,” cried Catherine,
“indeed it is not. But I wanted—I wanted to offer myself to
/U, 88 8—as & companion, or—as a servant if you wished. I
am not proud, I should not mind what I did for you. I can
gew very neatly and I ean torn dresses—that dress you have
oi, I conld torn it so that no one would know it was not new.”

Lady Sarah clutched her comfortable old silk gown in
horror a3 though to preserve it from any such indignity.

“T can write & good hand. T can even cook a litble,™
Catherine went on wistfully. Bhe had very little notion of
the duties belonging to Lady Sarah’s personal attendant. “1T
wounld serve you so faithfully. I do not want wages—if you
would just give me enough to buy elothes ; very plain things,
and I would make them myself. I do not think you wounld
find any one in the world who would—who would care 20
much to serve yon—and to be with you," she ended, with
litthe breathless sob of earnestness,

“I'la child has lost her senses,” cried Ludy Barah.

¢ Indeed I am in earnest,” said Catherine, in & low voice,

The quict weariness of her tone was more convincing than
the mosk eloguent protestation.

The old lady set her quick wits to work, and arrived at a
conclusion not o very far short of the truth,

“PBut you have never seen me before,” she eaid artfully.
“T do not quite understand why you ehould wish to devote
yourself to me in particular.”

“You are Sir Philip's mother,” said Catherine, with no
idea that she was making any revelution to Lady Sarah.

To herself she added—

“ 1 ghould see him sometimes if I were near her, and I do
uot think I eouwd serve him better than by taking eare of his
wother.”

She did not know that her woice softened and lingered
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over the name she loved, nor that her expressive eyes and
dwpemnp: eolour had told Lady Barah oll she wanted to kvow,
qmt.e s clearly a8 though she had spoken her subsequent
thooghts aloud.

Lady Barah felt o sndden and very unacenstomed sensation
of pity. She was nob altogether ungenerons, and the simplicity
with which Catherine had revealed her heart, touched her for
the moment. Had she detected one sign of conscionsness, of
hesitation, or of cantion, her scorn and wrath might have been
roused aguinst the miserable presumption of such an aspirant
for her son's favour throwgh ber own. Baot she was not
destitute of womunly fecling, although she was avowedly hoth
selfish and worldly, and, hnving sorpriscd Catherine’s poor
little secret, she could not bring berself, so to speak, to shame
the innocent culprit with her knowledge.

“My dear child, I have an excellent maid already,” she
gaid, with grim amuscment.

~ “QCopuld you not send her away and toke me instead 7"
implored Catherine.

She had no idea of doing any one an injustice ; bub she
wag possessed by her idea, and thought only of removing every
obatacle in the way of foliilling it

Lady Sarah laughed outright at the notion. But although
she was smused, she was keenly alive to the dangerons
attractiveness of Catherine’s youth, her pretty hazel eyes, her
goft mouth, and her sweet voice,

“Men ave such idiots, If he gnessed the silly little thing
—one ean never tell—and Philip is just at the age when
people make fools of themselves unexpectedly,” she thought to
herself. *If it were Ceeil I should not be in the least afraid,
young men are so much wiser."”

Bhe langhed with o little malice st the thonght of Qeeil,
in whose instinot of eclf-preservation she had such unlimited
trusk.

“Go home, you little foolish ecreature,” she said, not
unkindly, but still in very real and unmistakable earnest. “@do
home, and make it up with your old aunt. Don'’t you see that
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I could not poesibly take you into my serviee 7 I don’t wank
yoyng ladies of sixteen, brimming over with romance, to take
my beir off and button my boots, I want somebody I can
swear at,"” said Lady Barah, much amuosed,

Catherine looked ecarchingly at the smiling, bandsome old
lady leaning back among her comfortable cushions—at the
fgee so like Sir Philip's, yet cast in u finer, more delicate
monld ; lacking his grave severity of expression, and enlivened,
g0 to speak, with touches of scorn and humonr—Dbut she eould
find uo sirn of indecision nor of melting, in the fine blue eyes,
which met hers with perfect frankness and friendly indifference,

“Go home, foolish child," said Lady Barah, shaking her
finger at Catherine, and langhing,

Catherine had not accepted Lady Sarah's invitation to sib
down, but had remained standing thronghont the interview,
holding on to the back of the empty srmebair on the opposite
side of the hearth.

As soon as she realized that she had failed, she turned
obediently towards the door, with a little timid gesture of
leave-taking that tonched the old Indy with an uncomfortable
feeltng of remorse. Dut Lady Barah did not yield to the
weakness which would have aluost connselled her to call
Catherine back. She knew it was very much better that she
should go, and that she should reslize the impossibilicy of
carrying ont her impractivable scheme, and have the airy
fabrie of hope and love, built on sueh slender foundations,
dushed ab onee and for ever to the gronnd,

“It would be no tae kindoess to encourage her,” said
Lady Saral to herself ; but she was nevertheless uneusy in her
own mind, and althoueh she took up her book of travels agzuin
and the magnifying glass, she conld nob dismiss the inberview
from her mind, nor lose the impression of the drooping fizure
standing by the empty chair, and the timid eyes gazing
imploringly at her.

Bhe threw down her book in e very few moments and rang
impatiently for Tailer, who came up looking aggrieved at
the ghort respite she bad been allowed.
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“ Don't put on thet sanctified expreossion," said Lady Sarah,
who was generally more cxplicit than concilistory with her
domestics. * Some one has been here who wants me to send
you away, and [ can assure you such s face as you have on
now would very easily persuade me to do it

Her pood humour was restored by the alarm  and
mystification on ber waiting-woman’s countenance,

“ T am sure I did not know I had an enemy in the world,
my lady,” gaid Tailer, much exercised in her mind,

“ A very unconscious enemy, but some one who is a good
deal younger and better looking than you are, all the same,"
retorted her ladyship, enjoying Tuiler's indipnant curiosity,
which she had no intention of satisfying.

She found even her book of travels more amusing when ahe
perecived what a storm of bitkerness and bewilderment her
words had ereated in Tuiler's bosom, althongh her maid dared
not expresa her feclings sloud. Lady Barah had po mind to
suffer mental discomfort without finding distraction for her-
sell, and the thought that she had rendered Tailer so un-
comfortable, relicved her own feclings in a moet satisfactory
TATNIET,

Meanwhile, Catherine was hurrying home through the fast
incressing durkness, battling against the iey blusteriog wind
which retarded her st every corner or unsheliered erossing.
Bhe was, perbaps, too tired and too disappointed to fully realize
the morcification of her rejection now, alibough that seutiment
would follow Jater, when she bad time to meditate upon ber
impulsive application to Ludy Sarah, Her face bwrnt more
with fatizue and the effort to keep buck bher tears, than with
any sensation of shame or wounded pride.

She met Bophie in the salon, who showed her a telegram
which Miss Cerey bad ordered her to take to the post-office
early next morning, Coatheripe read it mechanically ; it was
in English, and she did not translate it to the inguisitive
Pophie, but smiled viguely and faintly, and pussed on into her
room to take off her outdoor things.

“ My niece is leaving me this week,” Miss Carey telegraphed
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to her lawyer. *Send me a trained nurse to take her place by
Thursdsy at latest,"

' This was Monday evening, and Catherine realized vchat,
pince Misa Carey was undoubtedly in earnest, she must take
some steps immediately in preparation for her own departare.

When Bophie had brought the lamp into the sitting-room,
ghe drew Mrs, Chilcott's letter out of her workbox and sat
down to read it omce more, frying to find some word or
indication of kindness which she had overlooked in her first
bewilderment. However, it was not possible even to so
ganpuine s person us Catherine, to find what was not there ;
ghe could only solace herself by observing that the rude
wording seemed more for the benefit of her aunt than her-
gelf, and that at lenst, some substantinl ecare for her comfort
wus ghown by the enclosure of money to cover her cxpenses,
and by the curt intimation that s servant woold be sent to
meet the Calais boat, when Mra. Ohileott was informed of
the day of her niece's arrival at Dover.

“And it must be a very long way from Devonshire to
Dover, and a great expense for them,” reflected Catherine,
“J guppose I must go to her, after all. I wigh—I wish I
had not known that my mother disliked her."

Her despondeney waa # little lightened when she reflected
that, after all, she would be actuslly living at the gates of
Welwyshere ; that it was next to impossible that Sir Philip
should not come down occasiopally, however seldon., to look
after his estate ; and that her mother's half-brother might be
ready to weleome her even though his wife were not.

% Tf Le hod only sent me one little word,"” eaid Caetherine,
% or o message, I would write direct to him." Baut, lacking that
word, she had nob courage to do anything of the kind, and,
instend, wrote a very modest, scnsible, and neat little note to her
aunt, Mrs. Chiloott, beginning in the old-fushioned phrascology
inculcated by Ler aunt Isabella, * dear medam,” and ending,
“your dutifel niece," and informing her that unless ghe
received word to the contrary she would leave Calais by the
midday boat, on Thursday next.
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When this was settled, and the letter posted by Sophie, who
went out and bought & stamp for the purpose, Catherine felt
that the die was cast, and her excitement and tumult of mind
snbeided into a quiet gravity and calm.

She wisbed ber aunt good night ss uwsual, and told her
what she had dove ; and Aliss Carey seemed to take it 83 a
matter of conrge that Catherine should thus, and for the first
time in her life, have acted on her own initiative,

Perhaps it was becanse she was worn out, perbaps becanse
ghe was no longer restless with uneertainty, but Cathering slepb
that night more soundly than she had slept for many nighta
past, and woke with gquite & novel sensation of relief and
anticipation.

Bo inconsistent and transient arve the apprehensioms of

onth.

; The gale had given place to heavy storms of rain during
the night, and the sun was shining upon a freshly washed
world, from & clondless blue sky ; Catherine rose from her
hard, narrow bed in such spirits that could Lady Sarah
Adelstane have seen the bricht face, rosy with cold water,
and the clear eyes which shone beneath the tangle of brovn
eurle, she would hardly have associated such a vision with her
melancholy, frightened little visitor of the previous night.

Catherine hod imerined to herself the final packing of
her scanty possessions, with the tears dropping into the old-
fashioned trunk bher sunt had allotted to her ; but, troth to
tell, when the time came, it was not grief, but wonder, and
bope, and joyful anticipation, with which she folded her
ghabby elothes, and thought of the different scenes in which
she would unpack them.

She owned very few things, to be sare ; her wardrobe
hardly filled one small trunk, and the books she had wept
over, and laughed over, and knew by heart, did not belong to
her, but to her aunt, and must be left behind in the dining-
room book-case 3 she dared not ask permission to take any of
them, There was an edition of Tennyson, in small, green,
cloth-covered volumes, which had her father's name wrilten on



CATHERINE OF CALAIS, 89

the fiy leaves, and which she was sorely tempted to pop into
lier boz, since her aunt read no poetry, and would certainly
nob miss the books 3 but honesty prevailed, and Catherine ieft
them belind, after all

Bbe had imagined that the last few days would be spent in
wandering around Calaig, taking leave of all her favourite
haunts, from the musenm and the light-honse, to the quisk
Yhurch of Notre Dome and the deserted sands ; but somehow
it huppened that Biss Carey kept Oatherine so occupicd,
reading alond and weiting opon her, until the very eve of
her departare, that she only had time to run out and execute
one or two burried commissions for the houvsehold during the
two ensning days,

On the Wednesday evening the nurse arrived, and Catherine
regarded her with equal admiration and awe. Bhe had & quiet
woice and o plessant face ; her dress was blue, snd her white
cap tied demurely beneath her pretty pointed chin. Miss
Carey’s eyes rested upon her as she moved guictly about the
room, with an evident satisfaction., The sensation of bring
authoritatively eared for was novel to her, and she permitted
gugrestions for her comfort whieh she wonld not have tolerated
from any unprofessional sonrce.

Catherine realized with homility how easily her annt would
now be able to dispense with her company and ber services,

“ Do yon know what is the matter with her ? Is she very
ill, or is it only fancy 7™ she asked the nurse, who cc-ue up to
have supper in the dining-room, exclsiming at the sorprise of
finding it on the npper floor.

“1 mustn't express any opinion until I have seen the
doctor, you know,”" said the nurse, kindly. *1I hear he iz
4 Frenchman ; I hope he can speak English.”

“(Oh yes, o lictle,” said Catherine ; * but I am always sent
into my room when he comes, and I am poing away for always
to-morrow, thoneh I have lived here ever since T was five years
old," she concluded, with an irrepressible sob in her throat.

“ Poor old lady ; it must be a sad blow to her to lose you,”
eaid the nurse, soothingly.
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Catherine thought it best to let her suppose so. Bhe had
an affecting scene to go throngh with Svphie befere the end of
the evening, Sophie lifted uwp her voice and wept bitterly at
the coming parting, and begoed Mademoizelle to write to her,
and to send for ber the moment she was mwrried and wanted a
ctidsiniérs.  Bhe had alwaye longed to go to England, where
ghe had heard the wozes were exceedingly Ligh. Catherine
conld not help remembering how often Bophie bad assured her
that, if it were not for her companionship, she would not have
stayed with such s mistress as Mademoizelle Corey for a day,
and ehe felt somewhst ns though ehe had expericnced for the
firet time the faithlessness of homan nature, when she fonnd
that, in spite of Bophie's lond-voiced grief, no hink of abandon-
ing her eomfortable sitoation fer Catherine’s sale, now dropped
from her lips. Miss Carey's gervice afforded opportunities
innumerable, in spdte of the old lady’s parsimony, for the
gmall pecolutions Bophie loved ; kind, good-nutored, and
gymputhetic as she had alwoye been, she placed Ler own
intercsts a grood deal higher than her affection for Catherine,
sod to Catherine the dizeovery gave all the pain of an illusion
dispelled ; for although she wae very far from wishine that
Bophie should sbundon her aunt, she would have been tenderly
pleased and prood to think that the old woman was loyal in
her friendship, and willing, at least, to make the sacrifice for
her sake. Theee feclings somewhat took the edge off her own
grief on narting with her constant companion.

The last night in her little bedroom passed ; for the last
time the charbonniar’s call beneath her window awoke her, for
the last time she knocked at the partition door and waited for
her aunt to unlock it and set her free. The nurse shared her
breakfast, enjoying Bophie's excellent omelette and coffee, and
the delicious rolls and butter. The presence of a strancer
fortified Catherine, even though it filled her with regret that
ghe could nob linger over a lest solitory furewell to the
room, which was the very heart of such home as she ever
remembered.

She fancied her aunt felt some slicht emotion when the
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moment for parting actually wreived, although her formal
gemblance of a kisa wos exactly similar to that with which she
had bidden Catherine good night and good morning every day
for years,

“ Good-bye,” she said ; *yon will be well provided for
now, Catherine, and you had nothing to expect from me.
You are old encugh to hold your own with Mrs, Chileots, and
to explain to her that you are not ashamed of being a Carey.
I only agreed to keep you ontil you were sixteen years old,
remember. Buot if 1 hod told yoo so sooner, it would only
have unsettled yon."

# And yoo forgive me about the plate, Aont Isabelln f 7
faltered Catherine.

“ T will forgive yon the moment T get it back,” said Miss
Carey, dryly.  * These stupid formalities are very tiresome ; but
the doctor will see to it all for me. And I can be as ill as I
choose now I have o nurse to look alter me," she said, with a
glight return of her odd eatisfaction.

% Will you sometimes write to me 7" asked Catherine.

# ] have done with writing,” said Miss Carey. Her sallow,
shyanken face, erowned with & pight-cap, lay in the hollow of
the soft pillows, and her small, coffee-coloured eyes glittered
restlessly.

By her side a heavy gold watch was suspended on a shabby,
oldfashioned stund, end her broken spectacle-case, with the
plasses peeping out, lay next it, beside a tarnished naigretfe,
Her despatch-box stood at the foot of the bed, for Miss Carey
could never bear to let it out of her sight. Her red dressing-
gawn, with the palm-lesf pattern on it, hung over the back of
the chair, These objects had Leen so familiar to Catherine
gince her earliest childhood, that she glanced round with a
mute leave-taking of the dingy room and its contents. It was
charucteristic of Miss Carcy that bright or pretty things should
find no place in her sick-chamber ; she never replaced her
worn=out possessions, but had them patched or mended ; and
her old old dressing things, her bags and boxes, her scent-
bottles and leather cases, grew mooldy and rusty, and green
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and mildewed with age, and became yet more valoable on that
acconnt in the eyes of their owner.

 The doll meaningless farewell betweon the two thus cone
nected by blood, divided by a generation, and unlinked by
sympathy, was soon over; and Catherine's ready tears flowed
more for her own lack of sorrow than for any regret, ns ghe
looked for the last time upon the face of her old relation.

* T wish sbe loved me—I wish I loved her," she thought
pitifully ; she was too young not to be easily moved to tender-
ness,  Her grief, however, was all that could be expected of a
young girl leaving ber echildhood's home for the first time,
thonght Madame Costaing, who pressed forward to bid her
farewell, and thrust an immense bunch of daffodils into her
hands, as ghe got into the fly, sccompanied by Bophie, and
with her modest box perched on the opposite seat.

“Bon voyage, ma'smselle," cried the fower-woman, who
was waiting to-give her more violets as the rickety cab rattled
over the paving-stones. The confectioner's lady also came to
the door of her ehop to take leave of Catherine, and placed &
bagr of cokes and a box of chocolates in the cab.

The kindness of her humble friends dried Catherine's teara,
and warmed her heart with grateful feelings. The sympa-
thetic mistress of the shop where she bhad spent muny s
pleasant half-hour, and not & little of her pocket-money,
wished her young petroness good luck and a safe journey as
ghe drove away.

The day was bright and the sea not too rongh, and by the
time Catherine stepped out en to the quay, all traces of her
tears had disappesred, and she was folly alive to the delight
and importance of being at last herselfl o passenger to England
instead of enly & looker-on.

“ You will promise to wave to me, Bophie ? you will go on
8 long time, till the steamer becomes only a speck in the
distance," ghe said.

# Mademoiselle, je le jure,” sobbed Sophie, breaking down
and crying into her apron.

The captain of the steamboat wes a good-natured old
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Frenchman who had known Catherine perfectly well by dight
ginee her ehildhood, and who had often spoken & kind word to
her. He took her under his special protection when Sophie
lind seen her safely on board, and he stood by, much affected
himself, whilst Catherine kissed the old woman on both
cheeks over and over again, and begged her not to désoler
hergell g0 much.

“1 will write to Aunt Issbella, Bophie, and she will tall
you if anything important happens to me,” gaid Catherine,
aware that Sophie could neither vead nor write ; “and T ghall
gee you ngain some day, I am sore of it.™

Bhe ran to the side of the boat as Sophie strogeled slowly
through the crowd to the edge of the landing-place—the gang-
ways were lifted—and the steamer was off, carrying little
Catherine to the nnknown shores of her own country. Bhe
continned to fubter her bandkerchie! long after she had lost
girht of the desr, homely, solid firure, who stood waving and
weeping on the well-known gquay. The receding shore grew
smaller and dimmer, and Catherine, as she leant over and
garzed at the plass-green, white-crested waters which lapped
thyg side of the steamer, suddenly realized fully and consciously
that she wes being borne further every moment from all the
familiar things of her long childhood, to the beginning of a
new life.
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OHAPTER VIIL

Twe first and oddest sensation experienced by Catherine when
she stepped ashore at Dover in the pouring rain, was to hear
every one around her epeaking Hnplish ; the next was to
observe her own name, Clarey, printed very lerge npon o piece
of white cardboard, and held conepicuously by & respectable
middle-aged woman, who, with snpxiows bine eyes fixed on
the passengers, and ruddy cheeks paled a little by the cold,
gtood waiting upon the wet stones beneath the Admiralty
pier.

* Have yon come to meet me ? ™ said Catherine, addressing
herself rather nervously to this person.

“ 1t depend what your name is, miss," eaid the woman,
with eager relief and hope in her expression.

“I am Catherine Carey, and Mra. QOhilcott promised to
send.”

“Qh, thank yv, miss. You'll excuse me for being so
cantipus. Mre, Chileott gave me thie card fur to cetch your
eye. There's 8 servant here—a man to see after your lnggage,
miss, Yon haven't no need to trouble about nothing except
jiet coming along into the train. Mra. Chilcott said I was to
ride in the same carriage along wi' yu, miss.”

*“ Are you Mra, Chileott’s maid # "

“Oh no!" enid the woman, seeming rather shocked.
“No, indeed, 'm, I'm only Roper, second hoosemaid 3 Char-
lotte Roper is my npame, second of three, but Mrs. Chileott
thart I could meet yu, being older than the others, me and
Thomaas, snd they cudent so well be spared, that’s how t'was,
minﬂ
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“I'm very sorry to give you so much trouble, and such
& long jonrney,” said Catherine,

“ Dont'ee never think on't, my child, "tis a outing, as yu
mwight say. I only hope yo wunnot be knocked up wi’ eross.
ing the sea such a turble rough day—but 'tis srl arranged
for yu to sleep & night in London, and we go tu Devonsheer
to-morrow."

There was an indescribable simplicity and anxiety to please
in Charlotte Roper, which attracted Catherine most warmly
towards her. The ruddy complexion, bright blue eyes, and
honest motherly face likewize took her faney,

Bhe was a little shy of questioning her sbout her new
relations, thourh she felt very much impelled to do so; and
ghe took her place in a first-class carriage, thinking she could
hardly have wished for a pleasunter travelling-companion.

Thomas came to the door, tonehed his hat, and handed in
BOmMe pieture-papers.

“ For me | ™ said Catherine, starting and smiling, * How
very kind and thoughtful; thank yom very much. Bat
ought T = :

i Dont'ee take your purse oub, my dear,”™ said Roper,
interposing. *'"Tis putt down on his book, miss. Your aunt
widen't never let yu putt your hand in your poeket for that.”

“1 did not know,” said Catherine, confosed. “ Will you
—won't you lock ab the papers too ™

“No, thank yun, miss,” said Roper, flushing. “J—I'm
not much of & scholar, I'm mar countrified, yuo see, 'm.  "Tis
best tn own it. Mrs, Chileott tuke me mar like a stop-gap. I
helped in the dairy and laundry, and the doctor thart I art to
try an indoor life,so she very kindly tuke me on a8 housemaid,
Mrs. Chileott’s been very gude to me, miss, her bas indeed,
But not been used to s big house I was glad of a break, far to
come and meet yn—us t'was,”

“ Do you belong to Devonshire ? ™ gaid Catherine,

4 'm Fummerzetsheer, barn and bred. "Tis on the barder
ITke, miss. I'm a widder, with one little boy—the dearest little
Loy," eaid Roper, eagerly—ehe called iv bye. * He lives tu an
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old woman in onr village, miss—I can't keep him along wi'
me."  Bhe wiped her eyes which filled with tears as she made
hér ready confidence, and her simplicity tonched Catherine.

“Don't cry, Mrs. Roper,” she said gently; “if youn are
lonely in the big hounse, I shall be able to feel for you, for I
ghall be stranger still.  Bomersetshire is quite near Devonshire,
fsn't it P ™

“We lived tn the very barders,” said Roper again, sagerly.

“Bat I've never been in England before.”

“Bo Mre. Chilcott said, miss ; and I luked to see you a
furriner.”

% Do T look foreign 7" said Catherine, anxionsly.

A "zinglish, a 'ginglish can be," said Roper, with emphasis.
“And if I eon du anything to help yu feel less strange, miss,
I will, wi’ pleasure ; but I'm o bit scared myself, miss., Yon
see, I bain't like these fine maidens in service nowadays ; they
be to stuck-up like for me, and I'm bot o conntrified body ;
"tis best to tell ‘ee the tvoth ; and up to Chileotts, 'tis the
grandest of the grand, my child, 'tis indeed,” Roper dropped
into this familisrity so naturally and earmestly, that it passed
nnperceived on both sides,

“As grand as Welwysbere 7" asked Cutherine, feeling
almost jealous for Bir Philip.

Roper begaun to refleet; she perceived there might be

E3.

“Well, I can't rightly say nothing sabomt Welwyshere,”
she said, shaking her head. *'Tis arl shot up since my time.
But there, my child, 'tis a tale to tell about Welwysbere,
Zum eny "tis a finer place than Windsor Castle, The velk du
go over it o Fridays. 'Tien't nothing of that sart at your
aunt's, "tis & more eomfermabls kind of a hoose, bot "8 tu
grand for me. I wish myself back in my cottage.”

“Why did you give it up "

“I cuden't affard it. I muost pott by ageinst my little bye
being ill, and for my old age. There's no one to keep me if
I lost my health, miss; the poor got to think of that. I'm
lucky to have such & turble gude place, miss ; and able to putt
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by for my bye. I had a bad husband, miss; but there, I've
forgive him, and I don't wanb to ssy no mur abonot it. Bub
I don't wish him back, miss ; 'tis a mercy he was tuke. And
if it wasn't for my bye, many's the time I wish I'd never been
married ot arl 3 but there, I was a folish maid, and glad to get
bim at the time,"”

“ How old is your little boy, and what iz he ke 2" asked
Cathering, full of interest ; and Hoper beamed with pride and
pleasure.  With the garrulity of her kind she launched forth
into & minute description of her liktle Johnny, his bloe eyes,
wonderful skin and pretiy woys—which Iasted until their
arrival at Chatham, where Catherine's attention was distracted
by her firat glimpse of *real English red-coated soldiers.”

Her enthusiastic delizht over this spectacle having snbsided,
they returned to the family history of the Ropers, which
ocenpied them, with very few intermiszions, nntil their arrival
ot Vietoria, when they drove straight to Admiral Chileott’s
house in Eaton Sguare.

Catherine’s  magnificent anticipations of Tondon were
modified long before arrival, by the descriptions of Roper, who,
beimr unbisssed by apy historical or traditional prejudices,
expressed her personal opinions with the ntmost candoar,

“¥u'll be disappointed if you luke to see anythine fine
shont London, miss, 1 cude ha' eried the first time I ever
geed ib myself. 'Tis the dirtiest of places; arl grime and
black and noise. I tuke a place there once when I were a
young maid, but I was back tu home at the end of my month.
I cndent never have live in such o rommage. What wi' rattle
pnd soot, t'was enoogh to maze yu clean. I stay tu Brides-
combe Lo take eare on the place, when the family come up
hers, you see. 'Tis far that Mra, Chileott putts np wi' me
being so old, she knows I'm stiddy. And my little bye comes
to me then," said Roper, with brichtening eyes.

It eannot be said that the dingy snd quiet house in Eaton
Bquare inspived OCatherine with so much awe of the Chilcotts®
grandeur as she had expected. A despondent caretaker
opened the door to her, and she was taken upstairs to the

H
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third floor and shown into a very dark and gloomy room,
plainly furnished, not over clean, and with a dismal nrwly
lighted fire, greatly inclined to smoke, ornamenting the
fireplace.

“ Mg not much of o room, mise, but the hous: is shut up ;
and I shall be mext door, so you won't be lopely, And I'll
bring yu some tea as quick as ever I can, in the litrary—Lt' e
caretaker’s got that ready for yu."

The library sugeested books to Catherine, who made haste
to descend thither, after just lifting the lid of her box to take
out the things she would actuully require for the night.

But books she found none in the study swathed in brown
holland and newspaper, and with only & table and & leather
chair uncovered for her benefit, nod a window that, so far as
ghe could gee through the stalned vlass penes, looked into a
mews, Nor eonld she enjoy the tea which Roper brought up,
and which the carctaker had prepared by gencrously filling
& third of the pot with tes-lewves, and letling the infusion
gtand for balf an hour or 8o on the hob before serving,
Catherine found it so bicter, that, fortunately for her night's
rest, she rejected it altogether. The butter was raneid, the
bread stale, and the egos musty. It was not wonderfol that
ghe decided thet the tales she hod hewrd of English cookery
must be too true, and she was glad to appease her appetite
with the chocolates and cakes she had brought with ber from
Calaiz, However, the fuilure of & mesl did not depress
Catherine ns it might have depressed an older person arriving
hungry and tired after a journey. Sbhe slept pone the less
soundly for having been unable to eat her tea, and did full
justice to soeh breakfast as Roper's energy had impelled the
caretaker to prepare,

But after the silent and gloomy honse, after the drive in
the close, straw-carpeted fourwheeler, the raw air of a London
morning in March, the black muddy strects, the noisy traffic ;
what words could deseribe the sensations of Catherine, as the
train from Paddington bore her past the ugly backs of
suburban buildings, the square yards of stunted slwubs,
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sooty grass, and grimy trees; past the hideous gasometers,
andy heaps of refuse and ashes; inlo the open air and sun-
shine of the country in early spring, on a bright and glorious
morning.

The landscape through which the shaking, tearing express
had earried her vesterday from Dover to London, had been

red by torrents of rain, and hod seemed desolate and bare
indeed, with its chalk hills, and lines of naked hop-poles ; bot
now every mile that carried her nearer to the rich red earth
and green pastures of the west country, brought her into a
gofter climate and a brighter sunshine. 8he could hardly talk
to Roper, the beauty and the novelty of it almost oppressed
the soul of little Catherine, whose only experience outside
Calaiz had been ocoasional drives along the high-road in the
environs, where the pollards stood desclate in a flab waste of
country, and were reflected in shallow green pools.

She could have eried for joy at the sight of the newly-born
lambs, dotting the rolling mesdows by their mothers® sides ;
the armies of daffodils on the edges of the red banks, the
early primroses beginning to push out of the tangle under the
brown hedges, the slender shadows cast by the bare trees, and
lengthening with the afternoon,

“ Oh, how besutiful it is—how beantifal 1" said Catherine,
with that joy in the * eternal renewal of beaunty " which must
be felt when spring manifests itself.

It was afternoon when they descended at the gquiet country
station, and happily Catherine wos boo gimple and npacenstomed
to obeerve the ampsement that her small solitary tronk eould
not but canse the driver of a large lngrage-cart, which had
been sent down for the traveport of her bagpage.

“J ghall go in the cart wi' Thomas," gaid Roper. “I
codent come wi' yu, my dear;” but Catherine implored her
80 piteously, that Roper consented, after all, to accompiny her,

The importance of Mre. Chileott was ab length made
manifest to her trembling niece by an immense double
brougham, a mighty footman, a eolossal coachman, and a pair
of high-stepping bays,
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“Oh, Mrs. Roper, I am getting 8o nervous,” gasped
Catherine ; *ghall we be:there very soon "

“"is nigh on three mile," said Roper. * Now, dont'ee
give way, my dear. 'Tis a dreadful feeling. I've bad it
many's the time, myself, I've shook all over wi' it, going
in of a morning to draw up visitors® blinds.”

The question, which had trembled on Catherine’s lips 2
hundred times during their journey, burst forth.

“ (b, Mrs. Roper, is she very, very terrible ™ gosped
Catherine,

“] can't say I've seen it, T can't,” cried Roper, not
pretending  to misunderstand her, but speaking with the
intense earnestness and simple sincerity which characterized
her. “I won't deceive yn, my child ; she've got a temper;
but "tis the master has to putt up wi’ it, mar'n we do, by arl
secounts. I doan’ wish to zay nart abeut it,"” said Roper, ber
honest blne eyes filling with tears. * Her bark 'tis worse nor
her bite, and her's turble gude to the poor, Miss Catherine,
Us arl have our fanlts, my dear ; doant’ee begin by being
scared on Ler,” {

“ Whatever happens,” said Catherine, smiling bravely, with
white lips, # I shall never forget how good you've been to me,
Mrs. Roper, never.”

T doan want to hear pavt about that,” said Roper, hastily 3
“and, for the Lard's sake, Miss Catherine, do'ee carl me Roper,
my dea, are the mizzis will be vurions, sure enough 1" eried
the good woman, laughing in the midst of her sympathetic
tears, and relapsing into her broadest accent. Catherine had
gome difficulty when her companion became very voluble, in
understanding her words ot all, but she divined the kindly
gealous friendliness of the speaker, and seldom failed to guther
the sense of lier remarks,

Her mind was go filled with the image of her dreaded
aunt that she was scarcely conseious of the beautiful scenery
through which they were passing—the woods on one side,
the open cultivated country stretching away in immense
vistas, to melt into the purple of distant hills, on the other.
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But two or three white-washed cotteges made her start
and ery—

* Are we thers already 7

% '"Tis Wolwysbere village, miss," suid Rcrper.enmmg{ugljr
“only a bit further.”

A little public-honse hung ont a sign with ¥ The Adelstane
rme,”" written upon it 3 and Catherine’s heart throbbed. She
It she was in Sir Philip's own country, and almost forgot her

terror of Mre, Chileott.

“ They turrets among the trees fs Welwyebere Abbey,
misa,” remarked Roper, unconscions of the emotion with which
Cutherine immediately locked in the direction indicated by the
cotton-gloved finger. “It stands higher than we do. Yu'll
be going to see it one day ; 'tis the beauntifullest of parks, full
of deer.”

# Has Bridescombe ot a park 7

“No, miss ; 'tis more comformabla like than that" said
Roper, and Catherine understood that her unele's house was on
a less marnificent scale, and felt Lrinmphant on Sir Philip's
behalf, theogh a little ushamed of the feeling.

The carriage turned off a picturesque and widening road
into a short, well-kept drive, and drew up in front of a large
white house with n sluted roof. The building hod obviensly
been a substantial old homestead, end the shrabbery and ports-
cochére transmogrified from w square old-fashioned farmyard.

A third storey, an expensive voof, and handsome chimneys
had been added, and & newly-built wing supported the house
on either side. The ivy on the main building was of ancient
growth, but there were few trees of any size near the hunse,
thongh the borders were sheltered by fine evergreens, and
edged with bodding hyocinths, and rows of erocuses no longer
in their first beanty.

The carriaze stopped wnder the sheltering porbico.

Catherine, shy, bewildered, terrified, found herself walking
across & large square hall with an echoing stone floor, behind a
serions butler, towards an open doorway. She fancied she saw
the tall, spare figure of & lady hasten downstairs, rush across



102 CATHERINE OF CALAIS.

tho ball, and dissppear in front of them ; but when she had
been anncunced, and the butler had withdrawn, she thought
ke must have Leen mistaken ; for her annt was sitting in an
armchair, very stilf and upright, and koitting ss though her
life depended upon her work.

Catherine was too much alermed to recall afterwards her
exact words of grecting, She remembered tuat Mrs. Chilcott
geemed almost as embarrossed as herself, and that ghe talled
very fast in a shrill, high voice, abont her journey, and her
making sequeintance soon with the young people, and that
then they wonld zee what was to be dome. Her impression
wog that her sunt was s quick, nervous, and irritable, rather
than sn unkind, person, and her epirits revived, even though
M, Chileott’s manner made ease impossible,

“Y¥ou had better go to your own room —yeu must be dead
beat—and wash your face and lbands, and come down to tea,
Roper can show you the way; she will help you to teke off
your travelling things, and she will unpack for yon. Accns-
tomed to do everything for yourself 7 Yes; but that won't
do here. However, we'll setble everything to-morrow,” said
Mrs, Chileott, in her anthoritative gabhble, as she pealed the
bell.

“VWhere's Roper? Gone upstaia] What for?  Btupid
of her not to wait. Tell her to come back at once and show
Migs Catherine her room.”

It did not ocour to Catherine that her aunt might have
taken this trouble herself. She stood timidly near the door,
holding her littls baz, with her anxions eyes expressing her
readiness to obey any orders at once.

8he had no idea that her docile bearing and obvious terror
had alrendy impressed the antoerat of Bridescombe favourably,
in spite of the violent prejudice with which Mrs. Chileott had
regarded her proposed advent,

The butler deferentially sngeested that the young ludy’s
tea had been placed in the schoolroom upstairs,

“I've chanyed my mind. Miss Catherine is to have tea
with ws—thought you were younger,” eaid Mrs, Chileoté,
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turning to Catherine with a wintry smile snddenly illaminsting
her thin face, Her whole appearance was of one worn by
in#ceannt worry almost to 8 shadow. Her featnres ware
gharpened, lines of care were drawn upon every available por-
tion of brow and cheek ; her nose waa thin, pointed, and rather
too highly coloored for her sallow face; her eyes were black
and picreing and large beneath her strongly-marked eyebrows,
Bl jorked rather than walked into the hall.

# Oh, by-the-by, you have mob seen your uncle,” she ssid,
a5 & kind of after-thought, *Macpherson, whers in the
Admiral P "

“In the study'm,” said Macpherson, who followed Mra,
Chileott's expression hardly less anxziously than Catherine.

“Will T fetch him, 'm # "

But the study deor opened at that moment and the Admiral
appeared. Catherine had cxpected s short, jolly, roddy type
of a British sailor, with a loud, hearty voice, a fringe of white
whisker, and a rolling gait. 8he saw, on the contrary, a tall
and large old gentleman, & little infirm and stooping, with a
enowy beard sweepiug his chest, thick silver hair surrounding
a bald forehead, and a pair of gentle blue eyes which gazed at
her with soch kindness and affection that she reslized with a
start that, after all, her mother's half-brother was nearer to her
than ber aunt ; and that he had scarcely, in her alarm, thonght
about him at all.

“Ig this the little girl #" he asked, taking her hand, and
stooping & little to kiss her forebhead most tendedy and
reverently. “Ts this poor Mary's little girl, Lydia ? "

“We are not expecting any other little girl that I know
of,” said Mrs. Chileott, with the sharpuess she mistook for
wit. “Don't keep lLer now ; she will see you ab teatime.
Roper, yon ghould have waited, not scuttled away in that silly
fashion—youn are old enough to know Letter. Take Mise
Catherine to her room, and make her tidy and send her down.
Hope you're not tired after your journey, Catherine p"

8he mixed kindness with sharpness, but the vinegar pre-
dominated over the oil, 8o to speak, and Hoper was deeply
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mortified at the reproof which had overtaken her immediately
npon arrival, transmitted by a trembling footman with—

M Yon shonldn't ha' gone, Mrs. Hopery don't lose a
moment, She've got the hump with yon.”

“Where am I to go?" euid the terrificsd Roper, almost
dropping the cop of tea with which she bad been fortified the
moment she reached the “room™ by an ingnisitive house-
keeper anxious to hear all about the new arrival.

“Ta the front hall ; be quick | "

“ I'll run to my hardest,” said Roper, retarning in dismay
to her post,

Catherine followed her meekly up the staircase, which waa
wide and shellow, and branched off in the middle to either
gide of the gallery running round the hall sbove, The panelling
of the walls and the heavy carved balostrade were of light
polihed ouk, somewhat cold in ellect, but very modern and
handsome and bighly finished.

Roper went throngh a red baize door, up a smaller carpeted
gtaircaze, and said—

“ Here's your room, my dear. T hope you'll like it "—as
ghe opened the door.

Cutherine looked round in delicht and wonder, for she had
never in her life seen or imagined sach a bedroom, and she
observed in & moment that her shabby trunk—already taken
npstairs and unstrapped, for Mrs. Chileott's impatience admitted
of no delays in her household—was the only ineongruous
article in the pretty, fresh, sparfment.

The soft earpel, bross bedstead, roscbod chintz enrtaing
and neat writing-table, contrasted oddly with the remembrance
of the poar, bare, little chamber which Cathering had called her
own st Calais.

“ Don't keep her waiting, my child. There! I don't know
what's come over me, miss, to be taking such liberties ; but if
she be in one of her bumours," said Roper, implovingly, “ 'tis
best not to keep her waiting, Just brush your hLair, and get
ready at ones, and I will come and show ee the way down."

But, instead of broshing her hair, Oatherine went to the
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window, and peeped out with delighted wonder at the prospect
before her.

Her window was in the right wing, and locked down the
picturesque and windine road by which she had eome; but in
the opposite direetion were the rolling slopes and richly-timbered
deer park of Welwyshere, and among the distant trees on the
heicht she conld pluinly discern the squoare turrets of Sir Philip
Adelstane's home.

“ From my own window,"” breathed Catherine, softly.

Bhe foll on her knees with a little ery of joy and thankfuol-
ness and wonder, and drew oub and kissed the little talisman
ghe wore. Then she remembered, with s start, Roper's in-
junction, and, after hurriedly removing her cap and ulster, and
combing her corly hair, she exchanged her boots for a small
pair of French slippers, less wanting in elegance than the rest
of her attire.

“I will unpack your thinge for yu, miss, and put them
away while you're at tea ;3 8o be yu'll tell me what yo will wear
to-nirht."”

“Wear to-night? Is there & dinner-party ?” eaid
Catherine.

“ My child,” said Roper, with a look of horror, * they wears
the grandest of dresses, alone or wi' company. But don't yu
fret if you haven't got one. You're but young, and her'll ges
yo onything lacking, The mizzis, her do enjoy a rummage ;
yu may depend her'll besrudge yu nothing—I will say that
vor "un,” whispered Roper, carefully guiding Catherins down-
gtairs, and pointing out to her the drawing-room door.

It bad mever ocenrred to Catherine that she was very
shabbily and poorly dressed, until she had to cross that long
formal drawing=room, to join the group already pathered round
the tea-table in the bow-window.

The sdmiral came very kindly to meet her, and took her
little hand, and led her up to his dapghter, who for her part
jumped up somewhat noisily to greet Catherine.

“This is your counsin Clara, my dear,” he said—" who will
be glad to welcome a playmate.”
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It did not oecur to the innocent gentleman that Clara, being
nearly thirly years of age, wonld seem to Oatherine very old
indeed to require a playmate at all,

“Your cousin George is away, I am sorry to say.”

% Busy with his regiment,” said Mrs. Chilcott, tossing her
head.

“But this is your sunt Lydia's niece, Mirs Delia Moore,”
gaid the odmiral, proceeding with his kind, old-fashioned
introductions in his old, shaking voiee. * Yon will be about
of an age, I fancy.”

Catherine looked approvingly at the black-browed beanty
of Miss Delia, and doubtfully at the heavy, pudding face of
Miss Claras but she decided that relationship had itz claims,
and chose a seat next to ber cousin, thereby again unconsciously
influencing her aunt in her favour, and pleasing Clara herself,
who was very little nsed to be preferred to her pretty cousin,
by etrangers,

“ Aren't yon very tired, coming all the way from abroad 7"
ghe asked, opening her large, light eves st Catherine in a manner
habitoal to her. ;

“It seemed o very long way yesterday," said Catherine,
Bhe saw her uncle bend kindly forward to listen to her low
tones, and raised them slightly for his benefit, obeerving he
was a little deaf. “ You know, I am not used to travelling ;
buk to-day the journey from London seemed nothing at all—
the day was so fine, and the country so beautiful, and the nearer
I got o Devonshire the more beautiful it became,”

* Have you never lived in the country 7 " eaid Olars, with
heavy snrprise.

“I have lived in Calais—in the town—ever since I can
remember,” said Catherine, humbly.

“ A terrible disadvantage to & young girl, to be brought up
in & foreign town," said Mre. Chileott.

" Qatherine supposed it was ; so she went on with her tea in
sbashed gilence. '

“What a pity you have to go off to achool in a town at
once | " exclaimed the persevering Clara.
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% Who said she was to do anything of the kind ™ said. her
mother, sharply ; and Clara obviously quailed.

“Why, you did, mamms,” she said, with injodicions honesty.

“1 gaid nothing of the kind ; and if I did, I may have
altered my mind. Don’t talk of what you know nothing
abouk."

The fuct wrs that Mrs, Chilcott had anticipated a pert,
over-dressed young lady, speaking elegant French—possessing
the fair prettiness of her mother, and the aggressive indepen-
dence of her father—and outshining her own danghter st
every tarn, She had, therefore, incantiously resolved aloud
to pack her off to a boarding-school for a couple of years, to
enable her to get rid of her foreign notions. Bhe had nob
counted on any one so gentle and docile, as she saw at a glance
Catherine was likely to be. A little, shabby, humble dependent
to raise from obscurity, and dominate entirely at the same
time—some one to be pitied and patronized, in a breath, waa
quite to M. Chileott's taste. Bhe dismissed all idea of banigh-
ing Oatherine from Bridescombe within five minutes of making
her mequaintance, and saw all the advantages of saving the
expense of & school, obtaining & pleasant companion for Olars,
and setting up & rival for Miss Delia, whose charms and self-
will were sometimes highly irritating to her aunt.

Clara was far too much accustomed to a snub from her
mamma to suffer more than a passing mortification at her
reproof ; she was imbued, besides, with a deep semse of
har superiority to her cousin, by reason of the donbl. advan-
tage she had enjoyed throngh being brought up in England,
and in the country, and was, consequently, able to continus
her eateehism unsbashed.

# [)id you live in a very large house in Calais ?™

%k dear no—in & very small one indeed.™

“ Mamma said Miss Carey was very badly off. Had you
English servanta # "

“No; our gervant was French—S8ophie—and the bonne
who helped ber was Flemish.”

“The bun who helped her ! ™ repeated Olara, stupidly.
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# Pray don't mix np French words in your conversation—
it is o shocking habit ; and, Clars, don't be stupid,” said Mrs.
Ohileott, annoyed by a slight, derisive laugh from Delia’s
corner—* there's mothing to giggle at. Whe's giggling ? "
gaid the impartial lady, dealing her reproofs sharply in every
dircotion,

A short panse wos broken by the conscienl.ons Clars once
more.

“ Do you like England 7 "

% Yeg—indeed, 1 love it. It is my own country,” said
Catherine, seeing no absurdity in the gnestion, and only anxious
to anewer sincerely any questions her new relatives might be
pleased to ask.

“Yon can't love it—youn don't even know ib. Yoo have
only been in it twenty-four hours,” said Mrs. Chileott, whose
frankness seldom stopped ghort of flat eontradiction.

“Nob know it 7" said Delin, with energy. * Becanse zhe
has not ackually set foot in ib] When she has read of it, and
thought of it ever since she was born, as her own country. Am
I lesg an Irish girl becunse I have never been in Irclund 7"
cried Miss Delia,

Catherine turned, with a little fingh of grateful sympathy,
to the speaker, who had expressed in words the thoughts she
would not have dreamt of uttering, in reply to her aunt.

#You are too fond of hearing your own voice, Delia,” said
Mra. Chileott, severely.

The untaronistic feeling between nant and niece was some-
what unpleasantly obvious, as the two pairs of large, dark eyes
met, expressive of sour displeasure on one side, aud rebellious
scorn on the other.

#T had noidea Clara had a monopoly of the conversation,™
gaid Miss Delia. * Ol course, her remarke are dictated Ly
equal delicacy and intelligence, and it is o priviloge to listen
to them ; but I thought Catherine might like & change.”

The admiral uttered a little gigh, He had not caught
the exact words of Mrs. Chilcott’s reproof, nor of Delia’s
retort; but the general, inharmonious purport reached his



CATHERINE OF CALAIS, 109

anderstanding, and he made an evident and painfol effort to
effect a diversion.

“If little Catherine has always lived in a town,” he said,
in his kind, rather shaking woice, “I wonder if it would be a
treab to her to come and see my Aowers 7™

Catherine involuntarily eompleted her conguest of Mrs,

 Chileott by & ganee which sourht permission. 1k was received
'with a gracious nod of assent, and she joyfully rose.

“You haven't finighed your tea, Catherine. Mamms says
it is such & bad example to the servants to waste,” admonished
Olara,

“ We'll excnse you for once,” said Mrs. Chileott ; * though
you are quite right, darling,” she added to Clara, by way of
an indirect reproof to Delia, who gave vent to a small langh
of upmistakable mockery.

“I have a touch of lnmbaro to-doy, unlockily,” said the
admiral, with o little pathetic apology for the infirmity which
rendered him so much older than his years actually warranted,
“gnd I am a bit of a cripple.” He walked slowly and stiffly
to the glass door pext the fireplace, which led into a large
cogservatory, * There, my dear, I think we are doing very
well for the time of year.”

Catherine thought 8o indeed. Her delight was unbounded.

#] have never been in this kind of & place before,” she
gaid, inhaling draughts of the warm, damp, scented air, with
great enjoyment.

The door ¢losed behind them and they stood alone, beneath
the great cemtre overhanging palm, amidst groups of stately
arums, mosses of maidenhair fern, and banks of delicate
azalens ; sturdily flanked by magnifieent many-colonred
hyacinths, in size and beanty very unlike their thin wintry
brethren of the outdoor borders, The heliotrope climbing the
wall of the honse, to the very dome of the conservatory, gave
forth & delicious odour, and the old admiral plucked s spray
and offered it to Catherine.

“We call it cherry-pie,” he said, pleased with her evident
delight. My dear, I have not hed an opportunity yet of
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explaining to you how very pleased I am to be able to welcome
my dear young sister’s child nnder my roof at Just. Yom
must look uwpon Bridescombe as your home in future, and
remember that your old uncle Hector will try to be a father
to yo I am sure you will find your aunt”™—he hesitated
and foltered a little—*you will find your asunt hes every
intention of being kind to youm, and you must do your best
to be a dutiful nicce to her,”

The old gentleman had evidently made up his mind that
the occasion required & short speech, and he made it with
great simplicity and fecling.

“Young peopls are sometimes a little—a little headstrong,
my dear,” he snid, almost appealingly, “and you will remember
that in many ways our notions here may clush with the
notions in which yon have been brought up. In that case ik
will be yoor duty to give way to those placed in authority over
you—auntil you are old enough to judge for yourself, You
will do your best, I am sure, my dear, to be tolerant of what
you do not famey—and to pleasc your aunt,” he ended, quite
unconscions how clearly Catherine divined both his loyalty
and his anxiety.

“] will indeed, uncle, I will do everything she tells me,
and do my very best to please her,” she said earnestly, “I
am Very, very grateful to you for being pleased to zee me;
1 did not expect you to be so kind to me, I will try and
deserve it," eaid Catherine, looking up into the venerable fuce
with her soft hazel eyes,

Her gimplicity touched and gratified the old admiral,
His danghter Qlara's self-sutisfied and obtuse rejoinders, and
Delia's proud impatience, had long ago shaken his confidence
in the effiescy of the mild lectures he yet occasionally felt it
his duty to bestow. He was little used to a sympathetic and
reverent response.

It was like a dream to the admiral now, to remember thab
be had ever been used to exercise quick judgment and un-
questioned suthority. He had become doubtful of himself,
humble, and ready to sacrifice everything for peace and
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quiet in his old home, and the farm and garden which he
loged.

It strock him with & corions sense of eatisfaction bnatb
there was & strong affinity between this gentle, confiding
Catherine, and himsell. He patted her shoulder with his
large, stromg, old band, and looked ab her, with & mist nok
far from tears, in his kind, blue eyes.

“ That is & good girl,” he gaid,

He gpent & very happy half-honr among his favourite
plants with her, telling her the names of the flowers she
sdmired, and explaining their various attributes, perhaps a
little prosily, for he was not so often blessed with a listener
as to render him epsily tired of her attention. Bub it was
impossible that Mrs. Chilcott eonld leave them undisturbed
for a longer period than this, Bhe conld hardly subdue her
inherent restlessness even by the meehanical means of energetio
and incessant koitting.

The door opened, and her eharp, thin face was thrust
into the conservatory with a suddenness that quite alarmed
Catherine, and made the admiral start pervously, though he
wee relieved to perceive that his wife was in excellont spirits,

¢ Catherine, I want yom upstairs. Roper tells me yon
have nothing to wear of an evenin®. We mmat see what can
be done. My maid must rig you out in one of Clars's old
dresses until we bave time to look round.”
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CHAPTER IX.

In a few days Catherine felt almost ss thongh she had epent
8 lifetime st Dridescombe, where there was a monotony of
existence not very far removed from the stagnation of her
life in Calais, and which was even a duller life in some ways,
in spite of the preater variety of companionship. All this,
however, she was assured by Clara, would be changed when
May arrived, and when the family removed to London.

The young Indies were supposed to ocenpy the old school-
room in the morning, snd to sit together and do a little
needlework or letter-writing before their momine walk.
After luncheon came a drive, and & dawdle until teatime s
after tea ancther dawdle wuubil dressing-time; and after
dinner, some drawing-room game in which they could all take
part—not for money, far less for love, since most of them
were secretly unwilling players, bub for what AMra, Chileott
called the ®gociability ” of the thing. Unfortunately, just
as the endless leisnre of the day aflorded unlimited oppor-
tanitice for discontent and squabbling, so did the evening
game give plenty of scope for Clara’s powers of fault-finding,
and her mother's of setting people right ; and Catherine soon
learnt to wonder where the enjoyment of such a method of
killing time could possibly be fonnd.

Catherine had secretly hoped the first time shé was taken
out t0 walk by her consins, that their steps wonld torn in the
direction of Welwysbere ; but che was disappointed.

“The first place we must take you to,” said Clara, her
large face beaming at Catherine benesth a mushroom hat, “ig
Aunt Duleinea's, Bhe is papa’s sister, you know—not just his



CATHERINE OF CALAIS, 113

half-sister, like your mother. Of coumse you have heurd all
abgut her P "

Catherine was obliged to confess she was not even aware of
Anunt Duleines’s existence.

Clara was so shocked that she conld hardly find words to
reply for some time.

“How very wrong of your aunt, Miss Carey, not to have
told you anything about Aunt Dulcines,” she said at length,
solemnly. * As mammn says, she must have brought yom up
very badly indeed. Fancy telling you nothing about your
own Telatives,"

“Bot I don't suppose Aunt Isabells hod ever heard of
hor,” ventured Clatherine, unable to resist a little langh,

“That is quite impossible, Oatherine, and you should not
laugh. Mamma says giggling at nothing is such a foolish
habit."”

Even Catherine felt a little impatient; buot Delis here
put in a somewhat tardy appearance, and enmabled theom fo
start for their expedition.

% Only fancy, Delia, poor Catherine bos mever heard of
Aunt Duleines; she did not even know there was such a
person,” said Clara. .

“Why should she ?” said Delia, indifferently. * Aunt
Duleines is not partienlarly famous,”

# But she iz Catherine'’s relation.”

“Bo are you ; and I don't believe Catherine had ever heard
of yon until she came here, important as you are.”

Clara passed over this unlikely, bub, as it happened,
perfectly trug statement, with gilent eontompt,

“1am sure you would not talk so flippantly if mamma
wera here,” she said reprovingly, * and mamma sxid we were
to call on Avnt Duleines on the first convenient opportunity.”

# Bha hates being disturbed in the morning.”

“ I would not disturb her for a trifle, of course,” said Clara ;
“but a new relation coming is very different. It is a duty to
know one's relutives,”

“It is & very painful duty, sometimes,” said Miss Moore.

i
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Delia was g0 pretty thet Catherine loved to look at her,
and yob remarked with wonder, her undeniable likenes. to
Mrs. Chileott’s pinched and sharpened face. Perhaps at
twenty years old her nunt Lydia had been almost as handsome
se her niece was now, impossible as it seemed to Catherine,
when ehe obaerved Delin's delicate pale face refined festures,
large beantiful derk eyes, and level black brows almost meeting
acroas her forebend, beneath a wealth of dark hair,

Catherine's brown corls looked almost light, and her fresh
complexion quite fair, next to this not-brown maiden's olive
gliin, and roven locks,

“It is a pity Delia is so very dark, is it not ? " Clara hod
gaid to her cousin, on the night of her arrivel, with & com-
placent conscionsness of her own blonde colonring. * I am so
glad you are not so dark as sghe is. OFf course, black eyes like
mamma's are pretty, but a dark skin is dresdfol for a girl, do
you not think so 7"

“ A white skin is certainly much prettier,” said Catherine,
thinking of the waxen tints of old Lady Sarab's wonderfully
preserved beauty.

# 1 knew you would think so,” said Qlpra, delighted.

Mrs, Chileotd sincerely admired her ponderous dsughter's
pink face, meaningless light orbe, and the immense duogt-
coloured plaits she wore twisted round her large hesd, and
Qlara obediently followed her mamma's taste and judgment in
everything,

The fineness of the morning, and the beaunty of the land-
geape, did not for one moment distract this consclentions
young lady from the chbvious duty of axp]mnmg her Aunt
Dulcinea to Catherine.

“You must not be led on to talk abont polities," she eaid
seriongly. “ It i8 & question on which ehe and papa do nob

“I'm afraid I don't know anything about politics,”

“Of eourse you don't. No ladies do. That is the sad
part of it. Aunt Dulcines finke she does.”

“Btoff and nouneense,” said Delis ; * every woman may
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have an opinion. T have, thoogh I don't agree with Aunt
Dgpleines."

“ What is your opinion ? " asked Qatherine, respectfully.

“Tam an Absolnte Monarchist,” said Delin, loftily, * and
a Conservative-Socialist besides, though I dere say you may
think that sounds contradictory.”

Catherine, having no idea what any of these terms implied,
bastened to mssure her ehe thonzhe nothing of the kind,

“ Tt is very foolish to talk like that, Delis,” expostulated
Olara. “ Yoo can only be o Conservative, or a Liberal, really,
mammsa #aid 80 ; and of course you are & Conservative because
P-H-P‘ﬂ iE."

“What & reason!™ enid the ecornfnl Delia. “I po s
great deal further than these half-hearted old Tories, I can tell
you, I should have the country governed by twelve Ministers,
each to have absolute responsibility in his own department,
and my absolute monarch to have the casting vote on every
question when they could not agree. The Ministers shonld be
elected by ballot from a single House of Representatives, and
the Representatives should consist of one member from each
comnty, who would be elected by a hundred of the prinvipal
landowners #n the county. By this means,” said Delia,
trinmphantly, * only those who had s real stake in their
country would be represented.”

%I never heard you talk like this before, Delia," said Clara,
much scandalized.

% How could you, stupid, when the idea has only just flashed
scross me,” said Delia, whose political opinions were bardly
three minutes old. * What do youn say, Catherine # "

“ It sounds very well,” said Catherine, timidly, “ and no
doubt it would worle very well, yon know, if only the land-
owners wera absolutely honmourable, disinterested men ; other-
wise conldn't they all clab together and make laws to render
themselves and the absolute monarch so powerful, that the
people would be obliged to band together in self-defence, to
get fair-play for those who had no land 7 "

“ I dure say they might—some little thing or other always
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turns up to spoil one's happiest idess,” snid Delia, ealmly.
“Porhaps Aunt Duleinea’s notions have something in ther,
after all,"

“ Aunk Duleines is & Bocialist," said Clara, solemnly, “0f
ooureg, if she knew what it meant, she wonldn't be, papa eaid
#o. And besides that, she is o very—a very nnseltled kind of
a person.  Onee she wanted to enter & Sisterhood.”

# And why did she not doso f"

¥ Beeausze on old uncle of papa’s, who went to the bad—-""

“ Pooh,” eaid Delin, *he was o yvounger gon, &nd had no
money, and didn't realize, when he grew up, that he must
no longer do all the things his clder brother did. That's
what people mean when they esy & man has gone to the
had.il

“He died ount in Ameries,” enid Clara, not choosing to
potice this interruption, * Aunt Dinleinea heard he was dying,
and rushed ont to nurse him, Bhe was always very impulsive,
and, a8 mammn says, it conldn’t have been o very nice life for
o lady, for he was quite in o wild park, and very poor indeed.
Bhe brooght poor Cousin Emily home to live with her when
Uncle Willinm died, and gave up the Sisterhood as poor Ewily
is afflicted N

* AfHlicted 1 ™ gaid Catherine,

“Bhe is not quite right in her head now and then,
Catherine,” interposed Delia. But you needn't be frightened ;
it only comes on sometimes, and you wonld nolice nothing
except that she is very eross, And as for being afllicted, ghe
fell off her horse and injured her brain when she was o child ;
& thing that might happen to anybody—if they had a brain to
be injured. Your tumble off Pompey did you no harm,
however, Clara,”

“Most fortunately not," said the unsuspicious Clara, im-
pressively 1 * as mamma eaid, it was little short of & miracle I
was not killed, Well, Catherine, you need not trouble about
poor Emily, ehe is quite harmless, though, a8 mamma saye, she
would be far better off in an asylum. However, she was the
canse of Aunt Duleinean giving up the Sisterhood ; bnt she
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interferes a preat deal in the parish, and momma does not
algays approve of what she does.”

