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THE WARD.

CHAPTER I

Tr was on the 98th of November, 1835, at a quarter past Six P.M,,
that Mr. Thorpe, of Thorpe-Combe, Herefordshire, being seated with
a large wood fire, having the loppings of about three trees piled wpon
it, on one side of him, and a little round table bearing a single coffee-
cup and two wax Hﬁhts on the other, rang the bell beside his fire-
place with very considerable violence. He waited for three quarters
of & minute, with his eyes fixed upon the parlour door, hefore he rang
again; but not perceiving during the whole of that time any indica-
tion whatever that his summons was likely to be attended to, he
raised his hand a second time, and pulled the rope with even more
energy than before. This last peal produced an instantaneous effect ;
for long ere its sound had ceased in the servants’ hall his housekeeper
stood before him. ;

“You will get punished for it some day, Mrs. Barnes, you may
depend upon it you will,” said the old gentleman. “ T am as sure as
that you stand there before me, that yon will have to call a coroner’s
inquest to sit upon my body. It is always sure to happen where
pleople, old and sick People like me, can gebt no one fo come near
them when they ring.”

“ T think, sir, that you must get some younger and activer body fo
answer your bell,” replied Mrs. Barnes demurely, “for I know
don’t move so brisk as I used to do. . . . But it you’d be pleased to
have a valet, sir, like other gentlemen, it would be easy to find one as
could run along the passages quicker than I can.”

“You just say that to Iplague me, because you know, I hate valets,
Mrs. Barnes. . . . But I must bear it, T must bear it all, I know
that ; so no more ahout it, if you please, but listen to what I have
got to say to you. You know fhate talking, so don’t make me sl‘peak
twice, but mind every word, 1 am going to invite a very large
-partg’here to pass the Christmas holidays. Do you hear what I
say ¢’

. TThe housekeeper looked in the old gentleman’s face with great
anxiety. I am afraid, indeed, that you don’t-feel well 1’ she”sald;

% You are a fool, Barnes, and I am another for keeping you as my

. prime minister o long after 1 became convinced that you wera little
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better than an idiot. But I cannot change just now, and therefore I
beg, if you please, that you will listen with all the wits you have gob
to the orders I am going to give, and that, too, without fancying I am
delirious.” ‘o ; ;

“ 1 beg your E]al‘dﬂn, sir, indeed,” replied the housekeeper with a
courtesy; ““but I qerta.mlc{ did fancy . . .. a large party, sir?
Perhaps 1 did not quite understand you rightly. I dare say I made
some mistake.” i

“ Then take care, Mrs. Barnes, to understand me better now. Sit
down, old friend ; 1 am not delirious, Barnes, and yet I must have my
house full of company this Christmas. Sit down when I bid you,
and let us consult about it.”

“ But what shall we do for servants, sir? We have not gof a soul
but the gardener, and the bailiff, and the hoy that cleans the knives
and shoes, in the way of men-servants. What will the company do
without servants, sir F* o

“7 know all that as well as you do, Barnes ; but there is always
plenty of time where there is p{enty of money. I will have a dozen
fellows all dressed up in green and ‘yellow liveries before Christmas.
day . . .. if I have a fancy for so many. Don’t trouble yourself
about that, good woman ; T’ll get servants.”

“Why, T don’t doubt you might, sir, if as yon say you have a fancy
‘for it. It is true enough that money can do anything . . . . if yon
choose to spend it.” i -

“ And this time, Mrs. Barnes, I do choose to spend it,” replied her
master. I shall not think a thousand pounds at all too much for
the party I wish to entertain.” . j

The woman stared at him. ‘ 3

“PBarnes ! said the old gentleman, placing his elbows on the arms
of his ample chair, and looking earnestly in her face,—* Barnes! . . . .
though it is very possible I may #of die in my chair between riqng
the bell and your opening the door to answer it, I do not think
shall live long. You know what the letter contained which I received
last week ; but you do not know, old friend, how heavily its contents
weigh gﬁon'my eart.” i

“Well, sir, in that case a little eo_mpan{, ]i)]crha s, may do you
good,” replied the old woman; ““ and if so, I s all no trouble
too much in order to get all thmill;mtable for them.,”

Mr. Thorpe smiled, and shook his head.

__“That is not it, Barnes. ., . . But there is no need to say any more
about motives and reasons just now. It is possible that I may live
some years yet, but I am doubtful about it, and I wish to see all my
relations before I die.” :

“ And very right you should, sir, I am sure; and if you will be
pleased to give me your instructions I will do my very best to obey
them,” replied the good woman with sndden energy. =

o ye, Barnes, thank ye. The first thing will be to have all
the Tooms opened, aired, warmed, and set in order. Hire a dozen
~ charwomen if you will, but let it be done by to-morrow night ; and

the next momsi:ﬁg T’ll get Sir Charles Temple here to give me his
grm, ang we will walk through them together, up stairs and down
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stairs, and then say what is to be done next. How many women
servants shall you want 2"

“What is the number of the company to be #” dnquired the old
woman anxiously.

“T cannot say exactly, Barnes, because 1 don’t know how many
lads and lasses may have sprung up since I heard of them last,—
something between a dozen and twenty, I should think.”

« A dozen or twenty? . . . . Oh, goodness gracious !” exclaimed
Mrs. Barnes, clasping her hands. “A dozen or twenty! What in
the earthly world shall T do with them 27

“ Why, you foolish woman, cannot you remember the time when
there was not a room in the imusc, up to the very garrets, that was
nlott%ll?d with guests?* replied her master. “ Can’t you remember
that ¥’ ‘

“Well enough, sir, I can remember it ; bub think of the servants
as was then! Oh, dear, sir! it was not the same place then.”

« And think of the servants that are to be mow, old woman, and
teaze me no more. . . . Look about you, and hire what yon want.
shall set Sir Charles to work for me about the men. T’ll have . . . .
{hat's all T have got to say, and I’'m tired to death with talking. -
So go, will you, there’s a good woman, and let me enjoy a little
peace and quiet, if you can.” h

The housckeeper retreated, but lingered ere she closed the door. . . .
« About Sir Charles, sir,” said she, making a step hackward into the
room: “ Didn’t you say he was to be sent for#”

“Yes to be sure he 1s, foolish body !”

“ And when, sir ?”

“What does that signify, Barnes? How you dolove to fall Lo
1 told jou T should want him to-morrow morning as soon as I had
finished my breakfast, and d’ye think I mean to etch him myself ?
Do go away! My jaws ache with talking.”

rs. Barnes now made a hasty courtesy and departed, having
teceived one specific order that she was equally able and willing to
obey ; namely, to send a summons to Temple, on the morrow, request-
ing the presence of its master forthwith. :

A clear, bright, sunny frost came happily on the following morni
to brace the nerves of the household under the great and unwonte
exertions to which the foregoing dialogue gave rise ; and Mr. Thorpe,
Lad he looked much about him as he passed from his slee?ing apart-
ment to his breakfast-room, might have marvelled to beho d the vast
results already produced By is powerful word. But he was not
much tg'wen to such sort of investigations, and was quietly seated
apart from the din he had caused, with one of his darling French

ronicles on a desk between his legs, and his still unfinished break-
fast besitle him, when the crunching of the hoar frost upon the gravel
in front of the windows, by a step at once firm and light, caused him
to look up, that he might Eehold, as he expected, the figure which he
best loved to see, in the act of approaching his house door.

Nor was he disappointed. A young man, rather ahove the middle

height, witha white shooting-jacket, considerably the worse for wear,
rough brown gaiters that reached to the knee, clouted shoon, and &

R
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fowling-piece on his arm, passed before the windows, nodding to the
well-known arm-chair as he went by. In thenext moment Sir Charles
Temple was in the room.

“ Your will, most absolute?” said the young man, standing erect
before his venerable friend, ‘ 3

“ My will ?” repeated Mr. Thorpe, smiling ; “ yes, Charles, that is
exactly the business in hand.”

“1 know it is,” replied Sir Charles, “ and yon must pronounce it
as qlli.wkly as you can, for I have two young farmers waiting for me
on the top of the hill, with the dogs . . . . and you shall have larks
and rabbit soup for a month if you will let me go.”

“Oh dear! oh dear! Then why did you come at all? I want to
have a long consultation with you, Charles, and not to sputter out

half a dozen words while your curs stand yelping for you on the hill-
side. = Get along with you, do! I would rather not see you at all
than in such a fuss.”

“ Will this evening do as well ?* said the young man.

“No,indeed! . . . . Yes, yes, get you gone!” said Mr. Thorpe,
ooking out upon the sunny landscape.

Sir Charles Temple said nothing in reply, but rang the bell, and
carefully placing his gun in a corner drew forward an arm-chair, and
seated himself opposite to his old friend, in an attitude of very per-
fect repose. i

It was a boy who now answered the bell; Mrs, Barnes heing far
too busy even to hear it. }

“That’s well, Jem. . . . You are the man I wanted,” said the
young baronet. “ Run up to the top of Windmill Hill, will you, and
tell Mr. Lloyd, and another young man that you will find there with
some dogs, that they must go on without me . . . . for I am pre-
vented from coming to them by business.” :

Jem made a leg, pulled his forelock, and disappeared.

“ God bless you, Charles, for all your kindness to an old man
- said Mr. Thorpe, eyeing his companion affectionately; “but I am
sorry you should lose this gaudy day. I’ll answey forit that the wind
cuts hike a razor, but at your age sunshine makes 1]1}3 for all.”

“Never mind the sunshine, neighbour Thorpe, it I can be of any
use or comfort to you,” said Sir Charles, taking up a splendid cat
that lay ulgon the hearth-rug, and making a cradle for 1t with his
arms. “ Now let me hear what you have got to say to me.”

- “Now, is it not odd,” replied the old man, %ushmg aside his rond.
ing-desk, *is it not odd, Sir Charles Temple, that an old fellow like
me cannot make up his mind to do any single thing of the least
importance, without consulting a young fellow like you? .. .. T .
must make my will, Charles, I must indeed, . . . . I don’t think I

shall live Jong. That is the job I want to talk about.”
- “You do not feel ill, do you, my old friend ?*’ said the young man
kindly. “I have seldom’ seen you look better than you lo this
morning. I won’t let {ou take it into your head that you are 1ll.”

- “No, I donot feel 1ll, . . . . But that letter, Charles, that hateful
letter will be the death of me.” : e

“Make your will, Mr. Thorpe, al any rate,” replied Sir Charles,

133
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Tt is a duty that no man should neglect, especially when, like you,
he las a large -unentailed property to disposeof. . . . . But as to
that letter, my dear friend, you cannot surely persuade yourself that
it conveyed to you any new information? Ihd you not . ... ask
yourself the question, did you not feel quite as certain that your son
was dead before you received it as you do now P

“No, Sir Charles, I did not,—certainly, 1 did not.”

“If go, I am glad you have received it, for it must be better that
you shonld know the truth beyond the power of doubting it. But L
do not believe that any of those acquainted with the statements which
had reached you before, entertained an{; doubt of the fact. I, for
one, have never felt the shadow of a doubt.”

<t may be 0 . . . . and the thing is easily accounted for. Inno
other was there any wish to find it false : my poor erring hoy left no
one but his father to care much whether he lived or died . . . . but
even I can doubt no longer now. No one léut a laWﬁer, Temple,
could have got the fact and the manner of his death, authenticated as
it is here,” continued Mr. Thorpe, drawing forth a letter from his
pocket, and, for the second time, putting it into the hands of his
young friend. I am very glad that I made up my mind at last fo
gend out an agent to the Hast Indies, properly qualified, to set the
matter at rest. There can be no hopenow, Charles . . . . no shadow
of a chance, is there ? not even for such a head as mine to work
upon ! * ~
“ Most assuredly not, sir,” replied Sir Charles, after attentively re-
perusing the letter: “the date of his death, the malady which cansed
1t, and the registry of his interment, are all recorded here with a legal
precision that can leave no doubt; and I therefore fully agree with
you that you did the best thing possible in employing your lawyer
upon the subject, His professional sagacity has set the question at
rest for ever.”

“Yes . . . . X think so,” said the old man, Then, after heaving
one deep sigh as he replaced the letter in his Poeket, he resumed the
conversation in a more cheerful tone, saying, < Now, then, let us come
back to the subject of my will. Is there anif Lope that you will at
last listen 1o reason, Charles, and let me settle all I have upon you—
is there any hope of this?”

* Wot the slightest,” replied the young man, langhing.

“You are an obstinate, wrongheaded boy,” resumed Mr. Thorpe,
~ “gnd very unkind to me, into the bargain. You know perfectl well

that I love you betier than any one left, and yet you refuse to let me

serve you. 1f your estate were not so completely out ab elbows, I
would not ask you to let me repair it with mine; gut as it 1s, you are
guilty of great folly, to say the very least of it.” ;

“ Were not my estate so out at elbows, I should not have one hun-
dredth part so great an objection to accepting what you offer. . . . .
But, listen to me for one moment, my dear friend, w]{ﬂa T just state
the case as it stands betweenus, and then tell me if, in your heart and
conscience, you think the bequest you propose would really serve me.
My goodnatured father, and my thoughtless mother contrived
between them to eripple the Temple property so oumpietely, as to

e e gl 3 —




12 THE WAED.

leave me with somewhat less than a thousand a year to keep up ms
beautiful old mansion-honse, and enact the part of a lon; -descende:
young baronet. My dear mother, who, notwithstanding her exirava-
gance, 1 love most devotedly, is, as you know, lwing1 upon her join-
fure of double that sum, at Florence; while I despite the sage
counsel of all my uneles and oousins, Eersist innot letting my beloved
house, and divide my time very happily ‘between living ike a hermit
at Temple, and a dilettante at '&‘lorence, but without ever running in
debt, observe, anywhere. Now, the worst that can be said of this by
my rich neighbours is, that I am a queer fellow, and that my trumpery
little income is quite enough for me . . . . while from the poor ones
T know I shall get a kind word. And now, see how it would be with
me, Thorpe, were 1 to consent to what you propose? One of m
whims, as you well know, has been the likmg you, and your oid-woﬂs
lore, better than either hunting or horse-racing, and, accordingly,
about one-half the time I pass m Fngland is spent at your house.
But, though you let none of them come near you, there are, I believe,
a whole host of nephews and nieces, who, you may depend upon it,
have not lost sight of you, though you seem pretty completely to have
forgotten them ; and I will just beg you to reflect a ttle upon the
dignified figure 1 should make, if at your death it should be discovered
that our misanthropie, but very sentimental, intimacy hasended by my
coaxing you to leave me your estate.” disr g

_““Nonsense, Charles!”. . .. what on earth can it signify what
they say? . . .. I wish, with all my soul, I had never consulted you
on the subject, but had settled all I have upon, Jou without your
kﬂou;lqgge. 1 was an idiot for having ever said a word to you
about it.”

#71 give you my word of honour it would not have answered, Thorpe.
. "I should have sold the whole property, dead stock and live
stock included, my friend Pussy, perhaps, excepted, and divided the
money with the most exemplary equality between all your relations,
advertising for all who in either England or Wales could claim that
honour. So what should I have got, dear neighbour, but disgrace
and obloquy in the first instance, and labour and toil in the last ?”*

“ Say no more about i, then. . . . . A wilful man, you know, must
have his way. . . . . And this point, too, being settled, pass we to
the question who is to have my three thousand a year, if you won't

“The worthiest among your kin, if you know which that is; if not,
the nearest,” replied the young counsellor. 1

“Rut there are many equally near, Charles, and I positively know
little or nothing about any of them.”

“Divide if, then.” :

« No, I wor’t divide it. Though the acres are neither so beautiful,
nor so Jong-descended as those of Temple, they have belonged to us
for the respectable term of two hundred years or 50 and they shall
not be cut up. I tell you what, Charles, terrible as the bore will be,
T must see all these people and judge between them ; T must, indeed ;
it is the only thing left me that can satisfy my conscience, now that
you have so eruelly decided against me.” N

T4 will be a bore, I have no doubt of it, but you are quite right
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to endure it,” said his friend. “ And how is it to be managed P Will

you creep out of your hole, my old friend, and make a progress

]alruo%g,s,t them, or will you invite them all to come and be looked at
ere

“Creep out! . . . . Do you think that all the nephews and nieces
upon earth wounld make me do that? No, they must all come here,
and you must help me do the honours, Charles, and* help me to pass
judgment, too; a fitting punishment for your 0’bstmacy. I know you
will be hored to death, but you must not forsake me.”

“T1 won’t, Thorpe ; 1 wilf help you as well as I can : buf you know
my inother will expect me to get back to Florence in a month or six
weeks.

“We shall get it all over before that time, I hope,” said the old
gentleman, si %ing with anticipated weariness. “Ibegan about it last
night, before I had taken courage to try you once more . . . . that is to
say, T ordered Barnes to have all the rooms cleaned. . . There are
many of them that I have never entered since my wife died ; and I am
such an old fool that T want you to go with me mfo them for the first

time.

“With all my heart. . . . I shall like exceedingly to see what this
wide-spreading old pile may contain! for it is a positive fact, that I
have never entered more than three rooms; this one, the epitome of
all comfort; the library, and the dining-room.”

“ None other have had the windows open, I believe, since you took
to me, Charles, I will have Barnes in at once, and we will set off on
our l;;rr;)gress without the delay of a moment.”

The good dame was summoned, and this time was really many
minutes before she entered, having various alterations to make in her
toilette before it was possible she should appear before her master
and the young baronet; at length, however, she came in with a cap
and apron which had evidently tafke_n no part in the scouring, and
with as much composure of mien as it was possible to assume when
arrested in labours so vehement.

“Now, Barnes, then,” said her master, “let us set off. Sir Charles
has given up a day’s sport on purpose to see our old rooms. Lead
the way, there’s a good woman.”

“Dear me! dear me!” exclaimed the ]Ilmor housekeeper, greatly
distressed ; “ didn’t you tell me, sir, it should be for fo-morrow ?
on’t you please to remember you did, sir ?”

“Did Ig . ... Perhaps I did, Barnes; but what does that
signify? Open the windows at once, and if we see dust and
cobwebs now, we shall admire you the more if they all disappear
hereafter.” A

“ As to opening the windows, sir, I should be sorry if that had not
been done many hours ago.” ;

' “That's a good woman. . . . Now, then, your arm, Sir Charles.
When I am ready for any great work, I can’t bear to be sto ped.”

The strangel _rr_la,tchecf air of dear friends then sef off upon an
exploring expedition, which lasted for above two hours. The house
was a large one, and in addition to the great object of deciding what
it might be necessary to do, in' order to make the long-neElecte&



14 THE WARD,

rooms assume an aspect of comfort, Sir Charles found many things
to stop him. There were a few very good pictures, which, thanks to
Mrys. Barnes, were not at all the worse for their long seclusion; and
there were Indian screens, and ivory pagodas, and §nnny cabinets in
abundance, not to mention a very respectable collection of china
monsters, all exceedingly well deserving of admiration, as indicative
of the elegant style of decoration, which, * sixty years since,” drained
the purses of al{ persons of taste as effectually as carved oak and
heayy gilding do now. But while these venerable objects were
exciting the admiration of the young baronet, the owner of them
looked round with an air of melancholy that at length relieved itself
in words.

“T remember all these queer things as well as if T had turned away
from them but yesterday,” said he. “‘They were, I know, considered
to be rather in a by-gone taste twenty years ago, but now I suppose
they look to you, Charles, as curiosities that might have made part
of the decoration of the ark. Nobody cares for such sort of lumber
now.”

“They look venerable, but by no means obsolete,” replied his
friend ; ““ and many a fine lady that I know of, would still hold these
Iastern spoils in greabt respect. . ... Were there curtains and
carpets now in these two handsome rooms, and plenty of wax-
lights to show off your magnificent mirrors, there would be little to
find fault with, in your receiving rooms, Mr, ThorIl)e.”

* Carpets and curtains 2 . . . . repeated the old gentleman : “ If
I don’t forget, there were very rich carpets_and curtams here: but I
suppose they are all worn out by this time, Mrs. Barnes ?*

“Worn out, sir? . . . . What should have worn ‘em out? No-
body has ever set eyes upon the carpets or curtains either, except
one of the maids and me, twice every year, to see that there was no
moths at work npon them. TIf you had but have waited, sir.till to-
morrow morning, you would have seen that nothing has been neglected;
by that time everything would have been in its right place,” repliad

rs. Barnes with dignity.

“Hgad ! that’s good hearing, Charles. . . . I would rather leave
my old woman here a little money as areward for her care, than spend
it in carpets and curtains that might be used for a fnrtmg!ht, perhaps,
at farthest. . . . And the bed-rooms, Barnes, and the dressing-rooms,
and all the rest of it? . . . . You must forget nothing, or I shall be
in a terrible raﬁf; you may depend upon it.”

“ I hope nothing will be forgotten, sir. Tt is a long time certainly
sinee I have been called upon to prepare things for company; but
have not forgotten what, as T may say, I was brought up to, and b
the twenty-fourth of next month . . . . *twas Christmas-day you saiii
sir, wasn’t 62 . . . . ;

“The twenty-third, say the twenty-third, Barnes. Never mind
money . . . . only let me know what you want. . . . Have yon got,
Iinen? ... .echina? . ... all, and everything? T cannotundertake
to think about it ; I can only answer for the money.”

“ And that of course is the chief thing, sir,” observed the sagacious
housekeeper, leading the way up-stairs, and occasionally turning
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tound as she proceeded; “but I hope there will be less of that
wanted than you expect. As for linen, dear me! there’s enoug
of the finest and best to last the house for years, if it was as
full of company as it could hold all the time; and for the tea and
breakfast services, we are quite perfect; but I am afraid, with as
many as you talk of, sir, we shall want dishes and plates too, for the
dinners.”

“Well, if you must, yon must, Barnes. . . . But why won’t the
old plate do? . . . . I remember, Charles, your beantiful mother
telling her hushand one day, when they were dining here, that they
mustt{)uy a service of plate, because it was so very economical, on
account of its never breaking, and sure enough, there was a service
of plate at Temple the day you were christened . . . . but the dear
lady forgot thuth paid nothing for mine. My embassy gave me that,
an(f now, I suppose, 1 shall profit by the enduring qualities she s0
justly commended, . . . The plate can be cleaned up, Barnes, and
save the buying china—can’t it £ 4

“Tg there to be a plate dinner every day, sir?” said the startled
housekeeper. I didn’t understand that by what you said.”

“ And why not ? . . . . Tt will save money, I tell you”

“Yes, sir, that’s very true. . . . Only, we always reckon that a
dinner served on plate should be a little more elegant than is usual
for family parties that is to be repeated every day. A plain family
dinner looks jist nothing upen plate.”

% Never mind that, goody Barnes; I don’t mean to starve my
kindred. Every soul of them will come, expecting to be my heir,
and as every soul of them, save one (and God teach me to choose
well!) will be d]sappointedJ, the least I can do is to feed them well
while th?; remain under inspection.”

# * #* £

The progress throngh all the best apartments of the old mansicn
having been satisfactorily completed, the two gentlemen returned to
the usual sitting-room, when Sir Charles Temple, looking out upon
the party-coloured lawn, half green, half white, which was still bright
in sunshine, ventured to ask if his old friend had any further need of
him for the present. .

“Yes, to be sure I have,” was Mr. Thorpe’s reply, ‘I bave always
need of you;” however, he added, following the direction of the

oung man’s eye, “ 1 see you are fonging to take a dranght of the
rost with a penny-weight of this sunshine to correct it. 5o go your
ways, boy; only I wish you would come back and dine with me.
I supposé you know that you are to get for me a carriage, horses,
coachman, butler, footman, and groom ? Besides writing the invita-
tions, and everything else that does not come under the head of the
Barnes department.” .

“Am1?” said Sir Charles, laughing. “Where am I to get the
people from ?. Having so very little to do with servants mysel?, I am
about the last man you should apply to. Where am I to find these
fellows, "Chorpe £

“Where you please, my dear boy, and you may ive a year’s
wages for & month’s service if you will; but have them I mus,
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that is guite certain; but where to look for them, unless you help
me, Heaven only knows. For pity’s sake, Temple, don’t leave me in
the lurch !”

“I will do my best for you, depend upon it,” replied the young
man. “ As to a coachman, by the way, I know T can_suit you. My
mother’s old master of the horse, as s{e used to call Bridges, will be
delighted to get such a job; and his son Dick will serve for a groom
well enough. I will lend you my Frenchman, if you will, by way of
a footman; and the landlord of the Temple Arms, our sometime
butler, will resume his style and state in front of your sideboard
without making any diﬂieﬁt about it, if I ask it as a favour,” y

“Then ask 1t as a favour by all means, my dear friend. . . . Did
ever man hit upon so able an adviser? . ... I had no idea of
your genius. But go on, Charles : where are my coach-horses stabled
at Present -

“On the premises of your butler, I suspect. Joe Grimstone has a
pair or two of first-rate posters, and they shall be put upon double
allowance forthwith . . . . and now for the carriage. ere shall
we find that, neighbour Thorpe ? There positively must be a carriage,
you know.” ?

*Oh! excellent young man! How do I honour thee!” exclaimed
Mr. Thorpe, lifting up his hands and eyes in admiration. “ You have
not studied Cinderella for nothing, Sir Charles Temples; and there
is, I believe, still in the coach-house a sort of a pumpkin, which, once
upon a time, was a handsome coach, and which it is very likely may
turn into one again, if you set your femus to work upon it, Tam
quite sure there is nothing you can’t do.” y

““We may. see about that to-morrow, I suppose ?”’ said the baronet,
beseechingly.

“Yes . ... Lam almost tired now, as well as yourself, Charles.
. . . 8o go, mr dear boy, and come back by five o’clock to dinner.

e

here are the letters to write, Sir Charles! . . . . we must not forget

that . . . . they shall be ecircular, however, . . , . that will save
trouble, and look impartial into the bargain®

- “Verywell . . .. Iwillbehere,” ref}jhed the kind-hearted baronet;

and taking up his hat and his gun, he gave his old friend a nod, and
departed.

: CHAPTER IL

Irwas impossible that movements and consultations of so novel
and remarkable a nature could be carried on in the parlour, without
exciting something of the same kind in the kitchen and housekeeper’s
yoom, The cook, the dairymaid, and the boy, were laying their heads
together, after their hard day’s work in the first-named official resi-
dence; while Mrs. Barnes, and her niece, who acted as one of the
provisional housemaids, were doing the same over a refreshing eup
of tea in the second.

As few people knew so much of the matter as the worthy Mrs.
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Barnos herself, her explanation of it, for the benefit of her niece, may
be deserving attention.

“Now, do be patient, Nancy,” said the old lady, ““for one minute,
41l the tea is made and all’s eomfortable, and then T'll keep my pro-

mise and tell you every particular about 1t; and L can’t say but you.

deserve it, girl, for you have worked like a slave to-day. There . . .
now take up the toast, and fill up the pot, and sit down. . . . You
wast’t much more than five or six years old, Nancy, when %onr missis
died, and I don’t suppose you remember anything about her? You
don’t recollect what she was like, do you ?*

“ No, aunt, not a bit,” replied the young woman.

“So much the better for you; for as you did not know her, you
could mot grieve for her .. . . but everybody else did, Nancy—I
mean those that did know her—for she was the best and kindest lad
that ever lived. As long as she was spared, everything went well.
The only son, as you must have heard teﬁ! of scores of times, went on

well enough as long as she lived—or, at least, nobody at home ever

heard anything to the contrary; but very soon after she died, and
while poor master was still almost broken-hearted, he was found out
in more than one most good-for-nothing business , . . . the woman
af the 'shop was the worst, for-the hussy was married. Master was
like one distracted when 1t came out, and blew up Mzr. Cornilius sky
high, there’s no doubt of it ; but though it wasn't a bit more than he
deserved, nor so much neither, he wouldn’t bear it, and took himself
off, nobody knew where, for months. Then came letters to his poor
father, who, from being one of the most visiting gentlemen in the
whole country, had shut himself up and saw nobody. This letter, as
the dear gouci gentleman told me himself, had little comfort in it.
Tie was ashamed 10 come- back, he said—and to be sure, for that
matter, well he might be—so he asked for money to travel over the
whole world, I believe, and money he had, and for years he went on
roaming about, writing home once in six months or so, the poor old
%entleman growmﬁ sadder and sadder every year, till at last no more
etters came at all; and for six or seven years past, though it was

retty plain he was aead from his sending for no more money, master

as gone on hoping and hoping that he should have him back again;
till ahout a year ago he heard in some roundabout way or other, i
dor’t well know what, that he was certainly dead somewhere #other
end of the world; and the poor old soul, he certainly did the best
thing he could do, and that was, to send off letters to all the parishes
—1 suppose to the parsons and churchwardens and those sort of
people—for certificates of his death and burial, if dead and buried he
was, And, sure enough, it all came, signed and sealed, quite regular,
giving an account of his death at most satisfactory full length. . . .
So there was an end of all hopes and fancies upon his account, you

e.), i

“Then that, T suppose, was just before T came here last cleaning
bout,” said the niece, “for T mind his being low and poorly for some
days; and don’t you mind he wanted to fuke to his bed, only you
would not let him ??

““No, to be sure I wouldn’t, dear old gentleman! for what good
C
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could that do? *Twas just like lying down to dic on purpose. But
after all, Nancy, though he keeps a%out, and has y no busi-
ness whatever to keep his bed, I think he’s right in the main, about
not heing as he used to be. If you mind now, he never walks out,
let the sun shine as bright as ever 1t will; and though he keeps on
poking over his old books as usual, he never now busies himself with
writing down the curiousest things he finds in ’em as he used to
do .. .. so that altogether he is an altered man, Nancy, in more
ways than sending after his cousins; and we shall see a change, and
sleep under another roof than this, before Christmas comes round
again, or I am very much mistaken.”

The conversation then sank into whispered hopes and expectations,
in no degree inconsistent with the faithful and well-tried attachment
of the worthy housekeeper, but in strict, natural, and inevitable con-
formity to the feelings of all housekeepers, past, present, and to
come, when the robable termination of thirty years of meritorious
service 1s under discussion.

The old woman was quite right in most of her observations and
conjectures;; and in none more so than in that which pronounced her
master an altered man. For years he had cheered his existence by
fostering a vague and unsubstantial hope; and havmlg lost if, he was
preparing to die as methodically as he had lived. Notwithstanding
the change that had passed over him, however, the same indulgence
of whim that had ever marked his_character, still appeared in the
manner in which he did this. Nething could be much more dissimilar
than the circumstances and station in life of the relatives it was his
purpose to summon; but the letter addressed to each was precisely
the same, varying only in the address. v

Bir Charles Temple kept his wordll and as the clock struck five
returned with the promised rabbits and larks, and an appetite exceed-
ingly capable of doing honour to whatever Mrs. Barnes and her assist-
ants might place before him. {

The dinner, though utterly out of all ordinary rule, appearing by
_ one small dish at a time, was, as usual, excellent; and, for a while
woodcocks were discussed instead of wills, and excellent claret'made
the theme of unknown, unloved, and almost dreaded cousins, a gay

B
c‘@Bu*; both woodcocks and claret were at length dismissed, and the
business of the meeting bronght forward by Bir Charles Temple’s
saying, as he sipped a cup of Mrs. Barnes’s excellent coffee,—

“Now then, Mr. Thorpe, let me hear something more at large—
something illustrative and descriptive of the correspondents I am
about to address.” ; )

“ Your curiosity must feed on itself, Charles, till they arrive,” was
the reply, *for I know very little more about tzher_n than their names,
and not even so much as that.very perfectly; for if I have ever been
told how the younger branches were baptismally distinguished, I
have forgotten it. _However, 1 am willing to tell you all fk-qow. I
think I have mentioned before that there is not a Thorpe amongst
’aherclll:l never had a brother, and my four sisters have long been

ead. ; A
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“Then the company will be made up of their children, I presume,”
said Sir Charles; :

“Not altogether; for I have still three brothers-in-law, who must
of course be nvited, though I have certainly no intention of making
either of these gentlemen my heir. The person who married my
eldest sister is a Mr. Wilkyns, a Welshman, with a snug landed pro-
Ferty in Glamorganshire, of ahout fifteen hundred a year, which he
arms himself. He has, if I remember rightly, three daughters, and
I have certainly no intention of leaving my estate to gither of his
co-heiresses. . . . However, they must come.”

“Then of the young party you expect, three are already placed
hors de combat. is will simplify the business a little. But are
there no lad hairns among them ?” inquired Sir Charles,

“Yes, my sister Margaret left two sons; she was the third, and
married the last of all. I don’t think the boys are grown up yet.
Their father is a Mr. Spencer,”who holds a good situation in the
Treasury, and of course lives in London. . . . His wife died very
soon after the last boy was born, and 1 have never seen him_since.
Mary, my second sister, married an officer, and went to India with
him, and died there.' She left a houseful of children, but most of
them are dead, I believe ; and Major Heathcote married again almost
immediately, and has got a hundred more clildren, I fancy, for I hear
they are very poor. Jane, my youngest sister, made a miserable
match with a young curate called Martin, who, being the cadet of a
cadet of a house—which, éven in its elder branch, is neither very ~
respectable nor very rich—literally began housekeeping with about.
two hundred a year. As Miss Jane married in open defiance of both
her husband’s family and her own, she had no settlement ; and having
spent a considerable part of her small fortune, she very prudently
died last year., Her husband was gathered to his illustrious ancéstors
some time before, and all that remains of their silly marriage is one
child . . . . whether boy or 1gh'l Ir i[forget- but whichever it is,
the child has heen adopted, I hear, by Major Heatheote. . . . And
now, Temple, you know all I can tell you about these people, all of
whom, I am ready to confess, I have neglected more than I ought to
have done. . . . But I have not been appy, Charles; and though
God knows I wish that all the young paop{c may have turned out
better than my poor boy, I feel no inclination to see it.”

