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TENANT OF WILDFELL HALL.

CITAPTER T.

"Y%u must go back with me to the antumn of 1827,

' My father, as yon know, was a sort of gentleman farmer in
shire ; and 1, by his express desire, succeeded him in the
same quiet occupation, not very willingly, for ambition urged
me to higher aims, and self-conceit assured me that, in dis-,
regarding its voire, 1 was burying my talent in the earth, and’
hiding my light under a bushel. My mother had done her
utmost to porsuade me that I was capable of great achieve-
ments ; butgny father, who thought ambition was the surest

wap +n ruin and c}iangc but. another word for destruction,
would listen to no scheme for bettering either my own conai»

tion, or that of my fellow mortals. Ile assured me 1t was all
rubbish, and exhorved me, with his dying breath, to continte
in the good old war, to Tollow Lis steps, and those of his father
"Bef&e him, and let my highest ambition be, to walk honecly
through the wogld, looking ncither to the right hand nor to
the left, and to transmit the patcrnal acres to my children in,
at least, as flourishing a condition as he left them to me.
¢ \Vell!l—an honest a-d industrious farmer is onc of the
most useful members of society ; and if I devote my talents
to the c®itifation of my farm, and the improvement of agri-
cultm}.in general, I shall thereby benefit, not only my own
ismmediate conncctions and dependants, but, in some degree,
mankind at large :—hence [ snall not have lived in vain.”
‘Wjth such reflections as these, I was endeavouring to con-,
solefmyself, as I plogded home from the ficlds, one cold, damp,‘
' clgyily evening towards the closc of October. But the gleam
of*abright red fire through the parlour window had qcoe
effect in cheering my spirits, and rebuking my thankless re-!
» ¢'miugs, than all the sage reflections and zood resolutions
_ﬁad forc8d my mind to frame ;—for ] was young then, remem-
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bér—dhly Yur and twenty—and had not, acquired half the
rul€ over my ownespirit, that I now possdis—trifling as that

m'zﬁ be. 3 .
owever, that haven of bliss must not be ¢ntered till I had
gﬁahanged my miry hbots for a clgan pair of shoes, and my
“toligh 8 Joren. zeppéct coat, and made myself gene-
rally p ablé befbre decent society ; for pay mother, with
all her Kittdduss, was vastly particular on certain points.

In ascendivg to my roomel was met upon the stairs by a
smart, pretty girl of nineteen, with a tidy, dumpy figure, a
round face, bright,cblooming checks, glossy, clustering curls,
and little merry brown eyes. [ need not tell rcu this was m
sister Rose. She is, I know, *a comely matron still, u,nd,,’
doubtless, no less lovely—in your eyes—than on the happy
day you first beheld her.  Nothing told me then, that she, a
few years hence, would be the wite of onc entircly unknown
to mic as yet, but destined, hereafter to become a closer frienit '
than even herself, more intimate than that unmaunerly. 1ad of
seventecn, by whom I was collared in the passage, on coming
down, and well-nigh jerked off my equilibrium, and wheo, in
correction for his impudence, reccived a resounding whack
over the sconce, which, however, sustained no serious injury
from the intliction; as besides being more than commonly
thick, it was protected by a redundant shock of short, reddish
curls, that my mother galled auburn.

. L
On entering the parlour, we fuﬁud th:]‘t, hanhnred Tad-
geated ui ner drm-cnair at the lire-side, working away at her

knitting, according to her usual custom, when she had nothing

elge to dn. She ‘had swept the hearth, aad made a bright

blazing fire for our reception; the servang had just brought

in the tea-tray ; and Rose was producing the sugar-basin e
tea-caddy, from the cupboard in the black, oak sidcbhoard,

that shone like polished cbony, in the‘cheer[ul parlour twi-

light.

B Welll herc they both are,” cried my mother, loking
round upyn us without retagling the motion of her nimble
fingers, and ghttering needles. ‘ Now shut thd ¢..r, and
come to the fire, while Rose gets the teaready ; I'm syre you
must be starved ;—and tell me wha. you've been ahdut all
'day ;—I like to know what my children have been about.”

¢ I've been breaking in the grey colt—no easy business that
—directing the ploughing of, the last wheat stubble—for’the
ploughboy has not the sense to &lirect himself—and carr, ing
eut,a'plan for the extensive and efficicnt dfaining of the: low’
raeadbow-lands.” ) : :
_ “That’s my braye boy l-—aud* Fergus—what have you been
doing ? ™ t
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? XBgdger-baiting » . .
nd here he proceeded to giv i ' .
' Opgr:,h a.nltil the regpective tra.itsgof ;r:wg::t;?ilr])::; E;Ot%l;tbgf]gl:l:
and the dogs; my mother pretending to li i
tention, and watching his-cni g to listen with deep at-
g his znimategl countenance with a degi
of maternal admirati . I ith a degree
its object. niration I thoug highly disproportioned to
“It's time you sh i P,
said I, as soonyas a m(())ﬂin]::; (rlomg sqmet_hlng clse, Fergus,”
me to get in a word ¥ pause in his nariation allowed
¢ What can I do?" repli .G ,
glo to sea or enter the arm];rl;c (}a.nl:lel"m ﬂ{e?,:ﬂ:ﬁfl t\:)'o]n b letth‘me
clse—except make myself sucl : ) do nothing
wlg be thankful to gt?t rid (S)‘{&Lnll: (l)lrl\J lsigctcctr(:n)so':l all, that you
ur parcnt soothin strok is sti .
growled, and tried to Ei]o‘:ﬂ:t:::}lf\l'l 1::.:15(1 s;ilﬂ‘c’n stm't ]cluz'ls.l i
seaty at the tq i : . - e all took our
of TRose .thc table, in obedience to the thricc repeated summons
“Now take your tea,” sai .
thousand pitics you didn’ by 1e Wilsons ; and it's &
ward was Ithcll"z !}|?u didw’t go with me, Gilbert, for Eliza Mill-
:: }}’;ell ! what of her?”
wotlaine 1T " N
that su'cls%lu{’c'f:; m}xmnﬂ{,'nﬁﬂe"mmg;‘lmen ghe 1310 2 MOrry
“qmour, and 1 shouldn’t mind calling Aer—
« [Tugh, hush, my dear! your brother has no such idca!”
whispered my mother carnestly, holding up her finger.
«Well,” resumeu Rose; 1 was going to tell you an im-
vortant picce of news I Jeard there—1've been bursting with
1t ever since. You know it was re orted a month ago, that
v p 5
somebody was going to take W ildfell 1all—and— what do you
. R T (=] . . J
think ? 1t has actually been inhabited above a week !—and

we never knew!”
¢ Inupossible 1 eried my mother.
« Preposterous!!!” shrieked Fergus.
¢ Tt 1as andeed l—and by a single lady
¢ Gnod gracious, my dear! The place is in ruins
«She has had two or three rooms made habitable; and
there she lives, all alone—cxcept an old woman for a ser-

vart!”
¢ Oh dear! that spoils it—I'd hoped she was a witch,” ob-
%ﬁ:lt'ved Fergus, while carving his inch-thick slice of bread and
tier. . .
« Nonsense, Fergus! But isn't it stranze, mem.na?”
«Strange ! I ean harcly believe it ’
“But you may believe it; for Janc Wilson has seen her.

L
K
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She.went with her ntother, who, of coursg, when she heard
of a stragger being in the neighbourhood,’would be on pins
and need¥es till she had seen her and got all ghe could out of
her. She is called Mys. Graham, and she is in mourning—
nof Wwidow's weeds, but slightis® mourning—and she is
quite young, they say,—not above five or six and twenty,
—but sofreserved! They tried all they cdfild to find out
who she was, and where she came from, and all about her, but
neither Mrs. 'Wilson, with Her pertinacious and impertinent
home-thrusts, nor Miss Wilson, with her ekilful mancuvring,
could manage to cficit a single satisfactory answer, or even a
“¢asual remark, or chance expression calculated ‘to allay their
curiosity, or throw the faintest ray of light upon her histo
circumstances, or conncctions. Moreover, she was barely
¢ivil to them; and evidently better pleased to say *good bye,’
than ‘how do you do.’ But Eliza Millward says her father ,
intends to call upon her soon, to offer some pastoral advice,
which he fears she needs, as, though she is known to have en-
tered the neighbourhood early last week, she did not make
her appearance at church on Sunday ; and she—REliza, that is
—will beg to accompany him, and is sure she can succeed in
wheedling something out of her—you know, «Gilbert, she can
d:l anything. Anl:I we should call some time, mammaj; it's
- enleawenac. yau kpow,"_ ___ . | . e s ”
“ And pray, e quick®abont it; and mind vo, 1o use reel!
ho mucL sggar she puts int ll:ératlgzlxm:llﬁg }‘?l? 1;11?18 me wore's
and aprons she wears, and all about it’t ; for 1 dﬂ ’:Oll-t of caps
I can lie till T know,” said Fergus, ver & (]m Jmow how
“But if' he intended the speech to be hui};e\d ::3.':7; t
(:f agvrllt(’)the si%ng]'ly failed, dﬂ)r nobody laughed. 1?:\35{-1?%0
much diseoncerte s for w ?
mouthfal of bread and butt::: rt,h?\tn ' far :2§2llléethad "fakcn a
g'lll‘}a!;i:f:btlca’fthc hu}mOu}r1 of the thing buf'st upon hi(:ns\‘w"i‘:]}:‘;‘;cl{:
10fc Torce, that he was obliged ¢o jum fi
table, ang,rush snortin Jump up froin the
minsic e, v Bt i o 20005 nd
garden. PR 3
As for me, I was hunory.. cq o
demolishing the tea, h%nz?gr]\%c::;setmffhﬁg s:,llf wnhhsh'ently
sgigler went on talking, and continued l’:o discussytl:zo; or and
: poon-apparent cirgimstances, and probable or i ppa‘fint
~hjstory of the mysterious lady; but 1 must conf: Improbable
my b.r_other's misadventure, I o’nce or twice i':il: .eds ° ;1] at, "ghr .
:n ;}1]{5, ailil put itydown again without darir;é tc: tias?:lellzﬂfg
:siil:lt'S, est 1 shq 1d injure my dignity by a similar ex-
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The next day, n y mother and Rose hastened to pay their
compliments to the fair recluse; and carie back but little

» wiser than they went; though my mother declared she did
not regret the journey, for if she had not gained much good,
she flattered herself “she’ nad imparted some, and that was
better: she had given some useful advice, which, she hoped,
would nut be thrown away; for Mrs. Graham, though she
said little to any purpose, and appeared somewhat self-opinion-
ated, seemcd not incapable of retlection,—though she did not
know where she had been all her life, poor thing, for she be-
trayed a lamentable ignorance on certain points, and had not
even the sensc to be ashamed of it.

¢ (On what points, mother ?” asked I.

¢ On household matters, and all the little niceties of cookery,
and such things, that every lady ought to be familiar with,
whether shie be required to make a practical use of her know-
ledge or not. I gave her some useful picces of information,
however, and several excellent receipts, the value of which
she evidently could not appreciate, for she begged I would
not trouble mysclf, as she lived in such a plain, quict way,
that she was sure she should never make use of them. *‘No
matter, my dea.,’ said I; ‘it is what every respectable female
ought to know ;—and besides, though you are alone now, you
will not be ulways so; you have been married, and probably
~—I might- say almost certainly—wili be again.” ‘You are
wistaken there, Ma'am,’ said she, almost haughtily; ‘I am
certain I never shall.’—But I told her I knew better.”

¢ Some aomanti . young widow, I suppose,” said I, ¢ come
there to end her days in solitude, and mourn in secret for the
= r departed—but it won’t last long.”

“No, I think not,” observed Rose; “for she didn't seem
very disconsolatc after all; and she's excessively pretty—
handsome rather—you must see her, Gilbert; you will call
her a nerfect beauty, though you conld hardly l]jn'etend to dis-
cover a rescmblance between her and Eliza MillwarA.”

“Well, T can imaginc many faces more beautiful than
Eliza’s, though not more charming. I allow she has small
claim_ to perfection ; brt then, 1 maintain that, if she were
more perfect, she would be less interesting.”

¢t And so you prefer her faults to other people's perfections ?”

¢ Just so—saving my mother’s presence.”

¢ Oh, my dear Gi'bert, what nonsense you talk |—I know
you. don’t mean i*; it's quite out of the question,” said my
mother, getting up, and bustling out of th : room, under- pre;
tence of housebold business, in order to escape the contradie-
tion tha. was trembling on my tongue.

After that, Rose favoured me with further particulars, re-
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" speeting Mrs. Grahath. Her appearance, jpanners, and dress,
and the very fiirniture gf the room she inhhbited, were all set
before m&, ‘with rather more clearness and -precision than I
cared. to see them ; but, as I was not a very attentire listener,
I cbuld not repeat the description i# 1 would.

The next day was Saturday ; and, on Sunday, cverybody
wondered* whether or not the fair unknown wdhild profit by the
vicar’s remorngtrance, and come to church. I confess, I looked
with some interest. myself towards the old family pew, apper-
taining to Wildfel] Hall, where the faded crimson cushions
And lining had been unpressed and unrenewed so many years,
and the grim escutcheons, with their lugubrfous borders of
rusty black cloth, frowned so sternly from the wall above.

And there I beheld a tail, lady-like figure, clad in black.
Her face was towards me, and there was something in it,
which, once scen, invited me to lnok again. Her lair wa
raven black, and disposed in long glossy ringlets, a style o
coiffure rather unusual in those days, but always graceful
and becoming ; her complexion was clear and pale ; her eyes
I could not sce, for being bent upon her prayer-book they
were concealed by their drooping lids and long black lashes,
but the brows above were expressive and well defined ; the
forehead was lofty and intellectual, the nose, a perfect aqui-
line, and the features, in general, unexceptionable-# only there
was a slight holloynes® about the checks and eygs, and the
lips, though fincly formed, were a little too thin, a little tos=
firmly compressed, and had somcthing about them that be-
tokened} I thought, no very soft or amiakle temper; and I
said in my beart

‘1 would rather admire you from this distance, fair lagyes
than be the partner of your home.”

Just then, she happened to raise her eyesf and they met
mine; I did not choose to withdraw m$ gaze, and she turned
again to her book, but with a momengary, indefinable expres-
sion of qwict scorn, that was ipexpfessif)ly provokmg to me.

* She thinks me an impudent puppy,” thought .4 Hpmph!
—l-]ehe shall change her mind before long, if 1 think'it worth
while.”

But then, it flashed upon me that these were very improper
thoughts for a place of worship, and that my behaviour, on
the prescnt occasion, was anything but what it ought togbe.
“Previous, however, to directings my mind to the servieg, I

lanced round the church to see if any oneyhad been obsarv-
g Me i—but no,-z- all, who were not attending. to their
prayer-books, wereattending to the strange lady,—my good
mother afid sister among ‘the rest, and Mrs. Wilson end her «
daughter; and eton. Eliza Millward was slily glancing frem
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the corners of her yes towards the objces of general attrace
tion. Then, she glanced at me, simpered a little, and blushed,
emodestly looked- at her prayer-book, and endeavbured to
compose her features.

Here 1 was transgressiiy again; and this time I was malle
sensible of it by a sudden dig in the ribs, from the elbow of
my pert*brother. For the present, I could only resent the
inshlt by pressing my foot upon his toes, deferring further
vengeance till we got out of church,

Now, Halford, before I close this letter, I'll tell you who
Fliza Millward was; she was the vicar's younger daughter,
and a very engaging little creature, for whom 1 felt no small
degree of partiality ;—and she knew it, though I had never
come to any dircct cxplanation, and had no definite intention
of 8o doing, for my mother, who maintained there was no one
anod enough for me within twenty miles round, could not
bear the thoughts of my marrying that insignificant little
thing, who, in addition to her numerous other disqualifica-
tions, had not twenty pounds to call her own.  Eliza's figure
was at once slight and plunp, her face small, and ncarly as
round as my sister’s,—complexion, something similar to hers,
but more delicace and less decidedly blooming,—nose, re-
troussé,—features, generally irregular ;--and, altogether, she
was rather cuarming than pretty.  But her eyes—I must not
forget thore remarkable features, for tuerein her chiet attrac-
woll Iay—in outward aspect at least ;—they were long and
narrow in shape, the irids black, or very dark brown, the ex-
pression various, ar 1 ever changing, but always eitiier preter-
naturally—I had almost said diabolically—-wicked, or irre-
£+ hly bowitehing—often both.  ller voice was gentle and
childish, her tread light and soft us that of a cat ;——but her
manners more fiequently resembled these of a pretty, playful
kitten, that is now per. and rosuish, now timid and demure,
according to its own sweet will.

Her sister, Mary, was scveral years older, sever-l inches
taller, and o” a larger, coarser build—a plain, juiet, sensible
girl, who had patiently nurscd their mother, through her last
long, t-dious illness, and been the housckeeper, and family
drudge, from thence to the preseut time. She was trusted
and valucd by her father, loved and courted by all dogs, cats,
child en, and poor peuple, and slighted and ncglected by
.evervbody else.

‘Fhe Reverend Michael Millward, himself, was.a tall, pon-
derous, eld.rly gentleman, who placed a shovel hat above his ,
large, square, massive-featured face, carricd a stout walking
stick in h's hand, and incased his still powerful limbs :a knee-
-breeches and gaiters,—or black silk stockings on state occa-
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sions. Ie was a man of fixed principlesgstrong prejudices,
and regular habits, intplerant of dissent il any shape, acting
under a firm conviction that his opinions wege always right, ,
and whoever differed from them must be, either most deplor-
ably ignorant, or wilfully blind. <«

n childhaod, I had always been accustomed to regard him
with a feeling of reverential awe—but lately} even now, sur-
mounted, for, though he had a fatherly kindness for the well-
behaved, he was a strict diséiplinarian, and had often sternly
reproved our juvenile failings and peccadilloes; and moreover,
Jn those days whenever he called upon our parents, we had to
stand up before him, and say our catechism, dr'repeat *“ Ilow
doth the little busy bee,” or some other hymn, or—worse than
all—be questioned about his last text, and the heads of the
discourse, which we never could remember. Somctimes, the
worthy gentleman would reprove my mother for being over
indulgent to her sons, with a reference to old Eli, or Davi
and Absolom, which was particularly galling to her feclings;
and, very highly as she respected himn, and all his sayings, I
once heard her exclaim, * 1 wish to goodness he had a son
himself! Ile wouldn't be so ready with his advice to other

eople then ;—he'd see what it is to have a ewuple of boys to
eep in order.”
¢ had a laudable care for his own bodily healtd—kept very
early hours, regularly ok a walk before Dreakfasty was vastly
articular about warm and dry clothing, had never Loc®
Enown to preach a sermon without previously swallowing a
rgw cgg—albeit he was gifted with good lwngs and a powerful
voice,—and was, generally, cxtremely particular about what
heate and drank, though by no means abstémions, and hayug
a mode of dictary peculiar to himself,—being a great despiser
of tea and such slops, and a patron of malt lijuors, bacon and
eggs, ham, hunrﬂ' beef, and other strotyz meats, which ap;rc_ed
well enough with his digestive organse‘.apd therefore werg main-
tained bwhim to be good and whélésome for cverybody, and
confidently resommended to ‘the most delicate conyglescents
or dyspeptics, who, if they failed to derive the promised bene-
fit from Eis prescriptions, werg toldeit was because they had
not persevered, and if they camplained of inconvenient re-
sults therefrom, were assured it was all fancy. !
I will just touch ypon two other persons whom I have €aen-
* tioned, and then bring this'long letter %0 a close. Thesg are ,
rs. Wilson and her daughter. The former was the widow
,0f assubstantial fagymer, a narrow-minded, tattling-old gossip,
whose character i¢ not worth descyibing. She had two sons, -
Robert,s rough countrified.farmer, and Richard, asretiring,
studious young ‘many who was studyiag the classigs with the.
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vicar’s assistance, jreparing for college, with a view to enter
the church. » —

Their sister Jane was a {oung lady of some talents, and
more ambition. She had, at her.own desire, received a regular
boarding-school education, superior to what any member of
the family had obtained before. She had taken.the polish
well, acquired considerable elegance of manners, quite lost her
provincial accent, and could boast of more accrmplishments
than the vicar’s daughters. She was considered a beauty be-
sides ; but ncver for a moment could she number me amongst
her admirers, She wasabout six and twenty, rather tall, and
very slender, her hair was neither chesnut nor auburn, but a
most decided, bright, light red. her complexion was remarkabl
fair and brilliant, her head small, neck long, chin well turned,
but very short, lips thin and red, eyes clear hazel, quick and
penetrating, but entirely destitute of poetry or feeling. She
had, or might have had, many suitors in her own rank of life,
but scornfully repulsed or rejected them all ; for none but a
gentleman could please lher refined taste, and none but a rich
one could satisfy her soaring ambition. One gentleman there
was, from whom she had lately reccived some rather pointed
attentions, and upon whose heart, name, and fortune, it was
whispered, she had serious designs. This was Mr. Lawrence
the young squire, whose family had formerly occupied Wildfell
Hall, but nad deserted it, some fifteen yeers ago, for a more
modern and commodious mansion in the neighbouring parish.

Now, Halford, Ibid you adieu for the present. This is the
first instalment of my debt. If the coin suits you, teil me so,
and I'll send you the rest at my leisure: if you would rather
1cnain my creditor than stuff' your purse with such unga’nly
heavy pieces,—tell me still, and I'll pardon your bad taste,
and willingly keep the treasure to myself.

Yours, immutably,
GILBERT MARKHAM.

CHAPTER II.

I rERCEIVE, with joy, my must valued friend, that the cloud
of —rour displeasure has past away ; the light of your counte-
nauce blesses me once more, and you desire the continuation
of .ny story : therefore, without more ado, youshall have it.
I think the day I last mentioned was a certain Sunday, the
latest in the October of 1827. On the following Tuesday I
was out with my dog and gun, in pursuit of such game as I
could find within the territory of Linden-Car; but finding
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«

nore, at all, 1 turned My arms against thé’hawks and carrion
crows, wiiose depredatigns, as I suspected, had deprived me of
better prey. To this end, I left the more frequented regions,
th% wooded valleys, the corn-fields and the meadow-lands,
and proceeded to mount the stec)acclivity of Wildfell, the
wildest and the loftiest eminence in our neighbourhood, where,
a8 you ascend, the hedges, as well as the trees, becowre scanty
stunted. the former, at length, giving place to rough stone
fences, partly greened over with ivy and moss, the latter to
larches and Scotch fir-trees, or isolated blackthorns. The
fields, being rough and stouy, and wholly unfit for the plough,
were mostly devoted to the pasturing of shtep and cattle;
the soil was thin and poor: bits of grey rock here and there
ﬁeeped out from the grassy hillocks; bilberry plants and
eather—relics of more savage wildness—grew under the
walls; and in many of the enclosures, ragweeds and rushes,
usurped supremacy over the scanty herbage ;—but these were
not my property.

Near the top of this hill, about two miles from Linden-Car,
stood Wildfell Hall, a superannuated mansion of the Eliza-
bethan era, built of dark grey stone,—venerable and pic-
turesque to look at, but, doubtless, cold and gloomy cnough
to inhabit, with its thick stone mullions and little latticed
panes, its time-eaten air-holes, and its too lonely§ too unshel-
tered situation,—ouly‘ shielded from the war of wind and
weather by a group of Scotch firs, themsclves half blighteu’
with storms, and looking as stern and gloomy as the Hall
itrelf. “Behind it lay a few desolate fields, £nd then, the brown
heath-clad summit of the hill; before it (enclosed by stone
walls, and entered by an iron gate with JTarge balls of g__,
granite—similar to those which decorated the roof ard gables
—surmounting the gate-posts) was a wgardcn,"—- once stocked
with such hard plants and flowers as conld best brook the soil
and climate, and such trces and shrmbs as could best endure
the gardener's torturing shears, afid most readily assume the
shapes he chos® to give them,—now, having beendeft *o many
years, untilled and untrimmed, abandoned to the weeds and
the grass, to the frost and the wind, ¢he rain and the dkought,
it presented a very singular appearance indecd. The close
grecn walls of privet, that had bordered the principal walk,
‘were two-thirds withered away, and the rest grown beyokd all
reasonable bounds ; the old boxivood swun, that sat besid- the .
soraper, had lost its neck and half its body: the castellated
towets of lanrel i* the middle of the garden, the gigantic
‘warrior that stood’on one side ‘of the gateway, and the lion
that guarded the other,” Were sprouted into such “fantastic *
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shapes as resemble¥ tmng either in héaven or earth, ¢r in
the waters under the earth; but, to 1y yeung imagination,
othey presented all of them a goblinish appearance, that har-
moniscd well with the ghostly legions and dark traditiong our
old nurse had told us re#pecting the haunted hall and %ts
departed occupants. .

I had-eucceeded in killing a hawk and two crows when I
canie within sight of the mansion; and then, rglinquishing
further depredations, I sauntered on, to have a look at the
old place, and see what changes had been yrounght in it by
its new inhabitant. I did not like to go quitc to the front
and stare in at’the gate; but I paused besidc the garden wall,
and looked, and saw no change—except in one wing, where
the broken windows and dilapidated roof had evidently been
repaired, and where a thin wreath of smoke was curling up
fgom the stack of chimneys.

While I thus stood, leaning on my gun, and looking up at
the dark gables, sunk in an idle reverie, weaving a tissue of
wayward fancics, in which old associations and the fair young
hermit, now within those walls, hore a nearly equal part, I
heard a slight rustling and scrambling just within the garden;
and, glancing in the direction whence the sound proceeded, I
beheld a tiny hand elevated ahove the wall: it clung to the
topmost stond, and then another little hand was raised to take
a firmer hold, and then appeared a small white forehead, sur-
mlounted with wreaths of light brown hair, with a pair ot
deep bluc cyes beneath, and the upper portion of a diminutive
ivory nose. o L

The eyes did not, notice me, but sparkled with glee on be-
LiJ#®ing Sancho, my beantiful black and white sctter, that
was coursing abgut the ficld with its muzzle to the ground.
The little creature raised its face and called aloud to the dog.
The good-natured animal paused, locked up, and wagged his
tail, bup made no furthes,gdvances. The child (a little boy,
apparently ahout five years old) scrambled up to th® top of
the wall-gnd called again and again ; but finding this of no
avail, apparently made up his mind, like Mahomet, to go to
the mofintain, since the mduntaim would not come to him, and
attempted to get over; but £ crabbed old cherry tree, that
grewghard by, caught him by the frock in one of its crooked
scraggy arms that stretched over the wall.e In attempting to
»disenggage himself, his® foot slipped, and down he tumbled—
but not to the earth;—the tree still kept him syspendeds
There was®a silent struggle, and then a ;‘ﬁercing shriel;— »
but, in an instant, T had dropped my gun'en the grass, an
. . . . H
“caught tht little fellow in my arms.
= I wiped his eyes with his frock, told him+he was all right,
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and, called Sancho ‘to pacify him. He (vas just putting his
little hand on the dogs neck and beginning to smile through
his tears, when I heard, behind me, a click of the iron gate,,
and a rustle of female garments, and lo! Mrs. Graham darted
upon me,—her neck uncovered, lrer black locks streaming in
the wind. .

“@ive me the child!” she said, in a voice dcarce leuder than
a whisper, hut with a tone of startling vehemence, and, seizing
the boy, she snatched him ffom me, as if some dire contamina-
tion were in my gouch, and then stood with one hand firmly
clasping his, the other on his shoulder, ﬁxing upon me her
large, Iuminous, dark eyes—pale, breathless, quivering with
agitation.

“1 was not harming the child, madam,” said I, scarce
knowing whether to be most astonished or displeased; ¢ he
was tumbling off the wall therc; and I was so fortunate as to
catch him, while he hung suspended headlong from that tree,
and prevent I know not what catastrophe.”

¢ I beg your pardon, sir,” stamnmered she ;—suddenly calm-,
ing down,—the light of reason seeming to break upon her
beclouded spirit, and a faint blush mantling on her checek—
¢ T did not know you ;—and I thought——3

She stooped to kiss the child, and fondly clasped her arm
round his neck. .

“You thought I was going to kidnap youg son, I sup-

ose ?”

She stroked his head with a half-embarrassed laugh, and
Jepliéd,— s

¢ T did not know he had attempted to climb the wall.—X
have the pleasurc of addressing Mr. Markham, I beligy=""
she added, somewhat abruptly.

I bowed, but ventured to ask how she knew me.

« Your sister called here, a few ddys ago, with Mrs. Mark-
ham.” . .

¢ Is.the resemblance so strong then?” I asked, in some
surprise, and- not so greatly flattered at the idea as I ought to
have been.

“ There is a likeness ahput the eyes and complexion I
think,” replied she, somewhat dubiously surveying my face ;
‘—**and I think I saw you at church on Sunday.” \

I smiled.—Theye was something either in that smilesor the
recollections it awakened “that was pasticularly displeuii.n tq
her, for, she suddenly assumed again tQat proud, chilly fook
tht had so unzeakably roused my corruption at church—a
" look of repellett scorn, so easily assumed, and so entircly
withowt the least distortion of a single feature, shat; while
there, it seemed like the natural expression of the face, and

8
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was the more prov@king to me, because I could not think it
affected. o ° .

® «Good morning, Mr. Markham,” said she; and without
another word or glance, she withdrew, with her child, intq the
garden; and I returned’ home, angry and dissatisfied—
could scarccly tqll you why—and therefore will not attempt
it .

I only stayed to put away mygun and powder-horn, and
give some requisite directions to one of the farming-men, and
then repaired to the vicarage, to solace my, spirit and sooth
my rufiled tepper with the company and conversation of
Eliza Millward.

I found her, as usual, busy with some picce of soft em-
broidery (the mania for Berlin wools had not yet commenced),
while her sister was scated at the chimney-corner, with the
=at on her knee, mending a heap of stockings.

“ Mary—>Mary ! put them away ! Jliza was hastily saying
just as L entered the room.

“Not I, indced!” was the phlegmatic reply ; and my ap-
pearance prevented further discussion.

“You're so unfortunate, Mr. Markham!” observed the
younger sister, ®with one of lher arch, sidelong glances.
‘ Papa's just gone out into the parish, and not likely to be
back for an Four!”

“Never wind ; I can manage to spénd g few minutes with
s daunghters, if they’ll allow me,” said 1, bringing a chair
to the fire, and seating myself' therein, withount waiting to be
asked. » » .

“Well, it you'll be very good and amusing, we shall not
uiftet.”

J‘?Lct your pgrmission be unconditional, pray ; for I came
not to give pleasure, byt to scek it,” I answered.

Howcver, 1 thought it but rcasonable to make some slight
exertion to render my #gmpany agreesble; and what little
cflfort 1 made, was apparently pretty successful, #or Miss
Eliza w28 never in a better humour. We scemed, indced, to
be mutpally pleased with cach other, and managed to main-
tain bEtween us a cheeul angd animated, though not very |
profound conversation. It was little better than a téte-i-téte,
for NUes Millward never opened her lips, cxcept occasionally
to correct some random asscrtion or cxaggerated expression
of lser sister’s, and ®nce to wsk her to pick up the ball of
cotfon, that had relled under the table. I did th‘is myself,
however, 4s in duty bound. ’ s

¢ Thank you, Mr. Markham,” said shel, as I prescnted i
to her. ®¢I1 would have picked it up myseclf; only ® did not

' wang to djgturb the cat.” -
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Mary, dear, that won't excuse you'in Mr. Markham's
eyes,” said Elizas; ¢ }be hates cats, I dare say, as cordially as
he dl(:ﬁs o]g"maids-—like all other gentlemens Don’t you, Mr.¢

am

«T believe it is natural for odr unamiable sex to dislike
the creatures,” replied I; ‘for you ladieg lavish so many
caresses upon them.” -

¢ Bless them—little darliggs!” cried she, in a sudden burst
of enthusiasm, turning round and overwhelming her sister’s
pet with a showeg of kisses.

“Don't, Eliza!” said Miss Millward, somgwhat gruflly, as
she impatiently pushed her away. :

But it was time for 11e to be going: make what haste I
would, I should still be too late for tea; and my mother was
the soul of order and punctuality.

My fair friend was evidently unwilling to bid me adicu. <%
tenderly squeezed her little hand at parting ; and she repaid
me with one of her softest smilcs and most bewitching glances.
I went home very happy, with a heart hrimful of complacency *
for mysclf, and overflowing with love for Eliza.

CHAPTELR III.

Tvwo days after, Mrs, Giraham called at Linden-Gar, contrary
to the expectation of Rose, who entertained an idea that tHe
mysterious occupant of Wildfcll Hall would wholly disregard
:ille cdmmon observances of civilised lif@—in which opinion

e was supported by the Wilsons, who testified that neither
their call nor the Millwards’ had been returned as yct. MN...,
however, the cause of that omission was explained, though
not entircly to the satisfaction of RQse. Mks. GGraham had
brought her child with her, and on my mother’s cxpressing
surprise that he could walk so far, she replied,— .

¢ It ic-a long walk for him; but”I must have cither taken
him with me, er relinquished the visit altogether; fuy.1 never
leave him alone; and I think, Mrs. Markham, I must beg
you to make my excuses to the MiMlwards and Mrs. Wilson,
when you sec them, as I fear Icannot do mysclf thie pleasure
of calling upon them till my little Arthur is able to agrom-

me.” ' .

W) But you have a servant,”™ said Rese; * could yow not .

ave him with her?” . L
. “he has her swn occupations to attend to; and besides,
-sshe is too old to ybn after a child,,and he is too mercurjal to
be tied # an elderly worhan.” - -

¢ But you lefthim, to come to church.”
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& Yes, once but‘I would not have left him for any other
purpose ; and I think, in future, I muswcontrive to bging him
evith me, or stay at home.”

“Is he so mischievous?)’ asked my mother, considezably
shocked. :

¢ No,” replied the lady, sadly smiling, as she Stroked the
wavy locks of her son, who was seated on a low stool at her
feet, *but he is my only treasurgq ; and I am his snly friend,
s0 we don’t like to be separated.”

‘ But, my dcar, I call that doting,” saidemy plain-spoken
parent. “ Yoy should try to suppress such foolish fondness,
as well to save your son from ruin as yourself from ridieule.”

* Ruin! Mrs. Markham ?”

“Yes; it is apoiling the child. Even at his age, he ought
not to be always tied to his mother's apron string ; he should
Yaarn to be ashamed of it.”

“ Mrs. Markham, I beg you will not say such things in his

resence, at least. I trust my son will never be ashamed to
}love his mother!” said Mrs. Graham, with a serious encrgy
that startled the company.
My mother attempted to appease her by an explanation ;
but she seemed t8 think enough had been said on the subject,
and abruptly turned the conversation.
“dJust as I thought,” said I to myself: * the lady’s temper
is nonc of the mildest, notwithstanding hexn sweet, pale face
aiid lofty brow, where thought and suffering seem equally to
have stamped their impress.” .
All this time, I was seated at a table on the other side of
the room, apparently immersed in the perusal of a volume of
tuc*armer’s Magazine, which I happened to have been read-
ing at the momgnt of our visitor’s arrival ; and, not choosing
to be over civil, I had merely bowed as she entered, and con-
tinued my occupation as hefore.
In adlittle while, howeyer, I was sensible that some one
was approaching me, with a light, but slow and li®itating
tread. 1$ was ﬁttlc Arthur, irresistibly attracted by my dog
Sancho, that was lying at my feet. On looking up, I behel
bjin stfnding about two?a.rdsooﬂ", with his clear blue eyes
wistfully gazing on the dog, *transfixed to the spet, not b‘vl
fear af' the animal, but by a timid disinclination to approac
its master. A littlc encouragement, however, induced him
- to come forward. The child, though shy, was net sullen. In

a minute he was kneeling on the earpet, with hi¢ ayns reund
. Sancho’s n&ck, and in a minute or two moré¢, the little ﬁﬁlow;
Jwas scated on my knee, surveying with dager interest thé
“various shecimens of horses, cattle, figs, and med® farms
sportrayed jn the volume before me. I glaneed at his mother
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nofrand then, to sec how she relished tife new-sprung inti-
macy ; and I saw, byethe unquict aspect of her eye, that for
some reason or other she was uneasy at the ehild’s position. ¢
o't Arthur,” said she, at len%th, ‘ come here. You are
troublesome to Mr. Markham: he Wwishes to read.”

“By no fmeans, Mrs. Graham ; éwray let him stay. Iam
as much amused as he is,” pleaded I. But still, With hand
and eye, she silently called him to her side.

“ No, mamma,” said the child; *‘let me look at these pic-
tures first; and then I'll come, and tell you all about them.”

“We are going to have a small party on Mpnday, the fifth
of November,” said my mother; ¢ ang I hope you will not
refuse to make one, Mrs. Graham. You can bring your little
boy with you, you know—I dare say we shall be able to amuse
him;—and then you can make your own apologies to the Mill-
wards and Wilsons,—they will all be here, I cxpect.” o

¢ Thank you, I never go to parties.”

¢ Oh! but this will be quite a family concern—early hours,
and nobody here but oursclves, and just the Millwards and ¥
‘Wilsons, most of whom you already know, and Mr. Lawrence,
your landlord, with whom you ought to make acquaint-
ance.” ¢

“I do know something of him—but you must excuse me
this time; for the egenings, now, are dark afd damp, and
Arthur, I fear, is too delicate to risk cxposurce to their i.q-
fluence with impunity. We must defer the enjoyment of your
hospigality, till the return of longer days and warmer nights.”
¢ Rose, now, at a hint from my mother *produced a decanter
of wine, with accompaniments of glasscs and cake, from the
@upboard and the oak sideboard, and the refreshment was®.uly
presented to the guests. They both partoolg of the cake, but
obstinately refused the wine, in spita of their hostess's hospi-
table attempts to force it upon them. Arthur, especially,
shrank from the ruby nectar as jf én terror and disgust, and
was réfidy to cry when urged to take it.

“ Never ntind, Arthur,” said his mamma, * Mrs..Markham
thinks it will do you good, as you were tired with your walk ;
but she will not oblige you to take®it!—I dare say yolt will do
very well without. He detedts the very sight of wine,” she
added, ¢ and the smell of it almost makes him sick. J have
been accustomed 4o make, him swallow a little wine or weak
spirits-and-water, by way of rhedicine When he was sicls, and,*
»in fact, I have done what I could to make him hate thepi.”

verybody laughed, except the young widow ahd her son.,

“ Well, Mrs. Grabam,” said my mother, wiping the tears of
merriflent from her bright blue eyes—* well, yu surpris€
me ] I really gave you credit for having more’ pense.~—~The

‘
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Soor child will be \he veriest milksop that ever was sopped'!.

nly t’l’xink what & man you will make, of pim, if you pérsist
in— . .

“ T think it a very excellent plan,” interrupted Mrs. Gra-
ham with imperturbable gpavity. ‘ By that means I hopesto
save him from one degrading vice at least. I wish I could
render the incentives to every other equally innoxious in
his case.”

“ But by such means,” said I,*%* you will nevef render him
virtuous.—What is it that constitutes virtue, Mrs. Graham?
Is it the circumstance of being able and willing to resist temp-
tation ; or tht® of having no temptations to resist ?—1Is he a
strong man that overcomes great obstacles and performs sur-
prising achievements, though by dint of great muscular exer-
tion, and at the risk of some subsequent fatigue, or he that
.§its in his chair all day, with nothing to do more lahorious
than stirring the firc, and carrying his food to his mouth? If
you would have your son to walk honourably through the
world, you must not attempt to clear the stones from his path,
but teach him to walk firmly over them—not insist upon lead-
ing him by the hand, but let him lcarn to go alone.”

“I will lead shim by the hand, Mr. Markham, till he has
strength to go alone; and I will clear as many stones from
his path as ¥ can, and teach him to avoid the rest—or walk
firmly oves them, as you say ;—for when 1 have done my ut-
tnost, in the way of clearance, there will sfill be plenty left to
exercise all the agility, stcadiness, and circumspection he will
ever have.—It is ®ll very well to talk about noble reaistance,
and trials of virtue; but for fifty—or five hundred men tfat
-ave yiclded to temptation, show me one that has had virtue
to resist. And why should I take it for granted that my Son
will be one in’ a thoysand ?—and not rather prepare for the
worst, and suppose he will be like his—— like the rest of
mankind, unless I takeggare to prevent it?”

“You are very complifientary to us all,” I obscrged--

I know nothing about you—I speak of these I do know—
and when I see the whole race of mankind (with a few rare
excepfions) stumbling amd blyndering along the path of life,
%inking into every pitfall, and breaking their shins over every
lm&dxment that lies in their way, shall I not use all the
medus in my power to insure for him a gmoother and a safer
passage ?” *

“ Yes, but the surest means will be to endeavour to fortify
him’ agairst temptation, not to remove it cut of hif ways’ <,

.4 I will do both, Mr. Markham. God sknows he will haxe
' temptattons enough to assail him, both from within eand with-
- out, when I have done all I can to render yice as uninviting to
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him, as it is abominable in its own nature—fl myself have had,
indeed, but few ingentives to what the world calls vice, but
m I have experiencéd temptations and tgials of another

ind, that have required, on many occasions, more watchful-
ness and firmness to resist, than 1&ave hitherto been able to
muster ingt them. And this, I believe, is what most.others
would acknowledge, who are accustomed to reflection, and
wishful to strive against their natural corruptions.”

% Yes,” sald my mother, Yut half apprehending her drift ;
“but you would not judge of a boy by yourself—and my dear
Mrs. Giraham, let Tae warn you in good time against the error
—the fatal error, I may call it—of taking that*boy’s education
upon yourself. Because you are clever in some things, and
well informed, you may fancy yourself equal to the task; but
indeed you are not ; and if you persist in the attempt, believe
me you will bitterly repent it when the mischief is done.”

*I am to send him to school, I suppose, to learn to despise
his mother’s authority and affection!” said the lady, with
rather a bitter smile.

“ Oh, no!—But if you would have a boy to despise his
mother, let her keep him at home, aud spend her life in pet-
ting him up, and slaving to indulge his follics and caprices.”

¢ I perfectly agree with you, Mrs. Markham; but nothing
can be further from my principles and practice than such
criminal weakness as thut.” .

“ Well, but you'will treat him like a girl—you'll spoil hi8
spirit, and make a mere Miss Nancy of him—jyou will indeed,
Mrs. Graham, whatever you may thinke Dut I'll get Mr.
Millward to talk to you sbout it :—he’ll tell you the conse-
quences ;—he’ll set it before you as plain as the day ;—and '
you what you ought to do, and all about it;—and, 1 don't
doubt, he'll be able to convince you in g minutk.”

¢ No occasion to trouble the vicar,” said Mrs. (iraham,
glancing at me—I suppose I was smiljng at my mothers un-
boundod gonfidence in that worthy*gentleman—* Mr. Mark-
ham here, thinks his powers of conviction at least cqual to
Mr. Millward’s. If 1 hear not him, neither should I be con-
vinced though one rose from, the dead, he would teN you.
Well, Mr. Markham, you that maintain that a boy should not'
be shiclded from evil, but sent out to battle against it, alpne
and unassisted—not, taught to avoid the snarcs of life,” but
boldly to rush into them, of over themseas he may—to seek
danger rather than shun it, and feed his vigtue by temptation,
—~would ydu—-" . )

3 | beg your pardon, Mrs. Grahpm—but you get on too0
fast. I hrve not yet said shat a boy should be taughteto rush
into the snares of, life,—or even wilfully to seek teniptation



—

| J
OF WILDFELL HALL. 28

for the sake of exerbising his virtue by overcoming it;—I oul}
eay that it is better to arm and strengthen your hero, thah to
disarm and enfegble the foe ;—and if you were to redr an oak
sapling in 2 hothouse, tending it carefully night and day,
and shielding it from everysbreath of wind, you could not ex-
pect it to become a hardy tree, like that which has grown up
on the mountaih-side, exposcd to all the action of the ele-
ments, and not even sheltered from the shock of the tempest.”

¢ Granted ;—but would you se the same ardument with
regard to a girl ?”

¢t Certainly not.”

4 No; you Wweuld have her to be tenderly and delicately
nurtured, like a hot-house plant—taught to cling to others for
direction and support, and guarded, as much as possible, from
the very knowledge of cvil. But will you be so good as to
inform me why you make this distinction? Is it that you
think she has no virtue ?”

¢t Assurcdly not.”

“Well, but you affirm that virtue is only elicited by temp-
tation ;—and you think that a woman cannot be too little ex-
posed to temptation, or too little acquainted with vice, or any-
thing connccted gherewith. It must be, either, that you think
she is cssentially so vicious, or so feeble-minded that she can-
not withstand: temptation,—and though she may be pure and
innocent as Jong as she is kept in ignorance and restraint, yet,
being destitute of real virtue, to teach her How to sin, is 1t at
once to make her a sinner, and the greater her knowledge, the
wider her liberty, the deeper will be her depravity,—whereas,
in the nobler sex, there is a natural tendency to goodnesd,
gnerded by a superior fortitude, which, the more it is exercised
by trials and dangers, is only the further developed——" *

‘l‘ 1Icaven forlfid that I should think so!” I interrupted her
at last.

“WgJl then, it must e that you think they are both weak
and prone to crr, and the #¥ghtest error, the merest shgdow of
pollution, will ruin the one, while the charactes of the other
will be strengthened and embellished—his education properly
finished by a little praatical gequaintance with forbidden
tlings. Such experience, to lym (to use a trite simile), will
be life the storm to the oak, which, though it may scatter the
leaves, and snap the smaller branches, seryes but to rivet the
roots, and to harden and condense’the fibres of the trce. You
would have us encograge our sons to prove-all things by their
own éxperience, while our daughters must not even®profi by®,
the experience of others. Now I would have both so to henex
#fit by thes cxperience of others, and the préocepts of @ higher
authority; that they should know beforehand to refuse the evil
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‘and choose the good, and require no exgerin;enml proofs to
teach them the gvil of transgression. I would not send a
poor gifi into the world, unarmed against her foes, and igno-,
rant of the snares that beset her path ; nor would I watch and
F\mrd her, till, deprived of self-respect and self-reliance, she
ost the power or the will to watch and guard hersclf;—and
as for my son—if I thought he would grow p to ba.what you
call a man of the world—one that has ¢ seen life,” and glories
in his expetience, even though he should so far profit by it as
to sober down, at length, into a useful and respected member
of society—I wotlld rather that he dicd to-morrow !—rather
a thousand times |” she earnestly repeated, pressing her dar-
ling to her side and kissing his forchead with intensc affection.
He had, already, left his new companion, and been standing
for some time beside his mother’s knee, looking up into her
facc, and listening in silent wonder to her incomprehensible
discourse. -
“Well! you ladies must always have the last word, I sup-
posc,” said I, observing her risc, and begin to take lcave of my
mother.
*You may have as many words as you please,—only I can’t
stay to hear them.” «
tNo; that is the way: you hear just as much of an argu-
ment as you please; and the rest may be spokem to the wind.”
“If you are anxiows to say anything more on the subject,”
replied she, as slfe shook hands with Rose, ¢ you must bring
your sister to see me some fine day, and I'll listen, as patiently
as yow could wish, to whatever you please to say. I would
father be lectured by you than the vicar, because I should
have less remorse in telling you at the end of the discoygge,
that I preserve my own opinion precisely the same as at the
beginning—as would be the case, 1 am persufled, with regard
to cither logician.” .
¢ Yes, of course,” replied 1, determined to be as provoking
as kersglf’; * for, when a lady doe% Consent to listen to an ar-
gument against her own opinions, she is always predetermined
to withstand it—to listen only with her bodily cars, keeping
the mental organs resolutely cloged against the strongest
reasoning.” - .
¢ (zood morning, Mr. Markham,” said my fair antagqnist,
with a pitying smile; and deigning no further rcjoindet, she
slightl bowed, and was abbut tp withdgaw ; but her son, with
childish impertinence, arrested her by exclaiming,— .
*® “gMamima, you have not shaken hands with Mr. Marklram!”
~ She laughingly gurned round, and held out her hand, I
avc it 2 spiteful Bqueeze; for I wds annoyed at the gontinual «
injustice she had done me from the very dawn of our acquaint-
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ance. Witheut I:nowing anything about my real diqusiﬁ%n
and principles, she was evidently prejudieed against me, and
scemed bent upon showing me that her opinions 'respecting
me, on cvery particular, fell far below those I entertained of
myself. I was naturally*touchy, or it would not have vexed
me so much. gPerhaps, too, I was a little bit spoiled by my
mether®and sister, and some other ladies of my acquaintance;
—and yet 1 was by no means a fop—of that I gm fully con-
vinced, whether you are or not.

CHAPTER 1IV.

OuRr party, on the 5th of November, passed off very well, in
spite of Mrs. Graham's refusal to grace it with her presence.
Indeed, it is probable that, had she been there, there would
have been less cordiality, freedom, and frolic amongst us than
there was without her.

My mother, as usual, was chcerful and chatty, full of acti-

vity and goodnature, and only faulty in being too anxious to
make her guests happy, thercby forcing several of them to do
what their sotil abhorred, in the way of eating or drinking,
sitting opposite the blazing fire, or talking when they would
be silent. * Nevertheless, they bore it very well, being all in
their holilay humours. * .,
- Mr. Millward was mighty in important dogmas and senten-
tious jokes, pompous anecdotes and oracular discourses, dealt
out for the cdifi®ation of the whole assembly in geiferal, and
of the admiring Mrs. Markham, the polite Mr. Lawrence, the
sedate Mary Millward, the quict Richard Wilson, and the
matter-of-fagt Robert, in particular,—as being the most atten-
tive listeners. .

Mrs. Wilson was more brilliant than cver, with her budgets
of fecsh news and oA _seandal, strung together with trivial
questions and rcmarks, and oft-repeated obscrvatiansemttered
apparently for the sole purpose of denying 2 moment’s rest to
her inexhaustible organs of speech. She had broight her
knitting with her, an® it scemed as if her tongue had laid a
wager with her fingers, tosoutdo them in swift and ceaseless
otion.

Her daughter Janc was, of gourse, as graceful’and elegant,
a% witty and seduttive, assshe could possibly manage to be
for here were al the ladies to outshine, and all the gentlemen
to chafm,—and Mr. Lawrence, es[;ecially, to "captwre nd

is yubjugation were~too
subtl® and impalpable to attratt my observation ; but I
thoughgt there was a certain refined affegtation of superiority,
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eld.an ungenial self-tonsciousness about Her, that negatived
all her advantages ;, and after she was gone, Rose interpreted
to me he! varioms looks, words, and actions with a mingled
acuteness and asperity that made me wonder, equally, at the
lady's artifice and my sister's penetration, and ask mysclf if
she too had gn eye to the squire—but never pind, llalford ;
she had not. o

Richard Wilson, Jane's younger brother, sat in a corner,
apparently good-tempered, But silent and shy, desirous to
escape observation, but willing enough to listen and observe ;
and, although somewhat out of his element, he would have
been happy cnough in his own quiet way, if my fother could
only have let him alone ; but in her mistaken kindness, she
would keep persecuting him with her attentions—pressing
upon him all manner of viands, under the notion that he was
too bashful to help himself, and obliging him to shout across ,
the room his monosyllabic replies to the numecrous questions
and obscrvations by which she vainly attempted to draw him
into conversation.

Rose informed me that he never would have favoured us
with his company, but for the importunitics of his sister Jane,
who was most anxious to show Mr. Lawrence that she had at
least one brother more gentlemanly and refined than Robert.
That worthy individual shc had been cqually selicitous to
keep away ; but he affismed that hc saw no rcasqn why he
should not enjoy a‘crack with Markham and the old lady,
{my mother was not old, really,) and bonny Miss llose and
the Jparsea, as well as the best ;—and he wa®in the right of it
too.” So he talked common-placc with my mother aud Rosc,
and discussed parish affairs with the vicar, farming matterss=
with“me, and politics with us both.

Mary Millward was another mute,—nqt so muth tormented
with cruel kindness as Dick Wilson, because she had a certain
short, decided way of answering and refusing, and was gup-

osed 4= he rather sullen than diffiderff. However that migﬁt

e, she certainly did not give much pleasure to the company ;
—nor did she appear to derive much from it. Eliza told me
she had only come because her fyther imsisted upon it, having
taken it into his head that she deveted berself too exclusively
to her houschold duties, to the neglect of such relaxations anyl
innocent enjoyments ag were proper to her age and sex. She
seemed to me to be good-burhoused cnough on the wholg.
Once or twice she was provoked to langhter by the wit or
the*mewrimentt of some favoured indjvidual amongst vs; and
then I observed she spught the eye of Richard Wilson, whe,
sat over against her. * As he studicd with her father, she had
some acquaintance with bim, in spite of the retiring habits of
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both, and I suppos! there was a kind of fellow-feeling éd.nl

blished between them. . .o :

e My FEliza was ¢harming beyond description, coquettish with-
out affectation, and evidently more desirous to engage my
attention than that of all the room bhesides. Her delight-in
having me near_her, seated or standing by her side, whisper-~
ing. in her ear, or pressing her hand in the dance, was plainly
legible in her glowing face and heaving hosom, however belied
by saucy werds and gestures. °But I had bettér hold m
tongue : if I boast of these things now, I shall have to blu
hereafter. y

T'o proceed,’then, with the various individuals of our party ;
Rose was simple and natural as usual, and full of mirth and
vivacity.

Fergus was impertinent and absurd ; but his impertinence
and folly served to make others laugh, if they did not raise
himself in their estimation.

And finally (for I omit myself), Mr. Lawrence was gentle-
manly and inoffensive to all, and polite to the vicar and the
ladies, especially his hostess and her daughter, and Miss
‘Wilson—misguided man ; he had not the taste to prefer Eliza
Millward. MreLawrence and I were on tolerably intimate
terms. Lsscntially of reserved habits, and but seldom guit-
ting the sccluded place of his birth, where he had lived in
solitary state since the death of his father, he had neither the
opportunity nor the inclination for formirfy many acquaint-
ances; and, of all he had ever known, I (judging by the results)
was the companio® most agreeable to his taste, I lilied the
man well cnough, but he was too cold, and shy, and self-coA-
t-*ned, to ohtain my cordial sympathies. A spirit of candour
and frankness, when wholly unaccompaniced with coarsenels,
he admired in'othcrs,,but he could not acquire it himsclf.
His excessive reserve upon all his own concerns was, indecd,
provoling and chilly epongh ; but 1 forgave it, from a con-
viction that it originated ®ss in pride and want of cgpfidgnce
in his friends, than in a certain morbid feeling of delicacy,
and a peculiar diffidence, that he was seusible of, _but wanted
energy to overcome. I§is hegrt was likc a sensitive plant,
that opens for a moment inethe sunshine, but curls np and
shrinks into itself at the slightest touch of the finger, or the
lightest breath of wind. And, upon the :vholc. our intimacy
wagrather a mutual redilecsion than a deep and solid friend-
ship, such as has gjnce arisen between myself and you, Ial-
ford, whowm, in spite of your occasioual crustiness, 1 cangikea
to,nothing so well as an old ceat, unimpgachable in texturg,
but easy and loose—that has conformed itéelf to thg shape of
the weaver, and which he may use ag.he pleases, without
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ﬁ'eing bothered witll the fear of spoiling’ it ;—whereas Mr.
Lawrence was like a pew garment, all very neat and trim to
look at,‘but so tight in the elbows, that you would fear to-
split the seams by the unrestricted motion of your arms, and
s0'smooth and fine in surface that “pou scruple to expose it to
a single drop of rain. .

Soon after the arrival of the guests, my mother mentioned
Mrs. Graham, regretted shc was not there to mect them, and
explained to the Millwards and Wilsons the reasons she had
given for neglecting to return their calls, hoping they would
excuse her, as she was sure she did not mean to be uncivil,
and would be glad to see them at any time ;—

* But she is a very singular lady, Mr. Lawrence,” added
she ; *“ we don’t know what to make of her—but 1 dare say
you can tell us something about her, for she is your tenant,
you know,—and she said shc knew you a little.” .

All cyes were turned to Mr. Lawrence. I thought he
looked unnccessarily confused at being so appealed to.

€T, Mrs. Markham !” said he ; * you are mistaken—I don’t
~—that is—T have secn her, certainly ; but I am the last per-
son you should apply to for information respecting Mrs.
Graham.” s

He then immediately turncd to Rose, and asked her to
favour the company with a song, or a tune on the piano.

¢ No,” said she, * you must ask Miss Wilson: she out-
shincs us all in singing, and music too.”

Miss Wilson demurred. .

¢ Shn'll sing readily cnough,” said Fergus, ¢ if' you'll un-
dertake to stand by her, Mr. Lawrence, and turn over the
leaves for her.” -

1 shall bc most happy to do so, Miss Wilson; will you
allow me ?” )

She bridled her long neck and smiled, and suffered him to
lead her to the instrument, where ske played and sang, in
her«~ :rg-best style, one piece after anotlll,er; while he stood
paticntly by, leaning one hand on the bag¢k of her chair, and
turning over the lcaves of her book with the other. ITer-
haps he was as much charmed withsher performance as she
was. It was all very fine in its:way; but I cannot say that
it moved me very deeply. ‘There was plenty of skill .:nd
execution, but precious little feeling.

But we had not done with Mrs. Graham yet.

¢ I. don't take wine, Mrs. Markham,” snid Mr. Millward,
Uponethe introduction of that beverage; ¢ I'll take a “ittle of
your home-brewedeale. I always prefer your home-brewed
to anything else.” . a

Flattered at this compliment, my mother rang the bell, and
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a china jug of odr best ale was preseatly brought and,sé
before the worthy gentleman who so wgll kpew how to appre-
- ciate its excellences. o

“ Now TuIs is the thing!” cried he, pouring out a glass of
the same in a long streamf skilfully dirceted from the jug-to
the tumbler, so as to produce much foam withqut spif]ling 8
dro.g; end, having surveyed it for 2 moment opposite the
candle, he took a deep draught, and then smacked his lips,
drew a long breath, and refilled this glass, my mother looking
on with the greatest satisfaction. .

“There’s nothing like this, Mrs. Markam !” said he. “I
always mainthit that there’s nothing to compare with your
home-brewed ale.”

“I'm sure I'm glad you like it, sir. I always look after
the brewing myself, as well as the cheese and the butter—I
like to have things well done, while we’re about it.”

** Quite right, Mrs. Markham !

* But then, Mr. Millward, you don’t think it wrong to take
a little wine now and then—or a little spirits cither!” said
my mother, as she handed a smoking tumbler of gin-and-
water to Mrs. Wilson, who aflirmed that wine sat heavy ‘on
her stomach, and whose son Robert was at that moment help-
ing himself to a pretty stiff glass of the same.

* By no means !” replied the oracle, with a Jove-like nod;
‘ these things are all blessings and mercies, if we only knew
how to make use of them.” .

“ But Mrs. (iraham doesn’t think so. You shall just hear
now what she tol@ us the other day—I told her I'd tgll you.”

And my mother favoured the company with a particular
-wccount of that lady's mistaken ideas and conduct regardin
the matter in hand, concluding with, *“ Now, don’t you tﬂin.E
it is wrong ?’ »

“ Wrong !"” repeated the vicar, with more than common
solemnity—** criminal, I should say—criminal !—Not ouly is
it making a tool of the boy, but it is despising the gifts of
Providence, and#teaching him to trample,them under his
feet.”

He then entered moge fully into the question, and explained
at large the folly and impiety of such a proceeding. - My
niother heard him with profoundest reverence ; and even Mrs.
Wilson vouchsafed to rest her tongue for a mogent, and listen
im silence, while she complacently sippéd her gin-and-water.
Mr. Lawrence sgt with his elbow on the table, carelessly play-
i:ng with his half-empty wine-glass, and covertly smijingsto

imself. ;

“But don't you think, Mr. Millward,” suggestgd he, when
at length that gentleman paused in his discourse, * that when
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o child may be naturdlly prone to intemper‘mce—by the fanlt
of its parents or ancestgrs, for instance—some precautions are
advisable'?” (Now it was generally believed that Mr. Law-
rence’s father had shortened his dazs by intemperance.)

¢ Some precautions, it may be ; but temperance, sir, is one
thing, and ahstinence another.” -

“ But I have hcard that, with some persons, temptrance—
that is, moderation—is almost impossible ; and if abstinence
Be an cvil (which some have “doubted), no one will deny that
excess is a greater. Some parents have entirely prohibited
their children from tasting intoxicating liquors ; but a parent’s
anthority cannot last for ever: children are nafurally prone te
hanker after forbidden things; and a child, in such a case,
would be likely to have a strong curiosity to taste, and try the

“effect of what has been so lauded and cnjoyed by others, so

strictly forbidden to himself—which curiosity would gene-
rally be gratiticd on the first convenient opportunity; and
the restraint once broken, serious consequences might ensuc.
I don't pretend to be a judgé of such matters, but it scems to
me, that this plan of Mrs. Graham’s, as you (iescl_'ibc it, Mrs.
Markham, cxtraordinary as it may be, is not without its ad-
vantages ; for here you see the child is deliverad at once from
temptation ; he has no secret curiosity, no hankering desire ;
he is as well acquainted with the tempting liquors as he ever
wishes to be ; and is thuroughly disgusted with thew, witheut
having enffered froin their effects.”

‘ And is that right, sir? Ilave I not proven to yon how
wrong i% is—how contrary to Scripture and'to reason to teach
a ¢hild to look with contempt and disgust upon the blessings
of Providence, instead of to use them aright?” -

“You may consider laudanum a blessing of Providence,
sir,” replied Mr. Lawrence, smiling ; **and yet, you will allow
that most of us had better abstain from it, even in modera-
tion ; but,” added he, * I would not desire you to folloav out
my «ile too closely—in witness whivreof I finish my glass.”

“ And take arother, I hope, Mr. Lawrence,” said my mo-
ther, pushing the bottle towards him.

He politefy declined, and ppshing his chair a little away
from the table, leant back towards me—I was seated a trifle’
behind, on the sofa beside Eliza Millward—and carelessly asioed
me if I knew Mrs, Graham.

¢ I have met her once or twice,” I replied. "

¢ What do you think of her ?” ¢ '

- "¢ I ganndb say that I like ber mnch., She is handsomr-:—or
rather I should say distinguished and interesting—in her ap-
pearance, hut by no means amiable—a woman liable to take
strong prejudices, I phould fancy, and stick to them through
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thick and thin, twisting everything into! conformity with he}"
own preconceived opinions—too hard, oo sharp, too bitter fos
» my taste.” . ) !

He made no reply, but looked down and bit his lip, and
shortly after rose and sawsftered up to Miss Wilson, as much
repelled by me,I fancy, as attracted by ker. Lscarcely no-
ticed it a2 the time, but afterwards, I wasled to recall thisand .
other trifling facts, of a similar nature, to my remembrance, :
when—but I must not anticipate’

We wound up the evening with danging—our worthy
pastor thinking it no scandal to be present on the occasion,
though one of the village musicians was engaged to direct our
evolutions with his violin. But Mary Millward obstinately
rcfused to join us; #nd so did Richard Wilson, though my
mother carnestly entrcated him to do so, and even offered to
be his partner.

We managed very well without them, however. With a
single set of quadrilles, and several country dances, we carried
it on to a pretty late hour; and at length, having called upon
our musician to strikec up a waltz, I was just about to whirl
Eliza round in that delightful dance, accompanied by Law-
rence and Jane Wilson, and Fergus and Rose, when Mr.
Millward intcrposed with—

“No, no, I don't allow that! Come, it's time to be going
now.” .

¢ Oh, no, papa!” pleaded Eliza.

¢ High time, my girl—high time! Modcration in all things,
remember! That’@Pthe plan—¢ Let your moderation beknown
unto all men!"” )

Butin revenge, I followed Eliza into the dimly-lighted pgs-
snge, where, ungder pretence of helping her on with her shaw?,sI
fear I must plead guiltyto snatching a kiss behind her father’s
back, while he was enveloping his throat and chin in the folds of
a mighty comforter. Bu¢ alas! in turning round, there was my
mother close beside me. The consequence was, that naseewner
were the guests departed, than I was doomed to & very serious
remonstrance, which unpleasantly checked the galloping course
of my spirits, and made s disagyeeable close to the evening.

* «My dear Gilbert,” said she, *I wish you weuldn't do so!
YoR know how deeply I have your advantage at heart, how I
love you and prize you above eyerything else in the world,
andshow much Ilongsto see you well settled in life—and how
bitterly it would ggieve me to see you married to that girl—
or any other in the neighbourhood. What yeu see in her i
don’t know. "It isn’t only the want of money that I .think
about—nothing of the kind—but there’s neither beauty, nor
clevernéss, nor goodness, nor anything elge that's desirable.
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b {3 you knew your own value, as I do, you wouldn’t dream o.
dt. * Do wait awhile and see! If you bind yourself to her,
you'll répent it all your lifetime when you Jook round and
::31 }’low many better there are. Take my word for it, you

A .
¢ Well, mother, do be quict ! —I hate to be lectured !—I'm
not going to marry yet, 1 tell you; but—dear me ! amayn’t I
enjoy myself at all?”
© “Yes, nly dear boy, but not in that way. Indecd, you
ghouldn’t do such things. You would be wronging the girl,
if she were what She ought to be; but I assurc you she is as
artful a little hussy as anybody need wish tossce ; and you'll
get entangled in her snares before you know where you are.
And if you marry her, Gilbert, you'll break my hcart—so
there's an end of it.”

¢ Well, don't cry about it, mother,” said I, for the tears
were gushing from her eyes; * there, let that kiss cfface the one
I gave Eliza ; don’t abuse her any more, and set your mind at
rest ; for I'll promise never— that is, 1'll promisc to think
twice before I take any important step you scriously disap-
prove of.” .

So saying, I lighted my candle, and went to bed, consider-
ably quenched in spirit.

CHATPTER V.

It wae about the close of the month, that, yielding at length
tb the urgent importunics of Rose, I accompanicd her in a
visit to Wildfell Iall. To our surprise, we were ushered into
a room where the first object, that met the eye was a painter's
casel, with a table beside it covered with rolls of canvass,
bottles of oil and varnish, palctte, brushes, paints, &e. Lean-
ing against the wall were several sketehes in various siages of
pra..-2gjon, and a few finished paintfngs—mostly of landscapes
and figures. «

“I must make you welcome to my studio,” seid Mrs.
Graham, * there is no fire in,the sitting room to-day, and it
is ratl;er too cold to show you- into a place with an cmpty

ate. . e
g“And disengaging a couple of chairs from the artistical
lumber that usurped them, she bid uws be scated, and. re-
sumed her place beside the casel—not, facing it exactly,
‘vut.now und then glancing at the picture upon itewhile she
conversed, and giying it an occasional touch with her brush,
as if she found it impossible to wean her attentiom entirely
from her occupation to fix it upon her guests. It was a view
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roi’ Wildfell Hall, % seen at early morning from- the ﬁ;:hl"

-

below, rising in dark relief against agsky, of clear silvery
dlue, with a few red streaks on the horizon, taithfully drawn
and colourcd, and very elegantly and sartistically handled. -

I sce your heart is in your work, Mrs. Graham,” observed
T: “1 must beg you to go on with it; for if yous snffer our
presence ta interrupt you, we shall be constrained to regard -
ourselves as unweleome intruders.” N

“ Oh, no!” replied she, throwlng her brush on to the
table, as if startled into politeness. ‘I gm not so beset

* with visitors, but that 1 can readily spare a few minutes to

the few that do®favour me with their company.” >
“You have almost completed your painting,” said I, ap-
proaching to observe it more closcly, and surveying it with

.a greater degree of admiration and delight than I cared to

express. ‘‘ A few more touches in the foreground will finish
it, I should think. But why have you called it Fernley

J asked, alluding to the name she had traced in small cha-

f[anor, Cumberland, instead of Wildfell Hall, ——shire $”

P

7

racters at the bottom of the canvas.

Dut immediately I was sensible of having committed an
act of impertinenge in so doing; for she coloured and hesi-
tated ; but after a moment’s pause, with a kind of despe-
ratc frankness, she replicd,—

“ Because [ have friends—acquaintarfees at least—in the
world, from whom I desire my present abode fo be concealed ;
and as they might see the picture, and might possibly recog-
unise the style, in spite of the false initials I have put irP the |
corner, 1 take the precaution to give a false name to the place
also, in order to put them on a wrong scent, if they should,
attempt to trace me out by it.”

“Then you ddn't intgnd to kecp the picture?” said I,
anxious to say anything to change the subject.

¢ No ;I cannot afford {o paint for my own amusement.”

¢ Mamma sends all her Bictures to London,” said A-xleeess
“and somcbody sells them for her there, and sends us the
money."”

In looking round upon the othgr pieces, I remarked a pretty
skatch of Lindenhope from the «¢op of the hill ; another view
of thd old hall, basking in the sunny haze of .a quiet sum-
mer afternoon ; and a simple but gtriking Jittle picture of a
child prooding with losks of eilcnf but deep and sorrowful
regret, over a handfjl of withered flowers, with ;glimpses. of
dark low hills and autumnal fields behind it, and a dull be-
clouded sky above. » .

» “You see there is a sad dearth of subjects,” observed the
fair artist.* “ I took the old hall once on a poonlight night,
L o . o B



84 THE TENANT

“and T suppose I must take it again on a snowy winter's day,
and then again on a.dark cloudy evening ; for I really have
nothing else to paint. I have been told .that you have a®
fine view of the sea, somewhere in the neighbourhood—Is
it true ?—and is it within walkihg distance ?”

¢ Yes, if you don’t object to walking four miles—or nearly
so—littlc short of eight miles, there and back—a.d over a
somewhatgough, fatiguing road.”

¢ Tn what direction does it lic?”

I described the situation as well as I could, and was en-
tering upon an explanation of the various roads, lanes, and
fields to be traversed in order to reach it, the goinﬁs straight
on, and turnings to the right, and the lcft, when she checked
me with,—

¢ Oh, stop !—don’t tell me now: I shall forget every word -
of your directions before I require them. I shall not think
about going till next spring; and then, perhaps, T may
trouble you. At present we have the winter beforc us, s
and——"

She suddenly paused, with a suppressed exclamation, started }
up from her seat, and saying, ‘ Ixcuse me one moment,”
hurried from the room, and shut the door brhind her.

Curious to see what had startled her so, I looked towards
the window—for her cycs had been carelessly fixed upon it
the moment hefore—and just beheld the skirts 0¥ a man’s coat
vanishing behind a large holly-bush that stood betwecen the
window and the porch.

¢ it's mamma’s friend,” said Arthur.

Rose and I looked at each other.

2 “I don't know what to make of her at all,” whispered
ose.

The child looked at her in gravc surprise. She straight-
way began to talk to him on indifferent matters, while I
amused myself with looking at the pictures. Therc was one
il aw “bscure corner that I had ndt before observed. It was
a little child,*scated on the grass with its lap full of flowers.
The tiny featurcs and large blue eyes, smiling ®hrough a
shock of light brown curls, shak.n over the forehead as it

bent above its treasure, bore sufficient resemblance to those

of the young gentleman before me, to proclaim it a port.ait of

Arthur Graham in his early infancy.

In taking this up to bring i: to the light, I discovered an-
other behind it, with its face to the wall. I ventured to take
thut up too. It was the portrait of a gentlemau in the full
Kime of youthful manhood—handsome enough, and, not

dly ezecuted ; but, if done by the same hand as the others}
it was evidently some years before ; for there was far. more
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careful minuteness of detail, and less of that freshness of co-
louring and freedom of handling, that dclighted and surprised

*me in them. Nevertheless, I surveyed it with considerable
interest. There was a cerain individuality in the features
and expression that stamptd it, at once, a successful likeness.
The bright blue eyes regarded the spectator with a kind of
lurking dtollery—you almost expected to see them wink ; the
lips—a little too voluptuously fyll—seemcd ready to break
into a smile ; the warmly-tinted checks were embellished with
a luxuriant growth of reddish whiskers; swhile the bright
chestnut hair, glustering in abundant, wavy curls, trespassed
too much upon the forehead, and seemed to intimate that the
owner thereof was prouder of his beauty than his intellect—
?s,lperhaps, he had rcason to be;—and yet he looked mno
ool.

I had not had the portrait in my hands two minutes before
the fair artist returned.

“Only some one come about the pictures,” said she, in
apology for her abrupt departure: ** I told him to wait.”

%I fear it will be considered an act of impertinence,” said I,
‘* to presume to look at a picture that the artist has turned to
the wall ; but m&y I ask "

¢ It is an act of very great impertinence, sir ; and thercfore
I beg you will ask nothing about it, for your curiosity will not
be gratified,¥ replied she, attempting to cover thc tartness of
her rebuke with a smile ; but 11) could sce, by her flushed
cheek and kindling qye, that she was seriously annoyed.,

I was only going te ask if you had painted it yourself,®
said T, sulkily resigning the picture into her hands; for with-
out a grain of ceremony shec took it from me; and quickl?
rcstoring it to #he dark corner, with its face to the wall,
placed the other against® it as before, and then turned to me
and laughed.

But I*was in no humdur, for jesting. I carelessly tug‘up
the window, and stood looking out upon the degolate garden,
leaving her to talk to Rose for a minute or two ; and then,
telling sister it was tinle to go, shook hands with the little
gqntleman, coolly bowed to thgéady, and moved towards the

oor., But, having bid adieu to Rose, Mrs. Graham presented
her Hhnd to me, saying, with a soft voice, and by no means a
disagreeable smile,— ., ¢

“Toet not the sun go down upon your wrath, Mr. Mark-
ham. I'm sorry I dffended you by my abruptness.”» , 1

'When a fady condescends to apologise, there is no keeping..

One’s anger of course; so. we parted good Yriends fop once ;
‘and this time, I squeezed her hand witha eo,n}ial, not a spiteful

presgure. , ,
. ¢ 9 i
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CHAPTER VI.

Dunixe the next four months T did not enter Mrs. Graham’s
house, nor she mine ; but still the ladies centinued to talk
about her, and still our acquaintance continued; though
slowly, to advance. As for their talk, I paid but little attention
to that (when it related to the fair hermit, I mean), and the
only information ¥ derived from it was, that, one fine frosty
day she had ventured to take her little boy as far as the vicar-
ﬁe, and that, unfortunately, nobody was at home but Miss

illward ; nevertheless, she had sat a long time, and, by all
accounts, they had found a good deal to say to each other, and
parted with a mutual desire to meet again. But Mary liked
children, and fond mammas likc those who can duly appre-
ciate their treasures.

But somctimes I saw her mysclf, not only when she came
to church, but when she was out on the hills with her son,
whether taking a long, purpose-like walk, or—on special fine
days—leisurely rambling over the moor or the bleak pasture-
lands, surrounding the old hall, herself with a book in her
hand, her son gambolling about her ; and, on any of these oc-
casions, when I caught sight of her in my solitary walks or
rides, or while following my agricultura{ purskits, I gene-
rally contrived to meet or overtake her, for I rather liked to
see Mrs. Graham, and to talk to her, and I decidedly liked
¢o talk to her little companion, whom, when oncc the ice
of his shyness was fairly broken, I found to be a very amiable,
#telligent, and entertaining little fellow ; and we soon became
excellent friends —how much to the gratification of his
mamma I cannot undertake to say. * I suspected at first that
she was desirous of throwing cold water on this growing inti-
macv—to quench, as it were, the Kin@lling flame of our {riend-
ship—but discovering, at length, in spite of her prejudice
against me, that I was perfectly harmless, and gyen well-
intentioned, and that, between myself and my dd¥, her son
derived a great deal of plessure trom the acquaintance that
he would not otherwise have khown, she ceased to object, and
even welcomed my coming with a smile. '

As for Arthur, he would shout his welcome from afar, and
run to meet me fifty yards from his mdther'’s side. 1f F hap-
peded to be on horseback he was sure to get a canter or a
. gallop ; or, if there was one of the draught horsts within an
available distanc®, he was treated to a steady ride upon that,
which served his turn almost as well ; but his mother would
always follow and trudge beside him—not so much, I believe,
to.ensare  his safé conduct, as to see that I instilled no objec-



S

tionable notions into his infant mind, for she was ever on the
watch, and never would allow him t8 be°taken oumt of her
» sight. What pleased her best of all was to see him rompin
and racing with Sancho, while I walked by her side—not,
fear, for love of my company (though I sometimes deluded
myself with thas idea), so much as for the delight she took in
seeing h€r son thus happily engaged in the enjoyment of
those active sports so invigorating to his tender fraame, yet so
seldom exercised for want of playmates suited to his years;
and, perhaps, her pleasure was sweetened mot a little by the
fact of my beipg with her instead of with him, and therefore
incapable of doing him any injury directly or indirectly, de-
signedly or otherwise, small thanks to her for that same.

But sometimes, I bclieve, she really had some little gratifi-
cation in conversing with me; and one bright February
morning, during twenty minutes’ stroll along the moor, she
laid aside her usual asperity and reserve, and fairly entcred.
into conversation with me, discoursing with so much eloquence
and depth of thought and feeling on a subject happily cein-
ciding with my own ideas, and looking so beautiful withal,
that 1 went home enchanted; and on the way (morally)
started to find rhyself thinking that, after all, it would, per-
haps, be better to spend one’s days with such & woman than
with Eliza Millward; and then, 1 (figpratively) blushed for
my inconstamcy. .

On entering the parlour I found Eliza there with Rose, and
no onc else. The sprprise was not altogether so agrceaple as
it ought to have been. 'We chatted together a long time, bue
I found her rather frivolous, and cven a little insipid, com-
pared with the more mature and carnest Mrs. Graham. Ala8,
for human constancy !

“lowever,” thought#, ‘I ought not to marry Eliza, since
my mother so strongly objects to it, and I ought not to delude
the girlowith the idea tht,l intended to do so. Now, #@s
mood continue, I shall have less difficulty in emgncipafing m
aftections from her soft yet unrelenting sway; and, thoug
Mrs. Graham might be equally objectionable, I may be per-
J%itted, like the doctors, t8 cure®a greater evil by a less, for I
shall not fall seriously in love Yvith the young widow, 1 think,
nor e with me—that's certain—but if I find a little pleasure
in her society I may surcly be allowed to seck it ; and if' the
star 8f her divinity He bright enough to dim the lustre of
Eliza’s so much thesbetter, but I scarcely can think ®.” ') 1

And thefeafter T seldom suffered a fine day to pass without
paying a visit to Wildfell abput the time my®ncew acqugintance

Pusually left her hermitage ; but so frequently was 1 balked in
‘my expectations of another interview, so clmngeable was she
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in ‘her times of coming forth and in her places of resort, so
transient were the oceasional glimpses I was able to obtain,
that I felt half inclined to think she took %s much pains to’
avoid my company as I to seek, hers; but this was too dis-
sgreeable a supposition to be entertained a moment after it
could convéniently be dismissed. e
One calm, clear afternoon, however, in March, as*I was su-
perintendi the rolling of the meadow-land, and the repair-
ing of a hedge in the valley, I saw Mrs. Graham down by the
brook, with a sketch-book in her hand, absorbed in the exer-
cise of her favourite art, while Arthur wag putting on the
time with constructing dams and breakwaters in the shallow,
stony stream. I was rather in want of amusement, and so
rare an opportunity was not to be neglected ; so, leaving both
meadow and hedge, I quickly repaired to the spot, but not be-
fore Sancho, who, immediately upon perceiving his young
.friend, scoured at full gallop the intervening space, and pounced
upon him with an impetuous mirth that precipitated the child
nlpx:ost into the middle of the beck; but, happily, the stones
preserved him from any serious wetting, while their smooth-
ness prevented his being too much hurt to laugh at the unto-
ward event. ¢
Mrs. Graham was studying the distinctive characters of the
different varieties of, trees in their winter nakedness, and
copying, with a apirited, though delicate touch,stheir various
ramifications. She did not talk much, but I stood and
watched the progress of her pencil : it yas a pleasure to be-
diold it so dexterously guided by those fair and graceful fin-
gers. But ere long their dexterity became impaired, they
beﬁnn to hesitate, to tremble slightly, and make false strokes,
and then suddenly came to a pause, while their owner laugh-
ingly raised her face to mine, and toNl me that her sketch did
not profit by my superintendence.
¢ Then,” said I, *“1'll talk to Artltr, till you've done.”

T TPhould like to have a ride, Mr. Markham, if mamma
will let me,” said the child.
¢ What on, my boy ?”

1 think there’s a horse i® that tield,” replied he, pointipg
to where the strong black mart was pulling the roller. ,

¢ No, no, Arthur ; it's too far,” objected his mother. ¢

But I promised+to bring him safe back after a turn or two
up and down the meadow ; and when éhe looked at his %ager
facg she emiled and let him go. It was the first time she had
-even allowed me to take him so much as half a fleld’s length
from her side. * . .

Egthi-oned upon his monstrous steed, and solefnly pro-*
ceeding up and down the wide, steep field, he Jooked the

<
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very incarnation of quiet, gleeful satisfaction and de}#
The rolling, however, was soon completeds; but whgn 1

smounted the gallant horseman, and restored him to his mo-
ther, she seemed rather displeased at my keeping him so
long. She had shut up her' sketch-book, and been, probably,
for some minuteg impatiently waiting his return. «

It wasmow high time to go home, she said, and would have
bid"me good evening, but I was not Eoing to leave her yet: I
accompanied her half way up the hill. She became more
sociable, and I was beginning to be very. happy; but, on
coming within sight of the grim old hall, she stood still and
turned towards fne while she spoke, as if expecting I should
go no further, that the conversation would end here, and I
should now take leave and depart—as,.indeed, it was time to
do, for * the clear, cold eve ” was fast * declining,” the sun had
set, and the gibbous moon was visibly brightening in the pale
grey sky; but a feeling almost of compassion riveted me to
the spot. It secmed hard to leave her tosuch a lonely, com-
fortless home. 1 looked up at it. Silent and grim it frowned
before us. A faint, red hight was gleaming from the lower
windows of one wing, but all the other windows were in dark-
ness, and many eexhibited their black, cavernous gulfs, en-
tirely destitute of glazing or frame work.

‘Do you not ﬁnﬁ it a desolate place to live in?” said I,
after a moment of silent contemplation.”

“I do, sometimes,” replied she. * On winter evenings,
when Arthur is in bed, and I am sitting there alone, hearing
the bleak wind moafiing round me and howling through the
ruinous old chambers, no books or occupations can repress the
dismal thoughts and apprehensions that come crowding in—e-
but it is folly to give way to such weakness I know. If Rachel
is satisfied with such @ life, why should not I?—Indeed I
cannot bc too thankful for such an asylum, while it is left
me.” o .

The closing sentence was uttered in an under tons™5s™H
spoken rather to herself than to me. She then'® bid me good
cvening and withdrew.

I had not proceeded nfany séeps on my way homewards,
when I perccived Mr. Lawrcttee, on his pretty grey pony,
comidg up the rugged lane that crossed over the hill top.
went a little out of my way to spesk to him ; for we had not
met for some time. ¢ .

* Was that Mrs. Graham you were speaking to just now ?” 4
said he, after the first few words of greeting had passed be-
tween us. - -
® “Yes.

+ “Humph! I thought so.” He looked ‘csntemplatively at
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his.horse’s mane, as if he had some serious cause of dissatis-
faction svith it, or soneething else.

“'Welll what then?”

4 Oh, nothing!” replied he. * Only, I thought you dis-
liked her,” he quictly added, curling his classic lip with a
slightly sareastic smile. .

“ Suppose I did; mayn’t a man change his mind"n further
acquaintarnce ?"

# Yes, of course,” returned le, nicely reducing an entan-

lement in the pony’s rcdundant hoary mane. Then sud-
genly turning to me, and fixing his shy, hazel eyes upon me
with a steady penetrating gaze, he added, * Then you have
changed your mind ?”

¢ 1 can't say that I have exactly. No; I think I hold
the same opinion respecting her as before—but slightly ame- -
liorated.”

“Oh.” Tle looked round for something else to talk about ;
and glancing up at the moon, made some remark upon the
beauty of the evening, which I did not answer, as being irre-
levant to the subject.

* Lawrence,” said I, calmly looking him in the face, * arc

ou in love with Mrs. Graham ?” :

Instead of his being deeply offended at this, as T more than
half cxpected he would, the first start of surprisc, at the an-
dacious question, was followed by a tittering laugh, as if he
was highly amused at the idca.

“1in {ove with her!” repeated he, * What makes you

. dredin of such a thing ?”

“TFrom the interest you take in the progress of my ac-
«quaintance with the lady, and the changes of my opinion con-
cerning her, 1 thought you might be jealous.”

e laughed again. ‘*Jealous! wwo—But I thought you
were going to marry Eliza Millward.” .

“You thought wrong, then; I°m not going % marry

*¢ithiBk one or the other—that [ know of.”

“Then I think you'd better let them alone.”

* Are you going to marry Jane Wilson ?”

He coloured, and played witlf the mane again, but an-
swered,— . '

* No, T think not.”

“Then you had better }et her alone.”

She won't let me alone—he’ might have said ; but I only
looked «illy and said nothing for the space of half a minute,
and then made another attempt to turn the cbnversation ;

" and, this tinie, Flet it pass; for he had borne enough: an-

other ford on the subject would have been like tlfe last atom
that breaks the cdmel’s back.
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I was too late for tea; but my mother had kindl ke%nhe
tea-pot and muffin warm upon the dobe, and, though she
scolded me a little, readily admitted my excuses ; and when I
complained of the flavour of the overdrawn tea, she poured
the remainder into the slop-basin, and bade Rose put some
fresh into the got, and reboil the kettle, whick offices were
perform@d with great commotion, and certain remarkable
comments. . »

¢ Well l—if it had been me now, I should have had no tea
at all—if it had been Fergus, even, he would have to put u
with such as ,tl.xere was, and been told to be thankful, for it
was far too good for him ; but you—we can’t do much for
you. It's always so—if there’s anything particularly nice at
table, mamma winks and nods at me, to abstain from it, and
if I don’t attend to that, she whispers, ¢ Don’t eat so much of
that, Rose ; Gilbert will like it for his supper'—I'm nothing at
all. In the parlour, it's ¢ Come, Rose, put away your things,
and let’s have the room nice and tidy against they come in ;
and keep up a good fire ; Gilbert likes a chcerful fire.” In
the kitchen—* Make that pie a large one, Rose; I dare say
the boys’ll be hungry ;—and don’t put so much pepper in,
they’ll not like it I'm sure’—or, ¢ Rose, don’t put so many
spices in the pudding, Gilbert likes it plain,’—or, ¢ Mind you
put plenty of currants in the cake, Fergus likes plenty.” If 1
say, ‘ Welh mamma, I don't,’ I'm told’1 onght not to think of
myself—¢ You know, Rose, in all household matters, we have
on}iy two things tg consider, first, what’s proper to bg done,
and, secondly, what’s most agreeable to the gentlemen’of the
housc—anything will do for the ladies.””

¢t And very good doctrine too,” said my mother. ¢ Gilbert
thinks so, I'm sure.”

“Very convenient doctrinc, for us, at all events,” said I;
“but it you would really study my pleasure, mother, you
must sconsider your 8wpn comfort and convenience a, little
more than you do—as for Rose, I have no doubt st f%ke
care of herself; and whenever she does mak® a sacrifice or
perform a remarkable act of devotedness, she'll take good
Jcare to let me know th® exteat of it. Bat for you, 1 mighi
sini( into the grossest condiffon of self-indulgence aud care-
les8ness about the wants of others, from the mere habit of
being constantly cared for mysslf, and Maving all my wants
an¥cipated or immetiately dupplied, while left: in total igno-
rance of what is done for me,—if Rose did not enlighttn mg
now and*then ; and I should receive all your kindncsS as g
matter of course, and never know how mmch I owe you.”

¢ Ah® and you never will know, Gilbert, till y®u're mar-
ried. Tlolen, when you've got some trifling, self-conceitéd gir.
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like Eliza Millward, ‘careless of everything but her own im-
mediate pleasure and sdvantage, or some misguided, obstinate
‘woman ﬁke Mrs. Graham, ignorant of her principal duties,
and clever only in what concerns her least to know—then
you'll find the difference.” he

¢ It will .do me good, mother; I was not sent into the
world mercly to exercise the good capacities and good feel-
ings of others—was I ?—but to exert my own towards them ;
and when I marry, I shall expect to find more pleasure in
mnkinﬁ my wife bappy and comfortable, than in being made
80 by her : I would rather give than receive.”

“Oh! that's all nonsense, my dear. It’s niere boy's talk
that | You'll soon tire of petting and humouring your wife,
be she ever so charming, and then comes the trial.”

¢ Well, then, we must bear one another’s burdens.”

¢ Then you must full each into your proper place. You'll
do your business, and she, if she’s worthy of you, will do
hers; but it's your business to please yourself, and hers to

lease you. I'm sure your poor, dear father was as good a

usband as ever lived, and after the first six months or so
were over, I should as soon have expected him to fly, as to
put himself out of his way to pleasure me. Ile always said I
was a good wife, and did my duty; and he always did his
—bless him !—he was steady and punctual, seldom found fault
without a reason, always did justice to my good dinners, and
hardly ever spoiled my cookery by delay—and that's as much
as any woman can expect of any man.”

Is it-e0, Halford? Is that the extent or your domestic vir-
tues ; and does your happy wife exact no more ?

CHAPTER VIL

Not many days after this, on a mild sunny morning—rather
solt.uder foot ; for the last fall of snow was only just wasted
away, leaving yet a thin ridge, here and there, lingering on
the fresh green grass beneath the hedges; but beside them
already, the yo rimroses were peeping from among their
moist, dark foliagdilind the lark above was singing of summer,
and hope, and love, and every heavenly thing—I was ou. on,
the hill-side, enjoyjng these delights, and looking after the
well-being of my young lambs and their mothers, wheno on
glancing round me, I be%aeld three persons ascending from the
"vale below. They were Eliza Millward, Fergus, and Rose ;
80 I crossed the fiecld to meet them; and, being told they
were goirg to Wildfell Hall, I declared myself willing to go
with them, and offering my arm to Eliza, who readily dccepted
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it in lieu of my brother’s, told the lattet he might go baek,
for I would accompany the ladies. o . :

] beg your pardon !” exclaimed he. ¢ It% the laflies that
are accompanying me, not I them. You had all had a peep
2t this wonderful stranger®but me, and I could endure my
wretched ignorgnce no longer—come what would, 1 must be
satigfied # so I begged Rose to go with me to the hall, and in-
troduce me to her at once. She swore she would pot, unless
Miss Eliza would go too; so I rah to the viearage and fetched
her ; and we've come hooked all the way, as fond as a pair of
lovers—and now you've taken her from me; and you want to
deprive me of foy walk and my visit besides. Go back to
your fields and your cattle, you lubberly fellow ; you're not
fit to associate with ladies and gentlemen, like us, that have
nothing to do but to run snooking about to our neighbours’
houses, peeping into their private corners; and scenting out
their scerets, and picking holes in their coats, when we don’t
find them ready made to our hands—you don't understand
such refined sources of enjoyment.”

¢ Can't you both go?" suggested Eliza, disregarding the

latter half of the speech.
§ i Yes, both, #0 be sure!” cried Rose ; ¢ the more the mer-
rier—and I'm sure we shall waut all the cheerfulness we can
carry with us to that great, dark, gloomy room, with its nar-
row latticedswindows, and its dismal old furniture—unless she
shows us into her studio again.” *

So we went all in a body ; and the meagre old maid-ser-
vent, that opened %he door, ushered us into an apartment,
such as RRuse had described to me as the scene of her firstin-
troduction to Mrs. Graham, a tolerably spacious and lofiy
room, but obscurely lighted by the old-fashioned windows,
the ceiling, panels, andechimney-piece of grim black oak—the
latter elaborately but not very tastefillly carved,—with tables
and cheirs to match, am old bookcase on one side of the fire-
place, stocked with a mdtley assemblage of books,.2%d. afiem
elderly cabinet piano on the other. .

The lady was seated in & stiff, high-backed arm-chair, with

small, round table, containing a desk and a work-basket, on
one, side of her, and her litthe boy on the other, who stoed
leazﬂng his elbow on her knee, and reading to her, with won-
derful fluency, from a small volume that lay in her lap;
whibe she rested her hand ot his shoulder, and abstractedly

layed with the loag. wavy curls that fell on his ivery neck.
hey struck me as forming a pleasing contrast to all thesur-
rounding objects; but of course their pesition was immes
diately ¢hanged on our entrance. I could only observe the
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icture during the few brief seconds that Rachel held the
oor for our admittance.

I do not think Mrs. Graham was particularly delighted to
see us : there was something indescribably chilly in her quiet,
<calm civility ; but I did not talk much to her. geating myself
near the window, a little back from the circley I called Arthur
to me, and he and I and Sancho amused ourserves ve
pleasantly, together, while the two young ladies baited his
mother with small talk, and Fergus sat opposite, with his legs
crossed, and his hands in his breeches pockets, leaning back
in his chair, and staring now up at the ceiling, now straight
forward at his hostess (in a manner that made me strongly in-
clined to kick him out of the room), now whistling sotto voce
to himself a snatch of a favourite air, now interrupting the
conversation, or filling up a pause (as the casc might be)
with some most impertinent question or remark. At one
time it was,—

“ It amazes me, Mrs. Graham, how you could choose such
a dilapidated, rickety old place as this to live in. If you
couldn’t afford to occupy the whole house, and have it mended
up, why couldn’t you tuke a neat little cottage ?” :

¢ Perhaps I was too proud, Mr. Fergws,” replied she,
smiling ; ** perhaps I took a particular faney for this romantic,
old-fashioned placc—but, indced, it has many advantages over
a cottage—in the first'place, you see, the rooms azc larger and
more airy; in the second place, the unoccupied apartments,
which T don’t pay for, may serve as lumber-rooms, if' 1 have

nythhng to put in them ; and they are very useful for my lit-
tle boy to run about in on rainy days when he can’t go out;
and then there is the garden for him to play in, and for me to
work in. You sce I have cffected some little improvement
alrcady,” continued she, turning to the window. * There is
a bed of young vegetables in that corner, and here are some
snowdrops and primroses already in bloom—and thereg too, i

-~4% eliaw crocus just opening in the sunshine.”

* But then how can you bear such a sitnation—your ncar-
est neighhours two miles distant, and nobody looking in or
passing by ?7—Rose would go stark #ad in such a place. She
can’t put on life unless shie sees*half a dozen fresh gowns, and
bonnets a-day—not to speak of the faces within; but yon
might sit watching.at these windows all day long, and never
see so much as an old woman c#rrying ler eggs to marke:.”

= ‘Tammnot sure the loneliness of the place was not onc of
its thief reecnmmendations. I take no pleasure it watching
people pass the windows ; and 1 like to be quiet.” ..

* Oh leas good as to say, you wish we would all of us mind -
our own business, and let you alone.” oL :

'
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“No, I dislike an extensivé acquaintafce ; but if I hava a
few friends, of course I am glad to see them occasionally. “No
sone can be happyin eternal solitude. Therefore, Mr. T'ergus,
if you choosc to enter my house as a friend, T will make you
welcome ; if not, I must cBnfess, 1 would rather you kept
away.” She thep turned and addressed some obgervation to
Rose or Mliza.

“ And Mrs. Graham,” said he again, five minutes after, * we
were disputing, as we came aloflg, a question that you can
readily decide for us, as it mainly regarded yourself—and, in-
deed, we often hold discussions about you; for some of us
have nothing better to do than to talk about our neighbours’
concerns, and we, the indigenous plants of the soil, have
known each other so long, and talked each other over so often,
that we arc quite sick of that game ; so that a stranger coming
amongst us makes an invaluable addition to our exhausted
sources of amusement. Well, the question, or questions, you
are requested to solve——"

¢ Hold your tongue, Fergus!” cried Rose, in a fever of ap-
prehension and wrath.

¢ I won't, I tell you. The questions you are requested to
solve are these :-First, concerning your birth, extraction, and
previous residence. Some will have it that you are a foreigner,
and some an Englishwoman ; somc a native of the north coun-
try, and some of the south; some say2—"

“Well, Mr. Fergus, I'll tell you. I'm an®Englishwoman—
and 1 don't sec why any one should doubt it—and I was born
in the country neitlfer in the extreme north nor south >f our
happy isle; and in the country I have chieily passed my lifé,
and now, 1 hope, you are satisticd; for I am not disposed fo
answer any more questions at present.”

¢ Except this——"" o

“ No, not one more !” laughed she, and, instantly quitting
her sest, she sought nefuge at the window by which I was
seated, and, in very despbration, to escape my brothes’s pogew.
secutions, endcavoured to draw me into conversation,

¢ Mr. Markham,” said she, her rapid utterance and height-
ened colour too plainly evincing her disquietude ; * have you
forg‘)tten the fine sea-view we were speaking of some time
ago® I thimk I must trouble you, now, to tf:ll me the nearest
way to it; for if this beautiful weather coptinue; I shall, per-
haps, be able to walls there, #nd take my skemﬂ; I have ex-
hausted every othgr subject for painting; and I long to see,
it.” . ’

I was about to comply with her request, but Rose would
not suffer me to proceed. ° »

“ Oh," don’t tell her, Gilbert!” cried, she; * she shall go

¢
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with us. It's — Bay you are thinking about, I suppose, Mrs.
Graham? It is a vexy long walk, too far for you, and out of
the question for Arthur. But we were thinking about making
a pic-nic to see it, some fine day ; and, if Kou will wait till the

settled finc weather comes, I'm sure we shall all be delighted

to have you.amongst us.” ‘

Poor Mrs. Graham looked dismayed, and attempted to make
excuses, but Rose, either compassionating her lonely life, or
anxious to cultivate her acquaintance, was determined to have
her; and every objection was overruled. She was told it
would only be a small party, and all friends, and that the best
view of all was from Cliffs, full five milés distant.

“Just a nice walk for the gentlemen,” continued Rose ;
“but the ladies will drive and walk by turns; for we shall
have our pony-carriage, which will be plenty large enough to
contain little Arthur and three ladies, together with your
sketching apparatus, and our provisions.”

So the proposal was finally acceded to; and, after some fur-
ther discussion respecting the time and manner of the pro-
jected excursion, we rose, and took our leave.

But this was only March : a cold, wet April, and two weeks
of May passed over hefore we cculd venture forth on our ex-
pedition with the reasonable hope of obtaining that pleasurc
we sought in pleasant prospects, cheerful society, fresh air,
good cheer and exertise, without the alloy of. bad roads,
cold winds, or threatening clouds. Then, on a glorious
morning, we gathered our forces and set forth. "The company
consisced of Mrs. and Master Graham, Mary and Eliza Mill-
ward, Jane and Richard Wilson, and Rose, Fergus, and Gil-
bert Markham.

Mr. Lawrence had been invited to join us, but, for some
reason best known to himself, had refused to give us his com-

ny. I had solicited the favour mysclf. When I did so, he

esitated, and asked who were going. * T'pon my naming Miss
“¥lsx.-among the rest, he seemed half inclined to go, but
when I mentidned Mrs. Graham, thinking it might be a fur-
ther inducement, it appeared to have a contrary effect, and he
declined it altogether, and, to.confess the truth, the decisiop
was not displeasing to me, though I could scarcely tell‘ you

why.

1{ was about' mid-day, when we reached the place of our
destination. Mrs. Graham walked all vhe way to the chiffs ;
and little Arthur walked the greater part of it too; for he
was fow much more hardy and active than when he first en-
tered-the neighbourhood, and he djd not like being in the car-
riage with strangers, while all his four friends, martima, and °
Sancho, and Mr. Markham, and Miss Millward, were on foot, *
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. .
{:umeying far behind, or passing through distant ficlds,and

nes. ’» .

» Ihave a veryspleasant recollection of that walk, along the
hard, white, sunny road, shaded here and there with bright
een trees, and adorned with flowery banks and blossomin
edges of delicigus fragrance ; or through pleasant fields an
langs, alk glorious in the sweet flowers and brilliant verdure
of delightful May. It was true, Eliza was not heside mc;
but she was with her friends in the pony-carriage, as happy, I
trusted, as I was; and even when we pedestrians, having for-
saken the highway for a short cut across the fields, beheld the
little carriage fat away, disappearing amid the green, embow-
ering trees, I did not hate those trees for snatching the dear
little bonnet and shawl from my sight, nor did I fcel that all
those intervening objects lay between my happiness and me ;
for, to confess the truth, I was too happ‘y in the company of

Mrs. (iraham, to regret the absence of Eliza Millwardl.,

The former, it is true, was most provokingly unsociable at
first—seemingly bent upon talking to no one but Mary Mill-
ward and Arthur. She and Mary journeycd along together,
generally with the child between them ;—but where the road

crmitted, I always walked on the other side of her, Richard
ilson taking the other side of Miss Millward, and Fergus
roving here and there according to his fancy; and alter a
while, she hecame more friendly, and ‘at lgngth I succeeded
in securing her attention almost entircly to myself—and then
I was happy indeed ; for whenever she did condescend to con-
verse, I liked to lisfen. Where her opinions and sentMents
tallied with mine, it was her extreme good sense, her exquisite
taste and fecling, that delighted mc; where they differed, Jdt
was still her uncompromising boldness in the avowal or defence
of that difference, ger carncstness and keenness, that piqued
my fancy: and even when she angered me by her unkind
words or looks, and her uncharitable conclusions respecting
me, it only made me the more dissatisfied with myself fs7 hu -~
ing so unfavourably impressed her, and the mdre desirous to
vindicate my character and disposition in her eyes, and, if pos-

gible, to win her estcem. * » C

At length our walk was ended. The increasing height and
boldhess of the hills had for some time intercepted the pro-
spect ; but, on gaining the summit of a steep acclivity, and
looking downward, #n openihg lay before us—and the blue
sea burst upon oursight —deep violet blue—not degdly calm,
but covered with glinting breakers—diminutive white spcks
twinkling on its bosom, and scarcely to be-distinguished, by

' the keen®st vision, from the little sea-mews that sported above,
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their white wings glittering in the sunshiné: only one or two
vesscls were visible ; and those were far away.

I lookud at my companion to see what she(thought of this
lorious scene. She said nothing: but she stood still, and
xed her eyes ugon it with a gaze" that assured mec she was

not disappointed. She had very fine eyes, by-the-bye—I
don't know whether I've told before, but they were full of
soul, large, clear, and nearly black—not brown, but very dark
grey. A oo, reviving breeze blew from the sea—soft, pure,
salubrious : it waved her drooping ringlets, and imparted a
livelier colour to her usually too pallid lip and cheek. She
felt its exhilaratingy influence, and so did I—I flt it tingling
through my frame, but dared not give way to it while she re-
mained so quiet. There was an aspect of subdued exhilara-
tion in her face, that kindled into almost a smile of exalted,
glad intelligence as her eye met mine. Never had she looked
8o lovely : never had my heart so warmly cleaved to her as
now. Had we been left two minutes longer, standing therc
alone, I cannot answer for the consequences. lMlappily for
my discretion, perhaps for my enjoyment during the remainder
of the day, we were speedily summoned to the repast—a very
respectable collation, which Rosec, assisted by Miss Wilson
and Eliza, who, having shared her seat in the carriage, had
arrived with her a little before the rest, had set out upon an
elevated platform overlooking the sea, and sheltcred from the
hot sun by a shelting rock and overhanging trecs.