Here they turned down a narrow lane and stopped before
& whitewnshed cottage, approached by a little asphalte path
through a small garden.

“What a tiny, pretty place !™ esid Catherine, enchanted
at this romantic habitation,

“Yes, I thought you would be surprised. It is terrible to
think of one’s own relation living in a lubourer’s cottage ; and
I am sorry to tell you it is her own fault, for she had s great
deal of money at one time, only she chose to give most of it
away,” said Clara, a8 her snbstantial form preceded Catlierine
up the path to the door.

“I will walk up and down outside; we cant all be
crowding in,” said impatient Delia. * Don't be too long."”

“ Youn must not be shocked, Catherine, if Aunt Duleinea
opens the door herself ; it is hardly credible, when you
think she was brought np at Bridescombe, but she does not
keep any servants. An old womsn goes in to help her, and
sometimes she tries fo teach a little girl service, very un-
encoessfully, for ehe is a most unpractical person.”

But the door was opened by a thin, middle-aged young
lady with & peevish face, and the blue and pink, chilled look,
which tells of imperfect eirculation.

% 0h, is it you, Olars,” she beran, and stopped’short on
seeing Catherine.

“How do you do, Emily,” said Clara, rather eagerly. I
must ask you to let Aunt Daolvines koow I am here. I have
some one to introdoce to her

“0Oh, come in—if T am not to kmow who it is," said
Emily, in an offended tone, *I will call Aunt Duleines at
once, I am sure.”

“Emily is always like that, so touchy, poor thing," said
Clara, confidentially, to Catherine, as they found themselves
alone in & litkle, low room.

It was a cottage parlour, furnished with more simplicity
than neatness. Texts were nailed npon the walls, and coloured
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prints, alternating with old faded photographs, were hung
somewhat crockedly here and thers. Cheap statnettes, vases,
woollen mats, ostrich eggs, Swiss carvings, Chinese cups, and
Indisn embroideries, were among the decorotions, A few
well-worn wiclker-choirs were filled with eushions and anti-
macassare, in every variety of colour and material,

. Among the piotures which ornamented the apartment,
however, Catherine caunght sight of a little watercolour sketch,
which cansed her to ubter a ery of tender recognition.

%It is my mother, Clars,” she gaid, flughing with pleasure.

% There,” said Clara, * now you see exactly what Aunt
Dulcines is like ; no one bub she would have kept that lying
about where every one could see it, when she knew the family
had quarrclled with your poor mother. Not that I wish to
gay anything against her, Cotherine ; but it was & very sad
gtory, mamms #ays, and she did not even wizh me to know all
the details.”

The excited response which Catherine might very well
have made, was fortunately arrested by the gentle entry of
Migs Duleinea Chileott 3 & maiden lady of perhaps fifty years,
of middle height, and soft and plump appearance, with o face
gomewhat resembling the sdmiral's, and the same kind and
trustful, bine eyes ; ber thin, grey hair was parted smoothly on
her forehead, her mouth humorcus as well s sweet in ex-
pression, her tecth white and even. Clara bent her massive
person to receive a kiss from her aunt, and barely returned her
greeung before pulling Catherine forward trimmphantly.

“Who do yon think I have brought to see yom, Aunt
Duleines 7

“1 cannot even guess,” said Miss Chileott, glancing kindly
at Catherine, but withont any particular intereat or recognition
in her glance ; whereat Catherine felt s little mortified and
dissppointed.

% A new niece,” said Clara, in her loud, self-satisfied voice,
“Mamma said we were to take the firsb opportunity, and it
rained too hard to go out yesterday.”

“A new niece 7" said Aunt Dulcines, questioningly,
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% Qatherine Carey,” said Clara, delighted at the successful
determination of her mystery,

“ Catherine Carev,” repeated Miss Chiloott, as theogh
bewildered, * not—ch, my dear,” she eaid trembling, “ not poor
Mary's child 7 But, yes—it must be! Ob, how could yon tell
me go giddenly " Bhe eat down and began o ery, with one
hand pressed t> her heart. * Catherine Carey—Ilittle Mary's
child,” she said, * And Hector never told me she was coming.”

Catherine crept to the side of her aunt and looked at her
wistfully. 8he conld hardly believe that her unimportant self
could be the canse of so much emotion,

“ My dear, dear child,” said Miss Chilcott, jumping np and
embracing her. * What & weleome I am giving yon. DBat T
am taken 8o by surprise.  When did yon come P—how did you
come f—where did they find you ? Ok, tell me all about it

% There is nothing to tell,” said Olira, much offended.
% Mamma only knew herself a fortnight ago, and she was sent
to us because her aunt, Miss Curey, would not keep her any
longer. Her aunt must bave been a very siransze sort of
person, I think, for she bad never even mentioned your
exigtence to Catherine, Aunt Duleinea.”

" A fortnight ago! And my brother never told me ! " gaid
Aunt Duleinea, with soft indicnation.

“Yeou have not been to Bridescombe for three weeks, Aunt
Duleines, snd mamma wonld not let papa go onb becanse of
his lumbago. Even [ was not told until the day for Catherine's
coming was actually fixed. Mamma thought it bette:. %o say
nothing about it."

It would have been kinder to tell me,” said Duleinea, bub
this time with the patience of one too well used to bear with
little slights, * Never mind, it need not make me less glad to
gee yoo mow, my darling. Lel me look at your dear little
face. Not very like poor Mary’s; she was a regular Chilcott,
like Hector snd me, bot there is gomething in your expression
that reminds me, Oh, how often have I thooght of her dear
little girl, sand longed to get her here to live with me.”

“And oh, if I hed koown—if I had known!™ gaid
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Catlerine, langhing and crying in & breath, for she had never
been called any one's darling before, and her heart swelled
witls surprise, and gratitude, and afection.

“1 was never told anything,” said Duleinea. “T was in
America when Mary died, and when I came home and wanted
to see the little girl, 1 heard of the quarrel, and that the
Careys had the child ; no one even knew whese you were, I
loat toueh with poor little Mary when T left Bridescombe ; for
you koow Heetor was her puardian, but—I was too old to live
with any one,”" said Aunt Dulcines, with gentle dignity. “I
hed my own life to live, and that took me far away. But
I was very fond of little Mary as & child, and she left me o
letter—1I will ghow it to you, darling—asking me to love you
for her sake if we ever met, thongh you were to go to your
father's people.  Poor little Mary ! "

Catherine stood with parted lips and flushed face, and
toars flooding her bricht eyes.

% 0h, Aont Dojeines, how very, very happy vou make me,”
ghe cried, with heaving breast, 7 did not know she had a
gigter, I did not know any one loved me,"

471 think, Aunt Duleinea, if you will excnse me, it is a
great pity to make & soene and upset Cotherine,” said Clara's
calm, authoritative voice, * Mamma did not allow anything
of the kind when she came to us. It was just like an ordinary
visitor arriving § and I do not think we onght to stay much
longer either, for it is a pity to waste such a fine morning
indeo=, and Delin is waiting for na,"”

“Am I to see my sister's child for only five minutes,
Clara ? " esid Dulcines, looking like a roffled dove.

“I can come again—I can come arzain,” cried Catherine,
locking besecchingly from one to the other.

“0Of course you can come again, my darling, Yon cam
come often and always, when you like," eried Duleinea ; “ this
ia your home whenever you put your foob inside the door. A
very little home, but you are not =0 big as Clars," she eaid, with
8 touch of feminine spite for Clara's benefit, who, for her part,
thought Dulcinea and Catherine both svmewhat undergrown,
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“T ghould think this pluce must be a tight fit for you and
Emily ; and I am sure Catherine is mueh better off where she
ig, Clara said, patronizing where she only intended to be
playful. *Come, Catherine, you have no idea how impaticnt
Deelin will be,”

“Go, my aweet,” eried TDhuleinea, “and we will settle for
yon to come and spend the day. I will ask leave, I will come
thie afternoon if I can get awoy from Emily, who iz rather
low after & bad night, poor thing. God bless you, my darling ;
what a joy to have seen you."

She stood in the little porch, shading her eyes with her
hand, waving and smiling an agitated farewell, as Catherine
torned to look back.

% Poor Aunt Daleinea,” said Clara, “it is a pity she is =0
wery goshing,  Mamma thought it wonld be better for yon to
gee her first with me, becanse I understand ber ways, which
rather get npon mamma’s nerves, I pitied yon when I saw
her kiss you so often, Quite a stranger | It most have been
very embarrassing.”

“ But I loved ber,” cried Catherine, *Bhe is so sweet and
loving, and she iz my mother’s sigter.”

% Half-gister,” corrected Clara. “ Tt i= not at all the game
thing,. And you should not exaggerate, Catherine. It is
impossible to fove a person you mever saw or even heard of
before, even if you liked her appearances and I think it is
rather strange you should do that, for she is a very odd-looking
pemson indeed, in that old black dress.  And did you ~hserve
ghe wore an apron 7 I should not be at all surprised to learr
that ghe had actually been cooking the dinner,”

Catherife did not venture to reply to Clara, who had already
ghown hersell sofficiently overbearing at the slichtest sign of
contradiction from any one but her mother.  Bhe was, besides,
over-awed by Clara's superiority of age, and londness of vuice.

Miss Delin, however, thourh bot a year or two Catherine's
senior, bad no such scruples, and indulged in frequent squabbles
with her consin whenever the three young ladies found them-
eelves together, which was not seldom.
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OHAPTER X.

CuTrERTFE had soon discovered that Delis was only & guest ab
Bridescombe, and for some days she was rather at 4 loss as to
the wherefore of her stay, sinee Delia took obvious pains to
make it evident she was by no means enjoying her visit, and
her aunt and hoatess seldom let slip an opportunity of snubbing
her niecs.

Delis herself supplied the explanation one memorable
evening, when Catherine was standing at the window of the
old schoolroom, watching the rooks fly homeward across the
red sky, to the top of the tallest elms ; she listened dreamily
to the cawing end commotion among the nests, which che
could gee in masses hore and there, thickening the delicate
outlines of the branches.

% Where is Clara 7 ** eaid Delia, coming in lightly, and then
closing the door with an air of relief. ™ Yoo don't mean to
gay she has withdrawn the light of her presence. What a
blow 1™

“aunt Lydis wanted her in the drawing-room, to write
wome notes for a dinner-party.”

“A dinner-party | Then George must be coming home,™
eaid Delia, with a slight awakened air of interest. * Hurrah |
And I shall be going away.”

“Why?"

% Annt Lydia best knows why she is 8o afraid of my being
here with George,” esid Delia, demurcely. * Yon will see, T
ghall get a letter from my mother, saying ° dear Aunt Liydia
thinks she ought not to be keeping you away from me any
longer, do come home on such a day, my dearest child, to your
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loving old mammy.! Haven't you discovered yet,” said Delia,
bitterly, *that my mother and I ere Aunt Lydia's poor rela-
tions, and that we come snd go at her bidding, accordingly "

“I would not do it if I did not like it,” said Catherins,
suddenly flushing,

“Yes, you would," eaid Deliay “T don’t like it, and T
have twice as .uch spirit as you, little Catherine—and yet I
do it. There, listen; Aunt Lydia is calling yon. We are
never left alone together, you and I, they are afraid we shall
make friends ; we are both so lonely—and so poor.”

* Why shouldn't we make friends ? " eried Catherine ; and
she took Delia’s slender brown hand, and looked in her face
with an ardour and simplicity of admiration that made Delia
flash in turn. “I beg your pardon, Delis,” said Catherine,
#*1 did not mean to be foolish, or "—with a recollection of
Clara—* pushing ; but the thought of having a friend, a real
friend, & girl nob much older than me, to trost absolutely, and
to talk to and cure for, seemed too good to be true, and I
thonght perhaps——"

“I will, if yon will," said Delia, suddenly carried away ;
“guly with me," gaid the young lady lofuily, * friendship Las
& very solemn meaning indeed. It mesns loyalty in season,
and out of season, and—and sacrifice.  Everything.”

“Of course,” suid Catherine, wonderingly. Then she
hesitated a moment. “ Ouly, Delia—I am not like you, you
huve a home and & mother, and only stay here to please her ;
but I owe them everything. Ought I not to be loyal most of
all to them, as fhey are my home now 7™

“I suppose you ought,” suid Delia, knitting her black
brows, * But, after all, that’s only for a few years, Catherine,
whereas our friendship can last till death ; and, to tell you the
truth, you are just the kind of person I should like best for
a friecnd, Bome one gentle and sywpathetic, not a fool, like
Clara, nor—oh, run, run, what a raze Aunt Lydia will be in.”

Dut the new delight of enjoying Delia’s approval, so en-
chanted Catherine, that she bore Mrs. Chilcott's scolding with
wouderful equinimity. The home trothe which that lady
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congtantly administered to her family, not infrequently mingled
with libels, were not such absolute novelties to Catherine, as
to the resentful Delin. Aliss Carey had brought up her nieee
to have a very humble opinion of herself indeed, and she was
much less surprised that people should find her stupid and
tiresome, than that they shonld discover her, with Delis, to be
sympathetic. -

Mre. Chileott had, with her ususl energy and despatch,
already provided a very passuble wardrobe for Cotherine, by
dint of telegraphing to town for ready-made clothes, and con-
gtantly etirring up & bardworking maid to fresh efforts in
altering them. Catherine could have cried to hear the con-
temptuous epithets bestowed upon her dear old things, almost
part of herself, and the only souvenirs of her life in Calais ;
but she was so grateful and so patient, that it was hard even
for Mrs, Chilcott to find much fanlt with her, although there
wie 4 scene when her aunt discovered that Roper—who had
received from Mrs. Chileott the whole of Catherine's little
gtock of clothes w8 a gratuity—had actually been persnaded
to return the old red cap and ulster to a peg in Catherine's
copboard.

“1 love them so," pleaded Catherine ; “I have worn them
B0 many years."

“They are worn out and ridienlons,” said Mrs. Chilcott,
with some truth. “I cannot have old rags hosrded in my
honse.”

“0F, Anot Lydia, it is not ragged, I have patehed and
reuded my dear old ulster so carefnlly——"

“Bo I shonld think—it must be foll of every kind of
infection and germ. It will do very well to be eut up as s
cont for Roper's little boy, a8 I told her,” said the charitable
lady, “and if she doesn't take it awsy directly I shall have
it burnt."

Roper disappeared with the ulster, but she made an ex-
pressive sign behind Mre. Chileott’s back to Catherine.

% Don't "es never fret abont it,” she eaid soothingly, when
ghe returned and found her mistress gone, * I'll send it home
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and keep "un for you. Yu be just like me, my child, I cuden’
newer abear to be parted with the brown dress I wore when
my lad first come conrting me. Thongh I'd toke and sacked
he fast enough, if I'd a known what a bad lot he'd torn out tu
be. He was s bad man, miss, yu may depend. Buab still,
there—I clings tu the gown arl the mar for that. It bring
« back the time I was & young maid, warking in the lanes by
munclight after Harvest Home, A vine lot o' fuling there da
be wi’ the maids they times. Lard, 'twas a bit o’ van. I
went along o' the rest, and we was arl proper jolly after they
gummer veastings, I can tell "es,” suid honest Roper, langhing
snd flushing, * Lard, T was a gode maid for t0 work, and a
gude 'un far to play tu; yu shude 'a seen me dsncing in along
o' the best of 'un, and a zinging over the sider there ; I cude
tark abont "un arl night ; don't "ee seb me arf, Misa Cathetine,
ar the missis 'll have a deal far to zay abont me again, wi' her
long tongne.™

Catherine shook her hend over Roper’a disrespoet, and
langhed ot the same time ; thinking with gratitude of the cap
and ulster which Hoper bad rescued from the flames, or the

rag-mag.

That evening, when Catherine was composing herself for
gleep, her drowsy eyes blinking at the red-hot fire, which was
casting a glow over the pretty rosebod chints eurtaing, and the
polished mahogany furnibture of Ler little room, she heard a
soft tap at her deor, and started up, wide awake. i

# Hush,” said Delia, with & finger on her lip, and she came
in, and closed the door noiselessly. * Now we can talk with-
out being interrupted,” she said, “ and that we shall never be
allowed to do in the daytime.”

Bhe hesped coal on the fire with & reckless hand, and the
bright flames leaped up and illuminated her scarlet dressing-
gown, the waves of black bair on her shonlders, and her dancing
black eyes.

“T can breathe better when Clara is not sitting by me, she
is such a solid weight of flesh ; all the poetry of existence fades
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before such a flopping mass of prose,” said Delia, shrogging
her shoulders.  *This is & better room than mine, Catherize.
I suppose Aunt Lydia wanted to impress your young mind. At
home I never haves fire in my bedroom, never, Mamma and
I can't afford snch Inxuries. I have s little bare London sttie,
which I love & thousand times better.”

“] am afraid I sm growing fond of loxury,” said
Catherine, apologetically, * I cunnot help enjoying this pretty
room,”

“Why not? It is patural to love pretty things," said
Delia, indulgently ; “ only I prefer freedom. The atmosphere
of this house kills me. ¥You would not know me at home,
Cathering, where I am myself, good-tempered, and lsughing,
snd full of 4ife. Here I am sulky and irriteble and borrid, I
hate them all. They oppress me. Let me talk to you, it is
an ontlet ; it leta off the bitternces, and if T pick and choose
my words it is no outlet,” she s1id veliomently,

“Why should you choose your words 7 I am your friend,
Delia, Only you can’t hate Uncle Hector, ObL, Delin, not
Uncle Hector. When I see his kind, patient, grieved face,
and hear his voiee, his poor old shaking woice, when Lunt
Lydia speaks to him as she did to-day before the servants at
dinner. Oh, I feel I want to go round to him, and kneel at
his feet and beg him not to mind.”

“I don't hate him ; who could hate any one so gentle and
good. But I despise him,” said Delia, calmly, * He isaman,
e%u he is nob so very old. It is worry and grief which lave
aged him. It is that woman's tongue—the pagging of thirty
yeare—which has worn him out. Why doesn’t he assert him-
self 7 How can one do anything but despise a hen-pecked
man ?  For my part I never thought much of Socrates, his
wisdom was worth precious little if it conld net rid him of his
Xantippe. And it j8 Uncle Heetor’s own money, and land,
and house, that she bullies him over. If I were he, I would
have taken a stick to ber long ago, and taoght her who was
maater,” said Delia, setting her teeth,

Then she laid her face on the bed, near which ghe had
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drawn a low chair, and changed her tone snddeuiy from
fury to despondency, as was her cosvom,

% Oh, Catherine, I owe her the very clothes on my back,”
she said.

“Is it right to take them, and to hate her 8o 7 ™ said little
anxions Catherine, venturing to kiss the burning nervous
fingers she held, in her soft cool hand.

“Circumstances are too strong for me,” said Delin, with
fierce impatience, *I pride myself on truth, on being quite
absolotely sinoere. Aunt Lydia knows I dislike her, though
sghe couldn't believe how muoch. Bhe doesn't like me. Bhe is
jealons of me for daring to be prettier than Clara, just as she
is jealous of David—my brother David, for being cleverer than
George—though she would die rather than admit either fact.
But she's determined to do bher duty by ber relations. Mamma
is her only sister. Bhe—she makes her a small allowance to
live on. I believe we shounld go to the workhouse if she did
not. I wish we were there," said Delia, writhing. * David is
pot like me ; he is so simple, that he thinks no more shame of
Aunt Lydis giving money to her sister, than he would of
gharing all he had in the world with me. I can't spoil his
bappiness by telling him how I feel, or the pride and rage
which poisons all my pleasure in life.”

“But ber own sister,” cried Catherine, wonderingly.
% Her only sistor——

#0h, Catherine, there are sisters and sisters ; poor mamms
is very weak sud gentle, and a great invalid. Bhe .. too
delicate to travel, or she would be ordered to come and atay
here ag I am, and she would have to come, and they would
patronize her and snub her, and I shounld have to sit patiently
by,” said Delin, looking anything but patient, with her flashing
black eyes and scornful mouth,

“(QOan you not refuse to leave her slone, as she is so
delicate 7 "

“T try ; but mamma herself cries and begs me to go, and
says Aunt Lydia is so kind, and what an ungrateful girl I am,
and how good the last phessants she sent were, and she can
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give me no advantages, and the country air will do me good—
and then——"

# Poor Delia, dear Delia,” mormured Catherine.

“ Then," said Delia, flinging herself about in her chair, and
tossing her black mane from ber face ; “up comes a box of
some of dear Clara’s things to be altered, hardly worn at all;
and mamma eries, and theuks God, and cuts and stiteles away
with her poor thin eager fingers, and prays me to be reason-
able s and I find myself coming once more, and making
resolutions to be amisble in the train, and breaking them the
instant Aunt Lydia opens her mouth. But I ehould kill
mother if I refused ; and I kill myself—all that is best of me—
by coming."”

“ And yom like living in London ? " said Catherine, shudder-
ing, as she recalled the smoke, and dirt, snd fog, of her
recollection,

% London is my home,” esid Delia, her thoughts happily
diverted from her grievances, * Oh, Cathering in my little
sttic I am as happy as & queen. T choose to be a long way up,
g0 that mamma cannot be distorbed by my musie. I play my
fiddle for hours, I am too poor to take lessons ; and Aunt
Lydia would not dream of encouraging me in such a baste ;
but I am not too poor to crecp in to the cheap seats of concerts.
Once, do you know, Sarasate himself gave me o lesson, he did
nob know it, but I had an old friend, & poor man, who lodged
in the same house with ns. He smunepled me into s corner
wher. I could watch Sarasate play as well as hear, and it was a
iezzon T never forgot.  The same old friend gave me my fiddle,
and tanght me to play ; he is dead now, He nsed to play in
orchestras, not very good ones, I believe ; and I think now
that he must have starved to death, slowly, throngh being so
pinched for many many years. But he would have died
rather than let any one help him. Do yon know, I know a
lot of people like that in the artist world 7 He gave me my
fiddle becanss he was too weak to play any more, and he
thonght I had genivs,”

Bhe told the sad little story with strong emotion, standing
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a4 ghe finished it, with clasped hande, and tears in her
BYeE, :

% 0h, Delia—to be & genius and so pretty—it is a great
deal,” said Catherine, humbly.

Delia knelt by her side, with a little langh of quick, pleased
vanity., Catherine had not often seen her smile, but the smils
was & very charm®ng one,

% Do you really think me so pretty P—really and troly 7"

#You are the most beautiful person I have ever seen,”
eried Catherine, sincerely. “Yom must know it. Youor
face muet give you pleasure every time you look in the glass”

“Well, it docs,” said Delia, with frankness, “ Yon see, I
am an artist as well as o mosician. I can draw anything,
Even s portrait of myself,”

Bhe sprang up, and lighted a candle, and seized Oatherine’s
little writing-book.

“ Look here," she said.  * Who ia this, and this ™

Bhe dashed off a caricature in half & dozen bold lines, of
Clara’s large podgy face, ber solemn eyes, and heavy chin 3 the
sharp lean profile of her annt 3 the delicate ontline of her own
face, differentiated from the former only by & pretiy curve of
the upper lip, and the onmistakable roundness of youth,

“And here is your own little téte de Cupidon,” she said.
“] wonder how Aunt Lydia can tolerate such a pretty, curly
crop. You would be nothing without it, Catherine.”

“Jt is really like me | " cried Catherine, delighted.

“ If she had really wanted to help me, she would have sent
me to a first-clazs school, and let me learn and learn and learw,
I am never tired of study. But no, it would disgrace her
if I were » professor at Girton, or—or went on the stage, or
became a fiddler, or did anything really plessant. She does
not even encourage me to sing, becanse 1 sing better then
Clars, who bawls like a milkman., She wonts ug to remasin in
genteel obscurity all our lives. But I am only waiting,” said
Delia, threateningly. * My little lamp burns low now—bub I
will make & fine bonfire of all her prejudices one day. Oh,
Catherine, this place is like death to me. This dreary round

E
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of pottering in the garden, ond along a high road, and
dawdling over long meals ; and bearing Aunt Lydia pull the
grrmon to pieces, und complain of the curate, who is no
stipider than herself, and find fault with the servants, and
with Uncle Hector. I feel sick with fatigne and disgzust
often, while she is uttering every kind of slander about
fashionable people whom she hardly even koows by sight, and
gneering abt Aunt Duleinen, and abusing all the neighbours in
turn, and finishinr up by a wrangle with Clara over soma
seneeless rame every evening, What a life—pgood heavena | Oh,
Catherine, if you could share my little shabby attic in London,
and cowe to the pictore-gallevies with me, and listen to some
mueic, and go to the thestres ; what does it mutter what one
eats ¥ Give me cold muiton and peace, Maomma used to
try and kecp me at home, but nowadays who pays attention
to a quiet, shabby girl, who knows how to take care of her-
self,"” said Delia, scornfully.  #In her youth it seems a young
lady could not put her nose out of doors with safety, As
if I were Clara! What o rage I onee put Aunt Delin into
by telling her I shiould bave thought Clara’s size alone wounld
bave protected ber, let alone her appesrance.” ;

 Oh, Trelia, how did yon dare]  And do yon know——"

“Well 2" said Delia, impatiently.

%7 think it makes Annt Lydia so muoch worse when you
gay that kind of thing,” said Catherine, imploringly. ** Do
not, dear Delia, Bay them to me and relieve your mind, and
that will do no harm to any one.”

“Well, T will. - Buot, Catherine, wonld you not love to
come to London, or do you like luxury better 1"

“Qh, Delin, how can you assk me? What is luxury to
me? Only a pretty picture and o pleasant sarprise,”

“ Though it is nob luxury, after all,” said Delia. * Luxury
means splendour and beauty, to my mind—and Bridescombe is
only ugly, solid comfort.™

“ Whatever it is ealled, T had better not get unsed to it,”
eaid Catherine, simply, “ for Aunt Isabells always warned me
wy future wes guite unprovided for. And I can understand
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you would be happy in your attic, with so many things to look
forward to. Even T feel sometimes, now, it would be a rest to
be alone a little, to think. Yet I wae often wery tired of
loneliness at Calais. But then I had no musie nor drawing, to
pass the time, 88 you have, and no friends.”

“ And, above all, no David, poor little Catherine. No
brother to be mo:é to you than all the music, or all the pictures
in the world,” said Delin, passionately. *“I should like you to
see him. Oh, Catherine, I wonder if you could love any one
very much."

The fire had sunk low again, and Delia could not see the
goft colour that crept into Catherine's face, nor the hand that
songht, and held, the little amulet she faithfully wore round
her neck.

# J—I think I could, Delia,” she stammered.

“ Youn can love ma," said beautiful Delis, living too strongly
a8 it were, in her own emotion, to be able to give altogether
the full measure of the sympathy she craved. “ And I will
love you—next to David. 1 wonld die for David. I would
dig for him. He is my second eelf, my other half—my own
brother. He shall not be dragged down by poverty, nor
lose fids position, if T have to begin at the very bottom of the
ladder, in the very humblest profession. Mammy and I are
agreed about that, about the only point on which we do agree,
and that David shall never know—Catherine, if you were not my
bosom friend, I would not tell yon this—how many things we
have gone withount to let him appear as he ghould, He de~n't
even know that mamma has nothing—nothing beyond whay
Aunt Lydix givea her; and he never shall whila she lives,”

Bhe uttered the last words so seriously that Catherine
agked in startled tones—

“Is your mother o ill as that ™

“8he cannot live more than & very few years—sometimes
the doctor thinks months,” said Delia ; *that is why I must do
what she wishes and come here, Catherine, you understand, I
cannot bear to cross her—more than I can help”

“Foor Delia 1"
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M Don't be too sorry for me. I sometimes think T musk
have no heart—not to—not to eare more," said Delin, rather
epdly. *I can't pretend, Catherine, and thongh I ery ofuen,
snd think of poor mamma, yeb she suffers so, and pots so weary
and fretfol, and so do I. Other people think these things™
ghe said defisntly, *and I only say them to you, becsuse I
won't take eredit for fecling more than I do, David will fesl
it more than I; but then she loves him the best, which i
natural 3 and of course she ig prond of him. However poorly
we live, however hard up we are, e 8 an ollicer and a gentle-
man, with a little allowance, How angry Aunt Lydia would
be if ehe knew how much ! Here is his photo.”

Qatherine looked with great respect at o fave in o locket,
which Delis held owt to her. A bricht, pood-looking face,
almost reproducing Delia's own, but with less beanty and more
frankness.

“What a fool T am,"” said the changeable Delia, with her
mocking langh, “ boasting away nbont David,  And, after all,
what do they think of him here #  Just s poor yonng subaltern
in the line, who had ne business ever to have gone into the Army
at all. Who ought to be sitting on a three-legred stool in an
office as a clerk, while his mother and sister are livieg om
charity. What is he next to their George, who is in the
Guards, and hes an allowance of a thonsand a year, and is
altogether o more important person, although he is very nearly
88 big o fool as Clara, and my David hLas all the brains of the
family to his own share.”

.~ Uatherine could nob bear the hitter note. Bhe kissed
Delia, entreatingly,

“Do pot mind,” ehe said. * It is wonderful to me that
you ehould mind. Wounld you be poor, stupid Clars, and be
rolling in money if you could ; or yourself, with vour mmusic
and your gweet voice, and your clever fingers, and your pretty
face, and not & penny in the world 7 1 know which T would
choose,"” gaid Catherine.

“ You are a flattering little crestore,” said Delia ; but her
brow cleared.
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“And another thing is, Delia, which I shonld not be an
honest friend not to tell you," said Catherine, yielding to an
impolee as usual, *and that is, that if you let yourself grow
ghorp and bitter, yon will really not be so very unlike Auut
Lydin hersclf gome day, Please, please don't be vexed,™ for
Dielia started up in some anger. L will tell you. I am nota
cowsrd to say nothing, and leb you spoil your sweet face with
frowns, and your fonoy, quick words with crossness. I have
thought all these days how pretty and clever and amusing you
are, and wished you would langh, instend of taking thinge sp
gerionsly.  After all, hard words break no bones. T know I
am very ignorant to dare bo lecture you, bub it spoils you so,
and you wounld be almost perfeck, it seema to me, if yon would
not catch Aunt Lydia’s voice and ways—and they are very
patching, Olarva talls like that sometimes, and I am sure it
is not natural to her.”

“ Vexed—how conld T be vexed ? ™ said Delia, caressing
Catherine anddenly, as she saw her eyea were filling with tears
from the effort she hud made. “ Goose! You are quite right,
I am allowing Apnt Lydia to moke me as ill-bred as herself.
Yousehall see how polite and  pleasant I will make myself
to-morrow.”  Ble uttered a little furtive langh.

“Qunly please don't imitate her to her face, or be funny
and formal, and make me langh when you know I onght not,"”
gaid Catherine, imploringly.

# T can't help it,” said Deliay * there is only one safety for
me, and that is—flight, and that will soon come. We shall o2
able to write to each other, Catherine. And youm are right, 1
won't take Aunt Lydia so seriously, After all, I know a way
to pay ber out over and over again—if I wanted to,”

“ How 7 " said Cotherine, enriously.

Dab Delia only langhed.

“J must go. It is nearly midnight, Clara would have a
fit if she knew we were up and talking™

“PBot how conld you pay Aunt Lydia out?™ eaid
Catherine, catching at the scarlet dressing-gown as it whisked

away.
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‘Delia paused irresolutely, langhed, colonred, and shook her
glorious black bair over her face.

« Well, then,” she said, with a sort of defiant amusement
and shamefscedness, “what would you think if her precions
George—wanted to marry me?—there. Don't say anything
about it—perhaps he duesn’t—there 1"

“Oh 1" esid Catherine,
“Bat I won't,” said Delia; and she vanished, leaving

Catherine to her own thoughts, and the little room to warm,
shadowy silence.
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OHAPTER XL

ArTER 6ll, Delia was not sent home, as she had prophesied, for
the simple reason that her cousin George, whose word was law
to his mother, wrole to say that he was bringing David Moore
down for a few duys, and had persmaded him to come by
telling him his sister wag there,

% It will be very nice for David to come down with George,”
gaid Clara, benevolently

“Qeorre s always so thoogheful,” said Mre. Chileot.
“He likes doing kindnesses. It will be a great treat for
David.”

“ Dhuvid is o fine Ind. I shall be glad to see him again,”
said the ndmiral, nervously, for Delis’s displeasure was fairly
obvions, and only Owthering's werning glance averted s
garcastic rejoinder,

“ He will make one young man too many for the dinner-
porty, mamma," exclaimed Clara, *as Catherine, of course,
" can't dine, not being out.”

“Dear, dear] Is that go? "™ said her uncle, kindly. *I
hope you won't mind, Catherine 7™

“Oh no, indeed,” said Catherine. *“I never expected to.
Aunt Lydia explained to me thai girls under eighteen never
dined at parties, althongh“—she smiled a little—*1 have
becn to one dinner-party, but I did not know then,”

“Where can you possibly have been to a dinuer-party #™
gaid Clara, incrednlonsly.

Catherine coloured.

# Tt was at the Boffet,” she said, timidly looking from her
anot to the kind uncle, who was leaning forward to listen to
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her. “Aunt Isabella took me. It was with Bir Philip
Adelstane,”

‘% How did he come to be in Calais ?" said Mrs. Chilcott
sharply.

“Ho was only passing through with his mother—with
Lady Sarah—and, being an old friend of Aunt Isabella's, he—
he snd Mr, Ceeil Adi.lr;uum asked ps to dine, and they were
very kind to me," faltered Catherine, perceiving she was giving
offence, and quite unable to divine that Mra. Chilcott and
Clara both resented their humble relative's scquaintance with
their most important neighbours.

“ Lady Saral is & very odd woman—ea very odd woman
indeed. She aeks all sorts of people to her house,” eaid Mrs,
Chileott, tossing her head, sfter & moment's uncomfortable
paneo.

“I must eny, Catherine, I think it was rather sly of you
not to mention before that you knew the Adclstanes,” ex-
olaimed Clara, “when I pointed ont their very house to you."

Poor Catherine from this moment, found & character for
deceit fastened upon her like s leech.

“ Knew them ! It iz hardly knowing a person to din. ab
an hotel with them,” zaid Mrs. Chileott. * Who else waa
there, pray # "

“No one else; only Aunt Issbells and me, and Bir Philip,
and Mr. Cecil.”

# And Luady Sarah,” corrected Clara.

“Lady Sarah was not there, she was too ill to come down.”

Mra, Chilcott langhed disagreeably. ¥ Oh, now we are
getting to the bottom of it at last 1™ she said. I thought
Lady Sarah was hardly the sort of woman to ask Miss Curey
to dine. Gentlemen of course don't mind these sork of

things."
“They are old acquaintances, my dear,” said the admiral,
gently ; * you remember his futher and Miss Carey were 4

“1 ghould be mueh obliged, admiral, if you would not rake
op old scandals beéfore the girls,” said Mrs, Chilcott, turning
sharply upon her husband.
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“ But, my dear, there was no seandal abount it," eaid the
adgniral, for once venturing to reply. “Philip Adelstane's
father was actually engaged to be married to Miss Carey, aud
the match was broken off only becanse i

4] ssked you, ndmiral, not to enter upon the details of
that dizgraceful story,” thundered Mrs. Chileott, *1I am quite
aware that the g.rl's people trumped up some nonsense abont
her fortune being lost ; Lut Sir Philip's father was pot the
man to throw over o young woman for that, The Adelstanes
are & respectable county family, not a set of fortune-hunters,
It was entirely her own fault. He had very good ressons. I
happen to know all about it,” said Mrs, Chilcott, elicking her
needles at a furions pace,

The admiral wus silent.

“And that is what Catherine calls a dinner-party,” ex-
claimed Clara 3 *two people dining with two others at an
hotel. How very absurd 1™

#1 thought Cutherine was exaorerating at the time. I
did not see how ghe conld bhave been to o dinner-party in
Caluis,” snid Mrs, Chileott, severely. * Bhe has picked up one
or two foreign tricks like that—which I wish she would break
hersell of —besides tucking her napkin ander her chin.”

Cutherine felt she would never hesr the last of this
enormity, which bad been greeted by Olara and her mother
with such a storm of derision as had almost overwhelmed their
humble guest, before the assembled family and servants,

She said nothing iere, but & little later met her unole
alone, and gsked him timidly—

“1id Aunt Tsabella Ao anything T onght to be ashamed of,
uncle, when she was engaged to Bir Philip 7 She told me abouk
it, and said it was broken off becanse she was ruined by her
brother’s failare.”

“My dear,” ssid the admiral, *the shame was on the
other side. It was perfectly well known that Bir Philip's
family made up the match on account of your aunt's fortune,
ond that be could havdly be foreed to propose to her, When
she loat it, they broke it off as heartlessly ; he remained more
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or'lees passive throughout. Bub it was not an hononrable
thing to do," s=aid thé old admiral, emphatically. *She
bichaved perfectly well, refusing to hear of continning the
engngement when she found ber fortune gone. T believe he
had the grace to remonstrate with his relatives, and to offer to
fulfil his bargain—for bargain it was."

“T am very glad Aunnt Isabelly did not do wnything wrong,"
gaid Catherine, in a relicved tone,

# Nothing at all ; but, my dear, pray avoid diseussion, and
gay no more abont it."

%] only wanted to ask yon, Uncle Hector,” half whispered
Catherine ; and he patted her shoulder and let Lier go.

The dinner-party duly took place on the night of the
yonng men's arrival, and Catherine had her little tray carried
up into the schoolroom by Roper, who had been specially told
off to wait npon her,

Catherine had been somewhat puzzled by Mre. Chilcott's
rapid arguments § first Lthat it was impossible for ker nicce to
live in her honse withont s maid, and secondly, that it waas
impossible for so unimportant a person as Catherine to pessess
guch & luxnry. But Mrs, Chileott immediately proved herself
capable of overcoming impossibilities, by a decrce, thot the
gecond homsemaid’s wages were to be slightly raised in order
that she might wait npon Catherine in addition to her nsual
duties ; and this arrangement gave equal satisfaction to both
the parties comcerned, who were less interested in Mrs, Chil-
eott’s logie than its resole.

“Youn didn'e miss much, except seeing David," Delia told
Catherine, when elie gtole in to wish her good nicht. * Your
dinner-party at Calais must bave been far more exciting. Only
old Sir Francis Luff and his old wife for the grandees; to go
in to dinner with Uncle Hector and Aunt Lydis. Sad to say,
we are not on spesking terms with any other big-wigs; you
gee Aunt Lydia's kind little remarks bave been repeated, as
ench remarks will, only poor old Sir Francis and his wife are
both too deaf to hear them, so know of no reason why they
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ghould not enjoy & good dinner. Even Aunnt Liydia can’t bawl
ggandal at the top of her voice inlo their dear innocent old
ears, 'The curate and his wife, au.ﬂ the doctor and his wife, of
course. None of them wounld come, however, if they counld
afford to stay away, poor things. Clara’s old governcss—to
pair off with the agent, old Mr. Hilary, and to play a duet with
Clara after dini.er—and Colonel Jones to take in Clara. David
wighed you had been there, for he had to walk in all by him-
gelf behind George and me. T am sure I would muoch rather
have gone in with David,” said Miss Delia.

The morning after the dinner, both the young gentlemen
were g0 late for breakfast that Catherine had gone up to the
schoolroom, and was writing her weekly letter to her aunt in
Oulais, before they even appeared in the dining-room. They
went out together to shoot rabbite, and she had the pratifica-
tion of looking at them, unperceived, from the schoolroom
window ; whence sghe was able to decide that George was
rather the broader, and David the taller of the two, dis-
tingnishing Dawid by his black hair, and George by the closely-
cropped flaxen growth, which surmounted & red, tanned neck
aboye the collar of his tweed coat.

The three young ladies felt that the morning's occupations
wire gomewhat less intercsting than uspal, with this mew
excitement pervading the house, and they were not sorry to be
interrupted by Mrs. Chileott.

“Yon young women had better go and practise your
billiards,” she said, putting ber head in snddenly at the
door, and speaking in her uvsual jerky voice of command.
% George may want some of you to play with him this after-
noon.”

“ Yez, mamms,” seid the ever-obedient Clara, as her mother
withdrew as abruptly as she had entored.

% But I have never played in my life,” said Catherine,

“T will teach vou,” said Delia, springing up.

“Youn play very badly yourself, Delia."

% Vg, dear Clara, T have not your meny opportunities for
improving myself,” said Delia, with unvatural meekness.
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Olara looked a little suspicionsly at her consin, but, seeing
no eign of a smile on her mobile face, decided she must be In
eainest.

“Tam sure I shall be very glad to help you and Catherine,”
ghe said, *and George cun teach David.”

“Teach David!"™ cried Delin, instantly forgetting her
determination to be pleasant. * George!™ and she langhed
derisively.

Cotherine held op & warning finper behind Clara’s baclk,
but all her efforts could ot prevent u long duet of admonigh-
ment on Clara’s part, and irony on Delia’s, throughount the
billiard practics which followed.

At luncheon Catherine at length made acquaintance with
the young gentlemen, and secretly decided that neither bore
sny comparison with Bir Philip Adeclstane, or his lofty and
dignified nephew. Both were essentially nnromantic, honest,
bealthy, well-grown specimens of British youth, David, though
nob so handsome as Delia, was yeb & grest deal better-looking
than George, who possessed his share of the heaviness which
characterized his sister Clara, and whose face was ornnmented
by a snub nose, s pair of bright blue eyes, and a slight fluxen
growth on the unpper lip. He was unceremonious with his
mother, whose unfounded assertions obwiously sogered him
not infrequently ; be snobbed Clars, who waited on his ntter-
ances with slavish devotion ; and he was perfectly natural and
friendly with his father and with David, Since he had barely
attained his majority, he naturally looked upon Catherine as a
mere child, and treated her with good-bumonred indifference.
But when Delia spoke, this cool young pentleman lost all his
gelf-possession, coloured all over his fair fuce to the tips of hia
somewhat prominent cars, and became perfectly silent and
awkward, so that perhaps Clara was the only person in the
room who did not notice his embarrassment,

Hiz mother was furious that her George—whom she chose
to believe and insist was the most popular man in London,
and sccustomed to frequent the very highest society—should
be abeolutely flonted by hizs penniless consin, and rendered
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miserable whenever she chose to ignore him, snd blissful
whenever she deigned to speak kindly to him.

Bhe dared mot even reprove Delia in his presence, ror
manifest the slightest annoyance at the young lady"s independ-
ence, her satire, nor her freely expressed opinions; such a
gtorm of wrath had George exhibited once when his mother
had attempted to “ seb down " Miss Delia before him, that she
actually dreaded bringing his displeasure npon her again.

Tyrant as she was, she was afraid of Georpe, whom she
loved beyond any one in the world ; and the gquick-witted
Delis, who perfectly comprehended the sitoation, was nob

_always reluctant to take advantage of it, and occasionally
enjoyed a slight flavour of revenge, for the nnlimited snnbbing
ghe hod received from her earlieat childhood. It was for her
gake, a8 Delia very well knew, that Mr. George cultivated so
assiduonsly his friendship with David.

Binee the afterncon turned out wet, the projected game of
billiards took place, and Catherine, for the first time in her
life, found herself in the society of young people bent npon
enjoying themselves, and unrestrained by the presence of their
eldera. She was quite astonizhed at the increase of merriment
which these conditions produced, and felt all the delight of a
happy child first tasting liberty. Bhe waseven surprised ab her
eood fortone in being allowed to take part in the game, which
aroge from George's achion in peremptorily ordering Clara not
to play.

Foor Clara was deeply chagrined ab her exclusion, but she
had been brought up to comsidér herselfl in every way the
inferior of her young brother, whose prior importance had
been an acknowledgped fact sinee his birth, and she did not
dream of disputing his judgment, which moreover she had
called down upon herself,

“ How shall we divide # That is the great question,” she
had cried, in her loud and cheerful tones, after luncheon.
“(atherine iz ench a beginner she need not connt, and of
course Delia has not had so much practice a8 me, since she has
no billiard-table at home, and David cannot be so good as you,
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How can wesettle 7 I think brother and sister against brother
and sister, us giving them points,” said Clara, too much in
earnest to heed her grammer.

“ Five them robbish,” growled Georze; * who told you
David wasn't g0 pood a8 me ¥ He can give me twenty-five in
& hondred and beat me—there,”

% Bosh," said David, “we're moch of & muoghness ; and
why should Miss Carey be out of it ? Look here, old chap,
I'll sit out,”

“Rot,” said George, eloguently, * Clars can it oub. If
ghe playe g0 much better than Catherine and—and Delia "—
with & slight softening of his tone—* why, it%s high time they
had a bit of practice. Delin and I will take on yom and
Catherine. If she's never played she'll beall the better handi-
cap for yon, David. And Clara can mark.”

David, who had chivalronsly proposed to rescue Catherine
from the duoll position of on-looker, showed no such kind
intention, it must be confessed, on Clara's belnlf, He aided
Catherine with great gallantry to master her cue, which showed
8 lamentable inclinstion to make a hole in the table, and ho
explained to her that the great art of billiards was—to Lit the
object ball.

The game proceeded amidst a perfeet storm of langhter,
and chaffing, and yells of triumph, first on one side, und then
on the other,

“More like a romp than s quict game of billiards," as
Olara ohserved, from her melancholy elevation of superiority ;
snd londly above the lanshter rose her admonitions to Catherine
not to make so much noise, not to eut the cloth, and not to
chalk the tip of ber nose with her cus.  As to Delia, Clara
determined privately that it was bot her duty to report to her
mother the reprehensible way in which she was sorry to say
her counsin was “ going on " with George. Of conrse George
encouraged her ; but that was hardly an excuse, gince it is well
known that young men like thet sort of thing. And Clira
firmly believed that if she herself had ever relaxed in the
slightest degree her invariable propriety of demeanour, it would



CATHERINE OF CALATS, 143

have led inevitably to gentlomen * taking advantage of it,” as
they did with poor Delia, who had been so badly brought np,
thlt ghe did not scem to understand that gentlemen mean
nothing by thet sort of admiration, and never married that kind
of girl. Clara had storea of this melancholy wisdom laid op,
and imparted o good deal of 6 to Catherine, who was doeile
enotrh to listen, thoogh too unsophisticated to profit by
Clara’s warnings.

This born duenna watched her pupil very carefnlly ; but
Catherine was a happy child st play for the moment, and too
intent on the pame to be conscious and coquettish, like pretty
Delis, whilst her amenity to reproof eatisficd even Clara's
sense of responsibility.

“0Oh, Delia, I have never lanched so much before,” said
little Catherine, whose youth had been so serious. She ran
happily upstairs, arm in arm with Delia.

“(COome snd tell me what you think of my David,”
whispered Delia.

% Catherine and Delia, be so kind as to walk upstairs
properly, not hooked together like a pair of silly, gigglin’
schoolyirls,” said Mrs. Chilcott's voice from above.  Bhe looked
at Delin very sourly, and perbaps anticipated her danghter's
confidence, when Clara’s portentons tones announeed—

“ There is something I think I ought to speak to you
abont, mamma,”

“What docs she mean # ™ Catherine asked, in alarm, as
Clara disappeared with her mother,

“ Mamma, I am sorry to tell you I think Delia does not
alwaye beliave very nicely,” eaid Delia, mockingly sssuming
Clara's heavy mamner. *Don't worry, Catherine; the poor
creature is always afflicted with 8 desire to tell tales, if she
gees any one having o little fun, It is her nature. Hol
waen't Miss Clara picely out of it this afternoon? She is as
meek as a vabbit when George is there, Isn’t George a great
lmnbering donkey 7"

“1 thought you seemed to like him—and that he is very
nmice,” said Catherine.
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;‘ David is a hundred thousand times nicer," sald Miss
Delia, tossing her head.

Miss Dulcinea Chileott bod appeared, according to her
promise, bo elaim a visit from Catherine, and there bad been
& battle royal between the sisters-in-law, a8 usnal, npon the
rare occasions of their meeting, Miss Chileptt’s cluims were
put off with excuses having recard to the state of Catherine's
wardrobe, and the noecssity of her presence for continued
fittings of various garments now in process of constroction.

* But, Lydin, she ean come in any old rags to my little cot.
I'm not prond,” gaid the pretty, zoft voice, as Aunt Dulcinea
eat opposite her sister-in-law.

She was an inconpgroous ficore in that etifly arranged
drawing-room, with its gilt-starred paper, hideons cabinels,
and mmeomfortable, npright elbow-chiairs, Gentle and refined
Miss Chileott always was, but her black dress was andeniably
shaliby, the little boots which rested on a beaded footstool were
gadly worn, and the plain bonneé on her thin, parted hair,
though sugmestive of rigid economy, had not the very faintest
pretence to fashion,

1 am quite aware of yonr comtempt for appearances,
Dulcines,” said Mrs. Chilcott, with an nnmistakable glance
ab the shabby boota. * 1 don't shave it. Catherine came here
in rage. Dot now she is in my charee, I ghall insist on her
looking like a lady.”

“ One may be quietly dressed, and yet look—and epenk—
lika & lady," said Miss Duoleinea, pointedly ; for she was by oo
means devoid of spirit.  *Catherine munaged to put something
on to hide her rags when she called on me the other morning so
unexpectedly.  Surely she may come snd spend s few hours
with me without waiting for new clothes, I have a right to
interest myeelf in Catherine, as well as vou, Lydis.™

“1 was not aware you intended to do anything for her,”
said Mrs. Chilcott, with a sneer.

T have not much—but she is welcome to what I have,”
eaid poor Migs Chilcott, the blood rushing to her face ; *and—
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snd, Lydia, T did not think it kind of yon not to let me know
yaqp had news of poor Mary's child at last.  Although I eannot
do for her what you and Heetor may, yet you know very well,”
gaid Dulcines, trembling very much, * that poor Mary wonld
have wished me to see her and to bave her with me. I do oot
want to recall the past—it is beat forgoiten—but it sepma very
strange to me, L dia, that you, of all others, should be the one
to have charge of poor Mary's child.”

“Your establishment is so peculiarly adapted for a new
inmate,” said Mrs. Chileott, with s shrill, offensive langh.
* Where would you have put her, Dalcinea 7™

Catherine entered the room at this juncture, and greeted
Misg Chileott with a little ery of pleasure, running to her side
to embrace her. The warmth of her grecting consoled the
gentle Jady in & moment.

“ Here you are, Qatherine,” said Mrs. Chileott: * we were
just discussing where you would have slept if you had gone to
stay with your aunt instead of coming to us. In the chicken-
house, or in the pigstye ? Which 7"

“In my room and in my arms,” said Duleinea, bursting
into pears, to Catherine's amazement, sympathy, and indigna-
tion, *Oh, my dear, I know I am foolish, but I cannot bear
these ecenes,  And I come so seldom, so very very seldom. It
is not kind to speak to me like this, It is not, indeed. If I
am poor, it i8 by my own choice, my own wish. I don't
complain, I don't wish my money back, unless to give it to
that dear ehild."”

“ Oh, don't, don't ery, dear Aunt Duleinea,” cried Catherine,
in great distress ; and the sight of her alarm and grief restored
Miss Qlilcott to herself more quickly than any consolation
could have done.

“You will come and sec me, Catherine,” she said, putting
away her handkerchief with a little, sad emile, *even if I live
in a cottage without any servante; if yoor uncle and aunt
permit it, I am very sure you will come.”

Catherine turned with a look of mute entreaty to Mrs,
Chileott.

L
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*1 have no objection to your going now and then, when
your clothes are fit to ro oub in," ssid her Aunt Lvdia, in her
afyre-dowe voice, for she did not wish Catherine to inmarine she
had quarrelled with her sister-indaw. * 8he can come ap some
afterncon. 1 suppose you will want notice beforehand for tea
preparations ¢ "

“Ohno; 1 have tea evory day,” said Miss Chilcott, with
the little note of earcasm that was so foreign to her pentla
voice. Then she repented berself, and tried conciliation.

“ 1 gbonld like to see dear George, now that he is at home,
but he always comes to pay me & litile visit sooner or later ;
porhaps he will walk up with Catherine to-morrow.”

“0h, I can't suswer for young men, though Georre is the
soul of good nature. I never dream of expecting him to pay
duty vizits whon he's only at home for a day or two.”

Miss Dulcinen made no response to this, suve to ask whether
ghe might seek her brother in the library.

“He can be sent for, if you want him. He always hides
himself at this boor, to aveid afternoon callers.  Gentlemen
are not very fond of tea and gossip.™

The admiral here walked innocently into the room in ¢uest
of his usnal eup of tea, followed by Clira, who skipped after
him a8 she had been aceustomed to do from childhood, with an
agility more expressive of her youthful spirvil than appropriste
to her age aud size,

“Dulcines ! ™ he said, with pleased surprise. “Why, you
are quite a stranger, my dear ; I am very glad to sce you down
here again.™

“] hope yon are better of your lumbago, brother" eiid
Miss Chileots, in her old-fashioned wanner, enduring a
boistercus embrace from Clara; who, to do her justice,
always had a warm welcome for her relatives, even thoss
of whom ehe felt herself dutifully obliged to disapprove.

“1 bave been very bad indeed, 1 am sorry to say, and this
cold weather does me no good,” the admiral said, shaking his
head, “ or I ehonld have been to ses you. [ Lave been expect-
ing you to come across and see what wos the matter,”
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% Poor Emily has had one of her bad turns," said Dulcinea,
gpologetically, ** and 1 have hardly been able to stir out.”

Tt is & great pity you don’t pack that unfortunate creature
off to & home, where she would be properly looked after,” said
Mrs. Chileott.

% She could hardly have a more devoted nurse than Dulcines,
go where she would, my dear,” said the admiral, gently.

“ That's just it ; amateur nursin’ is the worst in the world.
Fusses you with attention when you ought to be left alone,
neglects you when you want care. Does more harm than
good, with the best intentions,”

“] am not quite so inexpericnced as yon make me out,
Lydis,” said Duleines, trying to langh pleasantly.

The admiral hurriedly changed the conversation.

“And what do you think of our little Catherine!™ he
gaid, smiling. *“ Clara tells me you found her like our family.
I hoped you would see the resemblance. She reminds me of
yourself as a girl, Duleinea ; and she is decidedly like my dear
futher's portraita.”

# Absurd | ® said Mys, Chiloott, * Catherine hes green eyea
and,dark hair."”

“How can yon eay 20, papa,” echoed Clara. “ Yoo and
Aunt Dulcinea have blue eyes, and I have always nnderstood
that you were both quite fair, before yon became grey.”

%(lara in & thorough Chilcott,” eaid Mre, Chileokt,
decidedly ; “and so is George. Catherine is & Carey.”

“Well, well | ™ eaid the admiral, ae thongh willing to
admit that his wife must be better acquainted than himself
with hizs own family traita, “I dare say you may be right
about the colouring, Lydia. It iz only a something aboub
Catherine’s outline and expression which reminds me very
strongly of members of my family, and especially of Dulcinea.”

“ Oatherine will never be so good-looking as I was,” said
Miss Chiloott, playfully, and stroking the little hand she
gtill held

“am;t Dauleinea ™ exclaimed Olara, scandalized at this
display of vanity.
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%1 don’t say she will; I don’t say she will,"” said the
admiral, good-humounredly. He was spt to light up and
beome quite cheerful and confident in his sister's presence.
“We mustn’t say all we think about her, thongh—eh,
Catherine ?  Praise to the face is open disgrace, you know.”

“When you've guite finished shaking hands with your
aunt, Cathering,” eaid Mrs., Chileott, acidly, * cappose you find
o chair for yourself, and come and have your tea.”

Catherine started mervously, and obeyed ; and the little
flash of pleasantry in her unele’s kind blue eyes died out.

% Oh, mamma, what do you think 7™ said Clara. * Mrs.
Pett is going to the seaside with her little girl.”

“Very ridiculous to go to the seagide in March,” said
Mrs. Chilcott.

“ And when they always pretend to be so poor,” said Clara.

# That woman is a great humbog. I know ber family live
in Brichton, and T see throngh her ptuﬂ to geb an nutiug there,
1 shall tell her she's going the best way to kill the child.”

“ The doctor ordered ber to take the little thing to Ter-
quay,” interposed Dulcinea, rather indignantly. * Pray, pray,
Lydia, say nothing abont it to her. 1t may save little Amy's
life, the nurse told me, to get her away for & time from that
ill-drained, miserable house of theirs, whilst she is so delicate
after poneumonis,”

“ Tt is all nonsense. Dr, Gold should not order people of
their means to Torquay. ITow can she afford it? And T am
sending them jelly and all sorts of good things. T wish he
would not interfere. I have no opinion, either, of those
professional nurses, What does she know about it ? and who
ever heard of people in their position having & nurse at all?
In my young days home nursing wos considered good enongh
even for the gentry.”

“ Friends are—are clubbing together to help give little
Amy this onting,” said Dulcinea, who was paying the whole
expense of Mrs. Pett's projected trip out of her own pocket,
“and I am o little responsible myself, for I persuaded Mrs,
Pett to go ; so pray don't blame her.”
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#71 think it is a pity, Aunt Duleines,” said Olars, “ that
wou should let yourself be so taken in, You may be very
pure mamma knows best, and from this houge things enough
can be sent to keep any child in health. As Canon Holb
eays, people who don’t understand the ins and cuts of this

rish—*"

2 “ [ was familiar with the ing and onts of this parish, Clara,
and of this house, for that matter, before you were born," said
Miss Dulcinea, with another tremulons langh, *and before
Canon Holt ever set eyes on the place. I think yon forget
that. Hector, I am afraid I must be trodging homewards
sgain. It looks terribly like snow, and your pretty hyacinths
that are just coming oot in the drive, will be guite speilt.
They are full early.”

“ A preat deal too early,” said the admiral, shaking his
head, and glad to seize on such a safs topic as his fluwers,
% What with the mild winter and the sheltered position ; we
have had & very fine show in the hot-honses, but T am afraid
the outdoor ones will be done for if we are going to have a
gpell of wintry weather. It looks threstening, Are you well
wrapt up, Duleinea 7 "

“Obh dear me, yes, In my old waterproof, and my over-
shoes, nothing can bnrt me,” said Dualcinea, cheerfully.

“(Can't yon persuade her to have the carriage, Lydia?™
gaid the admiral, turning with eolicitons conrtesy to his wife,

“I'm afraid I can's have my horses taken oub sgain this
afternoon,” suid Mrs. Chileott. * They've been into Ilverton
already, and Bonner is not too fond of the brougham being
ordered at s moment’s notice.”

“1f Booner is idle, my dear, you will have to replace
bim," said the admiral, with a sndden lightening of his bine
gyes, 1 wonld walk you home myself, Duleinea, but that I
am completely crippled, a8 you see, And those boys are out
somewhere— "

% The dear boys. But vou always forget what an inde-
pendent woman I am, Hector,” cried Dulcinea, as she made
her farewells.
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But the admiral’s scriples were eet at rest by the appear-
ance of George, who came in, red and healthy from the cold
grected his aunt heartily, and derided his mother's displeased
entreaties that he wonld come and have his tea.

“I'l walk home with suntie, and get some whiskey and
geltzer. That'll suit my book u lot better,” esid the young
gentleman, coolly.  * We know the cupboard where that lives,
don’t we, Aunt Duoleinea ? and it's my belief she takes a little
drop of comfort herself now and then,” said George, who knew
very well that poor Miss Chilcott was an earnest teetotaller,
who had eaused half the village to adopt the blue ribbon.

His father laughed, and Clara’s attentive face expressed
horrified creduolity.