“You are going to atone handsomely to one of them, at any rate,”
replied Sir Charles; “and perhaps you have done more ﬁwd. than
harm in not letting them all live for years in a state of doubt and
expectation, which would Erobably have been the case, had you
brought them round you when you had first reason to fear that you

ad lost your son. And now for the letters, then. "We must not
Prejudge this really important question, Thorpe; but I confess, pro-
vided there be a boy amongst them, that I feel some partial yearnings
towards Major Heathecote’s race. He must be a kind-hearted fellow,
must he not, to have encumbered himself with another child, when,
by your account, he had rather more than enough before ?*

* “Yes, that seems to speak well for him, certamly. I totally forget
what sort of person he was, for, 151 fact, I never saw him but once,

e
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and that was the day he married. . . . He was very Jhandsome, and
that is all I remember of him. . . . Here’s my letter, Charles, and I
will get you to copy it three times over.” :

Sir Charles took the paper, and smiled as he cast his eye upon i.
“Very concise, friend Thorpe,” said he, “ and the copying it three-
fold will not be a work of great labour.” )

“Coneise! . . . Merey on me, boy! . . . Do you think I want to
write them an essay on my forlorn condition, and the result of it ?
Bl;ead JEii: aloud, Charles, and I shall be able to jndge if it be anywise
abrupt.”

8ir Charles obeyed, and read as follows :—

“Mr. Thoape, of the Combe, Herefordshire, requests the compan:
of # % % ¥ % {0 pass a fortnight of the Christmas holidays wit
him af his paternal mansion, it being his wish to become personally
acquainted with all his father’s deseendants before he deparfs this life.

“Mr. Thorpe would prefer that # % * % * should arrive at the
Coml{le in time to dress for a six o’clock dinner on the 23rd of next
month.”

“That °s very well, T think, Charles; exacily what I meant to
express, and no more,” said the old gentleman. “Now, if you will
just get up, and walk to that table, you will find pens, ink, paper, and
sealing-wax, all ready.” LpEa ; :

The young baronet followed the directions given him, and Elacinv
a fair quire of post before him, began his task, which, as he haﬁ
'observe?i, not being one of g"reat labour, was speedily accomplished,
No sooner were the three letters sealed than Jem was ordered to

allop with them to the post; and this important deed done, Mk,

'horpe guietly returned to his ordinary tone of conversation, which
consisted, for the most %art, of rambling, but very graphic sketches
of ‘seenes through which he had. passr:g, when filling the station of
minister at the court of Madrid; and references, more interesting
still to the fancy of his young companion, to an inconceivably exten-
sive mass of antiquarian lore, collected during long years of solitary
reading, and embracing an_ extent so varigus as to render any specific
description of its object impossible; unless, indeed, the acquiring
information which no other individual was likely to possess may be
stated for it.

CHAPTER IIL

As o brief introduction of the Earti.es addressed by Mr. Thorpe’s
invitations, the three replies shall be given :— :

7 Siw, :
“Myself and my three danghters will have the pieasure of waitin
upon you on the 23rd of next month, at the fime mention_ed.—-%
remain, dear sir, yours, “CrariEs Lroyp WILKINS.

“ Llanwellyn f[mdge, 30th Nov. 18—, iy ?
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“My pEAR BROTHER,

“Your invitation is very pleasing to us all, and, to say the truth,
we should all like to accept it ; but this, of course, cannot be, as we
are twelve in family ; that is fo say, myself, my second wife, my sen
and daughter by my excellent first wife, your worthy sister Mary
nine young ones 0¥ different ages by my present good wife, an
Sophia Martin, the orphan child of your poor sister Jane, whom we
have taken to live withus ; because, poor thing, there did not seem to
be anyhody else to take care of her. ~ My wife and I agree inopinion
that as it is your wish, as you say, to become acquainted with all
your father’s desecendants, our nine young ones are out of the ques-
tion, and therefore, must all be left at home. We, therefore, propose
bringing my eldest girl Florence, who is your own niece ; Algernon,
her brother, who is likewise your own nephew, but very sickﬁf, poor
fellow ; and Sophia Martin, who, as T said before, is the child of your
sister Jane. Hoping that this arrangement will meet your wishes,—
I remain, dear brother, affectionately yours,

“ArcEryoN HEATHCOTE.
“ Bamboo Cottage, 30th Nov. 18—.” 3

“My pEAR Sin,

“I am happy to say that my two sons, being about to return from
Eton for the%lolidays, will be able to accompany me to the Combe,
by the 23rd of next month. T shall have much pleasure in presenting
them fo their maternal uncle, and heg to subseribe myself,—Dear
sir, yours very faithfully, “Wau, Cavenpise GoRDON SPENCER.

* Whitehall Place, 30th November 18—.”

On the receipt of these letters, Mrs. Barnes was duly informed
that she was to %repare for the reception of one dozen guests, all of
whom were to be furnished with food, lodging, and attendance be-
fitting the near relations of her master. This was quite enough.

. Barnes, with carte blanche as to expense, cam'e& on her pre-
parations with equal zeal and ability ; Sir Charles Temple did exactl
what he said he would do, and the subordinates on all sides proved
themselves worthy of trust and high pay; so that by the 23rd of
December, everything in and about the Combe looked much as it
would have done, had its master been possessed of Aladdin’s lam
and ring, instead of only a resolutg will and a long purse. 154
.. Amidst a good deal of affected indifference as to their ﬁroceedmgﬂ,
1t was not diffienlt to perceive that Mr. Thorpe was well pleased by
the effective activity otP his coadjutors, and that he eyed the renewed
splendour of his long-neglected mansion with considerable satisfaction;
nevertheless, the friendly baronet often caught a sigh, doubtless given
to the memory of the lost heir, even when the old man seemed most
gaily to approve the renovated aspect of all around him.

The important day at length arrived, and with it the expected

ests. The first carriage that rattled over the micely-weeded bub
ong silent drive, was the haek post-chaise which conveyed Major

rs. Heatheote, Sophia Martin squeezed in bodkin between then;i
and their son Algernon and their daughter Florence on two de
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boxes hefore them, which not ouly served as seats but contained also
a very considerable portion of the travelling wardrobe of the family.
Sir’ Charles Temple’s Frenchman, his mother’s ci-devant coachman,
together with the promised Dick, his son, and Jem, lately the boy of
all‘work, all stood in flaming liveries to receive them in the ‘hall;
while, with an air of dignity which imparted much of its own con-
sequence to the household, the portly Mr. Grimstone, in the ve
best style of butler costume, was stationed with his hand on the lock
of the drawing-room door, ready to vociferate whatever names should
be given him._ / :
ese inferior, or at any rate uninterested functionaries, performed
the duties consigned to them in a very able manmer, and without
having their nerves in the slightest degree affected by the appearance
of those upon whom their services were first bestowed. Buf far
different was the state of Mrs. Barnes. At this eventful moment
she stood on the first landing-place of the great stairs, the very model
in dress and general appearance of what a country gentleman’s
housekeeper ought to be, when, in addition to all the importance
belonging to the station, she possesses that sort of indescribable
dignity which ever attaches, where mistress there is none, to the per-
son who ranks first among the women-kind of an establishment. Her
nieee Nancy was a stair or two above her, equipped to enact the part
of ladies’-maid; while two more exceedingly spruce-looking damsels
stood ready in the rear, to carry band-boxes, run for warm water,
take possession of cords and travelling cloaks, and, in & word, to per-
form all the multifarious services which the experienced Mrs. Barnes
knew were required when ladies arrived, as she was led to expect
would probably be the case on the present occasion, without their
abigails. So well arranged were all these matters, that had a few
unattended duchesses been unexpectedly added to the company, the
self-possessed Mrs. Barnes would have felt in nowise alarmed for the
result . . . . but great was her dismay when from her place of
vantage she looked down upon the party who first -appeared to par-
take of the welcome - that had been in all points so assiduously
prepared, 'The first person who reached that part of the hall whieh
was within sight of the scrutinizing eye of the housekeeper, was
Mys. Heatheote. Had Mrs. Barnes seen her twenty years before,
however defective she might even then have found her fournure (for
Mrs. Barnes was exceedingly aristoeratic in her taste), she could not
have refused to acknowledge that’she was very pretty; but sixtcen
times within that period Providence had blessed her house with
increase, and each successive process of maternity having left her
with very considerable additional plun}ﬁ)ness, her form had now
arrived at a state of rotundity that foreibly suggested the idea of a
sphere, Nor was her costume more in accordance with Mrs. Barnes’
taste, than her person; for the cloak that kept her warm was of a
coarse fabric . . . . the wires of her black and yellow satin bonnet
had heen buffeted amidst the many heads in the postchaise into a
Shaﬁe by no means fayourable to her general air and appearance;
while the waddling gait, probably inevitable upon the supervention
of so remarkable a degree of embonpoint, rendered her altogether as
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eat & contrast as can be well imagined to the graceful ladies she
ad hoped to see making a part of this family meeting. The three
oung people followed, straggling and apart; but all that Mrs.
armes could ascortain concerning them was, that one of the girls
was considerably shorter than the other, though neither of them
looked ehildish, and that the youth, who was the tallest of the threc,
was chiefly remarkable for the accumulation of worsted warmth-
prescrvers that enveloped his slender person. Major Heatheote,
after seeing that all the luggage was taken out, and paying the post-
boy, rejoined his weighty rib as she stood before the drawing-room
door, which she had desired might not be opened till he came up ;
and then bending his tall thin form sideways, so as to enable his lady
to reach his arm with her fingers, he gave a military signal to the
butler that he might advance, and in another moment they had passed
from before the eyes of the housekeeper.
. On entering the splendid drawing-room, the party found themselves
in the presence of an old man and a young one, to %et-h_of whom they
were equally strangers.  Sir Charles 'I‘em‘fle was standing hefore the
fire, but Mr. Thorpe had already advanced towards the door m order
to receive them. Had not that admirable rifacimento of a butler,
Mr. Joseph Grimstone, while obeying Mrs. Heathcote’s wishes for
delay, stiﬁ kept the drawing-rcom door ajar, it is probable that the
glulosophical—seemjng old gentleman would not have been led to
emonstrafe quite so much eagerness; buf, as it was, the Major and
his lady had scarcely been announced, and passed the door, ere each
had a hand very cordially taken by their venerable host. This cir-
cumstance made_a strong impression on the husband and wife, who,
being both of them blessed with kind hearts and loving tempers,
immediately conceived such an impression of Mr. Thorpe’s disposition
as set them at their ease with him, which probably might not have
been the case had their first enfrée been otherwise arranged.

As soon as this first hand-shaking was ended, Mr. Thorpe LPraceecled
to the examination of the three young persons who greeted his eyes,
as the figures of his very tall ang very round i:uests passed on.  The
first who approached him was a tall slight girl, whose features it was
not very easy to distinguish, for a close bonnet _showed more cap
beneath it than face, and a thick green gauze veil, tied over all, left
little by which to judge whether the damsel were well-looking or the
reverse. '

“ And who are you, my dear ?*"said the old man, again stretching
forth & welcoming hand. f ;

“Florence Heatbeate, sir,” replied a timid but not unpleasing
voice.

Major Heathcote here suddenly turned back in his progress towards
the weleome fire, saying, “ God bless my soul! I beg your pardon,
sir, but my fingers are so frost-bitten, that I quite forgot the c nildren,
poor things ! . . . That’s Florence, your sister Mary’s sixth child, but
the eldest that I have left alive, ami the only healthy one that my poor
dear first wife ever bore. . . . . And this little lass,” he continned,

: hnn%ng forward a young Jady apparently about the same age as his
-daughter, but considerably shorter, * this is Sophia Martin, your poor
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sister Jane’s little girl, and all that she left behind her, poor soul!
. ... And this is my son Algernon, Mary’s seventh child . . . a
very clever lad, I assure you, but not quite so stout, poor boy, as L
couid”wish, though a deal better, a great deal better, than he has

eern.

The first of the three young people passed on towards the fire with-
out obtaining more than a passing glance from her uncle ;. but not so
the second. Sophia Martin_was infinitely better dressed than her
cousin ; not, indeed, that a London ]adg of middling station would
have discovered anything in the dress of either, sufficiently comme i
fawt to be worn before the eyes of strangers; but SBophia’s appearance
indicated great care and neatness. Her hair, notwithstanding the
unfavourable weather, was in perfect order; and instead of stepping
forward, like Florence, as soon as Mr. Thorpe released her hand, she

aused, and looked up mildly but earnestly in his face, and seemed to
inger near him, as if hoping for further notice.

The ‘old man returned her gaze with equal earnestness, and nof
content with holding one hand, took the other also, saying, as he

arted the natural curls upon her forehead, * This, then, is poor
ga.ne’s orphan girl, is it? . . . . She i3 not quite like what her
mother was at her age, but she wonderfully resembles my poor boy.
His hair curled just as hers does, and her smile is exactly like him. I
never saw a girl so like a boy,—and yet, dear little soul! there is
nothing masculine about lier, either.”

"These words were followed by one of the sighs that had latel
become habitual to him; but he shook his ETey head, as if to get riﬁ
of the melancholy impression, and passed on, with a kind smile,
to the young Algernon, who stood shivering within a step of
the door.

“You look half frozen, my dear boy,” said he, laying his hand on
the lad’s shoulder, and leading him on towards the fire ; ““and yet you
are capitally well wrapped up, too.”

1 took care of that, sir,”” said Mrs. Heathcote, assiduously releas-
ing her step-son from a few of his worsted envelopements. “ Algernon,

~ though much better than he has been, 1s far from being guite fit to

travel in such weather as this . . . . but the dear Ma{'or would bring
him, sir,” she continued, twinkling her bright little eyes at her
hushand; “so all T could do was to wrap him up well. To be sure, it
would not have been fair to leave him af home. He is a good boy,
sir, and a quick one too, I promise you. I packed you up well,
Algernon, didn’t 17 g

T should have been dead if you had nof, mother,” said the lanky

 lad, nestling close beside his plump and smiling step-dame.

Sir Charles Temple here gave the first indication of not being a
statue, for he looked at Mrs. Heathcote with a benevolent smile, and
gaid, “I hope you took care of yourself too, Mrs. Heatheote, for it is

' freezing tremendously hard.”

Before the lady could reply, Mr. Thorpe Proc_eeded to introduce his
friend to the party. “I bez your pardon! I have lived so long by
myself, that 1 forget how to d)z) the honours groperly. Mzrs. Heath-
cote,—Major Heathcote,—permit me to introduce my excellent young
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friend and neighbour, Sir Charles Temple. . . . . Young ladies, you
must not think the worse of him when I tell you that he is the only
man in the whole neighbourhood . . . . and it is a friendly neigh-
bourhood too . . .. bubt he is the only one uwpon whom I have
ventured freely to bestow all the rusty, crust[‘;, creaking feelings with
which an old man is sure to get charged when he lives alone. . . .
And T wish you were a little stouter, Algernon, for, in addition to the
atience which enables him to bear grey hairs and long stories, he is
lessed with as unwearied a perseverance in hunting, shooting,
2ca}:flqpering, and so on, as if the gift of sitting still were unknown
0 him.”

This produced a cowrtesy and friendly simper from Mrs. Heath-
cote ; a respectful military how from the Major; from Algernon, a
]Eretty hard stare from a pair of prodigiously large blue eyes; from

lorence, the raising of rather remarkably well-fringed lids, which
had been hitherto closed as she painfully thawed her hands; and from
Sophia, 4 fixed look of nearly a minute long, unmistakably expressive
of approbation—a look, indeed, speaking, but seemingly mvoluntary,
for the minute after her eyes were bent upon the floor, and notwith-
standing the cold which she evidently shared with the rest of the party.
she/drew from the circle surrounding the fire, and sought to conceal
herself behind the ample person of her aunt.

The next moment another movement in the hall gave notice of a
fresh arrival, and with as little delay as if the I;larty 1ad driven only
rom a neighbouring parish, Mr. Spencer and his two sons entered
the room.

. Jf any illustration were wanting of the superiority of a comfortable
travelling carriage, over the raftling windiness of a hack post-chaise,
it might have been furnished by the striking difference in condition
between this party and the former one.

Mr: Spencer, who was a_very gentlemanlike-looking person, of
middle stature and of middle age, showed no indication whatever
of having suffered from cold; his outer dress was indeed richly
trimmed and lined with fur, and a lamp, that during the whole journey
had burned within the carriage, had, with the nearly air-tight con-
struction of the vehicle itself, effectually guarded him and his young
companions from the frost. The two lads were as gentlemanlike and as
warmly clad as their father, and the whole group had an air of fashion
and of ease, which infinitely improved the spirits of Mrs. Barnes, as
she watched their progress through the hall. Nor was it altogether
lost upon her master either ; Mr. Thorpe, though grown into a rustic
humorist, had been a graceful and aristocratic personage in his
younger days, and the address and appearance of Mr, Spencer pro-
duced on him the effect that a flourish of trumpets does upon an
old charger. He braced his limbs, raised his somewhat stooping
chest, and made a bow that would not have disgraced St. James’s,

““It is a long time since I had the pleasure of seeing you, sir,” said

Mr. Spencer, with much suavity of manner, as he resented his hand;
“but I am happy to perceive that you are still looking remarkably

-well,  Give me leave to present your nephews to you. . . . This is

Bentinek, my eldest son, and this, Montagu Manchester, my youngest
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... . hoth of them very anxious to become better acquainted with
their uncle.” :

“T am happy to see both them and you, sir,” replied Mr. Thorpe.
“You are come to me through very severe weather, as are also Major
and Mrs. Heatheote, and these young people, who, by marriage, have
the honour of calling you uncle . . . . but you do not seem to have
suflered so severely %y the cold as they have done !”*

“ My carriage is very well built, I believe. Major Heathcote, I am
happy to renew my acquaintance with you,” continued the official
gentleman, presenting his hand. “One has got so completely into
the habit of running to the Continent whenever one is not wanted in
London, that it is to difficult to keep up any personal intercourse with
friends in the country. . . . These young people are your children, I
Rresume? . . . Pray make me acquainfed with them. Bentinck,

fontagu, here are three young cousins for you to make friends of.”

“They are all cousins to your sons, Mr. Spencer, that is certam,
though they are not all my children. This is Sophia Martin, the
little girl that poor Jane, my wifg’s sister, and your wife's sister, left
behinglhm'.” s

Mr. Spencer bowed to Miss Martin, and received in return a low
courtesy, and a glance to the face he bent towards her, indicative of
the deepest respect and gentlest gratitude. :

“Tlorence ! Algernon!” said Major Heathcote, calling forward his
children from the other side of the fire-place, “ come and pay your
compliments to your uncle Spencer.” [

Florence obeyed by advancing a step, and bending her slender neck ;
but her brother Algernon kept his place beside his step-mother, and
contended himself by saluting his new relations by raising his remark-
ibl{l large eyes, and in a sligtilt degree bending his remarkably small

e

ad.
“ And now, then, let me present to you my friend, Sir Charles
Temple, and the whole circle will be known to each other,” said Mr.

Thorpe.
_*Bir Charles Temple ?” repeated Mr. Spencer, advancing towards
him with animation, “I beg your pardon! . ... It is just about

three years since I met you at Florence, I hoyle Lady '1‘_emtple is
well. ‘Is she still in that fairest of cities? The light is failing
certainly, but I cannot conceive how I could be in the room with you
for an instant, and not remember you.”

As 8ir Charles Temple, though he met the hand extended to him,
very civilly, had not in fact the slightest recollection of ever having
seen Mr. Spencer hefore in his life, he could only say in return, that
his mother was quite well when he last heard from her, and that she
still continued stationary at Florence.

This interesting recognition over, Mr. Thorpe turned to Mis.
Heatheote, and suggested the expediency of‘the ladies retiring to their
rooms, in order to dress for dinner, adding, * Though the Wilkyns
family are mot arrived, that is no reason why the rest of the party
should dress in a hurry.”

The proposal was willingly accepted, bells were rung, candles
ordered, and Mrs, Barnes desived to appear. To do that excellent
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person justice, it is but fair to state that althouch a neaver view of
the dress of the three ladies now consigned to her care did in no
degree tend to inerease the valuation she had in the frst instance put
upon them, her manners were quite as attentive and respectful as if
a party of peeresses had come to take possession of her nicely-pre-
pared rooms instead ; and it was only when her ears informed her by
the approach of another earriage over the gravel that the third division
of the company was arrived, that she resigned her post_in Mrs,
Heathcote’s dressing-room to her niece Naney, the young ladies, each
in their separate rooms, being attended by one of the provisional
soubretles of the mansion. .
The next moment the sound of more trunks ascending was heard
and then the creaking of a pair of heavy boots and the tripping and
- the tittering of some young ladies. . . . And then all was hushed
throughout the house, each room nevertheless being the separate
scene of earnest occupation . . . . till the whole company were assem-
bled to%ether in the drawing-room just one minute hefore the great
dinner-bell gave notice that the table was spread.

CHAPTER IV.

Tre last persons who entered ‘the drawing-room at this general
muster were, as might have been expected, those who last left it,
namely, Mr. Wilkyns and his three daughters. The squire of Llan-
wellyn Lodge himself did not, indeed, bestow much time upon his
toilette, returning to the drawing-room much in the same condition
that he left it, save that he had removed an enormous pair of overalls
from his nether limbs, leaving' his dress in what he considered as a
fitting condition for any society in Kurope. In appearance this gen-
tleman was very nearly a giant, standing six feet four inches out of
“his shoes, and presenting a mass of hone muscle, and sinew, in per-
fect proportion to his height. To assert that his soul accorded with
his body might be considered as equal to saying that he had a lofty
soul; therefore the expression must be avoided, as being liable to an

- erroneous interpretation: nevertheless, in one sense it was strietly
true, for if the body of Squire Wilkyns was heavy, his sonl was at
least equally so 4 ang the same vis izertie which rendered it difficult
to put the one in motion, appeared to keep the other for ever stag-
nant also, But if his intellect was slow, so were his passions. Squire
Wilkyns had but one propensity in the world which ever approached
to vice, and this one very rarely carried him far enough to deserve the
epithet . . . . he loved good strong heady port wine, and of ale could
swallow with impunity as much as wou){dp intoxicate three ordinary
men ;- hut in this, as in all else, the effect within him was so slow, that
ere exhilaration reached such a climax as to become apparent, the vinous
miluence had evaporated, and nothing hut a little aﬁ)itionai' heaviness
about the eyelids gave signalof the copious debauch. Of allthings living,
Squire Wx.ﬁ(yns certainly loved his dlxjmghterﬁ best ; but there were no
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incongruities in his nature, and his affections travelled at the same pace
as his senses, his intellect, and his limbs, To have produced something
approaching to the sensation felt by an ordinary parent at seeing the
light drapery of a daughter approach a candle too nearly, Mr. Wilkyns
must have seen all his three enveloped in flames ; and ere the pang
could reach him which the heightened pulse of a darling child is in
general enough to give, it would have been necessary for him to
witness the last feverish_gaspings of struggling life. Au reste, if he
had no strongly attached friends, he was without an enemy in the
world ; and if the ecstasies of high-wrought sensibility were unknown
to him, so also were all the deep-felt miseries of human life. y

Of his three daughters, one was rather pretty, one rather ugly, and
the third neither the one nor the other. In all other respects they
were so extremely like what the great majority of young ladies would
be under similar circumstances, that it is not necessary o enter into
any detailed description. They all knew very well that they were
co-heiresses, and that when papa died thE{ should have £500 a year
each . . .. which in Wales is a good deal for a young lady. They
also knew that papa never scolded about the hills for their wardrobes,
if they did not exceed a hundred and ﬁfgy pounds per annum for the
three; so they were nicely dressed, and altogether felt themselves
entitled to be considered as

¢ Ladies of very great fashion in Wales.”

The summons to dinner followed so quickly upon the entrance of
the three sisters, that little or no introduetion of them to the rest of
the party took place. But they were not_ignorant of the object of
the meeting; and knowing that the grey-headed old gentleman was
their unele Thorpe, the handsome young man Sir Charles Temple . . . .
* and all the rest. their near relations,” they very judiciously smiled,
and assumed the appearance of being in great good humour and quite
at their ease.

When the welcome sound of * Dinner is on the table,” reached the
ears of Mr. Thorpe, he immediately presented his arm to Mrs. Heath-
cote, but paused a moment before he passed out to say, “Sir Charles
Temple, be pleased to give your arm to my eldest niece, Miss Wil-
kyns, . . . . and the uncles and cousins must come after as chance
or choice may pair them,” he added in a whisper to his plump com-

anion; for, upon my word, excepting in the case of my sister Wil-
Eyns’ eldest %n-l, I know nothing about the young people’s ages, and
therefore could not venture to marshal them.”

“ They will all find their places fast enough if they are as hungry
as I am, sir,”” said Mrs. Heathcote, waddling onward, in excellent
spirits at the warm comforts that had greeted her arrival, and antici-
pating more solid consolation still from the ceremony they were now
about to engage in. But on entering the dining-room she started.
The sumptuous style in which the table was spreaﬁ, the massive plate,
the rich hangings, the fine mirrors, and abundant lights, absolutely
dazzled her ; and she very unceremoniously exclaimed, *“Good gracious,
how beautiful! . . . . and my goodness! what a dinner ”

This burst of genuine applause was not so gratifying to the feelings
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of the venerable host as those who knew him not might have expected.
Mzr. Thorpe, in the state of mind which the defection of his son had
caused, had found his best relief in withdrawing himself almost en-
tirely from the world in which he had formerly taken an active and
often a distinguished part ; yet, while exerting his ingenuity to kee
himself out of sight of those who could not sympathize with him, an
affecting in his household establishment, and manner of life, an almost
rustic simplicity, he had not in reality lost a jot of the refinement
which hatf once distinguished him; and lpoor Mrs. Heatheote’s un-
measured admiration of his dinner was as little to his taste now, as it
would have been when he was accounted the most finished gentleman
that England had ever sent as her representative to Madrid.

For a moment something like a harsh feeling of vexed mortification
took possession of him, and he inwardly groaned as he contemplated
prophetically all he should have to endure during the ensuing fort-
night. But hardly had he got rid of the lusty arm which had rested
upon his, and having placed her, according to his program, in the place
next that intended for himself, moved with a hasty step to the other
side of the table : then his conscience reproached him; he felt heartily
ashamed of his own weakness, and makine his way back again to
her side more rapidly than he had quitted it, seated himself with
philosophic toleration elose to her, determined to atone for his con-
temptible movement of ill-placed vexation by making the good lady
the object of his most especial politeness as long as she stayed,

This accidental getting into disgrace with himself was the most
fortunate thing that could have happened to Mr, Thorpe, as it effec-
tually set him upon his good behaviour, and enabled him to endure

_the heavy work of entertaining a large party of strangers, for not dne
of whom he entertained the slightest affection, considerably hetter
than he would have done without it.

The order of arrangement also, as they came in, rather amused him;
and this, too, helped him on in the performance of his task. The Welsh
giant Mr. Wilkyns, before whom it seemed that all had given way,
was the first that entered, perfectly unconscious that, though handing
no lady himself, he was preceding all those who did.” A sharp fecling
of hunger led him to step out more briskly than usual; and whenever
this was the case, all those among whom he passed invariably stood
aside. Then followed Sir Charles Temple and Miss Wilkyns, the
lady’s countenance still somewhat expressive of the feeling which
rendered the arm of the baronet a doubtful advantage, seeing that it
was assigned to her by her ill-mannered uncle solely because she was
his eldest niece . . .. Llanwellyn Lodge and all its acres evidently
not entering into his consideration at all. Then came Mr. Spencer
and Miss Eldruda Wilkyns ; that gentleman being far too well ac-
quainted with the laws of good society 1o balance between the second
Miss Wilkyns, albeit she was not the pretty Miss Wilkyns, and any
other young lady of the party. Mr. Bentinck Spencer and Mr. Mon-
tagu Spencer thought it proper in this land of strangers to take care
of each other, and, without absolutely pushing before the ladies, con-
trived to slide into the dining-room cﬁ)se together, pari passu, with
their papa. Then came the rather pretty Miss Wilkyns all alone
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. . .. then Algernon and Florence, hand-in-hand . . . . and then the
cood-natured Major Heatheote, bringing up the rear with Sophia
Martin under his arm. ’ R i

"'his was certainly far unlike the gallant style in which guests had
formerly been marshalled on entering that noble dining-room. Poor
Thorpe hacdly knew whether to smile or weep af; the contrast, till he
caught the laughing eye of Sir Charles; that settled the matter af
once. The old gentleman smiled gaily on them all, and calling to
each by name, as they entered, endeavoured to arrange them some-
what better than they seemed able to arrange themselves.

Whether it were on the scriptural principle, that she who was last
should be first, or because he still fancied that he traced a resem-
blance between the yonne lady and his lost son, may be doubtful;
but it was the meek-looking Sophia Martin whom he called to the
second post of honour next himself.

“ Dear goodness !” exclaimed Mrs. Heathcote, as the young lady,
with downcast eyes, took the place assigned her, “why, Sophia, my
dear, ouly think of you being the one to sit next uncle Thorpe! . . . .
‘What will the Welsh young ladies say to it, eh, Sophy P>

“T trust, dear aunt, that it will not give them pain!” replied
Sophia, in a voice that seemed almost tremulous from timidity, and
at the same time half rising from her chair.

<Pain. my doar? . . . . Why should it#” . . . ._said Mr. Thorpe,
smiling kin if onher. . ... “ Nobody must take it into their heads
to feel pain here, or I shall certainly quarrel with them. Sit down,

my dear, sit down. You have got very pﬁ'f_:tt hair, Sophy.”

While the soup and fish went round, Mr. Thorpe, and Sir Charles
Temple also, took advantage of the brilliant light, which now, for the
first time, fairly gave to their view the features of the whole party,
and deliberately examined them. Notwithstanding the disgarity of
age, there was generally very excellent sympathy between these two
gentlemen, nor did it fail them on the present occasion. Fach formed
the same, and, with one or two exceptions, a prettﬂ just_estimate of
the party around them; the only points on which they differed be'ng
that Sir Charles t_hougilt Sophia Martin the plainest girl in the coxn-

any, excepting his own Miss Wilkyns, and that Mr. Thorpe thougut
Eer decidcé]ly the prettiest . . . . excepting, indeed, Florence Heath-
cote, who, now that her cap and bonnet were removed, would cer-
tainly have been thought pretty by most people. ~Buf she was quite
at the other end of the tablle, and so much engaged in listening to her
brother Algernon, that he could tml{1 see her profile. As the dinner
went on and the wine went round, the voices of the guests began by

entle desrees to he heard ; that is to say, Mr. Spencer observed to

liss Laura Wilkyns, that the frost appeared very like to continue;
to which she replied, that she hoped he was mistaken, as it perfectly
destroyed her, ~ Algernon said to his sister, q}l)ute loud enough to he
heard across the table, “I wonder if there be any library here?”
... . Montagu, addressing Bentinck considerably above a whisper,
proposed that they should call for champagne, and Major Heath-
cote and his lady conversed across the table fearlessly, and with

_all the affectionate kindliness of their natures congratulated each
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other 'im looking so much more comfortable than when they first
arrived.

My dearest Major!” eried the lady, by no means soffo voce, but
with a mouth so full as to be intelligible to none but the dear accus-
tomed ear she addressed—* my dearest Major! don’t let that dish

ass! you never did, no never, taste anything so good.” & :

“Thank ve, Poppsy dear. . . . Ull have a taste at it in a minute
. . . and you mustn’t forget the currie, I promise you. . . . 1 ought
$o know something about currie,” turning to Miss Winifred ‘Wilkyns,
_ who sat beside him,  considering the time I was in India.”

“ Will you take wine wi_tﬁ me, Mr. Wilkyns?” demanded
Mr, Spencer with a courtly smile. J

It took some time before the Welsh squire apgcal‘ed to hear and
fully understand this: but when he did, he replie rather solemnly,
“1 would prefer taking some ale, sir.”

“You will think you are got among the Goths and Vandals,” said
Miss Wilkyns to her elegant uncle, “Yut papa is as proud of ‘his ale
as of his pedigree, and despises wine almost as much as the merchant
who imports it.” e L

“ Really!” replied Mr. Spencer, holding his champagne glass to be
replenished by the butler. “There is something most anciently
Britannic in that. . . . I admire if excessive]g.” ¢
. “What was that you said about my library, my young sir?”
inquired Mr. Thorpe, good-humouredly addressing Algernon,

“T said nothing about your library, sir,” replied the pale youth,
blushing a little . . . . “for I do not know if you have got one.”

“ That is cautious, correct, and logical, Algernon,” said his uncle,
smiling,—* but before this time to-morrow you shall know more about
it. . . . Will you drink a glass of wine with me, AI%;amoui_’”

“Oh! for God’s sake, no!” exclaimed Mrs. Heathcote, in genuine
terror at the proposal. “ He has drunk nothing but milk for the last
twelvemonth, sir, and it’s untold the good it has done him.”

“His uncle shall not wndo the good his careful stepmother
has done,” said Mr. Thorpe, looking kindly on his fat neighbour.
“ Grimstone! send for a jug of milk immediately, and let Mr. ATgemun
Heathcote have milk ready for him at every meal.”

The old gentleman, as he said this, chanced to encounter the very
prettiest pair of oyes he had ever seen in his life, lit up too by a smile
that seemed intended for himself.

“ God bless my soul !”” he exclaimed, © I never looked at her before.
Why, niece Martin,” he continued, addressing himself to Sophia,
“ your consin Heathcote is beautiful! She is, upon my word ! perfectly
beautiful | - :

% She is indeed, sir!” replied Sophia, gently, *most beantiful

“ An extremely pretty g:ﬂ indeed,” reiterated the old man, st
loaking at her. . . . ““And what sort of lad is her brother, my dear P
be coﬁ_tinued ina half-whisper, which was heard by none but Sophia

ersell. i

“T¢'is rather a difficult question; uncle. Ile is clever, but wildly
eccentric. . . . but, be he what he may, he will not remain lo_ndg to
give either pain or pleasure to those around him. All the medical

12



”

32 THE WARD.

men in our neighbourhood say that he is dying.”” This was said in a
still lower whisper than his own, but with an accent so sad, so gentle,
and at the same time so intelligent, that Mr. Thorpe felt comforted
by the conviction, that there was at least one of his young relations
that he should find eonversable, intelligent, and tull of feeling. But
the subject they had touched on was not one that could be longer dwelt
upon at present; so he gave Sophia’s arm a friendly tap that seemed
to promise future good understanding and confidence, saying, “ I must
have some more talk with you to-morrow, my dear, and you shall tell
me a great deal about yourself.”