Mrs. Graham seated herself at a distance from me. Eliza
was my nearest neighbour. She excrted Lerself to be agrece-
gble, in her gentle, unobtrusive way, and was, no doubt, as
fascinating and charming as ever, if I could only have felt it.

ut soon, my heart began to warm towards her once again ;
and we were all very merry and happy together—as far as I
could see—throughout the protracted, social meal.

When that was over, Rose summongd Fergus to help her

4o gather up the fragments, and tho knives, dishes, &c., and
restore them te the baskets; and Mrs. Graham took her camp-
stool and drawing materials ; and having begged Miss Mill-
ward to take charge of her precious son, and strictly enjoined
him not to wander from his néyw guardian's side, she left us
and proceeded along the steep, stony hill, to a loftier, more,
precipitous eminence at some distance, whence a still finer

rospect was to be ad, where she preferred taking her sketch,
hough some of the ladies told her it was a frightful p?ace,

*+«and adviséd her not to attempt it. ¢ .

. 'When she was gone, I felt as if there was to be no more
fun—thoyigh it is difficult to say what she bad contriputed ‘to
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the hilarity of_ the party. No jests, and fittle laughter, had
escaped her lips; but her smile had afimated my mir’th a
%een observation 8r a cheerful word from her had insensil,)ly
sharpened my wits, and throgn an interest over all that was
done and said by the rest. Iven my conversation with Eliza
had been enlivenad by her presence, though I knew it not:
and new that she was gone, Eliza’s playful nonsense ceased
to amuse me—nay, grew wearisome to my soul, and I grew
weary of amusing her: I felt myself drawn by an irresistible
attraction to that distant point where the fair artist sat and
licd her solitary task—and not long did I attempt to resist
it: while my little neighbour was exchanging a few words
with Miss Wilson, I rose and cannily slipped away. A few
_rapid strides, and a little active clambering, soon brought me
to the place where she was seated—a narrow ledge of rock at
the very verge of the cliff which descended with a steep, pre-
cipitous slant, quite down to the rocky shore.

She did not hear me coming: the talling of my shadow
across her paper, gave her an clectric start; and she looked
hastily round—any other lady of my acquaintance would have
sereamed under such a sudden alarm.

“ Oh! I didn't Bnow it was you— Why did you startle me
s0?" said she, somewhat testily. * 1 hate anybody to come

upon me so nnexpectedly.” .
“Why, what did you take me for?"” saideI: *“if I had

known you were so nervous, I would have been more cautious;

but——-" * -
«Well, never mind. What did you come for? are they

all coming ?”
“No ; this little ledge could searccly confain them all.”
“I'm glad, for I'm tired of talking.”
“ Well, then, I won't tadlk. I'll only sit and watch your
,drawing.” .
¢ Oh, but you know I don’t like that.” )
«“Then I'll content myself with admiring this magnificent -
prospect.”
-~ She made no objection to this ; and, for some time, sketched
away in silence. But I could not help stealing a glance, now
and thep, from the splendid view at our fect to the elegant
white hand that held the pencil, and the graceful neck and
glossy raven curls that drooped gver the paper.
« Not,” thought I, ¢*it I'had but a pencil and a morsel of
aper, I could make 2 lovelier sketch than hers, admitting |
i:ad the power to delineate faithfully what is before me.”
JBut though this satisfaction was denied me, I'as very well
content to sit beside her there, and say nothing.
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* ¢ Are you there still, Mr. Markham ?” said she at length,
looking round upon tne—for I was seated a little behind on a
mossy projection of the cliff.—* Why don’tyou go and amusc-
yourself with your friends?”

“ Because I am tired of them, like you; and I shall have
enough of them to-morrow—or at any time hence; but you
1 may not have the pleasure of seeing again for I know not
how lonz.” .

“ What was Arthur doing when you came away ?”

¢ He was with Miss Millward where you left him—all right,
but hoping mamma would nct be long away. You didn’t in-
trust him to me, by-the-bye,” I grumbled, *though I had the
honour of a much longer acquaintance ; but Miss Millward
has the art of conciliating and amusing children,” I carelessly
added, *if she is good for nothing else.”

¢ Miss Millwa.n% has many estimable qualities, which such
as you cannot be expected to perceive or appreciate. Will
you tell Arthur that I shall come in a few minutes?”

“If that be the case, I will wait, with your permission,
till those few minutes arc past; and then I can assist you to
descend this difficult path.”

*Thank you—I always manage best, an such occasions,
without assistance.” .

¢ But, at least, I can carry your stool and sketch-book.”

She did not deny me this favour; but I was rather offended
at her evident desire to be rid of me, and was beginning to
repent of my pertinacity, when she somewhat appeased me
by consulting my tastc and judgment’ about some doubtful
matter in her drawing. My opinion, happily, met her appro-

* bation, and the improvement 1 suggested was adopted with-
out hesitation.

“] have often wished in vainy said she, ‘“for another's
judgment to appeal to when I could scarcely trust the direc-
tion of my own eye and head, they having been sp long oc-

* cupied with the contemplation of a single object, as to become
almost incapable of forming a proper idea respecting it.”

¢ That,” replied I, *““is only one of many evils to which a
solitary life exposes us.” ¢ =

‘ True,” said she ; and again we relapsed into silence. *

About two minutes after, however, she declared het sketch”
completed and <losed the book.

On returning to the scené of our trepast, we found all the
ﬁmpmy had deserted it, with the excaption of three—Mary

illward, Richard Wilson, and Arthur Graham. The
younger geixleman lay fast asleep with his head pillowed on,
the Fady's lap ; the other was Seated beside her with a pocet
edition of some ¢lassic author in his hand. e’ never went

-~
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anywhere without such a companion wherewith to improve
his leisure moments : all time seeméd lost that was®not de-
voted to study, ‘or exacted, by his physical nature, for the
bare support of life. Kven now, he could not abandon him

self to the enjoyment of that pure air and balmy sunshine—
that splendid prospect, and those soothing sounds, the musie
of the whves and of the soft wind in the sheltering trees above
him—not even with a lady by bis side (though ot a very
charming one, I will allow)—he must pull out his book, and
make the most of his time while digesting his temperate meal,
and reposing his wear{ limbs, tinused to so much cxercise.

Perhaps, however, he spared a moment to exchange a word
or a glance with his com[)anion now and then—at any rate,
she did not appear at all resentful of his conduct; for her
homely features wore an cxpression of unusual cheerfulness
and serenity, and she was studying his pale, thoughtful face
with great complacency when we arrived.

The journey homeward was hy no means so agreeable, to
me, as the former part of the day; for now Mrs. Graham
was in the carriage, and Eliza Millward was thc companion of
my walk. She had observed my preference for the young
widow, and evidently felt herself neglccted. She did not
manifest her chagrin by keen reproachcs, bitter sarcasms, or
pouting sullen silence—any or all of these 1 could casily have
endured, or lightly laughed away; but she showed it hy a
kind of gentle melancholy, a mild, reproachful sadness that
cut me to the heart, 1 tricd to cheer her up, and apparently
sncceeded in some degree, before the walk was over ; butin tha
very act my conscience reproved me, knowing, as I did, that,
sooncr or later, the tic must be broken, and this was only
nourishing false hopes, and putting oft the evil day.

When the pony-carrifige had approached as near Wildfell
Hall as the road would permit—unless, indeed, it proceeded
up thedong rough lafe, which Mrs. Graham would not allow
—the young widow and her son alighted, relinquishing the
driver’s seat to Rose ; and I persuaded Eliza to take the lat-
ter’s place. IHaving put her comfortably in, bid her take care
gf the evening air, and wished her a kind good-night, T felt
considerably relicved, and hastened to oficr my services to
Mrs. Graham to carry her apparatus up the fields, but she
had already hung her camp-sfool on her #rm and taken her
sket€h-book in her hdnd ; and insisted upon bidding me adieu
then and there, with the rest of the companf/. Butathis tjme,

she declinéd my proffered aid in so kind and ‘yndly a Imanner,

' that I all‘nost forgave her. ,

D2
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¢CHAPTER VIIL

Six weeks had past away. It wap a splendid morning about
the close of Junc. Most of the hay was cut, but the last
week had been very unfavourable ; and now that fine weather
was come at last, being determined to make the moét of it, I
had gatheved all hands together into the hayfield, and was
working away myself, in the midst of them, in my shirt-
sleeves, with a light, shady straw hat on my head, catching
up armfuls of moist, reeking grass, and shaking it out to the
four winds of heaven, at the head of a goodly file of servants
and hirelings—intending so to labour, from morning to night,
with as much zeal and assiduity as I could look for from any
of thewm, as well to prosper the work by my own exertion as
to animate the workers by my example—when lo! my reso-
lutions were overthrown in a moment, by the simple fact of
my brother’s running up to me and putting into my hand a
small parcel, just arrived from London, which 1 had becn
for some time expecting. T tore off the cover, and disclosed
an elegant and portable edition of * Marmion,”

‘T guess I know who that'’s for,” said Fergus, who stood
looking on while T complacently cxamined the volume.
“That's for Miss Eliga, now.”

He pronounced this with a tone and look so prodigiously
knowing, that I was glad to contradict him.

“ You're wrong, my lad,” said 1; and, taking up my coat,
T deposited the book in one of its pockets, and then put it on

i.c. the coat). ‘ Now come here, you idle dog, and make
oursclf uscful for ouec ;" T continued—¢ Pull off your coat,
and take my place in the ficld till I come back.”

“Till you come hack >—and wheré'are you going, pray 2"

“ No matter where—the when is all that concerns you
szond T shall be back by dinner, at, lcfst.” .

“Oh, ho! gnd I'in to labour away till then, am 1 ?—and to
keep all these fellows hard at it besides? Well, well! Tl
submit—for once in a way.—Come, my lads, you must look
sharp : I'm come to help you now!—and wo be to that may,
or woman either, that pauses for a moment amongst you—
whether to stare.about him, to seratch his head, or blow his
nose—no pretext will serve—nothing but work, work, work
in the sweat of your face,” &ec. &ec. '

Ticavims him thus haranguing the peaple, more to their
amusement than edification, I returned to the House, and,
having made so¥fc alteration in, my toilet, hastened away
to WildYell Ifall, with the book in my pocket; fr it was"
destined for the shélves of Mrs. Graham. .
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¢ What, then, had she and you got on so well together as

to come to the giving and receiving of presents ?"—Not pre-
® cisely, old buck} this was my first experiment in that line ;
and I was very anxious to see the result of it.

“We had met several times since the —— Bay excursion,
and I had found she was not averse to my company, pro-
vided I ¢dnfined my conversation to the discussion of abstract
matters, or topics of common interest ;—the iaoment I
iouched upon the sentimental or the complimentary, or made
the slightest approach to tenderncss in word or look, 1 was
not only punished by an immediate change in her manncr at
the time, but doomed to find her more cold and distant, if
not entirely inaccessible, when next I sought her company.
This circumstance did not greatly disconcert me however, be-

" cause I attributed it, not so much to any dislike of my person,
as to some absolute resolution against a sccond marriage
formed prior to the time of our acquaintance, whether from
excess of affection for her late husband, or because she had
had enough of him and the matrimonial state together. At
first, indeed, she had scemed to take a pleasurc in mortifying
my vanity and crushing my presumption— relentlessly nipping
off bud by bud «s they ventured to appear ; and then, 1 con-
fess, 1 was deeply wounded, though, at the same time, stimu-
lated to seck revenge :—Dbut latterly, finding, beyond a doubt,
that I was nat that empty-headed coxcomb she had first sup-
posed me, she had repulsed my modest advances in quite a
different spirit. It was a kind of scrious, almost sorrowful
displeasure, which I soon learnt carefully to avoid awakening.:

“Let me first cstablish my position as a friend,” thought
I,—‘“the patron and playfellow of her son, the sober, solid,
plain-dealing friend of herself, and then, when 1 have made
myself fairly necessary tb her comfort and cnjoyment in life
(as I believe T can), we'll sce what next may be eftected.”

So we talked -about painting, poetry, and music, theology.
geolgey, and philosophy : once or twice I leut her a book,
and once she lent me onc in return: I met her in her walks
as often as I could; I came to her house as often as I dared.

first pretext for invading the sanctum was to bring Arthur

a little waddling puppy of which Sancho was the father, and
which delighted the child beyond cxpression, and, conse-
quently, could not fail to please his mawima. My sccond
was to bring him a bodk, which, knowing his mother's parti-
cularity, 1 had care‘ully selected, and which I submiitted for
her approbation before presenting it to him."{r‘gen, I brought
her.some plants for her gargen, in my sistef™® name—having
*previously persuaded Rose to send them. FEach of these
times I inquired after the picture she was painting from the
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1
sketch taken on the cliff, and was admitted into the studio,
and asked my opinion or advice respecting its Erogress.

My last visit had béen to return the book she had lent me;
and then it was, that, in casually discussing the poetry of Sir
Walter Scott, she had expressed a wish to sec ‘* Marmion,”
and I had conceived the presumptuous idea ¢f making her a
present of it, and, on my return home, instantly sens for the
smart little volume I had this morning received. But an
apology for invading the hermitage was still necessary ; so I
had furnished myself with a blue morocco collar for Arthur’s
little dog; and that being given and received, with much
more joy and gratitude, on the part of the réceiver, than the
worth of the gift or the sclfish motive of the giver deserved,
I ventured to ask Mrs. Graham for onc more look at the
picture, if it was still there.

 Oh, yes! come in,” said she (for I had met them in the
garden). ‘¢ It is finished and framed, all ready for sending
away ; but give mc your last opinion, and, if you can suggest
xlmy f;l’u'ther improvement, it shall be—duly considered, at

east.

The picture was strikingly beautiful : it was the very scene
itself, transferred as if by magic to the camvas; but I ex-
pressed my approbation in guarded terms, and few words, for
fear of displeasing her. She, howcver, attentively watched
my looks, and Jer artist’s pride was gratified, po doubt, to
read niy heart-fclt admiration in my cyes. But, while I
gazed, T thought upon the book, and wondered how it was to
«be Presented. My heart failed me ; but' I defermined not to
be such a fool as to comc away without having made the
uttempt. It was uscless waiting for an opportunity, and use-
less trying to concoct a specech for the occasion. The more
plainly and naturally the thing was done, the better, I

thought ; so I just looked out of the window to secrew up my .

courage, and then pulled out the ook, turned round, and
"put it into her hand, with this short cxplanation : °

“You were wishing to sec * Marmion,’ Mrs. Graham § and
here it is, if' you will be so kind as to take it.”
» A momentary blush suffus:d hér face—perhaps, a blush of
sympathctic shame for such hn awkward style of presenfa-
tion : she gravely examined the volume on both sides ; then
silently turned ower the leaves, knitting her Lrows the while,
in serious cogitation ; then cloed the book, and turning from
it to mg, quictly asked the price of it—J felt the hot blood

h to my face. .

* I'm sorry~ve offcnd you, Mr. Markham,” said she, * but
unless € pay for the book, I candot take it.” Andeshe laid it
on the table. . o
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¢ Why cannot Zou "

¢ Because,”—she paused, and looked®at the carpet.,

“ Why cannot *you?” I repeated, with a degree of irasci-
b}i‘lity that roused her to lift,her eyes, and look me steadily in
the face. .

¢ Because I den’t like to put myself under obligations that
I can néver repay—I am obliged to you alrcady for your
kindness to my son ; but his gratgful affection and .your own
yood feelings must reward you for that.”

% Nonsense |” cjaculated L.

She turned her eyes on me again, with a look of quiet,
grave surprise, that had the effect of a rebuke, whether in-
tended for such or not.

“Then you won't take the book ?” I asked, more mildly
than I had yet spoken.

“I will gladly take it, if you will let me pay for it.”

I told her the exact price, and the cost of the carriage
besides, in as calm a tonc as I could command—for, in fact, I
was ready to weep with disappointment and vexation.

She produced her purse, and coolly counted out the
moncy, but hesitated to put it into my hand. Attentively
regarding me, inea tone of soothing softness, she observed,—

“You think yourself insulted, Mr. Markham—1I wish I
could make you understand that—that [—"

“I do understand you, perfeetly,” I sai¢g. * You think
that if you were to accept that tritle from me now, I should
presume upon, it hereafter ; hut you are mistaken :—if alou
will only oblige me by taking it, believe me, I shall build no
hopes upon it, and cousider this no precedent for future fa-
vours:—and it is nansense to talk about putting yourself unde2
obligations to me when you must know that in such a case
the obligation is entirely’on my side,—the favour on yours.”

“Well, then, T'll take you at your word,” she answered,

-with a most angelic smile, returning the odious money to her

pursc—** but remember !”

1 will remember—what I have said;—but do mot you
punish my presumption by withdrawing your friendship en-
tirely from me,—or expect’ me #o atone for it by being more
distant than before,” said I, extending my hand to take leave,
for I was too much excited to remain.

“Well then! let us be as we were,” replied she, frankly
placidg her hand in thine ; and while I held it*there, I had
much difliculty to mefrain from pressing it to lips ;—but
that would be suicidal madness: I had been sold enough
already, and this prematurg offering had wei“nigh g.iven the

? death-blotv to my hopes.
It. was with an agitated burning heart and brain that I

n
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hurried homewards, yegardless of that scorching noon-day

sun—fovgetful of everything but her I bad just left—re-,
gretting nothing but her impenetrability, and my own preci-

pitancy and want of tact—fearing nothing but her hateful

resolution, and my inability to overcome it—hoping nothing
. ——but halt,—I will not bore you with my ®onflicting hopes

and fears—my serious cogitations and resolves.

CHAPTER IX.

TaoueH my affections might now be said to be fairly weaned
from Fliza {l[illward, 1did not yet entirely relinquish my visits
to the vicarage, because 1 wanted, as it were, to let her down
easy ; without raising much sorrow, or incurring much resent-
ment,—or making myself the talk of the parish ; and besides,
if I had wholly kept away, the vicar, who looked upon my
visits as paid chiefly, if not entircly, to himself, would have
felt himself decidedly affronted by the neglect. But when I
celled there the day after my interview with Mrs. Graham, he
happened to be from home—a circumstance by no means so
agreeable to me now as it had becn on former*occasions. Miss
Millward was there, it is true, but she, of course, would be
little better than a nguentity. However, I resolved to make
my visit a short one, and to talk to Eliza in‘*a brotherly,
friendly sort of way, such as our long acquaintance might
wargant me in assuming, and which, T thought, could ncither
give offence nor serve to cncouraie false hopes.

It was ncver my custom to talk about Mrs. Graham either
fo her or any one clse; but I had not been seated three
minutes, before she brought that lady on to the carpet herself,
in a rather remarkable manner.

*Oh, Mr. Markham !” said she, with a shocked expression -
and voice subdued almost to a whisper, * what do you think

®OF these shocking reports about Mrs. Graham ?—can you ¢n-
courage us to disbelicve them ?”

¢ What reports?”

il:d Ah, now! you know!” $hie sfyly smiled and shook her
cad.

I know nothing about them. What in the world do you
mean, Eliza?"” ¢ . .

 Oh, don’t ask me! 7 can’t explain'it.” She took dp the
cambric handkerchief which she had beeh beautifying with a
,deep lace bord%and began to be very busy.

*“"What is it, Miss Millward ? what does she mean?” said,
I, appealing to her sister, who scemed to be absorhed in the’
hemming of a large, coarse sheet. . -
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«J don't know,” replied she. * Some idle slander some-
body has been inventing, I suppose. *I never heaxd it till
' Eliza told me tife other day,—but if all the parish dinned it
in my ears, I shouldn’t bglieve a word of it—I know Mrs.
Graham too well!”

“ Quite righw Miss Millward!—and so do I—whatever it
may be.”

“ Well 1" observed Eliza, with a gentle sigh, “i&'s Well to
have such a comfortable assurance regarding the worth of those
wlc love. I only wish you may not find your confidence mis-

aced.” .

P And she raised her face, and gave me such a look of sorrow-
ful tenderness as might have mclted my heart, but within
those eyes there lurked a somethmg that I did not like ; and
I wondcred how I ever could have admired them, her sister's
honest fuce and small grey optics appeared far more agreeable ;
but T was out of temper with Eliza, at that moment, for her
insinuations against Mrs. Graham, which were false, I was
certain, whether she knew it or not.

I said nothing more on the subjcct, however, at the time,
and but little on any other ; for, finding I could not well re-
cover my equanianity, I presently rose and took leave, cxcusing
myself under the plea of business at the farm; and to the
farm I went, not troubling my mind one whit about the possible
truth of these mysterious reports, but only wondering what
they were, by whom originated, and on what foundations
raised, and how they could the most cffectually be silenced or
disproved. S

A few days after this, we bad another of our quict little
parties, to which the usual company of friends and neighbours
had been invited, and Mrs. Graham among the number. She
could not now ahsent héfrself under the plea of dark evenings
or inclement weather, and, greatly to my relief, she came.
Without her I should haye found the whole affair an intoler-
able bore ; but the moment of' her arrival brought new life o
the house, and though I must not neglect the other guests for
her, or expect to engross much of her attention and conversa-
tjon to mysclf alone, I anticipased an evening of no common
enjoyment. ’ :

Mr. Lawrence came too. Ile did not arrive till some time
after the rest were assembled. 1 was curious to see how he
wouM comport himsdf to Mis. (iraham. A slight bow was
all that passed between thcm on his entrance ; and having .
Eolite]y greeted the other members of the company, he séated

imself quite aloof from the young widow, bzéWeen my mothet
' and Roset ! »
i “Did you ever see such art?” whispergd Eliza, who was
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my nearest neighbour. ¢ Would you not say they were per-
fect strapgers ?" ¢ )

¢ Almost ; but what then?” )

¢ What then | why, you can't pgetend to be ignorant ?”

¢ Ignorant of what?” demanded I, so sharply that she
started and replied,—

% Oh, hush! don’t speak soloud.”

¢ Wellntell me then,” I gnswered in a lower fone, ¢ what
is it you mean? I hate enigmas.”

“ Well, you know, T don’t vouch for the truth of it—indeed,
far from it—but haven't you heard—"

¢ I've heard nothing, except from you.”

¢ You must be wilfully deaf then, for any one will tell you
that ; but I shall only anger you by repeating it, I sce, so I
had better hold my tongue.”

She closed her lips and folded her hands before with an air
of injured meckness.

¢ If you had wished not to anger me, you should have held
your tongue from the beginning ; or else spoken out plainly
and honestly all you had to say.”

She turned aside her face, pulled out her handkerchief, rose,
and went to the window, where she stood for some time,
evidently dissolved in tears. I was astounded, provoked,
ashamed—not so mugh of my harshness as for her childish
weakness. Howgver, no one scemed to notice hery and shortly
after we were summoned to the tea-table ; in those parts it
was customary to sit to the table at tea-timc, on all occasions,
end™make a meal of it, for we dincd carly. On taking my
ee;t, 1 had Rose on one side of me, and an empty chair on the
other.

o ‘“May T sit by you ?” said a soft voice at my elbow.

¢ If you like,” was the reply; and Eliza slipped into the
vacant chair ; then looking up inmy face with a half-sad, half- -

llayful smile, she whispered,— ¢

* You're 80 stern, Gilhert.”

T handed down her tea with a slightly contemptuous smile,
and said nothing, for I had nothing to say.

“ What have I done to offend y8u ?” said she, more plaip-
tively. “I wish I knew.” °*

¢ Come, take your tca, Eliza, and don't be foolish,” re-
sponded I, handing her the sugar and crcam.

Just then, there arose a slight commbtion on the othel side
of me, ogcasioned by Miss Wilson's coméng to negotiate an
exchange of seats with Rose. !

“ Will you Bemo good as to exchange places with me, Miss
Markhat ?* said she, * for T don’tlike to sit by Mrst Graham.'
If your mamma ¢liiuks proper to invite such persons to her
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house, she cannot object to her daughter’s keeping company
with them.” ’ R

v This latter clause was added in a sort of soliloquy when
Rose was gonce; but I was ot polite enough to let it pass.

“Will you be so good as to tell me what you mean, Miss
Wilson?” said

The question startled her a little, but not much.

“Why, Mr. Markham,” replied she coolly, having quickly
recovered her self-possession, ‘it surprises me rather that
Mrs. Markham should invite such a person as Mrs. Grabam
to her house ; but, perhaps, she is not aware that the lady’s
character is cohsidered scarcely respectable.”

¢ She is not, nor am I'; and therefore, you would oblige me
by explaining your meaning a little further.”

¢ This is_scarcely the time or the place for such explana-
tions ; but I think you can hardly be so ignorant as you pre-
tend, you must know her as well as I do.”

T think I do, perhaps a little better ; and therefore, if you
will inform me what you have hecard or imagined against
her, I shall, perhaps, be able to set you right.”

¢ Can you tell me, then, who was her husband, or if she
ever had any?” ,

Indignation kept me silent. At such a time and place I
could not trust myself to answer.

“ Ilave ygu never observed,” said Eliza, ** what a striking
likeness there is between that child of hers and——"

“ And whom ?" demanded Miss Wilson, with an air of cold,

but keen severity. * ey
Eliza was startled ; the timidly spoken suggestion had been
intended for my ear alone. »

“Oh, I beg your pardon!” pleaded she, I may be mis-
taken—perhaps I was ntistaken.” But she accompanied the
words with a sly glance of derision directed to me from the
corncr of her disingenudus eye.

“There's no need to ask my pardon,” replied her friend,"
“but I sce no onc here that at all resembles that child, except
his mother; and when you hear ill-natured reports, Miss
Eliza, 1 will thank you, tdat ispI think you will do well, to
rifrain from repeating them. I presume the person you allude
to is Mr. Lawrence ; but I think I can assure yeu that your
suspicions, in that respect, are utterly misplaced ; and if he
has any particular comncction’with the lady at all (which no
one has a right to assert), at least he has (what canngt be said
of some others) sufficient sense of propriety to withhold him
from acknowledging anything more than abowing acquaint”

sance in the presence of respectable persons ; he was evidently
both, surprised and annoyed to find her here;” -
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““Go it!" cried Fergus, who sat on the other side of Eliza,
and wag the only inditidual who shared that side of the table
with us, “go it like bricks! mind you dow't leave her ome !
stone upon another.”

Miss%Vilson drew herself up with a look of freezing scorn,
but said nothing. Eliza would have replicd, tut I interrupted
her by saying as calmly as I could, though in a tene which
betrayed, no doubt, some little of what I felt within,—

u \{’e have had enou{n of ‘this subject ; if we can only speak
to slander our betters, let us hold our tongues.”

¢ I think you'd better,” observed Fergus, * and so does our
good parson; he has been addressing the company in his
richest vein all the while, and eyeing you from time to time,
with looks of stern distaste, while you sat there, irreverently
whispering and muttering together ; and once he paused in
the middle of a story or a sermon, I don’t know which, and
fixed his eyes upon you, Gilbert, as much as to say, ¢ When
Mr. Markham has done flirting with those two ladies 1 will
proceed.’”

‘What more was said at the tea-table I cannot tell, nor how
I found patience to sit till the meal was over. 1 remcmber,
however, that I swallowed with difficulty the,remainder of the
tea that was in my cup, and ate nothing ; and that the first
thing I did was to stare at Arthur Graham, who sat beside his
mother on the o;pposi’ce side of the table, and the second to
stare at Mr. Lawrence, who sat below ; and, first, it struck me
that there was a likeness; but, on further contemplation, I
&orfruded it was only in imagination. Both, it is true,' had
more delicate features and smaller bones than commonly fall
#o the lot of individuals of the rougher scx, and Lawrence’s
complexion was pale and clear, and Arthur’s delicately fair;
but Arthur's tiny, somewhat snubby nose could never become
so long and straight as Mr. Lawrence’s ; and the outline of his
face, though not full enough to be round, and too fincly con-

=verging to the small, dimpled chin'to be square, could never
be drawn out‘to the long oval of the cther’s, while the child’s
hair was evidently of a lighter, warmer tint than the elder
gentleman’s had cver been, and Iis large, clear, blue eyes,
though Eremature]y serious at times, were utterly dissimilar
to the shy hazel eyes of Mr. Lawrence, whence the sensitive
soul looked so distrustfully forth, as ever ready to rctire
within, from the offences of a tdo rude, too uncongenial world.
‘Wretch that I was to harbour that detestable idea for a mo-
medt! Did I not know Mrs. Graham? Ilad I not seen her,
conversed withMser time after time? Was I not certain that
she, in ixtellect, in purity and elevation of soul, was immeasur-
ably superior to any.of her detractors ; that she was, in fact,
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the noblest, the most adorable, of her sex I had ever beheld,
or even imagined to exist? Yes, and Pwould say with Mary
S Millward (sensiblt girl as she was), that if all the parish, ay,
or all the world, should dinythese horrible lies in my ears, I
would not believe them, for I knew her better than they.

Meantime myebrain was on fire with indignation, and my
heart seeted ready to burst from its prison with conflicting
passions. T regarded my two fair neighbours with 4 feelin
of abhorrence and loathing I scarcely endeavoured to conceal.
I was rallied from scveral quarters for my abstraction and
ungallant neglect of the ladies ; but T cared little for that: all
I cared about, besideg that one grand subject of my thoughts,
was to sce the cups travel up to the tea-tray, and not come
down again. I thought Mr. Millward never would cease tell-

‘ing us that he was no tea-drinker, and that it was highly in-
jurious to keep loading the stomach with slops to the exclu-
sion of more wholesome sustenance, and so give himself time
to finish his fourth cup.

At length it was over; and T rose and left the table and
the guests without a word of apology—I could endure their
company no longer. I rushed out to cool my brain in the
balmy evening air, and to composec my mind or indulge my
passionate thoughts in the solitude of the garden.

To avoid being seen from the windows I went down a quiet
little avenue ghat skirted one side of the inclogure, at the bot-
tom of which was a seat embowered in roses and honey-
suckles. IHere [ sag down to think over the virtues and

wrongs of the lady of Wildfell Hall; but I had not beeu¥o-,

occupied two minntes, betore voices and laughter, and glimpses

of moving objcets through the trees, informed me that thee

whole company had turned out to take an airing in the gar-
den too. However, I ndstled up in a corner of the bower,
-and hoped to retain possession of it, secure alike from obser-
vation and intrusion. but no—confound it—there was some
one coming down the avenue! Why couldn’t they enjoy the
flowers and sunshine of the open garden, and leave that sun-
less nook to me, and the gnats and midges ?

But, peeping through my*fragrant screen of the interwoven
branches to discover who the infruders were (for a murmur of
voices told me it was more than one), my vexation instantly
subsided, and far other feelings agitated my still unquict soul ;
for thare was Mrs. Griham, sfowly moving down the walk
with Arthur by her. side, and no one else. Why were they
alone? Ha the poison of detracting tongues already spredd
through all; and had they all turncd their Lacits upon her?
1 now recallected having seeh Mrs. Wilson, in the easly part
of the evening, edging her chair close up to my mother, and

B
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bending forward, evidently in the delivery of some important,
confideptial intelligente ; and from the incessant wagging of
her head, the frequent distortions of her wrinkled physio-’
gnomy, and the winking and malicious twinkle of her little
ugly eyes, I judged it was some spicy piece of scandal that
engaged her powers; and from the cautiows privacy of the
communication I supposed some person then present was the
lucklesa_object of her calumnies ; and from all these tokens,
together with my mother's looks and gestures of mingled
horror and incredulity, I now concluded that object to have
been Mrs. Graham. I did not emerge from my place of con-
eealment till she had nearly reached the bottom of the walk,
lest my appearance should drive her away; and when I did
step forward she stood still and scemed inclined to turn back as
it was.

¢ Oh, don’t let us disturb you, Mr. Markham !” said she.
¢ 'We came here to seek retirement ourselvgs, not to intrude
on your seclusion.”

“ ] am no hermit, Mrs. Graham—though I own it looks
rather like it to absent myself in this uncourteons fashion
from my guests.”

¢ 1 feared you were unwell,” said she, with a look of real
concern.

¢ ] was rather, but it’s over now. Do sit here a little and
rest, and tell me¢ how you like this arbour,” said.I, and, lifting
Arthur by the shoulders, I planted him in the middle of the

* seat by way of sccuring his mamma, who, acknowledging it

&obe a tempting place of refuge, threw herself back in one
corner while I took possession of the other.

« Bat that word refuge disturbed me. Had their unkindncss
then really driven her to seck for peace in solitude ?

¢ Why have they left you alone *’ I asked.

It is I who have left them,” was the smiling rejoinder.
1 was wearied to death with small¢talk—nothing wears me
out like that. 1 cannot imagine how they can go on as
they do.” *

I}could not help smiling at the scrious depth of her won-
derment. . ¢ .

“ Is it that they think it a‘duty to be continually talking,”
pursued she; “and so never pause to think, but fill up with
aimless trifles angl vain repetitions when subjects of real inte-
rest fail to present themselves? or dothey really take & plea-
sure insuch discourse ?

¢ Very likely they do,” said I: * their shallow minds can
hold no greax ideas, and their lisht heads are carried away b,
trivialities that would not move'a better-furnished skull; an

" their only alternative to such discourse is to plunge' over head
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and ears into the slough of scandal—which is their glvief
dclight.” )

“Not all of them, surely ?” cried the lady, astonished at
the bitterness of my rema:-?k.

¢ No, certainly ; I exoncrate my sister from such degraded
tostes, and my gmother, too, if you included her in your ani-
madversions.”

“ I meant no animadversions against any one, and certainly
intenidded no disrespectful allusions to your mother. I have
known some semsible persons great adepts in that style of
conversation when circumstances impelled them to it ; but it
is a_gift I carfnot boast the possession of. 1 kept up my gt-
tention on this occasion as long as I could, but when my
powers were exhausted 1 stole away to seek a few minutes
repose in this quiet walk. I hate talking where there is
no cxchange of idcas or sentiments, and no good given or
received.”

“Well,” said I, *if ever I trouble you with my loquacity
tell me so at once, and I promisc not to be offended ; for I
possess the faculty of enjoying the company of those I——of
my fricnds as well in silence as in conversation.”

141 don't qujfe belicve you; but if it were so you would
exactly suit me for a companion.”

¢T am all you wish, then, in other respects ?"

“XNo, 1don’t mean that. How beautiful those little clus-
ters of folage look, where the sun come$ through behind
them !” said she, on purpose to change the subject.

And they did look beautiful, where at intervals the Jciel
rays of the sun penetrating the thickness of trees and shrubs
on the opposite side of the path before us, relicved their
dusky verdure by displaying patches of semitransparent leaves
of resplendent golden green.

“I almost wish I were not a painter,” observed my com-

anion. .

“Why so0? one wowd think at such a time you would
most exult in your privilege of being able w0 imitate the
various brilliant and delighttul touches of nature.”

“No; for instead of delivering myself up to the full en-
Soyment of them as others doy I am always troubling my head
about how I could produce the same ecffect upon canvas;
and as that can never be done, it is mere vanity and vexation
of ~pirit.” -

«Perhaps you cannot do it to satisfy yourself, but you may:
and do succeed in delighting others with the result of your"
endeavours.” -

¢ Well, after all I should not complain : perhaps £w people



64 THE TENANT

¢ .
gain their livelihood” with so much pleasure in their toil as I
do. Hgre is some ond coming.”

She scemed vexed at the interruption. 4

“It is only Mr. Lawrence abld Miss Wilson,” said I,
“ coming to enjoy a quict stroll. They will not disturb us.”

I could not quite decipher the cxpression gf her face ; but
1 was satisfied there was no jealousy thercin, Whatbusiness
had T to dpok for it? .

¢ What sort of a person i Miss Wilsoun ?” she asked.

“She is elegant and accomplished above the generality of
her birth and station; and some say she is lady-like and

ecable.” )

I thought her somewhat frigid, and rather supercilious in
her manner to-day.”

* Very likcly she might be so to you. She has possibly
taken a prejudice against you, for I think she regards you in
the light of a rival.”

“Me! Impossible, Mr. Markham!” said she, evidently
astonished and annoyed.

¢ Well, I know nothing about it,” returned I, rather dog-
gedlly; for I thought her annoyance was chicfly against myself.

The pair had now approached within a few paces of us.
Our arbour was set snugly back in a corner before which the
avenue at its termination turned off into the more airy walk
along the bottom of tHe garden. As they approaghed this, I
saw, by the aspect of Jane Wilson, that she was dirlcting her
companion’s attention to us; and, as well by her cold, sar-
gatT smile as by the few isolated words oY’ her discourse that
reached me, 1 knew full well that she was impressing bim
with the idca that we were strongly attached to cach othgr, I
noticed that he coloured up to the temples, gave us ond*fur-
tive glance in passing, and walked ®n, looking grave, but
seemingly offering no reply to her remarks.

It was true, then, that he had some designs upon Mrs. Gra-
ham ; and, were they honourable, hd would not he so anxious
to conceal thefn. She was blameless, of course, but he was
detcstable beyond all count.

While these thoughts flashed threagh my mind, my compa-
nion abruptly rose, and calling her son, said they would now
%o in quest of the company, and departed up the avenue.

oubtless she had heard or guessed something of' Miss Wil-
son’s remarks, and therefore it was natural enough she sheuld
choose to continue the téte-a-téte no longer, cspecially as at
that"noment my cheeks were burning with indignation against
my former friefid, the token of which she might mistake for a
blush of atupid embarrassment. For this I owed Misg Wilson
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yet another grudg®; and still the more.I thougt upon her

conduct the more I hated her. e .
It was late in the eveni:g before I joined the company. I

*found Mrs. Graham already equipped for departure, and
taking leave of the rest whe were now returned to the house.
I offered, nay, begged to accompany her home. Mr. Law-
rence was stnndm? by at the time conversing with some one
clse. II¢ did not look at us, but, on hearing my earnest re-
quest, he paused in the middle of a sentence toliste# for her
reply, and went on, with a look of quiet satisfaction the mo-

" ment he found it was to be a denial.

A denial it yvas, decided, though not unkind. She could
not be persuaded to think there was danger for herself or her
child in traversing those lonely lanes and fields without at-
tendance. It was daylight still, and she should meet no
one; or if she did, the people were quiet and harmless she
was well assurcd. In fact she would not hear of any one's
putting himself out of the way to accompany her, though
Fergus vouchsafed to offer his services in case they should be
morc acceptable than mine, and my mother begged she might
send one of the farming-men to cscort her.

‘When she was gone the rest was all a blank or worse.
Lawrence attemjpted to draw me into conversation, but I
snubbed him and went to another part of the room. Shortly
after the party broke up and he himself took lecave. When
he came to 1ac I was blind to his cxtended hand, and deaf to
his good night till he repeated it a second time ; and then, to
get rid of him, I muttercd an inarticulate reply accompmgit},ﬂ_l
by a sulky nod.

¢ What is the matter, Markham ?” whispered he.

I replied by a wrathful and contemptuous stare.

“ Are you angry becapse Mrs. Graham would not let you
go home with her ?” he asked with a faint smile that nearly
exasperated me beyond gontrol.

But, swallowing downeall fiercer answers, I merely de-
manded,—

¢ What business is it of yours?” .

“ Why, none,” replied, he, with provoking quietness ;
“only,” and he raised his eygs to my face, and spoke Wlt!l
unusual solemnity, * only let me tell you, Markham, that if
you have any designs in that quarter the{ will certainly fail ;
and it gricves me to seg you cherishing false’ hopes, and wast-
-ing your strength in usef;ss efforts, for !

“IIypocrjte ! I exclaimed; and he held his bresth, gnd
Jooked very blank, turned white about the gills, and went,
Away without another word. , .

* I'bad wbunded him to the quick; and I was glad of it.
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" CIIAPTER X.

Wuex all were gone, I learnt that the vile slander had in-
déed been circulated throughout the company, in the very
preseuce of the victim. Rosc, however, vowed she did not
and would not believe it, and my mother made the same de-
claratiof, though not, 1 fear, with the same amount of real,
unwavering incredulity. It secmed to dwell continually on
her mind, and she kept irritating me from time to time by
such cxpressions as—* Dear, dear, who woutd have thought
it!'—Well! Ialways thought therc was somcthing odd about
her.—You see what it is for women to affect to be different to
other people.” And once it was,—

“ 1 misdoubted that appearance of mystery from the very
first—I thought there would no good come of it; but this is
a sad, sad business to be sure!”

* Why mother, you said you didn’t belicve these tales,”
said Iergus.

¢ No more I do, my dear ; but then, you know, there must
be some foundation.”

“ The foundation is in the wickedness and falschood of the
world,” said 1, **and in the fact that Mr. Lawrcnce has been
seen to go that way dnce or twice of an evening —and the vil-
lage gossips say he gocs to pay his addresses to the strange
lady, dand the scandal-mongers have greedily scized the ru-

gmcur, to make it the basis of their ownrinfernal structure.”

“Well, but Gilbert, there must be something in her man-

her to countenance such reports.”

¢ Did you sec anything in her manner ?”

“ No, certainly ; but then you know, I always said there
was something strangc about her.”

I believe it was on that very evening that I ventured on
another invasion of Wildfell 1Iall. From the time of our
sarty, whicl. was upwards of a weck ago, I had been making

aily efforts to mcet its mistress in her walks; and always
disappointed (she must have managed it so on purposec),
had nightly kept revolving .n my mind some pretext for
another call. At length, I concluded that the separation could
be endured no longer (by this time, you will see, I was pretty
far gone) ; and, taking from the book ¢ase an old volume that I
thought she might be interested in, though, from its unsightly
awd sorfiewhat dilapidated condition, I had not yet ventured to
offer it for porusal, I hastened away,~—but not without sundry
misgivjngs as to how she would receive me, or how I coul
summon courage to present myself with so slight.an excuse.
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But, perhaps, T might sce her in the ficld or the g'a.rden, and
then there would be no great difficulty : it was the forinal
»knocking at the. door, with the prospect of being gravely
ushered in by Rachel, to the presence of a surpriscd, uncor-
dial mistress, that so greatfy disturbed me.

My wish. howgver, was not gratified. Mrs. Graham, her
sclf, was not to be secen; but there was Arthur playing with
his frolicsome little dog in the garden. 1 looked over the gat(
and called him to me. He wanted me to come in; but I told
him I could not without his mother's lcave.

¢ T'll go and ask her,” said the child.

¢ No, no, Arthur, you musn’t do that,—but if’ she’s not en-
gaged, just ask her to come hcre a minute : tell her I want
to speak to her.”

Ie ran to perform my bidding, and quickly returned with
his mother. How lovely shc looked with her dark ringlets
streaming in the light summer breeze, her fair cheek slightly
flushed and her countenance radiant with smiles!— Dear
Arthur! what did I not owe to you for this and every other
happy mecting?—Through him,1 was at once delivered trom all
formality, and terror, and constraint. Inlove affairs, there is no
mediator like a merry, simple-hearted child—cver rcady to
ccment divided Hearts, to span the unfriendly gulph of eustom,
to melt the ice of cold reserve, and overthrow the separating
walls of dread formality and pride. e .

“\ell, Mr. Markham, what is it 2" said tHe young mother
accosting me with a pleasant smile.

“I want you to Yook at this book, and, if you pleasc, to
take it, and peruse it at your leisure. T make no apology for
calling you out on such a lovely evening, though it be for a,
natter of no greater importance.”

¢ Tell him to come ingsmamma,” said Arthur.

¢ Would you like to come in ?” asked the lady.

“Yes ; I should likesto see your improvements in the gar-
den.” d

“ And how your sister’s roots have prospered in my charge,”
added she, as she opened the gate.

And we sauntered thromgh the garden, and talked of_' the
flwers, the trees, and the boek,—and then of other tlm_ngs.
The evening was kind and genial, and so was my companion.
By degrecs, I waxed more warm and tender than, perhiaps, I
had gver been befores but stil, I said nothing tangible, and
she attempted no repulse; until, in passing 8 moss rose-tree
that I had.brought her some weeks since, in my sister’s name,
she plucked a beautiful half open bud and ba e me give.it to

» Rose. .
* ¢« MayI not keep it mysel(?” I asked, - .
K . . E
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. “No; but here is another for you.”

Tnstead of taking i quietly, I likewise took the hand that
offered it, and looked into her face. She let me hold it for a -
moment, and I saw a flash of ecstatic brilliance in her eye, a
glow of glad excitement on her face—I thought my hour of
victory was come—but instantly, a painful recollection seemed
to ﬂas{l npon her; a cloud of anguish darkened her brow, a
marble naleness blanched her cheek and lip ; there seemed a
moment of inward conflict,—and with a sudden effort, she
withdrew her hand, and retreated a step or two back.

¢ Now, Mr. Markham,” said she, with a kind of desperate
calmness, ** I must tell you plainly, that I cannot do with this.
I like your company, because I am alone here, and your con-
versation pleases me more than that of any other person; but
if you cannot be content to refard me as a friend—a plain,cold,
motherly, or sisterly friend, I must beg you to lecave me now,
and let me alone hercafter—in fact, we must be strangers for
the future.”

1 will, then—be your friend,—or brother, or anything you
wish, if you will only let me continue to sce you; but tell me
why I cannot be anything more ?”

here was a perplexed and thoughtful pause.

“Ts it in consequence of some rash vow?"

$¢ It is something of the kind,” she answered—*¢ some day I
may tell you, but, at”present you had better leave me ; and
never, Gilbert, put me to the painful necessity of repecating
what I have just now said to you!"—she earnestly added,

s2wing me her hand in scrious kindness. How sweet, how
musical my own name sounded in her mouth !

I will not,” T replied. * But you pardon this offence ?”

** On condition that you never repeat it.”

¢ Aud may I come to see you now and then ?”

¢ Perhaps, — occasionally ; provided you never abusc the
privilege.” .

I make no empty promises, bu. you shall see.”

u“"'l‘he mo.nent you do, our intimacy is at an end, that's
all.

“ And will you always call mes Gllbert ?—it sounds more
sisterly, and it will serve to remind me of our contract.”

She smiled, and once more bid me go,—and, at length, I
judged it prudent to obey ; and she re-entered the house, and
Iwent down the hill. But as I went, the tramp of Forses’
hoofs fell on m{ ear, and broke the stillness of the dewy
evoning:; and, looking towards the lane, I saw a solitary
equestrian coraing up. Inclining to dusk as it was, I knew
him at ¢ glance: it was Mr. Lav:rence on his grey peny. I
flew across the field—leaped the stone fence—and then walked
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down the lane to meet him.  ©n seeing e, he suddenly drew
in his little steed, and seemed inclined to turn back, but on
sccond thought, apparently judged it better to continue his
course as before. He accodted me with a slight bow, and,
edging close to the wall, endeavoured to pass on—but I was
not so minded : s&izing his horse by the bridle, I exclaimed,—

“ Now Lawrence, 1 will have this mystery explained! Tell
me ‘where you are going, and what you mean to do —ft once,
and distinctly |”

“VWill you take your hand off the bridle ?” said he, quietly
—* you're hurting my pony’s mouth.”

“ You and your pony be——"

*“What makes you so coarse and brutal, Markham? I'm
quite ashamed of you.”

* You answer my questions—before you leave this spot! I
will know what you mean by this perfidious duplicity !

¢ I shall answer no questions til you let go the bridle,—if
you stand till morning.”

‘“ Now then,” said I, unclosing my hand, but still standing
before him.

“ Ask me some other time, when you can speak like a gen-
tleman,” returnedshe, and he madc an effort to pass me again ;
but I quickly re-captured the pony, scarce less astonished than
its master at such undcivil usage. .

‘ Really Me. Markham, this is too much!” eaid the latter.
“ Can I not go to scc my tenant on matters of business, with-
out being assaulted ingthis manner by——" ..

“This is no time for business, sir !'—I'll tcll you, now, what
I think of your conduct.” ,

“ You'd better defer your opinion to a more convenient
season,” interrupted he in a low tone—* here’s the vicar.”

And in truth, the vicar was just behind mc, plodding home-
ward from some remote ‘fomer of his parish. 1 immediately
released the squire; and he went on his way, saluting Mr.
Millward as he passed. »
= “What quarrelling, Markham ?" cried the latter, addressing
himself to me,—*‘ and abouy, that young widow 1 doubt,” he
added, reproachfully shakini hig, head. ‘¢ But let me tell you,
young man,” (here he put his face into mine with an impor-
tant, confidential air,) * she's not worth it |” and he confirmed
the assertion by a solemn nod. *

“ Mk, MiLwarp,” 1 exclaimed, in a tone of wrathful men-
ace that made the reverend gentleman look round—aghasts—
astounded at such unwonted insolence, and starg me in the
face, with a look that plain]ly said: ¢ What, this to me!”
But I was fvo indignant to apologise, or to speak anothér word
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to him: I turned away, and hastened homewards, descending
with rapid strides the steep, rough lane, and leaving him to
follow as he pleased. '

CHAPTER XI.

You niust “suppose about three weeks past over. Mrs.
Graham and I were now established friends—or brother and
sister as we rather chose to consider ourselves. She called
me Qilbert, by my express desire, and I called her Helen, for
T had seen that name written in her books. I seldom at-
tempted to see her above twice a-week ; and still I made our
meetings appear the result of accident as often as I could—for
I found it necessary to be extremely careful—and, altogether,
I behaved with such exceeding propriety that she never had
occasion to reprove me once. Yet I could not but perceive
that she was at times unhappy and dissatisfied with herself
or her position, and truly I myself was not quite contented
with the latter: this assumption of brotherly nonchalance was
very hard to sustain, and I often felt myself a most confounded
hgviocrite with it all ; I saw too, or rather Lfelt, that, in spite
of herself, ‘I was not indifferent to her,’ as the novel heroes
modestly express it, gnd while 1 thankfully enjoyed my pre-
sent good fortuns, I could not fail to wish and hepe for some-
thing better in fature; but, of course, I kept such dreams
entircly to mysclf. .

* Where arc you going, Gilbert ?” said Rose, one cvening,
shortly after tea, when I had been busy with the furm all day.

“To take a walk,” was the reply.

‘Do you always brush your hat go carefully, and do your
hair so nicely, and put_on such smart new gloves when you
take a walk ?” .

¢ Not always.” .

“You're going to Wildfell Iall, aren’t you?” °

% What makes you think so ?”

“ Because you look as if' you were—but 1 wish you wouldn't
go so often.” . .

4 Nonsense, child! I don’t go once in six wecks—what do
you mean?"

“ Well, but if I were you, I wouldn't_have so much to do
with Mrs, Graham.” ¢ .

. o:i;. ‘;Y,hj Rose, are you, too, giving’in to the prevailing opi-

‘“ No,” returned she, hesitatingjy—** but'I've heard s¢ much

pout Her lately, both at the Wilsons and the vicaiage ;—and

3
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besides, mamma says, if she were a prt?ér person she would

, not be living there by herself—and don't you remember last

winter, Gilbert, all that about the false name to the picture;
and how she explained it—#hying she had fricnds or acquaint-
ances from whom she wished her present residence to be con~
cealed, and thatShe was afraid of their tracing her out ;—and
thep, how suddenly she started up and left the room when
that person came—whom she took good care not 18 let us
catch a glimpse of, and who Arthur, with such an air of mys-
tery, told us was his mamma's friend ?”

t Yes Rose, d remember it all; and I can forgive your un-
charitable conclusions; for perhaps, if 1 did not know her
myself, I should put all these things together, and believe the
same as you do; but thank God, I do know her; and 1 should
be unworthy the name of a man, if I could believe anything
that was said against her, unless I heard it from her own lips.
—1 should as soon belicve such things of you, Rose.”

“ Oh, Gilbert!”

% 'Well, do you think I could belicve anything of the kind,
—whatever the Wilsons and Millwards dared to whisper 2"

‘1 should hope not indeed "

¢ And why not?—DBecause I know you—Well, and I know
her just as well.”

¢ Oh, no! you know nothing of hersformer life; and last
yea:'1 at thi time, you did not know that such a person ex-
isted.”

* No matter. There is such a thing as looking through a
person’s cyes into the heart, and learning more of the height,®
and breadth, and depth of another’s soul in one hour, than it
might take youa lifetime to discover, if he or she were not dis-
posed to reveal it, or if ygu had not the scnse to understand it.”

“ Then you are going to see her this evening ?”

¢To be sure I am!”

¢ But what would mamma say, Gilbert ?”

¢ Mamma ncedn’t know.” »

“ Dut she must know some time, if you go on.”

“ Go on!—there's no gping gn in the matter. Mrs. Gra-
ham and 1 are two friends—anyl will be ; and no man breath-
ing shall hinder it,—or has a right to interfere betwcen us.”

“ But if you knew how they talk, you would be more care-
ful, for her sake as wgll as forsyour own. Jane.Wilson thinks
your visits to the old hall but another proof of her de-
pravity—;-" *

¢ Confound Jane Wilson I .

“ And Eliza Millward is guite grieved about you.”,

T hope she is.”

““But 1,wouldn't, if I were you.



” \ THE TENANT

¢“"Wouldn't what ?~How do they know that I go there ?”
th'“ T’l,nere’s nothing hid from them: they spy out every-

ing.

“EOh, I never thought of this '~And so they dare to turn
my friendship into food for further scandal, against her !—
TKat proves the falsehood of their other lies, at all events, if
any proof were wanting.—Mind you contradict them, Rose,

‘whenevet you can.”

“ But they don't speak openly to me about such things: it
is only by hints and innucndoes, and by what I hear others
say, that I kncw what they think.” :

¢ Well then, I won't go to day, as it's getting latish. But
oh, deuce take their cursed envenomed tongues!” I muttered,
in the bitterness of my soul.

And just at that moment the vicar entered the room : we
had been too much absorbed in our conversation to observe
his knock. After his customary, cheerful, and fatherly grect-
ing of Rose, who was rather a favourite with the old gentle-
man, he turned somewhat sternly to me :

¢ Well, sir!” said he, * you're quite a stranger. It is—
let—me—see,” he continued, slowly, as he deposited his pon-
derous bulk in the arm chair that Rose officiously brought
towards him, ¢ it is just—six—weeks—by my reckoning, since
you darkened—my—dvor!” He spoke it with emphasis, and
struck his stick oh the floor. ‘

¢ Ts it sir ?” said L.
f.ﬁ.‘.Ayl Itisso!” MHe added an affirmutory nod, and con-

mued to gazc upon me with a kind of irate solemnity, holding
bis substantial stick between his knees, with his hands clasped
upon its head.

“I have been busy,” I said, for an apology was evidently
demanded.

¢ Busy ! repeated he, derisively. .

% Yes, you know I've been getting in my hay ; and now the
harvest is begining.”

¢ Humph I

Just then my mother camg in, aad ereated a diversion in
my favour, by her loquacious and animated welcome of thé
reverend guest. She regretted deeply that he had not come
a little earlier, in time for tea, but offered to have some im-
n}ediately prepazed, if he would:do her the favour to partake
of it

it.

“ Not any for me, I thank you,” replied he ; “*I shall be at
home in a few minutes.” .

“ Oh, hut do stay and take a little ! it will be ready in five
minutes.” -

But he rejected the offer, with a majestic wave of the hand.
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% T tell you what I'll take, Mrs. Markham,” said he : ¢ 'l
wtake a glass of your excellent ale.”

“ With pleasure |” cried my mother, proceeding with ala-
crity to pull the bell and ordbr the favoured beverage.

T thought,” continued he, *“ I'd just look in upon you as
I passcd, and taste your home-brewed ale. I've been to call
on Mrs. Graham.”

“ IIave you, indeed ?”

He nodded gravely, and added with awful emphasis—

T thought it incumbent upon me to do so.”

“ Really !” ejaculated my mother.

‘Why so, Mr. Millward ?” asked I. IIe looked at me
with some scverity, and turning again to my mother, re-
peated,—

“I thought it incumbent upon me!” and struck his stick
on the floor again. My mother sat opposite, an awe-struck
but admiring auditor.

‘¢ ¢ Mrs. Graham,’ said I,” he continued, shaking his head
as he spoke, * ¢ these are terrible reports!’ ¢What, sir?’
says she, affecting to be ignorant of mf, meaning. ‘Itis my
—duty—as—your pastor,’ said I, ¢ to tell you both everythin
that I mysclf sec® reprehensible in your conduct, and all
have reason to suspect, and what others tell me concerning
you.’—So I told her |” .

“You did, 8ir ?” cried I, starting from my scat, and strik-
ing my fist on the table. He merely glanced towards me,
and continued—addressing his hostess :— .

¢ It was a painful duty, Mrs. Markham—but I told her !”

¢ And how did she take it ?” asked my mother.

¢t Hardened, I fear—hardened !” he replied, with a despon-
dent shake of the head; % and, at the same time, there was
a strong display of unchastened, misdirected passions. She
turncd white in the face, and drew her breath through her
teeth in a savage sort of way;—but she offercd no extenua-
tion or defence; and with a kind of shamelessecalmness—
shocking indeed to witness in one so young—as good as told
me that my rcmonstrance was upavailing, and my pastoral
adwice quitc thrown away upon her—nay, that my very pre-
sence was displeasing while I spoke such things. And 1 with-
drew at length, too plainly secing that nothing could be done
—and gadly grieved to find herscase so hopéless, But I am
fully determined, Mrs. Markbam, that my daughters—shall
—not—consqrt with her. Do you adopt thc same resdlutian
with regard to yours!—As for your sons—as foreyou, young
man,” he continued, sternly tyrning to me——

* « Ag for. MF, sir,” I began, but checked by some ibhpedi-
ment in my ptterance, and finding that my whele frame trem-
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bled with fury, I'said no more, but took the wiser part of

snatching up my hat and bolting from the room, slamming ,
the door behind me, with a bang that shook the house to its

foundations, and made my mother scream, and gave a mo-

mentary relief to my excited feelings.

The next minute saw me hurrying with rdpid strides in the
direction of Wildfell Hall—to what intent or purpose I could
scarcely tell, but I must be moving somewhere, and no other
goal would do—I must sce her toe, and speak to her—that
was certain ; but what to say, or how to act, I had no definite
idea. Such stormy thoughts —so many different resolutions
crowded in upon me, that my mind was little better than a
chaos of conflicting passions,

CHAPTER XIIL

In little more than twenty minutes, the journey was accom-
lished. I paused at the gate to wipe my streaming fore-
Eead, and recover my breath and some degree of composure.
Already the rapid walking had somewhat mitigated my ex-
citement ; and with a firm and steady trtad, I paced the
arden walk. In passing the inhabited wing of the building,
caught a sight of Jlrs. Graham, through the open window,
slowly pacing up and down her lonely room.  «

She seemed agitated, and even dismayed at my arrival, as
if she thought 1 too was coming to accusg her. 1 had entered

tTer presence intending to condole with her upon the wicked-
ness of the world, and help her to abuse the vicar and his vile

“informants, but now I felt positively ashamed to mention the
subject, and determined not to ref¢r to it, unless she led the
way.

“Iam come at an unseasonable hour,” said I, assuming a
cheerfulness I did not feel, in order to reassure her; ¢ but I
won't stay many minutes.”

She smiled upon me, faintly it is true, but most kindly—I
bad almost said thankfully, as her apprehcnsions were re-
moved. . ¢

¢ How dismal you are, Helen! Why have you no fire?”
I said, looking round on the gloomy apartment.

¢ It is summer yet,” she replied.

“ But we always have a fire in the evenings, if we cah bear
it § and* you cspecially require one in this cold, house and

. dreary room.’

“ You should have come a lijtle sooner, and I would haveg
had ont lighted for you; but it is not worth while now, you
won't stay many.minutes you say, and Arthur is ggne to bed."”
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*But I have a fancy for a fire, negerthelees. Will you
, order one, if I ring ?”

*Why, Gilbert, you don’t look cold!" said she, smilingly
regarding my face, which nd doubt seemed warm enough.

¢ No," replie(.l I, “but I want to see you comfortable
before I go.”

¢ Me comfortable!” repeated she, with a bitter laugh, as if
there were something amusingly absurd in the ided. It
suits me better as it is,” she added, in a tone of mournful re-
signation.

But determired to have my own way, I pulled the bell.

“ Therc now, Helen!” I said, as the approaching steps of
Rachel were heard in answer to the summons. There was
n}tl)thing for it but to turn round and desire the maid to light
the fire. ¢

I owe Rachel a grudge to this day, for the look she cast
upon me cre she departed on her mission, the sour, suspi-
cious, inquisitorial look that plainly demanded, ¢ what are you
here for, 1 wonder ?” Iler mistress did not fail to notice it,
and a shade of uneasiness darkencd her brow.

“You must not stay long, Gilbert,” said she, when the
door was closcd @pon us.

“I'm not going to,” said T, somewhat testily, though with-
out a grain of anger in my heart againstsany one but the med-
dling old wéman. ¢ But, Helen, 1've something to say to
you before I go.”

“VWhatis1t?” .

¢ No, not now—I don’t know yet precisely what it is, or®
how to say it,” replied I, with more truth than wisdom; and
then, fearing lest she should turn me out of the house, I
began talking about indifferent matters in order to gamn time.
Meanwhile Rachel came in to kindle the fire, which was soon
effected by thrusting a yed-hot poker between the bars of the
grate, where the fuel wasalready disposed for ignition. She
honourcd me with another of her hard, inhospitable looks in
departing, bat, little moved thereby, I went on talking ; and
sctting a chair for Mrs. Grabarp on one side of the hearth,
and one for myself on the ofher, I ventured to sit down,
though half suspecting she would rather see me go.

In a little while we both relapsed into silence, and con-
tinuedl for several mingtes gaaing abstractédly into the fire—
she intent upon her own sad thoughts, and I reflecting how
delightful it would be to be seated thus beside her”witly no
other presence to restrain our intercourse—nos$ even that of.
Arthur, our mutual friend, yithout whom we had never met
* before—if only 1 could venture to speak my mind, %and dis-
burden my full heart of the feelings thatshad so long op-
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pressed it, and which it now struggled to retain, with an
effort that it seemed impossible to continue much longer,—
and revolving the pros and cons for opening my heart to her
there and then, and imilorin a return of affection, the per-
mission to regard her thenceforth as my own, and the right
and the power to defend her from the calumnies of malicious
tongues. On the one hand, I felt a new-born confidence in
my po®ecrs of persuasion—a strong conviction that my own
fervour of spirit would grant me eloquence—that my very
determination—the absolute necessity for succeeding, that [
felt must win me what I sought ; while on the other, I feared
%0 losc the ground I had already gained with so much toil
and skill, and destroy all future hope by one rash effort, when
time and patience might have won success. [t was like sct-
“ting my life upon the cast of a die; and yet I was rcady to
resolvc upon the attempt. At any rate, I would entreat the
explanation she had half promised to give me before ; I would
demand the rcason of this hateful barrier, this mysterious im-
pediment to my happiness, and, as I trusted, to her own.

But while I considerced in what manner I could best frame
my request, my companion, wakened from her reverie with a
scarcely audible sigh, and looking towards the window where
the blood-red harvest moon, just rising over one of the grim;
fantastic evergreens, was shining in upon us, said,—

‘¢ Gilbert, it i» getting late.”

‘T see,” said I.  ** You want me to go, I suppose.”

T think you ought. If my kind neighbours get to know
vof this visit—as no doubt they will—they will not turn it
much te my advantage.”

It was with what the vicar would doubtless have called a
savage sort of a smile that she said this.

¢ Let them turn it as they will,” said I. ¢ What are their
thoughts to you or me, so long as we arc satisfied with our-
selves—and cach other. Let them go to the deuce with their
vile constructions, and their lying inventions !”

This outburst brought a flush of colour to her face.

¢ You have heard, then, what they say of me ?”

T heard some detestablé falschoods; but none but fools
would credit them for a moment, Ilclen, so don’t let them
trouble you.”

1 did not thirk Mr. Millmard a fogl, and he belicves it
all ; but however little you may value the opinions of those
abqut yLu—however little you may esteem them as indivi-
.duals, it is not pleasant to be looked upon as a liar and a
hypocrite, to be thought to practise what you abhor, and to
encourage the vices you would discountenance, to find your '
good intentions faustrated, and your hands crippled by your
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supposed unworthiness, and to bring disgrace on the pyin-
ciples you profess.” o

“ True ; and if I, by my thoughtlessness and selfish disre-
gard to appearances, have at all assisted to expose you to
these evils, let me entreat you not only to pardon me, but to
enable me to meke reparation ; authorise me to clear your
name from every imputation : give me the right to identify
your honour with my own, and to defend your reputssion as
more precious than my life !

¢ Are you hero enough to unite yourself to one whom you
know to be suspected and despised by all around you, and
identify your interests and your honour with hers? Think!
it ia a serious thing.”

“1 should be proud to do it, Ilelen!—most happy—de-
lighted beyond expression !—and if that be all the obstacle to
our union, it is demolished, and you must—you shall be
mine ! "

And starting from my seat in a frenzy of ardour, I seized
her hand and would have pressed it to my lips, but she as
suddenly caught it away, exclaiming in the bitterness of in-
tense affliction,—

¢ No, no, it is pot all |”

“What is it then? You promised I should know some
time, and—-"

“ You shall know some time—but not how—my head aches
terribly,” she said, pressing her hand to her Yorehead, * and
I must have some repose—and surely, I have had misery
enough to-day !” sh®added, almost wildly. :

* But it could not harm you to tcll it,” I persisted: “it
would ease your mind ; and I should then know how to com- -
fort you.” C

She shook her head despondingly. ¢ If you knew all, you,
too, would blame me—perhaps even more than I deserve—

- though I have cruelly wronged you,” she added in a low

murmur, as if she mused aloud.

““You, Helen? Impossible!”

¢ Yes, not willingly ; for I did not know the strength and
depth of your attacﬁment. T thought—at least I endeavoured
to%hink your regard for me wag as cold and fraternal as you
professed it to be.”

¢ Qr as yours?” . .

“ Qg as mine—ouglst to have been—of such a light and
selfish, superficial nature that——" »

¢ There, indeed, you wronged me."”

1 know I did ; and sometimes, I suspected it’then ; but I
$hought, upon the whole, there could be no great harm in
Ieaving your fancies and your hopes to dseam themselves to
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nothing—or flutter ‘away to some more fitting object, while

our friendly sympathies remained with me; but if I had
znown the depth of your regard, the generous disinterested -
affection you seem to feel —"

¢ Seem, Helen ?”

“ That you do feel, then, I would have acted differently.”

¢ How? You could not have given me less encourage-
ment, or treated me with greater severity than you did! And
if you think you have wronged me by giving me your friend-
ship, and occasionally admitting me to the enjoyment of your
company and conversation, when all hopes ot closer intimac
were vain—as indeed you always gave me to understand—if

ou think you have wronged me by this, you are mistaken ;
!Yol' such favours, in themselves alone, are not only delightful
¢o 2y heart, but purifying, exalting, cnnobling to my soul;
and I would rather have your friendship than the love of any
other woman in the world!”

Little comforted by this, she clasped her hands upon her
knee, and glancing upward, seemecd, in silent anguish, to
implore divine assistance; then turning to me, she calmly
said,—

% To-morrow, if you meet mc on thc moor about mid-day,
I will tell you all you seek to know ; and perhaps you will
then scc the nccessity of discontinuing our intimacy—if, in-
deed, you do not wiliingly resign me as one no longer worthy
of regard.” ' ‘

¢ ] can safely answer no, to that: you cannot have such
ﬁalve ?,oufessions to make—you must' be trying my faith,

elen.

* No, no, no,” she earnestly repeated—**T wish it were so!
Thank Heaven!” she added, ‘1 have no great crime to con-
fess; but I have more than you wil like to hear, or, perhaps,
can readily excuse,—and more than I can tell you now ; so
let me entreat you to leave me!” . .

¢ will ; but answer me this éne question first ;—do you
love me 2™

¢ 1 will not answer it !”

¢ Then I will conclude you de; and g0 good night.”

She turned from me to dide theeemotion she could ot
quite control ; but I took her hand and fervently kissed it.

¢ Gilbert, do Jeave me!” she cried, in a tone of such thrill-
ing anguish that I felt it would be cruel to discbey. ..

ut I gave one look back before I closed the door, and saw
Ier leaning forward on the table, with her hands pressed
against her” eyes, sobbing convulsively ; yet I withdrew in
silence. I felt that to obtrude my coneolations on her the
would only serve.to aggravate her sufferings. - ‘
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To tell you all the questionings and conjectures—the fegrs,

and hopes, and wild emotions that jostled and chased each

»other through my mind as I descended the hill, would almost
fill a volume in itself. But bgfore I was half way down a sen-
timent of strong sympathy for her I had left behind me had
displaced all othqr feelings, and seemed imperatively to draw
me back : I began to think, “ Why am I hurrying so fast in
this -direction? Can I find comfort or consolation—speace,
certainty, contentment, all—or anything that I want at home?
and can I leave all perturbation, sorrow, and anxiety behind
me there ?”

And I turned round to look at the old hall. There was little
besides the chimneys visible above my contracted horizon. I
walked back to get a better view of it. When it rose in sight, I
stood still a momentto look,and then continued moving towards
the gloomy object of attraction. Something called me nearer
—nearer still—and why not, pray? Might 1not find more
bencfit in the contemplation of that venerable pile with the
full moon in the cloudless heaven shining so calmly above it
—ith that warm yellow lustre peculiar to an August night—
and the mistress of my soul within, than in returning to my
home where all comparatively was light, and life, and cheer-
fulness, and theréfore inimical to me in my present frame of
mind,—and the more so that its inmates all were more or
less imbued with that detestable belief*the yery thought of
which made my blood boil in my veins—and how could I
endure to hear it openly declared—or cautiously insinuated —
which was worse ?—P had had trouble enough alrcady, with
some babbling fiend that would keep whispering in my ear,
“ [t may be true,” till I had shouted aloud, ¢ It is false! I
defy you to make me suppose it!”

1 could see the red fireflight dimly gleaming from her par-
lour window. I went up to the garden wall, and stood leaning

. over it, with my cyes fived upon the lattice, wondering what
she was doing, thinking, of suffering now, and wishing I could
speak to her but one word, or even catch one glimpse of her,
before I went.

I had not thus looked, and wished, and wondered long,
béfore I vaulted over the barritr, unable to resist the temp-
tation of taking one glance through the window, just to see if
she were more composed than when we fartod ;—and if I
found, her still in deep distreds, perhaps 1 might venture to
attempt a word of comfort—to utter one of the many things
[ should have said before, instead of aggravating her sufferifigs

by my stupid impetuosity. I looked. Her chair was vacent: -

450 was the room. But at that moment some one opqned the
‘outer door, and a voice—her voice—said,— _
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4 Come out—I want to see the moon, and breathe the even-

ing air : they will d6 me good—if anything will.”
" Here, then, were she and Rachel coming to take a walk in-
the garden. I wished mysclf safe back over the wall. I
stood, however, in the shadow of the tall holly bush, which,
standing betwcen the window and the porch, at present
screened me from observation, but did not prevent me from
seeing.two figures come forth into the moonlight ; Mrs. Gra-
ham followed by another—not Rachel, but a young man,
slender and rather tall. Oh, heavens, how my temples
throbbed! Intense anxiety darkened my ‘sight; but I
thought—yes, and the voice confirmed it—it was Mr. Law-
Tence.

“You should not let it worry you so much, Helen,” said
he ; “ I will be more cautious in future; and in time »

I did not hear the rest of the sentence ; for he walked close
beside her and spoke so gently that I could not catch the
words. My heart was splitting with hatred; but I listened
intently for her reply. 1 heard it plainly enough.

“But I must leave this place, Frec{eric," she said—*1I
never can be happy here,—nor anywhere else, indced,” she
added, with a mirthless laugh,—* but I cannot rest here.”

“ But where could you find a better place?” replied he,
¢ go secluded—so near me, if you think anything of that.”

#Yes,” interrupted she, ‘‘it is all I could wish, if they
could only have left me alone.” '

* But wherever you go, Helen, there will be the same
sources of annoyaunce. 1 cannot consent to lose you: I must
go with you, or come to you; and there are meddling fools
elsewhere, as well as here.”

‘While thus conversing, they had sauntered slowly past me,
down the walk, and I heard no mbre of their discourse ; but
I saw him put his arm round hker waist, while she lovingly
rested her hand on his shoulder ;—and then, a tremulous dark- -
ness obscured my sight, my helirt sickened and my head
burned like fire, I half rushed, half staggered from the spot
where horror had kept me rooted, and leaped or tumbled
over the wall—I hardly knew wiich—but I know that, after-
wards, like a passionate chil@, I dashed myself on the groénd
and lay there in a paroxysm of anger and despair-—how long,
I cannot undertgke to say ; but it must have been a consider-
able time ; for when, having partially relieved myself by a
torrent of tears, and looked up at the moon, shining so calmly
afid carelessly on, as little influenced by my misery as I was
by its peaceful radiance, and- earnestly prayed for death or
forgetfalness, I had risen and: journeyed homewards—little.
regarding the wayy but carried iustinctively by my: feet to the
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door, I found it bolted against me, and cvery one T bed ex-
cept my mother, who hastened to answes my impatient knock-
ing, and rcceived me with a shower of questions and re-
bukes.

« Oh, Gilbert, how could you do s0? Where have you
been? Do comg in and take your supper—I've got it all
ready, though you don’t deserve it, for keering me in such a
fright, after the strange manner you left the house this evening.
Mr. Millward wag quite—— Bless the boy ! how ill he looks!
Ol, gracious ! what is the matter ?”

¢t Nothing, nothing—give me a candle.”

¢ But won’t you take some supper ?”

“No, I want to go to bed,” said I, taking a candle and
lighting it at the one she held in her hand.

% Oh, Gilbert, how you tremble!” exclaimed my anxious
parent. ¢ Ilow white you look !—Do tell me what it is? Has
anything happened 2"

* It's nothing !" cried I, ready to stamp with vexation be-
cause the candle would not light. Then, suppressing my irri-
tation, I added, ** I've becn walking too fast, that’s all. Good
night,” and marched off to bed, regardless of the ‘** Walking
too fast! wherc have you been?” that was called after me
from below. °

My mother followed me to the very door of my room' with
Jier questionings and advice concerninge my health and my
conduct ; but*l implored her to let me alone till morning;
and she withdrew, and at length I had the satisfaction to hear
her close her own door. There was no slecp for me, however,
that night, as 1 thought ; and instead of attempting to solicit
it, I employed myself in rapidly pacing the chamber—-having
first removed my boots lest my mother should hear me. But
the boards creaked, and she was watchful. Ihad not walked
above a quarter of an hour before she was at the door again.

_ ** Gilbert, why are yoy not in bed—you said you wanted to
0 ?" »
4 Confound it! I'm going,” said I.

“ But why are you so long about it? you must have some-
thing on your. mind—" ,

Ui‘or heaven’s sake, let me alane, and get to bed yoursclf!”

¢ Can it be that Mrs. Graham that distresses you so 2"

‘% No, no, I tell you—it's nothing !” .

“] wish to goodness i mayn't” murmured she, with a sigh,
as she returped to her own apartment, while I threw myself
on the bed, feelinﬁ most undutifully disaffected towards her
for having deprived me of what seemed the only shadow of a
gonsolation that remained, and chained me to that wx.'etched
couch of thorns, o
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Never did I endure so long, so miserable a night as that.
And yet, it was notcwholly sleepless: towards morning my
distracting thoughts began to lose all pretensions to coherency, »*
and shape themsclves into confuged and feverish dreams, and,
at length, there followed an interval of unconscious slumber.
But then the dawn of bitter recollection thgt succceded—the
waking to find lifc a blank, and worse than a blank—teeming
with torment and misery—not a mere barren wilderness, but
full of thorns and briars—to find myself deccived, duped,
hopeless, my affections trampled upon, my angel not an angel,
and my friend a fiend incarnate—it was worse than if 1 had
not slept at all.

It was a dull, gloomy morning, the weather had changed
like my prospects, and the rain was pattering against the win-
dow. i’rose. nevertheless, and went out ; not to look after the
farm, though that would serve as my cxcuse, but to cool my
brain, and regain, if possible, a sufficient degrec of composurc
to meet the family at the morning meal without exciting in-
convenient remarks. If I got a wetting, that, in conjunction
with a pretended over cxertion before breakfast, might cxcuse
my sudden loss of appetite ; and if a cold ensued, the severer
the better, it would help to account for the sullen moods and
moping melancholy likely to cloud my brow for long enough.

CHAPTER XIII .

“ My dear Gilbert! I wish you would «ry to be a littlc more
amiable,” said my mother, one morning after some display of
unjustifiable ill-humour on my part. * You say there is no-
thing the matter with you, and nothing has happened to grieve
you, and yet, I never saw any one so altered as you within
these last few days: you haven't a good word for anybody—
friends and strangers, cquals and inferiors—it's all the same.,
I do wish you'd try to check it.” « '

* Check*what ?”

¢ Why, your strange temper. You don’t know how it spoils
you. I'm sure a finer disppsitith than yours, by neture, could
not be, if you'd let it have fair play; so you've no excuse4hat

wa '"

{Vhile she thus remonstrated, I took up & book, and laying
it open on the ‘table before*me, prefended to be degply ab-
sorbed in ite perusal ; for I was equally unable to justify my-
melf, and unwilling to acknowledge my errors;.and 1 wished
to have notiing to say on the'matter. But my excellent pa-.
rent went on lecturing, and then came to coaxing, and beggn
to strSke my hair; and I was getting to feel quite.a good boy,
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but my mischievous brether, who was idling about the room,
revived my corruﬁtion by suddenly callifj[f out :—

* “Don’t touch him, mother! he'll bite! He's a very tiger
in human form. I've givenshim up for my part—fairly dis-
owned him—cast him off, root and branch. It's as much as
my life is worth ¢o come within six yards of him. The other
day he nearly fractured my skull for singing a pretty, inoffen-
sivelove song, on purpose to amuse bim.” -

 Oh, Gilbert! how could you?" exclaimed my mother.

‘c; IItold you to hold your noise first, you know, Fergus,”
said I.

“ Yes, but when I assured you it was no trouble, and went
on with the next verse, thinking you might like it better, you
clutched me by the shoulder and dashed me away, right
against the wall there, with such force, that I thought I had
bitten my tongue in two, and expected to see the place plas-
tered with my brains ; and when I put my hand to my head
and found my skull not broken, I thought it was a miracle and
no mistake. But poor fellow !” added he, with a sentimental
gigh—** his heart's broken—that's the truth of it—and his
head’s —"

“ Will you be gilent Now ?” cried I, starting up, and eyeing
the fellow go fiercely that my mother, thinking 1 meant to in-
flict some grievous bodily inf'ury, laid her hand on my arm,
and besoughg me to let him alone, and hé walked leisurely out,
with his hands in his pockets, singing provokingly—:** Shall I,
because a woman’s fair,” &e.

“I'm not going tb defile my fingers with him,” said I, in
answer to the maternal intercession. I wouldn’t touch him
with the tongs.”

I now recollected that I had business with Robert Wilson,
concerning the purchase &f a certain field adjoining my farm
—a business I Ymd been putting off’ from day to day; for I
had no interest in anything now; and bcesides, I was misan-
thropically inclined, and, Inoreover, had a partieglar objection
to meeting Jane Wilson or her mother ; for though I had too

ood reason, now, to credit their reports comcerning Mrs.

raham,'I did not like them a bit the better fur it—or Eliza
Millward either—and the thoughts of meeting them was the
more repugnant to me, that I could not, now, defy their seem-
ing calumnies and triumph in my own conyictions as before.
But to-day, I determMed to make an effort to return to my
duty. Though I found no pleasure in it, it would be,less irk-
some thansidleness—at all events it would be more profitfble.
If life promised no enjoyment within my vocaﬁon, at “least it
offered no allurements out of it; and henceforth, I vo2uld put

. . ¥
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my shoulder to the ‘wheel and toil away, like any poor drudge
of a cart-horse that®was fairly broken in to its labour, and
plod through life, not wholly useless if not agreeable, and un-'
complaining if not contented with my lot.

Thus resolving, with a kind of sullen resignation, if such a
term may be allowed, I wended my way #® Ryecote Farm,
scarcely expecting to find its owner within at this time of day,
but k<ping to learn in what part of the premises he was most
likely to be found.

Absent he was, but expected home in a few minutes ; and I
was desired to step into the parlour and wait. Mrs. Wilson
was busy in the kitchen, but the room was not empty; and I
scarcely checked an involuntary recoil as I entered it; for
there sat Miss Wilson chattering with Eliza Millward. How-
ever, [ determined to be cool and civil. Eliza scemed to have
made the same resolution on her part. We had not met since
the evening of the tea party; but there was no visible emotion
-either of pleasurc or pain, no attempt at pathos, no display of
injured pride: she was cool in temper, civil in demeanour.
There was even an ease and cheerfulness about her air and
manner that I made no pretension to; but there was a depth
of malice in her too expressive eye, that plainly told me I was
not forgiven ; for, though she no longer hoped to win me to
herself, she still hated her rival, and evidently delighted to
wreak her spit¢ on me. On the other hand, Migs Wilson was
ag affable and courteous as heart could wish, and though I was
in no very conversable humour myself, the two ladies between

. them managed to keep up a pretty cofitinuous fire of small
talk. But Eliza took advantage of the first convenient pause
to ask if I had latcly scen Mrs. Graham, in a tone of merely
cagual inquiry, but with a sidelong glance—intended to be
plgf‘ully mischievous—really, brimful and running over with
malice.

‘¢ Not lately,” I replied, in a careless tonc, but sternly re-
gelling her pdious glances with my' eyes; for I was vexed to
eel the colour mounting to my forehead, despite my strenuous
efforts to appear unmoved.

*“ What | are you beginning to #ire already ? I thought so
iloble' a creature would have power to attach you for a year ‘at
east | ”

¢ I would rather not speak of her now.”

¢ Ah !, then you are convinced, at 1st, of your mistuke—
you have at length discovered that your divinity is not quite
th®immaculate — .

‘I desired you not to speak of her, Miss Eliza.”

¢ Oh,,J beg your pardon! I perceive Cupid's arrows haves
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been too sharp for you : the wounds, being more than skin deep,
., are not yet healed, and bleed afresh at every mention of the-
loved one’s name."”

¢ Say, rather,” interposed Miss Wilson, * that Mr. Markham
fecls that name is unworthy to be mentioned in the presence
of right-minded fomales. I wonder, Eliza, you should think
of referring to that unfortunate person—you might know the
mention of her would be anything but agreeable to arfy one
here present.”

How could this be borne? Irose and was about to clap my
hat upon my head and burst away, in wrathful indignation,
from the house ; but recollecting—just in time to save my dig-
nity—the folly of such a proceeding, and how it would only

, give my fair tormentors a merry laugh at my expense, for the
sake of one I acknowledged in my own heart to be unworthy
of the slightest sacrifice—though the ghost of my former reve
rence and love so hung about me still, that I could not bear to
hear her name aspersed by others—I merely walked to the
window, and having spent a few seconds in vengibly biting my
li‘;:s, and sternly repressing the passionate heavings of my
chest, I observed to Miss Wilson, that I could see nothing ot
her brother, and added that, as my time was precious, it would
perhaps be better to call again to-morrow, at some time when
I should be sure to find him at home.

¢ Oh, no!"esaid she, “if you wait a minute, ke will be sure
to come ; for he has busincss at L——" (that was our market
town) * and will require a little refreshment before he goes.”

I submitted accordingly, with the best grace I could; and,
happily, T bad not long to wait. Mr. Wilson soon arrived,
and, indisposed for business as 1 was at that moment, and little
as 1 cared for the ficld or jts owner, I forced my attention to-
the matter in hand, with very creditable determination, and

uickly concluded the bargain—perhaps more to the thrifty

* farmer’s satisfaction than ﬁe cared to acknowledge. Then,
leaving him to the discussion of his substantial ** ref¢eshment,”
I gladly quitted the house, and went to look after my reapers.

Leaving them busy at work on the side of the valley, 1 as-
cengded the hill, intending to ‘risit_ & corn-field in the more ele-
vated regions, and see when it would be ripe for the sickle..
But I did not visit it that day; for, as I approached, I beheld
at no great distance, Mrs. Graham and her son ¢oming down
in the bpposite direction. '.[‘hely saw me ; and Arthur already
was running*to mect me ; but 1 immediately turned baek agd
walked steadily homeward ; for I had fully detergincd never
to encounter his mother again; and regardless of the shrill
®oice in my ear, calling upon he to ‘‘ wait a moment,”dl pur-
sued the even tenor of my way ; and he sobn gelinquished the
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it as hopeless, or was called away by his mother. Atall
events, when I looked back, five minutes after, not a trace of
either was to be scen.. )

This incident agitated and distirbed me most unaccountably
—unless you would account for it by saying that Cupid’s ar-
rows not only had been too sharp for me, but'they were barbed
and deeply rooted, and I had not yet been able to wrench
them“from my heart. However that be, I was rendered doubly
amiserable for the remainder of the day.

CHAPTER XIV.

NexT morning, I bethought me, I, too, had business at
L——; so T mounted my horse and set forth on the expedi-
tion, soon after breakfast. It was a dull, drizzly day; but
that was no matter: it was all the more snitable to my frame
of mind. It was likcly to be a lonely journey ; for it was no
market-day, and the road T traversed was litt{e frequented at
any other time ; but that suited me all the better too.

As I trotted along, however, chewing the cud of—bitter
fancies, I heard another horse at no great dietance behind me 5
but I never conjecturcd who the rider might be—or troubled
my head about him- till, on slackening my pace to ascend a
gentle acelivity—or rathier suffering my horse #o slacken his

ce into a lazy walk ; for, lest in my own reflections, I was
etting it jog on as leisurely as it thought proper—I lost ground
and my fellow traveller overtook me. He accosted me by
name ; for it was no stranger—it was Mr. Lawrence ! Instinc-
tively the fingers of my whip hand tingled, and grasped their
charge with convulsive energy; byt I restrained the impulse,
and answering his salutation with a nod, attempted to push on ;
but he pushed on beside me and began to talk about the
weather and the crops. I gave the briefest possible answers
to his querigs and obscrvations, and fell back. He fell back,
too, and asked if my horse was lame. I replied with a look
—at which he placidly smiled.

- I was as much astonishéd as“cxasperated at this singylar
pertinacity and imperturbable assurance on his part. I had

ght the circumstances of our last meeting would have left
such an impression on his mind as to render him cold and dis-
tant ever after : instead of that, he appeared not only o have
forgotten all former offences, but to be impenetrable to all
present inciyilities. Formerly, the slightest hint, or mere
fancied coldness in tone or glance, had sufficed to repulse him:
now, pesitive rudeness could not Urive him away. Had he heard
of my disappointntent; and was he come to witnoss the re-
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sult, and triumph in my despair? I grasped my whip with
mo':e determined energy than beforef-but stillyforb(?re to
raise it, and rode on in silence, waiting for some more tangi-
ble cause of offence, before T opened the floodgates of my soul
and pourcd out the dammed-up fury that was foaming and
swelling within.

- Markham,” said he, in his usual quiet tone, * why do you
quarrel with your friends, because you have been disapffointed
in one quarter? You have found your hopes defeated ; but
how am I to blame for it? I warned you beforehand, you
know, hut you would not—-"

He said no more ; for, impelled by some ficnd at my clbow,
I had seized my whip by the small end, and—swift and sud-
den as a flash of lightning—brought the other down upon his
head. It was not without ‘a feeling of savage satisfaction that
I beheld the instant, deadly pallor that overspread his face,
and the few red drops that trickled down his forehead, while
he rceled a moment in his saddle, and then fell backward to
the ground. ‘The pony, surprised to be so strangely relieved
of its burden, started and capered, and kicked a little, and
then made use of its freedom to go and crop the grass of the
hedge bank ; while its master lay as still and silent as a corpse.
Had I killed him ?—an icy hand seemed to grasp my heart
and check its pulsation, as I bent oyer him, gazing with
breathless imtensity upon the ghastly, upturned face. Butno;
he moved his eyelids and uttered a slight groan. I breathed
again—he was only.stunncd by the fall. 1t served him right
—it would teach him better manners in futurc. Should I help®
him to his horse? No. For any other combination of offences
I would ; but his were too unpardonable. He might mount ¥
it himself, it he liked—jn a while: already he was beginning
to stir and look about him—and there it was for him, quictly
browsing on the road-side.

So with a muttered exgcration I left the fellow to his fate,
and clapping spurs to my own horse, galloped away, excited
by a combination of feelings it would not be easy to analyze ;
and perhaps, it I did so, the result would not be very credit-
sble to my disposition ; foF I gih not sure that & species of ex-
ultation in what I had done was not one prinsipal concomi-
tant. .

Shortly, however, the efferwescence began te abate, and not
mary minutes elapsed before I had turned and gone back to
look afte the fate of my victim. It was no generows impulse
—no kind relentings that led me to this—nor qven the fear of
what might be the consequences to myself, if I finishéd my
assault upon the squire by leaving him thus neglected, and
exposed to further injury; it was, simply, the voiee of cor-
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science ; and I took great credit to myself for attending so
promptly to its dictates—and judging the merit of the deed
by the sacrifice it cost, I was not far wrong.

Mr. Lawrence and his pony had both altered their positions
in some degree. The pony had wandered eight or ten yards
further away; and he had managed, someliow, to remove
himself from the middle of the road: I found him scated in
& recmbent position on the bank,—looking very white and
sickly still, and holding his cambric handkerchiet (now more
red then white) to his head. It must have been a powerful
blow; but half the credit—or the blame of it (which you
please) must be attributed to the whip, which was garnished
with a massive horse’s head of plated mctal. The grass, being
sodden with rain, afforded the young gentleman a rather in-
hospitable couch ; his clothes were considerably bemired ; and
his hat was rolling in the mud, on the other sidc of the road.
But his thoughts seemed chicfly bent upon his pony, on which
he was wistfully gazing—half in helpless anxiety, and half' in
hopeless abandonment to his fate.

dismounted, however, and having fastened my own animal
to the nearest tree, first picked up his hat, intending to clap
it on his head; but cither he considered hie head unfit for
a hat, or the hat, in its present condition, unfit for his
head ; for shrinking away the onc, he took the other from my
hand, and scornfully cast it aside. .
¢ It's good enough for you,” I muttered.
My next good oftice was to catch his pony and bring it to
shim, which was soon accomplished ; for the beast was quict
cnough in the main, and only winced and flirted a trifle till
*I got hold of the bridle—but then, I must sce him in the
saddle. .

¢ Here, you fellow—scoundrel—dog—give me your hand,
and I'll help you to mount.”

No; he turned from me in disgyst: I attempted to take
him by the agm. Ile shrank away as if’ therc had been con-
tamination in my touch.

¢ What, you won't. Well! you may sit there till dooms-
day, for what I cafe. But I Suppdse you don’t want to lose
all the blood in your body—I'll just condescend to bind that
up for you.”

¢ Let mc alone, if you please,”

¢ Humph! with all my heart. You riay go to the d——1,
if yon cheose—and say I sent you.” ‘

Biit before 1,abandoned him to his fate, I flung his pony’s
bridle over a stake in the hedge, and threw him my hand-
kerchief, @s his own was now satufated with blood. Ile took
it and cast it back to me, in abhorrence and contempt, with



©F WILDFELL HALL. . 89

all the strength he could muster. It wanted but this to fill
.the measure of his offences. With exccrations not loud but
deep, I left him to live or djc as he could, well satisfied that
I had done my duty in attempting to save him—but forgettin
how I had erred,in bringing him into such a condition, ang
how insultingly my after services had been offercd—and
sullenly prepared to mect the consequences if he should
choosc to say I had attempted to murder him—which I
thought not unlikely, as it scemed probable he was actuated
by such spiteful motives in so perseveringly refusing my
assistance.

Having remounted my horse, T just looked back to see how
he was getting on, before I rode away. Ile had risen from
the ground, and grasping his pony’s manc, was attempting
to resume his scat in the saddle ; but scarccly had he put
his foot in the stirrup, when a sickness or dizziness seemed
to overpower him : he leant forward a moment, with his head
drooped on the animal's back, and then made onc more
cffort, which proving incffectual, he sank back on the bank,
where I left him, reposing his head on the oozy turf, and, to
all appearance, as calmly reclining as if he had been taking
his rest on his sofs at home.

I ought to have helped him in spite of himself—to have
bound up the wound he was unable to stanch, and insisted
upon gettingehim on his horse and sceing him safe home;
but, besides my bitter indignation against Tnimselt', there was
the question what to say to his servants—and what to my
own family. Kither I should have to acknowledge the deed,
which would set me down as a madman, unless I acknow-
ledged the motive too—and that scemed impossible—or I
must get up a lic, which seemcd equally out of' the question
—especially as Mr. Lawrence would probably reveal the
whole truth, and thereby,bring me to tenfold disgracc—unless

"I were villain cnough, presaming on the absence of witnesscs,
to persist in my own version of the case, and mgke him out
a still greater scoundrel than he was. No; he had only re-
ccived a cut ahove the temple, and perhaps, a few bruises
fram the fall, or the hoofs of Lis own pony: that could not
kill him if he lay there half' the day; aund, if he could not
help himeelf, surely some one would be coming by: it would
be impossible that a whole daysshould pass and no one tra-
versc the road but ourselves. As for what he might choose
to say hercgfter, I would take my chance about it? if de
told Jies, T would contradict him ; if he told the truth, I would
bear it as best 1 could. I was not obliged to enter into expla-
%ations, further than I thought proper. Perhaps, he might
choose to be silent on the subject, for fear of vaising inquiries
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as-to the cause of the quarrel, and drawing the public at-
tention to his connection with Mrs. Graham, which, whether _.
for her sake or his own, he seemed so very desirous to
conceal. ! .

Thus reasoning, I trotted away to the town, where 1 duly
transacted my business, and performed various little com-
missions for my mother and Rose, with very laudable exacti-
tude™considering the different circumstances of the case. In
returning home, I was troubled with sundry misgivings about
the unfortunate Lawrence. The question, what if I should
find him lying, still on the damp earth, fairly dying of cold
and exhaustion—or already stark and chill? thrust itself
most unpleasantly upon my mind, and the appalling possibility

ictured itself with painful vividness to my imagination as
fapproached the spot where I had left him. But no; thank
Heaven, both man and horse were gone, and nothing was
left to witness against me but two objects—nnpleasant enongh
in themselves, to be sure, and presenting a very ugly, not to
s&y murderous, appearance—in one place, the hat saturated
with rain and coated with mud, indented and broken above
the brim by that villanous whip-handle; in another, the
crimson handkerchicf, soaking in a deeplysinctured pool of
water—for much rain had fallen in the interim,

Bad news fly fast: it was hardly four o'clock when I got
home, but my mother gravely accosted me withe—

4 Oh, Gilbert !—Such an accident! Rose has been shopping
in the village, and she’s heard that Mr. Lawrence has been
thrown from his horse and brought home dying !”

This shocked me a trifle, as you may suppose; but I was
comforted to hear that he had frightfully fractured his skull
and broken a leg; for, assured of the falsehood of this, I
trusted the rest of the story was equally exaggerated ; and
when I heard my mother and sister so feelingly deploring his
condition, I had considerable diffienlty in preventing myself
from telling them the real extent of the injuries, as far as I
knew them.

 You must go and see him to morrow,” said my mother.

“Or to-day,” suggested Rose: “ there’s plenty of time ;
and you can have the pony, as your horse is tired. Won’t
you, Gilbert—as soon as you've had something to cat ?”

* No, no—How can we tel] that it isn't all a false report?
It's highly im— ‘

.“ Oh, I'm sute it isn’t ; for the village is all alive about it;
aud I saw two people that had seen others that hiad secn the
man that found Lbim. That sounds far fetched ; but it isn't 50,
when wou think of it.” ¢ :

“Well, but Lawrence is a good rider; it is not likely he
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would fall from his horse at all; and if he did, it is_highly
improbable he would break his bones in that way. It must
be a gross exaggeration at least.”

“ No, but the horse kickell him—or something.”

‘¢ What, his quiet little pony 2"

“ How do you"know it was that ?”

‘¢ He seldom rides any other.”

‘¢ At any rate,” said my mother, ¢ you will eall to-matrSw.
Whether it be true or false, exaggerated or otherwise, we shall
like to know how he is.”

¢ Fergus may go.”

¢ Why not you ?”

¢ He has more time : I am busy just now.”

“ Oh! but Gilbert, how can you be so composed about it?
You won't mind business, for an hour or two, in a case of
this sort—when your fricnd is at the point of death !”

¢ IIe is not, I tell you!”

“For anything you know, he may be: you can’t tell till
you have scen him. At all events, he must have met with
some terrible accident, and you ought to sce him: he'll take
it very unkind if you don’t.”

“ Confound i»! I can't. He and I have not been on good
terms, of late.”

¢ (), my dear hoy! Surely, surely, you are not so un-
forgiving ase to carry your little differences to such a length
as——"

¢ Little differences, indeed !” I muttered.

¢Well, but only remember the occasion ! Think ho ”

¢ Well, well, don’t bother me now—TI'll sce about it,” I
replied.

And my seeing about jt, was to send Fergus next morning,
with my mother’s compliments, to make the requisite in-
quirics ; for, of course, my going was out of the question—
or sending a message cigher. lle brought back intelligence
that the young squire was laid up with the complicated evils
of a broken head and certain contusions (occasioned by a fall
—of which he did not trouble himself to relate the parti-
culars—and the subsequer?t iSconduct of his horse), s.md a
severe cold, the consequence of lying on the wet ground in the
rain; but there were no broken bones, and no immediate
prospects of dissolution. .

It was evident then, that, for Mrs. Graham's sake, it was
not his infention to criminate me. .
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CITAPTER XV.

THAT day was rainy like its predecessor; but towards cven-
ing it began to clear up a little, and the next morning was
fair and promising. 1 was out on the hill with the reapers.
A Hgl.t wind swept over the corn; and all nature laughed
in the sunshine. The lark was rejoicing among the silvery
floating clouds. The late rain had so swcetly freshened and
cleared the air, and washed the sky, and left such glitter-
ing gems on branch and blade, that not cven the farmers could
have the heart to blame it. But no ray of sunshine could
reach my heart, no brecze could freshen it ; nothing could fill
the void my faith, and hope, and joy in Helen Graham had
left, or drive away the kecn regrets, and bitter dregs of lin-
gering love that still oppressed it.

While I stood, with folded arms, abstractedly gazing on the
undulating swell of the corn not yet disturbed by the reapers,
something gently pulled my skirts, and a small voice, no
longer welcome to my cars, aroused me with the startling
words— o

¢ Mr., Markham, mamma wants you.”

¢ Wants me, Arthur?”

“Yes. hy,do you look so queer?” said he,half laugh-
ing, half frightencd at the uncxpected aspect of my face in
suddenly turning towards him—“and why have you kept so
long away ?—Come !—Won't you come ?”

“I'm busy just now,” I replicd, scarce knowing what to
answer.

He looked up in childish bewilderment ; but before I could
speak again, the lady herself was at my side.

¢ Gilbert, I must speak with you!" said she, in a tone of
suppressed vehemence. R

I looked at, her pale cheek and ghittering cye, but answered
nothing.

¢ Only for a moment,” pleaded she. ¢ Just step aside into
this other field,” she glanced® at the reapers, some of whom
were dirccting looks of imperfinent curiosity towards her—
“I won't keep you a minute.”

I accompanied her through the gap.

“ Arthur, darling, run and gather those blue-bells,” said
she, poirting to some that were gleaming, at some distance,
undér the hedge along which we walked. The child hesi-
tated, as if unwilling to quit my side. * Go, love !” repeated
she more, urgently, and in a tone, which, though not uvkind,
demanded prompt obedicuce, and obtained it. '
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“Well, Mrs. Graham ?" said I, calnfly and coldly’; for,
though I saw she was miserable, and pRied her, I felt glad to
have it in my power to torment her.

She fixed her eyes upon me with a look that pierced me to
the heart; and yet, it made me smile.

“I don't ask she reason of this change, Gilbert,” said she,
with bitter calmness. I know it too well; but though I
could see myself suspectcd and condemned by every one. 2lse,
and bear it with calmness, I cannot endure it from you.—Why
did you not come to hear my explanation on the day I ap-
pointed to give it?”

“ Because I happencd, in the interim, to learn all you
would have told me—and a trifle more, I imagine.”

% Impossible, for -I would have told you all!” cried she,
ptassionately—“ but I won’t now, for I sce you arc not worthy
of it!"”

And her pale lips quivered with agitation.

** Why not, may I ask ?”

She repelled my mocking smile with a glance of scornful
indignation.

“Because you never understood me, or you would not
soon have listengd to my traducers—my confidence would be
misplaced in you—you are not the man I thought you—Go!
I won't care what you think of me.”

She turned away, and I went; for I' thought that would
torment her as much as anything ; and I believe I was right;
for, looking back a minute after, I saw her turn half round,
as if hoping or expecting to find me still beside her ; and then
she stood still, and cast one look behind. It was a look less
expressive of anger than of bitter anguish and despair; but I
immediately assumed an aspect of indifference, and affected
to be gazing carelessly rodnd me, and I suppose she went on;
for after lingering awhile to see if she would come back or
call, I ventured one more glance, and saw her a good way off,
moving rapidly up the ficll with little Arthur run‘ninpi' by her
side and apparently talking as he went ; but she Kept her face
averted from him, as if to hide some uncontrollable emotion.
And I returned to my business. e . .

‘But 1 soon began to regret My precipitancy in leaving her
80 soon, It was evident she loved me—probably, she was
tired of Mr. Lawrence, and wished to cxchange him for me ;
and if I had loved and reverenced her lcss to begin with, the
preference might have gratified and amused me ; butn w,_the
contrast between her outward seeming and her inward miad,
as I supposed,—between my former and my présent opinion

#0f her, was so harrowing—sa distressing to my feelings, that
it swallowed up every lighter consideration.
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Bat still, I was curious to know what sort of an explana-
tion she would havi given me,—or would give now, if I
pressed her for it—how much she would confess, and how she
would endcavour to excuse herself. 1 longed to know what
to despise, and what to admire in her ; how much to pity, and
how much to hate ;—and, what was more, I would know. T
would sec her once more, and fairly satisfy myself in what
light to regard her, before we parted. Lost to me she was,
for ever, of course; but still, I could not bear to think that we
had parted, for the last time, with so much unkindness and
misery on both sides. That last look of hers had sunk into
my heart; I could not forget it. But what a fool I was! Had
she not deccived me, injured me—blighted my happines for
life? * Well I'll see her, however,” was my concluding resolve,
—** but not to-day : to-day and to-night, she may think upon
her sins, and be as miserable as she will : to-morrow, T will
see her once again, and know something more about her.
The interview may be serviceable to her, or it may not. At
any rate, it will give a breath of excitement to the hife she has
doomed to stagnation, and may calm with certainty some agi-
tating thoughts.”