“ @o along with you, sir, and escort your sunt home safely.
We can't have your barrack-room jokes here,” said the admiral,
highly delighted to see George in good spirits, and laying his
hand fondly on his boy's stalwart shoulder.

Oatherine gaw the three who were in such perfeet accord
leave the room with great regret; she felb sure thet a lecture
for herself was impending, and & combined attack from her
asunt and Clara not infrequently reduced her to tears.
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QHAPTER XIL

PresvMasny, Miss Ohileott made good nse of her opportoni-
ties when walking home with her nephew, for the next day
he snnounced his intention of taking Cutherine to tea with
her aunt. Since no one in the housebold, apparently, cared
to thwart George, Catherine went, and spent a very happy and
peaceful afternoon—at the end of which she felt as though
ghe had known her kind relative all her life,

She possessed a full share of the soft sentiment which
characterized Miss Chileott, and enjoyed a kind of melancholy
happiness in reading over Ler poor young mother's letters to
theslder half-sister, whom she had evidently loved ; but Aunt
Dulcines was very loyal, and was particular that those which
complained of Lydia’s harshness and unkindness shonld not
meet Catherine's eyes.

She found that nearly all the odd possessions that were
geattered over her aunt’s sitting-room and bedroom had some
little family history or sssociation attached, and that this
faithfol soul could never bear to part with a single memento
of any one who had ever held the smallest place in her tender
heart. The sampler worked by her grandmother—the box
clumsily put together by a little brother's first carpentering
efforts—the faded embroidery only half finished when the
worker died, with the rosty needle sticking in it—all these,
and & hundred other mute evidences of unforgotten affection,
were gathered together under that Lumble, thatched roof,
beneath which the poor afflicted niece had found a shelier,
and where she lay upstaira in vhe best bedroom, whilst the
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back attic, looking into the orchard, was found good emough
for the owner of the tiny domain.

« %1 have given offence to them all in my time, by my
opinions,” said Aunt Duleinea ; “buot they let me alone now,
An Epglishman’s honee is his castle ; and independence I must
have."

Catherine thonght that a more naturally soft and dependent
creature by pature she hod never seen, and she conld hardly
help langhing at her sunt's gentle assumption of wizdom and
decigion.

W Clars said yon were a Bocialist,” she obeerved, smiling.

“Well, my dear, if Clara enid eo, I've no doubt she ia
right,” esid Aunt Doleinea, with a little twinkle in her blae
eyea. I have my own conscience, and that conseience would
not permit me to enjoy my forbune. As you will be told all
abont it sooner or later, yon may as well hear my version of
my own sTairs, as other people’s. 1 don't want to presch or
be strong-minded, my dear ; bub T may set my little cxample,
I hope. It's a free counbry ¢ if it were not, T shonld be off
to America to-morrow,” eaid Miss Duleinea. * Distance is
notling to me. I have travelled a good biv in my time, and
opened my mind—which is more than can be said for poor
Lydia, who never crossed the Chunnel but onee in her life, and
who thinks there is no more of the world to be learnt than liea
between Bridescombe and Eaton Bquare.”

Cutherine perceived that it was quite as dangerous to set
Mies Duleinea off on the topic of Mrs. Chileott as to mention
Miss Dulcines to her Aunt Lydia, and hastened to revert to
the sebject in band.

“ And whet did you do with your fortune, auntie ? "' she said,

“Well, my dear, T pave it away,” eaid Miss Chileott,
lowering her voice. * Btrictly between ourselves, my darling,
perhaps 1 was a little foolish and impulsive, and onght not to
bave been in soch a burry about it. Perbaps I coold have
done more good with it if I had kept it in my own hands,
Certainly, I should have been a great deal more considered,
though that is neither here nor shere.  But I looked upon it
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as & temptation ; and it made me very uncomfortable to snend
s great deal on myself, when I knew I conld live on a very
little, and yet be perfectly comfortable, warmly eclad, aud
properly fed, which is all that really matters.”

Catherine listened seriovsly and respectfully.

“] am not wishiul to lay down any law on the subject,”
gaid Miss Duoleinea, wery earnestly. *To my mind, each
individual must try honestly to work oub his own salvation, as
the phrase goes. My dear, I was tempted by pretty clothes
and smart things, though no one would think it to look at me
now, and I wae particularly indolent and fond of the good
things of this life, I remember when I was not much older
than you are now, I used to lie awake at night—a very little
kept me awake, I was an excitable, nervons girl—trying to
look my own life in the face, as it were, and asking myself who
wonld be the worse if 1 died abt thet moment, and what nse I
had been to my fellow-creatures 2 Ah, my dear, clever people
nowadays are impatient of these litkle, homely donbt: and
scruples, and put women's thooghts into wonderful language ;
But the human doubts and wonderings are not much changzed,
though every generation expresses them differently. Our fathers
were didactic and flowery, and we were metaphysical and senti-
mental ; and now they are, as they say, tired of truisms, and
become brillisnt and cynical, and fond of inverting common
gense into something more piquant and startling ; but the
truth of the truisma remains, and the restlessness of homan
hearts, when each beging to ask iteelf the meaning of life, is
the same, and the moments come to each of ng—the wise and
the gimple, the learned and the ignorant. I have never bheen
thought wise, my dear; but I have tried to use the little
judgment I have conscientiously. And, belicve me, Catherine,
if one wants & troe answer to 8 golemmn guestion, one must ask
pne's gelf in the eilence of the night, my dear.”

“ But, Aont Duoleines, thinge always leok to me go terrible,
and cut of proportion, in the night. I wait till the morning,
on the contrary, when everything, over which I fret and worry
if I lie awake, gets quite easy and simple again.”
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“That I8 g0, said Miss Dulcines ; “and I found the
interests of the day carried me along quite happily, and never
gave me time to think at all. That is why I tried in the night
to face the meaning of it, and realized that thus day after day
would glide away in thoughtless ccoupation, and wasting of
time, and innocent amusements, and games which led to
nothing, and that the end wounld find the peactical result of
my life was absolutely mdl."

Catherine looked a little conscience-stricken and wistful.

@[ was unmarried, my darling, and likely to remain g0,
gaid Miss Dnlcinea, & very faint, pink colour rising in her ofd,
waxen cheeks, and dying away sgain.  “If I had had parenta
left to devote wyself to, or—or any one—you must not think I
shonld have taken the step I did. A woman's mission must be
firat to devote herself to the care of the old, or the yonng ; for her
parents in the home of ler childhood, or for her dear little
children, and ber husband, if ghe is married. Bot T was alone,
aud neither purticolarly wanted by my stepmother, who lLad
her little Mary to occapy her, nor by my brother and his wife,
with whom I was living, when a distant relative of my mother's
left Hector and me this nnexpeeted wealth. The Ohileotts had
slways been comifortable, but never rich. Very plain, un-
pretending people, my dear—gentlemen-farmers, parsens, and
soldiers and esilors; good, solid Englishmen, helping their
country by their honest professions and clean lives—not idle,
society folk. Well, Lydia wanted me to belp her build on to
the old house, and, as I thought, spoil it, and T refused. Theat
was our first real disagreement,”

“Poor Aunt Duleinea 1"

“Well, my desr, you wounld have thought Lydia could not
enjoy Hector's fortune for thinking I had the same, and so
much less, as she thought, to do with it, However, Catherine,
I settled that part of her grievance. You must not think I
sm going to boast of what I did with my moeney, Catherine ;
bot I am thankinl to say I believe I did a greas deal of good.
Charity beging at home, my desr; aud the Chilcotis are a
fairly numerous race, if you come to count up all the branches,
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I sought out the poor members of our own family—one or
twg old ladies, hall-starving, and very proud. It was a nice
gurprise to them to Liear of an unexpected provision for thei:
old age ; & retired half-pay officer or so, strogpling with & large
family ; a little certainy settled upom them jost made all the
difference, and epabled the dear things to slecp at night. And
the boys—quite > number of young cousins—to be put into
the way of s good edncation, sand a fair start in life, poor
fellows ; and a little sum settled on the girls, which made all
the difference to their prospects of msrrying. It was verv,
very plessant, playing at being a fairy godmother.”

She smiled ab the recollection, und then grew grave again,

“What I shall regret always," she said earnestly, *is that
it mever occurred to me to provide independently for litele
Mary. I thonght she would have what her mother had, and,
knowing Hector was her guardian, that she was safe enongh.
But [ did not reslize that, when her mother died, she wonld be
entirely dependent on bLim, which meant, on Lydias caprice ;
and by the time she married, I had put it ook of my power to
do very much for anybody.”

“X¥oun gave it all away 7"

“Not all, my dear. I kept enongh to provide for my own
respectability and comfort, and no mere. When the deed
waa donoe, I told Hector and Lydia what I had left. Even
Hector was angry with me, and Lydia wanted to have me shut
up in & lunatic asylom,"

Bhe chuckled a little over the recollection of Liydia’s wrath.

% However, I survived it,” she remarked ; *and then, like
a call from Hesven, came the news that our poor, old oncle
William was dying slowly of some terrible illness in America,
quite helpless, with an invalid danghter, and in grest want
and misery. T remember thinking it Incky I had a good
balance, 23 well a3 my niee little income. I saw the moment
was come when [ could really be of some uee in the world, I
conld give up breakfasting in bed, and reading novels, and
going to dances and playing games, because I had some real
work to do. It was not worth while before. Games and
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outings had been the business, not the relaxation of my life.
Ho off I went."

+ *“0h, Aunt Daleinea, were youo not frightened to start
off alone 7"

“] won't say I wasn't,” eaid Miss Chilcott, shaking her
head. “I remembeied that poor Uncle William had always
been spoken of as the black sheep. But, my dear, if you had
geen their misery, and how my small mesns were richea to
them, and how poor little Emily, who was a child then, clung
to me, and how terribly afflicted she was; you would have
understood how absorbed I became in my life out there.
And there was scope for doing so much good besides.”

“ And then yon brought Emily home "

“Well, my love,” said Miss Dulcines, apologetically, I
must confess to you, that I was not very lucky with the little
money I had left myself. Poor Uncle William advised me
rather badly. I thonght, being & man, he would know all
about businessy and it turned out he had not a very good
bead for it, after all, poor fellow, though he took o great deal
of trouble. Anyway, all my fine dreams of endowing & quiet
Bisterhwod to nurse the poor, and entering it myself, ended in
smoke. I suppose God did not wish if,'" said Miss Chileott,
who referred all her affairs to the Almighty, with the simple
directness of & child. * And I found myself quite thankful to
be sble to bring Emily home to the old village, when Uncle
William died. We went to Bridescombe ab first, but that did
nob do, and 8o Hector let me have this cottage, and settled
my little investments for me, all I had left, and here I am ;
and my mission in life, which was to have beem so great,
turns into & very humble little affair after all.”

Later, George came to the cottage to fetch his consin home,
an attention which surprised and flattered Catherine very much.

In the duosk of their return walk, they became more
friendly than opportunity had hitherto permitted, and the
young gentleman gave Catherine some lofty advice on his
Aunt Duleinea's peculiar views regarding property.
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“ But I think she must be almost & saint,” said Catherine,
tirgidly.

* Bo ghe is, poor dear,” he said heartily. * Ne one ean ha
fonder of auntie than I am ; but she's terribly unpractical, you
gee, Catherine, I expect the repson the mater doesnt on-
courage you to go and see her is, that she's afraid yon'll get
imbued with her ~-iews ; 8o mind yon don’t, or you'll get me into
& row for taking you to see her, which I certainly mean todo.”

*Oh, George ! I would not get you into & row on any
sccount, when you've been go kind to me."”

“ Nonsense, I'm only joking," eaid George, hastily staving
off any possible expressions of gratitude; * but, you see,
Catherine, there’s no denying, Aunt Dulcinea did bebave
rather foolishly shont her money; even my father thinks
Bo, and, you know, he is the last person in the world to tale s
severe or unfair view of anything."

“I suppose so,” said Catherine; *yes, indeed. Only,
George, I cen't help thinking she was right, Ouoght we not
to give away what is not abeolutely necessary, instead of spend-
ing money on fine clothes and luxories while some people are
starvipg P "

“Why, she's been at you already, you little poose" eaid
George. “I beg your pardon, Catherine, bmt you ean't be
such & child as not to know there are two sides to every
question. One doesn’t, of course, expect women to nnderstand
—er—~political economy, and all that,” said honest George,
who was indeed very far from being able to explain any-
thing of the kind; *but yon must see that spending your
money, even on yourself, helps the poor just as surely as
though yon pave it away, and gives them work into the
bargain, which is much betier for them. Your fine clothea
give joba to dozens of people, from the manufacturer of the
stuff, to the girl who sews bottons on ; and the more luxuorious
you are, the more folk you employ to wait on you, Dless
your heart, even if you chucked your whole fortune into the
sea, you would but add infinitesimally to the value of every
one else's gold.”
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, Cntherine, whose docile mind accepted the most apparent
troiems with respect, was much impressed by her courin's
manly superiority.

“1 wigh I could be eo calm and so sure of everything os
George,” she reflected; “one can slways depend upon a
person like thak, I is very restful. Is it becanse he iz a
man ? " and she thought of Delia, whose vehement opinions
rarely survived a night's rest. Catherioe, however, was not so
deficient in feminine artinlpess as she wes in knowledge of
political economy, and she presently showed her gratitude for
George's kind explanations, by discrectly sobstituting Delia
for Aunt Duleinea, as a subject for conversation,

George would have prolonged the walk indefinitely, from
the woment Catherine began to sing the praises of his pretty
cousin, hud he not known it to be alrendy rather Inte. He
enjoyed Catherine’s company more than he would have
thought possible, and declared that ber wish to hear Delia sing
ghould be gratified that very evening.

After dinner, cousequently, Mrs. Chileott was actuslly
obliged to sit by, whilst Geurge, who did not know ome mote
from the otler, assured Delin that he was fonder of musio
than of anything in the world.

“I am sure David will be very happy to play for you,"
gaid Delin.  “ I had no idea you were musical, George ; it is
something quite new."”

“Oh, 1 don't care for instromental mnsie ; it is singing I
like," gaid George. “In London, as yon must know, Delia,
one's tastes develop for thut sort of thing."

“Delia knows nothing of London,” suspped Mrs, Ohil-
cott. * Earl's Court is not London.”

George scowled at this interruption, but it seemed to change
Delia’s opposition into a sudden willingness to oblige her cousin,

“I am sure I will sing with pleasure, if you wont me to,
George,” she said, rising, * and if nobody objects.”

“You will disturb nobody that I know of,” said Mrs,
Chilcott. “ Clara never expects any one to listen to her

choir-practice.”
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“Who could help hearing that ? " retorted George, not too
regpecifally,  “ It wounld wake the dead.”

“I have always been tanght to sing ont,” said Clara, in a
hurl tome.  * Delia nsed to sing like a mouse in a cheese o
a child, Mamma eaid 0.

“Delin is not so frightened of the present company as she
was 85 o child,” said Delia, herself, very sweetly.

Diavid listened to these and similar remarks, with surprise
and disteste. He bad stayed too eeldom ot Bridescombe to
have become accostomed to this dissgreeable form of conversa-
tion. He was peived st Delia’s bitterness, and he resented the
glights which Le could not help perceiving his aunt put wpon
his pretty sister.

“1 will play yonr sccompaniments, Delis,” he eaid,
going to the piano; “and we will do only the old things we
know by Deart,” and he struck a few chords with a firm, clear
touch and woke the admiral, who had been slumbering peace-
fully in bis armclair ; and called forth an indignant—

“ Really, David | That cannet be good for the piano,”
from Clara.

Byt David's spirit wss ronsed, snd he paid no attention
to Clura. He was & born musician, and an accomplished
pecompunist, and be was determined that jostice should be
done to his sister's singing. Delin was infected by his energy,
and ber beautiful voice, with ite perfectly round, true notes,
rose and fell in the vaulied, spacious room that allowed it full
seope aud effect.

The suiffs of Mrs. Chilcott, and the inandible gromblings
of Clara, weré alike overpowered and silenced ; and as the last
note of her song died away, the old admiral’s applause was so
frantically echoed by George, and so warmly joined in by the
delighted Catherine, that Delia's triumph for the moment was
complete.
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OHAPTER XTIL

In April, when the delighta of spring in Devonshire were open-
ing to Catherine for the first time ; when she conld have cried
for sheer joy at the discovery that the fern-shaded mossy banks
in the lanes were thickly grown with primroses, and purple
with wiolets, to be hers for the mere pleasure of gathering
when ghe found that forget-me-nots were a8 common as weeds,
snd as blue ns hesven, and that the stately red and golden
velvet wall-flowers, which stood stiff and glowing in the sun-
shing, were different indeed from their drooping breshren which
ghe had once bought in withered bunches on the marlket-place 3
when she saw a cherry orchurd in blossom, and walked with
hier unele in the lanes, and sat with him in the parden, listen-
ing to the frenzied concert of birds, and delighting with him
in the fresh, dewy, scented mornings of the glorious April days
—then, to her dismay and regret, was issued the mandats thab
the time had come for the Chilcott family to make their
sunusl move to London.

To those who know not their Devon, spring may be spring
everywhere 3 bot to those who do, early April seems to luck
its special charm in any other country. What are the budding
trees, unless they bear their crimson burden of delicately
promised folinge, against that faint, indescribable, blue mist
what are the primroses, unless their wet leaves and innocent
fuces nestle under the shelter of the crombling, red earth
banks, ewelling with rich folness beneath s mantle of moss;
what the emerald moss, unless the delicate fronds of fern spring
here and thers from its velvet folds ; or how can a field of
plough, that is merely dark brown or grey mud colour, evoke
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the same rapture as the glowing soil of Devon ; the red mother
earth which yields such generous return for the labour of her
BODE,

The young people went primrosing, and the charm of the
expedition, in the remembrance thereof, was not lessened to
Catherine, because it proved to be the only expedition of the
kind.

Clara obligingly developed a cold, and stayed at home;
wherefore Delis and George disappeared into the brushwood,
where the primroses were thickest, and Catherine lingered
with David on the open path which led throungh the woods
of Welwyzbere,

Catherine lingered with David; gathering the primroses
and giving them to him, as she tied wp each pretty bunch,
to place in the big basket. The April sunlight fell on her
simple garden hat, and russet-brown gown, and roeset-brown
hair with the golden glint in it, which only the sunsghine lends
to rnsset-brown. Ko word was said, and no glanee was given,
that held a oot of consciousness, bot the consciousnces was
there for all that, That soft, vagne happiness of possibility,
which, constitutes the charm of the present, and the future, for
yvouth., The sabtle string of sympathy was pullivg at the little
heart, loyally and faiehfolly filled as it was, with an image
bearing no resamblance to the glowing dark eyes and merry
conntenance of the boy who walked beside her, and whoss
ardent, suscepuible nature could not buobt be sensible of the
charm of the maiden next him ; of the sweet red transparency
of the rounded cheek, and the pretty, pointed shadows of the
downeast Inshes,

They filled their basket with primroses, and she blushed
when he helped ner curefully over & stream which crossed
their path, takmg her little hand very gently as he did so;
and they said novmng ; and yet she wounld never forget, nor
perhaps would he, that April morning ; the plucking of the
flowers from their grey-green leaves; the half-shy and
altogether trivial woras which were uttered to the accompani-
ment of birds' songs, and the crackling of the underwood

b
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beneath their feet. The episode was like the hesitating opening
of a story that will never be finished, and meant nothing, and
ret became & memory—a little tender memory of spring
and youth and innocent love—to both David and Catherine,
and cavsed them to think kindly, if not regretfully, of each
other when their ways presently parted.

Delin bailed the retnrn of the Chileotte to London with
joy. Even her friendship for Qatherine conld nob reconcile
her to her enforced idleness b Bridescombe. Perhaps she was
not so very unreasonable in her complaints of the uselessness
of the small aceomplishmenta in embroidery and knitting which
passed muster for ccoupation there.

“ Potter, potter, potter,” she cried impatiently to Catherine,
It would drive me mad. Meals that conld be ecaten in ten
minutes prolonged for hours.  Orders that conld be given in
two seconds, repeated and discnssed and contradicted twenty
times.," Bhe imitated the admiral's gentlo and rather plain-
tive tones, “*My dear, I went round the houses to-day, and
thought the— Aum—Awm—hium—looked rather drooping ;" or,
‘My dear, I've been very busy this morning, talking to Jones
wbout the chum—chum—chwm; he suggests trying s new
method.! And there's a morning's work ; and a drive to
deliver a bit of pasteboard three miles off, on people who hate
you, is the afternoon’s ocenpation ; and half the talk is of

- what your neighbours have done, or said, that they onght not -
and the weather, the horses, and the servants; the servants,
the horses, and the weather ; and the other half is to the
Iiﬂg’ﬂ."

Cutherine langhed.

“I am not sure the conversation addressed to the dogs
is not the most sensible,” said Delia ; “it i certainly the leass
epiteful. Lord Macaulay could never have said here that the
presence of dogs put an end to all rational conversation
even if he had hesrd Aunt Lydia begging her King Charles to
be a tootley, wootley, pootley, and kiss his dear mamma with
nice-itty, gratery, watery tongue.”

“You did a pretty sketch of the King Charlea™



CATHERINE OF CALAIS. 163

“T love his quaint little head, and pathetie eyes, and snub
ngse, bot I wounld rather kies one of the cows, thank you,”
guid Delin, making a face. *They sare not scavengers Ly
nature, and they live on clesn, sweet grass and hay, I wonld
rather not describe what I saw the King Charles enjoying, my
dear, before Annt Lydia tempted him with cutlets and chicken
st lunch, to wall- on the table-cloth, or scrunch bones on the

L]

“You are full of fads, Delin," said Olara, who entered
during this diatribe., *It is very easy to see you were brought
ap in London.”

“Thank yon, Clara. You seldom flatter, and a compliment
from you €8 & compliment,™

#1 meant no compliment——"" began Clara ; but Delia
was gone. Bhe never waited for Clara’s explanations.

“ Poor Delia 1" said Olara. * We must meke great allow-
ances for her, Catherine ; she has been go badly brooght up.
I dare say she really feals going back to that pokey lodging,
though she pretends to be so anxious to get home.”

“] wish she were coming with us," said Catherine, wist~
fully,

?:‘I don't know why yon shonld wish that,” said Clara, in
an offended tone. * Bhe could not explain abont London to
yon 88 I can. She has never gone into socicty at all. I do
not know what Delia does with herself in that dreadful place
they live in. Bhe cannot really be at her School of Art and
her fiddling sll day, a8 David declared. Buot you will enjoy
London very much, Catherine, even thongh you are not come
out. It will all be so new to you. You will drive in the Park
with mamma énd me, and you will see me in my Drawing-Room
dresa] You bave never seen anything of the kind in your
'HIE*II

““No, I have not," eaid Catherine; *that is very trme.
And I suppose Delis has never been to Court #

“Delia 1" cried Olara. * What can you be thinking of ?
Do you not know how poor they are "

“Do you have to pay to go in 7 " said Catherine, anxionsly,



164 OATHERINE OF OALAIB.

“To pay!™ said Olara, with horror, * Really, Catherine,
it is fortunate you should display such ignorsnce to no ome
bhut me. Pay to go lo a Drawing Hoom, as if it was a
theatre | ™

“I did not know,” said poor Catherine, humbly, *I
suppose the Queen invites you, then P "

“It is not & question of being invited. . How stopid yon
are, Catherine. Inm our position, of course we are ezpected to
go,” said Clara, loftily. * We did not go last year ; mamma
was ill. Bot this year I am going, and you shall see me
dressed for it."

In spite of this brillisnt prospect, however, Catherine so
much regretted the beauty she was leaving, and looked for-
ward so little to finding herself once more in London, that
she timidly begged her aunt to leave her behind.

" Cortainly not,”" Mra. Chilcott said sharply. “It will
polish yon up very much to come to town. You should be
thankful for such advantares, Catherine. Younare a great deal
. too fond of moping and mumping round the garden with your

unele. And you impose mpon his good natore by hanging on
to him so continually.”

“No, no, Lydia!"™ cried the admiral. *I like to have
her with me. Pray, my dear, don’t talk like that."”

* It will be very good for you to be more with Clara, who
eets you & far better example than Delia ; and I can't have yon
becoming sssocisted in people’s minds with Aont Dulcinea's
ecoentricities, or 8 companion for the poor creature she has
gaddled herself with. I shall try and bring yon up to be a
lady,” eaid Mrs, Ohileott, “and I wish you would drop some
of your eilly foreign expressions, *I like very much the
country,’ and ‘It impatients me,’ are not Englich ; and Clara
tells me you asked George at billiards if your ball was depassing
hie. No wonder he langhed at yon. And asking the gar-
dener if the seeds had ‘pushed’ yet. You must listen to us
talking,"” said Mrs, Chilcott, whose knowledge of her own
langnage might have borne extension, *and try and improve

"

yourself,
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T ask not better,” eaid poor Catherine, too much flurried
tq perceive she was repeating the offence,

% And don't be making plans for meetin' Delia in town, for
I never encourage her to come to Eaton Bguare, It is all very
well having her bere in the country, but she knows nothin’ of
town life," said Mrs, Chilcott, as she hurried in her peculiarly
jerky manner from the room.

“T am afraid you and me mnst make the hest of it, and
hecome gay people, little Catherine,” said the admiral, with
forced cheerfulness,

His form of gaity consisted in spending the fine weather
he loved in the town he hated ; in painfully writing messagea
to hiz agent, which he longed to deliver by word of mouth ;
in eitting in warm rooms, thinking of his hay and his spring-
ing cropa, when he wonld have given half his income to be in
the fresh air looking at them; in squeezing himself into a
uniform becoms somewhst tight for him, to wait upon the
representative of his sovereign, whom he felt sure would very
gladly. have excused his attendance; and in sitting wp at
night, when he longed to be snug in bed. Buot he made no
mention of all thesa details to Catherine when he eaid play-
fully, “ Youn and me, little Catherine, must make up our minds
to become smart folk, like the rest of the world, even althongh
you are not come out, and thongh it is pretéy nigh the time
when I shall have to go in altogether,” he ended, almost to
himself.

Catherine was not qguite the gimpleton her sunt imagined
her, but her mute eympathy was not the less pleasant to her
uncle becanse he fancied it to be altogether nnconseions,

“Bhe is like my family, Bhe reminds me of Dulcines as &
child, and of my dear father,” the ndmiral said to himself,

Oatherine was expeoted to find a prest deal of amunsement
in watching Clara moant her mighty steed every morning at
the door of the house in Eaton Square, and in secing her start
for her ride. It fell to her own share to lead three little dogs
for & walk in the Park, by the side of her aunt, who took this
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exercize daily for the sake of her favourites’ health, and for
fear they should miss the air of the country,

« The sdmiral wes very apt to remain indoors until his
afternoon drive; he was too infirm to enjoy walking in the
streets, and the Bguare did nob interest him. It was notb like
his own garden, where he conld potter about, leaning on his
gtick, and peusing every moment to look at scme plant which
was making progress, or some weed which muost be removed.
When he wa: well enough he rode with Clars, but this was
very seldom indeed, it seemed to Catherine,

“Do you think we shall see anything of the Adelstanes,
Olara ? " she ventured to asl her consin one day.

Clara looked portentously prave.

“Well, Catherine, I don't like, a8 yon know, to ssy any-
thing against one's own neighbours,” ehe esid, “but I must
tell yon that I am not particularly sorry that we do not often
gee the Adelstanes in London. Mamma does not care at all
for the set Lady Sarah belongs to. No doubt they think
themselves very smart and all that, bot I fear they are not at
all niee people. Lady Sarah is & very odd woman indeed. At
one btime ghe nsed almost to live ab race-meetings, which is not
at all nice for & lady. Mamma is sometimes quite glad thab
they are too badly off to live at Welwysbers.”

“Are they, indeed " said Catherine, with a pang st her
heart.

That Sir Philip Adelstane should be poor, and the Chilcotta
rich, seemed to her a strange ordination of fate. Catherine
knew nothing of London, and very little of life, from actual
experience, bub she had read s good many standard works of
fiction with eager interest, and had formed her ideas there-
from. Bhe had expected to find herself u homble onlooker at
& brilliant assembly of company, in the house in Eaton Square ;
whereas ghe had been there & very few daye belore the thought
occorred to ber that, so far ss company was concerned, they
mig ht almost as well have remained at home,

A hombler conntry neighbour or so dropped respectinlly in
to lunch, and was graciously patronized by Mrs, Chileott ; a
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few more important ones returned cards. One gent an invita-
tion to & dinner, and one to & small dence ; ot otherwise the
flmily seemed to fall into a rontine not less monotonons than
at Bridescombe.

The morninz ride for OQlara, and walk in the Park for
Catherine with her annt, who never seemed to have an acquaints
ance in the gay crowd, though she knew several miost shock-
ing storice of the great ladies she pointed out to Catherine,
which eghe did not scruple to relate to her young niece.
Catherine believed these stories implicitly until one day when
George accompanied his mother, and, bowing to the lady of
whom Mra, Chileott bad related strange tales on the previouns
morning, he revealed her name a8 being that of quite a dif-
ferent person. After the morning’s outing, and the long
luncheon, eame the afternoon drive round and round the
Purk, or calling at honses whose owners never seemed to he
&t home ; then tea, the fatigned and spiceless conversation of
people who have seen too much of each other all day, and
which had to be yet further exercised duoring dinner; and
finally, dull games of cards or dominoes: These evenls sune-
eeeded each other with very occasional breaks,

Nevertheless, Catherine was sympathetically ready to admire
where admiration was expected, and to express her wonder ab
the magnificence of the dresses and ornaments donned by her
punt and cousin when they were * going ont.” She was im-
pressed by their prandenr, even thongh their choice of colours
geldom recommended itself to her taste.  Catherine was humble-
minded, and willing enough to distrust her own judgment ;
ghe had no doubt of the superior knowledgre and faszhion of
her annt, even thouzh she obssrved that a delicate sea-green
satin wag trying to a dark and elderly wearer, or that robies
and turquoises clashed curionsly when worn in soch & con-
junction, or that & heavy tiara of pesrls and dismonds sat very
oddly on a bald forehead.

Clara inherited her mother's fondness for light tints, and
startled the eye by uncouth contrasts of moanve and bloe, or
pink and yellow in the volominous garments which elothed
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her large person in the daytime, and eovered some portion of
her chorms in the evening, when Oatherine was equolly amazed
and shocked at the expanse of white neck, and the length of
round, red arm, exhibited by the modest Clara.

Oatherine, though little troubled with an excess of vanity,
was considerably exercised in her mind concerning her own
personal appearance st this junctore. Mrs. Ohileott carried
her horror of untidiness to a positive hatred of ploturesqueness,
sud the pretty, curly hair, which constituted Catherine’s best
claim to good looks, came under the ban of her displeasure,
Bhe pointed trivmphantly to Clara's well-oiled and carefully
smoothed colourless locks,

“ Not & hair out of place,” she said severely to Catherine.
“With a crop like that, yon look like a barmaid.”

Catherine did not know what o barmaid was ; but she was
deeply chagrined when first & ribbon, and then a comb, was
requisitioned, to strain her bair as tightly as possible off her
forehead,

% EBut, Aunt Lydia, it is o unbecoming,” she said, in a
frightened, imploring ‘tone, after one horrified glance at her-
eelf in the glass,

“You have not a fine forehend, liks Clara; but we must
make the best of it," said Mrs. Chilcott, looking from
Catherine’s low, broad brow, whereon the soft, rebellious corls
were already escaping from the comb, to the high and polished
forehead of her daughter, whence the hair was earefully raked
npwards.

“You must let your hair grow long and plait it ; that fuzz
is like & honsemaid’s mop."

The trouble was perliaps s small one, but it was none the
lesa real, and caused Catherine to shed some bitter, childish
tears, and Delia to break out into indignant protests when
they met.

“Why, what a goy they have made of my little f8ls ds
Cupidon,” she cried, with the grief of an artiet at o beantiful
picture spoilt. “ And why are you dressed in that horrible,
nnbecoming shade of butcher's bloe? But I need not ask—
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one of Olara’s old gownes out down for yon. What a misfortune
that you and I are smaller then Clara. Huorrah for rags and
liferty, and the power to wear my hair as loose and soft na
Natore planted it round my eara and forehead,” gaid Delia.
“Has Aunt Lydia been plastering you with her horrid bear's
prease 7'

“0h, hosh, bnsh ; yon make me feel T am so very—very
ungrateful to her,” almost sobbed Catherine, *Ib is so—so0
gilly to care 3 1 can't think why I do.”

“Why ? Becanse you are a woman," oried Delia, *and
not an overgrown, stupid child, like Clara. But dip your dear
little head into & basin of water, and the pretty curls will break
out again ; 1 would do it every time, if I were yon,”

And it is to be feared Catherine was guilty of this tacit
revolt agninst Mrs, Chileott’s hair-washes,

“T do not like London at all,” she thought to herself,
“thongh it is very bright and gay to see all the people in their
best clothes,” said unsophisticated Catherine, * driving in fine
carriages, and riding and walking in the Park. B8till I think
it makes one feel more lonely, to see 0 many people laughing
and talking, and not to be able to join in. I would rather stay
at homa with Uncle Hector, than be scolded every day by Aunt
Lydia ot walking, for pulling the dogs® stringe too fast, or
letting them dawdle too much, or for not holding myself up,
or for being as etiff as a poker. Aunnt Isabella did not love
me, but she lek me alone ; " and ghe thourht repretfully of her
walks with Bophie, to whom it never occurred to find fanlt
with her appearance or her behaviour, out of doors.

But one day she chinged her mind, and no longer evinced
any desire to shirk her morning promenades with Mra. Chileots,
for she saw Bir Philip Adelstane in the Row, riding a fine
chestnut hock, and engaged in earpest conversation with a
gtout, prey-bearded pentleman, who was jogeing by his side
on an immense black charger, and who had been pointed ont
one day by George, to Catherine, as the Doke of Cedmon,

Bhe caught ber breath, and her heart seemed almost to
gtop beating ; but she restrained the exclamation which was
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ready to burst from her lips, and thus she escaped the surprise
and displeasure which it would certainly have evoked from
Mrs. Ohileott, who regarded her Devonshire neiphboura as her
own peculiar property, and strongly resented her nieces’
previous acquaintance with the owner of Welwysbere.

Thenceforward Catherine looked forward with eagerness
to her morning walk, and the probability of reeing Bir Philip
aeain 3 but be was unfortunately acenstomed to ride at a mueh
earlier hour, and consequently her anxions serntiny resulted
only in the redoubled scolding of Mrs, Chiloott, who discovered
that her niece was prevccupied, and found her more helplessly
bewildered than ever, in steering her way through & crowd of
promenaders, whilst three self-willed quadrupeds pulled her in
three several directions at onee.

Bhe did not see Sir Philip again, but she met Ceeil, who
did not recognize ber, and who perceptibly increased his pace
when he did recognize Mre. Chileott, snd bowed with an
evident determination not to be stopped for conversation.

“Tt is a great pity that young man has no profession,” said
Aunt Lydis, tossing her head. * His prospects are very poor,
very poor indeed ; they had much better put him into any-
thing, than leave him idling about like that, waiting to step
into his uncle's shoes.”

“] heard him tell Aunt Isabells he was going into the
diplomstic serviee,” Catherine ventured to say.

“What nonsense! He onght to be put inte somethin’
where he can be makin® money. They are a8 poor as church
mice, I can't think how they live in London,” said Mrs. Chil-
cott, who remembered the time, before the admiral came into
his unexpected fortune from the brewer umele, when Lady
Sarah used to take her for an ocessional drive in the very same
barouche which now rolled past her own sometimes in the
Park.

Catherine cccasionally caught a glimpse of Lady Barah,
always upright and beautifully dressed ; always langhing and
amused, and never alone, but talking to mnother handsome
dowager, or to & pretty girl with a Lat that shaded the owner's
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face and ornamented the carriage at the same time. Bhe
copld not help noticing that, althongh her annt never lost an
uppurt.umt.y of descanting on the oddness and poverty of Lacy
Baral, she was, nevertheless, very much on the alert to eatch
the old lady's eye and bow to her, and often looked as if she
would like to murder the admiral, when the old gentleman
did not happen t~ take off his hat at the precise moment that
Lady Sarah chose to bestow ber careless nod and smile, It
made Catherine grow quite red and uncomfortable now, to
remember her impulsive visit to Lady Barsh and her offer to
be her maid. She thought of her aunt’s attendant, Mrs. Bill-
son—aof her many accomplishments in hair-dressing and dress=
making, of her knowledge of the uilments of dogs, and her
clegont appearance—and trembled st the recollection of the
contempt with which Lady Barah must have regarded her
fgnerant pretension to such a post.

It must be confessed, that George Chileott did not put in
8 very frequent appesrance at hie mother's hoose in Eaton
Square, He excused the infrequency of his visits, on the score
that he wes stationed et Windaor, and waa continually occupied
with his regimental duties ; and fortunately, his mother, being
a great desl too foshionable to drive to the limite of Earlas
Court to ses her invalid pister, at this time of the year, had no
idea how often she mizht have met her son there.

“ George {8 so unlike other young men,”" M., Chileott
remarked,  * Althongh be has been go short s time in his
regiment, I believe he is one of their most valuable officers,
they can hardly ever spare him."

She went with Olara to pay him an nnexpected vigit in his
guarters, and by what George regarded a8 a miracle, found him
4l home ; and had the delightful opportunity of perceiving
what o number of invitation cards were stock in the looking-
glass, and heaped npon the waiting-table.

“ George is asked everywhere ; he is very popular,” she said
trinmphantly, on ber return, to Delia, whom she found ab tea
with Catherine and the admiral,
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“I did not like to say anything, mamma, a8 you did nob
geem to notioe it, but I think he might have offered to take
m to some of those dances,” said Clara.

“ Yoo must get your invitation first,” said Delis, langhing
rather malicionsly. * People might be surprised to ses you
torn up st their houses, on the strengith of hoving invited
& young man they probably don’t even kmow by sight—to
their balls."

“ Delin knows so much about eociety, she is goin' to teach
yon snd me, Clara,” said Mrs. Chilcott, ignoring Delia with
scathing irony, and addressing herself pleasantly to her
daughter. “I don't consider a brother a chaperon, even
though it may be the fashion to do so in West Eensington
And you go ount far more than you wish, as it is, my dear.”

“Bot I don’t go to many balls, mamma,"” said Qlara, at
once too stupid and too honest to assist her mother's mis-
representation.

“Yon go to guite as many as I choose yon to go to,"
eaid Mra. Chilcott, sharply, Then she turned to Catherine.
“ What have you been doin' all the afternoon # "

“1 have been writing to Aunt Isabells,"” said Catherina,
always confused by her annt's abruptness,

“What! All the afterncon? Poor Aunt Isabellal” said
Mra. Chiloott, looking round for Clara’s acenstomed choros of
laughter, which for once her danghter was too much injured to
produce.

“No, I only mean—TI only spent half an hoor writing to
ber.”
¢ Hus che answered any of your letters yet ? ™

“ No, not exactly.”

% How do you mean, not exactly 7"

“1 had a line to-day from the nnrse—I meant to show it
to you," stammered Catherine, “saying she took the liberty—
o8 she put it—of sending me a few lines to eay my aunt was
muoch the sune as when 1 left, only weaker ; and that she had
bad another vigit from her lawyer, Mr. Bpearmen, which
seemed to cheer her up, and that she had resd my letters, and
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seemed pleased to get them. Nurse read them aloud to her,
a'nﬂ she did not forbid the nurse to write, though she sent
no message,"

I wonder you eare to go on writing to s person who docs
not take the tronble to answer.”

“Bhe is very old, and ill," Catherine said; *and she has
nobody bob me.”

“ Has she made her will 7

“Oh yes,” said Catherine, innocently ; “the lawyer came
over on purpose.  Bophie zaid so."

* Well, ehe can have nothing to leave,” said Mra. Chileott,
conternptuously ;  for the firm went bankrupt, I believe.”

“Oh no ; she has nothing. She is very poor indeed.”

“I can't understand why she shonld be poor,” said the
admiral, getting up slowly as he finished his tea, * 0ld Carey
was reported to have a considerable fortune left after his son's
failure, and the firm was started again. I shonld never be
surprised if she turned out to have a sum of money tied up
somewhere,”

* I wish, admiral, that you would not put such nonsense
into, Catherine’s head,” eaid Mrs. Chilcott. “Bhe has quite
enough romantic robbish in it already, without filling it with
ideas that she is to be an heiress,”

“T wish you would torn ont an heiress, Catherine,” cried
Delia, with mischievons delight. * What would you do with
your fortune 7 "

Catherine colonred.

“1 would share it with yon, Delia,” she said simply.

“ How can you be so fooligh, Catherine,” admonished Clara.
“Yon might as well say at once that you would imitate Aunt
Duleines, and give it away.”

“If Catherine did inherit s little money from her annt,"”
eaid Mra. Chileott, sharply, “ I should have thought she waa
not 8o ignorant as to imagine she could touch it at all. It
would be in her uncle's hands.”

“ Only until ehe was of age,” eaid Delia. * How old are
you now, Catherine ¢
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“ Baventeen.”

% Perhaps yon will kindly leave off talking nonsense,
Delin,"” said her aunt ; “and I'm sorry to hurry yon off, bot we
are dining out early and poing to the theatre.”

No one dared to propose that Delia might stop with
Catherine, who was not jndged old enough to go to the theatre
with her relatives.

“I would not come here at all except to see yon," whispered
Delin, as she kigsed her friend ; adding aloud, “ Then I had
better hurry up, and catch my omnibus. My chaperon is
waiting to take me to the Opera this evening. A kind friend
has gent stalls for David and me, and I shall be presently
enjoying Faunst."”

“ What friend can yon possibly have who would send you
gtalls for the Opera 7" exclaimed Clara,

“Wouldn't you like to know ? ™ Delia replied, langhing
and nodding. “ But I mustn’t detain you, Good night,”

And she vanished.

“Mamma " said Clara, passing in an awe-struck way.
“1 am afraid it wea George who sent her the ticketa, I
was walking with him in Bond Street the other day, and he
suddenly walked into Mitchell's, and got three stalls for the
Opera. He said it was for a friend, when I questioned him,”

% (lara, you are a perfect fool,” said Mrs. Chilcott.
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OHAPTER XIV.

Lany SBapaw ADRLSTANE was writing letters in her boundoir,
seated by the open windows of her pretty honse in Curzon
Btreet. If it had not been for that pretty hounse, it ia very
possible that 8ir Philip might not have been obliged to shut
up Welwysbere ; but ginece Lady Sarsh could no more live
without Londen than, as she declared, she conld breathe with-
out air, Welwyshere was almost deserled, save for two or
three weeks in the summer, when the family went down
occasionally, with a very inadequate staff of servants, lived in
s few of the principal rooms at the Abbey, invited their
neighbours to dine, and listened to some of the grievances of
theix tenanta.

The shooting was let, the fishing was let, and every avail-
able acre of land, even the home-farm was let ; and Bir Philip
felt bitterly his inability to oceupy the home of his fathers, in
which his whole heart was bound up. But, on the other hand,
Lady SBarah enjoyed a very comfortable existence; making
constant trips to Italy, Pacis, and the Riviera; visiting in
country houses during the autumn months ; and making her
head-quarters in her luxurious town house; & most popular,
fashionable, and admired old lady.

When she was dull or bored, which was not very often,
she had her weak heart, so to speak, to fall back upon—a
fresh physician fo consult, or a new and interesting cure to try,
Her ill-health excused her from any engagement that she found
inconvenient to fulfil, whilst it did not prevent her doing
snything she felt inclined to do.

Bhe was conscious of looking yonng for her age, in



176 CATHERINE OF CALATS

consequence of her upright carriage, her still beautiful com-
plexion, and her clear blue eyes, which latter were neither sunken
npr dimmed, thongh they were gorrounded by a network of fine
wrinkles. She would have looked younrer still, could ehe
have been persunded to put by ber chestnut foupés and plaits,
and allow her own plentiful white hair to appear ; but naturally
no one ventured to press this exeellent advice upon her, and
her taste otherwise was so good that she wasa very picturesqgne
and ornamental figure, as she sat there in her pretby morning
gown of flowered foulard and lace, just sufficiently occupied
with her notes not to be altogether bored, and jost sufficiently
bored to be glad of an interruption, when Bir Philip came into
the room.

# Will you give me your attention for a few moments, dear
mother 7" he said. “I have some rather startling news to
communicate to you."

Lady Barah forgot her weak heart, and sat upright, with
lively curiosity depicted on her countenance,

Bir Philip held some papers in his band, and she peeped
st them throngh a little gold-rimmed pisce-nez she had just
gtarted, with eyes that were still & good deal sharper than her
son’s, though their powers of sight might be less good than of

“¢In accordamce with the instructions of our Iate client,
Miss Carey, of Calajs—1""

#Ja that old woman dead—and has ghe left yom some
money ? " eried the quick-witted Lady Sarah, jumping at con-
clugions in & moment, * Or—pray, my dear Philip, don’t say
it is only that she has made you & guardian of that little omt-
landish niece of hers,” she added, with a sndden change of
tone ; **if she has, I must insist on youor declining any such
ridiculous charge.”

Bhe had much ado not to snatch the letters from his hand,
o Btrong was her inquisitiveness, and so impatient was she of
what she considered his tiresome deliberation, which any sign
of irritation on her part rather tended to increase than to
lesmen,
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“T had & letter yesterday from Messrs. Spearmen & Mott,
papr Miss Carey’s lawyers, in the City——™"

“Poor Miss Carey indeed! That little, ill-tempered,
black monkey—God forgive me, I forgot she was dead,”
interpolated Lady Sarah. * And pray do go on, Philip.”

“My dear mother, if yon wonld not interrnpt, I conld tell
you far more quickly,” said 8ir Philip, bewildered by this
outburst, * I had a letter from Messra, Spearmen & Nott——"

“There he goes, all over again ; he will drive me mad,”
thought Lady Barali; but she made s great effort, and said
nothing, though she formed half & dozen different conjectores
in her own mind during hizs measured words,

¥ —acquainting me with the fact of Miss Carey's death,
which they bad just learnt by telegram, and asking me if I
would call upon them, or whether I would prefer that they
should send a representative to wait opon me——""

“What can it matter what they wrote,” muttered the old
lad

jr"I went to see them this morning, having business which
took me in their direction,” said Bir Philip, gravely ; * but I
was umprepared, indeed, for the smnouncement they had to
make. Miss Carey has left her money to me, leaving special
instroctions with her solicitors that they were to inform me of
the beguest, and to read me the will, immediately npon receiv-
ing the news of her demise, There is no mention in her will
of the poor little nicce you allude to, no provision made for
her whatever, and——"

“And how much is it 7 " cried Lady Sarah, her eyes spark-
ling. 7 HB“ZE the little niece! What is t.I:ua figure 7 Ten,
twenty—thirly thousand pounds 7" Her voice rose almost to
a shriek with excitement.

“ It s impossible that they can give me the exact figures
yet, of course ; but Mr, Spearmen, who appears to have been
Ler principal adviser, estimates roughly the total of her
invested money at something onder two hundred and fifty
thousand,” gaid Bir Philip, in & hushed tone which reproved
ber exultation.

x
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My dearest Philip, my dearest boy—how I congratulate
youP How she must have loved your father, poor little
‘object as she was—poor, dear, good, old creature as she is”
cried Lady Baroh, ecstaticully ; * we con go to Welwyshers
sgain—yon can have all you want—and there need be no
more pinching and serewing,” excluimed Lady Sarah, who had
never in her life denied herself a single pleasure or loxury.
“Thank Hesven a thoosond times!" She felt onwontedly
religions at the mere ides of such a windfall, * Why do you
look &0 solemn and uncomfortable, Philip? Good heavens, in
your place I should be dancing round the room for joy ! said
his mother, irritably.

Bir Philip looked anything bat inclined to dance.

“ There are always drawbacks to be considered,” he said.
“T have no claim on Miss Carey. I do not know whether I
ghould have been justified in accepling this legacy, had I been
given any choice s

“ Are you mud ?"™ esid Lady Sarah, scornfully; and in-
wardly she repeated her thanksgiving as she noted his last
words., “ No cliim on her, indeed | Why, she was engagod—
actually engaged to your father—before he saw me ; ele had
every resson in the world to leave her money to you."

“ Becanse my father jilted her 7 " said Sir Philip, with the
sternness that Lady Sarah disliked.

“ He never could see the funny or pleasant side of any-
thing,” she said to herself, peevishly. * He and his father
and Oecil are all exactly alike. It's & mystery to me why I
never had & daughter to take after me,” Aloud she remarked,
“Tt would take a great number of overwhelming drawbacks
to moke me look grave over inheriting £250,000, unless,
indeed, ehe has attached some foolish or impossible condition,”
Lady Sarah turned quite pale with apprebension. * It is not
on condition of your doing auything ridiculous, I hope 7 " she
gaid in alarm. “Though, to be sure, one wounld make a good
many eacrifices for such a fortune.”

“ There are no conditions attached,"” said Sir Philip, cartly,
% gxcept that a wish is expressed that I shall not divert any of
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the income from the nse of my own family ; and if T refose
the bequest, the income socumulates for my successor. In no
case have T any power of sppointment over the capital. 1t is
tied up for the next inheritor of the title. That is to say,
guppesing I had ten danghters, I conld not provide for one of
them out of it—supposing I wanted to return half the fortune
to the rightful inheritor, this little Catherine, I cannot do s0."

Lady Sarah here almost ejaculated her third thanksgziving
alond.

“ Then, my dearest Philip, I fail entirely to see where the
drawbacks come in,” she said ; ™ of course it is a great bore
not to be able to get hold of one’s capital, but I suppose & sum
like that would pay you s very good income, and thet is the
main thing, after all.”

“1 do not like supplanting Mies Carey’s only living
relative,” gaid Sir Philip, gloomily. “8he states expressly,
almost triumphantly, in ber will, that, until she met mae, she
had thought of evading the folfilment of & promise made to
her father—a promise to leave nothing to this child—by
making no will at all. Had she died thos intestate, Catherine
Carey*wounld have inherited her whole fortune. Youn muost
read the will for yourself ; it is a very curious one. I am not
at all sure, made ag it was so short a time before her death,
that her niece would not have very good grounds to dispute it
I can see Mr. Bpearmen thinks it probable she will be advised
to doso. Mise Carey laye the responsibility of my inheritance
upon her niece, stating that her chance meecting with me was
evidently appointed by Providence to bring about this result,
It is difficult to look upon the will as an altogether =ane one,
althongh Mr, Bpearmen repeated several times that it would be
almost impossible to prove that the old ludy was nob in her
right mind when it was signed. He took her instructions
himeelf, and was amazed at the penurions way in which she
wes living. His firm have managed her afairs for years, bt
he declares that np to that moment she had directed her own
investments and speculations with the utmost capacity and
shrewdness,”
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“Then we should win our case gsid Lady Barah,

triomphantly.
* 4T have instrocted him to make the arrangements for her
funeral, and to eommunieate with Admiral Chileott, with whom
I understand the poor child is living., I am afraid this will
be a terrible disappointment to them, though 1Mr, Spearmen
declares no one had any coneeption—Ileast of all her niece—of
the fortnne the old lady has been amsssing all these years.
Meanwhile, I must reflect what is to be done.”

“What is to be done; iz to enjoy your good Iuck, you
foolish man,® eaid Luody Sarah, energetically. * What does
the disappointment of that poor little girl matber ¥ What is
she, in Heaven's name, eompared to you? "

“1 would rather be poor all the days of my life,” said Bir
Philip, “than enrich myself at the expense of a very grave
injustice. T am sure you must feel with me, my dear mother,”
he spid, feeling at the same time very sure that she did not,
“ I con take no pleasnre in this arrangement as it stands, when
there is actually o doubt of the testator’s sanity.”

“ Then give a few thousands—one or two, or whatever your
congeience requires—and provide for the girl out of your own
available capital,"” erivd Lady Sarsh, impationily.

“Matters cannot be getcled in that offhand manner,” said
8ir Philip, half smiling. *I must consider what is to be done,”
he repeated ; * Ceeil and I torether might be able to find oot
a way."

% Have you told Cecil 7"

T came first to yon."

#He will think with me, One should take the goods the
gods provide, and be thankful.”

@ Ceeil would nob be an Adelstane, my dear mother, and
not place justice above any suws of money,” said Bir Philip,
“ But ladies are not to be expected to go into the ins and outs
of business matuers,” he added, with his gerions courtesy.

“If T did not know, or at lesst suspect him of being
abeolutely sincere, I should beg him not to keep up this high
moral tone, when he is oll alone with me,” reflected Lady
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Sarah, with some amusement. “One wonld think T was his
dagghter instead of his mother. But I must get hold of Cecil
and prevent any quixotic nonsense.  One comfort is that they
do not appear to bave been left any choiee in the matter by
that sensible and ever-to-be-blessed old woman, Who would
have thought that etupid dioner ab Calais wonld bear such
froit 7" she ejac<luted, with some confosion of metaphor.
# Lless me, I would have made & point of being well enongh to
eome down if T Lad had the faintest notion of any sueh thing.”

Cntherine received the intimation of her sunt’s death with
a pricf which Mrs. Chilcott considered exceedingly dispro-
portionate to the terms upon which they bad parted ; as a
matter of fact, her sorrow was to be measured rather by the
tonderness of her heart than by the extent of her affection for
old Miss Carey.

Mr. Spearmen wrote to her personally, stating that it was
the wish of her late annt that she sheuld be immediately
apprised of her death when it took place. He informed her as
kindly as possible that no provision bad been made for her,
bat that Miss Carey, in o recent letter, had dirccted that her
niece should be requested to return to Calais, to pack up
ber personal possessions, wardrobe, and plate, which, althongh
not mentioned in the will, she desired Catherine to have ; and
that she had added a wish that the only sorviving member of
ber family should follow her to the grave. He then briefly
mentioned that hiz further instructions were to inform her
immedintely that Miss Carey had left the whole of her invested
mongy, in trust, for Sir Philip Adelstane and his heirs.

But when the terms of the will and the amonnt of the
fortune became known te Mrs. Chileott, her wrath was intense,
and her violence of langunge nnrestrained,

“My dear child—my poor child—it is wery hard upon
yon ! ™ gaid the admiral, shaking his white head, and looking
pitifully at Catherine, when he returned from a lengthy inter-
wiew with Messrs. Spearmen and Nott.

“0h, uncle, you will let me go home—to Calais. Poor
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Aunt Tsabella! It is the last thing I shell ever do for her,”
said the weeping Catherine, “and it would have broken her
heart for her beautiful things—and her father's plate—to be
roughly handled by strangers. Iwould take the greatcst care,
and pack them all as she wished. There were six of everything
thut we used every day, and more put away. I lost them once,
but she muost have forgiven me if she wished me to have them
for my own."

“(Cutherine, sre yom & perfect fool ?" shricked Mra,
Chileott. *“Her #hings, and her trumpery spoons and forks |
Wicked, sbandoned creatore, to return yon on onr hands
penniless, and give your great-grandfather’s money to Bir
Philip1”

“Miss Carey appears to have made most of the money
herself,” said the admiral, feebly. “We must not be unjust,
Lydia."

% “ Herself | And she pasees over her own flesh and hleod,
just to advertise the disgraceful faet that Sir Philip's father
refused to marry her. Leaving him her money, when he is
neither kith nor kin, and her own niece living on charity,”

“ My dear, my dear,” expostnlated the admiral.

“But I shall go to law aboub it said Mrs. Chileott,
furionsly.  * Lady Barah need not think she will have the
gpending of that fortune, 8he has frittered away her own, and
her husband’s, and half roined her gom, but this money I will
gave from her clotches, even though we have to drag our
respectable name in the law courts, which will be a disgrace
to us all, and a further expense, bringing Mary's miserabla
marriage to light again g and all evidently through your own
fault, Catherine, running after people just passing through
Calais like that. It serves yon right to be poniehed for it."

Mre. Chileott worked herself into such a violent passion
that Catherine shrank, appalled, to her uncle's gide.

He took her hand between his own, and held it fondly, but
ghe was not frightened for herself, as he thought, but for him ;
for ghe felt the trembling of the lnrge, old, wrinkled hands.

“I am very sorry indeed, Aunt Lydis, if T am an expense,”
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ghe said tearfully, when her aunt torned upon her furionsly to -
seke what she had to say for herself, “I did not know, all
these years, that Aunt Isabelln had any money at all, except
her little annmity that was just enough to live on; and she
gaid she had told you that I was quite unprovided for, and thab
vou had sgreed to take me all the same."

¢ Bhe did tell me so, the unserupulons old hypocerite 1" eried
Mra. Chileott. * And how dare yon pretend that I expected
money with you! I knew very well you would be a beggar,
and I am not one to grudge spending money on my poor
telations, however ungrateful they may he."

“I know you are nob,” said Catherine, not very well
knowing why Mrs. Chilcott was angry with her.

“No one is blaming you, Catherine," said the admiral 3
“dg not cry, my dear.”

“Why can't you go to law about it at once ?  You are her
goardian, and have the right to everything until she comes
of age,” said Mrs. Chilcott. “Why can't you outwit these
scheming Adelstanes ? "

“Bir Philip is acting quite straightforwardly and deli-
cately in the matter,” said the admiral. It was he who
first suggested to me that it might be possible to dispute the
will; though Mr, Spearmen said bhe should maintain with
his last breath that Miss Carey was in her right mind when
ghe gigned it."

“ But Catherine ean very easily swear she was nol,” ocried
Mrs. Chilcott,

“] have beem to my own solicitors; they will take
eounsel's opinion ; and the doctor will be communicated with,”
gaid the admiral, wearily. * My dear, indeed no more can
be done for the present. Bir Philip will certainly meet any
rongonable proposal for 8 compromise if it be in his power,
which appears very doubtful. No one who knows him will
believe he can act otherwise than in a perfectly honourabls
and just manner, We do not yet know what Catherine herself
feela—roH ™

“ Qatherine | Bhe iz & minor—a child—an idiot,” said
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Mra. Chileott. * I will go to yonr lawyers myself, and make
them® hear reason, They shall take procecdings this very
instant, and npeet this iniquitons doenment.”

“] hope yon are not in earnest, Lydia; and pray put
guch questions aside for the moment. The poor woman is
not yet even lnid in the grave, Leb ns consider who is to
escort Catherine to Calajs”

“To Qualais 1 " cried Mre, Chilcott.

“To fulfil her aunt’s last wishes, my dear,” snid the
admiral. *1It is true she has not bebaved generously to poor
Catherine ; but she brought Ler up—she sheltorad her child-
hood, and there remasins the fact of & promize to a dead
father (however wrongfully exacted) to excuse her for this
action.”

Catherine elong gratefully to the Lkind uncle who thuos
championed poor Miss Tsabella.

“Bend Catherine ncross the Channel to pack up six forks
and six spoons,” said Mra, Chileott, with shrill derision.

“1 must go, Aunt Lydia, I must go,” cried Catherine,
imploringly. “I will travel as cheaply us I ean; and I know
the way, I can go alone.”

“You will not go,” said Mrs. Chileott, angrily. “Go
across the Channel at the bidding of & mad woman 1™

“ Annt Tsabella was not mad,” said Catherine,

“Bhe was mad. How dare you contradict me! She was
mad, and you will have to swear it in a court of law,” said
her annt.

Catherine looked imploringly at the admiral.

“Indeed she was not mad,” she said, faltering, “ And
why must I go to a court of law? Oh, I don’t understand
it, or why you are so angry with me," she said, suddenly
breaking down and sobbing.

*You are very stupid,” said her aunt, impatiently ; *but
I suppose I must explain. If we can prove she was not only
eecentrie, but insane, when she made this will—as I firmly
believe she was—then Sir Philip Adelstane will not get this
money your sunt has left him,”
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“But she wanted him to have it," cried Catherine 3 “and
I wont him to have it."