Sophia, who, though not very handsome, had speaking eyes, looked
up in his face as he said this, with so animated an expression of grateful

ection, that the old man was deeply touched by it. “Poor little

girl!” thought he. .. .. “Fatherless and motherless! A single
W_O{d of kindness seems to touch her to the heart. . . . . Poor little
girl 1”

Meanwhile Sir Charles Temple was exerting himself to the utmost
to perform the duties his old friend had so tyrannically put upon him.
It 1s certain that, poor as he was, he would have given more than he
often spent in self-indulgence to have %qrchased an escape from the
festivities of the mext fortnight, and this he had iul!-sureli guessed
before he entered upon them.  But haying pledged his word that he
would dine at the Combe every day till the important meeting was
broken up, he determined not to keep his promise to the word and
break it to the sense, but resolutely and with good faith to do all
within his power to please the invited guests. -

Miss Wilkyns, having recovered the little touch of vexation which
the allusion to her seniority had oeccasioned, determined to profit to
the utmost by the advantage it had obtained for her. Though quite
aware that her sister Winifred was the beauty of the family, and that
she was not, she saw no reason why Miss Wilkyns of Llanwellyn
Lodge, and co-heiress of the Llanwellyn estate, should not become
Lady Temple if she liked it. And after having onee or twice steadily
examined the handsome profile of the baronet, she thought she should
like it, and behaved herself accordingly . . . . so that Sir Charles had
little time left him for general civility, hardly finding interval sufficient
between the answers required by his conversable neighbour to drink
wine with the gentlemen near him. Nevertheless he did contrive to
find out that Florence Heathcote was beantiful, and even ventured, in
reply to an animated inquiry from Miss Wilkyns as to who were the
most celebrated beauties in Herefordshire, to say, “ I know no lady in
our county that can be ecompared to your fair cousin yonder. ]l:ier
name 1s ]:{aathcote, is it ot P : :

“ Upon my word,” replied Miss Wilkyns, with a short little laugh,
“T hardly know. . . . . I presume she 1s. my cousin because I meet
her here . . . . ef voila tout.”

“Ts she not beautiful ?? {)_ersevered the baronet very impertinently,

“I dare say she is,” replied the young lady, “if you say so . , ..
for you know women are never permitted to be judges of each other
. - - - But,to my taste, I confess that her total want of style and fous.

wure would destroy all the beauty in the world. To he sure she is
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dressed almost like a peasant girl, and that is against her. To my
fancy, that other cousin, as I presume her fo be, who sits beside my
uncle Thorpe, is infinitely better-looking. Oh! dear yes,” raising her
eye-glass, “no comparison whatever !’

“What! that little olive-coloured girl, with her sharp black eyes ?
« - . » Surely you must be jesting P”

. “Indecd, Sir Charles, Tamnot . . . . I think her very well-looking
indeed. She dresses herself so remarkably well. Not, indeed, that
the dress itself is greatly superior in quality to that of the other; but
1t is so differently made and put on, that it has quite a different air

. . and then her hair curls naturally, which is a great beauty ; and
besides, I am quite cerfain she is very clever. I shall make acquaintance
with her, T like her appearance so very much.”

“And T will try to make acquaintance with the other,” replied Sir
Charles, laughing ; “and then we will compare notes together in order
to ascertain which of our predilections has turned out best.”

The cold silence which for a minute or two punished this sally
enahlectl Sir Charles to ask the two young Spencers what schocl they
were at, ;

“ Eton,” answered both in a breath.

“ Are you cricketers P’ was the next question.

“In the first eleven,” was the reply, again uttered by both so
sharply in unison, that though two bodies he began to think they had
but one soul and one voice.

. “Can you row #” . . . . But here the union ceased, for one said
1o, and the other yes.
. “What a noble institution Eton must be!” said Miss Wilkyns,
Jjoining in the conversation; “the lads are all so remarkably gentle-
manlike.”

“TFirst-rate,” said Bentinek, winking his eye at Montagu,,

“I know nothing that makes so decided a difference as a good
school and a vulgar one,” resumed Miss Wilkyns; “don’t you think
so, Sir Charles #”

“1 have little doubt that I should exactly agree with you did T
know what you meant,” he replied; “but you must explain to me
what a vulgar school 1s.”

I hate explanations, Sir Charles Temple. Women have nothing
to do with explaining ; we should always leave that to our lords and
masters, in my opinion. But without any explanation, of course vul-
gar schools are , , . . vulgar, that is, I suppose, cheap schools, I
am sure you must know what I mean.” ;

“Oh! yes,to be sure,” eried Bentinck ; ““ Winchester, Westminster,
Harrow, Shrewsbury, Rughy, and all the rest of ’em.”

“T do understand,” replied Sir Charles, smiling. * It means every
school in the world exeept your own. That is it, is it not ¥

Before the boy could reply, and his heightened colour showed that
%e meant to do so saucily. enough, his father bent gracefully forward
0 say,

“You are doing my lads great honour, Sir Charles Temple. . . . -
y I have the honour of taking Champagne with you? . . . . When
do you think of beinz in Florence again ¥ .

D
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And thus the hour of dinner wore away. The interval which suc-
eeeded served to make the parties better acquainted with each'other;
for the ladies, at a signal given by Mrs. Heatheote, but originating
with her hushand, eollected themselves together in the drawing-room ;
while the gentlemen, closing their ranks around the blazing five,
seemed, for the most part, well inclined to yield themselves up to the
soothing influences of warmth and wine, and something very tolerably
like conversation was sustained between Sir Charles Temple, Mr,
Spencer, Major Heathcote, and their host. Mr. Wilkyns drank and
dozed, and dozed and drank, without disturbing anybody; and the
three hoys, after a silent examination of the two Efonians b Algernon,
and of Algernon by the two Etonians, parted by tacit but mutual
consent. "The young Heathcote then stole oub of the roomgand after
a tour of curious research round the old hall, and up the huge oak
staircase, found his way very noiselessly to a sofain the drawing-room ;
while the young Spencers placed themselves, where, by the circling
of the seniors round the fire, the whole dessert was at their merey,
with the additional advantage of being able, from some decanter or
other, if not from the circulating claret-jug, to get exactly as much
wine as they liked to drink. ]

The ladies, meanwhile, had their own indulgences in the drawing-
room, now brilliantly lighted up, not by cil, but by wax, in accordance
with Mr. Thorpe’s peculiar preéjlectloﬂ_s and antipathies on that par-
ticular branch of drawing-room decoration. His opinion being, that
the use of lamp-oil should be confined to Calmucks, Tartars, and
kitchen-maids; while wax lights should-be multiplied in exact pro-
portion to the desire felt of making all things, animate and inanimate;
appear to advantage. Three Wé].l-cush_loneg sofas, beside and in front
of the fire, glorious in its bright union of coal and wood, invited
irresistibly to a sociable division of their proffered comfort ; and the
six ladies nestled themselves accordingly, each info a corner, each
with a pillow and a cushion for her own especial use, and each, thanks
to the attentive refinement of Mrs. Barnes, with a footstool for her
happy feet. '

t would not have been yery extraordinary if, under such eireum-
stances, and indueed thereto by the freezing adventures of the morning,
the six fair creatures had all fallen asleep; and, truth to say, Mrs.
Heathcote and her step-daughter Florence, together with the middling
Miss Wilkyns, were very near sinking under the soft seduction.
But coffee and curiosity saved them from such indecorum:; the first
being poured forth by the stately hand of Mr: Grimstone from an
enormous machine of silver gilt, and embossed in so thagnificent a
style, as must have raised the lids of the most sleeﬁy Woman, if she
had eyes beneath them capable of seeing; and the second being
roused by the titillaling questionings and answerings which began
to pass between the two wide-awake Misses Wilkyns and the gentle
Sophia Martin. 4 : :

his latter young lady, after Rausmg with very striking timidity of
manner till every one had place the‘mselvesz before she ventured to
take a seat herself, had finally dropped softly mto the unoceupied
ocrner of the eouch on which the eldest of the co-heiresses had
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thrown herself ; but as she did this, she cast a speaking glance round
the little circle, and then at Miss Wilkyns, which seemed to challenge
the congratulations of the whole party upon her Lappiness in having
this precious place Ieft for her. 3

he heiress perceived this, and was not toe sublime to be pleased

y it.

* Which cousin are you, my dear ?* she said, with a very gracious
smile. 1t will be quite proper, you know, now that we have all been
brought together in this very extraordinary manner, that we should
make sqme slight attempt to get acquainfed, TFor my share in the
good work, I think I shall undertake you ; so please, dear, to tell me
your name, &e. &e. &c.”

“ My name is Sophia Martin,” replied the timid girl, venturine, by
gentle degrees, to approach somewhat nearer to her elegant cousin.

‘Sophia Martin? Tt is monstrous queer, to be sure but, if you
will believe me, 1 never heard your name before. Did you ever hear
anything about Sophia Martin, Eldruda ® or you Winifred #*

*No, indeed, never in my life,” replied the second Miss Wilkyns,

awning.

“No, Elfreda, not I. It is not very likely I should, you know, if
you never did,” said the third heivess. »

. But you must not look vexed and mortified at that, my dear
child,” resumed Miss Wilkyns, araciously. It is no proof that we
may not think you worth noticing now. How old are you, Sophia
Martin ¢ £

“Twenty!” replied Sophia, as if more than half-ashamed of being
so foolishly young.

“Twenty! only twenty? Dearme! I should have thought you a
great deal older than that.” 3

“And how old may you he, my dear? that is, if you have no
ohjection to tell,” said Mrs, Heatheote, addressing the “eldest of all
the nieces, and looking at her with ‘her good-humoured laughing
eyes, . .

“ Objection! And pray, ma’am, why should T have any objection 2
replied Miss Wilkyns, evading the good lady’s quesiion by asking
another.

“1 dare say you have got no ohjection, my dear,” returned Mrs,
Heathcote; “ only I have known lots and lots of girls, when I used
to be moving ahout with the Major, who, if they zflap pened to have _
turned twenty-five corner, as our officers always caflcd it, would
rather have been pinched black and blue than have said a single word
about their age Lefore anyhody, man, woman, ar child. Nothing in
the world can he so silly, however 3 for there is not one girl in five
thousand that can pass for being in her teens, abave a year or two at
the very most, after she is out of them, But young dadies never will
believe that. 1 have observed it scores of times. It is. only when
a girl gets married, that her eyes seem to be opened about 1 ; and
then, eslllaeeiaﬂy if she has the luck to get into the military line, she
8rows sharp encugh ; because it s rather a favourite joke among the
giicers, you must kmow, when they are moving up and down from
Quarters to guarters, to set ahnutgguessiug the age of the young

D

’
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ladies at every new place; and ’tis quite astonishing how near they
come, for the most part.” J

Before Mrs. Heathcote had finished this speech, Miss Wilkyns had
got almost out of hearing, by walking off to a very handsome- ooking
i:rand pianoforte, the procuring and conveying of which to the Combe

1ad been among Sir Charles Temple’s most daring improvements
upon the originﬂi plan of preparation sketched by Mr. Thorpe.

Sophia Martin, who followed her, assisted to open it, and arrange
the lights, which, together with some rather antiquated volumes of
music, were placed ready for use.

¥ 011, if I could but hear you play and sing!” said she, gazing in
Elfreda’s face with a look of affectionate admiration. <

* Are you fond of music, my dear # demanded Miss ‘Wilkyns.

“I never care about it, except from those I love,” replied Sophia
. ... “Oh! those I admire, I should say, I know it is nonsense to
talk of love before one has a right to do it,” she added, hanging her
head over the music. s

“I like Sophia Martin,” muttered the first to the second Miss Wil-
kyns, who had ;oined herself to the music-party. “ She is so natural
and unaffected.” ¥

“ At any rate, she is the best of the set,” answered Miss Eldruda.
“What have you got here, Elfreda? Not hing new, I suspect. What
a bore if we are expected to perform old music

“They may expect what they please,” returned her sister, “hut
most, assuredly. T shall do no such t]ljn'ng. Somebody said that Temple
was just come from Florence. If he is not a savage, he must bave
brought some new music with him.”

“Oh dear! that would be sonice! . . . . Is he not lovely, Elfreda?

uite beautiful, I think, and so uncommonly elegant. Don’t you
think so, Elfreda ?”

This was said in a whisper, and answered in the like manner by the
elder sister, who made a little grimace, and replied, “I have not quite
made up my mind yet, Druda; you know I am not very easy to please.
The Wilkynses are accounted tflc handsomest family in Wales, please
to remember, and that always makes people particular.  Where will
you see such a man as papa? _Such a magnificent height ! Temple
15 not 50 tall by four inches. But he does not look vulgar, certamly
and to my feclmgs that makes a great difference. I believe people
that are really eiegaut themselves . . . . people of fortune and con-
sequence I mean, care a great deal more about fashion and elegance
than about mere beauty of features. And that’s the reason why I
like Bophia Martin, dressed so nice, and making the very best of her-
self, as she does, compared to that excessively dull-looking, ill-dressed,
girl upon the sofa. . . . . That’s just the sort of girl I hate,”

During this time Sophia Martin, who was much too well-behaved
to a&)]pear to hear anything which the sisters muttered, employed her-
sclf by turning over the musical pages of the choice but antiquated
collection of thick and thin volumes which filled the cradle under the
pianoforte ; till at length, having found something in an unknown
tongue, which she shrewcf]y divined to be Ifalian, she brought it to
her new friend, and oldest cousin, saying, “ Here then, dear, dearest,
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cousin Elf{veda! . . . . OL! it is such a beautiful name, that you must
let me call you byit. . . .. Ilere is a song that I think may perhaps
suit you. 1o just look at it1?

“My dear child! this was composed in the year one! TUpon m
honour and word, an old-fashioned song chokes me ; it docs indeed,
Sophia. I am not joking the least in the world, I assure you. It does
positively, and literally, choke me. It sticks in my throat, and I can-
not bring it out, if I would give my life forit. We have liad a sing-
ing-master, you must please to_observe, who attended us for three
years at our own place, Llanwellyn Lodge, coming all the way from
Swansea one day in every week. And when people go to such an
expense as that, the worst of it is that it makes them rather par-
ticular. However, my dear Sophia, you are such a nice little creature,
that T am ready to do anything I can to please you. . . . . And, by
the bye, I quite give you leave to call me Elfreda. Papa will tell you,
if you will wake him up, and ask him, that it is a name of considerable
importance in the family, for the Carrgwynnmorris part of the estate
came into the family by an Elfreda, and that is the part I am to have,
:11;{1 it 1’:} settled, in the end, that the property is to be divided into

ree,

“T don’t believe that there is a single one of Catamari’s songs in
the whole collection, Elfreda !” exclaimed Miss Eldruda Wilkyns, after
having vigoronsly turned over the leaves of nearly the whele collection.

“ But cannot you sing something from memory?” demanded the
anxious and persevering Sophia.

“Oh! yes, I suppose we can, if we chose it . . . . only its rather
a bore. 1 always ?H{e to have my music on my desk before me. It is

+ something to look at, at any rate; and I do assure you, my little lady,
though T suppose you know nothing about the matter, that it is often
a relief to know what to do with one's eves. The men, now-a-days,
are such abominable Euppies, that if by accident one happens to look
at them in singing, they think you are quite ready to give yourself
and your acres for the asking.”

“You don’t say so, cousin Elfreda P replied Sophia, looking per- _
fectly shocked, and dismayed. . , . . “ And such a sweet, delicate-”
looking girl as you, of all people in the world! How you must hate
them all1” ‘

“Oh I do, my dear, I promise you—horrid creatures! If it wasn’t
for our being heiresess, it would be quite different, you know. Butit
is impossible, as you may faney, to help suspecting mercenary motives
sometimes, when men that you don’t care a farthing for keep falling
in love, as such quantities og them pretend to do, at first sight. And
that’s the idea that keeps me single, Sophia. . . . . And single P’ll
remain, you may depend u]iJon it, till T find somebody worth having.”

“Noble-minded Tfreda1” exclaimed Sophia Martin, with an energg
which it scemed beyond her power to repress. “Oh!” she adde
with a look of inexpressible delight, how happy, how very happy 1 am
that I came here! . . . . I wanted so much to escapeit . . . . forit
seemed so perfectly ridiculous for a little nobody like me, to be shown
up at this great family meeting. But we never know what is best for
S, . ... Do we, Elfreda?..,.Oh! heavens, how bold that
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sounds! Can you—will you forgive me? Will you let me love you,
Elfreda ?

“Yes [ will, my dear; because I think, as I said before, that you
are a nice little creature. There is nothing vulgarabout you, not the
le(i\lst in f,hc world, and that goes a great -way with a Wilkyns, T can
tell you.”

1t was now that Aleernon Heatheote, having satisfied himself, or
dissatisfled himself, with his examination of his two cousins Spencer,
and having also peeped: about, in his way from the dining-room, as
wuch as he thought disereet, made his appearance in the midst of the
ladies, His sister Florence was by this time very soundly asleep, her
stepmother heing aiding and abetting thereto, by having seized npon
her little feet as soon as she perceived the “fringed curtain of her
eye” to drop, and without question or ceremony laid them on the

reen satin sofa, covering them with her own ik scarf, ““that the
ear child,” as she gaid, “might have o nice, warm, comfortable nap,
after her terrible sharp journey.”

“The kind-hearted lady started in some alarm as the door opened,
«conscious perhaps that satin sofas were not intended to support feet,
ot even such very pretty feet as those of Florence, But the sight of
‘Alzernon restored her eomposure, and pointing to his sister she held
up her finger, and nodded her head to indicate that he wasto approach
gently, and not to wake her. The hoy carefully obeyed her wish, and
ereeping to her on tiptoe, contrived to find room between the cosily
drawn-up feet of Florence and her own plump rotundity, to accom-
modate his slender person.

“ Are we going to have music, mamma P he whispered.

T suppose so, dear: 1 hope they won’t be very loud, for T don’t
want to have this poor thing waked; I never saw anybody look so
tived and thoroughly overcome in my life. If Florence could contrive

1o laok ugly, for sure and certain she wonld have done it to-day. She

' did come as near to it as ever she could, didn’t she, Algernon? I
was quite vexed, for I saw as clear as light that nobociy thought much
about her.” ;

“Pid she look ugly, mother? 1 did not observe it. T wonder
what they are going to sing, Iave they sung anything yet?*” said

- the boy.

“No. They have been all standing there, and talking about if,

this ever so long. But they don’t seem in any hurry to begin. Tf

© there were any young officers dining here, I should think they were
waiting for them.” 1

* Perlaps, mother, they are waiting to show off before uncle

Thorpe. 1 should not be at all surprised if one or all of those very

| finely-dressed young ladies intended to be uncle Thorpe’s heiress or

heiresses. They all seem to look as if they thought they had more

| right to be here than anybody else, don’t they, mother? .. . . Don’t

| they? Come now, don’t turn away your head that T may not see you

laugh. - 1 am sure you think exactly the same ahout them that I do.”

“Algernon, if you grow so extremely impudent and well, you shall

be sent off to Sandhurst without more ado. Teo see you now, you

saucy fellow ! you look nomoretived than I do; and I watched what
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& dinner youmade . . . . that I did, you may depend upon it,” said
the step-mother. :

* “ And you look as if you could eat me up for joy at it, you do!”
said the boy, pressing close to her, and laying his [‘geautiful head on
her fat shoulder. “But, mother,” lLie resumed, © there is nothing in
the world just at present so good for me as fun. Will you please to
let me laugh a little about those very, zery fine young ladies? Will
you, mother ?” :

 And how am I to help it, you audacious hoy £*’ demanded the step-
mother, knitting her brows. ““Can I prevent you laughing, if you
have a mind for it? Only you may depend upon it you shall go to
college or to school, or somewhere or other, without any more nurs-
ing. You shall, indeed, Algernon:” and as she spoke she amused
herself with parting the bright-brown wavy locks tlmt covered the
boy’s forehead.

% Well then I will, as soon as ever we have done with unele Thorpe.
But just for this little hit of time that’s left, mamma, you cannot. be
so cruel as to refuse to have a little fun with me. . . . . Can you,
mother? , . . . You must laugh a little at these very fine young
ladies with me; you must indeed, because I see alieady what’s going
on, and it will be capital, if you don’f spoil it.”

* 8poil what, you foolish hoy ? 'What are you talking about P*’

“_”‘Yhy, of course we all know what we are come here for, don’t
wer

“You are vastly clever, Master Algernon. And pray who told
you. . . . . I should like to know P*

“ Who told me that we were all to come here to be looked at by
uncle Thorpe, that he might make up his mind as to who was to be
his heir ? hy, mother, T believe it was old Bridget who said it
first. But you know well enough, and as well as I, that everybody
knows it, and everybody says it. So don’t try to look so very solemn,
as if my repeating it was a crime as bad as killing the good old gen-
tleman at once.”

_ “As to looking solemmn, Algernon, T have no intention to do
it at all; but neither do I see any joke in the business, If things
arc as you say .. .. and old Bridget is very seldom wrong
. .. .if you are all here to be judged of, you ought not to he
turning your thoughts altogether to joking and jesting, especially
against your own first cousins, because they are rather finer than
anything you have been used to. It wou]dy be much more to the
purpose, my dear, if you were to endeavour to show.yourself off ‘to
vantage.”

“T, mother? That’s nonsense, you know ; for everyhody says I
am gomg to die, except you, and Florence, and Bridget. I saw
unele Thorpe, good man, shaking his head, and looking very, very
sad, kind gentleman, while he was listening at dinner to cousin
Saphy, who was Wilispering about me, with a look about her
eyes that anyhody might have taken for tears, that knew no
better, No, mother, the poor old gentleman has just been mourning
the death of one leir, and he’d be a great fool to make Elf'eparatlons
for mourning the death of another. It won’t be me, mother.”
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“T don’t see what right you have fo say that, Algernon, when you
know as well as 1 do, that since you have had f"our ony, and taken
s0 to milk, you are no more like the same thing than chalk 1s to cheese
S AR and T don’t take it very kind of you to talk so.”

“Why? Do you think I am the more likely to die, mother,
because Sophy Martin shakes her head, and Ioo{s as if she was
going to cry? Nota bitof it . . . . and, to whisper a secret in your
em,ido not helieve I am going to die at all, more than you do.
But for all that, it is likely enough, and very proper too, that Mr.
T'horpe should object to giving his estate to a person who is known
to have been dangerously ill. So put me quite out of your head,
mother, . .. . Ly

All this was said with his eyes steadfastly fixed on the group near
the pianoforte, and his head still supported on the shoulder of his
stepmother; but at this moment he changed his position, and cover-
ing his face with both hands, laughed quietly, as was always his wont,
but very heartily. 4

“Toolish boy !” whispered Mrs, Heathcote. * Foolish boy!”

“T have done, mother,” he replied, suddenly turning upon her a
countenance of very grave decorum: ““that is, upon condition that
you will listen to me to-morrow, and let me have the fun of being
showman, and pointing out to you and Florence all that is being acted
in this beautiful puppet-show. I dare not let in papa for fear he
should scold.”

“ And you ought to be afraid of me foo, Algernon, you ought,
jndeed” . . . . began Mrs. Heathcote; but her discourse was cub
short by the door %exng again opened, and Mr. Thorpe’s entering the
room.

For some time after the ladies had quitted the dining-room, the
conversation, aided by the excellent claret, went on admirably ; but
though the vivacity of some of the party decidedly increased, rather
than diminished, and though the heart of the hospitable host most
cordially rejoiced thereat, he nevertheless became so insufferably
weary of the official graces of Mr. Spencer, within five minutes of the
time they were particularly directed towards himself, that, casting a
deprecating look at Sir Charles Temple, the impatient old gentleman
started from his chair, and muttering something about his health
obliging hin to join the tea-party eaﬁf{, and their finding his good
{friend Sir Charles Temple an excellent Fice, he faujy bolted,
and made his enfrde into the drawing-room at the time above
deseribed. 7 :

*T hape, fair ladies, that I shall not disturb you,” he said, bowing
to all, but particularly addressing Mrs. Heathcote ; “ but the fact is,
my habits and my health oblize me to take my tea early, and I now
come to throw myself upon your generosity, and implore you to give
me some without loss of time.” ;

Mrs. Heatheote, very considerably alarmed at having Florence’s
feet caught on the sofa, @/most stood up, in order to give her the
shelter of her person as a screen, than which she certainly coulld not
desire a better; but there would have been something in this pro-
ceeding so foreign to the very nature of the good lady’s spirif, that
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instead of accomplishing the manwuvre, she rather pointed out than
concealed the delmquency by her position and attitude, and then said,
—“Tt was my doing, sir, and not hers, I do assure you; and now, to
be sure, I am quite ashamed of what I have doue, and can only beg
you to forgive me!”

“What #ave you done, my dear Mrs. Heathcote ?” said Mr. Thorpe,
with a very encouraging smile, and fixing his eyes on Florence, w o((‘
thus suddenly awakened, blushed like a wild rose, and really looke
as beautiful as the kind stepmother herself could have desired.

“0Oh dear! Mr. Thorpe, you are very polite, and very kind too,
not to be angry with me; but the position in which you found this
poor dear child was altogether my doing. Young people, of course,
ought not to lie about upon such beautiful furniture as this; but,
poor dear thing! she did look so very tived, that I conld not resist the
temptation of making her lie down for a minute or two, and then she
fell asleep, no more thinking of your green satin than if it had been
the green grass-plot at home.”

ad Mrs, Heathcote Herself been one of the candidates for the
heirship of the Thorpe property, the question of the inheritance would
probably have been settled at that moment. Though a little brusque
in monner, and occasionally sudden and hot in speech, the heart of
the old gentleman was one of more than common gentleness ; and no
ﬁuaiities touched him so much as those which demonstrated an over-
owing of the milk of hufan kindness and the absence of all self-
exalting airs and graces, As he stood gazing at the fat mass of
affectionate good nature before him, his heart 1'e]proached him sternly
and bitterly for having committed the paltry littleness of being angry
with her for admiring his dinner-table and his dinner. Good Mrs.
Teathcote herself would have been exeeedingly vexed had she been
aware how greatly her unstepdamelike affection for poor Florence
cclipsed the object of it. Mr. Thorpe certainly gave one look of
almost wondering admiration at the unexpected %ovelirless of the
blushing young face before him, but he speedily turned again to her
kind-hearted neighbour, and was in the act of squeezing himself in
between thems, when his eye caught another interesting ohject at a
little distance, which awakened a fresh train of ideas, and eaused
a renewal of Iis self-reproaches, because, till thus seen, he had
forgotten it.

Sophia Martin, who, at the moment of Mr. Thorpe’s entrance, was
standing in the centre of the three Misses Wilkyns, by that time all
congregated at the pianoforte, no sooner saw the venerated figure o
her unele, than quietly gliding from _the place where she stood, she
brought her neat little person behind a large arm-chair, at no great
distance from the Heathcote party, and there stoed very nearly hid,
till, just as the old gentleman was seating himself, he caught sight o
her meek cyes fixed upon his own face with an expression of timid
affection and respect that was very striking.

* God bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Thorpe, recovering his feet,
“a pretty uncle T am, and a courteous host! It is your fault,
Mrs. Heathcote, it is, indeed ; but, absolutely, for a moment I forgot
that I liad any guests but }fuul'sejf and yowr pretty Florence here
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: » - . and there stand a whole bevy of beauties, all my own nieces
into the bargain,—not to mention this dear little girl, who,is hiding
herself because she is ashamed of me, I helieve, and looking, too, as
if she could find in her heart to be kind to her ill-bred old uncle, if he
would but et her.”

Thus speaking, Mr. Thorpe pushed aside the arm-chair, and
}aklﬁg goph.m’s two hands in his, impressed a paternal kiss upon her

orehead.

. This was the first kiss the old gentleman had bestowed on any of
his fair relations, and it produced considerable effect. The three
Misses Wilkyns looked af one another, and it is probable they
thought that their turn would come next. Mrs. Heatheote looked at
Florence, and inwardly ejaculated, “There is no accounting for
taste.”” Sophia herself, the gentle, timid Sophia, trembled very
Eerqeptibly, and, for a moment, her eyes were fixed upon the ground’;

ut in the next she locked up, and with a sudden movement that
appeared perfectly irresistible, she grasped the hands which had held
her own the moment before, and raising them to her liﬁs, kissed them

assionately. Then, terrified at what she had done, she drooped her
ead and murmured—

“Forgive me! forgive me! T am fatherless and motherless ! and T
camnot bear such kindness !> This burst of emotion was not distinctly
audible to any ears but those of Mr. Thorpe, but he heard every word
she said quite clearly, and was very much touched by the forlorm and
desolate fecling they expressed,

“Poor little thing I” thousht he. “It is sad, very sad, to feel
oneself so alone in the world !’ and he patted her dark and carefully-
placed curls as tenderly as if they had Lung over the prettiest face in
the world.

At this moment Mrs. Heathcote felt some one pinching the back
of her meck, and turning suddenly round, perceived Alsernon,
who, on the entrance of Mr, Thorpe, had twisted himself round
the sofa, and deposited his lanky length of limb on a low chair in the
rear of if.

“ Mother ! who do you think will inherit Thorpe-Combe ?”* he
whispered close to her ear, and then retreated again pretty effectuall y
out of sight of everybody.

CHAPTER V.

Or course, this first evening was a very important one ; and there-
fore, long as the day’s history has already been, a few more pages
must be devoted to it, : ;

Having recovered himself from the emotion occasioned by the
above-mentioned touching little scene with Sephia, Mr. Thorpe
stepped onward to the panoforte, and congratulated himself upon
seeing that three of his nieces appeared to be attracted by it. &

1 wish I had three Welsh harps for you, my dear girls,” he said:
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T love music, and I have a great predilection for what is national in
every country,” .

“Old brute !’ whispered Miss Eldruda to Miss Elfreda Wilkyns.

“ Our native harps are seen more in the hands of our servants than
of our ladies,” said the eldest of the heiresses. “But if you love
‘Welsh musie, dear uncle,” she added, correcting herself, as she
remembered that she was the eldest daughter of the eldest sister of
the Thorpe race, and that it would be a finer thing to be the heiress
of thousands than'of bundreds,—“if you love Welsh musie, dear uncle,
I can sing as many Welsh songs to yon as you will. There is one in
which every verse records the deeds of one of our ancestors, all in a
direct line. The Wilkynses are a very fine old family.”

* I think Sir Charles Temple will like to hear you sing that song,
my dear,” replied the terrified old man, wickedly and maliciously
determined to make his faithful ally sustain the fire of all the aps,
which his sensitive nerves shrank from; “so we won’t have it till he
comes. But perhaps my little Sophia, or Florence, or some of you,
may be able to give us in the mean fime something less historie.
Which is the nightingale, par excellence, among you all

* Upon my word, T know nothing about the singing of our eousins,”
returned Miss Wilkyns, with a little smile, “My sisters and myself
have made a study of music, and I believe we are all pretty tolerable
proficients.”

“That’s well !”* said Mr. Thorpe, yawning without mueh ceremony;
and furning abruptly round, he encountered the person of Sophia
within an inch of him. She had followed with a soft, stealthy pace,
as if fearing to disturb anybody and everybody; but now, caught in
the presumption of having followed him, she ventured to say, in a
voice trembgng from timidity. . . . .

“ Did you not say that you wished for tea, sir? Nobody has rung
the bell yet. May% do it ?” .

“Thank you, love, thank you. Do; there’s a darling. I am very
fond of tea, Sophy ; and very fond of having it nicely made. Cun you
make tea, my (}ear pr

“ Aunt Heathcote always makes the fea at home, uncle. But I
t]m%k QI, could make it for you, if you would let me try. . . . . May I,
uncle 7%

“My dear child, T don’t suppose that Mrs. Barnes, my mistress of
the ceremonies, will think it right and proper that any of you should
have the trouble of making tea. She wﬂIJ send it in ready-made, I
have no doubt. But it’s a horrid way of having tea, that. It is
never good for anything . . . . cold and miserable . . . . half of it in
the saueer, and always either too strong or too weak to drink. But I
must take my chance with the rest, Sophy.”

Sophia upon this glided away from him, and making her way with
her usual soft noiseless movement in and out among the chairs and
tables, got out of the room unseen hy all save Algernon, who, rarely
conversing mueh, amused himself by looking about him more than
most peop:_ie__ :
- On reaching the hall, Miss Martin remained fixed for a moment at
the bottom of the great staircase, uncertain as to the best method of
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obtaining a sight of Mrs. Barnes, a confidential interview with whom
was the object she had in view. A little reflection, however, sufficed
to decide her movements; and taking a wax-light that she found
ready lighted on a marble table at the foot of the stairs, she mounted
to the room in which she had dressed.

Many ladies, and many gentlemen too, might have found some
difficulty in_that wide rambling mansion in discovering a room into
which they had been ushered with considerable bustle and confusion,
but Sophia Martin never forgot any path she had once trod, any stairs
she had once mounted, or any door she had once passed through ; so
she walked directly, and without a shadow of turning, to the apart-
ment in which she had dressed, and where she found two tapers
burning on her table, and a brigfxt fire blazing on her hearth. For
one short moment she was tempted to_seat herself in the low arm-
chair which stood invitingly before it; for Sophia Martin liked
comfort exceedingly, and had not always been able to enjoy so much
of it as she desired. But she speedily recollected that she had not
left the drawing-room for the purpose og enjoying the idle delight of
an arm-chair; and smiling as some other thought occurred fo her
she rose from its coaxing embrace, and having rung her bell awaiteci
the effect of it, with her dark eye fixed upon the fire, and with an
ecxpression as far as possible removed from that of thoughtless indo-
i_t_ance._ Thoughtless indolence, indeed, was by no means her beset-

ing sin.

The bell was very quickly answered, but not by Mrs. Barnes. It
was her niece Nancy who appeared -at the door, requesting to know .
if anything was wanted.

It was Mrs, Barnes, the housekeeper, whom I wished to see,”
said Sophia, in the gentlest and most gracious voice in the world,

1 will send my aunt here directly, miss,” said Naney, retreating.

“ Your aunt, is she? Do step in for a moment, will you?” said
Sophiy, in, if possible, a sweeter voice than before.—* What I wanted

tosay. . ... Do tell me what your name is, will you? T hope you
will a}’ways come when I ring. . ... But you must tell me your
name,

“ Naney, migs,” said the young woman, very respectfully. :

“ Bhut the door, will you, Naney, for oné half-minute, 'What I
wanted to say to your aunt, was about my dear good uncle’s tea. . . .
How you must all love him, Nancy! . .. . He seems to me the
dearest, kindest creature I ever met with in all mylife! Oh! Nancy!
—you would not wonder at my saying so, if iou knew what a very,
very unhappy girl I have always been,—no father, no mother, Nancy !
not even an aunt as you have !~ No wonder, then, that his kindness
is something very new, and very dear to me!” . .. . and here Miss
Martin drew forth her pocket-handkerchief and put it to her eyes.