I did go on the morrow; but not till towards evening, after
the business of the day was concluded, that is, between six
and seven; and the westering sun was gleaming redly on the old
hall, and flaming in ‘he latticed windows, as I rcached it, im-
parting to the ‘place a cheerfulness not its own. 1 need not
dilate upon the feelings with which I approached the shrine of
my former divinity—that spot tceming with a thousand de-
lightful recollections and glorious dreams—all darkened now,
by one disastrous truth.

Rachel admitted me into the parlour, and went to call her
mistress, for she was not there ; bt there was her desk left
open on the little round table beside the high-backed chair,
with a book laid upon it. Her limited but choice collection
of books was almost as familiar tv me as my own; but this
volume I'nad not seen before. I took it up. It was Sir
Humphrey Davy’s * Last Days of a Philosopher,” and on the
first leaf was written,—* Feederéck Lawrence.” I closed the
book, but kept it in my hand, and stood facing the door, with
my back to the fire-place, calmly waiting her arrival ; for I

id not doubt she would come. And soon I heard her step in
the ball. My heart was beginning to throb, but I chec’l,(cd
it with an internal rebuke, and maintained my com-
Post;;e—ongwardly, at least. BShe entered, calm, pale, col-
ected. |

" Tq' what am I indebted for. this favour, Mr. Markham ?”
said shie, with such severe but quiet dignity as almost discon-
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certed me; but I answered with a smike, and i‘inpudénﬂy
enough :— . ’

¢ Well, I am come to hear your cxplanation.”

1 told you I would not give it,” said she. ¢ I said you
were unworthy of my confidence.”

“ Oh, very wefl,” replied I, moving to the door. %

¢ Stay a moment,” said,she. * This is the last time T shall
see you : don't go just yet.” .

1 remained, awaiting her further commands.

¢ Tell me,” resumed she, ‘‘on what grounds you believe
thce‘l?e’ things against me ; who told you; and what did they
say?"”

% paused a moment. She met my eye as unflinchingly as it
her bosom had been steeled with conscious innocence. She was
resoived to know the worst, and determined to dare it too.
“J can crush that bold spirit,” thought I. But while I
secrctly exulted in my power, I felt disposed to dally with my
victim like a cat. Showing her the book that I still held in
my hand, and pointing to the name on the fly leaf, but fixing
my eye upon her face, I asked,—

“ Do you know that gentleman ?”

© Of course I do,” replied she ; and a sudden flush suffused
ber features—w/cther of shame or anger I could not tell: it
rather resembled the latter. ¢ What next, sir ?”

“JIow long is it since you saw him 7>

“Who gdve you the right to catechise me, on this or any
other subject ?”

¢t Oh, no onc !—it’s quite at Eour option whether to answer .
or not. And now, let me ask—have you heard what has °
lately Dbefullen this friend of yours ?—bccause, if you have .
not——" .

“ I will not be insulte®, Mr. Markham!” cried she, almost
infuriated at, my manner. ‘So you had better leave the
house at onée, if you came only for that.”

“1 did not come to insalt you: I came to hear your expla-
nation.” "

¢ And I tell you I won't give it |” retorted she, pacing the
room in a siate of strong excitement, with her hands clasped
tightly together, breathing shert, and flashing fires of indig-
nation from her eyes. * 1 will not condescend to explain mry-
self to one that can make a jest of such horrible suspicions,
and be so easily led to entertaln them.”

1 do not make a jest of them, Mrs. Graham,” returned I,
dropping ot once my tone of taunting sarcasm. * I heastily
wish I could find them a jesting matter! Azld as to being:
easily led to suspect, God qnly knows what & blind, incredu-
lous fool I have hitherto been, perseveringly shutting my eyes

-
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and stopping my ears against everything that threatened to
shake my confidence in you, till proof itsclf confounded my
infatuation 1"

‘“ What proof, sir?" ..

“ Well, I'll tell you. You remember that evening when I
was here last ?" )

13 I do-”

' Lven then, you dropped some hints that might have
operied the cyes of a wiser man ; but they had no such effect
upon me: I went on trusting and believing, hoping against
hope, and adoring where I could not comprehend. It so hap-
Bcncd, however, that after I left you, I turned back—drawn

y pure depth of symnathy, and ardour of affection—not
daring to intrude my presence openly upon you, but unable
to resist the temptation of catching one glimpse through the
window, just to see how you were; for I had left you appa-
rently in great affliction, and I partly blamed my own want of
forbearance and discretion as the cause of it. 1t I did wrong,
love alone was my incentive, and the punishment was scvere
enough ; for it was just as I had reached that tree, that you
came out into the garden with your friend. Not choosing to
show myself, under the circumstances, I stood still, in the
shadow, till you had both passcd by.” *

* And how much of our conversation did you hear ?”

“1 heard quite caough, Helen. And it was avell for me
that I did hear-it; for nothing less could have ctired my infa-
tuation. I always said and thought, that I would never be-
lieve a word against you, unless I heard it from your own lips.
All the hints and affirmations of others I treated as malignant,
baseless slanders ; your own self accusations I belicved to be
over-strained ; and all that scemed unaccountable in your
position, I trusted that you could atcount for if you chose.”

Mrs. Graham had discontinued her walk. She leant against
one end of the chimney-piece, oppesite that near which
was standing, with her chin resting on her closed hand, her
eyes—no lduger burning with anger, but gleaming with rest-
less excitement—sometimes glancing at me while I spoke,
then coursing the opposite wall, or fixed upon the carpet.

““You should have come te me, after all,” said she, *‘ and
heard what I had to say in my own justification. It was un-
gengrous and wrong to withdraw yourself so secretly and
suddenly, immediately afier sdch ardent protestations of at-
tachment, without ever assigning a reason for the change.
You shbuld have told me aﬁl—no matter how hitterly. It

«would have been better than this silence.”

“To what end should I bave done so? You could not

have enkghtened me¢ further, on the subject which alone con-
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cerned me; nor could you have made ni:' discredit the evi-
dence of my senses. I desired our intimacy to be discon-
tinucd at once, as you yourself had acknowledged would pro-
bably be the case if I knew alX; but I did not wish to upbraid
you,—though (as you also acknowledged) you had deeply
wronged me. Yés; you have done me an injury you can
never, repair—or any other either—you have blighted the

- freshness and promise of youth, and made my life a wildernc.s ¥
I might live a hundred years, but I could never recover from
the effects of this withering blow—gand never forget it! Here-
after——You smile, Mrs. Graham,” said 1, suddenly stopping
short, checked in my passionate declamation by unutterable
feelings to behold her actually smiling at the picture of the
ruin she had wrought.

* “Did 1?” replied she, looking seriously up; I was not
aware of it. If I did, it was not for pleasure at the thoughts
of the harm I had done you. Heaven knows I have had tor-
ment enough at the bare possibility of that ;—it was for jo
to find that you had some depth of soul and feeling after aﬂ,:
and to hope that 1 had not been utterly mistaken in your
worth. But smiles and tears are so alike with me; they are
neither of them cgnfined to any particular feelings: I often
cry when I am happy, and smile when I am sad.”

She looked at me again, and seemed to expect a reply; but
I continued silent.

“ Would you be very glad,” resumed she, “to find that
you were mistaken in your conclusions ?”

“How can you ask it, llelen ?”

¢“I don't say I can clear mysclf altogether,” said she,
speaking low and fast, while her heart beat visibly and her
bosom heaved with excitement,—* but would you be glad to
discover I was better than ybu think me ?"

¢ Anything, that could, in the least degree, tend to restore

«my former opinion of yous to excusc the regard I still feel for
you, and alleviate the pangs of unutterable regret. that ac-
company it, would be only too gladly—too eagerly reccived !”

Her cheeks burned and her whole frame trembled, now,
with excess of agitation. Shcdid mot speak, but flew to her
desk, and snatching thence what seemed a thick album or
manuscript volume, hastily tore away a few leaves from the
end, and thrust the rest into my hand, saying, * You necdn’t
read it all ; but take it home witl you,” and hurried from the
room. Dut when I had left the house, and was proceeding
down the walk, she opened the window and called me back:

+It was only to say,— . ’ :
Bring it back when you hgve read it ; and don't breathe

&
’ G
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a word of what it‘tells you to any living being. I trustto
your honour.” ‘

Before I could answer, she had closed the casement and

turned away. I saw her cast herself back in the old osk
chair, and cover her face with her hands. Her feelings had
been wrought to a pitch that rendered it meccssary to seek
relief in tears.
«Ranting with eagerness, and struggling to suppress my
hopes, I hurried home, and rushed up stairs to my room,
having first provided myself with a candle, though it was
scarcely twilight yet—then, shui and bolted the door, deter-
mined to tolerate no interruption ; and sitting down before the
table, opened out my prize and delivered myself up to its
perusal—first, hastily turning over the leaves and snatching a
sentence here and there, and then, setting myself stcadily to
read it through.

I have it now before me; and though you could not, of
oourse, peruse it with half the interest that {did, 1 know you
would not be satisfied with an abbreviation of its contents, and
you shall have the whole, save, perhaps, a few passages hero
and there of merely temporal interest to the writer, or such
as would scrve to encumber the story rather than elucidate
it. It begins somewhatsabruptly, thus—But we will reserve
its commencement for another chapter, and call it,—

CHATPTER XVI.

JunE 1st, 1821.—We have just returned to Staningley—that
is, we returned some days ago, and I am not yet scttled, and
feel as if I ncver should be. We left town sooner than was
intended, in conscquence of my urkle’s indisposition—I wonder
what would have been the result if we had stayed the full
time. I am quite ashamed of my new-sprung distaste for
country life. All my former oecupations seem so tedious'
and dull, Iny former amusements so insipid aud unprofitable.
I cannot enjoy my music, because there is no one to hear it.
I cannot enjoy my walks, pecayse there is no one to meet. I
cannot enjoy my books, because they have not power to arrest
my attention—my head is so haunted with the recollections of
the laqt few wegks, that I cannot attend to them. My draw-
ing suits me best, for I can draw and think at the same time ;

and if my prodyctions cannot now be seen by any one but my-
gelf dnd bése who do not care about them, they, possibly,
may be,-Bereafter. But then, there is one face I am always

rying to, paint or to sketch, and always without success ; and
@ . ]



¢OF WILDFELL HALL. . 99

v
that vexcs me. As for the owner of that face, I cannot get
him out of my mind—and, indeed, I ffever try. I wonder
whether he ever thinks of me; and I wonder whether I shall
ever sec him again. And then might follow a train of other
vronderments—questions for time and fate to answer—conclud-
ing with :—suppesing all the rest be answered in the affirma-
tive, 1 wonder whether I shall ever repent it—as my aunt
would tell me I should, if she knew what g was thinking shemt,
How distinctly I remember our conversation that evening be-
fore our departurc for town, when we were sitting together
over the fire, my uncle having gone to bed with a slight attack
of the gout.

‘ Helen,” said she, after a thoughtful silence, ‘‘ do you ever
think about marriage ?"

% Yes, aunt, often.”

*And do you ever contemplate the possibility of being
married yourself, or engaged, before the season is over ?”

h“l ls’emetimes; but I don't thiuk it at all likely that I ever
shall.

“Why so?”

“ Because, I imagine there must be only a very, very few
men in the world, that I should like to marry ; and of those
few, it is ten to dhe 1 may never be acquainted with one; or
if I should, it is twenty to one, he may not happen to be
singlé, or to take a fancy to me.” .

» ¢ That is ‘ho argument at all. It may be véry true—and I
hope is true, that there are Ver{' few men whom you would
choose to marry, of yourself. It is not, indeed, to be sup-
posed, that you would wish to marry any oue, till you were
asked: a girl’s aflections should never be won unsought. But
when they arc sought—when the citadel of the heart is fairl
besieged—it is apt to sutrender sooner than the owner is
aware of, and often against her better judgment, and in oppo-
gition to all her preconeeived ideas of what she could have
loved, unless she be extremely careful and discrect. Now, I
want to warn you, Helen, of these things, and to exhort you
to be watchful and circumspect from the very commencement
of your carcer, and not to swifer your heart to be stolen from
you by the first foolish or unprincipled person that covets the
possession of it.—You know, my dear, you are only just
eightecn ; there is plenty of time before you, and neither your
uncle nor I are in anz hurry t get you off our hands, and I
may venturg to.say, there will be no lack of suitors ; for you
can boast a good family, a pretty considerable fortune and ex-
pectations, and, I may as well tell you likewise—fbr, if I don’t,
others will—that you have a fair share of beauty, besides—
'and I hope you may never have cause to regret it l"2 .

. I’y G
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¢ I hope not, aunt ; but why should you fear it ?"

' ¢ Because, my dea¥, beauty is that quality which, next to

“money, is generally the most attractive to the worst kinds of

men ; and, therefore, it is likely to entail a great deal of
trouble on the possessor.”

¢ Have you been troubled in that way, auns ?”

¢ No, Helen,” said she, with reproachful gravity, ¢ but I
keny many that have; and some, through carelessness, have
been the wretched victims of deceit ; and some, through weak-
ness, have fallen into snares and temptations, terrible to
relate.”

¢ Well, I shall be neither careless nor weak.”

¢ Remember Peter, Helen! Don't boast, but watch. Keep
a guard over your eyzs and ears as the inlets of your heart,
and over your lips as the outlet, lest they betray you in a
moment of unwariness. Rcecive, coldly and dispassionately,
every attention, till you have ascertained and duly considered
the worth of the aspirant ; and let your affections be conse-
qglent upon approbation alone. First study ; then approve ;
then love. Let your eyes be blind to all external attractions,
your ears deaf to all the fascinations of flattery and light dis-
course.—These are nothing—and worse than nothing—enares
and wiles of the tempter, to lure the thoughtiess to their own
destruction.  Principle is the first thing, after all; and next
to that, good sense, respectability, and moderate wealth. If
you should marry the handsomest, and most accomplished and
superficially agrecable man in the world, you little know the
misery that would overwhelm you, if, after all, you should
}inc% ,l,xim to be a worthless reprobate, or cven an impracticable

ool.

* But what are all the poor fools and reprobates to do,
aunt? If everybody followed yoir advice, the world would
soon come to an end.”

¢ Never fear, my dear ! the male fools and rcprobates will
never want for partners, while there are-so many of the other
sex to matcu them ; but do you follow my advice. And this
is no subjcct for jesting, Helen—I am sorry to see you treat
the matter in that lig twei. .Believe me, matrimony is a
serious thing.” And she spoke it so seriously, that one might
have fancicd she had known it to her cost; but I asked no
more impertinent questions, and merely answered,—

“I know it is ; and I know ‘there is truth and sense in what
you say; but you need not fear me, for I not only should
think it wrong to marry a man that was deficient.in sense or
in pr_mclﬁl_e,b}xt I shéuld never be tempted to do it ; for I could
not ll-ke im, if he were ever so handsome, and ever so charm-
ing, in other xespetts; I should‘hate him—despise him—pity
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him—anything but love him. My affeltions not only ought

- to be founded on approbation, but they will and must be so:
for, without approving, I cannot love. It is needless to say,
I ought to be able to respect and honour the man I marry, as
well as love himy for I cannot love him without, So set your
mind at rest.”

“ ] hope it may be so,” answered she.

¢ I know it is so,” persisted I.

““You have not been tried yét, Helen—we can but hope,”
said she, in her cold, cautious way.

I was vexed at her incredulity ; [but I am not sure her
doubts were entirely without sagacity ; I fear I have found it
much casier to remember her advice than to profit by it ;—in-
deed, I have sometimes been led to question the soundness of
her doctrines on those subjects. Her counsels may be good,
as far as they go—in the main points, at least ;—but there arc
some things she has overlooked in her calculations. I wonder
if she was ever in love.

I commenced my carcer—or my first campaign, as my uncle
calls it—kindling with bright hopes and fancies—chiefly
raised by this conversation—and full of confidence in my own
discretion. At first, I was delighted with the novelty and ex-
citement of our London life ; but soon I began to weary of its
mingled turbulence and constraint, and Sigh for the freshness
and freedom®of home. My new acquaintances, both male and
female, disappointed my expectations, and vexed and de-
pressed me by turns ; for I soon grew tired of studying their
peculiarities, and laughing at their foibles—particularly as I
was obliged to kecp my criticisms to myself, for my aunt
would not hear them—and they—the ladies especially—ap-
peared so provokingly mirldless, and heartless, and artificial.
The gentlemen seemed Letter, but, perhaps, it was because I
knew them less—perhajss, because they flattered me; but I
did not fall in love with any of them ; and, if theig, attentions
pleased me one moment, they provoked me the next, because
they put me out of humour with myself, by rcvealing my
vanity, and making me fears I was becoming like some of
the ladies I so heartily despised?

There was onc elderly gentleman that annoyed me very
much ;a rich old friend of my uncle's, who, I belicve, thought
I could not do better than marry him ; but, besides being old,
he was ugly.and disagreeable,—and wicked, I am sure, though
my aunt scolded me for saying so; but she allowed he washo
saint. And there was another, less hateful, but still more
tiresome, becausc she favoureg him, and was always thrusting

im upon .me, and sounding his praises in my ears, Mr. Boar-
ham, by name, Bore’em, as I prefer spelling it, for a terrible
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bore he was: I shulder still, at the remembrance of his
voice, drone, drone, drone, in my ear, while he sat beside me,
prosing away by the half-hour together, and beﬁuiling himself
with the notion that he was improving my mind by useful in-
formation, or impressing his dogmas upon mg;, and reforming
my errors of judgment, or, perhaps, that he was talking down
tosmay level, and amusing me with entertaining discourse. Yet
he was a decent man enough, in the main, I dare say ; and if
he had kept his distance, 1 never would have hated him. As

*it was, it was almost impossible to help it; for he not only
bothered me with the infliction of his own presence, but he
kept me from the enjoyment of more agreeable society.

One night, however, at a ball, he had been more than usually
tormenting, and my patience was quite exhausted. It appcared
ag if the whole evening was fated to be insupportable : I had just
had one dance with an empty-headed coxcomb, and then Mr.
Boarham had come upon me and seemed determined to cling
to me for the rest of the night. Ile never danced himself, and
there he sat, poking his head in my face, and impressing all be-
holders with the idea that he was a confirmed, acknowledged
lover; my aunt looking complacently on, all the time, and
wishing him God-speed. In vain I attempted to drive him away
by giving a loose to my exasperated feelings, cven to positive
rudeness : nothing cbuld convince him that his presence was
disagreeable. ‘Sullen silence was taken for rapt attention, and
gave him greater room to talk ; sharp answers were received as
smart sallies of girlish vivacity, that only required an indulgent
rebuke ; and flat contradictions were but as oil to the flames,
calling forth new strains of argument to support his dogmas,
and bringing down upon me endless floods of rcasoning to
overwhelm me with conviction. " .

But there was one present who secmed to have a better ap-
Kreciati(m of my frame of mind. A wentleman stood by, who

ad been watching our conference for some time, cvidently
much amused at my companion’s remorseless pertinacity and
my manifest annoyance, and laughing to himsclf at the as-
ﬁerity and uncomprising cpiritrof my replies. At length,

owever, he withdrew, and <went to the lady of the house,
apparently for the purpose of asking an introduction to me,
for, shortly after, they both came up, and she introduced
him as Mr. Huntingtlm, the son of a late friend of my
uncle’s, He asked me to dance. I gladly consented, of
course ; and he was my companion during the remainder of
my stay,.which was not long,-for my aunt, as usual, insisted
upon an early departure. . )

I wal sorry to go, for I had ‘found my new acquaintance a
very lively and entertaining companion. There was a certain
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graceful ease and freedom about all he said and did, that gave
a sense of repose and expansion to the mind, after so much
constraint and formality as,I had been doomed to suffer.
There might be, it is true, a Yittle too much careless boldness
in his manner ang address, but I was in so good a humour,
and go grateful for my late deliverance from Mr. Boarham,
that-it did not anger me. -

“Well, llelen, how do you like Mr. Boarham now ?” said
my aunt, as we took our seats in the carriage and drove away.

“ Worse than ever,” I replied.

She looked displeased, but %aid no more on that subject.

*Who was the gentleman you danced with last,” resumed
she, after a pause—* that was so officious in helping you on
with your shawl ?”

“1lc was not officious at-all, aunt: he ncver attempted to
help me, till he saw Mr. Boarham coming to do so; and then
he stepped laughingly forward and said, * Come, I'll preserve
you from that infliction.’ ”

% Who was it, I ask?” said she, with frigid gravity.

¢ It was Mr. ITuntingdon, the son of uncle's old friend.”

#I have heard your uncle spcak of young Mr. Huntingdon.
T've heard him s#y, ¢ He’s a finc lad, that young Iluntingdon,
but a bit wildish, I fancy.” So I'd have you beware.”

“What does ‘a bit wildish’ mean ?” 1 dnquired.

* It meane destitute of principle, and prone to every vice
that is common to youth.”

“Dut I've heard uncle say he was a sad wild fellow him-
sclf, when he was young.”

She sternly shook her head.

“Ilc was jesting then, I suppose,” said I, ¢“and hcre he
was speaking at random—at least, T cannot belicve there is
any harm in those laughing blue eycs.”

“ False rcasoning, llelen ! said she, with a sigh.

“Well, we ought to be charitable, you know, aunt—be-
sides, 1 don’t think it is falsc: I am an exccllest physiog-
nomist, and 1 always judge of pcople’s characters by their
looks—not by whether they, are handsome or ugly, but by
the gencral cast of the countengnce. For instance, I should
kunow by your countenance that you were not of a cheerful,
sangninc disposition ; and I should know by Mr. Wilmot's
that he was a worthless old ucprobate, and by Mr. Boar-
ham’s that he was not an agreeable companion, and by Mr.
Huntingdoris thatéhe was neither a fool nor a ‘knave, though,
possibly, neither a sage vor a saint—but that is o matter'to
me, as 1 am not likely to meet him again—unless as an occa-

esional partner in the ball-room.” .o
. Itwas 'n_ot so, however, for { met him again ncx! morn-
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ing. He came call upon my uncle, apologising for
l:gt having done :3 before, by say?I'ig he was only latcfy re-
turned from the continent, and had not heard, till the pre-
vious night, of my uncle’s arrfval in town; and after that,
1 often met him ; sometimes in public, sometimes at home ;
for he was very assiduous in paying his fespccts to his old
friend, who did not, however, consider himself greatly obliged
by=the attention.

T wonder what the deuce the lad means by coming so
often,” he would say,—*‘* can you tell, Ilelen >—Iley? e
wants none o’'my company, noreI his—that's certain.”

T wish you'd tell him so, then,” said my aunt.

¢ Why, what for? If I don't want him, somebody does
mayhap (winking at me). Besides, he's a pretty tidy for-
tune, Peggy, you know—not such a catch as Wilmot, but
then Helen won't hear of that match; for, somehow, these
old chaps don’t go down with the girls—with all their money
—and their expericnce to boot. Igl bet anything she'd rather
have this young fellow without a penny, than Wilmot with
his house full of gold—Wouldn't you, Nell ?”

“Yes, uncle; but that's not saying much for Mr. ITunt-
ingdon, for I'd rathcr be an old maid anl a pauper, than
Mrs. Wilmot.”

¢“ And Mrs. Huntingdon? What would you rather be than
Mrs. Huntingdon ? ‘eh?” -

¢TIl tell you when I've considered the matter.”

% Ah! it needs consideration then. But come, now—would
you rather be an old maid—Ilet alone the pauper ?”

¢ T can’t tell till I'm pasked.”

And I left the room immediately, to escape further exami-
nation. DBut five minutes after, ip looking from my window,
I beheld Mr. Boarham coming up to the door. I waited
nearly half-an-hour in uncomfortable suspense, expecting
every minutc to be called, and vainl§ longing to hear him go.
Then, footsteps were heard on the stairs, and my aunt entered
the room with a solemn countenance, and closed the door be-
hind her.

¢ Here is Mr. Boarham, $lclc#,” said she. ¢ He wishes to
see you.” -

“Oh, aunt! Can't you tell him I'm indisposed >—I'm
sure I am—to see him.” .

‘ Nonscnee, my dear! this is no trifling matter. Ile is
come on a very important errand—to askgrour hand in mar-
risge, of your uncle and me.” " .

“I hope ‘my uncle and Kou told him it was not in your
pow?e’l; ?'-gwe 1t. What right had he to ask any one before
me : .
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¢ Helen!”

* What did my uncle say ?”

“He said he would not interfere in the matter; if you
liked to accept Mr. Boarham's obliging offer, you—-"

* Did he say ﬁbliging offer ?”

“No; he said if you liked to take him you might ; and if
not, you might please yourself.”

¢ He said right ; and what did you say ?”

“It is no matter what I said. What will you say ?—that
is the question. IHe is now waiting to ask you himself; but
consider well before you go ; and if you intend to refuse him,
give me your reasons.”

+ “ I shall refuse him, of course, but you must tell me how,
for I want to be civil and yet decided—and when I've got rid
of him, I'll give you my reasons afterwards.” .

¢ But stay, Helen ; sit down a little, and compose yourself.
Mr. Boarham is in no particular hurry, for he has little doubt
of your acceptance ; and I want to speak with you. Tell me,
my dear, what arc your objections to him? Do you deny that
he is an upright, honourable man ?”

6t NO."

“Do you deny that he is a sensible, sober, respectable ?”

¢ No ; he may be all this, but—-"

¢ But, Helen! How many such men do you expect to mect
with in the, world? Upright, honourable, sensible, sober,
respectable !—Is this such an every-day character, that you
should reject the possessor of such noble qualities, without a
moment’s hesitation ?—Yes, noble, 1 may call them; for,
think of the full meaning of cach, and how many inestimable
virtues they include (and 1 might add many more to the list),
and consider that all this is laid at your feet; it is in your power
to secure this inestimable blessing for life—a worthy and ex-
cellent hushand, who loyes you tenderly, but not too fondly
so as to blind him to your faults, and will be your guide
throughout life’s pilgrimage, and your partner in eternal bliss !
Think how—-"

“ But I hate him, aunt, said I.” interrupting this unusnal
flow of eloquence. * .

“Hate him, Helen! Is this a Christian spirit >—you hate
him ?—and he so good a man!”

I don’t hate him as a man, but as a husband. As a man,
Ilove him so much, that I wish him a better wife than I
—one as good as himself, or better—if you think that pps-
sible—provlded, she could like him; but I never could, and
therefore—"

o ‘““But why not? What ohjection do you find ?”
, “Firstly, he is, at least, forty years old—ognsidcral..\ly more
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I should think, and I am but eighteen: sccondly, he is nar-
row-minded and bigoted in the extreme; thirdly, his tastes
and feelings are wholly dissimilar to mine; fourthly, his
looks, voice, and manner are particularly displeasing to me;
and finally, I have an aversion to his whale person that I
never can surmount.”

4 Then you ought to surmount it! And please to compare
him for a moment with Mr. Huntingdon, and, good looks
apart (which contribute nothing to the merit of the man, or
to the happiness of married life, and which you have so often
profegsed to hold in light esteem), tell me which is the better
man.

¢ I have no doubt Mr. Huntingdon is a much better man
than you think him—but we arc not talking about him, now,
but about Mr. Boarham; and as I would rather grow, live
and die in single blessedness than be his wife, it is but right
that I should tell him so at once, and put him out of suspense
——80 let me go.”

“ But don't give him a flat denial ; he has no idca of such
a thing, and it would offend him greatly : say you have no
thoughts of matrimony, at present——"

** But I have thoughts of it.” ¢

¢ Or that you desire a further acquaintance.” .

¢ But I don’t desirc a further acquaintance—quite the con-
trary.” : “

X{ld wjthout waiting for further admonitions, I left the
room, and went to seek Mr. Boarham. 1llc was walking up
and down the drawing-room, humming snatches of tunes, and
nibbling the end of his cane.

¢ My dear young lady,” said he, bowing and smirking with
great co;nplacency, “1 have your kind guardian’s permis-
sion—

“I know, sir,” said I, wishing to shorten the scene as
much as possible, ‘‘and I am greatly obliged for your pre-
ference, bift must beg to decline the honour you wish to
confer; for, I think, we were not made for each other—as
ygudy’(,)urself would shortly, discpver if the experiment were
tried. .

My aunt was right: it was quite evident hc had had little
doubt of my acceptance, and no idea of a positive denial. He
was amazed—astounded at sach an answer, but too incre-
dulous to be much offended ; and after a little humming and
hayving, he returned to the attack. ;

#I know,: my dear, that there exists a considerable dispa-
rity between us in years, in temperament, and perhaps some
other |tt~in 8; but.Jet me assur¢ you, I shall not be severe to:
mark the faults,and foibles of a young and ardent nature such
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as yours, and while I acknowledge them tomyself, and even re-
buke them with all a father's care, believe me, no youthful
lover could be more tenderly,indulgent towards the object of
his affections, than I to you; and, on the other hand, let me
hope that my mere experienced years and graver habits of
reflection will be no disparagement in your eyes, as I shall
endedvour to make them all conducive to your happiness.
Come now! What do you say ?—Lect us have no young lady’s
affectations and caprices, but speak out at once !”

T will, but only to repeat what I said before, that I am
certain we were not made for each other.”,

¢ You really think so ?”

113 1 do'ﬂ

¢ But IVcau don’t know me—you wish for a further acquaint-
ance—a longer time to——"

¢“No, I don’t. I know you as well as I ever shall, and
better than you know me, or you would never dream of
uniting yourself to one so incongruous—so utterly unsuitable
to you in every way.”

* But my dear young lady, I don’t look for perfection, I
can excuse—"

“Thank you, *Mr. Boarham, but I won't trespass upon
your goodness. You may save your indulgence and considera-
tion for some more worthy object, that won’t tax them so
heavily.” - .

‘“But let me beg you to consult your aunt; that excellent
lady, I am sure, will "

¢ have consulted her; and I know her wishes coincide
with yours ; but in such important matters, I take the libert
of judging for myself; and no persuasion can alter my incli-
nations, or induce me to Welieve that such a step would be
conducive to my happiness, or yours—and I wonder that a
man of your experience snd discretion should think of choos-
ing such a wife.”

“ Ah, well!” said ke, “1 have sometimes wondeted at that
myself. I have sometimes said to myself, ¢ Now, Boarham,
what is this you're after ? 'Igkc gare, man—look before you
leap! This is a sweet, bewitching ercature, but remember,
the brightest attractions to the lover, too often prove the hus-
band’s greatest torments!’ I assure you my choice has not
been made without much reasoning and reflection. The seem-
ing imprudence of the match has cost me many an anxious
thought by day, and many a sleepless hour by night ; buteat
length, I satistied myself, that it was not, in vety deed, im-
prudent. I saw my sweet girl was not without her faults, but
%f these, her youth, I trustéd, was not one, but ragher an
carnest of yirtues yet unblown—a strong ground of presump-
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tion that her little dufects of temper, and errors of judgment,
opinion, or manner were not irremediable, but might easily
be removed or mitigated by the.patient efforts of a watchful
and judicious adviser, and where I failed to enlighten and
control, I thought I might safely undertake to pardon, for
the sake of her many excellences. Therefore, my dearest
girl, since I am satisficd, why should you object—on my ac-
count, at lcast?”

“ But to tell you the truth, Mr. tBoa.rham, it is on my own
account I principally object; so let us——drop the subject,”
I would have said, * for it is worse than useless to pursue it
any further,” but he pertinaciously interrupted me with,—

“But whyso? I would love you, cherish you, protect you,
&e., &c.” -

I shall not trouble mysclf to put down all that passed be-
tween us. Suffice it to say, that I found him very trouble-
some, and very hard to convince that I really meant what I
said, and really was so obstinate and blind to my own in-
terests, that there was no shadow of a chance that cither he
or my aunt would ever be able to overcome my objections.
Indeed, I am not sure that I succeeded after all, though
wearied with his so pertinaciously returfing to the same
point and repeating the same arguments over and over again,
forcing me to reiterate the same replics, I at length turned
short and sharp upon him, and my last words wére,—

“I tell you plainly, that it cannot be. No consideration
can induce me to marry against my inclinations. I respect
you—at least, I would respect you, if yoit would behave like
a sensible man—but I cannot love you, and never could—and
the more you talk the further you repel me ; so pray don’t
say any more about it.” .

Whereupon, he wished me a good morning and withdrew,
disconcerted and offended, no doukt ; but surely it was not
my fault.

CHAPTER XVIIL

THE next day, I accompanied my uncle and aunt to a dinner
Earty at Mr. Wilmot’s. le had two ladies staying with him,

is niece Annabella, a fine *dashing girl, or rather young
woman, of some five and twenty, too great a flirt to be mar-
rigd, according to her own assertion, but greatly, admired by
the gentlerhen, who universally pronounced her a gplendid
womap,—and her gentle cousin Milicent Hargrave, who had
taken g violent fancy to me, 'mistaking me for gomething'
vastly better than I was. And I, in rcturn, was very fond of
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her. Ishould entirely exclude poor Militent in'my general

animadversions against the ladies of my acquaintance. Bus

it was not on lher account, or her cousin's, that I have men-

tioncd the party : it was for the sake of another of Mr. Wil-

mot's guests, to wit Mr. lluntingdon. I have good reason to

1l'lemcmber his presence there, for this was the last time I saw
im.,

He did not sit near me at dinner; for it was his fate to
hand in a capacious old dowager, and mine to be handed in
by Mr. Grimsby, a friend .of his, but a man I very greatly
disliked : there was a sinister cast in his countenance, and a
mixture of lurking ferocity and fulsome insincerity in his de-
mcanour, that I could not away with. What a tiresome cus-
tom that is, by-the-byc—one among the many sources of facti-
tious annoyauce of this ultra-civilised life. If the gentlemen
must lead the ladies into the dining-room, why cannot they
take thosc thcy like best ?

I am not sure, however, that Mr. Iluntingdon would have
taken me, if' he had been at liberty to make his own selec-
tion. It is quite possible he might have chosen Miss Wil-
mot ; for she seemed bent upon cngrossing his attention to
herself, and he seemed nothing loath to pay the homage she
demanded. T thought so, at least, when I saw how they
talked and langhed, and glanced across the table, to the neg-
lcet and evident umbrage of their respectite neighbours—and
afterwards, a¥ the gentlemen joined us in the (ﬁ-awing-room,
when she, immediately upon his entrance, loudly called upon
him to be the arbiter of a dispute between herself and an-
other lady, and he answered the summons with alacrity, and
decided the question without a moment’s hesitation in her fa-
vour—though, to my thinking, she was obviously in the wrong
—and then stood chatting {3miliarly with her and a group of
other ladics ; while 1 sat with Milicent Hargrave, at the op-
posite end of the room, losking over the latter's drawings, and
aiding her with my critical observations and advige, at her
particular desire. Dut in spite of my efforts to remain com-
posed, my attention wandered from the drawings to the merry
group, and against my bette» judgment my wrath rose, and
doubtless my countenance lowered; for Milicent, observin
that I must be tired of her daubs and scratches, begged
would join the company now, and defer the examination of
the remainder to another opportunity. But while I was as-
suring her that I had no wish to join them, and was not tired,
Mr. Huntingdon himself came up to the little roynd tablc at
» which we sat.

“ Are these yours?” said he, carelessly taking up one of
the drawings. ' : s

o
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¢ No, they arc Miss Hargrave's.”

# Oh! well, let's‘have a look at them.”

And, regardless of Miss Hargrave's protestations that they
were not worth looking at, he drew a chair to my side, and
receiving the drawings, one by one from my hand, suc-
cessively scanned them over, and threw tkem on the table,
but said not a word about them, though he was talking all the
time. I don’t know what Milicent Hargrave thought of such
conduct, but I found his conversation extremcly interesting,
though as I afterwards discovered, when I came to analyse it,
it was chiefly confined to quizzing the different members of
the company present; and albeit he made some clever re-
marks, and some exzessively droll ones, I do not think the
whole would appear anything very particular, if written here,
without the adventitious aids of look, and tone, and gesture,
and that ineffable but indefinite charm, which cast a halo over
all he did and said, and which would have made it a delight
to look in his face, and hear the music of his voice, if he had
been talking positive nonsense—and which, moreover, made
me feel so bitter against my aunt when she put a stop to this
enjoyment, by coming composedly forward, under pretence of
wishing to see the drawings, that she cared and knew nothing
about, and while making believe to examine them, addressing

. herself to Mr. IIuntingdon, with one of her coldest and most
repellent aspects, ahid beginning a series of the most common
place and formidably formal questions and ob¥ervations, on
purpose to wrest his attention from me—on purpose to vex
me, as I thought : and having now looked through the port-
folio, I left them to their téte-d-téte, and seated myself on a
sofa, quitc apart from the company—never thinﬂing how
strange such conduct would appear, but merely to indulge, at
first, the vexation of the moment, and subsequently to enjoy
my private thoughts.

But I was not left long alone, for Mr. Wilmot, of all men.
the least welcome, took advantage of my isolated position to
come and plant himself beside me. I had flattered myself
that I had so effectually repulsed his advances on all former
occasions, that I had nothin%r more to apprehend from his un-
fortunate predilection ; but it seems I was mistaken : so great
was his confidence, either in his wealth or his remaining
powers of attraction, and so firm his conviction of feminine
weakness, that he thought Limself warranted to return to the
siege, which he did with renovated ardour, enkindled by the
quantity of wine he had drunk—a circumstance that rendered
him infinitely the more disgusting ; but greatly as I abhorred
him at that moment, I did not like to treat him with rudeness,
as"I Was now his guest and had just been enjoying his hospi-
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tality ; and T was no hand at a polite but determined rejec-
tion, nor would it have greatly availed®me if I had; for he
was too coarse-minded to take any repulse that was not as
plain and positive as his own effrontery. The consequence
was, that he waxed more fulsomely tender, and more repul-
sively warm, and I was driven to the very verlge of despera-
tion, and about to say, I know not what, when I felt my hand,
that hung over the arm of the sofa, suddenly taken by an-
other and gently but fervently pressed. Instinctively, I
guessed who it was, and, on looking up, was less surprised
than delighted to sec Mr. Huntingdon smiling upon me. It
was like turning from some purgatorial fiend to an angel of
light, come to announce that the season of torment was past.

¢ Helen,” said he (he frequently called me Iiclen, and I
never resented the freedom), * I want you to look at this pic-
ture : Mr. Wilmot will excuse you a moment, I'm sure.”

I rose with alacrity. Ile drew my arm within his, and led
me across the room to a splendid painting of Vandyke's that
T had noticed before, but not sufficiently examined. After a
moment of silent contemplation, I was beginning to comment
on its beauties and peculiarities, when, playfully pressing the
han}:l he still retained within his arm, he interrupted me
with,—

¢t Never mind the picture, it was not for that I brought you
here; it was to get you away from that %coundrelly o%d pro-
fligate yond®r, who is looking as if he would like to challenge
me for the affront.”

¢ 1 am very much obliged to you,” said I. ¢ This is twice
you have delivered me from such unpleasant companionship.”

¢ Don’t be too thankful,” he answered : ¢ it is not all kind-
ness to you; it is partly from a feeling of spite to your tor-
mentors that makes me délighted to do the old fellows a bad
turn, though I don’t think I have any great reason to dread
them as rivals. Have ¥ Helen?”

“You know I detest them both.”

¢ And me ?”

! ¢ T have no reason to detest you.”

“But what are your sentimemts towards mc? Ilelen—
Speak! How do you regard me ?” o

And again he pressed my hand; but I feared ‘there was
more of conscious power than tenderncss in his dcmeanour,
and I felt he had no right to exfort a confession of attachment
from me when he had made no correspondent avowal himself,
and knew not what to answer. At last I said,— , .

¢ How do you regard me ?”

 Sweet angel, I adore you! I—" .

® ¢ Helen, I want you a monfent,” said the ‘distinct, 19w voice
. >
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of my aunt, close bésjde us. And I left him, muttering male-
dictions against his evil angel.

« Well, aunt, what is it? What do you want?" said I,
following her to the embrasure ‘bf the window.

“I want you to join the company, when Jou are fit to be
seen,” returned she, severely regarding me ;¥ but please to
stay here a little till that shocking colour is somewhat abated,
and your eyes have recovered something of their natural ex-
pression. I should be ashamed for any one to see you in your
present state.”

Of course, such a remark had no effect in reducing the
¢ shocking colour ;” on the contrary, I felt my face glow with
redoubled fires kindled by a complication of cmotions, of
which indignant, swelling anger was the chief. I offered no
reply, however, but pushed aside the curtain and looked into
the night—or rather, into the lamp-lit square.

“'Was Mr. Huntingdon proposing to you, Helen?" in-
quired my too watchtul relative.

“ No.”

. k“ What was he saying then? I heard something very
ike it.”

I don't know what he would have said, if you hadn't in-
terrupted him.”

« ‘“And would you have accepted him, Helen, if he had pro-
posed ?” *

“ Of course not—without consulting uncle and*you.”

¢ Oh! I'm glad, my dear, you have so much prudence left.
‘Well, now,” she added, after a moment's pausc, *‘you have
made yourself conspicuous enough for one evening. The
ladies are directing inquiring glances towards us at this mo-
ment I sce. Ishall join them. o you come too, when you
are sufficiently composed to appcar as usual.”

“1 am so now.” .

‘ Speak gently then; and don't losk so malicious,” said my
calm, but provoking aunt. ‘“We shall rcturn home shortly,
and then,” she added with solemn siguificance, * 1 have much
to say to you.”

So I went home prepared for @ formidable lecture. Little
was said by either party in®the carriage during our short
transit homewards ; but when I had entered my room and
thrown myself into an easy chair to reflect on the events of
‘the day, my aunt followed mé thither, and having dismissed
Rachel, who was carefully stowing away my .ornaments,
clesed the qoor; and placing a chair beside me,or rather at
riéht angles with mine, sat down. With due deference I
offered her m{ more commodious seat. She declined it, and
thus optned the conference . )
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* % Do you remember, Helen, our convemation the night but
one before we left Staningley ?

¢ Yes, aunt.” .

¢ And do you remember how I warned you against letting
your heart be stolgn from t{ou by those unworthy of its pos-
scssion ; and fixing your affections where approbation did not
go before, and where reason and judgment withheld their
sanction ?”

¢ Yes, but my reason—"

“Pardon me—and do you remember assuring me that
there was no occasion for uneasiness on your account; for
you should never be tempted to marry a man who was defi-
cient in sense or principle, however handsome or charming in
other respects he might be, for you could not love him, you
should hate—despise—pity—anything but love him—were
not those your words?"

* Yes, but—"

% And did you not say that your affection must be founded
on approbation; and that unless you could approve and
honour and respect, you could not love?”

« “Yes, but I do approve, and honour, and respect——"

¢ How so, my dear ? is Mr. Huntingdon a good man ?”

¢ He is a much better man than you think him.”

¢t That is nothing to the purpose. Is he a good man?”

¢ Yes—in come respects. IHe has a good disposition.”

¢t Js he a man of principle ?”

¢ Perhaps not, exactly ; but it is only for want of thought :
if lllle had some one to advise him, and remind him of what is
right y

i He would soon learn, you think—and you yourself would
willingly undertake to be his teacher? But, my dear, he is,
1 belicve, full ten years older than you—how is it that you
arc so before-hand in maral acquirements?”

¢ Thanks to you, aunt, I have been well brought up, and
had good examples always before me, which he, mdst likely,
has not ; and besides, he is of a sanguine temperament, and
a gay, thoughtless temper, ang I am naturally inclined to re-
flection.” .

“Well, now you have made him out to be deficient in both
sensc and principle, by your own confession——"

¢ Then, my sense and my prineiple are at his service !”

¢ That sounds presumptuous, Helen! Do you think you
have enough for both; and do you imagine your me

, thoughtless profligate would allow himself to be ghided by a
* young girl like you?"
o “No; I should not wish to guide him ; but I think Imight
have influence suflicient to save himn from somg errors, and I
* H
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should think my life well spent in the effort to preserve so
noble a nature from destruction. He always listens atten-
tively now, when I speak serioysly to him zmd I often ven-
ture to reprove his random way of talking), and sometimes he
says that if he had me always by his side he should never do
or say & wicked thing, and that a little daily talk with me
would make him quitc a saint. It may be partly jest and
partly flattery, but still—"

“ gut still you think it may be truth ?”

¢ If I do think there is any mixture of truth in it, it is not
from confidence in my own powers, but in his natural good-
ness. And you have uo right to call him a profligate, aunt ;
he is nothing of the kind.”

“Who told you so, my dear? What was that story about
his intrigue with a married lady—Lady who was it—Miss
‘Wilmot herselt was telling you the other day?”
of“ Il': was false—false!” I cried. ¢ I don’t believe a word

it."”

¢“You think, then, that he is a virtuous, well-conducted
young man?”

T know nothing positive respecting his character. I
only know that I have heard nothing definitive against it—
nothing that could be proved, at least; and till people can

rove their slandegous accusations, I will not believe them.

nd I know this, that if he has committed err~rs. they are
only such as arc common to youth, and such as nobody thinks
anyth'ng about ; for I sec that everybody likes him, and all
the mammas smile upon him, and their dawghters—and Miss
Wilmot herself—are only too glad to attract his attention.”

¢¢ Helen, the world may look upon such offences as venial ;
a few unprincipled mothers may he anxious to catch a young
man of fortune withodt rcference to his character; and
thoughtless girls may be glad to wip the smiles of so hand-
some a gentleman, without secking to penetrate beyond the-
surface ; kut you, I trusted, were better informed than to sce
with their cyes, and judge with their perverted judgment.
1 did not think you would call these venial errors!”

¢ Nor do I, aunt ; but it I hdte the sins I love the sinner,
and would do much for his salvation, even supposing your
suspicions to be mainly true—which I do not and will not
believe.” )

* Well, my dear, ask your uncle what sort of company he

eeps, and if he is not banded with a set of loose, profligate
young mems whom he calls his friends—his jolly* companions,
and whose chief delight ia to wallow in vice, and vie with each
other who can run fastest and furthest down the headlong
road, {o the. plgee prepared for the devil and his arigels,”
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¢ Then, I will save him from them.”. o

4 Oh, Helen, Helen! you little know the misery of uniting
your fortunes to such a man 1

“I have such confidencc in him, aunt, notwithstanding ell
you say, that I would willingly risk my happinces for the
chance of securing his. I will lcave better men to those who
only consider their own advantage. If he has done amiss, I
shall consider my life well spent in saving him from the con-
sequences of his early crrors, and striving to recall him to the
path of virtue. God grant me success |” e

Here the conversation ended, for at this juncture my uncle’s
voice was heard, from his chamber, loudly calling ugon my
aunt to come to bed. Ilc was in a bad humour that night;
for his gout was worse. It had been gradually increasing
upon him cver since we came to town; and my aunt took ad-
vantage of the circumstance, next morning, to persuade him
to return to the country immediately, without waiting for.the
close of the scason. His physician supported and enforced
her arguments ; and contrary to her usual habits, she so hur-
ried the preparations for removal (as much for my sake as my
uncle’s, I think), that in a very few days we departed ; and [ *
saw no more of Mr. Huntingdon. My aunt flatters herself I
shall soon forget him—perhaps, she thinks I have forgotten
him, alrcady, for I ncver mention his nsme ; and she ma
continue-+o think so, till we meet again—if ever that shoul
be. 1 wonder if it will.

CHAPTER XVIIIL

Avgusr 25th.—I am now “quite settled down to my usual
routine of stecady occupations and quict amusements—toler-
ably contented and cheeyful, but still looking forwsrd to
spring with the hope of returning to town, not for its gaieties
and dissipations, but for the chance of meeting Mr. Hunting-
don once again ; for still, he is always in my thoughts and.in
my dreams. In all my emplgymepts, whatever 1 do, or see,
or hear, has an ultimate referencg to him ; whatever skill or
knowledge I acquire is some day to be turncd to his advan-
tage or amusement ; whatever new beauties in nature or art I
discover, are to be depicted to meet his eye, or stored in my
memory to be told him at some future glenod. This, at least,
is the hope that I cherish, the fancy that lights me on m;

lonely way. It may be only an ignis fatuus, afterall, but 1

can do no harm to follow it with my eyes and rejoice in its
lastre, as long as it does not lyre me from the path I ought

to keep ; and I think it will not, for I have th.ougzht deeply
H_
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on my aunt's advice, and I see clearly, now, the folly of
throwing myself away on one that is unworthy of all the love
I have to give, and incapable of responding to the best and
deepest feelings of my inmost heart—so clearly, that even if I
should see him again, and if he should remember me and
love me still (which, alas! is too little probable, considering
how he is situated, and by whom surrounded), and if he
should ask me to marry him—I am determined not to consent
until I know for certain whether my aunt’s opinion of him or
mine is nearest the truth ; for if mine is altogether wrong, it
is not he that I love; it is a creature of my own imagination.
But I think it is not wrong—no, no—there is a secret some-
thing—an inward instinct that assurcs me I am right. There
is essential goodness in him ;—and what delight to unfold it!
If he has wandered, what bliss to recall him! If he is now
exposed to the baneful influence of corrupting and wicked
companions, what glory to deliver him from them! Oh! if I
could b;xt belicvi that He:ven has gesigned me for this!

To-day is the first of September; but my uncle has
ordered the gamekeeper to sparc the partridges till the

entlemen come. ¢ What gentlemen?” I asked when I

eard it—a small party he had invited to shoot. His fricnd
Mr. Wilmot was ore, and my aunt’s friend Mr. Boarham an-
other. This struck me as terrible news, at the:m~ment, but
all regret and apprehension vanished like a drcam when I
beard that Mr. Iluntingdon was actually to be a third! My
aunt is greatly against his coming, of course: she earnestly
endeavoured to dissuade my uncle from asking him ; but he,
laughing at her objections, told her it was no use talking, for
the mischief was already done: the had invited Huntingdon
and his friend Lord Lowborough before we left London, and
nothing now remained but to fix the day for their coming. So
he is safe, and I am sure of seeing him. I cannot express my
joy. Ifind it very difficult to conceal it from my aunt; but

don’t wish to trouble her with my feclings till I know
whether I ought to indulge them or not. If 1 find it my ab-
solute duty to suppress them, they shall trouble no one but
myself; and if I can really feel myself justified in indulging
this attachment, I can dare anything, cven the anger and
ﬁrief of my best friend, for its object—surely, I shall soon

nowl.! But they are not coming till about the middle of the
ponth. '

We aré to have two lady visitors also : Mr. Wilmot is to
bring his niece and her cousin Milicent. I suppose, my aunt
thinke the latter will benefit me by her society and the salu-
tary example af her gentle deportment, and lowly and tract-
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able spirit ; and the former, I suspect shg ‘intends as a species
of counter-attraction to win Mr. Huntingdon's attention from
me. Idon't thank her for this; but I shall be glad of Mili-
cent's company : she is a swlet, good girl, and I wish I were
like her—more like her, at least, than I am.
» L * * * *
19th.—They are come. They came the day before yester-
day. The gentlemen are all gone out to shoot, and the ladies
are with my aunt, at work, in the drawing-room. I have re-
tired to the library, for I am very unhappy, and I want to be
alone. Books cannot divert me; so having opened my desk,
I will try what may be done by detailing the cause of. my un-
easiness. This paper will serve instead of a confidential
friend into whose ear I might pour forth the overflowings of
my heart. It will not sym{mthise with my distresses, but
then, it will not laugh at them, and, if I keep it close, it
cannot tell again; so it is, perhaps, the best friend I could
have for the purpose.

First, let me speak of his arrival—how I sat at my window,
and watched for nearly two hours, before his carriage entered
the’ Fark gates—for they all came before him,—and how
deeply I was disgppointed at every arrival, because it was not
his. First came Mr. Wilmot and the ladies. When Milicent
had got into her room, I quitted my pgst a few minutes, to
look in upgn her, and have a little private conversation, for
she wd§ now my intimate friend, several long epistles having
passed between us since our parting. On returning to my
window, I beheld another carriage at the door. Was it his?
No; it was Mr. Boarham’s plain, dark chariot; and there
stood he upon the steps, carefully superintending the dislodg-
ing of his various boxes agd packages. What a collection !
one would have thought he projected a visit of six months at
least. A considerable time after, came Lord Lowborough in
his barouche. Is he oné of the profligate friends, I wonder ?
I should think not; for no one could call him a jolly compa-
nion, I'm sure,—and besides, he appears too sober and Ifen-
tlemanly in his demeanour, to merit such suspicions. e is
a tall, thin, gloomy-looking ®man; apparently between thirty
and forty, an?l of a somewhat sickly, careworn aspect.

At last, Mr. Huntingdon’s light phaeton came howlin% mer-
rily up the lawn. I hacgl but a trgnsient glimpse of him, for the
moment it stopped, he sprang out over the side on to the por-
tico steps, and iSa({apeared into the house. .

I now submitted to be dressed for dinner—a duty whith
Rachel had been urging upon me for the last twenty minutes;

oand when that important business was completed, I repaired
to the drawing-room, where { found Mr. augl. Miss Wilmot,



118 - THE TENANT

and Milicent Hargrave, already assembled. Shortly after,
Lord Lowborough entered, and then Mr. Boarham, who
seemed quite willing to forget and forgive my former conduct,
and to hope that a ﬁttle concilidtion and steady perseverance
on his part might yet succeed in bringing me to reason.
While Istood at the window, conversing %ith Milicent, he
came up to me, and was beginning to talk in nearly his usual
strain, when Mr. Huntingdon entered the room.

¢ How will he greet me, I wonder?” sail my bounding
heart ; and, instead of advancing to meet him, I turned to the
window to hide or subdue my emotion. But having saluted
his host and hostess, and the rest of the company, he came to
me, ardently squeczed my hand, and murmured he was glad
to see me once again. At that moment dinner was announced,
my aunt desired him to take Miss Hargrave into the dining-
room, and odious Mr. Wilmot, with unspeakable grimaces,
offered his arm to me ; and I was condemned to sit between
himself and Mr. Boarham. But, afterwards, when we were
all again assembled in the drawing-room, I was indemmificd
for so much suffering by a few delightful minutes of conversa-
tion with Mr. Huntingdon.

In the course of the evening, Miss Wilmot was called upon
to sing and play for the amusement of the company, and I to
exhibit my drawings, and, though he likes music, and she is
an accomplished musician, I think I am right in affirming, that
he paid more attention to my drawings than to Tier ‘niusic.

So far, so good ;—but, hearing him pronounce, eotto voce,
but, with peculiar emphasis, concerning one of the pieces,
¢ This is better than all!"—1I looked up, curious to see which
it was, and, to my horror, beheld him complacently gazing at
the back of the picture :—it was his own face that I had
sketched there, and forgotten to rub out! To make matters
worse, in the agony of the moment, I attempted to snatch it
from his hand ; but he prevented mée, and exclaiming, * No—
by George, I'll keep it!" placed it against his waistcoat, and
buttoned his coat upon it with a delighted chuckle.

Then, drawing a candle close to his elbow, he gathered all
the drawings to himself, ‘as well what 'he had}seen as the
others, and muttering, * I must look at both sides now,” he
eagerly commenced an examination, which I watched, at first,
with tolerable composure, in the confidence that his vanit
would not be gratified by any further discoveries; for, thoug
1 must plead guilty to having disfigured the backs of several

th abortive attempts to delineate that too fascinaiing physiog-
nomy, I was sure that, with that one unfortunate exception,
had carefully obliterated all such witnesses of my infatuation_
But the penci} frequently leatcs an impression upon card-
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board, that no amount of rubbing can efface. Such, it seems,
was the case with most of these; and, I confess, I trembled,
when Isaw him holding them so close to the candle, and poring
so intently over the seemilg blanks; but still, I trusted,
he would not be able to make out these dim traces to his own
satisfaction. I Yvas mistaken, however—having cnded his
scratiny, he quietly remarked,—

“ I perceive the backs of young ladies’ drawings, like the
postscripts of their letters, are the most important and inter-
csting part of the concern.”

Then, leaning back in his chair, he reflected a few minutes
in silence, complacently smiling to himself, and, while I was
concocting some cutting speech wherewith to check his grati-
fication, he rose, and passing over to where Annabella Wilmot
sat vchemently coquetting with Lord Lowborough, seated
himsclf on the sofa beside her, and attached himself to her
for the rest of the evening.

So then !” thought 1—** he despises me, because he knows
I love him.”

And the reflection made me so miserable—I knew not what
to do. Milicent came and began to admire my drawings, and
make remarks jipon them; but I could not talk to her—I
could talk to no one; and, upon the introduction of tea, I
took advantage of the open door and the slight diversion caused

= Dy its entrance, to slip out—for I was sure I could not take
any—und” take refuge in the library. My aunt sent Thomas
in quest of me, to ask if I were not coming totea; but I bade
him say, I should not take any to-night; and, happily, she
was too much occupied with her gucsts, to make any further
inquiries at the time.

As most of the company, bad travelled far that day, they re-
tired early to rest; and having heard them all, as 1 thought,
go up stairs, I ventured out, to get my candlestick from the
drawing-room side-boatd. But Mr. Huntingdon had lin-
gered behind the rest: he was just at the foot of the stairs,
when I opened the door; and, hearing my step in the hall—
though I could hardly hear it myself—he instantly turned back.

¢ Helen, is that you? " said ht ; “ why did you run away
from us?” *

“ Good night, Mr, Huntingdon,” said I, coldly, not choos-
ing to answer the question. And I turned away to enter the
drawing-room, .

“But you'll shake hands, won't you ?" said he, placing him-
self in the doorway before me. And he seized my hand, 2nd
held it much against my will. .

, ‘““Let me go, Mr. Huntingdon!” said I—*I want to get &
candle.” - [
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¢ The candle will keep,” returned he.

I made a desperate effort to free my hand from his grasp,

*Why are you in such a hurry to leave me, Helen?” he
said, with a smile of the most provoking self-sufficiency—* you
don’t lrate me, you know.”

¢Yes, I do—at this moment.”

¢Not you! It is Annabella Wilmot you hate, not me.”

¢ T have nothing to do with Annabella Wilmot,” said I,
burning with indignation.

“But I have, you know,” returned he, with pecculiar
emphasis, f

4 That is nothing to me, sir!” I retorted. B

¢ gs it nothing to you, Helen ?—Will you swear it ?—Will

u ”

¢ No, I won't, Mr. Huntingdon ! and I will go!” cried I,
not knowing whether to laugh, or to cry, or to break out into
a tempest of fury.

¢ Go, then, you vixen !" he said ; but the instant he released
my hand, he had the audacity to put his arm round my neck,
and kiss me.

Trembling with anger and agitation—and I don’t know what
besides, I broke away, and got my candle, and-rushed up stairs
to my room. He would not have done so, but for that hateful
picture! And there he had it still in his possession, an eter-
nal monument to his pride and my humiliation! ,_

It was but little sleep I got that night; and, in the ‘morn-
ing, I rose perplexed and troubled with the thoughts of meet-
ing him at breakfast. I knew not how it was to be done—an
assumption of dignified, cold indifference, would hardly do,
after what he knew of my devotion—to his face, at least. Yet
something must be done to check his presumption—I would
not submit to be tyrannised over by those bright, laughing
eyes. And, accordingly, I received his cheerful morning salu-
tation as calmly and coldly as my aunt could have wished, and
defeated with brief answers his one or two attempts to draw
me into conversation ; while I comported myself, with unusual
cheerfulness and complaisance towards every other member
of the party, especially Annabella*Wilmot, and even her uncle
and Mr. Boarham were treated,with an extra amount of civi-
lity on the oceasion, not from any motives of coquetry, but
Jjust to show him that my particular coolness and reserve arose
from no general ill-humour or depression of spirits.

- He was not, however, to be repelled by such acting as this.
HE& did notalk much to me, but when he did speak it was
* with a degree of freedom and openness—and kindliness too—
that plainly seemed to intimate he knew his words were
music to my earg; and when hi¢'looks met mine it was with

€
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a smile—presumptuous it might be—but oh, so sweet, so
bright, so genial, that I could not possibly retain my anger ;
every vestige of displeasure soon melted away beneath it
like morning clouds before the summer sun.

Soon after breakfast all the gentlemen save one, with
boyish eagernels, set out on their expedition against the hap-
less partridﬁs; my uncle and Mr. Wilmot on their shooting
ponies, Mr. Huntingdon and Lord Lowborough on their legs:
the one exception being Mr. Boarham, who, in considera-
tion of the rain that had fallen during the night, thought it
prudent to remain behind a little and join them in a while
when the sun had dried the grass. And he favoured us all
with a long and minute disquisition upon the evils and dan-
gers attendant upon damp feet, delivered with the most im-
ﬁerturbable gravity, amid the jeers and laughter of Mr.

untingdon and my uncle, who, leaving the prudent sports-
man to entertain the ladies with his medical discussions, sal-
lied forth with their guns, bending their steps to the stables
first to have a look at the horses and let out the dogs.

Not desirous of sharing Mr. Boarham’s company for the
whole of the morning I betook myself to the library, and
there brought forth my easel and began to paint. The easel
and the painting apparatus would serve as an excuse for aban-
doning the drawing-room if my aunt should come to complain
of the desertion, and besides I wanted to finish the picture.
IEW¥s ol I had taken great pains with, and I intended it to
be my masterpiece, though it was somewhat presumptuous
in the design. By the bright azure of the sky, and by the
warm and brilliant lights and deep long shadows, I had en-
deavoured to convey the idea of a sunny morning. I had
ventured to give more qf the bright verdure of spring or
carly summer to the grass and foliage than is commonly at-
tefn.dpted in painting. The scene represented was an open
glade in a wood. A grbup of dark Scotch firs was introduced
in the middle distance to relieve the prevailingfreshness of
the rest; but in the foreground were, part of the gnarled
trunk and of the spreading boughs of a large forest tree,
whose foliage was of a 'blfllin.nt golden green—not golden
from autumnal mellowness, but from the sunshine and the
very immaturity of the scarce expanded leaves. Upon this
bough, that stood out in bold relief against the sombre firs,
were seated an amorous pair of turtle doves, whose soft sad
coloured plumage aﬂ'ordes a contrast of another nature ; and
beneath iv a young girl was kneeling on the daisy-spangled
turf with head thrown back and masses of fair hair falling on-
her shoulders, her hands clasped, lips parted, and eyes in-
tently gazing upward in plepsed yet earnestrcontemplation of
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those feathered lovers—too deeply absorbed in each other to
notice her.

I had scarcely settled to my work, which, however, wanted
but a few touches to the finishing), when the sportsmen passed
the window on their return from the stables. It was partly
open, and Mr. Huntingdon must have seen nie as he went by,
for in half a minute he came back, and setting his gun against
the wall threw up the sash and sprang in and set himself be-
fore my picture.

“ Very pretty, i'faith ;” said he, after attentively regarding
it for a few seconds; “and a very fitting study for a young
lady. Spring just opening into summer—morning just ap-

roaching noon—girlhood just ripening into womanhood, and

ope just verging on fruition. She’s a sweet creature ! but
why didn’t you make her black hair?”

] thought light hair would suit her better. You see I
have made her blue-eyed and plump, and fair and rosy.”

“ Upon my word—a very llebe! I should fall in love
with her if I hadn’t the artist before me. Sweet innocent!
she’s thinking there will come a time when she will be wooed
and won like that pretty hen-dove by as fond and fervent a
lover; and she's thinking how pleasant it will Le, and how
tender and faithful he will find her.”

“ And, perhaps,” suggested 1, ‘‘ how tender and faithful
she shall find him.” R .

% Perhaps, for there is no limit to the wild extravaghace of
Hope's imaginings at such an age.”

“Do you call that, then, one of her wild, extravagant de-
lusions ?”

“No; my heart tells me itisnot. I miiht have thought
so once, but now, I say, give me, the girl I love, and I will
swear cternal constancy to her and her alone, through sum-
mer and winter, through youth and age, and life and death | if
age and dcath must come.” '

He spoke this in such serious earnest that my heart
bounded with delight; but the minutc after he changed his
tone, and asked, with a significant smile, if I had * any
more portraits.” ) «

% No,” replied I, reddening with confusion and wrath. But
my portfolio was on the table: he took it up, and coolly sat
down to examine its contents.,

¢ Mr. Huntingdon, those are my unfinished sketches,” cried
I, ¢ and I never let any one see them.” .

“And I placed my hand on the portfolio to wrest it from
him, but he maintained his hold, assuring me that he * liked
unfinished sketches of all things.”

“But I hate them to be see1,” returned I. ‘T can't let
you have it, indeed " - .
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“Let me have its bowels then,” said he; and just as I
wrenched the portfolio from his hand he deftly abstracted the
greater part of its contents, and after turning them over a
moment he cried out,—  °

¢ Bless my stars, here’s another |” and slipped a small oval
of ivory paper®into his waistcoat pocket—a complcte minia-
ture portrait that I had sketched with such tolerable success
as to be induced to colour it with great pains and care. ButI
was deterinined he should not keep it.

“ Mr. Huntingdon,” cried I, ** I insist upon having that
back ! Itis mine, and you have no right to take it. Give it
me, directly—I'll never forgive you if you dont!”

But the more vehemently Linsisted, the more he aggravated
my distress by his insulting glceful laugh. At length, how-
ever, he restored it to me, saying,—

* 'Well, well, since you value it so much, I'll not deprive
you of it.”

To show him how I valued it T tore it in two and threw it into
the fire. He was not prepared for this. His merriment sud-
denly ceasing, he stared in mute amazement at the consumin,
treasure ; and then, with a careless * Humph! T'll go an
shoot now,” hg turned on his heel, and vacated the apart-
ment by the window as he came, and setting on his hat with
an air, took up his gun and walked away, whistling as he
vent—and lcaving me not too much ‘agitated to finish my

.‘Tc'tm’é, %0r I was glad, at the moment, that I had vexed
im.

When I returned to the drawing-room, I found Mr. Boar-
ham had ventured to follow his comrades to the field; and
shortly after lunch, to which they did not think of returning, I
volunteered to accompany, the ladies in a walk, and show An-
nabella and Milicent the beauties of the country. 'We took a
long ramble and rec-entered the park just as the sportsmen
were returning from th®ir expedition. Toil-spent and travel-
stained, the main body of them crossed over the grass to
avoid us, but Mr. Huntingdon, all spattered and splashed as
he was, and stained with the blood of his prey—to the no
small offence of my aunt’s strict 8ense of propricty—came out
of his way to meet us with cHecrful smiles and words for all
but me, and placing himself betwcen AnnabeRa Wilmot and
myself walked up the road and began to relate the various
exploits and disasters of the day, in a manmer that would
have convulsed me with langhter it I had beeron good terms
with him j» but be addressed himself entirely o Annabélla,
and I, of course, left all the laughter and all the badinage to
her, and affecting the utmost indifference to whatever passed
between. them, walked alon’ a few paces apart, and looking
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every way but theirs, while my aunt and Milicent went be-
fore, linked arm in‘arm, and gravely discoursing together.
At length, Mr. Huntingdon turned to me, and addressing me
in a confidential whisper, said,—:

¢ Helen, why did you burn my picture ?”

¢ Because 1 wished to destroy it,” I ancwered, with an
agperity it is useless now to lament.

% Oh, very good !"” was the reply, *if you don’t value me,
I must turn to somebody that will.”

I thought it was partly in jest—a half-playful mixture of
mock resignation and pretended indiffcrence : but immedi-
ately he resumed his place beside Miss Wilmot, and from that
hour to this—during all that evening, and all the next day,
and the next, and the next, and all this morning (the 22nd),
he has never given me one kind word or one pleasant look—
never spoken to me, but from pure nccessity—ncver glanced
towards me but with a cold unfriendly look I thought him
quite incapable of assuming.

My aunt observes the change, and though she has not in-
quired the cause or made any remark to me on the subject, I
sec it gives her pleasure. Miss Wilmot observes it, too, and
triumphantly ascribes it to her own superior charms and
blandishments; but I am truly miserablc—more so than I
like to acknowledge to mysclf. Dride refuscs to aid me. It
has brought me intu the scrape, and will not help me out
of it. -l

He meant no harm—it was only his joyous, playful spirit ;
and I, by my acrimonious rescntment—so serious, so dispro-
sortioned to the offence—have so wounded his feelings—so

eeply offended him, that I fear he will never forgive me—
and all for a mere jest! He thinks I dislike him, and he
must continue to think so. I must lose him for ever, and
Annabclla may win him, and triumph as she will.

But it is not my loss nor her triumph that I deplore so
greatly as the wreck of my fond hopes for his advantage,
and ler unworthiness of his affection, and the injury he will
do himsclf by trusting his happiness to her. She does not
love him : she thinks only cf herself. She cannot appreciate
the good that is in him : she will neither see it, nor value it,
nor cherish it. She will neither deplore his faults nor at-
tempt their amendment, but rather aggravate them by her
own. And I doubt whether she will not deceive him after
all. I sec she is playing double between him and Lord Low-
bosough, and while she amuses herself with the lively Hunt-
ingdon she tries her utmost to enslave his moody friend ; and
should she succeed in bringing both to her feet, the fasci-
nating commoner will have bpt little chance against the
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lordly peer. If he observes her artfulby-play it gives him
g no uneasiness, but rather adds new zest to his diversion by
! opposing a stimulating chgck to his otherwise too easy
conquest. .
Messrs. Wilmpt and Boarham have severally taken occa-
sion by his neglect of me to renew their advances; and if I
were like Annabella and some others I should take advantage
of their pefseverance to endeavour to pique him into a revival
of affection ; but, justice and honesty apart, I could not bear
to do it ; I am annoyed enough by their present persecutions
without encouraging them further ; and even if I did it would
have precious little effect upon him. He sees me suffering
under the condescending attentions and prosaic discourses of
the one, and the repulsive obtrusions of the other, without so
much as a shadow of commiseration for me, or resentment
against my tormentors. He never could have loved me, or
he would not have resigned me so willingly, and he would not
go on talking to everybody clse so cheerfully as he does—
laughing and jesting with Lord Lowborough and my uncle,
teasing Milicent Ilargrave, and flirting with Annabella Wil-
mot—as if nothing were on his mind. Oh, why can’t I hate
him? T must &e infatuated, or I should scorn to regret him
as I do! DBut I must rally all the powers I have remaining,
and try to tear him from my heart. There goes the dinner
"L, andghere comes my aunt to scold me for sitting here at
my desk all day instead of staying with the company : I wish
the compauy were—gone.

CIIAPTER XIX.

L
TWENTY-SECOND. Night—What have I done ? and what
will be the end of it?, I cannot calmly reflect upon it; I
cannot sleep. I must have recourse to my diary again; I
will commit it to paper to-night, and see what B shall think
of it to-morrow.

1 went down to dinner resolving to be cheerful and well-
conducted, and kept my refolution very creditably, consider-
inli how my head ached, and how internally wretched I felt
—TI don’t know what is come over me of late ; my very
energies, both mental and physical, must be strangely im-
paired, or I should not have acted so weakly in many re-
spects as Ihave done ;—but I have not been well this last day
or two: I'suppose it is with sleeping and eating’so little, 8nd
thinking so much, and being so continually out of humour.
But to return: I was exerting myself to sing and play for the
amusement, and at the request, of my aynt and Milicent,
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before the gentlemen came into the drawing-room (Miss Wil-
.mot never likes to waste her musical efforts on ladies’ ears
-alone) : Milicent had asked for a little Scotch song, and I was
just in the middle of it when they entered. The first thing
hr. Huntingdon did, was to walk up to Annabella.

¢ Now, Miss Wilmot, won't you give us some music to-
night?” said he. “ Do now! I know you will, when 1 tell
.you that I have been hungering and thirsting all day for the
sound of your voice. Come! the piano’s vacant.”

It was; for I had quitted it immediately upon hearing his
petition. Had I heen endowed with a proper degree of self-
possession, I should have turned to the lady myself, and
cheerfully joined my entreatics to his; wherchy I should
have disappointed his expectations, if the affront had been
purposely given, or made him sensible of the wrong, if it had
only arisen from thoughtlessness ; but I felt it too decply to
do anything but rise from the music-stool, and throw mysclf
back on the sofa, suppressing with difficulty the audible cx-
pression of the bitterness T felt within. T knew Annabella’s
musical talents were superior to mine. but that was no rcason
why [ should be treated as a perfect nonentity. The time
and the manner of his asking her, appeared lixce a gratuitous
insult to me; and I could have wept with pure vexation.

Meantime, she exwltingly seated herself at the piano, and
favoured him with two of his favourite songs, in anel s . -
rior style that even I soon lost my anger in admiration, and
listened with a sort of gloomy pleasure to the skilful modula-
tions of her full-toned and powerful voice, so judiciously

" aided by her rounded and spirited touch ; and while my cars
drank in the sound, my eyes rested on the face of her prin-
- eipal auditor, and derived an equal or superior delight from
the contemplation of his speaking countenance, as he stood
‘beside her—that eye and brow lightgd up with keeu centhu-
-siasm, and that sweet smile passing and appearing like gleams
of sunshine on an April day. No wonder he should hunger
and thirst to hear her sing. T now forgave him, from my
“heart, his reckless slight of me, and I felt ashamed at my
gettish resentment of such a, triflc—ashamed too of those
itter envious pangs that gnawed my inmost heart, in spite
of all this admiration and delight.

“ There now !” said she, playfully running her fingers
‘pover the keys, when she had concluded the sccond song.
“# What shall I give you next?”

But in saying this, she Jooked back at Lord Lowhorough,
who was standing a little behind, leaning against the back
of a chairyan attentive listener, too, experiencing, to judge

e

by his epunfenance, much the sarie feelings of mingled plea-
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sure and sadness as I did. But the dook she gave him:
plainly said, *“Do you choose for me now: I have done
enough for him, and will gladly exert myself to gratify you ;"
and thus encouraged, his lordship came forward, and turni
over the music, presently set before her a little song tha:% .
had noticed before, and read more than once, with an interest .
arising from the circumstance of my connecting it in myy Taled-
w th the reigning tyrant of my thoughts, And now withpy.
nerves already excited and half unstrung, I could not hear thase
words so swcetly warbled forth, without some symptoms af-
emotion I was not able to suppress. Tears rose unbidden to
my eycs, and I buried my face in the sofa-pillow that thex -
might flow unseen while 1 listened. The air was simple,
sweet, and sad, it is still running in my head,—and so are
the words :—

¢ Farewell to thee ! but not farewell
To all my fondest thoughts of theo :
‘Within my heart they still shall dwell;
And they shall choer and comfort me

0, beautiful, and full of grace!
If thou hadst never met mine cye,
T ha®not dreasmed a living face
(‘ould faneied chars so far outvie.

If [ may ne’er hehold agnin ” .
Thut form and face o dear to me,

Nor hear thy voice, +till would I fain
Preserve, for aye, their memoy.

Thut voico, the magic of whose tono
Cun wako an echo in my breast,
Creating feelings that, alone,
Can make my trgnced spirit blest. #

That lsughing eye, whose sunny heam
My memory would not cherish less ;-
Aund oh, that shiile! whose joyous gleam
No wortal languish can cxpress.
Adicu! but let me cherish, still,
The hope with which [ cannot part.
Contempt may wougd,erd coldness chill,
But still it lingers in my heart.
And who can tell but Heaven, at last,
May answer all my thounsand prayers,

And bid tho futurc paysthe past '
With joy for anguish, smiles for tea1s 3" ,

‘When it ceased, I longed for nothing so much & to be otk
of the room. The sofa was not far from the door, but I did
not dare to raise my head, for I knew Mr. Huntingdon was
standing mear me, and 1 kneyf by the sound of his voice, as
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he spoke in answer to some remark of Lord Lowborough’s,
that his face was turned towards me. Perhaps, a half sup-
pressed sob had caught his ear, and caused him to look round
—Heaven forbid ! gBut:, with a violent effort, I checked all
further signs of weakness, dried my tears, ang, when I thought
he had turned away again, rose, and instantly left the apart-
ment, taking refuge in my favourite resort, the library.

. ‘There was no light there but the faint red glow of the
‘nieglected fire;—but I did not want a light; I only wanted
to indulge my thoughts, unnoticed and undisturbed; and
gittiny down on a low stool before the easy chair, I sunk m
head upon its cushioned seat, and thought, and thought, until
the tears gushed out again, and I wept like arty child. Pre-
sently, however, the door was gently opened and some one
entered the room. I trusted it was only a servant, and did
not stir. The door was closed again—but I was not alone; a
hand gently touched my shoulder, and a voice said, softly,—

¢ Helen, what is the matter ?”

I could not answer at the moment.

“You must, and shall tell me,” was added, morc vche-
mently, and the speaker threw himself on his knees beside
me on the rug, and forcibly possessed himself of my hand ;
but I hastily caught it away, and replied,—

¢ It is nothing to.you, Mr. Huntingdon.”

 Are you sure it is nothing to me ?” he retugged . ~_.1
you swear that you were not thinking of me while you wept ?”

This was unendurable. I made an effort to rise, but he
was knecling on my dress.

¢ Tell me,” continued he—* I want to know,—because, if

"l);l were, I have something to say to you,—and if not,
go. .

“Go then!” I cried ; but, fearing he would obey too well,
and never come again, I hastily added—* Or say what you
have to say, and have done with it "

“ But which ?” said he—* for I shall only say it if you
reall¥ were thinking of me. So tell me, Helen.”

¢ You're excessively impertinent, Mr. Huntingdon !”

“ Not at all—too pertinept, you mean—so you“won’t tell
me ?—Well, I'll spare your woman's pride, and, construing
your silence into ¢ Yes,' I'll take it for granted that I was the
subject of yourthoughts, and the cause of your affliction —"

:: gdee s Sir—">""

you deny it, I won't tell you my secret,” threatened
He; and I‘_\lid not interrupt himyagain-z-or evel attempt to
repulse him, though he had taken my hand once more, and
half embraced me_ with his other arm—I was scarcely con-
-scious of it at the time. : :
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“It is this,” resumed he; *that Annabella Wilmot, in
comparison with you, is like a flaunting peony compared with
a sweet, wild rosebud gemmed with dew—and I love you to
distraction !—Now, tell me if that intelligence gives you any
pleasurc. Silencg again? That means yes—Then let me
add, that I cannot live without you, and if you answer, No,
to this last question, you will drive me mad.—Will you
Lestow yourself npon me?—you will!l” he cried, nearly
squeezing me to death in his arms.

“No, no!” I exclaimed, struggling to free myself from
Lim—** you must ask my uncle and aunt.”

“They wou't refuse me, if you don't.”

I'm not so sure of that—my aunt dislikes yon.”

“ But you don’t, Helen—say you love me, and I'll go.”

¢ ] wish you would go!” I replied.

T will, this instant,—if you’ll only say you love me.”

“You know I do,” I answered. And again he caught me
in his arms, and smothered me with kisses.

At that moment, miy aunt opened wide the door, and stood
before us, candle in hand, in shocked and horrified amaze-
ment, gazing alternately at Mr. IHuntingdon and me,—for we
had both started~up, and now stood wide enough asunder.
But his confusion was only for a moment. Rallying in an

" instant, with the most enviable assurauce, he began,—

‘7 heg ton thousand pardons, Mrs. Maxwell! Don’t be
too severe upon me. I've been asking your sweet niece to
take me for better, for worse; and she, like a good girl,
informs me she cannot think of it without her uncle’s and
aunt’s consent. So let me implore you not to condemn me
to eternal wretchedness : if you favour my cause, I am safe ;
for Mr. Maxwell, 1 am certaln, can refuse you nothing.”

¢ We will talk of this to-morrow, sir,” said my aunt, coldly.
“Tt is a subject that dempands mature and serious delibera-
tion. At present, you had better return to the drawing-
room.” .

¢ But meantime,” pleaded he, *let me commend my cause
to your most indulgent—"_ ,

“ No indulgence for you, Mr. Huntingdon, must come
between me and the consideration of my niece’s happiness.”

¢« Ah, true! I know she is an angel, and 1 am a pre-
sumptuous dog to dream of possessing such a treasure ; but,
nevertheless, I would sooner die than reling uish.her in favour
of the best man that ever went to heaven—and as for her

. happiness, I'would sacrifice my body and soul——"

“ Body and soul, Mr. Huntingdon—sacrifice your soul ?"
¢ Well, I would lay down life——"

¢ You would not be require"i to lay it down.:'
* ! 1
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I would spend it? then—dcvote my life—and all its powers
to the promotion and preservation——"

¢« Another time, sir, we will talk of this—and I should have
felt disposed to judge more favourably of your pretensions, it’
you too had chosen another time and place,sand let me add—
another manner for your declaration.”

¢ Why, you see, Mrs Maxwell,” he began—

¢ Pardon me, sir,” said she, with dignity—** The company
are inquiring for you in the other room.” And she turned
to me.

“Then you must plead for me, Ielen,” said he, and at
length withdrew.

“You had better rctire to your room, Ielen,” said my
aunt, gravely. “I will discuss this matter with you, too,
to-morrow.”

“ Don't be angry, aunt,” said T.

¢ My dear, 1 am not angry,” she replied : ¢ T am surprised.
If it is true that you told him you could not accept his offer
without our consent—"

¢« It is true,” interrupted I.

¢t Then how could you permit—-"

“TI couldn't help it, aunt,” I cried, bu¥sting into tcars.
They were not altogether the tears of sorrow, or of fear for
her displeasure, but rather the outbreak of the gencral tu-
multuous excitement of my feelings. Dut my goed ause-.Ts
touched at my agitation. In a softer toue, she repeated
her recommendation to retire, and, gently kissing my fore-
head, bade me good night, aud put her candle in my hand ;
and I went; but my brain worked so, I could not think of
sleeping. I feel calmer now that I have written all this;
and I will go to bed, and try to win tired naturc’s sweet
restorer.

CHAPTER XX.

Serremprr 21th.—Tn the morning I rose, light and cheerful,
nay, intensely happy. The hovering cloud cast over me by
my aunt’s views, and by the fear of not obtaining her con-
sent,-was lost in the bright effulgence of my own hopes, and
the too delightful consciousness of requited love. It wasa
splendid morning; and I went out to enjoy it, in a quiet
rgmble in company with my own blissful thoughts. The dew
was on the grdss, and ten thousand gossamers were waving
in the breeze ; the hap}I])y red-breast was pouring out its little
soul in song, and my heart overflowed with silent hymns of ,
gratitude and praise to I{eaven‘ .
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But T had not wandered far before my solitudc was inter-
rupted by the only person that could have disturbed my
musings, at that moment, without being looked upon as an
unwelcome intruder: Mr. Huntingdon came suddenly upon
me. So unexpecded was the apparition, that I might have
thought it the crcation of an over-excited imagination, had
the sense of sight alone borne witness to his presence ; but
immediately I felt his strong arm round my waist and his
warm kiss on my check, while his keen and glecful salutation,
¢ My own llelen!” was ringing in my car.

“Not yours yet,” said I, hastily swerving aside from this
too presumptuous greeting—* remember my guardians. You
will not casily obtain my aunt’s consent. Don’t you see she
is prejudiced against you ?7

1 do, dearest; and you must tell me why, that I may
best know how to combat her objections. I suppose she
thinks I am a prodigal,” pursued he, observing that I was
unwilling to reply, * and concludes that I shall have but
little worldly goods wherewith to endow my better half? If
s0, you must tell her that my property is mostly entailed,
and I cannot get rid of it. 'There may be a few mortgages
on the rest—a few trifling debts and incumbrances here and
there, but nothing to speak of; and though I acknowledge
J am not so rich as T might be—or have been—still, T thinﬁ,
we could manage pretty comfortably on what’s left. My
father, you know, was something of a miser, and in his Jatter
days cspeeially, saw no pleasurc in life but to amass riches ;
and so it is no wonder that his son should make it his chief
delight to spend them, which was accordingly the case, until
my acquaintancc with you,sdear Ilelen, taught me other
views and nobler aims.  And the very idea of having you to
carc for under my roof, would forcc me to moderate my ex-
penses and live liﬁc a Christian—not to speak of all the pru-
dence and virtue you would instil into my mind by yeour wise
counsels and sweet, attractive goodness.”

¢ But it is not that,” said I, ‘*it is not money my aunt
thinks about. Shc knows bette? thail to value worldly wealth

. above its price.”

¢ What is it then ?”

“She wishes me to—to marry none but a really good
man.”

“ What, a man of ¢ decided piety ?’—ahem '—Well, come,
T'll manage that too! It's Sunday to-day, isn't it? “I'll go to®
church morning, afternoon, and evening, and comport mysclf
in such a godly sort that she shall regard me with admiration
#d sisterly love, as a brand plucked from the l.:ur;infr. I

: \ o
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come home sighing fike a furnace, and full of the savour and
unction of dear Mr. Blatant’s discourse——"

¢ Mr. Leighton,” said I, dryly.

“Js Mr, Leighton a *sweet preacher, Ilelen—a *dear,
delightful, heavenly-minded man ?’” o

“He is a good man, Mr. Huntingdon. I wish I could say
nalf' as much for you.”

“QOh, I forgot, you are a saint, too. I erave your pardon,
“earest—but don’t call mc Mr. Iuntingdon, my name is
Arthur.”

“T'l call you nothing—for I'll have nothing at all to do
with you if you talk in that way any more. If you really
mean to dcceive my aunt as you say, you are very wicked ;
and if not, you are very wrong to jest on such a subject.”

“ I stand correeted,” said he, concluding his laugh with a
sorrowful sigh. *Now,” resumed he, after a momentary
pause, ‘let us talk about something clsc. And come ncarer
to me, Ilelen, and take my arm ; and then I'll let you alone.
I can't be quiet while I see you walking there.”

I complied ; but said we must soon return to the house.

“No one will be down to breakfast yet, for long enough,”
he answered. “ You spoke of your gulirdians just now,
Helen, but is not your father still living ?”

“Yes, but I always look upon my uncle and aunt as my
guardians, for they are so, in decd, though not it name. - w1y
father has entirely given me up to their care. 1 have never
seen him since dear mamma died when 1 was a very little
girl, and my aunt, at her request, offered to take charge of
me, and took me away to Staninglcey, where I have remained
ever since ; and I don’t think he would object to anything for
me, that she thought proper to sanction.”

“But would he sanction anything to which she thought
proper to objeet ?”

“No, I don’t think he cares enough about me.”

¢ Ile is very much to blame—but he doesn’t know what an
angel he has for his daughter—which is all the better for me,
as, if he did, he would uot ke willing to part with such a
treasure.”

“ And Mr. Huntingdon,” said I. I suppose you know I
am not an heircss?”

IIc protested he had never given it a thought, and begged

I would not disturb his present enjoyment by the mention of
such unirtteresting subjects. I was glad of this proof of dis-
interested affection; for Annabella Wilmot is the probable
heiress to all her uncle’s wealth, in addition to her late
father's property, which she has already in possession.
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I now insisted upon retracing our stegs to the house; but
we walked slowly, and went on talking as we proceeded. I
need not repeat all we said,: let me rather refer to what
passed between my aunt and me, after breakfast, when Mr.
Huntingdon called my uncle aside, no doubt to make his
proposals, and sfle beckoned me into another room, where
she -once more commenced a solemn remonstrance, which,
however, cntirely failed to convinece me that her view of the
case was preferable to my own.

“You judge him uncharitably, aunt, I know,” said I
¢ His very friends are not half so bad as you represent them.
There is Walter Ilargrave, Milicent’s brother, for one: he is
but a little lower than the angels, if half she says of him is
true. She is continually talking to me about him, and lauding
his many virtues to the skies.”

“You will form a very inadequate estimatc of a man’s
character,” replied she, *if yon judge by what a fond sister
says of him. The worst oty them generally know how to
hide their misdeeds from their sisters’ eyes, and their mothers’
too.”

“ And there is Lord Lowborough,” continued I, “ quite &
decent man.”

**Who told you so? Lord Lowhorough is a desperate
man. He has dissipated his fortunc in gambling and other
things, and is now secking an heiress to retricve it. I told
Miss Wilmot so ; but you're all aiike : she haughtily answered
she was very much obliged to me, but she believed she knew
when a man was secking her for her fortune, and when for
herself'; she flattered hersclf she had had experience enough
in those matters, to be justified in trusting to her own judg-
ment—and as for his lordship’s lack of fortunc, she cared
nothing ahout that, as she hoped her own would suffice for
both ; and as for his wildness, she supposed he was no worse
than others—besides, he'was reformed now. Yes, they can
all play the hypocrite when they want to take in a fond, mis-
guided woman !

“Well, I think he’s abont as good as she is,” said I. But
when Mr. Iluntingdon is mdtried, he won't have wany op-
portunities of consorting with his bachelor friends ;—and the
worse they are, the more I'long to deliver him from them.”

“To be sure, my dear ; and the worse he is, I suppose, the
more you long to deliver him from himsclf.”

“ Yes, previded he is not incorrigiblc—that is, the more I
long to deliver him from his faults—to give him «n opport®-
nity of shaking off the adventitious evil got from contact
with others worse than himsclf, and shining out in the un-

¢ clouded light of his own genuine goodness—to do my utmost
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to help his better self against his worse, and make him what
he would have been if ﬁe had not, from the beginning, had
a bad, selfish, miserly father, who, to gratify his own sordid
passions, restricted him in the most innocent enjoyments of
childhood and youth, and so disgusted him with every kind
of restraint ;—and a foolish mother who indulged him to the
top of his bent, deceiving her husband for him, and doing
her utmost to encourage those germs of folly and vice it was
her duty to suppress,—and then, such a set of companions as
you represent his friends to be—"
¢ Poor man!” said she, sarcastically, ¢ his kind have
greatly wronged him ! .
# They have ! cried I—* and they shall wrong him no
more—his wife shall undo what his mother did !"
¢ Well,” said she, after a short pause, ** I must say, Helen,
I thought better of your judgment than this—and your tastc
too. Ilow you can love such a man I cannot tcll, or what
leasurc you can find in his company ; for ¢ What fellowship
Eath light with darkness; or he that belicveth, with an in-
fidel 27
¢ He is not an infidel ;—and I am not light, and he is not
darkncss, his worst and only vice is thonghtlessncss.”
¢ And thoughtlessness,” pursucd my aunt, *“ may lead to
every crime, and will but poorly excusc our errors in the
sight of God. Mr. Huntingdon, I suppose, is not without the
common faculties of men: he is not so light-headed as to be
irresponsible : his Maker has endowed him with reason and
conscience as well as the rest of us; the scriptures arc open
to him as well as to others ;—and ‘If he hear not them, neither
will he hear though onc rose from the dead.” And, remem-
ber, Helen,” continued she soleranly, “ ¢The wicked shall be
turned into hell, and they that forget God!' And suppose,
even, that he should continuc to love you, and you him, and
that you should pass through life together with tolerable com-
fort,—how will it be in the end, when you sec yoursclves
parted for ever ; you, perhaps, taken into cternal bliss, and he
cast into the lake that burneth with unquenchablc fire—there
for ever to—" e
a “Not for ever,” I exclaimed, *“‘only till he has paid the
uttermost farthing ;’ for ¢ If any man’s work abide ‘not the
fire, he shall suffer loss, yet himself shall be saved, but so as
by fire;’ and He that ¢is able to subdue all things to himself|
_will have all men to be saved,’ and ‘will in the fulness of
Kime, gathcr together in one all things in Chris. Jesus, who
tasted death for cvery man, and in whom God will reconcile
all things to himself, whether they be things in earth or
thipgs in heaven.’ " . '
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* Oh, Ilelen! where did you learn all ghis 2

“In the Bible, aunt. I have searched it through, and found
nlfarly "thirty passages, all, tending to support the same
thecory.

“ And is that the use you make of your Bible? And did
you find no passdzes tending to prove the danger and the fal-
sity of such a belief? ”

“ No: T found, indecd, some passages that, taken by them-
sclves, might scem to contradict that opinion; but they will
all bear a diffcrent construction to that which is commonly
given, and in most the only difficulty is in the word which we
translate ‘ everlasting’ or ¢ eternal.’. I don’t know the Greek,
but I believe it strictly means for ages, and might signify
cither endless or long-enduring. And as for the danger of the
Dbelicf, 1 would not publish it abroad, if I thought any poor
wretch would be likely to presume upon it to his own destruc-
tion, but it is a glorious thought to cherish in one’s own heart,
and I would not part with it for all the world can give!”

Here our conference ended, for it was now high time to
prepare for church. Every one attended the morning service,
cxcept my uncle, who hardly ever goes, and Mr. Wilmot,
who stayed at hame with him to enjoy a quiet game of crib-
bage. In the afternoon Miss Wilmot and Lord Lowborough
likewise excused themselves from attending ; but Mr. ITunt-
ingdon vouchsafed to accompany us again. Whether it was
to ingratiate himself with my aunt I cannot tell, but, if =0, he
certainly should have behaved better. 1 must confess, I did
not like his conduct during scrvice at all. Ilolding his
prayer-book upside down, or open at any place but the right,
he did nothing but stare about him, unless he happened to
catch my aunt’s cyc or mineg and then he would drop his own
on his book, with a puritanical air of mock solemnity that
would have been ludicrous, if it had not been too provoking.
Once, during the sermon, after attentively regarding Mr.
Leighton for a few minutes, he suddenly produccd his gold
pencil case and snatched up a Bible. Pereeiving that I ob-
served the movement, he whispercd that he was going to make
a note of the sermon ; but infteadof that—as I sat next him
I could not help sceing that he was making a caricaturce of the
preacher, giving to the respectable, pious, c]dcr_ly gentleman,
the air and aspect of a most absyrd old hypocrite. And yet,
upon his return, he talked to my aunt about the sermon with
adegree of modest, scrious discrimination that tempted e to
believe he hhd really attended and profited by the discourse®

Just before dinner my uncle called me into the library for
the discussion of a very important matter, which was dismissed
'in few words. .
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¢ Now Nel,” said he, * this young Huntingdon has been
asking for you: what must I say about it? Your aunt would
answer ¢ No'—but what say yon ?”

“I say yes, uncle,” replied I, without a moment’s hesita-
tion ; for I had thoroughly made up my mind on the subject.

¢ Very good !” cricd he. ‘ Now that’s a good honest an-
swer—wonderful for a girl '—Well, I'll write to your father
to-morrow. Ilc's sure to give his consent ; so you may look
on the matter as settled. Youd have done a deal better if

ou’d taken Wilmot, I can tell you; but that you won't be-
ieve. At your time of life, it's love that rules the roast : at
mine, it’s solid, serviceable gold. I supposc now, you'd
never dream of looking into the state of your husband’s
finances, or troubling your head about settlements, or any-
thing of that sort?”

¢ I don’t think 1 should.”

¢ Well, be thankful, then, that you've wiser heads to think
for you. I haven't had time, yet, to examine thoroughly into
this young rascal’s affairs, but I see that a great part of bhis
father’s fine property has becn squandered away ;—but still, I
think there's a pretty fair share of it left, and a little careful
nursing may make a handsome thing of it ret; and then we
must persnade your father to give you a decent fortune, as he
has only one besides yourself to care for ;—and, if you behave
well, who knows but what I may be induced to remember
you in my will?” continued he, putting his fingers to his
nose, with a knowing wink.

* Thanks, uncle, for that and all your kindness,” replied I.

“ Well, and I questioned this young spark on the matter of
settlements,” continued he ; ‘“and he seemed disposcd to be
gencrous enough on that point——"

“T knew he would!” said I. ** But pray don’t trouble your
head—or his, or mine about that; for all I have will be his,
and all he has will be mine; and what more could cither of
us require ?” And I was about to make my exit, but he called
me back.

‘¢ Stop, stop!” cried he—* We haven’t mentioned the time
yet. When must it be? Your aunt would put it off till the
Lord knows when, but he is anxious to be bound as soon as
may be: he won'’t hear of waiting beyond next month; and
you, I guess, will be of the same mind, so——"

“Not at all, uncle; on the contrary, I should like to wait
till after Christmas, at least.™

¢ Oh! pooh, pooh! never tell me that tale—T know better,”
cried he; and he persisted in his incredulity. Nevertheless,
it is quite true. I am in no hurry at all. How can I be,
when [ think_pf the momentous change that awgits me, anc
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of all T have to leave? It is happiness inoug‘n, to know that
we are to be united ; and that he really loves me, and I may
love him as devotedly, and think of him as often as I please.
However, 1 insistcd upon consulting my aunt about the time
of the wedding, jor I determined her counsels should not be
utterly disregarded; and no conclusions on that particular
are ¢ome to yet.

CHAPTER XXI.

OcToBER 1st.—All is settled now. My father has given his
consent, and the time is fixed for Christmas, by a sort of com-
Kromise between the respective advocates for hurry and delay.

Tilicent Ilargrave is to be one bridesmaid, and Apnabella
‘Wilmot the other—not that I am particularly fond of the
latter, but she is an intimate of the family, and I have not
another friend.

When I told Milicent of my engagement, she rather pro-
voked me by her manner of taking it. After staring a moment
in’mute surprise, she said,—

“'Well, Helen, T suppose I ought to congratulate you—and
I am glad to see you so happy ; but I did not think you would
take him ; and I can’t help fecling surpriscd that you should
like him so much.”

“ Why so?”

¢t Because you are so superior to him in every way, and
there’s something so bold—and reckless about him—so, T
don’t know how—hut I always feel a wish to get out of his
way, when I sec him approach.”

% You are timid, Milicent, but that’s no fault of his.” '

" «And then his look,” continued she. ‘¢ People say he’s
handsomc, and of course he is, but I don’t like that kind of
beauty ; and I wonder that you should.” :

¢ Why so, pray ?” .

¢ Well, you know, I think there’s nothing noble or lofty in
his appearance.” .

“1In fact, you wonder tha’I can like any one so unlike the
stilted heroes of romance! Well! give me my flesh and blood
lover, and I'll leave all the Sir llerberts and Valentines to
you—if you can find them.”

¢ T don’t want them,” said she. * T'll be satisfied with flesh
and blood too—only the spirit must shine through and pre-
dominate. *But don’t you think Mr. Iuntingdon's face is 1o
red?”

“No!” cried I, indignantly. ¢TIt is not red at all. There
is just a pleasant glow—a healthy freshness in his complexion,

4 h



158 THE TENANT

the warm, pinky tint of the whole harmonizing with the deeper
colour of the cheeks, exactly as it ought to do. I hate a man
to be red and white, like & painted doll—or all sickly white,
or smoky black, or cadaverous ycllow!”

¢ Well, tastes differ—but I like pale or dark,” replied she.
“Dut, to tell you the truth, Helen, I had been deluding myself
with the hope that you would onc day be my sister. 1 ex-
peeted Walter would be introduced to you next season ; and I
thought you would like him, and was certain -he would like
you; and I flattered myself I should thus have the felicity of
sceing the two persons I like best in the world—except
manung—united in one. 1l¢ mayn't be exactly what you
would call handsome, bLut he’s far more distinguished-looking,
and nicer and better than Mr. Huntingdon ;—and I'm sure
you would say so, if you knew him.” .

“ Impossible, Milicent! You think so, becausc you're his
sister ; and, on that account, I'll forgive you; but nobody clse
should so disparage Arthur Huntingdon to me, with im-
punity.”

Miss Wilmot expressed her feelings on the subject, almost
as openly.

¢t And so, Ilelen,” said she, coming up to,me with a smile
of m; ,a.miablc import, ¢ you are to be Mrs. Iluntingdon, I sup-
pose?”

“Yes,” replied I. - ¢ Don’t you envy me?”

¢ Oh, dcar, no!” she exclaimed. *T shall probably be
Lady Lowborough some day, and then you know, dear, I shall
be in a capacity to inquire, ¢ Don’t you envy me?’”

¢ ITenccforth, I shall envy no one,” returned I.

‘‘Indeed! Are you so happy then?” said she thoughtfully;
and somcthing very like a cloud of disappointment shadowed
her face. *‘ And does he love you—I mean, does he idolize
you as much as you do him ?” she added, fixing her eyes upon
mre with ill-disguised anxiety for the reply. -

*T donit want to be idolized,” I answered, “but I am well
assured that he loves me more than anybody else in the world
—as I do him.”

¢ Exactly,” said she with a nbd. T wish—" she paused.

*What do you wish ?" asked I, annoyed at the vindictive
expression of her countenance.

1 wish,” returncd she, with a short laugh, “that all the
attractive peints and desirablc qualifications of the two gentle-
men were united in one—that Lord Lowborougk had Hunt-
it.gdon’s handsome face and good temper, and all his wit, and
mirth and charm, or clse that Huntingdon had Lowborough’s
{rpdlgree, and title, and delightful old family seat, and I had
iim ; and you might have the other and welcome.” '
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*Thank you, dear Annabella, I am }etter satisfied with
things as they are, for my own part ; and for you, I wish you
were as well content with youyr intended, as I am with mine,"
said I'; and it was true enough ; for, though vexed at first at
her unamiable spirit, her frankness touched me, and the con-
trast between ou situations was such, that I could well afford
to pity her and wish her well.

Mr. Huntingdon’s acquaintances appear to be no better
pleased with our approaching union than mine. This morn-
ing's post brought him lctters from several of his friends,
during the perusal of which, at the breakfast-table, he excited
the atteution of the company, by the singular variety of his
grimaces. Dut he crushed them all into his pocket, with a
private laugh, and said nothing till the meal was concluded.
Then, while the company were hanging over the fire or loiter-
ing through the room, previous to settling to their various
morning’s avocations, he came and leant over the back of my
chair, with his face in contact with my curls, and commencing
with a quiet little kiss, pourcd forth the following complaints
into my ear—— .

¢ 1lelen, you witch, do you know that you've entailed upon
me the curses of, all my friecnds? I wrote to them the other
day, to tell them of' my happy prospects, and now, instcad of
a bundle of congratulations, I've got a pocket-full of hitter
execrations and reproaches. There's not onc kind wish for
me, or onc good word for you, among them all. They say
there'll be no more fun now, no morc merry days and glorious
nights—and all my fault—I am the first to break up the jovial
band, and others, in pure despair, will follow my example. I
was the very life and prop of the community, they do me the
honour to say, and 1 have shamefully betrayed my trust "

“You may join them again, if you like,” said I, somewhat
piqued at the sorrowful tone of his discourse. I should be
sorry to stand between any man—or body of men, and so much
happiness ; and perhaps 1 can manage to do without you, as
well as your poor deserted friends.”

4 Bless you ; no,” murmured he. “It's ‘all for love or the
world well lost,” with me. 1%t them go to—where they be-
long, to speak politely. But if you saw how they abuse me,
Ilelen, you would love me all the more, for having ventured
so much for your sake.” .

He pulled out his crumpled letters. T thought he was going
to show them to me, and told him I did not wish tp sec them.

¢I'm not going to show them to you, love,” said l%.
¢ They're hardly fit for a lady’s eyes—the most part of them.
But look here. This is Grimsby's scrawl—only three lines,

 the sulky-dog! Ile doesu’t say much, to be sure, but his very
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silence implies morq than all the others’ words, and the less
he says, the more he thinks—and this is Hargrave’s missive.
He is particularly grieved at me, because, forsooth, he had
fallen in love with you from his sister's reports, and meant to
have married you himsclf, as soon as he had spwn his wild oats.”