' o ¥ou want him to bave {t1"™ paid Mre. Chileott, with
furioug iromy. *This is too moch., Here are your sisters
over again, for you, admiral, Duoleines’s sweet disinterested-
ness, and Mary's modest independence.  You want to be a
paaper living on eharity all the days of your life. It shall
pob be under my roof, however. You had better bring your
nicce to reason, admiral. To Calais she shall certainly not
goy and she will have to bear witness to her annt’s insanity,
whether she likes it or not. She told me herself that Miss
Carey’s memory wea failing. Her foreizn prevarications will
not go down with me, nor will they with the judge, when she
finds herself in the dock,” said Mrs. Chileott, showing a
praiseworthy lack of acguaintance with the methods of the
low. *8be is only & minor ; and you will bring the action as
her goardisn and next of kin, and sdminister the money for
her. I shall not be dictated to by s chib of seventesn years
old. You may ss well explain to Catherine that I mesn what
I say, whilst I go and take mare active mensures than seom to
have ocourred to yout, admiral. I shall send detectives over to
Culais to interview the servants at opee, and forestall the
Adelstanes, before they have time to bribe the doctor,” said
Mus, Chilcott ; and she jerked from the room in a white heat
of indignation.

The admiral shaded his brow with his hand, bent his grey
head over the table, and sighed deeply.

Catherineg stood by him in distressful ajrmpnt.hy.

“You shall po to Calais. You shall carry ont your aunt's
last wishes, my little Catherine,” he said presently, lifting his
hend and speaking with unwonted firmness, * even if 1 have to
take you myself.”

“ Oh, uncle, you are not well enongh,” said Catherine, as
he rose with difficolty, and straightencd himself slowly and
painfully.

“ No, I am not well enough,” he said with a groan ; * but
I will manage it somehow.™
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T think—1I believe Annt Dulcines would take me," half
whispered Catherine,

“To be sure she would—to be sure,” esid her uncle, eagerly.
“] will telegraph to her to come up. Dulcines would never
fail us, my dear ; that is a very sensible idea.”

Catherine ran up to her own room, locked the door, and
flung herself on her kneea.

Never had she loved her Aunt Isabells as ghe loved her
now. Bhe drew out the little amnlet from her bosom, and
kissed it passionately, for the sake of the neme inscribed on
the card within.

“¥ou are rich now,” she whispered, with a sort of breath-
less sob. * And it is my money. I am so glad, I am so glad,”
she said. “Oh, I am very, very gratefol to you, poor Aunt
Isabella. I hope you are happy now, and et rest with your
father whom you loved—somewhere far away, I hope, from
my dear father and mother, Don’t be afraid. I was always
very stupid ; but they shall never make me say the words that
would rob him of what you mesnt him to have.”

Bhe started up, aud ran to ber desk.

“ T muost be brave, and help him to keep it," said Catherine,
Her cheeks burnt with excitement. *“I will be poor all the
days of my life, as she said, bot e shull never be poor sny
more,” she cried passionately. “I muost not be stupid now ;
I must think for myself, and for Aim."

It seemed only & moment to her, that precions time she

t over the letter, thongh ib was in reality more than two
hours, and thongh her fingers ached, and sheet after sheet of
paper wes covered with writing and torn up.

The wording of the letter wns perhaps a little stilted ;
but between her anxiety to preserve a decent regard for the
formal phraseclogy inculeated by her late aunt, and her own
childish vebemenee, which yearned for expression, Catherine
was sorely puzzled to know how to proceed at all. Such as it
wag, however, and when she realized with a start that she had
no further time to epend in revising and re-writing her com-
munication, she placed it in an envelope, sesled it, and
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addressed it to Sir Philip Adelstane, resolving to post it
hergelf, and immediately. '
It ran thos :—

“My pear Bim,

“T hope you will not mind my writing to yom.
The lawyer has written to tell me that Aunt [sabells left you
all her money. I am very glad indeed. I beg you to tell the
lawyer that if the judge asks me I shall swear that Aunt
Teahclla was not a bit insane when she made the will. Bhe
wae just as ususl. She always told me she could never leave
me any money ab all. Bhe promised her father she would
never do go. The reason was that her father quarrelled with
mine. I did not even know sghe had any money to leave ; so
you se¢ I am not & bit disappointed. I thonght perhaps you
would not mind me writing, a8 I want you to know that if
they go to law, I am on your side. It may be done for me,
without my consent, becanse I am under age. Bub pleass
understand it is not my fault. T do nob want compromises or
things of that sort. I want you to have the money as Aunt
Teabells wished.

“] begr to remain,
% My dear sir,
¥ Your obedient servant,
“ Oaruermve Oirey.”

This letter, with ite painfully careful hsndwriting, and
anxiously shortened phrages, did not reveal to Sir Philip the
writer's poor little secret in every line, as it would have
revealed it to Lady Sarah.

He handed it to Cecil, who said, * This letter will sorely
put her case ont of court altogether,”

“It is impossible that we should be under an obligation
to the—the childish generosity and disinterestedness of this
young lady—a genercaity she would probably repent later in
life,” taid Bir Philip, frowning., * It—it would be most un-
guitable. Our honour is concerned in the matter.™
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“Tt is open to her guardian, I suppose, sir, to dispute the
will," Cecil answered. * Have you heard from Spearmen ? ™

I heard an hour ago,” said 8Bir Philip. *Most un-
eatisfactory.”

Cecil waited respectfnlly, bot insistently, for details.

“Mr. Bpearmen went to Calaie the morning after the
death, and interviewed the nurse who had witwessed the will
with him mpon the cccasion of his second visit to Calais,
ghortly after her arrival, The nurse said Miss Carey exhibitad
a strange reloctance to hear news, or to read her letters s
but she attributed this rather to the weariness indaced
suffering than to any failure of the intellect. The doctor
declares his opinion of her sufficient sanity, though he owns
ghe alwaye exhibited eccentricity. However, his evidence
would add value to Spearmen’s own positive certainty of
her ability to manage her business affairs. On the obher
hand—m-™*

“ There i the girl's letter," said Ceeil.

“1 do not wigh to be nnder obligations to hor,” said Sir
Philip, hanghtily. “T was going to say, on the other Land,
the British Oongul, who had had some dealings with Ler, and
who came to scal up her possessions doring Mr. Spearmen’s
wigit, told him he considered her quite inesne; while the
proprietor of the houwse and the old French servant declare
that for some time Miss Carey had been totally unlike herself,
and that they date the change in her habits from before the
first vigit of Mr. Spearmen to make the will. However, ke
thinks unprofessional opinion would not connt for muoch in
the face of the doctor's evidence, and the nwse's, and his
own, coupled with the letiers writien to his firm at the time by
Miss Carey,”

“But he gathers there would be grounds for disputing
the will."

“ He gathers there would be quite sufficient grounds to
do #o, but his opinion is in our favour 2

% And counsel's 7"

*Counsel's opinion is, of course, not yet taken; but my
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personal experience in these matters is that counsel invariahly
gees the opposite side strongly ; and, in this case, Miss Carey's
miserly babits, her concenlment of her fortune, and her
capricious abandonment of her only surviving relative, in
her last illmess, could be strongly urged as evidence of great
eccentricity, it secms to me.”

“And ss w~ have no claims ountside the will, it hardly
looks as if it were a case for compromise. Of course you will
fight it out if they dispute it," said Cecil, doggedly.

“1It is a very painful position,” said Sir Philip.

“1 do not believe ahe will be persuaded to go against youm,
after this lebter," :

* Her guardians will be justified in ignoring her altogether,
She is under age, and I have repented that T have no intention
of owing anything to Ler,” said 8ir Philip. * The money iz
either legally mine or it is not.  Of course it must be fought
out, and we must make ap our minds that we may lose. If
we win, of course I shall make it my bosiness to provide for
the young lady ; bob to accept it beeause she refuses to go
against us wonld place us under an oblization to ber. 1 have
urged the admiral to let it be decided by the proper authorities
whether the old lady was or was not in o fit state to know her
own mind."”

Cecil experienced s sensation of blank disappointment.
He had hailed the news of this windfall with deep relief.
He had felt that it would facilitate & step which he had long
since decided to tuke.

He had been prond of understanding his uncle better than
Lady Sarah understood her son,  He respected his uncle, and
considered him o fine example, and a past master in the art of
always *““doing the right thing," which vagoe principle was
the gniding rule of Ceeil’s own life; wheress he generally
eoudomned, with the sternness of youth, Lady Sarah’s ontward
frivolity and unabashed world'ins:s. But on this occasion
he could not help feeling more in accord with his grandmother
than with his uncle,

Though his pride fully concurred in Sir Philip's distaste
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for being under an obligation to little Catherine, or finding
himself in a position wherein he seemed forced to supplazt
her, he nevertheless thonght with Ledy Barah, that a slight
compensation would make up to Catherine, in her humble
position, for what she wounld lose by his uncle’'s gain, He
thought that his uncle would be justified in offering what
would practically be a bribe to induce the opposite side not to
endeavour to upset the will, small as might be their chance
of sncceeding, He could not think that an injustice to so
ingignificant & person as Catherine Carey ought to be con-
gidered when the fortunes of eo great a race a8 the Adelstanes
were at stake, He scornfully compared the shably, frightened
meiden he remembered at Calais with a certain young lady
who was well known in that little Liondon world which Cecil
knew best, and who possessed a large fortune in her own right,
ag the co-heiress with her twin-gister, of a recently deccased
nobleman, whose peerage had only endured for one generation,

Cecil had early decided that the forbunes of the Adelstanes
must be restored, and that it would probably be incumbent
upon him to undertake the task of restoration. His pride
waos of too obtuse an order to enable him to perceive that his
calm though unspoken determination to better his position by
marrying wealth, was far more unworthy of his honour than if
hie had attempted to retrieve the family fortunes by entering
upon any honest labour, trade, or profession, which he would
have imagined lowering to his dignity.

He had npever laid before himself in so many words his
resolve to profit by the eale of his remarkebly bandsome
person, and his ancient name, to a woman with a larce
fortnne ; bot such, nevertheless, in pliin English, was his
intention § and he had always imagined that he evinced by
this resolve an heroio readiness nof to shirk from a family
obligation,

“ Hane it all, T suppose [ must marry money : ™ Cecil had
reflected, with some dim feeling that it was a little hard thet
his nncle shonld have left it to him to sacrifice himself ; for
he had never doubted that it would be & sacrifice,
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He began paying attentions to his heiress in a cantious and
frosty frame of mind, deciding that with a trifle of alteration
in her manoers, and a little toning down of her somewhat
aggressive swartness, Miss Mocha would suit him very well.
He loftily excnsed her deficiencies in birth and breeding, in
consideration of the peerage which had elevated the deceased
millionaire, and of the vastness of the fortune he had left
behind him ; and he calmly and complacently observed that
the young lady herself had the good taste to prefer him to any
of the more eligible suitora favoured by her relatives. DBut
Mise Mocha took an unconscivos revenge. Her somewhat
extensive personal charme suddenly effected the enslavery of
this cold-blooded young gentleman'’s fancy, and from being
willing to propose he became wiolently determined to marry
her, and none other 3 surprizedly noting hie own disinterested-
ness in thinking moere constantly of her person than of her
fortume.

But his unecle's impecuniosity, and his own, placed him in
a0 awkward position ; and he felt a prond distaste for going
to the young lady's guardian with the confession that he was
ungble to demonstrute any independence of the fortune his
wife would bring him ; whilst the very idea of being obliged
to wait ontil his chormer’s twenty-fifth birthday—when she
came of sre, according to her father's will—filled him with the
unwonted sensation of positive despair,

The first intellipence of his uncle’s windfall had shown him
a way out of the difficulty. Bir Philip would immediately
gettle an ineome upon him ¢ and Coeil felt not the slightest
doubt of his own ability to carve cut a carcer for himsell, once
he waos poasessed of & sufficient fortune and & wife to content
him., With his connections, appearance, and manners, every
one agreed he would be admirably suited to the service he
intended to enter, and he felt it wonld go hard with him if he
did not eventually gain & position for himself, independent of
his possible heirship.

Cecil’s sublime belief in his own talemt wos certainly mn-
founded, but there was something almost touching in his
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confidence of his hereditary snperiority as an Adelstane, when
this confidence was taken in conjunction with the actnal
dulness and slowness of the young man’s understanding, :

His conceit bad been cherighed by feminine fluttery from
his earlicst boyhood, and was entirely free from the meaner
form of vanity, for he would have been disgusted indeed to
learn that he owed the constant appreciation hy which he was
surrounded entirely to his outward appearance, and not in the
least to those qualities of heart and head which he very simply
believed himself to possess,

He gaw himeelf on the threshold of prosperity, bub he
wanted to unlock the door which led to the land of his desire
with & golden key, and not to be put to the tronble or
humiliation of being obliged to force the lock for himeself,

He disliked difficultics sincerely, and preferred to ride
loftily over obstructions, rather than push through them like
an ordinary common mortal.

It filled him with dismay to think thab there was even a
possibility that the windfall over which he had rejoiced shounld
not, after all, be secured § and he was sincerely uneasy that his
uncle shonld consider his honour was coneerned in the matter,
Cecil was willing to uphbold the family hononr with all his
might, and he had confidence in his unecle's opinion ; bob
he was not willing to sacrifice Miss Carey’s money to a mere
seruple.

He looked at his unele with a dull alarm in hie beantiful
deep blue eyes, and measured Bir Philip's obstinecy by his
WL

“If he has gob an idea that it would not be the right
thing to take advantage of the girl's refusal to fight—or
that there is any doubt abont the legality of the will—
nothing will shake him,” he thought, * and if we fight, we may
loge,”

He came to the unalterable, fierce resolution that the
money must not be alienated from the family who so sorely
needed it, To do Cecil justice, his family pride was largely
impersonal. He attached no overwhelming importance to the
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baronetey, which was of recent creation, and thought that sn
Adelstane of Welwysbere conld very well afford to dispense
with the title which his grandfather had accepted ; but he felt
scutely the altered circumstances of the Adelstanes, and
longed to sce the estabe eleared, and Bir Philip established in
bis own place at Welwysbere. He would have mended the
family fortunes, esen at the cost of his own possible heirship.
He had always keplt the probability of his unele's eventual
marringe before him, encouraged thereto by his grandmother,
and he had not counted, therefors, overmuch on his chances
of snceeeding, nor would he have cared to settle down to &
life at Welwysbere himself. Every penny of his future wife's
fortune wounld, he thought, be necessary for his own sggran-
disement in that great world where he presently meant to
shine; but he felt, nevertheless, that he wonld like to show his
bride the home of his fathers, restored to its ancient dignity.
Thus the disinterested suggestion which forced itself slowly
upon his mind, althongh it cansed him to glow with gelf-
satisfaction, made no such difference to his secret anticipations
a8 an outsider might have imarined,

“There is another way, gir, of setiling the matter gatis-
factorily without having recourse to the law,"” paid Cecil,
slowly. “Why don't yon make up your mind to marry the
young lady, Uncle Philip ?*
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OHAPTER XV.

Caraerine arrived in Calais with her Annt Dulcinea the day
before Miss Carey's funmeral. There had been, no doubt, a
terrible scene between Admiral and Mra. Chileott before her
uncle had eventually gained his own way, and insisted upon
his niece's departure to fulfil her decensed aunt’s wishes,

Catherine had stood trembling on the stairs on her way to
the drawing-room, not daring to go in when she heard the
ghrill tones lifted in srgument above the occasional deep
ramble of her uncle’s replies ; but the door had opened at last,
and Mrs. Chilcott had rushed past her niece with ber handker-
chief to ber eyes, giving her one dresdful look as she went
upstairs, and doubtless relieving ber pent-up rage by a violent
fit of hysterics in her own room.

The admiral had come ont a moment later, looking quite
pale and spent and haggard. He was exhausted by the fury
of his wife, but he tried to smile at Catherine as though
nothing had happened, and gave her directions for her journey
and for meeting her Aunt Duoleines, and put some money for
her expenses into her hand.

They were to stuy at the hotel, which seemed unnatural
indeed to Catherine, until she entered the strangely silent,
etrangely familiar little House of the Rat, and found that
Sophie had already fled to her home, unable to bear the long
hours of waiting ; and that the nurse was gone, and Engenie
had been gent away. Only M. Castaing kept guard over the
deserted rooms and the lonely coffin, which stood ready for ita
departure on the morrow.

Mr, Bpearmen had paid the servants and made all the
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pecessary arrangements, snd now handed the keys of Miss
Cqrey's trunks and cupboards to Catherine, whom he met
upon the arrival of the steamer, offering to see her luggaze
through the custom house, and placing himself altogether at
her serviee.

Catherine almost regretted having come as she entered the
old sitting-room, with her Aunt Duleines. Already the place
seemed to have become smaller and dingier than her memory
had pictured it. And yet how familior it was Old Miss
Carey’s despateh-box atood on the writing-table, and Catlicrine
suddenly and strongly realized, when she saw the empty
chair before it, that her sunt was really dead, and that her
place would indeed know her no more. The empty vases
which she had been wont to fill with flowers stood beside the
closed desk, and the well-known roge and Indian shawls were
neatly folded up, and laid upon the sofa.

“Would you like to be alome, my darling!™ Miss
Duleines whispered ; bot Catherine was frightened, and
clung to the kind, soft arm which led her into the inner room,
where the blinds were shut and that long, dark, solemn object
lay wpon two scantily covered trestles.

Poor Catherine knelt down and sobbed childishly, and
kissed the senseless wood which enclosed the dead woman who
liad never loved her, Bhe ghivered in the cold and darkness,
bot Aunt Duleinea, who was too simple to be the slave of con-
ventionality, lifted the blinds and threw open the window, and
let the fresh sir and sunlight into the room, and the musty
atmosphere vanished.

1 cannot—yon will not think me foolish, but oh, I can-
not—open her boxes, or touch her poor clothes and tressures,
whilst she is there ! ™ whispered Ontherine, piteously.

“No, darling,” eaid Miss Chilcott, southingly, *I under-
stand. We will come back after the funeral.”

They laid the flowers they had brought upon the coffin,
and moved about the room, giving little touches here and
there to supplement the orderly arrangements of the departed
nirse, and make it lesa forlorn.
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Then Catherine stole into her own little room, and let her
fancy stray into the past of her long childhood, to the tine
which was in reality so very few weeks sincs, and which seemed
already so far away. On the wall hung & plain almanack
with the names of the saints for every day of the year. She
remembered moking & little red chalk-line round the 88,
Philippe et Jacques of the 1st of May, and started and eoloured
with the plessare that such foolish coincidences cause, at the
yecollection that this was the very date. This was the day of
all others to pray for her own Saint Philip, who eould do no
wrong, Catherine thought ; and she remembered with a thrill
of joy and gratitude that he was now restored to prosperity.
Though only the flimsy partition, covered with its cheap, ugly
paper, stood between her and the silence and coldness of death
in the next room, the warmth of life snd love stole about
Catherine’s heart, as thongh the little amnlet she faithfully
wore had power to console her.  Bhe took it out and kissed it
tenderly ; the fancy came to her that here, where she had last
Inid her lips upon the name she loved, she would draw it forth
and look upon it again, She broke the silken thread which
closed the scapular at one end, snd slipped out the little casd—

8ir Philip Adslstans,
Welroyshara Abbey.

It seemed strange to think that the outside of Welwyshere
was now quite familiar to her, and that she had walked over
the rolling elopes of his beautiful deer park, and gazed up at
the windows of the square tower wherein he was horn,

Bhe took a pencil from her pocket and inseribed a minute
quotation on the bock of the eard, in her neatest hand, before
returning it to its hiding-place ; but she could not sew it up

-lgﬂlll. :
% When I go home,” said Catherine.
On the afterncon of the next day Catherine was resting

quictly on the sofs in the sitting-room at the hotel, whilst
Miss Chileott dozed opposite her in an armehair.
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The good soul had desired her niece to try and slecp, whilst
gpe eat by and watched her ; for she was anxious at the un-
wonted palences of Catherine, which arose from a eleepless
nirlt and the emotion eonsequent vpon the funeral. Bub
it need hardly be said thet it was the kind sunt who very soon
gank into a peaceful glumber, and the niece who lay awake and
restless, starting 2t every sonnd, and living over again every
incident of the day, A funeral was no such new and over-
whelming experience to poor Miss Duolcines as it was to little
Catherine.

It had never oceurred to Catherine that Sir Philip Adel-
gtane and his nephew would, in all probability, attend the
funeral, althonugh they were not equally surprised to see her
and had greeted her very gravely and ceremoniously, a8 their
MATDET Wil

Catherine diseovered on her return thab they were to spend
the night nnder the same roof as herself. Perhaps the know-
ledge of Bir Philip’s vicinity helped to male her reatless 3 she
chafed secretly at the kind eare which had enforced her rest npon
the eofs, and then she reproached herself for her ingratitude.

Mies Duleines had surgested to Catherine a enp of tea on
their reburn from the funeral, being by no means exempt from
the secret belief in the efficacy of this form of nourishment as
a copgoler in grief 3 but Catherine was not fond of tea, and did
not know how much of her nervous irritability and restlessness
proceeded from exhamstion, consequent upon want of food.
She had searcely tonehed her breakfast before going to the
funeral, fecling somehow that it was heartless to enjoy her
ot coffee and roll whilst poor Misa Isabells lay stiff and cold,
awaiting removal to her last home. Miss Duleinea possessed
a feminine contempt for regular meals, and was quite as willing
to excnse her niece from & good luncheon as to evade one her-
gelf ; there was no doubb she experienced guite a thrill of
gatisfuction in the economy she eiffected by refusing to order
anything, and contenting berself with munching a few biscnits
brought from home in a little bag, and grown soft and stale
during the journey. Generoua to recklessness, she grudged
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every halfpenny spent upon herself ; and she felt that the
private sitting-room the admiral had desired her to engage
wos o god piece of nseless extravagance, and thought that she
and Catherine conld very well have shared a room and & bed,
and restrained their appetite for food altogether until their
return home,

Catherine's imagination having exercised iteelf in every
possible direction regarding the last sufferings of her Aunt
Tsubelln, and the present whereabouts of her spirit, gradusily
grew calmer from mers weariness, Her head ached and her
eyes smarted from orying. She looked across at Miss Chiloott,
and wondered idly how it would feel to be able to compose
one's self to slumber 8o easily, and in such & hard and upright
armchair.

Miss Duleinea’s chin wos resting upon her soft, substantial
hosom, her cap was slightly awry, and her spotless white frill
gomewhat crnmpled ; bot nevertheless she made a pleasant
picture to Catherina.

Bhe was a trifle too stout, perbaps, snd the sweet mounth
drooped o little weakly at the corners ; the soft wrinkled eye.
lids stole from the face the look of eternal yonth in the gentle
blue eves which had Jast rested in anxiety upon Catherine's
pale face, But yet the lovableness and placidity of Aunt
Dulcinea was somehow quite clearly revealed, even in her
glumbering personglity. There was & sense of repose in her
unconscious presence. Very calm waa her brow, with ite thin
brown hair, elightly silvered, parted in the middle and
smoothly tucked away beneath the cap; very white were her
little goft hands, for Aant Duleines wore gloves for every kind
of labour except sewing, and koew well how beautiful the well-
cared-for hands of age can be—they lay palm oppermost in
her lap. Bhe was vain of her pretty hands. Foor Aunt
Dulvinea | Catherine thowght how lovingly those delicate
taper finrers had toiled for others. It had excited her and
gtrained her over-tired merves to think of Aunt Issbella; it
rested and soothed her to look at Aunt Dulcinea whilst these
thonghts flitted idly through her mind.
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There was a knock at the door. Aunt Doleines started,
woke, clutched and straightened her eap in & moment, and
ctied in her best French, of which she was remarkably proud.

“ Entrez donc 1"

“Mille fois pardon, medame,” said an apologetic waiter,
taking in aé a glance the aspect of the repose which he had
digturbed. “Y a t'il une reponse, madame P "

¥ Mais non, je vous remercie infiniment, mon brave,™ snid
Mies Chileott, who would have died rather than say * oni,” or
“non," like an ordinary Englishwoman, unaccustomed to
foreigners and their ways.

Catherine, who spoke French perbaps more fluently, and
not much lesa incorrectly, than Engligh, was amused in secret,
by Miss Chileott’s continental manner, her wave of the hand,
the infinite condescension of her gracious politencas.

% Jo sonnerai toute 4 I'henre.”

4 Bien, madame, merci.”

71 n'y a pas de quooi," murmnred Miss Chileott.
% Cotherine, my desr, your eyes are younger than mine, and
my gig-lamps are in my bag in the next room. Read it to
me. It is from Nurse Martha—I told her to telegraph every
ﬂ.ajr.huw poor Emily was."

 But it is addressed to me, Aunt Duleines," said Catherine,
looking ab the envelope,

% That is impossible, darling,” said Miss Duleines, wvery
calmly taking it back, and endeavonring to read the address
by holding it at arm's length, * But, yes—it looks more like
Carey than Chileote 1™

“Tf we opened it,"” said Catherine, who stood, half-smiling,
88 Aunt Duleinea laid it down and looked at her with some
alarm. *1 expect it i to tell me to hurry back to-morrow.”
She tore it open.  * O, auntie, but we mus! stay long enough
to puck up the things," she said. “What is it? I don't
understand.  * Never relurn—itha admiral—yon killed kim.'
What does this mean ?* Catherine cried, with whitening lips
snd panting breath. *Ohb, Aunt Dulcines, I—I can't see—
wait—wait,"
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Catherine fell so heavily and suddenly in the faintmess
which, overtook her as she stood there, already sick and giddy
with fasting and fatigoe, that her aunt had neither time nor
gtrength to save her,

Bhe sereamed with terror, as ghe saw her piece lying white
and senseless, with a little stream of blood trickling down her
forehead, which was cut aoainst the edee of the sofa.

“ Catheriue, my darling, what is it ? " cried the poor lady,
distractedly. * Oh, it can't be & fitt. What shall T do—she
can't be——"" Misa Chileott flew to the bell and pealed it.

The door opencd.

“ Garcon, vite," ghe cried, *le doctenr—Ile medecin [ ™

¥ Ie anything the matter—ean I help yon ?" said Sir Philip
Adelstane, advancing,

“Qh, is it you, Sir Philip? Thank God! Iam so glad
to see youo; this poor child has fainted. Tt cannot be more
then a faint. I am eo flurcied. T think the funeral upset her
—a telegrasm—TI will put a cushion under her head,”

8ir Philip threw open the window, as poor Miss Chileott,
with trembling fingers, undid Cathering’s collar, and loozened
her bodies.

“Bome water,” ghe said ; *and, oh, plesse send for the
doctor. 1t is not that I am puused to illness—bub Emily
never faints.”

. Bhe heard him instroct the waiter to go for a doctor, and
he brought a carafe himself immediately.

“Let me carry her to the open window,” he eaid ; “the
air will bring her ronnd more guickly than the water.” But
he looked uneasily at the deathly, childish face, * If you had
some strong salts,” he said.

“1 am always so foolish—I never travel withont them—
I have no head,” said Migs Chileott, * 1t is in my little bag,"
Bhe ran from the room distractedly,

Lady Barah would have laughed till she ecried at the
absurdity implied by the poor lady’s hurried ejacolations ; but
Bir Philip had no very quick perception of the ridiculous, and
would not have been amused even had he noticed it
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He lifted Catherine gently on to the sofa by the open
window, and, as he did so, the rush of air, which blew the
euft curls from her brow, partially revived her ; she sighed
and stirred. 8ir Philip observed something flutter slowly to
the ground; he stooped and picked it up. His colour
changed,

On her black bodiee rested the blue scapular, drawn from
ita hiding-place by Miss Chileott’s hurried undoing of the
collur at her throat, and her unconscions pulling at the slender
cord ; it was distinctly and unmistakably the covering from
which the little white card had fallen.

He stood for a moment looking at his own name—he was
not gquick of anderstanding, but neither was he in any sense
a stupid man—and the infercnce he drew was a sufficiently
obvions ome. He turned the little slip of pasteboard in his
hand, and saw the back of the card. On it wes written, in a
minute and very legible hand—

4 0h, let the solid gronnd
Mot fail beneath my feat,
Befrre my life has found
Whot some have found so aweed”

. “ Carperivg (of Calaia)
® Jan. 81et. I saw him first

* May let. (8. Philippa)™

He read the words written on his own eard almost in-
voluntarily, not understanding them very well ; and it is
needless to say—aince Sir Philip read nothing but the news-
papers—that be had no knowledge whence they were derived ;
and, if he supposed snything about them at all, concluded that
Catherine must have written them herself,

Nevertheless, the words brought him & strange impression
of something wanting—something that bad failed to reveal
any specinl sweetness in life to him, although in no sense had
the solid ground given way beneath his feet. Perhaps his
life had also failed to find * what some have found so swest 1™

It did not oceur to 8ir Philip that the answer might rest
with the maiden, whose innocent secret he had so unwittingly,
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and so unwillingly, surprised. He looked down at the white
fape—at the sweet, young, parted lips, in which the colour was
faintly and slowly prowing—almost with terror.

Another man might have compared the white, unconscious
maiden to Golaten, whose life-blood wae flowing to the surface
beneath the ardent gaze of her lover; but Sir Philip had no
guch inspiration, and did not think of bhimaself as Pygmalion
for an instant,

Angther man of Sir Philip's age and experience might even
bave smiled, half tenderly, at the sentiment revealed by the
little card—at the fanciful attachment of 8 woman-child—but
Bir Philip was alarmed, rather than amunsed.

He was apt to take everything, a5 his mother complained, au
grand sériguz, It was to him only too clear that this unfortu-
nate child had—had—RBir Philip mentally rejected the phrase
“fallen in love ; it was, he felt, & frivolons and even volgar
expression— but she had evidently contracted a sentiment—an
affection which—which—ah, was he to rob her of happiness,
perbaps of health, ns well as of the fortune which might other-
wise have been hers ¥ He knew very little of young ladies, and
hod very little idea how long euch—euch gentimenta Insted j
but with Catherine lying so senseless before him, he could not
contider the matter so lightly as he might at another time,

These thonrhts canged him to look upon her with terror
ne well as pity. He had resented Cecil's suggestion at the
time ; he had, 50 to speak, throst 16 from him with diggost.
These matters must be arranged by the lawyers, who best
understood how to evade conditione they had themselves laid
down. He certainly would not benefit improperly by a far-
thing ; bot what & person had & legal right to dispose of he
had no donbt a legal right to accept. Bir Philip would have
been nstonighed to learn how largely his absolote want of Miss
Carey's money had slowly led him to this logical conclusion,
He beld that life woas not worth living if & man could scorn
himeelf fors single act of meanness, and would have shot
himself with plessure had he found himself guilty of a dis-
bonoursble action ; although, if any one had snggested to
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him that he conld contemplate such a proceeding under any
circnmstances, he wonld have observed that such s contingency
was unlikely to arise, and such a remedy of an exaggerated
nature, It grieved him to perceive, even dimly, that his
nephew took less rigid views than he did himself upon gome
matters ; but he had a ealm affection for Oecil, who, physically
gpeaking, represented all that & man conld wish his heir to be,
and heleniently, and rightly, ascribed most of his shorteomings
to his yooth, Failing a son of his own, he was pleasantly
resigned to the prospect of Cecil's succession. Bub Cecil had
shown no unwillingness to exchange his possible heirship for
pregent benefits, and had spoken openly to his uncle of the
gtrongest wish of his heart. Strangely enough, the avowal
made by young Adelstane seemed to render the comtemplation
of his advice less distasteful to Sir Philip. He had met Miss
Mocha, and he marvelled that his nephew's fastidiousness
shonld have selected such & bride,

It was precisely one of those marriages with which no parent
or guardian can find fanlt, snd yet Sir Philip did not like
to think of Miss Mocha in his mother's place. Lady Sarah
might be faulty and flighty, even loose in principle when it
suited her ; he was by no means blind to her short-comings,
although be would bave considered it the height of disloyalty
to allow his mind to dwell upon them ; but Lady Sarah was,
nevertheless, frés gramde dame, and he was proud of her reputa-
tion for beanty and chavm, and knowledze of the world, and
also of the recollection that she had been in past days perhaps
one of the most fashionable and popular women in all London.
He did not relish the thought of old Bam Mocha's danghter
presiding over the Abbey in Lady Sarah's stead. Her success
in society was mot of the kind Bir Philip understood, nor did
Le admire it. He felt that the yoong lady was something of
an npstart, and thet she would push aside the handsome,
shrewd, old lady, who had reigned so long in Welwysbere, as
thoush she were an ordipary dowager. He dimly fele that
Mies Mocha would deride Lady Sarah as a frump, and set up
Ler own gods at the Abbey.
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He admitted to himself that this dislike and distrust held
no share in the feelings which cansed him to view Catherine
with o deep sense of her unsuitability, for the position of his
wife. He had no fear that she would oust his mother, nor
rebel against the family traditions, nor dispute Ludy Sarah’s

_sway. This meek, pale Catherine, who wore his name upon
her heart,

These thonghts naturally eccupied but a few seconds ; only
time enongh clapsed to enable Miss Chilcott to find her salta,
after o hunt necessituted by habits which were far from orderly.
She bronght them to Catherine, whilse Sir Philip stood by
with the card in his hand, uncertain where to bestow it, and
finally placing it in his own pocket,

Catherine was returning slowly to comsciousmness, but had
she been even yet more profoundly dazed, Sir Philip was not
the man who counld have failed for a moment in the most
distant and reverent respeet for her helplessness. He could
not have laid a finger on that little blue scapnlar which hung
round her meck, even to replace the contents; and ne the
strong salts brought ber back to life, and to the trembling and
shivering which succeeded her long faint, he delicately with-
drew, whilst her aunt kissed and consoled her, Nevertheless,
he it was who closed the window a moment later, and who
brought & warm rog and some brandy from his own rooms ;
Miss Dulcines was more willing than useful in an emergency,
and too much inclined to cry and sympathise, to have her wits
fully about her. :

But Catherine recovered hers very rapidly ; she swallowed
a few monthfuls of brandy and water, and then pushed her
sunt a little wildly to one side, and cried—

“ The telegram | ™

“It is there 1| Don’t—don’t look ab it now, dear child, let
it lie, nasty thing ; it was that which upset you. Lie down,
my darling, and you shafl have some nice hot tes in a moment,”
cried Miss Dulcinea, soothingly.

But Catherine stroggled off the sofa, and on to her feet.

“You—yon haven't read it, auntie,” she said piteously,
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“Oh, give it to me, perhaps I read it wrong. No, I didn't,
I didn't. Oh, 8ir Philip—oh, Aunt Duleinea; it is Toele
Hector. “Tha admiral died this morning.' Ob, is the world
full of death ?" sobbed Catherine, *or is Aunt Lydia—oh—
what does ghie megn 7 ™

Miss Chileott took the telegram from her and read the
words alond as ome dazed.

“iThe admiral died this morning, Never refurn hers,
Your behaviour killed him.  Lydia Chileatt, ™

“It i8 a crnel, wicked telegram,” said Miss Dulcines,
trembling, “No wonder you fainted, poor child. Lydia is
mad ; she made him & dreadful scene about your coming here,
and she is mad with remorse, and blames you." She dropped
the telezram into her lap, and, suddenly realizing what had
happened, began to ery softly. *Oh, my brother, my poor
Hector, who never spoke an unkind word in his life. I can't
believe it, and yet I alwaye knew it would end =o0.”

There was a shocked silence, broken only by the sobbing
of Miss Dulcinea ; bub she soon took wp the thread of her
gentle babbling speech apain—

<! You know what Lydia is, Sir Philip—every one knows ;
it i8 no use making any disguise. And my poor brother had
disense of the heart ; he bad known it or some time. But he
would not have her told. Her nerves were always in such a
terrible state, he feared to break it to her. He put all his
affairs in order, and he told me I was not to grieve, I think
be longed for peace. Oh, Hector, Hector ! He was such a
merry young fellow once, Catherine ; you would never guess
ity from the melancholy man he became after we inherited that
pernicious fortune, which set us all at loggerheads with one
snother. Don't yon ery, my darling, it was not your fault;
he told me you were like a ray of sunshine come into his life,
be did indeed ; and this blow has been hanging over me so
long, it ia not like & shock now it hes come. He said it wonld
be very sudden at the last.”

Sir Philip listened with s kind of awe; people were not
wont to pour out their innermost thoughts in his presence.
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He recalled laintly thet he had heard of Miss Duleines as
being-eccentric in many ways, although he had always respected
her personally, very much.

“ Never return,” said Duleinea, with spirit. “No, indeed,
after that telegram you shall eertainly not go back to Eaton
Bguare. Yoo must come to me, poor child, and be the joy and
comfort of auntic's old age; there is one pe-son in the world
who wants you, though she may have little left to offer you,”
sobbed Miss Chileott.

Bir Philip rose suddenly.

“Mies Carey's future will be my care,” he said, emphati-
cally.

The waiter threw open the door of the sitting-room.

% ("eat M. le Doctenr,” he announced.

It was Catherine's old mequaintance, who excliimed with
much pleasure at seeing her again, and relapsed instautly into
the sympathetic melancholy which he had laid aside since the
funeral.

8ir Philip was almost sorprised to find himself anxionsly
awaiting, upon the etaircase, the little gentleman's report of
Cathering, and etill more surprised at the distinct relief he
experienced in finding the report favourable,

“The faint is nothing. Nothing! But what would you ?
These ladies are adorably fooligh,” eaid 1. Delplangue. * She
admits 8 journey yesterday—the shock of visiting the voffin
of our poor miss—of & slecpless night, and 'a funeral to-day.
And when I question her of food, there has heen mone,
positively none ; 1 preseribe some hot soup, I would prescribe
a good dinner were I not sure that they would not toke it,
and also that, perhape, theee ladies are too deranged for the
moment to digest it. There has been bed news again 2" he
composed his jolly face into melancholy inquiry onee more,

“A very sudden death in their family," said Bir Philip,
with an emotion no one could have divined from his calm
expression. **Then Miss Curey is not seriously ill? There is
nothing wrong to account for so long and severe a ewoon 7"

The little doctor shrugged his shoulders,
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“Mademoiselle Catherine is as sound as a bell—perfect
hgalth, perfect heart, perfect lungs—and what teeth! Not
a epot, DBut she is not so strong es she is healthy. No,
a delicate orpanization—a changing colonr. The winda of
beaven shonld not blow roughly on that pretty flower—so
gentle, so eensitive,” said the kind-hearted doctor, who was
not in the least ashamed of being sentimental.  * Between
ourselves, the late aunt was severe with the little one, but ghe
is with a.different kind of annt now—ma foi ! ™ and he saluted
Sir Philip with amicable politeness, snd bade him farewell.

8ir Philip, after an unusually silent fife-a-tite dinmer with
his nephew, took & walk in the spring twilight, where they
amoked their cigars in almost equal silence, broken only by
occnsional remarks on the beanty of the night, and the bad
odours of the port, from Cecil; and brief assents from his
uncle. They parted shortly before midnight, the one tor-
mented with euriosity, and the other with an indecision foreign
to his choracter,

Sir Philip bade his nephew good night, and going to his
red velvel upholstered bedroom, to seek repose, he passed an
almpst sleepless nighty
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UHAPTER XVL

Emp Miss Duleinea, stunned as she was by the blow of her
brother's death, 8o long awaited in secret terror, so unexpected
when it actually came, yet had time and thought to spare for
Catherine. 8he determined that her niece must be spared all
further trials to her nerves and spirits for the moment, and
finding with some surprise and much thankfulness, that Sir
Philip Adelstane proposed to stay on & day longer in Calais,
in order to escort them across the Channel, she begged him to
be good enongh to invite Catherine to come for a little stroll
in the brilliant sunshine of & beautiful May morning ; whilst
she hersell went to the dismal little House of the Rat, and
packed old Miss Carey’s possessions, and made arrangements
to have them comveyed to the bost-office to await their
departure.

“ For 1 must do something to keep myself from dwelling
overmuch on my dear dear brother,” she said to him, tearfully,
* To-day must be got through, and the child is not fit to travel
until to-morrow, snd I feel T cannot forgive Lydia. I wrote
last night to her to eay I am taking Catherine home with me
to-morrow, and that I beg she will send me particnlars there
and I have written to George. I must see my desr Hector's
face once more, but not ontil I have taken Catherine home
and seen her safe, poor child,”

8ir Philip, perhape, regarded this innocent request, as one
link more in the chain of circnmstanee that waes slowly en-
compassing him ; but the proposal fitted well with the resola-
tion to which he had eome, and he scceded to it willingly,
He snggested to Catherine, that since her sunt appeared to be
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ocenpied, and wished her to take the benefit of the fresh air,
ghg had better pot on her things and come ont. Catherine
did not dream of discbeying his suggestion ; althouph, had it
emanated from Miza Chiloott, she would have declared with soma
astonishment that her sunt conld have nothing to do in which
ghe was unable to help her, and insisted on staying by her side.
Miss Duoleines was too soft and helpless, for all her curious
love of independence, to be much of an authority in anybody's
eyes, But Sir Philip's lightest word carried weight, and
Catherine went to put on her black orépe hat, and the pretty
jacket that was so onlike, and yet no more becoming, than the
old red velvet togue and shabby brown ulster, in which she
had last walked with Sir Philip.

Her cheeks were still pale, bnt the air soon bromght the
fresh colour back into her face ; and thoogh she was serions and
tremulons, as might have been expected, she had recovered the
gelf-command which had been g0 rudely shaken on the previous
day.

J[}mtlrula;ri.ulE!"ﬂ bhand had gone instinetively to her throat for
the little amuolet she wore, when ghe recovered from her faint-
ing fit, and she had immediately discovered from ita limpuess
that the card had slipped from it. Whilst her annt talked to
the doctor, she searched for the card diligently on the sofa and
the carpet. Bhe at length came to the uneasy conclusion that
it mnst bave been picked np and thrown into the fire,

“I wish I had not written those words on ib," thonght
Catherine, *and then if it had been scen, no one wounld have
thought anything, Buot I am foolish to think people would
trouble their heads—and beaides, Aunt Dulcinea could not read
it without hunting everywhere for her glasses first.”

Btill she waa vexed and uneasy, and among her tears for her
kind uncle, not & few flowed for her lost treasure. Bhe felt as
thongh she had parted with s secret charm which bound her to
the memory of her first meeting with Bir Philip.

Her silence—as she walked quietly next him, leading him
towards the gardens of the Front-Sod—suited him very well.
Bince he had come to an end of his indecision and taken a

P
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serious resglution, idle conversation wounld have served only to
digturb his calm and settled thought. Catherine, in the single
glance she stole at his severcly handsome face, was almost
frightened at his expression of stern gravity.

A soft breeze—the delicions breath of early summer,
wandered among the bushes, and songht them as they walked
quietly up snd down the almost deserted gardens; unfre
guented at this early hour, save by a few bonnes tending little
French children, small boys in gqueer plaid evits, and little
girls in flouneed and bostled short frocks,

“T think we might find a sheltered place and sit down,”
eaid Bir Philip, at length bresking the silence. * Yon must
not. over-tire yourself, and I fear you cannot be feeling very
strong after your iliness yesterday. I have something to say
to youn—if yon will kindly give me your attention,”

Afterwards Catherine, recalling that morning, could never
remember the exact words or tones in which Bir Philip Adel-
gtane asked her to marry him: or, perbaps, to put it more
correctly, laid before her the advisability from both points of
view, that she should do so.

He bardly realized her extreme youth, for Catherine wes of
womanly proportions, and had come to her full height, betray-
ing no signs of immatureness, although her short curls gave
s singularly childish and innocent expression to her fresh
young face. He referred briefly, however, to the disparity of
their ages, as one of the drawbacks which she should take into
serious consideration before finally acquainting him with her
decigion ; and whilst he thanked her wery simply snd grate-
fully for her impulsive letter, expressing her generous approval
of her aunt's disposition of her fortune, he yet made it plain
to her that he had come to the conclusion that it would be
repugnant to his feelings to benefit by it, except in the manner
he now proposed.

His calm and well-chosen words would perhaps have ex-
plained his case more adeguately to 8 judicial and unbisssed
committee-meoting, than to the bewildered Catherine, whose
heart beat so fast, and whose emotions were so Huttered, that
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only an indistinct sense of his meaning penctrated her under-
gtanding.

*Yet his manner was gentle almost to tenderness, and when
he observed how she trembled, he took her hand kindly in his
own, and held it.

“1 sec you are aritabed—taken by surprise,” he said
anxionsly. * Let me assare you that only the exigeney of the
gitnation could have caunsed me to choose such & moment for
this—this communication. And let me entreat yon to take
time to consider, and not to answer without due reflection,”

Catherine dimly felt that something was wantine—she did
oot know what—she conld not allow herself even to wonder ;
ghe was too inexperienced to reason that this was not the manner
of a lover, but of 8 man who must have put actual pressure upon
his inelination, to bring himself to make this proposal. No such
thought cotered her mind. The bepgar-maid could not have
been balf 20 much surprieed when King Cophetua proposed to
crown her, as was Catherine when her king proposed to marry
her. In her day-dreams, Sir Philip bad, to be sure, wooed her in
a visionary and courtly manner many times—thos far Lad her
innocent maiden fancies wandered ; bub alwaye there had been
some great change in herself, to justify his condescension,
She bhad grown transeendently beantiful, or had been discovered
to be an Ensturn princess of the very highest birth. Catherine
liked to base her airy visions on a elight foundation of troth,
and there was a tradition of East Indisn blood in the Carey
family. Then, in her imagination, Sir Philip had avowed that
he loved her, and had led her away—

# Beyond the night, across the day
Through all the world she followed him.™

But her dreams had been purely poetical and fancifal, the
worship one-sided, and the vision merely of the sudden kind-
ness of Sir Philip's stern face, and the softening of the severe
blue eyes—not of love-meking in any ordinary sense, still less
of an actual engagement, and subsequent marriage. His pro-
1osal came almost a8 & shock—a shock that dispersed presently
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into a shy and wonderful happiness ; when the firm, strong
hand held the little trembling one in its calm clasp.

Bhe did not take into eonsideration the question of "her
sunt’s fortune at all. Catherine wus only seventeen years old,
and at that age, an unsophisticated maiden is naturally and
abaolutely indilferent on such matters, which seem trivial and
unimportant indeed, beside the delightful sxcitement of a real
proposal, or the delicious thrill of first love,

The strange wistiul doubt which dimly presented itself to
ber doring his explanation, vanished with the first touch of his
hand on hers. Heaven opened to Catherine on that exquisite
May morning, in the sunny garden of the Frond-Sud. Bhe
did not reply to him in words, becanse she conld not ; but she
looked up into his face with such a passion of love and trust
and worship in her expressive hazel eyes, that the dullest of
mortals could hardly have mistaken her meaning ; and Sir
Philip knew that she had answered him,

Lady Sarah received the news of her son’s engagement with
an ineredulity which Cecil, who was the bearcr of & message
from Sir Philip to his mother, found it hard to overcome,

“ But I understood that there were mo conditions,” she
cried vehemently.

“ There were none,” her grandson answered curtly.

“ And yet yon advised this step, OQeeil. Fou!™ cried his
grandmother, “If he conld not have got the money without,"
ghe gaid, with the ntmost frankness, *I could have compre-
hended it. As s last resoures, you know, Though, if Philip
had wanted to marry for money, he conld have done better than
that, But, 88 it may be alrcady legally his own, I can't see, I
gannof gee, how it can be worth baving, with that poor little
creature tacked on. Nor how you can have advised your
uncle against your own interests ; it is not in the least like you,
and you know he might very essily never have married st all,”
cried Lady Barah, who was of a candid disposition.

Cecil coloured slightly at this imputation wupon his
™ :
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“When I tell you," he eaid dryly, “that I am rather
heayily in debt——"

“In debt! Of course yon are in debt. What of that? Bo
am I, gaid Lady Sarah. * Who eares for being in debt, I
ghould like to know. It is & kindness to the tradespeople;
they do not thank one for economy. I have often told Philip
go. What does it -signify 7 They know they will get their
money sometime or other ; and why, in the name of fortune,
shonld Philip sacrifice himself to your debts 1™

“When I tell you," said Cecil, beginning calmly all over
arain in the way which most exasperated his grandmother,
“ihat I am in debt, and that I have a—a prospect of doing
very well for myself, which requires that my position shonld
be immedistely bettered in order to enable me to seize my
ppportunity, you will understand that it was a shock to me to
learn that any doubts conld arise with regard to the money we
both considered the legal property of my uncle. Wonld yon
have had me sacrifice his interests to my own prospects of
possibly—not even certainly—inheriting in the dim future a
mortgeged estate, and a trumpery baronetey, which you have
told ipe & hondred times should never have been accepted by
my grandfather 77

“ He ought to have had a peerage,” said Lady Sarah.

“I perceived that my uncle was uneasy in the position in
which be was placed,” said Cecil, with offended dignity, “I
believe he was in two minds a8 to how far he could honourably
profit by the legacy, even if the decision of the Court were
given in his favour. I therefore felt it my duty to point out
to bim the only reasonable alternative, and to——""

“*¥Yon persnaded him to make sarc of the money by marry-
ing the girl. I see,” said Lady Sarah, too impatient to wait
for the words when she had canght the sense, * Well, if it
was the only way out of the difficulty, no donbt you did the
best you could, Good Lord 1" she ejuculated. “To have
practically got the money by an unprecedented siroke of good
luck, without the girl, and then to have insisted on tacking the
girl on to the money before even the question had been fought
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ont | I suppose there must bhave been more evidence of Miss
Carey's insanity than we knew." :

“No" said Cecil, unconscions of satire. “ We saw Miss
Carey’s old servant in Calais, who was interviewed by the
lawyer, and who was positive the old lady was as mad as a
hatter : and the lapdlord, who declared the same:; bub the
doctor would only own to eccentricity, and Cpearmen’s opinion
remained in our favour, though I saw my uncle was ghaken.
But Mizs Catherine herself declared she was ready to swear to
her aunt’s sanity."”

% Dd she—little high-flown, absurd creatore 1" said Lady
Barah, thonghtfully. * Hom |"™ Her humonr changed s ghe
threw Lerself back in her chair and laughed till she cried.

# And ghe wanted to take Tailer's place,” cried Lady Barah.
% Dear, dear, how very plainly I seem to see Philip proposing
to her, “Circumstances over which I have no control, my
dear Mims Carey, oblipe me to bring to your consideration
the obvicus suitability *™ but Cecil, who saw nothing
humorous in his uncle’s situation, interropted Lady Sarah’s
delicate mimicry of her absent son.

“It is anything but a lnuching matter,” he said bittarly,
“to have been forced to sngrest such a eacrifice to my unele—
of Ais inclinations—and of my own prospects of ever inheriting
the Abbey."

“To be sure—then, why did yon do it ? And what is her
name P " said his lively grand-dame, sitting npright, and bend-
ing her keen, blne eyes upon her grandson shrewdly,

Ceeil was taken aback.

“It is Miss Mocha" he said, colooring deeply. * Misg
Aungusta Mochn, T—IT don’t think you have met her.”

Lady Sarah jumped up fmpulsively and seized her grand-
eon's hands,

“My dear, dear Ceeil,” she said, *not old Bam Mocha's
daughier, not one of the twin heircsses dear old Bammy lefi
behind him 7 "

“It i the younger of the twins,™ said Cecil, thawing
elightly in the beaming warmth of his grandmother's smile.
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“ You alever, clever boy," said Lady Sarah, drawing a deep
breath. “ Well, you will be independent indeed of old Mies
Carey's hoards.  But will her people consent 7 Yon are no
longer quite in the same position if Philip marries," she
cjaculated, with dismay,

# She hos consented, and they will have to give way,” said
Cecil, haughtily, * My ancle will now be enabled to ensure
me & proper income, clear off my linbilitics, and as he very
kindly proposes, take steps towards providing for my foture in
case of—of eventualities,"

“In cazse he hag half a dozen little Careys,” said Ledy
Barah, who always preferred the plainest English

“Then I ean approsch her guoardisns in a position of
independence,” &aid Cecil, “which was, I need hardly say,
esgential bo my pride. We ean be married a8 soon as mattera
can be arranged, and proceed to the Embassy, where T hope to
gnter at once upon my career.”

Thia pompous annonnesment: eansed Liady Barah to choekle
openly.

“T admire you very much, Cecil,” she said ; and her grand-
gome felt nneasily that his grandmother was langhing at him
a8 usual, though for the life of him he conld not conceive
why.

FEhe softened as she looked st his sulky, handsome, puzzled
face, and she touched his smooth cheek caressingly with her
pretty white hand.

“ After all, I do not wonder at any woman falling in love
with you," ghe said. * There never was a better-looking boy
in this world except Philip ; and I know one or two who have
been in love with hin, only I am not sure whether he ever
found it onk, Bub he did not make hay while the sun shone
He was not so wise in his generstion as vou are, Cecil.”

“] am=—I am very much attached to Aunguosta,™ he
stammered.

“Yon mupst be really in love,” said Lady Barah, almost
admiringly, “or you would not have forfeited your mearly
eertain chanee of inheriting: "




216 OATHERINE OF CALAIR.

“1 paid jost mow, grandmamma,” umd Oecil, in w deeply-
offended tone, * that the baronetey

“ls not the Abbey,” said Lady Barah; *but they gu
together. However, I don't think you could bear living at
Welwysbere all the year round, any better than I could my-
welf, and [ am gunite convinced Miss Mocha would not either.
I must have seen ber, thongh I can't for the moment recall
ber to my mind. Dear me! Bot I have beard all sbout
them. They are very unlike, and one is called Blowsabella
sod the other Bkinnermslick,” said Lady Baral, innocently.
“ T wonder which yours is."

The outraged lover conld hardly answer for a moment.
Years of experience had not inured Cecil to his grandmother's
malicions banter. He evidently repressed a stroggle with hia
feelings of dutiful respect for Lady Barah before he replied
with dignity—

“] am not in the way of hearing young ladies’ nicknames.
Augusts is considered handsome; she hss a particularly fine
fignre—and——"

“It is Blowsabelln,” said Lady Barah to herself. * Some-
how I felt sure it would be, Odd[™

“And she is devotedly sttached to me,” continned Mr.
Adelstane, gravely; “in these circumstances, I am sure you
will perceive it i8 very painful to me that you should laugh st
her‘ﬂ

COecil did not like his grandmother to be volgar, whereas
Lady Sarsh, on the contrary, was very fond of assuming a
little cloak, 8o to speak, of volgarity from time to time, aod
coneidered that it was vastly amusing, and became her very
well.

“ Langh at the co-heiress of old Bam Mocha! I am not so
insane,” she said, with mueh feeling. It was at you that I
was venturing to emile, thongh I am quite sure I onght teo
have kmown better, But you will forgive your poor old
grauny, who can hardly hope to live to see her boy an ambas-
sador,” said Lady Sarah, with a twinkle in her eyes which
belied the pathos of her tome. Cecil was really touched at the
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thought, however, and forgave his grandmother readily, for he
hed a kind heart.

* “And what about Mise Carey coming here 7” he asked.
“ T must telegraph to Unecle Philip.”

“h, she must come,"” said Lady Barah, impatiently, *“It
will be & great bore. Bhe will be in mourning, and sobbing
and weeping, I suppose, for the poor dear old admiral, whom
T deeply regret for hie own eake, thongh one wonld imagine
the grave to be infinitely preferable to the life that womsn
muat have led him, Dot try and make your nnele nnderstand
I can't have the Chilcotte swesping down opon me &n masas
becanae his young woman happens to be related to them,"

#1 believe Mra. Chilcott has quarrelled with ber niece and
forbidden her to return,” eaid Cecil, with some hesitation,

“Quarrelled with her. Bravo ! Her sunts are always
quarrelling with her. And why 7 But what a fool I am 3 of
course she adopted the girl, hoping to get hold of Miss Carey's
money. No wonder the Chileott woman got her back up,”
eried Lady Sarah, delizhted. *“I suppose she bullied poor
Philip into thinking he ought to make her reparation. Not
a farthing of his money shall that old shrew ever have the
harfling of, with my good leave.”

“They wanted her to swear her aunt was insane, but she
refused, and wrote to my uncle,” said Cecil, and he told his
grandmother of Catherine’s letter, which Sir Philip had not
had an opportunity of showing to Lady Sarah.

“Poor child,” eaid the old lady, a little touched by the
narration.  © However, long ago I discovered ghe was in love
with Philip. Newver mind how. I dare eay ghe is an artfal
little cat, Well, I shall have enough to do to make her pre-
sentable ; she is nothing but a schoolgirl. Perhapas, after sll,
she will do as well as anybody else, now that she has had the
gense to quorrel with the Chileotts. It is a pity she is nobody,
it i8 o pity she is a child, and it is & pity he shonld dream of
marrying her at all ; but we muost make the best of a bad job,"
eaid Lady Sarah, philosophically, * especially now that yon
have provided for yourself by such a stroke of genius as falling
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in love with your Blowsa—with your Augnsta.” And she
thought secretly that, in some respects, the timid and gentle
Cutherine of her recollection, might be preferable to the heircss
of old Lord Mocha.

“] must try snd get it into my head that Philip conld not
have got the fortune without the girl, and then by degrees I
dare say I shall become reconciled to his idiory," she reflected
cheerfolly.

In her heart she looked forwsrd to all the bmstle and
change which must ensue, for she disliked nothing in the
world se moch as monotony ; and the seftled gravity of her
gon, a8 the yesrs passed by, and bronght him no nearer to his
heart's desire of returning to live at Welwysbere, had long been
exceedingly trying to Lndy Sarah.

8he was, however, spared the ordeal of receiving Catherine,
in her deep mourning, for Miss Duleinea would not part with
her niece, and left her at the Grosvenor Hotel only for an hour
whilst she went to pay her last sad wisib at the honse in Eaton
Square, where her brother had died. Her sister-in-law declined
to see her, and George wis not in the house; bob Clara met
her with swollen eyes and melancholy importance.

“We go down to Bridescombe to-morrow,” she whispered.
% No, indeed, it would be impossible for mamma to see yon,
until after the funeral. I wonder you should think of soch
a thing ; it wonld be very strange indeed if she were equal to
such an effort.”

“ Never mind,"” said poor Miss Dunleines, and she went
back to Catherine, and consoled herself with the gentle babble
characteristic of her, thankfol for so leving and sympathelic
a listener,

“Poor Clara ! " said Catherine. “Did she—did she say
snything about me, auntie ? "

“ My darling, she was evidently bursting with reprouf of
gome kind, you know Qlars’s way,"” said her sunt, apologetically ;
“but she just moanaged to restrain hersell. I could not have
listened to anything about you, my love, at sach & time, nor
indeed at any time. I told her nothing, I felt it was not a
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moment to talk of marriage, nor of giving in marrisge. Bhe

Jvas very full of the mourning arrangements and the dress-
maker, and of how much more crape she would have to wear
than I," eaid Misa Dulcinea, with soft indignstion. *“I told
her that the crape had yet to be invented, which conld express
my love for Hector, After scolding & poor man to death,
you might drown yourself in an ocean of mourning, before you
could bring him back to life again. And now, my darling,
we can go home to poor auntie's cottage, and think over our
sorrows and our joys, and see the grave where they are going
to lay him, next to poor papa’s, who was so prood of his sailor
gon, little thinking he would live to be heopecked to death,
And we must talk to George, who is the head of the family
now, alas and alas!™ and poor Aunt Dolcines eried bitterly,
being overcome by the conflicting emotions which had beset
her during the past fow days.