“T dare say, miss, you will find him very kind,” replied the girl,
with a little increase of familiarity, and decrease of respect. * But
what 1s it, if you please, that you have gof, to say to my aunt Barnes ?
. . .. I can take her the message if you like it.” !

“Oh! I dare say it will do just as well, speaking to you, Naney.
It was a message from him about his tca. He desires, that instead
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of having it sent fn to him, like the rest of the company, she will

send in the tea-things for him by himself, exactly as if noi}odx was

here. Do you understand, Nancy ? And then T am to make it for
him. Andit is to be done in the same way every evening. Don’t
let there be any mistake, there’s a dear_good girl. He seemed to be

so delighted with the scheme when he had thought of it; and I

would not for the world have him disappointed through any bungling

of mine. You understand, Nancy, don’t you? Let a little tea-tray,
and teapot, and one cup and saucer come In directly.”

% QOh dear! yes, miss,—I understand, and I’ll tell ammt directly,
and she'll see about it, you may depend upon it. She knows all lus
odd ways better than anybody.”

“ Poor dear uncle! e has got a few odd ways then, has he,
Naney P said Sophia, lingering o little as she passed through the

oor.

“ Why, as for that, miss, I don’t suppose there is many as haven’t,
entle or simple. 1 don’t mean to say that he is any way worse than
is neighbours.”

“ Worse? . . .. Oh! Nancy, T am sure you have said nothing
but what makes me love him better and hetter. Dear, dear uncle
Thorpe! And to think of his being so kind to a poor orphan girl
like me! . . . . And I never 5et liked by strangers; it is not my
way. I wish, Nancy, you would promise always to come to me while
1 stay here, to do any little thing I may happen to waut, for I feel
now as if I had made acquaintance with %ou, and I shall Iike you so
much better than any one else? . . . . Will you promise always to
come ?” ‘

“ Yes, miss, certainly,” replied Nancy.

“ By the bye, Nancy, did you ever see the sort of knitting the
people do in our neighbourhood, as comforters for the wrist? You
can’t think how warm they keep the hands; and they are pretty too,
1 think, when the colours are good. Liook, here is a pair fha.ve just
got new, and they suit your sort of bright complexion exactly. I
will give them to you, if you would like to have them.”

Nancy declared that she should like to have Them very much,
whereupon they were transferred to her with a most amiable smile ;
and then, begging her not to lose a single moment’s time about send-
ing in the tea, Miss Martin nodded a familiar farewell, and returncd
to the drawing-room.

She found aﬁl the gentlemen standing on or very near the hearth-
rug, and sipping their colfee. Her quiet entrance appeared to he
observed by no one ; and having said a fond word or two to her dear
cousin Elfreda, she contrived in the most casy and natural manner in
the world to piaee herself beside a snug little table, at no great dis-
tance from the fire, having another chair of the most inviting descrip-
tion standing near it. Here she seated herself as if thinking of
nothing af all, except, perhaps, keeping herself out of the way of
everybody ; for though too smoothly quiet in her movements to
permit the charge of awkwardness to be brought against her, she
‘conld meither stand, move, nor sit down, without everybody’s per-
eeiving that she was almost shrinking into the earth with shyness.
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Mr. Thorpe’s kind-hearted notice would, doubtless, have heen
atfracted by this sort of timid self-banishmenf, had he not been
engaged by behaving with peculiar civility to the gentlemen of the
party, towards whom he perhaps felt that he had been somewhat
wanting in attention. He had, however, the satisfaction of finding
them very easily propitiated. Mr. Wilkyns, indeed, seemed to keep
his eyes open with considerable difficulty ; but Major Heathcote and
My, Spencer were full of chat, and thougﬁ the old gentleman rather
avoided looking 8ir Charles Temple in the face, suspecting that he
might get a reproachful glance if he did, he heard his pleasant voice
in lively conversation with Mrys, ITeathcote, and altogether was
exceedingly well satisfied with the progress his guests appeared to
be making towards entertaining one another.

Things were in this state when the door was thrown open, and -
servant entered, bearing an enormous tray, filled with tea-cups
redolent of fragrant steam. v ¥

“1 have failed, then!” quietly sighed Sophia Martin,  That
hateful Barnes is mistress here !” PR
.. Again the door opened, and again Miss Martin raised her eyes, and
this fime not in vain, A lesser servant and a lesser tray now made
their appearance. Everything was exactly as the young lady wished
fo see 1t ; a little tea-pot and a little kettle and lamp, a little cream-
jug, and one little cup and saucer. It was perfect; and with her
own unrivalled suavity of mien and of movement, she contrived io
conjure the apparatus to her side, and saw it deposited upon the
selected ‘tahle, almost without any single person there being aware
that she had anything to do with it, .

Having achieved this, Miss Martin examined her little tray, and to
her great consolation found that all her doubts as to whether she
was to make green tea, or black tea, and all her difficulties as to
where she was to get either, were solved and removed by the appear-

-ance of a miniature silver canister, containing a very exquisite speci-

men of the finest plant that China could boast. Having, with
nioiseless but rapid fingers, submitted this to the {)roce_ss of infusion,
she left her place, and happily arrived at her uncle’s side, before the
huge circulating cadaret had reached him. i o

“ Are you ready for your tea now, uncle?” said Sophia, in her
most silver voice.

“Eh? what? Ready for tca, my dear? Oh yes? Tam always

sready for tea, if tea is ready for me. Buf, between you and me,

Sophy dear, the stuff that is coming this way does not deserve the
name.”

“But if yon will come this way, uncle, you will find that I have
got some that you will like better—some that I have made on pur-
pose for yon.” ; ]

“You? my dear child! Upon my word, that is very kind of you.
God bless my soul! how very comfortable it looks; my dear kettle
and all. Why, Sophy, you are a little witch. How upon earth did
you contrive to find out precisely the very thing that was wanted ?
And, then, how upon earth did you contrive to get 1607

“ As to the last, uncle Thorpe, I had only just te send a messaze
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to your good Mrs, Barnes, who to be sure is the very kindest,
eleverest person 1 ever met with, and then I'was quite certain of
having all that was wanted. So this answers both questions at once.
All my share in the business consists in having discovered that you
were wishing for a cup of tea made according to your usnal mode;
and of course, when [ found that, I was determined, somehow or
other, that you should have it. The merit belongs, 1 assure you,
altogether to Mrs. Barnes.”

The old gentleman sipped his tea with more than usual relish,
lc;‘o%ing the while with great complacency at the little quict dispenser
of it.

“You are a very extraordinary little girl, Sophy Martin,” said ke
at length, “a very extraordinary little girl, indeed. "o think now
.of your having found out what sort of a hody my old Barnes 1s, and
that as completely and exaetly as if you had known her all your life.
T’ll bet fifty pounds, there is not another person here who has he-
stowed a thought upon her, good or bad; nay, very likely they have
not even found out her existence. I wish to Heaven ]_yhad found
out yours, my _poor girl, long and long ago; and I should, if I had
only done my duty when your poor mother died. Faults are often
punished in this life, Sophy, depend upon that, and good deeds often
rewarded too. . . . . Ancther cup, my dear child, and then I’ll see if
we_can’t get some whist. 1 used to be very fond of a rubber, but it
1s years sinee I last played. . . . . Ilere, pussy, pussy, pussy, come
and have your eream, old friend.” § :

At this summons, the voluminous pet of Sir Charles Temple, and
the receiver of all the caresses hestowed by Mr. Thorpe for years,
erept from under the old gentleman’s chair; and, rubbing hefsclf

i %nvmgly against his légs, answered the invitation with a plaintive
(mew-’, ~

“What a cat! What a beautiful creature!” exclaimed Sophia,
with an equal mixture of wonder and delight. “Why, nnele, she
beats my own dear cat at home to nothing! I never did see so
splendid a creature in my life!” ‘

“You love cats then, Sophy ?”

“T believe, uncle, it is_almost the only whim I have gol,” replied
Miss Martin; adding, with something hke a sigh—*" poor orphans
like me, uncle, must not have pets, you know, but I Aave ot a cat.
She is the best mouser in the world, to be sure, and therelore, poor
thing, she certainly pays for her keep.” 3

_Mr, Thorpe’s heart sharply reproached him for his neglect of the
kind-hearted orphan; and as he watched her carefully draining the
lagt drop of eream into a saucer for his favorite, he endeavoured to
still the self-reproach, by making a silent vow that, let what would
happen about more important matters, poor Sophy Martin should
have wherewithal to feed a pet cat, or a pet dog either, if she liked
it, without having recourse to rats or mice for their support. The
thought pleased him, and Le gave her by far the fondest smile he had
yet bestowed upon any of his nepotine kindred.  “Now then!” he
said, rising gaily from his chair, “let us see about a card-table.”

. As he turned to commence his canvass for players, he encountered,
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Algernon Heatheote, who, with a book in his hand, was reelining in a
huge arm-chair placed against the wall at no great distance from
Miss Martin’s little tea-table.

“Ah! reading, my boy ? 'Why, you have got one of Mrs. Barnes’
household bibles, as she calls them.  You will find one in every room
in the house, That is one of her rules, dear good woman, and an ex-
cellent one it is. What have you been reading, my dear 7

“The story of Jacob and Esau, uncle,” replied Algernon, demurely.

Mr, Thorpe scarcely heard the answer, for he was applﬂlng himself
to the bell in order to make requisition for cards—but Miss Martin
heard him perfectly.

“Who can play a rubber ?”’ demanded the master of the house, as
soon as the card-table and all its well-prepared appurtenances were
set in order, ;

“T'he Major plays a capital rubber, sir,” responded Mrs. Heathcote,
eargerly, and delighted to find that her beloved was likely to obtain
what he dearly loved.

*“That’s well,” said Mr. Thorpe; “and you, Spencer ?”’

“With great pleasure, sir,” replied the ﬁraceful official, drawing
near, and arranging the diamond on his little finger, previous to
extending his hand. j 3

*“And who will make our fourth? Mr. Wilkyns seems inclined for
amnap. Sir Charles belongs, of rizht divine, to the young ladies. . . .
What say you, Mrs. Heathcote 2% p g

“1 am afraid you would not like my play, sir,”” she replied, shaking
her head. “The Major says I don’t know trumps after the first three
deals . . . . but rather than spoil the table, . . . i

“QOh! my dear aunt ! T should so like to play!” said the gentle
voice of Sophia Martin, who, somehow or other, found herself at
&‘l}is moment standing between her aunt Heathcote and her uncle

horpe.

“ Well, my dear, I see no objection, if your uncle Thorpe will accept
of you. She playsagreat deafbetter than I do, does she not, Major 77
said Mrs. Heatheote.

“Oh dear | yes, Poppsy, that she certainly does—and the reason’s
clear. She likes it, and you don’t, my dear. Shall we admit the
young recruif, sir? . . . . Only we must take care not to.rnin her,
Perhaps she and I had better play against each other, and then we
can settle it :

“No, 10, no; we will eut for partners, if you please. But has
everybody done tea? . . . . Take another cuﬁh?f tea, Major. . . . I
shall be back in a minute.” And so saying, Mr. Thorpe took up one
of the candles from the card-table, and with a brisk step left the
room.

Sophia withdrew from the table, and placed herself near ihe fire,
her downward eye furtively cast towards the door, which was opened
the moment after by Mr. Grimstone, who, respectfully appreaching
her, whispered a request from her uncle that she would be pleased to
step out for a moment. s

The young lady obeyed, and found My, Thorﬁe in the hall, si:an&inﬁ
at the door of his usual sitting-room. e beckoned her to enter, an
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: t%en closing the door, put into her hands an old-fashioned but very

elegantly-embroidered purse, with ten sovercigns on one side and
twenty shillings on the other.

“ Here, my dear child,” said he, “here is a little card-money for
you. Wher this. is gone, Sophy, you shall have some more. It is
very pretty of you, my dear, to wish to make up the tahle for us.

ere now . . . . run back again, and I will follow in a minute.”_

Sophia Martin gave him one look, made up of gratitude, humility,

astonishment, but lost no time in obeying him. She did not run,

however; she very rarely did that; but her white frock was visible

again amongst the chairs and tables almost before its absence had
een perceived. ;

Mr. Thorpe returned the minute after, and, saying to the Misses
‘Wilkyns as he passed them, “ I hope, my dears, you mean to sing to
us, as'we play . . . . make Temple help you,” made his way to the
card-table, replaced the candle, spread wide a pack of cards to be

rawn from, and all with an air of gaiety and good-humour well
caleulated to convey to every one who looked at him the agreeable
fact that he was exceedingly well pleased with himself and everybody
about him. :

Major Heathcote and Mr, Spencer were still lingering near the
purposed field of action; and at a look from her uncle, Sophia, who
was once more whispering to Elfreda her longings to hear her sing,
Joined them, and the party sat down, the young lady falling to the lof
of Mr. Spencer. Miss Martin reaﬁy played tolerably well for so
young a person, very tolerably well, and the courteous Mr. Spencer
paid Ter many compliments.

“I believe,” said Mr. ’l‘horpe, looking at her kindly, “that this little
lady can do everything well. ;

“It is ounly by giving a little attention, uncle,” she replied. 1
know very liftle about the game, as uncle Heathcote can tell you;
but, of course, if three uncles condescend to play with me, the least
I can do is to be attentive.”

But, notwithstanding Sophia’s humble opinion of her own play, the
rabber was a very goog rubber, and enjoyed accordingly.

Meanwhile that dear resource of young ladies, whether they can
blay or not play, whether they can sing or nob sing,—that pretty
oceasion of display for faces and graces,—that concealer of yawns,—
that relaxer of aching limbs,—in one word, the pianoforte, formed a
cenfre ahouf which the three Misses Wilkyns, Sir Charles Temple,

r. Bentinck, and Mr. Montagn Spencer continued to walk and

alk, for a considerable time; till at length, after a great deal of
coaxmg and pressing, refusing and coquetting, Miss Eldruda Wilkyns
sat down to play, and the Misses Elfreda and Winifred stood up to
:?1?._ The air and its accompaniment were performed much in the
style th‘at might have been expected from young ladies who had heen
made “rather garticular” by having a master once a week from
E_ﬁw_ana_ea,. Sir Charles Temple, however, stood it out, and, without
doubt, would have thanked the young ladies for their exertions in his
vour, had he not, at the very moment they concluded, heard, or
d he heard, Mrs, Heathcote speak to him from her very com-

; E
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fortable “nnchanged position on the sofa, where she still sat, with
Tlorence at her side. : ;

“1 beg your gardon, Mrs. Heatheote ! he said, striding rapidly
across the room, * what was it you said ?*

“Nothing, sir. I did not speak at all.”

“Indeed! T fancied that 1 heard you call me. Your young son
has escaped, I perceive. I presume that he felt rather over-fatigued
by the journey of this morning.”

“T don’t know about fatigued, sir. To be sure, Algernon, poor
fellow, is not so strong yet as I hope he will be. But as to Florence,
here, it seems a joke fo talk of her being fatigued by travelling fifty
miles or so in a post-chaise, when she can walk a dozen without being
a bit the worse for it ; and yet, the fact is, that she is more than half-
asleep,—are you not, my dear ?”

“Then, I suppose, Miss Heatheote is not fond of music?” said
Sir Charles.

“QOh no!—That isn’t it, neither,” returned Mrs, Heathcote, look-
ing at her and laughing, *“for she loves it as well as the birds do, and
that is saying a good deal, you know, sir, for they are at their singing
from morning to night.”

Here Florence, who was not very fond of hearing herself talked
ahout, rose up, and stole away to the card-table.

“Does the young lady sing, then ?” demanded Sir Charles, looking
at her light graceful figure as she walked off.

“Oh dear, yes! . . . . I may be partial, perhaps; but, to my fancy,
hers is the prettiest singing that ever I heard in my life,”” replied the
step-mother.

“Then, how came you to be so cruel, my dear madam, as mnot to
lay your commands on her to give us the advantage of her voice this
evening ?”

“Bless me, sir! T should never have thought of such a thing.
Poor Florence 1—she would have been up the chimney in a minute if
I had. I did not mean to say that she was a fine-tanght singer and
instrumental player, like those young ladies: there was no chance
for her, poor thing! for the major could never have paid for her
teaching, if we had wished it ever so much. And I can’t say I think
it would have done her any particular good if we coutd have afforded
it, for she could never be taught to sing sweeter, to our fancies, than
she does now ; and there’s nobody to hear her at Clevelands hesides
ourselves.”

“And why should you suppose, Mrs. Heatheote, that nobody’s
faney would accord with your'own? Why should not other friends
hzweh jp:l"xje pleasure of hearing her voice when it is within their
reach ?

“Tord bless you, sir! how should she be expected to have courage
to sing in company like this ? I don’t suppose she could get through
a song in this fine place if you could give her the world,” said Mrs.
Heatﬁcote, with so much animation that more than one head was
turned towards the sofa. ) Y

“Mr. Algernon is a beautiful boy, Mrs. Heathcote, Tt is a pity he
is so delicate,” said Sir Charles, abruptly changing the conversation,
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%Mo be sure it is,—a great pity, becamse it stops his education.
But he will do very well yet, sir, I will venture to answer for it. He
is not like the same boy that he was a year ago. He is ten times as
strong,—ay, twenty times.” »

 And he may thank you for if, I fancy, Mrs. Heathcote. You seem
to take most watebful care of him.”

“@od forbid I should not, sir! He is a boy that well pays
for care. I never knew the like of him for heart and understand-
ing both. I don’t know what a person must be made of not to
love him. It is impossible for anybody to help it,” replied the
steP-dame.

% And is the young lady as happy in disposition?” demanded Sir
Charles, lowering his voice, /

“God hless her! yes. I don’t think there is a pin fo choose
between them, as to that. They are very remarkable young pcople
as to temper.”

_ “Kind and careful training generally, T believe, improves the dispo-
sition of those who are so happy as to meet with it,” said Sir Charles.
“That young lady also, who 1s playing whist, is so happy as to be
one of your family, Mrs. Heathcote, is she not

“Yes, sir, Sophy Martin lives with us,” replied Mrs. Heathcote.

=5 Ami there can be no doubt, I am sure, that she repays Iv}*our atten-
tionin the same delightful manner as her cousins ?”* S{lili the baronet,
rather interrogatively.

“Sophy Martin has not lived with us quite a year yet,” replied
Mzrs. Heatheote. {

Tt would have been far from polite, as Sir Charles Temple thought,
to ask any more questions about Miss Martin, and therefore he
desisted, spite of the conscientious wish which urged him to obtain
all the information possible respecting the characters and dispositions
of the young people, from among whom his old friend’s heir was to be
selqc;;e I and in which selection he had been so earnestly requested to
assist. ¢

It is indeed but fair to suppose that the uselessness of making any
such attempt in the case of the co-heiresses was the cause of his
rather evident disinclination to cultivate any particular intimacy with
them ; Mr. Thorpe having distinctlly dcc]aref{) that, though invited to
the family meeting, he considered them as excluded by their paternal
inhieritance from being among the candidates for his estate. Not so
Mr. Bentinck and Mr. Montagu Spencer, however, And, determined
to preﬂa.re himself for the cross-examination which he expected from
Mr. Thorpe, he placed himself in a chair about midway between the
card-table and the pianoforte, and ventured to break in upon the
ey éilpeg-fomances which were going on at the latter, by saying

uite aloud,

“Well, young gentlemen! What do you mean to do with your-
selves to-morrow ? 7

The two boys wheeled round towards him, as if moved by one and
the same mechanism, *Lo-morrow, sir P” said the elder, in a sharp,

hrill voice.

“Can’t we skate, sir?” said the Eoungcr.

: B
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“Skate P roturned Sir Charles, “Oh yes, if you are skaters.
There is plenty of good ice. Are you proficients £

“ First-rate!” said Bentinck.

“Capital I’ said Montagu.

“Then yowll do very well, provided you have brought your
skates. DBut first-rate skaters, 1 Pbe!.ieve, never stir in winter with-
out them.”

The boys looked blank, and exchanged a glance and a shrug.
“That’s a devilish bore then, for T'm sure . . . . almost , . . . that
we've got none. Do you think we have, Bentinck P>

“Can’t say . . . . the servants may have put them up, for any-
thing I know. I say, Monfagu . . . . perhaps the governor thonght
we should find some here ?” ;

“Do you think the old fellow has got any?” said one, lowering
his voice,—* old Thorpe, I mean #”

“It will be a d—d Eorc if he hasn’t,” said the other.

&* #H #* * w®

The whist-table now broke nup. A tray made its appearance, and
the sounds produced by the entrance of it seemed to awaEen the Welsh
squire; for just as it was placed upon the table he opened his eyes
for the first time since the tea left the room. This gentleman and
the two young Spencers made the most of what they saw placed before
them ; but the rest of the party were-not supper-eaters, and in another
half-hour the drawing-room was left vacant, and the various bed-
rooms and dressing-rooms had received the guests.

CHAPTER VI

Or all thines which fate and fortune had yet given her to enjoy,
separately and solely for her own particular use and benefit, Florence
Tleatheote best loved an early morning walk. In spring and autumn
she was wont every morning of her life, when weather permitted,
very literally to meet the sun upon the upland lawn; and though in
the full summer tide his godship was generally up before her, she had
many a time and oft stood aﬁ dew-hespangled on the green hill
behind her father’s house to watch his nsmg}.l But in the winter,
ihese solitary, musing, holy, and most happy hours, were altogether
lost for her at home. Not beeanse the hardy little girl trembled at a
snow-storm or shrunk before a frost; but because these morning joys
must, in order to be perfect, be tasted before breakfast, and the active
habits of the Heatheote family caused the morning kettle to be boil-
ing so very early, that Florence must have walked forth in darkness,
had ls]:te walked forth at all, if attempting to do so before the morning
meal.

But just as Mr. Thorpe’s company were separating for the night,
the question was discussed as to what hour would be most agreeable
for them to meet azain for breakfast; and the majority of voices were
decidedly for ten instead of nine o’clock. On hearing this, our
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nnrefined young rustie instantly decided, in the secret absolutism of
her own autocratic heart, that neither drowsy uneles nor elegant
cousins should imprison her in her chamber till that time,—af
least. if the sun shone, and she could find means of opening a door
or awindow, by which to pass out and look upon the mew world
around her.

With this scheme in her head, Florence gazed with considerable
interest at the lieavy house-door, as she passed with the ladies
through the hall to the stairease. But there was a massive sternnsss
in its structure which disagreeably checked her hopes of studying
the geography of Thorpe-Combe on the morrow in all the delicious
liberty of solitude, She felt in a moment that all such knowledge

was
¢ At that entrance quite shut out,”

and her eyes wandered in vain for some promising side-passage that
might give hope of finding a postern exit.
he had not entered her pretty apartment, however, many minutes,
before one of the subsidiary waiting-maids, two or three of whom
were, found in attendance at the top of the stairs to marshal the
guests the way they were to go, came to her with offers of disrobing
services. Ilorence was not accustomed to much personal attendance;
but having no little sister at hand to stand on tip-toe and unfasten
her frock, she accepted the offer ; and while the business was going
on, asked the neat-handed damsel a few questions which she flattered
herself might lead to the discovery of the sally-port she was so anxious
to find. Nor was she disappointed. In reply to one of these questions
the girl answered— e
“Oh dear, yes, miss. The grounds lies all round the house
entirely. There is no ?lace in the whole country has got such
gardens, excepting just Temple, which is quite a sight, almost, in the,
way of grounds. But ourn here is beautiful pleasant in the summer
time, as yow'll be able to guess to-morrow, miss, though the ground
be so covered up with frost; ’cause there’s to be a five lighted for the
ladics in the morning in the east parlour, and there’s a_beautiful
large glass-door there, as opens in the very midst of the shrubs and
evergreens.”
“ Whereabouts is the east parlour? Does it open from the hall ?*
demanded Florence.
“ Yes, miss; the door ’s right opposite the drawing-room.”
“Thank you; that will do. I need not detain you any longer.
Good night,” said Florence; and then she was left alone to unpack
er morning-dress, and to find her walking-boots ; to admire the old-
fashioned beauty of her comfortahle room; to open her shutters and
draw up her blinds, that no ray of awakening daylight might be lost
to say her prayers: and to lay herself down for a sweet, sound,
ﬁguf_hfﬁltl, healthful sleep, that fled lightly away at the first gleam of
vlight.’ '
lorence did not possess a watch ; and although, when at home,
she almost equahedp a Cumberland ~shepherd-boy in the accuracy
- with which she made every object around her contribute to the
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accuracy of the sun-dial, by which she regulated her out-of-door
avocations, she now, as she took her first Jook from :the window,
found herself quite at a loss how to caleulate the hour, from her
ignorance of the position of the honse ; and so brightly was the light
reflected by the crystals of the frozen snow which covered the earth
that she s'matly feared she had slept too long. But the absence of al
household sounds reassured her, and dressing herself with as much
haste as her ice-bathed fingers would permit, she descended the stairs,
and, thanks to the wide-spreading arched window which lighted them,
found the east-parlour without difficulty.

By the aid of such light as the door admitted, and by cautions]
making her way amidst the furniture, Florence wasted not muc
time before she discovered the promised glass door. To many young
ladies the task of opening it would have Dbeen-one of insurmountable
difficulty ; but Florence had seen such fastenings before, and, despite
her frost-bitten fingers, succeeded in mastering them all, and found
Terself, at length, upon the gravel-walk of the pretty shrub-surrounded
lawn which the maid had deseribed. -

But it was not a gravel-walk, or a lawn surrounded with shrubs,
that Florence wanted. Her aspirations were for something more
rude and less confined. Once, however, beyond the trammels of the
walls of the mansion, she felt little doubt of her own powers of
getting free from any restraint that out-of-door inclosures could offer ;
and accordingly she soon found herself at very perfect liberty on the
wide-spreading esplanade in front of the house. :

The view which greeted her from thence almost made her shout
with gladness. The whole of the deep, long, gracefully-formed
hollow, which gave the place its name, was visible from this spot;
its deep sides, sweeping in a beantiful curve round the whole expanse,
were thiekly clothed with forest-trees of very noble growth, enriched,
at intervals, by an undergrowth of clustering evergreens or o
feathery larch. At the most distant point the Combe opened by a
narrow gorge, but wide enough to admit a lovely landscape beyond,
terminating in the blue hills of the Malvern ridge. !

Tt was impossible at any time to look upon this view without feel-
ing that it was one of singularly picturesque beauty, and, if the phrase
may be allowed, of most Tlﬂ.p‘[)y arrangement. Not an object greeted
the eye that did not add something to its pleasure; and far away as
was the more distant outline, a feeling of home-comfort and sheltered
cosiness was suggested by its form, which soothed the imagination
by a thousand d%ightful dreams of tame Hamadryads and domestic
Tauns. But at the moment Florence Heathcote first looked upon it,
there was a species of enchantment spread over the scene, which was
quite distinet from the ordinary charm of forest scemery: the whole
sweeping woodland was one bright circle of sparkling crystals, so
dazzlingly white, that the winking eye hardly dared to.gaze upon it,
yet so gorgeously beautiful, that-1f blindness had been the penalty,
it must be looked at. It was not snow that clothed it thus in such
pale intensity of lustre; the effect of this, though beautiful, is too
smothering and heavy to give the airy grace which made Florence
almost fancy that it was a fairy tale made palpahle which she saw
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before her. It was that rare perfection of hoar-frost, which now and
then in our vapoury land turns every tiny twig into a separafe jewel,
making silver filigree look heavy and ivory carving coarse. The sun,
too, was already high enough (for it was nearly nine o’clock) to
illuminate one side of the fair show, while the other seemed to sleep
in breathless stillness, under a delicate veil of shadow, as it were,
lightly resting upon it.

Tlorence clasped her hands together, as this sight burst upon her,
and exclaimed, “Oh!” with all the breath her rapture and the frost
had left her. For a mement or two she stood perfectly entranced ;
and then her spirits, gaily awakening from wonder to de]jgllljlt, sent
her, with a light step, along the crisp and tempting path which led
under the trees round the north side le the Combe,

A sparkling draught of morning air was, to Florence, what sparkling
draughts of more doubtful healt_ﬁ.fulness may be to duller mortals ; 1t
gave her an exhilaration of spirits that made her long to laugh and
siug. A woodland path commanding such splendid openings as that
she now trod, and trod, too, for the first time, possesses an attraction
for a eountry-nurtured faney, like that of Florence, which only such
fancies can comprehend. It sometimes sent her hounding onward at
the rate of four miles an hour, and sometimes held her chained as
fixedly as if she had no power to move at all. By degrees, too, her
fingers and her feet grew warm, and then, most certainly, she was
happier still; till at length, on reaching a point at which the fine old
grey house and its sloping lawns made part of the landscape, she
stood stock-still, and invofuntarily exclaimed aloud, “Oh! how can
they all lie with closed eyes up yonder, instead of opening them
on such a scene as this?” And then, in the overflowing of her
abounding enjoymeat, and unmindful of the unseasonable application
of imagery, she sang in a voice as clear as the air through which it
vibrated,

¢ [fark ! Hark; the lark at heaven’s gate sings,
And Pheebus 'gins arise,
His steeds to water at those springs
On chaliced flowers that lies ;
- And winking mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes:
With everything that pretty bin,
My lady sweet, arisc!
Arise! arice!”

And having finished her ditty; she bounded on again, much too
forgetful of the progress of time, and of the length of way she had to
retrace her steps before she could find herself sober y seated ab
breakfast with the rest of the Combe company. In the next moment,
however, her attention was very foreibly recalled to the realities of
life, by the sound of crackling branches above her. head, attended by
a quantily of silvery rime, which fell upon her like a shower-bath.
She started forward to avoid any farther avalanche, and then twrned
look upwards, in order to discover what had cansedif. It was
with %Teat astonishment that she descried the figure of Sir Charles
- Temple scrambling down the bank at a pace that seemed to be more
reguiated by the angle of the declivity than by his will; and she
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almost sereamed when, having reached a point that was too preci-
pitous to walk over, he made a sudden spring, and in an instant
stood on the path beside her. . . . . In his }ians was a a couple
of dogs were at his heels, a_bag swelling with woodcoclg(':%ung from
his belt; and his whole dress and appearance were so greatl

unlike what she had seen on the preceding evening, that thong

she immediately recognised him, her countenance expressed extreme
astonishment.

“I beg your pardon a thousand times, Miss Heatheote,” he said,
“not only for having, as I fear, startled yousvery unfleasantly, but
for having sprinkled you so abominably with rime. I will not deny
that some very sweet sounds turned me from my path, orthat I did
really and truly intend to get down to the spot from whence they
came; but most assuredly I did not mean to make my descent thus
r%de]]%l I had no idea that the bank terminated in this place so
abruptly.” |

As he spoke he laid aside his gun, and endeavoured with all
gentleness to shake from the cloak of Florence the crisped powder-
ing she had received. But Laving recovered her astonishment, she
made light of the shower, blushed a little, laughed a little, begged
him not to trouble himself about her cloak, and finally said that she
thoufht it must he time to go home to breakfast.

“1 am afraid it is,” he replied; “and yet it is almost a %
return till you hdve gone two or three hundred yards farther, w
you may see the cataract !” ]

“A eaf@act 1”exclaimed Florence. “Oh! let me see the cataract!”

T think l‘('ou had better not, Miss Heatheote, upon second thoughts,
which you know are proverbially the best,” returned Sir Charles,

had suddenly reeollected that it would be giving a very unfair

age against Flovence, if he heguiled her info being too late for

breakfast ; an indecorum of which ie knew Mr. Thorpe was likely
very _@m"ticuiarly to disapprove. ;

“Why?” said Florence, innocently.

“Because your uncle is rather particular on the article of

unctuality, and he might be displeased, perhaps, if you were too
te.”

On hearing this, Florence smiled, shook her head, and said in a
tone of rather doubtful resignation, “ Well, then, I suppose I must
turn back; but it is a great pity:” and suiting the action to the
word, she turned about and began to walk briskly homeward.,

“ Do you not think it is very honest of me to have reminded you of
this disagreeable necessity, Miss Heatheote P s

“ Honest ¥ repeated jorence, looking up at him with an air of

to

ere

surprise. 1
; “Yesgr\, honest : for did I not advise what was good for you, and had
or me P’

“ What was bad for you, sir?** demanded Florence, with half a
smile, and looking very beautiful.

Tt is bad for me to go home to breakfast, when I should so very
greatly have preferred walking on with you to the waterfall,” Le
replied, retwning her smile. )
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“Then it is certainly a great f:ity we should not go, for I should
have liked it very much too. I mever saw a Wa:tc.rfail except ina
picture, and I think it must be very beautiful,” said ¥lorence.

The temptation was strong to turn round again, but Sir Charles
was really too Aomest to yield to it, so he steadily pursued his way
homeward, notwithstanding the pretty temptation at his side.

“You must promise me, as a reward for my virtue,” said he, “that
you will not go to this waterfall ill T can go with you. , Will you
promise this?” !

“7 should Iike to go with you very much,” she replied, with the
most perfect nazvefé ; * but if any plan for seeing it should happen to
be proposed when you are not by, I am terribly afraid 1 should run
off without you.” :

“Then to prevent such treachery,” said he, laughing, “what say
you to our making a party immediately after breakfast? Do you
:oihm%z you could bear the fatigue of walking so far twice in one

ay ? 33

“The fatizue of walking as far as the place where you jumped
down #” said Florence. © Oh yes, I think T eould bear that.”

““Then it is an engagement, 18 it ?”’

“Yes, sir, if you please. I should like it better, almost, than any-
thing else inthe world. That is, if mamma does not happen to want
me forjanything.”
~ “Do not call me Sir, Miss Heatheote, unless you put Charles after
it—Sir, by itself, sounds so very formal” This was said with an
earnestness that must have puzz{ed any one who did not understand
les dessous des carfes. But Sir Charles Temple happened to know
that his old friend, in the midst of all his affected rusticity, cherished
a most vehement dislike to any solecism in conventional good breed-
ing, and that a young lady’s_saying, “yes, sir,” and “no, sir,” would
be kaely_ gnevouslg to offend his ear. Therefore, as he was beginning
very decidedly to be of opinion that Florence Heathcote would make
a most desirable heiress to Mr. Thorpe, he took her to task thus, with
an energy that was quite involuntary.