“I'm vastly obliged to him,” ohserved I.

¢« And so am 1,” said he. “And look at this. This is
Hattersley’s—every page stuffed full of railing accusations,
bitter curses, and lamentable complaints, cnding up with
swearing that he'll get married himself in revenge: he'll
throw himsclf away on the first old maid that chooses to sct
her cap at him,—as if T cared what he did with himself.”

“Well,” said I, ““if you do give up your intimacy with
these men, I don't think you will have much cause to regret
the loss of their society ; for it's my belief they never did
you much good.”

“ Maybe not; but we'd a merry time of it, too, though
mingled with sorrow and pain, as Lowborough knows to his
cost—Ila, ha!” and while he was laughing at the recollection
of Lowborough’s troubles, ‘my uncle came and slapped him
on the shoulder.

¢ Come, my lad!” said he. * Are you.too busy making
love to my nicce, to make war with the pheasants !'—First of
October remember —Sun  shines out—rain ceased—cven
Boarham’s not afraid to venture in his waterproof boots ; and
Wilmot and I are going to beat you all. 1 declare, we old
'uns are the keenest sportsmen of the lot!”

¢TIl show you what I can do to-day, howcver,” said my
companion. *I'll murder your birds by wholesale, just for
flfeping me away from better company than either you or

em,” "

And so saying he departed; and I saw no more of him till
dinner. Tt secmed a weary time; I wonder what I shall do
without him.

It is vary true that the three clder gentlemen have proved
themselves much keencr sportsmen than the two younger ones;
for both Lord Lowborough and Arthur Huntingdon have of
late almost daily ncglected the'thooting excursions, to accom-
pany us in our various rides and rambles. But these merry
times arc fast drawing to a close. In less than a fortnight the
party break up, much to my sorrow, for every day I enjoy it
more and more—now that Messrs. Boarham and Wilmot have
ceased to-teaze me, and my aunt has ccased to lecture me, and
i have ccased to be jealous of Annabella—and cten to dislike
her—and now that Mr. ITuntingdon is become my Arthur, and
Imay cnjoy his society without restraint—What shall I do
witkout him, I repeat? '
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CHAPTER XXIL

OctosEr 5th.—My cup of sweets is not unmingled: it is
dashed with a Dbitterncss that I cannot hide from myself, dis-
gnise it as I will. I may try to persuade myself that the
sweetness overpowers it; I may call it a pleasant aromatic
flavour ; but say what I will, it is still there, and I cannot but
taste it. I cannot shut my eyes to Arthur’s faults; and the
more I love him the more they trouble me. 1lis very heart,
that I trusted so, is, I fear, less warm and gencrous than I
thought it. At least, he gave me a specimen of his character
, tb-day, that seemed to merit a harder name than thoughtless-
- ness. Ile and Lord Lowborough were accompanying Anna-
bella and me in a long, delightful ride ; he was riding by my
side, as usual, and Annabella aud Lord Lowborough were a
little before us, the latter bending towards his companion as if
in tender and confidengial discourse.

¢ Those two will get the start of us, Helen, if we don't look
sharp,” observed Iluntingdon. ¢ ‘'They’ll make a match of it,
as sure as can be® That Lowborough's fairly besotted. Dut
he'll find himself in a fix when he’s got her, I doubt.”

*“ And she’ll find herself in a fix when she’s got him,” said
I, ¢if what 1 have heard of him is trae.”

“Not a bit of it. She knows what shc's about; but he,
poor fool, deludes himself with the notion that she’ll make him
a good wife, and because she has amused him with some rodo-
wontade about despising rank and wealth in matters of love
and marriage, he flatters hipsclf that she’s devotedly attached
to him ; that she will not refuse him for his poverty, and does
not court him for his rank, but loves him for himsclf alone.”

¢ But is not he courting her for her fortunc?”

“ No, not he. That was the first attraction, certainly; but now
he has quite lost sight of it: it never enters his calculations,
except merely as an essential without which, for the lady’s own
sake, he could not think of marrymg her. No; he's fairly in
love. He thought he never could be again, but he's in for it
once more. lle was to have been marricd before, some two
or three years ago; but he lost his bride by losing his fortune.
I{e got into a bad way among us’in London : he had an unfor-
tunate taste for gambling ; and surely the fellow was born
under an unjucky star, for he always lost thrice’ where pe
gained once. That's a mode of self-torment I never was
much gddicted to. When I spend my money I like to enjoy the

o full value of it: I seenofun in wasting it on thieves and black-
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legs ; and as for galning moncy, hitherto I have always had
sufficient ; it’s time enough to be clutching for more, I think,
when you begin to see the end of what you have. DBut I
have somctimes frequented the gaming-houses just to watch
the on-goings of thosc mad votaries of chance—a very in-
teresting study, T assure you, Ellen, and sometimes very
diverting : I'vc had many a laugh at the boobics and bedlam-
ites. Lowborough was quite intatuated—not willingly, but of
necessity,—he was always resolving to give it up, and always
breaking his resolutions. Every venture was the *just once
more :’ i’ he gained a little, he hoped to gain a little more
next time, and if he lost, it would not do to lcave off’ at that
juncture ; he must go on till he had retrieved that last mis-
fortune, at least: bad luck could not last for ever ; and every
lucky hit was looked upon as the dawn of better times, till
expericnce proved the contrary. At length he grew desperate,
and we were daily on the look ont for a case of felo-de-se-—
no great matter, some of us whispered, as his existence had
ceased to be an acquisition to our club. At last, however, he
came to a check. He made alarge stake which he determined
should be the last, whether hic lost or won. He had often vo
determined before, to be sure, and as often broken bis deter-
mination ; and so it was this time. He lost; and while his
antagonist smilingly swept away the stakes, he turned chalky
white, drew back in silence, and wiped his forehcad. I was
present at the time ; and while he stood with folded arms and
cycs fixed onthe ground, I knew well enough what was pass-
ing in his mind.
. ¢ ¢ Iy it to be the last, Lowborough ?’ said I, stepping up to
im.

¢ ¢+ The Jast but one,’ he answerced, with a grim smile; and
then, rushing back to the table, he struck his hand upon it,
and, raixing his voice high above all the confusion of jingling
coins and muttered oaths and curses in the room, he swore a
decp and solemn oath, that, come what would, this trial should
be the last, and impreeated unspeakable curses on his head, if
ever he should shuffle a cafd, on rattle a dice-box again. He
then doubled his former stake, and challenged any onc pre-
sent to play against him. Grimsby instantly presented him-
self. Lowhorough glared fiercely at him, for Grimsby was
almost as celebrated for his luck as he was for his ill-fortune.
However, %:ey fell to work. But Grimsby had much skill
and little cruple, and whether he took advantage of the
other’s trembling, blinded eagerness to deal unfairly by him,
I cannot undertake to say ; but Lowborough lost again, and
fell dead sick. .
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‘¢ You'd better try once more,’ said Gritnsby, leaning across
the table. And then he winked at me.

¢ ¢ I've nothing to try with,’ suid the poor devil, with a
ghastly smile.

}‘1‘ ¢ Oh, Huntingdon will lend you what you want,’ said the
other.,

¢t No; you heard my oath,’ answered Lowborough, turn-
ing away in quiet despair. And I took him by the arm, and
led him out.

“¢Js it to be the last, Lowborough ?’ I asked, when I got
him into the street.

¢ ¢ The last,’ he answered, somewhat against my expectation.
And I took him home—that is, to our club—for he was as
submissive as a child, and plied him with brandy-and-water

" till he began to look rather brighter—rather more alive, at

least.

¢ ¢ Huntingdon, T'm ruined !’ said he, taking the third glass
from my hand—-hc had drunk the other in dead silence.

tNot you!” said I. ¢ You'll find & man can live without
his money as merrily as a tortoise without its head, or a wasp
without its body.’

“¢But I'm in dcbt,’ said he—* decp in debt! And T can
never, never get out of it !’

“¢Well, what of that? many a better man than you has
lived and died in debt, and they can't put you in prison, you
know, because you're a peer.’ And 1 handed him his fourth
tumbler.

‘¢ But T hate to be in debt!” he shouted. *¢I wasn’t born
for it, and I cannot bear it |’

“ ¢'What can’t be cured mygst be endured,’ said I, beginning
to mix the fifth.

¢ And then, I've lost my Caroline.’” And he began to
snivel then, for the brandy had softencd his heart.

¢ ¢ No matter,’ I answered, ‘ therc arc more Carolines inthe
world than one.’ *

“¢There's only one for me,” he replied, with a dolorous
sigh. *And if there were fiftg more, who's to get them, I
wonder, without money ?’

¢ ¢ Oh, somebody will take you for your title; and then
you've your family estate yct ; that’s entailed, you know.’

“¢] wish to God I could seil it to pay my debts,’ he
muttered.

¢ Aud theg,’ said Grimsby, who had just comec in, ‘you,
can try again, you know. I would have more than one chance,
if I were you. I'd never stop here.’

¢ won't, I tell you!’ shouted he. And he started np, and

eft the room—walking rather unsteadily, for. the liquor
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had got into his head. Fle was not so much used to it then,
but after that, he took to it kindly to solace his cares. 4

¢t He kept his oath about gambling (not a little to the sur-
prise of us all), though Grimsby did his utmost to tempt him
to break it; but now he had got hold of axother habit that
bothered him nearly as much, for he soon discovered that the
denon of drink was as black as the demon of play, and nearl
as hard to get rid of—especially as his kind friends did all
they could to second the promptings of his own insatiable
cravings. ”

“Then, they were demons themselves,” cried I, unable to

contain my indignation. ¢ And you, Mr. Iluntingdon, it
seems, were the first to tempt him.”
%'t Well, what could we do ?” replied he, deprecatingly.—
¢ We meant it in kindness—we couldn’t bear to see the poor
fellow so miserable :—and besides, he was such a damper
upon us, sitting there, silent and glum, when he was under
the threefold influence of the loss of his sweetheart, the loss
of his fortune, and the reaction of the last night’s debauch ;
whereas, when he had something in him, if he was not merry
himself, he was an unfailing source of merriment to us.
Even Grimsby could chuckle over his odd sayings: they de-
lighted him far more than my merry jests, or Hattersley's
riotous mirth. But, one evening, when we were sitting over
our wine, after one of our club dinners, and all had been
hearty together,—Lowborough giving us mad toasts, and hear-
ing our wild songs, and bearing a hand in theapplause, if he did
not help us to sing them himself,—he suddenly relapsed into
silence, sinking his head on his hand, and never lifting his
glass to his lips ;—but this was nothing new ; so we let him
alone, and went on with our jollification, till, suddenly raising
his head, he interrupted us in the middle of a roar of laughter,
by exclaiming,—

¢ ¢ Gentlemen, where is all this to end >—Will you just tell
me that how?—Where is it all to end ?’ Ile rose.

¢ ¢ A speech, a speech !’ shouted we. ¢Ilear, hear! Low-
borough’s going to give uz a speech !’

“He waited calmly till the thunders of applause and
jingling of glasses had ceascd, and then proceedeﬂ,—

¢ ¢It's only this, gentlemen,—that I think we'd better go
no farther. We'd better stop while we can.’

““Just so!’ cried Hattersley—

¢ Stop, poor sinner, stop and think
Before you further go,
No longer sport upon the brink
¢ Of overlasting woe.”
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¢ ¢ Exactly |’ replied his lordship, withsthe utmost gravity.
¢ And if you choose to visit the bottomless pit, I won't go with
you—we must part company, for I swear I'll not move another
step towards it —What's this ?’ he said, taking up his glass of
wine. "

‘¢ Taste it,’ suggested I.

¢ “This is hell broth!” he exclaimed. ¢ I renounce it for
ever!’” And he threw it out into the middle of the table.

¢ ¢Fill again !’ said I, handing him the bottle—‘ and let us
drink to your renunciation.’

¢ ¢It's rank poison,’ said he, grasping the bottle by the neck,
¢and I forswear it! I've given up gambling, and I'll give up
this too.” lle was on the point of deliberately pouring the
whole contents of the bottle on to the table, but Ilargrave
wrested it from him. ¢ On you be the curse, then !’ said he.
And, backing from the room, he shouted, ‘¥arcwell, ye
tempters !’and vanished amid shouts of laughter and applause.

“We expected him back among us the next day; but, to
our surprisc, the place remained vacant : we saw nothing of
him for a whole week ; and we really began to think he was
going to kecp his word. At last, one cevening, when we were
most of us assempled together again, he entered, silent and
grim as a ghost, and would have quietly slipped into his usual
scat at my clbow, but we all rosc to welcome him, and seve-
ral voices were raised to ask what he would have, and several
hands were busy with bottle and glass to serve him; but 1

"knew a smoking tumbler of brandy and water would comfort

him best, and had ncarly prepared it, when he peevishly
pushed it away, saying,—

¢ ¢ Do let me alone, HHuntingdon! Do be quict, all of you!
I'm not come to join you: I'm only come to be wich you
awhile, because T can’t bear my own thoughts.” And he folded
his arms, and leant back in his chair ; so we let him be.  But
1 left the glass by him; and, after a while, Cirimsby dirccted
my attention towards it, by a significant wink ; and, vn turn-
ing my head, I saw it was drained to the bottom. 1ic made
me a sign to replenish, and quictly pushed up the bettle, 1
willingly complied ; but Lowbofough deteeted the pantomime,

. and, nettled at the intelligent grins that were passing between

us, snatched the glass from my hand, dashed the contents of
it in Grimsby's face, threw the empty tumbler at me, and
then bolted from the room.”

“I hope he broke your head,” said I. -

*“No, love, " replied he, laughing immodecrately at the re-
collection of the whole affair, * he would have done so,—and,
perhaps, spoilt my face, too, but, providentially, this forest of
surls” (taking off his hat, and showing his luxurjant chestnut

. ' K
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locks) ¢ saved my‘skull, and prevented the glass from break-
ing, till it reached the table.”

** After that,” he continued, ** Lowborough kept aloof from
us a weck or two longer. I used to meet him occasionally in
the town; and then, as I was too good-natgred to resent his
unmanuerly conduct, and he bore no malice against me,—
he was never unwilling to talk to me; on the contrary, he
would cling to me, and follow me anywhere,—but to the club,
and the gaming-houses, and such like dangerous places of re-
sort—he was so weary of his own moping, melancholy mind.
At last, I got him to come in with me to the club, on condition
that I would not tempt him to drink ; and, for some time, he
continued to ook in upon us prettyregularly of an evening,—
still abstaining, with wondertul perseverance, lrom the *rank

oison’ he had so bravely forsworn.  But some of our mem- -

ers protested against this conduct. They did not like to have
him sitting there like a skeleton at a feast, instead of contri-
buting his quota to the gencral amusement, casting a cloud
over all, and watching, with greedy eyes, every drop they
carried to their lips—they vowed it was not fair; and some of
them maintained, that he should cither be compelled to do as
others did, or expelled tfrom the society ; and swore that, next
time he showed himsclf, they would tell him as much. and, if
he did not take the warming, proceed to active measures,
However, I befriended himon this occasion, and recommended
them to let him be for a while, intimating that, with a httle
patience on our parts, he would soon come round agsin. But,
to be sure, it was rather provoking ; for, though he refused to
drink like an honest Christian, it was well known to me that
he kepta private bottle of laudanum about him, which he was
continually soaking at—or ratlicr, holding off and on with,
abstaining one day, and excecding the next—just like the
spirits. .

**One night, howcver, during one of our orgics—one of ,
our higu festivals, I mean—he ghded in, like the ghost in
Macbceth, and seated himsclf, as u-ual, a little back from
the table, in the chair we always placed for ‘the spectre,’
whether it chose to till it of not. = I saw by lus face that
he was suffcring from the cffects of an overdose of his in- .
sidious comforter ; but nobody’ spoke to him, and he spoke to
nobody. A few sidelong glances, and a whispered observa-
tion, that ¢ the ghost was come,’ was all the notice he drew by
his appeurance, and we went on with our merry carousals as

“before, till he started us all, by suddenly drawitg in his chair,
und leaning forward with his elbows on the table, and exclaim-
ing with portentous solemnity,—

* “Welll it puzzles me what you can find to -be so merry

, .

e
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about. What you see in life I don’t Bnow—1I see only the
blackness of darkness, and a fearful looking for of judgment
and fiery indignation !’

“All the company simultaneously pushed up their glasses
to him, and I seté¢hem before him in a semicircle, aud, tenderly
patting him on the back, bid him driuk, and he would soon see
As bright a prospect as any of us; but he pushed them back,
muttering, —

“ ¢ Take them away! I won't taste it, I tell you. I won't—
I won't!” So I handed them down again to the owners; but
I saw that he followed them with a glare of hungry regret as
they departed. Then, he clasped his Lands before his eyes
to shut out the sight, and two minutes after, lifted his head
again, and said, in a hoarse but vehement whisper,—

“tAnd yet 1 must! Huntingdon, get me a glass!®

¢ ¢ Take the bottle, man!’ said I, thrusting the brandy-
bottle into his hand—but stop, I'm telling too much,” mut-
tered the narrator, startled at the look I turned upon him.
“ But no matter,” he recklessly added, and thus continued
his rclation. * In his desperate eagerncss, he seized the
bottle and sucked away, till he suddenly dropped from his
chair, disappearing under the table amid a tempest of ap-

lause. The consequence of this imprudence was something
ike an apoplectic fit, followed by a rather severe brain
fever "

[ lﬁ\lml what did you think of yourself, sir?” said I,

uickly. .

“ Of course, I was very penitent,” he replied. “T went
to sce him once or twice—nay, twice or thricc—or, by’r lady,
some four times—and when he got better, I tenderly brought
him back to the fold.”

* What do you mecan?”

¢ 1 mean, 1 restored him to the bosom of the club, and
compassionating the feebleness of his health and, extreme
lowness of his spirits, I recommended him to ¢take a little
wine for his stomach’s sake,” and, when he was sufficiently re-
established, to embrace the mgdia-via, ni-jamais-ni-toujours
plan—not to kill himself like a fool, and not to abstain like a
ninny—in a word, to enjoy himself likc a rational creature,
and do as I did ; for don’t think, Helen, that 1'm a tippler;
T'm nothing at all of the kind, and never was, and never shall
be. I value my comfort far too much. I sce that a man can-
not give himgelf up to drinking without being miserable one
half his days and mad the other ; besides, I likd to enjoy my
life at all sides and ends, whieh cannot be done by one that
Jsuffers himself’ to be the slave of a single propensity—and,
moreover, drinking spoils one’s good looks,” h‘e cotAcluded,
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with a most conccited smile that ought to have provoked me
.more than is did.

“And did Lord Lowborough profit by your advice?” I
asked.

“Why, yes, in a manner. For a while, ic managed very
well ; indeed, he was a model of moderation and prudence—
something too much so for the tastes of our wild community ;
but, somchow, Lowhorough had not the gift of moderation:
if he stumbled a little to onc side, he must go down before he
could right himsell: if he overshot the mark one night, the
effects of it rendered him so miserable the next day that he
must repeat the offence to mend it; and so on from day to
day, till his ‘clamorous conscience brought him to n stand.
And then, in his sober moments, he so bothered his friends
with his remorse, and his terrors and woes, that they were
obliged, in sclf*defence, to get him to drown his sorrows in
wine, or any more potent beverage that came to hand ; and
when his first scruples of conscience were overcome, he
would nced no more persnading, he would often grow despe-
rate, and be as great a blackguard as any ot them could
desire—but only to lament his own unutterable wickedness
and degradation the more when the fit wias over.

¢ At last, one day when he and I were alone together, after
pondering awhile in one of his gloomy, ahstracted moods,
with his arms fulded and his head smk on his breast, he sud-
denly woke up, and vehemently grasping my arm, said,—

« ¢ ITontingdon, this won't do! 1'm resolved to have done
with it.!

“ ¢ What, are you going to shoot yourself ?’ said I.

¢ Noj; 1I'm going to relorin.” *

¢ Oh, that's nothing new! You've been going to reform
these twelve months and more.”  °

“¢Yes, but vou wouldn't et me ; and T was such a fool I

- couldn’t live without you. DBut now I see what it is that
keeps me baek, and what's wanted to save me ; and I'd com-
pass sca and land to get it—only I'm afiaid there’s no chance.’
And he sighed as if’ his heart v ould break.

“ ¢What is it, Lowborough ?’ said 1, thinking he was fairly
cracked at last,

s A wife,) he answered ; ¢for T can't live alone, because
my own mind distracts me, and I can’t live with you, beeaunse
you take the devil's part against me.’

r S Whoe—- [ R
. ¢ Yes—al of vou do—and you more than any of them,
you know, Diutil I could get a wife, with fortune enough to
pay off my debts and sct me straight in the world—'

, %¢To be sure,’ said 1. .
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¢ ¢ And sweetness and goodness cnougil,’ he continued, ¢to
make home tolerable, and to reconcile me to myself, I think
I should do, yet. I shall never be in love again that's cer-
tain ; but perhaps that would be no great matter, it would
enable me to cheose with my cyes open—and 1 should make
a good husband in spite of it; but could any one be in love
with me ?—that’s the question. With your good looks and
Eowcrs of fascination,” (he was plecased to say,) ‘I might

ope ; but as it is, Huntingdon, do you think anybody would
take mc—ruined and wretched as I am ?*
¢ Yes, certainly.’

¢t Who?’

“¢Why, any neglected old maid, fast sinking in despair,
would be delighted to——’

. ¢ "N 0, no,’ said he—*it must be somebody that I can
ove.

¢+t ¢Why, you just said you never could be in love again !’

“¢Well, love is not the word—but somebody that 1 can
like. 1l search all lingland through, at all cvents!’ he
cried, with a sudden burst ot hope, or desperation. * Succeed
or fail, it will be better than rushing headlong to destruction
at that d——d club: so farewell to it and you. Whenever I
mecet you on honest ground or under a Christian roof, I shall
be glad to sce you; but never more shall you entice me to
that devil’s den!’

¢ This was shameful language, but I shook hands with him,
and we parted. Ile kept his word ; and from that time for-
ward, he has been a pattern of propricty, as far as 1 can tell;
but, till latcly, I have not had very much to do with him.
IIe occasionally sought my company, but as frequently
shrunk from it, fearing lest 1 should wile him back to destrue-
tion, and I found his not very cntertaining, cspecially, as he
sometimes attempted to awaken my conscicnce and draw me
from the perdition he considercd f;imself to have escaped ;
but when 1 did happen to mcct him, 1 seldom failed to ask
after the progress of his matrimonial efforts and rescarches,
and, in general, he could give me*but a poor account. The
mothers were repelled by his empty coffers and his reputa-
tion for gambling, and the daughters by his cloudy brow and
melancholy temper—besides, he didn’t understand them ; he
wanted the spirit and assurance to carry his point.

“T left him at it when I went to the continent; and on my
return, at {he year's end, I found Lim still a disconrolate
bachelor—though, certainly, looking somewhat less like an
unblest exilc from the tomb than hefore. The young ladies
had ceased to be afraid of him, and were beginning to think
him quite ipteresting ; but the mammas were sill unrelenting.
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It was about this timt, Helen, that my good angel brought me
into conjunction with you; and then I had eycs and ears for
nobody else. But, meantime, Lowborough became acquainted
with our charming friend, Miss Wilmot—through the inter-
vention of his gom[f angel, no doubt he wouldstell you, though
he did not dare to fix his hopes on one so courted and ad-
mired, till after they were brought into closer contact here at
Staningley, and she, in the absence of her other admirers, in-
dubitably courted his notice and held out every encourage-
ment to his timid advances. Then, indeed, he began to hope
for a dawn of brighter days; and if, for a while, I darkened
his prospects by standing between him and his sun—and so,
nearly plunged him again into the abyss of despair—it only
intensified his ardour and strengthened his hopes when I
chose to_abandon the ficld in the pursuit of a brighter trea-
sure. In a word, as I told yon, he is fairly besotted. At first,
he could dimly perceive her faults, and they gave him con-
siderable uncasiness; but now his passion and her art to-
gether have blinded him to everything but her perfections
and his amazing good fortune. Last night, he came to me
brim-full of his new-found felicity :

¢ ¢ Huntingdon, L am not a cast-away !' said he, scizing my
hand and squcezing it like a vice. ¢There is happiness in
store for me, yet—even n this life—she loves me !’

“¢Indecd !” said I. ¢ llas she told you so?’

‘¢ No, but I can no longer doubt it. Do you not see how
pointedly kind and affectionate she i8?  And she knows the
utmost extent of my poverty, and cares nothing about it ! She
knows all the folly and all the wickedness of my former life,
and is not afraid to trust me—ard my rank and title are no
allurements to her ; for then she utterly disregards. She is
the most generous, high-minded being that can be conceived
of. She will save me, body and soul, from destruction. Al-
ready, she has ennobled me in my own estimation, and made
me three times better, wiser, greater than I was. Oh! if I
had but known her before, how much degradation and misery
I should have been spared ! Bt what have 1 done to deserve
80 magnificent a creature

** And the cream of the jest,” continned Mr. TRuntingdon,
laughing, “is, that the artful minx loves nothing about him

but Pyi's title and pedigree, and ‘that delightful old family
seat.

¢ How do you know ?” said T.

~ ¢ She told me s0 herself; she said, ‘as for the man himself,
I thoroughly despise him ; but then, T suppose, it is time to
be making my choiee, and if I waited for some ong capable of
cliciting my-cstecem end affection, I should have to pass my
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life in single blessedness, for I detest yoll all!’ Ha, ha! I
suspecet she was wrong there ; but, however, it is evident she
has no love for him, poor fellow.”

¢ Then you ought to tell him so.”

¢ What! and fimil all her plans and prospects, poor girl ?
No,_no: that would be a breach of confidence, wouldn't it,
Helen? Ha, ha! Besides, it would break his heart.” And
lie laughed again,

“Well, Mr. Huntiugdon, I don't know what you see so
amazingly diverung in the matter; I see nothing to laugh
at.”

“I'm laughing at you, just now, love,” said he, redoubling
his machinations.

Aud leaving him to cnjoy his merriment alone, I touched
Ruby with the whip, and cantered on to rcjoin our com-
panions ; for we had been walking our horses all this t:me,
and were conscquently a long way behind.  Arthur was soon
at my side again; but not digposed to talk to him, I broke
into a gallop. e did the same; and we did not slachen our
pace till we came up with Miss Wilmot and Lord Lowbo-
rough, which was within half' a mile of the park gates. I
avoided all further conversation with him, till we came to the
cnd of our nde, when 1 meant to jump off my horse and
vauish iuto the house, betore he could offer his assistance;
but while I was disengaging my habit from the erutch, he
lifted me off, and held me by both hands, asserting that he
would not let me go tiil I had forgiven him.

¢ 1 have mothing to forgive,” said I. ¢ You hLave not in-
jured me.”

* No, darling— God forbid that T should! but you are
angty, because it was to me that Annabella confessed her lack
of esteem for her lover.”

“No, Arthur, it is not that that displeases mec: it is the
whole system of your conduct towards your frieng ; and if
you wish me to forget it, go, now, and tell him what sort of a
woman it is that he adores =0 madly, and on whom he has
hung his hopes of future happindss.”

«1 tell you, Helen, it would break his heart—it would be
the death of him—besides being a scandalous trick to poor
Annabella.  There is no help for him now; he is past pray-
ing for. Besides, she may kecp up the deception to the cnd
of the chapter; and then he will be just as happy in the illu-
sion as 1l i® were reality ; or perhaps, he will only discover
his mistake when he has ceased to love her; aud if not, it is
much better that the truth should dawn gradually upon him.
So now, my angel, I hope I have made out a clear case, und
fully conviuced you that I cannot make the atdricmcnt you re-
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quire. What other‘requisition have you to make? Speak,
and I will gladly obey.”

I have none but this,” said I, as gravcly as before; ¢ that,
in future, you will never make a jest of the sufferings of
others, and always use your influence with'your friends for
their own advantage against their evil propensitics, instead of
seconding their cvil propensities against themselves.”

T will do my utmost,” said he, *‘to remember and perform
the injunctions of my angel monitress;” and after kissing both
my gloved hands, he let me go.

When I entered my room, I was surprised to sce Annabella
Wilmot standing before my toilet-table, composedly survey-
ing her features in the glass, with one hand flirting her gold-
mounted whip, and the other holding up her long habit.

‘ She certainly is a magnificent creature !” thought I, as I
beheld that tall, finely-developed figure, and the reflection of
the handsome face in the mirror before me, with the glossy
dark hair, slightly and not ungracefully disordercd by the
breezilr ride, the rich brown complexion glowing with exercise,
and the black eyes sparkling with unwonted brilliance. On
perceiving me, she turned round, exclaiming, with a laugh
that savoured more of malice than of mirth,—

“Why, Ilelen! what have you been doing so long? I
came to tell you my good fortune,” she continued, regardless
of Rachel's presence. ¢ Lord Lowborough has proposed, and
I have been graciously pleased to aceept him. Don’t you envy
me, dear ?”

“No, love,” said I—*or him ecither,” I mentally added.
“And do you like him, Annabella?”

“Like him! yes, to be sure—ever head and ears in love !"

‘* Well, I hope you'll make him a good wife.”

“ Thank you, my dear! And what besides do you hope ?"
" “1 Empe you will both love cach other, and both be

appy.”

“I’)l‘lmnks; and I hope you will make a very good wife to
Mr.d Iluntingdon!"” said she, with a queenlybow, and re-
tired. “

. *Oh, miss! how could you say so to her!” cried Rachel.
. *“Say what?” replied I.

"o thr, that you hoped she would make him a good wife.
I never Leard such a thing!”

* Because, I do hope it—or rather, I wish it—she’s almost

ast hope.” |

“ Well!" gaid she, * I'm sure I hope he'll make her a good
husband. They tell quecrsthings about him down stairs.
They were saying—” .

“I know, Rachel. I've hecard all about him; hut he's re-
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L
formed now. And they have no business to tell tales about
their masters.”

¢ No, mum—or else, they have said some things about Mr.
Huntingdon too,” '

I won't hear them, Rachel ; they tell lies.”

.“hYc_:s, mum,” said she, quietly, as she went on arranging
my hair. -

‘Do you believe them, Rachel ?” I asked, after a short
pause.

“ No, miss, not all. You know when a lot of servants gets
together they like to talk about their betters ; and some, for a
bit of swagger, likes to make it appear as though they knew
more than they do, and to throw out hints and things just to
astonish the others. But I think if I was you, Miss Ilefcn, I'd
look very well before I leaped. I do believe a young lady
can’t be too carcful who she marrics.”

“ Of course not,” said 15 ¢ but be quick, will you, Rachel ;
I want to be dressed.”

And, indeed, 1 was anxious to be rid of the good woman,
for I was in such a melancholy frame I could hardly kcep the
tears out of my cyes while she dressed me. It was not for
Lord Lowborough—it was not for Annabella—it was not
for myscl&-—it was*i'or Artl;ur Hunt’zngdon ﬂmt they rose.

: *

18th.—They are gonc—and he is gone. We are to be
parted for more than two months—above ten wecks! a long,
long time to live and not to see him. But he has promised
to write often, and made me promise to write still oftener,
because he will be busy scttling his affairs, and I shall have
nothing better to do. Well, 1 think I shal always have
plenty to say. But O! for the time when we shall be always
together, and can exchange our thoughts without the inter-
vention of these cold go-hetweens, pen, ink, and paper!

# * * * * *

22nd.—T have had several letters from Arthur, already.
They are not long, but passing sweet, and just like himself—
full “of ardent affection, an@ playful lively humour; but—
there is always a ¢ but’ in this imperfect world—and 1 do wish
he would sometimes be serious. 1 cannot get him to write or
speak in real, solid earnest. I don’t much mind it now, but
if it be always so, what shall I do with the serious part of
myself? . '
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CHAPTER XXIII.

FEs, 18th, 1822.—Early this morning, Arthhir mounted his
hunter and set off' in high glee to meet the —— hounds. He
Will be away all day, and so 1 will amuse myself with my
neglected diary, if 1 can give that name to such an irregular
composition. It is exactly four months since I opened it last.

I am married now, and scttled down as Mrs. Huntingdon
of Grassdale Manor. I have had eight weeks’ experience of
matrimony. And do I regret the step I have taken? No,
though I must confess, in my secret heart, that Arthur is
not what T thought him at first, and if I had known him in
the beginning as thoroughly as I do now, I probably ncver
should have loved him, and if I loved him first, and then
made the discovery, 1 fear I should have thought it my
duty not to have married him. To be sure 1 might have
known him, for every one was willing enough to tell me about
him, and he himself was no accomplished hypocrite, but I
was wilfully blind, and now, instead of regretting that I did
not discern his full character before I was indissolubly bound
to him, I am glad, for it has saved me a great deal of battling
with my conscience, and a great deal of consequent trouble
and pain; and, whatever I ought to have done, my duty now
is plainly to love him and to cleave to him, and this just tal-
lies with my inclination.

He is very fond of me—almost too fond. T could do with
less caressing and more rationality. 1 should like to be Jess
of a pet and more of a friend if I might choose, but I won'’t
complain of that: 1 am only afraid his affection loses in depth
where it gains in ardour. T sometimes liken it to a fire of
dry twigs and branches compared with one of sohid coal—
very brigkt and hot ; but if' it should burn itself' out and lcave
nothing but ashes behind, what shall I do? DBut it won’t—it
shan’t, I am determined—and surely I have power to keep it
alive. So let me dismiss that thought at once. But Arthur
is selfish; I am, constrained to acknowledge that; and, in-
«deed, the admission gives me less pain than might -be ex-
ggcted, for, since I love him so much, I can easily forgive

ira for loving himself: he likes to be pleased, and it is m
delight to please him, and when I regret this tendency of his
.it"is for his own sake not for mine.

The first instance he gave was on the occasion of our bridal
tour. He wanted to hurry it over, for all the continental
scenes were already familiar to him: many had.lost their
integest in his ‘eycs, and others had never ‘had anything to
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lose. The consequence was, that after a fifiing transit, through
part of France and part of Italy, I came back nearly as igno-
rant as I went, having made no acquaintance wit persons
and manners, and very little with things, my head swarming
with a motley @®nfusion of ohjects and scenes—some, it is
true, leaving a deeper and more pleasing impression than
others, but these embittered by the recollection that my emo-
tions had not been shared by my companion, but that, on
the contrary, when I had expressed a particular interest in
anything that T saw or desired to see, it had been displeasing
to lim, inasmuch as it proved that I could take delight in
anything disconnected with himself,

As for Paris, we only just touched at that, and he would not
give me time to see one-tenth of the beauties and interesting
ohjects of Rome. e wanted to get me home, he said, to
have me all to himsclf, and to see me safely installed as the
mistress of Grassdale Manor, just as single-minded, as niiive,
and piquant as I was; and, as if [ had been some frail but-
terflv, he expressed himself fearful of rubbing the silver off
my wings by bringing me into contact with socicty, especially
that of Paris and Rome ; and, morcover, he did not scruple
to tell me that there were ladies in both places that would
tear his eycs out if they happened to mecet him with me.

Of coursc I was vexcd at all this; but, still, it was less the
disappointment to myself that annoyed me, than the disap-
pointment in him, and the trouble I was at to frame excuses
to my friends for having seen and observed so little, without
imputing one particle of’ blame to my companion. But when
we_got home—to my new, delightful home—I was so happy
and he was so kind that I éreely forgave him all; and 1 was
beginning to think my lot too happy, and my husband ac-
tually too good for me, it not too good for this world, when,
on the second Sunday after our arrival, he shocked and hor-
rified me by another instance of his unreasonablg exaction,
We were walking home from the morning service, for it was
a fine frosty day, and, as we are so near the church, I had
requested the carriage shouldsnot Be used. .

“Ielen,” said he, with unusual gravity, I am not quite
satisficd with you.”

I desired to know what was wrong.

¢ But will you promise to reform if T tell you ?”

“Yes, if I can, and without offending a higher au-
thority.” & .

* Ah! there it is, you sec, you don’t love me with all your
heart.”

* 1 dont understand you, Arthur (at least I hope T don't ):
pray tcll e what 1 have donc or said amiss ¥’

’

.
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% Tt is nothing yolt have done or said ; it is something that
you are—you are too religious. Now I like a woman to be
religious, and I think your piety one of your greatest charms,
but then, like all other good things, may be carried too far.
To my thinking, a woman’s religion ought not to lessen her
devotion to her earthly lord. She should have cnough to

rify and etherealize her soul, but not enough to refine away
ggr heart, and raise her above all human sympathics.”

¢« And am I above all human sympathies ?” said I.

¢ No, darling ; but you are making more progress towards
that saintly condition than I like; for all these two hours I
have been thinking of you and wanting to catch your eye,
and you were so absorbed in your devotions that you had not
evena glance to spare for me—I declarc it is cnough to
make one jealous of one’s Maker—which is very wrong, you
know ; so don’t cxcite such wicked passions again for my
soul's sake.”

“T will give my whole hcart and soul to my Maker if I
can,” T answered, “and not one atom more of it to you than
he allows. What are you, sir, that you should sct yourself
up as a god, and presumec to dispute possession of my heart
with 1lim to whom I owe all I have and all I am, cvery bless-
ing Ilever did or cver can enjoy—and yourscll' among the
rest—if you are a blessing, which I am half inclined to
doubt.”

“Don’t be so hard upon me, Ilelen; and don’t pinch my
arm so, you're squeezing your fingers into the bone.”

¢ Arthur,” continued I, relaxing my hold of his arm, * you
don’t love me half as much as I do you; and yet, if you
loved me far less than you do I vould not complain, provided
you loved your Maker more. 1 should rejoice to see you at
any time so dceply absorbed in your devotions that you Lad,
not a single thought to sparc for me. DBut, indeed, 1 should
lose nothing by the change, for the more you loved your God
the more deep and pure and true would be your love
to me.”

At this he only laughed ané kissed my hand, calling me a
sweet enthusiast. Then taking ofl' his hat, he added,—

¢ But look here, Ilclen—what can a man do with such a
head as this?”

» The head looked right enough, but when he placed my
hand on the top of it, it sunk in a bed of curls, rather alarm-
ingly low, especially in the middle.

** You see I was not made to be a saint,” said he, laughing.
“If God meant me to be religious, why didn’t he give me a
proper organ of veneration ?” . "

“You are Kke the servant,” I replicd, ¢ whe, instead of
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employing his one talent in his master's*service, restored it
to him unimproved, alleging, as an excuse, that he knew him
‘tobe a hard man, reaping where he had not sown, and ga-
thering where he had not strawed.” Of him to whom less is
given, less will lje required, but our utmost exertions are re-
quired of us all. " You are not without the capacity of vene-
ration, and faith and hope, and conscience and reason, and
cvery other requisite to a Christian’s character if' you choose
to employ them; but all our talents increase in the using,
and every faculty, both good and bad, strengthens by exer-
cise : therefore, if you choose to use the bad, or those which
tend to evil till they become your masters, and neglect the
good till they dwindle away, you have only yourself to blame.
But you have talents, Arthur, natural endowments both of
heart and mind and temper, such as many a better Christian
would be glad to possess, if you would only employ them in
God’s service. I should never expect to sce you a devotee,
but it i3 quite posSible to be a good Christian without ceasing
to be a happy, merry-hcarted man.”

“You speak like an oracle, Helen, and all you say is indis-
putably truc ; but listen here: I am hungry, and I sec before
me a good substantial dinner; I am told that if I abstain from
this to-day I shall have a sumptuous feast to-morrow, consist-
ing of all manner of daintics and delicacies. Now in the
first place, I should be loath to wait till to-morrow whren I
have the means of appeasing my hunger already hefore me ;
in the second place, the solid viands of to-day are more to my
taste than the dainties that are promised me; in the third
place, I don't sce to-morrow’s banquet, and how can I tell
that it is not all a fable, got up by the greasy-faced fellow that
is advising me to abstain it order that he may have all the
good victuals to himself? in the fourth place, this table must
be spread for somebody, und, as Solomon says, ¢ Who can eat,
or who else can hasten hercunto more than 1?’ and finally,
with your leave, I'll sit down and satisfy my craviugs of to-
day, and leave to-morrow to shift for itselt—who knows but
what [ may sccure both this and that?”

¢ But you are not required®to abstain from the substantial
dinner of to-day: you are only advised to partake of these
coarser viands in such moderation as not to ineapacitate you
from enjoying the choicer banquet of to-morrow. If; regard-
less of that counsel, you choose to make a beast of yourself
now, and oyer-eat and over-drink yourself tilk you turn the
good victual$ into poison, who is to blame if, hereafter, whil®
you are suffering the torments of yesterday's gluttony and
drunkenness, you sce more temperate men sitting down to
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enjoy themselves at that splendid entertainment which you are
unable to taste ?” :

¢ Most true, my patron saint; but again, our friend Solo-
mon says, * There is nothing better for a man than to cat and
to drink, and to be merry.'” :

“ And again,” rcturned I, ‘““he says, ‘Rejoice, O young
man, in thy youth ; and walk in the ways of thine heart, and
in the sight of thine cyes: but know thou, that for all these
things, God will bring thee ipto judgment.’”

“ Well but, Helen, I'm stire.I've been very good these last
few weeks. What bave yow scen hmiss in me, and what
would you have me to da?”

¢ Nothing more than you do, Arthur: your actions are all
right so far; but I would have your thoughts changed; I
would have you to fortify yourself against temptation, and
not to call evil good, and good evil; I should wish you to
think more deeply, to look further, and aim higher than
you do.”

CHAPTER XXIV.

Marcn 25th.—Arthur is getting tired—not of me, T trust, but
of the idle, quict life he leads—and no wonder, for he has
so few sources of amusement: he never reads anything but
newspapers and sporting magazines; and when he secs me
occupied with a book he won't let me rest till I closeit. In
fine weather he gencrally manages to get through the time
pretty well, but on rainy days, of which we have had a good
many of late, it is quite painful to witness his ennui. 1 do all
1 can to amuse him, but 1t is impodsible to get him to feel inte-
rested in what I most like to talk about, while, on the other
hand, he likes to talk about things that cannot intercst
me —or even that annoy me—and these plcase him the
most of cll; for his favourite amusement is to sit or loll
beside me on the sofa, and tell me stories of hLis former
amours, always turning upon the ruin of some confiding girl
or the cozening of some unsuspecting husband ; and when I
express my horeor and indignation he lays it all to the charge
of jealousy, and langhs till the tears run down his cheeks. I
used to fly into passions or melt into tears at first, but seeing
that his delight increased in proportion to my anger and azita-
tion, L have since endeavoured to suppress my feelings and
receive. his revelations in the silence of calm contempt ; but
still he reads the inward struggle in my face, and miscon-
strues my bitterness of soal for his unworthiness into the
pangs of wounded jealousy ; and when he has sufficiently di-
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verted himself with that, or fears my displeasure will become
too serious for his comfort, he tries to kiss and soothe me into
smiles again—never were his caresses so little welcome’ as
then! This is double seltishness displayed to me and to the
victims of his fqrmer love. There are times when, with a.
momentary pang—a flash of wild dismay, I ask myself,
¢t Helen, what have you done ?” But I rebuke the inward
questioner, and repel the obtrusive thoughts that crowd upon
me ; for were he ten times as sensual and impenetrable to
good and lofty thoughts, 1 well know I have no right to com-

lain. And I don't and wont complain. I do aud will love

im still ; and I do not and will not regret that I have linked
my fate with his.

April 4th.—We have had a downright quarrel. The parti-
culars are as follows :—Arthur bhad told me, at different inter=
vals, the whole story of his intrigue with Lady F——, which
I would not believe before. 1t was some consolation, how-
ever, to find that in this instance the lady had been more to
blame than he, for he was very young at the time, and she had
decidedly made the first advances, if what he said was true. P
hated her for it, for it seemed as if she had chiefly contributed
to his corruption, and when he was beginning to talk about
her the other day, I begged he would not mention her, for I
detested the very sound of her name.

* Not because you loved her, Arthur, mind, but because
she injured you and deceived her husband, and was altogether
a very abominable woman, whom you ought to be ashamed
to meuntion.”

But he defended her by saying that she had a doting old
husband, whom it was impossible to love.

¢ Then why did she marfy him?” said 1.

“For his money,” was the reply.

“‘T'hen that was another crime, and her solemn promise to
love and honour bin was another, that only increased the
enormity of the last.” .

“ You are too severe upon the poor lady,” laughed he.
¢ But never mind, llelen, 1 don’y care for her now; and I
never loved any of them hatf as much as I do you, so you
needn't fear to be forsaken like them.” .

“If' you had told me these things before, Arthur, I never
should have given you the chance.”

¢ Wouldn’t you, my darling ?”

¢t Most certainly not ! ”

He langlted incredulously. ®

¢ [ wish I could convince you of it now!” cried I, startin,
up from beside him; and for the first time in my life, and
hope the last, I wished I had not married him.

o H
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« Helen,” said he, more gravely, * do you know that if I
believed you now I should be very angrl); ? but thank Heaven
I don't. Though you stand there with your white face and
flashing cyes, looking at me like a very tigress, I know the
heart within you perhaps a triflc better than you know it
yourself.”

Without another word I left the room and locked myself up
in my own chamber. In about half an hour he came to the
door, and first he tried the handle, then he knocked.

¢ Won't you let me in, Helen ?” said he.

“No; you have displeased me,” I replied, ‘and I don’t
want to see your face or hear your voice again till the
morning.”

He paused a moment as if dumbfoundered or uncertain
how to answer such a sgeech, and then turned and walked
away. This was only an hour after dinner : 1 knew he would
find it very dull to sit alone all the cvening ; and this consi-
derably softened my resentment though it did not make me
relent. 1 was determined to show him that my hecart was not
his slave, and I could live without him if I chosc; and I sat
down and wrote a long letter to my aunt—of course telling
her nothing of all this. Soon after ten o'clock I heard
him come up again, but he passed my door and went straight
to ﬂis own dressing-room, where he shut himsclf in for the
night.

‘iwns rather anxious to sce how he would meet me in the
morning, and not a little disappointed to behold him enter the
breakfast-room with a carcless smile.

“ Are you cross still, Helen ?” said he, approaching as if
to salute me. I coldly turned to the table, and began to pour
out the coffee, observing that he was rather late.

Ile uttered a low whistle and sauntered away teo the win-
dow, where he stood for some minutes looking out upon the

leasing prospect of sullen, grey clouds, streaming rain, soak-
ing lawn,_ and dripping, leafless trees, and muttering exccra-
tions on the weather, and then sat down to breakfast. While
taking his coffee he muttered it was **d—d cold.”

* You sheuld not have left it %o long,” said I.

He made no answer, and the meal was concluded in si-
lence. It was a relief to both when the letter-bag was
brought in. It contained upon examination a newspaper and
one or two letters for him, and a couple of letters for me,
which he tossed across the table without a remark. One was
fsom my brother, the other from Milicent Hargrave, who is
npvgri,u ondon with her mother. IHis, I think, were busincss

, and apparently not much to his mind, for he crushed
into his pocket with some muttered expletives that I
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should have reproved him for at any other time. The paper,
he set before him, and pretended to be deeply ahsorbed in its
contents during the remainder of breakfast, and a consider-
“able time after.

The reading agd answering of my letters, and the direction
of household concerns, afforded me ample employment for the
morifing : after lunch I got my drawing, and from dinner till
bed-time I read. Meanwhile, poor Arthur was sadly at a loss
for something to amuse him or to occupy his time. 1le wanted
to a{)pear as busy and as unconcerned as I did: had the
weather at all permitted he would doubtless have ordered
his horse and set off to some distant region—no matter where
—immediately aftcr breakfast, and not returned till night:
had there bcen a lady anywhere within reach, of any age
between fifteen and forty-five, he would have sought revenge
and found cmployment in getting up, or trying to get up, a
desperate flirtation with her; but being, to my private satis-
faction, entirely cut off from both these sources of diversion,
his sufferings were truly deplorable. When he had done
yawning over his paper and scribbling short answers to his
shorter letters, he spent the remainder of the morning and the
whole of the afternoon in fidgeting about from room to room,
watching the clouds, cursing the rain, alternately petting and
teazing and abusing his dogs, sometimes lounging on the sofa
with a book that he could not force himself to read, and very
often fixedly gazing at me when he thought I did not perceive
it, with the vain hope of dctccting some traces of tcars, or
some tokens of remorseful anguish in my face. But I ma-
naged to prescrve an undisturbed though grave screnity
throughout the day. I was not really angry: I felt for him
all the time, and longed to’ be reconciled ; but I determined
he should make the first advances, or at least show somc signs
of an humble and contrite spirit first ; for, if I began, it would
only minister to his self-conceit, increase his arrogance, and
quite destroy the lesson I wanted tp give him. . .

He made a long stay in the dining-room after dinner, and, I
fear, took an unusual quantity of,wine, but not enough to
loosen his tongue, for when b& came in and found me quictly
occupied with my book, too busy to lift mydead on his en-
trance, he merely murmured an expression of suppressed dis-
approbation, and, shutting the door with a basg, went and
stretched himself at full length on the sofa, and composed him-
self to sleep, DBut his favourite cocker, Dash, that had been
lying at my*feet, took the liberty of jumping upon him anfl
beginning to lick his face. 1le struck it off with a smart
blow, and the poor dog squcaked, and ran cowering back to
me. When he woke up, about half an hour after, he called it

° T
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to him again, but Dash only looked sheepish and wagged the
tip of his tail. e called again more sharply, but Dash only
clung the closer to me, and licked my hand es if imploring'
protection. Enraged at this, his master snatched up a heavy
book and hurled it at his head. The posr dog set up a
piteous outery and ran to the doer. I let him out, and then
quietly took up the book.

¢ Give that book to me,” said Arthur, in no very courteous
tone. I gave it to him.

“Why did you let the dog out ?” he asked. *‘*You knew
I wanted him.”

¢ By what token?” I replied; ‘“hy your throwing the
book at him ? but, perhaps, it was intended for me ?”

“No; but I see you've got a taste of it,” said he, looking
at mydhand, that had also been struck, and was rather severely

azed.
gTI returned to my reading, and he endeavourcd to occupy
himself in the same manner; but, in a little while, after
several portentous yawns, he pronounced his book to be
‘¢ cursed trash,” and threw it on the table. Then followed
cight or ten minutes of silence, during the greater part of
which, I believe, he was staring at me. At last his patience
was tired out.

¢ 'What is that book, Helen?” he exclaimed.

T told him.

¢ Is it intcresting ?”

¢ Yes, very.”

I went on reading, or pretending to read, at least—I cannot
say there was much communication hetween my eyes and my
brain ; for, while the former ran over the pages, the latter
wag carncstly wondering when Arthur would speak next, and
what he would say, and what I should answer. But he did
not speak again till I rose to make the tea, and then it was
only to say he should not take any. 1lc continued lounging
on the sola, and alternately closing his cyes and looking at
his watch and at me,"till bed-time, when 1 rose, and took my
candle and retired. <.

““ Helen!” cried he, the moment I had left the room. I
turned back, and stood awaiting his commands.

¢ What do Jou want, Arthur?” I said at length.

* Nothing,” replied he. ‘ Go!”

T wént, but hearing him mutter something as I was closin
the door, I thrned again. It sounded very like ‘confounde
sfut,” but ¥ was quite willing it should be something else.

‘% Were you speaking, Arthur ?” I asked.

" ¢ No,” was the answer, and I shut the door and departed. I
saw nothing” more of him till the following moming at
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breakfast, when he came down a full hour after the usual
time.
% You're very late,” was my morning's salutation.
¢ You needn’t have waited for me,” was his ; and he walked
up to the window again. It was just such weather as
yesterday.
¢ Oh, this confounded rain |” he muttered. DBut, after stu-
N dious]y regarding it for a minute or two, a bright idea scemed
to strike him, for he suddenly exclaimed, ¢ But I know what
Pll do!” and then returned and took his scat at the table.
The letter-bag was alrcady there, waiting to be opened.
He unlocked it and examined the contents, but said nothing
about them.
= ¢ Tg there anything for me ?” I asked.
T «No.”
IIe opened the newspaper and began to read.
“You'd better take your coffee,” suggested I “it will be
cold again.”
*“You may go,"” said he, *“ifyou've done. I don't want you.”
1 rose and withdrew to the next room, wondering if we:*
were to have another such miserable day as yesterday, and
wishing int¢nsely for an end of these mutually inflicted tor-
ments. Shortly after I heard him ring the bell and give
-some orders about his wardrobe that sounded as if he medi-
.tated a long journey. He then sent for the coachman, and I
heard something about the carriage and the horses, and Lon-
don, and seven o’clock to-morrow morning, that startled and
disturbed me not a little. .
“ T must not let him go to London, whatever comes of it,’
said I to myself: * he will ruif into all kinds of mischief, and
I shall be the causc of it. But the question is, how am I to
alter his purpose >—Well, I will wait awhile, and see if he
.mentions it.”
# I waited most anxiously, from hour to hour; bu? not a
word was spoken, on that or any other subject, to me. Ile
whistled and talked to his dogs, and ,wandered frem room to
room, much the same as on the frevious day. At last I began
to think 1 must introduce the subject myself, and was ponder-
ing how to bring it about, when John unwittingly came to
my relief with the following message from the coachman : *
‘¢ Please, sir, Richard says one of the horses hasigot a very
bad cold, and he thinks, sir, if you could make it tonvenient
to go the day ufter to-morrow, instead of to-morrow, he could *
-physic it to-day so as—" ‘
‘" % Confound his impudence !” interjected the master.
o ‘‘Please, sir, he says it would be a deal better if you could,”
Persisted Jolm, ‘for he hopes there'll be a cﬁu&g; in the
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weather shortly, and he says it’s not likely, when a horse is
so bad with a cold, and physicked and all—"

¢ Devil tuke the horse!” cried the gentleman—* Well,
tell him I'll think about it,” he added, after a moment's re-
flection. He cast a searching glance at mhe, as the servant
withdrew, expecting to sce some token of deep astonishment
and alarm; but, being previously prepared, I preserved an
aspect of stoical indifference. His countenance fell as he met
my steady gaze, and he turned away in very obvious disap-

ointment, and walked up to the fire-place, where he stood
in an attitude of undisguised dejection, leaning against the
chimney-piece with his forchead sunk upon his arm.

“ Where do you want to go, Arthur?” gaid I.

¢To London,” replied he, gravely. .

¢ What for ?” I asked.

¢ Because 1 cannot be happy here.”,

¢ Why not ?”

¢ Because my wife doesn’t love me.”

¢ She would love you with all her heart, if you de-
served it.”

¢ What must I do to deserve it ?" *

This seemed humble and earnest enough ; and 1 was so
much affected, between sorrow and joy, that I was obliged to
ause a few seconds before I could stcady my voice to reply.

¢If she gives you her heart.,” said I, * you must take it
thankfully, and use it well, and not pull it in pieces, and
laugh in her face, because she cannot snatch it away.”

He now turned round and stood facing me, with his back
to the firc. '

‘“Come then, Ilelen, are you going to be a good girl 2"
said he.

This sounded rather too arrogant, and the smile that ac-
companied it did not please me. I therefore hesitated to
reply. «l’crhaps, my former answer had implied too much :
he had hcard my voice falter, and might have scen me brush
away a tear. .

“ Are you going to forgive 4ne, Helen ?" he resumed, more
humbly. .

% Are you penitent!"” I replied, stcpping up to him and
smiling in his face.

 Heart-broken !” he answered, with a rueful countenance,
yet with a merry smile just lurking within his eyes and about

*the corners of his mouth ; but this could not repulse me, and
I flew into his arms. Ile fervently embraced me, and though
I shed a torrent of tears, I think I never was happier in my
life than at that, moment. - .

“Then yott won't go to London, Arthur?” I said, when
the.first trmm of tears and kisses had subsided. ¢

-
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‘

¢ No, love,—unless you will go with me."

¢ will, gladly,” 1 answered, *if gou think the change
willkamuse you, and if you will put off the journey till next
week.”

- He readily consented, but said there was no nced of mucl

preparation, as he should not be for staying long, for he dia
not wish me to be Londonized, and to lose my country fresh-
ness and originality by too much intercourse with the ladies
of the world. I thought this folly; but I did not wish te
contradict him now : I merely said that I was of very domestir,
habits, as he well knew, and had no particular wish to mingle
with the world.

So we are to go to London on Monday, the day after to-
morrow. It is now four days since the termination of our-
quarrel, and I'm sure it has done us both good: it has made
me like Arthur a great deal better, and made him behave a
great deal better to me. Ile has never once attempted to
annoy me since, by the most distant allusion to Lady ¥'—,
or any of those disagreeable rcminiscences of his former life
—1I wish I could blot them from my memory, or clse get him
to regard such matters in the same light as I do. Welll it
is something, however, to have madc him sce that they are
not fit subjects for a conjugal jest. He may see further some
time—I will put no limits to my hopes; and, in spite of my
aunt’s forebodings and my own unspoken fears, I trust we

shall be happy yet.

CHAPTER XXYV.

Ox the eighth of April, we went to T.ondon ; on the eighth of
May I returned, in obedience to Arthur's wish; very much
against my own, because 1 left him behind. If he bad come
with me, I should have been very glad to get home again, for
he led me such a round of restless dissipation, whije there,
that, in that short space of time, I was quite tired out. He
seemed bent upon displaying me to his friends and acquaint-
ances in particular, and the public in general, on every possi-
ble occasion, and to the greatest possible advantage. It was
something to feel that he considered me a worthy object of
pride; but I paid dear for the gratification, for in the first
place, to please him, I had to violate my cherished predilec-
tions—my almost rooted principles in favour of a plain, dark,
sober style of dress; I must sparkle in costly jewels, and
deck myself out like a painted butterfly, just as I had, long
since, determined I would never do—and this was no trifling
sacrifice ;—in the gecond place, I was continually straining to
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gatisfy his sanguine expectations and do honour to his choice,
by my general conduct and deportment, and fearing to dis-
appoint him by some awkward misdemeanor, or some trait
o¥incxperienced ignorance about the customs of society, espe-
cially when I acted thc part of hostess, wlﬂ'ch I was not un-
frequently called upon to do; and in the third place, as I in-
timated before, I was wearied of the throng and bustle, the
restless hurry and ceaseless change of a life so alien to all my -
revious habits. At last, he suddenly discovered that the
iondon air did not agree with me, and I was languishing for
gxy country home, and must immediately return to Grass-
ale.

I laughingly assured him that the case was not so urgent
as he appeared to think it, but I was quite willing to go home
if he was. He replied that he should be obliged to remain a °
week or two longer, as he had business that required his pre-
sence. :

¢Then I will stay with you,” said I.

¢ But I can’t do with you, Ilelen,” was his answer: “as
long as you stay, I shall attend to you and neglect my busi-
ness.”

“ But I won't let you,” I returncd : * now that I know you
have business to attend to, I shall insist upon your attending
to it, and letting me alone—and, to tell the truth, I shall be
glad of a little rest. Ican take my rides and walks in the
park as usnal; and your business cannot occupy all your -
time ; I shall sec you at mecal-times and in the evenings, at
least, and that will be better than being leagucs away and
never seeing you at all.”

“ But, my love, I cannot lct you stay. Ilow can I scttle
my affairs when I know that ydu are here, neglected——"

¢ T shall not feel myself neglected: while you are doing

our duty, Arthur, I shall never complain of neglect. If you
Kad told me before, that you had anything to do, it would
have been half donc before this; and now you must make'
up for lost time by redoubled exertions. Tell me what it
is; and I will be your taskmaster, instead of being a_hin-
drance.” e

“ No, no,”. persisted the impracticable creature; *you
must go home, Helen ; I must have the satisfaction of know-
ing that you are safe and well, though far away. Your bright
cyes arc faded, and that tender, delicate bloom has quite de-
serted your cheek.” .

» ¢ That is only with too much gaiety and fatigue.”

“ It is not, I tell you; it is the London air: you are pinin,
for the fresh breczes of your tountry home—and you, shal
feel them, before you arc two days older. And rememben,
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your situation, dearest Ilelen; on your health, you know,
depends the health, if not the life, of our future hope.”

¢« Then you really wish to get rid of me ?”

¢ Positively, I do; and I will take you down myself to
Grassdale, and sthen return. I shall not be absent above &
week—or fortnight at most.”

¢ But if I must go, I will go alone: if you must stay, it is
needless to waste {our time in the journey there and back.”

But he did not like the idea of sending me alone.

“ Why, what helpless creature do you take me for,” I
replied, ‘ that you cannot trust me to go a hundred miles in
our own carriage with our own footman and a maid to attend
me? If you come with me I shall assuredly keep you. But
tell me, Arthur, what is this tiresome business; and why did
you never mention it before ?”

It is only a little business with my lawyer,” said he ; and
he told me something about a piece of property he wanted to
sell in order to pay off’ a part of the incumbrances on his
estate ; but either the account was a little cenfused, or I was
rather dull of comprehension, for I could not clearly under-
stand how that should keep him in town a fortnight after me.
Still less can I now comprehend how it Should keep him a
month—for it is nearly that time since I left him, and no
signs of his return as yet. In cvery letter he promises to be
with me in a few days, and every time deceives me—or de-
ceives himself. 1lis excuses arec vaguec and insufficient. I
cannot doubt that he is got among his former companions

ain—Oh, why did I leave him! I wish—I do intensely
wish he would return!

June 29th.—No Arthur yet; and for many days I have
been looking and longing in vain for a letter. Ilis lctters,
when they come, are kind—if fair words and endearing epi-
thets can give them a claim to the title—but very short, and
full of trivial excuses and promises that I cannot {rust; and
yet how anxiously I look forward to them! how” eagerly I
open and devour one of those little, hastily-scribbled returns
for the three or four long Jgtters, hitherto unanswered, he
has had from me !

Oh, it is cruel to leave me so long alofie! IIe knows I
have no one but Rachel to speak to, for we have no neigh-
bours here, except the Hargraves, whose residence I can
dimly descry from these upper windows imbdsomed among
those low, woody hills beyond the Dale. I was glad whey I
learnt that Milicent was 8o near us; and her company would
be a soothing solace to me now, but she is still in town with
her mother: there is no one at the Grove but little Esther and
her Frengh governess, for Walter is always away, I saw
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that paragon of manly perfections in London: he seemed
scarcely to merit the eulogiums of his mother and sister,
though he certainly appeared more conversable and agreeable
than Lord Lowborough, more candid and high-minded than
Mr. Grimsby, and morc polished and gentlémanly than Mr.
Hattersley, Arthur’s only other friend whom he judged fit to
introduce to me.—Oh, Arthur, why won’t you come ! whg:
won’t you write to me at least! You talked about my healt
—how can you expcet me to gather bloom and vigour here ;
pining in solitude and restless anxiety from day to day ?—It
would serve you right to come back and find my good looks
entirely wasted away. 1 would beg my uncle and aunt, or
mfy brother, to come and see me, but I do not like to complain
of my loneliness to them,—and indeed, loneliness is the least
of my sufferings ; but what is he doing—what is it that keeps
him away ? It is this ever-recurring question and the horri-
ble suggcestions it raises that distract me,

July 3rd.—My last bitter letter has wrung from him an
answer at last,—and a rather longer one than wusual; but
still I don't know what to make of it. Ile playfully abuses
me for the gall and vinegar of my latest effusion, tells me I
can have no conception of the multitudinous c¢ngagements
that keep him away, but avers that, in spite of them all, he
will assurcdly be with me before the close of next week;
though it is impossible for a man, so circumstanced as he is,
to fix the precise day of his return : meantime, he exhorts me
to the exercise of patience, that first of woman’s virtues,”
and desires me to remember the saying, ‘° Abscnce makes the
heart grow fonder,” and comfort mysclf with the assurance
that the longer he stays away, the better he shall love me
when he returns ; and till he does return, he begs I will econ-
tinue to write to him constantly, for, though he is sometimes
too idle and often too busy to answer my letters as they
come, helikes to receive them daily, and if I fulfil my threat
of punishing his sceming neglect by ceasing to write, he shall
be so angry that he will do his utmost to forget me. He
adds this piece of intelligence,vespecting poor Milicent Har-

Tave :
& “ Your little' friend Milicent is likely, before long, to
follow your example, and take upon her” the yoke of matri-
meny in conjunction with a friend of mine. Hattersley, you
kpow, has not yet fulfilled his direful threat of throwing hig
Precions person away on the first old maid that chose to
evince a tenderness for him ; but he still preserves a resolute
determination to see himself a married man before the year
is out: * Only,’ said he to me, ‘I must have somebody that
will let e have my own way in everything—nqt like your

.. 4
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wife, Huntingdon; she is a charming creature, but she look#.-
as if she had a will of her own, and could play the vixen
upon occasion’ (I thought, ¢ you're right there, man,’ but I
didn't say s0). *I must have some good, quiet soul that will
let me just do wiwat I like and go where 11ike, keep at home
or stay away, without a word of reproach or complaint; for
I can't do with being bothered.” *‘Well,’ said I, ‘I know
somebody that will suit you to a tce, if you don't care for
money, and that's Hargrave's sister, Milicent.” He desired
to be introduced to her forthwith, for he said he had plenty
of the ncedful himself—or should have, when his old go-
vernor chose to quit the stage. So you see, Helen, I have
managed pretty well, both for your friend and mine.”

Poor Milicent! DBut I cannot imagine she will ever be led
to accept such a suitor—one so repugnant to all her ideas of a
man to be honoured and loved.

5th.—Alas ! I was mistaken. 1 have got a long letter from
her this morning, telling me she is already engaged, and ex-
pects to be married before the close of the month.

“J hardly know what to say about it,” she writes, * or
what to think. To tell you the truth, Ilelen, I don’t like the
thoughts of it at all. If I am to be Mr. Hattersley's wife, I
must try to love him; and I do try with all my might ; but I
have made very little progress yet; and the worst symptom
of the case is, that the further he is from me the better 1 like
him: he frightens me with his abrupt manners and strange
hectoring ways, and I drcad the thoughts of marrying him.
¢ Then why have you accepted him,’ you will ask ; and 1 didn’t
know I had accepted him; but mamma tells me I have, and
he seems to think so too. [ certainly didn’t mean to do so;
but I did not like to give him a flat refusal for fear mamma
should be grieved and angry (for I knew she wished me to
marry him), and I wanted to talk to her first about it, so I
gave him what I thought was an evasive, half negative an-
swer ; but she says it was as good as an acceptance, and he
would think me very capricious if I were to attempt to draw
back—and indced, I was so gonfused and frightened at the
moment, I can hardly tell what I said. And next time I saw
him, he accosted me in all confidence as hi8 affianced bride,
and immediately began to settle matters with mamma. I had
not courage to contradict them then, and how can I do it
now? I cannot: they would think me mad. DBesides,
mamma is lgo delighted with the idea of the match; she
thinks she has managed so well for me; and I cannot bear
to disappoint her. I do object sometimes, and tell her what
I feel, but you don't know how she talks. Mr. Hattersley,
you know, is the son of a rich banker, and as Esther and I
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have no fortunes, ‘and Walter very little, our dear mamma is
very anxious to see us all well married, that is, united to rich
partners—it is not my idea of being well married, but she
means it all for the best. She says when 1 am safe off her
hands it will be such a relief to her mindq and she assures
me it will be a good thing for the family as well as for me.
Even Walter is pleased at the prospect, and when I confessed
my reluctance to him, he said it was all childish nonsense.
Do you think it nonsense, Ielen? I should not care if I
could see any prospect of being able to love and admire him,
but I can't. There is nothing about him to hang one’s esteem
and affection upon: he is so diametrically opposite to what I
imagined my husband should be. Do write to me, and say
all you can to encourage me. Don’t attempt to dissuade me,
for my fate is fixed: preparations for the important event arc
already going on around me; and don’t say a word against
Mr. Hattersley, for I want to think well of him ; and though
I have spoken against him myself, it is for the last time:
hereafter, I shall never permit myself to utter a word in his
dispraise, however he may seem to deserve it ; and whoever
ventures to speak slightingly of the man I have promised to
love, to honour, and obey, must expeet my serious displeasure.
After all, I think he is quite as good as Mr. Huntingdon, if
not better ; and yct, you love him, and seem to be happy and
oontented ; and perhaps I may manage as well. You must
tell me, if you can, that Mr. Hattersley is better than he
seems—that he is upright, honourable, and open-hearted—in
fact, a perfect diamond in the rough. 1lc may be all this, but
I don’t know him. I know only the cxterior and what I trust
is the worst part of him.” N

She concludes with * Good-bye, dear Helen, I am waiting
anxiously for your advice—but mind you let it be all on the

-right side.”

Alas! poor Milicent, what encouragement can I give you?,
or whdy, advice—except that it _is better to make a bold
stand now, though at the expense of disappointing and anger-
ing both mother and brother, and lover, than to devote
your whole life, hereafter, to misery and vain regret?

Saturday, 13¢h.—The week is over, and he is not come. All
the sweet summer is passing away without onc breath of plea-
sure to me or benefit to him. And I had all along been look-
ing forward to this season with the fond, delusive hope that

. we should enjoy it so sweetly together ; and that, with God’s
“help and my exertions, it would be the means of elevaing his
v Hind, and refining his taste to a due appreciation of the salu- -
. g\'y and pure delights of nature, and peace, and holy love.

ut now—at evening, when I sce the round, red sun sink"
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quietly down behind those woody hills, leaving them sleeping
in a warm, red, golden haze, I only think another lovely day
is lost to him and me; and at morning, when roused by the
flutter and chirp of the sparrows, and the gleeful twitter of
the swallows—all intent upon feeding their young, and full of
life and joy in their own little frames—1I open the window to
inhale the balmy, soul-reviving air, and look out upon the
lovely landseape, laughing in dew and sunshine—I too often
shame that glorious scene with tears of thankless misery, be-
cause he cannot feel its freshening influence ; and when I
wander in the ancient woods, and meet the little wild-flowers
smiling in my path, or sit in thc shadow of our noble ash-
trecs by the water-side, with their branches gently swaying
in the light summer breeze that murmurs through their
feathery foliage—my ears full of that low music mingled with
the dreamy hum of insects, my cyes abstractedly gazing on
the glassy surface of the little lake before me, with the trees
that crowd about its bank, some gracefully bending to kiss its
waters, some rearing thcir stately heads high above, but
stretching their wide arms over its margin, all faithfully mir-
rored far, far down in its glassy depth—though somctimes the
images are partially brokén by the sport of aquatic insects,
and sometimes, for a moment, the whole is shivered into
trembling fragments by a transicnt breeze that swept the sur-
face too roughly—still I have no pleasure ; for the greater
the happincss that nature scts before me, the more I lament
that he is not here to tastc it : the greater the bliss we might
enjoy together, the more I feel our present wretchedness
apart (yes, ours ; he must be wretched, though he may not
know it) ; and the more my senses are pleased, the more my
heart is oppressed ; for he keeps it witE him confined amid
the dust and smoke of London—perhaps, shut up within the
walls of his own abominable club.

But most of all, at night, when I enter my lonely chamber,
and look out upon the summer moon, ‘swect regent of the
sky,’ floating above me in the ¢black blue vault of heaven,'
shedding a flood of silver radiance over park, and wood, and
water, so pure, so peaccful, so‘divine—and think, Where is he
now ?—wEat is he doing at this moment? wholly unconscious
of this heavenly scene—perhaps, revelling with his boon
companions, perhaps—God help me, it is too—too much !

23rd.—Thank Heaven, he is come at last ! But how altered !
flushed and, feverish, listless and languid, his besuty strangely
diminished; his vigour and vivacity quite departed. I hate
not upbraided him by word or looi; I have not even asked
him what he has been doing. I have not the heart to do it,
for I think he is ashamed of himsclf—he must be so indeed,
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and such inquiries could not fail to be painful to both. My
forbearance pleases him—touches him even, I am inclined to
think. He says he is glad to be home again, and God knows
how glad I am to get him back, even as he is. He lies on the
sofa nearly all day long ; and I play and sing,to him for hours
together. I write his%etters for him, and get him everything
he wants ; and sometimes Iread to him, and sometimes I talk,
and sometimes only sit by him and soothe him with silent
caresses. I know he does not deserve it; and I fear I am
spoiling him ; but this once, I will forgive him, freely and en-
tirely. I will shame him into virtue if I can, and I will never
let him leave me again.

He is pleased with my attentions—it may be, gratcful for
them. 1le likes to have me ncar him; and though he is
peevish and testy with his servants and his dogs, he is gentle
and kind to me. What he would be, if I did not so watch-
fully anticipate his wants, and so carefully avoid, or imme-
diately desist from doing anything that has a tendency to irri-
tate or disturb him, with however little reason, I cannot tell.
How intenscly I wish he were worthy of all this care! Last
night as I sat beside him, with his head in my lap, passing my
fingers through his beautiful curls, this thought made my cyes
overflow with sorrowful tcars—as it oftens does; but this
time, a tear fcll on his face and made him look up. He
smiled, but not insultingly.

¢ Dear Helen!” he said—* why do you cry? you know
that I love you” (and he pressed my hand to his feverish
lips), ¢ and what more could you desire ?”

¢ Only, Arthur, that you would love yourself, as truly and
as faithfully as you are loved by me.”

¢ That would be hard, indeed!” he replied, tenderly
squeezing my hand.

August 24th.—Arthur is himsclf again, as lusty and reckless,
as light of heart and head as ever, and as restless and hard
to amuse as a spoilt child, and almost as full of mischief too,
especially when wet weather keeps him within doors. I wish
he had something to do, some useful trade, or profession, or
cmployment—anything to occlipy his head or his hands for a
few hours a-day, and give him something besides his own
pleasure to think about. If he would play the country gen-
tleman, and attend to the farm—but that he knows nothin
about, and won't give his mind to consider,—or if he woul
take up with some literary study, or learn to draw or to play
€_ag -he is-so fond of musie, I often try to persuade him to
learn thé pfano, but he is far too idle for such an undertaking:
he-has no more idea of excrting himself to overcome obstacles
than he has of restraining his natural appetites; and these
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two things are the ruin of him. I lay them both to the charge
of his harsh yet careless father, and his madly indulgent
mother. If ever I am a mother I will zealously strive against
this crime of over indulgence. I can hardly give it a milder
name when I thihk of the evils it brings.

Happily, it will soon be the shooting season, and then, if
the weather permit, he will find occupation enough in the
pursuit and destruction of the partridges and pheasants: we
have no grouse, or he might have been similarly occupied at
this moment, instead of lying under the acacia tree pulling

oor Dash’s cars. But he says it is dull work shooting alone ;
ﬂe must have a fricnd or two to help him.

“Let them be tolerably decent then, Arthur,” said I. The
word * friend,” in his mouth, makes me shudder: I know it
was some of his *friends” that induced him to stay behind
me in London, and kept him away so long—indeed, from
what he has unguardedly told me, or hinted from time to
time, I cannot doubt that he frequently showed them m
letters, to let them see how fondly his wife watched over his
interests, and how kcenly she regretted his absence ; and that
they induced him to remain week after weck, and to plunge
into all manner of excesses to avoid being laughed at for a
wife-ridden fool, and, perhaps, to show how far he could ven-
ture to go without danger of shaking thc fond creature’s
devoted attachment. 1t is a hateful idea, but I cannot be-
licve it is a false onec.

“ Well,” replied he, “ T thought of Lord Lowborough for
onc; but there is no possibility of ‘getting him without his
petter half, our mutual friend, Annabclla; so we must ask
them both. You're not afrdid of her, are you, llelen?” he
asked, with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes.

¢ Of course not,” I answered : ** why should I?—And who
besides ?"

¢t Hargrave for one—he will be glad to come, though his
own place is so near, for he has little enough land of his own
to shoot over, and we can extend our depredations into it, if
we like ;—and he is thoroughl  respectable, you know, Helen,
quite a lady’s man:—and I think, Grimsby for enother : he’s
a decent, quiet fellow enough—you'll not object to Grimsby ?"

“I hate him : but, however, if you wish it; I'll try to en-
dure his presence for a while.”

“ All a prejudice, ITelen—a mere woman's antipathy.”

“No; I have solid grounds for my dislike., - 'And is thet
all?”

“ Why, yes, I think so. Hattersley will be too busy billing
and cooing with his bride to have much time to spare for guns
and dogs, at present,” he replied. * And that reminds me,
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that I have had several letters from Milicent since her mar-
riage, and that she either is, or pretends to be, quite recon-
ciled to her lot. She professes to have discovered numberless
virtues and perfections in her husband, some,of which, I fear,
less partial eyes would fail to distinguish, though they sought
them carefully with tears; and now that she is accustomed to
his loud voice, and abrupt, uncourteous manners, she affirms
she finds no difficulty in loving him as a wife should do, and
- begs I will burn that letter wherein she spoke so unadvisedl
against him. So that I trust she may yet be happy ; but,”if
she is, it will be entirely the reward of her own goodness of
heart; for had she chosen to consider herself the victim of
fate, or of her mother’s worldly wisdom, she might have been
thoroughly miserable ; and if, for duty’s sake, she had not
made cvery eflort to love her husband, she would, doubtless,
have hated him to the cnd of her days.

CHAPTER XXVI.

SEPT. 28¢d.—Our guests arrived about three weeks ago. Lord
and Lady Lowborough have now becen married above eight
months ; and I will do the lady the credit to say that her hus-
band is quite an altered man ; his looks, his spirits, and his
temper, are all perceptibly changed for the better since I last
saw him. But there is room for improvement still. Ie is
not always cheerful, nor always contented, and she often com-
plains of his ill-humour, which, however, of all persons, she
ought to be the last to accusc him of, as he never displays it
against her, except for such conduct as would provoke a saint.

e adores her still, and would go to the world's end to please
her. She knows her power, and she uses it too; but well
knowing, that to wheedle and coax is safer than to command,
she judiciqusly tempers her despotism with flattery and blan-
dishments enough to make him deem himself a favoured and
a happy man.

But she has a way of torment'ng him, in which I am a fel-
low-sufferer, or might be, if I chose to regard mysclf as such.
This is hy openly, but not too glaringly, coquetting with Mr.
Huntingdon, who is quite willing to be her partner in the

me ; but I don’t care for it, because, with him, I know there
1s nothing but personal vanity, and a mischievous desire to
excite my jealousy, and, perhaps, to torment his friend ; and
she, no doubt, is actuated by much the same motives; only,’
there is more of malice, and less of playfulness, in her ma-
neeuvres. It is obviously, therefore, my interest to disappoint
them both, as.far as I am concerned, by preserving a cheerful,
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undisturbed serenig throughout ; and, accordingly, I endea-
vour to show the fullest confidence in my husband, and the
greatest indifference to the arts of my attractive guest. I have
never reproached the former but once, and that was for laugh-
" ing at Lord Lowbdrough's depressed and anxious countenance
one evening, when they had both been dpa.rticula.rly provok-
ing ; and then, indeed, I said a good deal on the subject,
vaqtcll Tebuked him sternly enough ; but he only laughed, and
said,—
¢ You can feel for him, Helen—can’t you ?”
T can feel for any one that is unjustly treated,” I replied,
“and I can fecl for those that injure them t00.”
% Why, Helen, you are as jealous as he is!” cried he, langh-
.ing still more ; and I found it impossible to convince him of
ghis mistake. So, from that time, I have carefully refrained
from any notice of the subject whatever, and left Lord Low-
borough to take care of himself. He either has not the sense
or the power to follow my cxample, though he does try to
conceal his uneasiness as well as he can; but still, it will ap-
pear in his face, and his ill-humour will peep out at intervals,
thongh not in the cxpression of open resentment—they never
go far enough for that. DBut, I confess, I do feel jealous at
times—most painfully, bitterly so—when she sings and plays
,to him, and Ee hangs over the instrument, and dwells upon
Cher voice with no affected interest; for then, I know he is
really delighted, and I have no power to awaken similar fer-
vour. I can amuse and please him with my simple songs, but
not delight him thus.
28th.—Yesterday, we all went to the Grove, Mr. Hargrave’s
much-negleeted home. 1lis rother frequent]f' asks us over,
that she may have the pleasure of her dear Walter’s company ;
and this time she had invited us to a dinner party, and got
together as many of the country gentry as were within reach
“to meet us. The entertainment was very well got up ; but I
could not help thinking about the cost of it all the time. I
don’t like Mrs. Hargrave ; she is a hard, pretentious, worldly-
minded woman. She has money enough to live very com-
fortably, if she only knew how to use it judiciously, and had
teught her son to do the same ; but she is ever straining to
"keep up appearances, with that despicable pride that shuns
the semblance o poverty as of a shameful erime. She grinds
her dependants, pinches her servants, and deprives even her
daughters and herself of the real comforts of life, because she
will not consent to yield the palm in outward show to those
swho have three times her wealth ; and, above all, because she
is determined her cherished son shall be enabled to * hold up
@is head,with the highest gentleman in the land.” This same
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son, I imagine, it & man of expcnsive habits—no reckless
spendthrift, and no abandoned sensualist, but oné who likes to
have * everything handsome about him,” and to go to a cer-
tain length in youthful indulgences—not so much to gratify
his own tastes as to maintain his reputation #s a man of fashion
in the world, and a respectable fellow among his own lawless
companions ; while he is too selfish to consider how many com-
forts might be obtained for his fond mother and sisters with
the money he thus wastes upon himself : as long as they can
contrive to make a respectable appearance once a-year, when
they come to town, he gives himself little concern about their
private stintings and struggles at home. This is a harsh judg-
ment to form of ‘* dear, noble-minded, generous-hearted Wal-
ter,” but 1 fear it is too just.

Mrs. Hargrave’s anxiety to make good matches for her,
daughters is partly the cause, and partly the result, of these’
errors : by making a figure in the world, and showing them
off to advantage, she hopes to obtain better chances for them ;
and by thus living beyond her legitimate means, and lavishing
so much on their brother, she renders them portionless, and
makes them burdens on her hands. Poor Milicent, I fear,
has already fallen a sacrifice to the manceuvrings of this mis-
taken mother, who congratulates herself on having so satis-
factorily discharged her maternal duty, and hopes to do as
well for Esther, But Esther is a child as yet—a little merry
romp of fourteen: as honest-hearted, and as guileless and
simple as her sister, but with a fearless spirit of her own, that
I fancy her mother will find some difficulty in bending to her
purposes.

CHAPTER XXVIL

Ocroner 9th.—It wason the night of the 4th,alittlc after tea,
that Annabella had been singing and playing, with Arthur as.
usual at her side : she had ended her song, but still she sat at
the instrument ; and he stood leaning on the back of her chair,
conversing in scarcely audible tones, with his face in very
close proximity with hers. I looked at Lord Lowborough.
Ile was at the other end of the room, talking with Messts.
Hargrave and Grimsby ; but I saw him dart towards his lady
_and his host, a quick, impatient glance, expressive of intense
*disquietnde, at which Grimsby smiled. Determined to inter-
oTupt the tdte-d-tte, I rose, and, selecting a piecetof music from
the nttisic-stand, stepped up to the piano, intending to ask the ,
lady to play it ; but I stood transfixed and speechless on see-
ing her seated there, listening, with what seemed an exultnnt‘
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smile on her flushed face, to his soft murmurings, with her
hand quietly surrendered to his clasp. The blood rushed first
to my heart, and then to my head; for there was more than
this ; almost at the momént of m afproach, he cast a hurried
glance over his shoulder towards the other occupants of the
room, and then ardently pressed the unresisting hand to his
lips.  On raising his eyes, he beheld me, and dropped them

- again, confounded and dismayed. She saw me too, and con-
fronted me with a look of hard defiance. I laid the music on
the piano, and retired. I felt ill; but I did not leave the
room : happily, it was getting late, and could not be long be-
fore the company dispersed. I wentto the fire, and lcant my
head against the chimney-piece. In a minute or two, some one

- asked me if I felt unwell. I did not answecr ; indeed, at the

~time, I knew not what was said ; but I mechanically looked up,
and saw Mr. Hargrave standing beside me on the rug.

¢ Shall T get you a glass of wine?” said he.

‘“No, thank you,” I replicd ; and, turning from him, I
looked round. lady Lowborough was beside her husband,
bending over him as he sat, with her hand on his shoulder,
softly talking and smiling in his facc; and Arthur was at the
table, turning over a book of engravings. 1 seated myself
in the ncarcst chair; and Mr. Hargrave, finding his services
were not desired, judiciously withdrew.  Shortly after, the
“company broke up, and, as the guests were retiring to their
rooms, Arthur approached me, smiling with the utmost as-
surance.

¢ Are you very angry, Helen? ” murmured he.

¢ This is no jest, Arthur,” said I, scriously, but as calmly
as I could—** unless you think it a jest to lose my aflection
for ever.”

% What! so bitter?” he exclaimed, laughingly, clasping my
hand between both his; but I snatched it away, inindigna-
ton—almost in disgust, for he was obviously affectad.with
wine.

¢ Then I must go down on my knces,” said he ; and kneel-
ing before me, with clasped hands, uplifted in mock humilia-
tion, he continued imploringly—¢ Forgive me, Jlelen !—dear
Helen, forgive me, and I'll never do it again!” and, burying
his face in his handkerchief, he affected to sob aloud.

Leaving him thus employed, I took my candle, and, slip-
ping quictly from the room, hastencd up stairs as fast as 1
could. But hasoon discovered that Ihad left him, and, rush-
ing up after me, caught me in his arms, just as I had entered
‘the chamber, and was about to shut the door in his face.

 No, no, by heaven, you shan’t escape me so!” he cried.
fhen, alarme;{ at my agitation, he begged me not to put my-

b4



178 THE TENANT

self in such a passion, telling me I was white in the face, and
should kill myself if I did so.

% Let me go, then,” I murmured ; and immediately he re-
leased me—and it was well he did, for I was really in & pas-
sion. I sank into the easy-chair and endeavoured to compose
myself, for I wanted to speak to him calmly. He stood
beside me, but did not venture to touch me or to speak, for a
few seconds ; then approaching a little nearer, he dropped on
one knee—not in mock humility, but to bring himself nearer
my level, and leaning his hand on the arm of the chair, he
began in a low voice,—

“It is all nonsense, Helen—n jest, a mere nothing—not
worth a thought. Will you never learn?” he continned
more boldly, ‘* that you have notking to fear from me? that
I love you wholly and entirely ?—or if,” he added with a
lurking smile, ‘1 ever give a thought to another you mzK
well spare it, for thosc fancies are here and gone like a flas
of lightning, while my love for you burns on steadily, and
for ever like the sun. You little exorbitant tyrant, will not
that—"

# Be quiet a moment, will you, Arthur,” said I, “and
listen to me—and don’t think I'm in a jealous fury: I am
perfectly calm. Feel my hand.” And I gravcly extended it
towards him—but closed it upon his with an cnergy that
seemed to disprove the assertion, and made him smile. * You
needn't smile, sir,” said I, still tightening my grasp, and look-
ing steadfastly on him till he almost quailed before me. ¢“You
may think it all very fine, Mr. Huntingdon, to amuse your-
self with ronsing my jealousy ; but take carc yon don’t rouse
my hate instead. And when you have once extinguished my
love, you will find it no easy matter to kindle it again.” -

¢ Well, Helen, I won't repeat the offence. But I meant
nothing by it, I assure you. I had taken too much wine, and
I was scarcely myself, at the time.”

“ You often take too much ; and that is another practice I
detest.” He looked up astonished at my warmth. ¢ Yes,” I
continued. ¢ I mever mentioned it before, because I was
ashamed to do so; but now I'll tell you that it disttesses me,
and may disgust me, if you go on and suffer the habit to
grow upon you, as it will' if you don’t check it in time. But
the whole ‘system of your conduct to Lady Lowborough is *
,ngt referable to wine ; and this night you knew perfectly well

® What you were doing.” ‘

“Weéll, I'm sorry for it,” replied he, with more of sulki- .
_ness than coatrition : ** what inore would you have ?” -
~ % You are sorry that I saw you, no doubt,” I answered

y. .

-
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“If you had not seen me,” he muttered, fixing his eyes on
the carpet, * it would have done no harm.”

My heart felt ready to burst; but 1 resolutely swallowed
back my emotion, and answered calmly, ‘* You think not ?"

¢ No,"” replied he, boldly. ¢ After all, what have I done ?
It's nothing—except as you choose to make it a subject of
accusation and distress.”

%.What would Lord Lowborough, your friend, think, if he
knew all? or what would you yourself think, if he or any
other had, acted thc same part to mec, throughout, as you
have to Annabella?”

I would blow his brains out.”

“Well, then, Arthur, how can you eall it nothing—an
offence for which you would think yourself justified in blow-
ing another man’'s brains out? Is it nothing to trifle with
your friend’s feelings and mine—to cndeavour to steal a
woman’s affections from her husband—what hc values more
than his gold, and therefore what it is more dishonest to take?
Are the marriage vows a jest; and is it nothing to make it
your sport to break them, and to tempt another to do the
same? Can Ilove a man that does such things, and coolly
maintains it is nothing?”

“You arc breaking your marriage vows yoursell,” said he,
indignantly rising and pacing to and fro. ‘' You promised to
honour and obey mec, and now you attempt to hector over me,
and threaten and accuse me and call me worse than a high-
wayman. If it were not for your situation, Helen, I would
not submit to it so tamely. Iwon't be dictated to by a woman,
though she be my wite.”

* What will you do then ? » Will you go on till I hate you;
and then accuse me of breaking my vows ?”

e was silent a moment, and then replicd.—

“ You never will hate me.” Returmng and resuming his
former position at my feet, he repeated more vehemently—
“You cannot hate me, as long as I love you.”

¢ But how can I believe that you love me, if you continue
to act in this way? Just imggine yourself in my place:
would you think I loved you, if I did so? Would you be-
lieve my protestations, and honour and trust’me under such
circumstances ?”

“The cases are different,” he replied. ‘It 'is a woman’s
nature to be constant—to love one and one only, blindly, ten-
derly, and for ever—bless them, dear creatures! and yo
above them all—but you must have some commiseration for
us, Helen; Kou must give us a little more licence, for as
Shakespeare has it— 9

M
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* ¢ Howover we do praise ourselves,
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm,
Moro longing, wavering, sooner lost and won
Than women's are.””

“Do you mean by that, that your fancies are lost to me,
and won by Lady Lowborough ?"

“Noj; Heaven is my witness that I think her mere dust
aud ashes in comparison with you,—and shall continue to
think so, unless you drive me from you by too much sevcrit{.
She is a daughter of earth ; you are an angel of heaven ; only
be not too austere in your divinity, and remember tBat I am a
poor, fallible mortal. Come now, Helen ; won't you forgive
me?” he said, gently taking my hand, and looking up with
an innocent smile.

*“1f I do, you will repeat the offence.”

‘¢ | swear by——"

“Don’t swear ; I'll believe your word as well as your oath.
I wish I could have confidence in either.”

“Yry me, then, Helen: only trust and pardon me this
once, and you shall see! Come, I am in hell’s torments till
you speak the word.”

I did not speak it, but I put my hand on his shoulder and
kissed his forchead, and then burst into tears. He embraced
me tenderly ; and we have been good friends ever since. He
has been decently temperate at table, and well-conducted to-
wards Lady Lowborough. The first day, he held himself
aloof from ler, as far as he could without any flagrant breach
of hospitality : since that, he has been friendly and civil, but
nothing more—in my presence, at least, nor, I think, at any
other time ; for she secms haughty and displeased, and Lord
Lowborough is manifestly more cheerful, and more cordial to-
wards his host than before. But I shall be glad when they
are gone, for I have so little love for Annabella that it is quite
a task to be civil to her, and as she is the only woman here
besides myself, we are necessarily thrown so much together.
Next time Mrs. Hargrave calls, I shall hail her advent as
quite a relief. I have a good mind to ask Arthur's leave to
invite the old lady to stay wifn us till our guests depart, I
thiok I will. She will take it as a kind attention, and, though
I have little relish for her society, she will be truly welcome
as a third to stand between Lady Lowborough and me.

The first time_ the latter antf I were alone together, after
that unhappy evening, was an hour or two after, breakfast on
%he following day, when the gentlemen were gone out after
the usual time spent in the writing of letters, the reading of
‘newspapers, and desultory conversation. We sat silent for
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two or three minutes. She was busy with her work, and I was
running over the columns of a paper from which I had ex-
tracted all the pith some twenty minutes before. It was a
moment of painful embarrassment to me, and I thought it
maust be infinitely more so to her; but it seems I was mis-
taken. She was the first to speak; and, smiling with the
coolest assurance, she began,—

3 “?“"Your husband was merry last night, Helen: is he often
50

My blood boiled in my face; but it was better she should
seem to attribute his conduct to this than to anything else.
. ‘“No,” replied I, *‘ and never will be so again, I trust.”

“You gave him a curtain lecture, did you?”

¢ No; but I told him I disliked such conduct, and he pro-
mised me not to repeat it.”

I thought he looked rather subdued this morning,” she
continued ; ‘‘and you, Helen ; you've been weeping 1 see—
that’s our grand resource, you know—but doesn’t it make
your eyes smart ?—and do you always find it to answer ?”

“,} never cry for effect; nor can I conceive how any one

‘“Well, I don't know: I never had occasion to try it ; but
I think if Lowborough were to commit such improprieties,
T’d make him cry. fdon’t wonder at your being angry, for
I'm sure I'd give my husband a lesson he would not soon
forget for a lighter offence than that. But then he never will
do anything of the kind; for I keep him in too good order
for that.”

‘ Are fvou sure you don't arrogate too much of the credit
to yourself? Lord Lowborough was quite as remarkable for
his abstemiousness for some time before you married him, as
ke is now, I have heard.”

¢ Oh, about the wine you mean—yes, he’s safe enough for
that. And as to looking askance to another woman—he’s
safe enough for that too, while I live, for he worships the very
ground I tread on.”

“Indeed! and are you sure you deserve it ?”

“ Why, as to that, I can't say : you know we're all fallible
creatures, Ilelen ; we none of us deserve to be worshipped.
But are you sure your darling Huntingdon deserves all the
love you give to him ?”

I knew not what to answer to this. I was burning with
arger ; but I suppressed all outward manifestations of it, and e
only bit my lip and pretended to arrange my work.

* At any rate,” resumed she, pursuing her advantage,
“ you can console yourself with the assurance that yon are
wcrthy of all the love he gives to you.”
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“You flatter me,” said I'; ““but, at least, I can try to be
worthy of it.” And then I turned the conversation.

]

CHAPTER XXVIH,

DEecraBrr 25th.—Last Christmas I was a bride, with a heart
overflowing with present bliss, and full of ardent hopes for
the future— thongh not unmingled with foreboding fears.
Now I am a wife: my bliss is sobered, but not destroyed ;
my hopes diminished, but not departed ; my fears increased,
but not yet thoroughly confirmed ;—and, thank Heaven, I
am a mother too. God has sent me a soul to educate for
heaven, and give me a new and calmer bliss, and stronger
hopes to comfort me.

Dce. 25th, 1823.—Another year is gone. My little Arthur
lives and thrives. He is healthy but not robust, full of gentle
playfulness and vivacity, alremf;' affectionate, and susceptible
of passions and emotions it will be long ere he can find words
to express. He has won his father's heart at last ; and now
my constant terror is, lest he should be ruined by that father’s
thoughtless indulgence. But I must beware of my own weak-
ness too, for I never knew till now how strong are a parent’s
temptations to spoil an only child. B

I have need of consolation in my son, for (to this silent

aper I may confess it) I have but little in my husband. I
ove him still; and he loves me, in his own way—but oh,
how different from the love I could have given, and once had
hoped to receive! how little real sympathy there exists be-
tween us ; how many of my thoughts and feelings are gloomily
cloistered within my own mind ; how much of my higher and
better self is indeed unmarried—doomed either to harden and
gour in the sunless shade of solitude, or to quite degenerate
and full away for lack of nutriment in this unwholesome soil {
But, I repeat, I have no right to complain ; only let me state
the truth—some of the truth at least,—and sec hereafter if
any darker truths will blot these pages. We have now been
full two years'united—the ¢ romance’ of our attachment must
be worn away. Surely I have now got down to the lowest
adation $n Arthur’s affection, and discovered all the evils of -
is nature : if there be any further change, it must be for the
better, as we become still more accustomed to each other:
snrely we shall find no lower depth than this. And, if so, I
can bear it well—as well, at-least, as I have borne it hitherto.

Arthur is not what is commonly called a bad man : he has

many good qualitics ; but he is a man without sclf-restraing
. !
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or lofty aspirations—a lover of pleasure, given up to animal
enjoyments : he is not a bad busband, but his notions of ma-
trimonial duties and comforts are not my notions. Judging
from appearances, his idea of a wife is a thing to love one
devotedly and {p stay at home—to wait upon her husband,
and amuse him and minister to his comfort in every possible
way, while he chooses to stay with her; and, when he is ab-
gent, to attend to his interests, domestic or otherwise, and

tiently wait his return ; no matter how he may be occupied
n the meantime. i

Early in spring, he announced his intention of going to
London: his affairs there demanded his attendance, he said,
and he could refuse it no longer. Ie expressed his regret at
having to leave me, but hoped I would amuse myself with
the baby till he returned.

“But why leave me?” Isaid. ‘I can go with you: I can
be ready at any time.”

¢ You would not take that child to town ?"

* Yes—why not ?”

The thing was absurd : the air of the town would be cer-
tain to disagree with him, and with me as a nurse; the late
hours and London habits would not suit me under such cir-
cumstances ; and altogether he assured me that it would be
excessively troublesome, injurious, and unsafe. I overruled
his objections as well as I could, for I trembled at the thoughts
of his going alonc, and would sacrifice almost anything for
myself, much even for my child, to prevent it; but at length
he told me, plainly, and somewhat testily, that he could not
do with me : he was worn out with the baby’s restless nights,
and must have some repose. I proposed scparate apartments ;
but it would not do. *

“The truth is, Arthur,” I said at last, ‘‘ you are weary of
my company, and determined not to have me with you. You
might as well have said so at once.”

e denied it ; but I immediately left the room, and flew to
:ll:e nursery to hide my feelings, if I could not soothe them,
ere.

I was too much hurt to egpress any further dissatisfaction
with his plans, or at all to refer to the su.hljoct again, exeept
for the necessary arrangements concerning his departure and
the conduct of affairs during his absence, till the day before
he went, when I carnestly exhorted him to take care of him-
self and keep out of the way of temptation. He laughed at
my anxiety, but assured me there was no eause for it, gnd
promised to attend to my advice.

“] suppose it is no use asking you to fix a day for your
return ?” eaid I.
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¢ Why, no; I hardlfr can, under the circumstances; but
be assured, love, I shall not be long away.”

I don't wish to keep you a prisoner at home,” U replied :
I should not grumble at your staying whole months away—
if you can be happy so long without me—provided I knew you
were safc; but I don’t like the idea of your being there
among your friends, as you call them.”

¢ Pooh, pooh, you silly girl! Do you think I can’t take
care of myself?”

¢ You didn't last time.—But Tm1s time, Arthur,” I added,
earnestly, ‘* show me that you can, and teach me that I need
not fear to trust you!”

He promised fair, but in such a manner as we seek to soothe
a chilt{ .And did he keep his promise? No ;—and, hence-
forth, I can ncver trust his word. Bitter, hitter confession !
Tears blind me while I write. It was early in March that he
went, and he did not return till July. This time he did not
trouble himsclf to make excuses as before, and his letters
were less frequent, and shorter, and less affcctionate, espe-
cially after the first fow weeks : they came slower and slower,
and more terse and careless every time. But still, when I
omitted writing he complained of my neglect. When I wrote
sternly and coldlly, as I confess I frequently did at the last, he.
blamed my harshness, and said it was enough to scare him
from his home : when I tried mild persuasion, he was a little
more gentle in his replics, and promised to rcturn ; but I had
learnt, at last, to disregard his promises.

CHAPTER XXIX.

Trnose were four miserable months, alternating between in-
tense anxiety, despair, and indignation ; pity for him, and
¥ity for myself. And yet, through all, I was not wholly com-
ortless; I had my darling, sinless, inoffensive little onc to
console me, but even this consolation was embittered by the
constantly-recurring thought, & How shall I teach him fx’ere-
after to respect his father, and yet to avoid his example 2"
But I remembered that I had brought all these afflictions,
in a manner wilfully, upon myself; and I determined to bear
them without a murmur. At the same time I resolved not
to five myself up to misery for the transgressions of another, -
and endeavoured to divert myself as much as I'could ; and
besides the companionship of my child, and my dear, faithful
Rachel, - who cvidently guessed my sorrows and felt for them,
though she was too discreet to allude to them,—I had my
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books and pencil, my domestic affairs, and the welfare and
comfort of Arthur's poor tenants and labourers to attend to ;
and I sometimes sought and obtained amusement in the com-
pany of my young friend Esther Hargrave : occasionally I
rode over to see ker, and once or twice I had her to spend the
day with me at the manor, Mrs. Hargrave did not visit
London that season: having no daughter to marry, she
thought it as well to stay at home and economise ; and, for a
wonder, Walter came down to join her in the beginning of
June and stayed till near the close of August.

The first time I saw him was on a sweet, warm evening,
when I was sauntering in the park with little Arthur and
Rachel, who is head-nurse and lady’s-maid in one—for, with
my secluded life and tolerably active habits, I require but

_ little attendance, and as she had nursed me and coveted to nurse
my child, and was moreover so very trustworthy, I preferred
committing the important charge to her, with a young nursery-
maid under her directions, to engaging any one else : besides,
it saves mouney ; and since I have made acquaintance with Ar-
thur’s affairs, I have learnt to regard that as no trifling recom-
mendation ; for, by my own desire, nearly the whole of the
income of my fortune is devoted, for yearsto come, to the
Baying off of his debts, and the money he contrives to squan-

er away in London is incomprehensible.—But to return to
Mr. Hargrave :—I was standing with Rachel beside the water,
amusing the laughing baby in her arms, with a twig of wil-
low laden with golden catkins, when, greatly to my surprise,
he entered the park, mounted on his costly black hunter, and
crossed over the grass to meet me. He saluted me with a
very fine compliment, delicgtcly worded, and modestly de-
livered withal, which, he had doubtless concocted as he rode
along. He told me he had brought a message from his mo-
ther, who, as he was riding that way, had desired him to call
at the manor and beg the pleasure of my company to a friendly

-family dinner to-morrow. .

¢ There is no one to meet but ourselves,” said he; ‘but
Esther is very anxious to scc you; and my mother fears you
will feel solitary in this great hduse so much alone, and wishes
she could persuade P'ou to give her the pleasuge of your com-

any more frequently, and make yourself at home in our more
Bumble dwelling, till Mr. Huntingdon’s return shall render
this a little more conducive to your comfort.” ¢

¢ She is very kind,” I answered, ‘“but I am not alone, you
see ;—and thése, whose time is fully occupied, seldom com-®
plain of solitude.”