* And yon are far, far too young to be married, Catherine,”
ghe sobbed, * only T lave not the nerve to express any opinion
to Bir Fhilip ; but be and George must decide it. It is only
fair that he should make it up to you. I only hope you won't
pgow grand apd proud, darling, and that you will always
remain 48 simple as yon are now, bot I fear that would be too
much to expect. And as spon as Lydia koows abouot it, she
will insigt npon your going back to Bridescombe, and bemg
married from there. You may be very sure of that,”

Wiss Duoleinea.

They went down together into Devonshire, on a chilly, wet
day 3 but the little cottage, although it looked dismal enongh
from the outside, was cheerful enough indoors, when they
arrived there ai dusk. The village nurse, who was taking care
of the iovalid nicee, had made a cheerful fire and cooked a
good supper, and Ewily hersell was better and in one of her
most gracions moods, thankiul to sce her annt again at home,
and inelingd to be somewhat jealous of Catherine. But her
jealonsy gave way speedily before the wonderful seeret which
Miss Duleinea confided to ber before she had been five minutes
in the house, and poor Emily clasped ber hands, and looked at
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the foture lady of Welwysbere with awe-strock and delighted
ey eE, ;

Catherine was very far from reslizing that she was the
fature lady of Welwysbere. The conversation in the parden of
the Frond-Sud at Calais seemed to her almost like a dream from
the moment she had parted from Bir Philip at Victoria Station.
He bad hardly spoken to Ler alone save on that momentons
occasion. On their return fo the hotel that morning he had
interviewed Miss Duleines, and gravely requested her permis-
gion to marry her niece, Miss Chilcott was a preat deal too
much sstounded and flustered to think of any objections,
althongh ehe could have found it in her heart, an hour or twe
later, to echo Sophie, who came smiling to pay her respects
to Catherine, and who, upon seeing Bir Philip once more,
exclaimed in astonishment—

“("est le vienx grand pere | "

Miss Dulcinea did in teuth think that Sir Philip's age was
a sad drawback to the romence of the marriage, but the
objection did not seem bo oceur to Catherine, who had never
thought upon the subject, save to reflect enthusisstically upon
the superior picturesqueness of iron-grey hair to any other
colour under the sun.

Nothing definite, of course, conld be settled, hardly dis-
cussed, until after the admiral's foneral; snd during the
ensuing days Catherine begged her aunt not to speak of the
matter. Bhe felt that conjectures and soggestions and won-
derings disturbed her beautiful dream of happiness ; and since
Aunt Dulcines could discuss the situation endlessly with
Emily, who was never tired of listening and responding, she
indulged Catherine by not referring to the subject oftener
than half a dozen times in a day.

Life in & cottage was astonishingly congenial to Catherine,
She liked the early rising, the breath of fresh air which could
be enjoyed by merely stepping out of the open door into the
sheltered porch, at any moment of the day in the paunsea of
occupation. She was & born housewife, as her aunt was &
born muddler, and she scorched her pretty complexion over
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the little stove, cooking such breakfasts as Emily had never
Jnsted before; for Catherine knew as much of cooking as
Bophie conld teach her, which was saying a pood deal.

Emily was willing to follow where Catherine led, looking
up to her now with a respect she might not before have cared
to display, and helping her to dust, to sweep and to mend, and
to re-make the curtains and chair-covers which poor Aunt
Duleines had allowed to fsll into a disorder, that almost
justified Clara’s harsh eriticisms.

“ But I give away too much to be able to afford » servant,
darling, and it would be against my principles ; except little
Mary Ann, juet to tesch her as a kindness, or old Nurse now
and then to help,” said Miss Chileott, looking with round eyes
of alarm at Catherine ; *and what shall we do when 8ir Philip
comes here ? I hope he won't come to luncheon.”

“ Oh, hush, anntie, you promised, and besides—perhaps he
will not come,” Catherine said.

But in her heart she knew why she worked so eagerly and
gtrennously at tidying and beautifying the little shabby parlour,
and why her heart thrilled with pleasure when she and Emily
a4 last completed the white frilled muslin curtains, and put
them in the bay windows of the cottage, one on each side of

the row of geraninm pota,
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CHAPTER XVIIL

Ox a perfect May morning the remains of the admiral were
laid to rest in the pretty churchyard at Welwysbere. He was
to lie in the shadow of the ancient village church, where his
forefuthera were gathered together. Bqnire Jerome and his
brother Hector, 1620 ; Muajor George Chilcott, who died of
wounds received in the Crimean War; and George Chiloote,
yeomsn, 1750 ; were among the inscriptions discernible on the
moasy headstones next to the open grave.

A larger concourse of neighbours and spectators, a longer
procession of earringes and mourners bad vever been known in
the village, Bir Philip Adelstane walled with George Chil-
cott behind his old friend's eoffin, and Clara, in her decp
mourning and thick black veil, stood sobbing by her father's
grave.

It seemed hard, Catherine thought, to be laid in the dark
earth on such & morning us this,

On one side of the churchyard, lay an old orchard, bonnded
by & crooked, moss-grown stone wall, whence, like giant
bouguets of snowy blossom, the apple-irees rose against the
blue and clondless sky ; gleams of sunlight and deep shadows,
flecked the gniet grass alleys of the orchard benmesth the
slanting rows of gnarled brown trunks, The white field
beyend waa a yellow sheet of buttercups sprinkled with daisies,
The new-born leaves of the young caks in the hedgerow shone
like gold in the sunshine. On the other side the rieh mesdow
stretched away and upwards towards the wooded slopes of
Welwysbere Park. Newly shorn sheep dotted the rolling
grusslands ; and under the scarcely yet unfolded rose-brown
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foliage of the walnut-trees, the red Devon cattle quietly
gtood.

Catherine thonght how deeply her onecle had loved the
gpring-time, how many of its besuties be had shown to her
unaccustomed eyes, how regretfully he bad looked round upon
the shyly opening buds and promising green shoots of his
clerished garden. before preparing with many s sigh to gquit
the country he loved for the town he loathed.

She thought of the white beard sweeping the broad breast,
the gilvered head, the kind bloe eyes, and wrinkled hands so
tender in their toneh. The admiral had himself pointed out
to her this quict spot, and told her that he would one day be
lnid to rest there, with those of his family who had gone before
him.

% Poor Hector, poor Heetor! He never did or said an
unkind thing, People said he was wenk, and perbaps he was,”
gobbed Dualeinea ; * bot it was his nature to be gentle. No
more tender heart ever beat, No, davling, I never could geb
on with your friend Delia, because I saw she was impatient
with my dearest brother; ehe never saw the beauty of his
chgracter. It is one we all pretend to admire in theory. I
ig the Christian ideal. And when we see it in real life we say,
*Poor fellow ! He was rather a weak kind of man.' How I
am to forgive Lydia I do not pretend to say. I know it is my
duty. I know if he wers here that he wounld beg me piteously
not to tell her to her face that she had killed him.”

But Duleinea wounld bave needed little entreaty to make her
forgive her sister-in-law, had she known the terrible ordeal
through which that miserable soul was passing, in her darkened
rooim, whilst the monrners were pathered round the open grave
in the spring sunshine,

Lydis Chileott had felt a fierce resentment rather than
grief, ab the death of her husband, which entailed upon her the
loss of nearly all ghe valued most. The shock had been s
terribly sudden one. Bhe had faneied she heard a call from his
study, which was next to the library she had made her own
room in their London house, and had disregarded it. There
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he was fonnd, leaning back in hiz armchair, with the Times
uewspaper dropped upon the carpet by his side from his nerve-
less hand, and a perfectly placid expression npon his dead face.

He was the husband of her youth, and she had loved him
paseionately once ; but she had worn her love out, go to speak,
and sharpened it away, with the keen cdge of cutting words
and reprosches, and fault findings, and endless petty jealonsies.
Bhe had broken his epirit, which was too gentle to withstand
her, and bowed his head, and wearied his soul to death. But
ghe hod realized none of these things. Boch habite do not
epring up full grown ; they increase imperceptibly from trivial
grambling, and slight impatiences, and carcless discourtesies,
cliiming indulzence, nntil the will which has permitted their
encroachments, finde itself enslaved.

Mrs, Chileott received with angry incredulity the doctor’s
statement that he had long known, the admiral wonld probably
die thus, and that it was st her hueband's own request that she
was kept in ignoranee of his condition,

“He feared the effect upon your nerves, and I must eay,”
eaid the old doctor, who bad known Lydia Chileott all her life,
“ that he was fully justified in fearing it. He dreaded having
your snxiety to bear, though he had no dread of death in
itself ; he longed for qoiet.”

*Of course I shonld bave kept him quiet, he should never
have seen & soul—I shonld have taken proper care of him—if
I had known,” ehe stormed.

“I faney he wished to avoid any fuse over himself, and as
the case was & hopelesa one, I may tell you at once that no
care conld have averted this termination,” said the dector.

“ But agitation must have been bad for him.”

“The worst thing in the world, no dounbt; but what
agitation can he have had to hasten the end, since you were
not even aware of his precarious condition 7' =aid the doctor,
blandly ; and he went away, remarking to himself, “I hope that
will rankle, Bhe deserves a stab. Poor Chilcott ; poor kind
giﬂhﬂmﬁb; your only enemy was of your own hearth and
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But Mrs. Chileott had a thounsand things to think of,
which secmed of more immediate importance than the old
doctor's sarcasm. She vented her wrath against fate, upon
Catherine, to whose indirect agency ehe ascribed all the blame
of that stormy closing #cene of her husband®s life. In a
frenzy of resentment she despatched her furions telegram to
Calais.

Bhe sent for George, and gave him a hundred contradictory
directions about the funeral, whilst yet the poor boy had
hardly realized that his loved and loving father was dead,
She scolded the dressmeker, and ordered quantities of the
newest mourning for herself and Clara ; and so condocted her-
self towards the household generally, that the servants were
almost justified in declaring that the suddenness of the blow
had rendered their mistress insane, She ordered her husband’s
lawyers to send her the will ; bat they refosed to deliver it
into her keeping, and preferred, as they politely intimated, to -
follow the nsnal course of first acquainting the heir-at-law with
the contents. She kmew that according to Chileott custom,
and although she and Clara womld be amply provided for,
everything now belonged to George; and her mind turned
to the great question of whether she wonld be able to mannge
her son as she had managed her huwsband ; or whether she
was to be ousted by a daoghter-in-law, and the one of all
others she wonld most detest.

George had not yet touched his father's papers, which were
kept in the study—the little den in which he lived at Brides-
combe ; but Mrs. Chilcott did not share the delicacy of her
geon. Her thin eager fingers moved restlessly among her
hushand's packets of old letters, carefully docketed and put
oway, fShe turned over his piles of accounts and receipts,
until ehe came to the row of journals which he ealled his log-
books, and which he had kept for many years under lock and
key. He had never suffered any eye but his own to glance at
their contents, but he had spent a portion of his time daily in
writing therein.

Certainly no one had so much right to look st them as his

Q
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wife, bot—she disresarded a slip of paper which lay across the
row, and on which was inscribed in the tremulons old writizg,
“To be burnt unread at my death.”

Who but poor Hector, she thonght, wonld have been
senseless enough to fill pages and pages of monuvseript in order
to consign them to the fames ?

The spirit of reverence for the helpless Jead did not eheck
Mre. Chileott’s restless curiosity,  She drew the joursels from
their hiding place and carried them to her own room ; she
goothed her eonscience by saying to herself that it would be
better not to leave them for George to rend, althongh she
knew that George, in his honest grief and loyalty, wonld have
died rather than disregard that written injunction,

¥Yet, in her hord and withered natore, sorrow held some
place ; but it was resolutely thrust down to the very bottom of
ber heart. She refnsed to allow herself, s it were, to soften,
and give way to lamentations, like an ordinary person.  She
eaid to herself that she wonld think of the admiral in life, and
not in desth, and that she woold distract herself by any
means from dwelling for a moment upon the sad procession
which had slowly wound its way round the drive. Thus it
was that, as she restlessly moved round her darkened bedroom,
she thought of the journals locked im her wardrobe since the
previons night, and mechanically taking up the nearest which
came to hand, which happened to be the last snd unfinished
volume, ehe threw herself into an armehair, and began to read
the contenta,

Bhe pried into these forbidden paces, partly from ouriceity,
partly from a semse thut she would find consolation in the
records of their married life, which must bear testimony to her
superior wisdom, and the strength of mind which had caunsed
ber to dominate her hushand so sirongly, She liked to think
how entirely he must have depended on her.  She had so long
believed in her own perfection that she blindly flattered herself
that ber husbund entirely shored her convietions. Never
conld she have conceived the possibility that Hector Chileott,
who in life had never reproached her, nor complained of
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the burden laid npon him, shonld speak to her, as it were, from
liw new-made grave, in the words which met her dry and
burning eyes,

It had mever occurred to her thab his submission was due
not to her clevernesa, bot to the weariness of spirit and physical
ill-lenloh, which sacrificed all for the sake of pesce; and that
in Lis patience and his silence, he had torned to his journal for
thut dumb consolation whieh alone remained, where loyalty for-
Lade him to seck living sympathy,

At first she lighted only upon snch jottings regarding his
planting, and hLis flowers, and his weather reports, as an
cuthusiastic gardener loves to keep ; mingled with soch enrions
deseriptive notes of his observation of nature and her ways, as
would have caosed s scientist to regret that such a bent had
not been more folly coltivated ; and & lover of literature to
perceive the delicacy and finish of the writer's style, old-
fashioned and deliberate thongh it might be, whenever such
description oceurred,

But Mrs. Chileott listlessly skimmed the minote tremulons
writing, where such impressions were recorded, and dwelt only
upma the portivms regerding his hopes and fears for his
children, and the record of daily events. The love and care
for them  all—though over-anxions and  troubled—which
appeared in every line, could not but touch her to the quick,
and tears might have come to her relief, but for s sentence
which caught ler eye—a fact recorded alone, simply, and
without comment,

* Lhose conslant scenes with my wnhappy wife are killing
e

A sharp pang of horror, incredulity, and snguish, shol
through Liydia Chileott’s bosom.

His unhappy wife. The prosperous, rich, patronizing,
fashionable, and sncceseful chdielaine of Bridescombe, as she
thought herself, and ss she had believed evely one regarded
her. And her husband, her gentle, passive, foolish husband,
who had walked obediently by her side through life, thought
and wrote of her as his unkappy wife.
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Mra. Chileott had never received so great a shock, nor
guch a blow to the high and overwhelming esteem in which
ghe leld herself above oll other mortals : for where indeed had
ghe ever fonnd another mortal whose doings were not either
iniguitous or ridiculous in her eyes ? She canght her breath
with a gasp of passionate rescntment and grief.

Bhe turned the leaves with shaking hauds, to search for
the eomfort to her wounded feelings that was not to be found
among them ; fresh evidences of the real opinion her husband
had entertained of his all-powerful, all-wise, all-criticising, and
sll-condescending mentor, met her eye on almost every page.

“Oh God," he wrote, “grant ma patience fo endure wundil
the end.

“ Poor (Mara, so aomighls and conscientions by nalure—
though limiled in wndorstonding and narrow of sympathy
—shows o vegreffabla fondness for imitating her molher's
ferrible habit of slandering the absent. 1 must fry and help
fer to evercome the fendency. Buf she sz not amenable; and
who can wonder, alas, with such a daily ond howrly era:ipla
befare her.  What can I do? . . . Thank (God, that poor
Lydia’s lerrible demper 48 nol dnherited by eilher of her
children, « « »

“ T must not dwell wpon thesa petly troubles, which turn
wwhat might be & happy, peacsful homs dnto a veriable hell
wpon earth; my nerves and spirils ars giving way like any
old woman's,

“ Tha whole of the F—— seandal was diccussed in detail,
largely incorreet, and fo a casual visifor. i ds very distressing
to ma fo hear so much abuse and mauvaise langue. T withdraw
early, finding myself powerless to slop s

A4 pad exhibition fo-day of poor Lydia's enfire luck of
self-contral. I sometimes foar this will end in her becoming
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insans, I have long ceased my early efforfs to restrain or
persuade her. It iz quife hopeless. . . "

Then came later—

ST have seen Sir R J——; there i mo longer any
dowbt, My case is hopelsss, What would I not give lo pass
my last days in jeace. Bl it wiust bo kapt wp f9 the end,
Thank God thal I can leave my dear boy, with perfect con-
Jidence that he is mors worlky than ever T was, to represent
the old house,

I hope, if God Almighty secs fif, fo end my doys af
Bridescombe, twhere my father died, and where the beloved
presencs of my dearcel mother yef hawnis for ever the rooms
i which she dwell. They have besn closed since Jer death,
and I have constanily refused fo fave them opened, lost the
spirtt of love and peace shll reigning there, lo my fancy,
be digpelled by poor Lydis’s unloly wiolsnce of tongus and
[EMper, « « a

¥ A wisit to my mother's roome fo-day called forth the wrath
of poor Lydia, whe excolled herself in impropgricly of language,
nol sparing my dear mother's name, . . . It appears she
réguired my presence and was wunabla o find me, . . .

“ My dear Mary's Uitlle girl et lust under my roof.  Lydia
appears inclined fo be ciwil, which i almos! more than T
expected ; I can hardly hope thal even her love of pulronizing
will enable her lo treal the child well for any greaf space of
fimg, This liltle Cafhering resembles my fomily, and iz most
pleasing and gentls in her manner. God bless her. It 1s very
HBleasant o me fo sce her bright prelly face, . o

“In London again, dul feel much fempled fo relurn fo
Devonshire ; leaving Lydia to these foolish guieties, so unsuited
b her age and digposition.

“The constant faillure of her endeavours fo enfer lhe
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Sashionable world has the wersl possibls effect wpon fer heallk
and spirits, Neither her Birth ner her breeding pive her fha
slightss! claim fo do so, could she Dbeliewe 4. T wish sha
would lef it alone, and reconcila herself’ o the posilion of @
country sguire's svife, This prefence ab inliiacy with greaf
Solk: whom she hardly knows by sight, 4 exceedingly repugnant

to my feslings.

© Lydia's harsh obstinacy i3 ferribly galling, in the fuce
of poor Cathering’s proper and notural desire fo aftend Jer
aunt’s funeral. I feel &f my duty on this occasion o with-
sland her, She bekaved Wke a madweman, . . . My sirangth
i failing me, . . "

The last entry—

# I have seen Sir R— J- again, by advice of our old
doctor. He warns me aguinsi emotion or excilemient  my 1ifp
hangs on @ tiread, « o « JU % poinful to realize how glad I am
BOg0. o a0 o

Bhe sat with the book npon her lap, and the final nnfinished
page open before her,

It was as thongh her naked soul were held np to her for
inspection through the eyes of a fellow-creature. All exenscs,
all sophistries, all self-satisfaction, for the moment vanished
utterly from her mind, and left her cowering before the calmly
recorded, solemn judgment of the helpless dead, who lad
spoken. to her face to face in these pages, and whom she counld
not plead with, nor argue against, nor contradict ; whom she
could mever guswer any more ; who was at pesce beyond the
reach of her advics, her derision, ber scolding, and her con-
tempt of one whose wisdom was a thousand times purer and
nobler than her own ; and whose spirit was the spirit of charity.

Hig faithful, admiruble, managing, excellent wife had
made bhim glad to go.

Bir Philip took an early opportunity of epeaking to young
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George Chileott upon the matter which might be now supposed
tq be next his heart; he pointed oot to him that, since
Cothering was in the position of being practically homeless,
her marringe, for cvery one's convenicnce, could hardly tuke
place too soom. George, who had been the viclim of his
mother’s violent diatribes against Cetherine on the very
morning of his f~ther"s death, and who was not aware of any
change in her sentiments, conld not but confess that it was
next to impossible that Catherine should retorn to Brides-
combe.  He was ready to agree with Sir Philip that poor Miss
Duleinea’s cottare was a very unanitable place of residence for
Oatherine.

It wounld not have been a gratefnl task to explain this
latter semtiment, in which both gentlemen were in perfect
sccord, to Miss Chileoti, who was as hospitable as she was
unpractical, and who was ready to shelter any mumber of
homeless nieces, quite regardless of the size of her establish-
ment,  Miss Duleinea, however, was wery amenable to
persunsion, enchanted with the happiness of her niece, and
inclined to throw sll responsibility on George, having a mosk
singere and praiseworthy preference for masenline judpment.

George made no eecret of the faet that he considered
Catherine superlatively forbunate, and he could hardly conceal
his nstonishment that Bir Philip should chooge this method of
restoring Miss Carey’s money to her disinberited niece. His
father had told him that he thonght little of their chance of
upeetting Misa Tsabella's will, and that Catherine herself had
honestly declared her belief in bher sunt's sanity; moreover,
Georpe disliked the thought of a lawsnit o mnch, that he was
inclined to seize eagerly npon so happy a way of surmounting
the difficuity, withoot prejudice to his consin’s interests. He
undertook to inform his mother of the arrangement wpon a
favourable opportunity ; but George was sturdily independent,
and having satisfied himself that no better thing could
possibly happen to Oatherine, he did not make any pretence
that Mrs. Chilcott's consent wos needed. He felt that his
father's responsibilities had descended upon him, and that he
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was very well able to bear them ; mor, to say truth, had he
seen his mother since the day of the fupersl, when she hagd
taken to her bed, whers she had remained ever since, speaking
to no one save her maid.

Catherine was sent ount into the garden, like a child, not
to be present at the consultation that was held in the little
crowded parlonr by her Aunt Duleinea, with her cousin
George and Sir Philip Adelstane, who walked to the cottage
together aboat six o'clock one fine eveniog.

Bhe wished it had been possible to move out of sight of
the front of the cobbuge ; where she could see the cap of Aunt
Duleines bobbing up and down at one window, and the excited
face of Emily flattened against the pane of another. It was
a very wonderful and thrilling situstion, thought Catherine—a
maiden waiting in a gparden, on & May evening, for her lover
to come out and tell her that the time and place of their
wedding had been settled, and that ghe would soon belong only
to him. DBub, for the sake of romance, she conld not but wish
that it wos a garden better suited for such an interview. Bhe
turned o little pebulantly from poor Ewily's nods and smiles,
and then, repentant, waved ber hand in answer,

The birds were twittering all ronnd her, and ghe pansed
by an old rose-bush under a wall, where & thrush was sitting
motionless on its nest, ite speckled throat stretched upwards,
ewelling with fright and pride. Birds bnilt their nests and
hatehed their egga nndistnrbed in Doleines’s garden, whers
gardeners were unknown, She passed softly by the little, brave
mother, who wounld not 8y for all her terror, and, to ocoupy
herself, began to pluck a bunch of the sweet narcissus which
grew plentifully in the narrow, tangled borders.

“ Cutherine,” called her sont, from the poreh, * you may
eome in now,”

Poor Catherine’s romantic dreams of lover and garden fled
before the kind, enbstantial presence. Bhe came slowly up the
path to the porch where her Aunt Dulcines stood, shading her
eyes with her soft, white hand, as she came out into the low
evening sunshine, from the shaded parlour.
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“My darling—go—go to him. He will tell you himself,”
said Miss Chilcott, smiling t-earfu]ly

George stood sheepishly in the narrow passage, waiting for
Catherines entry, to momble his congratulations, and escaping
to hiz aunt's side, to avoid her thanks, as quickly as might be.
He thought of pretty Delia, and wondered that Bir Philip
ghould think of. warrying Catherine—modest, gentle, and
altogether inoffensive as she was—whilst such a brilliant and
TLeantiful creature as Delia was known to exiet; nor did the
honest fellow, whose heart was filled with his own romance,
dream for & moment that Catherine, humble as she was, smiled
inwardly st his awkward, youthful embarressment, and con-
trasted it with Sir Philip's conrteous eelf-possession—as she
contrasted her cousin's sunburnt red face, licht blue eyes, and
snub nose, with the older man's fine features and noble bearing
—very much to the disadvantage of George.

8ir Philip held the door of the little parlour open for her,
and Catherine entered shyly, with besting heart, and laid her
gheaf of scented white flowers upon one of the little erowded
tables. She toroed townsrds him, waiting, 88 he closed the door ;
heg innocent face flushed, her expressive eyes lifted to his face,
with that look of worship in them which half-touched and half-
emburrassed Sir Philip, He had not spoken.to her alone since
the morning in the gardens of the Frond-Sud.

Although her pretty, rounded figure was so tall and womanly
in her plain black gown, Sir Philip realized her extreme youth,
guddenly and strongly, as he looked at her short curly bair,
and the little oval face breaking into a timid, charming smile,
half-joyons and half-frightened.

Bhe seemed hardly to understand, he thought, the serious-
ueas of the eituation.

He took her hand, and held it, looking down anxionsly
upon her 8 ghe stood before him.

“My dear,” he gaid gently, “are you sure you understand
what you are doing—that this is no—no passing fancy which
you will hercafter regret ¢

The words escaped him almost involuntarily, and he realized
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what be had snid with a dismay seldom raised by his own
usnally thonrhtful and measnred words.

But, to g great relief, Catherine thonght it the musb
natural thing in the world that he shonld thus teke her love
for granted, and she said quite simply—

“1 will try to plesse you in everything. I koow I am
not good enongh—not worthy in any way- but I will try
snd make it up Iy my love and devotion. No one—nob the
most suitable, nor the most beautiful, person in oll the world,”
said Catherine, carried away by her exrnesiness, and speaking
as she had spoken to Lady Sarah, “eonld care so much, nor
wish 20 much, to please you."

The little momentary flush of consciousness, the Iurking,
childish dimple of latent coquetry with which she had awaited
his greeting, vanighed in his grave, still presence. Her eyea
grew wistfol onece more,

“Yon are very good to me," said Bir Philip,

He stooped snd eolemnly kissed Catherine® brow. The
kiss fell on a soft golden-brown curl, and Catherine did not
feel it, althongh she blushed deeply, and afterwards remoree-
lessly chopped off the little brown curl, and laid it away in her
work-box wrapped in silver paper.

“You came between me and his first kiss,” she whispered
to it tenderly. It was not at all like ler dreams of what his
first kiss would be; but it filled her with great awe, and
bronght home to her the fact that he bad now a real and
personal elaim to her, and she to him.

“(Can you spare me & few moments to listen to the arrange-
mente we have made, and tell me if they meet with your
approval 7' he asked courteonsly; and sinee Catherine in-
tended to devote her whole life to him, she made no objection
to according him this grace, and sented herself on the sofa to
which he led her, still retaining her hand in & very kind and
gentle clasp.

“We think that there can be no reason for delay—while
there is every resson for haste,” said Bir Philip. “Yoo can
hardly retorn to Bridescombe ; and it is quite impossible thay
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you shoald remain here. Our immediate marringe will also
feilitate the setilement of the late Miss Carey's estate very
considerably.  We bave :l80 come to the conclusion that, since
you are in deep mourning, nnd, in hort, baving regard to all
the circumstinces, perhaps the ceremony had better take ploce
quictly, at a distance from home, My mother has placed her
rooms in Paris rt our disposal; and I propose our heing
married ot the Bmbassy there. Your aunt, Miss Chileott,
most kindly promiscs to accompany you, and to make all the
prejarations she considers needful.  Will this course of pro-
cecding megt your views P "

Clatherine sssented, rather wondering he should consider
it necessary to ask her.

“1 proyose, later on,™ said Siv Philip, hesitating, * to take
up our residence ot Welwyshere."™

“T am glad,” said Catherine, gimply. *“I wonld much
rather live in the country.”

T am delighted to hear you say so; we are of one mind,”
eaid Bir Philip, more heartily and naturally than he had yeb
gpoken, sod Catberine was emboldened to smile, and sk
timidly—

“Way I—may T come to you when I don’t know what to
do; or—or T am so afraid I shall make mistakes, and do
foolish things, and that you will be asbamed of me. T Lave
never—Aunt Lydia expliined to me—had any advantages, I
think it fair to tell you,” said Catherine, anxiously, * though
the other day T was too frightened to think of mention-
ingr it

“1 hope you will never be frizhtened of me" said Sir
Philip, rather wonderingly. * It is very nice of you, my dear
Catherine, to speak thuz openly; and I assure you that I
appreciate your confidence very much. Bob your own pood
sense, if it is able thus to convioee you of any defiviencies, will
very soon enable yon to remedy them. I must say I have not
toticed anything of the sort,” he said kindly,

“ Except when I loat the plate,” she ventured to say, with
& little shy langh.
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But Bir Philip apparently eaw nothing humorons in this
recollection, and grew grave immediately. ’

“You are not likely to be placed in those circumstances
again ; nor would you, I feel sure, repeat such an adventore
with any willingness,"

If Cutherine bad hoped that the allosion would cause him
to refer joyfully to the remembrance of thair firsl meeting,
such romantic anticipation was disappointed.

“In any difficnlty,” eaid SBir Philip, “you could have no
better adviser than my mother,™

“Oh!” said Catherine, with clasped hands and suddenly
brightening eyes. “Does she mind your marrying me very
much ?"

Sir Philip between truth and politencss was obliged to
pause.
“My mother is guite prepared to weleome you s a
danghter,” he suid ; “you will find her a particularly easy
person, I hope, to get on with. She has, of course, her likes
und ber dislikes ; but I do not think she will feel inclined to
Lold out against you, when she knows how much more yon
have honourcd me than T deserve, And a little—a little
deference, and—and your ready wishfulness to please, will go
& long way, I suspect, fowards making you & great favonrice,”

“ Do you really think se ? ” said Catherine, delighted.

Bhe wondered for 8 moment whether she onght to confess
to Bir Philip her interview with Lady Sarah ; buot she really
lacked the mecessary courage, and some instinct told her that
Lady Baral's diseretion was to be trusted.

“1 had nearly forgotten,” said Sir Philip, drawing out &
little parcel, and handing to Catherine a small leather cage,
He swiled indulgently at the excitement and delight she dis-
played in unwrapping and opening it. *“I hope you like it,
I entrusted the choice to Cecil, who fancies his own judgment
very much in these mutters.”

Catherine’s pleasure was & little dashed by the thonght
that he had not chosen it himsell ; but a maiden of seventeen
summers could hardly fail to rejoice in the pissession of her
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firet ring ; and Catherine was no stoio, to restrain her delight
a} beholding the tiny circlet of pure white flashing gems, on
ita bed of bloe velvat.

Bir Philip put it on her finger very kindly, ag soon as he
understood what was expected of him, and he raised the little
hand thos ornamented to his lips, gallantly.

“T hod no idea it would give you 8o much pleasure! Are
yon very fond of dismonds # We must see what can be found
for you," he gaid indulzently, and with evident pratification
at having found, as he thought, so easy & way to please his
betrothed bride.

% It is becanse it is from yow,” said Catherine, flushing.

“T hope you will never have cause to regret my Laving
placed it there, my dear,” said 8ir Philip, gravely.

“T1 conld not," she said, surprised.

Her innocent glance of absolute confidence, seemed st last
to stir the nature so unaccustomed to display, or even to enter-
tain, emotion.

“Not in the years to come ? " he said, almost sadly. *“I
am & very great desl older than yon are, my little Catherins ;"
be, touched the soft brown curls lightly., * Bupposing this
fact dawne upon you more clearly when it is too late, and you
gigh for a more yonthful, less serious, companion ?

“I am not like that," enid Clatherine, shaking her head.
Bhe laid her soft lips upon his hand, and smiled at him through
her ready tears, “I never change. I am not very much for
you to be proud of, but I know—I know I am faithful. Itis
you always—yon till I die, and nobody else,” she said.

“Then you are ready to risk it 7™ he said, smiling gravely
back at her.

“1 ask not better,” eaid little Catherine,
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OHAPTER XVIIL

How do disillosions come ? Seldom soddenly, and often so
very pradoally, that the worshipping pager is hardly eonscions
that the bright vision is growing less bright, befors the last
dim shreds melt softly away, like cloud-wraiths into the blue of
B i
Lady Barah divined the canse of the increpsed wistfunlness
in the hazel eyes, and was gorry for Catherine, and laughed at
her in o breath. Perhaps she, too, had known a god hecome a
mortal en closer inspection ; and had felt the blank of an
empty pedestal, when the idol steps down to the level of the
worshipper.

But Luody Barsh wos o wise woman in her way, and she
knew that sensations are often perfectly uneouvscious until gome
fool puts them into words ; and she was very little likely to be
that fool,

Bhe told everybody that her son's marringe was & miracu-
lous goccess; and that the little Leiress—as she prodently
called Catherine from the moment the ecogagement was
announced—was the very person of all others whom she wounld
have chosen for Plilip, who was so terribly fustidious. She
declared that she was absolutely in love with her youthful
danchter-in-law, And she watched, not wnkindly, bub with
amused comprehension, the little comedy thut was being en-
scted for her sole delectation, for it is certain that nobody else
wonld have recognized it as snch,

Bhe bad herself sngeested to Sir Philip, that a lengthened
toor abroad would be exceedingly advantageons to Cutherine,
and help to form her character and manner, before she took up
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her residence at Welwyshere ; and she offered, in the kindest
way, to get his house into order during his absence.

* Lady Barah loved nothing more than furnishing and
decorating, and would have spent half her son's newly-scquired
fortune on the Abbey with perfeot willingness, for she had
cxcellent taste, o fine kmowledge of curios and antiques, and
# pleasant indiffercnce to economy., But Sir Philip gave her
no carde-blanche in the matter, and merely requested her to
restore the household to its original footing, and to superintend
n few absolntely necessary repairs,

No one ever more devoutly echoed Browning's cry—

# Oh to be in England,
Now that April's hors!™

than did Sir Philip Adelstune when the dawn of that month,
nearly o year after his marripge, found him in Rome,

“And why cannot we go home? ™ Catherine had asked
him timidly.

She had long divined his wish, and seen his restlessness
in Paris, the Riviera, Switzerland, Venice, Florence. Tley
moyed from place to place, stuying only s few weeks in each,
and alwuys glad, it secmed, t0 go on.

Cutherine regretted Venice the most of all; but whers she
beleld the City of Drcams, the ghosts of Doges, the Bridge
of Bigbs, the spectres of prisoners in dungeons, and the
screnades of lovers in gondolas; Sir Philip thought of the
msunitary conditions, the damp, the mwissma, and the bad
smells ; and she never expressed any wish on the point, since
indeed she had none stronger than to plesse him.

Ouce she surprised him by evineing no desire to visit her
birth-place, He proposed it to please her, and was relieved
that she did not wish to extend their journey further south
than Rome,

Bomething etronger than love, some yearning voice in
Catherine’s soul, cried to her to epare it that one last illusion ;
not to destroy that faine and sacred memory, with the volgar
teality of & bustling arrival at an hotel, & round of sight-seeing,
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uncomfortable drives in rattling flys, catalognes of churches
and galleries ; boredom for Sir Philip's portion, and for her
own part, fatigne and confusion, and the longing to see him
better plensed.

Yet she lad always wished to go back to Naples, and cried
out for her bodily eyes to sce the Bay, and the background of
Vesuving, which her mental eyes knew so well 3 and she conld
not have explained why the wish had died in her heart ; or
perhaps ghe could—hbat the words wounld have been drowned
in & torrent of self-reproach and love, and loyalty to her kind
and patient husband.

For he was both kind and patient ; and she soon learnt
that it wes easy to please him, if she could only exercise self-
restraint, and not let her eagrer childish enthnsinsm break bonnds,

Her instinet told her that he liked ber best when she was
pentle and serions, and intercsted in practical maetters; and
Oatherine tried very bard. If she missed the sympathetic
gabble of old Sophie, or the simple confidences of Roper, or,
most of all, Delin's companionship, and the quick-wittedness
which saw fun and sorrow mixzed in every passing hour, and
responded to every mood in turn, she pat it down to her own
childishness and inferiority.

Bhe was more sensitive than Delia, whose individual
character only manifested itself more stromgly in the face
of opposition ; Catherine took her tone readily from her
surronndings, so that when Bir Philip was nob amused, her
inclination for laoghter died away into shame and alarm at
her own thoughtlessness, and a little additional touch of
uncertainty of manner, and frightened anxiety to plesse,
rather grew npon her than diminished.

They returned to England at the beginning of May, and
Cathering was presented by Lady Sarah slmost immediately
after her arrival. She felt painfolly conscious of insignificance
in her bridal white, next to the handsome, stately old lady,
who was resplendent in her silver-grey brocade, magnificent
ornaments, and the priceless, filmy old lace, which was Lady
Sarah's passion.
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Bir Philip had always been conscions of 6 calm and satisfied
pside in his beautiful mother, but he looked a little anxiously
at Catherine, whose youth was her sole advantage over Lady
Barah, and who shrank nervously nnder his eritical eye,

Bhe showed to mueh greater advantazre at Cecil's wedding ;
for Catherine was by no means deficient in intelligence, although
she might seem sc’ to those who would not take her utter in-
experience, nor the stranpencss of her surroundings to the littls
Calaisienpe, into consideration ; and & month with Lady Sarsh
had worked more improvement in her dress, carriage, and
manner than eleven months' travelling with Sir Philip had
mansred to effect.

Two figores in deep mourning attended this ceremony,
looking on from afar off in & distant pew, and criticising the
bearing snd appearance of the young Lady Adelstane with
BOmME ASPETitY.

“Don't yon think, mamma, that Catherine is moch too
darlr to wear violet 2" whispered Clara to Mrs, Chileott.

It is, no doubt, supposed to be half-mourning. Absurd—
it is nearly a year sinee. " returned her mother's thin, sharp
tones, lowered to suif the oceasion and place. * How terribly
poor Bir Philip has aged. His hair is almost white, and makes
old Lady Barah's chestnut plaits more ridiculous than ever.”

“Mamma, I do believe—yes, I am sure—that Catherine is
erying," said Clara, impressively.

* How very ridiculons ! She is just one of those sentimental
schoolgivls who think it's the right thing to cry at weddings,”
seid Mrs, Chilcott, with severe disapproval. “Buch a house
maid's trick.”

*“ It doesn't look as if she were so very happy.”

“Who expected her to be happy with a man who simply
married her in order to get hold of Miss Carey’s money 7"
asked Mrs, Chileott, sharply.

* Poor Catherine | ™ said Clara,

“It is & terrible blow for Cecil ; such a fine young man,”
gaid Mrs. Chileott, whose sympathies rose and fell like the
quick-silver in a thermometer, with her constantly changing

Rk
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opinions. ® No longer heir to Welwysbere. Poor old Lord
Mocha roined himself on the torf, and his danghter hasnde a
halfpenny, though she at least is a lady, and of good birth, very
unlike poor Cothering,”

However, the socicty papers next day enlightening Mrs,
Chileott on the anhject of the orizin of Lord Mochs, and the
fortune of his daughter, her sympathy for Cecil disappeared,
and she ronndly abnsed him as a fortone-hunter, in company
with his unele. The discovery that the defunet peer had made
his own fortune disgusted Mra. Chileott ; for, being herself the
danghter of & banker, and the widow of a brewer's grandson,
ghe naturally despized nothing so moch as commerce.

Her chunge of front, however, did not sstonish Clars, who
had implicit confidence in her mother, and who explained the
mistale by innocently saying to George—

“ Poor mamma bes not had spirita to read Modern Sociafy
for wieks, and so she is guite oot of it all ; and we did not even
know Mr, Adelstane was going to be married at all till we saw
it in the Morning Post.  London is & very bad place for hearing
news, not at all like Bridescombe, where the eorate or some-
body is always popping in and out and telling one things.™

“Yon can go back to Bridescombe whenever my mother
wishes ; there i8 no reason she shonld shuot herself up as she
does, and stay in this rloomy house," George said.

Bridescombe had been deserted ever since the admiral’s
foneral, and he felt onessily that his mother was postponing
ber return from month to month, in expectation of an
snnonncement from him, which poor George had very little
hope he would ever be able to make. For he had received no
encouragement from Delia to pot his fate to the tonch, and
had passed a twelve-month in & very miserable and nnsettled
state, :

Catherine was jnst eightesn years old when she entered
Welwysbere Abbey for the first time a8 mistress, and she said
to herself that she had never realized the modern ngliness of
Bridescombe—scorned, as it was, by Delin—nntil ghe became
fswiliar with the ancient beauties of her hushand’s home, with
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the faded tapestries, the rich, mellow paintings, and dim,
myjllioned windows,

She opened her casement the morning after her arrival, and
locked out upon the moss-grown lawns, the rolling daisied
acres of velvet turf, where myriads of birds were nttering their
early greetings and hopping sbout in the dew,

The sweeping tranches of & fine copper beech, close to her
window, cast a ruddy shadow across the eunny grass. A wild
rabbit sat on its little haunches, with white tail cocked up,
beneath the flat masses of the cedar branches, which roee in
layers of darkest green, and formed a solemn pent-house above
& low stone eeat.

The deer-park and the bracken slopes were on the other
gide of the building, but opposite Catherine's windows stretched
a sea of gross, which had been left for hay, and which had risen
and hidden the roots of the mighty elms. The horse-chestnot
trees dipped gracefnl fans into the rippling waves, where white
ox-eyed daisies ewayed smong branching buttercups, and above
Inxurious red clover. The meadow-sweet clustered in the shady
depths of the ranker growth beneath the sycamores. The
dancing gnats and white butterflies eliimmed the brown, ripe
tops of the seeding grasses,

Bhe drank in the beanty of the smmmer morning, and
thenked (God she had come back to the country; the past
weeks in London seemed to have flitted like a dream over her
head.

Sir Philip and Lady Sarah knew all the world, as it
appeared to Catherine; and all the world passed like a
panorams before her bewildered eyes. Unlike the Adelstanes,
ghe had no good memory for faces, and & very poor one for
recollecting names, nor had she acquired any experience in the
art of making new acquaintances. Hence she committed not
4 few errors, and grew to distrust herself miserably. Lady
farah only langhed ; she knew that people are kind to heiresses,
and make every allowance for their deficiencies ; but Bir Philip
did not langh. He nearly fainted when Catherine very calmly
and innocently walked out of a great dining-room before &
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Dowager Duchess, and was quite pained when she forgot the
prefix of Honourable in addressing a letter to the fair Augista,
It seemed to him thet she ought to have known these things
by instinct. It mede him very nncomfortable when she fixed
great alarmed eyes upon him in company to find out what she
onght to do next; and he was so gincerely shocked when he
beheld her actually yawning at a ball, about one o'clock in the
morning, that he hardly liked to mention the subject to her
at all.

Delicacy forbade Bir Philip, who was the soul of courtesy,
to even hint to Catherine that any remissness in her monner
wag possible ; bob she was sensitive enough to divine his feel-
ings, though she could not always sscertain the cause, and
feared him too much to inguire,

Her gratitude to Lady Sarah amounted almost to worship ;
the old lady helped her in & thousand ways, and was always
good-patured, whether she scolded, derided, or praised her
daughter-in-law.

“You will be at Welwyebers when we go P ™ she entrented.

“ Leave London in the middle of June! And besides, I
have no further bueincss at Welwysbere. T am only the
dowager, and you will have to take your place, my dear, da
lady of the house,” suid Lady Sarab ; who would have said no
guch thing, bat struggled fiercely to maintain ber old position,
had Catberine been inclined to dispute her angust supremacy.
“Well, well, T will come and set you going., Don't look
so woe-begone, I will come and ask people down for you,
later on.”

“ Mupst there ba people—even there?” Catherine asked
discontentedly.

¥ Good heavens, how could three people fill that emormous
houge 7" guid Ledy Sarah, who counted servants merely as
furniture. * And we should bore each other to death.”

“ Philip said "—murmured Catherine, who had battled
with, and overcome, a strong and abiding inclination to call
her husband Bir Philip—* that he liked being alone ; that he
did not care for society.”
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# My dear, men never know what they do care for. They
are the most helpless ereatures in the world, and think that
upm“e bedrooms and empty dinner-tables fill ap of their own
gecord. And so they do, very often, with the wrong people,
in bachelor establishments,” added Lady Soerah, who was given
to meditating aloud in parenthesis. * It is we who have to sit
behind the scenes, over our little writing-tables which they
think #o nseless, and invite pleasant and desicable folk, and
invent excuses for putting off eelf-invited unpleasant ones
and fit in visitors and their tiresome dates, with ome's own
little schemes. Men can no doubt add up rows of figunrea
more correctly than we can,” said Lady Sarah, contemptuonsly ;
“put I should like to set Philip to wade throogh the morning
correspondence of any ordinary womsn who i by way of
enterbaining.”

Catherine listened with & sigh. Her heart sank at the
prospect of her fobore duties.

“ Besides, you must not forget Angunsta, who will expect to
be foted. Poor Augusta, whom you have ousted,” said Lady
Sarah, with & subdued langh.

Yat, thongh she lm:ghed ghe was & little bored, too, when
ghe reflected that it would save her a good deal of trouble if
Angusta were in Catherine’s place; knowing whom to invite
and how to amuse them, and where and when to pay visits on
her own acconnt, Tn some moods she found herself fatigned
with the task of t.ﬂa.chmg Catherine her social A B O, and
impatient beneath her gracionsnesa,

“Did I oust Aungusta 1™ said Catherine, with horror,

But Lady Sarsh hated explanation ; and having heard her,
on one occasion, express her opinion that discursiveness was a
sirn of weak-mindedness, Catherine, who looked upon her as
an oracle, had confined herself to monosyllables for nearly a
week,

It ended in Lady Sarah's promising to follow her son and
his wife into the country at the beginning of July; and it
was understood that all festivities on the home-coming of Bir
Philip were to be deferred, until the return from their
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wedding-tour of the heir presumptive and his bride; when
Lady Barah intended to give a ball to the neighbourhood, and
& fita to the tenants, and to insngurate the re-opening of
Welwysbere with a week of merry-making, to include a ericket-
match, & flower-show, & ropatta, and o servants’ dance,
Oatherine felt that a little breathing-space was allowed to her
by this arrangement, and was thankfal,

8ir Philip himself was certainly not less glad to return to
Welwysbere than his wife ; and when he saw her ot the open
window, gezing rapturously over his broad acres, he was pleased
with her delight, and relieved that she did not regret leaving
Loudon, even though it seemed a little unpatural that any
woman could wish to quit it in the height of the season.

“] ghall begin to realize—to realize that I am really
Oatherine Adelstane now,” she ventured to say, with her
pretty, timid smile, a8 he stood gravely hjf her side.  ** It has
all geemed so like s dream. But this is really like coming
thE,“

“ T am very plud you feel it so, my dear,” said Bir Philip,
kindly ; *“and I hope, a8 time goes on, that you will find many
interests and occupations here,”

But this was exactly what poor Catherine did not find §
although she grew to love the beantics of the ancient Abbey
with all her heart and soul. Bhe learned to understand in a
dim, undefined way, also, the curions absorbing hold which &
houss may obtain upon its owner ; and that her husband cared
more intensely for the Abbey and for the lands, which for cen-
turies had been identified with his race, than he was capable of
caring for the mere human creatores living their little lives
beneath the shelter of the solemn pile of buildings, and the
ghadow of the hoary treea which had seen generation after
generstion pass away.

Catherine spent the first few daye of her return in almoat
entire solitnde, and her first eagerness to be occupied soon
died into puzzled acquiescence in the conditions of her life,
which geemed to entail endless leisure upon her.

Bhie chose a beauatiful sitting-room downstairs, known as
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the Oak Parlour, for her own special sanctum, having first
nacertained that Lady Sarah’s boudoir was on the first floor
fut o superior stafll of well-trained servants natorally left her
nothing to do towards setting this apartment in order,

A polite message was sent Lo her every morning at aboub
half-past ten, when she entered her sitting-room, from the
chef, to ingnire if he might wait upon her ; and the first day
Catherine quite joyously anticipated s little chat with a
friendly Frenchman, and racked her brain to think of some
suitable dishea to order. Bubt alsck, the chef torped ont &
susve and highly-polished Italian, and the household tesk
before her consisted merely in her alternative choice of two
elaborate ménus, which were held forth for her inspection with
apologetic bows, snd her decision awaited in respectfal silence.

After o while ghe grew actually so to dread this meaning-
leas ordeal, that she sent word to say she left the choice of the
ménw entirely to the cook.

Bubsequently she heard throngh Lady Sarab, who found
out everything, that her message bhad given dire offence to
this sugust personage, who imagined that miladi had taken a
diglike to his nnexceptionable appearunce, and who was only to
be appeased by Lady Sarah’s flattering representation, that her
ladyship was so awed by his cnlinary talents, that she felt it pre-
sumption to offer her youthful advice to one go experienced.

This compliment, delivered in Lady Barah's smoothly
flowing Italian to the signor in person, caused him to with-
draw his threatened resiznation, * or we should have lost the
preatest treasure in Bogland, my dear foolish child,” remarked
Lady Sarah.

But Catherine meanwhile conld find little or nothing to do
with herself doring the first lonr bricht days of her life at
Welwysbere, She did not even discover the library for nearly
& fortnight, or she would doubtless have sat there for hours
together, devouring the musty tomes, snd serions leather-
bound volumes which lined the cedar-weod shelves from Hoor
to ceiling.

It was obviously waste of time to gather flowers, althongh
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the gardens tempted her in every direction, and althongh ehe
was too inexperienced to know how much surprise and econ-
gternation she would have caused, had she rifled the carefolly
planned borders.  All the reception rooms, and even the dim
vestibule, glowed with colour and brightuess already; the
butler was noted for his genivs in adorning the dinner-table ;
hot-house blooms and bowls of scented roses greeted her on
every table in her carved-oak parlour ; specimen roses main-
tained their baughty sloofness from their fellows, in fragile
Venetion goblets on the chimneypicce ; and exquisite sprays
and button-holes, delicate attentions from the head gardener,
lay beaide her breskfast plate in the morping and on her
dressing-table ab night.

It seemed equally absurd to torm her attention to the
needlework in which she had been bred to find her chicf
occupation, for down below, a sewing-maid was stitching as
for dear life in an apartment sacred to her ; and in Catherine's
beautifully-sppointed dressing-room, her maid folfilled the
almost imaginary task of keeping a brand-new troussean in
repair, and arranged and re-arranged her lady's wardrobe with
a diligence that left no loop-hele for even & pretence of
BUperVision.

The housekeeper, who was an old and valued retainer of
the family, occasionally waited on Catherine and begred her,
with a kindly deferential manner, to give any orders for any
changes if things were not to her liking ; but Catherine had
no soggestions to make, and conld only emile at the old lady,
and utter her thanks for the attention.

Later on, when Lady Barah arrived, which was not, after
all, ontil near the end of July—ihere was no lack of orders,
and Catherine was astonished to find how many alterations in
the conditions existing counld be made, and how greatly the
service ehe had imagined perfect could be improved upon.
But to the houschold it appeared perhbaps the difference
between King Log and King Btork; they bad despised
Catherine's ignorance, but they speedily regrested Lady
Barah’s experience.



CATHERINE OF CALAIR. 249

8ir Philip was occupied during the whole morning, and
Cathering only on one ocension ventured to disturb him, when
ghe happened to wander down & very low and narrow passage
to the deeply sunken doorway of his study.

His bailiff was standing by the writing-table with hands
full of acconnts, talking in eager, bot hoshed and deferential
tones 3 and Sir Philip was absorbed in attention to business,

His first look when Catherine's brown head appeared in the
doorway was one of surprise, the second almost of alarm.

“Hos anything happened—am I wanted?™ he said,
anxionsly.

“XNo, oh mo,” said Catherine. “It was only—I only—I
wondered where you werg,"” ghe said, confused,

He had risen immediately npon her entrance and closed
the ledeer that lay before him, in his usnal deliberate and
careful manner, turning a look of courteons apolory wpon the
agent.

g‘L*‘ I did not know you were so boay,” she faltered.

“I am afraid T am generally much ocenpied at this hoor,
my dear,” eaid Bir Philip, kindly ; * but if there is anything you
want, Mr. Crewe will excuse me fora moment.” And he opened
the®door for her, and conducted her solicitously ontside,

“It i nothing, indeed,” said Catherine ; I was only ex-
ploring ; and I fonnd my way here, and wondered if I might
come to you, Indeed I am very sorry to have interrupted
you," she repeated, looking wistfully into his face. *I hope
I have not vexed you."

“I trust I am not so easily roffled,” said Sir Philip, gently.
* But, my dear Catherine, there is a very preat deal of business
connected with the estate, which is sadly in arrears, and I am
afraid I onght to attend to it. My time in the morning is
hardly my own.”

“I euppose I conld not help you? I can write a good
band. If you thought I could be of any nse—-©"

“1 am afraid not,” said 8ir Philip, suppressing a smile.

Bhe learnt to avoid the low archway leading to that dim
passage, and prew to regard it with awe. Besides Sir Philip's
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ganctum, the smoking-room and Cecil's study were also to be
found in those precincts.

Bat Bir Philip liked Catherine’s company in & little pottér
round the gardens which it was his habit to indulge in
immediately after breakfast. He generally went the round of
the hot-houses, and took & look at his froit trees and some
fuvourite herbaceons borders. This morning ooting reminded
Catherine of her strolls with the old admiral, but Bir Philip
did not lean tenderly on her shoulder, nor stop to give her
little botanical lectures, and uotter fanciful reflections, snd
draw attention to effects of colour and form, as her old unels
had done.

Catherine decided that her husband did not love his garden
in jtself, as the admiral loved a garden, but merely as a part
of Welwysbere, which must be kept up according to the
traditions of the place; and he bad a keen eye and s stern
reproof for any shortcomings in this respect,

After their half-hour’s saunter she gaw him no more until
luncheon, and not always then.

Bhe drove in the afternoon, more in order to avoid the
visitors who now began to call apon her, than for any enjoy-
ment she found in her solitary expeditions. As the big
barouche rolled swiftly throngh the willage, she yearned for
the hour of her Aunt Duleinea’s reburn from her annual trip
to the seaside, which she undertook for the benefit of her poor
protégée, Emily Chilcott,

“Must I stay at home and sce the people who are calling 7™
ghe asked Bir Philip, timidly.

“People? What people? No one of any importance is
back from town yet. It is not of the least consequence,” he
gaid calmly.

Ho the visitors of no importance continned to be denied
entrance, and Catherine found the delivery of her return
paste-boards & convenient object for her daily drive.

The welcome mornivg of her aunt’s retirn dawned at last,
and Catherine conld bardly help telling the footman why she
would not want the carriage as usnal when she rang to give
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the order, so delightedly had her spirits risen st the prospect
of seeing Miss Dulvinea again,

Bhe knew they returned early, bot she managed to restrain
her impatience until the heat of the afternoon was a little
abated, The shadows were beginning to lengthen as she flew
rather than walked across the park, carrying a large basket of
strawberrics and a bunch of roses.

A secret instinet that if Bir Philip met her he would insist
upon her having the pony-carriage, or sending & servant with
her gifts, caused Catherine to slip ont guiltily through the
garden by sn upsccustomed door, and she drew a long breath
of relief a8, after 8 long hot walk, she found herself ontside
the great wall of the deer-park, and saw the well-known
wicket-gate of her annt's cottaze,

“ My dearest child, I did not look for yon so soom,” cried
Misz Duleinea.

“(Oh, Catherine, what beantifol strawberriea! And what
& pretty dress yon have on; and oh, your hair! How be-
comingly done. Did you let it grow while you were abroad ?
ghricked BEmily.

“Tuke the strawberries away, Bmily, and pet tea for
Catherine, my dear, and leave her to tell me everything. Oh,
my derling,” cried Aunt Doleines, ready to cry as her fashion
was, while she embraced Catherine, “I have been so longing
to see you, though I need not ask if youn are happy, with such
a kind, good husband."”

Catherine might have answered trothfully that she was
very bappy on the whole, bot that it was all very unlike what
ghe had expected ; but the power of combining troth and
fraukness, with a perfect comprehension of mixed feelings,
i not ordinarily given to mortals, and she only gave vent
to the first half of the sentence.

“Yon have grown, my darling—or is it my fancy ? And
improved—or are you rather paler 7" said Aunt Duoleinea,
whose utterings were not famous for any greab clearness or
consistency.  * And you are beautifully dressed. I can hardly
believe it is little Catherine.”



252 CATHERINE OF CALAIB.

“No more can I,"” said Catherine ; “ everything has changed
g0 much that I sometimes feel quite enrprised when 1 look in
the plass to gee I still have the same face.”

“And how good of yvou to come so soom,” cried Aunt
Dulginea, * with all yon must have to do looking after that
great honse.™

Catherine amiled a little wistfully and =aid nothing.

“And how good of him to spare yon, for I suppose he
hardly likes to let yon out of hisight ; " and she looked fondly
at her niece,

“Not quite go bad as that,” eaid Catherine, with that
curions little pang sometimes called a contraction of the heart.
% You see, Aunt Duleinea, talking of having a lot to do, he
really has to be busy from morning till night. What with
riding over to attend this meeting or that, and committees,
and macistrate’s work, and tenants,” said Catherine, vaguely,
“he iz always being called away., Of conrse it is his duoty,”
ghe added hastily.

“Yea, indeed,” said Miea Duoleines, warmly; *and how -
proond yon must be, my darling, to think yon are the wife of
gnch s man. T always had the very greatest respect for him.
Bometimes I think he must be almost a eaint. So very hand-
gome, and placed in & position from his youth wpwards where
every one aronnd flattered him ; and yet no one ever heard his
name connected with a single folly, and every good work in the
neighbourhood has his support. His tenants had nothing to
complain of, even when we all knew how badly off Sir Philip
must be, for his father had sguandered everything away that
he could lay hands apon.”

Catherine listened eagerly whilst her aunt, almost breath-
lessly, and not for the first time, recounted Sir Philip's praises.
Bhe felt that no one knew better than hereelf how conscien-
tiously he fulfilled every recognized duty.

% And have you seen everybody down here P nsked Aunt
Duoleinea, who took far more interest in local society than in
any London trinmphs her niece might bave been able to
recount ; and she was sincerely disappointed when she learnt
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Low Catherine had shirked her duties to the neighboorhood.
“But Lady Sarah will put that all right for yon,” she said,
with confidence, * And, my deor, I bave been depending on
you for family news., You know Lydia never writes to me,
and Clara very seldom, and then tho most unintercsting little
made-up letters abont the weather, and hoping I am quite well,
like & child of three.” :

4T hear from Delia now and then,” said Catherine, rather
horriedly, the fact being that since her marriage her corre-
spondence with Delia had languished not a little ; “and she
says Aunt Lydia and Clars are coming to Brideacombe in
July. T was wondering—I was hoping, that when Lady Barah
comes down we might ask Delia to the Abbey.”

“To be sure, my dear,” said Miss Dulcines, beaming, “I
well understand that neither yon nor 8ir Philip would care to
have your fife-a-tie interrupted before then ; snd nothing
could be nicer for poor Delia than to stay with you. It will
certainly annoy Lydin excessively, and do Delia so much
gﬂﬂd.ﬂ

Emily here brought in some tes, and Catherine shook her
Jread, metephorically speaking, at the disorder which had again
beeome rampant in poor Miss Chileott’s little ménage.

The new teapot had a eracked lid, the little cloth she had
embroidered had grown dingy, and Emily had been eminently
unsuccessful in entting the bread and butter, and arrangi
the strawberries. Catherine's fingers quite trembled with
desire to set everything to rights,

“Ah, my dear, Emily and I are sad muddlers—we miss you
terribly,” snid poor Aunt Duleines, trying to enjoy the smoked
and watery brew.

“Then will yon do me a great favour,” cried Catlerine,
clasping her hands in the way which Mrs, Chilcott had
stigmatized as theatrieal.

* Only say what," they cried in a breath,

“Lend me—lend me a kitchen apron,” said Catherine,
joyfully, “and let me et to work this very minute, and do the
fitbing-room out for you as I used to.”
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OHAPTER ZXETIX.

Mges. Crmcorr naturally, and after the interval of a whole
twelvemonth, found it convenient to let byegones be byegones,
and to forgive her erring niece, rather than carry ber indigna-
tion against Oatherine to the point of refusing to wisit her,
and thos exclode herself from the principal house in the
neighbourhood.