.. Florence, however, though she understood nothing of all this, took
it in very good part, said she was much obliged to him for telling her,
and that she would ta]r]v very much to remember it, because she did
not like formality at all, as 1t always seemed to her as if people were

angry. :

5‘T'%hfe,n, when we are better acquainted, I hope yon will let me
call you Florence, instead of Miss Heathcote?” said the young
baronet,

“You may call me Florence now, if you like it,” she replied. “I
am never called anything but Florerce.” :

The acquaintance thus auspiciously began went on improving as
they walked and talked, till, by the time they reached the house,
which unfortunately was not till a quarter past ten, they had become
fast friends : Florence considerin %ir Charles Temple as the kindest
and most, good-natured person she had ever seen, and Sir Charles

eeling most s::l,t’.isi'ami;curi}J convinced that. neither on the banks of
Thames, Arno, Rhone, Rhine, Tiber, or any other stream by which
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his wanderings had led him, had he ever chanced to meet so pretty a
ereature as Florence, with a soul so free from every stain of earth,
and a spirit so gentle yet so joyous, so reasonable yet so i&y,

On arriving at the hall-doar, Sir Charles, looking from head to foot
at the figure of his beautiful companion, erceived with dismay that
the bottom of her dress was adorned witﬂ a border of icicles, which
would make her entering the break[ast-room, without changing it, an
act of greal indiscretion, He remembered all the official eTegan‘ce of
M. Spencer, and all the precocious eleverness of his accomplished
sons ; he remembered the three Misses Wilkyns, and all their point-
device laboriousness of toilet ; and he saw, in imagination, their dozen
of eyes all fixed upon the drooping curls and dabbled petticoat of his
pretty friend, till he felt positively terrified at the idea of her appear-
ing before them. g

** You must run_up-stairs, Miss Heatheote, you must, indeed !”* he
said in a hasty whmﬁer and laying his hand on her arm to stay the
rapid step with which she was traversing the hall fowards the

mmg-room.  “TLook at your dress!. ... Look at the shining
frmi',e upon it 1”’ .

Florence did so, and laughed. * Here I am, a perfect icicle,” she
said, “and yet not cold at all. I must take it o , however, or else
this pretty trimming will melt, which would not be agreeable. But
1 shall not be long etting rid of it, and nobody will think about me
if I do but get in ﬁcfore the bréakfast is over.” And giving him a
parting smile, she ran up the stairs to her room.

Sir %harles entered his old friend’s parlour as usual, sans cérémonie,
gun in hand, and exhibiting his game-bag before he rang for the
servant to take charge of it.

“ Woodeocks, Temple?” said Mr. Thorpe, interrogatively.

“Yes, sir, five of them,”

“Then I think we will forgive you for being late, There’s a place
for you, between my eldest nicce ‘and my youngest nephew. Make
way for him, Montagu—or is it Bentinck P—1 don’t quite recollect
which noble name belongs to which young gentleman. You must tell
me to which dukedom the dark hair belongs, and to which the light,
and then ¥ dare say I shall remember. Have you been long out tlfis
morning, Temple ! 1t seems to be a glorious day.”

Nothing could be further from Sir Charles Temple’s thoughts than
to conceal his accidental meeting with Florence Heathcote, but,
somehow or other, he had got into a W'mnwlace for mentioning it.
He felt no inclination to say to Miss Wilkyns,—* Your cousin
Florence and I have been enjoying a téte-a-léte walk together,”
Nor avas Mr. Montagu Spencer at all a more desirable recipient for
the adventure. Neither did he, just then, deem it expedient to
announce it for the information of the company in general, because
he was quite aware that every eye was fixed upon him. * 1 will tell
her dear good step-mother of it,” thought he, “as soon as she has
conquered the difficulties oceasioned by that under-done, overflowing

”But he was spared the embarrassment of opening the subject, ithe
felt any such, }i)y Mrs. Heathcote saying, while the golden-tinted
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egg-drop still bedewed her lip,—“TIt does quite puzzle me where

‘Florence can be gome to. Sophy Martin has found out her room,
and says she is not there, nor her bonnet nor cloak neither. So she
must be gone out, just as she does so often at home, to enjoy a little
air before breakfast,—only she ought not to be so late, to be sure.
But you must not think that is her way in general, sir,” she added,
addressing Mr. Thorpe, who was seated between her and Miss Martin,
““She is never too late at home, but the most ready, punctual child
in the world.” : i

Mr. Thorpe was going to_ make some laughing reply, bub Sir
Charles felt, that if he missed this excellent opportunity, he should
never recount his adventure at all,—and the leaving it to Flo-
rence would be exceedingly unfair; so, without any hesitation, but,
on the contrary, with a goodY deal of eagerness in his manner, he said :—

“T can give you news of your lost daugliter, Mrs. Heathcote. I
lad the pleasure of meeting the young lady as I returned from my
chase after woodcocks, and we reached the house together.” 4

“Eldruda, will you have some ham ?”* said Miss Wilkyns, bending
her head over a dish before her, as if to conceal a laugh, which,
nevertheless, was sufficiently perceptible. ot [

. “No, thank you! Elfreda,” replied her sister, raising a nlaikm to
her mouth to hide symptoms of sympathetic merriment, which were
not‘, however, the less remarkable for the maneuvre.

“Bless her!” ejaculated Mrs, Heatheote. “I told you, Algernon,
didw’t I? that T was sure she was got out to look at the ‘white world,”
as she called it, yesterday. But did you come in together, sir ? Why
does she not come in to breakfast ?” A y

Sir Charles felt no inclination to amuse the lively Misses Wﬂkﬁns
with a description of Florence’s frosted drapery, and therefore replied
very demurely, that Le believed the young lady was gone upstairs to
take off her bonnet.

. “If T had thought that any of you ladies were likely to get out so

early, T would have had the garden-walks swept,”’ said Mr, Thorpe.
“1 am afraid the fair Florence must have wetted those pretty little
feet that I saw on the sofa last night, Mrs. Heatheote.”
. “No, sir, I hope not,” said the baronet. “The frost is so exceed-
ingly hard, as yet, that you would gain little advantage by sweelfupg.
. . . . And hesides,” . . . . Sir Charles was on the point of adding
that Miss' Heathcote’s ramble had not been confined to the garden-
walks, but he happened to catch Miss Eldruda’s little Welsh black
eye so curiously fixed upon him, that he stopped short, and said
nothing about it. 2

*“Besides what, Temple ?** said Mr. Thorpe. a4l

“T was going to say, that it would he a ity for the ladies to
confine their walks to the garden this lovely day. The woods are
beautiful.”

*You would not think it possible for ladies to walk in the woods at
such a season as this, wou]i]d you, Sir Charles Temple?” said his
neighhour Miss Wilkyns, with a shudder. :

__ ““They will losc a very glorious spectacleif they do not,” bereplicd,
somewhat brusquely.
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“1 suppose you think that a party of country eirls, as, T presume,
you call us, may plunge to their waists in snow without danger. But
T am afraid we have neither strength, energy, romance, nor inclination
sufficient for such an enterprise. Are there any drives cut through
the woods that you say are so beautiful #**

“No, Miss Wilkyns, I believe not. But as T always walk, and
never drive, it is possible that T may be mistaken.”

“I hope to heaven you are!” replied the young lady, “for it will
certainly be very dull (lowering her voice to a whisper) not to go out -
ab all; and as to tearing through hushes and wading through snow,
I can answer for my sisters and myself that it is pertectly out of the
question.”

“There is no snow,” returned Sir Charles, in an accent fully as
chilling as his theme.

“Then, pray, do you think it right,” said the piqued heiress,
replying rather to his accent than his words,—* do you think it right,
Sir Charles Temple, for young ladies, girls who may consider them-
selves as the daughters of a gentleman, and who have been brought
up like gentlewomen, do you think it right for them to seramble over
hedges amd ditches, tearing their way through bushes, like so many
savages looking for roots and berries ?” 4

“1t would be very unnecessary, at least, for any of this party, to
set off upon such a quest,” replied Sir Charies, helping himself from a
_ dainty-looking F'plgetm—ple :—"“may I have the pleasure of helping you,

Miss Wilkyns £ !

“T have breakfasted, sir, I thank you!” she replied, pushing back
Ler coffee-cup, and drawing on her lemon-coloured gloves.

At this moment the door o%ened, and Florence entered. Tvery
eye was turned upon her, but she was either perfectly unconscious or
perfectly unheedful of it; for, with no deeper blush than her fresh
walk had given her, she made her way to fhe top of the table, and
bending down beside the master of the house, who turned round
a smiling countenance to greet her, she said,—“ I hope, Uncle
Thorpe, you are not angry with me for being so late. I did not

“"know at all what o’clock it was, and the woods are so very
beautiful.”

~“The woods! . . . . Heavens!” murmured Miss Wilkyns,
“Thewoods! . . . . mercy!” ejaculated Miss Eldruda.
“The woods ! . . . . incredible ! whispered Miss Winifred.

The two nobly-christened Etonians bent forward from the opposite
sides of the table to stare at her,—and no great wonder ; fgr with
her half-strpightened chestnut locks smoothly combed apart upon her
forehead, her slight graceful figure, infinitely better shown by her
plain, closely-fitted merino frock, than it would have been by the
richest robe that ever fashion puckered, she looked so simply,
thoroughly beautiful, that no eye, without a beam in it, could have
looked at her without pleasure. :

 Angry with you, my dear child!” said Mr, Thorpe, taking her
hand, and gallantly kissing it,—“angry with you for admiring my
rough old woods? . . . . But I will tell you what, Florence, I shall
be angry with you, very angry, if you do not sit down here close to



THE WARD, 61

me, and make a good breakfast. Here is.one who I know will make
room for you.” ; : y .

The one he meant to indicate was Sophia Martin ; but befere that
affectionate girl, who had almost squeezed herself into her uncle’s
pocket, could move her chair, Mrs. Heathcote had made space
enough, and Algernon was already behind his sister, with a chair
ready for her. Florence repaid their services by giving Algernon
a.no]?. and a smile, and impressing a kiss on the cheek of her step-
mother.

“To think of you, Florence !’ said Mrs. Heatheote,—* who never
breakfasted later than eight o’clock in your life,—to think of you not
being ready by ten !”

1 was ready, mamma! . . . . I mean, T should have been ready,
only I was so far away,” replied Florence, attacking the roll Mr.
Thorpe had placed before her.

“So far ?* said the eldest Miss Wilkyns,— where then have you
balfégl “;audering, Miss Heatheote, if Iy may take the liberty of
asking P’ ;

“7 hardly know how to'tell you,” replied the laughing girl, —*“but
it was a beautiful thick wood, with a narrow path that opened every
now and then, as if on purpose for the view ; and it was very near a
waterfall ! ? :

“ A perfect Diana!” said Mr. Spencer, with something like a shrug
and a sneer, and not quite approving the look of admiration with
which their host was regarding her.

Sophia Martin breathed aheavy sigh. ““Oh, Florence !’ she said ;
and then employed herself with her tea-spoon and coffee-cup, for
she was evidently confused, though her cousin Florence evigl)ently
was not.

“ You don’t mean that you have been to High Spring Fall, my dear,
do you P said Mr. Thorpe.

_ “Was it High Spring Fall, Sir Charles ?” demanded Florence,
Innocently.

The young man coloured, for he knew, though she did net, the
species of impertinence which was likely to follow this application
tothim, and would have saved her from it if possible; but it was
not,

“Youn were at no great distance from High Spring Fall when I saw
you, Miss Heathcofe,” he replied; and then added, as gaily and
gallantly as he could, “What say you, ladies all ? have you courage
to follow Miss Heathcote’s example ? Bhall we all start as soon as
breakfast. is over to visit this pretty cataract? . . . . The Fall is too
mighty to be stopped by the irost; but I doubt not it will be beau-
tifully decorated with icicles, and will offer as pretty a spectacle as
You would wish to see.” ; :

The proposal did not receive an immediate answer. Each lady
seemed to intend that another should speak first. Miss Wilkyns
was caleulating the chance of her receiving an offer of Sir Charles

emple’s arm. Miss Eldruda was waiting to hear what Miss Eifreda
said. Miss Winifred was meditating on _the danger of spoiling her
curls, like ““that wild girl of the woods, Florence Heatheote, whose
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sort of face could stand it so much better than hers could.” Mis,
Heathcote was weighing what the danger to her new boots might be.
And Miss Martin was anxiously waiting to hear them all say they
would go, that she might stay at home, #i#e-3-féfe, with her uncle
Thorpe. So as none of them spoke, poor Florence rashly undertook
to answer for_the whole party at onee, and said, “To be sure, they
will all go! Tt is impossible for anybod{. to stay at home such alday
as this! Tdo assure you that it is not the least cold, if you will but
walk fast enoltlﬁh.” i

“Your hands do not look very warm, Miss Heatheote,” said
Miss Eldruda, drawing off her own glove, and employing her tolerable-
lfiokilég hand, by arranging the moss on which the plovers’ eges were
placed.

The fingers of Florence, though they wounld have been recognised,
had they been ten times frost-bitten (by any eye that understood the
question), as infinitely more beantiful than the thin, sallow, but well-
preserved, hands of Miss Eldruda, did certainly at this moment look
of a blood-red hue; and Miss Martin, in an audible whis er, said,
“Ob, Florence, puf_on your gloves!” But Florence only shook
her head, and smiled; and, after the pause of a moment, said, “T
do assure you my hands are not cold at all. It is ‘only their
colour that makes you think so: but nobody says anything about the
waterfall,”

“Gracious Heaven ! you do not want to set out again, do you?”
cried Miss Viﬁlkyns, shuddering, “What a very extraordinary young
ou are |
t would really be a great pity if you should get chilblains
on your hands, my dear,” said Mr. Thorpe, rather gravely, *“I
would not recommend your going out again till you had restored
ﬁir;dulaj'ﬁmn to your fingers. Young ladies must never have red

ands.

“I dare say it will go off, uncle, presenily,” said Florence,
carelessly, :

“But do you not think, upon the whele, that it would be better
for you to put off your next excursion to the cataract till shooting-
time to-morrow P* said Miss Wilkyns, drawing up her eyes, and
looking at her cousin through her eye-glass.

¢ T]i to-morrow P”* returned Florence, upon whom the “shooting”
had produced no effect whatever. “To-morrow is Christmas-day,
you know, and of course we shall all go to church; and the next day
13 the third from this; and it is verﬁ likely indeed that this white
frost will go_then, and we shall lose the icicles altogether. Oh! do
let us go to-day.” : o

i | 5&1‘& say the two Mr. Spencers will have no objection to take a
scramble with you through the woods,” said Miss Eldruda, laughing ;
“but really you must excuse »s.” i

“T think it is possible they may be de ¢rop,” said Mr., Spencer -
senior.

“Very likely,” said Miss Wilkyns, (ﬁliietly, but at the same time
giving her graceful official uncle an intelligent look.

“Well, well, manage it as you like, and amuse yourselves as well

€
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» 88 you ean, my dear children,” said Mr. Thorpe. “ There is a billiard.
table in one of the rooms upstairs, boys ; but it is very likely that
you will find the cloth worm-eaten, the balls lost, and the cues and
maces broken. However, you may go and see. It is just possible
that Mrs, Barnes may have extended her patronage to them, and she
is a prodigious conservative.” 3

The young Spencers looked comforted, and started to their feet;
neither did their father nor Major Heatheote hear of the billiard-table
with indifference. ; ;

“ Which way must we go, unele Thorpe ?” said Mr. Bentinck.

“Who will show us the way to the billiard-room, uncle ? said Mr,

* Montagu at the same moment.

“I will show you, boys, I will show you myself,”” returned the old
entleman ; “but I shan’t stir till my pretty niece here has finished
er breakfast. . . . . Only she must promise not to let me see any

chilblains. I don't like young ladies to have red hands.”

.. Look at this hand now, sir!” said Mrs. Heatheote, who had
silently seized upon the left hand of Florence, while the contented
gitl managed to get at her breakfast by aid of the right. * Look here,
sir. T have just warmed her poor little hand a little between mine,
and you see there are no chilblains now.”

The hand of Florence might, both in shape and colour, have served
as a model for Vandyke. ':%he three Misses Wilkyns, who halﬁnfned
at this moment each to have a hand ungloved, all drew on a delicate
gant de Paris, and seemed quite ready to leave the table.

“If Major Heathcote should hapcfen to die, I think I should be
strangely tempted to marry his widow,” wh15£ered Sir Charles to
Miss Vﬂkius; and in return she gave him the kindest smile she had
bestowed that day ; for the fair Elfreda greatly enjoyed what she ealled
* sly quizzing.” “But it is just possible that upon this occasion she
did not %uit-e enter into the spint of Sir Charles Temple’s jest,

Mr. Thorpe, meanwhile, took the delicate little hand thus offered
to Lim into his own, saying very cordially as he examined it, “ Why no,
my dear madam, I cannot say I see any reason to find fault with the

and now; but have you done breakfast already, Florence #”

" “Oh yes! But yef you see I am the last of all I

CHAPTER VII.

Ox leaving the breakfast-room, which the whole party did together,
My, Thorpe, when preparing to mount the stairs with the gentlemen
in search of the bi iard-table, desired Sir Charles Temple to escort

& ladies to the east parlour, a gay-looking, cheexful little room, which

G been prepared especially for their morning accommodation, and
had %een carefully supplied with lady-like books and engravings in

nndance,

** What an extremely pleasant room 1 exclaimed Miss Wilkyns to

‘young baronet, as they entered it. “The white ground of this
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TIndia paper and the bright-coloured birds and butterflies make it quite
beautiful ! don’t they, Eldruda?”

“ But look out of the window, Miss Wilkyns, and you will see what
is more bright and heautiful still,” cried Florence, who, perfectly
unscathed by all the hits she had received concerning her preter-
natural love for waterfalls, could still think of nothing else. “ What
think you of the sun shining on all those sparkling boughs ? and this
is only a shnt-up little garden! Think what it must be with all sorts
of beautiful trees, great and small, all spreading themselves out,
dressed in this way, on purpose for you to look at them P T thought
it was such a pity to come to a new place in the middle of winter,
when, often, one can hardly get out at all! But instead of that, the
sight from the walk in the wood is ten thousand times more beautiful
than the brightest leaves and flowers of summer. It is a sight to
make one dance and sing; and such a sight, Miss Wilkyns, . . . .

‘ Oh! how can you rencunce, and hope to be forgiven:’?’

The pretty, playful, coaxine manner in which this was said might
have been more successful, if the important young lady to whom it
was addressed had not been influenced by the foregone conelusion
that her cousin-german, Miss Florence Heatheote, was an individual
whom it was necessary to keep at arm’s length. In truth, she con-
sidered her as a person whose education had been so lamentabl
neglected, as to make her utterly unfit for all companionship wit
ladies filling a certain station in Life ; a station which made them, as
she frequently observed, hound in honour to themselves, their ances-
tors, and their posterity, not to do anything that could eompromise
their character as gentlewomen. That walking with Florence to look
at High Spring Fall must have been held by her as one of those past,
present, and future acts of criminality, was made manifest by the:
steadfastness of her o%pomtion to it.

““There are many things I believe, Miss Heathecote,” she stiffly
replied, “which young ladies are oblized to forego in order to preserve
the refinement so essential to their possessing the esteem of the
world ; and serambling through bogs and busfles, in search of the
picturesque, is, in my opinion, one of them. I must beg you to
ff-“’gse myself .and my sisters from participating in anything of the

!n -J,

Florence looked guite frightened; and for the first time became
aware that she had done or said something wrong. The bright smile
vanished from her face, and as she sat herself down close to Ther step-
mother, slipping her arm’ within that of her protecting friend, Sir
Charles Temple thought that she even looked pale from the rebuff
she had received. j P

The cast-parlour party consisted at this time only of Mrs. Heath-
cote and her offending daughter, the three Welsh heiresses, and him-
self; and had he jomed the entlemen, according to his first intention
he would have left, as he thought, a E—Imy singularly ill-constructed
for the purmases of social enjoyment. He therefore changed his plan,
and good-hamouredly sat himself down at a table near the fire, and
began examining the books that lay upon if, pointing out to Mrs.
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Heatheote a volume of engravings which he assured her were very
good, and asking first one Miss Wilkyns, and then another, and then
the third, all sorts of light literary questions, in order to set them
talking, and so give his poor bruised companion of the morning time
to recover herself, and courage once more to raise her drooping head.

Miss Martin meanwhile had withdrawn herself, from motives of
prudence. No sooner did she hear poor troublesome Florence hegin
again about sunshine and icicles, than all the dangers of a winter
walk tose to her imagination. She must either go out in a pair of
shabby thick shoes, like those worn by her inconsiderate cousin, or
injure for ever and for ever the appearance of a_new pair which set
her short little foot off to the best advantage. She must either wear
the black beaver bonnet, which made her look so very dark and old,
or risk important l'njur{I to the new straw one, bought for the present

eat occasion. Then her neat and only silk gown might be splashed,

er frill tumbled, her new shawl crushed, and her best ki gloves
soiled. It was all ruin and destruction ; and as she did not happen
to care a single farthing about waterfalls, and very little just af present
about the young baronet, she quietly slipped out of the room while
Florence was in the midst of her harangue, and made her way to her
own room, determined not to leave its shelter till the danger was
past.
It was not, however, as yet quite in readiness to receive her; but
the housemaid employed upon it was the Nancy with whom she had
commenced a friendship on the preceding night, and she again entered
into conversation with her. :

“T beg your pardon, Naney, for coming up so soon. Of course I
know you can’t be 1'ea.ciy yot; but I am not going to stay a minute.
Only do tell me, Nancy, something about this beautiful old house
before T go down again. You must T:.now, I hate walking out of doors
in the winter. It makes such a mess of all one’s things; and, besides,
T can’t bear giving the trouble of cleaning gown, shoes, and every-
thing that one wears. So I came up here, because I think it vqrﬁ'
likely that all the others: are going out; and instead of going wit
them, T should like of all things to see some of the upstairs rooms.
Are there any family pictures here, Nancy #”

Oh, yes miss; a number here and there about in the rooms. But
there’s no gallery like as there is at Temple,” replied the girl.

“ Are they in the bedrooms? I wonder if I could get a sight of
them? , , . . T should so like it !” X

“Why, the most of ’em is in master’s own bedroom, miss; and you
mai’] iﬁ? there safe enough, if you like it, for all the gentlemen are got
to ards, old and young, and master in the midst of them, as gay
as the best. I couldn’t hefp stopping to look at himas 1 glassed by
the open door ; he ain’t like the same gentleman as he was before the
comﬁany was here, for I am often here backwards and forwards when
mother can spare me, helping my aunt, Mrs. Barnes, about the fur-
niture, though I haven’t served here constant.”

. “Do you think you could spare time to go with me into my uncle’s
room for a minule or two, Naney? I should so Iike to see the
;Irlctures,” : ¥} i

% } T



66 THE WARD.

“ Yes, miss, I can show you the way, if you please; but it is just
right away at the other end of the house.”

“Come, then. I don’t mind ahout the distance.” And Miss
Martin and the housemaid set off together very lovingly, beguiling
the way with a good deal of domestic chat; for the young lady
appeared to take interest in everything which in the slightest %egree
concerned the estimable relative to whom she so had so recently
been introduced. )

The distance, as Naney said, was considerable, showing to advan-
tage the size of the handsome old house; and though ﬁ'xey did not
loiter much, Miss Martin found occasion to remark that every-
thing seemed very nice, and in the most substantial and complete
Tepair, "

* Oh dear, yes, miss,” replied the girl, to an observation of this
kind. “ Master cares for nothing so much as keeping the house and

ounds in good order. He sometimes says it is a wonder that he

eeps on caring so much about it, seeing that no living soul hardly
ever comes nigh the place, excepting Sir Charles Temple, and he
never sees anything of it but just a room or two downstairs, But
they do say,—that 1s, Mrs. Barnes, who knows him best,—that he
never has quite entirely given up the notion that his son would turn
up, and come again, and that is the reason why he has kept up the
pﬂwe so careful.” L

“But he seems to have given up the notion now, deesn’t he #?
demanded Miss Martin rather anxiously.

“Yes, miss. There’s a letter come, provmgl,, for sure and certain,
that the poor gentleman is dead ; and that’s why master has invited

- such a sight of company to the Combe.”

“I understand,” said Sophia;—and she did understand erfectly
now whaf, she had only suspected before. All hope of }Ixjis son’s
return being at length abandoned, it was a fact not to be doubted
that Mr. Thorpe had collected all his collateral descendants around
him in order to seleet from among them an heir.

The apartment of Mr. Thorpe was reached without interrup-
tion; Nancy opened the door, and the deeply-interested Sophia
entered. It was a very large room, being over the drawing-room,
and of equal dimensions. The bed seemed lost in it; and though
there was abundance of wardrobes, and even book-shelyes, to
occupy the walls, there was neyertheless space sufficient left for
more than a dozen of the family portraits of which Nancy had
spoken,
pSD hia stepped forward into the middle of the room, and looked
round about her on all sides with an air of very accurate research, as
if reading in the still life with which he was usually surrounded the
private history of her uncle’s mind. This general survey over, she
turned her attention to the portraits.

‘(;Hﬁms my unele any particular favourites among these pictures P
sald she.

“Not that T know of, miss,” replied Nancy. “But my aunt could
answer that better than me, because she is so constant with him.
There is one there that, in course, he’s fond enough of, poor old
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gentleman ! and that’s his own son; but I never heard tell of any

other that he was particuler about.”

Is that it P demanded Sophia eagerly, and turning in the direc-
tion which the girl’s eyes had taken as she mentioned the young
man’s portrait.

“Yes, miss, that ’s the one, over the chimney-piece, and right in
front of his eyes, poor old gentleman! as he lies in bed. 1 have
heard Aunt Barnes say, that she is pretty sure master often les a-bed
of a morning, when he is quite wel]I enongh to get up, for no reason
in the world buf just to keep looking at that picture: for if all the
other windows are shut, he is sure to have the one that lights up that,
opened, and the curtains drawn back.”

Miss Marfin made no answer, but stood with her eyes steadfastly
fixed upon the picture thus pointed out, shading the light from her
eyes, so as to see it distinctly.

“ He was quite young, you sce, miss, when this was taken; and

~ his eollar turned back that way looks quite like a hoy, don’t it ? But,

I suppose, that was the fashion then as the young gentlemen wore
them, *canse his face is not quite that younlﬁ, either.”

The dress, in fact, was somewhat faneiful, having rather a Spanish
air; the throat being entirely exposed, a cloak Tocsel;; depending
from the shoulders, and the shirt-collar turned deeply over it.

“ It has got pretty hair, miss, hasn’t it ’ resumed the conversable
but still unanswered Nancy. * T4 is plain to see as you be a rela-
tion, there is something so very like you in the way it grows. Iam
sure you might be his own sister as far as the hair, and the eyes
bean’t that much unlike either.”

“ Do you think so P’ said Sophia, almost in a whisper.

. “Yes sure, miss, I do, and youw'll see it in a minute if you ll enly
Lust stop and let me bring over that little glass what master shaves
o You need not be afraid to speak, miss, nobody s likely to come
s way.”

“ Do not tell anyhody that T came here, Nancy,” said Miss Marfin,
taking the glass from the girl’s hand ; ““ it would seem so curions.”
16" no more than what’s natural, sure, miss,” replied Naney.

‘ However, I wor’t say a word ahout it . . . . Don’t you see the
likeness now, miss ?” R
Bophia did see the likeness, and a well-pleased smile lighting up
er countenance as she did so, made her companion exelaim,—* Oi
gc%dqleqs :.;“;]}en you smile that way, it is the very same face exactly,
—1t 18, Indeed !
. Miss Martin answered not, but fell to such perusal of her own face
in the little glass, and her consin’s face upon the wall, as made her
companion laugh,

You are determined to find out, miss, whether you be like or
not, that’s certain,” said the girl ; “and I don’t doubt but what you
ml}?t allow I spoke true :—don’t you think so, miss P

I don’t see much likeness, Nancy,” replied the young lady,
mﬂ% the mirror, and moving towards the door; “butnobody ever
k‘_l}@mg their own face. I won’t hinder you any longer now. My

23
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N“ All but putling coals on and sweeping up the hearth,” replied
ancy. : o5
“Then, pray, don’t trouble yourself about that,” said the obliging
Sophia. I must go there to fetch my knitting-case, and I can do 1t
just as well as you.”

Having reached her room alone, Sophia entered it, closed the door,
and locked it ; then looking from the windows to see that no one
from without could observe her, she unclasped the dress that was
fastened close round her throat, took from her little stock of chemi-
settes one that, by a little alteration, she made to turn over her dress
greatly in the manner of 1hat in the portrait ; and then setting to work
with her brush and comb, she arranged the natural curls of Ter short
stiff hair so exactly like that of her departed cousin, that she almost
started at the resemblance.

“ Extraordinary ! she exclaimed. “If 1 make nothing of this, T
shall deserve to die a beggar !”’

Having satisfied her careful and observant eye that she had hit
upan the exact fowrmure of the hair, and as near an approach to
identity in her collar as she dared venture upon, she resumed her
former appearance, furnished herself with her knitting-case, and
quietly returned to the east parlour, hoping that she should find it
unoceupied, for she had much to think of, and would willingly have
been alone.

In this hope she was disappointed ; no farther allusion had been

made einher%y the discomfited Florence, or any other of the party,
to walking or waterfalls; and Sir Charles Temple, partly from a
feeling of honourable adherence to the engagement by which he had
bound himself to assist in entertaining his old friend’s strange rela-
tions, and partly, perbaps, from some little curiosity to study the
characters of the group around, had remained in the place where we
left him; and as by this time all the ladies had furnished themselves
w]rlith employment for their fingers, he had undertaken to read to
them. .
The entrance of Miss Martin stopped him in the middle of a scene
in Van Artevelde; but being aware that ome, at least, of his fair
auditory was hanging with extreme inferest on every word he read,
lie closed not the volume, but held himself suspended till the new-
comer had settled herself among them. This would have been done
quictly enough, had not each of the Misses Wilkyns felt so greatly
pleased at the opportunity thus offered of once again hearing her
own voice, that they one and all broke forth into a note of welcome
on seeing her. : ,

“T am so glad you are come! We are so delighted! Such a
divine book ! and such a reader |”” exclaimed Elfreda.

“ You have lost such a treat! But it is impossible to begin again,
because we have got on such a quantity, 8o you are very lucky to
come before we have quite finished,” said Eldruda, concealing a yawn
by holding up a larweqbaﬂ of worsted before her mouth.

“ Sit. down here, Ey me, Cousin Sophia,” lisped the pretty Winifred,
yawning without any concealment at all; “I am so glad you are
come! You shall help me count my threads.”
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“Don’t talk, my dears,” said Mrs. Heatheote, partly from civility,
and partly because she really found herself very comfortable.

TFlorence spoke not. She had not yet sufliciently recovered from
the rebuff of her elegant cousin, to venture upon making any obser-
vation that might again attract her notice; but it is not very diffienlt
for a reader to discover the impression his lecture makes on his
hearers without the assistance of any words from them. Even where
a whole party remains resolutely silent, their silence is modified by
supdry little bits of by-play, quite as cfoqueut as words. One lady
will go on with her work as diligently as if there were no reading
going on; another will seem to find a sort of subsidiary amusement
1 a playtully-cautious manner of taking u and putting down her
seissors ; a third will unreel her cotton, with an earnest biting of her
nether lip, as if the slightest concussion of the air would endanger
the safety of the universe; a fourth will find it necessary to draw
out her pocket-handkerchief at least once in every minute; and if the
party consist of many, and the reader be a very lucky reader, one
amongst them may sit, like Florence, with her work resting on her
kneg, while the abstracted eye gives something like an indication that
the intellect is taking part in what is going on.

On the present occasion, however, the silence once broken could
not be restored. 'The heiresses’ reiterated assurances of their
supreme felicity, of their gratitude to Sir Charles, and their admira-
tion of his author, as effectually broke np the reading-party, as if
they had all honestly proclaimed themselves tired to death. So Sir
Charles, having given a rapid glance at Florence, and then waited a
little while in vain, to ascertan whether the twittering of the Misses
“Wilkyns would cease, closed the volume, drew out his wateh, and
walked towards the window. :

For one short thoughtless minute Florence was in danger of saying,

Do go on ”—but recollection came in time to save her, and she
resumed her work with silent diligence.

“Upon my word it is a pity to lose the whole of this fine-morning,”
said Sir Charles. © Are you quite decided, ladies, against walking ?”

Miss Tlfreda looked at her delicate lilac silk dress; Miss Eldruda
at her pale olive, and Miss Winifred at her light green; and then
they all looked af one another. It was impossible for the stoutest
and most manly heart to be either so hard or so dull as not to com-
prehend what was passing in their thoughts; nor was there any
opposing feeling strong enough in the mind of the young baronet to
induce him to attempt substituting any other ideas in the place of
those so visibly at work within them. Instead of this, he fortunately

recollected the equipage which had been so ingeniousfy proposed for
~ their use, and resumed with sudden animation— )

at say you, then, to an airing? Mr. Thorpe’s carriage will
accommodate any four of the party who prefer driving to walking.
t}il:% ﬁ‘e order it, Miss Wilkyns?” And his hand was already on
ell.
ool have not the slightest objection to a drive,” replied the young
lady, “ At this season it is impossible to get exercise in any other
Way ; for even if we had our horses and groom here, I doubt if we
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should venture to ride. Has the carriage a dickey? I should not
at all object to going outside, Sir Charles, wrapped 1 my furs.”