“ Will you not come to-morrow, then? She will be sadly
disappointed if you refuse.”
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I did not relish- being thus compassionated for my loneli-
ness ; but, however, I promised to come. e

“ What a eweet evening this is!" observed he, looking
round upon the sunny park, with its imtposing swell and slope,
its placig water, and majestic clumps of trees. ¢ And what a
paradise you live in "

1t is a lovely evening,” answered I'; and I sighed to think
how little I had felt its loveliness, and how little of a paradisc
sweet Grassdale was to me—how still less to the voluntary
cxile from its scenes. ~Whether Mr. Hargrave divined m
thoughts, I cannot tell, but, with a half-hesitating, sympathi-
sing seriousness of tone and manner, he asked if I had lately
heard from Mr. Huntingdon,

* Not lately,” I replied.

“1 thought not,” he muttered, as if to himself, looking
thoughtfully on the ground. 2
;. ‘* Are you not lately returned from London ?" I asked.

;¢ Only yesterday.”

“ And did you see him there ?

¢ Yes—I saw him.”

¢“'Was he well ?”

¢ Yes—that is,” said he, with increasing hesitation and an

sppearance of suppressed indignation, ¢ he was as well as—as
he deserved to be, but under circumstances IZshould have
deemed incredible for a man so favoured as he is.” e here
looked up and pointed the sentence with a serious bow to me.
I suppose my face was crimson.
-.“Pardon me, Mrs. Huntingdon,” he continued, *but I
cannot suppress my indignation when I behold such infatuated
blindness and perversion of taste ;—but, perhaps you are not
aware—" lle paused.

“I am aware of nothing, sir—excefpt that he delays his
coming longer than I cxpected; and if, at present, he prefers
the society of his friends to that of his wife, and the dissipa-
tions of the town to the quiet of country life, | suppose I have
those fricnds to thank for it. Their tastes and occupations are
gimilar to his, and I don’t see why his conduct should awaken
either their indignation or surprise.”

“ You wrong me cruelly,” answered he. ¢ I have shared but
little of Mr. Huntingdon's society for the last few weeks ; and
as for his tastes and occupations, they are quite beyond me—
lonely wandereras I am. - Where I have but sipped and tasted,
he drains the eup to the dregs; and if ever for a moment I
bave sought to drown the voice of reflection in madness and
folly, or if I have wasted too much of my time and talents
among, reckless and dissipated companions, God knows I would
gladly renounce them entirely and for ever, if I had but half
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the blessings that man so thanklessly casts behind his back—
but balf the inducements to virtue and domestic orderly habits -
that he despises—but such a home, and such a partner to share
it! It is infamous!” he muttered, between his teeth. * And*
don’t think, Mrse Huntingdon,” he added aloud, ¢ that I coul
be guilty of inciting him to persevere in his present pursuits :
on the contrary, I have remonstrated with him again and again,
I have frequently exgressed my surprise at his conduct, and

uties and his privileges—but to no pur-
pose ; he only—"

¢ Enough, Mr. Hargrave; you ought to be aware that
whatever my husband’s faults may be, it can only aggravate
the evil for me to hear them from a stranger’s lips.”

¢ Am I then a stranger?” said he in a sorrowful tone. “I
am your nearest meighbour, your son's godfather, and your
husband’s friend ; may I not be yours also?”

“Intimate acquaintance must precede real friendship; I
know but little of you, Mr. Hargrave, except from report.”

“Have you then forgotten the six or seven weeks I spent
under your roof last autumn ? I have not forgotten them. And
I know enough of you, Mrs. ITuntingdon, to think that your
husband is the most enviable man in the world, and I should
be the next if you would decem me worthy of your friendship.”

“If you knew more of me, you would not think it, or if you
did you would not say it, and expect me to be flattered by the
compliment.”

I stepped backward as I spoke. He saw that I wished the
conversation to end; and immediately taking the hint, he
gravely bowed, wished me good evening, and turned his horse
towards the road. He appeared grieved and hurt at my
unkind reception of his sympathising overtures. I wasnot sure
that I had donc right in speaking so harshly to him; but at
the time, 1 had felt irritated—almost insulted by his conduct ;
it seemed as if he was presuming upon the absence and neglect
of my husband, and insinuating even more than.the truth
against him,

Rachel had moved on, during our conversation, to some

ards’ distance. IHe rode up %o her, and asked to see the child.

e took it carefully into his arms, looked upon it with an
almost paternal smile, and I heard him say, as I approached,—

¢ And this, too, he has forsaken!”

He then tenderly kissed it, and restored it to the gratified
nurse.

% Are ydu fond of children, Mr. Hargrave ?"said I, a listle
softened towards him,

* % Not in general,” he replied, * but that is such a sweet child,
and so like its mother,” he added in a lower tone.
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¢ You are mistaken there ; it is its father it resembles.” -

¢ Am I not right, nurse ?" said he, appealing to Rachel.

4T think, sir, there’s a bit of both,” she replied.

He departed ; and Rachel pronounced him a very nice gen-
tleman. I had still my doubts on the subject.

In the course of the following six wecks, I met him several
times, but always, save once, in company with his mother, or
his sister, or both. When I called on them, he always hap-
pened to be at home, and, when they called on me, it was al-
ways he that drove them over in the phaeton. Ilis mother,
evidently, was quite delighted with his dutiful attentions, and
newly-acquired domestic habits.

The time that I met him alone was on a bright, but not
oppressively hot, day, in the beginning of July: I had taken
little Arthur into the wood that skirts the park, and there
seated him on the moss-cushioned roots of an old oak ; and,
having gathered a handful of bluebells and wild roses, I was
kneeling before him, and presenting them, onc by one, to the
grasp of his tiny fingers ; enjoying the hecavenly beauty of the

owers, through the medium of his smiling eyes; forgetting,
for the moment, all my cares, lau%hing at his gleeful laughter,
and delighting myself with his delight,—when a shadow sud-
denly egi sed the little space of sunshinc on the grass before
us ; and looking up, I beheld Walter 1largrave standing and
gazing upon us.

¢ Excuse me, Mrs. Huntingdon,” said he, ¢ but I was spell-
bound ; I had neither the power to come forward, and inter-
rupt you, nor to withdraw from the contemplation of such a
scene. How vigorous my little godson grows! and how
merry he is this morning !” Hc approached the child, and
stooped to take his hand; but, on seeing that his caresses
were likely to };roduce tears and lamentations, instead of a
ieci rocation of friendly demonstrations, he prudently drew

ack.

¢ 'Wha{ a pleasure and comfort that little crcature must be
to you, Mrs. Huntingdon ! he observed, with a touch of sad-
ness in his intonation, as he admiringly contemplated the infant.

¢ It is,” replied I; and then I asked after his mother and
sister. ¢

He politely answered my inquiries, and then returned again
to the] subject I wished to avoid; though with a degree of
timidity that witnesaed his fear to offend.

¢ You have not heard from Huntingdon lately? he said.

€4 Not this week,” I replied. Not these three weeks, I
might have said.

T had aletter from him this morning. I wish it were
such a oneas I could show to his lady.” He half drew from
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his waistcoat pocket a letter with Arthur's still-beloved hand
on the address, scowled at it, and putit back again, adding—
“ But he tells me he is about to return next week.”

“IIe tells me so every time he writes.”

¢ Indeed |— Weell it is like him. But to me he always
avowed it his intention to stay till;the present month.”

Itgtruck me like a blow, this proof of premeditated trans-
gression and systematic disrega.r(f of truth.

It is only of a, piece with the rest of his conduct,” observed
Mr. Iargrave, thoughtfully regarding me, and reading, I sup-
pose, my feelings in my face.

“Then he is really coming next week?” said I, after a

ause.
P You may rely upon it, if the assurance can give you any
pleasure. And is it possible, Mrs. Huntingdon, that you can
rejoice at his return? " he exclaimed, attentively perusing my
features again. -

* Of course, Mr. Hargrave ; is he not my husband ?”

¢ Oh, Iuntingdon; you know not what you slight!” he
passionately murmured.

I took up my baby, and, wishing him good morning, de-
parted, to indulge my thoughts unscrutinised, within the
sanctum of my home.

And was I'glad? Yes, delighted; though I was angered
by Arthur's conduct, and though I felt that he had wronged
me, and was determined he should feel it too.

CHAPTER XXX

e

ON the following morning, I reccived a few lines from him
myself, confirming llargrave’s intimations respecting his
approaching return. And he did come next week, but in
a condition of body and mind even worse than before. I
did not, however, intend to pass over his derelictions this
time without a remark ;—I found it would not do. But the
first day he was weary with his journcy, and I was glad
to get him back: I would not upbraid him then; I would
wait till to-morrow. Next morning he was weary still: -
I would wait a little longer. But at dinner, avhen, after
breakfasting at twelve o’clock on a bottle of soda-water
and a cup of strong coffee, and lunching at twg on another
bottle of soda-water mingled with brandy, he was finding
fault with everything on the table, and declaring we mus?
change our cook—I thought the time was come.

« Tt is the same cook as we had before you went, Arthur,”
said I. ¢ You were generallypretty well satisfied with herthen.”
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% You must have'been letting her get into slovenly habits
then, while I was away. It is enough to poison one, eating
such a disgusting mess!” And he pettishly pushed away
his plate, and leant back despairingly in his chair.

“}l) think it is you that are changed, not she,” said I, but
with the utmost gentleness, for I did not wish to irritate him,

“ It may be so,” he replied carclessly, as he seized a tum-
bler of wihe and water, adding, when he had tossed it off,
¢ for I have an infernal fire in my veins, that all the waters of
the ocean cannot quench |”

¢ What kindled it ?” I was about to ask, but at that moment
the butler entered and began to take away the things.

“Be quick, Bensor.; do have done with that infernal
clatter " cried his master. *‘ And don't bring the cheese,
unless you want to make me sick outright!”

Benson, in some surprise, removed the cheese, and did his
best to effcct a quict and specdy clearance of the rest, but,
unfortunately, therc was a rumple in the carpet, cansed by
the hasty pushing back of his master’s chair, at which he
tripped and stumbled, causing a rather alarming concussion
with the trayful of crockery in his hands, but no positive
damage, save the fall and breaking of a sauce tureen ; but, to
my unspeakable shame and dismay, Arthur turned furiously
around upon him, and swore at him with savage coarseness.
The poor man turned pale, and visibly trembled as he stooped
to pick up the fragments.

** He couldn’t help it, Arthur,” said I; * the carpet caught
his foot," and there’s no great harm done. Never mind the
pieces now, Benson, you can clear them away afterwards.”

Glad to be released, Bcenson expeditiously set out the
dessert and withdrew.

*“ What could you mean, Helen, by taking the servant's
part against me,” said Arthur, as soon as the door was closed,
* when you knew I was distracted ?"

1 did not know you were distracted, Arthur, and the poor
man was quite frightened and hurt at your sudden ex-
plosion.” ]

‘% Poor man, indeed ! and do you think I could stop to con-
sider the feelings of an insensate brute like that, when my
own nerves were racked and torn to pieces by his confounded
blunders ?”

I never heard you complain of your nerves before.”

o VAnd why shouldn’t I have nerves as well as you ?”

% Oh, I don't dispute your claim to their possession, but I
never complain of mine.” -
th“ N‘;e'-—how should you, when you never do anything to try

em .
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+ 4 Then why do you try yours, Arthur?"’

“ Do you think I have nothing to do but to stay at home
and take care of myself like a woman ?”

¢ Is it impossible, then, to take care of yourself like a man
when you go abbad? You told me that you could—and
would too; and you promised——"

¢ Come, come, Helen, don’t begin with that nonsense now 3,
I can’t bear it."”

¢ Can’t bear what ?—to be reminded of the promises you
have broken?"

‘“Helen, you are cruel. If you knew how my heart
throbbed, and how every nerve thrilled through me while
you spoke, you would sparc me. You can pity a dolt of a
servant for breaking a dish ; but you have no compassion for

‘me, when my head is split in two and all on fire with this
consuming fever.”

He leant his head on his hand, and sighed. I went to him
and put my hand on his forehcad. It was burning indeed.

¢ Then come with me into the drawing-room, Arthur; and
don’t take any more wine; youshave taken several glasses
since dinner, and caten next to nothing all the day. IHow
can that make you better ?"

‘With some coaxing and persuasion, I got him to leave the
table. When the baby. was brought I tried to amuse him
with that ; but poor little Arthur was cutting his tecth, and
his father could not bear his complaints; sentence of imme-
diate banishment was passed upon him on the first indication
of fretfulness; and because, in the course of the evening, I
went to share his exile for a little while, I was reproached, on
my return, for preferring my child to my husband. I found
the latter reclining on the sofa just as I had left him.

“Well!” exclaimed the injured man, in a tone of pseudo-
resignation. ‘I thought I wouldn’t send for you; I thought
I'd just sce—how long it would please you to leave me
alone.” :

1 Qave not been very long, have I, Arthur? I have not
been an hour, I'm sure.”

% Oh, of course, an hour is nothing to you, #o pleasantly
employed ; but to me=—" L

It has not been pleasantly employed,” interrapted I. “I
-have been nursing our poor little baby, who is ¥ery far from
well, and I could not leave him till I got him to 51.e A

« Oh, toebe sure, you're overflowing with ess and
pity for everything but me.” .

& And why should I pity you? what is the matter with

“Welld that passes everything! After all the wear and
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tear that I've had,"when I come home sick and weary, long-
ing for comfort, and expecting to find attention and kindness,
at least, from my wife,—she calmly asks what is the matter
with me!”

** There is nothing the matter with you," returned I, “ex-

cept what you have wilfully brought upon yourself against
my earnest exhortation and entreaty.”
* “Now, Ielcn,” said he, emphatically, half rising from his
recumbent posture, *if you bother me with another word,
T'll ring the bell and order six bottles of wine—and, by
Heaven, I'll drink them dry before I stir from this place”

I said no more, but sat down before the table and drew a
book towards me.

“Do let me have quictness at least!” continued he,*%if
you deny me every other comfort,” and sinking back into his
former position, with an impatient expiration between a sigh
and a groan, he languidly closed his eyes as if to sleep.

‘What the book was, that lay open on the table before me,
I eannot tell, for I never looked at it. With an elbow on cach
side of it, and my hands clasped before my eyes, I delivered
myself up to silent weeping. But Arthur was not asleep:
at the first slight sob, he raised his head and looked round,
impatiently cxclaiming,—

‘“What are you crying for, Ilelen? What the deuce is the
matter now ?”

“I'm crying for you, Arthur,” Ireplied, speedily drying my
tears; and starting up, I threw myself on my knces before
him, and, clasping his nerveless hand between my own, con-
tinued: ** Don’t you know that you are a part of myself?
And do you think you can injure and degrade yourself, and I
not feel 1t 2"

¢ Diegrade myself, Tlelen?”

¢ Yes, degrade ! What have you been doing all this time ?"

* You'd better not ask,” said he, with a faint smile.

*“And you had better not tell; but you cannot deny that
you have degraded yourself miserably. You have shame-
fully wronged yourself, body and soul, and me too; and
I can't endure it quietly—and 1 won't!"

“ Well, don't .squeeze my hand so frantically, and don't
agitate me so, for Heaven's sake! Oh, Hattersley | you were
right ; this woman will be the death of me, with her keen
feclings and her interesting force of character. There, there,
do spare me a little.” .

¢ ¢ Arthur, you must repent |” cried I, in a frenzy of despe-

ration, throwing my arms around him and burying my face
in his bosom. *You shall say you are sorry for what you
have done!”
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“ Well, well, I am.”

“You are not! you'll do it again.”

“I shall never live to do it again, if you treat me so
savagely,” replie@ he, pushing me from him. * You've nearly
squeezed the breath out of my body.” He pressed his hand
to his.heart, and looked really agitated and ill.

¢ Now get me a glass of wine,” said he, ‘* to remedy what
you've done, you she tiger! I'm almost ready to faint.”

Iflew to get the required rcmedy. It seemed to revive
him considerably.

“ What a shame it is,” said I, as I took the empty glass
from his hand, ‘for a strong young man like you to reduce
youneelf to such a state!”

“If you knew all, my girl, you'd say rather, ‘ What a
wonder it is you can bear it so well as you do!’ I've lived
more in these four months, Hclen, than you have in the whole
course of your existence, or will to the end of your days, if
they numbered a hundred years; so I must expect to pay
for it in some shape.”

“You will have to pay a higher price than you anticipate,
if you don't take care: therc will be the total loss of your
own heglth, and of my affection too, if that is of any value
to you.

“ What, you're at that game of threatening me with the
loss of your affection again, are you? T think it couldn’t
have been very genuine stuff' to begin with, if it's so easil
demolished. If you don’t mind, my pretty tyrant, you'
make me regret my choice in good earnest, and envy my
friend Ilattersley his meck little wife ; she's quite a pattern
to her sex, Ilelen. IIe had her with him in London all the
scason, and she was no trouble at all. He might amuse him-
self just as he pleased, in regular bachelor style, and she
never complained of neglect ; he might come home at any
hour of the night or morning, or not come home at all;
be svllen, sober, or glorious drunk; and play the fool or the
madman to his own heart’s desirg without any fear or bother-
ation. She never gives him a word of reproach or complaint,
do what he will. He says there's not such®a jewel in all
England, and swears he wouldn't take a kingdom for her.”

* But he makes her life a curse to her.” N

“Not he! She has no will but his, and is always contented
and happy as Jong as he is enjoying himself.” .

¢ In that case she is as great a fool as he is; but it is not
s0. I have several letters from her, expressing the greatest
anxicty about his proccedings, and complaining that you in-
cite him to commit those extravagances—one especially, in

. N
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which she implores me to use my influence with you to get
you away from London, and affirms that her husband never
did such things before you came, and would certainly dis-
continue them as soon as you departed ané left him to the
guidance of his own good sense.”

¢ The detestable little traitor! Give me the letter, and he
shall see it as sure as I'm a living man.”

¢ No, he shall not see it without her consent ; but if he did,
there is nothing there to anger him—nor in any of the others.
She never speaks a word against him; it is only anxiety for
him that she expresses. She only alludes to his conduct in
the most delicate terms, and makes every excuse for him that
she can possibly think of—and as for her own misery, I
rather feel it than see it expressed in her letters.”

¢ But she abuses me ; and no doubt you helped her.”

¢“No; I told her she over-rated my influence with you,
that I would gladly draw you away from the temptations of
the town if I could, but had little hope of success, and that I
thought she was wrong in supposing that you enticed Mr.
Hattersley or any one else into error. I had myseclf held the
contrar?' opinion at one time, but I now believed that yon
mutually corrupted cach other; and, perhaps, if she used a
little gentle but scrious remonstrance with her husband, it
might be of some service ; as though he was more rough-hewn
th:ln mine, I believed he was of a less impenetrable mate-
ri .”

‘ And so that is the way you go on—heartening each
other up to mutiny, and abusing each other’s partners, and
throwing out implications against your own, to the mutual
gratific.tion of both 1”

¢t Aceording to your own account,” said I, *‘ my evil coun-
sel has had but little effect upon her. And as to abuse and as-
persions, we are both of us far too deeply ashamed of the errors
and vices of our other halves, to make them the common sub-"
ject of our correspondence. Friends as we are, we would
willingly keep your failings tq oursclves—even from ourselves
if we could, unless by knowing them we could deliver you
from them.”

‘% 'Well, well! don’t worry me about them : youll never
effect any good by that. Ilave patience with me, and bear
with m{ languor and crossness a little while, till I get this
ecursed low fever out of my veins, and then you'll find me
cheerful and kind as ever. Why can't you be gentle and
‘goodt ,ﬁyou were last time ?—I'm sure 1 was very grateful
or it.

“ And what good did your gratitude do? I deluded myself
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with the idea that you were ashamed of your transgressions,
and hoped you would pever repeat them again ; but now, you
have left me nothing to hope !”

My case is quite desperate, is it? A very blessed con
" gideration, if it will only secure me from the pain and wor
of my dear anxious wife's efforts to convert me, and her from
the toil and trouble of such exertions, and her sweet face and
silver accents from the ruinous effects of the same. A burst
of passion is a fine rousing thing upon occasion, Helen, and a
flood of tears is marvellously affecting, but, when indulged
too often, they are both deuced plaguy things for spoiling
one’s beauty and tiring out one’s friends.”

Thenceforth, I restrained my tears and passions as much as
Tcould. Ispared him my exhortations and fruitless efforts
at conversion too, for I saw it was all in vain: God might
awaken that heart, supine and stupified with self-indulgence,
and remove the film of sensual darkness from his eyes, but I
could not. His injustice and ill-humour towards his inferiors,
who could not defend themselves, 1 still resented and with-
stood ; but when I alone was their object, as was frequently
the case, I endured it with calm forbearance, except at times
when my temper, worn out by repeated annoyances, or stung
to distraction by some new instance of irrationality, gave way
in spite of myself, and exposed me to the imputations of
ficrceness, cruelty, and impatience. I attended carefully to
his wants and amusements, but not, I own, with the same
devoted fondness as before, because I could not feel it ; be-
sides, I bad now another claimant on my time and care—my
ailing infant, for whose sake § frequently braved and suffered
g.“in reproaches and complaints of his unreasonably exacting

ther.

But Arthur is not naturally a peevish or irritable man—so
far from it, that there was something almost ludicrous in the
incongruity of this adventitious fretfulness and nervous irri-
tability, rather calculated to excite laughter than anger, if it
were not for the intensely painful considerations attendant
upon those symptoms of a disordered frame,—and his temper
gradually improved as his bodily health was restored, which
was much sooner than would have been the case, but for my
.. strenuous exertions ; for there was still one thing-about him

that I did not give up in despair, and one effort for his pre-

servation that I would not remit. His appetite ®r the sti-

mulus of wirfe had increased upon him, as I had too well®

. foreseen. It was now something more to him than an acces-

sary to social enjoyment: it was an im&ortant source of en-

i']oyment in itself. In this time of weakness and depression

.g e would hlve made it his medicine and support, his com-
o N &« °*

-
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forter, his recreation, and his friend,—and thereby sunk
deeper and deeper—and bound himself down for ever in the
bathos whereinto he had fallen. But I determined this should
never be, as long as I had any influence left ; and though I
could not prevent him from taking more than was good for
him, still, by incessant perseverance, by kindness, and firm-
ness, and vigilance, by coaxing, and daring, and determina-
tion,—1I succeeded in preserving him from absolute bondage
to that detestable propensity, so insidious in its advances, so
inexorable in its tyranny, so disastrous in its effects.

And here, I must not forget that I am not a little indebted
to his friend, Mr. Hargrave. About that time he frequently
called at Grassdale, and often dined with us, on which occa-
sions, I fear, Arthur would willingly have cast prudence and
decorum to the winds, and made * a night of it,” as often as
his friend would have consented to join him in that exalted
pastime ; and if the latter had chosen to comply, he might, in
a night or two, have ruined the labour of weeks, and over-
thrown with a touch the frail bulwark it had cost me such
trouble and toil to construct. I was so fearful of this at first,
that I humbled myself to intimate to him in private, my ap-
prehensions of Arthur's proneness to these excesses, and to
express a_hope that he would not encourage it. Ile was
gleued with this mark of confidence, and certainly did not

etray it. On that and everli' subsequent occasion, his pre-
sence served rather as a check upon his host, than an incite-
ment to further acts of intemperance; and he always suc-
ceeded in bringing him from the dining-room in good time,
and in tolerably good condition; for if Arthur disregarded
such intimations, as * Well, I must not detain you from your
lady,” or, “ We must not forget that Mrs. Iluntingdon is
alone,” he would insist upon leaving the table himself, to join
me, and his host, however unwillingly, was obliged to follow.

Hence, I learned to welcome Mr. Ilargrave as a real friend
to the family, a harmless companion for Arthur, to, cheer his
spirits and preserve him from the tedium of absolute idleness,
and a total isolation from alf society but mine, and a useful
ally to me. I.could not but feel grateful to him under such
circumstances; and I did not scruple to acknowledge my obli-
gation on the first convenient opportunity ; yet, as I did so,
my heart whispered all was not right, and brought a glow to
mg_ face, which he heightened by his steady, serious gaze,

¢ while, by his manner of receiving those acknowledgments, he
more than doubled my misgivings. His high deligﬁt at being
able to serve me, was chastened by sympathy for me and com-
miseratior for himself—about, I know not what, for I would
not stay €0 inquire, or suffer him to unburden his sorrows to
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me, His sighs and intimations of suppressed affliction seemed
to come from a full heart ; but either he must contrive to re-
tain them within it, or breathe them forth in other ears than
mine: there was enough of confidence between us already.
It seemed wrongethat there should exist a secret understang-
ing between my husband’s friend and me, unknown to him, of
which he was the object. But my afterthought was, “If it
is wrong, surely Arthur's is the fault, not mine.”

And indeed, I know not whether, at the time, it was not for
him rather than myself that I blushed; for, since he and I
are one, I so identify myself with him, that I feel his degra-
dation, his failings, and transgressions as my own; I blush
for him, I fear for him; I repent for him, weep, pray, and
feel for him as for myself; but I cannot act for him; and
hence, I must be, and I am, debased, contaminated by the
union, both in mf' own eyes, and in the actual truth. Iam
so determincd to love him—so intensely anxious to excuse his
errors, that I am continually dwelling upon them, and labour-
ing to extenuate the loosest of his principles, and the worst of
his practices, till I am familiarised with vice, and almost &
partaker in his sins. Things that formerly shocked and dis-
gusted me, now seem only natural. I know them to be wrong,
because reason and God's word declare them to be so; but I
am gradually losing that instinctive horror and repulsion
which were given me by nature, or instilled into me by the
precepts and example of my aunt. Perhaps, then, I was too
severe in my judgments, for I abhorred the sinner as well as
the sin; now, 1 flatter myself I am more charitable and con-
siderate ; but am I not becoming more indifferent and insen-
sate too? Fool that I was, to dream that I had strength and
purity enough to save myself and him! Such vain presump-
tion would be rightly scrved, if I should perish with him in
the gulf from wﬁich I sought to save him !—Yet, God pre-
serve me from it!—and him too. Yes, poor Arthur, I will
still hope and pray for you; and though I write as if you
were some abandoned wretch, past hope, and past reprieve,
it is only my anxious fears—my strong desires that make me
do so ; one who loved you less would be less bitter—less dis-
satisfied. y

His conduct has, of late, been what the world calls irre-
proachable ; but then I know his heart is still unchanged ;—
and I know that spring is approaching, and deeply dread the
consequences. .

As he begdh to recover the tome and vigour of his ex-
.hausted frame, and with it something of his former impatience
of retirement and repose, I suggested a short residence by
the sea-side, for his recreation and further restoration, and
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for"the benefit of our little one as well. But no ;" watering-
places were 8o intolerably dull—besides, he had been invited
one of his friends to spend a month or two in Scotland for

e better recreation of grouse-shooting and deer-stalking,
and had promised to go. o

% Then you will leave me again, Arthur?” said I.

#Yes, dearest, but only to love you the better ‘'when I
come back, and make up for all past offences and short-
comings; and you needn't fear me this time; there are no temp-
tations on the mountains, And during my absence you may
ga.y a visit to Staningley, if you like: your uncle and aunt

ave long been wanting us to Eo there, you know ; but some-
how, there’s such a repulsion between the good lady and me,
that I never could bring myself up to the scratch.”

About the third week in August, Arthur set out for Scot-.
land, and Mr. Hargrave accompanied him thither, to my

ivate satisfaction. Shortly after, I, with little Arthur and

hel, went to Staningley, my dear old home, which, as well

a8 my dear old friends its inhabitants, I saw again with min-

§led feelings of pleasure and pain so intimately blended that

could scarcely distinguish the one from the other, or tell

to which to attribute the various tears, and smiles, and sighs
awakened by those old familiar scenes, and tones, and faces.

Arthur did not come home till several weeks after my
return to Grassdale; but I did not feel so anxious about him
now: to think of him engaged in active sports among the
wild hills of Scotland, was very different from knowing him
to be immersed amid the corruptions and temptations of
London. His letters, now, though neither long nor lover-
like, were more regular than ever they had been before ; and
when he did return, to my great joy instead of being worse
than when he went, he was more cheerful and vigorous, and
better in every respect. Since that time, I have had little
cause to complain. He still has an unfortunate predilcction
for the pleasures of the table, against which I have to
struggle and watch ; but he has begun to notice his boy, and
that is an increasing source of amusement to him within doors,
while his fox-hunting and coursing are a sufficient occupation
for him without, when the ground is not hardened by frost ;
80 that he is not ‘wholly dependent on me for entertainment.
But it is now January: spring is approaching ; and, I re-
peat, I dread the consequences of its arrival. That sweet
seasony’ I once so joyously welcomed as the time of hope and
gladness, awsnkens, now, far other anticipations by its return.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

Marcsa 20th, 1§24.—The dreaded time is come, and Arthur .
is gone, as I expected. This time he announced it his inten-
tion to make but a short stay in London, and pass over to the
Continent, where he should probably stay a few weeks ; but I
shall not cxpect him till a.f{,er the lapse of many weeks: I
now know that, with him, days signify weeks, and weeks
months.

July 30th.—IIe returned about three weecks ago, rather
better in health, certainly, than before, but still worse in
temper. And yet, perhaps, I am wrong: jt is I that am less
patient and forbearing. I am tired out with his injustice, his
selfishness and hopeless depravity. I wish+a milder word
would do ;—I am no angel, and my corruption rises against it.
My poor father died last week : Arthur was vexed to hear of
it, becausec he saw that I was shocked and gricved, and he
feared the circumstancc would mar his comfort. When I
spoke of ordering my mourning, he exclaimed,—

¢ Oh, I hate black! But, however, I suppose you must
wear it awhile, for form’s sake ; but I hope, Helen, you won't
think it your bounden duty to compose your face and man-
ners into conformity with your funereal garb. Why should
you sigh and groan, and I be made uncomfortable because an
old gentleman in ——shire, a perfect stranger to us both,
has thought proper to drink himself to death? There, now,
I declarc you're crying! Well, it must be affectation.”

He would not hear of my attending the funereal, or going
for a day or two, to chcer poor Frederick’s solitude. It was
quite unnccessary, he said, and 1 was unrcasonable to wish it.
What was my father to me? I had never seen him, but once
since I was a baby, and I well knew he had never cared a
stiver about me ;—and my brother, too, was little better than
a stranger. *‘ Besides, dear Helen,” said he, embracing me
with flattering fondness, ‘I cannot spare you for a single

"

. L

‘Then how have you managed without me these many
days?" said L

‘“Ah! then I was knocking about the world, now I am at
home ; and home without you, my household deity, would be
intolerable.”,

¢ Yes, asclon% as I am necessary to your comfort; but yog
did not say so before, when you urged me to leave you, in
order that you might get away from your home without me,”
retorted I; but before the words were well out of my mouth,
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I regretted having uttered them. It seemed so heavy a
charge : if false, too gross an insult ; if true, too humiliating
a fact to be thus openly cast in his teeth. But I might have
spared mysclf that momentary pang of self-reproach. The ac-
cusation awoke neither shame nor indignatign in him : he at-
tempted neither denial nor cxcuse, but only answered with a
long, low, chuckling laugh, as if he viewed the whole transac-
tion as a clever, merry jest from beginning to end. Surely
that man will make me dislikc him at last !

“Sine as ye brew, my maiden fair,
Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill.”

Yes; and I will drink it to the verr dregs: and none but
myself shall know how bitter I find it

August 20th.—We are shaken down again to about our
usual position. Arthur has returned to nearly his former con-
dition and habits ; and I have found it my wisest plan to shut
my eyes against the past and future, as far as he, at least, is
concerned, and live only for the present; to love him when I
can; to smile (if possible) when he smiles, be cheerful when
he is cheerful, and pleased when he is agreeable ; and when
he is not, to try to make him so—and if that won’t answer, to
bear with him, to excuse him, and forgive him, as well as I
can, and restrain my own cvil passions from aggravating his;
and yet, while I thus yield and minister to his more harmless
Eropensitics to self-indulgence, to do all in my power to save

im from the worse.

But we shall not be long alone together. I shall shortly be
called upon to entertain the same select body of fricnds as we
had the autumn before last, with the addition of Mr. Hatters-
ley and, at my special request, his wife and child. I long to
see Milicent—and her little girl too. The latter is now above
& ycar old; she will be a charming playmate for my little
Arthur.

September 30th.—Our guests have been here a week or
two; but 1 have had no lcisure to pass any comments upon
them till now. I cannot get over my dislike to Lady Low-
borough. It is not founded on mere personal pique ; it is the
woman herself that I dislike, because I so thoroughly disap-
prove of her. I always avoid her company as much as I can
without violating the laws of hospitality ; but when we do
speak or converse together, it is with the utmost civility—
even apparent cordiality on her part; but preserve me from
ruch cordiality! It is like handling briar-rosea and may-
blossoms—bright enough to the eye, and outwardly soft to
the touoh, but you know there are thorns beneath, and every
now and then you feel them too; and perhaps resent the
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injury by crushing them in till you have destroyed their
power, though somewhat to the detriment of your own
fingers.

(g)f late, however, I have seen nothin%in her conduct to-
wards Arthur tg anger or alarm me. During the first few
days I thought she seemed very solicitous to win his admi-
ration. Her efforts were not unnoticed by him : I frequently
saw him smiling to himself at her artful manceuvres: but, to
his praise be it sgoken, her shafts fell powerless by his side.
Her most bewitching smiles, her haughtiest frowns were ever
received with the same immutable, carcless good-humour;
till, finding he was indeed impenetrable, she suddenly re-
mitted her efforts, and became, to all appearance, as perfectly
indifferent as himself. Nor have I since witnessed any symp-
tom of pique on his part, or renewecd attempts at conquest
upon hers.

This is as it should be; but Arthur never will let me be
satisfied with him. I have never, for a single hour since I
married him, known what it is to realize that sweet idea, “In
quictness and confidence shall be your rest.” Those two
detestable men, Grimsby and Hattersley, have destroyed all
my labour against his love of wine. They encourage him
daily to overstep the bounds of moderation, and, not unfre-
quently, to disgrace himsclf by positive excess. I shall not
soon forget the second night after their arrival. Just as I had
retired from the dining-room, with the ladies, before the door
was closed upon us, Arthur exclaimed,—

“Now then, my lads, what say you to a regular jollifi-
cation ?”

Milicent glanced at me with a half-reproachful look, as if I
could hinder it ; but her countenance changed when she heard
ITattersley’s voice shouting through door and wall,—

“I'm your man! Send for more wine: here isn't half
enough!”

‘We had scarcely entered the drawing-room before we were
joined by Lord Lowborough.

5. What can induce you to come so soon?” exclaimed his
lady, with a most ungracious afr of dissatisfaction.

“You know I never drink, Annabella,” replied he,
seriously.

“ Well, but you might stay with them a little : it looks so
sill);"to be always dangling after the women ; I wonder you
can

He reproathed her with a look of mingled bitterness an®
surprise, and, sinking into a chair, suppressed a heavy sigh,
bit his pale lips, and fixed his eyes upon the floor. .

“You did right to leave them, Lord Lowborough,” said I.



202 THE TENANT

¢ I trust you will slways continue to honour us so early with
your company. And if Annabella knew the value of true
wisdom, and the misery of folly and—and intemperance, she
would not talk such nonsense—even in jest.”

IIe raised his eyes while I spoke, and gravely turned them
upon me, with & half-surprised, half-abstracted look, and then
bent them on his wife.

¢ At least,” said she, I know the value of a warm heart,
and a bold, manly spirit.”

¢ Well, Annabella,” said he, in a deep and hollow tone,
“:fiince my presence is disagreeable to you, I will rclieve you

it.” :

‘¢ Are you going back to them, then ?” said she, carelessly.

*No,” exclaimed he, with harsh and startling emphasis;
T will not go back to them! And I will never stay with
them one moment longer than I think right, for you or any
other tempter! But you needn’t mind that ; I shall never
trouble you again, by intruding my company upon you so un-
seasonably.”

He left the room, I heard the hall door open and shut, and,
immediately after, on putting aside the curtain, I saw him
pacing down the park, in the comfortless gloom of the damp,
cloudy twilight.

¢ It would serve you right, Annabella,” said I, at length,
¢if Lord Lowborough were to return to his old habits, which
had so ncarly effected his ruin, and which it cost him such an
effort to break: you would then see cause to rcpent such
conduct as this.”

‘“Not at all, my dear! I should not mind, if his lordship
were to see fit to 1ntoxicate himself every day: I should only
the sooner be rid of him.”

“Oh, Annabella!” cried Milicent. “IIow can you say
such wicked things! It would, indeed, be a just punishment,
as far as you are concerned, if Providence should take you 8t
your word, and make you fecl what others feel that——" She -
paused as a suddenburst of loud talking and laughtcr reached
us from the dining-room, in which the voice of Hattersley was
pre-eminently conspicuous, even to my unpractised ear.

“ What you .feel at this moment, I suppose?” said Lady
Lowboroug{, with a malicious smile, fixing her eyes upon her
cousin’s distressed countenance.

* The latter offered no reply, but averted her face and brushed
away a tear. At that moment the door opened and admitted
Mr, Hargrave ; just a little flushed, his dark eyes sparkling
ithimwonted vivacity. ,
. "% 0Oh, I'm glad you're come, Walter |" cried his sister—
“ But I wish you could have got Ralph to come too."
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“ Utterly impossible, dear Milicent,” roglied he, guily, “I
had much ado to get away myself. Ral(f) attempted to ke
me by violence ; Huntingdon threatened me with the eterna
loss of his friendship; aud Grimsby, worse than all, endea-
voured to make me ashamed of my virtue, by such galling
sarcasms and inuendos as he knew would wound me the
most. So you see, ladies, you ought to make me welcome
when I have braved and suffered so much for the favour of
your sweet society. He smilingly turned to me and bowed
as he finished the sentence.

¢ Isn’t he handsome now, Helen !” whispered Milicent, her
sisterly pride overcoming, for the moment, all othcr consi-
derations.

‘“ He would be,” I returned, “ if that brilliance of eye, and
lip, and check werc natural to him; but look again, a few
hours hence.”

Here the gentleman took a scat near me at the table, and
petitioned for a cup of coflee.

“ I consider this an apt illustration of Ileaven taken by
storm,” said he, as I handed onc to him. ¢ I am in paradise
now ; but I have fought my way through flood and firc to
win it. Ralph Hattersley’s last resource was to set his back
against the door, and swear I should find no passage but
through his body (a pretty substantial one too). Happily,
however, that was not the only door, and I effected my
escape by the side entrance, through the butler’s pantry, to the
infinite amazement of Benson, who was cleaning the plate.”

Mr. Hargrave laughed, and so did his cousin; but his
sister and I remained silent and grave.

“ Pardon my levity, Mss. Huntingdon,” murmured he,
more seriously, as he raised his eyes to my face. * You are
not used to these things: you suffer them to affect your deli-
cate mind too sensibly. DBut I thought of you in the midst of
those lawless roisterers; and I endeavoured to persuade Mr.
Huntingdon to think of you too; but to no purposc: I fear
he is fuily determined to enjoy himself this night; and it will
be no use keeping the coffee waiting for him or his com-
panions ; it will be much if tiey join us at tea. Mcantime, I
earnestly wish I could banish the thoughts af them from your
mind—and my own too, for I hate to think of them—yes—
even of my dear friend Huntingdon, when I -consider the
power he possesses over the happiness of one so immeasurably
superior to himself, and the use he makes of it—I positively
detest the fhan1” °

“You had better not say so to me, then,” said I'; ** for, bad
as he is, he is part of myself, and you cannot abuse him with-
out offending me.”
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¢ Pardon me, then, for I would sooncr die than offend you.
Baut let us say no more of him for the present, if you please.”

At last they came ; but not till after ten, when tea, which had
been delayed for more] than half an hour, was nearly over.
Much as I had longed for their coming, my heart failed me
at the riotous uproar of their approach ; and Milicent turned

ale and almost started from her seat as Mr. Hattersley burst
into the room with a clamorous volley of oaths in his mouth,
which Hargrave cndeavoured to check by entreating him to
remember the ladies.

* Ah ! you do well to remind me of the ladies, you dastardly
deserter,” cried he, shaking his formidable fist at his brother-
in-law; ‘*if it were not for them, you well know, I'd de-
molish you in the twinkling of an eye, and give your bedy to
the fowls of heaven and the lilics of the fields!” Then,
Elantin a chair by Lady Lowborough’s side, he stationed

imself in it, and began to talk to her, with a mixture of ab-
surdity and impudence that scemed rather to amuse than to
offend her ; though she affected to resent his insolence, and
to keep him at bay with sallies of smart and spirited repartee.

Meantime, Mr. Grimsby seatcd himself by me, in the chair
vacated by Hargrave as they entered, and gravely stated that
he would thank me for a cup of tea: and Arthur placed him-
gelf beside poor Milicent, confidentially pushing his head into
her fuce, and drawing in closer to her as she shrunk away
from him. He was not so noisy as Hattersley, but his face
was excecdingly flushed, he laughed incessantly, and while I
blushed for all I saw and heard of him, I was glad that he
chosc to talk to his companion in so low a tone that no one
could hear what he said but hersclf.

“ What fools they arc!” drawled Mr. Grimsby, who had
been talking away, at my elbow, with sententious gravity all
the time ; but I had been too much absorbed in contem-
plating the deplorable state of the other two—especially
Arthur—to attend to him.

“Did you ecver hear such nonsense as they talk, Mrs.
Huntingdon ?” he continued. _*I'm quite ashamed of them
for my part: they can’t take so much as a bottle between

them without its getting into their hecads—"
“You are pouring the cream into your saucer, Mr.
Grimshy.”

“Ah1 yes, I see, but we're almost in darkness here. ITar-
grave, snuff those candles, will you ?” .
®¢ They’re wax ; they don’t require snuffing,” said I.
$$The light of the body is the eye,’” observed Hargrave,
with a sarcastic smile. ¢ If thine eye be single, thy whole
body shall be full of light.*»

g
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Grimsby repulsed him with a solemn wave of the hand, and
then, turning to me, continued, with the same drawling tones,
and strange uncertainty of utterance and heavy gravity of
aspect as beforey‘ But, as I was saying, Mrs. Huntingdon,—
they have no head at all : they can’t take half a bottle with-
out being affected some way; whereas I—well, I've taken
three.times as much as they have to-night, and you see I'm
perfectly steady. Now that may strike you as very singular,
but I think I can explain it:—jyou see their brains—I men-
tion no names, but you'll understand to whom I allude—
their brains are light to begin with, and the fumes of the
fermented liquor render them lighter still, and produce an
entire light-headcdness, or giddiness, resulting in intoxica-
tion ; whereas my brains being composed of more solid mate-
rials, will absorb a considerable quantity of this [alcoholic
vapour without the production of any scnsible result——"

“T think you will find a sensible result produced on that
tea,” interrupted Mr. Hargrave, “ by the quantity of sugar

- you have put into it. Instead of your usual complement of

.

one lump you have put in six.”

¢ Iave I so?™ replied the philosopher, diving with his
spoon into the cup, and bringing up several half-dissolved
pieces in confirmation of the assertion. *“Um! I perccive.
Thus, Madam, you see the cvil of absence of mind—of think-
ing too much while engaged in the common concerns of life.
Now, if 1 had had my wits about me, like ordinary men, instead
of within me like a philosopher, I should not have spoiled
this cup of tca, and been constrained to trouble you for
another. .

“ That is the sugar-basin, Mr. Grimsby. Now you have
spoiled the sugar too; and I'll thank you to ring for some
more—for here is Lord Lowborough, at last; and I hope his
lordship will condescend to sit down with us, such as we are,
and allow me to give him some tca.”

1lis lordship gravely bowed in answer to my appeal, but
said nothing. Meantime, Hargrave volunteered to ring for
the sugar, while Grimsby lamented his mistake, and attempted
to prove that it was owing to the shadow of,the urn and thoe
badness of the lights.

Lord Lowborough had entered a minute or two before, un-
observed by any one but me, and had been standing before the
door, grimly surveying the company. He now stepped up to
Annabella, svho sat with her back towards him, with Has-
tersley still beside her, though not now attending to her,
being occupied in vociferonsly abusing and bullﬁin% is host.

 Well, Annabella,” said her_ husﬁand, as he leant over
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the back of her chair, ¢ which of these three ¢bold, marly
spirits’ would you have me to resemble ?”

‘ By heaven and earth, you shall resemble us alll” cried
Hattersley, starting up and rudely seizing him by the arm.
¢t Hallo, Iyuntingdon!" he shouted—** I've got him! Come,
man, and help me! And d—n me if I don’t make him drunk
before I let him go! He shall make up for all past delin-
quencics as sure as I'm a living soul |”

There followed a disgraceful contest; Lord Lowborough,
in desperate earnest, and pale with anger, silently struggling
to release himself from the powerful madman that was striv-
ing to drag him from the room. I attempted to urge Arthur
to interfcre in behalf of his outraged guest, but he could do
nothing but laugh.

* Huntingdon, you fool, come and help me, can’t you!”
cried Hattersley, himself somewhat weakened by his excesses.

“I'm wishing you God-spced, Ilattersley,” cried Arthur,
‘ and aiding you with my prayers: I can't do anything else
if my life depended on it! I'm quite used up. ~ Oh, ho!”
and Kaaning back in his seat, he clapped his hands on his sides
and groaned aloud.

‘ Annabella, give me a candle!” said Lowborough, whose
antagonist had now got him round the waist and was endea-
vouring to root him from the door-post to which he madly
clung with all the encrgy of desperation.

I shall take no part in Iyour rude sports !” replied the
lady, coldly drawing back, ‘‘1 wonder you can expect it.”

But I snatched up a candle and brought it to him. He
took it and held the flame to lattersley’s hands till, roaring
like a_ wild beast, the latter unclasped them and let him
go. He vanished, I suppose to his own apartment, for no-
thing more was seen of him till the morning. Swearing and
cursing like a maniac, Hattersley threw himself on to the
ottoman beside the window. The door being now free, Mili-
cent attempted to make her escape from the scene of her hus-
band’s disgrace; but he called her back, and insisted upon
her coming to him. '

* What do you want, Ralph ? " murmured she, reluctantly
approaching him. )

*“I want to know what's the matter with you,” said he,
pulling her on to his knee like a child. * Whatare you crying
for, Milicent ?—Tell me |"
© “T'm not erying.” ¢

““You are," persisted he, rudel pulling her hands from
her face. * How dare you tell such a lie? "

“I'm not crying now,” pleaded she. -
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But you have been—and just this minute too ; and I will
know what for. Come now, you shall tell me!” )

¢ Do let me alone, Ralph | remember, wc are not at home.”

¢ No matter : eyou shall answer my question !” exclaimed
her tormentor ; and he attempted to extort the confession by
shaking her, and remorsely crushing her slight arms in the
gripe df his powerful fingers.

*Don't let him treat your sister in that way,” said I to
Mr. Hargrave.

“ Come now, Hattersley, I can't allow that,” said that.
gentleman, stepping up to the ill-assorted couple. ¢ Let
my sister alone, if you please.” And he made an cffort to
unclasp the rufhian’s fingers from her arm, but was suddenly
Ariven backward, and nearly laid upon the floor by a violent
blow in the chest accompanied with the admonition,

“Take that for your insolence !—and learn to interfere be-
tiveen me and mine again.”

¢ If you were not drunk, I'd have satisfaction for that!”
gasped Ilargrave, white and breathless as much from passion
as from the immediate effects of the blow.

“ Go to the devil!" responded his brother-in-law. ¢ Now,
Milicent, tell me what you were crying for.”

“T1 tell you some other time,” murmured she, ‘* when
we are alone.”

¢ Tell me now!” said he, with another shake and a squeeze
that made her draw in her breath and bite her lip to suppress
a cry of pain.

“I'll tell you, Mr. Ilattersley,” said I. *‘She was crying
from pure shame and humiliation for you ; because she could
not bear to sce you conduct yourself so disgracefully.”

¢ Confound you, Madam!” muttered he, with a stare of
stupid amazement at my ¢impudence.’ ¢ It was not that—
was it, Milicent? "

She was silent.

¢ Come, speak up, child!”

¢ T can’t tell now,” sobbed she.

“But you can say ‘yes’ or"*no’ as well as ‘I can't tell’
—Come!” .

“ Yes,” she whispered, hanging her head, and blushing at
the awful acknowledgment.

¢ Curse you for an im]lrlertinent hussy, then!” cried he,
throwing her from him with such violence that she fell on her
side; but sfe was up again before either I or her brothe?
could come to her assistance, and made the best of her way out
of the room, and, I suppose, up stairs, without loss of time.

The next object of assault was Arthur, who sat opposite,
and had, no doubt, richly enjoyed the whole scene.

N
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% Now, Huntingdon,” exclaimed his irascible friend, “I
will not have you sitting there, and laughing like an idiot!1"

¢ Oh, Hattersley | cried he, wiping his swimming eyes—
¢ you'll be the death of me.” a

“ Yes, I will, but not as you suppose: I'll have the heart
out of your body, man, if you irritate me with any more of
that imbecile laufhter 1—What ! are you at it yet ?—"There!
see if that'll settle you!"” cried Iattersley, snatching up a
footstool and hurling it at the head of his host; but he missed
his aim, and the latter still sat collapsed and quaking with
feeble laughter, with the tears running down his face; a de-
plorable spectacle indeed.

Hattersley tried cursing and swearing, but it would not do;
he then took a number of books from the table beside him, .
and threw them, one by onc, at the object of his wrath, but
Arthur ooly laughed the more; and, finally, Ilattersley
rushed upon him in a phrenzy, and, seizing him by the shoul-
ders, gave him a violent shaking, under which he laughed,
and shricked alarmingly. But I saw no more : I thought I
had witnessed enough of my husband’s degradation; and,
leaving Annabella and the rest to follow when they pleased, I
withdrew, but not tobed. Dismissing Rachel to her rest, I
walked up and down my room, in an agony of misery, for
what had been done, and suspense, not knowing what might
further happen, or how, or when, that unhappy creature
would come up to bed.

At last he came, slowly and stumblingly, ascending the
stairs, supported by Grimsby and Hattersley, who neither of
them walked quite steadily themselves, but were both laugh-
ing and joking at him, and making noisc cnough for all the
servants to hear. Ile himself was no longer laughing now,
but sick and stupid. 1 will write no more about that.

Such disgraceful scenes (or nearly such) have been repeated
more than once. I don’t say much to Arthur about it, for, if”
I did, it would do morc harm than good ; but I let him know,
that I intensely dislike such exhibitions ; and each time he
has promised they should nevtr again be repeated ; but I fear
he is losing the little self-command and self-respect he once
possessed : formerly, he would have been ashamed to act thus
—at least, beforc any other witnesses than his boon compa-
nions, or such as they. His friend, Hargrave, with a prudence
and self-government that I envy for him, never disgraces
tiimself by taking more than sufficient to rendef him a little
‘ elevated,’ and is always the first to leave the table, after Lord
Lowborough, who, wiser still, perseveres in vacating the
dining-room immediately after us; but never once, since Anna-
bella offended him so deeply, has he entered the drawing-
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room before the rest; always spending the interim in the
library, which I take care to have lighted for his accommoda-
tion; or, on finc moonlight nights, in roaming about the
grounds. But I think she regrets hermisconduct, for she has
never repeated i®since, and of late she has comported herself
with wonderful propriety towards him, treating him with more
uniform kindness and consideration than ever I have observed
her t6 do before. I datc the time of this improvement from
the period when she ceased to hope and strive for Arthur's
admiration.

¢ OF WILDFELL HALL. .

CIIAPTER XXXII

v OcroBER 5th.—Esther IMargrave is getting a fine girl. Sheis
not out of the school-room yet, but her mother frequently
brings her over to call in the mornings when the gentlemen
are out, and sometimes she spends an hour or two in company
with her sister and me, and the children; and when we go to
the Grove, L always contrive to sce her, and talk more to her
than to any one clse, for I am very much attached to my little
friend, and so is she to me. 1 wonder what she can see
to like in me though, for 1 am no longer the happy, lively
girl I used to be; but she has no other society—save that of
her uncongenial mother, and her governess (as artificial and
conventional a person as that prudent mother could procure to
rectify the pupil's natural qualities), and, now and then, her
subdued, quict sister. T often wonder what will be her lot in
life—and so docs she; but her speculations on the future are
full of buoyant hopc—so were mine once. I shudder to
think of*her being awakened, like me, to a sense of their delu-
sive vanity. It seems as if 1 should feel her disappointment,
even more deeply than my own. I fecl, almost, as if I were

,born for such a fate, but she.is so joyous and fresh, so light
of heart and free of spirit, and so guilcless and unsuspecting
too. Ol, it would be crucl to makc her feel as I feel now,
and know what I have known!,

Her sister trembles for her too. Yesterday morning, one of
October’s brightest, loveliest days, Milicent #nd I were in the
garden enjoying a brief half hour together with our children,
while Annabella was lying on the drawing-room sofa, deep in
the last new novel. We had been romping with the little
creatures, algiost as merry and wild as themselves, and noy,

aused in the shade of the tall copper beech, to recover
greath and rectify our hair, disordered by the rough play and
the frolicsome breeze—while they toddled together along the
broad, sunny walk; my Arthur supporting the feebler steps
o
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“of her little Helen, and sagaciously pointing out to her the

brightest beauties of the border as they passed, with semi-

articulate prattle, that did as well for her as any other mode

of discourse. From laughing at the pretty sight, we began to

talk of the children’s future life; and that ‘made us thought-
ful. We both relapsed into silent musing as we slowly pro-

ceeded up the walk; and I suppose Milicent, by a train of

associations, was led to think of her sister.

¢ Helen,” said she, * you often sce Esther, don’t you?”

¢t Not very often,”

“ But you have more frequent opportunities of meeting
her than I have ; and she loves you, 1 kno v, and reverences
you too; there is nobody's opinion she thinks so much of’;
and shc says you have more sense than mamma.”

¢ That is because she is self-willed, and my opinions morec"
generally coincide with her own than your mamma’s. But
what then, Milicent?”

% Well, since you have so much influence with her, I wish
you would scriously impress it upon her, never, on any
account, or for anybody's persuasion, to marry for the sake
of money, or rank, or establishment, or any earthly thing,
but true affcction and well-grounded esteem.”

¢t There is no necessity for that,” said I, * for we have had
somc discourse on that subject already, and I assure you her
ideas of love and matrimony are as romantic as any one could
desire.”

“But romantic notions will not do: I want her to have
true notions.”

4 Very right; but in my judgment, what the world stigma-
tises as romantic, is often more ncarly allied to the truth than
is commonly supposed ; for, if the generous ideas of youth
are too often overclouded by the sordid views of after-life,
that scarcely proves them to {e false.”

¢ Well, but if you think her ideasare what they ought. to.
be, strengthen them, will you? and confirm them, as far as
you can; for I had romantic notions once, and——1I don’t
mean to say that Iregret mylot, for Iam quite surc I don’t—
but—"

T understand you,” said I; * you arc contented for your-
self, ’l'mt you would not have your sister to suffer the same as
you.

* No—or worse. She might have far worse to suffer than
J—for I am really contented, Helen, though you rnayn’t think
it: I speak the solemn truth in saying t{mt I would not
exchange my husband for any man on earth, if I might do it
by the ph’u%f of this leaf.”

4 Well, 1 befieve you: now that you have him, you would
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not exchange him for another; but then you would gladly ex-
change some of his qualities for those of better men.”

“Yes; justas I would gladly exchange some of my own
qualities for those of better women ; for neither he nor I are
perfect, and I d&sire his improvement as earnestly as my gwn.
And he will improve—don't you think so, Helen ?—he’s only
six and twenty yet.”

¢¢ He may,” I answered.

¢ He will—he wiLL!" repeated she.

¢ Jixcuse the faintness of my acquiescence, Milicent; I
would not discourage your hopes for the world, but mine have
been so often disappointed, that I am become as cold and
doubtful in my expectations as the flattest of octogenarians.”

‘“.And yet you do hope, still—even for Mr. Huntingdon? "

v 4] do, I confess—* even’ for him ; for it seems as if life
and hope must cease together. And is he so much worse,
Milicent, than Mr. Ilattersley?”

¢ Well, to give you my candid opiniongI think there is no
comparison between them. But you musn't be offended,
Helen, for you know 1 always speak my mind, and you may
speak yours too; I shan't care.”

¢ am not offended, love ; and my opinion is, that if there
be a comparison made between the two, the difference, for
the most part, is certainly in Hattersley’s favour.”

Milicent's own heart told her how much it cost me to make
this acknowledgment ; and, with a childlike impulse, she ex-
pressed her sympathy by suddenly kissing my cheek, without
a word of reply, and then turning quickly away, caught up
her baby, and hid her face jn its frock. How odd it is that
we so often weep for each other’s distresses, when we shed
not a tear for our own! Ifer heart had been full enough of
her own sorrows, but it overflowed at the idea of minec ;—and
I, too, shed tears, at the sight of her sympathetic emotion,

Jthough I had not wept for myself for many a week.

It was one rainy day last week ; most of the company were
killing time in the billiard-room, but Milicent and I were
with little Arthur and Helen irP the library, and between our
books, our children, and each other, we expegted to make out
a'very agreeable morning. We had not been thus secluded

, above two hours, however, when Mr. 1lattersley came in, at-
tracted, I suppose, by the voice of his child, as he was cross-
ing the hall, for he is prodigiously fond of her, end she of
him *

. [
He was redolent of the stables, where he had been regaling
" himself with the company of his fellow-creatures, the horses,
ever since brcakfast. But that was no matter to my little
namesake » as soon as the colossal person of her fa.th;r {ark-
(0] .
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enéd the door, she’ uttered a shrill scream of delight, and,
quitting her mother's side, ran crowing towards him —-
balancing her course with outstretched arms,—and, embracing
his knee, threw back her head and laughed in his face. He
might well look smilingly down upon thos¢ small, fair fea-
tures, radiant with innocent mirth, those clear, blue shining
eyes, and that soft flaxen hair cast back upon the little ivory
neck and shoulders. 1id he not think how unworthy he was
of such a possession? I fear no such idea crossed his mind.
He caught her up, and there followed some minutes of very
roughi play, during which it is difficult to say whether the
father or the daughter laughed and shouted the Joudest. At
length, however, the boisterous pastime terminated—suddenly,
as might be expected : the little one was hurt, and hegan
to cry ; and the ungentle playfellow tosscd it into its mother’s
lap, bidding her ‘*make all straight.” As happy to return to
that gentle comforter as it had been to leave her, the child
nestled in her armg, and hushed its cries in a moment ; and,
sixllking its little Weary head on her bosom, soon dropped
asleep.

Meantime, Mr, Ilattersley strode up to the fire, and, inter-
posing his height and breadth between us and it, stood, with
arms akimbo, cxpanding his chest, and gazing round him as if
the house and all its appurtcnances and contents were his own
undisputed possessions. .

¢ Deucced bad weather this!” he began. “There'll be no
shooting to-day, I guess.” Then, suddenly lifting up his
voice, he regaled us with a few bars of a rollicking song, which
abruptly ceasing, he finished the tune with a whistle, and
then continued,—* I say, Mrs.' Huntingdon, what a fine stud
your husband has !—not large, but good.—I've been looking
at them a bit this morning ; and upon my word, Black Bess,
and Grey Tom, and that young Nimrod, are the finest animals
I've secn for many a day!” Then followed a particular dis-
cussion of their various merits, succeceded by a sketch of the
ﬁreat things he intended to do in the horse-jockey line, when

is old governor thought pwoper to quit the stage. ‘ Not
that I wish him to closc his accounts,” added he; * the old
Trojan is weldome to keep his books open as long as he
pleases for me.”

I hope so, indeed, Mr. Iattersley.”

% Oh yes! It's only my way of talking. The event must

wcome some time, and so I look to the bright side of it—that’s
the right plan, isn't it, Mrs. H.? What are you two doing
here, by-the-bye—where’s Lady Lowborough ?” ’

¢ In the billiard-room.” .

‘* What a splendid creature she is!™ continued he, fixing
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his eyes on his wife, who changed colour, and looked more
and more disconcerted as he proceeded. What a noble figure
she has! and what magnificent black eyecs; and what a fine
spirit of her own ;—and what a tongue of her own, too, when
she likes to use it—I perfectly adore her! But never mind,
Milicent: I wouldn't have her for my wife—mot if she'd
a kingdom for her dowry | I'm better satisfied with the one I
have. Now then! what do you look so sulky for ? don’t you
believe me?™

“Yes, 1 believe you,” murmured she, in a tone of half sad,
half sullen resignation, as she turned away to stroke the hair
;)f her sleeping infant, that she had laid on the sofa beside
her.

¢ Well then, what makes you so cross? Come here, Milly,
and tell me why you can't be satisfied with my assurance.”

She went, and putting her little hand within his arm,
looked up in his face, and said softly,—

* What docs it amount to, Ralph ? Only to this, that though
you admire Aunabella so much, and for qualities that I don’t
possess, you would still rather have me than her for your
wife, which merely proves that you don't think it necessary to
love your wife ; you are satisfied if she can keep your house,
and take care of your child. But I'm not cross; I'm onl
sorry ; for,” added she, in a low, tremulous accent, withdraw-
ing her hand from his arm, and bending her looks on the rug,
¢ if you don't love me, you don't, and it can't be helped.”

“ Very true ; but who told you I didn’t? DidI say I loved
Annabella ?"

“ You said you adored heg.”

“True, but adoration isn’t love. I adore Annabella, but 1
don’t love her; and I love thee, Milicent, but I dont adore
thee.” In proof of his aflection, he clutched a handful of her
lighltl brown ringlets, and appeared to twist them unmer-
cifully.”

“ Do you really, Ralph ?" murmured she, with a faint smile
beaming through her tears, just putting up her hand to his, in
token that he pulled rather to8 hard.

“To be sure I do,” responded he: ‘only you bother me
rather, somctimes.” )

‘] bother you!™ cried she in very natural surprise.

“Yes, you—but only by your exceeding goodnéss—when a
boy has been eating raisins and sugar-plums all day, he longs
for a squeeze of sour orange by way of a change. And did y®u
never, Milly, observe the sands on the sea-shore; how nice
and smooth they look, and how soft and easy they feel to the
foot? But if you plod along, for half an hour, over this soft,
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casy carpet—giving way at every step, yielding the more the
hu{leﬂ;—;rgess,—you’ll find it rather wearisome work, and
be glad enough to come to a bit of good, firm rock, that
won't budge an inch whether you stand, walk, or stamp upon
it; and, though it be hard as thenether millstone, you'll find
it the easier footing after all.”

T know what you mean, Ralph,” said she, nervously play-
ing with her watch-guard and tracing the figure on the rug
with the point of her tiny foot, * I know what you mean, but
I thought you always liked to be yielded to; and I can’t alter
now.”

1 do like it,” replied he, bringing her to him by another
tug at her hair. * You mustn’t mind my talk, Milly. A man
must have something to grumble about; and if' he can’t com-
plain that his wifc harries him to death with her perversit
and ill-humour, he must complain that she wears him out wit
her kindness and gentleness.”

¢ Buat why complain at all, unless because you are tired
and dissatisfied ?”

“To excuse my own failings, to be sure. Do you think I'll
bear all the burden of my sins on my own shoulders, as long
as there’s another ready to help me, with none of her own to
carry ?"

¢*Therc i3 no such one on carth,” said she scriously; and
then, taking his hand from her head, she kissed it with an air
of genuine devotion, and tripped away to the door.

*What now?” said he. * Where are you going ?”

“To tidy my hair,” she answered, smiling through her dis-
ordercd locks: *you've made it all come down.”

¢t Off with you then [—An excéllent little woman,” he re-
marked when she was gone, ¢ but a thought too soft—she al-
most melts in one’s hands. I positively think I ill-use her
somctimes, when I've taken too much—but I can't help it,
for she never complains, either at the time or after. I sup-
pose she doesn’t mind it.”

“I can cnlighten you on that subject, Mr. Hattersley,”
said I: ‘*she does mind it; and some other things she minds
still more, which, yet, you may never hear her complain of.”

“Ilow do you' know?—docs she complain to you?” de-
manded he, with a sudden spark of fury ready to burst into a
flame if I should answer ¢ Yes.’

“No,” I rcplied; “but I have known her longer and
stpdied her more closely than you have done.—Apd I can tell
you, Mr. Ilatteraley, that Milicent loves you more than you
deserve, and that you have it in your power to make her ver
happy, instead of which you are her evil genius, and, I will
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venture to say, there is not a single day passes in which you
do not-inflict upon her some pang that you might spare her if
you would.”

“Well—it's not my fault,” said he, gazing carclessly up at
the ceiling and flunging his hands into his pockets: *if my
ongoings don't suit her, she should tell me so.”

¢ Is she not exactly the wife you wanted? Did you not tell
Mr. Huntingdon you must have one that wouh{ submit to
anything without a murmur, and ncver blame you, whatever
you did ?”

¢ True, but we shouldn’t always have what we want: it
spoils the best of us, doesn’t it? IIow can I help playing the,

. dcuce when I dee it’s all one to her whether I hehave like &
. Christian or like a scoundrel such as nature made me?—and

<how can I help teasing her when she’s so invitingly meck and
mim—when she lics down ljke a spanicl at my fect and never
80 much as squeaks to tell me that’s enough?”

“If you arc a tyrant by natare, the temptation is strong, I
allow; but no generous mind delights to oppress the weak,
bat rather to cherish and protect.”

¢t1 don’t oppress her; but it’s so confounded flat to be al-
ways cherishing and protecting ;—and then how can T tell
that 1 am oppressing her when she ¢ melts away and makes no
sign?’ I sometimes thinks she has no feeling at all; and then
1 go on till she cries—and that satisfies me.”

“Then you do delight to oppress her?”

¢T don't, I tell youl—only when I'm in a bad humour—or
a particular]ly good one, and want to afllict for the pleasure of
comforting ; or when she looks flat and wants shaking up a
bit. And sometimes, she provokes me by crying for nothing,
and won't tell me what it's for; and then, 1 allow, it cnrages
me past bearing—especially, when I'm not my own man.”

*As is no doubt gencrally the casc on such occasions,” said
I. “DBut in future, Mr. Iattersley, when you sce her looking

“lat, or crying lor *nothing’ {(as you call it), ascribe it all to
yoursclf: be assured it is something you have done amiss, or
your gencral misconduct, that gistresses her.”

«T don’t believe it.  If it were, she should tell me so: I
don't like that way of moping and fretting in Silence, and say-
ing nothing—it's not honest. Ilow can she expect me to mend

' my ways at that rate ?” ,

« Perhaps she gives you credit for having more sense than
you possess, and deludes herself with the hope that you wild
one day sec your own crrors and repair them, if left to your

- own reflection.”

“ None of your sneers, Mrs. ITuntingdon | T have the sense

to see that I'm not always quite corrcct—but sometimes I
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thinklthat’s no great matter, as long as I injure nobody but
myself—-"

g It is a great matter,” interrupted I, ¢ both to yourself (as
you will hereafter find to your cost) and to al] connected with
you—most especially your wife. DBut, indeed, it is nonscnse to
talk about injuring no one but yourself; it is impossible to
injure yourself—especially by such acts as wé allude to—with-
out injuring hundreds, if not thousands, besides, in a greater
or less degrec, either by the evil you do or the good you
leave undone.”

‘And as I was saying,” continued he—*or would have .
said if' you hadn’t taken me up so short—I sometimes think I
should do better if I were joined to one that would always
remind me when I was wrong, and give me a motive {or doing
good and eschewing evil by decidedly showing her approval -
of the one, and disapproval of the-other.”

¢ If you had no higher motive than the approval of your
fellow mortal, it would do you little good.”

¢ Well, but if I had a mate that would not always be yicld-
ing, and always cqually kind, but that would have the spirit
to stand at bay now and then, and honestly tell me her mind
at all timcs—such a one as yourself for instance.—Now if I
went on with you as I do with her when I'm in London, you'd
make the house too hot to hold me at times, I'll be sworn.”

¢ You mistake me: I'm no termagant.”

¢ Well, all the better for that, for I can’t stand contradic-
tion—in a general way—and I’'m as fond of my own will as
another : only I think too much of it docsn’t answer for any
man.” .

“Well, I would never contradict you without a cause, but
certainly I would always let you know what I thought of your
conduct ; and if’ you oppresscd me, in body, mind, or estate,
;;o,u"should at least have no reason to suppose ¢ I didn’t mind
it.

I know that, my lady ; and I think if my little wife were
to follow the same plan it would be better for us both.”

¢TIl tell her.” N
- %No, no, let her be ; there’s much to be said on both sides
—and, now I think upon it, Huntingdon oftcn regrets that
you are not more like her—scoundrelly dog that he is—and
you sce, after all, you can’t reform him: he’s tcn times worse
than I. 1l¢'s afraid.of you, to be sure—that is, he's always
¢n his best behaviour in your presence—but—"

“I wonder what his worst behaviour is like, then ?” I could
not forbear observing. )

¢ Why, to tell you the truth, it’s very bad indeed—isn't it,
Hargrave ?” said he, addressing that gentleman, who had en-

«
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tered the room unperceived by me, for I was now standin,
near the fire with my back to-the door. “Isn't Hunting-
don,” he continued, “as great a reprobate as ever was d—d ?”’

“His lady will not hear him censured with impunity,” re-
plied Mr. HargPave, coming forward; ‘‘but I must say, I thank
God I am not such another.”

¢ Perhaps it would become you better,” said I, *‘to look
at what you are, and say, ‘ God be merciful to me a sinner.'”

“ You are severe,” rcturned he, bowing slightly and draw-
ing himself up with a proud yct injured air. ~Ilattersley
laughed, and clapped him on the shoulder. Moving from
under his hand with a gesture of insulted dignity, Mr. Har-
grave took himself away to the other end of the rug.

¢ Isn't it a shame, Mrs. Huntingdon ?” cried his brother-in-
law—¢ I struck Walter Ilargrave when I was drunk, the
sccond night after we came, and he’s turned a cold shoulder
on me ever since ; though I asked his pardon the very morn-
ing after it was done!”

¢ Your manner of asking it," returned the other, ‘‘and the
clearness with which you remembered the whole transaction,
showed you were not too drunk to be fully conscious of what
you werce about, and quite responsible for the deed.”
= You wanted to interfere between me and my wife,’
grumbled Ilattersley, “ and that is enough to provoke any
man.”

“You justify it, then?” said his opponent, darting upon
him a most vindictive glance.

¢ No, I tell you I wouldn't have done it if I hadn't been
under excitement; and if you choose to bcar malice for it
3ﬁea ?:,zll the handsome things I've said—do so and be

?

¢ I would refrain from such language in a lady’s presence,
at least,” said Mr. Iargrave, hiding his anger under a mask of
disgust.

‘f‘;What have I gaid ?" returned Hattersley. ‘¢ Nothing but
ITcaven's truth—he will be damned, won’t he, Mrs. 1lunting-
don, if he doesn't forgive hisebrother’s trespasses ?”

“You ought to forgive him, Mr. Ilargrave, since he asks
you,” said I.

“Do you say so? Then I will!” And, smiling almost
frankly, he stepped forward and offered his hand. It was
immediately clasped in that of his relative, and the reconci-
liation wasapparently cordial on both sides. .

¢ The affront,” continued Hargrave, turning to me, ‘ owed
half its bitterness to the fact of its beinf offered in your
presence ; and since you bid me forgive it, I will, and forget it
too.” *
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T guess the best «return I can make will be to take my-
self off,” muttered Ilattersley, with a broad grin. His com-
panion smiled, and he left the room. This put me on my
]g)uard. Mr. Hargrave turned scriously to me, and carnestly

egan,— a

is‘Dea.t Mrs. Huntingdon, how I have longed for, yet
dreaded, this hour! Do not be alarmed,” he added, for my
face was crimson with anger; “I am not about to offend you
with any useless cntreaties or complaints. I am not going to
presume to trouble you with the mention of my own feelings
or your perfections, but I have something to rcveal to you
which {ou ought to know, and which, yet, it pains me inex-
pressibly—"

¢ Then don’t trouble yourself to reveal it!”

¢ But it is of importance——"

¢ 1If so T shall hear it soon enough, especially if it is bad
news, as you secm to consider it. At present 1 am going to
take the children to the nursery.”

“ But can’t you ring and send them ?”

¢ No; I waut the exercise of a run to the top of the housce
—come, Arthur.”

¢ But you will return ?”

¢ Not yet ; don’t wait.”

¢ Then when may 1 see you again ?”

¢ At lunch,” said I, departing with little Helen in one arm
and leading Arthur by the hand.

Ilc turncd away muttering somec sentence of impatient
censure or complaint, in which ¢ heartless ”* was the only dis-
tinguishable word.

¢ What nonscnse is this, Mr. Hargrave ?” said I, pausing
in the doorway. * What do you mean?”

¢ Oh, nothing—I did not intend you should hear my soli-
loquy. But the fact is, Mrs. Iuntingdon, I have a disclosure
to make—painful for me to offer as for you to hear—and I
want you to give me a few minutes of your attention in pri-
vate at any time and place you like to appoint. It is from no
sclfish motive that I ask it, and, not for any causc that could
alarm your superhuman purity, therefore you need not kill
me with that looke of cold and pitiless disdain. I know too
well the feclings with which the bearers of bad tidings arc
commonly regarded not to——"

$“What is this wonderful piece of intclligence ?” said I, im-
patiently interrupting him.** If it is anytﬁing of real import-
anfe speak it in three words before I go.”

“Tn three words I cannot. Send those children away and

stay with me.”
“No3 keep your bad tidings to yourself. I knew it is
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something I don't want to hear, and something you would
displease me by telling.”

*You have divined too truly, I fear, but still since I know
it I feel it my duty to disclose it to you.”

¢ Oh, spare u} both the infliction, and I will exonerate you
from the duty. You have offered to tell ; I have refused to
hear: my ignorance will not be charged on you.”

¢ Be it so—you shall not hear it from me. But if the blow
full too suddenly upon you when it comes, remember I wished
to soften it!"

L left him, I was determined his words should not alarm
me. What could he of all men have to reveal that was of
importance for me to hear? It was no doubt some exagge-
rated tale about my unfortunate husband that he wished to

smake the most of to scrve his own bad purposes.

Gth.——IIe has not alluded to this momcntous mystery
since, and 1 have scen no reason to repent of my unwilling-
ness to hear it. The threatened blow has not been struck
yet, and I do not greatly fear it. At present T am pleased
with Arthur : he Las not positively disgraced himself for up-
wards of' a fortnight, and all this last week has been so very
moderate in his indulgenee at table that I can perecive a
marked difference in his general tcmper and appearance.
Dare I hope this will continue ?

CHAPTER XXXIII.

SeveENTIL—Yes, I will hope! To-night T heard Grimsby
and Hattersley grumbling together about the inhospitality of
their host. They did not know I was near, for T happened to
be standing behind the curtain in the bow of the window,
watching thie moon rising over the clump of tall, dark elm-

trees below the lawn, and wondering why Arthur was so scn-
timental as to stand without, leaning against the outer pillar
of the portico, apparently watching it too.

“So, 1 suppose we’ve scen the last of our merry carousals
in this house,” said Mr. Iattersley ; ** I thought his good fel-
lowship wouldn’t last long. But,” added b€, lawghing, “I
didn't cxpect it would mect its end this way. I rather
thought our pretty hostess would be setting up her porcu-
pine quills, and threatening to turn us out of the house if we
didn't mind gur manners.” .

“You didn't foresee this, then ?” answered Grimsby with a
guttural chuckle. ¢ But he’ll change again when he's sick of
her. If we come here a year or two hence, we shall have all
our own way, you'll see.”
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«T don't know,” replied the other: * she’s not the style of
woman you soon tire of —but be that as it may, it's devilish
provoking now that we can't be jolly, because he chooses to be
on his good behaviour.”

“Tt's all these cursed women!” muttered Grimsby.
“ They're the very bane of the world! 'They bring trouble
and discomfort wherever they come, with their false, fair faces
and their decceitful tongues.”

At this juncture I issued from my retreat, and smiling on
Mr. Grimsby as I passed, left the room and went out in search
of Arthur. Having seen him bend his course towards the
shrubbery, I followed him thither, and found him just enter-
ing the shadowy walk. 1was so light of heart, so overflow-
ing with affcction, that I sprang upon him and clasped him in
my arms. 'This startling conduct had a singular effect upon -
him : first, he murmured, * Bless you, darling!” and re-
turned my close embrace with a fervour like old times, and
then he started, and, in a tone of absolute terror, ex-
claimed,—

“ Helen! What the devil is this?” and I saw, by the faint
light glcaming through the overshadowing tree, that he was
positively pale with the shock.

How strange that the instinctive impulse of affection should
come first, and then the shock of the surprisc! 1t shows, at
least, that the aflection is genuine : he is not sick of me yet.

“T startled you, Arthur,” said I, laughing in my glee.
¢ How nervous you arc !"”

“What the deuce did you do it for ?” cried he, quite testily,
extricating himsclf from my arms, and wiping his forehcad
with his handkerchicef. * Go back, Ilelen—go back directly !
You'll get your death of cold!”

“ 1 won't—till I've told you what I came for. They arc
blaming you, Arthur, for your temperance and sobriety, and
I'm come to thank you for it. They say it is all *these cursed .
women,’ and that we are the bane of the world ; but don’t let
them laugh or grumble you out of your good resolutions, or

our aflection for me.” .

He laughed. I squeeczed him in my arms again, and cried
in tearful earnest,—

¢ Do—do persevcre! and I'll love you better than ever I
did before!” .

“Well, well, I will!” said he, hastily kissing me. ¢ There
zow, go. You mad creature, how could you come out in your
light evening dress this chill autumn night ?”

¢« It is a glorious night,” said I. .

«“Tt is a night that will give you your death, in another
wminute. Run away, do!1” .
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¢ Do you see my death among those trees, Arthur ?” said
I, for he was gazing intently at the shrubs, as if he saw it
coming, and I was reluctant to leave him, in my new-found
happiness, and revival of hope and love. But he grew angry
at my delay, s0®I kissed him and ran back to the house.

I was in such a good humour that night: Milicent told me
I was the life of the party, and whispered she had never seen
me so brilliant. Certainly, I talked enough for twenty, and
siniled upon them all. Grimsby, Hattersley, Hargrave, Lady
Lowborough—all shared my sisterly kindness,  Grimsby
stared and wondered ; ITattersley laughed and jested (in spite
of the little wine he had been suffered to imbibe), but still,
bebaved as well as he knew how ; Iargrave and Annabella,
from different motives and in different ways, emulated me, and
doubtless hoth surpassed me, the former in his discursive ver-
satility and eloquence, the latter in boldness and animation at
least. Milicent, delighted to see her husband, her brother,
and her over-estimated friend acquitting themselves so well,
was lively and gay too, in her quiet way. Xven Lord Low-
borough caught the general contagion: his dark, greenish
eyes were lighted up beneath their moody brows ; his sombre
countenance was beautified by smiles; all traces of gloom,
and proud or cold reserve had vanished for the time; and he
astonished us all, not only by his general cheerfulness and ani-
mation, but by the positive flashes of true force and brilliance
he cmitted from time to time. Arthur did not talk much, but
he laughed, and listened to the rest, and was in perfect good-
humour, though not excited by wine. So that, altogcther we
made a very merry, innocent and entertaining party.

9th.—Yecstcrday, when Rachel came to dress me for dinner,
I saw that she had been cerying. T wanted to know the cause
of it, but she secemed rcluctant to tell. Was she unwell? No.
Had she heard bad news from her fricnds? No, Ilad any
of the servants vexed her ?

¢ Oh, no, ma’am!” she answered—*it's not for myself.”

¢t What then, Rachel? Have you been reading novels ?” .

“ Bless you, no!" said shg with a sorrowful shake of the
head ; and then she sighed and continued, * But to tcll you
the truth, ma'am, I don't like master’s ways of going on.”

“ What do you mean, Rachel >—He’s going on very properly
—at present.”

¢ Well, ma’am, if you think so, it's right.”

And she, went on ({ressing my hair, in a hurried way, quite
unlike her usual calm, collccted manner,—murmuring, halfto
herself, she was sure it was beautiful hair, she * could like to
sec ’em match it.” When it was done, she fondly stroked it,
and gently patted my head.

»
.
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¢ Ys that affectionate ebullition intended for my hair, or my-
self, nurse ? ” said I, laughingly turning round upon her;—
baut a tear was even now in her eye.

", %What do you mean, Rachel ?” I exclaimed.

¢t Well, ma’am, I don't know,—but if—"*

“If what?”

“Well, if I was you, I wouldn’t have that Lady Low-

ugh in the house another minute—not another minute .I

wouldn't I
# I was thunderstruck ; but before I could recover from the
shock sufficiently to demand an explanation, Milicent entered
my room—as she frequently does, when she is dressed before
me; and she stayed with me till it was time to go down. She
must have found me a very unsociable companion this time,
for Rachel’s last words rang in my ears. But still, I hoped— =
I trusted they had no foundation but in some idle rumour of
the servants from what they had 'secn in Lady Lowborough's
manner last month; or perhaps, from something that had

sed between their master and her during her former visit.
g? dinner, T narrowly observed both her and Arthur, and saw
nothing extraordinary in the conduct of cither—nothing cal-
eulated to excite suspicion, except in distrustful minds—which
mine was not, and therefore 1 would not suspect.

Almost immediately after dinner, Annabella went out with
her husband to share his moon-light ramble, for it was a
glendid evening like the last. Mr. Ilargrave entered the

awing-room a little before the others, atd challenged me to
a game of chess. He did it without any of that sad, but proud
humility he usually assumes in addressing me, unless he is
excited with wine. I looked at his face to see if that was the
case now. His eye met minc keenly, but steadily : there was
something about him I did not understand,$but he scemed
sober enough. Not choosing to cngage with him, I referred
him to Milicent.

“ She plays badly,” said he; I want to match my skill *
with yours. Comec now !—you can't pretend you are reluc-
tant to lay down your work—I know you never take it up
except to pass an idle hour, when there is nothing better you
can do.” ‘

¢ But chess players are so unsociable,” I objected ; * they
are no company for any but themselves.”

¢ There 1s no one here—but Milicent, and she——"

¢ Oh, I shall be delighted to watch you!” cried, our mutual

—* Two such players—it will be quite a treat! I
wonder which will conquer.”

I consented.

% Now, Mrs. Huntingdon,” said_ Hargrave, as he arranged
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the men on the board, speaking distinctly, and with a peculiar
emphasis, as if he had a double meaning to all his words, * yott
are a good player,—but I am a better : we shall have a long
game, and you will give me some trouble ; but I can be as
) g;tient as you, %nd, in’ the end, I shall certainly win.” He

ed his eyes upon me with a glance I_did not like—keen,
crafly, bold, and almost impudent ; alrendy half triumphant
in his anticipated success.

¢ I hope not, Mr. Hargrave!” returned I, with vehemence
that must have startled Milicent at least ; but he only smiled
and murmured,—

¢ Time will show.”

We set to work ; he, sufficiently interested in the game,
but calm and fearless in the consciousness of superior skitl ;
I, intensely eager to disappoint his cxpectations, for I con-
sidered this the type of a more serious contest—as I imagined.
he did—and I felt an almost superstitious drcad of ﬁeing
beaten : at all events, I could ill endure that present success
should add one tittle to his conscious power, (his insolent self-
confidence, T ought to say,) or encourage, for a momcent, his
dream of future conquest. His play was cautious and deep,
but I struggled hard against him. I};r some time the combat
was doubtful; at length, to my joy, the victory seemed inclin-
ing to my side: I had taken several of his {cst pieces, and
manifestly baflled his projects. Ile put his hand to his brow
and paused, in evident perplexity. I rcjoiced in my advan-
tage, but darcd not glory in it yet. At length, he lifted his
head, and, quictly making his move, looked at me and said,
calmly,— .

¢ Now, you think you will win, don’t you ?”

T hope s0,” replied I, taking his pawn that he had pushed
into the way of my bishop with so careless an air that I
thought it was an oversight, but was not generous cmough,
under the circumstances, to direct his attention to it, and too
heedless, at the moment, to foresee the after consequences of
my move.

“Jt is those bishops that treuble me,” said he;  but the
bold knight can overleap the reverend gentleman,” taking my
last bishop with his knight ; * and, now, those sacred persons
once removed, I shall carry all before me.”

“ Oh, Walter, how you talk!” cried Milicent; ¢ she has
far more pieces than you still.”

“J intend go give lyou some trouble, yet,” said I; “ andy
perhaps, sir, you will find yourself checkmated before you
are aware. Look to your queen.”

The combat deepened. The game was a long one, and I
did give him some trouble : but he was a better player than L
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¢ VWhat keen gamesters you are!” said Mr. Hattersley,
avho had now entered, and been watching us for some time.
¢ Why, Mrs. Huntingdon, your hand trembles as if you had
staked your all upon it! and Walter—you dog—you look as
deep and cool as if you were certain of success—and as kecn
and cruel as if you would drain her heart's blood! Butif I
were you, I wouldn’t beat her, for very fear: she’ll hate you
if you do—she will, by Heaven! I see it in her eye.”

“Ilold your tongue, will you?” said I—his talk distracted
me, for I was driven to extremities. A few more moves, and
I was inextricably entangled in the snare of my antagonist.

¢ Check,”—cried he: I sought in agony some means of
escape—* mate !” he added, quietly, but with evident delight.
He had suspended the utterance of that last fatal syllable the
better to enjoy my dismay. I was foolishly disconcerted by
the event. Ilattersley laughed ; Milicent was troubled to see
me so disturbed. Hargrave placed his hand on mine that
rested on the table, and squeezing it with a firm but gentle

ressure, murmured, ¢ Beaten—beaten!” and gazed into my
ace with a look where cxultation was blended with an expres-
sion of ardour and tenderness yet more insulting.

* No, never, Mr. Ilargrave!” exclaimed I, quickly with-
drawing my hand.

¢“Do you deny?” replied he, smilingly pointing to the
board.

¢ No, no,” I answered, recollecting how strange my con-
duct must appear; * you have beaten me in that game.”

¢ Will you try another, then?” ¢ No.”

“ You acknowledge my superiority ?”

¢ Yes—as a chess-player.” .

I rose to resume my work. .

“Where is Annabella?” said Hargrave, gravely, after
glancing round the room.

“Gone out with Lord Lowborough,” answered I, for he
looked at me for a reply.

¢t And not yet rcturned !” he said seriously.

¢ I suppose not.” .

“ Where is ITuntingdon ?” looking round again.

“ Gone out with Grimsby—as you know,” said Hattersley,
suppressing a laugh, which broke forth as he concluded the
scntence.

Why did he laugh? Why did Iargrave connect them thus
{:gether? Was it true, then? And was this, the dreadful

cret he had wished to reveal to me? I must know—and
that quickly. I instantly rose and left the room to go in
search of Rachel, and demand an explanation of her words ;
but Mr. Hargrave followed me into the ante-room, and before
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{cﬁuld open its outer door, gently laid his hand upon the
ock.

“May I tell you something, Mrs. Huntingdon ?” said he,
in a subdued tone, with serious downcast eyes.

“1If it be anything worth hearing,” replied I, struggling to
be composed, for I trembled in every limb.

1lc quietly pushed a chair towards me. I merely leant my
hand upon it, and bid him go on.

“Do not be alarmed,” said he: ‘““what I wish to say is
nothing in itself; and I will leave you to draw your own
inferences from it. You say that Annabclla is not yet re-
turned ?”

“Yes, yes—go on!” said I, impatiently, for I feared my
forced calmness would leave me before the end of his disclo-
sure, whatever it might be.

“ And you hear,” continucd he, ¢ that ITuntingdon is gone
out with Grimsby ?”

“Well 27

I heard the latter say to your husband—or the man who
calls himself so—"

¢ Go on, sir!”

He bowed submissively, and continued, “I heard him say,
—*I shall manage it, you'll see! They’rc gone down by the
water ; I shall meet them there, and tell him I want a bit of
talk with him about some things that we necdn’t trouble the
lady with; and she'll say she can be walking back to the
house ; and then I shall apologise, you know, and all that,
and tip her a wink to take the way of the shrubbery. I'll keep
him talking there, ahout those matters I mentioned, and any-
thing else %can think of, as long as I can, and then bring him
round the other way, stopping to look at the trees, the ficlds,
and anything else I can find to discourse of.’” Mr. Hargrave
pauscd, and looked at me.

Without a word of comment or further questioning, I rose,
and darted from the room and out of the house. The torment
of suspense was not to be endured: I would not suspect my
husband falsely, on this man’s accusation, and I would not
trust him unworthily—I must %now the truth at once. Iflew
to the shrubbery. Scarcely had I reached dt, when a sound
of voices arrested my breathless speed.

“We have lingered too long; he will be back,” said Lady
Lowborough’s voice.

¢ Surely not, dearest!” was his reply; * but yon can run
across the lwn, and get in as quietly as you can: I'll follow
in a while.”

My knees trembled under me ; my brain swam round: I
was ready to faint. She must not see me thus. I shrunk

P



226 THE TENANT

among the bushes, and leant against the trunk of a tree to let
her pass.

s g\h, Huntingdon !" said she reproachfully, pausing where
I had stood with him the night before—'‘it was here you
kissed that woman!” she looked back into -the leafy shade.
Advancing thence, he answered, with a careless laugh,—

¢ Well, dearest, I couldn’t help it. You know I must kecp
straight with her as long as 1 can. Haven't I seen you kiss
your dolt of a husband scores of times ?—and do I ever com-

lain 2"
P ¢ But tell me, don’t you love her still—a little ?” said she,
lacing her hand on his arm, looking earnestly in his face—for
could sec them plainly, the moon shining full upon them
from betwcen the branches of the trce that sheltered me.
¢ Not onc bit, by all that’s sacred!” he replied, kissing her
glowing cheek. .

“Good heavens, I must be gone!” cried she, suddenly
breaking from Lim, and away shc flew.

There he stood before me ; but I had not strength to con-
front him now ; my tongue cleaved to the roof of my mouth,
I was well nigh sinking to the earth, and I almost wondered
he did not hear the beating of my heart above the low sigh-
ing of the wind, and the fitful rustle of the falling leaves.
My scnses seemed to fail me, but still I saw his xhadowy form
pass before me, and through the rushing souud in my cars, I
distinctly heard him say, as he stood looking up the lawn,—

*There goes the fool! Run, Annabella, run! There—in
with you! Ah, he didn’t see! That's right, Grimsby, keep
him back !” And even his low laugh rcached me as he walked
away.

“yGrod help me now!” T murmured, sinking on my knees
among the damp wceds and brushwood that surrounded me,
and looking up at the moonlit sky, throngh the scant foliage
above. It scemed all dim and quivering now to my darkened
sight. My burning, bursting heart strove to pour forth its
agony to God, but could not frame its angunish into prayer;
until a gust of wind swept over me, which, while it scattered
the dead leaves, like blighted hopes, around, cooled my fore-
head, and seemed a little to revive my sinking frame. Then,
while I lifted up my soul in speechless, earnest supplication,
some heavenly influence secmed to strengthen me within: I
breathed more freely; my vision cleared; 1 saw distinctly
the pure moon shining on, and the light clouds skimming the
€iear, dark sky; and then, I saw the eternal stars twinkling
down upon mic; I knew their God was mine, and he was
strong to save und swift to hear. * I will never leave thee,
nor forsake thee,” seemed whispered from above their myriad
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orbs. No, no; I felt he would not leave me comfortless: in
spite of earth and hell I should have strength for all my trials,
and win a glorious rest at last !

Refreshed, invigorated, if not composed, I rose and re-
turned to the fouse. Much of my newborn strength and
courage forsook me, I confess, as 1 entered it, and shut out
the fresh wind and the glorious sky: everything I saw and
heard seemed to sicken my heart—the hall, the lamp, the
staircase, the doors of the different apartments, the social
sound of talk and laughter from the drawing-room. How
could I bear my future life! In this house, among those
people—OQ how could 1 endure to live! John just then
entercd the hall, and seeing me, told me he had been sent in
search of me, adding that he had taken in the tea, and master
wished to know if 1 were coming.

“ Ask Mrs. Hattersley to be so kind as to make the tea,
John,” said I. *“Say 1 am not well to-night, and wish to be
excused.”

I retired into the large, empty dining-room, where all was
‘silence and darkness, but tor the soft sighing of the wind
without, and the faint gleam of moonlight that pierced the
blinds and curtains; and there I walked rapidly up and down,
thinking of my bitter thoughts alone. How difficrent was this
from the evening of yesterday! That, it seems, was the last
expiring flash of my life’s happiness. Poor, blinded fool that
I was, to be so happy! 1 could now see the rcason of
Arthur's strange reception of me in the shrubbery ; the burst
of kindness was for his paramour, the start of horror for his
wife. Now, too, I could better understand the conversation
between Ilattersley and Grimsby; it was doubtless of his love
for her they spoke, not for me.

I heard the drawing-room door open; a light quick step
came out of the ante-room, crossed the hall, and ascended the
stairs. It was Milicent, poor Milicent, gone to see how I was
—no onc else cared for mc; but she still was kind. I shed
no tears before, but now they came, fast and free, Thus she
did me good, without approacking me. Disappointed in her
search 1 heard her come down, more slow]y than she had
ascended. Would she come in there, and find me out? No,
she turned in the opposite direction and re-cntered the draw-
ing-room. I was glad, for I knew not how to meet her, or
what to say. I wanted no confidante in my distress. I de-
served none, and I wanted none. I had taken the burdem
upon myself’; let me bear it alone.

As the usual hour of retircment approached I dried my
eyes, and tried to clear mdy voice and calm my mind. I must
eoe Arthwr to-night, and speak to him; but I woulzd do it

P 2°,
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calmly : there should be no scene—nothing to complain or to

boast of to his companions—nothing to laugh at with his lad

love. When the company were retiring to their chambers

ﬁgntl_y opened the door, and just as he pas“sed 1 beckoned
im in.

“What's to do with you, Helen?” said he. “Why couldn’t
ou come to make tea for us? and what the dcuce are you
ere for, in the dark? What ails you, young woman; you

look like a ghost!” he continucd, surveying me by the light
of his candle.

¢ No matter,” I answered, ‘‘to you; you have no longer
any };ega.rd for me, it appears ; and I have no longer any for

ou.

¢ [Tal-low! what the devil is this?” he muttered.

“T would leave you to-morrow,” continued I, * and never
again come under this roof, but for my child”—I paused a
moment to stecady my voice.

*What in the devil's name is this, Helen?” cried he.
¢ 'What can you be driving at?”

“You know, perfectly well. Let us waste no time in use-
less explanation, but tell me, will you—"

He vehemently swore he knew nothing about it, and in-
sisted upcn hearing what poisonous old woman had been
blackening his name, and what infamous lies I had been fool
enough to believe.

* Spare yourself the trouble of forswearing yourself and
racking your brains to stifle truth with falsehood,” I coldly
replied. I have trusted to the testimony of no third person.
I wnsl f1‘1,1 the shrubbery this cvening, and I saw and heard for
myself.”

This was enough. Ile uttered a suppresscd exclamation
of consternation and dismay, and muttering, ‘* I shall catch it
now |"” set down his candle on the nearest chair, and, rearin
his back against the wall, stood confronting me with folde
arms.

¢ Well, what then?” sai¢ he, with the calm insolence of
mingled shamelessness and dg¢speration.

*“ Only this,” returned I : *“will you let me take our child
and what remains of my fortunc, and go?"

“ Go where ?”

. ‘“ Anywhere, where he will be safe from your contaminating
influence, and I shall be delivered from your presence, and
Jou from mine.”

¢ No.” L

“Will you let me have the child then, without the
money ? "

* No, nor yourself without the child. Do you.think I'm
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going to be made the talk of the country, for your fastidious
caprices ?”

“Then I must stay here, to be hated and despised. But
henceforth we age husband and wife only in the name.”

“ Very good.

“1 am your child's mother, and your housekeeper, nothing
more.. So you need not trouble yourself any longer to feign
the love you cannot feel: 1 will exact no more heartless
caresses from you, nor offer, nor endure them either. I will
not be mocked with the empty husk of conjugal ecndearments,
when you have given the substance to another!”

“ Very good, if you please. We shall see who will tire
first, my lady.”

¢ If 1 tire, it will be of living in the world with you: not
of living without your mockery of love. When you tire of
your sinful ways, and show yourself truly rcpentant, I will
forgive you, and, perhaps, try to love you again, though that
will be hard indeed.”

¢ Humph ! and mcantime you will go and talk me over to
Mrs. Hargrave, and write long letters to aunt Maxwell to
com;ilain of the wicked wretch you have married?”

¢ I shall complain to no one. Ilitherto, I have struggled
hard to hide your vices from cvery eye, and invest you with
virtues you ncver possessed; but now you must look to
yourself.”

I left him muttering bad language to himself, and went up
stairs.

*“You are poorly, ma’am,” said Rachel, surveying me with
deep anxiety.

“It is too true, Rachel,” said I, answering her sad looks
rather than her words.

“T knew it, or I wouldn’t have mentioned such a thing.”

“But don’t you trouble yourself about it,” said I, kissing
her pale, time-wasted cheek ; * I can bear it better than you
imagine.”

 Yes, you were always for ‘bearing.’ But if I was you I
wouldn’t bear it; 1'd give way to it, and cry right hard!
and I'd talk too, I just would—I'd let him know what it was
to___"

T have talked,” said I: *“I've said enough.”

“Then I'd cry,” persisted she. ‘I wouldn't look so white
and so calm, and burst my heart with keeping it in.”

“I have cgjed,” said I, smiling, in spite of my misery; “and,
I am calin now, really, so don’t discompose me again, nurse :
let us say no more about it, and don’t mention it to the
servants. There, you may go now. Good night; and don't
disturb your rest for me : I shall sleep well—if I can.”



230 . THE TENANT

Notwithstanding this resolution, I found my bed so intole-
rable that, before two o’clock, I rose, and, lighting my candle
by the rushlight that was still burning, I got my desk and sat
down in my dressing-gown to recount the events of the past
evening. It was better to be so occupied than to be lying in
bed torturing my brain with recollections of the far past and
anticipations of the drcadful future. 1 have found relief in
describing the very circumstances that have destroyed my

ace, as well as the little trivial details attendant upon their

iscovery. No sleep I could have got this night would have
done so much towards composing my mind, and preparing
me to meet the trials of the day—I fancy so, at least; and
yet, when I cease writing, I find my head aches terribly; and
when I look into the glass I am startled at my haggard, worn
appearance.

Rachel has been to dress me, and says I have had a sad
night of it shc can see. Milicent has just looked in to ask
me how I was. I told her I was better, but to excuse my
appearance admitted I had bad a restless night. I wish this
day were over! I shudder at the thoughts of going down to
breakfast. How shall I encounter them all? Yet let me
remember it is not I that am guilty : I have no cause to fear;
and if they scorn me as the victim of their guilt, I can pity
their folly and despise their scorn.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

EvENING.—Breakfast passed well over, I was calm and cool
throughout. I answered composedly all inquiries respecting
my health ; and whatever was unusual in my look or manner
was generally attributed to the trifling indisposition that had
occasioned my early retirement last night. But how am I to
get over the ten or twelve days that must yet clapse before
they go? Yet why so long for their departure? When they
are gone, how shall I get through the months or years of my
future life in company with that man—my greatest enemy ?
for none could injurc me as he has done. Oﬁl when I think
how fondly, how foolishly I have loved him, how madly I
have trusted him, how constantly I have laboured, and stu-
died, and prayed, and struggled for his advantage ; and how
cruclly he has trampled on my love, betrayed my trust,
scorned my prayers and tears, and efforts for his preserva-
tion, crushed my hopes, destroyed my youth's best feelings,
and doomed me to a life of hopeless misery—as fay as man
can do it—it is not enough to say that 1 no longer love my
husband—I BATE him! The word stares me in the face like
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a guilty confession, but it is true: I hate him—I hate him!
But God have mercy on his miserable soul! and make him
see and feel his guilt—I ask no other vengeance! if he could
but fully knowgand truly feel my wrongs, I should be well
avenged, and I could freely pardon all; but he is so lost, so
hardened in his heartless depravity, that in this life I believe
he never will. But it is useless dwelling on this theme : let
me seek once more to dissipate reflection in the minor details
of passing events.

Mr. Hargrave has annoyed me all day long with his serious,
sympathising, and (as he thinks) unobtrusive politeness—if
it were more obtrusive it would trouble me less, for then I
could snub him; but, as it is, he contrives to appear so really
kind and thoughtful that I cannot do so without rudeness and
seeming ingratitude. I sometimes think I ought to give him
credit for the good feeling he simulates so wcll; and then
again, I think it is my duty to suspect him under the peculiar
circumstances in which 1 am placed. His kindness may not
all be feigned, but still, let not the purcst impulsc of grati-
tude to him, induce me to forget myself’; let me remember
the game of chess, the expressions he used on the occasion,
and those indescribable looks of his, that so justly roused my
indignation, and I thiuk I shall be safe enough. I have done
well to record them so minutcly.

T think he wishes to find an opportunity of speaking to me
alone : he has seemed to be on the watch all day! but T have
taken care to disappoint him; not that I fear anything he
could say, but I have trouble enough without the addition of
his insulting consolations, condolences, or whatever clse he
might attempt; and, for Milicent’s sake, I do not wish to

uarrel with him. lle excused himself from going out to
shoot with the other gentlemen in thc morning, under the
pretext of having letters to write ; and instead of retiring for
that purpose into the library, he sent for his desk into the
morning-room, where I was scated with Milicent and Lady
Lowborough. They had betaken themselves to their work ;
1, less to divert my mind thaneto deprecate conversation, bad
provided myself with a book. Milicent saw that I wished to
be quiet, and accordingly let me alone. Annabella, doubtless,
saw it too; but that was no reason why she should restrain
her tongue, or curb her cheerful spirits: she accordingly
chatted away, addressing herself almost ekclusively to me,
and with the utmost assurance and familiaritv, growing the
more animated and friendly, the colder and briefer my an-
swers became. Mr. Hargrave saw that I could ill endure it ;
and, looking up from his desk, he answered her questions and
observatitns for me, as far as he could, and attempted to
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transfer her social attentions from me to himself; but it would
not do. Perhaps, she thought I had a headache and could
not bear to talk—at any rate, she saw that her loquacious
vivacity annoyed me, as I could tell by the malicious pertina-
citytwithavhich she persisted. But I checked it effectually,
by putting into her hand the book I had been trying to read,
on the fly-leaf of which I had hastily scribbled,—

I am too well acquainted with your character and conduct
to fecl any real friendship for you, and, as I am without your
talent for dissimulation, I cannot assume the appearance of it.
I must, therefore, beg that hercafter all familiar intercourse
may cease between us; and if 1 still continue to treat you
with civility, as if you were a woman worthy of considera-
tion and respect, understand that it is out of regard for your
cousin Milicent's feelings, not for yours.”