Bhe salved her own conscience by informing Clars, in &
determined manner, that she could not permit her displeasure
with Catherine to interfere with her old and valned fricndship
for Lady Barah ; and Clara, who was only burning to go to
Welwysbere, nnd cared nothing at all for the wherefore of hes
mother's decision so that it led her to visit at the Abbey, was
highly delighted, and looked forward with esgerness to estab-
lishing her claims a8 & relation of the new Lady Adelstane,

Mra. Chileott saved her dignity by inguiring only for Lady
Barah, but it was Catherine who started up to greet them both,
in & room known as the Green Baloom, into which they were
conducted, Bhe met them affectionately, thongh she could
hardly help langhing at the new reverence shown her by Clara,
who was too simple to hide her respect for her consin’s changed
position.

Mrs. Chileott, however, though slightly subdued in manner,
and looking thin and careworn in her deep mourning, felt it
all the more incumbent on her to sssert her superiority when
ehe thuos beheld her dependent niece transformed into a great
lady. Her pride was galled, and her jealousy arouvsed to an
extent that she hardly realized herself, and which would have
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bewildered the honest Olara ; her danghter's honesty oceasion-

Jlly irritated Mrs. Chilcott quite as much as her stupidity.
Clara had been taught to reverence her betters, and given to
nnderstand that her betters consisted of those who were her
saperior in rank and riches ; consequently, since Catherine had
become one of this charmed band, Clara waa loyally willing to
look up to her accordingly. Bhe had certainly been also
willing to lament with her mother Cathierine’s total unsnita-
bility for snch elevation, but since she had attained it, and
since Clara was well aware that her mother bad condoned far
worse offences in those whom Providence has decreed should
be the chief ornaments of her visiting-list, the comscientious
young woman had lost all notion of cherishing animosity
agninet Lady Adelstane ; and, on the contrary, looked at her
Paris frock with admiration, and at the palatial apartment in
which she found herself with awe.

“0Ob, Catherine, I hope yon will show me all over your
heautiful house one day ; I bave always longed to see the whole
of the Abbey," ghe said solemnly,

“Catherine hardly knows her own way about yet,” said
Mrs. Chileott, in sharp tones, and with the contemptuons
aceent which always caused Catherine to wince. * And how
is Philip?"

Clara looked at her mother with her mouth open, and with
the expression she might have worn had she heard a reigning
monarch carelessly alluded to by his Christinn name.

Catherine coloured s little at the intentional and slighting
tone of famﬂiarit_v.

“He is very well—and very busy,” she said, “ He has had
to go up to town on business,”

“What ] Leaving you alone already ? " said Mrs. Ohileott,
with a crooked emile intended to soften the offensiveness of the
words.

“Lady Barah is here," said Catherine.

“And what do you do with yourself all day?™ eaid
Mrs. Chileott, who was apt to confound conversation with
catechiam,
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* Why, mamma,” said Clara, * Catherine must have only
too much to cceupy her; you know you alwave say the
mistress of a lavge house never hos o moment to herself, and
this house is far largep than Dridvscombe,”

“1 have not much housekeeping to do,” said Catherine,
nervously smiling ; * yon see, with such a bip establishment, T
suppose a housekeeper is really necessary.”

* My dear Catherine, although you have known what a big
conntry establishment is for nesrly three weelks, T do mot
require you to explsin to me what js——"

“1 did not mean——"" faltered Catherine, interrupting
apologetically.

“This is o beautiful room," said Clara, striking in anxiously
to keep the peace. * I think the green brocade is wonderful,
don't you, mamma # "'

“How can there be anything wonderful in common up-
holsterer’s gilk, Clara ?  You telk like a fool ! Some fine
pictures would be far more in keeping.”

“I agree with you, Aunt Lydis,” said Dntherme, only too
thankful to be able to agree with angthing,  “ I always think
myself that a room without pictures is like & face without eyes,
the walls look so blind and blank.™

“ Never baving secn a face without eyes, I am sorry T can't
follow your simile,” said Mrs. Chilcott, abruptly. “1I see yon
are a8 French as ever, Catherine”

Observing no connection between her annt’s premise and
deduction, Catherine conld only try to lnuk as plessant as
possible.

It did not occnr to Mrs. Chilcott t.ha.h only an excessive
natural gentleness and courtesy could have cansed her niece to
thus conduct herself,

Bhe thonght that Catherine was inelined to be artful, and
was unable to imagine that amiability and sincerity could walk
band in hand ; consequently the more gently her niece answered
her, the more she chose to despise her.

But Catherine was so sympathetic that she divined how
much real misery and remorss had to do with the sharp,
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quernlons tone and the disagreeable manner, although she
cerlainly admitted to herself that it was unfortunate that Mrs.
Chileott’s repentance was manifested by an apparent determi-
nation to make every one with whom she came into contact
s nncomfortable as she had made the poor admiral,

“ Clara, go into the garden and walk up and down. Iam
going to talk to Cytherine,” said her mother, abraptly ; for she
felt, as she often did, the impossibility of saying all she wished
before Clara, who was apt to sit with open mouth and eyes,
sstonished at her molher’s statements, but too much acons-
tomed to mistrust her own powers of understanding to dis-
upprove them.

Clara, obedient, thongh mortified, took her large person
throngh the open Fremch window, and conscientionsly with-
drew from the immediate vicinity thereof,

“Now we are alone—how are yon getting on P " said Mrs,
Chileott, rather awkwardly,

She had never before sought to be on confidential terms
with her picce, and Catherine was no whit less embarrassed
than her aont.

#I am getting on very well,” ghe said wonderingly.

“1 don't wish to allude to the past, though I can hardly
forget it,” eaid Mrs, Chileott, meaningly. *No doubt your
poor uncle meant to act for the best when he gave Dulcines the
opportunity of throwing yom in the Adelstanes’ way. He was
too simple to cope with her duplicity, and she was no match
for Bir Philip and the lawyer. Whut's done can’t be undone ;
jou were married for your money, snd theres an end of it.”

* Married for my money 7" said Catherine, flushing.

Mrs, Chileott had not meant to say so much, nor to put it
8 plainly ; but her tongme had beem her master too many
years, and hurried her along.

“I am only speaking in confidence, of course,” she said
hurriedly, for she did not like the look in Oatherine’s indignant
eyes,
“Aunt Lydia, yon do not understand ?* she said. * The
money was not mine, and never would have been. I would

B
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never have fonght the case; I would have awum that I knew
Apnt Teabells never meant me to have a penny.”

“Yon talk hke 8 child. Yoor goardians would Im‘ira
fought the case.'

 Never Uncle Heotor.”

“Very well,” said Mra, Chileott, in a fury ; “no doubt yon
knew him better than I did,"”

Cathering was silent ; bob the slence was franght with
mesning to Mre. Chilcobt.

“Your uncle would not have approved yonr marrisge any
more than I did,” she said insistently. * Dulcines influenced
George, and took advantage of my condicion to hurry
it on."

“] do not wish to argne with you, Aunt Lydia,” said
Catherine earnestly. * And yoo say yourself that whut is done
cannot be nndone. Why should we go back and talk of these
tlﬁﬂg'ﬁ Fll

* Becanse I choose to have it ont with you,” said Mrs,
Chileott,

But Catherine was not so entirely devoid of spirit as her
sunt imagined.

“Vary well, then,” she said ; *“then I must say that T do
not believe dear Uncle Hector would disapprove. I do not
know whether he had any legal rights over me or not. Inany
case, when he died, George, and not you, was his representative,
and Aunt ]]ulcinf.ﬂ. my nearest relative, and they were only
very glad and grateful—as I was myself,” said Catherine,
ptruggling to restrain her tears, * when Bir Philip asked me to
marry him,"

“@ratefal] This is modesty indeed,” cried Mrs. Chilcots,
derigively. “I never before heard that young ladies were
gratsful to gentlemen for marrying them."

* Qther girls bave not so much resson, perhaps” said
Catherine. *Oh, Aunt Lydia, don't be so hard | Think of
me. You often told me I was not pretty, nor well-bred, nor
of good family ; often and often you have said you blushed
for my want of manner, and my bad, bad English, and foreign
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ways; and yet, in spite of all thess things, Sir Philip, who
might have married anybody, chose to marry me."

“ Very sell-sserificing of him, when his kind condescension
gecared him a quarter of o million."

“ And even if that 18 troe,” said Catherine, and the finsh
died away and left her very pale, *even if it iz troae, why
ghould he not? Why should T have expected him to marry
e, if T had been poor in addition to all my other disndvan-
tazes, which you bave so often pointed ont to me. It womld
oot be very reasonable to expect it.” Bhe faced her aunt
trembling, but loyal throngh every fibre of her being to Bir
Philip. “Did I want him fto marry me, enly out of pity
becpuge—becanse, being so wise and kind as he is, he mush
have eeen how—how much I cared for Aim.”

“You confess that |™

“T loved him—from the very first moment I eaw him—on
the steamboat,” said Catherine, gimply. *I would have left
Aunt Tsabellas at Calais, or left you all at Bridescombe, and
become his slave if he had but held up his little finger to me.”

Lydia Chileott uttered a cry of horror.

#Yea; Iam telling yon the troth—yon force me to tell
you,” gaid Catherine, * Bome women are like that, you know,
and T must be one of them, I understand now that women
are called bad when they do such things, But I did not
understand it then. I shonld have done it innocently, becanse
then I knew nothing of wickedness, nor—nor of any reason
why T could not follow him throngh the world, and serve him
night and day. And though he could have done me harm, do
you think he wonld P You do not know him, He is nobla
and pure-minded. Since I have been in his world—though
only a ehort time—I have learnt that all men are not 8o good
as he is. What is it to you if he was too serupulons to tonch
the money that was legally his—unless it was shared by me.
T asked not better than to be his slave, and he stooped, and
tock my hand and made me his wifa. Why do yon seck to
make mischief, and to say wickedness of my hushand 7  What
bave I ever done to you, Aunt Lydia ? You were kind to me
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in my poverty, that is—enough kind," said poor Catherine.
*“Why do you come here to me in my beautiful home, where I
was 80 glad to see yon and Clara, and =ay croel things?  And
foree me to—to make you confidences of thinge that should be
sacred to my own heart, and which will never, never be sacred
any more now that I have spoken thom—and to yon."

Mra, Chilcott might have asked herself why she had thus
gonght to unsettle Catherine, and wag not fecling too comfort-
sble in ber own mind, when the welcome diversion of Lady
Barah's entry saved her from the embarrassment of finding a
suitable reply to Catherine’s appeal.

Her ladyship, it munst be owned, looked anything but
delighted to see her old and valoed friend ; but, after aseer-
taining her visitor's identity by means of her long-handled
eye-glasses, she advanced with a fair prefence of cordiality,
giving & sharp glance from Mrs. Chileott's high-colonred face
to Catherine’s pale one.

%S0 we are all coming home to our muttons azain,” said
Lady Barah, cheerfully, “The neighbonrhood must have
mizsed yoo eadly, Mrs. Chileott. I hope you have brought a
supply of your mice little spicy amusing stories of all, the
naughty folks in town to enliven ne with.”

“1 am in decp mourning, as you see,” snid Mrs, Chileott,
frigidly, “and in no humour for amusing stories, even if 1
were given to telling them.”

“Nof Wasn't it you? I must have been thinking of
somehody else,” said Lady Sarah, nnabashed. *“Cood lord,”
she said to herself ; “deep mourning indeed! Bhe looks as
though she had soaked herself in ink” Aloud she added,
# Qatherine, my love, will yon call my little devil of a dog in
from the garden ? He will tear your flower-beds to pieces.”

She did not generally allude to the flower-beds as Catherine's,
bot Lady SBarah always knew exactly where to find out sensitive
places in her hearers, and skilfully discharged this Lilliputian
arrow at Mrs. Chilcott.

# And ghall T call Clara in at the same time, Aunt Lydia 7 ™

said Catherine, rising obediently.



CATHERINE OF CALATR, 261

“Clara! Have you brought a little dog too 7™ said Lady
Syrah, graciously. *T hope it will not firht with my Jumbo.”

“I've left my dogs at home. It is my denrhter who pays
visits with me—not my dogs,” said Mrs, Chileott, sternly.

“And do you make her sit ontside in the garden, you droll
thing 7" said Lady Sarah.

Mrs. Chileott did not look like a droll thing, as she sat
etilf and sour-looking, in her widow's weeds. She resented the
appellation ; but, on the other hand, she wished to be on good
ter.us with Lady Barah, go she tried to turn the conversation.

“Cathering has just been saying she did not like the
decovation of this room,"” she said ; and Catherine nearly gave
vent to & ery of dismay as she returned in time to hear the
remarlk.

Lady Sarah smiled good-humoured!y.

“Catherine has excellent, natural taste” she ohserved
graciously, “ she must redecorate it. It is & hideous apartment,
Afternoon callers get all the bemefit of it, it i8 never nsed
otherwise."

Lady Sarah was beginning to look for and appreciate the
womdering gratitude in her danghter-in-law's soft, hazel eyes.

* It seems very fine to me, even though, as mamma says, it
lias no pictures. I hope that some day Catherine will take me
ull over the Abbey. I should like to see Aer house" said
lhonest Clara, who had beard her mother eay again and agnin
that at least fia! woman was now only the Dowager, and had
nu further business at Welwysbere,

Catheriue looked alarmed apology at Lady Barah, and Mrs,
Chileott rose hastily,

“We must be going, I have paid guite a visitation. I only
came jost to gee how Catherine was getting on, and to ask her
& few questions.”

“Duiar me, I trost I have not been interrupting ; that fool
of a Pilkington came and told me you had especially asked for
e, and I thonght it so kind thas I felt obliged to come down,
though my beart has been troubling me to-day,” eaid Lady
Surah, innocently,
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“Yon did ask for Lady SBarah, mamma," reminded the
inconvenient Clars, E

“1 am so used to—I mean, I used to be here so often—
comparatively often,” said BMrs, Chiloott, floundering, and
perfectly aware of Lady Sarah’s raised ev~brows. “ I suppose,”
with a forced laugh, * we shall be here oftener still, now,
Catherine will have to give some garden-parties— "

Mra, Chileott made & feeble effort to resume her natuoral
manner, but in vain. Bomehow, in Lady Sirah's presence,
ghe conld mot patronize even Catherine, and was nervous snd
ill at ease before that calm, smiling, gracious, and often
impertinant majesty,

% Garden-parties,” said Lady Sarah, delivhted, *To be
sure. But you must not leave Clara outside on the mat, you
know, That wonld never do. Unfortunate Clara! I don't
think I have ecen her since she was so high, when she was s
nice, round, little person, with rosy cheeks.”

“I have often seen you driving in the Park,” said Clara,
in eager response, “‘ but Welwysbere Abbey has been shut up
ever since I was a child, you know. And as mamma says, we
move in different sets in London, and that is why I sappose we
never happen to meet. London is made np of eliques,” said
Clars, quoting her wother’s words of wisdom, * bot we thought
we might have met you & season or two ago at the Btate Con-
cert," she ended, looking at Catherine with modest triumph.

“The Biate Concert. ! And which Btate Concert was that 2
gaid Ledy Barah, politely amnsed.

*“The one we went to, of course,” said Clara, innocently.
“ Three years ago,” she looked a little hurt. *“I thought yon
would have seen our names in the papers.”

“ Clara, you are a chatterbox,” said Mrs. Chileott, trying
unsuccessfully to look as much amused as Lady Sarah,

“Take care,” suid Lady Sarah, shaking her finger. “ Yon
will be sent ont into the garden again.”

“It is very pleasant to meet people after being shut up
for over a year,” said Clara, solemnly. “No wonder my
tongue runs away with me.”
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Bhe looked so hesvy and consequential and self-satisfied,
that Catherine could not wonder at the furtive laugh in Lady
Borah's eves, as Mra. Chileott and her dsughter made their
final adicux, amid a torrent of gracious compliments from the
old lady's lips.

“T hope we shall see you again soon," were her last words
28 the dour closed, and she immediately rang the bell.

“ Pilkington,” said Lady Sarah, “I desire you will be good
enongh to say * Not at home * the next time that odipns woman
calls and asks for me. I told you twenty yesrs ago [ was
never at home to her. I can't imagine what you were thinking
about to let her in™

“7 thonght, my lady—"" said Pilkington, with an agonized
glonee ab Catherine 3 he had suffered Lady Barsh's indiscreet
frankness for yesrs in eilence, and was toop well-trained to be
ever betrayed into exensing himself as o role, bot he felt that
her ladyship onght really to have seen on this oceasion, when
young Lady Adelstane's near relatives called, the excellent
ressons for his indiscretion. g

“Then don't think,™ said Lady SBarah. “ Who on esarth
eger asked you to think, my good man #  Bring tea, and take
Jumbo away, It is time he took his walk™

“Very good, my lady," said Pilkington, restored to his
ususl self-control by the thunder on his nnecrtain lady's brow.
He withdrew with dignity, accompanied by Jumbo, who was
heard to emit a small yelp.

“1 believe Pilkington is in the hebit of relieving his
feelinge of fury with me by kicking Jumbo ontside,” said Lady
Baruh, cheerfully. * But T am like the Irish landlord who
wrobe to his tenants, * You necd not think to intimidate ms by
shooting my agents,”

# But poor Jumbo—— " gaid Catherine.

# My dear, & little discipline will do Jumbo good ; and as
Pilkington dare not kick him sofficiently hard to make the
ghost of & brojse, you can save your tearg for—Mrs. Chileott's
next visit," said Lady Barab, looking sharply at Catherine.

“ There, you little goose, you are not going to begin sgain,”
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ghe cried in dismay, “and merely because a rilly, vulgar
woman, bursting with epite and jealonsy, has been telling yoy
that yon were married for your money."

¥ Wers yon listening ? " cried Catherine, in amaze,

“To be sure, my ear was gloed to the keyhole,” said Lady
Sarah, ironically.

“1 beg yonr pardon,” eald Catherine, blushing ; “bat it
seemed so extraordinary yon should guess.”

Lady Barah was pleased with her own acoteness,

“You don't think I wonld let her say anything of that
sort apainat him,” said Oatherine, entreatingly.

“I shonld in your place,” seid the old lady, coolly, * and
agreed with every word. Nothing would have non-plussed her
80 much.”

Catherine came & little closer bo Lady Barah, and stood
looking wistfully down npon her.

“T conld not bear to hear her say such things abont Philip,
nnd they were not true, efther,” ghe said, in brave bot tremulons
tones. * He could have taken the money withont me, had he
chosen.” !

“Tao be sure he could,” said Lady SBarah, a little dryly. .

“Of course,” faltered Catherine. “ I am not supposing he
would have married me if—i-——"

“If circumstances hadn't put it into his head to do so,”
broke in Lady Barah, impatiently, *&he calls it money; I
call it circumstances ; some people,” she added humoronsly,
“cnll it Providence, But I never conld understand why people
should trouble themselves so much about causes. Buppose
Philip had been a youth of one-and-twenty, and had seen yon
looking very pretty in & pink bonnet, and taken a faney to the
combination of pink bonnet and pretty face—no one would
blame him, or say you were married for your bonmet, and yet
it would be the literal truth that the bonnet tempted him ; and
supposing the money had been actually yours, and supposing a
middle-aged man who is not affected by bonnets, is tempted by
s solid fortune, and thankfuol to find it belongs to a girl whom
he finds sufficiently attractive to wish to marry—what is there
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g0 very surprising or disgraceful in that? My dear, T was an
heiress myself, and had dozens of interested proposals, and I
was very lenient to my suitors” said Lady Sarah, with her
jolly chuckle. *T did not draw myself up and despise them,
I was a philosopher, and took the one who pleased me most.
Philip's father was quite as good-looking as Philip, my dear,
und o trifle more amosing. Buot he wonldnt have asked me if
I hadn't had money, for all T was so handsome, And depend
upon it, Philip would beve jibbed st that elephantine Miss
Clara, bad she stood in yonr shoes ; or at anybody, in fact, to
whom his own feelings did not secretly incline. But somathing
had to put it into his head to discover yom specially suitable,
for the position which I ean tell you a good many young
ladies have aspired to, rich and poor—and why may not that
sontelhing be a nice, comfortable fortune as well ss anything
elee P

Catherine langhed shyly.

“I think—I think, Lady Sarah," she said, “that I said
something very like that to Aunt Lydia,”

“You are & dear, loyal little creature,” said Lady Barah,
enghanted. *“QCome here and kiss me, though I hate kissing ;
but your nice eheek is emooth und fresh, and does not smell of
veloutine " (which was more than could be said of Lady Sarah’s
own face). “I tell you what, you must call me maman,
instead of by my hideons name. I was always sorry fate
never gave me a danghter. Neither of my sons took after me
in the very least,” said Lady Sarah, regretfully.

That evening Catherine stepped ont on to the terrace from
the open casements of the drawing-room, where they usually
sat after dinner., The stillness of a perfect summer night
reigned. Bhe stole across the grass in her white gown, and
Bab opon the low stone balnstrade, watching the moon rise
above the delicate spires of the larches, whilst yet daylight
lingered in the west. Masses of roses and clove pinks, planted
on the lower terrace, sent up to her & delicions scent and
EWCelness.
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Bir Philip, who bad returned from London that evening,
came presently and stood by her side ; he sometimes smoked &
cigar here after dinner.

“1 hoped you would come to-night,” said Catherine,

“I am afraid it will be our last fife-a-téls stroll for some
time," said Sir Philip.

“ A number of people seem to be coming to-morrow,” eaid
Catherine, trying not to sigh.

“I ghall be very glad to welcome Ceeil and his bride,”
gaid Sir Philip; “and I suppose we must not make it too
dull for Augusta, nor, for the matter of that, for my
mother,”

“But you do not mind being alone with me” eaid
Catherine, with & note of exultation of which he failed to cateh
the significance.

“I never have minded solitude. T suppose when one is
very much occupied, one does not feel the need of society,”
gaid Bir Philip, slmost apologetically. “And my mother
has been always very good in supplying any remissness on
mI Imrtu,'

A little gleam of petnlant humour flashed acroge
Catherine, but, somehow, his unconscigueness mede retort
impossible,

“Bhall we take a little turn op and down a8 nsnal ™ he
asked, a little surprised that she sat still, with her face turned
away from him, towards the pure ethereal blue of the summer
night's sky, where shone the tiny golden peint of & solitary
slar. “Yon are sure you are not cold, my dear?"™ he
eaid golicitously, *That white muslin gown looks to me very
thin, May I get you & little wrap for your shoulders 7

Catherine declined the little wrap, with remorse for her
sudden and secret impatience. }

“1 ought not to trouble you with business matters,” he
said, presently, * or this might be an opp—o"

*Oh, Philip, I like to hesr anything that interests yon,”
gaid Catherine, wondering faintly how such & might could
inspire any one with thonghts of business.
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“Thank you," said Sir Philip, kindly. *“1 think you will
remember that I epoke to you of some almehounses, which it
"has always been a pet scheme of mine to establish, on rather a
different plan to others I have kuown, I wished to ercct some
free cottayres, without supervision of any kind, and with a small
pension attached to each, to be granted to aged agricultoral
labourers on the estate,” _

“Yes,” gaid Catherine, and to herself : “ How preat he is.
He thinks only of deing good, whilst I am so petty and
personel.”

“1 have the plans from my architect, and I wondered if
you would cire to see them, my dear, and choose which you
prefer—under my guidance,” ssid the cautions gentleman,
“amdl also whether you would approve of my wish to call them
after your late aunt, whese money enables s to fulfil this
scheme, and in your own maiden name—the Carey cottages, or
gomething of that kind—unless to be sure, yon might like
them called 5t. Catherine’s,” he added gallantly.

“ How kind you are to me,” said Cutherine, with & sudden
passion which sstonished poor Bir Philip, who eould not
gpmprehend such disproportionate gratitude for so ohvions s
gugzestion, “I am not .good enough for youm, Philip, nor
worlhy of yon."

“My dear 1™

“ And yet I love you so," eaid Catherine, almost weeping,

Bhe stood beside an old stone column, whercon & stained
and mosg-grown Cupid held aloft an imaginary bow and arrow,
und leaming her pretty brown head sgainst the pillar, she hid
her face in her hands.

*My dear Catherine 1™ he said, throwing away his scarcely
lighted cigar from sheer dismay and embarrassment,

Romance cried aloud in the voices of the summer night ;
there wes delicate sympathy and sighing love in the very
breath of the roses, and the cooing of the wood pigeons, which
had been disturbed by the brilliant rising of the moon. The
darkness of the shadow in which she etood, gave the courage
of despair to Catherine,
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“ Philip,” ehe murmured, “do not be angry ; you are o
good to me—so good to every one—and yet—and yet —you do,
not love me. Won't you teach me to understand yon ? I—I
feel I might. I feel I am on your side agaiust the whole
world, if yon understand what T mean.”

Bhe canght her breath pessionately.

“All my sympathy, all my happiness aould be yours.
And yet—when we are alone, when I dreamt our very sonls
would be open to each other, there seem only commonplaces to
gay—yon are the same to me thot you are to all the world,
Gentle, and courteons and kind, as you must be to every one,
but nothing more. Sometimes I dresd being alone with yon.
Is it that we have nothing in common? I could cure for
everything that gave you a moment’s plessure. You muss
have high and noble thoughts; won's you—won't yon share
them with me? Won't you try and teach me the meaning of
life, and talk to me of this world, and the next? I know I
am very ignorant, but I am not stupid, indeed T am not;
I could learn whatever you wished. Iam trying hard to please
you, even without knowing quite how. Oh, won't you, won't
you help me to make yon love me 7 ™ .

Bhe had said it, breathless and- trembling with her own
daring, she felt she had opened the flopd-gates of her pent-up
feelings, and would meet his soul face to fuce ac last,

The first sonnd of his measured tones sent her shrinking
back to the stone pillar ; which was not, zhe thonghe, for a
moment, and guite involuntarily, so much less cold than he.

Bhe had seriovsly hort, offended, and bewildered Sie
Philip ; ehe knew it instantly, and made a fierce lightning
vow that never again would she bring that tone of pain into
his low and courteons voice.

“Is it possible,” he said, “that yon are acousing me of &
want of proper affection for my wife, Catherine

“ No—no—oh, take no notice of 6] T wos wrong—ik is of
no ues—forget it ! she cried vehemently. :

Her thonghts were too quick for Sir Philip, and he groped
in vain after this change of mood,
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“T am awara [ am not a very demonstrative nor enthuo-
Jgiastic person,™ he said, * And it is possible that at my age, I
am too sericus to be a good companion for yon ; buk I was not
aware that I had failed in any way to—to—love and to cherish
you—as a hushand should."”

“ Forgive me—plense forgive me | ™ she reiterated, elinging
to his hand. *How conld T have been so—so ungrateful, or
go foolish, I can’t think."

“ Youn said you dreaded being alone with me,” he sounded
a little resentful,

“Buot T don't 1™ eaid Cathering; “I—I didn"t know what
T was saying. It is my greatest happiness to be slone with
you. Please believe me—yon must believe me,”

“T cannot nnderstand why yon should make such a state-
ment,"” eaid Sir Philip, who conld not take in several idens at
once, “ nor having made it, why you should immediately con-
tradick it

Catherine instinetively seized npon an excuse which she felt
his mind would be able, upon turning it over, to accept as
sufficiently obvious.

“My Anot Lydia, Mrs, Chileott, came this afternoon,” she
gaid, feeling n little cowardly, and yet determined that at all
costs Bir Philip must be soothed. *She—she upset me very
much. You know she is sometimes wvery disagreeable and
fanlt-finding.”

“8he can have no possible shadow of authority to criticise
vou now,” eaid 8ir Philip, thoronghly displeased. “I shall
write and forbid her the house,”

“No, no, Lady Sarab has seitled it. We are going to say,
‘Nob at home'" gaid Catherine, in much trepidation, = 0Oh,
Fhilip, please say you forgive ma."

* There i nothing to forgive,” he said kindly, and yet, as
she felt, stiffly, *“If you are not happy, yon are quite right to
tell me so,™

“Bat I am happy,” eaid Catherine, bursting into tears ;
“I am very happy indeed. I have never been so happy in my
life,™
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It suddenly struck her as ridienlons that she should be
standing eobbing in the moonlight insisting upon her own,
happiness ; and she langhed like a child throuzh her tears.
But Sir Philip saw nothing absurd in the sitvation. He agrecd
at once that they would not allude again to Catherine's shord
aberration, and that she mmst indeed be completely nnnerved
by her annt’s improper wiolence, which Catherine deseribed,
hardly knowing what she was sayine, so thankful was she to
perceive that it was o relief to Sir Philip to ascribe her sudden
outburst to fatigne and exeitement.

But ghe felt instinctively that he wonld in reslity be able
neither to forget nor to forgive it immediately, and for some
weeks she was conscious of a subtle and indefinable shade of
depression in his manoer, .

When 8ir Philip had gone off to the smoking-room for
snother cigar, Oatherine went up to Lady Barah's great
luxnrious bedroom, as she always did, to say good night.

“Well, my dear," said the old lady, mischievounsly, %1
know what yon have been doing. You have been ont in the
moonlirht trying to get Philip to make love to you, and yon
bave failed. Dlear me, how history ropeats itself 1 T nsed tp
arrunge romantic seenes with his father npon that very terrace,
but they alwaya fell flat. He had no more notion how to make
love than an oyster. Bob don't be alarmed, your suceessful
rival is only the estate. Mine wos even less romantic. Ha
cared for nothing on earth but his dinner, poor dear follow,
We got on remarkably well a8 soon a8 T had digested that 1ittle
faot,”" eaid Liady Sarsh, chuckling. * But it took me quite a
long time to swallow it. As I often used to eay to him, he
bad the face of & troubadour and the soul of & cook.”
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OHAPTER XX.

A LETTERE FROM DELIA,
* July 294h.
4 Vs, dear little Oatherine, I have your letter and enclosurs
and invitation, and I am coming! I sm coming!l T can
bardly believe it. I am sitting scribbling in my little attic.
& (hamber, thon art small,
Thy furniture ia poor,

There are many steire to climb
Defors I rench my door.

But when I et here I am at home, and only the sky looks at
me through the dormer windows ; & gloomy sky generally, but
atill there are no chimney-pots to obacare it, such as it is.

“ And I send yon back your magnificent present, my dear
—the note inside your letter. I eouldn’t quarrel with you if
I took money from you, my little Oat, and the freedom to
quarrel is & neeessity of friendship, A sense of obligation
wonld spoil that, you know. I must come to you in my old
clothes, or worse still, Clara’s old clothes, and do the best I
can for myself in them. I hope there will be a little company
of eligibles to meet me. 8o I encloss the note.

“ Now that David is in Indis, I am werry lonely indeed,
and sometimes get sick even of the sound of my fiddle. Oh,
Catherine, I never wrote to you about his going at the time,
for T was full of that, and you were full of happiness, and
thinking of things quite different. When my girl friends
wurry I make a role never to trouble them much the first
year ; it takes them that time as a role to become ordinary
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mortals again. But half my life went away with David, and
nearly all mamma's, She lives on his letters, if yon can eall if
life, Just lying on the old horse-hair sofa, growing thinner
and weaker every day. Her only occupation is that little daily
acrap she writes of her long letter to him. T wonder how long
it takes him bo read it ; ah, but their hearts grow tender when
they are so far away, poor boys. She never misses a mail, I
wonder how many poor mothers are pining in this great ity
with their sons thousands of miles away, swallowed up by that
great furnace of a conntry.

“He hopes there is a chance of his being made transport
officer to this horrid expedition to Warrapur. Hopes I—and
she is praying for bim night and day. He does not know she
will never see him agsin, and ghe does, Bub his regiment was
ordered to India, and it woald have broken his heart to be left
behind. Besides, he will be able to live there more easily npon
his pay, and upon what we can give bim ; there—remember he
does not kmow how hard it comes on mother to spare it at all,
She is so pleased when he talks of his shootivg, and the ball.
the regiment is giving, and—and all the innocent extrava-
gances which cost her eo dear. It is piliful to hear her. Bhe
boasts of him to Ann by the hour. Ann is onr old nurse of
whom I told you, who never lets me do a thing for poor
mamma, bat nurses her always.

* Never go and see any one you love off in a big ship. It
will break your heart, and you will never get over it ; and where
ias the nse? The docks, which somehow bring even to an
anthinking mind the sudden realization of old Englind's real
greatness, the merry British tars, and the simple Tommies,
and the poor, white-faced women in respectable black bonnets
grying to hide their useless tears,

“ He took me into the tiny cabin he was to share with two
other subalterns, and 1 kissed his aword, and the pillow where
his head is to rest, and we said good-bye to each other. He
asked me to be kind to George, only I never can ; and then I
came away, and the veszel moved slowly off with the band play-
ing, and the poor fellows cheering, and his dear brown merry
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faoce trying to smile at me as he waved his helmet, which was
the last thing I eaw of him,

' “Who can ever take the place of & brother whose every
expression recalls lost memories of childhood 7 who is a second
—and in this ense a better—gelf.

“He looked so young to be going off to command men ;
and yet our Bnt-mh boys are so pathetically confident and care-
less. No climate is o deadly, no guerilla warfare so obscure,
ne ewamp 2o pestilentinl, bub they ave ready to face these
dangers withoat a thought of flinching or failing, trusting, as
it. were, to British pluck and luck to pull them through, and
never complaining when they go under. The Anglo-Indian
friends and relatives of papa’s who knew uwe in Calentta, and
who wisit me still, all have sons or brothers or hushands out
there. Mostly unsuceessful, for you see the snocessful ones
have gone up higher out of our sight, and only we poor ones
cling together in a little eligne. Every now and then one or
the other of them goes into monrning, and there is a line in the
newspapers to say Lieutenant So-and-so, aged 22, of enterio; and
that is his only monument in his native country. Poor fellows |
I think they live for ever in some peoples hearts though,

“ And what an odd way this is to answer Lady Adelstune's
invitation to Welwysbere Abbey. T have not written freely to
you for ages, only your last letter reminded me of you o good
deal more than those mice little stilted epistles in which you
were kind enough to describe your travels and to tell me yon
were enjoying your tour,

“ George comes here very often ; officers in the Guoards
seem to be able to get leave when they choose. Mamma is in
8 sad state of flustery on the one hand she objects to the
marriage of first consing, and is nervously certain dear Lydia
wonld never forgive her if 1 accepled him, on the other
the poor soul longs to see me settled and rich, and out of
reach of the stage, and the opera, and the hospital, and the
stodio, to each of which she sees me incline in turn, and for
which ghe bas a pretty equal borror. I don't know what I
want, do you? Does any one? Isn't it a pity one is given a

I
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choice after all #  Sometimes I wish George wonld carry me off
against my will. That would be exciting. But he iz sp
gtupid and so deadly slow, and, worst of all, every now and
then he reminds me of Clara, though to be sure Le is very
different.  What ghonld we do in the lonr evening: at Brides-
combe, but rape ot each other neross the hegrthruc ? T do
not believe he Las two ideas in his honest head. I think of
Diavid, and our merry, merry stolen honrs over the fire in my
attie, cooking little snppers torether, snatching the same book
to read, and with o moch to say that we positively had to make
it a rule to spesk in turna for five minutes each by the clock.
We were nearly always in love with somebody or other, real or
imaginary, though we were seldom on speaking terms with our
living divinities, but worshipped st a distance. Thus many of
our conversatione were only foolish rhapsodies : *Oh, Delia, if
you could but have seen her, she looked so——" *Ah, David,
there i8 8 man who st the first glanee L

% ... You won't find the note in the letter, Catherine, I
have taken it, and it has gone in mother's mail letter to India.
Bhe is pouring out her love and thanks to you, and her as-
surances that David shall never know you sent it, but that pis
widowed mother will pray for you, and bless your generoaity
with her dying breath.

“Ehe does not know, you see, that yom semt it for my
elothes, and that T have stolen it Isn't it all pitiful? I do
not suppose I shall ever be able to pay you back.

“ DeLL”

George Chileott came over to see Cutherine, when he heard
that Delia Moore was coining to stay at the Abbey,

“1 think yon gueseed long aoo,” he said to her ; and she
thenght that his roddy face was paled and bis look of chubby
youth gone. “I couldn't bave made a confidunte of you
before, Catherine, conld I, when von were ouly, as it were, a
little girl, But you might help me now, if you would, T can't
ptand the uncertainty, and yef, if I usked her, 1 feel she would
say no, and that would be worse than snything. Counldn’
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you bring her round to listen to a fellow ? I have no doubt
when you married Sir Philip, you'd—yon'd never thought of
fim in that way, I don’t see how you could, in fact. And yeb
how happy and jolly yon are! Yon wouldn't be unmarried
again for anything, wonld you now? And there's no dis-
parity of years between Delin and me, to get over.”

“I should bp very glad to help you, George,” said
Catherine, anxiously ; * but—hnt——"

“Bay it out. Never mind hurting my feelings and all that
rob,” said George, grufly. “If you think she's got the
smallest faney for another fellow »

“No, indeed,” eaid Catherine, eagerly.

“Is it only becanse I'm not—dash it all—not clever and
mugical and foll of larks, like David P I know she thinks him
perfection.”

“Yon see, she is so fond of all the things yon care least
about,” stammered Catherine. “She is 50 artistic.”

“Well, I'm not.  And yon wouldn't be if you saw the sort
of fellows calling themselves artistic who bang about her, in
their beastly, third-rate, what she is pleased to call Bohemian,
sqeiety. Bounders, that's what T eall them, I know I'm &
clod-hopping chap at heart, thongh I am & soldier ; but I have
s proper respect for ladics, any way, and how she ean put up
with their confounded familiarity,” he groaned.

*Delis is very prond. I can’t think she would put up
with familisrity,” said Catherine, amazed, and not quitae
realizing how far a lover's jealousy may influenes his judgment
on such points,

“You don’t know how free and easy ways like that
deteriorate s girl's sense of what she can put up with. If I
expostulate, she thinks me & prig, and tells me I am very like
Clara, or else she laughs and says she is experimentalizing,
One day she told me she would like to commit & sin in order
to be able to sympathize with sinners properly. She doesn't
know the meaning of what she talks about, God bless her,
that's one comfort, nor dream how it revolts a fellow to hear
her calmly saying that every woman is a rake at heart.”




276 CATHERINE OF CALAIR,

* But, George, that is only & quotation,” eaid Catherine,
lsughing & little. “And I believe, I do believe she says
that sort of thing to shock you. Bhe does not say it
to me."

But Catherine was, perhaps, not quite sincere in this, sinee
it was true that Delia’s outspokenness had sometimes jarred
on her a little. Delia said what Catherine would only have
thonght, and made up by her fearlesaness, for what she lacked
in delicate reserve.

“Bhe has beantiful thoughts sometimes,” said Catherine,
distressed. * Oh, George, 1 want to help you; but—bat if
you feel all this about her, wonld you be so very happy if yon
did mary her ? Her natore won't change, Bhe is not like
Clara, and I don’t think she—1I beg your pardon—but, indeed,
I don't think she is suited to settle down at Bridescombe,
and be interested in village matters, and housekeeping, and
gardening,"

“I have thonght of that,” eaid George. “I wounld atick
to the regiment and go on living in London, and not come
down here. I wonld do what she liked, Catherine, you don't
kmow what I feel about it. I would die to be sure she was
heppy—and good.™

“I know," said Catherine, clasping her hands ; but George
paid mo attention to her. How should Catherine know, he
thought, though she was a nice little thing, and very sympa-
thetic, but she could hardly be expected to fathom the feelings
of 8 man who loved as he did.

“I can't come away and leave her—so beantifal as she is,
and go clever, and so young—fellows flattering her, and laugh-
ing at her, and making love to her in & breath; snd ghe
thinking it's ber fiddling and drawing and painting they
admire. Why, the worst of them can do one thing or the
other better than she can. 8he’s an arch-mimic, and she
thinks she's s genius,” said George, groaning again. *I'm
not the fool she thinks me, Catherine; and love, which
blinds some people, has opened my eyes. Bhe is 8o clever,
a8 David eays, snd hes so much facility, that she can
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scquire anything up to a certain point, by what looks like
Juagic next to other people’s toiling and moiling. Bat shell
never stick to anything. Bhe'll flit and fit, in search of new
sensations, and ehe'll perceive wisdom—God forgive me for
saying so of my darling—only when she's learnt folly—or
worse,” he said between his teeth.

“Bpeak to her as yom spesk to me,” cried Catherine,
carried away by his vehemence, *Don't yon know how mum
and gilent you are before her, George, and that she langhs at
you because she thinks yon have nothing in your mind but
your regiment, and your hunting and shootinzg ? Once con-
vince ber that yon are wiser or stromger than she is, and I
cannot believe Delia could be cold to you any longer. Bhe is
too warm-hearted snd impulsive, and too sympathetic,” said
Catherine, with a little sigh.

“I can't speak to her like I speak to you. She knows
her power over me, and I'm like a fool in her presence,” said
George, gloomily,

Catherine's voice took a tone of guite unnsnal severity.

“Yon don't deserve her, if you can't show her you're a
man. [ believe she hesitates partly becanse she believes yon
will turn into s henpecked hoshand, and she into a shrew ;
and she despises & weak man."”

George colonred deeply, and Catherine recollecting herself,
harried on to cover her unfortunately apposite allusion,

“I think she is more—more undecided than you think,
George, I had a letter from her to-day., No, I can’t show it
to you "—for George looked entreating, *and I had no buziness
to betray her confidence,” said Catherine, proceeding to do so.
“ But she knew I was sure to ees you, and she—she gaid ghe
almost wished sometimes that yon would carry her off against
her will."

“8he said that 1" eried George,

His blue eyes sparkled, and his face flushed scarlet. He
jumped up out of his chair so snddenly that he upset a vase of
flowers at his elbow, and deluged the carpet with water and
rose-leaves,
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“ Nover mind, it doesn’t mutter, Oh, George, I onghtn't to
have told yon,” she said, picking up the vase, and going on
ber knees to collect the seattered flowers.

“Onghtn't to have told me!" cried George, * Here, leb
me mop that np with my handkerchicf, yours is nothing baot a
cobweb—oughtn't to have lifted a poor fellow to the geventh
heaven when o word would do it? Oh, Catherine, she must
like me a little after all, I know T'm an wgly fellow, with
& enub nose, not a bit like the sort of ssses she raves abont—
but if &he could say & thing like thab ”

"“Bhe only said *almoet wished,'" said Catherine, guoiltily
endeavouring, 6o to speak, to poke a little bit of the cat back
into the bag again.

“Bhe shall wish it outright then,” said George, beaming
and scrubbing the carpet vigoronsly. “ 1T don't think there's a
mark left, Catherine ; I—I won't let her play the fool with
* me any longer, and no woman shall ever henpeck me, by
Jove | ™ he said. “Not even Delia, God bless her ! and you,
too, little Catherine, for being such & trump.  Wishes I counld
carry her away against her will | " he murmured costatically,

“ Almost," guid Catherine, in despairing correction.

# It'a the same thing.”

“It's not. Amnd oh, George, if you repented and weren'’t
happy afterwards | "

“ I'm willing to risk it. What day does she come? To-
morrow?  You'll aek me to dinner or something, won't
yom 7

Buot a8 the simplest woman s less simple than s man,
Catherine was able to point out to him that he had better, by
far, abeent himself for the first few days of Delia's visit, so
that she ehould wonder at his absence.

“Won't she think it unkind 7"

* Bhe thinks yon are too kind at present.™

“ Buot won't she forget all abont me P ™

“How can she, when I shall tell her you're there, and say
I con'® help thinking you're getting over it.”

“You don't seem to stick at a corker for a friend.”
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“ Perhaps Annt Lydia is right when she says T am artful,”
eaid Catherine, blushing,
" “No woman is thoronghly trathful, T believe,” said George,
nngratefally.

#] think Clara ia,"

“Well, perhaps she is an exception.”

“Delia soys it is that which gives her such s pecalinrly
pleasant manner,” said Catherine, demurely.

Delia found herself looking forward with no little pleasure
and excitement to her visit at Welwysbere. The truth being
that she was very dull and lonely since David's departure, and
did not perhaps take such a fervent interest in all her fellow-
students as George imagined, Bhe had hardly seen Catherine
rince her marriage, for of the few weeks which Sir Philip and
his bride hod spent in London, Delin had been absent a month
with her mother at Harrogate, whither Mrs, Moore had been
despatched by her doctor’s orders, and at Mrs. Chilcott's
expense. But she knew that Catherine was ander the benefi-
cent eway of Lady Saruh, and by no means able to apportion
bgr days to please herself, and it need hardly be said that
Lady Barah's esrefully mapped-out plans did not inclnde any
vigita to Earl's Counrt.

Delin divined that Catherine was too bewildered and too
timid, to enjoy the whirl of engagements and novelties into
which she herself wonld have plunged with o much zest ; and
she understood that at this moment there was no place for her
friend in Catherine’s life. She showed her natnral generosity
and large-mindedness by not resenting this in the very least,
nor did she doubt Catherine’s loyalty and affection for a
momant.

She started on her jonrney in the highest spirits, and with
none of the apprebensivenecss that would have weighed down
Catherine under the like circumstances.

Delia, however, had no experience of the ways of the
fashionable world, and none whatever of visiting in eountry
bouses, Bhe did not trouble herself to reflect that there
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might be a difference between the rich middle-class homely
atmosphere of Bridescombe, and the exclosiveness of the Abbey,
Troth to tell, she had an idea, which she wounld have been
ashamed to put into words eten to bersclf, that her pretty
face, and quick tomgne, and the charm of which she was
rapidly becoming a little too eonscions, would carry all before
them at Welwysbere, and make her as usual the queen of her
GOmpany.

The vsnal formula of the firet sseembly of guests was
being gone throngh when Delia arrived. One or two people
who had come the evening before, and were consequently
at home directly the fresh arrivals came on the scone—were
couversing among themselves, and sternly ignoring those of
the new-comers whom they did not happen to kmow. Lady
Barah was presiding at the tea-table, and talking to everybody
st once, and Bir Philip made polite conversation with a young
lady whom he had never seen before in his life, and who had
already serionsly annoyed him by bringing a little dog in her
urms to shore his proffered hospitality. It happened, as Lady
Barah unnecessarily and frequently stated at intervals, to be
pouring with rain, and consequently instead of having tes in
the garden as uvsusl, they had been obliged to take refoge
indoors, where they sat beneath the solemn, full-length family
portraits, which graced the sides of the square gallery sur-
rounding the great centre hall of Welwysbere.

Lady Barah had assembled her party with more regard for
Mra. Cecil Adelstane's tastes than her own, and very coolly
informed Cotherine that she did not propose to inflict Augusta
npon any of her most esteemed friends ; bub here and there,
amid the polite company ranged round the teasboard, one of
her own contemporarics was to be found.

Next to her, and full of affectionste inquiries after *the
dear old oak, don't you remember, my dear, where we nsed to
have tea alter croquet, in ouwr time—and what has become of
the stout keeper 1 remember so well—and how the ivy has
covered the south front, I should hardly have recognized it—
a2 we drove up, ete., ete," sat the Dowager Countess of
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Rockington, whose youngest and only nnmarried daughter
had accompanied her,

Lady Byringa was delicately pretty, and the care with
which her mother had guarded her from every breath of
heaven or gleam of eunshine, had been rewarded by a com-
plexion of white wax, and handa like the driven snow.

It wos almost impossible to conceive anything more fragile,
or more golden-haired ; she was like & beantiful doll, with
large bloe eyes, and amall white porcelain teeth ; an Indian
prince waa reported to be desperately in love with her.

Next to her, and in fine contrast, was the mister of the
Honourable Aungusta, the lady to whom Lady Sarah had once
vulgarly alluded by her supposed nickname of * Skinnermelick.”

Miss Blanche Mocha was delichted to be told that she
gomewhat resembled & horse in countenance. 8he had not a
particle of vanity in her composition ; went in frankly for the
ugliest and most sporting costumes she conld find ; and wore
stiff collars, with real gentlewsan's ties and pins, instead of
ladylike imitations of them. She was equally remarkable for
her pood nature and the size of her feet,

No two sisters were ever more unlike than the co-heiresses,
and it is doubtful whether any two sisters ever cared for each
other less,

Nevertheless, Angnsta bad written to tell her dearest
Blanche that ghe thonght it would look very bad if she refused
Lady Sarah's invitation to meet her on her return from her
honeymoon 3 and Blanche had sent & lamentably slangy
epistie in return, to explain to her dear old Augusta that it
was a great bore, but she supposed she had better pack up her
sticks and come ; and she supposed that she would be allowed
to attend the opening meet of the staghounds, and still farther
supposed that Angusta would sec that she got & decent moant.

Lady Barah had dome & good turn to an old friend, by
inviting his pleasant but bankrupt son, Lord John Trelleck,
to meet this fair damsel, on the supposition that they would
foregather over & great mutnal interest in racing and hunting,
and that a match greatly to the pecuniary advantage of Lord
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John might ensue.  ‘This gentleman, who was no longer in his
firat youth, and therefore inclined to think of scttling, most
reluctantly, under these circumstances, relinguished pleasure *
for duty, and tearing himself away from s friend's yacht,
travelled sulkily to Devonshire, instead of sailing joyously
to Trouville,

But Lady Rockinoton was by no means delichted with
such a proof of Lady Sarah's rood nature, when her quick
eyes noted this gms.a]y inelizible person among the group at
the window ; and she told Lady Syringa that very night that
hed it not been thot some members of the party were very nics
sndoad, she wonld really have made an excose and gone straizht
up to Scotland, to stay with ler dear eldest child, who wonld
certainly have some good people staying with her for the
Twelith ; bot ne it was, perbaps they had betler remnin for
the ball, which was the catensible canse for which they were all
collected, and at which she hoped her child wounld snub Lord
John most severely if he wanted to danee with her.

#T don't think thot sort of person ought to be allowed to
go sbout and meet other persons, who have ne desire to meet
them,” said the dowagrer, whose English was as emphatic as if
was surprising.  * Indeed, I consider it dishonest to go any-
where atf all once you have become a bankrupt, which only
mesns yon have successfully cheated & number of tradesmen
out of their goods. Why doesn't he go to Ameriea P Every-
body knows his father has washed his hande of him. He's
tried to be a wine-merchant, he's tried to run a theatrs, he's
tried to win races ; there's stories nbout him I shounld blush
to allnde to if I didn't know ofher peaple wonld tell youo.
Nothing he has done ever succeeds, and I think he ought to
be packing up to fly the conntry, instead of walking about in
diamond etuds, talking of his colleetion of old silver, indeed,
a3 | heard him to Blanche Mocha, who would a8 soon marry
ber groom, it's my belief, as Jack Trelleck.”

“If it's on my acconnt, yon needn't worry, mamma," said
Lady Byringa, calmly. * Of course I shall dance with him
if he aekes me, s every one eles does. It wonld he frichtlully
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had form if T refused to dance with anybody bot the men yon
would like me to marry ; and besides, vothing would choke
them off 5o quickly. I wish you had a little more confidence
in my common gense,  I'm not g silly child in her firat seamon.”

It was, in fact, Lady SByrinea’s foarth sesson, and her
mother was growing somewhat anxious sbont her settlement
in life.

Althongh the p::rpula.r Duke and Duchess of Caedmon were
gtaying at the Abbey, as the heads of Lady Sarah's honse, to
weleome their young kinsfolk, and to inangurate the opening
of Welwysbere after its long period of desertion ; and although
they brought with them their unexceptional daughters, the
Ladies Gueldn add Glwadys; it was not to their Graces, nor to
these young ladies, that Lady Rockington referred when she
talked of the very niee members of the party, as the experienced
Syringn very well knew, and she eould easily have nominated
the individusls of whom her mammas was thinking, '

One was Mr. Ralt of Ralte, a clean-shaven, red-faced
gporting man, who owned ten thonsand & year and an
historical place in the shires. Awnother was the young Earl
of Kanoch, who had only just come of age, and whose estates
had been earefully nursed throngh o long minority. Old Lord
Brigtowe might, by the same process of reasoning, have been
termed rather nice, since he was a wealthy widower ; though
he might stand Inst on the list, for he was not of old family,
was very bald, and exceedingly ugly, and reporbed to possess
@ mosk nnpleasant temper.

Kanoch, who had ostensibly come ss Cecil Adelstane’s
intimate friend, had also very obviously come at the bidding
of Lady Tanfeld, from whom he had been inseparable for the
past two years, though he was noticeably beginning to tire of
Liig bondage,

Bir James Tanfeld, having proposed to and been refused by
—first Miss Angusta, and then Miss Blanche Mocha, a8 soon
us they respectively left the schoolroom, had become disgusted
witl heiresses, and married s pretty and penniless coosin of
his own, whose extravagance bade fuir to ruin him altogether,
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They were a friendly and agreeabla couple, who had long
ago agreed to disagrec, snd who were much in request gt
eountry honses, gince he was good-looking, & good shot, and
& cheery fellow, and she was fashionable, popular, and
nniveraally admired.

They had & pied-d-ferre only in London, let their country
place, and hired their carriages and horses ; and whilst always
pood-naturedly ready to be entertained, prudently refrained
from entertaining ; which, since their friends were invariably
wealthy, mattered nothing st all. By these wise proceedings
they managed, as they frankly pot it, “to scrape along in
comfort,"”

The moat conepicnons and extraordinery member of the
party was perhaps the old Marchioness of Rye, the elder sister
of Lady Sarah, who had just made up her fiftieth quarrel with
that capricions but jovial personage, and who had immediately
tested the quality of Lady Sarah's professed repentance by
inviting herself to the Abbey, on what she called & long visit,
which meant a possible ten days, and a probable angry
departure within the week.

The party was completed by three more single gentlemar.
General Heribert, a constant worshipper for fifty years of
Lady Barsh, and an Asbitué of her London house ; Charles
Oymbert, a shy voung gisnt of 8 guardeman, whose invitation
was prompted by Augusta ; and Mr. Alfestan, a quiet Londoner,
who was invited everywhere for no particnlar reason, save that
he welded a party together, so to speak, by invariably knowing
everybody.

Augnsta was too wise to make her appearance until dinner-
time, and left ber husband to represent her, pleading that two
hostesses were alveady more than sufficient; buot Catherine,
although she conld not help shrinking into the background,
was on duty, bravely trying to make friends with the Ludies
Guelda and Glwadys, who might not perhaps have been so
frigid as they were had they gnite made oot who she was,
When they heard her at last addressed as Lady Adelstane,
they exchanged glances of stupefied sstonishment, that any one
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g0 timid and youthful, and so anxions to please, could possibly
be a married lady of some importance.

It will be seen that pretty Delis waa hardly likely to creata
any grest sensation in an essembly of which she was, from
a social point of wiew, the mest insignificant person present,
and in which seversl very good-looking young women
challenged her superior beauty, by their infinitely superior
dress, manners, and savoir-faire. The ﬂamlg, merry stndent
of Art was sbashed for the first time in her life, by finding
herself in & crowd of etrangers, some of whom turned inguisi-
tive and others merely indifferent glancea towards her.

0ld General Heribert, who was a connoisseur, said beneath
his breath, “By Jove, that is a beantiful face " bot the
younger men were more sensitive to fashion, and looked with
lese sdmiration than surprise at the tall, ill-dressed girl whe
returned Catherine’s warm grecting rtather defiantly, and
flashed an inguiring look, which was almost a scowl, beneath
her black eyebrows, ab Lady Sarsh, who was examining her
throngh her eve-glass,

But 8ir Philip, whe was the soul of stately courtesy, and
would have perished rather than show less attention to the
humblest of his guests than to the most exalted, brought Delia
& cupof tea, which had not been brewed for more than a conple
of hours; and introdoced Cecil to her, and General Heribert,
who conld always be trosted to be civil to a pretty girl

A move was made shortly after this last arrival ; Lady
Barsh condueted her niece, the Duochess of Caedmon, Lady
Rockington, and her aged sister of BHye, to their several
apartments ; and Catherine showed the younger ladies their
rooms, and pointed out to the ingniring Blanche the direction
in which the stables lay.

Last of all she took Delia into & pretty little chamber close
to her own dressing-room, and shutting the door, hugged her
friend in ecstasy.

“Yon are not & bit changed after all,” said Delia, “ only
rather paler. Where has your pretty colour gone, I wonder 7™

“Late hours and late dinners are bad for the complexion,”
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said Catherine, amiling. *Oh, Delia, I hope you will enjoy
yourself ; but if you don’t “just at first "—rather anxionsly—
“yon'll put up with it, won't yon ? For think how delichtful it
will be when all these people bave gone ] TLady Sarah is going
to Beotland then, and T believe nobody is coming to stay again
until she gets back ; yon and I will have this beantiful place
all to ourselves,”

“But I am so looking forward o the ball and these
gnicties," cried Delin, astonished ; “of course I ghall enjoy
myself."

Catherine said sincerely that she was very glad, but she
did not look convineed.

“ Lot me belp you to unpack, Delia,” ghe said, “instead of
ingisting on sending yoo a maid, as Anont Tydia does™ They
both lsughed. * And let ns make the most of this opportunity
to talk, for we have a good hoor and & half before dinner.”

Delia threw herself down in the armehair next the writing-
table, and let Catherine unpack for her. 8he looked round
the Inxurious room, and ont of the window, across the rainy,
misty stretch of park.

# (Oh, Catherine,” she eaid, *how wvery lucky yon are, aftgr
all ; and what an ideal, stately, solemn old house it is. There
is only one person I envy more than you at this moment.”

“ And who is that ? "

# (Cecil Adelstane’s bride,” eaid Delia, eeriously. * The
moment I set eyes on him 1 knew he was the man T have
dreamt of all my life and pever met. It must make that
ever-to-be envied and hated woman perfectly happy only to sit
and look at him. And yon told me he was not so handsome
a8 Bir Philip! Lowve is blind indeed. Why, he is Apollo—
Adonis—Paris ! Did yor never notice the ghape of his head ?
And his pure Greek profile? Dhon't you ses that every curve
of his mouth is absolutely correct 7 Not a line in the wrong
place. I mever saw such a mouth. And those deep, inscraot-
able, bloe eyes; stern, and yet so beauntiful in shape and
colonr a8 to be slmost womanly. There i8 & man,” ecried
Delin, clasping her hands in & rapture half mock and half real.



CATHERINE OF CALATA. 287

“Aman] A young giant! What a soldier of the gods! so
straight and o severe. I have a weakness for a soldier, bot a
goldier with & enub nose jars upon me. What a perfect knight
in silver armour,”

Bhe fell to sketching him on the blotting-hool.

“Tear me,” gaid Catherine, smiling rather roguishly, *T
think if yon sdmire him so much as all that, I had better
eonfide in Lady Sarah, and manage for yon to sit next him ab
dinner to-night,” ,

# Do, cried Delia, jumping up delightedly. “I can sea
he is exactly the sort of man thet would noderstand me. 8o
melancholy and so haughty, and that stupid old sencral with
the white moustaches never let him get o word in edgeways.
He looked just as material as Ceeil was apiritusl. Let me have
one happy evening beside him, Catherine ; the bride can hardly
grodze me that, and [ will bless yon for ever.”

“T only hope you will enjoy it," eaid Catherine ; and she
langhed outright.
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CHAPTER XXL

Wire extraordinary fortitude snd self-deninl George Chileott
kept aloof from the Welwyshere festivities until the third day
after Delia®s arrival, when he aceepted a verbal invitation to
dine, from Bir Philip.