Now Bir Charles knew no more what Mr. Thorpe’s carriage was
like, than he did of the charpente of Venus’s car; neither liad he the
sligfltest inclination to profit by the hint which his vanity suggested
was held out by the young lady’s speech; for hopes of a walk to the
waterfall were reviving within him, which he had the strange perver-
sity to prefer to sitting beside the heiress in a dickey, :

“If tIi]ere were a hundred dickeys, my dear Miss Wilkyns, T would
not counsel you to trust yourself m either of them,” he e lled, with
great vivacity. “ You have no idea how piercingly the coldfJ would be
felt, mounted aloft as you would be there. Not all the furs in the
world could save the tip of your nose from being frost-hitten—
Imaginez ! . ...

ow it happened that the tip of Miss Elfreda’s nose had, for the
last two years, been acquiring something of a violet tinge, which,
though she had never mamed it, even to her confidential sister
Eldruda, was nevertheless very seldom entirely out of her thoughts.
A maiden aunt, a sister of her father’s, who was most unhappily f;slain,
had a very red nose, and the eldest heiress trembled for the future,

“ T don’t think I shall go out at all,” she replied, with a shudder.
*“One ought to be tremendously robust to leave the fireside in such
weather as this.” :

Did not Sir Charles repent him of his vivaeity and wanton allusion
to a red-tipped nose? Assuredly he did. But repentance came too
late, and the suﬁlﬁj waterfall faded away from his hopes into a vapour
as vague and chilling as its own midnight mist. Had he-not named
the nose, there Woula have been an excellent chance of sending the
three Maisses ‘Nllkdyl:'[l_ and their clected favourite, Miss Martin, upon
a two hours” expedition in the pumpkin coach, during which he might
have escorted Florence and her irresistibly lovahle stepmother to the
cataract! Perhaps he deserved to be punished for his flippancy, but
at any rate he fels that he was so.

The equipage, however, was ordered ; and Mrs. Heatheote, the two
younger heiresses, and Miss Martin, set off upon that most self-
denying of all indulgences, a winter airing. iss Wilkyns accom-
panied her sisters when they went to prepare for it, and did not
return to the parlour, so that when the party drove away from the
door, Florence and Sir Charles suddenly found themselves #éte-a-#éte.

Florence was seventeen, and young ladies of that age who have
been brought up in the world of conventional etiquette would exclaim,
“ Nonsense ! impossible!” were the perfectly childish state of her
mind upon that most important of all subjects,—ilirtation, described
to them. Nevertheless, truth comﬁels the historian of * The Ward
to state not only that she never had yet had any love affair whatever,
but that Ler thoughts had positively never turned themselves in that
direction, excepting when, during her early and late studies of her
almost only very familiar literary treasure, Shakspeare, she had paused .
over some of his sweet love-tales: and then she had siched ver
deeply, and said, particularly in the case of Juliet, “ Oh dear! o
dear! T hope I never shall be so much in love as that !
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Such being the blank condition of her mind, she must not be too
severely condemned if she did not, at the first moment of their
departure, either tremble or turn red : on the contrary, she looked up
at %er companion without the slightest terror, or even alarm, and was
on the very verge of saying,—* Now, then .. .. may we not go to
the waterfall ?” but something in the countenance of Sir Charles
stopped her. He did not look ready to laugh as she did, but, on the
contrary, had the air of being rather puzzlcf and embarrassed.

Florence, however, thoung very nearly a child, was not a stupid
child, and it instantly stiuck her that her pleasant new acquaintance,
though he was so very good-natured, and seemed so very clever, did
not know what to do with her. She fancied that most likely he
wanted to go and amuse himself in some masculineg way or another,
but that he thought it would be rude to leave her all alone; and she
therefore said, with a pretty simplicity a thousand fimes more
gracious and more graceful than the most well-behaved propriety of
any conscious young lady could have been :—

3 ‘; I think I must go and look for Algernon. He will fancy he has
ost me.”

T should imagine that your brother must he in the billiard-room
with the gentlemen, Miss Heathcote. Shall I go there and look for
him? . ... and, if T find him, send him to you here?” replied the
baronet.

. “ Thank you, sir,”” returned Florence . . . . adding the minute after,
“ Charles,” with a little haste, a little blush, and half a smile, as she
remembered his lecture of the morning; and he smiled too, and
thonght that i lis life he had never heard his own name pro-
rounced so sweetly. But Sir Charles Temple was a whimsical

oung man; and nstead of making him linger, this only made him
eavlre the room more quickly, and Florence was left alone in the east
parlour.

_The sun no longer shone into the window, but it still made one
side of the lawn sparkle, as if a shower of diamonds had fallen upon
it. Florence longed to be out of doors, hut dared not run upstairs
for her bonnet and her wraps, lest her brother should come, and miss

er. She stood, therefore, waiting for a minute or two, intending to
be very patient, and then she thought there could be no harm in
opening the window; and then she presently decided that Algernon
would be sure to see her if she walked only m sight of the windows;
and then that her dress was very warm, and that just for five minutes
or so she could not possibly want either cloak or bonmet. This
l‘ea?iomng took not long, and in the next moment she was in the
garden.

. _ Now it chanced that one window of the billiard-rcom was imme-

diately above that of the east parlour, and Mr. Thorpe, who had been
dor some time watching a very good game befween Mr, Spencer
ar}ddMagor Heathcote, Tad walked at the conclusion of it to this

ow,
“ God bless me! Major,” he exclaimed, “ there is your mad-cap
ung lady Bklgpmg about in the garden, with the frost dripping upon
er, I should think; from every bough, and she without either honnet
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or shawl, or anything else to protect her!. ... Are you not afraid of
the cold for her, sir? Your family are rather delicate, my dear friend,
and I really do not think it is safe.”

This brought the whole party to the window.

“Ohmno!...,. dear child!....there is no danger of her taking
cold,” said the Major, who, cue in hand, just gave a peep at his
young daughter over the shoulder of Mr. orpe, and then returned
again to the attractive table. “ She is as hardy as a shepherd boy,
and we think that is one reason why she is in such perfect health.
She never had any sickliness about her, and my wife says, that the
best: thing in the world for children is, to let them be hardy, if they
can bear it.”

* Don’t you think there may be some danger of her becomin
rather masculine?” said Mr. Spencer, raising his eyebrows, an
shghﬂ{ shrugging his shoulders,

‘I hope not,” said Mr. Thorpe, rather tartly. “T could almost
find in my heart to say that a woman had better be sickly than mas-
culine ; at any rate, I would rather see her hunch-backed. . . . . I have
1o hesitation whatever in saying that.”

_ Sir Charles was one of the lookers-out from the window, and pre-
cisely at the moment when his old friend pronounced his preference
for hunched backs, his eyes were fixed upon the figure of Florence,
who was rearing herself on tip-toe to reach a brilliant bunch of
erimson berries, which were glowing amidst the frosted branches of a
holly. As she stood thus, with her arms raised, her head thrown
back, and her delicate little waist displayed, fine by degrees, yet with
no wasp-like division to mark the holg genius of tﬂe stay-maker, she
appeared so perfect a model of youthful female grace, that he could
not resist whispering in the ear of the old gentleman,—*“ Would you
wish the addition of a hunch there ?”

Mer. Thorpe turned round to him, and replied, langhingly, “ Not

just at this moment, Temple, It certainly would he rather a pity.”

“ Nothing very masculime there,” re-whispered the baronet.

“ Not very,” returned Mr. Thorpe.,

“ May I go to her, papa?” said Algernon, eagerly. L

“ What, without your wraps ?* replied his father, in an accent of
great alarm, “ Where’s your mother, boy? Go to iler, and ask her
if you may go in your great-coat and comforter.”

Algernon was out of the room in a moment.

. % T4 is rather to be lamented, Major Heathcote,” said Mr. Spencer,
preparing to renew the game, “ that your son and daughter cannot
change sexes. Perhaps 1t might improve both.”

I don’t know about that, Mr. Spencer,” replied the good-humoured
Major; I cannot say I much wish any change in Florence. She is
a good, and I think she is rather a pretty girl; and as for her
healthiness, dear child, I would not take it from her even to give it
to her brother.” :

“ God forbid you should!”* cried Mr. Thorp}f, still watching the
movements of his lovely niece. “ God bless her, pretty creature!
and keep her long as healthy and as happy as she is now! AllT
meant was, that I don’t love any coarseness in ladies; and if it were
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necessary, 1 would prefer, perhaps, sacrificing a little strength and
activity rather than see them look unlike gent; ewomen.”

“ Good heaven, yes!” ejaculated Mr. Sﬁ)encer, fervently, “A
hoy-girl and a girl-boy are the most detestable monsters in creation.
1t would be difficult fo say which is the worst.” 3

Sir Charles Temple looked aft the political official as he said this,
with an eye that expressed something or other which Mr. Spencer
did not appear to think worth attending to; for he turned abruptly
away from the window, and renewed the game.

gernon, meanwhile, finding that his mother was out, ventured to
take the -(tiluestion into his own hands, and decided that nothing could
possibly do him so'much good as a walk with Florence. A very few
minutes sufficed to equip them both, and forth they went, decidedly
the happiest part of the company assembled at Thorpe-Combe. 1t
was not till they reached the spot where Sir Charles Temple had
joined her in the morning, that Florence was sensible of fechng any
very decided regret that he was not with them ; but then she made
a halt, and said, © Algernon, you must try to get acquainted with the
gentleman we found staying with Uncle Thorpe. I have not seen
many, to be sure; but I do think he is the very nicest, kindest person
I ever met with in my life.”

“ What is he called *”’ demanded Algernon.

% Sir Charles Temple. You must have_heard his name yesterday,
for Uncle Spencer said it over and over again, and so did Miss Wilkyns.
T wonder, Algernon, if it would be very wicked fo say that 1 like him
a great deal better than all m&' cousins put together ¢’

*T hope not, Hlora,” replied the boy ;  for in that case I should be
the most offending soul alive. T bate them all, the whole set of them,
with Miss Sophy Martin at their head; and as I see no ood reason
why one branch of so very odious a family should be li?(able, when
all the rest, male and female, rich and poor, old and young, are so
particularly the reverse, I feel greatly persuaded that you and I are
quite as detestable as the rest, though hitherto we have never had wit
enough to find it out.”

“1% cannob be helped, Algernon; if it is so, we must bear it as
well as the rest. If we do not find it out, you know, abouf one
another, it can’t signify much ; but about Sir Charles Temple, I wish
you would mind what I say, and try to talk to him. T am sure you
never talked to anybody like him ; and then if you could but hear him
read! It is something quite extraordinary. 1t is just what I should
like you to do, Algernon, when you are a little stronger. There is
something very beautiful, I think, in the power of giving new strength

-1o every Fee]ing and to every thought of an author. I never hear it
done before, and I can’t tell you how if made me feel. I think it
is a great deal better than being able to sing.”

“What nonsense, Florence, I had rather hear you sing than all
the reading in the world ; besides, I like to read for myself. I dom'd
want anyhody to make more out of the thoughts than I can find in
them myself.” ;

. “Well, then, T suppose I have been talking monsense ; or perhaps
it may be the natural difference between a man and a woman,—a boy
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and a girl, I mean, Algernon. I think it is very likely that a girl may
like 1o find somebody to help her on, and that a boy may like better
to help himself ; so we won’t talk any more about his reading, becaunse
{Du don’t understand me. But I do wish Sir Charles Temple was
here now, for I don’t see the least sign of a waterfall ; and he said it
was just close to where we were this morning, and we have got
beyond that ever so much. But hark! What noise isthat? Some-
thing out of the common way, I am quite sure! Come on, come ox,
Algernon;” and a few rapid steps more brought them to a projecting
mass of mingled stones and trees, on turning round which they were
in front of a tolerably heavy fall of water, that came dashing, at three
distinet bounds, from a height of between thirty and forty feet,
nearly to the spot where they stood, and then, dipping beneath a rude
stone archway, glided more peaceubiy for the remainder of the descent
into the deep, clear, brawling brook below. Tvery lover of nature
would have deemed it an extremely picturesque object; but to
Florence and Algernon, who had never seen anything of the kind
before, it appeared stupendous, glorious, beauwtiful, and, hand in
hand, they stood before it entranced in a species of ecstasy as delight-
ful as it was new.

“How glad I am that I did not see it without you, Algernon 1”
was the first articulate sound uttered by either. *“How beautiful !
how grand ! how wonderful! bounding, springing, dancing! . . . . Is
it not like life and joy ?* 3 {

“Florence, if I live I will sec Niagara,” said Algernon, almost
solemnly, “ Fancy this multi}';lied a thousandfold! .. . . If this is
glorious, what must that be P’

“Foolish boy!” returned his sister, “to think of Niagara now!
... Isitnob enou%h to look atthat? How very, very much obliged
I am to Sir Charles Temple for telling me of it! If it had not been
for him, Alzernon, I dare say we might have gone back to Clevelands
withouf ever having heard of it ; for you must perceive that the Misses
Wilkyns, and Cousin Sophy too, speak of coming here as if it was
something terrible, and requirmg desperate courage, not to say
boldnéss.”

“Fools, idiots, dolts. . . . How I do hate and_despise them all !—
And those puppy boys, with their airs of manhood, and their silly
talk! Upon my honour, Flora, if T heard one of the little ones at
home . .. . Stephen, say . . . . who is just six years old, I believe
. . . . if Theard him talk the twaddle that those boys do, T should
look forward to seeing him locked up some day as an idiot. And
£hey, poor animals! dare ridicule my mother; I heard them at it—
calﬁng her “old fatty,” and ‘a fine dumpling dame’—I know I shall
quarrel with them, before we part—I am glmt.e sure of it, Flora.”

“God forhid! . . . . But how can you talk of anythinge so disagree-
ablenow ? . . . . Besides you must not stand, Alzernon, for fear of the
cold. Jusb come round to that other corner, that we may see it from
both sides, and then we will walk back again as fast as we can, to

revent your being chilled. I hope mamma will not think we have
Eeeu too far. . . . How I do wish she could see it, Alzernon!”
On returning to the house, they fourd the carriage just driving off

3
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to the offices, and on entering were greeted with the agreeable intel-
Jigence that lunclicon was ready. A few moment sufficed to assemble
the whole party again in the dining-parlour, where, on entering, they
found the Welsh squire already estatﬁished, and waiting, with as much

. appearance of eagerness as his countenance could possibly express,

Mr. Thorpe should seat himself, and the business of the hour begin.
What gentlemen would do in the country, if luncheon were there
as uncertain a business as it generally i to them in town, it is im-
ossible to say; but it is an undoubted fact, that when a counts
ouse has a large party in it, the necessity of eating at two o’clock
seems so general and so urgent, that were the table not regularly and
substantially spread at that hour, a very alarming approach to starya-
tion must be the consequence. None of the’ company, perhaps, felt
the necessity of immediately eating so poignantly as Mr. Wilkyns,
but all were in a condition that appeared to-render conversation
exceedingly undesirable for the first few minutes after they sat down.

This first general craving satisfied, the various members of the
party all raised their eyes, pretty nearly at the same moment, from their
plates, looked in each other’s faces, and began to talk. A turnpike-
road at Christmas is rarely found to furnish great material for
enthusiastic emotion, even in Herefordshire; so the four ladies who
had been taking an airing, did not say much about it. Mrs. Heath-
cote, indeed, observed, that she dared to say the roads were a great
deal better in summer, and that she was sure the country all round
must be exceedingly pleasant. The two junior Misses Wilkyns
helped each other reciproeally to jelly and custard, but said little or
nothing about it ; and Sophia, after waiting, with a look of modest
trembling doubt, to see whether Unele Thorpe would again place her
in the chair next himself, as he had done ab breakfast, dropped into it,
when the invitation was given, with downeast eyes, which were only
raised when the old gentleman asked her if she liked driving out,
and then she said with an innocent sigh, “ It was a very great treat to
me, indeed, uncle. I do not think T ever had such a pleasure
before.”

_“Dear little girl!” replied the old man, kindly. “Your young
life has not been a very gay one, I fancy; but we must look forward,

ophy—we must look forward. Life {\as yet to begin for you, my
dear child.”

Neither was the conversation of the rest of the artﬁp_articu}arly
animated. Of course the Welsh squire did not speﬁ; ajor Heath-
cote confined his remarks to ‘the state of the weather, and the effects
of playing billiards upon people’s hands and feet when the thermometer
stood rather below Zero. Mr. Spencer senior yawned, and then ad-

ressed a few whispered inquiries o Sir Charles Temple, about the pos-
sibility Ofa]gl;etting a newspaper. The Messieirs Spencer junior never
spoke at all when they were eating anything which they considered as

deﬂ.hsh good,” which was just now the case. Algernon sab very
close, and muttered a few pertinent, which some present might have
called impertinent, remarks, to his stepmother; and Florence sab
very quictly by her papa, till Miss Wilkyns, raising her glass, and
Ppermitting it to make txt]le tour of the table, rested it at length upon

.
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her, and skilfully gave some little movement to the conversation, by
saying, as she gazed on the fair face still glowing with _exercise,
“How have you disposed of yourself, Miss Heathcote. I did not
find you when I returned to the parlour.” ! :

o5 fhave been walking to the waterfall,” replied Florence, with a
blush and a smile. :

“Did you go alone, my dear 7 resumed the questioner, altering the
angle at which she held her glass, so as to obtain a glance at the
countenance of Sir Charles Temple.

 Oh no!” replied Florence, “not alone.” )

“Your walks n the woods do not appear to draw many companions,
Was this ramble, too, a #éfe-a-téte, dear P

““Yes,” replied Florence.

“And it was a gentleman, I hope, Miss Heathcote ?” said Mr.
Spencer, with his expressive smile. .

“Yes,” repeated Florence, smiling also.

All the Misses Wilkyns looked up.

“ Why, my dear girl, you do seem a damsel-errant, I must say,”
observed Mr. Thorpe, with something in his voice that sounded alittle
like reproof. “Do you know, I think it would be prettier for you to
go airing with your mamma.”

“ Prettier!” said Algernon, fearlessly, and turning his large eyes
towards his uncle. “Tdon’t believe any carriage could take people
to what is prettier than the wild place Izlorence has been looking at
this morning. Just ask her to tell you about it, sir.”

“No, no, my dear; I won’t ask her anything about it now, and
I’'m glad she has seen it, because her head seemed running upon it so
—and that’s all very well. But, as a general rule, I don’t think the
woods are such good walking for young ladies as the garden. And,
besides, young ladies never should walk ###e-a-#é#2 with gentlemen.”

* Shouldn’t they £” said Algernon, with considerable surprise.

The junior Spencers, being In a state of transition from oysters to
pie, looked up, and tittered; whereupon Algernon, who had com-
pletely finished his more simple repast of bread, butter, and milk,
rose up, and walking down to where the brothers sat, side by side,

ut a hand on the chair of each, and bending down his handsome
Eead between them, said, “ What are you laughing at ¢

“ Laughing ?* said Bentinck.

“ Laughing ?” echoed Montag%l.

““ Yes. at were you laughing at, when Uncle Thorpe talked
about my sister P’ : - 1
‘ ~‘}‘11 don’t remember laughing,” rcturned Bentinck, looking at his
ather.

“Iam sure I never thought of laughing,” said Montagu, giving
his brother a nudge, and adding, “ Come along, Bentinck, lets go
and see after some s dm%.’f X :

“Have you been walking with your sister to the Waterfall,
Algernon?”_said Sir Charles Tem]])lle who, with a good deal of
interest, had been watching the whole scene, and now thought it
time to step in to the rescue. ; Z :

* Yes, sir, I have,” replied the boy, turning from his cub cousins,
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with a look of very sufficient cpnte}slpt- “ and 1 never saw anything
that T thought so beautiful. 1 should fike, if I could, to see all the
waterfalls in the world.” :

“T wish I had been with you,” returned Sir Charles. “Itisa
favourite lion of mine, and none of the party will let me show it off.”

£ Oh yes, we will! Sir Charles,” said Miss Wilkyns, in the most
i)bhging manner possible.—* You have nothing to do but to chal-

enge us.”

“ But you must consult your uncle first, ladies,” said Sir Charles
looking rather mischievously at his old friend. “ Are you not fearful
that he will call you damsels-errant ?” ; 1

“No, no, no, L do not mean that at all, Temple,” hastily replied
the old gentleman. . . .. “ And so it was your brother, my dear,
was it, that you have been walking about with ?** he added, turning
to Florence.

“ Yes, uncle,” replied the unconscious girl, perfectly at_her case;
adding, as she caught her mother’s eye—*° But he was well wrappcd
up, mamma.—1 am quite sure he could not eatch cold.”

Mr. Thorpe felt t}lat he had been rather blundering and rather
cross, and addressing Algernon in a very conciliatory spirit, he said—

_“Did I not promise you, young man, an introduction to my old-
fashioned library £ ; :

“ Yes, sir, you said you would show me your library,” replied the
boy, with sudden animation. ;

““Well then—let us adjourn thither; as many of us, at least, as
care about old books in faded bindings.” .

_ Finding something to do being an object common to all, the invifa-
tion, such as it was, was apparently accepted by all, for the whole
party put themselves in movement upon receiving it. But ere they
reached the apartment mentioned, the two Etonians escaped, desp.ie
a glance from their father, which pretty decidedly indicated a wish fo
the contrary.

Probably the whole party, though some among them were not
greatly versed in such matters, felt something like surprise at the
stately style of the room they now entered. It was certainly out of
proportion to the rest of the house, having been added by the present
owner upon his return from Madrid, and ]Daeing at that time a decided
hobby. The venerable mansion requiring, in his opinion, no other
addition, this room was not constructed to have any other above if,
but was extremely lofty, and lighted by a graceful, well-proportioned
dome, which prevented any part of it from being dark; though the
whole of the walls (excepting the space above’the chimmey-piece,
which was occupied by a splendid Velasquez) were covered by the

" most light-consuming of all things, books in dark bindings.

Exclamations of surprise and admiration were uttered by all; for
the eoup- il of a fine library always seems to make an impression,
however little the beholders may feel interested about its contents.
Mr. Wilkyns, indeed, did not articulate—it very rarely happened that
he did,—but he produced a kind of exclamatory grunt, which caused
his eldest dan ghter to look at him, and to say, with much filial amia-

ty, “ Papa scems quite struck !”
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The three heiresses walked about, and looked and smiled, and
nodded to cach other, and made ever so many little speeches, just as
if they particularly well understood everything about books and book-
cases. Mrs. Heatheote and the Major, who had entered arm in arm,
strennously declared it was the handsomest room they had ever seen
Mr. Spencer bowed gracefully to the owner, and said—* I make you
my compliment, Mr, Thorpe. This is very well done, indeed.
Capital; excellent good taste, throughout.” ~ And Sophia Martin
crept to her uncle’s side, and said, but as if frightened at her own
timidity in speaking to him, “ Oh uncle! I do not know how to
believe my eyes! I can hardly fancy that all this beauty and grandeur
isreal! How very, very kind of you to let a poor ignorant girl like

me, come to see it! . ... If T never look upon anything like it
again, I shan’t mind it now. . . . . I have seen it once, and I shall
never forget it. . . . . It is just like coming into a new world, this

visit to Thorpe-Combe.” ;
But perhaps the group best worth looking at, was that formed hy

“Algernon and his sister: at least so thought Sir Charles Temple,

hough he could hardly he accounted a fair judge, as he certamly
looked at no other. On entering the room the %rothe; and sister
were not together, Algernon being in' the van, and Florence in the
rear of the party. The boy, who, in fact, had never been in a hand-
some room dedicated to books hefore, stood as if spell-bound as soon
as he had entered it ; then stepping onward to the middle of the floor
he stopped again, gazed upward to the stately dome, and round an

round upon the gallery that at “mid-height threaded” the walls:
and then af the rich walls themselves, and at the tables, desks, and
chairs, with which the room was studded; till at last, his eyes fixod
themselves upon the picture, and there rested with an avidity of
ir*=rest that seemed to render him perfeetly unconscious that he was
not alone. When Flnreneeren_tere , her first glance around almost
startled her, by the novel species of splendour 1t displayed, and her

. first thought was unbounded admiration; hut the next was of her

brother. With a quick buf quiet step she approached Lim, and
without addressing to him a single syllable, stood gazing at his face
with a soft dimpling smile about her mouth, and a’i)ok of observant
walchfulness in her eyes, which told, better than any words could
have done, how very happy she knew that he must be, and how very
determined she was nof to interrupt him. iy

It was this which had invited Sir Charles Temple’s attention, and
ere he withdrew his eyes, he felt that he lmew more of the character
and history of them both, than many an hour of common intercourse
might have taught him. He felt convineed, that however irregular
and imperfect the sickly boy’s education might have heen, his mind
was already greatly developed, and fully awake to that rarely-found
bus powerful passion for reading, which renders books the great j oy
of existence. = And in Florence, he saw as beautiful a feminine refice.
tion of her brother's mind, as it was possible to imagine. With
enough of genius within herself to comprehend and sympathize in
his sensations, Florence seemed consecious of their_ existence only in
him; and on feeling her heart beat, and her spirit dilate, at the
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sight of this marvellous accumulation of what they hoth loved so
dearly, she seemed to forget that she could have anything more
%o do with it than watch the emotions which it caused in her
brother. :

“ How intolerably affected that girl will be in a year or two,” said
the eldest Miss Wilkyns to her'sister Eldruda, “ For Heaven's
sake just look af her! Take my word for if, she is trying to do

icture, and she knows that Temple is looking at her jﬁlst as well as

do. How can he be fool enough to be taken in by her pretended
childishness! . . . . I never saw a more thorough-paced coquette in
my life. She is perfectly detestable.”

As Mr. Spencer was the only one of the party who had made a
remark that seemed to indicate a_power of judsing the merits of a
plan that had been almost entirely his own, Mr. Thorpe, having patted
the curly head of the humble Sophy, and said © Dear child,” turned
to his elegant brother-in-law, and entered with him into a very learned
discussion on Moorish, Greeian, and Gothic architecture; and if the
Treasury gentleman knew but little of the matter, he had tact suffi-
gient to conceal his ignorance, and to render Mr. Thorpe exceedingly
well pleased at having one guest who knew what a handsome room

as,

The long darkness of Christmas-eve had begun to envelope the
party before the novelty of the library and ifs appurtenances was
exhausted : lights were then ordered in the drawing-room, and the
company streamed thitherward, not knowing particularly well what
10 do with themselves till it was time to dress for a six-o’cloek dinner.
On this occasion, however, the three heiresses showed themselves by
far the wisest ladies there. They knew the value of a quiet restora-
tive two hours before dinner, if nobody else did; and.having stolen
one by one upstairs, they assembled in the room of the eldest, rang
for lights, and made up a blazing fire. Had they been sufficiently
advanced in eivilization to have ordered tea and bread-and-butter,
which, let them Junch when they will or dine when they may, can
never be resisted by London-bred young ladies, they would have
been quite perfect in_their manner of assing this interval, so offen
intolerable to “ staying company” of less experience. This last
hest touch of refinement, however, they had still to learn; but they
Were not wanting in that valuable talent which gives to such hours
of domestic separation from the world, a charm and a zest, pro-
duetive of as much enjoyment, perhaps, as the most crowded saloon
could afford : they were not wanting either in the power or inclina-
tion of making savory mincemeat o the party from whose presence
ﬁw}i had thus judiciously retired.

appily for Mr. Spencer the cross-post had jnst arrived with
letters and newspapers; and he established himself, very greatly to
his satisfaction, within a foot of the drawing-room fire, with a sepa-
rate table and lights, and a chair which’ might have served as an

~_emblem of the place he held under government, being rich and easy.

& gigantic squire, by some accident or other, turned wrong in his

intend

atended passage from the library to the drawing-room, and found
\f i the east parlour; but rather liking the stillness that
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reigned there, he sat him down in an arm-chair by the fire, and fell
into a sleep which lasted till the dinner-bell rang.

Major Heathcote, on beholding the candles, uttered a military ex-
pletive or two, indicative of his astonishment and remorse at having
passed the whole morning without exercise; and having demande
the hour of dinner, seized his hat and stick, and walking forth into
the palpable obseure, was no more seen till he resumed iis place at
the dinner-table.

Algernon, who, for some reason or other, which he would have
found it diffienlt to explain, had conceived that Sir Charles Temple
would be likely to limve a friend inneed to him, whispered an inquiry
in his ear as they left the library together, whether he thought he
might take out any of the hooks to read ?

*All of them m succession, my dear Algernon,” was the reply,
“if you will but take care to put them back again. ~ I believe I know
pretty well how they are all classed; and there is still light enough
for us to find anything you want; so fef us go back and see aboutit.”
And hack they went, laying the foundation of much mutual liking, b
the manner in which the serving and the served conferred and receive
obligation,

Poor Mr. Thorfc, meanwhile, perceiving the party thus scattered,
and feeling himself considerably more fatigued than was agreeable by
the unwonted exertions he had made in his character of host, quietly
mounted by a little escalier de service to his own dressing-room, and
remained there in stillness and meditation till the time arrived
when he was sure of finding his guests assembled again in the draw-
ing-room.

Mrs. Heatheote, Florence, and Sophia, thus left to dispose of
themselves, very notably set to work round a table, at a civil distance
from the Treasury place-man, and were soon occupied by baby-frocks
and boyish pinafores in a_style of usefulness as unlike as possible to
the needlework of their elegant relatives.

‘While thus employed, with only an occasional whisper by way of
conversation, Sir Charles Temple and his new friend Afgemon jomed
them, each carrying a hook.

“8ir Charles Temple says I may read the books, Florence,” said
the boy, his countenance glowing with delight. “1I am glad I have
seen the waterfall, for T do not greatly think I shall like to leave the
house much now.” f

“Then if I am to lose my walking-companion, I think you
must contrive to let me have some books too,” returned Florence,
very nearly as delighted as himself. “ And what,” she added, holding
out}heg hand for the volume he carried, “what are you going to begin
with ?*

“Tt is Milton,” he replied, “ Milton’s Paradise Lost. You know
how I have been longing to get it!” 3

“You have got Milton ? Hapgy boy! Will you ask my unele to let
me have it when you have dene?” replied Florence,

“T have forestalled your wish, Miss Heathcote,” said Sir Charles
Temple. “ When your brother told me that you hoth knew Milton
only by extracts, and had just tasted enough of him to make you
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wish for more, I ventured to bring you this volume of his minor

poems to em%oy you, while he was bounding away through the

eat work. ¢ will not read it tamely, or very deliberately at first;

b I foresee. The operation of weighing each pregnant word, an
endeavouring to follow the stupendous design from beginning to end,
must come after. It should not come at first, for that would be to
lose a separate pleasure. 1In the first flight we take with Milton, we
should content ourselves by following him as he sails upwards
through a flood of light, without pausing to examine whither he is
going, or how his wings arc made. The rest comes after.”

“And do you think Algernon, or I either, shall have power so to
follow him ?* said Florence, eagerly. I

“Yes, I do,” replied Sir Charles,—and there was something in his
manner of saying so that made Miss Martin, shy as she was, look up
at him,—but it was only for an instant; in the next her attention
was again riveted to _her hemming. “Do you not think, Algernon
that you could establish yourself at Mr. Spencer’s table yonder, and
begin your flight, while I read Comus to the ladies? I will not read
at all boisterously, so you shall not be disturbed.”

The arrangement was made in a moment. Algernon seated himself
80 quietly within the benefit of Mr. Spencer’s wax-lights, that his
npgmach was hardly perceived by that gentleman, who was deep in a
debate upon a bill in which he took a personal interest; and then
Bir Charles edged in a chair between Florenee and her mother, and
in a low rich voice, more impressive, perhaps, in its subdued tone
than it would have been had he raise«f it, he read the inspired and
nspiring lines beginning—

¢ Before the starry threshold of Jove’s court
My mansion is

The very frame of Florence thrilled as she listened to him; but such
sensations, so made up of the bright but vague ecstasy which an
'lmsehooleél,_but genuinely poetic fancy, feels when awakened for the .
first time to the beauty of such lines, so rcad, must not be dwelt
upon: it is not a subject for deseription. She spoke not a single
word, nor did she even, after the first minute or two, venture to look
af the reader. But there is, as we all know, great eloquence in
silence ; and there is a stillness deeper than the mere absence of
speech, which has expression in it—for those who are in the mood to
mark it.

The hour and half which elapsed before the swinging bell gave
notice that it was time for everybody to look in the glass, stole very

eliciously away for one, two, three, at least, of the drawing-room
party. It may almost be doubted it the heiresses themselyes, with
their blazing fire, their meditated finery, and unmitigated gossip,
enjoyed themselves more than did Algernon, Florence, and Sir
Charles. By them, indeed, the bell, though probably heard, was not
understood, or rather not noted. But the reasonable Sophia in-

tantly rose from her chair, folded up her work, and laying it smoothly

in the huge maternal sewing-repository of her aunt, glided out of the

room. Mr. Spencer started, looked at his watch, and rose too, and,

G
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equally silent with Miss Martin, quitted the apartment. Mrs. Heath.
cote lingered a minute or two, for she wanted to work up her needle-
ful of thread, to prevent its tangling: but this done, she too folded
up the little white garment on which she had been employed, and
saying,  Come, Florence,” in the same accent that she would have
done if Florence, too, had been thinking of her needleful of thread—
the spell was broken, and the young gi?l started to her feet as obedi-
ently as the day before, but no longer the same very childish Florence
that she had been.

Sir Charles Temple, too, felt he hardly knew how. He had made
one in many very clever coteries at Florence; but, somehow or
other, the classic Florence of the Arno had never inspired him with
so much poetic feeling as the rustic Florence of J[j'hm'pﬂ-(lc)mbe.
'The young man knew 1t too, and before he reached his dressing-room
very frankly confessed to himself that he was falling in love with
Miss Heathcote. But poor Temple was so accustomed to the
necessity of checking wishes which his slender fortune made it
impossible to gratify, that he only heaved one tolerably heav
sigh as he murmured,—“It can’t be helped: I must bear it.
have no more power to marry than to fly with her in my arms to
heaven.”

Florence followed her stepmother very quietly up-stairs ; but when
she got there, totally forgot which way she was to turn, or why she
was up-stairs at all ; and having at length reached her room, would
have forgotten also the dressing process which she had to go through,
had not one of the abigails made her appearance, and roused her to
something like a consciousness of where she was and what she was ahout.

As for Algernon, his enjoyment being of a more unmixed kind, he
felt himself not puzzled at all. Being routed from the drawing-room,
he carried his book up the two stories which led to his sleeping-
apartment, a candle in his hand, and his eyes on the page as steadily
as was consistent with his arriving at his own particular door in

- safety ; having entered which, he sat down before the fire, and read

on very steadily till Jem ran up to tell him that all the company were
one in to dinner. Then he went down again, and probably no one
uf the two young Etonians remarked that he had not changed a
single article of his dress,—no, nor even brushed his hair, “the great
lout!” since the morning.
# % #* #* * *

CHAPTER VIII.