Upon perusing this, she turned scarlet, and bit her lip.
Covertly tearing away the leaf, she crumpled it up and put it
in the fire, ang then employed herself in turning over the
pages of the book, and, really or apparently, perusing its
contents. In a little while Milicent announced it her inten-
;.lion to repair to the nursery, and asked if I would accompany

€r.

“ Annabella will excuse us,” said she, * she’s busy read-
ing.”

* No, T won't,” cricd Annabella, suddenly looking up, and
throwing her hook on the table. ‘I want to speak to Helen
a minute. You may go, Milicent, and she’ll follow in a while.”

Milicent went.) ** Will you oblige me, Ilelen ?” continued
she.

Her impudence astounded me; but I complied, and fol-
lowed her into the library. She closed the door, and walked
up to the fire.

* Who told you this?” said she.

4 No onc: I am not incapable of seeing for myself.”

¢ Ah, you arc suspicious!” cricd she, smiling, with a gleam
of hope—nhitherto, there had becn a kind of desperation in
her hardihood ; now she was evidently relieved.

“If I were snspicious,” I replied, * I should have dis-
covered your infamy long before. No, Lady Lowborough, I
do not found my charge upon suspicion.”

** On what do you found it then?” said she, throwing her-
self into an armi-chair, and stretching out her feet to the
fender, with an obvious effort to appear composer'.

“I enjoy a moonlight ramble as well as you,” I answered,
steadily fixing my eyes upon her: ‘“and the shrubbery hap-
pens to be onc of my favourite resorts.”

She coloured again, excessively, and remained silént, press-



OF WILDFELL HALL. 238

ing her finger against her teeth, and gazing into the fire,
I watched her a few moments with a feeling of malevolent
gratification ; then, moving towards the door, I calmly asked
if she had anything more to say.

“Yes, yes!” cried she eagerly, starting up from her re-
clining posture. ‘1 want to know if you will tell Lord Low-
borough ?”

** Suppose I do ?”

“ Well, if you are disposed to publish the matter, I can-
not dissuade you, of course—but there will be terrible work
if you do—and if you don’t, I shall think you the most gene-
rous of mortal beings—and if there is anything in the world
I can do for you—anything short of——""she hesitated.

¢ Short of renouncing your guilty connection with my hus-
band, I suppose you mean,” said I

She paused, in evident disconcertion and perplexity, min-
gled with anger she dared not show.

T cannot renounce what is dearer than life,” she muttered,
in a low, hurried tone. Then, suddenly raising her head and
fixing her gleaming eyes upon me, she continued earnestly,
“But Helen—or Mrs. Huntingdon, or whatever you would
have me call you—will you tell him? If you are generous,
here is a fitting opportunity for the cxercise of your magna-
nimity : if' you are proud, here am I—your rival—ready to
acknowledge myself your debtor for an act of the most noble
forbearance.”

¢TI shall not tell him.”

% You will not!” cried she delightedly. * Accept my sin-
cere thanks, then!”

She sprang up, and offered me her hand. I drew back.

¢ Give me no thanks ; it is not for your sake that I refrain.
Neither is it an act of any forbearance: I have no wish to
publish your shame. I should be sorry to distress your hus-
band with the knowledge of it.”

“ And Milicent? will you tell her?”

“No, on the contrary I shall do my utmost to conccal it
from her. 1 would not for mach that she should know the
infamy and disgrace of her relation !

“You use hard words, Mrs. Iluntingdon—but I can pardon

ou.”
y “And now, Lady Lowborough,” continued I, “let me
counsel you to leave this house as soon as possible. You
must be awgre that your continuance here is excessively dig
agreéable to me—not for Mr. Huntingdon’s sake,” said I, ob-
serving the dawn of a malicious smile of triumph on her face
—% You are welcome to him, if you like him, as far as I am
concerned—but because it is painful to be always disguising
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my true sentiments respecting you, and straining to keep u
an appearance of civility and respect towards one for whem
have not the most distant shadow of esteem; and because, if
m! stay, your conduct cannot possibly remain concealed much

ger from the only two persons in the house who do not
know it already. And, for your husband’s sake, Annabella,
and even for your own, I wish—I earnestly advise and entreat
you to break off this unlawful connection at once, and return
to your duty while you may, before the dreadful conse-
quences——"

“ Yes, yes, of course,” said she, interrupting me with a ges-
ture of impatience.—*But I cannot go, Helen, before the
time appointed for our departure. What possible pretext
could fframe for such a thing? Whether I proposed going
back alone—which Lowborough would not hear of—or taking
him with me, the very circumstance itself, would be certain to
excite suspicion—and when our visit is so nearly at an ¢nd too
—little more than a week—surely, you can endure my pre-
sence 8o long! I will not anney you with any more of my
friendly impertinences.”

¢ Well, I have nothing more to say to you.”

“ Have you mentioned this affair to Huntingdon?” asked
she, as I was leaving the room.

“ How dare you mention his name to me!” was the only
answer I gave.

No words have passed between us since, but such as out-
ward decency or pure nccessity demanded.

CHAPTER XXXYV.

NiNetEENTH.—In proportion as Lady Lowborough finds she
has nothing to fear from me, and as the time of departure
draws nigh, the more audacions and insolent she becomes.
She does not scruple to speak to my husband with atfectionate
familiarity in my presence, when no one else is by, and is
particularly fond of displaying her interest in his health and
welfare, or in anjthing that concerns him, as if for the pur-
pose of contrasting her kind solicitude with my cold indiffer-
ence. And he rewards her by such smiles and glances, such
whispered words, or boldly-spoken insinuations, indicative of
his sense of her goodness and my neglect, as makgs the blood
rush into my face, in spite of myself—for I would be ufterly
regardless of it all—deaf and blind to everything that passes
between them, since the more I show myself sensible of their
wickedness, the more she triumphs in her victory; and the
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more he flatters himself that I love him devotedly still, in
spite of my pretended indifference. On such occasions I have
sometimes been startled by a subtle, fiendish suggestion incit-
ing me to show him the contrary by a seeming encouragement
of Hargrave's advances; but such ideas are banished in a
moment with horror and self-abasement ; and then I hate him
tenfold more than ever for having brought me to this!'—God
pardon mc for it—and all my sinful thoughts! Instead of
being humbled and purified by my afflictions, I feel that they
are turning my nature into gall. This must be my fault as
much as theirs that wrong me. No true Christian could
cherish such bitter feelings as I do against him and her—
especially the latter : him, I still feel that I could pardon—
treely, gladly,—on the slightest token of repentance ; but she
—words cannot utter my abhorrence. Reason forbids, but
passion urges strongly ; and I must pray and struggle long
ere I subdue it. .

It is well that she is leaving to-morrow, for I could not well
endure her presence for another day. This morning, she rose
earlier than usual. I found her in the room alone, when I
went down to breakfast.

* Oh Helen! is it you?” said she, turning as I entered.

I gave an involuntary start back on seeing her, at which she
uttered a short laugh, observing,—

¢ T think we are both disappointed.”

1 came forward and busied myself with the breakfast-things.

¢ This is the last day I shall burden your hospitality,” said
she, as she seated herself at the table. ¢ Ah, here comes one
that will not rejoice at it!” she murmured, half' to herself, as
Arthur entered the room.

He shook hands with her and wished her good morning :
then, looking lovingly in her face, and still retaining her hand
in his, murmured pathetically,—

¢ The last—Iast day !”

“Yes,” said she with some asperity; ‘“and I rose early to
make the best of it—I have been here alone this half hour,
and you, you lazy creature—”

¢ Well, I thought 1 was early too,” said he—*but,” drop-
ﬂ:;g his voice almost to a whisper, * you see we arc not

ne." -

“ We never are,” returned she. But they were almost as
good as alone, for I was now standing at the window, watch-
ing the clon?s, and struggling to suppress my wrath. °

Some more words passed between them, which, happily, I
did not overhear; but Annabella had the audacity to come
and place herself beside me, and even to put her hand upon
my shoulder and say softly,— ’
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“You need not grudge him to me, Helen, for I love him
more than ever you could do.”

This put me beside myself. I took her hand and violently
dashed it from me, with an expression of abhorrence and in-
dignation that could not be suppressed. Startled, almost ap-
palled, by this sudden outbreak, she recoiled in silence. 1
would have given way to my fury and said more, but Arthur's
low laugh recalled me to myself. I checked the half uttcred
invective, and scornfully turned away, regretting that I had

iven him so much amusement. He was still laughing when

r, Hargrave made his appearance. IHow much of the scene
he had witnessed I do not know, for the door was ajar when
he entered. Ile greeted his host and his cousin both coldly,
and me with a glance intended to express the deepest sym-
pathf' mingled with high admiration and estcem.

“IIow much allegiance do you owe to that man?” he asked
below his breath, as he stood beside me at the window, affect-
ing to be making observations on the weather.

“None,” I answered. And immediately rcturning to the
table, I employed myself in making the tea. Iie followed,
and would have entercd into somc kind of conversation with
me, but the other guests were now beginning to assemble, and
I took no more notice of bim, except to give him his coffee.

After breakfast, determined to pass as little of the day as
possible in company with Lady Lowborough, I quietly stole
away from the company and retired to the library. Mr. Ilar-
grave followed me thither, under pretence of coming for a
book ; and first, turning to the shelves, he selected a volume;
and then, quietly, but by no mcans_timidly, approaching me,
he stood beside me, resting his hand on the bacll(] of my chair,
and said softly,—

“ And so you consider yourself free, at last ?”

% Yes,” said I, without moving, or raising my eyes from my
book,—*¢ free to do any thing but offend God and my con-
science.”

There was a momentary pausc.

¢ Very right,” said he ; * pryvided your conscience be not
too morbidly tender, and your idcas of God not too errone-
ously severe; but can you suppose it would offend that be-
nevolent Being to make the happiness of one who would die
for yours P—to raise a devoted heart from purgatorial torments
to a state of heavenly bliss, when you could do it without the
s}jﬁ}ltest injury to yourself or any other ?” "

his was spoken in a low, earnest, melting tone as he bent
over me. I now raised my head; and steadily confronting
his gaze, I answered calmly,—

¢ Mr. llargrave, do you mean to insult me ?” -
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He was not Erepared for this. He paused a moment to re-
cover the shock ; then, drawing himself up and removing his
hand from my chair, he answered, with proud sadness,—

** That was not my intention.”

1 ;lust glanced%owards the door, with a slight movement of
the head, and then returned to my book. Ile immediately
withdrew. This was better than if I had answered with more
words, ‘and in the passionate spirit to which my first impulse
would have prompted. What a good thing it is to be able to
command one’s temper ! I must labour to cultivate this inesti-
mable quality : God only knows how often I shall need it in
this rough, (f;rk road that lies before me.

In the course of the morning, I drove over to the Grove
with the two ladies, to give Milicent an opportunity for bid-
ding farewcll to her mother and sister. They persuaded her
to_stay with them the rest of the day, Mrs, llargrave pro-
mising to bring her back in the evening and remain till the
party broke up on the morrow. Consequently, Lady Low-
borough and I had the pleasurc of retaurning tétc-i-téte in the
carriage together. Tor the first mile or two, we kept silence,
I looking out of my window, and she leaning back in her
corner. But I was not going to restrict myself to any par-
ticular position for her : when I was tired of leaning forward,
with the cold, raw wind in my face, and surveying the russet
hedges, and the damp, tangled grass of their banks, I gave it
up, and leant back too. With her usual impudence. my com-
panion then made some attempts to get up a conversation ; but
the monosyllables ¢ yes,’ or ‘no,’ or ¢ humph,’ were the ut-
most her several remarks could clicit from me. At last, on
her asking my opinion upon some immaterial point of discus-
sion, 1 answered,—

“ Why do you wish to talk to me, Lady Lowborough ?—
you must know what I think of you.”

“Well, if you will be so bitter against me,” replied she,
“T can’t help it ;—but I'm not going to sulk for anyhody.”

Our short drive was now at an end. As soon as the car-
riage door was opened, she sprang out, and went down the
park to mect the gentlemen, who were just returning from the
woods.  Of course I did not follow. .

But I had not done with her impudence yet :—after dinner,
I retired to the drawing-room, a% usual, and she accompanied
me, but [ had the two children with me, and I gave them my
whole attentjon, and determined to keep them till the gentle-
men came, 8r till Milicent arrived with her mother. Litt
Helen, however, was soon tired of playing, and insisted upon

oing to sleep ; and while I sat on the sofa with her on my
ee, and Arthur seated beside me, gently playing with her
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soft, flaxen' bair,»Lady Lowhorough composedly came and
-placed herself on the other side.

“To-morrow, Mrs, Huntingdon,” said she, *you will be
delivered from my presence, which, no doubt, you will be very
glad of—it is natural you should ;—but do you know I have
rendered you a great service ?—Shall I tell you what it is 2"

¢T shall be glad to hear of any service you have rendered
me,” said I, determined to be calm, for I knew by thc tone of
her voice she wanted to provoke me.

“Well,” resumed she, ** have you not observed the salutary
change in Mr. Huntingdon? Don't you see what a sober,
temperatc man he is become ? You saw with regret the sad
habits he was contracting, I know ; and I know you did your
utmost to deliver him from them,—but without success, until
I came to your assistance. T told him in few words that I
could not bear to see him degrade himself so, and that I
should cease to—no matter what I told him,—but you see the
rei;ormation I have wrought ; and you ought to thank me for
it.”

I rose, and rang for the nurse.

¢ But I desire no thanks,” she continued ; ¢ all the return I
ask is, that you will take care of him when 1 am goue, and
not, by harshness and neglect, drive him back to his old
courses.”

I was almost sick with passion, but Rachel was now at the
door: I pointed to the children, for I could not trust myself
to speak : she took them away, and I followed.

*Will you, Helen?” continued the spcaker.

I gave her a look that blighted the malicious smilc on her
face—or checked it, at least for a moment—and departed. In
the ante-room I met Mr. Hargrave. 1le saw I was in no hu-
mour to be spoken to, and suffered me to pass without a word ;
but when, after a few minutes’ seclusion in the library, I had
regained my composure, and was returning, to join Mrs. Har-
grave and Milicent, whom 1 had just heard come down stairs
and go into the drawing-room, I found him there still, lin-
gcring in the dimly-lighted apartment, and evidently waiting
or me.

¢ Mrs. Huntingdon,” said he as I passed, * will you allow
me one word ?” .

“ What is it then ?—be quick if you please.”

“I offended you this morning ; and I cannot live under
your displeasure.”

"¢ Then, go, and sin no more,” replied I, tumihg away.

% No, no!"” eaid he, hastily, setting himself before me—
¢ Pardon me, but I must have your forgiveness. I leave you
to-morrow, and I may not have an opportunity of speaking
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to you again. I was wrong to forget myself—and you, as I
did; but let me implore you to fo]riget and forgive my rash
presamption, and think of me as if those words had never
been spoken ; for, believe me, I regret them deeply, and the
loss of your estelm is too severe a penalty—I cannot bear it.”

¢ Forgetfulness is not to be purchased with a wish ; and I
cannot bestow my esteem on all who desire it, unless they
deserve it too.” )

¢ I shall think my life well spent in labouring to deserve
it, if you will but pardon this offence—Will you ?”

[ Yes.” v

““Yes! but that is coldly spoken. Give me your hand
and I'll believe you. You won't? Then, Mrs. Huntingdon,
you do not forgive me !”

“Yes—here it is, and my forgiveness with it: only—sin
no more.”

He pressed my cold hand with sentimental fervour, but
said nothing, and stood aside to let me pass into the room,
where all the company were now assembled. Mr. Grimsby
was seated near the door : on seeing me enter, almost imme-
diately followed by Hargrave, he leered at me, with a glance
of intolerable significance, as I passed. I looked him in the
face, till he sullenly turned away, if not ashamed, at least
confounded for the moment. Meantime, Hatterslecy had
scized llargrave by the arm, and was whispering something
in his ear—some coarsc joke, no doubt, for the latter neither
laughed nor spoke in answer, but, turning from him with a
slight curl of the lip, disengaged himself and went to his
mother, who was telling Lord Lowborough how many reasons
she had to be proud of her son.

Thank Heaven, they are all going to-morrow.

CIIAPTER XXXVI.

DEecrmpER 20th, 1824.—This is the third anniversary of our
felicitous union. It is now twg months since our guests left
us to the enjoyment of each other’s socicty ; and I have had
nine wecks’ experience of this new phase of conjugal life—
two persons living together, as master and mistress of the
house, and father and mother of a winsome, merry little
child, with the mutual understanding that there is mno love,
friendship, or,sympathy between them. As far as in me lie

I endeavour f live peaceably with him: I treat him with un-
impeachable civility, give up my convenience to his, where-
ever it may reasonably be done, and consult him in & busi-
ness-like way on household affairs, deferring to his pleasure
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and judgment, even when I know the latter to be inferior to
my own,

As for him: for the first week or two, he was peevish and
low—fretting, I suppose, over his dear Annabella’s departure
—and particularly ill-tempered to me : evefything I did was
wrong ; I was cold-hearted, hard, insensate; my sour, pale
face was perfectly repulsive ; my voice made him shudder;
he knew not how he could live through the winter with me;
I should kill him by inches. Again I proposed a separation,
but it would not do: he was not going to be the talk of all
the old gossips in the neighbourhood : he would not have it
said that he was such a brute his wife could not live with
him ;—no ; he must contrive to bear with me.

“I must contrive to bear with you, you mean ;" said I,
“for so long as I discharge my functions of steward and
housekeeper, so conscientiously and well, without pay and
without thanks, you cannot afford to part with me. I shall
therefore remit these duties when my bondage becomes in-
tolerable.” This threat, I thought, would serve to keep him
in check, if anything would.

I believe he was much disappointed that I did not feel his
offensive sayings more acutely, for when he had said any-
thing particularly well calculated to hurt my feelings, he
wou[f'd stare me searchingly in the face, and then grumble
against my ‘‘marble heart,” or my * brutal insensibility.”
If I had bitterly wept and deplored his lost affection, he
would, perhaps, have condescended to pity me, and taken me
into favour for a while, just to comfort his solitude and con-
sole him for the absence of his beloved Annabella, until he
could meet her again, or some morc fitting substitute. Thank
Hecaven, 1 am not so weak as that! I was infatuated once
with a foolish, besotted affection, that clung to him in spite
of his unworthiness, but it is fairly gone now—wholly crushed
and withered away ; and he has none but himself and his
vices to thank for it.

At first (in compliance with his sweet lady’s injunctions, I
suppose), he abstained wondegfully well from seeking to solace
his cares in wine; but at length he began to relax his vir-
tuous cfforts, 2ad now and then exceeded a little, and still
continues to do so—nay, sometimes, not a little. When he is
under the cxciting influence of these excesses, he sometimes
fires up and attempts to play the brute; and then I take

.httle pains to suppress my scorn and disgust: when he is
under the depressing influence of the after consequences, he
bemoans his sufferings and his errors, and charges them both
upon me; he knows such indulgence injures his health, and
does him more harm than good; but he says I drive him to
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it by my unnatural, unwomanly conduct ; it will be the ruin
of him in the cnd, but it is all my fault;—and then I am
roused to defend myself, sometimes, with bitter recrimina-
tion. This is a kind of injustice I cannot patiently endure.
Have I not labotired long and hard to save him from this ver:
vice ? would I not labour still to deliver him from it, if
could 2 But could 1 do so by fawning upon him and caressin
him when I know that he scorns me? Is it my fault that
have lost my influence with him, or that he has farfeited
every claim to my regard? And should I seek a reconcilia-
tion with him, when I feel that I abhor him, and that he
despises mc ?—and while he continues still to correspond
with Lady Lowborough, as I know he does? No, never,
never, never '—he may drink himself dead, but it is Nor my
fault !

Yet I do my part to save him still : I give him to under-
stand that drinking makes his eycs dull, and his face red and
bloated ; and that it tends to render him imbecile in body
and mind ; and if Annabella were to see him as often as I do,
she would speedily be discnchanted ; and that she certainl
will withdraw her favour from him, if he continues sucﬁ
courscs. Such a mode of admonition wins only coarse abuse
for me—and, indeed, I almost feel as if I deserved it, for I
hate to use such arguments, but they sink into his stupified
heart, and make him pause, and ponder, and abstain, more
than anything else I could say.

At present, I am enjoying a temporary relief from his pre-
sence : he is gonc with Ilargrave to join a distant hunt, and
will probably not be back before to-morrow evening. How
differently I used to fecl his absence !

Mr. llargrave is still at the Grove. He and Arthur fre-
quently mcet to pursue their rural sports together : he often
calls upon us here, and Arthur not unfrequently rides over to
him. I do not think cither of these eoi-disant friends is over-
flowing with love for the other; but such intercourse serves
to get the time on, and I am very willing it should continue, as
it saves me some hours of discgmfort in Arthur’s socicty, and
gives him some better employment than the sottish indulgence
of his sensual appetites. The only objection I have to Mr.
Hargrave’s being in the ncighbourhood, is that the fear of
meeting him at the Grove prevents me from seeing his sister
so often as I otherwise should ; for, of late, he has conducted
himself towards me with such uncrringI propriety, that I have
almost forgoften his former conduct. 1 suppose he is strivind
to * win my esteem.” If he continue to act in this way, he
may win it ;—but what then? The moment he attempts to
demand anything more, he will lose it again.
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February 10th.—1It is a hard, embittering thing to have
one's kind feelings and good intentions cast back in one’s
teeth. I was beginning to relent towards my wretched partner -
—to pity his forlorn, comfortless condition, unalleviated as it
is by the consolations of intellectual resources-and the answer
of a good conscience towards God—and to think I ought to
sacrifice my pride, and renew my efforts once again to make
his home agreeable and lead him back to the path of virtue ;
not by false professions of love, and not by pretended re-
morse, but by mitigating my habitual coldness of manner,
and commuting my frigid civility into kindness wherever an
opportumty occurred ; and-not only was I beginning to think
80, but I had already begun to act upon the thought—and
what was the result? No answering spark of kindness—no
awakening penitence, but an unappeasable ill-humour, and a
spirit of tyrannous exaction that increased with indulgence,
and a lurking gleam of self-complacent triumph, at every
detection of relenting softness in my manner, that congealed
me to marble again as often as it recurred ; and this morning
he finished the business :—I think the petrifaction is so com-
pletely effected at last, that nothing can meclt me again.
Among his letters was one which he perused with symptoms
of unusual gratification, and then threw it across the table to
me, with the admonition,—

¢t There | read that, and take a lesson by it!”

It was in the free, dashing hand of Lady Lowborough. I
glanced at the first page ; it seemed full of extravagant pro-
testations of affection; impetuous longings for a speedy re-
union ; and impious defiance of God’s mandates, and railings
against his providence for having cast their lot asunder, and
doomed them both to the hateful bondage of alliance with
those they could not love. He gave a slight titter on seein
me change colour. I folded up the letter, rose, and returnc
it to him, with no remark, but,—

* Thank yon—I will take a lesson by it !"

My little Arthur was standing between his knees, delight-
edly playing with the bright, ruby ring on his finger. Urged
by a sudden, imperative impulse to deliver my son from that
contaminating irfluence, I caught him up in my arms and
carried him with me out of the room. Not liking this abrupt
removal, the child began to pout and cry. This was a new
stab to my already tortured heart. I would not let him go;
but, taking him with me into the library, I shut the door,
tind, kneeling on the floor beside him, I embraced him, kissed
him, wept over him with "passionate fondness. -,Rather

ightened than consoled by this, he turned struggling from
me and cried out aloud for gis paps. I released him from my
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arms, and never were- more bitter tears than those that now
concealed him from my blinded, burning eyes. Hearing his
cries, the father came to the room. I instantly turned away
lest he should sce and misconstrue my emotion. He swore
at me, and took the now pacified child away.

It is hard that my little darling should love him more than
me; and that, when the well-being and culture of my son is
all T have to live for, I should see my influcnce destroyed by
one whose selfish affection is more injurious than the coldest
indifference or the harshest tyranny could be. If T, for his
good, deny him some trifling indulgence, he goes to his father,
and the latter, in spite of his selfish indolence, will even give
himself some trouble to meet the child’s desires: if I attempt
to curb his will, or look gravely on him for some act of
childish disobedience, he knows his other parent will smile
and take his part against me. Thus, not only have I the
father’s spirit in the son to contend against, the germs of his
evil tendencies to search out and irradicate, and his corrupt-
ing intercourse and example in after-life to counteract, but
‘already he counteracts my arduous labour for the child’s ad-
vantage, destroys my influence over his tender mind, and robs
me of his very love; I had no earthly hope but this, and he
scems to take a diabolical delight in tearing it away.

But it is wrong to despair ; I will remember the counsel of
the inspired writer to him ¢ that feareth the Lord and
obeyeth the voice of his servant, that sitteth in darkness and
hath no light; let him trust in the name of the Lord, and
stay upon his God!”

CIIAPTER XXXYVIL

DreceMper 20th, 1825.—Another year is past; and I am
weary of this life. And yet I cannot wish to leave it : what-
cver afflictions assail me here, I cannot wish to go and leave
my darling in this dark and wicked world alone, without a
friend to guide him through igs weary mazes, to warn him of
jts thousand snares, and guard him from the perils that beset
him on every hand. T am not well fitted to*bc his'only com-
panion, I know ; but there is no other to supply my place. I
am too grave to minister to his amusements and enter into his
infantile sports as a nurse or a mother ought to do; and often
his bursts of gleeful merriment trouble and alarm me ; I see .
in them his ¥ather’s spirit and temperament, and I tremble
the consequences ; and, too often, damp the innocent mirth I
ought to share. That father, on the contrary, has no weight
of sadness on his mind—is troubled with no fears, no scruples

q2 .,
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concerning his son’s future welfare ; and at evenings especially,
the times when the child sees him the most and the oftenest,
he is always particularly jocund and open-hearted: ready to
laugh and to f'est with anything or anybody—but me—and I
-am particularly silent and sad : therefore, of tourse, the child
dotes upon his seemingly joyous, amusing, ever-indulgent

apa, and will at any time gladly exchange my company for

is. This disturbs me greatly ; not so much for the sake of
my son’s affection (though I do prize that highly, and though
1 feel it is my right, and know I have done much to earn it)
as for that influence over him which, for his own advantage,
I would strive to purchase and retain, and which for very
spite his father deligkts to rob me of, and, from motives of
mere idle egotism, is pleased to win to himself; making no
use of it but to torment me and runin the child. My only con-
solation is, that he spends comparatively little of his time at
home, and, during the months he passes in London or else-
where, I have a chance of recovering the ground I had lost,
and overcoming with good the evil he has wrought by his
wilful mismanagement. But then it is a bitter trial to behold
him, on his return, doing his utmost to subvert my labours
and transform my innocent, affectionate, tractable darling
into a selfish, disobedient, and mischievous boy ; thereby pre-
paring the soil for those vices he has so successfully cultivated
in his own perverted nature.

Happily, there were none of Arthur’s *fricnds” invited to
Grassdale last autumn: he took himself off to visit some of
them instcad. I wish he would always do so, and I wish his

. friends were numcrous and loving enough to keep him
amongst them all the year round. Mr. Hargrave, con-
siderably to my annoyance, did not go with him; but I
think I have done with that gentleman at last.

For seven or eight months, he behaved so remarkably well,
and managed so skilfully too, that I was almost completely
off my guard, and was really beginning to look upon him as
a friend, and even to treat him as such, with certain prudent
restrictions (which I deemed scarcely necessary) ; when, pre-
suming upon my unsuspecting kindness, he thought he might
venture to overstep the bounds of decent moderation and
propriety that had so long restrained him. It was on a pleasant
evening at the close of May: I was wandering in dge park,
and he, on seeing me there as he rode past, made bold to
enter and approach me, dismounting and leaving his horse at

‘the gate. This was the first time he had ventséred to come
within its inclosure since I had been left alone, without the
sanction of his mother’s or sister’s company, or at least the

. excuse of & message from them, But he managed to appear
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so calm and easy, so respectful and self-possessed in his
friendliness, that, though a little surprised, I was neither
alarmed nor offended at the unusual liberty, and he walked
with me unders the ash-trces and by the water-side, and
talked, with considerable animation, good taste, and intelli-
gence, on many subjects, before I began to think about gettin,
rid of him. Then, after a pause, during which we both stoo
ﬁeazing on the calm, blue water ; I revolving in my mind the
st means of politely dismissing my companion, he, no doubt,
pondering other matters equally alien to the sweet sights and
sounds that alone were present to his senses,—he suddenly
electrified me by beginning, in a peculiar tone, low, soft, but
perfectly distinct, to pour forth the most unequivocal expres
sions of earnest and passionate love ; pleading his cause with
all the bold yet artful cloquence he could summon to his aid.
But I cut short his appeal, and repulsed him so determinately,
so decidedly, and with such a mixture of scornful indignation,
tempered with cool, dispassionate sorrow and pity for his be-
nighted mind, that he withdrew, astonishcd, mortified, and
discomfortcd ; and, a few days after, I heard that he had de-
parted for London. Ile returned, howevcer, in eight or nine
weeks—and did not entirely keep aloof from me, but com-
ported himself in so remarkable a manner that his quick-
sighted sister could not fail to notice the change.

*“ What have you done to Walter, Mrs. Huntingdon ?”
said she one morning, when I had called at the Grove, and he
had just left the room after exchanging a few words of the
coldest civility. ‘‘ITe has been so extremely ceremonious
and statcly of late, I can’t imagine what it is all about, unless
you have desperately offended him. T'cll me what it is, that
I may be your mediator, and make you iriends again.”

“]1 have done nothing willingly to offend him,” said I.
“If he is offended, he can best tell you himself what it is
about.”

“Ill ask him,” cried the giddy girl, springing up and
putting her head out of the window; ‘ he’s only in the
garden—\Valter 1” ° .

“No, no, Esther! you will seriously dispJeasc me if you
do; and I shall leave you immediately, and not comec again
for months—perhaps ycars.”

¢ Did you call, Esther ?” said her brother, approaching the
window from without.

“Yes; I whnted to ask you—" .

“Good morning, Esther,” said I, taking her hand and
giving it a severe squeeze.

% To ask you,” continucd she, ‘‘to get me a rose for Mrs.
ITuntingdon.” He departed. *Mrs. Huntingdon,” she ex-
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claimed, turning to me and still holding me fast by the hand,
“T’m quite shocked at you—you're just as angry, and distant,
and cold as he is: and I'm determined you shall be as good
friends as ever, before you go.” .

¢ Esther, how can you be so rude!” cried Mrs. Hargrave,
who was seated gravely knitting in her easy chair. ** Surely,

ou never will learn to conduct yourself like a lady 1"

“ Well, mamma, you said, yourself—"" Butthe young lady
was silenced by the uplifted finger of her mamma, accom-
panied with a very stern shake of the head.

“lIsn't she cross?” whispered she to me; but, before 1
could add my share of reproof, Mr. Hargrave reappeared at
the window with a beautiful moss rose in his hand.

¢ tere, Esther, I've brought you the rose,” said he, ex-
tending it towards her. .

“ Give it her yourself, you blockhead ! cried she, recoil-
ing with a spring from between us.

‘¢ Mrs. Huntingdon would rather receive it from you,” re-
Elied he, in a very serious tone, but lowering his voice that

is mother might not hear. Ilis sister took the rose and gave
it to me.

“ My brother’s compliments, Mrs. Huntingdon, and he
hopes you and he will come to a better understanding by-and-
bye. Will that do, Walter ?" added the saucy girl, turning
to him and putting her arm round his neck, as he stood lean-
*ing upon the sill of the window—** or should I have said that
you are sorry you were so touchy ? or that you hope she will
pardon your offence 27

“ You silly girl! you don't know what you are talking
about,” replied he gravely.

‘“ Indeed 1 don’t: for I'm quite in the dark!”

 Now, Esther,” interposed Mrs. Hargrave, who, if equally
benighted on the subject of our estrangement, saw at least
that her daughter was behaving very improperly, ¢ I must in-
sist upon your leaving the room 1"

‘* Pray don't, Mrs, llargrave, for 1'm going to leave it my-
self,” said I, and immediately made my adieux.
¥ About a week after, Mr. Hargrave brought his sister to sec
me. He conducted himself, at first, with his usual cold, dis-
tant, half-stately, half-melancholy, altogether injured air;
but Esther made no remark upon it this time : she had evi-
dently been schooled into better manners. She talked to me,

« and laughed and romped with little Arthur, her loved and
loving playmate. He, somewhat to my discomfort, enticed
her from tiie room to have a run in the hall, and thence into
the garden. 1 got up to stir the fire. Mr. Hargrave asked if
I &{t cold, and shut the door—a very unseasonable piece of
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officiousness, for T had meditated following the noisy play-
fellows if they did not speedily return. He then took the
liberty of walking up to the fire himself, and asking me if I
were aware thgt Mr. Huntingdon was now at the seat of Lord
Lowborough, and likely to continue therc some time.

“ No ; but it’s no matter,” I answered carelessly ; and if my
cheek glowed like fire, it was rather at the question than the ®
information it conveyed.

¢ You don't ohject to it ?” he said.

¢ Not at all, if Lord Lowborough likes his company.”

¢ You have no love left for him, then?”

¢ Not the least.”

* T knew that—I knew you were too high-minded and pure
in your own nature to continue to regard one so utterly
false and polluted with any feclings but those of indignation
and scornful abhorrence !”

1s he not your friend ?” said T, turning my eycs from the
fire to his face with perhaps a slight touch of those feelings
he assigned to another.

¢ Ile was,” replicd he, with the same calm gravity as be-
fore, ‘‘but do not wrong me by supposing that I could con-
tinue my friendship and esteem to a man who could so infa-
mously, so impiously forsake and injurec one so transcen-
dently——well, I won’t speak of it. But tell me, do you never
think of revenge ?"

* ¢ Revenge! No—what good would that do?—it would make
him no better, and me no happier.”

¢TI don't know how to talk to you, Mrs. Huntingdon,” said
he smiling ; ¢ you arc only half’ a woman—your nature must
be half human, half angelic. Such goodness ovcrawes me ; I
don't know what to make of it.”

“Then, sir, I fear you must be very much worse than you
should be, if I, a mere ordinary mortal, am, by your own con-
fession, so vastly your supcrior; and since there exists so
little sympathy between us, I think we had better each look
out for some more congenial companion.” And forthwith
moving to the window, 1 began to look out for my littlc son
and his gay young friend. R

“No, I am the ordinary mortal, I maintain,” replied Mr.
Hargrave. ‘I will not allow myself to be worse than my
fellows ; but you, madam, 1 equally maintain there is no-
body like you. But are you happy ?” he asked in a serious
tone. : '}

“As haﬂpy as some others, I suppose.”

‘ Are you as happy as you desire to be?"

4 No one is so0 blest as that comes to on this side eternitgg!
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“ One thing I know,” Teturned he, with a deep sad sigh ;
t wou are immeasurably happier than I am.”

1“_ I am very sorry for you, then,” I could not help re-

ing. ,

P fre you, indeed? No,for if you were you would be
glad to relieve me.”

 And so I should if I could do so without injuring myself
or any other.”

“ And can you suppose that I should wish you to injuré
{ourself' ? No, on the contrary, it is your own happiness I
ong for more than mine. You are miserable now, Mrs.
Huntingdon,” continued he, looking me boldly in the face.
¢ You do not complain, but I sec—and fecl—and know that
you are miscrable—and must remain so as long as you keep
those walls of impenetrable ice about your still warm and pal-
pitating heart ; and I am miserable, too. Deign to smile on
me and I am happy : trust me, and you shall be happy also,
for if you are a woman I can make you so—and I will do it
in spite of yourself!” he muttercd between his teeth; ‘“and
as for others, the question is between ourselves alone : you
cannot injure your husband you know, and no one clsc has
any concern in the matter.”

« 1 have a son, Mr. Ilargrave, and you have a mother,”
said I, retiring from the window, whither he had fol-
lowed me.

¢ They need not know,” he began; but beforc anything
more could be said on either side Esther and Arthur re-
entcred the room. The former glauced at Walter's flushed,
excited countenance, and then at mine—a little flushed and
excited too, 1 dare say, thongh {rom far different causes. She
maust have thought we had been quarrelling desperately, and
was evidently perplexed and disturbed at the circumstance ;
but she was too polite or too much afraid of her brother’s an-

er to refer to it. She seated herself on the sofa, and puttin
Eack her bright, golden ringlets, that were scattered in wil
profusion over her face, she immediately began to talk about
the garden and her little playfollow, and continued to chatter
sway in her usual strain till her brother summoned her to
epart. )
K If 1 bave spoken too warmly, forgive me,” he murmured
: on taking his leave, * or I shall never forgive myself.”

Esther smiled and glanced at me : I merely bowed, and her
cpuntenance fell. She thought it a poor return {or Walter’s
generous concession, and was disappointed in her friend. Poor
child, she little knows the world she lives in! -

Mr. Hargrave had not an opportunity of meeting me again
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in private for several weeks after this ; but when he did meet
me there was less of pride and more of touching melancholy in
his manner than before. Oh, how he annoyed me! I 'was
obliged at last almosat entirely to remit my visits to the Grove
at the egense of deeply offending Mrs. Hargrave and se-
riously afflicting poor Esther, who really values my societ
for want of better, and who ought not to suffer for the fauit
of her brother. But that indefatigable foe was not yet van-
quished: he seemed to be always on the watch. I frequently
saw him riding lingeringly past the premiscs, looking search-
ingly round him as he went—or, if I did not, Rachel did.
That sharp-sighted woman soon guessed how matters stood
betwcen us, and descrying the enemy’s movements from her
elevation at the nursery-window, she would give me a quiet
intimation if she saw me preparing for a walk when she had
reason to believe he was about, or to think it likely that he
would meet or overtake me in the way I meant to traverse. I
would then defer my ramble, or confine myself for that day
to the park and gardens, or, if the proposed excursion was
a matter of importance, such as a visit to the sick or afflicted,
I would take Rachel with me, and then I was ncver mo-
Iested.

But one mild, sunshiny day, carly in November, I had
ventured forth alone to visit the village school and a few ot
the poor tenants, and on my return [ was alarmed at the
clatter of a horse’s feet bchind me approaching at a rapid,
steady trot. There was no stile or gap at hand by which I
could escape into the fields, so I walked quietly on, saying to
mysclf,—

g 1t may not be he after all; and if it is, and if he do
annoy me, it shall be for the last time, I am determined, if
there be power in words and looks against cool impudence
and mawkish sentimentality so inexhaustible as his.”

The horse soon overtook me, and was reined up close be-
side me. It was Mr. Hargrave. lle greeted me with a smile
intended to be soft and melancholy, but his triumphant satis-
faction at having caught me gt last so shone through that it
was quite a failure. After briefly answering his salutation
and inquiring after the ladies at the Grove, I turned away
and walked on; but he followed and kept his horse at my
side : it was cvident he intended to be my companion all the

way.
4 Well! J don’t much care. If you want another rebuff
take it—and welcome,” was my inward remark. ¢ Now, sif}
what next ?”
This question, though unspoken, was not long unanswered :
after a féw passing observations upon indifferent subjects, he
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began in solemn tones the following appeal to my ha-
manity :—

¢ It will be four years next April since I first saw you,
Mrs. Huntingdon—you may have forgotten the circumstance,
but I never can. ¥ admired you then most deeply, but I
dared not love you: in the following autumn I saw so much
of your perfections that 1 could not fail to love you, though I
dared not show it. For upwards of three years I have en-
dared a perfect martyrdom. From the anguish of suppressed
emotions, intense and fruitless longings, silent sorrow, crushed
hopes, and trampled affections, 1 have suffered more than
can tell, or you imagine—and you were the cause of it, and
not altogether the innocent cause. My youth is wasting
away ; my prospects arc darkened; my life is a desolate
blank ; T have no rest day or night: I am become a burden
to myself and others, and you might save me by a word—a
glance, and will not do it—is this right ?”

*In the first place I don't believe you,” answered I: *“in
the second, if you will be such a fool I can’t hinder it.”

¢ If you affect,” replied he carnestly, ‘¢ to regard as folly,
the best, the strongest, the most godlike impulses of our na-
ture,—I don't believe you; I know you are not the heartless,
icy bheing you pretend to he—you had a heart once and gave
it to your husband. When you found him utterly unworthy
of the treasure, you reclaimed it; and you will not pretend
that you loved that sensual, earthly-minded proflizate so
deeply, so devotedly, that you can ncver love another? I
know that there are feelings in your nature that have never yet
been called torth—I know, too, that in your present neglected
lonely state you are and must be miserable. You have it in
your power to raise two human beings from a statc of actual
suffering to such unspeakable beatitude as only generous, no-
ble, self-forgetting love can give (for you can love me if you
will) ; you may tell me that you scorn and detest me, but—
gince you have set me the example of plain speaking—I will
answer that I do not believe you! but you will not do it! you
choose rather to leave us miserable ; and you coolly tell me
it is the will of God that we should remain so. You may call
this religion, but I call it wild fanaticism !

tThere is another life both for you and for me,” said I.
“If it be the will of God that we sﬁould sow in tears, now,
it is only that we may reap in joy hereafter. It is his will
that we shonld not injure others by the gratification of our
own earthly passions; and you have a mother, and sisters, and
friends, who would be seriously injured by your disgrace ; and
I, too, have friends, whose peace of mind shall never be sacri-
ficed to my enjoyment—or yours either, with my consent—
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and if I were alone in the world, I have still my God and my
religion, and I would sooner die than disgrace my calling dnd
break my faith with Heaven to obtain a few brief years of
false and fleeting happiness—happiness sure to end in misery,
even here—for myself or any other!”

* There need be no disgracc—no misery or sacrificc in any
quarter,” persisted he. ‘I do not ask you to leave your home
or defy the world’s opinion.”—But I need not repeat all his
arguments. I refuted them to the best of my power; but
that power was provokingly small, at the moment, for I was
too much flurried with indignation—and even shame—that he
should thus dare to address me, to retain sufficient command
of thought and language to enable me adequately to contend
against his powerful sophistries. Finding, however, that he
could not be silenced by reason, and even covertly exulted in
his seeming advantage, and ventured to deride those assertions
I had not the coolness to prove, I changed my course and tried
another plan,

““Do you really love me?” said I scriously, pausing and
looking fxyim calmly in the face.

“Do I love you!” cnied he.

“Truly ?” 1 demanded.

1lis countenance brightened ; he thought his trinmph was
at hand. lle commenced a passionate protcstation of the
truth and fervour of his attachment, which I cut short by
another question :— .

“But is it not a selfish love ?>—have you enough disin-
terested affection to enable you to sacrifice your own plcasure
to mine?”

“] would give my life to scrve you.”

¢ I don’t want your life—but have you cnough real sympathy
for my afflictions to induce you to make an effort to relieve
them, at the risk of a little discomfort to yourselt?”

“Try me, and see "

* «If you have—ncver mention this subject again. You
cannot recur to it in any way, without doubling the weight of
those sufferings you so feelingly deplore. I have nothing left
me but the solace of a good conscience and a hopeful trust in
Heaven, and you labour continually to rob me of these. If
you persist, I must regard you as my dcadliest foe.”

‘* But hear me a moment——"

¢ No, sir! you said you would give your life to serve me:
I only agk your silence on one particular point. I hgvf
spoken plainly ; and what I say I mean. If you torment me
in this way any more, I must conclude that your protestations
are entirely false, and that you hate me in your heart as
fervently as you profess to love me!”
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He bit his lip, and bent his eyes upon the ground in silence
for a while. . .

“Then I must leave you,” said he at length, looking steadily
upon me, as if with the last hope of detecting some token of
irrepressible anguish or dismay awakened by those solemn
*words. I must lcave you. I cannot live here, and be for

- ever silent on the all-absorbing subject of my thoughts and
wishes.”

“ Formerly, I believe, you spent but little of your time at
home,” T answered : *it will do you no harm to absent your-

- gelf again, for a while—if that be really necessary.”

¢ If that be really possible,” he muttered—‘‘and can you
bid me go so coolly? Do i'ou really wish it ?”

“ Most certainly I do. If you cannot see me without tor-
menting me as you have lately done, I would gladly say fare-
well and never see you more.”

IIe made no answer, but, bending from his horse, held out
his hand towards me. I looked up at his face, and saw
thercin such a look of genuine agony of soul that, whether
bitter disappointment, or wounded pride, or lingering love, or
burning wrath were uppermost, 1 could not hesitate to put my
hand in his as frankly as if I bade a friend farewcll. He
grasped it very hard, and immediately put spurs to his horse
and galloped away. Very soon after, I learned that he was

one to Paris, where he still is ; and the longer he stays there

the betger for me.
I thank God for this deliverance !

CHAPTER XXXVIIIL

DeceMBER 20th, 1826.—The fifth anniversary of my wed-
ding day, and, I trust, the last I shall spend under this roof.
My resolution is formed, my plan concocted, and alrcady partly
put in execution. My conscience does not blamec me, but
while the purpose ripens, let mesbeguile a few of these long
winter evenings in stating the case for my own satisfaction—
a dreary amusement enough, but having the air of a useful
occupation, and being pursued as a task, it will suit me better
than a lighter one.

In Scptember, quiet Grassdale was again alive with a party
Mf Jadics and gentlemen (so called) consisting of the same in-
‘dividuals as those invited the year before last, with the addi-
tion of two or three others, among whom were Mrs. Ilargrave
and her younger daughter. The gentlemen and Lady Low-
borough were invited for the pleasure and convenience of the -
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host, the other ladics, I suppose for the sake of appearances,
and to keep me in check, and make me discreet and civil in my
demeanour. But the ladies stayed only three weeks, the
%entlemen, with two exceptions, above two months, for their
ospitable entertainer was loath to part with them and be left
alone with his bright intellect, his stainless conscience, and
his loyed and loving wife. ’ ,
On the day of Lady Lowborough’s arrival, I followed her
into her chamber, and plainly told her that, if I found reason
to hclieve that she still continued her criminal connection with
Mr. Iuntingdon, I should think it my absolute duty to in-
form her husband of the circumstance—or awaken his sus-
picions at least—however painful it might be, or however
drecadful the consequences. She was startled at first, by the
dcclaration, so unexpected, and so detcrminately yet calmly
delivered ; but rallying in a moment, she coolly replied that,
if I saw anything at all reprehensible or suspicious in her con-
duct, she would freely give me leave to tell his lordship all
about it. 'Willing to be satisfied with this, I left her; and -
certainly I saw nothing thenceforth particularly reprehcnsible
or suspicious in her demeanour towards her host ; but then I
had the other guests to attend to, and I did not watch them
narrowly—for, to confess the truth, I feared to see anything
between them. I no longer regarded it as any concern of
mine, and if it was my duty to enlighten Lord Lowborough,
it was a painful duty, and I drcaded to be called to perform it.
But my fears were brought to an end, in a manner I had
not anticipated. One evening, about a fortnight after the
visitors’ arrival, I had retired into the library to snatch a few
minutes’ respite from forced cheerfulness and wearisome dis-
coursc—for after so long a period of seclusion, drcary indeed,
as I had often found it, I could not always bear to be doin
violence to my feelings, and goading my powers to talk, an
smile and listen, and play the attentive hostess, or even the
cheerful fricnd :—I had just ensconced myself within the bow
of the window, and was looking out upon the west where the
darkening hills rosc sharply defined against the clear amber
light of evening, that gradually blended and faded away into
the pure, pale blue of the upper sky, wherg one bright- star
was shining through, as if to promise—* When that dying
liiht is gone, the world will not be left in darkness, and they
who trust in God—whose minds are unbeclouded by the mists
of unbelicf and sin—are never wholly comfortless,”—when I
heard a hustied step approaching, and Lord Lowborough en-
tered—this room was still his favourite resort. He flung the
door to with unusual violence, and cast his hat aside regardless
where it fell, 'What could be the matter with bim? His face
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was ghastly pale; his eyes were fixed upon the ground; his
teeth clenched ; his forehead glistened with the dews of agony.
It was plain he knew his wrongs at last!

Unconscious of my presence, he began to pace the room in
a state of fearful agitation, violently wringing his hands and
uttering low groans or incoherent ejaculations. I made a
movement to let him know that he was not alone ; but he was
too preoccupied to notice it. Perhaps, while his back was
towards me, I might cross the room and slip away unobserved.
I rose to make the attempt, but then he perceived me. He
started and stood still 2 moment ; then wiped his streaming
forehead, and, advancing towards me, with a kind of unnatural
composure, said in a deep, alinost sepulchral tone,—

“ Mrs. Huntingdon, I must leave you to-morrow.”

“ To-morrow |” I repeated. ‘I do not ask the cause.”

“ You know it then—and you can be so calm!” said he,
surveying me with profound astonishment, not unmingled with
a kind of resentful bitterness, as it appearcd to me.

“1 have so long been aware of——" I pauscd in time, and
add,e’d, “ of my husband’s character, that nothing shocks
me.

“ But this—how long have you been aware of this?” de-
manded he, laying his clenched hand on the table beside him,
and looking me keenly and fixedly in the face.

I felt like a criminal,

“ Not long,” I answered.

" ¢ Youknewit!” cried he, with bitter vehemence—* and you
did not tell me! You helped to deceive me "

% My lord, I did not help to deceive you.”

‘* Then why did you not tell me?”

¢ Because I knew it would be painful to you—I hoped she
would return to her duty, and then therc would be no need to
harrow your feelings with such "

0 God! how long has this been going on? how long has
it been, Mrs. Huntingdon ?—Tell me—1 must know !” he ex-
claimed, with intense and fearful eagerness.

¢ Two years, I believe.”

“ Great Heaven! and she lias dupcd me all this time!”
He turned away .with a suppressed groan of agony, and paced
the room again, in a paroxysm of renewed agitation. My
heart smote me; but 1 would try to console him, theugh I
knew not how to attempt it.
~_ “*She is a wicked woman,” I said. * She las basely
deceived and betrayed you. She is as little wothy of your

regret as she was of your affection. Let her injure you fur-
ther ; abstract yourself from her, and stand alone.”

** And you, madam,” said he sternly, arresting his walk,
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and turning round upon me—* you have injured me too, by
this ungenerous concealment ! ” .

Therce was a sudden revulsion in my feelings. Something
rose within me, and urged me to resent this harsh return for
my heartfelt sympathy, and defend myself with answering
severity. Happily, I did not yield to the impulse. I saw his
anguish as, suddenly smiting his forehead, he turned abruptly
to the window, and, looking upward at the placid sky, mur-
mured passionately, * O God, that I might die!”—and felt
that to add one drop of bitterness to that already overflowing
cup, would be ungencrous indeed. And yet, I fear therc was
monl'e coldness than gentleness in the quiet tone of my
reply :—

“ I might offer many excuses that some would admit to be
valid, but I will not attempt to enumerate them »

“I know them,” said he hastily, * you would say that
it was no business of yours—that 1 ought to have taken care
of myself—that if my own blindness has led me into this pit
of hell, L have no right to blame another for giving me credit
for a larger amount of sagacity than I possessed——"

1 confess I was wrong,” continued I, without regarding
this bitter interruption ; ‘‘but whether want of courage
or mistaken kindness was the cause of my error, I think you
blame me too severcly. I told Lady Lowborough two weeks
ago, the very hour she came, that I should certainly think it
my duty to inform you it she continued to deceive you: she

ave me full liberty to do so if I should see anything repre-
1cnsible or suspicious in her conduct—1 have scen nothing ;
and I trusted she had altered her course.”

He continued gazing from the window while I spoke, and
did not answer, but, stung by the recollections my words
awakened, stamped his foot upon the floor, ground his tecth,
and corrugated his brow, like one under the influence of
acutc physical pain.

“ It was wrong—it was wrong!” he muttered at length.
¢ Nothiug can cxcuse it—nothing can atone for it,—for nothing
can recall those years of cursed credulity—nothing obliterate
them !—nothing, nothing!” he’ repeated in a whisper whose
despairing bittcrness precluded all resentmest.

*When 1 put the case to mysclf, I own it was wrong,"”
I answered; * but I can only now regret that I did not
see it in this light before, and that, as you say, nothing can
recall the pagst.”

Something in my voice or in the spirit of this answer
seemed to alter his mood. Turning towards me, and atten-
tively surveying my face by the dim light, he said, in a milder
tone thay he had yet employed,— .
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¢ You, too, have suffered, I suppose.”
. %I suffered much, at first.”

¢ When was that?”

“Two years ago; and two years hence you will be as calm
as 1 am now,—and far, far happier, 1 trust, for you are a man,
and free to act as you please.”

Something like a smile, but a’very bitter one, crossed his face
for a moment.

¢« You have not been happy lately ?” he said, with a kind of
effort to regain composure, and a determination to waive the
further discussion of his own calamity.

“ Happy !" I repeated, almost provoked at such a question.
¢ Could 1 be so, with such a husband ?”

1 have noticed a change in your appearance since the
first years of your marriage,” pursued he : * I obscrved it to
—to that infernal demon,” he muttered between his teeth—
‘and he said it was your own sour tem}laer that was eating
away your bloom: it was making you old and ugly before
your time, and had already made his firc-side as comfortless
as a convent cell. You smile, Mrs. Huntingdon—nothing
moves you. I wish my nature were as calm as yours.”

¢ My nature was not originally calm,” said I. “I have
learned to appear so by dint of hard lessons and many
repeated cfforts.”

At this juncture Mr. Iattersley burst into the room.

¢ Hallow, Lowborough!” he began—*“ Oh! I beg your
pardon,” he cxclaimed on seeing me; ‘I didn't know it was
a tétc-d-téte. Cheer up, man,” he continued, giving Lord
Lowborough a thump on the back, which caused the latter to
recoil from him with looks of ineffable disgust and irritation.
“Come, I want to speak with you a bit.”

‘¢ Speak, then.”

“ But I'm not sure it would be quite agreeable to the lady,
what I have to say.” :

 Then it would not be agreeable to me,” said his lordship,
turning to leave the room.

*“Yes, it would,” cried the other, following him into the
hall. If you've the heart ¢f a man it would be the very
ticket for you. Xt's just this, my lad,” he continued, rather
lowering his voice, but not enough to prevent me from
hearing every word he said, though the half-closed door
stood between us. ‘* I think you're an ill-used man—nay,
now, don’t flare up—I don't want to offend you : it's only my
cough way of talking. I must speak right out, you know, or
else not at all ;—and I'm come—stop now! let me explain—
I'm come to offer you my services, for though Huntingdon is
my friend, he's a devilish scamp, as we nﬁl know, and I'll
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be your friend for the nonce. I know what it is you want, to
make matters straight : it's just to exchange a shot with him,
and then you'll feel yourself all right again; and if an acci-
dent happens—why, that'll be all right too, I dare say,
to a desperate fellow like you. Come now, give me your
hand, and don’t look so black upon it. Name time and place,
and I'lF manage the rest.” '

¢ That,” answercd the more low, deliberate voice of Lord
Lowborough, ‘tis just the remedy mi own heart—or the
devil within it, suggested—to meet him, and not to part
without blood. Whether I or he should fall—or both, it
would be an inexpressible rclicf to me, if—"

¢t Just so! Well then ”

“No!" exclaimed his lordship, with deecp, determined
emphasis. ¢ Though I hate him from my heart, and should
rcjoice at any calamity that could befall him—1I'll leave him
to God ; and though I abhor my own life, 1'll leave that too,
to Ilim that gave it.”

¢ But you see in this case,” pleaded ITattersley:

¢ I'll not hear you!” exclaimed his companion, hastily
turning away. ‘* Not another word! I've enough to do
against the fiend within me.”

* Then you're a white-livered fool, and I wash my hands of
you,” grumbled the tempter, as he swung himself round and
departed.

¢ Right, right, Lord Lowborough,” cried I, darting out and
clasping his burning hand, as he was moving away to the
stairs. ‘] begin to think the world is not worthy of you!”

Not understanding this sudden ebullition, he turned upon
me with a stare of gloomy, bewildered amazement, that made
me ashamed of the impulse to which I had yiclded ; but soon
a more humanised expression dawned upon his countenance,
and, before I could withdraw my hand, he pressed it kindly,
while a gleam of genuine feeling flashed from his eycs as he
murmured,—

* God liclp us both 1"

*“ Amen !” responded I; andewe parted.

I returned to the drawing-room, where, doubtless, my
¥resence would be expected by most, desired by one or two.

n the antc-room was Mr. Ilattersley, railing against Lord
Lowborough’s poltroonery before a select audience, viz. Mr,
Huntingdon, who was lounging against the table, exulting in
his own tregcherous villany, and laughing his victim tq
scorn, and Mr. Grimsby, standing by, quietly rubbing his
hands, and chuckling with fiendish satisfaction.

In the drawing-room I found Lady Lowborou%h, evidently
in no vefy enviable state of mind, and struggling ha.rd to

R
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conceal her discomposure by an overstrained affectation of
uriusual cheerfulness and vivacity, very uncalled for under
the circumstances, for she had herself given the company
to understand that her husband had received unplcasant
intelligence from home, which necessitated his immediate
departure, and that he had suffered it so to bother his mind,
that it had brought on a bilions headache, owing to which, and
the preparations he judged necessary to hasten his departure,
she believed they would not have the pleasure of seeing him
to-night. Iowever, she asserted, it was only a business con-
cern, and so she did not intend it should trouble her. She
was just saying this as 1 cntercd, and she darted upon me
such a glance of hardihood and defiance as at once astonished
and revolted me.

¢ But T am troubled,” continued she, * and vexed too, for I
think it my duty to accompany his lordship, and of course 1
am very sorry to part with all my kind friends so uncxpect-
edly and so soon.”

“ And yet, Annabella,” said Esther, who was sitting besidc
her, *T never saw you in better spirits in my life.”

¢ Precisely so, my lovc ; because I wish to make the hest
of your society, since it appears this is to be the last night I
am to enjoy it till Ileaven knows when ; and T wish to lcave a

ood impression on you all,”—she glanced round, and sceing

cr aant’s eye fixed upon her, rathertoo scrutinizingly, as she
probably thought, she started up and continued, ** to which
end I'll give you a song—shall I, aunt? shall [, Mrs. Hunt-
ingdon? shall I, ladies and gentlemen—all? Very well,
T'll do my best to amuse you.”

She and Lord Lowborough occupied the apartments next
to mine. I know not how she passed the night, but 1 lay
awake the greater part of it listening to his heavy step pacing
monotonously up and down his dressing-room, which was
nearest my chamber. Once I heard him pause and throw
somcthing out of the window with a passionate cjaculation ;
and in the morning, after they were gone, a keen-bladed
clasp-knife was found on the grass-plot below ; a razor, like-
wise, was snapped in two and thrust deep into the cinders of
the grate, but partially corroded by the dccaying embers. So
strong had bheen the temptation to end his miserable life, so
determined his resolution to resist it.

My heart bled for him as I lay listcning to that ceaseless
#read. 1litherto I had thought too much of myelf, too little
of him : now I forgot my own afilictions, and thought only of
his—of the ardent affection so miserably wasted, the fond
faith so cruelly betrayed, the——no, I will not attempt to enu-
merate his wrongs—but I hated his wife and my husband
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lrpore intcnsely than cver, and not for my sake, but fpr
is.,

They departed ear}y in the morning, hefore any one clse was
down, except myself, and just as I was leaving my room,
Lord Lowborough was descending to take his place in the
carriage Where his lady was alrcady cnsconced ; and Arthur
(or Mr. Huntingdon as T prefer calling him, for the other is
my child’s name) had the gratuitous insolence to come out in
his dressing-gown to bid his * friend ” good-hye.

“What, going already, Lowborough!” said he. ¢ Well,
good morning.”  lle smilingly offered his band.

I think the other would have knocked him down, had he
not instinctively started back beforc that bony tist quivering
with rage and clenched till the knuckles gleamed white and
glistening through the skin.  Looking upon him with a coun-
tenance livid with furious hate, Lord Lowboroush muttered
between his closed tecth a deadly exceration he would not
have uttered had he been calm enough to choose his words,
and departed.

“T ceall that an unchristian spirit now,”’ said the villain,
“But I'd never give up an old friend for the sake of a wife.
You may have mine if' you like, and 1 call that handsome—I
can do no more than offer restitution, can 1?7

But Lowborough had gained the bottom of the stairs, and
was now crossing the hall ; and Mr. IMuntingdon, Jeaning
over the banisters, called out, * Give my love to Annabella!
and [ wish you both a happy journey,” and withdrew laugh-
ing to his chamber.

fTe subsequently expressed himself rather glad she was
gone : ““she was so deuced imperious and exacting,” said he :
“now I shall be my own man again, and fcel rather more at
my case.”

CITAPTER XXXIX.

My greatest source of uncasiness, in this time of trial, was my
son, whom his father and his father’s friends dclighted to en-
courage in all the embryo vices a little child can show, and to
instrucet in all the evil habits he could acquire—in a word, to
¢ make a man of him ” was one of thcir staple amusements ;
and I need say no more to ijustify my alarm on his account,
and my detérmination to deliver him at any hazard from the
hands of such instructors. I first attempted to keep him al-
ways with me or in the nursery, and gave Rachel particular
injunctiops never to let him come down to dessert as long as
these ** gentlemen” stayed ; but it was no use ; these grders
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werc immediately countermanded and overruled by his father :
he was not going to have the little fellow moped to death
between an old nurse and a cursed fool of a mother. So the
little fellow came down every evening in spite of his cross
mamma, and learncd to tipple wine like papa, to swear
like Mr. Hattersley, and to have his own way like a man,
and sent mamma to the devil when she tried to prevent him.
To sce such things done with the roguish naiveté of that

retty little child, and hear such things spoken by that small
infantile voice, was as peculiarly piquant and irresistibly droll
to them as it was inexpressibly distressing and painful to me ;
and when he had set the table in a roar he would look round
delightedly upon them all, and add his shrill laugh to
theirs. But if that beaming blue eye rested on me, its light
would vanish for a moment, and he would say, in some con-
cern—** Mamma, why don’t you laugh? Make her laugh,
papa—she never will.”

Hence was I obliged to stay among these human brutes,
watching an opportunity to get my child away from them in-
stead of leaving them immediately after the removal of the
cloth, as I should always otherwise have done. He was never
willing to go, and I frequently had to carry him away by
forec, tor which he thought me very cruel and unjust; and
sometimes his father would insist upon my letting him re-
main; and then I would leave him to his kind friends, and
retire to indulge my bitterness and despair alone, or to rack
wy brains for aremedy to this great cvil.

But here again T must do Mr. Hargrave the justice to ac-
knowledge that I never saw him laugh at the child's misde-
meanours, nor heard him utter a word of encouragement to
his aspirations after manly accomplishments. DBut when any-
thing very extraordinary was said or done by the infant pro-
fligate, T noticed, at times, a peculiar expression in his face
that I could ncither interpret nor define—a slight twitching
about the muscles of the mouth—a sudden flash in the eye, as
he darted a sudden glance at the child and then at me: and
then I could fancy there arosera gleam of hard, keen, sombre,
satisfaction in his countenance at the look of impotent wrath
and anguish he was too certain to behold in mine. But on
one occasion, when Arthur had been behaving particularly
ill, and Mr. Huntingdon and his guests had been particularly
provoking and insulting to me in their encouragement of him,
and I particularly anxious to get him out of the yoom, and on
the very pointof demeaning myself by a burst of uncontroll-
abl¢ passion—Mr. Hargrave suddenly rose from his seat with
an aspect of stern determination, lifted the child from his fa-
ther's knee where he was sitting half tipsy, cocking' his head
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and laughing at me, and execrating mc with words he little
knew the meaning of—handed him out of the room, and, skt-
ting him down in the hall, heldjthe door open for me, gravel
bowed as I withdrew, and closed it aftcr me. T heard hig
words exchanged betwecn him and his already half-inebriated
host as 1«departed, leading away my bewildered and discon-
certed boy. ‘

Lut this should not continue ; my child must not be aban-
doned to this corruption : better far that he should live in
poverty and obscurity with a fugitive mother, than in luxury
and affluence with such a father. Thesc guests might not be
with us long, but they would return again: and he, the most
injurious of the whole, his child’s worst enemy, would still
remain. I could endure it for myself, but for my son it must
be borne no longer: the world’s opinion and the feelings of
my friends must be alike unheeded here, at least, alike un-
able to deter me from my duty. DBut where should T find an
asl);lum, and how obtain subsistence for us both? Oh, I would
take my precious charge at early dawn, take the coach to
M——, flee to the port of ——, cross the Atlantie, and seck a
quiet, humble home in New England, where 1 would support
mysclf and him by the labour of my hauds. The palette and
the casel, my darling playmates once, must be my sober toil-
fellows now. But was I sufficiently skilful as an artist to ob-
tain my livelihood in a strange land, without friends and with-
out rccommendation? Noj; I must wait a little; I must
labour hard to improve my talent, and to produce somethin,
worth while as a specimen of my powers, something to spea
favourably for me, whether as an actual painter or a teacher.
Brilliant success, of course, I did not look for, hut some de-
gree of security from positive failure was indispensable—I
must not take my son to starve. And then I must have
money for the journey, the passage, and some little to support
us in our retreat in case I should be unsuccessful at first : and
not too little either, for who could tell how long I might have
to struggle with the indifference or neglect of others, or my
own inexperience or inability ¢o suit their tastes?

What should I do then? Apply to my brother and
explain my circumstances and my resolves to him? No, no:
even if 1 told him all my grievances, which I should be very
reluctant to do, he would be ccrtain to disapprove of the
step : it would seem like madness to him, as it would to my
uncle and fpunt, or to Milicent. No; I must have patienge
and gather a hoard of my own. Rachel should be my only
confidante—I thought I could persuade her into the scheme;
and she should help me, first, to find out.a picture-dealer in
some distant town; then, through her means, I w01'11d pri-
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vately sell what picturcs I had on hand that would do for such
a purpose, and some of those I should thereafter paint. Be-
sides this, I would contrive to dispose of.my jewels—not the
family jewels, but the few I brought with me from home, and
those my uncle gave me on my marriage. A few months’ ar-
duous toil might well be borne by me with such an end in
view ; and in the interim my son could not be much more in-
jured than he was already.

Having formed this resolution, I immediately set to work
to accomplish it. I might possibly have been induced to wax
cool upon it aftcrwards, or perhaps to keep weighing the pros
and cons in my mind till the latter overbalanced the former,
and I was driven to relinquish the projeet altogether, or delay
the exccution of it to an indefinite period,—had not somethin;
occurred to confirm me in that determination to which I stil
adhere, which I still think I did well to form, and shall do
better to execute.

Since Lord Lowborough's departure, I had regarded the
library as entircly iy own, a secure retreat at all hours of the
day. Norre of our gentlemen had the smallest pretensions to
a literary taste, except Mr. Hargrave; and he, at prescnt,
was quite contented with the newspapers and periodicals of
the.day. And if, by any chance, he should look in here, I
felt assured he would soon depart on secing me, for, instcad
of becoming less cool and distant towards me, he had become
decidedly more so sinee the departure of his mother and
sisters, which was just what I wished. Hcve, then, I set u
my casel, and here T worked at my canvass trom daylight till
dusk, with very little iutermission saving when purc necessity,
or my duties to littie Arthur, called me away—for I still
thought proper to devote some portion of cvery day exclu-
sively to his instruction and amusement. But, contrary to m;
expectation, on the third morning, while I was thus employed,
Mr. Ilargrave did look in, and did not immediately withdraw
on secing me. Ilc apologised for his intrusion, and said he
was only come for a book; but when he had got it, he con-
descended to cast a glance over my picture. Being a man of
taste, he bad somcthing to say on this subject as well as
another, and having modestly commented on it, without much
encouragement from me, he proceeded to expatiatc on the art
in gencral. Recciving no cncouragement in that either, he
dropped it, but did not depart.

“You don't give us much of your company. Mrs. Hun-
fingdon,” observed he, after a brief pause, durfng which I
went on coolly mixing and tempexing my colours;.*and I
cannot wonder at it, for you must be heartily sick of us all.
1 myself am so thoroughly ashamed of my companions, and
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so weary of their irrational conversation and pursunits—now
that there is no one to humanise them and kecp them in cheek,
since you have justly abandoned us to our own devices—that
I think I shall presently withdraw from amongst them— *
probably within this weck—and I cannot suppose you will re-
gret my departure.”

He pauscd. I did not answer.

“Probably,” he added, with a smile, * your only regret on
the subject will be, that I do not take all my companions
along with me. 1 flatter myself, at times, that though among
them, I am not of them ; but it is natural that you should be
glad to get rid of me. I may regret this, but 1 caunot blame
you for it.”

I shall not rcjoice at your departure, for you can conduct
yourself like a gentleman,” said I, thinking it but right to
make some acknowledgment for his good behaviour, * but I
must confess I shall rejoice to bid adicu to the rest, inhospi-
table as it may appear.”

¢ No one can blame you for such an avowal,” replied he

ravely ; ‘‘not even the gentlemen themselves, I imagine.
I'll just tell you,” he continued, as if actuated by a sudden
resolution, ¢ what was said last night in the dining-room, after
you left us—perhaps you will not mind it, as you're so very
philosophical on certain points,” he added with a slight sneer.
“They were talking about Lord Lowborough and his dclect-
able lady, the cause of whose sudden departure is no secret
amongst them ; and her character is so well known to them
all, that, nearly related to me as she is, I could not attempt
to defend it.—Curse me,” he muttered, par parcnthése, ‘*if I
don't have vengeance for this! If the villain must disgrace
the family, must he blazon it abroad to every low-bred knave
of his acquaintance *—I beg your pardon, Mrs. Huntingdon.
Well, they were talking ot these things, and some of them
remarked that, as she was separated from her husband, he
might see her again when he pleased.”

*¢Thank you,’ said he; ¢‘I've had cnough of her for the
present : T'll not trouble to sce her, unless she comes to me.’

“ ¢Then what do you mean to do, Huntingdon, when we’re
gone ?’ said Ralph llattersley. Do you mican to turn from
the error of your ways, and be a good husband, a good father,
and so forth—as I do, when 1 get shut of you and all these
rollicking devils you call your friends? I think it's time ; and
your wifc igsfifcy times too good for you, you know-~——" |

“ And he added spme praise of you, which you would not
thank me for repeating—unor him for uttering ; proclaiming it
aloud, as he did, without delicacy or discrimination, in an
audienc@ where it seemed profanation to utter your name—
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himself utterly incapable of understanding or appreciating
real excellences. Huntingdon, meanwhile, sat quiet!

drinking his wine, or looking smilingly into his glass and of-
fering no interruption or reply, till Hattersley shouted out,—

¢ ¢ Do you hear me, man?’

¢ ¢Yes, go on,’ said he. a

% ¢Nay, I've done,’ replied the other: ‘I only want to
know if you intend to take my advice.’

¢ ¢ What advice ?’

¢ ¢To turn over a new leaf, you double-dyed scoundrel,’
shouted Ralph, ‘and beg your wife's pardon, and be a good
hoy for the future.’

¢ ¢ My wife! what wife? I have no wife,’ replied ITunting-
don, looking innocently up from his glass—¢ or if I have, look
you, gentlemen, I value her so highly that any one among

ou, that can fancy her, may have her and welcome—you may,
y Jove, and my blessing into the bargain !’

¢ [—hem—some one asked if he really mcant what he said,
upon which, he solemnly swore he did, and no mistake.—
‘What do you think of that, Mrs. Huntingdon ?” asked Mr.
Hargrave, after a short pause, during which I had felt he was
keenly examining my half-averted face.

“] say,” replied I, calmly, ‘ that what he prizes so lightly,
will not be long in his possession.”

“ You cannot mean that you will break your heart and die
for the detestable conduct of an infamous villain like that!”

“ By no means: my heart is too thoroughly dried to be
broken in a hurry, and I mecan to live as long as I can.”

“Will you leave him then ?”

“Yes.’

“When—and how?” asked he, eagerly.

‘;IW1Pen I am ready, and how I can manage it most effec-
tually.

¢ But your child ?”

¢ My child goes with me.”
+ ¢ JIe will not allow it.”

¢ J shall not ask him.” .

% Ah, then, it is a secret flight you meditate !'—but with
whom, Mrs. Huntingdon ?”
¢« With my son—and, possibly, his nurse.”

¢ Alone—and unprotected! But where can you go? what
can iou do? He will follow you and bring you back.”

¢ I have laid my plans too well for that. Letine once get
Clear of Grassdale, and I shall consider myself safe.”

Mr. Hargrave advanced one step towards me, looked me
in the face, and drew in his breath to sieak; but that look,
that h‘eightened colour, that sudden sparkle of the e¥e, made
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my blood rise in wrath : I abruptly turned away, and, snatch-
ing up my brush, began to dash away at my canvas with
rather too much cnergy for the good of the picture.

+ ¢ Mrs. Huntingdon,” said he with bitter solemnity, *you '

are cruel—cruel to me—cruel to yourself.”

* Mr. Bargrave, rcmember your promise.”

I must speak—my heart will burst if I don’t! I have
been silent long enough—and you must hear mc!” cried he
boldly intercepting my retreat to the door. ¢ You tell me

ou owe no allegiance to your husband ; he openly declares

imself weary of you, and calmly gives you up to anybod
that will take you; you are about to leave him ; no one wiﬁ
believe that you go alone—all the world will say, ¢ She has
left him at last, and who can wonder at it? Few can blame
her, fewer still can pity him ; but who is the companion of
her flight?’ Thus you will bave no credit for your virtuc (if

ou call it such): even your best friends will not believe in
1t; because, it is monstrous, and not to be credited—but by
thosc who suffer, from the effects of it, such crucl torments
that thcy know it to be indeed reality. But what can you do
in the cold, rough world alone? you, a young and inex-
perienced woman, delicately nurtured, and utterly—"

“In a word, you would advise me to stay where I am,” in-
terrupted I.  ** Well, I'll see about it.”

¢ By all means, leave him !” cried he earnestly,  but Nor
alone! llelen! let me protect youl”

“ Never l—while heaven spares my reason,” replied I,
snatching away the hand he had presumed to seize and press
between his own. But he was in for it now ; he had fairly
broken the barrier : he was completely roused, and detecrmined
to hazard all for victory.

¢ I must not be denied!” exclaimed he vechemently; and
seizing both my hands, he held them very tight, but dropped
upon his knee, and looked up in my face with a half-implor-
ing, half-imperious gaze. ‘ You have no reason now: you
are flying in the face of heaven’s decrees. God has designed
me to be your comfort and protector—I feel it—I know it as
certainly as if a voice from heaven declared ‘Ye twain shall
be one flesh —and you spurn me from you—-7

“ Let me go, Mr. Hargrave!” said I, sternly. But he
only tightened his guasp.

“ Let me go |” I repeated, quivering with indignation.

His face ils almost opposite the window as he knelt. With
a slight start, I sawhim glance towards it ; and then a gleam
of malicious triumph lit up his countenance. Looking over
my shoylder, I beheld a shadow just retiring rcund the
corner. .
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¢ That is Grimsby,” said he deliberately. ¢ IHe will report
what he has seen to Iuntingdon and all the rest, with such
embellishments as he thinks proper. He has no love for you,
Mrs. ITuntingdon—no reverence for ﬁour sex—no belief in
virtue—no admiration for its image. He will give such a ver-
sion of this story as will leave no doubt at all, sbout your
character, in the minds of those who hear it. Your fair fame
is gone ; and nothing that I or you can say can ever retrieve
it. But give me the power to protect you, and show me the
villain that dares to insult!”

“No one has ever dared to insult me as you are doing
now!” said I, at length releasing my hands, and recoiling
from him.

“ I do not insult you,” cried he: *“I worship you. You
are my angel-—my divinity ! I lay my powers at your feet—
snd you must and shall accept them !” he exclaimed impetu-
ously starting to his feet—*“ I will be your consoler and de-
fender ! and if your conscience upbraid you for it, say I over-
came you, and you could not choose but yield !”

I never saw a man so terribly excited. He precipitated
himself towards me. I snatched up my palette-knife and
held it against him. This startled him : he stood and gazed
at me in astonishment ; I darc say I looked as fierce and reso-
lute as he. 1 moved to the bell, and put my hand upon the
cord. This tamed him still more. 'With a half-authoritative
half-deprecating wave of the hand, he sought to deter me from
ringing.

¢ Stand off, then !” said I—he stepped back—** And listen
to me.—I don’t like you,” T continued, as deliberately and
emphatically as 1 could, to give the greater eflicacy to my
words ; ‘ and if I were divorced from my husband—or if he
were dead, 1 would not marry you. There now! I hope
you're satisfied.”

His face grew blanched with anger.

¢ 1 am satisfied,” he replied, with bitter ecmphasis, * that
you are the most cold-hearted, unnatural, ungrateful woman
I ever yet beheld !” .

¢ Ungrateful, sir ? "

¢ Ungrateful.”~

¢ No, Mr. Hargrave; I am not. For all the good you
ever did me, or ever wished to do, I gpost sincerely thank
Kou: for all the evil you have done me, and all you would

ave done, I pray God to pardon you, and make you of a
Better mind.” .

Here the door was thrown open, andQ\'(essrs. ITuntingdon
and Hattersley appeared without. The latter remained in
the hall, busy with his ram-rod and his gun; the former
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-walked in, and stood with his back to the fire, surveying Mr.

Hargrave and me, particularly the former, with a smile of in-

supportable meaning, accompanied as it was by the impu-

ggnce of his brazen brow, and the sly, malicious, twinkle of”
is eye.

“ \)Vell,.sir?” said Hargrave, interrogatively, and with the
air of one prepared to stand on the defensive. '

*Well, sir,” returned his host.

* We want to know if you're at liberty to join us ina go at
the pheasants, Walter,” interposed Hattersley from without.
“Come ! thewe shall be nothing shot besides, cxcept a puss
or two ; I'll vouch for that.” .

Walter did not answer, but walked to the window to collect
his faculties. Arthur uttered a low whistle, and followed him
with his cyes. A slight flush of anger rose to Hargrave's
cheek ; but in a moment, he turned calmly round, and said
carelessly —

1 came hcre to bid farewell to Mrs. Huntingdon, and tell
her 1 must go to-morrow.”

“ Humph! You’re mighty sudden in your resolution. What
takes you off so soon, may I ask ?”

¢ Business,” rcturned i;e, repelling the other’s iucredulous
sncer with a glance of scornful defiance.

¢ Very good,” was the reply ; and Hargrave walked away.
Thercupon, Mr. Iluntingdon, gathering his coat laps under
his arms, and setting his shoulder against the mantle-picce,
turned to me, and, addressing me in a low voice, scarcely
above his breath, poured forth a volley of the vilest and
grossest abusce it was possible for the imagination to conceive
or the tongue to utter. 1 did not attempt to interrupt him;
but my spirit kindled within me, and when he had done,
I replied,—

““1f your accusation were (rue, Mr. Huntingdon, how dare
you blame me ?”

¢ She’s hit it, by Jove!” cried Hattersley, rearing his gun
against the wall; and, stepping into the room, he took his
precious friend by the arm, ayd attempted to drag him away.
¢ Come, my lad,” he muttered ; * true or false, you've no
right to blame her, you know—nor him cither; after what
you said last night. So come along.”

There was something in:plicd here that I could not endure.

¢ Dare you suspect me, Mr. Hattersley ?” said I, almost
beside mysclf with fury.

“ Nay, n#y, I suspect nobody. It's all right—it's all right!
So come along, H. nlingdgn, you blackguard.”

 She can’t deny it 1" cried the geuntleman thus addressed,
grinning+in mingled rage and triumph. ¢ She can’t del’ly it if
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her life depended on it |” and muttering some more abusive
language, he walked into the hall, and took up his hat and
gun from the table.

“1 scorn to justify myself to you!” said I. * But you,”
turning to Hattersley, ** If you presume to have any doubts
on the subject, ask Mr. Hargrave.” o

At this, they simultaneously burst into a rude laugh that
wade my whole frame tingle to the fingers’ ends.

¢ Where is he? I'll ask him myself!” said 1, advancing
towards them.

“ Suppressing a new burst of merriment, Hattersley pointed
tcrthe outer door. It was half open. llis brother-in-law was
standing on the front without.

¢ Mr. Hargrave, will you please to step this way ?” said I.

He turned and looked at me in grave surprisc.

¢ Step this way, if you please!” I repeated, in so dcter-
mined a manner that he could not, or did not choose to resist
its authority. Somewhat reluctantly he ascended the steps
and advanced a pace or two into the hall.

¢ And tell those gentlemen,” I continued—* these men,
whether or not I yielded to your solicitations.”

“ I don’t understand you, Mrs. Huntingdon.”

¢ You do understand me, sir ; and I charge you upon your
honour as a gentleman, (if you have any,) to answer truly.
Did I, or did I not ?”

¢ No,” muttered he, turning away.

“Speak up, sir; they can't hear you. Did I grant your
request ?”

“You did not.”

% No, I'll be sworn she didn't,” said Hattersley, * or he'd
never look so black.”

“I'm willing to grant you the satisfaction of a gentleman,
Huntingdon,” said Mr. Hargrave, calmly addressing his host,
but with a bitter sneer upon his countenance.

“Go to the deuce!” replied the latter, with an impatient
erk of the head. Ilargrave withdrew with a look of cold
disdain, saying,— .

w ¢ You know where to find me, should you fecl disposed to
send a friend.” *

Muttered oaths and curses were all the answer this intima.
tion obtained.

“éNov:" Huntingdon, you see!" said Hattersley, * clear as

e day. “ .

%X don't care what he sees,” said I, ‘,or what‘ne imagines; .

ut you, Mr. Hattersley, when yov hear my name belied and
landered, will you defend it ?”

¢ I will,” .

t
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I instantly departed, and shut myself into the library.
What could posscss me to make such a request of such'a
man? I cannot tell, but drowning men catch at straws: they
had driven me desperate between them ; 1 hardly knew what
Isaid. There was no other to preserve my name from being
blackened *and aspersed among this nest of boon companions,
and throdgh them, perhaps, into the world; and beside my
abandoned wretch of!J a husband, the base, malignant Grimsby,
and the false villain Hargrave, this boorish an, coarse and
brutal as he was, shone like a glow-worm in the dark, among
its fellow worms.

What a scene was this! Could I ever have imagined tl.at
I should be doomed to bear such insults under my own roof—
to hear such things spoken in my presence—nay, spoken to me
and of me—and by those who arrogated to themselves the
name of gentlemen? And could I have imagined that I
should have been able to endure it as calmly, and to repel
their insults as firmly’and as boldly as I had done? A hardness
such as this, is taug{lt by rough experience and despair alone.

Such thoughts as these chased one another through my
mind, as I paced to and fro the room, and longed—ol, how I
longed—to take my child and leave them now, without an
hour's delay! But it could not be ; there was work before me
—hard work, that must be done.

¢ Then let me doit,” said , *“ and lose not a mo ment in vain
repinings, and idle chafings against my fate, and those who
influence it.”

And conquering my agitation with a powerful effort, I im-
mediately resumed my task, and laboured hard all day.

Mr. Hargrave did depart on the morrow; and I have never
seen him since. The others stayed on for two or three weeks
longer ; but I kept aloof from them as much as possible, and
still continued my labour, and have continued it, with almost
unabated ardour, to the present day. I soon acquainted Ra-
chel with my design, confiding all my motives and intentions
to her ear, and, much to my agreeable surprise, found little
difficulty in persuading her to enter into my views. She is a
sober, cautious woman, but she so hates her master, and so
loves her mistress and her nursling, that after several ejacula-
tions, a few faint ohjections, and many tears and lamentations
that I should be brought to such a pass, she applauded my
resolution and consented to aid me with all her might—on one
condition, oply—that she might share my exile: otherwise,
she was utterly inexorable, regarding it as perfect madness for
me and Arthur to go alone. With touching generosity, she
modestly, offered to aid me with her little -hoard of savings
hoping I would * excuse her for the liberty, but really, i i
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would do her the favour to accept it as a loan, she would be
¥€ry happy.” Of course I could not think of such a thing;
—but now, thank Heaven, I have gathered a little hoard of
my own, and my preparations are so far advanced, that I am
looking forward to a speedy emancipation. Only let the
stormy severity of this winter weather be somewHat abated,
and then, some morning, Mr. Huntingdon will come down to
a solitary breakfast-table, and perhaps be clamouring through
the house for his invisible wife and child, when they are some
fifty miles on their way to the western world—or it may be
more, for we shall leave him hours before the dawn, and it is
nov probable he will discover the loss of both, until the day
is far advanced.

I am fully alive to the cvils that may and must result upon
the step I am about to take ; but I never waver in my resolu-
tion, because I never forget my son. It was only this morning
—while I pursued my usual employment, he was sitting at
my feet, quictly playing with the shreds of canvas I had
thrown upon the carpet—but his mind was otherwise occupied,
foxl", in a while, he looked up wistfully in my face, and gravely
asked,—

“ Mamma, why are you wicked ?”

% Who told you I was wicked, love ?”

¢ Rachel.”

¢ No, Arthur, Rachel never said so, I am certain.”

¢ Well then, it was papa,” replied he thoughtfully. % Then,
after a reflective pause, he added, ‘* At lcast, I'll tell you how
it was I got to know : when I'm with papa, if I say mamma
wants me, or mamma says I'm not to do something that he
tells me to do—he always says, ‘ Mamma be damned,'—and
Rachel says it’s only wicked people that are damned. So
mamma, that’s why I think you must be wicked—and I wish
you wouldn’t.”

¢“My dear child, I am not. Those are bad words, and
wicked people often say them of others better than themselves.
Those words cannot make people be damned, nor show that
they deserve it. God will judge us by our own thoughts and
deeds, not hy what others say about us. And when you hear
such words spoken, Arthur, remember never to repeat them :
it is wicked to say such things of others, not to have them said '
against you.”

¢'Then it's papa that's wicked,” said he, ruefully.

« **Papa is wrong to say such things, and you Yill be very
wro%w imitate him now that you know better.” .
¢ What is imitate ?” .
% To do as he does.”
.- “Dges he know better?”
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¢ Perhaps he does ; but that is nothing to you.”

¢ If he doesn't, you ought to tell him, mamma.”

“ T have told him.”

The little moralist paused and pondered. I tried in vain to
divert his mind from the subject.

“I'm scrry papa’s wicked,” said he mournfully, at length,
¢ for I don’t want him to go to hell.” And so saying he burst
into tears.

I consoled him with the hope that perhaps his papa would
alter and become good before he died——but is it not time
to deliver him“from such a parent ?

CHAPTER XI..

Jaxuvary 10th, 1827.—While writing the above. yesterday
evening, I sat in the drawing-room. Mr. Huntingdon was
present, but, as T thought, aslcep on the sofa behind me. He
had risen however, unknown to me, and, actuated by some
base spirit of curiosity, been looking over my shoulder for I
know not how long; for when I had laid aside my pen, and
was about to closc the book, he suddenly placed his hand
upon it, and saying—** With your leave, my dear, I'll have a
look at this,” forcibly wrested it from me, and, drawing a
chair to the table, composedly sat down to examine it—turn-
ing back leaf after Icaf to find an explanation of what he had
read. Unluckily for me, he was more sober that night than
he usually is at such an hour.

Of course I did not leave him to pursue this occupation in
quict: I made several attcmpts to snatch the. book from
his handa, but he held it too firmly for that; T upbraided him
in bitterness and scorn for his mean and dishonourable con-
duct, but that had no effect upon him ; and, finally, I extin~
guished both the candles, but he only wheeled round to-thefire,
and raicing a blaze sufficicnt for his purpeses, calmly con-
tinued the investigation. 1 had serious thoughts of getting a
pitcher of water and extinguishing that light too; but it was
cvident his curiosity was too keenly excited to be quenched
by that, and the more I manifested my anxiety to baffle his
scrutiny, the greater would be his determination to persist in
it—besides it was too late.

Tt seems very interesting, love,” said he, lifting his head
and turning ‘to where I stood wringing my bands in silent
rage and anguish ; ‘ but it's rather long; I'll look at it some
other time ;—and meanwhile, I'll trouble you for your keys,
my dear.” .

* What keys?”
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¢ The keys of your cabinet, desk, drawers, and whatever
else you possess,” said he, rising and holding out his hand.

“I've not got them,” I replied. The key of my desk, in
fact, was, at tgat moment, in the lock, and the others were
attached to it.

 Then you must send for them,” said he; * and,if that old
devil, Rachel, doesn’t immediately deliver them up, she
tramps bag and baggage to-morrow.”

¢ She doesn’t know where they are,” I answered, quietly
placing my hand upon them, and taking them from the desk,
as I thought, unobserved. €I know, but I chall not give
thm up without a reason.” *

¢ And I know, too,” said he, suddenly seizing my closed
hand and rudely abstracting them from it. Ie then took
Ep onc of the candles and relighted it by thrusting it into the

re.

¢ Now, then,” sneered he, ‘‘ we must have a confiscation
of property. But, first, let us take a peep into the studio.”

nd putting the keys into his pocket, he walked into the
library. I followed, whether with the dim idea of preventing
mischief, or only to know the worst, I can hardly tell. My
painting materials were laid together on the corner table,
ready for to-morrow’s use, and only covered with a cloth.
He soon spied them out, and putting down the candle, deli-
berately procceded to cast them into the firc—palette, paints,
bladders, pencils, brushes, varnish—I saw them all consumed
—the palette-knives snapped in two—the oil and turpcntine
sexlllt hissing and roaring up the chimney. Ile then rang the
bell.

¢t Benson, take those things away,” said he, Pointing to the
easel, canvas, and stretcher; ¢ and tell the houscmaid she
may kindle the fire with them: your mistress won’t want
them any more.”

Benson paused aghast and looked at me.

¢t Take them away, Benson,” said I; and his master mut-
tered an oath.

¢ And this and all, sir?” said the astonished servant, re-
ferring to the half-finished picture.

¢ That and all,” replied the master ; and the things were
cleared away.

Mr. Huntingdon then went up stairs. I did not attempt to
follow him, but remained seated in the arm-chair, speechless,
Jearless, and almost motionless, till he returned about half an
hour after, and walking up to me, held the candfe in my face
and pecred into my eyes with looks.and laughter too insulting *
to be borne. With a sudden stroke of my hand, I dashed the
cmdls to the floor. '
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“ Hal-loI" muttered he, starting back—* She's the very
devil for spite ! Did ever any mortal sce such eyes >—they
shine in the dark like a cat’s. Oh, you're a sweet one |”"—so"
saying, he gathered up the candle and the candlestick. The
fyrmer being broken as well as cextinguished, he rang for

10ther. *

“ Benson, your mistress has broken the cAndle: bring
emother.”

" Ydou expose yourself finely,” observed I as the man de-

arted.

“T didn't shy I'd broken it, did I?” returned he.
then threw my keys into my lap, sayimg,—* There! you'll
find nothing gone but your money, and the jewels—and a few
little trifles I thought it advisable to take into my own pos-
scssion, lest your mercantile spirit should be tempted to turn
them into gold. I've left you a few sovercigns in your purse,
which I expect to last you through the month—at all cvents,
when you want more you will be so good as to give me an
account of how that's spent. I shall put you upon a small
monthly allowance, in future, for your own private expenses;
and you necedn't trouble yoursclf any more about my con-
cerns ; I shall look out for a steward, my dear ; I won't ex-
posc you to the temptation. And as for the household mat-
ters, Mrs. Greave#*must be very particular in keeping her
.accounts: we must go upon an entirely new plan—-"

» ‘ What great discovery have you made now, Mr. ITunting-
don? 1llave 1 attempted to defraud you ?”

** Not in money matters, exactly, it scems, but it's best to
kecp out of the way of temptation.”

1Iere Benson entered with the candles, and there followed
a brief interval of silence ; I sitting still in my chair, and he
standing with his back to the fire, silently triumphing in my
. despair.

‘PAud s0,"” said he at length, ¢ you thought to disgrace me,
did you, by running away and turning artist, and supporting
yourself by the labour of your hands, forsooth? And you
thought to rob me of my ton tdo, and bring him up to be a
dirty Yankec tradesman, or a low, beggarly painter ?”

“Yes, to obviate his becoming such a gentleman as his
father.” .

1t's well you couldn’t kecp your own secret—ha, hal It's
well these worpen must be blabbing—if they haven't a friend
to talk to, they must whisper their secrets to the fishes, or'
write them on the sand, or something; and it's well too I
wasn’t ever full to-night,"now I think of it, or I might
have snooged away and never dreamt of looking what my
sweet lady was about—or I might have lacked the demse

8
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31'. th’? power to carry my point like a man, as I have
one.

Leaving him to his self-congratulations, I rose to secure
my fmanuseript, for I now remembered it had been left upon
the drawing-room table, and I determined, if possible, to

>save mysclf the humiliation of seeing it in his hands again. I
could not bear the idea of his amusing himself over my
secret thoughts and rccollections ; though, to be sure, he
would find little good of himself therein indited, except in
the former part—and oh, I would sooner bury it all than he
shauld read what I had written when I was such a fool as to
love him! -

“ And by-the-bye,” cried he as I was leaving the room,
¢ you'd better tell that d—d old sneak of a nurse to keep out
ofy my way for a day or two—I'd pay her her wages and send
her packing to-morrow, but I know she’d do more mischief
out of the house than in it.”

And as I departed, he went on cursing and abusing m
faithful friend and servant with epithets I will not defile this
paper with repeating. 1 went to her as soon as I had put
away my book, and told her how our project was deteated.
She was as much distressed and horrified as I was—and more
80 than I was that night, for T was partly xtunned by the
blow, and partly excited and supported against it by the bit-
terncss of my wrath But in thc morning, when I woke
without that cheering hope that had been my secret comfort
and support so long, and all this day, when 1 have wandered
about restless and objectless, shunning my husband, shrinking
even from my child—knowing that I am unfit to be his
teacher or companion, hoping nothing for his future life, and
fervently wishing he had never been born—I felt the full
extent of my calamity—and I feel it now. I know that day
after day such feclings will return upon me: I am a slave—,
a prisoner—Dbut that is nothing; if it were mysclf alone, 1
would not complain, but I am forbidden to rescuec my son
from ruin, and what was once my only consolation, is be-
come the crowning souree of my despair.

Have T no faith in God ? T try to look to him and raise my
heart to Heaven, but it will cleave to the dust: I can only
say—* ITe hath hedged me about, that 1 cannot get out : he
hath made my chain heavy. He hath filled me with bitter-
_ mess, he hath made me drunken with wormwopd : "—1I forget
to add—** But though hc cause grief, yet will e have com-
passion according to the multitude of his mercies. For he
doth not afflict willingly nor grieve the children of men.” I
ought to think of this; and if there be nothing but sorrow
for nie in this world, what is the longest life of miscry to a
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whole eternity of peace ? ~And for my little Arthur—bas he
no friend but me? Who was it said, * It is not the will’of

your Fathqr which is in Heaven that one of these little ones=
should perish ?” . .

CHAPTER XLI. .

Marcit 20th.—Having now got rid of Mr. Huntingdon for a
season, my spirits begin to revive. Ide left me early in Fe-
bruary ; and the moment he was gone, I brcathed again, and
fclt my vital éhergy return; not with the hope of csecape—he
lias taken care to leave me no visible chance of that—but ¥%h
a determination to make the best of existing circumstances.
Here was Arthur left to me at last; and rousing from my de-
spondent apathy, 1 exerted all my powers to cradicate the
rweeds that had been fostered in his infant miud, and sow
again the good seed they had rendered unproductive. Thank
Heaveu, it is not a barren or a stony soil ; if wceds spring fast
there, so do better plants. Ilis apprehensions are more quick,
his heart more overflowing with affection than ever his father's
could have been; and it is no hopeless task to bend bim to
obedience and win him to love and know his own true friend,
as long as there is no one to counteract my ctiorts.

I had much trouble at first in breaking him of those evil
habits bis father had taught him to acquire, but alrcady that
difficulty is nearly vanquished now : bad language seldom dec-
files bis mouth, and [ have succeeded in giving him an abso-
lute disgust for all intoxicating liquors, which 1 liope not even
his father or his father's friends will be able to overcome. He
was inordinately fond of them for so young a crcature. and,
remembering my unfortunate father as well as his, 1 dreaded
the consequences of such a taste. But if Ihad stinted himin
his usual quantity of wine, or forbidden him to taste it alto-
gether, that would only have increased his partiality for it,
and made him regard it as a greater treat than ever. f there-
fore gave him quite as much as his father was accustomed to
allow him—as much, indeed, as he desired to have, but into
every glass I surreptitiously introduccd a small quantity of
tartar-emectic—just enough to produce inevitable nausea and
depression without positive sickness. I'inding such disagree-
abfe consequences invariably to result from this indulgence,
he soon grew weary of it, but thc morc he shrank from the
daily treat, the more I pressed it upon him, till his reluctance
was strengtiened to perfect abhorrence. . When he was
thoroughly disgusted withevery kind of wine, I sllowed him,
at his own request, to try brandy and water,and then gin and
water ; fO0r the little toper was familiar with t.he1112 all,nd I

8
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was determined that all should be equally hateful to him.
This I have now effected ; and since he declares that the taste,
:he smell, the sight of any one of them is sufficient to make
him sick, 1 have given up teasing him about them, except now
and then as objects of terror in cascs of misbehaviour: ** Ar-

Jthur, if you're not a good boy I shall give you a glas. of wine,”
or “ Now Arthur, if you say that again you shall have some
brandy and water,” is as good as any other threat; and, once
or twice, when he was sick, I have obliged the poor child to
swallow a little wine and water without the tartar-emetic, by
way of medicine ; and this practice I intend tv continue for
soui® time to come ; not that I thinkit of any real service in
a physical sense, but because I am determined to enlist all the
powers of association in my service: I wish this aversion to be
so deeply grounded in his nature that nothing in after-life may
be able to overcome it.

Thus, I flatter myself I shall secure him from this onc vice ;
and for the rest, if' on his father’s return 1 find reason to ap-
prehend that my good lessons will be all destroyed—if Mr.
Huntingdon commence again the game of teaching the child
to hate and despise his mother and emulate his father’s wicked-
ness, I will yet deliver my son from his hands. I have de-
vised another scheme that might be resorted to in such a case,
and if I could but obtain my brother’s consent and assistance,
I should not doubt of its suceess. The old hall where he and
1 were born, and where our mother died, is not now inhabited,
ror yet quite sunk into decay, as I believe. Now if I could

ersuade him to have one or two rooms made habitable, and to
et them to me as a stranger, 1 might live there, with my child,
under an assumed name, and still support myself by my
favourite art. Ilc should lend me the money to begin with,
and I would pay him back, and live in lowly independence
and strict seclusion, for the house stands in a lonely place, and
the neighbourhood is thinly inhabited, and he himsclf should
negotiate the sale of my pictures for me. I have arranged
the whole plan in my head; and all I want, is to persuade
Frederick to be of the same mind as myself. Heis coming to
tee me soon, and then I will make the proposal to him, having
first enlightened him upon my circumstances snfficiently to
excuse the project.

Already, I believe, he knows much more of my situation
than I have told him. I can tell this by the air of tender
dadness perva’dinE his letters ; and by the fact of his so seldom
mentioning my husband, and generally evincing a kind of
covert bitterness when he does refer to him ; as well.as by the
circumstance of -his never coming to see me when Mr. Hunt-
irgdon is athome. But he has never openly expréssed any
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disapprobation of him or sympathy for me ; he has neyer
asked any questions, or said anything to invite my confidence.

Had he done so, I should probably have had but few cort™
cealments from him. Perhaps, he feels hurt at my reserve.

He is a strange being—I wish we knew each other better. H:

used to s;kng a month at Staningley every year, before I wag,
married ; but, since our father’s death, I have only seen him

once, when he came for a few days while Mr. Huntingdon was

away. He shall stay many days this time, and there shall be

more candour and cordiality between us than ever there was

before, since dlir early childhood : my heart clings to him more

than ever ; and my soul is sick of solitude.

April 16th.—He is come and gone. Ilc would not stay
above a fortnight. 'The time passed quickly, but very, very
bappily, and it has done me good. I must have a bad dispo-
sition, for my misfortunes have soured and embittered me ex-
ceedingly : I was beginning insensibly to cherish very un-
amiable fcelings against my fellow mortals—the male part of
them espcecially ; but it is a comfort to see there is at least one
among them worthy to be trusted and estcemed; and doubt-
less there are more, though I have never known them—unless
I except poor Lord Lowborough, and he was bad enough in
his day ; but what would Frederick have becn, if he had lived
in the world, and mingled from his childhood with such men
as these of my acquaintance ? and what will Arthur be, with
all his natural sweetness of disposition, if 1 do not save him
from that world and those companions? T mentioned my fears
to Frederick, and introduced the subject of my plan of rescue
on the evening after his arrival, when I presented my littl>
son to his uncle.

¢ He is like you, Frederick,” said I, ‘¢ in some of his moods :
T sometimes think he resembles you more than his father ; and
I am glad of it.”

e Ygou flatter me, Helen,” replied be, stroking the child’s
soft, wavy locks.

* No,—you will think it no compliment when I tell you I
would rather have him to resentble Benson than his father.”

He slightly clevated his eycbrows, but saidrnothing.

“Do you know what sort of man Mr. lluntingdon is?”

said I.

¢¢] think I have an idea.”

¢t Have you so clear an idea that you can hear, without
surprise or djsapproval, that I meditate escaping with thate
child to some secret asylum where we can live in peace and
never sec him again?"”

¢ Is it really so?" .

“If you' have not,” continued I, “I'll tell youn something
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more about him,"—and I gave a sketch of his gemeral con-
duct, and a more particular account of his behaviour with

~2egard to his child, and explained my apprehensiens on the
latter’s account, and my determination to deliver him frem
his father's influence.

. Frederick was exccedingly indignant against Mrs Hunting-
don, and very much grieved for me; but still he looked upon
my project as wild and impracticable ; he deemed my fears
for Arthur disproportioned to the circumstances, and opposed
so many objections to my plan, and devised so many milder
methods for ameliorating my condition, that I tas obliged to
efitér into further details to convince him that my husband
was utterly incorrigible, and that nothing could persuade him
to give up his son, whatever became of me, he being as fully
determined the child should not leave him, as I was not to
leave the child ; and that, in fact, nathing would answer but
this, unless I fled the country, as I had intended before. To
obviate that, he at length consented to have one wing of the
old Hall put into a habitable condition, as a place of refuge
against a time of need; but hoped I would not take advan-
tage of it, unless circumstances should render it rcally neces-
sary, which I was ready enough to promise ; for though, for
my own sake, such a hermitage appears like paradise itself,
compared with my present situation, yet for my friends’ sakes
—for Milicent and Esther, my sisters in heart and affection,
for the poor tenants of Grassdale, and above all for my aunt
—1I will stay if I possibly can.

July 29th.—Mrs. Hargrave and her daughter are come
back from London. Esther is full of her first season in town;
but she is still heart-whole and unengaged. Her mother
sought out an excellent match. for her, and even brought the

entleman to lay his heart and fortune at her feet; but
fsther had the audacity to refuse the noblg gifts. He wasa
man of good family and large possessions, but the naughty
girl maintained hc was old as Adam, ugly as sin, and hateful
as——one who shall be nameless.