Ag it happened, he could not have chosen a more favour-
able moment for his entry, had he timed it exactly in order to
impress Delia ; who was sitting rather forlornly in a shady
corner of the great hall, listlessly turning over some beantifal
stecl-plate engravings ; and neglected by every one,

It was impossible for Catherine fo be always at her side,
even had Delia desired it, and she was far from wishing any
guch thing. Bhe had onwarily enebbed the good-natured
general on the very evening of her arrival, and he was the only
gentleman who had shown sny desire to pay her attention,
gave old Lord Bristowe, whose attentions to young girls were
not of an entirely plensant kind, Delia hated bis lesrs and
hig glances, and the lowered tones of admiration in which he
thoneht proper to address her,

Bhe had, of conree, discovered in the space of an hour, that
Cecil's beantiful head was as empty as it was ornamental. Bhe
had also obeerved that Lord Wanoch was by way of devoting
himself to Lady Tanfeld, and that Le wes at the same time
powerfully attracted by Lady Syrings, who had not wasted
her time at Welwyshers, a8 ber fond mother perceived with
thankfulness.

Nothing escaped Delia's quick eyes, and she knew more
about the party assembled at the Abhey, in forty-eight hours,
than dreamy Catherine would have gathered in & year.
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Bhie saw that the fair Augusta wos a little offended with
her erstwhile favourite, Charlie Cymbert ; and that the reason
of her an noyance was that the yonth was being rapidly drawn
into the net cast for fools by Lady Tanfeld, who had an
ineatinble appetite for boys of twenty. She did not know, but
ghe soon divined, that Aognste had for some time hesitated
hetween Charlie Cymbert and Cecil Adelstane, and that when
Oecil's good looks eventually won the lady's heart, she bestowed
not a fow regretful thonohts on the recollection of Charlic's
good company. That she resented his growing intimacy with
her bosom friend, as a proof of the strange fickleness of man-
kind, may fairly indicate the nmount of logical judgment with
which Mrs, Cecil Adelstane wag blessed,

Delia perceived in & moment that a remark addressed to
Mr. Alfstan by herself, was as a seed thrown upon the desert
gand, sinee it wos not the habit of this gentleman to waste Lis
carefully planned and thought-out conversation upon outsiders,
be they pretty or ugly, old or young. He was commendably
indifferent both to ontward appearance and to inward cultore,
and asked only whe mew-comers were, before he proceeded
either to place them in proper order on the long list of his
acquaintances, or to dismiss them, then and there, from his
retentive bob overworked memory, which could not be
unnecesaarily burdened.

8he also noticed that Lord Johm Trelleck paid sulky
attentions to the lond-voiced Miss Blanche, and flivted secretly
with Lady 8yrings, whose charmingly langnid manner digsrmed
guspiciom,

Mr. Ralt of Ralte took Delia in to dinner one night, and
explained to her thet he hated musie, and never knew what
people meant when they talked high art, and did not suppose
they knew themselves ; which cansed her to despise this
worthy gentleman, althongh this was only his nervous way of
expressing his knowledge that she was artistic, and of begging
her to keep off the subject with so uncultured a person as
himeelf. He got on much better with Blanche Mocha, who
was on his other side, and who talked racing through the

u
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whole of dinner; whilet Sir James Tanfeld tried to amuse
Delin, which he found difficnlt, becanse he liked to talk about
people, and she did not know any of the people he could talk
sbont.

Bhe aleo found that the conversation of the ladics among
themselves was a shibboleth in which she had no part, and she
felt this far more than Catherine, who was naturally rather
inolined to listen than to talk, and who besides had her own
sasured place, though she filled it so guietly, and bore herself
with such meekness.

Dielia hed only known George ss the bix, clumey boy who
was rather afruid of her, and she had despised him becanse he
was ill at ease and silent in the lively society which she chose
to call Bohemian, in which alone she had hitherto geen him in

¥.

When ghe heard from Catherine that her consin was coming
to dine, she felt with some satisfaction that she wonld have
s fellow-sufferer in George, and forgot that these people who
seemed so great and so stand-off to the angry, farcuche, scorn-
ful little art-stondent, were his friends and comrades of every
Mﬂwgt, a#l & matter of fact, was exoessively popular and
a great favourite ; pood-natured, rich, snd known to be a
capital sportaman—he was universally congidered a8 a thorongh
good fellow.

The flower-show that day, or the reflection that it waos
over, having raiscd the spirits of some of the party, he was
greeted with quite & storm of seclamation,

* Hallo, George—where have you beem lurking #™ cried
Kanoch

“ Chileott, by all that's Iucky ! ™ ejaculated his brother-in-
arms—Cymbert.

“ Oome and sit by me, Mr, Chileott,” called Lady Tanfeld's
enchanting tones. * I haven't seen yon for an age "—whilst
Mr. Alfsten stepped forward, and shook hands with him in a

benignant manner.
Delia saw George greeting these people with perfect ease
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and hesrtiness, and was surprised to find her heart beating
with o certain pride in her big, stalwart cousin, 8he forgot
that the shape of his nose compared most unfavourably with
the aquiline outline presented by Mr. Adclstane, and only saw
how bhis licht-blue cyes, like his father's, beamed kindness all
round him, and heard his blaff, govd-humoured tones respond-
ing to Miss Blanche's elegant chaff, and watched him bending
over the skinny hand presented to him by old Lady Rye, and
receiving & eoquettish tap with her spectacle-case,

Lady Guelds was sitting close to Delia—whom, however,
ghe Liad not attempted to engage in conversation—and she
gaid, with guite an vnwonted sound of animation in her even
drawl, to her never far distant sister—

“There's George Chilcott, Glwadys."

“Oh, has he come? I'm so gled,” said Lady Glwadys,
looking ronnd.

“ He's rather a dear,” said Lady Guelds.

Delia hoped he would come acress the hall, and sit down
by her. But the fuct was that George, who had glanced eagerly
ronnd when he came in, did not ses her in her dark corner,
8ke found herself watching his broad shoulders, fair hair,
sud sunburnt neck, as he stood for & moment talking to
Catherine. :

‘“Bhe has asked after yon several times, George,” said
Catherine. “T am g0 glad you did not come sooner, [ think
she will be glad to see you, for she is feeling a little ont of
itl a]-LiI

“ Why should she be out of it 7™ asked George, resentfully.

“1 don't think people—however pleasant—whom one
doesn’t know, are always very—very empressds, are they 7"
asked Catherine, a little wistfully. “ They mean to be nice.
They bave to be a little civil to me because of Philip. But it
is mot their fault if I'm not—not guite one of themselves,
Bmitp"

“It takes m bit of time to know people, of course,” said
George; “but yon couldn't want cheerier people than these,
litle Qatherine, There's Cymbert—where could you find &
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nieer follow than Cymbert f—and Ralte's an awful good chap 4
and Knnoch—why, he's Adelstane's greatest chom ; and Ledy
Byringa is one of the jolliest girls in London, I always think ;
and old Blanche is great fun when yon know her.”

He would have eulogized every member of the party in
turn in his present mood, and Catherine smiled at him.

4 Dielia is over there,” she said—* under the grest palm,
in the shade of the crgan, Will you take ber in to dinner
to-night ¢

“ Why dido’t you tell me so before P™ said George ; and
he strode down the whole length of the great hall to greet his
love. He did not see that Delin was badly dressed, nor that
her elinging, e:sthetic tea-gown (a fashion which was then only
just started) was bad form, nor that the clond of dark hair
which framed her oval face was not an appropriate nor tasteful
coiffura,

But Delia was quick emongh to have discovered all these
things herself, and to know that the other women thought so ;
and she wonld bave put them right without & moment's delay,
had she possessed the means, although she scorned herself for
caring. But she was suddenly proud of George becanse he did
not care.  Bhe wos too sympathetic, and too responsive, to be
unmoved by his loyalty.

Delia had passionately told herself that the people staying
at the Abbey looked down upon her, thongh, as a matier of
fact, they were merely indifferent, and would have been less
so, perhaps, save that the poor, pretty artist was so proud and
gelf-comscions as to be repellent,

8he was nsed, indeed, to the snubs of Mrs. Chileott and
Clars ; but the knowledze of her own superiority of looks,
wits, and even birth, fortified her, and enabled ber to laugh ab
their contempt. But she could not thus despise the party at
Welwysbere.

One or two of the women present wonld certainly have
challenged the admiration of the majority as gnickly as Delia ,
old Lady Sarah was far wittier, and had the advantages of
experience, and of being perfectly good-humoured ; even Lady
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Tanfeld possessed the seeret of amusing mankind indefinitely—
in seflo-voce conversation.

Delin had come thirsting for enjoyment, for admiration,
and for trinmph, and she had found herself quietly relegated
to the backzround., From the very first evening, when Cecil’s
polite commonplaces disappointed her blankly, and Mr, Alfstan’s
frizid aloofness voused her indignation—atb the dinner to which
ghe had looked forward so happily—she had resentfully felt
that she was actually de frop instead of being the centre of
oheervation 3 she was, in fact, only a stranger who had nothing
in common with these people,

Catherine—whao did not dream of compelling the jealonsy
of women, nor commanding the homage of men—was perfectly
contented with the kind, little attentions shown her by such
pood-natured persons gs the Duke of Caedmon, who was one
of the simplest and best of men ; or by old General Heribert,
who was chivalrons as well a8 good-natured. Bhe had always
o smile for every one's joles ; and her gentlenees, if it did not
chellenee, at lenst dissrimed criticism ; whilst her soft voice,
pretty smile, and the wistfulness of her bazcl eyes, won the
heart of old Lady Rye, and even conguered in time the lanpuid
frigidity of the Ladies Guoelds and Glwadys, besides essily
captivating their good-natured mother, Catherine might make
smull impression npon the opposite sex, but she was appreciated
by her own, whose judgment of each other is generally as
shrewd and dependable as their judoment of men is the reverse,
Augusta had not been in the house a weck before she proclaimed
a devoted, thongh somewhat one-sided, friendship for her young
fumnt.

Mr. Alfstan, who possessed many feminine qualities, knew
in o moment, with his onerring and experienced wisdom of the
world, that here was one who would neither be his enemy nor
his {riend, and whom he need not take the troubls to conciliate,
oven though she happenced to be his hostess. He said to hime-
selfi that Catherine was insicnificant, and would always remain
80 ; and he devoted his fatteries to Lady Sarah, who expected
them, and who would have ceased to invite him to her pleasant
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dinners in Curzon Btreet, had he neglected to make himself
actively agreeable to her. And thongh Lady Sarah in hen
heart despised him a8 a poor creature, she was very fond of the
funny stories he collected about his friends, and, with due
precautions, distributed among them again.

Delia hod not sufficient self-control to altogether conceal
her opinion of Mr. Alfstan, though the poor child longed to
repay indifference with mere disdain. Bhe flashed such scorn
at him beneath her black brows as to render him quite un-
eomfortable, when he intercepted these glances, and which
cansed him to congratolate himself that she was fortunately
nobody that mattered, since it was evident that she had con-
ceived & most anfonnded dislike for him,

“ They are willing to be nice to Catherine just becanse she
has married Bir Philip," thought passionate Delia, sore with
wounded vanity. * They won't make friends with me becanse
I am sn outsider, even thengh T were twenty times prettier
and cleverer than she ; and if ghe had besn twice a8 sweeb as
ghe is they would have snubbed Catherine Carey.”

Catherine would have thourht this only natural, bot Delia
rescnted it fiercely ; she thought she proved her contempt of
these ladies and pentlemen by wishing intensely to be one of
them, that she might show them how little she cared.

But George was innocent, as she knew, of making any com-
parison between his pretby consin and the ladies of a different
world, who were willing to flatter him, though they looked
down opon her. He did not know it ; and she was snddenly
ponscions that she loved him for not knnwmg, and was promd
of him, becanse he would not have cared if all the denizens of
his world had held & cuntrary opinion to his own concerning
the charms of his conain.

He would have come scross to her before them all in
exactly the same way, and would have found her more beautiful
in rags than another clothed in parments by Worth, He waa
one of themselves, and he did not care ; and becanse Delia was
gecretly conscions of caring (although she despised herself for
it), so she became also conscious that George was in this
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thing her superior. Her heart beat a little exnltantly.
Though she might be cleverer, she perceived that she waas
morally 8 weaker being than Georve,

Bhe conld not be & woman, sud & slighted one, and not
love him for the intense blind loyalty which found not only her
face and form beantiful, but the cheap, inappropriate tea-
gown and green shell necklace beautiful also, because they
were hers, and because she glorified these things, common in
themselves, by wearing them, There was not a shade of
criticiam in the honest blog eyes which met hers; snd Delia
owned that glowing artistic temperament, false or true,
which is chilled by the frosty breath of criticism, and expands
like s flower under the sunshine of approval.

George drew her hand through his arm as they sll rose to
go into dinner, with & look that showed how utterly un-
eonscions he was of the near vicinity and surprised observation
of Lady Guelda and her sister; snd Delia, who was never
unconscious of her surroundings, but took in every detail of
the picture wherein she bersclf was the central figure, raised
her beautiful eyes to his face with a balf-meek, half-resisting
expression, which accepted him not only a8 worshipper but as
eonqueror,  Perhaps the very fact that he had strength and
diznity enongh to sbstain from the faintest allusion to the
mote new understandiog between them, during the long
dinner which followed, convinced Delin yet further that she
bad nndervalned George,

Her confidence wag restored and her spirits were raised by
the prescace of this champion, who ealmly ate his qoail and
drank his champagne by her side, his appetite by no mesns
impaired, thongh his heart was filled with a mighty content.

George was calm and exultant, not flushed and excited like
Delin, who laughed and talked incessantly, and who was not
very far from attracting the universal recornition she had
coveted, 8o radiant and animated was her pretty delicate face,
with ita short, scornful upper lip and rounded chin.

“0ld George seems to have woke up the sulky beausy,”
8aid young Oymbert, confidentially to Lady Tanfeld.
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“1 believe be is her consin.”

“Qh, I eay, I didn’t know. I thought Lady Sarsh eaid
she was an srtist, or something of that sorl,” said the youth,
somewhat dismayed.

“Bhe looks as if she posed for something of the kind,"”
eaid Lady Tanfeld. * What a corious negligé she chooses to
wear of an evenin®,”

“Snits her, don't you think ?" asked Oymbert, in-
cantionsly, “I mean those little silvery-green thing-um-
bobs-shiells and that sort of green flummery. Looks like a
water-nymph."

“1 am not artistie,” said Lady Tanfeld, whese slim, npright
figure was elothed in the smoothest und closeat of white satin
ghesths, severcly outlined with etiff pearl embroidery, “I have
simple tastes, snd was bronght up merely to be clean and neat,
a8 you perceive.”

Cymbert relapsed into the tone required by this speech,
and ventured on no forther remarks on the dark-eyed nymph
in green draperies.

After dinner, Augusta swooped down npon Catherine aﬂlﬂ
earried her off to an open window.

“1 was positively stifled at dinner, my dear; what a
heat | Why don't you insist upon Lady Sarah's opening more
windows ¢

“ 8he wonld be more likely to listen to you than to me,”
suggested Catherine.

Tt ja all these old folk who are afraid of catching cold,”
eaid Aungusta, panting snd fanning herself, so that the tulle
edging which shrouded her too sbundant charms fluttered.
“Aam I flushed, Catherine 7 "

* Not 80 very,” said Cutlerine, politely.

“ Tt was so warm I could scarcely eat anything at dinnper,”
gaid Mrs, Adelstane, feelingly. *“And yet what & cook
itisl™

The fact was that she enjoyed her meals almost too mach,
ne o role, and Catherine could not help wondering, as she
beheld the remarkable plumpness to which Augusta had
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already attained, what kind of proportions might be in store
for her futare.

8he bad the kind of besnty which often accompanies an
excess of fat. Her skin was soft and fine, her th oat really
rivalled the tint of the snowy pearls that encircled if, her
ghoulders and arms were dimpled and white; her colour,
though inclined to deepen unduly, was generally a8 fresh and
pure a5 the tint of & pink rese, But an observer would have
marked the wesk sensuality of the red drooping month, and the
vacant silliness of the pale-blue eyer bencath shadowless
brows ; and Augunsta's fine proportions and dazzling colouring
wonld be noted as all boo quickly-increasing characteristica.

“] wanted to talk to you sbout your little artist friend.
I heard her saying she painted miniatures. Now, a person of
that sort, you know, only just beginning—is sure to do them
cheap.”

“PI don't think Delias——"

“My dear, she told me herself she was a professional.”

Catherine recognized the echo of poor Delia's aggressive

ride.

b * Bhe likes to be thonght g0,

“ Likes to be thought so 1" said Augusta, sstonished.

Cathering knew that people prefer looking at things from
their own point of view, and was not inclined by nature to
insist upon their doing otherwise, 8he let the point drop.

“I don' think she is really very experienced yet, thongh
she can dash off likenesses in & most marvellous manner.”

“Ol, if you den's think she is good enongh ™ gaid
Anprnsta, mollified, y

“Not for such a ministore as you are thinking of. But
Lady Sarah would be almost certain to know of somebody.
Bhe is like a book of reference, and knows everything, I
think.”

“I am not particularly fond of these walking encyclopm-
dias,” said Augusta, rather pompously.

“1 puppose you wanted s miniature of Cecil dome?™
Catherine ventured toask. © Delia did a beantiful pencil-sketch




298 COATHERINE OF CALATS,

of him vesterday from memory; I dare say she would give
it to yon." s

“Qecill No, indeed, it was myself I was thinking of»
eaid Angusts. “I do mot think men ever make good
ministures.” Bhe lowered her voice. * My dear, do yon see
how Rosy Tanfeld is going on with that foolish Charlis
Oymbert P Don't you think yon mizht give her a hing ? "

“L1" eried Catherine, in terror.

“Yes, I cannot very well take it upon myself in your
houge,” said Angosts, with dignity. * But one feels so sorry—
guch & nice boy as that, yon know. It i8 such & pity she
cannob leave him alone.”

“Perhaps it is that she does not notice he in =o
sttentive."

“Nonsense, my dear! 8She made s dead set at the poor
boy. You may suppose I know what Rosy Tanfeld is like,
when I tell you 1 have known her since I was a child. To
be sure, she was alivnys a pood five years older than I. Asa
matter of fact, we are, and always have been, intimate friends,
snd I assure you I believe her to be the most artful womsan in
the world,” said Augusta, cedmly. &

** Bhe is very pretty.”

“Pretty ! 8he may well be pretty ; ghe had not a penny ;
thongh, as I often say, it is bard epongh to know which is
her and which is Bond Street. I remember how sstonished
Cecil was when I told him all that beautiful hair was falze”

“Tid you tell him that?™ said Catherine, trying not to
langh.

“ Certainly I did. We have no secrets from each other,"
gaid the virtnons Angusta, who, indeed, had already seen fit to
communicate every secret that her girl friends had ever con-
fided to her—and & great many that they had not—to her
astonished husband, o that Qecil had not a zingle illusion
left concerning her female relatives and sequaintances, though
ghe had shown herself able to practise a prodent reticence con=
cerning not a few matters of & more strictly personal kind.
“ As I said, ' I may not have any great quantity of hair myself,
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Oecil ; T do not eay that I have, but what T have is at lesst my
own," Unlike poor Blanche, who has scarcely even & sense of
deceney on such matters. What do yon think she was heard
to say one day in the bunting-field P "

“] cannot guess,” eaid Catherine, who had been comsider-

ahly startled by some of Blanche's remarks even in the drawing-
roomL. .
# A pentleman most kindly and delicately told her that
one of her plaits was coming down ; and she shouted back for
the whole field to hear, ‘Coming down? Coming off, you
mean | and quite coolly stuffed it into her pocket.”

“]1 suppose it was the best thing she could do," said
Catherine, langhing.

“The most undignified,” said Angusts, swelling, *“But
we never had soylhing in eommon, never. Yon and I are
both good-patured, and 6o We get on, though we are in such an
odd position ; yon pub over me, as it were, by being Cecil's
asunt, and me being so much older and taking precedence of
yon, of conrse, as the daughter of & peah,” said Angusta, who
peized this opportunity of introducing to Catherine's notice a
fact which she had cnce or twice almost suspeeted her of not
bearing sufficiently in mind. * However, I am glad Lady
Baruh is not my mother-in-lawy I should not get on with her
at all; and T have heard very odd atories indeed abouot hep
yoath, Catherine, which I will tell you some time or other in
strict confidence, I felt obliged to hint at some of them to
Cecil, and. wounld you believe ik, he had never evem heard
I:I-II.E."

“Bhe is very good to me,"” said Catherine, who loved Lady
Sarah, and was not so sure whether she were very fond of
Angusta.

* Here they come,” said Angnsta, drawing attention to the
entrance of the gentlemen ; “now look at Oharlie Oymbert.
What did T tell yon? Althongh he sat by her all dinner-time,
he has gone straight to her now. You really onght to speak to
her, just chaffingly, yon know, and say that Lady Sarsh is
shocked, or something of that kind.”
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“] am sure she will never believe fhat," said Catherine,
innocently ; “and, besides, I should not dare to speak to her on
the subject.”

% Yon are not at &l like me. I never mind what T say to
people,” eaid Angusta, who, like many others, often mistook
rodeness for courage.

They were interrupted by & chorus of langhter at the far
end of the hall.

Diclin'e chanee had come at last. Restored to herself,
inspired and cheered by the secret semse of support, which had
npheld her from the moment George's bine eyes had locked ab
her, lighted with pride and admiration, she had mingled fear-
lessly with the group of Iadies next the chimney-piece, instead
of withdrawing sullenly to her corner and glowering at them
over her engravings.

Lady Glwadys had brought down her viziting album, in
those days & less universal institution than since photography
has become common. She was proodly exhibiting the draw-
ings and water-colour sketches of places and people therein,

“ Lady Sarah has promised me a photograph of the Abbey,
and I shall finish my water-colonr of the cloisters before I
leave, I hope,” she eaid. *“I wich anybody here sketched
besides ma,"”

The spirit of mischief seized Delia.

“T will do yon some portraits of the people staying in the
house if yon like," she said suddenly, looking straight at Lady
Glwadys, to whom &he had never hitherto spoken.

“Will yon? That would be very kind,” said Lady
Glwadys, eagerly. tler book was the hobby neavest her heart ;
she fingered it with jealous love, and hesitated.

% Perhaps,” she said doubtfully, “it would be better if
you did the drawings on paper, and—and let me paste them in
afterwards ; then we can sclect the best.”

“If yon can get anybody to sit to you for the portraits,”
uttered Lady Tanfeld, languidly waving her ostrich-feather
fom.

Delia’s fiery blood rushed to her face ; she seized the book
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from the astonished Lady Glwadys' limp fingers, and bore it to
& far table under a lamp.

“1 don't need any one to git. I know what you are all
like," she enid in clear tones, with a look st Lady Tanfeld no
whit behind that lady’s own glance in impertinence, “ and I
shull do them direct on the page. Give me a quarter of an
honr. I can't djaw if any one is looking on, and, you see, [
am & professional, and carry all my implements in my little
bag ;" and she lifted the despised reticule, which hung from
Ler slender waist by a sad-coloured ribbom embroidered with
peacocks’ feathers,

She bent over her work in a fury of inspiration, pencil
in hund, and pocket-knife and indis-rubber by her side;
thongh the lstter was not & tool much used by Delia’s clever,
decided fingera.

She timed the finish almost exactly with the entry of the
gentlemen after dinner, and it was a long quarter of an hour.

Thus she handed up the open book to Lady Glwadys,
hefore a group of onlookers, who all pressed eagerly forward
to recoznize the portraits,

There was a puuse of cousternation, and then such a roar
of langhter as brought all the members of the party in turn to
uael the canse and look at the album,

“By Jove, it's the cleverest thing I ever saw in my life | "
said the good-natured Duke, staring first at the drawing and
then at Delia in amaze. His Grace's head was thick, and he
had not grasped the satire of the prodwmetion, but only the
marvellously faithful likenesses in the series of little caricatures,
which were so escellent as to canse every one to break into
irresistible loughter ab the representation of their friends,
though’ one or two felt distinctly vindictive concerning their
OWH presentmenta.

Mr. Alfstan, slavishly bending, with a sickly, honied smile,
before the Duchess of Caedmon, might be the impersonation
of 4 gycophant, but the likeness of the Duchess was a plessing
one, and the innocent woman herselfl saw nothing effensive in
this exaggeration of Mr. Alfstan’s ususl attitude, which she
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found s perfectly natural and proper ome, and befitbing their
respective statione.

But Delis had hit off the bend of his shoulders, and turned
his air of suave attention into servility. It was so unmistak-
able, both in portraiture and suggestion of eharacter, a8 to send
Genersl Heribert choking away from his inspeciion, though he
returned fageinated, to look again and again,

Lady Tanfeld, a trim yet languid figure, wos clutching her
fan with enormous hands; probubly no one but Delia had
particolarly noticed her ladyship's weak point, but no one
present wounld ever fail to notice again those square plebeian
memberg, with short, coasrse nuils, and large knuckles; her
favourite trick of waving her fan was for ever spoilt. On
either gide of her, in rather close juxtaposition, Delia had
gketehed Kanoch's thin profile and Cymbert's chernbic counte-
nance. Was it by accident that Sir James was depicted sleep-
ing in an armchair in the background ?

A graceful outline of Lady Syringa appeared to be walk-
ing meditatively in pusnit of Mr. Ralte, who was obviously
escaping on horseback in company with Blanche Mocha ; whilst
Lord John Trelleck stood in their path with outstretched
arms, a8 thongh to bar the flight of their runaway horses.

Lady Barah and old Lady Rye faced esch other on a sofa ;
flattering likenesses, yet suggestive of the sisterly wrangling
to which they were prone,

8ir Philip's and Cecil's ontlines ornamented opposite
corners in perfect gravity and respectability ; bub Angosta's
wag perhape the funniest portrait of all. Frankly comic, and
hardly offensive, save that the artist had not been able to
regist imparting an exact resemblance to its mistress into the
face of the pug ehe held in her arms, it was recognized with
8 fresh ontburst of apprecistion. There were no written
inscriptions under any of the sketches; they were justly left
to speak for themselves,

“ I suppore this is meant for me,” said Angusta, who after
a moment's offended inspection, hed come to the conclusion
that this was the most catting remark she conld possibly make,
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“Well, all T can say is that I shonld never have known it. It
ia not in the least like.”

Catherine looked round reproachfally at Delia; but the
gratified artist had dissppesred. Bo, too, had George.

Lady Glwadys thankfully resumed possession of her
treasure, a6 one after the other, the originals of the portraits
stepped out on to the terrace, to enjoy the breathless heat of
the Auguet night in the open air.

“And now we can hope for a few minntes’ peacefnl con-
versation, my dear,” snid old Lady Rye to Catherine, as she
settled herself comfortably down in her easy-chair for a nap.
“ Be sore you tell me, my love, when eleven o’clock strikes; I
do not hear so well as I used, and I feel you are always to be

depended upon.™
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CHAPTER XXIL

“Morrer, I am going to marry Delis.”

] supposed that would come sooner or later,™

Mrs. Chileott locked her thin hands together tightly,
beneath the black draperies which hung loosely on her spare
form, and she tried hard to control the trembling of her voice.

If she had made the life of her patient husband miscrable
with her sharp tongue and temper, it seemed to her that she
had been punished almost sufficiently.

George, the idol of her heart, whom she had always passion-
ately indulged from his earliest childhood—poor, thin, eager
mother, worn to a ghadow with that intense facolty for sesing
the worst side of things pecoliar to peurotic women—QGeorges
whom ehe loved beyond all others, had ceased to care for her.
He had never spoken to her without that hard tone in his voice,
never asked her advice, never looked at her with any kindmncss
in his bloe eyes, sinee the day of his father's funeral, when,
going into the moonrnful, empty stoudy, he had opened the
drawer in which his father had long ago shown him & row of
diaries, He remembered the dear old man's wistful apology
for the consolation he had always found in writing those
pages, and the gentle tones in which he asked his som to
let the little books die with him, since they contained no
records eave fleeting human thoughts. George had promised
to destroy them, and perhaps wondered a little at his father's
curions weakness. He remembered the promise when he came
back to the room after the funeral.

At the bottom of the empty drawer he found a slip of
writing, in the dear, familiar old shaking hand.
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“To be burnt noread st my death.”

He had gone straight to his mother's room, and found her
in hysterics among those ineriminating volumes, George had
not pansed to render her assistance, His wits were sharpened
by grief. He perceived what had happened, and perhapa
puesged only too well the contents of those diaries. He had
rung the bell for his mother's maid, gathered the books
together, and goue steadily downstairs, carrving them in his
arme.  Bo little did she understand her son that her whole
being was tortured for days by the question which she dared
not ask, whether he had read them or not before consigning
them to the flames.

Bhe had never realized how much one with his father in
sympathy George had always been, and that it was the young
man's feeling of respect for his mother alone, which prevented
him from openly showing the disgnst at her behaviour which
frequently poseessed him, and which he manifested by an
occagional sulkiness very foreign to hia disposition, though
scarcely noted or resented by his mother, in whose eyes he
could do ne wrong.

George’s manner, however, was no longer boyish, nor surly ;
ht was grave and silent in her presence ; he showed her cold
dutifulness and respect ; but it was as thongh all natoral love
for her had died in his heart.

A year ago she would have made his marriage with Delia
almost impossible ; angry insults would have been heaped nupon
the girl ; a storm of furious entreaty would have been let loose
upon (George.

Surely, she thonght to herself pitifully now, if she made
this great sacrifice, and accepted the niece she almost hated,
with & good grace, as daughter-in-law, her boy should be
appeased.

The unheppy mother made & despairing effort to regain
her lost influence by accepting the situation meckly.

“] have known for a long time that Delia attracted you,”
she said, in sobdoed tones; “it is the course of natore thab
the young grow up, and take the place of the old. You and

I
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ghe will reign at Bridescombe. I am ready to tnrn ount,
George, when yon wish,"”

“1 do not want you to turn out,"” said George. He spoke
gruffly ; but he bad a tender heart, and it was nob & littls
tonched by the submission of his virago mother.

“Buot Delia will," said Mrs. Chilcott.

George looked his mother in the face,

“Delia bears no malice,” he said straightforwardly ; * and
besides, I seftled this matter with her last night. The
London house is yours for life, mamma, a8 yon know ; but if
you will give that up to Delia and me, why, I've made up my
mind to live in town, and you can go on down here just as
yon always have, if you prefer it."

Mra. Chileott conld not help looking eaper, To be mistress
of the London honse was very little to her ; she had never
even touched the fringe of the great world she pretended to
frequent, and which George had entered so easily and naturally.
It was gall and wormwood to her to think that Delia might
find ont the hollowness of her pretensions ; she had so little
imagination that she hod no ides that Delia had seen through
them all, and langhed at her for years. It requires & kgen
sense of humour to believe one’s self conceivably funny in any
one's eyes,

But nothing, she feli, conld be more dignified, under the
cirenmetances, than for her to retire into the privacy of country
life, leaving the town house for the young couple.

That she ghonld further be left absolute monarch of the
home over which she hed ruled so long, was a gift of the gods
which she had not remotely anticipated. Tt was hard for
Mrs. Ohileott to believe thet Delis conld ecalmly resign the
trinmph of turning her ont, and of stepping into her plage as
mistress of Bridescombe, and of the brosd acres of the Chil-
cotts. Her thin dark face flushed with donbt, emotion, and
even gratitude.

“The London honee is not worth nearly so much as this,"
ghe gaid, in an odd choking voice.

“] should think not," cried George, who was intensely
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prond of his home. * You'll let us come down and stay, and
luok at the old place from time to time,” he said ; *but I'll
leave the management to you, as I know you'd wish, and to
old Hilary, a8 usnal, mother. Yoo've done it in all hot the
mune for years,” he added simply, “and we slian’t quarrel over
the adjustment of expenses, and all that."

“I ghould think not,” said Mre, Chileott, who was not
mereenary where her boy was concerned.

“ I've drawn out my scheme roughly,” said George; “and
if you'll look ab it, snd tell me if it's workable, and all that,
we'll consider it settled.”

Later in the day he brought Delia to see his mother, and
remained in the room doring their interview, mounting gunrd,
08 it were, over Mrs. Ohileobt, and in secret terror lest she
should ery ont some reproach to Delia, and accuse her of
scheming and plotting to secuve him ; in which case he felt no
seonrity that his Langhty betrothed might not immediately
throw him over to prove her independence.

Hig mother knew very well why he stood there, pretending
to gaze oub of the window, with that watchful look on hiz honest
face, framed ounly for jolly langhter and frank friendliness,
rather than for the suspicions expression which the unhappy
woman had begun to realize was worn only in her presence.

But Delia was innocent of his intention, and cried ont,
langhing, * Why don't you go, George, and leave Aunt Lydia
and me slone? It makes it twice as awkward to have you
ligkening.”

* Because I'd rather stay,” he said stordily ; and it flashed
aoross Delia that he thourht his mother wonld make a seene,
and was determioed Lo protect his love ; she was tonched, even
though she experienced s little seornful amusement at the
notion that she was not more than a match for Aunt Lydia,
single-handed,

But Mrs, Chilcott had no intention of msking s scene.
She looked ab Delia with haggard, red eyes, deep-set in her
E;in fl?e’ and Delia knew that she had been weeping long and

LLerly.
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Bhe came snddenly and knelt down by her aunt, in he
impetuons caressing manner, and laid her brown taper fingers
on those burning handa,

“ Don’t—don't mind so moch, Aunt Lydia,” she whispered
eagerly ; “don’'t you think it's almost better, in some ways,
than if he married a stranger 7

“ T have always known it must come sgoner or later,” aid
Mrs. Chileott, putting immense restraint upon herself to
snswer in low tones, hard with controlled emotion. * One
sacrifices one's whole life for a son, to be thrown away like 4
worthless glove where—where a fancy for a girl is concerned,
and he chooses to give her the right to—to—— Oh, you
nesdn't think I don’ realize,” she said fiercely, * that you will
have the right to turn me ont of everything—to take away
my house, my carriage, my diamonds, all I've ever had or been
used to—while you were etarving with yonr mother.”

Delin's emotions were those of the moment always; o
torrent of menerous feeling swept away all resentment amil
diglike. Bhe eow her old enemy disarmed and helpless, and
she picked up, a8 it were, and restored the fallen weapons with
her own hands, £

“T'm under all sorts of obligations bo vou, Aunt Liydia,"
ghe said simply, “though I've not always been too grateful.
Don't you think I'd rather sweep a crossing than be so cruel—
as—as it seems the law gives o son's wife the right to be in
some cases P Wounld I be one to turn you out of the honse your
children were born in, or snateh the very jewels off you that
you have always worn, or—or take advantage in any way of
marrying George P He says he told you all his plans, and he
thooght they suited you; and—and;, Aunt Lydia, we needn't
pretend to love each other if you dou't like. I will keep away
when George comes, if you wish, though I love you better ab
this moment than I ever thought to."”

The younger woman, warm-hearted and genercus, knelt
before the forlorn elder, who sab, bitter and unresponsive, in
her black widow’s sarments,

Deelia had never looked more beautifal ; a vision of summer,
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her lovely oval face shaded by her flowery hat, and her
Lrilliant dark eyes softened by pity, and by happiness. Simple
George felt his stern resentment melting before this group,
and had he not been an Englishman, might very likely have
yielded impulsively to & desire to throw his arma round Lis
betrothed, and ory out to his mother to be moved by her
generosity, and to give her blessing to both, and let them live
and die at pence with each other.

But, being an HEnglishman, the only sign he gave of the
¢motion which possessed him was to blow his nose like a
trumpet, snd to devote himself with sndden interest to undoing
the perfectly simple catch which fastened the glass door into
the garden ; and in that moment Mrs, Chileott became herself
again, and all feelings of sentiment were withered away,

“Very well, Delia,” she said, “I agree with yom that
there need be no pretence ; and I'll try and believe yon will do
the best you can not—mot to take advantage of the position
George has—has seen fit to raise you to. Tt is & grest change
for a young woman bronght up ss you have heen.  As George's
wife you will get an amount of flattery and eonsideration which
yowconld not otherwise bave hoped for. I only trust it won's
tarn your head or make you think it is given you for any
merit of your own. Yes—pray get up from your knees—I
hope you will give up your play-ucting ways now; such
manners may be all very well for Delia Moore, but they
will not be at all suited for Mrs, George Chilcott. And—and
88 I am not at all well this afternoon, I think I will go to my
room, and leave you to Clara, who, although she may be
surprised, is prepared to welcome you as & sister in the kindest
“I-“

George opened the door for his mother, who went away
without looking at him.

He came and took Delia in his arme

“1 sometimes think she is possessec by a devil,” he said
wrathfully,

“Bhe can't help it. C'est plus fart gqu'elle,” said Delin,
“and she is at this moment in her room with the door locked,
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huddled wp on the floor or the bed, or amywhere, sobbing
her very heart out, and writhing about, and wishing she hadn't
gaid all that."

“ How on earth can you know P

% Pecgnse,” said Delis, leaning apainst his broad shoulder,
and looking up at him very moarnfully, with teors on her
black eyelnshes, “I am very like her, acd the same demon
comes and tales np his abode in my eonl now and then,
G‘Eﬂl‘g'&.“

He looked at her, and saw she was in earnest, and drew her
closer in his arms,

% (Feorge,"” she whispered, * you know what Uncle Hector's
life was like 7 ™

“ My God, yea! I was & selfish, thonghtless ass ; but when
he died T seemed to understand lots of things," said George,
in stifled tones.

“ Aren't yon afraid #" she whispered. “Buppose the
demon grew in me, like it did in Aunt Lydia, and made yon
like him. Though I were the canse—I should despise you,
even if I loved yoo, snd though I knew it was love which
made you weak. I—I never had any sympathy for Bammon,
George,"

He looked down at the beantiful face which lay on his
breast, st the hanghty, delieate curves of nostril and mounth, at
the strairht black brows. Every line of Delia’s conntenance
gpoke forve of character, wilfulness, passionate life. Every line
was g0 dear to him, that he could not close his eyes and think
of that face withont fieree emotion.

George suddenly realized that demons have different names,
and that & not less ingidions because less palpable evil epirit,
was the weakness which bad destroyed hope in his father's
bosom, and which might, disguised for the moment as ex-
cezsive love, be lurking in his own.

That demon which presents so many darling sing under
false mames, and whispera to one that nnprincipled extrava-
gance is only carcless generosity, to another that shameful
tolersnce 8 easy-going good-nature, to yeb another that the
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cowardice which refuses to defend & friend or to sitack an
enemy is buk prudence, combined with mercy.

George formed a sudden resolution, and vowed to keep ib
snd to renew it, every day of his life,

“Forewarned is forearmed, Delia," he said simply. “I
will help you fight your demon, and I will promise you this ™
—he put her & little away from him and fook both her hands ;
ghe thought his face had goained in manliness and pravity—
# I will never, eo help me, God," he said very quietly, * forget
my manhood nor my principles, nor what I know to be just
and right, in my love for yon. And if yon sllow your temper
to become your master—in spite of the terrible example before
ng, in spite of all our efforts, which, please God, will conguer
the demon before it ever grows stronger than we are—
then——-""

“Then yon will ? ™ asked Delia, curionsly.

“1 will separate from you,” said George, almost fiercely,
“ gven though it was like tearing my heart from ont of my
body. Do you think I conld bear to see your beautiful face
digfigured with eenseless rage, or hear the voice I love saying
worda to shrivel up every pood feeling und kind thonght in
poor fellow's heart, making this beautiful world look as black
ag night, and torning bappiness into misery 2 Why, if—if
God gave us & daughter,” he said, so earnesily and reverently
that his words were spoken and received im all simplicity,
though his heart thrilled afterwards when he recalled them
with the theught that Delis was indeed to be the mother of
his children, if God pleased to give him any, *if we had a
dooghter, and some dey she knelt and pleaded with yon—
young and loving, and only longing to be ab peace, as yon
knelt to my mother just now—and you had repelled her with
guch looks, and with words thak eting harder than blows, I
believe I should have killed you, Delia. Sheis my mother, and
in grief, and sacred ; bot a man's wife is another thing. How
is he to face the devil in his own home as well as outaide it 2
I've pot to live apart from my mother, a8 nature bids, with
the woman I love more than life. Oh, Delia, we could be so
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happy 1™ eaid George, abandoning his heroics, and becoming
boyish and wistful. * I trust you so. You won't fail me? I
can’t believe you will,”

“ At all eventa, I know what is in store for me if I do,”
enid Delin, laughing rather tremulously,

“I bave made yon cry. I sm o brote,” he said diglresa-
fully.

JI‘r‘TI:u'z black doesn't come off 3 yon needn't be so ginger ; and
what an enormous pockeb-lundkerchiel you have got,” said
Delia, from which it may be inferred that he was tenderly
mopping up the tears he had caused to flow,

Catherine might wonder, and did wonder, at the snddenness
with which Delia's enbjngation had been effected ; but she was
none the less thankful for her friend’s happiness, which perhaps
slie understood belter after involuntarily witnessing an inter-
view between Delin and George.  Bhe saw how the two pair of
young eyes, lit with passion and mutoal understanding, met,
and how the one pair fell beneath the burning glanco of the
other, as the young man drew the maiden into his arma,

Cutherine felt & curions pang of passing, slmost impersonab
regret, hardly conscions or defined. She realized that here
was something she had missed for ever. The pure ideal of her
childhood was hers, and she knew that she was loyal to it in
heart and soul, but the vague sence of loss was also hers for a
moment. She experienced something of the fecling which
gonds o stranger sudly away from the contemplation of a
beantiful picture, which he may mot live with for ever, but
must be content to know that it exists in a distant gallery, to
be looked at, perbaps, by eyes that will never see its beauties so
clearly.

It wee, however, in some ways & relief when an incon-
groons element was removed from Welwysbere; for Ludy
Sarah had pronounced an unfavonrable opinion of Delia, who
was by no mesns meek enongh to please the old lady; while
8ir Philip had very courteously snd kindly given Catherine to
understand that the art of entertaining consists in bringing
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the right people together to meet each other, and not the
WIONg Ones,

The party at the Abbey broke up with no greater results
than the engarement of Mr. Balt, of Balte, to Miss Blanche
Mocha, which, althonsh not snnounced until eome weeks later,
was understood to have been first decided upon by the parties
concerned at the "Welwysbere ball

Though foiled in this direction, Lady Rockington and
Lady Byringa, however, left Devonshire for Scotland in high
gpirits, and with the happiest anticipations, in pursuit of Lord
Kanock, who seemed in & fair way to escape from Lady Tan-
feld, the more easily gince she was engrossed for the moment
in persnading Charlie Oymbert to hire a yacht, and to invite
her and Bir James and s few other plessant persons for a
crufse,

“It is & kindness to teach the poor boy how to spend his
money. He gets no good out of it ab present,” she remarked
to Sir James,

“ No doubt you will show him the way to get rid of a bit,
Rose," her husband answered with a sardonic laugh. * He is
net half so rich a8 Kanock.™

“But he is far more generons, my dear Jimmy,” retorted
Lady Tanfeld ; and with much frankness she added, * To tell
you the truth, I am getting & bit sick of Eanock.”

#* He is getting gick of yon,"” thonght Sir James ; but he was
too wise to ntter this remark aloud, since it was no part of their
compact to tell each other home-truths ; nor, had they once
begun, conld he tell where such mutual compliments might
bave ended. It was beeause they had learnt to exercise dis-
cretion in their confidential moments, that they presented such
& united front to a censorious world,

0ld Lady Barah shrugged her shoulders over the engage.
ment which had been formed bencath her roof.

#What an uninteresbing marriage 1 * she said to Catherine,
%It adds to the happiness of no one.”

“They scem to like each other.” .

“ What can that gignify 7 She will never like any man so
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well as her dog, and might just as well have married poor John
Trelleck, who hasn't a penny in the world, and who could have
epent her money for her while she was groping about in her
horse-bing, snd made his poor mother happy at last.”

Catherine conld not help langhing.

* An for Ralt, he will soon get sick of her meddling in the
gtable, where he ought to be living by himse'f in & loose-box,
I wish him joy of having & jockey to look after his house
ingtead of & lady. Why couldn’t he have improved his own
social position by marrying Guelds or Glwadys, and taking one
of them off the bands of the poor Caedmons, who have plenty
of other danghiters to provide for? Glwadys wonld have
married him, Bhe is six foot high, and six and twenty years
old, and has never had an offer in ber life. She hasn't two
ideas in her head, and would have suited him very nicely, I
can't think what possessed the man not to take her,”

“You were always fond of metch-making, Sally,” said old
Lady Eye, who had prolonged her visit unduly, mainly owing
to her fancy for Catherine.

It had been no easy work to keep the peact between the two
gisters, who were always bickering ; and Cathcrine had hardle
yot. recovered the shock of hearing Lady Barah addressed as
Bally.
“I thought you were asleep, Maria,” said Lady Sarah,
somewhat spitefully. Bhe was beginning to wish she had
never made up her quarrel with her relative, and to be very
tired of her gister’s company. °

“1 mever gleep in the daytime, my dear,” said the old lady,
roueing herself with much dienity.

*Your cap has fallen off while yon were awake then, and
is hanging over the back of your chair,” said Lady Barah,
shrugging her shoulders. * You can't coneeive how odd yon
look., I wish you would get & foupet. Every one ought to
wear a foupef.™

“I am an old woman, and wish to look like one, Sally.”

“I am not exactly a young one,” said Lady Sarsh, dryly ;
“but for the sake of my friends I make an effort—"
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“Yoong, indeed! There is but five years between us,
Barah.”

# Almost gix, dear.”

“T beg your pardon for contradicting you, my love, but
at the time of your christening I was but five years of age. I
recollect the evant perfectly, and even the very gown my dear
mother wore on the occasion. Catherine, my dear, would yom
be &0 obliging as to assist me with my cap,”

“] can't imagine how you expect it to keep om, Maris.
Yon might as well balance it on a billiard-ball, If T were half
80 anxious a8 you to look like an old woman I wounld buy a
white wig."”

#Tt wonld better become your age than a chestnut one,
Bally," said the cld ludy, trembling with rage, to the imminent
danger of the head-dress Catherine Lad just replaced,

Lady Sarah burst into a langh. *“ Youn don't often get the
best of me in an argument, Maria,” she observed, with great
good humour and engaging candour. “The fact is, I don’t
wish to look like a scarecrow and terrify my acquaintances.
It iz a weaknesa like any other, and apt to beset those who
have never grown accustomed to being ogly.”

Bhe collected her little dogs, and her books, and her mag-
nifying glass, and marched off ; a stately, imposing fignre, with
blue eyes twinkling in her handsome well-preserved face, and
her silk train rustling after her.

“The fact is, my dear,” said old Lady Rye, nodding and
whispering to Catherine, * poor Sarab i of a jealous disposi-
Lion, and, being the beauty of the family, she mever thought
the rest of ug had any business to exist at all, and far less
could she forgive me for making & better mateh than she did.
Thouzh she was only eixteen yeara of age when I married
Peckham, and he was pretty nigh sixty, she would have it it
was she be was after, when it was no such thing. He proposed
in & boat, my dear, on a very rongh sea ; an odd moment to
choose, bat he was & very odd man, for the matter of that. T
shall never forget how ill poor Sally looked st the time, It's
my belief that, if be had any intentions towards her, her yellow
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face at that moment choked him off for good. T won't deny
he had paid her too much attention to please me, but, since it
wae me that got him after all, that did nob signify, for we all
know Sarah was & sad flirt, my dear. Bo she declured it was
ghe he propo:sed to, and I who answered, since she could not,
and had to be carried ashore by the boatman, poor thing ; and
8 pretty kettle of fish it all was. Fowever, m; dear mother,
who was a very prudent woman, and knew that SBarah would
get plenty of offers, while I might not, very properly refused
to listen to her, and locked up Miss Sally in her bedroom till
everything was settled. 8o whether there was a mistake or not
no one ever kuew for eertain, except Peckham himeelf. 8o I
became the Marchioness of Bye, and Sally was monstrous frethy,
I can tell you, and would never have been bridesmaid only she
was 80 mighty auxious to sea the show. Besides, in those days,
my dear, parents stood very little nonsense, and my dear father
borsewhipped his daughters as well as his sona if they showed
too much independence of spirit, Well, a8 Iuck would have it,
there she met Sir Philip Adelstane, and a very fine young man
he was, my dear, who would never have looked at a miss just
out of pinafores, only for her portion, which was thrice as
big as the rest of us had, for her godfather left her twenty
thousand pounds, 8o they got married, and a fine life she led
him. I wish she would toddle off to Scotlund snd leave ns
here in peace. I suppose I can pay & visit to my nephew and
his wife without Barah’s permission,” said the old lady, tossing
her head. * The fact is, she can’t go, becanse her rheumatics
are troubling her ; only ehe wouldn't own it for the world, and
she calls it gout ; though we never had any such thing in our
family, to my certain knowledge.”
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OHAPTER XXIIL

%1 mavE been offered—at rather a fancy price—a farm which
I think I ought to buy,” said Sir Philip. “It has only just
come into the market, and the honse would make a capital
keeper's lodge, for it stands on the border of the woods, and
the land ie surrounded by my property. If you would cure for
a wulk this afterncon, Catherine, it is not, 1 believe, too far for
you ; and you are looking pale, & little fresh air wounld be good
for you,”

He go seldom made s personal remark that the colour
rushed into Catherine’s face with pleasure.

Lady Barah, having conducted her danghter-in-law safely
through the mazes of a big shooting-party, bad departed to
Nies for the winter ; and Lady Rye had pone to Rome. Cecil
and Augusta bad also left England, and were started on their
careet b & foreign Embassy.

fir Philip seemed rather relieved to be alone, Cutherine
thought ; she wondered whether people bored him, or whether
be invited no more gentlemen to stay with him becanse, as he
zaid, his neglected coverts required careful nursing for a year
or two, and a judicious elimination of foxes and poachers.

He was a man with hundreds of scquaintances and no
friends. Shedonbted whether he had ever been really intimate
with any one, or whether he knew the mesning of the word ;
ghe did not believe that he ever relaxed that courteous tone for
one more confidential with anybody in the world, She thought
that he trusted nobody, and then again that he trosted every-
body, for she had never heard him untter & word of condemna-
tion of his fellow-men.
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Lady Sarah was afraid of Ler son, though ehe pretended to
lsugh at him, and it was & fact that most people were in-
stinotively on their best behaviour before this dignified but
perfectly amiable and kindly gentleman.

Qatherine did not fail to find subjecta on which ghe conld
ponversa with her husband doring their wall, althongh the
distance proved greater, and the road somewhat steeper than
Bir Philip had remembered. She knew that to discuss the
peculiarities and failings of his late guests, wounld not amuse
Sir Philip a8 it amused his mother and aunt, and she had
learnt to discourse of generalities, rather than of individuals.
Sir Philip did not read romunces, and Catherine did not read
the newspapers, except aloud, and when she conld not help it
and it most be confessed that, although she was eighteen years
old, she took very little interest in the carrent topics of the
day. And thos another field for discussion was closed for them
both 5 althongh it is doubtinl whether her views on home
reforms or Eoropean politics would have greatly entertained
Sir Philip. But gince the home-farm, the garden, the house,
and sbove all, the improvements, were left to talk abount, they
were not go very badly off for subjects. Bir Philip was as,
willing to listen to Catherine’s schemes for the re-decoration
of the Green Baloon, as ehe was pleased to sngest additions to
his plans for repairing the battlements, and lengthening the
terraoe beneath, or draining his fishponds, or improving his
breed of Jerseys.

“ My dear,” Lady Barah had said to her, * make up your
mind that Welwysbere is Philip's father and his mother, his
uncle and his aunt, and the stranger within his gates, all
rolled into ope. I thought he would go melancholy mad
when we left the place. He would bave borue my demise
with more equanimity,” said Lady Sarah, chuckling, * Just
88 he wounld bear yours, my dear. Nothing will ever much
affect Philip that does not affect Welwysbere. I am sure even
his affection for yon "—Lady Sarah often politely slluded to
her son's devotion to his wife—* pales before his adoration of
these four walls. He has not an emotion outside the palings
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of the park, If the Abhey were burnt to the gronnd, perhaps
he might become an ordinsry mortal ; but I doubt it. He
wonld be searching the ruiuvs for traces of the original founda-
tions, for there's very little Abbey left about this conglomera-
tion of architecture. Personally, I always hated the place,”
she added calmly ; “ it did not snit me, and was always as damp
an old roin a8 ever artist gaped at, or fools inhabited. I am
no toad, to enjoy vegetating in a vapour bath., Mild | What
does it matter to me what the weather chooses to do ontside,
g0 long as I have hot-water pipes and good fires all round me.
Beenery! I can’t sit at the window all day and look atit. I
have an excellent memory, and in half an hounr I should know
the finest prospect in the world by heart, Give me London ;™
and she took London, and was happy.

Catherine very soon learned better under Lody Sarah's
tuition, than to follow Mra, Chileott's rules for young ladies in
the eountry, which included the wearing of rustling silk petti-
coats, feathered bats, and elegantly fitting trained dresses.

“Good heavens, my dear 1" said she old lady, who was
conscions of having dressed to the admiration of London and
Paria for over forty years of her life, “ you are as badly got up
“in that attire here, as you would be in & billyeock and a shooting
dress in town. We don't live in the suburbe. Put on a plain
serge, and bave it ent np to your knees, and walk about in
comfort ; put your little toes into leather boots and your little
head into a comfortable shady hat, if you want to be decently
dressed in the country. When fashion decreed young women
were to take exercise, and be out of doors all day, like men, she
decreed they were to dress sccordingly. Our grandmothers
took mo exercise, and wore high-heeled promells slippers, and
trailing gowns, and tight-laced waists, and I don’t believe they
were & pin the worse for it. DBut we must move with the
times, my dear. And if I were twenty years younger, I should
be striding np hill and down dale with the best, or the worst
of you; but alas, my day for leaning on & stick, and eitting
in the chimney corner, bas come.”

8o ahe went and sat in the chimney corner at Nice, and
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oceasionally even at Monte Carlo, where her fireside not in-
frequently took the form of a green table, and her sbick the
shape of a cronpier’s rake,

8ir Philip had twice apologized to Catherine for the length
of the walk, and ghe had twice assured him that ehe was
enjoying it very much, before he was epabled to point ont the
farm to her, which they had come to inspect. They came npon it
rather snddenly round & eorner of the woods they were skirting,

The farmhonss was hardly more than o large cottage ;3 bot
comfortable and sobetantial, with a little yard and stables,
very old and pictoresque, all standing on a southerly slope
below an old-fashioned, overgrown kitehen garden, lnid ont on
two shelves, a8 it were, and warmly walled. The house was
gheltered by the woods on the east side, and flanked on the
west by o large old orchard, some mesdow-land, snd a small
white cottage. Behind rose s hill crowned with larches, A
more sheltered and sanny spot conld bardly be imagined.

It wae late in October, and the last gleams of sunshine
cast strange, red, transparent lights, throngh the folinge of the
adjacent trees, on to the warm, moss-grown tiles of the empty
house.
A few shabby geraninms and stocks were left in the little
front garden, and over them bent one or two tall dying sun-
flowers. Some late rosebods lingered on the old cankered
buoghes, and some searlet berries shone on the siraggling
branches, which oddly and stiffly protected the graceful hardy
fuchsins drooping on to the moist black carth,

Catherine felt an odd sensation of sympathy and affection
for the little deserted house, which scemed inviting them,
through its open gate, to walk up the narrow path to the
porch. Bhe made a little poem on it in her heart. That was
g0 neglected and mournful, which must have been such a
cheerful, contented, cosy home for somebody onee, nestling
under the shelter of that hill, on the sunuy slope, with the
country before it stretching away like a vast panorsma—a
miglity chess-board of green and red squares beneath the blue,
to the distant sparkle of the sea.
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1 thonght it rather a pretty place, though it is certainly
a climb to get here,” said Sir Philip, standing in the porch to
point out to Catherine the distant turrcts of the Abbey far
below, among the trees, and the square tower of the old village
church of Welwyshere,

% Ounly it is s0 much, much too good for a gamekeeper,"
Cathorine sald, “ It is like—like a dream I used to have at
Calais.”

“A dream] That is very curious! I recollect omece or
twice having the sensation that I had dreamt of being in
gome place before—on visiting it for the first time,”

“[ don’ mesn a real dream,” gaid Catherine, blushing 3
“and I feel nothing like that at this moment, though I know
what yon mean too, very well DBut I wsed to amuse myeelf
with doy-dresms when I was lonely, and my favourite one of
all was some day to have a little cottage like this—very like
this—for my very own.”

“1 think I must buy the little cottage in your name, and
enable yon to gratify your wish."

«Qh, Philip 1" '

. “Tt is & very modest ambition,” he said kindly.

“Tt did not seem 8o to me. It seemed like the wildest
improbability,” she said, *that I should ever have anything
belonging to me at all.”

She smiled at him ; she did not say that he also had been
purt of her dream, and bad come to the cottage as s knight
and & lover, to carry her away to his big Abbey ; but she felt
with awe and wonder how ineredible it was, that he sghould
be standing beside her in this very porch, a tall and stately
gentleman, so far above her, 8o greatly her superior, and yet—
her husband !

She went with him into the little parlour, and the red-
tiled kitchen, and up into the low-roofed bedrooms, with their
latticed windows beneath the broad eaves. There were four
or five of them, opening into each other, down uneven steps,
floored with worn oak, and tied above by old-fashioned, sub-
stantial beams.

T



322 QATHERINE OF CALATS

“Tt mmst be very old,” she said; “and I feel quite at
home, for the floors are all op and down, like in the Maison
du Rat."

T believe it has been in the same family for generations,”
he replied. * It is o real old Devonshire farm, though u very
gmall one ; but the farm boildings are in very fair repair, and
there is an excellent cider mill."

Catherine did not care for the farm buildings and the
cider mill, but she went over them obediently, and showed Bir
Philip where she would like to plant creepers and roses; and
heard his objections to the former, which, as he observed,
wonld have to be taken down every time the boildings were
whitewashed, for they were mostly built of cob, as the local
fashion was,

He walked round the fields, and she waited in the poreh
with an odd prond semsation of ownership, fitking, as it were,
in her imagination, the cotéage to her former day-dream,

“That is where I used to keep the wood-heap,” murmaored
Catherine, pointing to the corner of the big kitehen chimuey,
nexk to the anciemb solid settle whers many an old lilac-
bonneted granny had nodded away over the logs on the heargh.
* Here "—and she amiled at the recollection—** was the little
baby I picked up on the king's highway, I liked the sound
of the king's hiphway, it sounded finer and more romantie than
the common road. I rocked it's cradle with my foot, ana
Eknitted, That little low door must certainly have been the
way to my dream-dairy, thongh I never could have imagined
anything so nice as the ted step, worn in the middle by the
busy feet that have run up and down, between the dairy and
the kitchen fire where the milk was scalded ; or anything so
golid and mediseval as that sunken archway and the oak hand-
rail, and steps leading straight up into the room overhead.
But a spring nsed to bubble at my door, and there i no spring
here ; otherwise my dream would really have come true.”

“I think we must be wending our way home,” Sir Philip
said, looking in at the deor.  * For the sun is quite down, and
it ie turning very chilly. What, are you dreaming still # ™ he
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gmiled, a8 though inclined to rally her upon her favourite
tendeney.

“ No=—no—I mean, yea, T suppose I was. I was thinking
—if there were only & epring of water,” Catherine eaid,
gtammering.

“ A spring of water! Why, yon are becoming qaite prac-
tical, after all,” said the unconscious Bir Philip. “There is a
very fine watercress brook running through the meadows. It
adds s great deal to the valoe of this property. Bot I lnow
they have o famouns well besides, which poor old Tedburn used
to boast had never been known to ron dry.”

“Then it is guite perfeck’™ Catherine cried, joyously;
“and oh, the name—I forgot to ask yon. I hope it is not a
very ugly one."