Tur evening of this day, to all outward ap%earance, passed
very nearly as the evening of the preceding one had done ;—that
is to say, the young ladies of the Wilkyns race played a little and
sang a {ittle, and talked fo those very _ientlcmap-hke boys, the
Spencers, rather more than the gentleman-like boys liked. The same
partie carrée sat down to the card-table; Mrs. Heathcote and Flo-
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rence again sat on the same sofa; Alzernon again disposed of himself
aceording to his own will and pleasure, which, on this oceasion, was
of course with his Milton in a corner; and Sir Charles Temple
remained at liberty to go to the pianoforte, or to come away from it,
sust as he best liked: and it was herein that the chief diiference
etween the two evenings lay,—for whereas he did very civilly
stand up during great part of the musical performances of the first
.evening, he very rudely sat down by Mrs. Heatheote during the
whole of this ; and having made up his mind that the falling in love
with Florence was one of the misfortunes to which he was doomed,
and that if he took care that neither herself mor anybody else
found it out, he should be the only sufferer by it, he let matters take
their course with him, and gently led her on to converse, till she did
50 with almost as little restraint as if she had been falking with
Algernon. .

As to all the discoveries which he made during this important
evening, concerning the archangelic nature, soul and body, of the
unconscious girl whom he sat gazing at, it would be useless torecord
them, because they proved nothing be ond what has been stated
before . . . . namely, that he was falﬁ'ng violently in love with
Florence Heatheote,

The following morning was that of Christmas-day, and the servants
had been up half the night, for the purpose of decorating the hall
with boughs and berries. The effect of this pretty mimiery of sum-
mer was so striking, that the whole party, pausing as they escended
from their various Tooms, remained there till they were all assembled
fogether, declaring that they had never seen summer in so beantiful a
masquerading dress before. ety

Sophia Martin did not_enter this winter garden till all, save the
master of the mansion, had reached it ; and having timidly ereeted
thiem in succession, she placed herself in an attitude which ap eared
perfectly natural, where the light fell, as she wished it should do, full
upon her, and where she was sure of meeting the eye of Mr. Thorpe,
when he too should descend, to join the meeting in Mrs, Barnes’s
mimie grove of mistletoe and holly.

Mr. Thorpe’s first words on seeing them were,—“A mer Christ-
mas to you all!” . . . . The next, as his eye caught sight of Sophia,
were rather sereamed than spoken, and were only these—" Great
Heaven! How extraordinary!”

The manner in which they were uttered, however, startled every-
body, except Mr. Wilkyns. Like the rest of the party, he had paused
to look about him, as he passed from the stairs to the dining-room,
and half raised his heavy cyes to see the gay wintry show. But wait-
ing any longer than till the master of the house appeared, was quite
out of the guestion; and moving on in quest of his breakfast, at a
more raﬁld pace than he ever moved, except when in quest of his
dinner, he was already at the door which opened upon his favourite
room, when Mr. Thorpe’s exelamation cansed every one else to turn
round, leaving him to take possession of it alone. ;

“ You did not expect to see such a beautiful garden, did you, sir?”
said Mrs, Heathcote. .

[c}
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“To you marvel to see us all stand thus spell-bound ? * demanded
Mr. Spencer.  © Were we a little farther Wales-ward, we might fancy
the seene a resurrection’ of some Druids’ grove, and that your
ancestors, Miss Wilkyns, might be expected to appear before us to
condemn this application of their sacred mistletoe to decorate our
modern rites.”

“ What startles you, uncle ?” said oné niece.

“ What is extraordinary ?” said another. ;

¢ lien you do not have the hall dressed up so every Christmas 7
observed a third.

“ Bravo ! Mrs. Barnes,” cried Sir Charles.

¢ Ol, beauntiful !’ exclaimed Florence.

“ Pretty, indeed, sir ! ” said the Major.

“ My eye!” cried the Efonians in a duet.

But Algernon said nothing, he only laughed; and Sophia Martin
said nothing, she only smiled; but smiled in such a sort that a tear
started into the eves of the old gentleman, and he shook his head
sadly as he turned away ; bub he said nothing more ; and after looking
out of the window for a moment, he quietly, and almost as if by
aceident, offered his arm to Sophia, and motioning to the rest of the
company that they should precede him, led her to the place next him-
self, which she had before occupied at the breakfast-table.

Whatever might have caused the emotion which he had testified
Mr. Thorpe soon shook it off, and gaily entered upon the task of
marshalliie the party for their expected attendance abt the village
church, Fortunately the edifice was not far distant; and as Florence
declared that she would rather walk, and Sophia that she did not
mind walking at all, it was voted that “one turn® of the Thorpe-
Combe vehicle would do, instead of the two or three which Mr. Thorpe
had civilly proposed, an(_i even that its ample size would permit the
venerable owner himselt to be conveyed by it. The other gentlemen
of course all walked, excepting, indeed, Mr. Spencer, who declared
that he dared not venture, on account of some latent cold, of which he
lived, he said, in constant dread, and he therefore was constrained to
endure the mortification of remaining ab home heside the fire, with
nothing buf: the newly-imported cargo of novels, reviews, and maga.
zines to eonsole him.

An ddmirable restorative luncheon followed the return from church,
which the intense cold did certainly make exceedingly welcome to
the whole party; and after this the ladies, all and every of them,
retired to the warm comforts of their respective chambers, Mr, Wil-
kyns placed himself in an arm-chair, on the centre of the hearth-rug,
and Mr. Spencer read the newspapers, which Major Heathcote too
up inn succession, as fast as the gentleman of the Treasury laid them
down. Algernon had stolen away to the library, long hefore the rest
had finished their repast, and thither Sir Charles followed him as
soon as the ladies disappeared ; while the two young Spencers con-
veyed themselves out of sight, nobody knew where. One of the
housemaids, indeed, remarked to Mr. Grimstone, that if it had not
been a church-going day, she would have been willing to take hLer
oath that she had heard folks playing at billiards as she went
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along the passage . . . . But Mr, Grimstone assured her that she
must have been mistaken.

The whole of his company being thus disposed of, Mr. Thorpe
mounted by a back staircase to his own bedroom, and having sat
down, sadly cnough, in a chair which stood, now and ever, apposite
to the portrait of his lost son, he gazed on it unremittingly for many
minutes. "Then, suddenly rising, he rang the bell, which as speedily
brought Mrs. Barnes to his side as if she had no Christmas dmner to
superint-end. ; i

% Step here, Barnes,” said her master, placing himself in the best
possible light for looking at the portrait. “Stand close to me, just -
there. Now, Barnes, look at that portrait, and tell me whiech of the
young people who are visiting here it is most like. You told me,
you know, that you had taken care to get a sight of them all. ‘Which
of them most resembles that picture, Barnes P

Before Mrs. Barnes replied, she disereetly took a minute or two to
consider. Had she answered at once, and with perfect sincerity,
she would have said, “ I cannot see any likeness to any of them.” Buf
she plainly perceived that this would not be satisfactory ; and seiting

er memory to work upon the countenances of the two young Spen-
cers and Algernon (for it never ocourred to her that the dark-browed
youth whose “ counterfeit presentment *” she was looking at, could be
thought like a young lady), she replied, “ Why, to my seeming, sir, it
i8 far most like the dark-haired Master Spencer.”

 Very well, Barnes, that will do,” replied the vexed old man:
£t aI_:d”now you may go to your minced-pies and plum-pudding
again,

“ My plam-pudding, sir? * returned the housekeeper, with a slight
smile : “ my plum-pudding has been on and boiling since four o’clock
this morning.” !

Once more left alone, Mr, Thorpe resumed his arm-chair, and fell
again to the contemplation of the picture. fi

“ Foolish | foolish!” said he, in words addressed to his own spirit,
but not given to the air,—* most foolish, to feel ready to quarrel with
that gentle puddinger because she sees not, and feels not, like her

.master. Poor portionless orphan!” he contimued, * pitied, but not

cherished, in the only home her helpless head can find! Poor, gentle,
hﬂmblc, meek-spirited Sophia! . .. . True, she has not the delicate
loveliness of the graceful li‘“lorence, nor the aristoeratic bearing of the
puppy Spencers; but, as if to atone for all deficiencies, and to com-
Eﬂnsate at once for all the harshness of her fate, Nature has given

er a look that shall out-value all the grace and beauty of her race.
+ -« The last shall be first,” . . . . he murmured, articulately; and
f en, rising from his wonted seat, with a smile on his lip and a tear
i his eye, Te returned to the dining-room, rang the bell, sent round

e house to colleet, the church-goers for evening prayers, and ina
few minutes was at the head of the walking party, with Miss Martin
leaning on his arm,

‘When Sir Charles Temple entered thelibrary in search of Algernon,

P he had found him, as he expected, in plenary enjoyment of the many

00d fhings around him ; an excellent five, an easy chair, a commo-
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dious table . . . . and the “ Paradise Lost,” making no inconsiderable
part, of his Paradise found. F

“Shall you wish me away if 1 enter, Algernon £ said the young
baronet, pausing at the door, and locking at the happy student with
a well-pleased eye. i

“Not you, Sir Charles Temple,” replied the boy, fixing his bright
glance full upon him for a moment, and then looking triumphantly
round with an air that seemed to say, “Am I not got into famous
quarters I’

“You certainly seem to know extremely well how to get a snug
retreat, Algernon; and it looks a little cruel, does it not, to break in
upon you? Buf j:, too, sometimes, like to creep away and hide my-
self: and I think you and I may read together here without being
much in each other’s way.”

* You will never be in my way, you may depend upon it, Sir Charles
Temple,” replied Algernon: “for T am quite sure that L shall enjoy
reading a great deal more if you are in the room with me; that is, 1f
you will let me speak to you now and then when 1 have anything very
particular to say.”

“ Agreed,” returned Sir Charles, drawing a chair to the fire, and
then selecting a companion from the shelves.

For a short space the féfe-a-téte was a silent one, except that from
time to time the breast of the ho; actually seemed to heave, and he
breathed hard, like a war-horse, when he hears the trumpet sound,—
indications of what was going on within him, which were exceedingly
intelligible to the baronet. At length the threatened *something
very particular to say” appeared to lhave occurred to the young
student, for he suddenly laid down his book, and without apology or
preface, exclaimed, ;

“(Can you tell me, sir, how it is that words seem to change their
ordinary nature sometimes? I do not believe that the thoughts only,
—and yet thoughts must be the soul of the poetry, and words more
like the body in which it is clothed ;—but if the thonghts could be
sent into my mind without any words at all, 1 don’t believe they would
seem 50 glorious as thely do here. This description of making gun-
powder, for instance. 1 remember reading all about it in my father’s
encyelopzdia, and that it was exceedingly curious, and the man a
very clever fellow for finding it out. But listen to Milton’s way of
. describing it, and it seems to be a work quite dignified enough for an
angel, a fallen one at least . . . . to be employed upon :—

« Which of us, who beholds the bright surface
Of this ethereous mould whereon we stand,
This continent of spacious heaven, adorned
‘With plant, fruit, flower ambrosial, gems, and gold ;
Whose eye so superficially surveys
These things, as not to mind from whence they grow
Deep under ground, materials dark and crude,
Of spiritous and Jery spume? * % *
* * * * * *
o ¥ o #  up they turned
Wide the celestial soil, and saw beneath
The originals of nature in their crude
Conception,?
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And then their labour ended. How they scem fo dazzle the eye of
one’s fancy as they come forth to battle !
¢ Now when fair morn orient in heaven appear’d
Up rose the victor-angels, and to arms

The matin trumpet sung ; in arms they stood
Of golden panoply, refulgent host.’

And then the firing off the cannon.  Does not one seem fo hear and
feel the shock ?
¢From those deep-throated engines belch'd, whose roar
Embowell’d with cutrageous noise the air,
And all her entrails tore.’ * a2

Do you know, Sir Charles, I should be afraid thai the high-sounding
words were catching my ears, and making a fool of me, were it not
that now and then a quiet phrase like this occurs—

¢ While we, suspense,
Collected stood within our thoughts amused,’

And again, a little farther on, where he describes—

‘The Almighty Father, where he sits
Shrined in his sanctuary of heaven secure,
Consulting on the sum of things.’

Andas these make me feel his power more strongly still, T don’t think
it 7s merely the blaze of words that so enchants me. But I wish you
would explain to me what it is, in Milton, that makes me fancy, as I
read on, that I have got into a quite new world, and that even the
speech and language 18 not the same as 1 have been used to?”

“Tt is only because,” replied Temple, laughing, “you happen to be
perusing, for the first time, the most magnificent thoughts that ever
entered into the mind of man, clothed m words the best suited to
express them. . . . That is all, my dear boy.” "

“A1r1” exclaimed Algernon. “How little did T think, when I
was sitting stiff with cold, in the chaise-that brought us here, how
little did fthink, Sir Charles, that I was going to be so very happy !
If 1 could have looked beforchand at the ‘sum of things’ T should
have come here in much better humour.” ; 1

“Then you did not greatly like the expedition, Algernon?” said
Sir Charles, setting down his book, drawing his chair nearer to the
fire, stirring it into a fresh blaze, and appearing altogether quite
ready for a little further conversation Wiﬂl_gls companicn.

**No, sir,—I could not bear the idea of it.” ol

“And why not? Though yon might not have anticipated
:‘Mr. Thorpe’s noble library, nor prophesied an introduction to the

Paradise Lost,” you must at least have known that, you were about
to enter upon * fresh fields and pastures new,’ and this alone, T should
have thought, would have been sufficient to render the excursion
agreeable to you.” ‘

“And had it been #4is alome, Sir Charles, I, aud Florence too,
shonld have set forth with joy and gladness, had we come in a wheel-
barrow instead of a post-chaise, and had the frost been a dozen
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degrees harder still.—But to come and be looked at, Sir Charles, for
the chance of one of us being picked out by our unknown uncle, to
corry away the precious prize that all were longing for, can you think
we should like it ? . . . . However, I do not care a farthing for all
that now. . . . nor Florence either, I believe. The moment I found
out that she and I should have nothing to do with it, I could look on
and enjoy the fun as much as any one.” ;

“How do you mean, Algernon, that you have nothing to do with
it? What makes you say soP*

“Perhaps I ought not to say it at all, or at least not to anybody but
my mother and Fi)rence.‘}}ut you and 1 have somehow or other gob
to be friends, Sir Charles, though you are a great man and a baronet—
and so you must excuse my taﬁ{ing to you so freely.”

“Do not a’%ologize to me for being my friend, Algernon, or I must
treat you in the same style; but tell me candidly, as you have opened
the subject, what are your reasons for saying that youand your sister
have nothing to do with the business which you seem sowell to know
is going on here?” .

‘ For a very good reason, Sir Charles,” replied the bt{){y, laughing,—
“ Do you not see that the important question is settled alread 3 and
that Florence and I, and five more o us, need trouble ourselves no
more about it, but be as gay and as giddy as we like P

“ No, really, my dear Algernon, I see nothing of the kind—and I
very senouslirecommend you not fo take any such ideas into your
head. I ought to know my old friend, Mr. Thorpe, better than you
do, and I protest to you that I see no reason whatever for believing
that he has yet decided who his heir shall be.”

Algernon laughed. g

“1s our friendship ripe enough to permit my asking who you think
is the favoured individual P> resumed Sir Charles,

* It would be fifty times better sport for you to find out yourself,”
ret.u.rxl%dhthe boy. “Do try, Sir Charles; I shall so very much
enjoy it 17

* That will be amusing yourself most abominably at the expense of
my patience, Algernon. Come, tell me at once, there’s a good fellow.”
Al“ Shall you go to church, this evening, Sir Charles Temple P said

€rnom.

EI certainly intend to do so. Why do you ask ?” :

“For reasons germain, as Hamlet says, to the subject we are
talking about.” s : f

“Do you mean that you will give me the information I ask for, if
I remain at home with you £” :

* Why not exactly.—I only wanted to give you an opportunity of
judging for yourself, However, I do not wish to bribe you not to go
to church. I think it is very wrong not to go, unless you happen to
have a dear good stepmother like mine, who would be miserable if
you did. . . . She thinks I should be out too late if I went this
afternoon,”

“But is there no hour, Algernon, but that of Divine service, in
‘g'hi%kily(iu can communicate this very mysterious information ?” said

ir Charles. &
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T must have the coast clear for it,” returned the boy: “but two
minutes would do as well as two hours. As you would be able to
move rather faster than most of them, could you not stay behind a
little while, and promise to follow them £

¥ Certainly, 1 will take care to do so.” y

8ir Charles managed the matter so well, that no attention was
excited hy his saying, “I will follow in a moment;” but the whole
pa.rt{ moved off without him, and were speedily followed bg very
nearly all the household, such being the eustom of Thorpe-Combe,
ger the family were large or small. _ )
“Now then, my young conjurer,” said the baronet, returning fo
the library as soon as he had watched the last of the troop through
the lodge-gates, ““be pleased to let me know what light it is which
you intend to vouchsafe me.” :

“They are all off? You are quite sure of that, Sir Charles”

* Perfectly.”

“Come along, then, You will wonder how I found my way first,
Eut 1 c;:)uld not rest till T had seen every corner of this beautiful old
‘house.’

Bo saying, Algernon Heathcote led the way across the great hall,

ong a passage that opened from if, and up a small staircase which

* led mto one of the smaller corridors above.

“Stay one moment, Sir Charles ; I think I am right; but I never
Was here but once. 1 think this is the door; but I should not like
march into one of my fine Welsh cousin’s rooms, if I could

he%-”
ile saying this, Algernon opened the door before which they
stood, and looked in. *Yes, this is it; eome on.” Sir Charles
Temp_le obeyed ; and having followed his young conduetor across a

essing-room, found himself in a spacious bed-chamber, and stapping
Where Algernon stopped, exactly in front of the portrait of his old
friend’s lamented son. :

“Did you ever see any one of whom this picture reminds you, Sir

rles P’ demanded the boy.

“Not that I remember,” was the reply, “excepting the. original.”

“No! . ... What not the hair and the shirt-collar ? This picture,
88 you must well know, is the likeness of Uncle Thorpe’s lost son.
le‘l ou never see any one else like it P’ !

see it ! I see 1t !” hastily exclaimed Sir Charles. “It is as

elear as light, Algernon. That little brown cousin of yours,—that
Miss Sophia Martin, came down to breakfast this morning with her
eurly hair and her collar arranged exactly in imitation of this
Plcture,” ]

“T find thee apt,” said the young Shakspearian, “and duller
should’st thou be than I take thee for, Sir Baronet, if thon hadst
Ei]ata found it out,” returned Algernon, rubbing his hands in great

" But is this all the roof you have got to show, my good fellow,

: ﬂu}} the question of Mr, Thorpe’s inheritance is settled P*

It is all T can show you now, Sir Charles. Perhaps you may see

. More another time,”
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“ But, Algernon, this proves nothing but that your curly-headed
cousin has found her way to this room as well as yourself, and that
she has done her very best to look as like her defunct cousin as pos-
sible. There is something comical enough in the discovery, I confess,
and shows pretty plainly what the quiet little lady has in her
thoughts; but it strikes me that this 1s more an indication of Zer
mind u]ﬁm the subject than that of her uncle.”

“Well, sir, . . .. now, L think you had better go to church,
because it is quite time ; and I really have nothing more to show you.
About all the rest, you have quite as much opportunity of judging as
I have. Good-bye!”

“You are right about its being time to set off,” replied Sir Charles.
taking his hat as he passed through the hall ; but fcammt say that
you have gone far towards proving your assertion: however, we
shall see. 'Time is the great discoverer; he will solve this question
as well as all others. Back to your blazing hearth, my dear boy!
Do not stand in the eutting draught of this door. Dear Mrs, Heath-
cote would scold us both if she were here.”

And so the new friends parted, the happy Algernon returning fo
his new-found treasure in the library, and Sir Charles Temple striding
across a short cut to the church, which brought him to the door in
time to enter it with the rest of the party

CHAPTER IX.

Ir may be feared that the thoughts of Sir Charles Temple were not
as steadily fixed on the business of that cheering and holy hour as he
himself would have wished them to be; but i truth he could not
get the notion of Algernon out of his head. 1t was a notion that in
no way pleased him. In most affectionate and simple-hearted sincerity
he wished that his old friend should bestow his properfy in the
manner that would be most creditable to his memory ; and excepting
perhaps the identieal Miss Wilkyns who had so obligingly selected her-
self as the principal object of his attention, there was not one of the
old gentleman’s nepotine_connections whom he would not have con-
sidered as a more desirable heir than Miss Martin. He thought her
not only extremely plain, but, according to his ideas, singularly un-
ladylike in her appearance. Her very neatness revolted him : it was
the neatness of a *young lady behind a counter. Her still, subdued,
and most unyouthful manner of stepping and moving, gave him, as
he subsequently expressed it, the same sensation as a cat was wont

. to produce on him, who is always found where she is least expected ;
. .. . and as to any latent, abstract gualiue.s of mind, thuugL, as he
was ready enough to confess, he had nothing but instinet to guide
him, he felt a conviction, which, as far as its certainty was concerned,
was completely satisfactory, that whatever of that nature made a

<part of her was of a quality in no way caleulated to atong for the
absence of grace and beauty,
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And was this the being his honourable, graceful-minded, gentle-
manlike old friend was about to plant in the halls of his ancestors
as the representative and continuer of his race? There was some-
thing in the idea which ?ated painfully on the feelings of the young
adviser. Were this, to him, most unattractive person the best, or
the only one, with whom Mr. Thorpe could claim kindred, Sir Charles
Temple inwardly assured himself that he would, to the very utmost
of his power, have palliated her detestabilities to her uncle, to him-
self, and, as far as possible, to all others : but with two such creatures
as the young Heat?xcotes before his eyes, such a selection was intoler-
able ; and he was determined to be ready with all the arguments that
good taste and common sense could furnish, in order to set right the
judgment that seemed i danger of going so very lamentably wrong.

As these thoughts irked and worked him, he covertly studied the
countenances of the two girls who sat opposite to him. Florence,
the very perfection of young ingenuousness and feminine grace;
Bophia, the compact, terse, little abstract of what was precisely the
reverse; and then he turned his eyes to Mr. Thorpe to see if he
looked mad enough to render such blundering possible. -

More than once, indeed, he persuaded himself that the idea was
altogether unfounded, and muttered the word “ Nonsense 1 with
very satisfactory energy ; yet, from time to time, he could not help
remarking that the old gentleman’s attentions were all for her, His
own hymn-hook, op_enef at the right page, was regularly put into her
hand when the rustic choir stood up to

* Prajse the gods amiss.””

Tt was to her stumpy little feet that he stooped down fo arrange a
hassock : and it was to her, and to her only, that he offered his arm
when the service was over and the party set off on their return home.

The manner, too, in which the neat-looking little Miss Martin
received these attentions, irritated the feelings of the sensitive baronet
quite as much as the attentions themselves. The mixture of dis-
claiming humility and ardent gratitude,—the retiring shyness at one

" moment, and the creeping, cat-like caressingness at another, shook

his serenity to its very centre; and when the whole circle were again
assembled round the fire on their return, and he noted anew the
combing of the stiff curls and the fall of the shirt-collar, so strikingly
like the well-remembered portrait, he felt as if he cqnﬂ(i have thrown
her out of the window with very particular satisfaction. ]
The Christmas-day passed as Christmas-days generally do, with
more mirth in the k1tcﬁcn than in the parlour, but a good cieal_ of
edting in both. When the company were assembled in the drawing-
room after dinner, however, Mr. Thorpe seemed to consider 1t
necessary that some effort more than ordinary should be made for
their amusement, but apparently knew not how to manage it. First,
he proposed a round game; but it was speedily evident that neither
jor nor Mrs. Heatheote considered it particularly desirable for the
Ym.lnf_ people. He then inquired if they had any predilection for
Blin -man’s-Buff ?  But upon this proposal the Welsh heiresses put
a very decided negative, giving, at the same time, a glance ab he
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blonde trimming of their dresses, which ought to have made the ex-
ambassador ashamed of himself.

“ Well then, my dear children,” said the discomfited purveyor of
sports and pastimes, “if you are all too much grown-up for that sort
of thing, you must give us all the merriest songs you ean think of ;—
and then, perhaps, you may dance a reel, or something of that kind.”

“ Lt us waltz ! said Mr. Bentinck Spencer.

“ Will you waltz with me, cousin Florence ?” said Mr. Montagu,
suiting the action to the word by drawing near her, and putting on
his gloves at the same moment. : !

It was evident, indeed, that this last proposal was likely to ohtain
considerable favour, for the official Mr. Spencer himself condescended
’&0 sa;’y to Miss Winifred Wilkyns,—* Shall I waltz with you, my

ear!” |

‘But, alas | this gay scheme did not answer, eventually, better than
those proposed by Mr. Thorpe, for hoth Florence and Algerion
declared that they had never seen waltzing in their lives, and did not
know what it meant; and the three Misses Wilkyns, though they
avowed a ver¥1 passionate love for the exercise, declared that for that
very reason there was not one of them could play a walfz. “We
know better than that,” observed the eldest mster: “the moment
gﬂrls are known to play waltzes, they are never left in peace to dance
them.”

“ And I don’t suppose, my dears, that either of you two have given
much time to music as yet P said Mr. Thorpe, addressing himself to
Miss Martin and Florence.

“I hardly ever saw a pianoforte before,” replied Florence,
langhing.

Sophia sighed deeﬁly, shook her head, and then turned it away for
a moment, as if ashamed to meet her uncle’s eye; but at length
answered,—“I do love music so very much, that I think, if I ecould
ever have been tanght, I might have played.”

* No doubt abouf it, my dear girl, no doubt about it. And if you
are so very fond of it, T don’t see that it would be too late now,” said
M. Thorpe, his eyes almost involuntarily {ixing themselves upon those
dear stiff curls, which now again stood, hair by hair, as it seemed, in
the self-same form and fashion as those he had best loved. “Bug
without being able to play, you may give us a Christmas carol, Sophy.
Don’t you know any pretty songs, my dear ?? i

Now, the truth was, that if the life of Sophia Martin had depended
upon her distinguishing the difference between the “Dead March
and “Let’s hie to the Wedding,” the chances would have been
greatly against her ears heing able to save her from the tomb. But
yet, when she answered this demand by re]élymg, “Ohno! uncle,
not for all the world!” nohody unacquainte with the fact would
evcrdhave guessed it, or attributed her gentle silence to anything but
timidity. ;

For some reason or other, however, Bir Charles Temple suspeeted
the fact ;—perhaps a very slight glance from Algernon’s briggt eye
might have helped him to it.  But, abt any rate, he was disposed to
make an experiment; and quietly placing himself in a chair behind
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Flotence, with whom he had established a comfortable, friendly sort
of acquaintance, he said,—“I have a great favour {o beg of you,
iss Florence : will you grant it P :
“Yes,dthat I will,” she frankly replied, with a smile as cordial as
r words.
“Thank you for the promise! All T ask is, that should your uncle
- Thorpe request you to sing, you will let him hear ¢ Hark ! the Lark,’
«« . . as | heard it in the woods the other day.”

Having said this, Sir Charles waited for no further parley, wisely
considermg that as the young lady had already given him her promise,
he might lose, but could not gain further a vantage by listening to
anything more she might wish to say.

* . The haronet then betook himself to his old friend, and whispered

. 1n his ear,— Ask Miss Heatheote, sir . . . . I know she can sing,
.+ for I have heard her.” )

+ | “Indeed! . .. . But I think you must be mistaken, Temple. She
. told me she had never seen a pianoforte. You probably overheard
. one of the Welsh ladies.”

- Bir Charles smiled slightly at the nofion of his mistaking a Wilkyns’s
| voice for that of Florence ; but gravely assured Mr, Thorpe that such
. Was not the case, as he would he quite aware if he would lay his
| Commands upon his youngest niece to give them a song, Thus
’ urged, the old gentleman approached her, and said, * Now, niece
 Florence, T dare say when f tell you to sing to me, you will reply
. Miat you cannot sing, any more than your cousin Sophy—That is
'(‘ What you were going fo say ; is it not?”’

.. No, uncle,” replied Florence, colouring.
B Indeed! Then what will you say P
_ “That T don't suppose I sing well enough for yot to like it very
much ; and, therefore, that I think it would he better for me not to
"before S0 mahy [ieople,—but_that if you bid me do it, T will.”
. And a very good answer it is, Florence. And now, my dear, I
@ill bid you sing, Perhaps your cousin Wilkyns will be good enough
| laf for yon P*
Oh, certainly!” said the accomplished Elfreda, hastening to
Elaee her fingers on the instrument, « What shall it be, Miss
eathcote P 2
. Whatever you please,” replied Florence innocently, and with very
Joyful alacrity ; for though quite determined not to break the promise
she had given to Sir Charles, she was exceedingly well pleased at the
€a of escaping it.
5 atever 1 please I repeated Elfreda, with a_slight sneer,—
Upon my word, that is undertaking a good deal. However, I will
EE:B ¥ou something very pretty.” And having oblizgingly given this

gromise, she placed one of Signor Catamari’s most rodigious

- ovuras upon the desk, and began to flowrish: her way fhrough it

; 1‘;}:11 great apparent safisfaction. Florence, meanwhile remained in

her Dlace listening, and though the sounds she heard did not inspire

with any very thrilliig sensations of delight, she too, was exceed-

ﬁ I well pleased, for just at that moment she greatly plf'eferred
Miss Wilk

yns perform to performing herself, As'to the

ks
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offer of accompaniment to her singing, she no more understood it

than the birds would have done, to whom her stepmother had not

unaptly compared her. :

Miss Wilkyns left her in peace during Mr. Catamari’s long, long
symphony,—though not, perhaps, withont some little feeling of

isgust at her not having eagerly placed herself beside the instru-
ment the instant her own gracious promise had been uttered ; but
when she arrived at the air, and perceived that Florence still quietly
retained her place, she waxed extremely wroth.

“TUpon my word, Miss Heatheote,” she said, tossing her rose-
erowned tresses ;—“upon my word, this is treating me very cava-
erly. If, after your assurance that you could sing everything, you
happened to discover that of what I glayed you knew nothing, it
Wﬂlﬁd have been but eivil if you had told me so. Tt is not very oﬁ;en,

I assure you, that I consent to accompany anybody but my sisters;
and when I do, it is quite new to find myself treated in this way.”

_ That Miss Wilkyns was very angry, and that this anger was excited
by something she herself had done or left undone, was unmistakably -
visible to ﬁoor Florence ; but in what the offence consisted, she knew
no more than the babe to be born a dozen centuries hence. There
was something langhable, but pretty too, in the simplicity with which,
in reply to this startling attack, she said,—* Do you mean me, Miss
Wilkyns! What is it you wanted me to do ?”

“ Wanted you to do? , ... Upon my word, Miss Heathcote, I
had neither wants nor wishes on the subject.”

“No more had Florence, Miss Wilkyns,” said Mrs. Heathcote,
with so very good-humoured a smile, that nobody could be angry with
her. “She neither wanted nor wished, I am very sure, that anybody
should trouble themselves to play to hersinging. God bless you, her
voice has music enough in it, and plenty, without troubling you or
anybody to help her. . . . . And it so happens that she never had
anyhody play to her in her life.”

“Your young eousin did not quite understand you, my dear,” said
Mr. Thorpe, “so you must please to excuse her; she hasnot received
a regular musical education, as you have; but I dare say, by what
her kind mamma says about her, that we shall find her ‘wood-notes
wﬂ:%1 ? w{efp; agreeable. Come, my dear Florence, sing away, there’s a

ood girl.”

: Thi% was a sort of preluding which most young ladies would have
preferred being spared, bug Tlorence took it in excellent part, only
saying, laughingly, before she be%an her so:ﬁ,——

“ Please, uncle, you must not hsten to all mamma says about me,
or you V{'l].i beﬂsaéﬂy disappointed. But I am quite ready to sing as
well as I can.

And without waiting for further orders, the clear, sweet voice of
the untaught girl uttered the beantiful notes and the beautiful words
Sir Charles Temple had asked for. / /

The three Misses Wilkyns looked furtively among themselves, from
one to the other, and it seemed to be with great difficulty that they

revented themselves from laughing. Mr. Thorpe appeared to be

Eoth surprised and pleased, and said kindly, “I heg your pardon, fair
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" niece; but despite your caution, I shall henceforth most assuredly

listen to all that it may please your mamma to say of you—for I find
that she may be very safely trusted.” Mr. Wilkyns, of course, said
nothing ; but Mr. Spencer remarked, that it really was a great pity
Miss Heathcote should not take a few lessons; and Sophia Martin
observed, that never, no never in her whole life, had she seen cousin
Florence take so much pains about singing. ; !

. Bir Charles Temple, meanwhile, looked and listened considerably

_more than was advisaple for the continuance of the even-minded tran-

quillity which it had been his wont to enjoy. To amind less unso-
phisticated, and more blesé, than his own, it is likely enough that the
extreme ignorance displayed by Florence of all things which acecom-
glished eople are taught to kuow, would have revolted him, from the

ecidedly Agnes-like air which it gave her., But to him this simpli-
eity was delightful; and reading, as he did, in the deep tranquil blue

of her beautiful eye, a spirit as briﬁht in its thoughts as it was spot- —

less in its purity, lie saw, or fancied he saw, in her the only woman
Le could ever wish to make his wife. But how conld he make a Lady
Temple of the penniless Florence, without exposing her to privations
which it would wring his heart to see? He must be a wretch only
%o dream of snch a wish! It could not, must not be thought of | He
would but go through the task to which he had pledged ahimself, and
then tesolutely determine to see her, and to thinﬁ of her no more.

~ Sir Charles, good young man! was so perfectly afd honestly in
earnest as he took this resolution, that he gave himself, with a safe
conscience and a gay spirit, to the enjoyment of whatever agreeabili-

‘ties might intervene before it was necessary to act upon it; and

accordingly, Florence had no sooner finished one song than he began
asking her for another. In singing the first time among all her strange
near relations, she bad done what was disagreeable tonher, inorder to
Please dear Algernon’s kind new friend, Sir Charles Temple; but
after this first time she did not care about it at all. She was so
‘accustomed to sit at her work, or walk in the fields, and warble away
o father, mother, hrothers, and sisters, for hours together, that she
had not the slightest consciousness of showing herself off, or of doing

-anything at all out of the common way, by sittin% close to her goo

St_epmoﬁler, on the sofa, with Algernon on the other side of her, and
ir Charles Temple in front, singing away whatever songs they asked
for, with the most happy freedom from all restraint, and with a feeling
of enjoyment almost as great as she inspired in those who listened to her,
* Has she never had anybody to sing with her, Mrs., Heathcote ?”