¢ But, indeed, I had a hard 4ime of it,” said she : * mamma
was very greatly disappointed at the failure of her darling
Kroject, and very, very angry at my obstinate resistance to

er will, and is so still; but I can’t help it. And Walter,
too, is so seriously displeased at my perversity and absurd
caprice, as he calls it, that I fear he will never forgive me—

¢I did not think he could be so unkind as he hay lately shown
himself. But Milicent begged me not to yield, and I'm sure,
Mrs. Huntingdon, if you had seen the man they wanted to
Fnh?l upon me, * you would have advised me not to take him
00, ¢
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¢ ghounld have done so whether I had seen him or not,”
gaid I. ¢ It is enough that you dislike him.” .

“Iknegv you would say so; though mamma affirmed you
would be’quite shocked at my undutiful conduct—you cant
imaginc how she lecturcs me—I am disobedient and un-
grateful ; I am thwarting her wishes, wronging my brother,
and making myself a burden on her hands—I sometimes feag
she'll'overcome me after all. I have a strong will, but o has
she, and when she says such bitter things, it provokes me to
such a pass that I feel inclined to do as she bids me, and
}:.he;l lbl:’eak wy heart and say, ¢ There, mamma, it's all your
ault |’

“Pray don't1” said I ¢ Obedicnce from such a motive
would be positive wickedness, and certain to bring the pu-
nishment it descrves. Stand firm, and your mamma will soon
relinquish her persecution ;—and the gentleman himself will
ccasc to pester you with his addresses if he finds them steadily
rejected.”

* Oh, no! mamma will weary all ahout her beforc she tires
hersclf with her exertions ; and as for Mr. Oldfield, she has
given him to understand that I have refused his offer, mot
from any dislike of his person, but merely because I am giddy
and young, and cannot at present reconcile myself to the
thoughts of marriage under any circumstances : but, by next
scason, she has no doubt, I shall have more sense, and hopes
my girlish fancies will be worn away. So she has brought
me home, to school me into a proper scnse of my duty,
against the time comes round again—indeed, I believe she
will not put herself to the expense of taking me up to London
again, unless I surrender: she cannot afford to take me to
town for pleasure and nonsense, she says, and it is not every
rich gentleman that will consent to take me without a for-
tune, whatever exalted ideas I may have of my own attrac-
tions.”

¢ 'Well, Esther, I pity you; but still, I repeat, stand firm.
You might as well scll yourself to slavery at once, as marry
aman you dislike. If your mother and brother are unkind
to you, yon may leave them, but remember you arc bound to
your husband for life.” .

¢ But I cannot leave them unless I get married, and d can-
not get married if nobody sees me. I saw one or two gentle-
men in London that I might have liked, but thcy were
younger sqns, and mamma would not let me get to know
them—ond® especially, who I believe rather liked me, but shce
threw every possible obstacle in the way of our better ac-
quaintance—wasn't it provoking ?"

“ T have no doubt you would feel it so, but it is 'possible
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that if you married him, you might have more reason to
regret it hereafter, than if you marricd Mr. Oldficld. When
I tell you not to marry without love, I do not gdvise you
“to marry for love alone—there are many, niany other
things to be considercd. Keep both heart and hand in
your own possession, till you see good reason to part with
cthem ; and if such an occasion should never present itself,
comfort your mind with this reflection — that, though in
single life your joys may not be very many, your -sorrows,
at Fcast, will not be more than you can bear. Marriage may
change your circumstances for the better, but, in my private
opinion, it is far more likely to produce a contrary result.”

**So thinks Milicent ; but allow me to say, I think other-
wise. If I thought myaself doomed to oldmaidenhood, I should
cease to value my life. The thoughts of living on, year after
year, at the Grove—a hanger-on upon mamma and Walter—
8 merc cumberer of the ground (now that I know in what
light they would regard it), is perfectly intolerable—I would
rather run away with the butler.”

¢ Your circumstances are peculiar, I allow ; but have pati-
ence, love ; do nothing rashly. Remember you are not yet
nineteen, and many years are yct to pass before any one can set
you down as an old maid: you cannot tell what Providence
'may have in store for you. And meantime, remember you
have a right to the protection and support of your mother and
brother, however they may seem to grudge it.”

“You are so grave, Mrs. Huntingdon,” said Esther, after a
pause. ‘ When Milicent uttered the same discouraging scn-
timents concerning marriage, I asked if she was happy : she’
said she was; but I only half believed her ; and now I must
put the same question to you.”

It is a very impertinent question,” laughed I, ‘ from a
young girl to a married woman so many ycars her scnior—
and I shall not answer it.”

¢ Pardon me, dear madam,” said she, laughingly throwing
herself into my arms, and kissing me with playful affection
but I fclt a tear on my neck, as she dropped her head on my
bosom and continued, with an’odd mixturc of sadness and
levity, timidity angl audacity,—* I know you are not so happy
as I mean to be, for you spend half your life alone at Grass-
dale, while Mr. Huntingdon goes about enjoying himself
where and how he pleases—1 shall expect my husband to
have no pleasures but what he shares with me; and if his
greatest plensure of all is not the cnjoyment of my company
—why—it will be the worse for him—that’s all.”

It such are your cxpectations of matrimony, Esthet, you
must, indeed, be careful whom you marry—or rather, you
must a-oid it altogether.”
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CHATTER XLII,

SEPTEMBER 1st.—No Mr. Huntingdon yet. Pcrhaps he will
stay amopg his friends till Christmas; and then, next sprin

he will be off again. 1f he continue this plan, 1 shall be ab

to stay at Grassdale wcll enough—that is, I shall be able to
stay, and that is enough; even an occasional bevy of friends
at the shooting season may be borne, if Arthur get so firmly
attached to e, so well established in good sensc and prin-
ciples before they come, that I shall be able, by reasonemd
affcetion, to keep him pure from their contaminations. Vain
hope, I fear! but still, till such a time of trial comes, I will
forbear to think of my quiet asylum in the beloved old Hall.

Mr. and Mrs. Iattersley have been staying at the Grove a
fortnight ; and as Mr. Hargrave is still absent, and the
weather was remarkably fine, I never passed a day without
sceing my two friends, Milicent and Esther, either there
or here. On one occasion, when Mr. Hattersley had driven
them over to Grassdale in the phaeton, with little Helen and
Ralph, and we were all enjoying ourselves in the garden—X,
had a few minutes’ conversation with that gentleman, whi
the ladics were amusing themselves with the children. ‘

“Do you want to hear anything of your husband, Mts,
Iuntingdon ?" said he.

“ No, unless you can tell me when to expect him home,?

“1 can’t.—You don’t want him, do you?” said he, with €
broad grin.

“ No.”

“ Well, I think you're better without him, sure enough—
for my part, I'm downwright weary of him. I told him I'd
leave him if he didn't mend his manners—and he wouldn't ;
so I left him—you see I'm a better man than you think me ;
and, what's more, I have scrious thonghts of washing my
hands of him cntirely, and the whole set of ’em, and com-
porting myself from this day forward, with all deccncy and
sobriety, as a Christian and the father of a family should do.
What do you think of that?” .

¢ Tt is a resolution you ought to have formed long ago.”

¢ Well, I'm not thirty yet; it isn’t too late, is it?”

“No ; it is never too late to reform, as long as you have
the scnse tq desire it, and the strength to exccute youg
purpose.” @ .

“Well, to tell you the gruth, I've thought of it often and
often before, but he's such devilish good company is Hunting-
don, aftes all—you can’t imagine what a jovial good fellow he
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is when he's not fairly drunk, only just primed or half seas
ovér—we all have a bit of a liking for him at the bottom
ef our hearts, though we can't respect him.”

¢ But should you wish yourself to be like him ?"

% No, I'd rather be like myself, bad as I am.”

““You can't continuc as bad as you arc withept getting
‘worse, and more brutalised every day—and thercfore more
like him,”

I could not help smiling at the comical, half-angry, half-
confounded look ﬂe put on at this rather unusual mode of
address. : ¢

«*Never mind my plain speaking,” said I; *it is from the
best of motives. gut, tcll me, should you wish your sons to
be like Mr. Huntingdon—or cven like yoursclf?”

“ Hang it, no.”

“Should you wish your daughter to despise you—or, at
least, to fcel no vestige of respect for you, and no affection but
what is mingled with the bitterest regret?

¢ Oh, no! I couldn't stand that.”
~ “And finally, should you wish your wife to be ready to
sink into the earth When she hears you mentioned; and
-0 loathe the very sound of your voice, and shudder at your

roach ?
"% She never will; she likes me all the same, whatever

Ao M -

¢ Impossible, Mr. Ilattcrsley! you mistake her quiet sub-
) jon for affection.”

-+, %Fire and fary——"

¢ Now, don’t burst into a tempest at that—I don’t mean to
say she does not love you—she does, I know, a great deal
better than you deserve ; but I am quite sure, that if’ you be-
have better, she will love you more, and if you behave worse,
she will love you less and less, till all is lost in fear, aversion,
and bitterness of soul, if not in secret hatred and contempt. °
But, dropping the subject of affection, should you wish to be
the tyrant of her life—to take away all the sunshine from her
existence, and make her thoroughly miserable ?”

¢ Of course not; and I don't, and I'm not going to.”

* You have done more towards it than you suppose.”

¢t Pooh, pooh ! she’s not the susceptible, anxious, worriting
creature you imagine: she's a little meek, peaceable, affec-
tionate body ; apt to be rather sulky at times, but quiet and
gool in the main, and ready to take things as thcy come.”

¢ Think of what she was five years ago, whenxyou married
her, and what she is now.” “

X kmow.—she was a little plump lassie then, with a pretty
pink pnd ‘white face : now she’s a poor little bit of & creature,
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fading and melting away like a snow-wreath—but hang it !l—
that's not my fault.” .

“ Whatyis the causc of it then? Not years, for she's only
five and twenty.”

“JIt's her own delicate health, and—confound it, madam !
what wowld you make of me ?—and the children, to be sure,
that worry her to death between them.” *

“ No, Mr. Hatterslcy, the children give her more pleasure
than pain: they are fine, well-dispositioned children——"

¢ I know they are—bless them !”

“Then wity lay the blame on them ?—T'l1 tell you what it
is: it's silent fretting and constant anxiety on your acce:mt,
mingled, I suspect, with something of bodily fear on her
own. When you behave wecll, she can only rejoice with
trembling ; she has no sccurity, no confidence in your judg-
ment or principles ;. but is continually dreading the close of
such short-lived felicity ; when you behave ill, her causes of
terror and misery are more than any one can tell but herself.
In patient endurance of evil, she forgets it is our duty to ad-
monish our ncighbours of their transgressions. Since you-
will mistake her silence for indifferedce, come with me, and”
T'll show you onc or two of her letters—no breach of confi-;
dence, 1 hope, since you are her other half.” j

He followed me into the library. I sought out and pu
into his hands two of Milicent’s letters; one dated from Lon-"
don, and written during onc of his wildest seasons of reck-
less dissipation; the other in the country during asgeid
interval. The former was full of trouble and anguish’nét
accusing him, but decply regretting his connection with hi
profligate companions, abusing Mr. Grimsby and others, in-
sinuating bitter things against Mr. Huntingdon, and most
ingeniously throwing the blame of her husband's misconduct
on to other men’s shoulders. The latter was full of hope and
joy, yet with a trembling consciousness that this happiness
would not last; praising his goodness to the skies, but with
an evident, though but half-expressed wish, that it were based
on a surcr foundation than the natural impulses of the heart,
and a half-prophetic dread of the fall of that house so founded
on the sand,—which fall had shortly after taken place, as
Hattersley must have been conscious while he read.

Almost at the commencement of the first lettéer I had the
unexpected pleasure of seeing him blush ; but he‘immediately
turned his ghack to me, and finished the perusal at the window.
At the sccond, I saw him, once or twice, raise his hand, ahd'
hurriedly pass it across his face. Could it be to dash away a
tear? \}'{’Een he had done, there was an interval spent in
clearing his throat, and staring out of the window, agd then,
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after whistling a few bars of a favourite air, he turned round,
gave me back the letters, and silently shook me by the hand.
« % I've been a cursed rascal, God knows,” said she, as he

ve it a hearty squeeze, ** but you sec if I don’t make amends
g:r it—d—n me 1?' Idon’t!” .

¢ Don't curse yourself, Mr. Ilattersley; if God Fad heard
%alf your invocations of that kind, you would have been in
hell Jong before now—and you cannot make amends for the
past by doing your duty for the future, inasmuch as your
duty is only what you owe to your Maker, and you cannot do
more than fulfil it—another must make amends*for your past
dekxayuencies. If you intend to reform, invoke God's bless-
ing, his mercy, and his aid ; not his curse.”

* God help me, then—for I'm sure I need it—Where's
Milicent ?”

¢t She's there, just coming in with her sister.”

He stepped out at the glass door, and went to meet them.
I followed at a little distance. Somewhat to his wife’s
astonishment, he lifted her off’ from the ground, and saluted
+her with a hearty kiss and a strong embrace ; then, placing
‘his two hands on her shoulders, he gave her, I suppose, a
gketch of the great things he meant to do, for she suddenly

rew her arms round him, and burst into tears, exclaim-

v gd_no, do, Ralph—we shall be so happy! How very, very

good you are !”
"ﬁ:ny, not I,” said he, turning her round, and pushing her
s me. ¢ Thank her; it’s her doing.”

Milicent flew to thank me, overflowing with gratitude. I
disclaimed all title to it, telling her her husband was predis-
posed to amendment before 1 added my mite of exhortation
and encouragement, and that I had only donc what she
might—and ought to—have done herself.

% Oh, no!” cried she, 1 couldnt have influenced him,
I'm sure, by anything that I could have said. I should only
have bothered him by my clumsy efforts at persuasion, if 1
had made the attempt.” .

* You never tried me, Milly,” said he.

Shortly after, ther took their leave. They are now gone
on a visit to Hattersley’s father. After that, they will repair
to their country home. I hope his good resolutions will not
fall through, and poor Milicent will not be again disappointed.
Her last letter was full of present bliss, and pleasing antici-
pdtions for the future ; but no particular temptatién has yet
occurred to put his virtue to the test Henceforth, however,
she will doubtless.be somewhat less timid and reserved, and
he morg. kind and thoughtful.—Surely, then, her hopes are
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not unfounded ; and I have one bright spot, at least, whereon
to rest my thoughts, .

OF WILDFELL HALL.

CHAPTER XLIIL

OcroBer 10th.—Mr. Huntingdon returned about three week$
ago. His appearance, his demeanour and conversation, and
my feelings with regard to him, I shall not trouble myself to
describe. The day after his arrival, however, he surprised
me by the amnouncement of an intention to procure a gover-
ness for little Arthur: I told him it was quite unnecess:y,
not to say ridiculous, at the present season: I thought I was
fully competent to the task of teaching him myself—for some
years to come, at least: the child’s education was the only
pleasure and business of my life; and since he had deprived
me of every other occupation, he might surely leave me that.

He said I was not fit to teach children, or to be with them :

bad already reduced the boy to little better than an auto-
maton, 1 had broken his fine spirit with my rigid severity .
and I should freeze all the sunshine out of his heart, ami-.
make him as gloomy an ascetic as myself, if I had the-.
handling of him much longer. And poor Rachel, too, cameég
in for her share of abuse, as usual; he cannot endure Rachel,:
because he knows she has a proper appreciation of him.

I calmly defended our several qualifications as nurse and
governess, and still resisted the proposed addition to:
family ; but he cut me short by saying, it was no use botf€r-
ing about the matter, for he had engaged a governess already,
and she was coming next week; so that all I had to do was
to get things ready for her reception. This was a rather-
startling piece of intelligence. I ventured to inquire her
name and address, by whom she had been recommended,
or how he had been led to make choice of her.

“ She is a very cstimable, pious young person,” eaid he;
“ you needn’t be afraid. Ier name 1s Myers, I believe ; and
she was recommended to me by a respectable old dowager—
a lady of high repute in the religious world. I have not
seen her mﬁself, and therefore cannot givé gou a particular
account of her person and conversation, and so forth; but,
if the old lady’s culogies are correct, you will find her to
possess all desirable qualifications for her positiop—an inor-
dinate love gf children among the rest.” . °

All this was gravely and quietly spoken, but there was &
laughing demon in his half-averted eye that boded no good I
imagined. However I thought of my asylum in ~——shire,
and made no further objections. o
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‘When Miss Myers arrived, I was not prepared to give
her a very cordial reception. Iler appearance was not
particularly calculated to produce a favourable jmpression
at first sight, nor did her manners and subscquent conduct,
in any degrce, remove the prejudicc I had already conccived
against her. Iler attainments werc limited, hew intellect

oways above mediocrity. She had a fine voice, and could
sing like a nightingale, and accompany herself sufficiently
well on the piano ; but these were her only accomplishments.
There was a look of guile and subtlety in her face, a sound
of it in her voice. She seemed afraid of me, awd would start
ife¥oguddenly approached her. In her behaviour, she was
respectful and complaisant, even to servility : she attempted
to flatter and fawn upon me at first, but I soon checked that.
Her fondness for her little pupil was overstrained, and I
was obliged to remonstrate with her on the subject of over-
indulgence and injudicious praise ; but she could not gain his
heart. Her picty consisted in an occasional heaving of sighs,
and uplifting of eycs to the ceiling, and the utterance of a few
cant phrases. She told me she was a clergyman’s daughter,
and had been left an orphan from her childhood, but had
had the good fortune to obtain a situation in a very pious
family ; and then she spoke fo gratefully of the kindness
she had experienced from its different members, that I
reproached myself for my uncharitable thoughts and un-
friendly conduect, and relented for a time—but not for long;
mﬁl\uscs of dislike were too rational, my suspicions too well
‘foutided for that; and T knew it was my duty to watch
and scrutinise till those suspicions were either satisfactorily
removed or confirmed.

I asked the namc and residence of the kind and pious
family. She mentioned a common name, and an unknown
and distant place of abode, but told me they were now on
the Continent, and their present address was unknown to
her. I never saw her speak much to Mr. Iuntingdon; but
he would frequently look into the school-room to se¢ how
little Arthur got on with his'new companion, when I was
not there. In the cvening, she sat with us in the drawing-
room, and would"sing and play to amuse him—or us, as she
pretended—and was very attentive to his wants, and watchful
to anticipate them, though she only talked to me—indeed, he
was seldom in a condition to be talked to. Ifad she been
¢ther than she was, I should have felt her predpnce a great
relief to come between us thus, except, indeed, that I should
have been thoroughly ashamed for any decent person to see
him as he often was.

_ I &d not mention my suspicions to Rachel; but she,
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having sojourned for half a century in this land of sin and
sorrow, has learncd to be suspicious hersclf. She told the
. from the fyst she was * down of that new governcss,” and T
soon found she watched her quite as narrowly as I did; and I
was glad of it, for I longed to know the truth; the atmosphere
of Grassdele scemed to stifle me, and I could only live by
thinkiry of Wildfell Hall, .

At last, one morning, she entered my chamber with such
intclligence that my resolution was taken before she had
ceased to speak. 'While she dressed me I explained to her
my intention?and what assistance I should require from her,
and told her which of my things she was to pack up, and “skat
she was to leave behind for herself, as I had no oth:er means of
recompensing her for this sudden dismissal after her long and
faithful scrvice—a circumstance I most deeply regretted, but
could not avoid.

¢ And what will you do, Rachel?” said I; ¢ will you go
lome, or seck another place ?”

* I have no home, ma’am, but with you,” she replied ; ¢ and
if T leave you I'll never go into place again as long as I
live.”

¢ But T can't aflford to live like a lady, now,” rcturned
I: “ I must be my own maid and my child’s nurse.”

“What signifies !” replied she in some cxcitement. * You'll
wan’t somebody to clean and wash, and cook, won't you? I
can do all that; and never mind the wages—I've ms bits o’
savings yet, and if you wouldn’t take me I should have to
find my own board and lodging out of em somewhere, or
work among strangers—and it’s what I’m not uscd to—so-you.
can pleasc yourself, ma'am.” Iler voice quavered as she spoke,
and the tears stood in her eyes.

¢ I should like it above all things, Rachel, and I'd give you
such wages as I could afford—such as I should give to any
servant-of-all-work I might employ; but don't you see I
should be dragging you down with me when you have done
nothing to descrve it?”

¢ Oh, fiddle!” cjaculated ske. .

¢ And, besides, my future way of living will be so widely
different to the past—so diffcrent to all yout have been accus-
tomed to——" .

“ 1)o you think, ma'am, I can’t bear what my missis can?
surely I'm not so proud and so dainty as that comes to—and
my little mghter, too, God bless him?™” - .

“ But I’'m young, Rachel ; I shan't mind it ; and Arthur is
young too—it will be nothing to him.”

« Nor me either : I'm not so old but what I can stand hard
fare and’hard work, if it's only to help and comfort themeas I've
loved like my own bairns—for all I'm too old to be the
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thoughts o' leaving ’em in trouble and danger, and going
amoulgst strangers myself.”

¢ Then you shan’t, Rachel |" cried I, embracing ay faithful
friend. ““We'll all go togcther, and you shall sce how the
new life suits you.” )

¢ Bless you, honey !" cried she, affectionately returning my
cembrace. ‘“ Only let us get shut of this wicked house, and
we’ll do right enough, you'll sce.”

“So think 1,” was my answer; and so that point was
settled.

B?v that morning’s post, I dispatched a few *hasty lines to

aelerick, beseeching him to prepare my asylum for my im-
mediate reccption—for I should probably come to claim it
within a day after the receipt of that note,—and telling him,
in few words, the cause of my sudden resolution. 1 then
wrote threc letters of adicu: the first to Esther Hargrave, in
which I told her that I found’it impossible to stay any longer
at Grassdale, or to leave my son under his father's protec-
tion ; and, as it was of the last importance that our future
abode should be unknown to him and his acquaintance, I
should disclose it to no onc but my brother, through the
medium of whom I hoped still to correspond with my friends.
I then gave her his address, exhorted her to write frequently,
reiterated some of my former admonitious regarding her own
concerns, and bade her a fond farewell.

The.~econd was to Milicent; much to the same cffect, but
a little more confidential, as befitted our longer intimacy, and
her greater expericnce and better acquaintance with my cir-
cumstances.

The third was to my aunt—a much more difficult and pain-
ful undertaking, and therefore I had left it to the last; but I
must give her some explanation of that extraordinary step 1
had taken,—and that quickly, for she and my uncle would no
doubt hear of it within a day or two after my disappearance,
as it was probable that Mr. Huntingdon would speedily apply
to them to know what was become of me. At last, however,
I told her I was sensible of my-error: I did not complain of
its punishment, and I was sorry to trouble my friends with
its consequences ;' but in duty to my son, I must submit no
longer; it was absolutely necessary that he should be delivered
from his father’s corrupting influence. I should not disclose
my place of refuge even to her, in order that she and my

le might be able, with truth, to deny all knoy:ledge con-
cerning it; but any communications addressed to me ynder
cover to my brother would be certwin to reach me. I hoped
she and my unclewould pardon the step I had taken, for if
they kaew all, I was sure they would not blame meé; and I
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trusted they would not afflict themselves on my account, for
if I could onlfv reach my retreat in safetﬁ and keep it unmo-
lested, I should be very happy, but for the thoughts of them ;
and should be quite conteni:edy to spend my life in obscurity’,
devoting myself to the training up of my child, and teaching
him to avoid the errors of both his parents.

These things were done yesterday: I have given two wholee,
days to the preparation for our departure, that Frederick may
have more time to prepare the rooms, and Rachel to pack up
the things—for the latter task must be done with the utmost
caution and se'cresi, and there is no one but me to assist her:
I can help to get the articles together, but I do not understand
the art of stowing them into the boxes, so as to take up“th®
smallest possible space ; and therc are her own things to do,
as well as mine and Arthur’s. I canill afford to leave any-
thing behind, since I have no money, cxcept a few guineas in
my purse ;—and besides, as Rachel observed, whatever I left
would most likely become the property of Miss Myecrs, and I
should not relish that.

But what trouble I have had throughout these two days
struggling to appear calin and collected—to meet him and her
as usual, when I was obliged to meet them, and forcing my-
self to leave my little Arthur in her hands for hours together !
But I trust these trials are over now : I have laid him in my
bed for better security, and never more, I trust, shall his in-
nocent lips be defiled by their contaminating kisses, or his
young ears polluted by their words. But shall we csCape in
safety? Oh, that the morning were come, and we were on our
way at least! This evening, when I had given Rachel all the
assistance I could, and had nothing left me but to wait, and
wish and tremble, I became so greatly agitated, that I knew
not what to do. I went down to dinner, but I could not force
myself to cat. Mr. ITuntingdon remarked the’circumstance.

““ What's to do with you now ?” said he, when the removal
of the second course gave him time to look about him.

“I-am not well,” I replied: “I think I must lic down a
little—you won’t miss me much ?”

* Not the lcast; if you ledve your chair, it'll do just as
well—better a trifle,” he muttered, as I left the room, * for I
can fancy somebody else fills it.”

“ Somebor}y else may fill it to-morrow,” I thought—but did
not say. ‘‘'There! I've seen the last of you, I hope,” 1 mut-
tered as I closed the door upon him.

Rachel usged me to seek repose, at once, to recruit my
strength for to-morrow's journey, as we must be gone before

e dawn, but in my presént state of nervous excitement that
was entipely out of the question. It was equally out of the
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question to sit, or wander about m{ room, counting the hours
and the minutes between me and the appointed time of action,
straining my ears and trembling at every sound lest some one
ghould discover and betray us after all. ~ I took up'a book and
tried to read. My eyes wandered over the pages, but it was
impossible to bind my thoughts to their contents. Why not
chave recourse to the old expedient, and add this lat event to
my chronicle? I opened its pages once more, and wrote the
above account—with difficulty, at first, but gradually my mind
became more calm and steady. Thus several hours have past
away: the time is drawing ncar ;—and now my eyes feel heavy,
a.n}my frame cxhausted : I will commend my cause to God,
gi then lie down and gain an hour or two of sleep; and
en |—

Little Arthur sleeps soundly. All the house is still : there
ean be no one watching. The boxes were all corded by Ben-
son, and quietly conveyed down the back stairs after dusk,
and sent away in a cart to the M—— coach-office. The name
upon the cards was Mrs. Graham, which appellation I mean
henceforth to adopt. My mother’s maiden name was Graham,
and thercfore I fancy I have some claim to it, and prefer it to
any other, except my own, which I dare not resume.

CHAFPTER XLIV.

OctoBER 24th.—Thank Heaven, I am frec and safe at last!
—Early we rose, swiftly and quietly dressed, slowly and
stealthily descended to the hall, where Benson stood ready
with a light to open the door and fasten it after us. We were
obliged to let one man into our secret on account of the boxes,
&c. All the servants were but too well acquainted with their
master’s condiict, and either Benson or John would have been
willing to serve me, but as the former was more staid and
elderly, and a crony of Rachel's besides, I of course directed
her to make choice of him as her assistant and confidahte on
the occasion, as far as necessity demanded. I only hope he
may not be brought into trouble thereby, and only wish I
could reward him for the perilous service {;c was so ready to
undertake. I slipped two guineas into his hand, by way of
remembrance, as he stood in the door-way, holding the candle
to light our departure, with a tear in his honest grey eye and
a host of good wishes depicted on his solemn countenance.
Alas! I could offer no more: I had barely sufficiznt remain-
ing for the probable expenses of the journey. -

. hat trembling joy it was when ‘the little wicket closed be-
hind us, as we issued from the park ! Then, for one moment,
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I paused, to inhale one draught of that cool, bracing air, and
venture one look back upon the house. All was dark and
still ; no }jght glimmered in the windows ; no wreath ot smoke
obscured the stars that sparkled abeve it in the frosty eky.
As I bade farewell for ever to that place, the scene of 5o much
guilt andemisery, I felt glad that I had not left it before, fag
now there was no doubt about the propriety of such a step—
no shadow of remorse for him I left behind: there was
nothing to disturb my joy but the fear of detection; and
every step removed us further from the chance of that.

We had 18ft Grassdale many miles behind us before the
round, red sun arose to welcome our deliverance, and if® ey
inhabitant of its vicinity bhad chanced to see us then, as we
bowled along on the top of the coach, I scarcely think they
would have suspected our identity. As I intend to be taken
for a widow I thought it advisable to cnter my new abode in
mourning : I was therefore attired in a plain black silk dress
and mantle, a black veil (which I kept carefully over my face
for the first twenty or thirty miles of the journey), and a black
silk bonnet, which I had been constrained to borrow of Rachel
for want of such an article myself—it was not in the newest
fashion, of course; but none the worse for that, under present
circumstances. Arthur was clad in his plainest clothes, and
wrapped in a coarse woollen shawl; and Rachel was muffled
in a grey cloak and hood that had seen better days, and gave
her more the appearance of an ordinary though de®®nt old
woman, than of a lady’s maid.

Oh, what delight it was to be thus seated aloft, rambling
along the broad, sunshiny road, with the fresh morui:ﬁ
breeze in my face, surrounded by an unknown country
smiling—cheerfully, gloriously smiling in the yellow lustre
of those early beams,—with my darling chil® in my arms,
almost as happy as myself and my faithful friend beside me;
a prison and despair behind me, receding further, further back
at every clatter of the horses’ feet,—and liberty and h(;!;
before ! I could hardly refrain from praising God aloud
my deliverance, or astonishing'my fellow passengers by some
surprising outburst of hilarity. .

ut the journey was a very long one, and we ‘were all
weary enough before the close of it. It was far into the
night when we reached the town of L——, and still-we were
seven miles from our journey's end ; and there was no more
coaching—ngt any conveyance to be had, except a commony
cart—and that with the greatest difficulty, for half the town
was in bed. And a dreary ride we had of it that last stage af
the journey, cold and weary as we were ; sitting on our boxes,
with nothing to cling to, nothing to lean -gun;t, dowly

1
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dniged and cruelly shaken over the rough, hilly roads. But

Arthur was nsleeF in Rachel's lap, and between us we ma-

naged pretty well to shield him from the cold nighy air.

t last we began to ascend a terribly steep and stony lane
which, in spite of the darkness, Rachel said she remembered

&vell : she had often walked there with me in hervarms, and
little thought to come again so many years after, under such
circumstances as the present. Arthur being now awakened
by the jolting and the stoppages, we all got out and walked.

'e had not far to go ; but what if Frederick should not have
received my letter ? or if he should not have hdd time to pre-
Part the rooms for our reception; and we should find them
all dark, damp, and comfortless; destitute of food, fire, and
furniture, after all our toil ?

At length the grim, dark pile appeared before us. The lanc
conducted us round by the back way. We entered the deso-
late court, and in breathless anxiety surveyed the ruinous
mass. Was it all blackness and desolation? No; one faint
red glimmer cheercd us from a window where the latticc was
in good repair. The door was fastened, but after due knock-
ing and waiting, and some parleying with a voice from an
upper window, we were admitted, by an old woman who had
been commissioned to air and keep the house till our arrival,
into a tolerably snug little apartment, formerly the scullery
of the mansion, which Frederick had now fitted up as a
kitcheh. Here she procured us a light, roused the fire to a
cheerful blaze, and soon prepared a simple repast for our
refreshment ; while we disencumbered ourselves of our tra-
velling gear, and took a hasty survey of our new abode.
Besides the kitchen there were two bed-rooms, a good sized
parlour, and another smaller one, which I destined for my
studio, all wcil aired and seemingly in good repair, but only
gutly furnished with a few old articles, chiefly of ponderous

lack oak—the veritable ones that had been there before, and
which had been kept as antiquarian relics in my brother’s
present residence, and now, in all haste, transported back again.

The old woman brought my supper and Arthur's into the
parlour, and told me, with all due formality, that ** The mas-
ter desired his compliments to Mrs. Graham, and he had pre-
ga.red the rooms as well as he could upon so short a notice,

ut he would do himself the pleasure of calling upon her to-
morrow, to receive her further commands.”

« I was glad to ascend the stern-looking stone gtaircase, and
lie down in the gloomy old-fashioned bed, beside my little
Arth,ur: He was asleep in a minute; but, weary as I was,

. my excited feelings and restless cogitations kept me awake till
dayi: began to struggle with the darkness; but sleep was
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sweet and refreshing when it came, and the waking was de-
lightful beyond expression. It was little Arthur that roused
me, withyhis gentle kisses:—He was here, then—safely
clasped in my arms, and many leagues away from his un-
worthy father! Broad daylight illumined the apartment, for
the sug was high in heaven, though obscured by rolling
masses of autumnal vapour. .

The scene, indeed, was not remarkably cheerful in itself,
cither within or without. The large bare room, with its grim
old furniture, the narrow, latticed windows, revealing the
dull, grey sk above and the desolate wilderness below, where
the dark stone walls and iron gate, the rank growth of Brase
and weeds, and the hardy evergreens of preternatural forms,
alone remained to tell that there had been once a garden,—
and the bleak and barren fields beyond might have struck me
as gloomy cnough at another time, but now, each separate
object seemed to echo back my own exhilarating sense of hope
and freedom : indefinite drcams of the far past and bright an-
ticipations of the future seemed to greet me at every turn. I
should rejoice with more security, to be sure, had the broad
sea rolled between my present and my former homes, but
surely in this lonely spot I might remain unknown; and then,
I had my brother here to cheer my solitude with his occa-
sional visits.

He came that morning ; and I have had several interviews
with him since ; but he is obliged to be very cautidfls when
and how he comes ; not even his servants or his best friends
must know of his visits to Wildfell—except on such occa-
sions as a landlord might be expected to call upon a stranger
tenant—Ilest suspicion should be excitcd against me, whether
of the truth or of some slanderous falsehood.

I have now been here' nearly a fortnight, afid, but for one
disturbing care, the haunting dread of discovery, I am com-
fortablf scttled in my new home : Frederick has supplied me
with all requisite furniture and painting materials : Rachel has
sold most of my clothes for me, in a distant town, and pro-
cured me a wardrobe more suitable to my present position :
I have a second-hand piand, and a tolerably well-stocked
book-case in my parlour ; and my other room has assumed
quite a professional, business-like appearance already. Iam
working hard to re%ay my brother for all his expenses on my
account ; not that there is the slightest necessity for anythin
of the kindg'but it pleases me to do so: I shall have so mu
more pleasure in my labour, my earnings, my frugal fare, and
housegold economy, when I know that I am paying my way
honestly, and that what little I possess is legitimately all my
own ; ahd that no one suffers for my folly—in a peduniary
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at least. I ehall make him take the last penny I owe him,
if I ean possibly effect it without offending him toe decply. I
hdve a few pictures already done, for I told Rache to pack
up all I had ; and she executed her commission but too well,
for among the rest, she put up a portrait of Mr. Huntingdon
that I had painted in the first ycar of my marriage. dt struck
me with dismay, at the moment, when I took it from the box
and beheld those eyes fixed upon me in their mocking mirth,
as if exulting, still, in his power to control my fate, and
deriding my efforts to escape.
How widely different had been my feelings in painting that
Eﬁm‘ait to what they now were in looking upon it! How I
ad studied and toiled to produce something, as I thought,
worthy of the original! what mingled pleasure and dissatis-
faction I had had in the result of my labours ! —pleasure for
the likeness I had caught ; dissatisfaction, because I had not
made it handsome enough. Now, I sce no beauty in it—
nothing pleasing in any part of-its expression ; and yet it is
far bandsomer and far more agrecable—far less repulsive 1
should rather say—than he is now; for these six years have
wrought almost as great a change upon himself as on my
feelings regarding him. The frame, however, is handsome
enough ; it will serve for another painting. The picturc itself
I have not destroyed, as I had first intended ; I have put it
aside ; not, 1 think, from any lurking tenderncss for the me-
mory of ‘past affection, nor yet to remind me of my former
folly, but chiefly that I may compare my son’s features and
countenance with this, as he grows up, and thus be enabled
to judge how much or how little he resembles his father—if
I may be allowed to keep him with me still, and never to be-
hold that father’s face again—a blessing I hardly dare reckon
upon.
1t seems Mr. Huntingdon is making cvery exertion to dis-
cover the place of my retreat. He has been in person to
Staningley, secking redress for his gricvances—expecting to
hear of s victims, if not to find them there—and has told so
many lies, and with such unblushing coolness, that my uncle
more than half beljeves him, and strongly advocates my going
back to him and being friends again; but my aunt knows
better : she is too cool and cautious, and too well acquainted
with both my husband’s character and my own to be imposed
upon by any specious falsehoods the former could invent.
Bt he does not want me back ; he wants my'ehild; and
gives my friends to understand that if I prefer living apart
from him, he will indulge the whim and let me do so un-
molested, and eveh settle a reasonable allowance on me, pro-
vided 1 will immediately deliver up his son. But, Heaven
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help me! I am not going to sell my child for gold, though-i¢
were to save both him and me from starving : it would be
better thatshe should die with me, than that he should live
with his father.

Frederick showed me a letter he had received from that
gentleman? full of cool impudence such ag would astonish an}®
one who did not know him, but such as, I am convinced, none
would know better how to answer than my brother. He gave
me no account of his reply, except to tell me that he had not
acknowledged his acquaintance with my place of refuge, but
rather left it to be inferred that it was quite unknown to ?imb_
by saying it was useless to apply to him, or any other of my
relations, for information on the subject, as it appearcd 1 had
been driven to such extremity, that I had conccaled my
retreat even from my best friends ; but that if he had known
it, or should at any time be made aware of it, most certainly
Mr. Huntingdon would be the last person to whom he should
communicate the intelligence ; and tMat he need not trouble
himself to bargain for the child, for he (Frederick) fancied he
knew ecnough of his sister to cnable him to declare, that
wherever she might be, or however situated, no considera-
tion would induce her to deliver him up.

30th.—Alas! my kind neighbours will not let me alone.
By some means they have ferrcted me out, and 1 have had to
sustain visits from three different familics, all more less
bent upon discovering who and what I am, whence I came,
and why I have chosen such a home as this. Their socicty
is unnccessary to me, to say the least, and their curiosity
annoys and alarms me : if 1 gratify it, it maf' lead to the ruin
of my son, and if I am too mysterious, it will only cxcite their
suspicions, invite conjecture, and rouse them to greater exer-
tions—and perhaps be the means of spreading my fame from
parish to parish, till it rcach the ears of some one who will
carry it to the lord of Grassdale Manor.

I shall be expected to return their calls, but if, upon in-
quiry, I find that any of them live too far away for Arthur
to accompany me, they must cxpeet in vain for a while, for I
cannot bear to leave him, unless it be to go % chureh; and I
have not attempted that yct, for—it may be foolish weakness,
but I am under such constant drcad of his being enatched
away, that I am ncver easy when he is not by my side ; and
I fear these pervous terrors would so entirely disturb my
devoticns, tiht 1 should obtain no benefit from the attend-e
ance. I mean, however, to make the experiment next Sun-
day, and oblige myself to 18ave him in charge of Rachel for a
few hours, It will be a hard task, but surely no imprudgnce ;
and the vicar has been to scold me for my neglect of the ‘ordi-
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nances of religion. I had no sufficient excuse to offer, and 1
romised, if all were well, he should see me in my pew next
unday ; for I do not wish to be set down as an irfidel ; and,

besides, I know I should derive great comfort and benefit

from an occasional attendance at public worship, if I could

%nly have faith and fortitude to compose my thougfits in con-

formity with the solemn occasion, and forbid them to be for

ever dwelling on my absent child, and on the dreadful possi-
bility of finding him gonc when I return ; and surely God in
his mercy will preserve me from so severe atrial: for my
_Ghil’s own sake, if not for mine, ITe will not suffer him to be
orn away.
November 8rd.—I have made some further acquaintance
with my neighbours. The fine gentleman, and beaun of the
parish and its vicinity (in his own estimation, at least), is a

oung. ...
¥ g * * * * *

* * * * *

Here it ended. The rest was torn away. How cruel—
just when she was going to mention me! for T could not
doubt it was your humble servant she was about to mention,
though not very favourably of course—I could tcll that, as
well by those few words as by the recollection of her whole
aspect and dcmeanour towards me in the commencement of
our agnuaintance. Well! I could readily forgive her preju-
dice against me, and her hard thoughts of our sex in general,
when I saw to what brilliant spccimens her experience had
been limited.

Respecting me, however, she had long since scen her error,
and perhaps fallen into another in the opposite cxtreme ; for
if, at first, her opinion of me had been lower than 1 deserved,
I was convinced that now my deserts were lower than her
opinion ; and if the former part of this continnation had been
torn away to avoid wounding my feelings, perhaps the latter
portion had been removed for fear of ministering too much to
my self-conceit. At any rate, I would have given much to
have seen it all—to have witncssed the gradual change, and
watched the progress of her esteem and friendship for me,—
and whatever warmer feeling she might have—to have seen
howmuch of love therc was in her regard, and how it had grown
upon her in spite of her virtuous resolutions and strenuous
exertions to——but no, I had no right to see it: all this was
%oo sacrcd for any eyes but her own, and she Lad done well
to keep it from me. ;
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CHAPTER XLYV. -

‘WeLL, Halford, what do you think of all this ? and while you
read it, &d you ever picture to yourself what my feeli
would probably be during its perusal? Most likely not ; but ™
I am not going to descant upon them now: I will only make
this acknowledgment, littlc honourable as it may be to
human nature, and especially to myself:—that the former
half of the ndrrative was, to me, more painful than the latter ;
not that I was at all insensible to Mrs. Huntingdon’s wfon}®”
or unmoved by her sufferings, but, I must confess, 1 felt a
kind of selfish gratification in watching her husband's gradual
decline in her good graces, and seeing how completely he
extinguished all her affection at last. The efect of the whole,
however, in spite’of all my sympathy for her, and my fi
against him, was to rclieve my mind of an intolerable burden,
and fill my heart with joy, as if some friend had roused me
from a dreadful nightmare.

It was now near eight o’clock in the morning, for my candle
had expired in the midst of my Yerusal, leaving me no alter-
native but to get another, at the cxpense of alarming the
house, or to go to bed and wait the return of daylight.” On
my mother’s account, I chose the latter ; but how willingly I
sought my pillow, and how much sleep it brougfit me, I
leave you to imagine.

At the first appcarance of dawn, I rose, and brought the
manuscript to the window, but it was impossible to read it
yet. I devoted half an hour to dressing, and then returned
to it again. Now, with a little difficulty, I could manage ;
and with intense and cager interest, I devouredl the remainder
of its contents. \When it was ended, and my transient regret
at its abrupt conclusion was over, I opened the window and
put out my head to catch the cooling breeze, and imbibe dee
draughts of the pure morning air. A splendid morning it
was ; the half-frozen dew lar thick on the grass, the swallows
were twittering round me, the rooks cawing, and cows lowing
in the distance ; and carly frost and summer sunshine mingled
their sweetness in the air. But I did not think of that: a
confusion of countless thoughts and varied emotions crowded
upon me yhile I gazed abstractedly on the lovely face of
nature. Soon, however, this chaos of thoughts and passiens,
cleared away, giving place to two distinct emotions ; joy un-
speakable tKat my adored Helen was all I wished to think
her—that through the noisome vapours of*the world'g asper-
sions and my own fancied convictions, her character shone
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bright, and clear, and stainless as that sud/I could not bear to
1 oﬁ on ; and shame and deep remorse for my own conduct.

Immediately after breakfast, I hurried over te Wildfell
IIall. Rachel had risen many degrees in my estimation
since yesterday. I was ready to greet her quite as an old
#end ; but every kindly impulse was checked by tRe look ot
cold distrust she cast upon me on opening the door. The
old virgin had constituted herself the guardian of her lady’s
honour, I suppose, and doubtless she saw in me another
Mr. Hargrave, only the more dangerous in being more
esteemecd and trusted by her mistress. ¢
~wét I [issis can't see any one to-day, sir—she’s poorly,” said
she, in answer to my inquiry for Mrs. Graham.

¢ But I must see her, Rachel,” said I, placing my hand on
the door to prevent its being shut against me.

¢ Indeed, sir, you can't,” replied she, settling her counte-
nance in still more iron frigidity than before.

“ Be so good as to announce me.”

¢ It’s no manner of use, Mr. Markham ; she’s poorly, I tell

ou'”
d Just in time to prevent me from committing the impropriety
of taking the citadel by storm, and pushing forward unan-
nounced, an inner door opened, and little Arthur appeared
with his frolicsome playfcllow, the dog. He seized my hand
between both his, and smilingly drew me forward.

¢ Maffuna says you're to come in, Mr. Markham,” said he,
¢ and I am to go out and play with Rover.”

Rachel retired with a sigh, and I stepped into the parlour
and shut the door. There, before the fire-place, stood the
tall, graceful figurc, wasted with many sorrows. I cast the
manuscript on the table, and looked in her face. Anxious
and pale, it wds turned towards me; her clear, dark eyes
were fixed on mine with a gaze so intensely carnest that they
bound me like a spell.

¢ IIave you looked it over?” she murmured. The spell
was broken.

¢ I've read it through,” said F, advancing into the room,—
‘“and I want to know if you'll forgive me—if you can forgive
me ?”

She did not answer, but her eyes glistened, and a faint red

mantled on her lip and cheek. As I approached, she
abruptly turned away, and went to the window. It was
,ng} in anger, I was well assured, but only totzonceal or
control her emotion. I therefore ventured to follow and
stand beside her there,—but not tu speak. She gave me
her hand, without turning her head, and murmured in a
-voice she strove in vain to steady,—
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¢ Can you forgive me ?"

It might be dcemed a breach of trust, I thought, to convéy
that lily hagld to my lips, so I only gently presscd it between
my own, and smilingly replied,—

“I hardly can. You should have told me this before. It
shows a wagt of confidence——" e
¢ Oh, no,"” cried she, eagerly interrupting me, * it was not

that! It was no want of confidence in you ; but if I had told
you anything of my history, I must have told you all, in
order to excuse my conduct; and I might well shrink from
such a disclos®re, till necessity obliged me to make it. But
you forgive me ?—I have done very, very wrong, I knew jm
but, as usual, I have reaped the bitter fruits.of my own
crror,—and must reap them to the end.”

Bitter, indeed, was the tone of anguish, repressed by resolute
firmness, in which this was spoken. Now, I raised her hand
to my lips, and fervently kissed it again and again ; for tears
prevented any other reply. She sutfered these wild caresses
without resistance or resentment; then, suddenly turnin,
from me, she paced twice or thrice through the room.
knew by the contraction of her brow, the tight compression
of her lips, and wringing of her hands, that meantime &
violent conflict between reason and passion was silently
passing within, At length she paused before the empty
fire-place, and turning to me, said calmly—if that might
be called calmmess, which was so cvidently the reswit of a
violent effort,—

¢ Now. Gilbert, you must leav® me—not this moment, but
soon—and you must never come again.”

“ Never again, Ilelen? just when I love ‘you more than
ever!”

“For that very reason, if it be so, we should net meet again.
I thought this interview was nccessary—at least, I persuaded
myselt it was so—that we might scverally ask and receive
each other's pardon for the past; but there can be no excuse
for another. I shall leave this place, as soon as I have means
to seck another asylum ; but oar intercourse must end here.”

“ End here!” echoed I; and approaching the high, carved
chimney-picce, I leant my hand against ils heavy mould-
ings, and dropped my forehcad upon it in silent, sullen
despondency.

t You must not come again,” continued she. There was a
slight tremoy’in her voice, but I thought her whole manne
was provokingly composed, considering the dreadful sentence
she pronounced. ** You must know why I tell you so,” she
resumed j ‘““and you must see that it is better to p‘u't at
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once :—if it be hard to say adieu for ever, you ought to help
me.” She paused. I did not answer. ‘* Will you promise
not to come ?—If you won't, and if you do come‘}lere again,
you will drive me away before I know where to find another
place of refuge—or how to seek it.”
. “Helen,” said 1, turning impatiently towards heg, *“I can-
not discuss the matter of eternal separation, calinly and
dispassionately as you can do. It is no question of mere
expedience with me; it is a question of life and death!”

She was silent. Her pale lips quivered, and -her fingers
trembled with agitation, as she nervously entwined them in

wtherhair chain to which was appended her small gold watch—

the only thing of value she had permitted herself to keep.
1 had said an unjust and cruel thing ; but I must necds follow
it up with something worse.

“ But, ITelen!” I began in a soft, low tone, not daring to
raise my eyes to her face—** that man is not your husband :

in the sight of Heaven he has forfeited all claim to——" She

seized my arm with a grasp of startling energy.

¢ (rilbert, don’t!"” she cried, in a tone that would have
pierced a heart of adamant. “ For God’s sake, don't you
altltempt these arguments! No fiend could torturc me like
this!”

“J won't, T won’t!” said I, gently laying my hand on hers;
almost as much alarmed at her vehemence, as ashamed of my
own mi:conduct.

¢ Instcad of acting like a true friend,” continued she, .

breaking from me, and throwing herself into the old arm
chair—*‘and helping me with all your might—or rather
taking your owh part in the struggle of right against pas-
sion—you leave all the burden to me ;—and not satisfied with
that, you do-your utmost to fight against me—when you

know that I——" she paused, and hid her face in her hand-,

kerchief.

“Forgive me, Helen!” pleaded I, “I will never utter

another word on the subject. But may we not still mect
as friends?"”

“It will not do,” she replied, mournfully shaking her-

head; and then‘she raised her eyes to mine, with a mildly
reproachful look that scemed to say, * You must know that
as well as 1.”

“Then what must we do?" cried I, passionatcly. But

immediately I added in a quieter tone—* I'll\do whatever

ast.” .
“A(nd why not? Don't you know that every time we meet,

ou desire ; only don’t say that this meeting is to. be our
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the thoughts of the final parting will become more painful ?
Don't you feel that every interview makes us dearer to eath
. other than the last?” .

The uttdrance of this last question was hurricd and low,
and the downcast eyes and burning blush too plainly showed
that she, 2§ lcast, had felt it. It was scarcely prudent to makg,
such an admission, or to add—as she presently did—*“I havc =
power to bid you go, now: another time it might be dif-
ferent,”—but I was not base enmough to attempt to take
advantage of her candour.

¢ But we may write,” I timidly suggested—*¢ You will not
deny me that consolation ?”

“We can hear of cach other through my brother.”

“Your brother!” A pang of remorse and shame shot
through mec. She had not heard of the injury he had
sustained at my hands; and I had not the courage to tell
her. ¢ Your brother will not help us,” I said: “he would
have all communion between us to be entirely at an end.”

‘* And he would be right, I suppose. As a friend of both,
he would wish us both well ; and cvery friend would tell us it
was our interest, as well as our duty, to forget each other,
though we might not sec it ourselves. But don't be afraid,
Gilbert,” she added, smiling sadly at my manifest discom-
posure, ‘there is little chance of my forgetting you. But I
did not mean that Frederick shounld be the mcans of trans-
mitting messages between us, only that each miglt know,
through him, of the other’s welfare ;—and more than this
ought not to be; for you are young, Gilbert, and you ought
to marry—and will some time, though you may think it
impossible now: and though I hardly can say I wish you
to forget me, I know it is right that you should, both for
your own happiness, and that of your future wite ;—and there-
fore I must and will wish it,” she added resolutely.

“And you are young too, Helen,” I boldly replied, ¢ and
when that profligate scoundrel has run through his carecr,
you will give your hand to me—TI'll wait till then.”

But she would not leave me this support. Independently of
the moral evil of basing our hopes upon the death of another,
who, if unfit for this world, was at least mo less so for the
next, and whose amelioration would thus become our banc
and his greatest transgression our greatest benefit,—she main-
tained it to be madness: many men of Mr. Huntingdon’s
habits had ved to a ripe though miserable old age ;—** andif
I,” said she, “am young in years I am old in sorrow; bfit
even if trouble should fai] to kill me before vice destroys him,
think, if he reached but fifty years or so, would you wait
twenty or fifteen—in vague uncertainty and suspense—through

£
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all the prime of youth and manhood—and marry at last a
woman faded and worn as I shall be—without ever having
geen me from this day to that?—You would not,” she con-
tinued, interrupting my earnest protestations of uhfailing con-
stancy,—** or if’ you would you should not. Trust me, Gil-

ert ; in this matter I know better than you. Yqu think me
cold and stony hcarted, and you may, but——"

¢ T don't, Helen.”

“ Well, never mind ; you might if you would—but I have
not spent my solitude in utter idleness, and I am not speaking
mow from the impulse of the moment as you do: I have

wthawght of all these matters again and again ; I have argued
these questigns with myself, and pondered well our past, and
present, and future career ; and, believe me, I have come to
the right conclusion at last. Trust my words rather than your
own feclings, now, and in a few years you will see that I was
right—though at present I hardly can see it myself,” she
murmured with a sigh as she rested her head on her hand.
¢ And don’t argue against me any more: all you can say has
been already said by my own heart and refuted by my reason.
It was hard enough to combat those suggestions as they were
whispered within me; in your mouth they are ten times
worse, and if you kncw how much they pain me you would
cease at once, I know. If you knew my present feclings, you
would even try to relieve them at the expense of your own.”

“] will go—in a minute, if that can relicve you—and
NEVER return!” said I, with bitter emphasis. * But, if we
may never mect, and never hopec to meet again, is it a crime
to exchange our thoughts by letter ? May not kindred spirits
meet, and mingle in communion, whatever be the fate and cir-
cumstances of their earthly tenements ?”

“They may, they may!” cried she, with a momentary
burst of glad enthusiasm. *T thought of that too, Gilbert,
but I feared to mention it, because I feared you would not
understand my views upon the subject—1I fear it even now—
I fear any kind friend would tell us we are both deluding
ourselves with the idea of keeping up a spiritual intercourse
without hope or prospect of anything further—without foster-
ing vain regrets and hurtful aspirations, and feeding thoughts
ttihm; Bho,l’lld. be sternly and pitilessly left to perish of inani-

on——'
. “Never mind our kind friends: if they can part our bodies,
it is enough ; in God's name, let them not sundeiyour souls!”
dried I, in terror lest she should deem it her duty to deay us
this last remaining consolation.

“But no letters can pass between us here,” said she,
* without giving fresh food for scandal ; and when I departed,
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I had intended that my new abode should be unknown to you

as to the rest of the world; not that I should doubt your

word if you promised not to visit me, but I thought yqu

would be ryore tranquil in your own mind if you knew you

could not do it; and likely to find less difficulty in abstracting

yourself from me if you could not picture my situation to

your mifid® But listen,” said she, smilingly putting up here
finger to check my impatient reply : * in six months you shall

hear from Frederick precisely where I am; and if you still

retain your wish to write to me, and think you can iraintain

a correspondepce all thought, all spirit—such as discmbodied

souls or unimpassioned friends, at lcast, might hold,—wgite,..
and I will answer you.”

‘¢ Six months !”

“Yes, to give your present ardour time to cool, and try the
truth and constancy of your soul’s love for mine. And now,
cnough has been said between us. Why can’t we part at
once ?” exclaimed she almost wildly, after a moment’s pause,
as she suddenly rose from her chair with her hands resolutely
clasped together. I thought it was my duty to go without
delay ; and I approached and half extended my hand as if to
take leave—she grasped it in silence. But this thought of
final separation was too intolerable: it secmed to squecze
1tihe blood out of my heart; and my feet were glued to the

oor.

“ And must we never meet again?” I murmured, in the
anguish of my eoul.

“We shall meet in heaven. TFet us think of that,” said
she in a tone of desperate calmness; but her eyes glittered
wildly, and her face was deadly pale.

“ But not as we are now,” I could not help replying. It
gives me little consolation to think I shall next pehold you as
a disembodied spirit, or an altered being, with a frame per-
«fect and glorious, but not like this!—and a heart, perhaps,
entirely cstranged from me.”

¢ No, Gilbert, there is perfect love in heaven!”

¢ So perfect, 1 suppose, that it soars ahove distinctions, and
you will have no closer sympathy with me than with any one
of the ten thousand thousand angels and ghe innumerable
multitude of happy spirits round us.”

“ Whatever I am, you will be the same, and, therefore,
cannot possibly regret it; and whatever that change may be,
we know it must be for the better.”

“ But if 1%am to be so changed that I shall cease to ador®
you with my whole heart and soul, and love you beyond
cvery other creature, I shill not be myself; and, though, if
ever I win heaven at all, I must, I know, be infinitely petter
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and happier than I am now, my earthly nature cannot rejoice
in: the anticipation of such beatitude, from which itself and
its chief joy must be excluded.”
“ « Js your love all earthly then?” ¢

¢t No, but I am supposing we shall have no more intimate
communion with each other, than with the rest.”

w* « If g0, it will be because we love them more affd not each
other less. Increase of love brings increase of happiness,
when it is mutual, and pure as that will be.”

‘* But can you, Helen, contemplate with delight this pros-
pect of losing me in a sea of glory?”

». ‘el own I cannot; but we know not that it will be so ;—and
1 do know that to regret the exchange of earthly pleasures
for the joys of heaven, is as if the grovelling caterpillar
should lament that it must one day quit the nibbled leaf to
soar aloft and flutter through the air, roving at will from
flower to flower, sipping sweet honey from their cups, or bask-
ing in their sunny petals. If these little creatures knew how
great a change awaited them, no doubt they would regret it ;
but would not all such sorrow be misplaced? And if that
illustration will not move you, here is another :—We are
children now ; we fecl as children, and we understand as chil-
dren; and when we are told that men and women do not play
with toys, and that our companions will one day weary on the
trivial sports and occupations that interest them and us so
deeply now, we cannot help being saddened at the thoughts
of such’ an alteration, because we cannot conceive that as
we grow up, our own minds will becomec so enlarged
and clevated that we oursclves shall then regard as
trifling those objects and pursuits we now so fondly cherish,
and that, though our companions will no longer join us in
those childish pastimes, they will drink with us at other foun-
tains of delight, and mingle their souls with ours in higher
aims and nobler occupations beyond our present comprehen-
sion, but not less deeply relished or less truly good for that,
while yet hoth we and they remain essentially the same indi-
viduals as before. But Gilbert, can you really derive no con-
solation from the thought that we may mect together where
there is no more, pain and sorrow, no more striving against
sin, and struggling of the spirit against the flesh ; where both
will behold the same glorious truths, and drink exalted and
supreme felicity from the same fountain of light and goodness
—that Being whom both will worship with the pame intensit

oof holy ardour, and where pure and happy cFeatures bot
will love with the same divine affection?” If you cannot,,
never write to me!” : -

¢ Helen, I can ! if faith would never fail.”
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“ Now, then,” exclaimed she, while this hope is strong
within us——"
“We will part,” I cried. ¢ You shall not have the pfin

of another’ effort to dismiss me: I will go at once; but
ki

I did et put my request in words: she understood it M3 _
stinctively, and this time she yielded too—or rather, there was
nothing so delibcrate as requesting or yielding in the matter:
therc was a sudden impulse that neither could resist. One
moment I stood and looked into her face, the next [ held her
to my heart, #nd we seemed to grow together in a close em-
brace from which no physical or mental force could rend ud.’
A whispered “ God bless you!” and * Go—go!” was all she
said ; but while she spoke, she held me so fast that, without
violence, I could not have obeyed her. At length, however,
by some heroic effort, we tore ourselves apart, and I rushed
from the house.

I have a confused remembrance of seeing little Arthur
running up the garden walk to mect me, and of bolting
over the wall to avoid him—and subsequently running down
the steep ficlds, clearing the stone fences and hedges as they
came in my way, till I got completely out ot sight of the old
hall and down to the bottom of the hill; and then of long
hours spent in bitter tears and lamentations, and melancholy
musings in the loncly valley, with the cternal music in my
cars, of the west wind rushing through the over-sifadowing
trees, and the brook babbling and gurgling along its stony
bed—my eycs, for the most part, vacantly tixed on the deep,
checkercd shades restlessly playing over the bright sunny
grass at my feet, where now and then a withered lcaf or two
would come dancing to share the revelry, bnt my heart was
away up the hill in that dark room where she was weeping

~desolate and alone—she whom I was not to comfort, not to
see again, till yecars or suffering had overcome us both, and
torn our spirits from their perishing abodes of clay.

There was little business done that day, you may be sure.
The farm was abandoned to the labourers, and the labourers
were left to their own devices. But one duty,must be attended
to: I had not forEotten my assault upon Frederick Lawrence;
and I must see him to apologise for the unhappy deed. I
would fain have put it o!g' till the morrow; but what if he
should denounce me to his sister in the meantime? No, no,
I must ask s pardon to-day, and intreat him to be lenien®
in his accusation, if the revelation must be made. I deferred
. it, however, till the evenin}, when my spirits were more com-

posed, and when—oh, wonderful perversity of human nsyture !
—some faint germs of indefinite hopes were beginning to rise
U
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in, my mind ; not that T intended to cherish them after all
that had been said on the subject, but there they must lie for
« while, uncrushed though not cncouraged, till I had learnt
to hive without them. f
Arrived at Woodford, the young squirce’s abode, I found no
~i.tle difficulty in obtaining admission to his presence. The
servant that opened the door told me his master was very ill,
and seemed to think it doubtful whether he would be able to
see me. I was not going to be balked however. I waited
calmly in the hall to be announced, but inwardly determined
to take no denial. The merssage was such asel expected—a

.golﬁe intimation that Mr. Lawrence could see no one ; he was

everish and must not be disturbed.

] shall not disturb him long.” said I; *but I must sece
him for a moment : it is on business of importance that I wish
to speak to him.”

¢ 111 tell him, sir,” said the man. And I advanced further
into the hall and followed him nearly to the door of the apart-
ment where his master was—for it scemed he was not in bed.
The answer returned, was that Mr. Lawrence hoped I would
be so good as to leave a message or a note with the scrvant,
as he could attend to no husiness at present.

“He may as well scc me as you,” said I; and, stepping
past the astonished footman, I boldly rapped at the door, en-
tered, aud closed it behind me.  The room was spacious and
handsolely furnished—very comfortably, too, for a bachelor.
A clear, red fire was burning in the polished grate : a superan-
nuated greyhound, given up to idleness and good living lay
basking before it on the thick, soft rug, on one corner of which,
beside the sofa, sat a smart young springer, looking wistfully
up in its master’s face; perhaps, asking permission to share
his couch. or, it might be, only soliciting a carcss from his
hand or a kind word from his lips. 'The invalid himsclf looked
very interesting as he lay reclining there, in his elegant dress--
ing-gown, with a silk handkerchief bound across his temples.
His usually pale face was flushed and feverish ; his cyes were
Lalf closed, until he became’ sensible of my presence—and
then he opened them wide enough;—one hand was thrown
listlessly over the back of the sofa, and held a small volume
with which, apparently, he had been vainly attempting to be-
guile the weary hours. 1le dropped it, however, in his start
of indignant surprise as 1 advanced into the room and stood
before him on the rug. IFe raised himself on Iys pillows, aud
gazed upon me with equal degrees of nervous horror, anger,
and amazement depicted on his countenance. )

¢ Mr. Markham, I scarcely expected this!” he said; an
the blood left his cheek as he spoke. *
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I know you didn't,” answered I; * hut be quiet a minute,
and I'll tell you what I came for.” Unthinkingly I advanced
a step or two nearer. He winced at my approach, withean
expressiotfof aversion and instinctive physical fear anything
but conciliatory to my feelings. I stepped back however,

¢ Male your story a short one,” said he, putting his hexd
on the small silver bell that stood on the tabfe beside him,—~
¢ or I shall be obliged to call for assistance. I am in no state
to bear your brutalities now, or your presence either.” And
in truth the moisture started from his pores and stood on his
pale forcheadelike dew.

Such a reception was hardly calculated to diminish th® dif<
ficultics of my unenviable task. 1t must be performed, how-
ever, in some fashion: and so 1 plunged into it at once, and
floundered through it as I could.

“The truth is, Lawrence,” said 1, “ I have not acted quite
correctly towards you of late—especially on this last occasion ;
and I'm come to—in short, to cxpress my regret for what has
been done, and to beg your pardon.—If you don’t choose to
grant it,” I added hastily, not liking the aspect of his face,
*it's no mattcr—only, I've done my duty—that’s all.”

“It's easily done,” replied he, with a faint smile bordering
on a sneer: ‘‘to abusc your friend and knock him on the
head, without any assignable cause, and then tell him the deed
was not quite correct, but it'’s no matter whether he pardons
it or not.” °

“J forgot to tell you that it was in consequence of a mis-
take,” muttered I.  ““I should have made a very handsome
apology, but you provoked me so confoundedly with your

. \\’ell,% suppose it's my fault. The fact is, I didn’t
know that you were Mrs. Graham's brother, and I saw and
heard some things respecting your conduct towdtds her, which
were calculated to awaken unpleasant suspicions, that, allow
me to say, a little candour and confidence on your part might
have removed ; and at last, I chanced to overhear a part of a
conversation between you and her that made me think 1 had
a right to hate you.” '

* And how came you to know that I wgs her brother?”
asked he in some anxiety.

¢ She told me herself. She told me all. She knew I might
be trusted. But you needn't disturb yourself about that,
Mr. Lawrence, for 1've seen the last of her!”

“The last is she gone then?” Py

% No, but she has bid adieu to me; and I have promised
'never to go near that house again while she inbabits it.” I
could have groaned aloud at the bitter thouglits awakengd b
this turn "in the discourse. But I only clenched 2my han

U
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and stamped my foot upon the rug. My companion, however,
was evidently relieved.

¢ You have done right!” he said, in a tone of ,mqualiﬁed
approbation, while his face brightened into almost a4 sunny ex-

ression. ** And as for the mistake, I am sorry for both our
'Eikes that it should have occurred. Perhaps you ean forgive
my want of candour, and, remember, as some partial mitiga-
tion of the offence, how little encouragement to friendly con-
fidence you have given me of late.”

¢ Yes, yes, I remember it all: nobody can blame me more

Jhan I blame myself in my own heart—at an§ rate, nobody
can regret more sincerely than I do the result of my brutality
as you rightly term it.”

¢ Never mind that,” said he, faintly smiling; ¢“lct us for-
get all unpleasant words on both sides, as well as deeds, and
consign to oblivion cverything that we have cause to regret.
Have you any objection to take my hand—or you'd rather
not?” It trembled throngh weakness, as he held it out, and
dropped before I had time to catch it and give it a hearty
squeeze, which he had not the strength to return,

“IJow dry and burning your hand is, Lawrcnce,” said I.
“You are really ill, and I have made you worse by all this
talk.”

¢ Oh, it is nothing : only a cold got by the rain.”

¢ My, doing, too.”

¢ Never mind that—but tcll me, did you mention this affair
to my sister ?”

“To confess the truth, I had not the courage to do so; but
when you tell her, will you just say that I deeply regret it,
and___"

¢ Oh, never fear! I shall say nothing against you, as long
as you keep your good resolution of remaining aloof from
her. She has not heard of my illness then, that you are
aware of ?”

T think not.”

¢I'm glad of that, for I haye been all this time tormenting
myself with the fear that somebody would tell her I was dy-
ing, or desperately ill, and she would be either distressing
herself on account of her inability to hear from me or do me
any good, or perhaps committing the madness of coming to
see me. I must contrive to let her know something about it,
if I can,” continued he reflectively, *“or she wjll be hearing
%ome such story. Many would be glad to tell Fer such news,
just to see how she would take it; and then she mightexpose,

erself to fresh scandal.” *

‘I wish I had told her,” said I. ¢ If it were npt for my

promise, T would tell her now.”
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% By no means! I am not dreaming of that ;—but if I were
to write a short note, now—not mentioning you, Markham,
but just giving a slight account of my illness, by way of &x-
cuse for nfy not coming to see her, and to put her on her guard
against any exaggerated reports she may hear,—and address
it in a disguised hand—would you do me the favour to slipmi2
into the post-office as you pass? for I dare not trust any of
the servants in such a case.”

Most willingly I consented, and immediately brought him
his desk. There was little need to disguise his hand, for the
poor fellow secmed to have considerable difficulty in writing
at all, so as to be legible. When the note was done, I th8ught
it timce to retire, and took leave after asking if there was any-
thing in the world I could do for him, little or great, in the
way of alleviating his sufferings, and repairing the injury I
had done.

“No,” said he; *you have already done much towards it ;
you have done morc for me than the most skilful physician
could do; for you have rclieved my mind of two great burdens
—anxiety on my sister's account, and deep regret upon your
own, for I do believe these two sources of torment }lave had
more cffect in working me up into a fever, than anything clse ;
and 1 am persuaded 1 shall soon recover now. There is one
more thing you can do for me, and that is, comc and see me
now and then—for you see I am very lonely here, and I
promise your cntrance shall not be disputed again.”® .

I engaged to do so, and departed with a cordial pressure of
the hand. 1 posted the letter on my way home, most man-
fully resisting the temptation of dropping in a word from my-
self’ at the same time.

. CHATTER XLVIL

I FELT strongly tempted, at times, to enlighten my mother and
sister on the real character and circumstances of the per-
sccuted tenant of Wildfell 11all, and at first I greatly regretted
having omitted to ask that lady's permissipn to do so; but,
on due reflection, I considered that if it were known to them,
it could not long remain a sccret to the Millwards and Wil-
sons, and such was my present appreciation of Eliza Millward'’s
disposition, that, if once she got a clue to the story, I should
fear she wowfld soon find means to enlighten Mr. Huntingdom
upon the place of his wife’s retrcat. I would therefore wai,
patiently till these weary-six months were over, and then
when the fogitive had found another home,” and I way per-’
mitted td write to her, I would beg to be allowed to clear her
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name from these vile calumnies: at present I must content
myself with simply asserting that I knew them to be false,
and would prove it some duy, to the shame of those who slan-
dered her. 1 don’t think anybody believed me, but {:verybody
soon learned to avoid insinuating a word against her, or even
. théhtioning her name in my presence. They thowght I was
80 madly infatuated by the seductions of that unhappy lady
that I was dctermined to support her in the very face of rea-
son ; and meantime I grew insupportably morose and misan-
thropical from the idea that every one I met was harbourin
<unwqrthy thoughts of the supposed Mrs. Grahatn, and woul
express them if he dared. My poor mother was quite dis-
tressed about me; but I couldn't help it—at least I thought I
could nat, though sometimes I felt a pang of remorsc for my
undutiful conduct to her, and made an effort to amend, attended
with some partial success ; and indced I was gencrally more
humanized in my demeanour to her than to any one else, Mr.
Lawrence excepted. Rosc and Fergus usually shunned my
¥resencc ; and it was well they did, for I was not fit company
or them, nor they for me, under the present circumstances.
Mrs. Huntingdon did not leave Wildfell Hall till above two
months after our farewell interview. During that time she
never appcared at church, and 1 never went near the house :
I only knew she was still there by her brother’s bricf answers
to my mgny and varied inquiries respecting her. I wasa very
constant and attentive visitor to him throughout the whole
period of his illness and convalescence ; not only from the in-
terest I took in his recovery, and my desire to cheer him up
and make the utmost possible amends for my former * bru-
tality,” but from my growing attachment to himself, and the
increasing plegsure I found in his socicty—partly from his in-
creased cordiality to me, but chiefly on account of his close
connection, both in blood and in affection, with my adored,
Helen. I loved him for it better than I liked to express;
and I took a secret delight in pressing those slender white
fingers, so marvellously like her own, considering he was not
a woman, and in watching the passing changes in his fair pale
features, and obsarving the intonations of his voice, detecting
resemblances which [ wondered had never struck me before.
He provoked me at times, indeed, by his evident rcluctance to
talk to me abeut his sister, though I did not question the
friendliness of his motives in wishing to discourage my remem-
Brance of her. Y
His recovery was not quite so rapid as he had cxpected it to
be: he was not gble to mount his pony till a fortnizht after the
date of ourreconciliation ; and the first use he made of hisreturn-
ing strength, was to ride over by night to Wildfell Hall, to see
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bis sister. It was a hazardous enterprise beth for him and
for her, but he thought it necessary to consult with her*on
the subject of her projected departure, if not to calim her appge-
hensions fpspecting his health, and the worst result was a
slight relapse of his illness, for no one knew of the visit but

the inmatgs of the Old 1lall, cxcept myself; and I believg it
had not been his intention to mention it to me, for when I cams
to sce him the next day, and observed he was not so well as

he ought to have been, he merely said he had canght cold by
being out too late in the evening.

“ You'll nager be able to sec your sister, if you don’t take
care of yonrself\" said I, a little provoked at the circumssance
on her account, Instead of commiserating him.

“I've scen her wlready,” said he, quietly.

tYou've seen her!” cried I, in astonishment.

“Yes.” And then he told me what considerations had im-
pelled him to make the venture, and with what precautions
he had made it.

“ And how was she?” I eagerly asked.

¢ As nsual,” was the brief though sad reply. ’

¢ As usual—that is, fur from happy and far from strong.”

¢ She is not positively ill,” rcturned he ; ¢ and she will re-
cover her spirits in a while, I have no doubt—but so many
trials have been almost too muach for her. Iow threatening
those clouds look,” continued he, turning towards the window.
“We shall have thunder showers before night, 1 imagine, and
they arc just in the midst of stacking my corn. llave you got
yours all in yet ?”

“No. And Lawrence, did she—did your sister mention
me?"

* She asked if T had scen you lately.”

¢t And what clse did she say ?”

¢ T cannot tell you all she said,” replied he, with a slight
smile, ¢ for we talked a good deal, though my stay was but
short ; but our conversation was chicfly on the subject of her
intended departure, which I begged her to delay ull I was
Dbetter able to assist her in her scarch after another home.”

“ But did she say no more about me?”

¢ She did not say much about you, Markham. I should
not have encouraged her to do so, had she been inclined ; but
happily she was not: she only asked a few questions concern-
ing you, and seemed satisfied with my brief answers, wherein
she showedfhcrself wiser than her friend ; and I may tell yqu,
too, that she scemed to be far more anxious lest you should *
think too much of her, than lest you should forget her ”

 She was right.” .
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B % But I fear your anxiety is quite the other way respecting
el'.” -

¢ No, it is not : I wish her to be happy; but 1 don’t wish
her to forget me altogether. She knows it is impqssible that
I should forget her; and she is right to wish fae not to
remember her too well. I should not desire her to regret

«e too decply; but I can scarcely imagine she ill make
hersclf very unhappy about me, because I know I am not
worthy of it, except in my appreciation of her.”

“You are neither of you worthy of a broken heart,—nor
of all the sighs, and tears, and sorrowful thoughts that have
been, and 1 fear will be, wasted upon you botk; but, at
¥resent, cach has a more exalted opinion of the other than,

fear, he or she deserves; and my sister's feelings are
naturally full as keen as yours, and 1 belicve morc constant ;
but she has the good sensc and fortitude to strive against
them in this particular ; and 1 trust she will not rest till she
has entircly weaned her thoughts——" he hesitated.

¢ From me,” said I.

“And I wish you would make the like excrtions,” con-
tinued he.

¢ Did she tell you that that was her intention ?”

“No; the question was not broached between us: there
was no nccessity for it, for I had no doubt that such was her
determination.”

¢ To ferget me?”

© Yes, Markham! Why not ?”

¢ Oh! well,” was my only audible reply ; but I internally
answered,—** No, Lawrence, you're wrong there, she is not
determined to forget me. It would be wrong to forget one so
deeply and fondly devoted to her, who can so thoroughly
appreciate hew excellences, and sympathisc with all her
thoughts, as I can do, and it would be wrong in me to forget
so excellent and divine a picce of (iod’s creation as she, when '
I have once so truly loved and known her.” But 1 said no
more to him on that subject. I instantly started a new topic
of conversation, and soon took leave of my companion, with a
feeling of less cordiality towards him than usual. Perhaps I
had no right to berannoyed at him, but I was so nevertheless.

In little more than a weck after this, I met him returning
from a visit to the Wilsons; and I now resolved to do him
a good turn, though at the cxpense of his feelings, and,
perhaps, at the risk of incurring that displeasgve which is
& commonly the reward of those who give lisagreeable
information, or tendcr their advice unasked. In this, believe
me, I was actuated by no motives of rcvenge for the occa-
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sional annoyances I had lately sustained from hfm,-'-nor'}'et
by any feeling of malevolent enmity towards Miss Wilon,
but purely by the fact that I could not endure that such
a woman jshould be Mrs, Huntingdon's sister, and that, as
well for his own sake as for hers, I could not bear to think
of his bejng deceived into a union with one so unworghy
of him, .and so utterly unfitted to be the partner of h&
quict home, and the companion of his life. He had had
uncomfortable suspicions on that head himself, I imagined;
but such was his inexperience, and such were the lady’s
powers of atigaction, and her skill in bringing them to bear
upon his young imagination, that they had not disturbed him
long ; and I believe the only effectual causes of the vacillating
indecision that had preserved him hitherto from making an
actual declaration of love, was the consideration of her con-
ncctions, and cspeeially of her mother, whom he could not
abide. Had they lived at a distance, he might have sur-
mounted the objcction, but within two or three miles of
Woodford, it was really no light matter.

“You've been to call on the Wilsons, Lawrence,” said I, as
I walked beside his pony.

*“ Yes,” replied he, slightly averting his face: “I thought
it but civil to take the first opportunity of returning their
kind attentions, since they have been so very particular and
constant in their inquiries, throughout the whole course of
my illness.” .

«It's all Miss Wilson's doing.”

“ And if it is,” rcturned he, with a very pereeptible blush,
s that any rcason why 1 should not make a suitable
acknowledgment ?”

It is a rcason why you should not make the acknowledg-
ment she looks for.” o

¢ Let us drop that subject if you plcase,” said he, in cvident
displeasure.

“ No, Lawrence, with yeur lcave we'll continue it a while
longer; and I'll tell you somecthing, now were about it,
which you may believe or not as you choose—only please
to remember that it is not my custom to speak falsely, and
that in this case, I can have no motive for misrepresenting
the truth——" '

¢ Well, Markham ! what now ?” ‘

“ Miss Wilson hates your sister. It may be natural enough
that, in hey ignorance of the relationship, she should fegl
some degree of enmity against her, but no good or amiable
woman would be capable pf evincing that bitter, cold-blooded,
desligning malice towards a fancied rival thas I have observed
in her.”s
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" ¢ Markham?1”

“Yes—and it is my belief that Eliza Millward and she, if
not the very originators of the slandcrons reports that have
been propagated, were designedly the encouragersfand chief
disseminators of them. She was not desirous to mix up your
nax.e in the matter, of course, but her delight was, and still
¥s; to blacken your sister's character to the utmost of her
power, without risking too greatly the cxposure of her own
malevolence !”

T cannot believe it,” interrupted my companion, his face

burning with indignation. ’
- ¢ Vell, as I cannot prove it, I must content myself with
asserting that it is so to the best of my belief; but as you
would not willingly marry Miss Wilson if it were so, you will
do well to be cautious, till you have proved it to be other-
wise.”

¢ never told you, Markham, that I intended to marry
Miss Wilson,” said he, proudly.

“XNo, but whether you do or not, she intends to marry

w.”

“Did she tell you so?”

‘¢ No, but »

“Then you have no right to make such an assertion re-
pecting her.” He slightly quickened his pony’s pace, but
1 laid my hand on its mane, determined he should not leave
me yet. ”

“)Wait a moment, Lawrence, and let me explain myself;
and don’t be so very—I don't know what to call it—inacces-
gible a3 you are.—I know what you think of Jane Wilson;
and I believe I know how far you are mistaken in your
opinion: you think she is singularly charming, elegant,
sensible, and fefined: you are not awarc that she is selfish,
cold-hearted, ambitious, artful, shallow-minded "

¢ Enough, Markham, enough.”

¢ No; let me finish :—you don’t know that if you married
her, your home would be rayless and comfortless; and it
would break your heart at last to find yourself united to
one so wholly incapable of sharing your tastes, feelings, and
ideas—so utterly destitute of seusibility, good feeling, and
true nobility of soul.”

¢ ITave you done ?” asked my companion quiétly.

% Yes ;—I know you hate me for my impertinence, but I
don’t care if it only conduces to preserve you friym that fatal
mistake.”

“ Well!” returned he, with a rzther wintry smile—“I'm
glad you have overcome or forgotten your own afflictions, so
ar as to be able to study so deeply the affairs of others, and
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* trouble your head, so unnecessarily, about the fancied,or
possible calamities of their futnre life.”

We parted—somewhat coldly again; but still we did not
cease to by friends; and my well-meant warning, though it
might have been more judiciously delivered, as well as more
thankfully received, was not wholly unproductive of the de-
sired effect: his visit to the Wilsons was not repcated, ana’
though, in our subsequent interviews, he never mentioned
her name to me, nor 1 to him,—I have reason to believe he
pondered my words in his mind, cagerly though covertly
sought inforntion respecting the fair lady from other quarters,
secretly compargd my character of her with what he had®him-
self obscrved and what he heard from others, and finally came
to the conclusion that, all things considered, she had much
better remain Miss Wilson of Ryecote Farm, than he trans-
muted into Mrs. Lawrence of Woodford Hall. I believe, too,
that he soon learncd to contemplate with secret amazement
his former predilection, and to congratulate himself on the
lucky cscape he had made; but he never confessed it to me,
or hinted one word of acknowledgment for the part I had had
in his deliverance—but this was not surprising to any one
that knew him as I did.

As for Jane Wilson, she, of course, was disappointed and
embittered by the sudden cold neglect and ultimate desertion
of her former admirer. Iad I done wrong to blizht her
cherished hopes? I think not; and certainly my €onscience
has never accused me, from that day to this, of any evil de-
sign in the matter.

CHAPTER XLVIIL

ONE morning, about the beginning of November, while T was
inditing some business letters, shortly after breakfast, Eliza
Millward camec to call upon my sister. Rose had nvither the
discrimination nor the virnlence to regard the little demon as
I did, and they still preserved their former intimacy. At the
moment of her arrival, however, there was no one in the
room but Fergus and myself, my mother and sister being both
of them absent, * on houschold carcs intent;”, but I was not
going to lay myself out for her amusement, whoever else
might so incline: I merely honoured her with a careless salu-
tation and #ffew words of course, and then went on with ny
writing, leaving my brother to be more polite if he chose.
But she wanted to tease me. .

“ What a pleasure it is to find you at home, Mr. Mark-
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ham 1" said she, with a disingenuously malicions smile. I
so seldom see you now, for you never come to the vic e.
Papa is quite offended I can tell you,” she added playfully,
looking into my face with an impertinent laugh, asfshe seated
hersel%. half beside and half before my desk, off the corner
of she table. ‘

< 4] have had a good deal to do of late,” said I, without look-
ing up from my letter.

“ Have you indeed! Somchody said you had been strangely
neglecting your business these last few months.”

“ Somebody said wrong, for, these last twe months es-
peciatly, I have been particularly plodding and diligent.”

«“Ah! Well, there’s nothing like active employment, I sup-

ose, to console the afflicted ;—and, excuse me, Mr. Mark-

am, but you look so very far from well, and have been, by
all accounts, so moody and thoughtful of late,—I could al-
most think you have some sccret care preying on your spirits.
Formerly,” said she timidly, “ I could have ventured to ask
you what it was, and what I could do to comfort you: I dare
not do it now.”

“You're very kind, Miss Eliza. When I think you can do
anything to comfort me, I'll make bold to tell you.”

“Pray do !—I supposc I mayn’t guess what it 1s that troubles

ou?”

¢ There's no necessity, for T'll tell you plainly. The thing
that troubles me the most at present, is a young lady sitting
at my elbow, and preventing me from finishing my letter, and,
thereafter, repairing to my daily business.”

Before she could reply to this ungallant speech, Rose en-
tered the room ; and Miss Eliza rising to greet her, they both
seated themselves near the fire, where that idle lad, Fergus,
was standing, leaning his shoulder against the corner of the
chimney-picce, with his legs crossed and his hands in his
breeches pockets.

¢ Now, Rose, I'll tell you a picce of news—I hope you've
not heard it before, for good, bad, or indifferent, one always
i}ikcs to be the first to tell—It's about that sad Mrs. Gra-

am—_" '

¢ Hush—sh—sh |” whispered Fergus, in a tone of solemn
import. **We never mention her; her name is never heard.””
And glancing up, I caught him with his eye askance on me,
and his finger pointed to his forchead ; then, winking at the
yeung lady with a doleful shake of the head, he Whispered—
‘‘ a monomania—but don’t mention it—all right but that.”

1 should be sorry to injure any one’s feelings,” returned
she, speaking below her breath ; * another time, perhaps.”
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¢ Speak out, Miss Eliza!" said I, not deigning to notiee‘the -
other's buffooneries, ‘* you necdn’t fear to say anything in'my
presence.” o

“Welly answered she, “ perhaps you know already that
Mrs. Grallam’s husband is not really dead, and that she had
run awaygfrom him ?” I started, and felt my face glow; but
I bent it over my letter, and went on folding it up as she pr: -
ceeded. ‘‘But perhaps you did not know that she is now gone
back to him again, and that a perfect reconciliation has taken
place between them? Only think,” she continued, turning to
the confoundgd Rose, ¢ what a fool the man must be!”

“ And who ggve you this piece of intelligence, Miss Eliza?"
said T, interrupting my sister’s exclamations.

T had it from a very authentic source, sir.”

¢ From whom, may I ask?”

¢ From one of the servants at Woodford.”

¢“Oh! I was not aware that you were on such intimate
terms with Mr. Lawrence’s household.”

¢ It was not from the man himself; that I heard it; but he
told it in contidence to our maid Sarah, and Sarah tol@ it to
me."”

¢ Tu confidence, T supposc ; and you tell it in confidence to
us; but I can tell you that it is but a lame story after all, and
scarcely onc-half of it true.”

While I spoke, I completed the sealing and direction of my
letters, with a somewhat unsteady hand, in spitesof all my
efforts to retain composure, and in spite of my firm conviction
that the story was a lame one—that the supposed Mrs. Gra-
ham, most certainly, had not voluntarily gone back to her
husband, or dreamt of a reconciliation. ﬁ’lost likely, she was
gone away, and the tale-bearing servant, not knowing what
was become of her, had conjectured that such was the case,
and our fair visitor had detailed it as a certainty, delighted
with such an opportunity of tormenting me. But it was pos-
sible—barely possible, that some one might have hetrayed
her, and she had becn taken away by force. Determined to
know the worst, I hastily pocketed my two letters, and mut-
tering something about being too late for the post, left the
room, rushed into the yard, and vociferdusly called for my
horse. No one being there, I dragged him out of the stable
myself, strapped the saddle on to his back and the bridle on
to his head, mounted, and speedily galloped away to Wood-
ford. I fufind its owner pensively strolling in the groundg, |

“Js your sister gone ?” were my first words as I grasped
his hand, instcad of the usual inquiry after his health.

“Yes, she’s gone,” was his answer, so calmly spoken, that
my terfor was at once removed.
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«] suppose I mayn't know where she is?” said I, as I
dismounted and relinquished my horse to the gardener, who,
bejpg the only servant within call, had been summoned by his
master, from his employment of raking up the deag leaves on
the lawn, to take him to the stables.

My companion gravely took my arm, and leading me away
45 the garden, thus answered my question :—

¢ She is at Grassdale Manor, in ——shire.”

¢ Where ?” cried I, with a convulsive start.

¢ At Grassdale Manor.”

“ Ilow was it ?” I gasped. * Who betrayed her?”

¢ @he went of her own accord.” .

“Impossible, Lawrence! She could not be so frantic!”
exclaimed I, vehemently grasping his arm, as if to force him
to unsay those hateful words. .

4 She did,” persisted be in the same grave collected manner
as before; “and not without reason,” he continued, gently
disengaging himself from my grasp : * Mr. Huntingdon is ilL.”

¢t And so she went tc nurse him ?”

¢ Yes.”

“Fool !” T could not help cxclaiming—and [Lawrence
looked up with a rather reproachful glance. *Is he dying,
then?”

¢ I think not, Markham.”

“ And how many more nurses has he >—how many ladies
are therenbesides, to take care of him?”

¢ None : he was alone, or she would not have gone.”

¢ Oh, confound it! this is intolerable!”

“What is? that he should be alone ?”

I attempted no reply, for I was not sure that this circum-
stance did not partly conduce to my distraction. I therefore
continued to puace the walk in silent anguish, with my hand
pressed to my forehead ; then suddenly pausing and turning |
to my companion, I impatiently exclaimed,—

% Why did she take this infatuated step? What fiend
persuaded her to it?”

¢ Nothing persuaded her but her own sense of duty.”

¢ Humbug ! )

¢ was half inclined to say so myself, Markham, at first.
I assure it was not by my advice that she went, for I detest
that man as fervently as you can do—except, in&eed, that his
reformation would give me much greater pleasure than his
death ; butall T did was to inform her of the cirdpmstance of
his illness (the consequence of a fall from his horse in hunting),
and to tell her that that unhappy person, Miss Myers, had left
him some time agw.”

“It was ill-done! Now, when he finds the convenfence of
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her presence, he will make all manner of lying speeches and
false, fair promises for the future, and she will believe him,
and then her condition will be ten times worse and ten times
more irregnediable than before.”

 Therd does not appear to be much ground for such appre-
hensions at prescnt,” said he, producing a letter from, his
pocket : ** from the account I'reccived this morning, I shotd
sa »

yIc was Ler writing! Dy an irresistible impulse, I held out
my hand, and the words—* Let me see it,” involuntarily
passed my lips. Ile was evidently reluctant to grant the re-
quest, but whle he hesitated, I snatched it from his_hand.
Recollecting msrsclf, however, the minute after, I offered to
restore 1t. ‘

¢ Here, take it,” said 1, *“if you don’t want me to read it.”

“ No,” replicd he, * you may read it if you like.”

I rcad it, and so may you.

DrAr FrREDERICE, Grassdale, Nov. 4th.

1 know you will be anxious to hear from me, and I will
tell you all I can. Mr. Iuntingdon is very ill, but not dying,
or in any immediate danger ; and he is rather better at present
than he was when 1 came. I found the house in sad con-
fusion : Mrs. Greaves, Benson, every decent scrvant had left,
aud thosc that were come to supply their places were a negli-
gent, disorderly set, to say no worse—I must change them
again, if I stay. A professional nurse, a grim, hard old
woman, had becn hired to attend the wretched invalid. 1le
suffers much, and has no fortitude to bear him through. The
immediate injuries he sustained from the accident, however,
were not very severe, and would, as the doctor says, have
been but trifling to a man of temperate habite, but with him

. it is very different.  On the night of my arrival, when I first
entcred his room, he was lying in a kind of half delirium. IIe
did not notice me till I spoke, and then he mistook me for
another.

¢ Is it you, Alice, come again?” he murmured. ¢ What
did you leave me for ?”

Tt is I, Arthur—it is Helen, your wife' I replied.

¢ My wife !” said he, with a start. ‘‘For hraven's sake,
don’t mention her !—I have none. Devil tak& her,” he cried,
a moment after, ‘‘and you too! What did you do it for ?”

I said no gnore ; but observing that he kept gazing towargds
the foot of the bed, I went and sat there, placing the light 5o *
asg to shine full upon me, for I thought he might be dying, and
I wanted him to know me. For a long time he lay silently
looking *upon me, first with & vacant stare, then with 3 fixed
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gaze of strange growing intensity. At last he startled me by
suddenly raising himself on his elbow and demanding in a
horr‘i?ﬁed whisper, with his eyes still fixed upon me,—* Who
isit?”

¢ ]t is ITelen Huntingdon,” said I, quictly ris'ing at the

sawe time, and removing to a less conspicuous posi¢ion.
« ¢ must be going mad,” cried he, ¢ or something—dclirious
perhaps; but leave me, whoever you are—I can’t bear that
white face, and those cyes; for God's sake go, and send me
somebody else, that doesn’t look like that !”

I went at once, and sent the hired nursc ; but-next morning
Yverfured to enter his chamber again ; and, taking the nurse’s
place by his bed-side, I watched him and waited on him for
several hours, showing myself as littlc as possible, and only
speaking when necessary, and then not above my breath. At
first he addressed me as the nurse, but, on my crossing the
room to draw up the window-blinds, in obedience to his
dircctions, he said,— .

“No, it isn't nurse; it's Alice. Stay with me—do! that
old hag will be the death of me."”

“I mean to stay with you,” said I. And after that he
would call me Alice, or some other name almost cqually re-
pugnant to my feelings. I forced myself to endure it for a
while, fearing a contradiction might disturb him too much,
but when, having asked for a glass of water, while 1 held it to
his lips, ke murmured ** Thanks, dearest!” I could not help
distinctly observing—* You would not say so if you knew
me,” intending to follow that up with another declaration of
my identity, but he merely muttered an incoherent reply, so I
dropped it again, till some time after, when, as I was bathing
his forchead and temples with vinegar and water to relieve the
heat and pain M1 his head, he observed—after looking earnestly
upon me for some minutes— .

“I have such strange fancies—I can't get rid of them, and-
they won't let me rest; and the most singular and pertina-
cious of them all is your face and voicc; they seem just like
h_(:lrs." I could swear at this moment, that she was by my
side.

¢ She is,” said T.

¢ That seems comfortable,” continued he, without noticing
my words ; ‘and while you do it, the other fancies fade away
~—but this only strengthens. Go on—go on, till it vanishes
too. I can't stand such a mania as this ; it wous kill me!"

“Tt never will vafish,” said I, distinctly, ¢ for it is the
truth.” -

¢ The truth!"™he cried, starting as if an asp had stung him.
*You don’t meas to say that you are really she!” ©
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¢I do; but you ncedn't shrink away from me, as if I were
your greatest enemy : I am come to take care of you, and do
what none of them would do.” .
“T'or G{d's sake, don't torment me now!” cried he in
pitiable agitation ; and then he began to mutter bitter curses
against mepor the evil fortune that had brought me thef®
while I put down the sponge and basin, and resumed my sca
at the bed-side.
* Where are they?” said he—‘ have they all lcft me—
servants and all ?"
¢ There areServants within call if you want them ; but you
had better lie down now and be quiet : none of them coufd or
would attend you as carefully as I shall do.”

. ‘“Ican’t understand it at all,” said he, in bewildered per-
plexity. ‘ Was it a dream that " and he covered his
eyes with his hands, as if trying to unravel the mystery.

* No Arthur, it was not a dream, that your conduct was
such as to oblige me to leave you ; but Iheard that you were

\ill and alone, and I am come back to nurse you. You need
not fear to trust me: tell me all your wants, and I will try to
satisfy them. There is no onec else to care for you; and I
shall not upbraid you now.”

¢ Oh! 1 sce,” said he, with a bitter smile, * it's an act of
Christian charity, whereby you hope to gain a higher seat in
heaven for yourself, and scoop a deeper pit in hell for me.”

“No; Icame to offer you that comfort and assistahice your
gituation required ; and if I could bencfit your soul as well as

‘your body, and awaken some sense of contrition and —"

¢ Oh, yes; if you could overwhelm me with remorse and
confusion of face, now’s the time. hat have you done with
my son?”

“1le is well, and you may see him some tim®, if you will
compose yourself, but not now.

¢ Where is he?”

‘¢ ITe is safe.”

¢ Is he here?”
[, Wherever he is, you will not see him till you have
promised to leave him entirely undr my cage and protection,

"and to let me take him away whenever and wherever I please,
if I should hereafter judge it necessary to remaeve him again.
But we will talk of that to-morrow: you must be quict
now.”

% No, let iffe see him now. I promise, if it must be so.” e
'3 No_"
¢ I swear it, as God is in heaven! Now then, let me see
im.” : .
“But I cannot trust your oaths and promises : I must have
X
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& written agrecment, and you must sign it in presence of a
witness—but not to-day, to-morrow.”

* % No, to-day—now,"” persisted he : and he was in such a
state of feverish excitement, and so bent upon th : immediate
gratification of his wish, that 1 thought it better to grant it ate
ouce, as I saw he would not rest till I did. DBut b was deter-.
ined my sou’s interest should not be forgotten ; and having
clearly written out the promise I wished Mr. Huntingdon® to
give upon a slip of paper, 1 deliberately read it over to him,and
made him sign it in the presence of Rachel. Ile begged I
would not insist upon this - it was a useless txposure of my
want of faith in his word to the secrvant. I told him T was
sorry, but since he had forfeited my confidence, he must take
the consequence. Ile next pleaded inability to hold the pen.,
¢Then we must wait until yon can hold it,” said I.  Upon
which he said he would try; but then he could not see to
write. [ placed my finger where the signature was to be,
and told him he might write his name in the dark, if he ouly
knew where to put it. But he had not power to form the.
letters. ** In that case, you must be too ill to scc the child,”.
said I'; and finding mc inexorable, he at length managed to
ratify the agrecment ; and I bade Rachel seud the boy.

All this may strike you as harsh, but I felt I must not lose
my present advantage, and my son’s future welfare should not
be sacriticed to any uaistaken tendermess for this man's
feelings.  Little Arthur had not forgotten his father, but
thirteen months of absence, during which he had scldom been
permitted to hear a word ahout him, or hardly to whisper his
name, had rendered him somewhat shy; and when he was
ushered into the darkened room where the sick man lay, so
altered from_his former self, with fiercely-flushed face and
wildly-gleannng eyes—he instinctively clung to me, and stood
looking on his father with a countenance cxpressive of far
more awe than pleasure. )

¢t Come here, Arthur,” said the latter, extending his hand
towards him. The child went, and timidly touched that
burning hand, but almost started in alarm, when his father
suddenly clutched his ar® and drew him nearer to his side.

“Do you know me?” asked Mr. Huntingdon, intently
perusing his features.

" ch_n

¢ Who am I?”
¢ % Papa.”

¢ Are you glad to see me ?”

¢ Yes.” .

“ You're not 1" replied the disappointed parent, relaxing his
hold, and darting a vindictive glance at me.
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+ Arthur, thus relcased, crept back to me, and put his hand in
mine. His father swore I had made the child hate him, and
abused and cursed me bitterly. The instant he began I sent
our son ouy of the room ; and when he paused to breathe, I
culmly assured him that he was entirely mistaken ; I had

_ never once attempted to prejudice his child against him.

“Idid indeed desire him to forget you,” I samd, * ard
especially to forget the lessons you taught him; and for that
cause, and to lessen the danger of discovery, I own I have
generally discouraged his inclination to talk about you; but
10 one can blame me for that, 1 think”

"The invalid only replied by groaning aloud, and rollify his
hcad on a pillow in a paroxysm of impaticnce.

¢ [ am in hell, already !” cried he. ¢ This cursed thirst is

" burning my heart to ashes! Will nobody —"

Before he could finish the sentence, I had poured Pt a
glass of some acidulated, cooling drink that was on the table,
and brought it to him. 1lle drank it greedily, but muttercd,
as I took away the glass,— .

‘1 suppose you're heaping coals of fire on my hcad—you
think.”

Not noticing this speech, I asked if there was anything clsc
I could do for him.

“Yes: Ull give you another opportunity of showing your
Christian magnanimity,” sneered he :—*set my pillow straight,
—and these confounded bed-clothes.” I did so. ¢® There—
now get me another glass of thatslop.” I1complied. ¢ This
is delightful! isn’t it ?” said he, with a malicious grin, as I
held it to his lips—** you never hoped for such a glorious
opportuuity ?”

¢ Now, shall I stay with you?” said I, as I replaced the
glass on the table— or will you be more quitt if I go and
send the nurse ?”

“ Oh, yes, you're wondrous gentle and obliging ! — But
you've driven me mad with it alll” responded he, with an
impatient toss.

“ I'll leave you, then,” said I; and I withdrew, and did not
trouble him with my presence again that day, except for a

" minate or two at a time, just to see how he was and what he

wanted. -

Next morning, the doctor ordered him to be bled ; and after
that, he was_more subdued and tranquil. I passed half the
day in his rfom at different intervals. My presence did nat
appear to agitate or irritate him as before, and he accepted

. my services quietly, witheut any bitter remarks—indeed he

scurcely spoke at all, except to make knowh his wantg, and
hardly then, But on the morrow—that is, to da);—in pro-
x '3
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portion as he recovered from the state of exhaustion and
stupefaction—his ill-nature appcared to revive.

**¢ Oh, this sweet revenge !" cried he, when I had been .
doing all I could to make him comfortable and togremedy the
carclcssness of his nurse. ¢ And you can enjoy 1t with such,,
a quiet conscicnce too, because it's all in the way of duty.” °,
® “Jt is well for me that I am doing my duty,” said I, with
a bitterness I could not repress, ** for it is the only comfort I
have ; and the satisfaction of my own conscicnec, it seems, is
the only reward I need look for !

He looked rather surpriced at the earnestness of my
manher. .

“ What reward did you look for?” he asked.

“You will think me a liar if I tell you—but I did hope to,
benefit you: as well to better your mind, as to alleviate your
present sufferings; but it appears I am to do neither—your
own bad spirit will not Iet me. As far as you are concerncd,
I have sacrificed my own feelings, and all the little carthly
comfort that was left me, to no purpose ;—and every little.,
thing I do for you is ascribed to self-rightcous malice and
refined revenge ! ”

“It's all very fine, I darc say,” said he, eyeing me with
stupid amazement; ‘‘and of course I ought to be mclted to
tears of penitence and admiration at the sight of so much
generosity and superhuman goodness,—but you sece I can't
manage {t. However, pray do me all the good you can, if
you do really find any pleasure in it; for you perceive I am
almost as miserable just now as you need wish to sce me. -
Since you came, I confess, I have had better attendance than
before, for these wretches neglected me shamefully, and all
my old friends seem to have fairly forsaken me. I've had a
dreadful time®of it, I assure you: I sometimes thought I
should have dicd—do you think there’s any chance ?”

“There’s always a chance of death; and it is always well’
to live with such a chance in view.”

“Yes, yes—but do you think there’s any likelihood that
this illness will have a fatal termination?”

“I cannot tell ; but, supposing it should, how are you pre-
pared to meet the event ?” .

“ Why the doctor told me I wasn’t to think about it, for I
was sure to get better, if I stuck to his regimen and pre-
scriptions.”

« “I hope you may, Arthur ; but neither the ddrtor nor I can

speak with certainty in such a case ; there is internal injury,

and it is difficult to know to what extent.” '
¢ There now I' you want to scare me to death.” ‘

“No; but I don't want to lull you to false security. If a
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consciousness of the uncertainty of life can dispose you to
serious and useful thoughts, I would not deprive you of the

. benefit of such reflections, whether you do eventually recower
or not. Dges the idea of death appal you very much ?”

“It's just the only thing I can’t bear to think of; so if

ou've anyy—" .
¢ But it must come some time,” interrupted I; * and if it
be years hence, it will as certainly overtake you as if it came
to-day,:and no doubt be as unwelcome then as now, unless
ou——

* Oh, hangsit! don't torment me with your preachments
now, unless you yvant to kill me outright—I can’t standsit, I
tell you, I've sufferings enongh without that. If you think
there’s danger, save me from it; and then, in gratitude, I'll
“hear whatever you like to say.”