4Tt ia called Shepherd'’s Rest.,”

Catherine liked the name, and thought it enited her new
possession very well,

Bince M. Chileott's afternoon call ab the Abbey, there
hed been very little intercourse between the two houses. Bir
Philip discouraged Catherine’s vigite to Bridescombe, and
declined to invite Mra. Chileott to his house; thongh he
showed the greatest kindness and friendliness towards Miss
Duleinea, and escorted her and Catherine to town to chooss
wedding presents for Delia, and to attend her wedding,

@eorge's mother was not present st the ceremony, bub
Clara appeared, deeply chagrined that Delis would have no
ridesmaids, and far from suspecting that her own existence
was the sole cause of this abstemiousness on Delia's part, who
would bave enjoyed a triumphal procession of half & dozen
girl friends in her train,

“But Claras would expect to be chief bridesmaid,” Delia
wrote to Cotherine, *and the thonght of her elephantine form
tripping up the aisle behind me unnerves me. You know she
looks npon herself as a mere child, and Aunt Lydia's snubs
bave certainly kept the poor thing uncommonly youthful in
gpirit, though they have not succeeded in thwarting her bodily
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expansion ; and her feet grow larger every day, I believe. And
ghe is George's gister, so what business have I to langh at her 7
Bhe brought me a eilver thimble in & little case, a8 a wedding
present, and clapped her hands and skipped about the room
while I opened it. I somstimes think she must be half-wilted.
George says she has eight hundred a year of her own, but he
does not know if she realizes it guoite, thonrh he insisted apon
telling her. ALl she said was, *Oh yes | Mamma said some
of papa's money wonld have to be in my pame now, and she
bas promised to take care of it for me, and to let me bavea
little at & time,” Why am I writing yon all this ? Beeanse I
like to put off the delicions moment of writing about my own
bappiness, which, like a eloud, is floating round me day and
niglht, so that I live and move and have my being in a kind of
dream of ecatasy, Poor David is so pleased. He went to the
expense of s cablegram to say congratulations; he 8 so
thonghtless sbont money. Dot it will matter less now, God
bless him ; for George and I have all sorts of plans for him,
which I am not to tell anyhody. Mamma js delighted he
cabled ; in some mysterions way she declares it bronght him
go much closer, and she argues, without the faintest groupds
for such a deduction, that he muost have been well when he
gent it. I believe every time the postman knocks she thinks
it iz a telecrum from the War Office to say that David has
been killed.

“And pow for my great news. It was George's idea, and
I would love him for that alone, thongh he never had another
8o long as he lived. We are goinge to India for oor wedding
trip. Mother is enchanted. I sm bound to say she has no
presentiments sbout me, J could go fifty voyages and she
would eleep calmly through the windiest might ; nor would the
enske-bites, cholera, and Tever awaiting me in Indis ever cros
her mind. 8he seems to think my sceing David will keep him
gafe for the moment, and eries ounly at the thonght of our
staying with him so short a time, and having to leave him
slone when we come away, If we were going out for good
ghe would be far happier. Yet I am her first-born child. I
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think if ever I have children I will try not to idolize one and
negleet the other. Thongh it might be hard if one had a
dunghter like Clara and a son like David, don's yon think?
S0 I have s long beantiful voyage to look forward to, and ab
the end—David.

 Mamma apologizes now for never having had any anxieties
about me, by saying she always had a presentiment that I
ghonld fall on my fect.

“Feorge bronght the great doctor, 8ir R——rr J— to sea
her before he told me bis idea abont India, and his opinion is
that she might live o few years, with the greatest cave; but ib
is hard to look at her and believe it, and odd to think that she
waafs me bo go away from her, for she loves me, and I love her ;
but the fact is, I have never understood her, and have always
folt o little in the way. I don’t think I shall ever be in
George's wayl . . "

8o Delia epent her Christmas in India, with her husband
and brother, and displayed an extravagance which inforisted
Mra. Chileott, in eabling messaoea to her mother for that
gayson, and in gending home boxes foll of presents to her and
to the delighted Olara, who had grown quite fond of Delia
gince her engagement, and wrote to her with the most
punctilions regularity.

“@George bas improved Delia very much,” she explained
gravely to Catherine. “As mamma gays, it will be & great
advantage to her in every way to be married to him."

It was Catherine’s first experience of Chiristmas in England,
or, indeed, it might be said of any special festivities for thab
date at all, and she entered with aelizht into all Miss Dulcinea’s
benevolent plans for the school-children, assisted to decorate
the Ohristmas tree, and to buy snd sort prescnta for various
little stockings, which her aunt went round and hung up in
the poorer cottages, with her own hands.

Migs Dulcinea was so simple a3 to be salmost as much
delighted as the children themselves, and the mystery and the
bustle afforded her peculisr pleasure.
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Bhe spent the whole year knitting comforters for old men
and shawls for old women, and her parlour became a kind of
warehouse for bulging parcels, as Oliristmas approsched.

“ ] suppose you won't hang up yeur stocking,” she had said
regretfnlly to Catherine, thinking how she could have coaxed
one of the woids at the Abbey to steal in and fill i © And,
after all, what could one put in if you did, durling, yon have
everything in the world 7™

Yes, everything, ™ Catherine hod said, emiling. Then she
had bethonght hersell how best to plesse her simple relative,
und added, * Except & pair of warm coffs for my wrists. My
hands are always cold. Do you know, auntie, I shall have to
take to wearing mittens as you do.”

“Wait until after Christmas ; it i8 never really cold until
then,” said Miss Duleines, eagerly.

Catherine wonld not have invented this little fiction to
plesse her annt, had she dreamt that Miss Chilcott would sit
up night after might, straining her patient blue eyes by the
light of a solitary cendle, and knitting the most intricate
puttern, with the finest silk obtainable, in order to have & pair
of cuffe worth giving, ready for her darling by Ohristmas
Day; but no task could bave given Miss Dulcines greater
pleasura.

“I have never been able to give her anything worth
baving,” thought the kind and simple lady, regretfully ; and &
preat deal of love, and not a few tears were worked into the
delicate pattern.

“And, after all, she never wore them,” Miss Dulcinea
sobbed afterwards, * thouyh I doubted and hesitated so long,
and only decided at the last minute that eouleur de rose would
go best with her pretty brown hair, and that moss-green gown
of which she is g0 fond, And they are wrapped up in silver
paper, 8o dainty and neaf, and she eays ehe will keep them for
love of me until her dying day. I took them up to the Abbey
myself, and Pilkington promised to lay them by her plate on
the breakfast table in the morning, and she fonnd them there,
snd never—never even opened them until long afterwards—
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and then—then it was too late for her to wear rose-colour any
more.”

On Christmas Eve, when Catherine, fiushed, radiant, and
exeited, reburned from the village, where she had been joyonsly
aiding the preparations for the Christmas troe, she found the
household at the Abbey in a state of great confusion and alarm,

Bir Philip had been sejzed with a endden attack of faintness
and giddiness, and whilst he was yet unconscions, a doctor had
heen gent for, and & messenger despatched for Cathering, whom
ghe had missed in the darkness, as she returned home by a
ghort ent across the park.

On her timid entry, she found her husband partially
recovered, and the old vhysician eliciting from him, with the
greatest diffioulty, for he was & very reserved and unwilling
patient, that he had been struggling against a feeling of illness
for days and even weeks past.

The doctor was an old Secotsmen, who had known Bir

Philip from his earliest boyhood. He told him bluntly what
he believed to be the matter with him, and his opinion of the
canse,
T «gir Philip,” he said, “ yon great people are all alike, youn
attend to appearasnces and neglect essentials. There was &
whole army of workmen down here last winter, under her
ladyship's orders, when I last had the honour of attending Lady
Barah, and I said to her, * You'll be putting in fresh drains, I
make no doubt’ Nothing of the kind—she was redecorating
the stables.”

“ My father gpent eizht thonsand pounds over the sanitary
arrangements,” said Sir Philip.

 Forty years aro,” said the doctor.

“ They may not be modern——"

® They are just ancient.”

“But 1 was not aware they required anything forther than
—than Lady Barah thought necessary to have done last winter,”
gaid Bir Philip, rather faintly, “Bbe had certain repairs
execunted,”
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“You'll be aware soon enough,” muttered the old doctor,
looking at him with compassion, “ Women are foolhardy
creatures, and these old’ honses, shut up for years, and for
monthe of every year, and neglested here and patched up thers,
are just veritable denth-trapa now and then. But we'll do the
best we can for you, and I'll go and send a wire for a firat-
rote nurse, We'll want a couple before we've done,”

“I do not think a professional nurse can be necessary—I
have never been ill enongh to require one in my life,” said Bir
Philip, ronsing himself.

“Man," gaid the doctor, rising solemnly, “T'll no" minee
mutters with you; for, mesning no offence, I eee you'll be as
hard o patient to deal with as ever your father was before you.
But if you are no' properly nursed you will just dis, and that's
all about jt. And I'll have the best of nursing and the most
new-fangled of modern physeecians, ingtead of a retired old
fellow like me, to fight the disease, so put no further deeficulty
in my way »

“Weit 8 moment," eaid Bir Philip, “is there any danger
for Lady Adelstane—onght she to remsin ? Had I not better
pend her away 7"

“I will not leave you, Philip, and if you send me away it
will kill me," said Catherine, in low, vehement tones.

8ir Philip held out his hand to her very kindly, but he
looked inquiringly ab the doptor.

Catherine too looked at the doctor; she was prettier and
younger than he expected, and he gave way in s moment
before thet soft and serious expression of mingled resolution
and entreaty.

“I am old-fushioned, and have no notion of wives running
away when their husbands are ill,” he said groffly,

A few days later the newspapers announced that Bir Philip
Adelstane was lying dangerously ill at Welwysbere Abbey, with
typhoid fever. :
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OHAPTER XXIV.

Pamar Apmierawe died on the eleventh day of Junuary, in
spite of all that science, and care, and nursing could do for
him.

His mother, scared and horror-strock, rushed back from
the Riviera too late to see him again, having refused to believe
in the serionsness of his illness until all hope was gone. She
abused the doctors, condemned the nnhealthiness of Welwya-
bere, and vehemently defended the sanitary conditions of the
Abbey in a breath. 8he refused ever to peresive or to acknow-
ledge that her own negligence had in & way contributed to this
result, or that she hid spent her son’s money in unnecessary
Jdecorations to please herself, rather than in carrying out his
inetructions for necessary repaire.

There was a good deal of reason in Aungrnsta’s declaration
that Lady Barah made herseli unbearable,

The young diplomatist started homewards the moment the
news of hia uncle’s illness was telegraphed to him ; and during
the days in which he hovered round the sick-room, Catherine
erew to depend on Cecil, whose real affection for his uncle was
very apparent, and whose likenesa to him was more and more
striking. He showed her the utmost kindness and attention,
solicitonsly escorting her for the daily walks the nurses insisted
ghe muost have, and taking it upon himself to see that ghe did
not neglect her meals.

On the last evening of Bir Philip’s life, when the poor child
lay eleeping, worn out, in her cak parlour, it was Cecil who
came, awed and gentle, and woke her, in epite of the nurse’s
prohibition ; he whispered to her that Sir Philip was passing
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away, without pain and guite unconscious, and that she must
be very brave, and not distarb him nor ery. He spoke to her
like a child, and Oatherine, dazed with sleep, and grief, and
fatigne, promised like a child, and did not utter s sound as she
knelt beside the deathbed.

Cecil never let go the little soft, cold hand which lay in his,
and when all was over, he led her unresisting away, and asked
her to lis down and rest, He showed more thought and
tendernces than might have been expeoted, when he bronght
her back to the sofa in the warm snd cheerful oak sitfing-
room, instesd of suggesting that she should go to her great
luxurions empty bedroom, in every corner of which lurked
memorics and desolstion,

Bhe laid her head on the enshion he placed for her, cbeying
him dumbly, like a person in & dream, and fell immediately
into another heavy slumber, the fact being that she had not
slept for many nights, and was so stunned and exhansted as to
be almost unconscions of what was passing aronnd her.

He watched beside her as she glept, and thonght how very
very young she looked, and how gentle and humble was the
expression of the soft, pale, sleeping face, beneath the brown
bair.

Qecil was very little given to sentiment, thongh his grief
for his uncle was quite gincere, and his pity for Catherine not
lesa so. He was subdued and unnerved, and his sorrow over-
came him many times through the lomg hours of his might
watch, as he thought of the dead man who had been like s
father to him, and who hod never addressed an impabient or
onkind word to his nephew.

It was not perhaps Cecil's fault, but the fanlt of human
nature, that now and then more worldly thooghts introded
themeelves even upon these solemn moments ; when he remem-
bered that the Abbey was now his own, and that the sacrifice
he had been willing to make at the time of his marriage would
pot be exacted of Lim after all. Possibly Ceeil, even after this
short space of time, wondered that he should have been willing
to make so grest s sacrifice, and perhaps he had already
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forgotten the violence of his passion for Augusta, which had
prompted it.

In any case, it had scemed a less thing to him then, to be
the sueeessor of Sir Philip, than it seemed now, when he had
pathered some dim notion of the difficulties attending a career,
and discovered that even a wealthy young aitachs is not of so
muel importance in himself as a grest landed proprietor in his
own domain,

Unconseionsly Ceeil’s enthusiasm for his chosen profession
waned, before the realization that he was now master under the
roof of hiz ancestors, and the head of one of the oldest families
in the kingdom, instead of being merely a junior member
thereof. Perbaps he had not thonght so much of that position
while 8ir Philip oceupied it, as he did at the present moment ;
it might safely be assumed that his conscionsness of iks impor-
tance would grow upon him day by day.

Angusta was terribly alarmed at the thought of the dangera
to her health, attendant npon coming to the Abbey, and eould
only be persuaded to arrive just in time for the funeral, by
Cecil’s representation of the propriety of her presence, backed
by a hint that Lady Surah would certainly lay hands on any-
thing she thonght proper, and bear it back with her to London,
quite regardless of ber legal rights, unless more potent argu-
ments than any her pravdson would care to use were brought
into play. He had not miscaloulated the prudent energy of
Liz Angusta when he delicately conveyed this intimation to her,
and thonght with some relief that she was better able to face
Lady Sarah than he ¢ for, truth to tell, Cecil was not a liktle
afraid of his grandwamma, Thongh he bad borne in silence
on lis unele’s behalf, the removal of the old Chelsea ching to
her London cabinets, he was by no means disposed to endure
on hiz own, the loot of the old Dresden and Sévres which he
felt pretty certain wonld now ensue; for Lady Barah was a
collector of antigues, and knew mo scruples in pursuing her
hobby.

Aungusta, then, arrived in the house of mourning, swathed
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in her Parisian erape, and already rather disposed to resent the
mauling of the furniture by Lady Barah's little dogs.

It ia the last time they will ever find themselves at the
Abbey,” the bride esid indignantly to herselfl. She looked
aronnd her with the air of a proprietor, althongh she imagined
ghe was concealing her sentiments ; and Lady Sarah, who
divined them perfectly, hated Augnsta, and wished with all her
heart that Philip had left a son.

Bhe began to feel as thongh she had always disapproved
of mercenary marringes, and, in defunlt of a better confidante,
held forth to her maid on the subject.

“Look at Mrs, Owcil,”™ she said, “heartless, abominabla
cresture, asking me if my lnce—the lnce on my back—was not
an heirloom. Bhe is ag greedy as a cormorant. A fine fool he
wad to marry & woman like a prize pig for the sake of her
miserable money, not & peony of which she has ever been
known to spend on any one but herself. 'The fact is, from
the moment her poor mother died—the micest ereature that
ever lived, and very unlike her odioos danghter—those girls
were brought up entirely by servants, and yoo see the
regult.”

“Tek! Tek!™ said the cantions Tailer.

“ What do yon mean by tek, tek 7 I wish you would not
make such horrible noises close to my ear, Tailer. And pray
put some lisss round my throat to-morrow, this erape scratches
my skin like s nubwmeg-grater. That poor little Catherine,
going about like & ghost, geta on my nerves, I wish she would
shut herself up in ber room and have a fit of hysterics and get
it over, poor child. I should never be surprized if she went
wrong in her head, For God's sake, woman, don't tug my
bLair like that | By-the-by, this would be a good opportunity
to come ont in my grey bair if T wanted to 3 bob what wonld
be the use # People would only eay I bad bought another wig,
my head wonld not be nearly so snng and warm, and I should
get neuralgin ; and in three days you would tear it all out by
the roots, at this rate,”

* Oh, my lady 1™
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“1f you wonld but let me spealk, Tailer, instead of thrusting
in your senseless ejacuiations,” said Lady Barah, sharply ;
“ though what business it is of yours, or why you should pre-
tend to take so much interest in the affaire of your betters,
T don't know. I wonder what that poor dear little creature
will do with herself, I have a great mind to take her home
with me. Poor Bir Philip knew what he was abont, as he
alwaye did, when he picked out that slip of a girl, and married
her for love, instead of letting one of these bloated London
huiresses et hold of him.”

“Yes, indeed, my lady,” said Tailer, who knew the whole
story of Miss Carey's legacy and Sir Phlllp 8 marriage, quite as
well as her mistress did,

Bat Catherine happily knew nothing of the comedy that
was going on around her. She saw Augusta arrive, awe-strock
and shivering, and was ready to meet her and to comfort her,
putting her soft arms round her, and whispering to her that
Ceeil had been so good and kind, and would Angusta beg his
purdon for her, for she had never known before how good he
was, mor thought encugh about him,

To Lady Sarah, who conld not bear scenes, as she knew,
and as Cecil had warned her, she displayed the most steady
gelf-control, trying to still the trembling of her lips and hands,
and exercising that restraint upon her own feelings which had
all her life been forced upon little Catherine,

That Lady Sarah, nearly seventy years of age, his mother,
and snffering from vhe double sorrow of losing her son, and of
being absent from his side during his last illness, shonld yet
bear hersell with go much dignity and self-command, as never
to give way for a moment in the presence of others, was to
Catherine only a manifestation of her singular unselfishness and
foroe of character,

Bhe tried to put herself aside in the face of this example,
and to save Lady Sarah all the trouble possible in the acknow-
ledgment of notes, telegrams, and flowers ; and to aid Cecil,
who was knocled up as well as overworked.

Bhe never faltered over the duties which those sad days
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bronght, nor allowed herself to face her grief save once, and
that was alone, in the presence of the dead.

He lay like a status in his white lined coffin; his festurea
carved in marble ; his mouth sternly smiling ; the severe classic
beauty of his head more impressive in death than in life ; the
hends crossed on his browd cheat.

The still and waxen image of & fair woman or o little child,
excites a gentler sorrow, a less awe-ful picy and desolution, than
that of the great strong man, lying thus meek and helpless
in death,

Catherine stole into that sacred presence, unobserved, and
thankfnl to escape from the watchfulness and kindnesz thab
encompassed her ; and she was alone with him for a little space
of time ; before the earth hid one of the comeliest of her sons
for ever in her dark bosom.

Bhe would not cut off one of the frosted black curls she
loved—becanse he conld mot pive her leave ; she talked to him
in & hushed and pleading whisper a8 thongh the senseless clay
could hear or answer; sometimes when the living man had
been by her side, she had felt, talking to him, something of the
sensation that might be attributed to one who, pazing into
a pool for hidden treasare, meets only the reflection of his own
face, Bhe had answered for him in her own mind then, as she
anawered for him now ; and though only her own thoughts,
and her own imaginings were returned to her, they brought
her some comfort, for they brought her nearer to the living
man that be had been.

When she thonght she heard s footstep approach the
door she rose mechanically to go. Some one had always
been at hand for Catherine to obey, and she had not lest the
habit.

8he reverenced his dead face too deeply to lay a human
kiss upon it ; it was a solemn angel's face to her already, and
she paid ber last homage upon her knmees, pressing her lips
upon the eoffin.

“@ood-bye, my king, my Baint Philip,” she said ; and there
were no tears in Catherine’s eyes now, but only that look of
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dreamy exaltation too full of love for grief. * Though every
pne in the world forget you, I will never forget yon,” she said 5
“though I live for years upon this carth, I shall be true to yon
in heaven. I will pray God to bless yon every morning, and
to take care of you every night. I was oot good enoungh for
you, nor worthy of you in aoy way, but nobody—oh, nobody
¢ould be more faithful or care more. And—and when I am
lonely and sorrowfol I will remember this moment, and that T
am yours—your wife—who asked not belter than to be your
glave—your poor little Catherine—the nearcst to you in all the
world—and it will be enough.”

The reading of the will took place the morning after
Bir Philip's funeral, and in the afterncon Cecil sought
Oatherine to explain its contents to her, and ghe tried patiently
to give him her full attention, confessing she had not been able
to understand & word the lawyer read. He explained that Bir
Philip bad evidently endesvoured as fur as possible to repair the
injustice of her aunt ; sinee though it was out of his power to
leave her any of the Carey money, which went at his death to
the inheritor of the title and entailed estates, be had yel assigned
to her as larpe a provieion as possible from his private means,

“ I understand,” said Catherine, * that you represent him,
and that everything is yours just as it shonld be.”

“ If you are disappointed—or don't find it sufficient, I am
ready to meet you in any way,” said Ceecil, earnestly.

“He-knew it wounld be all I should want—and more,”
ghe said.  “Thank you, Cecil ; you hsve been very good to
me. Thers was something else I did not onderstand—abount
dinmonds p

“They are heirlooms ; it is a question of law," said Cecil,
hurriedly. * They belong to no one, but the holder of the
title has them for his life—buot I am sure Angnsts i

“ But I can give them all back to you whenever yon like,"
eaid Calherine, innogently, * Some atars, and o dismond crosa
he gave me on my wedding-day, and some pearls he bought in
Bome, for my presentation. There are not a great many, buk
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they are beantiful things, Bhall I bring them to you now, or
give them to Anguosta §"

“No, no," he said, with real pain and emotion in his voice.
“You did not think I meant the presents he gave you, or that
I would leb her, or any one, take your things ? The diasmonds
I mean are sob in o large necklace, sud there are some sets of
emeralds—family things, and some pink pesarls, my mother
would know ; those are the leirlooms referred to in the
wﬂlL‘H

* Lady Barah wears those,” said Catherine ; ond Cecil under-
stood that his prandmother had not offered to resign the family
Jewels to Catherine, and that Sir Philip had prudently never
asked her to do #o,

“ Augusta must fight it out for herself,” he said in despair
and thought with sstonishment of Catherine’s readiness to
yield her personal ornaments, and her offer to pour her littla
stock of gifts from Sir Philip into Augusta’s well-dowered lap.
He felt with shame that his wife could not have been altogether
trusted to refuse such an offer,

# I should be glad," he said, loyally searching for an exeuse,
“if you would not mention the subject to Aupunstantall. She
might not nnderstand so well as I do, and wonld possibly be
afraid of hurting your feelings by declining your generous
proposal. Bul it would pain me considerably—if you parted
with snything he gave you."

“I do not want to—if it does not say so in the will,” =aid
Catherine.  * At least if Anguste wanted the stars I should not
mind ; but I would like to keep the cross," she said wistfully.

“ Yon must part with nothing,” he said vehemently.

# I will do what you think richt, of counrse,” she said. “1I
know that nothing here belongs to me now, and that yon take
his place in the Abbey.”

“ In time," Qecil said, sighing. * I was going to speak to
you about that, Catherine. We can none of us remain here
now. It wonld not be commonly prudent to do so, until I have
had the whole place thoroughly overhsuled ; indeed, Angnsta
gonsiders that we are running considerable risk by remaining
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here even for this short time, My grandmother, as you know,
is old-fashioned, and has no belief in modern sanitary idess, but
I beseech you to dissuade her from staying on when Augusta
and I leave. You will understand I am in & delicate position,
and cannot well suggest her going away, I bave not liked to
ask if you have formed any plans ? "

Augusta had asked the question with maddening persistency ;
and Catherine had always answered with a bewildered look,
that she did not know.

I need not say,” Ceeil observed, with a conrage that did
him eredit in face of the fact that he had not consulted his
wife on the subject, * that yon are more than welcome to come
abroad with uws. I must return to my duties very shortly,
though I should wish to take steps towards starting the work
here first.  Bub if I can assist yon with your affairs, or with
my advice, I am always at your service,” Cecil said, for indeed
he felt the very deepest gratitude to Catherine,

* You are all very good to me,” she said, with tearful eyes ;
“but I think, if yon please, that as soon as Lady Sarah goes
to London, I will go to Aunt Dulcinea.”

“For & time only," said Cecil, relieved, *Of course yon
must have a proper establishment later on.™

“ Anyway for a time—and I should not like to go far away
from—from him,"” Catherine whispered.

That evening, Augusta sat majestically in the Green Baloon,
which she-had already determined to refurnish, and decorate
in blue and gold, for her own boudoir ; she was recounting to
her hosband how she had discovered and arrested his irrepres-
sible grandmother in the very act of removing from the bracket
on which it stood, a jar of old Majolica.

“ 1t ia utterly valueless, and what do yom suppose I should
do with it," Lady Barah had shrieked, “ except leave it to my
grandson 7

“1 told her," said Angnsta, “that she counld hardly wish to
go throngh the farce of leaving yon what was yours already—
and mine—and thatuntil probate had been paid it was impossible

i
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for you, or for me, to sanction the removal of anything.
I think,” she concluded, with calm dignity, *that for onee,
Cecil, T got the better of your grandmother ; whose unprincipled
conduct fills me with indignation when I reflect npon her age,
and her worldliness, and—and the reasom for which we are all
gathered together—as it were, Bhe iz a perfect grab-all, and
with one foot in the grave, actually stealing—for I look upon
it as little better.”

“Bhe Las been accustomed to take the chins to her London
honse," said Cecil, soothingly ; * of course it does not make it
hers exactly,”

“Then the sooner she gets accustomed to bring it back
again the better. Having a little nobody like Catherine to
deal with has made her perfectly impossible. I have no
putience with her," said Anguosts, with great truth, *and very
little belief in these heart nttacks. They scem to me to come
and go at her own sweet will, When she wants a gossip with
the doctor, she can't get off the sofa ; when she wants » pices
of Majolica, she can ¢limb on to & chair and belp herself to it,
Of course, I shall breat her with every respect as yonr grand-
mother, Cocil ; bab she will find ount that I am not afraid of,
her, and—""

Here the door opened so suddenly that Augunsta gave a
pervous start, and left her sentence unfinizhed,

%1 hope you are better, granny,” said Cecil, rising.

He was struck with the animated expression of Lady
Barah's face, which looked, indeed, very far from being that
of & mourner’s conntenance. A

“] am very much better indeed, thank you, my dear,”
responded his prandmother, with dangerons politeness,  * The
doctor has not been here on my account this evening for a
wonder, but on Catherine's,”

“(Catherine’s | Bbe was perfectly well this afternoon,”
gaid Augusta,

‘““Bo she thonght, my love; but very young folks, like
their elders, occasionally make mistakes,” said Lady Sarah,
with ench extraordinary animation that Augrnsta, who was oot
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guick-witted, thought the old lady muat be langhing at her,
and was Dﬁmd&d without knowing why.

Bhe tarped her attention rather crossly to the butler, who
had noiselessly followed Lady Sarah into the room, and was
muking up the fire,

“That will do, Pilkington,” said Augusta, sharply. * Take
some lights into Bir Cecil's study and see it is thoroughly
warmed ; we may be going in there presently.”

“Very good, my lady,” said Pilkington,

“Wait & moment, Pilkington,” said Lady Sarah, in a
peenlinr tome. *“ My dear, exense me, but from an old and
valued servant like Pilkington we need have no family secrets—
indeed, it is as well that the houschold should know—that
we shonld nll realize, in fact, that we have been just a little
premature in our plannings and arrangements. Lady Adelstane's
glicht attack of faintness this evening was doe to the most
natural esuse in the world ; and the doctor has just informed
me that there is o chance,” she looked nt Augusta with o face
that positively beamed with benevolence, and her woice rose
in exnltant trinmph—* that there i8 every hope—in a few
months' time—of the birth of an heir,” eaid Lady Sarah.
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CHAPTER XXV.

OLTHRRINE was now & peraonage of such increased importance,
that the question of her going to stay with Miss Duleinea wag
put aside as impossible for the mother of the future owner of
Welwysbere ; and she found herself established in Lady Sarah’s
house and under her wing in London,

“ 1t ia soch & tiresome and ridiculous situation for me both,
and I must say very artfnl of Catherine to have said mothing
about it,” wailed Augusta to her frienda.

Bhe too was in London, awaiting the event that Lady
Barah was looking forward to with so mueh glee,

“Tt is clear to me that Lady Barah takes far more interest
in Cetherine than she ever did before.” Anpusta’s imagination'
was alwaye sirnck by the obvions. “No doubt she thinks it
will be very pleasant to have Catherine under her thumb when
ghe lives at the Abbey as the guardian of her son, if indeed it
turns out to be a son. It is not that I care sbont the thing
80 much in itzelf ; a8 the daughter of & peer, it is ridiculous to
suppose I could care about the baronetey, and I suppose every
one knows that I am not in & position to make the guestion of
money of any importance. Whatever happens 1 have enonch
for myself and Cecil.” Thongh Cecil’s inberitance from his
nncle in any case wns by nmo means inconsiderable, Augusta
chose to ignore this altogether. * No, it is the ridicnlous side
of the situation which annoys me, and the worry and suspense
Oecil has to endure. If he leaves the Abbey alone, and does
not start the works we have decided npon to make it habitable,
and then the child turns out to be & daughter, we shall not be
able to take possession for another year, and shall have had all
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the expense of returning to his post, and to a climate I
ahsolutely detest, and which does not spree with me, for
nothing. If, on the contrary, he goes on planning, and work-
ing, and looking after the estate, and it proves to be a som,
then he will have wasted his time and endangered his career
for nothing. One does not know what to be at.”

Lady Sarsh found Augosta’s arguments very amusing.
Bhe was more or less friendly with her, now that the chances
of Cecil’s sneceasion were endangered.  Bhe thought to herself
that her own poeition 88 the virtual, though self-appointed
guardian of Catherine and her boy, would not be such a bad
one, after all ; she sconted the idea of a girl being born to the
Adelstane family, where danghters had been unknown for three
generations, and male heire always forthcoming,

The old lady felt her son's death more, as time went on,
then she allowed any one to suppose, and thongh she seemed
to enjoy her battles with Augusta, she secretly, perhaps, felt a
little lonely and nnprotected, now that the grave and diznified
presence of her perfectly loyal son no longer supported her.

Qecil was loyal, too, in his way ; but he could not always

«restrain his wife, aud had not the strength snd influence of Bir
Philip, in whose presence pleasantries never became liberties,
nor did intimaey ever degenerate into familiarity.

Lady Sarab's flippancy was no longer, she felt wearily, so
very amusing without that backeroond of grave propriety
which lent piquancy to the situstions she chose to create ; and
the little cloak of vulgarity Lady Sarah had occasionally been
pleasad to assume, and which had contrasted so funnily with
her beautiful, noble face and majestic presence—sat exceedingly
ill on the ehoulders of Auguosta,

“Bhe is too common to play at being vulgar,” said Lady
Barah, scornfully to Cutherine. *Bhe is stupid, and she bas
& meun mind ; only silence and cantion conld make Angusta
pass muster, and she is too grest o fool to know how to sssnme
either. Bhe will give herself away throogh life. Bhe wants to
be respectable, and she wants to be & fashionable besuty st the
same time y so ehe bosats of her own admirers, and is shocked
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ab other peoples, in & breath, Bhe wears demi-mondaine
dresses, and instead of being ehiz, looks like a third-rate lady
of easy virtue. Her head is already too big for her body, so
ghe puffs out her hair with coshions to double itz size, She
has & white skin—Cecil married her for that and her money
bags—sao she loads it with pearl-powder. BShe bas no ear for
music, and converts her friends inbo enemics by singing to
them. She has so little ides of the valoe of untrnth that she
lies for pleesure, and docs it badly., In ten years' time her
hueband will hate her; he is so dull that it will take him
g5 long as that to find ont what she is like, and then his
pereeptions will be so blunted by habib that he won't be
ghocked.”

Catherine thonght that Lady Sarah was very severe npon
Aungusts, who hed always been good-patured to her, and whose
discontent with the snspense of the prosent sitoation scemed
very nataral ; Catherine wag more inclined to apologize to her
than condemn her, when she thought of the possible dis-
appointment in store for Cecil,

“ Good-natured,” eaid Lady SBarahiy “of comrse. Any
animal that 8 well-fed, and Dot troubled with brains or ill- -
health, ia perfectly contented with itself.”

To herself she said impatiently that Catherine was too guiet
and unresentful fo be an amuosing eompanion.

“I wonder if she could care intensely about anything or
anybody ? " thought Lady Sarah. “T thought she was terribly
in love with Philip ; perhape she was, but she does not show
any violence of grief. I should not have thought she would
have strength to hide it if she felt it. Yet those little soft
ereabures sometimes have great force of character—but one's
first love ie only one's firgt love for all that., She iz almost
too patient, and too anxious to plesse me. It is nomatural.
Perhaps she thinks she is going to die. I hope she will not.”

Lindy Barah respected the gentle reserve, though she did
not understand it. She treated Cutherine with great kindness,
shrewdly aware of her loyalty, though over-rating ber simplicity,
Augusta, on the other band, showed her sympathy with
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Catherine in a way which might well have exasperated a lees
humble person ; eitting with her by the hoor tozether in proof
of her magnanimity ; and sprinkling her long soliloguies npon
the enbject nearcst her heart, namely, herself, with occagional
inqniries.

“And what are your plans, Catherine?” or “ Do you
think, Catherine, that yon will ever marry again 2"

Bhe posseszed that gift for vnlgar indiscretion which is

uliar to fools,

Poor Charlotte Roper came to London in March to see
Catherine, and to tell her, weeping, that Mrs. Chileott had
“gied I the sack,” and to implore for help. She expressed
her eympathy in & homely manner enough, but her artless
words did not jor, a8 Augusta’s well-meant efforts invariably
jarred upon Catherine.

“Him tu be tuke so zune 1 It du arlmost seem a pity yn
ever got married at arl | ™ said honest Charlotte, sobbing,

Catherine bestirred herself, and persuaded Lody Sarsh to
write to the agent at Welwyehere ; and finally Roper departed
comforted, and full of hope for the futore, with the prospect
of living as caretaker with her little boy, in the farmhonse at
Bhepherd’s Test.

In the first daye of Jone, Catherine put an end both to
Lady Barah's trinmph and to Auguosia’s suspense, by piving
birth to & danghter ; and the new Lady Adelstane on receipt
of this gratifying intellizence, was so muoch excited and
delighted that she travelled to Welwysbere to give immediate
instroetions about the renovations, without even remembering
to rend and inguire after the young mother and her child.

Cecil, however, was mnot so remiss, He was gravely
relieved and glad that he was nob, after all, to be robbed of
his inheritance. It had been impossible to avoid a little
goreness and resentment, or even a scnsation that Catherine’s
irnorance had been exceedingly regrettable and inconvenient,
and had placed him in a very awkward position, It might
not be logical to feel that she had now shown herself to be
worthy of the high opinion he had formed of her at the time
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of his nncle’s lamented death, but nevertheless this sensation
was predominant in Cecil's mind when he made his regolar
and anxious inguiries after Oatherine ; and then and thereafter
he always felt s grest kindness for her snd for her child
whose hirth left matters exactly se they were at the time of
the funeral ; exeept that the provision made for Catherine
would now descend to her danghter instead of reverting to the
estate,

Cecil falt that he conld afford to be magnanimons, and not
to grudge this disposition of his uncle’s capital in the very
least. He was now the nndispoted master of Welwysbere, the
absolute owner of Miss Carey's money ; and his wife's fortune
afforded him besides an ample ineome,

The fate of Bir Ceecil Adelstane’s coreer was decided the
very moment his position was thus assored. He had found his
work neither so easy nor so congenial a8 he had anticipated,
and now entered upon a life for which he was certainly
far better suited by his np-bringing, intelligence, and dis-

ion.

Pﬂm]tila devoted his whole care and thought to the Welwysbere
estate, and thereafter carried out the work Bir Philip had.
begun, with the utmost conscientiousness ; sacrificing yearly,
snd with incressing relnctance, a few weeks of his velnable
time—since Augusts insisted—to the London eeasom, and
yearly returning to his home with & greater sense of relief and
satisfaction. =

Lady Sarah’s disappointment was perhaps less keen than if
ghe had been s younger woman, Bhe eould be philosophiesl at
times, and her sense of humour now end then enabled her to
laugh at her own discomfiture. She knew thst the household
trembled when the news was commuoniecated to her, and
wondered with open mouth when the unexpected happened,
snd when Lady Sarah chose to display the greatest interest in
her grand-daughter, and to congratulate Catherine instead of
scolding her.

The nurse—who had been led to expect by the confidences
of the npper servants, that her patient might almost be turned
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out of doors if the infant proved of the inferior sex—was
astoniahed ab the kindness ghown by Lady Barah.

Catherine was in very little condition to be scolded, it in
troe ; for o day or two after the arrival of the infant she
became feverish and wandering, manifesting the greatest
digtreaz of mind in her intermittent delirium, and obliging the
doctors and nurses to warn Lady Sareh that her illness might
prove fatal. And Lady Barah, who hated sick-rooms, came
nevertheless and sat by Catherine’s bedside, soothing her as the
nuree could not soothe her by her ealm authoritative voice, and
the cool old hand which she laid, with almost mesmeric effect,
upon the burning tronbled brow.,

“Ble is always muttering abont s key,” the nurse said,
“the key she lost ; but when she comes to herself she does not
remember losing anything."

But Lady Sarah listened and understood.

8he liad shed few tears over the death of her grey-haired
gon, but as she sat hour after hour and listened to that hoarse
delirionz murmur, which made & kind of melancholy song in
her ears, the tears rolled down ‘her fine old face, on which care
and sorrow had set no mark, and upon which even time had
traced his lines but faintly.

“You should mever marry him—never, never,” chanted
Catherine, * Never marry your ideal—never marry your
besutiful king., He goes away when you do, And it is all
quite different. And he never comes back till he's dead.
Tsn't that a pity, don't you think ? A pity—a pity—a pity,"
ghe san:.

“ Lie still, you poor little fool," said Lady Sarah.

%] con’t lic still, T have lost it.  Or did I never have it P
Are yon his mother ? ™ nsked Catherine.

8he looked at Lady Sarah with great bright eyes, bloodshot
with fever, beneath her neatly plaited hnir. Her cheeks were
red as fire, she was langhing and playing an imaginary
tambourine with her hot lender fingers.  She had played with
a Lambourine, and danced at Naples, as a little child ; bot Lady
Barah did not know that, though she heard her uiter a few
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words of s Neapolitan etreet song with wonder. Bometimes
ghe wonld beseech Lady Barah to tell her about the key, so
earnestly, that it was difficult fo belicve she was not herself.

“Did I never have it, or did 1 lose it ? " she moaned over
and over again. “Or was it all & blank? His soul was
generous and good, and full of great thonghts, You are his
mother, Waen™t it—oh, wasn’t it 7 Only I rever found the
key to unlock the door. I must have lost it. Did you ever
find it?"

“There was nothing there,” said Lady Barah, in a hard
tone, “ He was my little boy once. And I looked for the
key too, aud found it, and unlocked the door. It was all a
blank, Now, lie still, you poor little thing—lie still and
gleep.™

Catherine's plaintive voice sank into pentle murmurings
under the calm voice, answering her—and she slept.

The days passed, and brought back the light of reason to
her hazel eyes, and she lay pale and content, and restored to
life ; with her baby by her side.

The open windows let the summer sunshine and fresh air,
snd the distant noises of the traffie, into the plensant room to
which she had been moved, and which was filled with the
geent of lilies of the valley and beautiful pink roses.

The trouble of her soul secmed to bave passed away ; she
lay and looked at Lady Barah with clear innoecent eyes full of
happiness and gratitude.

%1 will name my baly Philippa after har father,” ehe gaid ;
# and Sarah after you,"

“Then you will give it two hideons names," said Lady
Barah, grimly ; but she was pleased, nevertheless, and highly
offended with Auvgusta, who had written offering to be the
baby’s godmother.

“Yon have been very good to Philipps and me," eaid
Catherine. * But I have been thinking that by the time we
are both well and strong, and able to go out, it will be almoat
timi for you to shut wp your London house, and go away as
wsnal. 1 know you never stay after the middle of July."
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“ And what wonld you do with yourself 7™ Lady Barah
agked,

Her plane hardly included the permanent adoption of her
dagghter-in-law snd grandchild, and yet she felt & most
nnacenstomed pang of regret, when she thonght of the young
mother and child wandering forth, ss it were, ulone into the
world, and nnder nobody’s protection.

But Catherine was no longer listless and weary ; the little
helpless bundle by her side had ziven her fresh enercy, and filled
her with a thousand happy hopes and plans for her child's foture.

“T have thought it all ont,"” she said ; * there has been so
much time, while we have been lying here, so happy together in
your beautiful room. We will go and live at Bhepherd’s Rest.
It is almost—isn't it—as thoungh some presentiment mnst have
made him give it to me—for my very own—the day we walked
there together, when T thought I had never secn a prettier
cottage. He said he would have it put in order for me; and
he gave me all the papers about it, for it was bought in my
pname ; and—and we were to go and look st it when it was
finished—at Christmas time—but we never did."

“Hum 1™ said Lady Barah; she might have eaid more
had she remembered the cottage in question very clearly, but
ghe did not.

% Roper ia there now—1I told yon about her ; ghe iz a widow
with a denr little boy, both very respectable,” said Catherineg,
auxionsly. * It would not be like a strange place to me—only
three miles from Aunnt Duoleines, and Bridescombe, and—and
the Abbey."

“#(hacon & son gout," said Lady Barah.  * It wouold drive
me mad to be shut up in a pizstye with a baby."

% The air is very fine, snd he said the spring never failed,
and that it was & very healthy place ; and it wonld be nice for
little Philippa to be brought up in her father's own country,
and with me to take care of her day and night."”

“What will you do of an evenin'?" said Lady Barah,
“Good heavens, the long solitary evenin’s in the country, with
the eilence beating time all round your head 1™
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“T will go to bed early, 8o a8 to get up ab sunrise and feed
the chickens,” said Oatherine, with a little gleam of humoor
brighiening her hazel eyes. * I should have plenty to do.”

“I suppose it may be plessant to be woke by the crowing
of your own game-cock, however annoying to be disturbed
by yonr neighbours' fowl,"” aaid Lady Sarah. * Yon have to
live in God's world, however, whether you ke it or no, and
I see no reason for burying yourself slive on a farm, my
dear——F

Y1t is man's world I don't want to live in—1I love God's
earth,” said Catherine, dreamily.

“You will be & nobody, my dear, if you hide yourself like
that, and there is mo reasom why yon should not be a some-
body, and have & very pleasant time of it."

Catherine laid a transparent little hand on Ledy Barah's
plump white be-dismonded fingers,

“I want you to understand awd to approve. If you will
be g0 kind as to have patience, I will tell yon what is in
my heart,” she snid wistfully. “I know you won't think me
ungratefnl. Buot I only want to ereep into a safe coroer, as it
were, with my baby ; snd to take care of her, and bring here
ap to be gnﬂd ond bappy. Isn't it my doty 7 I am sure
it is; and it is 80 mice to feel sure of pomething. I am not
beautiful, nor clever, nor dignified, like you ; nor able to take a
plage in the great world ; and why should we pretend that I
am? And it wonld not amuse me to lie in bed for breakfast,
and to change my dress & numbor of times in the day, and 'l:e
alwaye going from one place to another, like Augunsta,”

Catherine displayed some tact in making this distinction.

“And I couldn't bear to put my baby into 8 nurse’s arms,
and only see her now and then, like these fashionable ladics do.
If—if he had lived it wight have been my duty to do it ; bot I
am all alone, and it iz just as though I had been given a simple
job to work at which I am able to do, all clear, and without
any donbts. I should love a little life of my very own. Not
to be bewildered by guantities of people. T lose my identivy,
and become frightened and uncertain, Why must we all be for
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ever wishing to do the same thing ? Once I read that life was
like an intricate piece of embroidery—at which we all worlked,”
eaid Catherine, humbly. “1T remember thinking that a little
coroer and a very plain pattern wonld suit ma the best. 1
dream st night of pulting my cottage in order, and taking
care of my baby, I used to dream of it long ago, at Caluis,
when I was only & little girl. Isn'’t it strange that a dream
ghonld come true 7"

“My dear,” eaid Lady Barah, sbruptly. “I am too dld,
and too wise, to wigh to live other people’s lives for them. I
bave plenty to do with my own. . . . Where shall yon get
your furniture 7

Cutherine know she had no further oppoeition to fear from
Lady Barah.

Life and hope and strength seemed renewed in Catherine a
thousand-fold ; the joyousness which had brightened her eyes
and flushed her cheeks during her brief girlhood in Calais,
returned to ber; and Lady Sarah had te complain no more of
a timid, silent ghost moving sbout the house, and making it
yeb more melancholy than the remembrance of ita vanished
master most always render ik

“Time iz as kind to the young as he is ernel to the old,"”
thonght Lady Sarah.

Bhe waa little accustomed to take much interest in any one,
being, a8 ghe hed truthfully informed Catherine, fully ocenpied
with her own cheerful and eprightly existence. Whilst there
was & shop or a thestre left in the world, Lady Sarah would
never be ab 8 loss for amusement, Her flow of good spirits
wag astonishing in & woman who bad outlived husband, sons,
and many of her favourite contemporaries ; and she had no
inclination st all to bury herself in the contemplation of the

“Life is quite short enough. Let ms make the most of
every moment,” said the old lady.

Ble despatched a trusted agent to Bhepherd’s Rest, to

report 60 her whether the building and repairs ordered by Sir

" Philip had been eatisfactorily accomplished, and when she
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was informed on these points, she drove Catherine to the
gtreet where she declared the only decent furniture shop in
T.ondon was to be found ; and with unerring good taste she
selected the most appropriste houschold gods for the ideal

cutbage.

If Qatherine had entertained any feminine desire to do her
shopping for herself, it soon vanished in her delighted contem-
plation of her new possessions ; and was, 8o to speak, swamped
in her gratitode to Lady Sarah, who, lavishly generous, as she
was recklessly extravagant, made the plenishing of Shepherd’s
Reat her christening zift to little Philippa.

“ My dear,” ehe said to Catherine, chuckling ; * it wonld
be & nice sell for Angusts, if one of these fine days your
daughter steps over her head into Cecil's shocs, and it's my
belief that it's nncommonly likely to happen. Welwysbere is
entailed in the male line of course; but failing Cecil’s sons—
and where are they, pray ? "—eaid the impatient lady—* not a
gign at present—DMiss Philippa will reign in her father's stead
at the Abbey. She can't inherit the baronetey, unluckily ; but
I was forgetting Cecil's talemts, to be sore he will tarn it into
s peerage.  We shall be all peaks together,” said Lady Sarah,
delightedly imitating Angusta, * And be very sure if he has no
children of his own, bhe will do the straight thing, and leave
your sunt's money to your child, who ought to have bad it.
Murk my words, my dear, when I am in my grave these things
will bappen ; and you will say T wes a witch.”

“ I hope not,” cried Catherine, rather alarmed.

“Pooh, that child will be guite equal to it. Now I come to
think of it, she is uncommonly like what Philip was as & baby,
and & thorongh Adelstane."

Catherine looked tenderly at the tiny face, placidly
eleeping.

1 thought her rather like you,” she said,

“] am sure I am very much flattered, my dear,” Lady
Barah said dryly. *“In that case she will be a handsome
woman, no donbt and a fine termagant into the bargain.”

“] am not gowy to spoil her,” eaid Catherine, simply.
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In her heart ehe knew that the whole world for her, lay
within the wicker walls of that rose-coloured cob.

“ After all" said Lady Saraly, looking ab the soft face bent
over the little cradle, * some women are made so. It cannok
be helped. We cannot all be philosophers nor even sages ; and
g0 long a8 the world exists, there will be simpletons among us.”

Later in the snmmer Catherine took possession of her new
abode. It did not seem strange to her, for it was unchanged
in essentials, though now as trim and orderly as it had been
neglected and forlorn on that mellow October afternoon, when
ghe and Bir Philip bhad visited it torether. It gave her a
golemn and sorrowful thrill to remember that the last time
ghe had walked up that cottage pathway, be had been by her
side, who was now lying at rest in the little churchyard at
Welwyshere,

But she felt in some mysterions way, as she entered the
little home he had given her, with his child in her arms—as
though she had been away only on a visit to Lady SBurah—and
had now, at last, stolen back again into the shadow of his grave,
protecting presence,

Roper's honest face greeted her with eager smiles, as she
half thrust forward, and half restrained, the shy, flaxen-headed
little yokel by her side.

“You'll mind my Johuny,” she snid bresthlessly, © He'a
going tu be & turble gude lad,as I tell him, now he's tn & lady's
gervice. Johnny, bob your head, as I telled "ee, and dunnot be
a clown, a8 I telled "ee not. Go back to your work this minute,
He's a5 useful as he can be in the garden, Mizs Catherine ; and
I make him work along wi' the old men resnlar, And it's all
ready, indoors and out, for the baby—God bless her | ™ eried
Roper. taking the white bundle respectfully from Catherine’s
reluctant arms.  **I thart the momens wode never come far
me tu see her ; and, now, bere yu bel 'Twill be & sad come
down for your ladyship."”

“ Oh, Roper, you always told me you loved a little house
better than a big one”
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“ Ah, my child, *tis fine tarking ; but "tisn't the way when
folls is msed to be fine, But there, I.don't blam’ee far arl
that. You've tried it, and so have I—me ot the tail, snd you
at the top—und there baint half the comfort in grandeur, when
url's said and done. And now, if this baint like home, I don't
know what is."

8he stepped forward, and threw open the door of the little
parlour ; and there stood Miss Dulcines, holding out her arms
to Catherine, and sobbing and laughing in a breath.

% Oh, my darling, do you think I would let you come home
alone ?  And I've been helping Roper ; and I told her to shut
me in here; and here is tea, and the roses I bronght from
home ; and Lydia actually sent fruit and cakes and things
from Bridescombe. Roper and I bave put it all ready—and
I have made her little bed with my own hands—and oh, my
darling—welcome home,” sobbed Misa Chileott.

Oatherine had not & moment to indalge in sentiment,
between her anxiety to cheer up Miss Dulcines, her desire to
settle littie Philippa comfortubly, her efforts to enjoy a suffi-
ciently large meal to content the two kind women zealonsly
ministering to her, and her ecstasy over her new abode—where,
the things she had chosen with Lady S8arah in London looked
ab her with familiar faces from every corner.

Juat as Lady Sarsh had regarded with astonishment, not
anmixed with good-natured contempt, Catherine’s longing for
a life of obscarity, her satisfuction in the humble task of caring
for little Philippa, bathing her with her own hands, and lolling
her to gleep on her bosom—so, now, did Catherine remember
with surprised pity that Lady Barah was at this moment pro-
bably engaged in attiring hersell for late dinner, snd looking
forward to meeting people whom she did not care for, and to
listening to conversation that frequently bored her, and to jokes
ghe had heard before. 8he thonght, with contented thankful:
neas, that she had left that form of pleasure behind her, as she
hoped, for ever, and she looked forward, more joyously than
timidly, to the * little life " she was to lead.

Miss Dulcines, however, was more in sympathy with
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Catherine’s notions of pleasure than with Lady Sarah's, look-
ing npon any sttention Catherine permitted her to pay to the
baby as & privilege, and not in the least inclined to smile at
her niece's emotion when she found, hong up in the dainty
wardrobe of her room—and locking, it munst be confessed,
. strangely ont of place there—an old weather-stained nlster, and
& little, faded, red velvet cap.

“I've tuke care on "em, a3 1 promised,” said Roper, *and
broshied "on, and kept the moth out regular.”

“ Tt seems a0 strange to think T ever wore them,™ Ontherine
paid, tonching them gently. * How little Philippa will langh
ot them one day | I will always keep them, yon kmow, Annt
Daleinea.™

“Yon are like me, darling—1T never can bear to throw any-
thing away,” said Miss Dulcines, simply ; and Oatherine smiled
a little, but very tenderly.

They left Roper in faithfol charge of the baby sleeping
in ita cot, and descended to the little rostic porch.

It rested Catherine in mind, body, and spirit, to lesn back
smong the cushions of the wicker chairs which were standing
beneath the shade of the rose-leaves, sand to look at Miss
Dulcinea's sweet face and pathetically gentle blue eyes. The
tremuolons lips, the appealing wealkness which ronsed the scorn
of impatient Delia, lent a soft, protecting air to Catherine's
affection for her annt.

The calm evening sunshine lay across the little garden, and
the tall elms in the meadows threw long shadows over the grase.
At Qatherine's right hand stood a big earthenware pot with a
heavy mlceolam, drooping with its weight of red gold. The
birde were twittering among the little searlet roses which were
ronning over the whnt,e-w:a.uhed walls ; the sweet peas, rose,
blue, and purple, were blowing in their thounsands, Owver the
hedge, which divided the garden from the ountskirta of the
woods, hung trails of free-growing wild honeysuckle beneath
the tall pink foxgloves

A preat peace stole over Catherine's heart. 8he was at
bhome, and her child slept in gafety in the bedroom shove,

24
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beneath the low red roof of her own cottage. Tt reated her to
listen to Misz Dulcinea’s gentle babble, which fiowed on with
no farther requirement of effort on Catherine's part than a little
emile, or & word here and there. Misz Duleines was as reverent
of the past as she was contented in the present 3 ghe was filled
with soft hopes and harmless prophecies for Catherine ; of the
bleaging she wounld be to the poor during the coming winter 5
of how snng and cheerful they would be each in a little nest
of her own ; of the travels they would make together to show
little Philippa the wondera of the world s she grew older ; of
the refnge in the chimney corner of Shepherd’s Rest to which
Miss Duleinea might look forward in her old age, whenever it
should pleaze God to release poor BEmily from her life of snffer-
ing ; of the wonderful collection of books she was sure Catherine
would gather together npon the cak shelves which lined her
pretty sitting-room.

“You are not tired, my darling P"

“ 1 am very happy,” said Cnatherine,

They bade each other a tender good night presently at the
wicket-pate, and Miss Duleines went away throngh the long
ghadows and the rolden snnshine, turning onee or twice to wave
her hand to Oatherine, who stood in the little garden, straight
and slender in her plain black gown, her eoft month smiling,
her hazel eyes bright with tears that were not nnhappy ones.
Bhe loved Aunt Duolcines ; but she wae not, perhaps, sorry to be
alone with her memories and her baby at last. Bhe said good
night to Roper, and thanked her, and praized the beauty and
the order of the cottage and garden ; and then she went into
the low room where little Philippa lay sleeping, and shut the
door upon the ontside world.

There was & little inner chamber, which communicated only
with her room ; perhaps it would be Philippa®s bedroom one
day, Catherine thought, with a thrill of pleasure and amusement.
Bhe uttered a little ery of recognition when she saw, ranged
along the wall, Miss Carey's old trunks. She remembered that
ghe had the keys, and nnlocked one, and peeped into it. Ik
added to the feeling of coming home so much to faithful
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(Catherine, to be confronted with the familiar things, which
poor Miss Duleines had packed for her, to the best of her ahility
at Calais, and lept for her ever since. Neatmess of packing
was hardly her strong point, aud Catherine smiled ae she found
the ill-fated forks and spoons tnmbling about among the ancient
gills and shawls, aud mixed op with bundles of old letters.
There were many curions and interesting relics of the Careys
among thoss long-hoarded treasures ; but ghe closed the trunks,
and laft the delizht of examination for another time.

On & table in the window stood Bir Philip’s dressing-case,
among many of his personal possessions, which Cecil had
sorapnlonaly forwarded to Shepherd’s Rest, when he heard of
Catherine's intended residence there.

Bhe found a note from him, solemnly sssuring her that he
ghould call and inguire if she were able to see him on the
morning after her arrival, fearine to disturb her sooner; and
that Angusta would come in the afternoon, as she had so much
to say thet ghe preferred to call alons.  Catherine instincbively
felt that the friendliness of both was unconscionsly donbled by
the birth of her daughter; and, indeed, she felt herself that
~ the arrival of little Philippa had simplified matters consider-
ably, and was no less grateful to Providence than were Cecil
and Angusta.

Bhe opened Bir Philip's dressing-case very reverently with
the key sttached to hiz watch-chnin, which lay in a separate
case ; she had touched nothing of his since he died. It con-
tained his studs and ping, and a ring or two, relics of his early
manhood, besides the familiar signet ring and the carved ruby
pin he always wore. But Oatherine did not panse to obeerve
any of these things, for, on lifting out the tray, she canght sight
of a little alip of white card, covered with her own hand-writing.

= ¢ Oh, Tot the solid ground
Mot fail beneath my feet,
Before my life has found
‘What some have found so sweet’

“ Qareenos (of Oalafs),
= January S1st. Isaw him first
% May lst. B. Philippe."
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She remembered how and when she lost it, and that he
must have picked it up, and, seeing it was his own card, resd
the words, and learned her secret, and that she loved him.

“ He knew it,” ghe said, “and never breathed it, and was
too chivalrons to let me know—and he asked me to marry him,
with these words in his mind—and he never destroyed the poor
little card which told him,™

She thonght with scorn of Lidia Chileott’s declaration that
Bir Philip had only married her for her money.

To Catherine, it seemed aa though the little card gave a
kinder and sweeter reason.

What did it matter ? It comforted her. His dear hands
had touched it ; his dear eyes had read the words she had
written in gecret in her maiden chamber at Calais.

She thonght that her prayer was answered—that the gronnd
had not failed beneath her feet, and that the sweet heavens
had endured outil she, too, had fonnd what some had found eo
sweet,

8he went to the open window, holding the little card in her
band, and watched the sunset : bars of purple and gold and
rose across & clear, turquoise sky. Ivery leaf and sapling of
the pollard behind the gardener’s cottage was blackly traced
against that wonderful background, In the hollow of the hills,
aleo ontlined against that sea of glory, she saw the square tower
of Welwysbere Church, nnder the ahadnw of which he slept
with his fathers.

The quiet fields which stretched betwmn darkened as she
gazed. She thought of the time to come, when, perhaps, she
would wandér in those very fielde, holding her ehild’s hand
in sweet companionship. She thonght of her own loncly
childbood, and of how the young crave tenderness and dread
harshness ; of how easily innocent and beauntifnl thoughts are
scared away, and confiding hearts chilled and changed by
ridicule and reproof, mntil the fear of criticism silences the
utterance of warm and natoral and noble sentiments, and until
self-conscipusness and reserve take the place of frankness and

ks
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Bhe thonght how little the gentlest faith in the world ean
be understood by those who would seek to enforce by severity
ita precepts of meeknesa,

Blie thonght that love shonld guide little Philippa’s child-
hood, and that she would tesch her to fear only evil and deceit
snd ignoble thoughts.

8he laid her ¥ps upon the little card, which seemed to her
almozt like & message from her dead husband.

If he liad mever loved her as ghe loved him—if he had nod
been able to understand—what did it matter? Waa love thus
given, meagure for measure ?

Bhe was his wife, his poor little Catherine, and wounld have
been his glave ; but he had stooped, snd lifted her, and placed
her by his side. She thonght of the reverence he had always
ghown her, the kindness, the patience, the chivalrous reticence
and courtesy, the self-control which had never suffered a hasty
condemnation to escape those grave lips.

Through the veil of death her great ideal shone dimly onoe
again before her eyes,

Until her faithful heart shonld cease to beat, his memory
would dwell therein, and her earthly happiness wonld centre in
her child.

For, aa Lady Sarah said, some women are made thus ; and,
g0 long as the world exists, there will be always simplebons
Among k.

THE ENIM
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