I accordingly dropped the unwelcome topic. And now,
Frederick, I think I may bring my letter to a close. From
these details you may form your own judgment of the state
of my patient, and of my own Yosition and future prospects. JLet
me hear from you soon, and I will write again to tell you how
we get on ; but now that my presence is tolerated, and even
required, in the sick-room, I shall have but little time to
sparc between my husband and my son,—for I fmust not
entircly neglect the latter : it would not do to keep }fim always
with Rachel, and I dare not leave him for a moment with any
of the other servants, or suffer him to be alone, lest e should
meet them. If his father get worse, I shall ask Esther Har-
grave to take charge of him for a time, till I bave re-organized
the houschold at least; but 1 greatly prefer keeping him
under my own cye.

I find mysclf in rather a singular position: I am cxerting
my utmost endeavours to promote the recovery and reforma-
tion of my husband, and if I succeed, what shall Ido? My
-duty, of course,—but how ?—No matter; I can perform the
task that is before me now, and Grod will give me strength to
dowhatever he requires hereafter.—Good bye, dear Irederick.

IleLrN HUNTINGDON.

“ What do you think of it?" said Lawr&nce, as I silently
refolded the letter. a
« 1t seems to me,” returned I, ¢ that she is casting her
pearls before swine. May they be satisfied with trampling
them under %eir feet, and not turn again and rend her! Bl*
I shall say no more against her: I sec that she was actuatec
. by the best and noblest metives in what she has done; and if
the act is not a wise one, may IHeaven protect her from ifg con-
sequences! May I keep this letter, Lawrence ?—you see she
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has never once mentioned me throughout—or made the most
distant allusion to me; therefore, there can be no impro-
priety or harm in it.” : ’

¢ And, therefore, why should you wish to keep (‘y?"

“ Were not these characters written by her hand? and were
notethese words conceived in her mind, and many of them '
spoken by her lips ?”

¢ 'Well,” said he. And so I kept it; otherwise, Hal-
ford, you could never have become so thoroughly acquainted
with 1ts contents.

“ And when you write,” said I, ¢ will you heve the good-
ness ¢ ask her if I may be permitted to enlighten my mother
and sister on her real history and circumstance, just so far as
is necessary to make the neighbourhood sensible ot the shame-
ful injustice they have done her? I want no tender mes- '
sages, but just ask her that, and tell her it is the greatest
favour she could do me; and tell her—no, nothing more.—
You see I know the address, and I might write to her myself,
but I am so virtuous as to refrain.”

‘¢ Well, I'll do this for you, Markham,”

‘“And as soon as you reccive an answer, you'll let me
know ?”

“ If all be well, I'll come myself and tell you immediately.”

CITAPTER XLVIIL

FIvE or six days after this, Mr. Lawrence paid us the honour _
of a call ; and when he and I were alone together—which I
contrived as soon as possible, by bringing him out to look at
IH cornstacks—he showed me another letter from his sister.
This one he was quite willing to submit to my longing gaze ;
he thought, I suppose, it would do me good. The only answer
it gave to my message was this :— -

¢ Mr. Markham is at liberty to make such revelations con-
cerning me as he judges necessary. He will know that I
should wish but little to be said on the subject. 1 hope he is
well ; but tell him he must not think of me.”

I can give you 4 few cxtracts from the rest of the letter, for -
I was permitted to kecp this also—perhaps, as an antidote to
all pernicious hopes and fancies. '

* * * *

He is decidedly better, but very low from th> depressing
elfects of his severe illness and the strict regimen 'he is obliged
to observe—so oEposiite to all his previous habits. It is de- |

lorable to see how completely his past life has degenerated
is once moble constitution, and vitiated the whole system of
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kis organization. But the doctor says he may now be con-
sidered out of danger, if he will only continue to observe the
. Decessary restrictions. Some stimulating cordials he must
have, but they should be judiciously diluted and sparingly
used ; and ¥ find it very difficult to keep him to this. At first,
this extreme dread of death rendered the task an casy qne;
- but i proportion as he feels his acute suffering abating, and
sees the danger receding, the more intractable he becomes.
Now, also, his appetite for food is beginning to return; and
here, too, his long habits of self-indulgence are greatiy against
him. I watch and restrain him as well as I can, and often
get bitterly abused for my rigid severity ; and sometimgs he
contrives to elud® my vigilance, and sometimes acts in opposi-
tion to my will. But he is now so completely reconciled to
° my attendance in general that he is never satisfied when I am
not by his side. I am obliged to be a little stiff with him
sometimes, or he would make a complete slave of me; and I
know it would be unpardonable weakness to give up all other
interests for him. I have the servants to overlook, and my
“lttle Arthur to attend to,—and my own health too, all of
which would be entirely neglected were I to satisfy his exor-
bitant demands. I do not generally sit up at night, for 1 think
the nurse who has made it her business, is better qualified for
such undertakings than I am; but still, an unbroken night's
rest is what I but seldom enjoy, and never can venture to
reckon upon ; for my patient makes no scruple of galling me
up at any hour when his wants or his fancics require my pre-
. sence.  But he is manifestly afraid of my displeasure ; and if
at onc time he tries my patience by his unreasonable exac-
tions, and fretful complaints and reproaches, at another he
depresses me by his abject submission and deprecatory self-
abasement when he fears he has gone too far., But all this I
can readily pardon ; I know it is chiefly the result of his en-
feebled frame and disordered ncrves—what annoys me the
most, is his occasional attempts at affectionate fondness that 1
can neither credit nor return ; not that I hate him : his suffer-
ings and my own laborious care have given him some claim to
my regard—to my affection even, if he would only be quiet
and sincere, and content to let things remain as they are ; but
the more he tries to conciliate me, the more I shrink from him
and from the future. .
¢ Helen, what do you mean to do when I get well?” he
asked this morning. ‘‘ Will you run away again ?”
‘It entirely depends upon your own conduct.” ’
¢ Oh, I'll be very good.”
¢ But if I find it necessary to leave you, Arthur, I s‘hall not
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Tun away:’ {pu know I have your own promise that I may,
o whenever I please, and take my son with me.”

¢ Oh, but you shall have no cause.” And then followed a
varitty of profcssions, which I rather coldly checked.

¢ Will you not forgive me, then ?” said he. p4

¢ Yes,—I have forgiven you; but I know you cannot love
og s you once did—and I should be very sorry if'you were
to, for I could not pretend to return it: so let us drop the sub-
ject, and never recur to it again. By what I have done for
you, you may judge of what I will do—if it be not incompati-
ble with the higher duty I owe to my son (higher, because he
never forfeited his claims, and because I hope to'do more good
to himl than I can ever do to you) ; and if yot wish me to fcel
kindly towards you, it is deeds not words which must purchase
my affection and esteem.”

1lis sole reply to this was a slight grimace, and a scarcely
perceptible shrng. Alas, unhappy man! words, with him,
are so much cheaper than decds; it was as if I had said,
¢ Pounds, not pence, must buy the article you want.” And
then. he sighed a querulous, self-commiscrating sigh, as if in
pure regret that he, the loved and courted of so many worship-
pers, should be now abandoncd to the merey of a harsh, ex-
acting, cold-hcarted woman like that, and even glad of what
kindness she chose to bestow.

“It's a pity, isn'tit ?” said I; and whether I rightly divined
his musings or not, the observation chimed in with his thoughts,
for he answercd—*¢ It can’t be helped,” with a rueful smile at
my penctration.

* * * *

I have seen Esther ITargrave twice. She is a charming
creaturc, but her blithe spirit is almost broken, and her sweet
temper almost %miled, by the still unremitting persecutions of
her mother; in behalf of her rejected suitor—not violent, but
wearisome and unremitting like a continual dropping. The
unnatural parent seems determined to make her daughter’s
life a burden, if she will not yicld to her desires.

*“ Mamma doces all she can,” said she, ¢ to make me feel my-
self a burden and incumbrance to the family, and the most
ungrateful, selfish, and undutiful daughter that ever was born ;
and Walter, too, is as stern and cold and haughty as if he
hated me outright. I belicve I should have yielded at once if
I had known, from the beginning, how much resistance would
havle’ ’c03t me ; but now, for very obstinacy's sake,I will stand

' OUy :

¢ A bad motive for a good resolve,” I answered. ‘:But,

however, I_know, you have better ‘motives, really, for your
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perseverance: and I counsel you to keep them still in

view.”

“Trust me I will. I threaten mamma sometimes, that I'll
run away, and disgrace the family by carning my own liveli-
hood, if s%e torments mc any more ; and then that frightens
her a little. But I will doit, in good_earnest, if they don’t
mind.” ’

*“Be quiet and patient awhile,” said I, ‘“and better times
will come.”

Poor girl| T wish somebody that was worthy to possess her
would come aind tak: her awa.y*—don’t you, Frederick ?

* *

K If the perusal of this letter filled me with dismay for Helen’s
future life and mine, there was one great source of consola-

+ tion: it was now in my power to clear her namc from every

foul aspersion. The Millwards and the Wilsons should see
with their own cyes the bright sun bursting from the cloud—
and they should be scorched and dazzled by its beams ;—and
my own fiicnds too should see it—they whose suspicions had

* been such gall and wormwood to my soul. To eflect this, I

had only to drop the seed into the ground, and it would soon
become a stately, branching herb : a few words to my mother
and sister, 1 knew, would suffice to spread the news through-
out the whole neighbourhood, without any further exertion on
my part.

Rosc was delighted ; and as soon as I had told her all I
thought proper—which was all I affected to know—she flew
with alacrity to put on her bonnet and shawl, and hasten to
carry the glad tidings to the Millwards and Wilsons—glad
tidings, I suspect, to nonc but hersclf and Mary Millward—
that stcady, sensible girl, whosc sterling worth had been so

uickly perceived and duly valued by the supposed Mrs.
%raham, in spite of her plain outsidc ; and who, on her part,

. had been better able to see and appreciate that lady’s true

character and qualities than the brightest genius among them.

As I may never have occasion to mention her again, I may
as well tell you here, that she was at this time privately
engaged to Richard Wilson—a secret, I bclieve, to cvery
onc but themselves. That worthy student was now at
Cambridge, where his most exemplary conduct and his
diligent perseverance in the pursuit of learzing carried him
safely through, and eventunally brought him with hard-earned
honours, apd an untarnished reputation, to the close of his
collegiate carecr. In due time, hc became Mr. Millwaud'se
first and only curate—for that gentleman’s declining years
forced him at last to ®cknowledge that the duties of his
extensjve parish were a little too much for those waunted
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energies which he was wont to boast over his younger and ,
less active brethren of the cloth. This was what the patient,
faithful lovers had privately planned, and quictly waited for
years ago; and in due time they were united, to the
astonishment of the little world they lived in, that/had long
since declared them both born to single blessedness ; affirm-
ing 1t impossible that the pale, retiring bookworth should
ever summon courage to seek a wife, or be able to obtain
one if he did, and equally impossible that the plain looking,
plain dealing, unattractive, unconciliating Miss Millward
should ever find a hushand. ;

The‘v still continued to live at the vicarage, t'he’ady dividing
her time between her father, her husband, ‘and their poor
parishioners,—and subsequently her rising family ; and now
that the Reverend Michael Millward has been gathered to his
fathers, full of years and honours, the Reverend Kdward
Wilson has succceded him to the vicarage of Lindenhope,
greatly to the satisfaction of its inhabitants, who had so long
tried and fully proved his merits, and those of his excellent
and well-loved partner.

If you are interested in the after-fate of that lady’s sister, I
can only tell you—what perhaps you have heard from another
quarter—that some twelve or thirteen years ago she relieved
the happy couple of her prescnce by marrying a wealthy
tradesman of L——; and I don’t envy him his bargain. I
fear she leads him a rather uncomfortable life, though,
happily, he is too dull to perceive the extent of his mis-
fortune. I have lit‘le enough to do with her myself: we
have not met for many years; but, I am well assured, she
has not yet forgotten or forgiven either her former lover, or
the lady whose superior qualities first opened his eyes to the
folk' of his boyigh attachment.

s for Richard Wilson's sister, she, having been wholly
unable to re-capture Mr. Lawrence, or obtain any partner
rich and clegant enough to suit her ideas of what the husband
of Jane Wilson ought to be, is yet in single blesscdness.
Shortly after the death of her mother, she withdrew the light
of her presence from Ryecote Farm, finding it impossible any
longer to endure the rough manners and unsophisticated
habits of her honest brother Robert, and his worthy wife,
or the idea of being identified with such vulgar people in
the eyes of the world,—and took lodgings in —— the county
town, where she lived, and still lives, I suppose, i2 a kind of
‘cloefisted, cold, uncomfortable gentility, doing no good to
others, and but little to herself; spending her days in farcy-
work and scandal ; referring frequently to her * brother the
vicar,” tnd her ‘‘sister, the vicar's lady,” but never to her
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Jbrother, the farmer, and her sister, the farmer’s wife ; seeing
as much company as she can without too much expense,-but
loving mo one and beloved by none—a cold-hearted, super-
cilious, keenly, insidiously, censorious old maid.

CHAPTER XLIX.

Troucn Mr. Lawrence’s health was now quite re-established,
m(g' visits to Woodford were as unremitting as ever ; though
often less protracted than before. We seldi m talked about
Mrs. Huntingddn ; but yet we never met without mentioning
her, for T never sought his company but with the hope of
hearing something about her, and he never sought mine at
all, becausc he saw me often cnough without. But I always
began to talk of other things, and waitcd first to sce if he
would introduce the subject. If he did not, 1 would casually
ask, *“ Have you heard from your sister lately ?” If he said
¢ No,” the matter was dropped : if he said *“Yes,” I would
venture to inquire, * ITow is she?” but never * Ilow is her
husband ?” though I might be burning to know ; because I
had not the hypocrisy to profess any anxicty for his recovery,
and I had not the face to express any desire for a contrary
result. Ilad I any such desirc ?—I*fear I must plead guilty;
but since you have heard my confession, you must hear m
justification as well—a few of the excuses, at least, wherewi

I sought to pacify my own accusing conscicnce.

In the first place, you see his lifc did harm to others, and
evidently no good to himself; and though I wished it to
terminate, I would not have hastened its close if, by the lifting
of a finger, I could have donc so, or if a spirit had whispered
in my ear that a single effort of the will would be enough,—
unless, indeed, I had the power to exchange him for some
other victim of the grave, whose life might be of scrvice to
his race, and whose death would be lamented by his friends.
But was there any harm in wishing that, ameng the many
thousands whose souls would certainly be required of them
before the year was over, this wretched mortal might be onc ?
I thought not ; and therefore I wished with all my heart that
it might please Heaven to remove him to a better world, or
if that might not be, still, to take him out of this; for if he
were unfi® to answer the summons now, after a warning
sickncss, 4nd with such an angel by his side, it seemed bus
too certain that he never would be—that, on the contrary,
returning health would ' bring returning lust and villany, and
as he grew more certain of recovery, more accustome®d to her
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enerous goodness, his feelings would become more callous,
ﬁis heart more flinty and impervious to her persuasive
arguments—but God knew best. Meantime, however, I
could not but be anxious for the result of his decrees ; know-
ing, as I did, that (leavinf myself entirely out of the/question)
however Helen might feel interested in her husband’s welfare,
howeéver she might deplore his fate, still while he lived she
must be miserable.

A fortnight passed away, and my inquiries were always
answered in the negative. Atlength a welcome ¢ yes ™ drew
from me the second question. Lawrence divined my anxious
thoughts, and appreciated my reserve. I feared, at first, he
was going to torture me by unsatisfactory replics, and either
leave me quite in the dark concerning what I wanted to know,
or forcc me to drag the information out of him, morsel by
morsel, by direct inquirics—** and serve you right,” you will
say ; but he was more merciful ; and in a little while, he put
his sister’s letter into my hand. Isilently read it, and reatored
it to him without comment or remark. 'This mode of pro-
cedure suited him so well, that thereafter he always pursued
the plan of showing me her letters at onee, when I inquired
after her, if there were any to show—it was so much less
trouble than to tell me their contents; and I rcceived such
confidences so quictly and discreetly that he was never
induced to discontinue thé&m.

But I devoured those precious lctters with my cyes, and
never let them go till their contents were stamped upon my
mind ; and when I got home, the most important passages
were entered in my diary among the remarkable events of the

ay.

The first of these communications brought intellizence of a
serious relapse in Mr. Huntingdon’s illness, entirely the result
of his own infatuation in persisting in the indulgence of his
appetite for stimulating drink. In vain had she remonstrated, in
vain she had mingled his wine with water : her arguments and
entreatics were a nuisance, her interference was an insult so
intolerable, that, at length, on finding she had covertly diluted
the pale port that was brought him, he threw the bottle out
of window, swearing he would not be checated like a baby,
ordered the butler, on pain of instant dismissal, to bring a
bottle of the strongest wine in the cellar,-and affirming that
he should have been well long ago it he had been let to have
his own way, but she wanted to keep him weak in trder that
chee might have him under her thumb—but by ‘the Lord
ITarry, he would have no more humbug—scized a glass in one
hand and the bottle in the other, and never rested till he
Jhad druxk it dry. Alarming symptoms were the immnediate
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*result of this ‘imprudence” as she mildly termed it—
symptoms which had rather increased than diminished since ;
aud this was the cause of her delay in writing to her brosher.
Every former feature of his malady had returned with aug-
mented virulence : the slight external wound, half healed,
had brok :n out afresh ; internal inflammation had taken ,.lace,
which might terminatc fatally if not soon removed. Of course,
the wretched sufferer’s temper was not improved by this
calamity—in fact, I suspect it was well nigh insupportable,
though his kind nurse did not complain ; but she said she had
been obligeC at last to give her son in charge to Esther
Hargrave, as her presence was so constantly required in the
sick room that she could not possibly attend to him herself;
and though the child had begged to be allowed to continue
with her there, and to help her to nurse his papa, and though
she had no doubt he would have been very good and quict,—
she could not think of subjecting his young and tender feelings
to the sight of so much suffcring, or of allowing him to
witness his father’s impatience, or hear the dreadful language
he was wont to use in his paroxysms of pain or irritation.

¢ The latter,” continued she, ‘ most deeply regrets the step
that has occasioned his relapse,—but, as usunal, he throws the
blame upon me. If I had reasoned with him like a rational
creature, he says, it never would have happened; but to be
treated like a baby or a fool, was enough to put any man past
his patience, and drive him to assert his independcnce even at
the sacrifice of his own interest—he forgets how often I had
reasoncd him * past his patience’ before. He appears to be
sensible of his danger ; but nothing can induce him to behold
it in the proper light. The other night while I was waiting
on him, and just as I had brought him a draught to assuage
his burning thirst—he observed, with a retucn of his former
sarcastic bitterness,—

“Yes, you're mighty attentive now !—I suppose there's
nothing you wouldn't do for me now ?"

“You know,” said I, a little surprised at his manner, * that
I am willing to do anything I can to relieve you.”

“Yes, now, my immaculate angel; but when once you
have secured your reward, and find yourself safc in heaven,
and me howling in hell-fire, catch you lifling a finger to serve
me then —No, you'll look complacently on, and not so much
as dip thegip of your finger in water to cool my tongue !"

“ If 80,1t will be because of the great gulf over whicf 1
cannot pass ; and if I could look complacently on in such a
case, it would be only from the assurance that you were beini
purified from your sins, and fitted to enjoy the happiness
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felt.—But are you determined, Arthur, that I shall not meet*
ou in heaven?”

“. Humph ! 'What should I do there, I should like to
know ? " !

“Indeed, I cannot tell; and I fear it ig too cértain that
ouv tastes and feelings must be widcly altered before you can

ave an cnjoyment there.  DBut do you prefer sinking,
without an cffort, into the state of torment you picture to
ourself ? "

% Obh, it's all a fable,” said he, contemptuously.

“ Are you sure, Arthur ? are you quite surc? Because if
ihere«'s any doubt, and if you should find ycurself mistaken
after all, when it is too late to turn——"

¢ It would be rather awkward to be sure,” said he; ‘but
don’t bother me now—I'm not going to die yet. I can’t and
won't,” he added vehemently, as if suddenly struck with the
appalling aspect of that terrible event. ‘“Ilclen, you must save
me!” And he earncstly scized my hand, and looked into my
face with such imploring eagerness that my heart bled for him,
and I could not speak for tears.

* * * * *

The next letter brought intelligence that the malady was
fast increasing; and the poor sufferer’s horror of death was
still more distressing than his impatience of bodily pain. All
his friends had not forsaken him, for Mr. Hattersley, hearing
of his danger, had come to scc him from his distant home in
the north. His wife bad accompanied him, as much for the
pleasure of secing hér dear friend {from whom she had been
parted so long, as to visit her mother and sister.

Mrs. Huntingdon expressed herself glad to see Milicent
once more, and pleased to behold her so happy and well.
She is now at' the Grove, continued the letter, but she
often calls to sce me. Mr. Hattersley spends much of his
time at Arthur’s bed-side. With more good feeling than I ~
gave him credit for, he evinces considerable sympathy for his
unhappy fiiend, and is far more willing than able tu comfort
him. Sometimes he tries to joke and laugh with him, but that
will not do: sometimes he endeavours to cheer him with talk
about old times ; and this at one time may serve to divert the
sufferer from hig own sad thoughts ; at another, it will only

lunge him into deeper melancholy than before ; and then

attersley is confounded, and knows not what to say,—unless
{l;; pe a timid su§gestion that the clergyman might Ye sent for.
ut Arthur will never consent to that: he knows he has re-
i’ected the clergyman’s well-meant admonitions with scoffing
evity a.other times, and cannot dream of turning to him for
consolation now. ‘



' OF WILDFELL HALL. T 835

**  Mr. ITattersley sometimes offers his services instead o
mine, but Arthur will not let me go: that strange whim stil
increases, as his strength declines—the fancy to have me
always by his side. I hardly ever leave him, except to go
into the néxt room, where 1 sometimes snatch an hour or so
of sleepwvhen he is quiet; but cven then, the door i left
ajar that he may know me to be within call. I am with 8im
now, while I write; and 1 fear my occupation annoys him;
though I frequently break off to attend to him, and though Mr.
Hattersley is also by his side. That gentleman came, as he
said, to beg « holiday for me, that I might have a run in the
park, this fina, frosty mormmng, with Milicent, and Xsther,
and little Arthur, whom he had driven over to see me. Our
poor invalid cvidently felt it a heartless proposition, and
.would have fclt it still more heartless in me to accede to it. I
therefore said I would only go and speak to them a minute,
and then come back. I did but exchange a few words with
them, just outside the portico—inhaling the fresh, bracing air
as I stood—and then, resisting the carnest and eloquent en-
treatics of all three to stay a little longer, and join them in a
walk round the garden, I tore myself away and returned to
my patient. I had not been absent five minutes, but he re-
proached me bitterly for my levity and ncglect. 1lis friend
espoused my cause :—

¢« Nay, nay, Huntingdon,” said he, * you're too hard upon
her—she must have food and sleep, and a moutleful of fresh
air now and then, or she can't stand it I tell you. Look at
her, man, she’s worn to a shadow already.”

* What are her sufferings to mine ?” said the poor invalid.
¢ You don't grudge me thesc attentions, do you, Helen?”

¢ No, Arthur, if I could really serve you by them. I
would give my lifc to save you, if I might”

# Would you, indced >—No!”

¢ Most willingly, I would.”

¢ Ah! that's because you think yourself more fit to die!”

There was a painful pause. He was evidently plunged in
gloomy reflections, but while I pondered for something to say,
that might bencfit without alarming hinl, Hattersley, whose
mind had been pursuing almost the same course, broke silence
with,— .

«1 say, Huntingdon, I would send for a parson, of some sort

—1If you ¢idn't like the vicar, you know, you could have his

curate, or.somebody else.” .. o

«No; none of them can benefit me if she can't,” was the
answer. And the tearssgushed from his eyes as he earnestly
exclaiped,—** Oh, Helen, if I had listenéd to yousit never
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would have come to this! And if I had heard you long ago’

—Oh, God! how different it would have been!” .

" “:lIIear me now, then, Arthur,” said I, gently pressing his
and.

“ It's too late, now," said Le despondingly. And after that
another paroxysm of pain came on; and then his mind began
to%vander, and we feared his death was approaching ; but an
opiate was administered, his sufferings Eegan to abate, he
gradually became more composed, and at length sank into a
kind of slumber. He has becn quieter since ; and now Hat-
tersley has left him, expressing a hope that he shall find him
betteriwhen he calls to-morrow.

“ Perhaps I may recover,” he replied, ¢ who knows?—
this may have been the crisis. 'What do you think, Ielen?”

Unwilling to depress him, I gave the most cheering answer.
I could, but still recommended him to prepare for the possi-
bility of what Iinly feared was but too certain. But he
was determined to hope. Shortly after, he rclapsed into a
kind of doze—but now he groans again.

There is a change. Suddenly he called me to his side,
with such a strange, excited manner that I feared hc was
delirious—but he was not. ¢ That was the crisis, Ilelen!”
said he delightedly—* I had an infernal pain here—it is quite
gone now; I never was so casy since the fall—Quite gone,
by heaven!” and he clasped and kissed my hand in the very
fulness of Lis heart ; but, finding I did not participate his joy,
he quickly flung it from him, and bitterly cursed my coldness
and insensibility. How could I reply? {{nceling beside him,
I took his hand and fondly pressed it to my lips—for the first
time since our separation—and told him as well as tears
would let me speak, that it was not that that kept me silent ;
it was the fear tuat this sudden cessation of pain was not so
favourable a symptom as he supposed. I immediately sent
for the doctor. 'We arc now anxiously awaiting him: I will
tell you what he says. There is still the same frecedom from
pain—the same deadness to all sensation where the suffering
was most acute.

My worst fears are realized—mortification has commenced.
The "doctor has toid him there is no hope—no words can
describe l;is angpisl‘:. I can :vrite no more..

The next was still more distressing in the tenor of its con-
Jents. The sufferer was fast approaching dissolutiot—dragged
almost to the verge of that awful chasm he trembled to con-
template, from which no agony of prayers or tears could save
him. Nothing could comfort him now; Hattersley's rough
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sattempts at consolation were utterly in vain. The world was
nothing to him: life and all its intcrests, its petty cares and
transient pleasures were a crucl mockery. To talk of the
past, was tp torture him with vain remorse; to refer to the
tuture, waseto increase his anguish ; and yet to be silent, was

“to leave ?‘m a prey to his own regrets and a%prehensbns.
Often he dwelt with shuddering minuteness on the fate of leis
perishing clay—the slow, piccemecal dissolution already in-
vading his frame; the shroud, the coffin, the dark, lonely
grave, and all the horrors of corruption.

“If I try,” gaid his afflicted wife, * to divert him from these
things—to raise his thoughts to higher themes, it is no batter :
—*Worse and worse !" he groans. ‘If there be really life be- .

.yond the tomb, and judgment after death, how can 1 face it ?’
"—1I cannot do him any good ; he will neither be enlightened,
nor roused, nor comforted by anything I say; and yet he
clings to me with unrelenting pertinacity—with a kind ot
childish desperation, as if I could save him from the fate he
dreads. Ile keeps me night and day beside him. Ileis hold-

-*ing my left hand now, while I write; he has held it thus’for
hours: sometimes quietly, with his pale face upturncd to
minc: sometimes clutching my arm with violence—the big
drops starting from his forehead, at the thoughts of what he
sces, or thinks he sces before him. If 1 withdraw my hand
for a moment, it distresses him :(—

¢ ¢Stay with me, Helen,’ he says; ‘let me hold youn so: it
scems as if harm could not reach me while you are here.

. But dcath will come—it is coming now—f#st, fast '—and—Oh,
“if I could belicve there was nothing after I’

“¢Don’t try to believe it, Arthur; there is joy and glory
after, if you will but try to reach it!’

¢ What, for me ?’ he said, with something like a laugh.
¢Arc we not to be judged according to the deeds done in the
body? Where's the use of a probationary existence, if a man
may spend it as he pleases, just contrary to God's decrees,
and then go to heaven with the best—if the vilest sinner may
win the reward of the holiest saint, by merely saying, *“I re-

ent ?7’
\ P But if you sincercly repent—'

¢ ¢] can't repent; I only fear.’ .

1‘; ¢ You only regret the past for its consequences to your-
sclf ?’

¢t Just Sx_’—cxcept that 'm sorry to have wronged yop |
Nel, because you're so good to me.’

“¢Think of the goodnegs of God, and you cannot but be
gricved to have offended Him.’ . .

OF WILDFELL HALL,
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“ ¢ What is God—I cannot see Him or hear Him >—God is. .
only an idea.’

¢ £ God is Infinitc Wisdom, and Power, and Goodness—and
Love; but if this idea is too vast for your human faculties—
if your mind loses itsclf in its overwhelming infinipude, fix it
on Fim who condescended to take our nature upon Jlim, who
was raised to heaven even in his glorificd human body, in
whom the fulness of the godhead shines.””

But he only shook his head and sighed. Then, in another

aroxysm of shuddering horror, he tightened his grasp on my
ﬁand and arm, and groaning and lamenting, stil] clung to me
with that wild, desperatz carnestness so harrowing to my soul,
because I know I cannot help him. I did my best to soothe
and comfort him.

¢ ¢Peath is so terrible, he cried, ‘I cannot bear it! You
don’t kndw, Ilelen—you can’t imagine what it is, because you
haven't it before you; and when I'm buried, yowll return to
your old ways and be as happy as ever, and all the world will
go on just as busy and merry as if I had never been; while

— e burst into tears.

¢ You necdn’t lct that distress you,’ I said; ¢we shall all
follow you soon enough.’

¢ T wish to God I could take you with me now!’ he ex-
claimed, * you should plead for me.’

¢ ¢No man can deliver his brother, nor make agreement
unto God for him," I replied: ‘it cost more to redcem their
souls—it cost the blood of an incarnate God, perfeet and sin-
less in himself, to redcem us from the bondage of the cvil
one :—let Llim plead for you.’

“But I seem to speak in vain. IIc does not now, as
formerly, laugh thesc blessed truths to scorn: but still he
cannot trust, ogwill not comprehend them. e caunot linger
long. [IIe suffers dreadfully, and so do those that wait upon
him—but I will not harass you with further details: I have-
i«;id :.:nough, I think, to convince you that I did well to go to

m.

* * * * *

Poor, poor Helen! dreadful indeed her trials must have
been! And I could do nothing to lessen them—nay, it almost
seemed as if T had brought them upon her mygelf, by my own
secret desires ; ‘and whether I looked at her husband’s suffer-
ings or her own, it seemed almost like a judgment upon my-
self for having cherished such 2 wish. ¢

' The next é,ay but one there came another letter.. That
too was put into my hands without a remark, and these are
its contents :— .
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o Dee. Etl.l.

™ He is gone at last. I sat beside him all night, with my.
hand fiist locked in his, watching the changes of his features
and listenipg to his failing breath. He had been silent a long
time, and J» thought he would never speak again, when he
murmurer? faintly but distinctly,— .

¢ Pray for me, Ilclen!”

¢T do pray for you—cvery hour and every minute, Arthur;
but you must pray for yourself.”

Ilis lips moved, but emitted no sound ;—then his looks be-
came unsettleg ; and, from the incoherent half-uttered words
that escaped him from time to time, supposing him to h@now
unconscious, I gently disengaged my hand from his, intending

. to steal away for a breath of air, for I was almost ready to
faint ; but a convulsive movement of the fingers, and a faintl
whispered  Don’t leave me!” immediately recalled me: {
took his hand again, and held it till he was no morc—and then
I fainted : it was not grief; it was exhaustion, that. till then,
I had been cnabled successfully to combat. Oh, Frederick !

‘none can imagine the miseries, bodily and mental, of that
decath-bed! How could I endure to think that that poor
trembling soul was hurried away to everlasting torment? it
would drive me mad! But thank God I have hope—nuot only
from a vague dependence on the possibility that penitence and
pardon might have rcached him at the last, but from the
blessed confidence that, throngh whatever purgings fires the
crring spirit may be doomed to pass—whatcver fate awaits it,
still, it is not lost, and God, who hateth nothing that he hath
made, will bless it in the end !

His body will be consigned on Thursday to that dark grave
he so much dreaded ; but the coffin must be closed as soon as
possible. If you will attend the funeral come® quickly, for I

need help.

HeLEN HUNTINGDON.

CHAPTER L.

ON reading this, I had no reason to disgnisc*'my joy and hope
from Frederick Lawrence, for I had none to be ashamed of.
I felt no joy but that his sister was at length released from
her afflictive, overwhelming toil—no hope but that she would
in time recovbr from the effects of it, and be suffered to res“.
in peacc and"quietness, at least, for the remainder of her life.
I experienced a painful commiseration for her unhappy hus-
band (though fully aware that he had brought every pgrticle
of his sufferings upon himself, and but too well dese;ve them
Y
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all), and a profound sympathy for her own afflictions, and deep.
anxiety for the consequences of those harassing carcs, those
dreadful vigils, that incessant and deleterious confihement
beside a living corpse—for I was persuaded she haduot hinted
half the sufferings she had had to endure. n

¥ ou will go to her, Lawrence ?” said I, as I put the letter
nfo his hand.

¢ Yes, immediately.”

“That’s right! I'll leave you, then, to prepare for your de-
parture.”

“1've done that already, while you were readéing the lctter,
and Before you came ; and the carriage is now coming round
to the door.” ah

Inly approving his promptitude, I bade him good morning, ,
and withdrew. lle¢ gave me a searching glance as we pressed
each other’s hands at parting ; but whatever he sought in my
countcnance, he saw there nothing but the most hecoming
gravity—it might be, mingled with a little sternness in mo-
m.en(;ary resentment at what I suspected to be passing in his
mind.

1lad I forgotten my own prospects, my ardent love, my
pertinacious hopes? It seemed likc sacrilege to revert to
them now, but 1 had not forgotten them. It was, however,
with a gloomy sense of the darkness of thosc prospects, the
fallacy of those hopes, and the vanity of that affection, that I
reflected Bn those things as I remounted my horse and slowly
journeyed homewards. Mrs. Huntingdon was free nowj it
was no longer a crime to think of her—but did she ever think
of me ?—not now—of course it was not to be expected—but
would she, when this shock was over ?—In all the course of
her correspondence with her brother (our mutual friend, as
she hersclt’ h#d called him), she had never mentioned me but
once—and that was from necessity. This, alone, afforded
strong presumption that I was already forgotten ; yet this wad
not the worst : it mizht have been her sense of duty that had
kept her silent, she might be only trying to forget; but in ad-
dition to this, I had a gloomy conviction that the awful
realities she had seen and felt, her reconciliation with the man
she had once loved, his dreadful sufferings and death, must
eventually cffece from her mind all traces of her passing love
for me. She might recover from these horrors so far as to be
restored to her former health, her tranquillity, her cheerful-
uess even—but never to those feelings which w&uld appear to
her, henceforth, as a fleeting fancy, a vain, illusive dream;
«specially as there was no one to remind her of my existence.
—nocmeans of ‘assuring her of my fervent constancy, now
that we were so far apart, and delicacy forbade me tv see her
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reor to write to her, for months to come at least. And how,
could I engage her brother in my behalf? how could I break
that icy crust of shy reserve? Pcrhaps he would disapprove
of my attachment now, as highly as before ; perhaps he would
think me tbo poor—too lowly born, to match with his sister.
Yes, therg was another barrier: doubtless there was a®wide
distinction between the rank and circumstances of Mrs. Hiin-
tingdon, the lady of Grassdale Manor, and those of Mrs.
Graham the artist, the tenant of Wildfell Ilall ; and it might
be deemed presumption in me to offer my hand to the former
—by the wond, by her friends—if not by herself—a penalty
I might brave, af {were certain she loved me ; but oth@wise,
how could I? And, finally, her deccased husband, with his
usual selfishness, might have so constructed his will as to place
restrictions upon her marrying again. So that you see 1 had
rcasons enough for despair if I chose to indulge it.

Nevertheless, it was with no small degree of impatience
that 1 looked forward to Mr. Lawrence's rcturn from Grass-
dale—impaticnce that increased in proportion as his absgnce
was prolonged. Ile stayed away some ten or twclve days.
All very right that he should remain to comfort and help his
sister, but he might have written to tell me how she was,—
or at least to tell me when to expect his return; for he might
have known I was suffering tortures of anxicty for her, and
uncertainty for my own futurc prospects. And when he did
return, all he told me about her was, that she had en greatl
exhausted and worn by her unremitting exertions in l:chaﬂ‘
of that man who had been the scourge of her life, and had
dragged her with him nearly to the portals of the grave,—
and was still much shaken and depressed by his melancholy
end and the circumstances attendant upon it ; but no word in
reference to me—no intimation that my name*had ever passed
her lips, or even been spoken in her presence. To be sure, I

" asked no questions on the subjcct: I could not bring my mind
to do so, believing, as I did, t%lat Lawrence was indeed averse
to the idea of my union with his sister.

1 saw that he expected to be further questioned concerning
his visit, and I saw too, with the keen perception of awakened
jealousy, or alarmed self-csteem—or by whatever name I
ought to call it—that he rathcr shrank fromethat impendin(gi
scrutiny, and was no less plcased than surprised to find it di
not come. gOf course, 1 was burning with anger, but pride
obliged me, to suppress my feelings, and preserve a smogthe
face—or at least a stoic calmness—throughout the interview.
It was well it did, for, reviewing the matter in my sober

udgment, I must say it would have been highly abswrd and
mpropler to have quarrelled with him on such an occasion: I
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must confess too that I wronged him in my'heart: the truth’
was, he liked me very well, but he was fully aware that a
unidn between Mrs. H}:mtingdon and me would be what the
world calls a mésalliance ; and it was not in his nature to set
the world at defiance ;—especially in such a case®as this, for
itg dread laugh, or ill opinion, would be far more terrible to
him directed against his sister than himself. Had he believed
that a union was necessary to the happiness of both, or of
either, or had he known how fervently I loved her, he would
have acted differently; but sceing me so calm and cool, he
would not for the world disturb my philosophy® and though
refrathing eutirely from any active oppositioa to the match,
he would yet do nothing to bring it about, and would much
rather take the part of prudence, in aiding us to overcome.
our mutual predilections, than that of feeling, to encourage
them. * And he was in the right of it,” you will say. Perhaps
he was—at any rate, I had no business to feel so bitterly
against him as I did; but I could not then regard the matter
in such a moderate light; and, after a bricf conversation
upon indifierent topics, I went away, suffering all the pangs of
wounded pride and injured friendship, in addition to those
resulting from the fear that I was indeed forgotten, and the
knowledge that she I loved was alone and afllicted, suffering
from injured health and dejected spirits, and I was forbidden
to console or assist her—forbidden even to assurc her of mK
sympathy, for the transmission of any such message throug
Mr. Lawrence was now completely out of the question.

But what should 1 do? I would wait, and see if she would
notice me, which of course she would not, unless by some kind
message intrusted to her brother, that, in all probability, he
would not deliyer, and then—dreadful tbought !—she would
think me cooled and changed for not returning it, or, perhaps,
he had already given her to understand that I had ceased to,
think of her. 1 would wait, however, till the six months after
our parting were fairly passed (which would be about the
close of February), and then I would send her a letter modestly
reminding her of her former permission to write to her at the
close of that peried, and hoping I might avail myself of it, at
least to express my heart-felt sorrow for her late afllictions,
my just apprecfation of her gencrous conduct, and my hope
that her health was now completely re-established, and that
she would, some time, be permitted to enjoy thosy blessings of
a'ﬁeacefhl happy life, which had been denied her so long, but
which none could more truly be said to merit than herself,—
adding a few words of kind remembrance to my little friend -
Arthuf, with a hope that he had not forgotten me, and, per-
haps, a few more in reference to by-gone times, to the delight-
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+ful hours T had parsed in her society, and my unfading recol,
lection of them, which was the salt and solace of my life, and
a hopé that her recent troubles had not entirely banished me
from her mind. If she did not answer this, of course I should
write no $nore : if she did (as surely she would, in some
fasl]lion),;my future proceedings should be regulated By her
reply. -

Ten weeks was long to wait in such a miserable state of un-
certainty, but courage! it must be endured ; and mcantime
I would continue to see Lawrence now and then, though
not go often as before, and I would still pursuc my habitual
inquiries after bis sister, if he had lately heard from hél, and
how she was, but nothing more. N

I did =0, and the answers I reccived were always provok-
ingly limited to the letter of the inquiry: she was much as
usual : ehe made no complaints, but the tone of her last letter
evinced great depression of mind : she said she was better:
and, finally, shc said she was well, and very busy with her
son’s education, and with the management of her late hus-
band's property, and the regulation of his aflairs. The rascal
had never told me how that property was disposed, or whether
Mr. Iuntingdon had dicd intestatc or not; and I would
sooncr die than avk him, lest he should misconstrue into
covetousness my degire to know. lle never offered to show
me his sister’s letters now, and I never hinted a wish to see
them. February, however, was approaching ; Deéember was
past ; January, at length, was almost over—a few more weeks,
and then, certain despair or renewal of hope would put an
cnd to this long agony of suspense.

But alas! it was just about that time she was called to sus-
tain another blow in the death of her uncle, a worthless old
fellow enongh in himself, I dare say, but he had always shown
more kindness and affection to her than to any other creature,

" and she had always been accustomed to regard him as a parent.
She was with him when he died, and had assisted her aunt to
nurse him during the last stage of his illness. Her brother
went to Staningley to attend the funeral, and told me, upon
his return, that she was still there, endeavouring to cheer her
aunt with her presence, and likely to remain some time. This
was bad news for me, for while she continued there I could
not write to her, as T did not know the address, and would
not ask it of him. But week followed weck, and every time
I inquired sbout her she was still at Staningley. B

“ Where is Staningley ?” I asked at last.

“In shire,” was the brief reply; and there was some-
thing so cold and dry in the manner of it, that I #as ef-
fectually deterred from requesting a more definite account.
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. When will she return to Grassdale ?"” was my next ques-«
tion.

“J don’t know.

¢ Confound it I I muttered. .

“ Why, Markham ?” asked my companion, with an air of |
inneRent surprisc. But I did not deign to answeghim, save
by a look of silent sullen contempt, at which he turned away, .
and contcmplated the carpet with a slight smile, half pensive,
half amused ; but quickly looking up, he began to talk of
other subjects, trying to draw me into a checrful and fricndl
conversation, but I was too much irritated todliscourse wit%;
him,%and soon took leave. ,

You see Lawrence and I somehow could not manage to get
on very well together. The fact is, I believe, we were both
of us a little too touchy. It is a troublesome thing, Halford,
this susceptibility to affronts where none are intended. Iam
no martyr to it now, as you can bear me witness: I have
learned to be merry and wise, to be more easy with myself
and more indulgent to my neighbours, and 1 can afford to
laugh at both Lawrence and you.

Partly from accident, partly from wilful negligence on my
part (for I was really beginning to dislike him), scveral weeks
elapsed before T saw my friend again. When we did meet, it
was he that sought me out. Onc bright morning, early in
June, he came into the field where I was just commencing my
hay harvest.

¢t is long since I saw you, Markham,” said he, after the
first few words had passed between us. * Do you never mean
to come to Woodford again 2" )

¢ called once, and you were out.”

“ T was sorry, but that was long since ; I hoped you would
call again, andnow I have called, and you were out, which you
generally are, or I would do myself the pleasurc of calling
more frequently ; but being determined to sce you this time,”
I have left my pony in the lane, and come over hedge and
ditch to join you; for I am about to leave Woodford for a
while, and may not have the pleasure of seeing you again for
a month or two."”

“Where are fou going ?” .

“To Grassdale first,” said he, with a half-smile he would ~
willingly have suppressed if he could. '

¢“To Grassdale! Is she there, then?” )

o * Yes, but in a day or two she will leave it tp accompany
Mrs. Maxwell to F—— for the benefit of the sea air, and I shall
go with them.” (F—— was at that time a quiet but reéspect-.,
able vatering place : it is considerably more frequented now.)

Lawrence seemed to expect me to take advantage of this
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circumstance to intrust him with some sort of a message to
his sister ; and I believe he would have undertaken to déliver
it without any material objections, if I had had the sepse to
ask him, though of course he would not offer to do so, if I
was content to let it alone. But I could not bring myself to
make the request ; and it was not till after he was gong, that
I saw how fair an opportunity I had lost ; and then, indeed, I
decply regretted my stupidity and my foolish pride, but it was
now too late to remedy the evil.

IIe did not return till towards the latter end of August.
He wrote tg me twice or thrice from F: , but his letters
were most proyokingly unsatisfactory, dealing in gengralities
or in trifles that I cardll nothing about, or replete with fancies
and reflections equally unwelcome to me at the time, saying
next to nothing about his sister, and little more about himself.

" I would wait, however, till he came back; perhaps I could get
something more out of him then. At all events, I would not
write to her now, while she was with him and her aunt, who
doubtless would be still more hostile to my presumptuous
aspirations than himself. When she was returned to the
silence and solitude of her own home it would be my fittest
opportunity.

When Lawrcnee came, however, he was as reserved as ever
on the subject of my keen anxiety. IIe told me that his sister
had derived considerable benefit from her stay at '——, that
her son was quite well, and—alas! that both of them were
gone, with Mrs. Maxwecll, back to Staninglcy, and there the
stayed at least three months. But instead of boring you witﬁ
my chagrin, miy expectations and disappointments, my fluc-
tuations of dull despondency and flickering hope, my varying
resolutions, now to drop it, and now to persevere—now to
make a bold push, and now to let things pass and patiently
abide my time,—I will employ myself in settling the business of
one or two of the characters, introduced in the course of this
narrative, whom I may not have occasion to mention again. ..

Some time before Mr. Huntingdon’s death, Lady Low-
borough cloped with another gallant to the Continent, where,
having lived awhile in reckless gaiety and dissipation, they
quarrelled and parted. She went dashimg on for a season, but
years came and money went: she sunk, at length, in difficulty
and dcbt, disgracc and misery; and died‘at last, as I have
heard, in_penury, neglect, and utter wretchedness. But this
might be¥only a report: she may be living yet for anythin%)l

or any of her relatives or former acquaintances can tel® for

they Kave all lost sight of her long years ago, and would as
thorou(ir}ﬂy forget her if they could. Her husband, however,
upon this second misdemeanor, immediately sought and ob-
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tained a divorce, and, not long after, married again. It was-e
well he did, for Lord Lowborough, morose and moody as he
seemed, was not the man for a bachelor’s life. No publie in-
terests, no ambitious projects, or active pursuits,—or ties of
friendship even (if he had had any friends), could compen-
sate t@ him for the absence of domestic comforts ang endear-

- ments. He had a son and a nominal daughter, it is true, but
they too painfully reminded him of their mother, and the un-
fortunate little Xnnabella was a source of perpetual bitter-
ness to his soul. He had obliged himself to treat her with
paternal kindness: he had forced himself not to Jate her, and
even, gerhaps, to feel some degree of kindly regard for her,
at last, in return for her artless and ussuspccting attachment
to himself’; but the bitterness of -his sclf-condemnation for his ,
inward feelings towards that innocent being, his constant
struggles to subdue the evil promptings of his nature (for it
was not a gencrous one), though partly guessed at by those
who knew him, could be known to God and his own heart
alone ;—so also was the hardness of his conflicts with the
temptation to return to the vice of his youth, and seek obli-
vion for past calamities, and dcadness to the present misery
of a blighted heart, a joyless, friendless life, and a morbidly
disconsolate mind, by yielding again to that insidious foe to
health, and sense, and virtue, which had so deplorably en-
slaved and degraded him before.

The secomd objcct of his choice was widely different from
the first. Some wondered at his tastc ; some even ridiculed
it—but in this their folly was more apparent than his. The
lady was about his own age—i. e. between thirty and forty
—remarkable neither for beauty, nor wealth, nor brilliant ac-
complishments; nor any other thing that I ever heard of|
except genuine good sense, unswerving inteprity, active piety,
warmhearted benevolence, and a fund of cheerful spirits.
These qualities, however, as you may readily imagine, com-
bined to render her an excellent mother to the children, and
an invaluable wife to his lordship. He, with his usual seif-
depreciation, thought her a world too good for him, and while
he wondered at the kindness of Providence in conferring such
a gift upon him, and even at her taste in preferring him to
other men, he dig, his best to reciprocate the good she did him,
and so far succeeded, that she was, and I believe’ still is, one
of the happiest and fondest wives in England; apd all who

uestion the good taste of either partner, may be thankful if
their respective selections afford them half the genuine satis-
faction in the end, or repay their preference with affection
half §s lesting and sincere.

If you are at all interested in the fate of that low scoun-
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* drel, Grimsby, I can only tell you that he went from bad to
worse, sinking from bathos to bathos of vice and villany, corf-
sorting only with the worst members of his club and the low-
est dregsof society—happily for the rest of the world—and
at last me9 his end in a drunken brawl from the hands, it is
said, of gome brother scoundrel he had cheated at plays

As for Mr. Hattersley, he had never wholly forgotter® his
resolution to ¢ come out from among them,’ and behave like a
man and a Christian, and the last illness and death of his once

jolliy; friend ITuntingdon so deeply and seriously impressed him
with the evibof their former practices, that he never needed
another lessonsof the lgind. Avoiding the temptationgof the
town, he continued to#pass his life in the country, immersed in
the usual pursuits of a heartfy, active, country gentleman ;

Jhis occupations being those of farming, and breeding horses
and cattle, diversified with a little hunting and shooting, and
cnlivencd by the occasional companionship of his friends Sbet-
ter friends than those of his youth), and the society of his
happy little wife (now cheerfuf and confiding as heart could
wish), and his fine family of stalwart sons and blooming
daughters. Ilis father, the banker, having died some years ago
and left him all his riches, he has now full scope for the exer-
cisc of his prevailing tastes, and I nced not tell you that
Ralph Hattersley, Ksq., is celebrated throughout the country
for his noble brecd of horses.

CHAPTER LIL.»

WE will now turn to a certain still, cold, cloudy afternoon
about the commencement of December, when the first fall of
snow lay thinly scattered over the blighted fields and frozen
roads, or stored more thickly in the hollows of the deep cart-
ruts and footsteps of men and horses impressed in the now
petrified mire of last month's drenching rains. I remember
it well, for I was walking home from the vicarage, with no
less remarkable a personage than Miss Eliza Millward by my
side. I had been to call upon her father,—a sacrifice to civility
undertaken entirely to please my mother, not myself, for I
hated to go near the house ; not merely on account of my an-
tipathy to the once so bewitching Eliza, but because I had not
half forgiyen the old gentleman himself for his ill opinion of
Mrs. Hunéingdon ; for though now constrained to acknowledge
himself mistaken in his former judgment, he still maintahe®
that she had done wrong to leave her husband ; it was a vio-
lation of her sacred duties as a wife, and a.tempting of Provi-
dencesby laying herself open to temptation ; and nothing short
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of bodily ill-usage (and that of no trifling nature) could ex--«
tuse such a step—nor even that, for in such a case she ought
to appeal to the laws for protection. But it was not of him I
intended to speak; it was of his daughter Eliza.  Just as I
was taking leave of the vicar, she entered the rsom, ready
equipped for a walk. .

“] was just coming to sce your sister, Mr. Markham,” said
she; ‘“and so if you have no objection, I'll accompany you
home. I like company when I'm walking out—don’t you?

t Yes, when it's agreeable.”

¢ That of course,” rejoined the young lady, sgiling archly.
So wegproceeded together. ]

¢t Shall I find Rose at home, do ym}\thiuk 2" said she, as we
closed the garden gate, and set our faces towards Linden-car.

1 believe so.” .

I trust I shall, for I've a little bit of news for her—if you
haven’t forcstalled me.”

“yen

“Yes: do you know what Mr. Lawrence is gone for?”
She looked up anxiously for my reply.

“Is he gone ?” said I; and her face brightencd.

¢“Ah! then he hasn't told you about his sister?”

¢ What of her?” I demanded, in terror lest some evil
should have befallen her.

¢ Oh, Mr. Markham, how you blush !” cried she, with a
tormentingdaugh. ‘Ha, ha, you have not forgotten her yet!
But you had better be quick about it, I can tell you, for—alas,
alas |—she’s going to'be married next Thursday !”

“ No, Miss Eliza! that's false.”

“ Do you charge me with a falsehood, sir ?”

¢ You are misinformed.”

“Am I? Deyou know better then ?”

I think I do.”

“ What makes you look so pale then?” said she, smiling
with delight at my emotion. ‘ Is it anger at poor me for tell-
ing such a fib? Well, I only ¢ tell the tale as 'twas told to me '’
I don’t vouch for the truth of it; but at the same time, I don't
see what reason Sarah should have for deceiving me, or her
informant for deceiving her; and that was what she told me
the footman told her :—that Mrs. Huntingdon was going to be
married on Thursday, and Mr. Lawrence was goné to the wed-
ding. She did tell me the name of the gentlemsn, but I've
Jorgotten that, Perhaps jyou can assist me to rémember it.
Isthere not some one that lives near—or frequently visits the
neigl;bourhood, that has long been attached to her? a Mr.—
oh dear!—Mr.—-"

“ Hargrave ?” suggested I, with & bitter smile.
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. “You're rjght!" cried she, “that was the very name.”

¢ Impossible, Miss Eliza!"” I exclaimed, in a tone that made
her start.

¢ Well, ,yon know, that's what they told me," said she, ‘com-
posedly steging me in the face. And then she broke out into
a long shrill laugh that put me to my wits’ end with furg.

¢ Redlly you must excuse me,” cried she : ** I know it's wery
rude, but ha, ha, ha, |—did you think to marry her yourself?
Dear, dear, what a pity! ha, ha, ha!—Gracious, Mr. Mark-
ham! are you going to faint? O mercy! shall I call this
man? Herg, Jacob—" But checking the word on her lips,
I scized her arpr” and gage it, I think, a pretty severe sgueeze,
for she shrank into hegffelf with a faint cry of' pain or terror;
but the spirit within her was not subdued: instantly rallying,
ghe continued, with well-feigned concern,—

* “What can I do for you? Will you have some water—
some brandy ?—TI dare say they have some in the public house
down there, if you'll let me run.”

““Have done with this nonsense!” cried I, sternly. She
looked confounded—almost frightened again, for a moment.
% You know I hate such jests,” I continued.

¢ Jests indeed | I wasn't jesting!”

“You were laughing, at all events; and I don't like to be
laughed at,” returned I, making violent efforts to speak with
proper dignity and composure, and to say nothing but what
was coherent and semsible. * And since you age in such a
merry mood, Miss Eliza, you must be good enough company
for yourself; and therefore I shall leave you to finish your
walk alone—for, now I think of it, I have business elsewhere ;
80 good evening.”

ith that I left her (smothering her malicious laughter)
and turncd aside into the fields, springing qup the banﬁ, and
pushing through the nearest gap in the hedge. Determined
at once to prove the truth—or rather the falsehood—of her
story, I hastened to Woodford as fast as my legs could carry
me—first, vecring round by a circuitous course, but the moment
I was out of sight of my fair tormentor, cutting away across
the country, just as a bird might fly—over pasture-land and
fallow, and stubble, and lane—clearingshedges and ditches,
and hurdles, till I came to the young squire’s gates. Never
till now had I known the full fervour of ‘ny love—the full
strength jf my hopes, not wholly crushed even in my hours
of deepest despondency, always tenaciously clinging to the
thought that one day she might be mine—or if not that, at Je#8t
that something of my memory, some slight remembrance of our
friendship and our love would be for ever cherishgd in her
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heart. I marched up to the door, determined, if I saw the.
master, to question him boldly concerning his sister, to wait

and hesitate no longer, but cast false delicacy and stupid pride

behind my back, and know my fate at once.

tJs Mr. Lawrence at home ?"” I cagerly asked g’ the ser-
vant that opencd the door.

) “XNo, sir, master went yesterday,” replied he, looking very
alert.

“ Went where ?”

“To Grassdale, sir—wasn’t you aware, sir? He's very
close, is master,” said the fellow, with a foolish, simpering
grin. ‘1 suppose, sir—-" ,

But 1 turned and left him, without éﬁ\iting to hear what he
supposed. I was not going to stand there to expose my tor-
tured feelings to the insolent laughter and impertinent cu-
riosity of a fellow like that. '

But what was to be done now? Could it be possible that
she had left me for that man? T could not belicve it. Me
she miiht forsake, but not to give herself to him! Well, I
woulé know the truth—to no concerns of daily life could I
attend, while this tempest of doubt and dread, of jealousy
and rage, distracted me. I would take the morning coach from
L—— (the evening one would be already gonc), and fly to
Grassdale—I must be there before the marriage. And why?
Because a thought struck me, that perhaps I might prevent it
—that if I (id not, she and 1 might both Jament it to the
latest moment of our lives. It struck me that some one
might have belied me to her: perhaps her brother—yes, no
doubt her brother had persnaded her that T was false and
faithless, and taking advantage of her natural indignation, and
perhaps her desponding carelessness about her future life, had
urged her, artfully, cruelly on to this other marriage in order
to secure her from me. If this was the case, and if she shonld
only discover her mistake when too late to repair it—to what
a life of misery and vain regret might she be doomed as well
as me! and what remorse for me, to think my foolish scruples
had induced it all! Oh, I must see her—she must know my
truth even if I told it at the church door! I might pass fora
madman or an impersinent fool—even she might be offenced
at such an interruption, or at lcast might tell me it was row
too late—biit if I ‘could save her! if she might ‘be mine—it
was too rapturous a thought ! -

Winged by this hope, and goaded by these fears,« hurried
humtwards to prepare for my departure on the morrow. I
told my mother that uﬁent business which admitted no delay,
but which I could not then explain, called me away.
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sMy deep anxjety and serious pre-occupation could not be con-
cealed from her matcrnal eyes ; and 1 had much ado to calm’
her apprehensions of some disastrous mystery. .
That night there came a heavy fall of snow, which so re-
tarded the grogress of' the coaches on the following day, that
' I was almost driven to distraction. I travelled all nigkt, of
course, fof this was Wednesday : to-morrow morning, doudt-
less, the marriage would take place. But the night was lon
and dark : the snow heavily clogged the wheels and balle
the horses’ feet; the animals were consumedly lazy; the
coachmen mogt execrably cautious ; the passengers confound-
edly apathetic ip their sypinc indifference to the rate gf our
progression. Instead ¢f assisting me to bully the several
.coachmen and urge them forward, they merely stared and
rinned at my impatience : one fellow even ventured to rally
me upon it—but I silenced him with a look that quelled him
for the rest of the journey ;—and when, at the last stage, I
would have taken the reins into my own hand, they all with
one accord opposed it.
It was broad daylight when we entered M—— and drew up
at the Rose and Crown. I alighted and called aloud for a
post-chaise to Grassdale. There was none to be had: the
only one in the town was under repair. ‘A gig then—a fly
—car—anything—only be quick!” There was a gig, but
not a horse to spare. I sent into the town to seek one ; but
they were such an intolerable time about it that Iecould wait
no longer: I thought my own feet could carry me sooner ;
and bidding them send the conveyance’after me, if it were
ready within an hour, I sct off as fast as I could walk. The
distance was little more than six miles, but the road was
strange, and 1 had to keep stopping to inquire my way—
halloving to carters and clod-hoppers, and.frequently in-
vading the cottages, for there were few abroad that winter's
“morning,—sometimes knocking up the lazy people from their
beds, for where so little work was to be done—perhaps so
little food and fire to be had, they cared not to curtail their
slumbers. I had no time to think of them, however : aching
with weariness and deaperation, I hurried on. The gig did
not overtake me: and it was well I had not waited: for it—
vexatious, rather, that I had been fool enough to wait so long.
At length, however, I entered the neighbourhood of Grags-
dale. I approached the little rural church—but 1b! there
stood a traifof carriages before it—it needed not the white
favours bedecking the servants and horses, nor the me
- voices of the village idles assembled to witness the show, to
apprise me that there was a wedding withine I ran in,among
them, demanding, with breathless eagerness, had the cere-
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mong long commenced? They only gaped and stared. In.
fay desperation, I pushed past them, and was about to enter
the church-yard gate, when a group of ragged urchins, that
had been hanging like bees to the windows, suddenly dropped
off and made a rush for the porch, vociferating in the uncooth
dialeo’ of their country, something which signified, ¢ It's over
—they're coming out !” ’

If Eliza Millward had seen me then, she might indeed have
been delighted. I grasped the gate post for support, and
stood intently gazing towards the door to take my last look
on my soul's delight, my first on that detested. mortal who
had tqrn her from my heart, and dogmed her, I was certain,
to a life of misery and hollow, vain Mpining—for what hap-
Kiness could she enjoy with him? I did not wish to shock

er with my presence now, but I had not power to move
away. Forth came the bride and bridegroom. Ilim I saw
not ; I had eyes for none but her. A long veil shrouded half
her graceful form, but did not hide it; I could sec that while
she carried her head crect, her eyes were bent upon the
grofind, and her face and neck were suffused with a crimson
blush ; but every feature was radiant with smiles, and gleam-
ing through the misty whitencss of her veil, were clusters of
golden ringlets! Oh, Ieavens ! it was not my Helen! 'The

rst glimpse made {me! start— but my eyes were darkened
with exhaustion and despair—dare I trust them? Ycs—it
is not she leIt was a younger, slighter, rosier beauty—lovely,
indeed, but with far less dignity and depth of soul—without
that indefinable gract, that keenly spirituel yet gentle charm,
that inefluble power to attract and subjugate the heart—m
heart at least. I looked at the bridegroom—it was Frederic
Lawrence! I wiped away the cold drops that were trickling
down my forchead, and stcpped back as he approached ; but
his eyes fell upon me, and he knew me, altercd as my ap-
pearance must have been.

¢ Is that you, Markham ?” said he, startled and confounded
at the apparition—perhaps, too, at the wildness of my looks. .

Yes, Lawrence—is that you?” I mustered the presence
of mind to reply.

He smiled and céloured, as if half-proud and half-ashamed
of his identity ; and if he had reason to be proud of the sweet
lady on his arm, he had no less cause to be ashanied of having
concealed his good fortune so long. .

% Allow me to introduce you to my bride,” said he, endea-

"¥during to hide his embarrassment by an assumptien of care-
less iaietzhr“ Esther, this is Mr, Markham; my friend
Markhgm,"Mrs, Lawrence, late Miss Hargrave.”
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'« I bowed {p the bride, and vehemently wrung the bride-
groom’s hand. . © e
2 “ Why did you not tell me of this?” I said, reproachfully,
pretcndinf a resentment I did not feel (for in truth i was
almost wild with joy to find mﬁgelf 80 happily mistaken, and
overflowipg with affection to him for this and for thg base
injustice g felt that I had done him in my mind—he might
have wronged me, but not to that extent; and as I had hated
him like a demon for the last forty hours, the reaction from
such a feeling was so great, that I could pardon all offences
for the momept—and love him in spite of them too).

© I did tell you,” sai§ he, with an air of guilty confusion ;
¢ you reccived my lettge ?” v

“What letter ?”  °
. “The onc announcing my intended marriage.”

“T never rcceived the most distant hint of such an in-

tention.”
' It must have crossed you on your way then—it should
have reached you ycsterday morning—it was rather late, I
acknowledge. But what brought you here then, if you.re-
ceived no information ? »

It was now my turn to be confounded ; but the young lady,
who had been busily patting the snow with her foot during
our short, sotto voce colloquy, very opportunely came to my
assistance by pinching her companion’s arm and whispering
a suggestion that his friend should be invited to gtep into the
carriage and go with them ; it being scarccly agreeable to
stand there among so many gazers, and ‘kecping their friends
waiting, into the bargain.

““ And so cold as it is too !” said he, glancing with dismay
at her slight drapery, and immediately handing her into the
carriagg. * Markham, will you come? We are going to
Paris, but we can drop you anywhere between this and
Dover.”

 No, thank you. Good-bye—I needn’t wish you a plea-
sant journcy ; but I shall expect a very handsome apology,
some time, mind, and scores of letters, before we meet again.”

IIe shook my hand, and hastened to take his place beside
his lady. This was no time or place for.explanation or dis-
course: we had already stood long enough to excite the
wonder of the village sight-seers, and perhdps the wrath of
the attendapt bridal party ; though, of course, all this passed
in a much' shorter time than I have taken to relate, or even
than yow.will take to read it. I stood beside the carrisges
and, the window being down, I saw my happy friend fondly
encircle his companion’s waist with his arm, while she rested
her glowing cheek on his shoulder, looking the very imper-

z
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sonation of loving, trusting bliss. In the interval between.;
the feotman’s closing the door and taking his Place behind,
:_hﬁ raised her smiling brown eyes to his face, observing, play-
ully;—

“yi fear {ou must think me very insensible, Fréderick: I
know jt is the custom for ladies to cry on these occasions, but
I cquidn’t squeeze a tear for my life.” ‘

He only answered with a kiss, and pressed her still closer
to his bosom.

* But what is this ?”. he murmured. * Why, Esther,
you're crying now!”

¢ Oh, 1t's nothing—it’s only too much happiﬁcss—and the
wish,”™ sobbed she, * that our dear Kgelen were as happy as
ourselves.” -

¢ Bless you for that wish!” I inwardly responded as the °
carris#_’zc rolled away—*and Heaven grant it be not wholly
vain !

I thought a cloud had suddenly darkened her husband’s
face as she spoke. What did he think? Could he grudge
suck happincss to his dear sister and his friend as he now felt
himself? At such a moment it was impossible. The contrast
between her fate and his must darken his bliss for a time.
Perhaps, too, he thought of me: perhaps he regrctted the

art he had had in preventing our union, by omitting to
Eelp us, if not by actually plotting against us—I exonerated
him from that charge, now, and deeply lamented my former
ungenerous suspicions ; but he had wronged us, still—I
hoped, I trusted thet he had. Ile had not attempted to
check the course of our love by actually damming up the
streams in their passage, but he had passively watched the
two currents wandering through life’s arid wilderness, declin-
ing to clear aw&z the obstructions that divided them, and
secretly hoping that both would lose themselves in the sand
before they could be joined in one. And mcantime, he had
been quietly proceeding with his own affairs: perhaps, his
heart and head had been so full of his fair lady that he had
had but little thought to spare for others. Doubtless he had
made his first acquaintance with her—his first intimate
acquainiance at legst—during his three months’ sojourn at
F——, for I now recollected that he had once casually let
fall an intimation tKat his aunt and sister had a young friend
staying with them at the time, and this accounted for at least
one-half his silenge about all transactions there. Vow, too, I
tav a reason for many liitle things that had slight,y puzzled
me before;. among the rest, for sundry departures from
Woodford, and absences more or less prolonged, for which
he nevér satisfactorily accounted, and -concerning which he
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“hated to bé questioned on his return. Well might .thg
servant say his master was ‘“very close.” But why this
strange reserve to mec? DPartly, from that remarkable
idiosyncrasy to which I have before alluded ; partly, perhaps,

, from tendceness to my feelings, or fear to disturb my phi-
losophy lgy touching upon the infectious theme of lof®.

CHATTER LIIL

TrE tardy gig had overtaken me at last. I entered it, and
bade the mag who brought it drive to Grassdale Manor—I
was too busy with my ovgn thoughts to care to drive it igyself.
I would see Mrs. Huntﬁdon—there could be no impropriety

.in that now that her Husband had been dead above a year—
and by her indiffercnce or her joy at my unexpected arrival,
I could soon tell whether her heart wae truly mine. But my
companion, a loguacious, forward fellow, was not disposed to
leave me to the indulgence of my private cogitations.

“‘There they go!” said he, as the carriages filed away
before us. ¢ There’ll be brave doings on yonder to-day; as

~ what come to-morra.—Know anything of that family, sir? or
you're a stranger in these parts?”

“ I know them by report.”

& Huth | There’s the best of 'em gone, anyhow. And I
suppose the old missis is agoing to leavc after this stir’s gotten
overed, and take herself off, somewhere, to live o her bit of
a jojnture; and the young 'un—at least the new 'un (she's
none so very young) is coming down to Yive at the Grove.”

**1s Mr. Hargrave married, then?”

¢ Aye sir, a few months since. e should a heen wed afore,
to a widow lady, but they couldn’t agree over the money:
she'd a rare long purse, and Mr. Hargrave yanted it all to
his-self’; but she wouldn't let it go, and so then they fell out.

“This one isn't quite as rich—nor as handsome cither, but she
hasn’t been married before. She’s very plain, they say, and
etting on to forty or past, and so, you know, if she didn't
jump at this hopportunity, she thought she’d never get a
better. I guess she thougit such a handsome young husband
was worth all 'at ever she had, and he might take it and
welcome ; but I lay she'll rue her bargain 'afore long. They
say she begins already to see ’at he isn’t not altogeéther that
nice, generqus, perlite, delightful gentleman ’at she thought
him afore ?:Jriage—he begins a being careless, and masterful
already. Ay, and she'll find him harder and carelesser mwor’
- she thinks on.” .
““You seem to be well acquainted with him,” I obsegved. «
“] aem, sir; I've known him since he was2 quite a
: Z
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young gentleman ; and a proud 'un he was, andba wilful.* I
was servant dyonder for several years; but I couldn’t stand
their niggardly ways—she got ever longer and worse did
missis, with her nipping and screwing, and watching and
grudging ; so I thought I'd find another place.”” .
st Are we not near the house ?” said I, interrupting him. ..

“Yes, sir; yond's the park.” .

My heart sank within me to behold that stately mansion in
the midst of its expansive grounds—the park as beautiful now,
in its wintry garb, as it could be in its summer glory: the
majestic sweep, the undulating swell and fall, ditplayed to full
advartage in that robe of dazzlixQ purity, stainless and
printless—save one long, winding tra\k left by the trooping
deer—the stately timber-trees with their heavy laden branches -
gleaming white against the dull, grey sky ; the deep, encircling
woods ; the broad cxpanse of water sleeping in frozen quiet ;
and the weeping ash and willow drooping their snow-clad
boughs above it—all presented a picture, striking, indeced, and
pleasing to an unencumbered mind, but by no means encou-
raging tome. There was one comfort, however,—all this .
was entailed upon little Arthur, and could not under any
circumstances, strictly speaking, be his mother's. Dut how
was she situated? Ovcrcoming with a sudden effort my
repugnance to mention her name to my garrulous companion,
I asked him if he knew whether her late husband had left
will, and How the property had been disposed of. Oh, yes,
he knew all about it; and I was quickly informed that to her
had been left the full control and management of the estate
during her son’s minority, besides the absolute, unconditional
possession of her own fortune (but I knew that her father had
not given her much), and the small additional sum that had
been scttled upbn her before marriage.

Before the close of the explanation, we drew up at the park,
gates. Now for the trial—if I should find her within—but
alas! she might be still at Staningley: her brother had given me
no intimation to the contrary. Iinquired at the porter's lodge
if Mrs. Huntingdon were at home. No, she was with her
aunt in shire, put was expected to return before Christmas.
She usually spent most of her time at Staningley, only coming
to Grassdale oceasishally, when the management of affairs, or ™
the intcrest of her tenants and depensanta required her
prescnce. W

> ¢*“Near what town is Staningley situated ?” I asked. The
requisite information was soon obtained. *Now them; my
man, give me the reins, and we'll roturn to M——. I must*®
have sbine breakfast at the Rose and Crown, and then away
to Staningley by the first coach for—.” ' *
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¢ At M I had time before the coach started to replenish
my forces with a_hearty breakfast, and to obtain the refresh-
ment of my usual morning’s ablutions, and the amelioration of
some slight change in my toilet,—and also to dispatch a‘short
note to my mother (excellent son that I was) to assure her
that I wgg still in existence, and to excuse my non-appegrance
at the exPected time. It was a long journey to Staningley for
those slow travelling days; but I did not deny myself needful
refreshment on the road, nor cven a night's rest at a way-side
inn; choosing rather to brook a little dclay than to present
myself wornywild, and weatherbeaten before my mistress and
her aunt, who yould befustonished enough to sce me without
that. Next morning?lllerefore, I not only fortified ‘myself
with as substantial a Dreakfast as my excited feelings would
allow me to swallow, but I bestowed a little more than usual
‘time and care upop my toilet ; and, furnished with a change of
linen from my small carpet-bag, well brushed clothes, well
polished hoots, and neat new gloves,—I mounted ‘* The Light-
ning,” and resumed my journey. I had nearly two stages yet
before me, but the coach, I was informed, passed througle the-
neighbourhood of Staningley, and, having desired to be set
down as near the Hall as possible, I had nothing to do but to
sit with folded arms, and speculate upon the coming hour.

It was a clear, frosty morning. The very fact of sitting
exalted aloft, surveying the snowy landseape, and sweet, sunny
sky, inhaling the pure, bracing air, and crunching away over
thg crisp, frozen snow, was exhilarating enough in itself; but
add to this the idea of to what goal I wa8 hastening, and whom
I expected to meet, and you may have some faint conception
of my frame of mind at the timc—only a faint one, though,
for my heart swelled with unspeakable delight, and my spirits
rose almost to madness, in spite of my prydent ecndeavours
to bind then down to a reasonable platitude by thinking of the
undeniable difference between Ilelen’s rank and mine ; of all
that she had passed through since our parting; of her long,
unbroken silence ; and, above all, of her cool, cautious aunt,
whose counsels she would doubtless be careful not to slight
again. These considerations made my heart flutter with anx-
icty, and my chest heave with impatience %o get the erisis over,
but they could not dim her image in gy mind, or mar the
vivid recollection of what had been said ahd felt between us—
or destroypthe kecn anticipation of what was to be—in fact, I
could notjealise their terrors now. Towards the close of the
ourney, owever, a couple of my fellow passen]glcrs kimdfy
came to my assistance, and brought me low enough.

¢ Fine land this,” said one of them, pointing with his um-
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brella to the wide fields on the right, conspicugus for thein:
compact hedge-rows, deep, well-cut ditches, and 'fine timber-
treey, growing sometimes on the borders, sometimes in the
midst of the enclosure ;—* very fine land, if you saw it in the
summer or spring.” , ]

“ Ay, responded the other—a gruff elderly man, with a °
dreb great coat buttoned up to the chin and a cottorf umbrella
betwecn his knees. *It's old Maxwell’s I suppose.” :

% It was his, sir, but he’s dead now, you'r¢ aware, and has
left it all to his niece.”

“All?” o

“Eyery rood of it,—and the mans{yn-house and all,—cvery
hatom’ of his worldly goods I—exceptyjust a trifle, by way of
remembrance to his nephew down in ——shire and an annuity
to his wife.”

¢ It’s strange, sir!”

“Ttis, sir. And she wasn't his own niece neither; but he
had no near relations of his own—none but a nephew he'd
guarrelled with—and he always had a partiality for this one.

nd then his wife advised him to it, they say: she'd brought
Lnost of the property, and it was her wish that this lady should **
ave it.”

“ Humph |—She¢'ll be a fine catch for somebody. "

“ She will so. She’s a widow, but quite young yet, and
uncommon handsome—a fortune of her own, besides, and only
onc child—rnd she’s nursing a fine estate for him in —,
There’ll be lots to speak for her !—* fraid there’s no chance
for uz'—(facetiously jogging me with his elbow, as well as his
companion)—ha, ha, ha! No offence, sir, I hope?” (to me)
¢ Ahem !—I should think she’ll marry none but a nobleman,
myself. Look ye sir,” resumed he, turning to his other neigh-
bour, and pointing past me with his umbrella, ‘that's the
hall—grand park, you see—and all them woods—plenty of
timber there, and lots of game—hallo! what now ?”

This exclamation was occasioned by the sudden stoppage of
the coach at the park gates.

* ¢ Gen'leman for Staningley Hall ?” cried the coachman ;
and I rose and threw my carpet bag on to the ground, prepa-
tory to dropping mysclf down after it.

* Sickly, sir ??) aglged my talkative neighbour, staring me in
the face (}i dare say it was white enough).

*No. Here, coachman.”
. “Thank’ce, sir.—All right !" .

‘Che coachman pocketed his fee and drove away, »"aving me
not walkins up the park, but pacing to and fro before its gates,
with folded arms and eyes fixed upon the ground—an over-
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* whelming ferce of images, thoughts, impressions crowdirg on
my mind, and nothing tangibly distinct but this :—My love
had been cherished in vain; my hope was gone for ever; I
must tear mysclf away at once, and banish or suppress all
thoughts & her like the remembrance of a wild, mad dream.
Glad[fymuld I have lingered round the place for hours; in the
hope of catching, at least one distant glimpse of her before I
went, but it must not be : I must not suffer her to see me ; for
what could havc brought me hither but the hope of reviving her
attachment, with a view, herecafter to obtainrl)'ler hand? And
could I beanthat she should think me capable of such a thing?
—of presuming upon ffie acquaintance—the love if ; ou will
—accidentally contragfed, or rather forced upon her against
her will, when she was an unknown fugitive, toiling for her
own support, apparently without fortune, family or connections
—to come upon her now, when she was reinstated in her pro-

er sphere, and claim a share in her prosperity, which, had
it never failed her, would most certainly have kept her un-
known to me for ever? and this too, when we had parted six-
teen months ago, and she had expressly forbidden me to hope
for a rc-union in this world—and never sent me a line or a
message from that day to this? No! The very idea e in-
tolerable.

And cven if she should have a lingering affection for me
still, ought I to disturb her peace by awakening those feclings?
to subject her to the struggles of conflicting duty and inclina-
tion—to whichsoever side the latter jmight allure, or the
former imperatively call her—whether she should deem it her
duty to risk the slights and censures of the world, the sorrow
and displeasure of those she loved, for a romantic idea ot
truth and constancy to me, or to sacrifice her individual wishes
to the feclings of her friends and her own %ense of prudence
and the fitness of things? No—and I would not! I would go
at once, and she should never know that I had approached
the place of her abodc ; for though I might disclaimn all idea
of cver aspiring to her hand, or even of solicitinia place in
her friendly regard, her peace should not be broken by my
presence, nor her heart afflicted by the sight of my Sdelity.

¢t Adieu then, dear Ielen, for ever! ¥or ever adieu!™

So said I—and yet I gould not tear i se' away, 1 moved
a few paces, and then looked back, for one last view of her
stately l?\e, that I might have its outward form, at least, im-

pressed ypon my mind as indelibly as her own image, whish
alas! T fiust not see again—then, walked a few steps further ;
and then, lost in melaneholy musings, paused again and leant
my back against a rough old tree that grew beside the road.
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CHAPTER LIIL

Whniee standing thus, absorbed in my gloomy revgrie, a gen-
tlema®'s carriage came round the corner of the ro?l. 1 did
not fook at it ; and had it rolled quietly by me, I should not
have remembered the fact of its appearance at all; but a tiny
voice from within it roused me by exclaiming,—

¢ Mamma, mamma, here's Mr. Markham !

I did not hear the reply, but presently thg, same voice
answersd,— N

¢ It is, indeed, mamma—Ilook for ydgrself.”

I did not raise my eyes, but I suppose mamma looked, for .
a clear, melodious voice, whose tones thrilled through my,
nerves, exclaimed,—

¢ Oh, aunt ! here’s Mr. Markham—Arthur’s friend !—Stop,
Richard !”

There was such evidence of joyous though suppressed cx-
citeinent in the utterance of those few words—especially that
tremulous, ‘ Oh, aunt"—that it threw me almost off my
guard. The carriage stopped immediately, and I looked up
and Met the cye of a pale, grave, clderly lady surveying me
from the open window. She bowed and so did I, and then
she withdrew her head, while Arthur screamed to the foot-
man to let Im out; but before that functionary could descend
from his box, a hand was silently put forth from the carriege
window. I knew that hand, though a black glove concecaled
its delicate whiteness and half its fair proportions, and quickly
scizing it, I pressed it in my own—ardently for a moment,
but instantly recollecting myself, I dropped it, and it was im-
mediately withdrawn.

“Were you coming to’see us, or only passing by ?” asked
the low voice of its owner, who, I felt, was attentively sur-
veying my countcnance from behind the thick, black veil

hich, with the shadowing panels, entircly concealed her own

m me.

¢ I—]J came to see the Jylace,” faltered I.

“The place,” repeated she, in a tone which betokened
more dispfeasure.orﬁsappointment than surprisc.

¢ 'Will you not enter it then?”

“If you wish it.” \

. % Can you doubt?” 3

Yes, yes! he must enter,” cried Arthur runnfrg round
from the other door ; and seizing my hand in both his, he
shook it<heartily.

“ Do you remember me, sir?” said he.
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“Yes, fyll well, mz little man, altered though you are,”
replied I, surveying the comparatively tall, slim young gen-
tleman with his mother’s image visibly stamped upon has fair,
intelligent features, in spite of the blue eyes beaming with
gladness, gnd the bright locks clustering beneath his cap.

‘ A not grown?” said he, stretching himself ] to his
full height.

“ Grown! three inches, upon my word |”

‘T was scven last birthday,” was the proud rcjoinder. ¢ In
seven ycars more, I shall be ag tall as you, nearly.”

¢t Arthur,3 said his mother, ¢ tell him to come in. Go on,
Richard.” . ? P

There was a touchgof sadness as well as coldness in her
voice, but I knew not to what to ascribe it. The carriage

,drove on and entcred the gates before us. My little com=
panion led me up the park, discoursing merrily all the way.
Arrived at the hall door, I paused on the steps and looked
round me, waiting to recover my composure, it possible—or,
at any rate, to remember my new formed resolutions and the
principles on which they were founded ; and it was not till
Arthur had been for some time gently pulling my coat, and
repeating his invitations to enter, that I at length consented
to accompany him into the apartment wherc the ladies
awaited us.

Helen eyed me as I entered with a kind of gentle, serious
scrutiny, and politely asked after Mrs. Markhameand Rose. I
regpectfully answered her inquiries. Mrs. Maxwell begged
me to be scated, observing it was rather cold, but she sup-

osed I had not travelled far that morning.

¢ Not quite twenty miles,” I answered.

¢t Not on foot |

¢ No, madam, by coach.” -

¢ ITerc’s Rachel, sir,” said Arthur, the only truly hapé)_y
one amongst us, directing my attention to that worthy indi-
vidual, who had just entered to take her mistress's things.
She vouchsafed me an almost friendly smile of recognition—g
favour that demanded, at least, a civil salutation on my part,

.which was accordingly given and respectively retgrmed—
she had seen the error of her former estimation of my cha-
raeter. . - .

‘When Helen was divested of her lugubrious bonnet and

veil, her hgavy winter cloak, &c., she looked so like herself

that I kMV not how to bear it. I was particularly glad t

see her hffantiful black hair unstinted still and unconcealed in

its glossy luxuriance.
*Mamma has left off her widow's cap in honour of uncle's
marriage,” observed Arthur, reading my looks with a child's
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mingled simplicity and quickness of observatiop. Mamma
Yooked grave and Mrs. Maxwell shook her head. ;* And aunt
Maxwell is never ioing to leave off hers," persisted the
naughty boy ; but when he saw that his pertness wae seriously
disp%eging and painful to hie aunt, he went and #ilently put ,
his arm round her neck, kissed her cheek, and wighdrew to
the recess of one of the great bay windows, where he quietly _
amused himself with his dog while Mrs. Maxwell gravely dis-
cussed with me the interesting topics of the weather, the
season, and the roads. I considered her presence very useful
as a check upon my natural impulseg—an antidote to those
emotidlis of tumultuous excitement \vhich would otherwise
have carried me away against my re}son and my will, but
just then I felt the restraint almost intolerable, and I had the ~
greatest difficulty in forcing myself to attend to her remarks,
and answer them with ordinary politeness ; for I was sensible
that Helen was standing within a few feet of me beside the
fire. T dared not look at her, but I felt her cye was upon me,
and from one hasty, furtive glance, I thought her cheek was
slightly flushed, and that her fingers, as she played with her |
watch-chain, were agitated with that restless, trembling mo-
tion which betokens high excitement.

“ Tell me,” said she, availing herself of the first pause in
the attempted conversation betwcen her aunt and me, and
speaking fast and low with her eyes bent on the gold chain—
for I now ventured another glance.—¢ Tell me how you all
are at Lindenhope—has nothing happened since I deft

ou?”

¢ T believe not.”

¢ Nobody dead ? nobody married ?”

* No.”

¢ Or—or exfecting to marry P—No old ties dissolved or
new ones formed ? no old friends forgotten or supplanted ?” .

She dropped her voice so low in the last sentence that no
one could Eave caught the concluding words but myself, and
4t the same time turned her cyes upon me with a dawnin
smile, most sweetly melancholy, and a look of timid though
keen ixquiry that made my cheeks tingle with incxpressible
emotions.

“I believe motPPI answered—* Certainly not, if others
are as little changed as 1.” ller face glowed in sympathy
with mine.
¢+ ¢** And you reslly did not mean to call ?” she ex laimed.

%1 feared to intrude.” *

“To intrude ! cried she with .an impatient gesture.— °
*“What"—but as'if suddenly recollecting her aunt’s presence,
she checked herself, and, turning to that lady, continued—
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¢ Why, aypnt, this men is my brother’s close friend and was

my own intimate acqaintance (for a few short months at least),

and professed a great attachment to my boy—and when he
gusse the house, so many scores of miles from his home, he
cclines tg look in for fear of intruding I

* My Markham is over modest,” observed Mrs. M2xweil.

¢ Over ceremonious rather,” said her niece—** over—well,
it's no matter.” And turning from me, she seated herself in

a chair besides the table, and, pulling a book to her by the

cover, began to turn over the leaves in an energetic kind of

abstraction.e

¢ If I had known,” did I, ¢ that you would have konoured
me by remembering e as an intimate acquaintance, I most
likely should not have denied myself the pleasure of calling
upon you, but I thought you had forgotten me long ago.”

“You judged of others by yoursclf,” muttered she without
raising her cyes from the book, but reddcning as she spoke,
and hastily turning over a dozcn lcaves at once.

There was a pause, of which Arthur thought he might
venture to avail himsclf to introduce his handsome young
setter, and show me how wonderfully it was grown and im-

roved, and to ask after the welfare of its father Sancho.

Irs. Maxwell then withdrew to take off her things. Helen
immediately pushed the book from her, and after silently
surveying her son, his friend, and his dog for a few moments,
she dismissed the former from the room under pretence of
wishing him to fetch his last new book to show me. The
child obeyed with alacrity ; but I continued caressing the
dog. The silence might have lasted till its master’s return
had it depended on me to break it, but, in half a minate or
lIcss, my hostess impatiently rose, and, taking her former
station on the rug between me and the thimney corner,
carnestly exclaimed—

¢ Gilbert, what is the matter with you ?_th are you S0
changed Y—It is a very indiscrcet question, I know,” she
hastened to add : ¢ perhaps a very rude one—don’t answer it
if you think so—but I hate mysteries and concealments.”

. “I am not changed, Hclen—unfortunately I amgs keen
and passionate as ever—it is not I, it is circumstances that are
chmnged.” ‘hy e

* What circumstances? Do tell me!” Her cheek was
blanched with the very abguish of anxiety—could it be with
the fear that I had rashly pled%ed my faith to another? e

«T'll tefll you at once,” said 1. ¢ I will confess that I came
here for the purpose of geeing you (not without some moni-
tory misgivinis at my own presumption,’ and fear#? that I
should be as little welcome as expected when I came), but I
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did not know that this estate was yours, until enlightened on «
the subject of your inheritance by the conversation of two
fellow. passengers in the last stage of my journey; and’then,
1.saw at once the folly of the hopes I had cherished, and the
madness of retaining them a moment longer ; ang, though I
alighte at your gates, I determined not to enter withjn them ;

I lingered a few minutes to see the place, but was 1ully re-
solved to return to M—— without sceing its mistress.”

* And if my aunt and I had not been just.returning from
our r?ngming rive, I shquld have seen and heard no more of

ou ©

o I thought it would be better for foth that ave should not
meet,” replied I, as calmly as I could, byt not daring to speak
above my breath, from conscious inability to stcady my voice, .
and not daring to look in her face lest my firmness should,
forsake me altogether : ‘I thought an interview would only
disturb your peace and madden me. But Iam glad, now, of
this opportunity of seeing you once more and knowing that
you have not forgotten me, and of assuring you that 1 shall
never cease to remember you.”

There was a moment’s pause. Mrs. Huntingdon moved
away, and stood in the recess of the window. Did she regard
this as an intimation that modesty alonc prevented me from
asking her hand ? and was she considering how to repulse me
with the smallest injury to my feclings? Before I could speak
to relieve her from such a perplexity, she broke the silence
herself by suddenly turning towards me and observing— .

“ You might have had such an opportunity before—as far,
I mean, as regards assuring me of your kindly recollections,
and yourself of mine, if you had written to me.”

*I would have done so, but I did not know your address,
and did not like to ask your brother, because I thought he
would object to my writing—but this would not have deterred _
me for a moment, if I could bave ventured to believe that you
expected to hear from me, or even wasted a thought upon
Jour unhappy friend ; but your silence naturally led me to
conclude myself forgotten.”

¢ Digl you expect me to write to you then?” .

“ No, Helen—Mrs. Huntingdon,” said I, blushing at the
implied imputation* certainly not ; but if you had scnt ne a
message through” your brother, or even asked him about me
now and then—-" !
¢ ,%1did ask about you frequently. I was not poing to do
more,” continued she, smiling, * so long as you continued to
restrict yourself to a few polite inqujries about my health:”

“ Y,?ur brother never told me that you had mentioned my
name.
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*  “Did yop ever ask him ?” .,

% No; for I saw he did not wish to be questioned .abont
you, or to afford the slightest encouragement or assistance to
my too obstinate attachment.” Helen did not reply. ¢ And
he was penfectly right,” added I. But she remained in silénce,
looking sgut upon the snowy lawn. ¢ Oh, I will relftve her
of my Ppresence,” thought I; and immediately I rose” and
advanced to take leave, with a most heroic resolution—but
pride was at the bottom of it, or it could not have carried me

through.
‘“ Are yow going algeady ?” said she, taking the hand I
offered, and net immedfately letting it go. 2

“ Why should I stgy any longer ?”

¢ Wait till Arthur comes, at least.”

. Only too glad to obey, I stood and leant against the oppo-
site side of the window.

¢ You told me you were not changed,” said my compa-
nion : ‘ you are—very much so.”

* No, Mrs. Huntingdon, 1 only ought to be.” .

1o you mean to maintain that you have the same regard
for me that you had when last we met ?"

¢ T have ; but it would be wrong to talk of it now.”

It was wrong to talk of it then, Gilbert; it would not
now—unless to do so would be to violate the truth.”

T was too much agitated to speak ; but, without waiting for
an answer, she turned away her glistening eye %and crimson
cheek, and threw up the window and lpoked out, whether to
calm™her own excited feclings or to relieve her embarrass-
ment, or only to pluck that beautiful half-blown christmas
rose that grew upon the little shrub without, just peeping
from the snow that had hitherto, no doubt, defended it from
the frost, and was now melting away in the sun. Pluck it,
however, she did, and having gently dashed the glittering
powder from its leaves, approaghed it to her lips and said,—

“This rose is not so fragrant as a"summer flower, but it
has stood through hardships none of them could bear: thg
cold rain of winter has sufficed to nourish it, and its faint sun

» to warm it ; the bleak winds have not blanched it, og broken
its stem, and the keen frost has not blighted it. Lodk, Gil-
bert, it is still fresh and blooming as a Segver can be, with the
cold snow even now on jts petals.—Will you have it?"

I held sut my hand : I dared not speak lest my emotion
should overmaster me. She laid the rose across my paly,
but I sca'cely closed my fingers upon it, so deeply was I'ab-
sorbed in thinking what, might be the meaning of her words,
and what I ought to do or say upon the octasion ; whether to
give Way to my feelings or restrain them s Misconstruing
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this hesitation into indifference—or reluctance eyen—to ac-
oépt ‘her gift, Helen euddeu:{ snatched it from"my hand,
threw.it out on to the snow, shut down the window with an
egnphasis, and withdrew to the fire. .
="« Helen! what means this?” I cried, electriﬁ;.d at this
startling change in her demeanour. .

“You did not understand my gift,” said she— or{ what is
worse, {ou despised it: I'm sorry I gave it you; but since I
did make such =a mistake, the only remedy I, could think of,
was to take it away.”

“ You misunderstood me, cruelly,” I replied, and in a
minute J had opened the window aganl, leaped gut, picked up
the flower, brought it in, and presenteq it to her, imploring
her to give it me again, and I would kéep it for ever for her
sake, and prize it more highly than anything in the world I
possessed.

% And will this content you?” said she, as she took it in
her hand.

¢ It shall,” I answered.

¢ There, then ; take it.”

I pressed it earnestly to my lips; and put it in my bosom,
Mrs. Huntingdon looking on with a half-sarcastic smile.

“ Now, arc you going ?” said she.

“1 will if—if I must.”

¢ You are changed,” persisted she—** you are grown cither
very proud er very indifferent.”

t “J am neither, Helen—Mrs. Huntingdon. If you copld
see my heart—" °* -

“ You must be one,—if not both. And why Mrs. Ilun-
tingdon ?—why not Helen, as before 2"

¢ Helen, then—dear Helen!” I murmured. I was in an
agony of mingled love, hope, delight, uncertainty, and sus-

ense.
L The rose I gave you was_an cmblem of my heart,” said
she ; ‘ would you take it away and leave me here alone ?”

. * Would you give me your hand too, if I asked it?”

¢ Have I not said enough ?” she answered, with a most
enchanting smile, I snatched her hand, and would have fer-
vently xissed it, but suddenly checked myself and said,—

“ Yut have yoy cgnsidered the consequences?” w

¢ Hardly, I think, of should not have offered myself to
one too proud to take me, or too indifferent to mak~ his affec-
tjon outweigh my worldly goods.” Y .

Stupid blockhead that I was!—I trembled to cldap her in
my arms, but dared not believe in so much joy, and yet-re-
strained.unyself to say,—

. Y But if you ahoulfl repent!” .
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“ Tt would be your fault,” she replied: “I never shall,
unless you Yitterly disappoint me. If you have not sufficient,
confidence in my affection to believe this, let me alone.”,, -

“My dgrling angel—my own Helen,”” cried I, now pas-
sionately kissing the hand I still retained, and throwing my
left arm ar8und her, ‘“you never shall repent, if it depend
on mc afne. But have you thought of your aunt?’® I
trembled for the answer, and clasped her closer to my heart
in the instinctive dread of losing my new-found treasure.

* My aunt must not know of it yet,” said she. ‘‘She would

think it a ras} wild step, because she could not imagine how
well I know yoy; but sBe must know you herself, and, learn
to like you. You mus} leave us now, after lunch, and come
,again in spring, and Make a lon%er stay, and cultivate her
acquaintance, and I know you will like each other.”
* +And then you will be mine,” said I, printing a kiss upon
her lips, and another, and another ; for f)was as daring and
impctuous now as I had been backward and constrained
b h ' replied sh ly disengaghn

“ No—in another year,” replied she, gent isenga,
hqsclf from my embrace, but still fondly clasplzlg m haud.g

* Another ycar! Oh, Hclen, I could not wait so long !"

“ Where is your fidelity ?”

“¥ mean I could not endure the miscry of so long a separa-
tion.”

“It would not be a separation: we will write every day;
my gpirit shall be always with you, and sometimes you shall
scc 1Mewwith your bodily eye. T will not be such a hypocrite
as to pretend that I desire to wait so long mysclf, but as my
marriage is to please mysclf alone, I ought to consult my
friends about the time of it.”

¢ Your friends will disapprove.” » .

“They will not greatly disapprove, dear Gilbert,” said she,
carnestly kissing my hand; they cannot, when they know
you, or, if they could, they w8uld not be truc friends—I
should not care for their cstrangement. Now arc you satis-_
fied ?” She looked up in my face with a smile of incffable
tenderness. .

* «Can I be otherwise, with your love? * And you do love
memHelen ?” said I, not doubting the ¥jst, but wishing to
hear it confirmed by her own acknowle gment.

“If you Jpved as I do,” she earnestly replied, ‘ yeu would
not have s¢ ncarly lost me—these scruijles of false delicac
and pride Would never thus have troubled you—yeu wo
have seen that the greatest warldly distinctions and discrepan-
cies of rank, birth, and fortune are as dust in the balance

»
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compared with the unity of accordant thoughts and feelings,
and‘truly.loving, sympathizing hearts and souls.””

““But this is too much happiness,” said I, embracing her
again ; ““1 have not deserved it, Ilelen—I dare not,believe in
such felicity : and the longer I have to wait, the greater will
be 1pyiread that something will intervene to snatch y-ou from
me—and think, & thousand things may happen in a®year!—I
shall be in one long fever of restless terror and impatience all
the time. And besides, winter is such a dreary season.”

¢I thought so too,” replied she gravely: “I would not be
married in winter—in December, at lgast,” she gdded, with a
shudder—for in that month had occutred both the ill-starred
marriage that had bound her to her former husband and the
terrible death that released her—¢g#nd therefore I said
another year, in spring.” .

¢ Next spring ?"

* No, no—next autumn, perhaps,”

¢ Summer, then.”

% Well, the close of summer. There now! be satisfied.”

Vhile she was speaking, Arthur re-entered the room—good
bdy for keeping out so long,.

“ Mamma, I couldn't find the book in either of the places
you told me to look for it,” (there was a conscious something
in mamma’s smile that seemed to say, ‘* No, dear, I knew you
could not,”) *but Rachel got it for me at last. Look, Mr.
Markham, & natural history with all kinds of birds and beasts
in it, and the reading as nice as the picturcs ! e

In great good humour, I sat down to cxamine the bevk, and
drew the little fellow between my knces. Ilad he come a
minute before, I should have received him less graciously, but
now I affectionately stroked his curling locks, and even kissed
his ivory forehead: he was my own Ilelen's son, and there-
fore mine; and as such I have ever since regarded him.
That pretty child is now a fijne young man: he has realised
his mother’s brightest expcctations, and is at present residing
An Grassdale manor with his young wife, the merry little
Helen I1lattersley of yore.

I had not looked through half the book, before Mrs. Max-,
well &ppeared to nvite me into the other room to lunch.
That'lady’s cool di~fant manners rather chilled me at fast;
but I didy my best t9 propitiate her, and not entirely without
success, 1 think, evgn in tiat first short visit ; for when I talked
eheerfully to her, #he gradually became more kind:nd cordial,
and when I departed she bade me a gracious adiu, hoping
ere long to have the pleasure of seeing me again. i

“Bur you must not go till you have seen the conservatory,
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my aunt'sswinter garden,” said Helen, as I advanced te take
leav¢ of her, with as much philosophy and self-comigand as
1 could summon to my aid. o )

I glafly availed myself of such a “respite, and followed
her into ¥ large and beantiful conservatory, plentifally far-
nished*-ith flowers considering the season—but, of d&urse,
I had, little attention to sparc for them. It was not, however,
for any tender colloquy that my companion had brought me
there :— '

“My aunt is particularly fond of flowers,” she observed,
“and she is fond of ®aningley too: I brought yow here to
offer a petiti?h in her behalf, that this may be her home as
long as she lives, ang—if it be not our home likewise—that I
may often sec her and be with her; for I fear she will be

- sorry to losc me; and though she leads a retired and con-
templative life, she is apt to get low-spirited if left too much
alonc.”

By all means, dearcst Ilclen!—do what you will with
your own. I should not dream of wishing your aunt to 12ave
the place under any circumstances; and we will live either
here or clsewhere as you and she may determine, and you
shall sec her as often as you like. I know she must be pained
to part with you, and I am willing to make any reparation in
my power. I love her for your sake, and her happiness shall
be as dear to me as that of my own mother.”

‘ Thank you, darling ! you shall have a kiss for that. Good
Dy®agqLhere now—there Gilbert—let Me go—here’s Arthur,
don’t ns:onish hi: infantile brain with your madness.

* * * *

But it is time to bring my narrative to a close—any one
but ‘you would say I had made it too long slready; but for
our satisfaction, I will add a few words more ; because I
now you will have a fellow-feeling for the old lady, and will
wish to know the last of her Mistory. I did come again in
spring, and, agreeably to Helen’s injunctions, did my best tg
cultivate her acquaintance. She received me ve kindly,
having been, doubtless, already prepared to thinkr{ighly o
emy character, by her niecc’s too };Wourabh report. I .urned
my best side out, of course, and we nglong marveli yusly
well together. When my ambitious inténfions were made
known to her, she took it'more sensibly than I had ventured
to hope. iier only remark on the subject, in my hearing.
was— '
,‘‘And vo, Mr. Markham, you are going to rob me of my
nicce, I understand. Well!'I hope God will prosper your
union, and make my dear girl happy at last. Could she
: AA
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have been contented to remain single, I own I shguld have
been better satisfied ; but if she must marry again, I know of
no onc, now living and of a suitable age, to whom I would
more willingly resign her than yourself, or who would be
more liLely to appreciate her worth and makecher truly
happy, as far as I can tell.” &

Of course I was delighted with the compliment, and hoped
to show her that she was not mistaken in her favourable
Jjudgment.

‘I have, however, one request to offer,” continued she.
“It seems I am still to look on Starfngley as fny home: I
wish you to make it yours likewise, for {Ielen is attached
to the place and to me—as I am to her There are painful
associations connected with Grassdale, which she cannot
easily overcome; and I shall not molest you with my com
pany or interference here: I am a very quiet person, and
shall keep my own apartments, and attend to my own con-
cerns, and only sce you now and then.”

Of course I most readily consented to this; and we lived
in the greatest harmony with our dear aunt until the day
of her death, which melancholy event took place a few years
after—melancholy, not to herself (for it came quictly upon
her, and she was glad to reach her journey's end), but only
to the few loving friends and grateful dependents she left
behind.

To return, however, to my own affairs: 1 was married in
summer, on a glorious August morning. It took the wlole
eight months, and all Helen’s kindness and goodness £5 boot,
to overcome my mother’s prejudices against my bride elect,
and to reconcile her to the idea of my leaving Linden Grange
and living so far away. Yet she was gratified at her son’s
good fortune after all, and proudly attributed it all to his own
superior merits and endowments. I bequeathed the farm to
Fergus, with better hopes of {ts prosperity than I should hav-
Jhad a year ago under similar circumstances ; for he had lately
fallen in love with the vicar of L——'s eldest danghter, a
lady, whose superiority had roused his latent virtucs, and
stimy’ated him to¢he most surprising exertions, not only to,
goiny-her affection gzd esteem, and to obtain a fortune suffi-
cient to aspire to fier hand, but to render himself wortlty of
her, in his own eyes, as well as in those of her parents; and
jn the end he wasnsuccessful, as you already krtdw. As for
rfyself, T need not tell you how happily my Heled and I have
lived together, and how blessed we still are in éxch other's
society, and in the promising young scions that are growing
up about us. We are just now looking forward to the adven®
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of you apd Rose, for the time of your annual visit'draws’

m'gz, when you must leave your dusty, smoky, ndisy, toiling,

striving city for a season of invigorating relaxatiqn arfd social
4

retirement with us.
Till then, farewell, -
GILBERT MARKmAYL
Stallingley, Juno 10th, 1847,

THE END.

Wagod{all and Kinder, Printers, Angel Court, Skinner Street, London,
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