ﬂSI‘EBd Sir Charles.
‘ No, never in her life. She learns the funes by her father’s play-

_ ing Fhem to her on his flute.”

- The Major is a musician, then P’

(13 2
Not very much. But when he was a young man guartered about,

] .ﬁ'ith little to do, he used to while away the time, now and then, by

saking lessons from one of the band; but he would have given it up
ong ago, I take it, if it had not just been for the pleasure of teaching

Ee‘g!z tﬁne; Jhow and then to Florence. She has a pretty pipe, sir,
dasn’t she

L
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*T think she has, Mrs. Heathcote,” replied the baronet, very '
demurely. “And T was thinking, that as I sing too, sometimes, an
know a great many of her songs, I conld sing a second to her, if she
would let me.” :

“ Let you, Sir Charles? Oh, goodness! She would be delighted !
Wouldn't you, Florence ? Not that she knows anything abouf sing-
ing in parts, Sir Charles, but she is such 2 quick girl about tunes
and time, and all that, the Major says, that I don’t think she would
be likely to put you out in any way.” What do you say, Florence
Should you not like to try P

At this moment, poor Florence, for the first time in her life, felt
unchildishly shy. Of herself, as having any claim upon anybody’s
admiration, she had never yet been taught to think at all; but she
did think Sir Charles Temple was a very great man, notwi j:lstanding
all his good nature, and she blushed very brightly, as she replied,
“Oh no, mamma! I don’t think I could dé that!” Poor Sir
Charles! Tt wasvery much against hiim, that blush, and the pretty
air of embarrassment which accompanied it. It is quite certain that
Florence néver looked so beautiful before, and it did seem unfortu-
nate, under his peculiar eircumstances, that he should be the first
person exposed to the enchantment arising from this first symptom of
transition from childishness to womanhood. For a minute or tywo he
seemed quite fo have forgotten his offered second, and indeed every-
thing else, excepting just what he was looking .at; but a distinctfy
audible little titter from a group at the other end of the room, formed
by the three Misses Wilkyns, and the two young Messrs. Spencer,
appeared to change the course of his feelings, for he got up and
walked out of the room. ;

T wonder, Florence, if Mr, Thorpe would think it rude of me, if T
was to bring down my work-basket ?” said Mrs. Heathcote, looking
towards the card-table—* What d’ye think of it, my dear ?*

“Think, mamma ? ** returned Florence, looking up in her face with
the most unmeaning expression of countenance imaginable.

* Why, to be sure, my dear, you can’t be much of a judge in such
matters.  And now I think of it, Florence, it won’t do, of course, on
Christmas-day, because it would not be loqkini like holiday time, as
it onght to do. But now that dear, kind Sir Charles Temple is zone
out of the room, we three do seem fo be left to ourselves, don’t we ?
and that makes one want something to do.”

“ Want something to do, mother ” said Algernon, in a whisper.
“How can you want s,nyt.hmgt-l to do, when you can watch Sophy
Martin’s clever way of playing her game ?”

“ Nonsense, Algernon! I can’t see her game here, nor you either.”
“Can’t I, mother P returned the boy; “I think I can.” And as
he spoke, he fixed his eyes so earnestly upon her, that Mrs. Heathcote
mecEzmjcale looked in the same direction; and she saw the young
lady, who was now the partner of her uncle Thorpe, looking up in his
face with a mixture of such tender devotion and venerating respect,
that she exclaimed, “ Poor %n"l! I suppose she is terribly frightened.”

“Do you think so, mother?” said Algernon. “I don’t. She

knows how she is playing very well.”
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Murs. Heatheote suddenly turned her eyes upon the hoy, and remem-
bering some of his former hints on the same subject, understood his
meaning. “ Well, dear,” she said, with sothething a little like a sigh,
“and if she does, I don’t see who’s to blame her. She has not got so
many fo love her as you and Florence have.”

““But is that any reason, mother, that she:should play so very
well ” said Alzernon, s

“Yes, I think it is, poor thing!” replied Mrs. Heatheote, in a
whisper. “1 often wish that I . ., . and you, Algernon, and all of
us, indeed, could get on faster in being fond of her; and it -does not
do us any gréat credit, I think, considering how very badly oft she is,
that there 1s not one of us that loves her.”

“Why, I do think you are a haMlsgtepmother upon us, now,”
replied Algernon, with a comie shake of the head. “TI have heard of
stepmothers who gave musty porridge to the poor inmocents com- -
mitted to their keeping, and whipped them if they made wry faces at
it ; but ask your own hard heart, Mrs, Heathcote, if you don’t serve
us worse ? . . . . Just think of the dry, hard, sovastuil th% g’ou and
father have bestowed upon us, and then you tell us-to be fi of it !
e, Mrs. Heathcote! Tie, fie, fie !

“Go to bed, Algernon!” replied the si;y(’)’cher, knitting her
brows, and endeavouring not to laugh ; * an® above all things, you
ad boy, take care not to make your remarks when anybody besides

myself and Florence can hear them.” . {

*“Born for your will, 1 live but to_obey you,” replied Algernon;
“I don’t mean about going to bedyhowever, but about keeping all -
my wisdom for  you and Flora, and one more,” he added, with a
mysterious nod. “ But do not be alarmed, mother, I would not inter-
fere with the curly-headed darling for the world. Only, don’t you
think that it might be rather a good thing to give upcle Thorpe a hint
that the  poor, desolate orphan gird® had better he adopted at once ?
1t would be such a comfort, you know,smother, for them hoth, if she
was to come and live here! "Why should we not leave her at once in
her own house that is to be ? Tt would be such a good way of teach-
Ing us resignation for being cut out; would it not, mother?” ¢

And thus passed the Christmas evening. Sir Charles Temple did
not return fill just before the party separated for the night; Mr.

ilkyns did not wake till the supper-tray came in; the whist-players

layed on; and the three Misses Wilkyns, and the two Messrs.
%ﬂnqer, amused themselves as well as they could, each one of them
thinking in their hearts that he or she ought to become the possessor
of Thorpe-Combe and all ifs appertainments, as an atopement for
being oblised to endure sugh’exceeding dulness. ¢

And Florence! Was Florence asleep. as well us Mr, Wilkyns? .
No: but she did not feel a5 if she had anything to sayeither to her
mother or Algernon; and so-she lot them whisper on {Fithout inter-

- Iuption,
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CHAPTER X.

“ Les choses 8arrangent,” say the French; and so do people too,
however heterogeneously brought together, if they are but left to
settle into their own ways and iheir own piaces, without being too
anxiously set to rights by their collectors.

And thus it happened af Thorpe-Combe. Before, long before, a
week had fully passed, the different individuals of the party assembled
there had one and all taken their positions relatively fo the rest; and
so they continued till they were separated, most of them mnever to
meet together again with any very great degree of intimacy.

Generally speaking, the congregated cousins did not appear to have
conceived any very strong degree of affection for each other. Miss
Martin indeed ceased not to propitiate the love and affection of every
living being she came near, cxcelitmg the Heathcote family, from
whom it was not possible she could gain anything more than they
had already given,—that being a child’s share in all they had. Neither,
was it probable that she could lose much. The Heatheotes, as she
very justly observed to herself, not being the sort of people to take
any fussy fancies about being affronted.

r. Wilkyns never quarrelled with man, woman, dog, eat, stock,
nor stool, provided they stood not in his ia.th when he was moving
: d, no en drowsy digestion was
patiently pursuing its ceaseless task ; but neither was he apt to con-
ceive attachment.

Mr. Spencer felt himself capable of doing a great deal for the sake
of enriching his very promising and fashionable-looking sons ; but he
was dreadfully tired before the period allotted to their probation was
over. His spirits, however, were greatly sustained by the secret
conviction thal it was morally impossible any man living in the style
of old Thorpe, and so evidently by his manners a man of the world,
could select from among the assembled party any but one of his two
sons as his heir. The Misses Wilkyns, and all t{eir ways, he felt to
be most anciently Britannic. Sophia Martin was too ugly to be
looked at more than could be helped ; therefore he espied no latent
danger in her; and as for the Heathcote hoy and girl, the ex-ambas-
sador would be more likely to leave his property to his cld house-
keeper than to either of them. Yet, notwithstanding this very satis-
factory view of the party, he was sick to death of them all, and hailed
the morning on which they all met, as he devoutly hoped, for the last
time, with feelings of the most agreeable kind.

The douce Sophia_said nothing to anybody about her particular
opinions, her particular hopes, or her parficular intentions ; but, not-
withstanding this discreet reserve, she was the only one who wept
very much at parting, and she certainly eried a good deal when Mr,
Thorpe ecaressingly C{mﬁ his hand, for the last time, upon her stiff hair,
kissed her forehead, and begzed of God to bless her. The dgood—

natured Major and his excellent little wife, though exceedingly
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delighted by their reception and entertainment, felt their hearts leap
within them at the thoughts of home, and all the dear children, and
the chickens, and the dogs, and the pigs, and all else that makes life
precious to the homely heart.

The three heiresses, as they daily confessed to each other during
their diurnal retirements before dinner, detested the whole set
immensely, excepting uncle Spencer; but most particularly Sir
Charles Temple, who was, beyond all contradiction, the most complete

ore of a man they had ever met. Sophia Martin, they confessed,
was the best of the bunch ; but it was dreadfully wearing to the spirits
always to see the same dress, and the hair, too, combed and curled,
day after day, as if it was done in a mould; so they, too, hailed the
breaking up of the party as a blessing.

Of the dozen guests who had been thus brought together, there
were, however, three whio watched the waning of every passing day
with pain. The two young Heathcotes and Sir Charles Temple had
gradually fallen into an easy sort of friendly intercourse, the charm
of which was little guessed at by any of the lookers-on, though some
among them were pretty sharp observers, too. Mr. Thorpe felt
excgeﬁ{ingly obliged to his young friend for his great good-nature in
taking so much notice of the sickly boy; and the eircumstance of

lorence being generally one of the party when they walked in the
sun or gossiped round the fire, produced from him no observation
whatever. Not that he quite overlooked her either, for he thought
her exceedingly pretty, and pitied the pain she would feel upon losing

“the brother she seemed to ﬁovc so dearly;—for that Algernon was

doomed to follow the weakly race of his Madras-born brothers and
sisters, he had not the slightest doubf, Sophia Martin having told him
t more than one medical man had declared i was quite 1mpossible
e should live. Little did the old gentleman guess what was going
on in the heart of Sir Charles Temple : little did he imagine that b
giving his estate to his niece Florence, he might at once have obtaine
what he had so long wished for,—namely, the repairing the dilapidated
estate of his friend. . . . . But most unfortunately it was the interest
of no human heing acquainted with this fact to enlighten him upon it,
excepting that of the baronet himself, . . . . and he . . . . would
In\lc}f rather have knocked down his beloved old mansion, and sold
he materials as rubbish, than have so selfishly used his influence.
lorence herself knew no more of the matter than her good uncle;
and as for Algernon, he had certainly never in his life thought so

‘little about his sister Florence as he did now. The library, and all .

the delightful talk that grew out of if, possessed him wholly; and
though %e and his stepmother often got Sir Charles and Florence to
8ing together, when it was too dark to read, and too early, as they
thought, to call for lights, it never entered the head of either to fancy
that their dear, happy, merry, playful Florence had inspired the
gentleman with a passion that must of necessity make either the bane
or the bliss of his existence. ]
That these three felt a pang at parting that would have occasioned

unmitigated astonishment, counld it have been made known to the rest,

%

.

18 most certain; but they said little2 or nothing about it; and Majox
I
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Heatheote’s closely-packed hack post-chaise drove off just as tran-

quilly, to all appearance (though with a little more clatter), as the

au}re aristoeratic equipages of Mr. Wilkyns and Mr, Spencer had done
efore it.

“Thank God! that business is over, Temple,” said Mr, Thorpe,
taking the arm of his friend, and leading him back into the house,
after having watched this lasf departure. “ I hope you think I have
got througﬁ it well; but it has been terribly had work sometimes.
But I don’t believe they found it out: do you think they did ?

“ They could have found nothing, my dear sir,” replied the youn
man, endeavouring to speak gaily, “ bub the most frank and gracefl.ﬁ
hos: ita]iti; and it seemed so naturally and so easily rendered, that,
well as T know you, I never guessed that it cost you a painful effort.
I am afraid, then, it must altogether have been a great bore to you.”

“ Tt has, Temple ; not perhaps guife altogether, but very nearly so.
1 thank you heartily, however, for the noble help you gave me. That
poor sickly boy seemed to touch your kind heart, my good friend. It
1s a sad spectacle. °I would not let myself take notice of him, for it
appeared to me that he was a beautiful and intelligent creature ; and, _
after all I have suffered, I declare to Heaven that I would rather
have died myself than taken a fancy to him.”

“ Upon my word, my dear sir,” returned Sir Charles, eagerly, “ I
think you are totally mistaken about him. I am no physician, cer-
tainly, but I feel no doubt in the world that Algernon Heatheote is
in a fair way to live and do well; and in point of disposition and .
intellect, I consider him as one of the most promising lads I ever met
with. 1 wish Thad known the cause of your taking so little notice
of him; but, in truth, I thought that, for some reason or other, you
did not like him,—and that I had no business to tell you whom you
should and whom you should not talk to.” !

* No, poor fellow! God knows I took no dislike to him; quite the
contrary, Temple. There is something exceedingly touching in his
fondness for that kind-hearted stepmother. How {13 fired up when
those trumpery puppies attempted to mystify her one day about the
geography of Eton. . . . . But don’t let’s talk of him. T am sorry to
say that 1 know but too well he has not long to live.”

Sir Charles Temple was strongly tempted to ask npon what autho-

rity he knew this, or rather believed it; but Mr, Thorpe effectually
put a stop to all further discussion by saying, “ Now, f‘emple, Iam
going to do something quite as novel as inviting all my kith and kind
to visit me,—I am going to desire that you will take yourself off. . . .,
I must get Barnes to pack me up agam in my own snuggery before
I can have any comforf in you. Come and dine with me to-morrow,
will you, my dear fellow? T don’t suppose I am very sick; but
neither do I feel particularly well, nor shall I till T am got info my
old corner, with you opposite to me and pussy between us.”
. Agreed,” said the young man, preparing to go. “T will dine
with you to-morrow without fail. But remember that if you go hack
to your old fancies about being ill, I shall decidedly take my evening
cm‘¥ee in all the dignity of my own silent halls.” ?

This was said gaily; but the poor young man felt sadder as he
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turned to take his soh'tar% way to those same silent halls, than ewer

Jagues did, when he set about railing af all the first-born of Egypt.
:cfl:[e failed not, however, to keep his appointment, and found, as he

expected to do, all traces of the recent mefamorphosis, entirely done

. away, Mr. Thorpe was seated in the identical arm-chair in which he

was first introduced to the reader, with the same reading-desk
between his knees, the blazing fire of wood upon the hearth, and the
tabby cat contentedly re-established upon her rug.

M, Thorpe’s last” command to Mrs. Barnes, and, as he assured
her, the last he ever intended to give respecting the transactions of
of the last fortnight, was, that everything was to be restored to the
statu quo in which it had been at the moment he announced to her
his intention of receiving company. !

“Write down upon a bit of paper,” he said, in conclusion,— write
down upon a hit of paper, Barnes, the sum of money that you will
require to pay all the bills, wages, and what not: but not a single
word of remark about it in any way, nor ever let me hear the subject
mentioned more.”

These commands had been strictly obeyedy and when the two
friends sat dawm again, féfe-a-téte, to their little delicate diner, it
was Jem only, and Jem restored to his former unpagelike appearance,
who was their sole attendant.

'When he was dismissed, and the solitary bottle of claret left en tiers
between them, Mr. Thorpe said, not quite solemnly, but. by no means
in a light or jesting tone, * You must remember, neighbour, that you
have not yet quite completed your promised work of kindness.
You stand engaged, you know, to help me decide on whom my pro-
pcg‘tytr shall descend.” Give me, I pray you, your judgment on this

oint.”

If Sir Charles Temple had only seen in Florence Heathcote the
charming creature which she really was, without having fallen in love
with her a thousand fathom deep, he would have had no doubt
whatever as to what advice to give. He would have said, “ Leave

our estate to Algernon, and in failure of issue from him, to his sister

Morence.” Bub now such counsel was impossible. e had refused
ly, and with his whole heart, the earnest entreaties of the old

man to become his heir; and should he suffer the affection, that now
filled his whole soul with the purest and tenderest feeling of which
luman nature is capable, to make him assume the appearance o!
aving repented him of his disinterestedness, and led him to discover
a way to escape the penalty of it? It was in vain that his heart told
him that if Afgemon inherited the estate, the contingent bequest of
it to Florence would be as little likely to take effect as to be wished
for; yet still, though all but hopeless of ever calling her his wife, he
shrank with unconguerable averseness from the idea of naming her.
After the meditation of a moment, he replied to Mr. Thorpe’s pomt-
lank question by saying,  If you have, as I cannot but think pro-
already made up your mind on this subject, do not, my dear

- friend, waste your time by asking for my opinion. If this be the

i w& would rather not give it.’

3

onsense, Temple | What earthly reason can tlierc be for any
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mystery between us on this subject ?  Give me your opinion of these
young people. You will greatly vex me if you refuse it.”

“ 8o urged,” replied the young man, I shall certainly speak with
perfect frankness.  Did you see with my eyes, Thorpe, you would leave
your estate to Algernon Heatheote.” :

“You do mot mean it, my good friend ? but your words are a
dagger to me,” replied the old man. *That hoy is dying, Temple !
Were it otherwise . . .. had I dared to doubt the fact, and
ventured to pay him the same degree of attention that you did, I
have little doubt that we should have agreed as well on this subject
28 we have ever done on most others; but pray do not name {u'rn
again. I will not run the risk of being deprived by death a second
time of the object of all my remaining hopes, I entreat you to name
him no more.”

“Then I presume the choice ties between Mr. Spencer’s two song 2

“And why so, Temple? A girl may take my name, and her family
may retain if, as easily s a boy ; and to speak with sincerity, I do not
ever remember to have seen a pair of puppies from whom I should
have found it more difficult to select a favourite. They are paltr
miniatures of their paltry father. I would rather endow pussy wit
my estate, Sir Charles Temple, than bestow. it upon either of them.”

The young baronet changed colour, The question was becoming a
very close one. He had not forgotten the hints of Algernon, respect-
ing the manceuvrings of Miss Marfin; but there was something so
outrageously impossible in the idea that any one could prefer Sophia
Martin to Florence Heathcote, that his understanding refused to
receive it, and he %:rfeqtiy trembled while waiting for the name he
might hear next. Buf it was his own furn to speak, and not Mr,
Thorpe’s, and he soon perceived that his answer was waited for,
whereupon, to save himself from an embarrassment that was intoler
able, he said— ; :

“ You told me, if T mistake not, that you considered the three
Welsh heiresses as already too well provided for, to make any increase
of fortune partlcula,r}f? desirable. %ut it is possible, perhaps, that
you may have changed this opinion now #

“Do you really think so, Sir Charles Temple?” demanded Mr,
Thorpe, with some austerity. :

“ Nay, my dear sir, how is it ﬁessible for me to judge P replied
the hard-pressed young man. Then, making a sudden bold plunge to
extricate himself, he added, “Be not offended with me if T confess
that the name you have forbidden me to mention is the only one

among the whole party that T could ever utter to you with sincere

approval—because . . . . I think a male heir would be preferable to
a female one. This being the case, it is now your turn to name the
person you think the most eligible.”

The old man sighed heavﬂé, but after a short silence replied, It
was hardly to be expected, Charles, that among a parcel of young
people, all, as a matter of justice, perhaps, having equal claims . . .
your young eye and my old one should fix upon the same. Nay, Tam
cuite willing to confess that there may possibly be more of weakness
than wisdom in the selection my fancy has made. But ecannot you



THE WARD. 103

conceive, Temple, that if some one among these nephews and nicces
- happens to have features or an air that recalls to me my lost son, that
one will be most likely to please me ?”

There was no room for any farther embarrassment, and Sir Charles
Temple quictly replied, “ Very probably.”

*“Such is the case, Charles, and I see no shame in avowing it, The
humble Sophia Martin, the poor portionless orphan, has a look that
recalls my poor bay to me perpetually—and this is a charm that I

ve no power to resiss—Sophia Martn will be my heir, Temple.”

““May she prove a worthy successor to her excellent uncle |** said
the young man in an accenf.as cordial as it was possible for him to
assume. But all his efforts failed to make if; fall on the ear of his old
friend pleasantly. Mr. Thorpe, however, was much too reasonable a
gerson to be offended, though he could have wished, perhaps, for

etter sympathy. But each took a glass of wine in silence, and the

conversation was then renewed by Mr, Thorpe, on a subject as far
distant as possible from the one they had left ; and from that moment
. there seemed a compact entered into by tacit but mutual consent, that
the little interlude of the last fortmght, and all the actors n it
should never form the theme of their future conversation, This
resolution, though mncknowledi:;ed by either, was very faithfully
kept to by both ; the old chroniclers, and their musty commentators,
again crept into the study, and the_philosophy of history became, as
heretofore, the favourite theme of discussion between them, -

In this manner the short interval which remained of Sir Charles
Temple’s stay in the country, wore away, and he came to take his
farewell dinner with his old friend. Neither of the gentlemen were
in very high spirits on the occasion ; Sir Charles felt that taking leaye
of Thorpe-Combe was like again taking leave of Florence, and aesplte
the unceasing continuity of his good resolutions respecting the
indifference which it was his duty to cultivate on the subject, he
could not reeall her image without painful and even violent emotion ;
and the fact that he had particularly got her into his head, and copl(i
not get her out again, was quite sufficient to aceount for his not being
very good company. :

His old friend would probably have heen more aware of this, had
he not himself felt ill an(f out of spirits. He attributed this, however,
solely to the approaching departure of his favourite; and often
reiterated was the inquiry, “How soon do you think you shall be

ack again, Temple?” But the evening closed at last ; the friendl
hands were clasped in a farewell grasp that both felt fo be painful,
and they parted. '

At a very early hour on the following morning, and while the shutters
of his old friend’s windows were still closed, Sir Charles Temple
faased before the front of the house, in order to take one more last

arewell—alas! he had already taken many—of the spot where he
had first heard Florence sing; and then, ashamed of his own weak-
ness, he hurried home again, and in half an hour was %llopmg the
one old pony that constituted all his English stud, to the high road on
which he was to join the coach to London, ;
Mr. Thorpe’s breakfast on that morning was a sad one, and it
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would have been sadder still, had he not made up his mind to be
very busy. As long as Sir Charles Temple remained in the country,
a dislike, which he could not conquer, to resuming the subject of the
settlement of his estate, had prevented his taking any steps towards
making his will; an event upon which it would have been equally
disagreeable for him either to have kept silence or to have spoken.
But the impediment of his friend’s prpsence removed, he determined
to delay this important business no longer; and when Mrs. Barnes
entered to remove his breakfast, he said,— Barnes, do you think T
could trust Jem to take a letter for me to Mr. Westley’s

“Yes, sure, sir, no doubt of it,” replied the intelligent housekeeper
as well aware of what was going to be done, as if her master ha
commenced the conversation by distinctly stating that it was his
intention immediately to set about making his will.

“Then let him be ready in half an hour; and you may come in and
fetch the letter, which I shall have written by that time.”

“Very well, sir,” was all the reply made: but half a glance at the
housekeeper’s face might have shown her master that she felt con-
scious in every nerve of there being a very solemn business afoot;
but that nothing could he farther from her intention than o say any
sinzle word on the subject.

Exactly at the time pamed she returned, and there found, lying
ready upon the table, a letter directed to Joseph Westley, Esq.,
Cropt Hill Cottage.

““ Any answer, sir P said Mrs. Barnes, demurely.

“No, Barnes; the gentleman will bring the answer himself,”

“Tt will be a most abominable trick to serve me, if he asks the
lawyer to dinner without telling me,” said Mrs. Barnes to her niece
Naney, as soon as Jem and his important despatch had disappeared.
“ru thcss’ ,but one of the partridges to-day, any how, you may depend
upon that. 3

_But the one partridge was enough, Mr. Westley did not make
his appearance on that day. The next, however, brought him to the
Combe ; and a decisive and business-like pull at the bell brought
Mrs. Barnes to the inside of the door, and Jem to the outside. The
lawyer’s horse was taken and led round to the stables, and the lawyer
himself introduced into Mr. Thorpe’s study.

There are various different Igjegrees of domestic treachery and -
domestic impertinence. Some footmen (before the blessed invention
of covers) would turn a note inside-out, as it is said, rather than not
become acquainted with the contents; while others never did any-
thing beyond peeping in at the ends.” Some servants, as perfectfy
assured of what was going on as Mrs, Barnes, would have applied
their ear to the keyhofe ; but Mrs. Barnes would have seorned such
an action, and instead of using unlawful means to acquire more infor-
mation, contented hersell with most legitimately communicating as
much as she had.

Niece Nancy had the benefit of this; and as they shook, and
pulled, and shook again the curtains that were once again to be con-
signed to darkness and repose, Mrs. Barnes not only explained
exactly what Mr. Westley and her master were at that moment
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about, but also in what way, according to her judgment and belief,
the Ereat question of the Thorpe-Combe estate was likely to be
decided. ¥ :

“T have no more doubt than that I stand here, Naney, how the

roperty will go. That is, of course, what is not to be left m legacies.
]fthiuk I can answer for it that there will be some legacies ; but the
fine estate, and the house, and all the heautiful things in it, will all
e Now where do you guess, Naney £

“Tf T had got to give it away to any of them as have heen here,
surefy it should not %)e to either of them three scoffing, jeering, flirts
as used to make such asight of cinders before dinner every day in the
blue damask. T hated the sight of ’em, tossing up their Welsh noses
as if there was nothing good enough for ’em.”

“You are quite right, Nancy. They won't be the better for a
single stick on the place—trust me for that. DBuf go on girl. Who
do you think it will be #* : :

“Why, it won’t be the little smut of a one, neither. She is as
much overdone t’other way. I always thought she’d end by hugging
me, she was so unaccountable civil and intimate. She isn’t a bit like
a lady, to my mind.” ' :

“Humph !” said Mrs. Barnes, ““she is no beauty to be sure, but
she wasn’t the last in the list, 1 can tell you, with master, What
d’ye say to her managing to have the little teahoard for him in
every evening, that she might make his tea? She has cut her
eye-teeth, Nancy, you may swear to that. But my master will
never be such a fool as to turn over his houses and lands to such
a one as that,—though I shouldn’t wonder if she was to be paid a
pretty good price, in the shape of a legacy, for every drop of tea she
poured out.”

“No, no,—it won’t be she, that’s no ways likely; but I’ll tell you
beantiful,
pretty crcature as was in_the green chintz, She’s the one for
my money, with her voice like a blackbird and her eyes like two
diamonds,”

“She may be the one for your money, Nancy, if you have any to
8pare ; but she won’t be the one for my master’s. [t would not he
right in the eyes of the county—a young thing like that; what
should she do with it? No, no, my master is a good bit queer
Sometimes, with his hatred of footmen and the rest of it; but he's a

entleman every inch of him, and he’ll take care that *tis a gentleman
hat comes after him—and that* gentleman will be one of the two
Young Mr. Spencers—the eldest, in course, I suppose. And who
else could he choose out, Nancy, if you will but think about it,

. Teasonable for a minute. They come to the place like gentlemen,
~ and they are dressed by a valef, like gentlemen, and they look like

&Bntécgnen altogether,—and yon see, when the time comes, if I ain’t

"~ There is nobody so likely to know, at any rate, aunt, as you are,
and I'm not going to contradict you; but 1 hope when the young
msman gets a wife, that she will have sense enough to see how the
‘bhings have been looked after and faken care of.”
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On this day, though not one single word had been said about
dinner, Mrs. Bamnes relaxed in her severity of purpose so much as
to prepare two wild-ducks for the spit; but, nevertheless, they were
not doomed to smoke together on the board, for just as the fire was
preparing itself to receive them, the parlour bell rang, Jem was
ordered fo bring round Mr. Westley’s horse, and the lawyer departed.

Another week passed away, and nothing more was heard either of
Mr. Westley or the will; but, at the end of that time, three neigh-
bours among the Thorpe-Combe tenants, all well-behaved respectable
men, had each a note sent him (which, as they were not even sealed,
Mrs. Barnes did look into), requesting them to call at Combe at
twelve o’clock on the following Tuesday. They arrived punctually
af the hour ap}llnointe.d, and found Mr. Thorpe and Mr. Westley seated
at a table, with a skin of parchment extended before them. To this
instrument, whatever it was, they were requested to put their names
as witnesses of having seen Mr. Thorpe sign his, with seal annexed,
and proclamation made that it was his own act and deed. This
done, they were invited to refresh themselves by a tumbler of choice
g;l)gm.ac End boiling water (the weather being fearfully cold) and then

smissed.

Another week passed,—and another,—yet still Mrs. Barnes had
nothing more substantial than conjecture by which to satisfy the
curiosity of herself and all those of her friends and acquaintance in
the parish who deemed themselves Erivileged to pay her a visit, and
have a little neizhbourly talk with her ahout the signing and sealing,
which everybody knew had taken place at the Combe the day that
lawyer Westley had rode by the second time. All she could do was,
to look discreet, and declare that she knew her master well enough
to be quite sure that all was right and as it oughti to be. * Nobody,
she said, knew what was right to he done hetier than Mr. Thorpe, .
and as she did not feel she had a right to say any more, she begged
they would all be so good as not to ask her.

But at the end of rather more than a fortnight from the time when
this notorious signing and sealing took place, Mr. Thorpe rang his
bell rather shar iy, which was answered by Mrs. Barnes, at her most
rapid pace ; and, In fact, she entered the room with a feeling and a
ook of alarm, for it was long since he had rung so violently.

“T am glad fo see you can move 80 briskly, Barnes,” said her
master, in a voice more gentle than ordinary, “for I do not feel
altogether well” i :

“Yon don’t think that the broilefl chicken could have disagreed,
do you, sir?” said Mrs. Barnes, in a tone of deep anxiety,

“T don’t know . ... How can one know, Barnes? I don’t
believe that if one had an a.?otheca.ry living in the house all the year
round, one should be at all more enlightened as to the recondite
effects of broils and stews. But I think you may as well give me a
little carbonate of soda, Barnes.” _

Carbonate of soda was never al any great distance from Mr., -
Thorpe, and the gentle corrector of indulgences was administered :
after which the housekeeper seemed preparing to make her refreat,
but her master stopped her by saying,—“Do put a morsel or two
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more wood info the chimney, Barnes . . . . I wonder whether I am
particularly chilly, or if it is really very, very cold.”

“Cold, sir! God hless you! Don’t be after fancying yourself ill,
if it is only on the account of being cold, for the very oldest folks in
the parish say that the like has not been known for above these thirty
years, If it was not for the spring that runs out of the hill into the
marble basin in the flower-garden, we should not have a drop of water
to help ourselves; and even that we are obliged to wait for as it
runs, for the moment after it touches the marble, it begins its freezing.
It is terrible weather, sir, I do assure you.” :

“ Let Beaumont have a couple of loads of wood sawed into short
lengths, and given, by a goo?l barrow-full at a time, to as many as
choose to come for it. And double the weekly quantity of soup,
Barnes, just while this very pinching weather lasts.”

3 bless you, sir!” said the good woman, “you can’t say a
better word than that ; for *tis a great comfort to *em, poor souls! a
drop.of good Combe soup such weather as this; and 1’1l set about
it with a right good will, I promise you, sir.”> And then, having
skilfully arranged the logs and swept the hearth, she departed.

Mrs. Barnes kept her word, and did set about ordermg the wood,
and preparing for a fresh batch of soup, with a right good will ;
but hardly had she sent off Jem in one direetion and the kitchen-
maid in another, than the parlour-bell again rang, though not quite
so sharply as before; and having wiped her hands and removed an
exterior apron, she once more went at her best speed to answer it.

“Tt is very good of you, Barnes, not to keep me waiting, because I
really do not think I em quite well,” said the old gentleman, shivering.
¥ Don’t you think, if you were to make me a cup of gruel and put a
little brandy in it, I might feel it warm me? I think the soda was
too cold for me, Barnes.”

“You shall have a drop of gruel, sir. There isn’t a finer thing in
the world, or a more innocent,” replied -the housekeeper. * And
Yyou f{uSt put your feet up on this stool, will you, sir #’—close to the
fire, like,—just so,—till I come back again with my drop of gruel.
It 15 just the cruel cold weather that is too much for you, sir: but,
thank God! there is remedies for that, and many of them, for those
as have the means and just a little thought abouf ’em.”

“Idon’t like master af all, Nancy,” said the sagacious old woman, on
returning to the kitchen, and setting hwriedly about her peparations

or the gruel ; “and what I like the least is his quietness. It isn’t
18 usnal way, and I don’t like it at all.”

“ Wouldn't it be better to send for the doctor at once, aunt 7
replied the girl; “so alone as heis! . . . . Sir Charles Temple gone
to Italy,—and he making his will and all! It sets me all over in a
shiver, T'll be whipped if it don’t; and if you happen to make a
little more gruel than you want, I wish you would give me a drop of
i, —after you have mixed it ready, you know.” . i

Let you alone, Naney, for knowing what’s comfortable,” replied
the aunt. * Dear good old soul!”” she continued, I know I shall be
Unaccountable sorry for him, let it happen when it will. Tt is that
‘abominable letter ‘about his son,—’tis that’s done it, if anything
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does ha; ien now,—and you may say I said it, girl. *Tis his quietness
¥ don’t?i e; it makes me feel monstrous queer, and that’s the truth,
I wish to goodness he would just seold me a bit 17

“Tf I was you, I would send for the doctor, aunt,” said Nancy,
solemnly. :

“He hates the whole tribe of ’em, Naney, like poison; and I
couldn’t hold myself justified in sending, as long as there’s a single
bit of hope left that we can do without him,” replied Mrs. Barnes,
conscientiously.

The grnel, with its comforting accompaniments, was duly adminis-
tered and duly taken, and Mr. 'Fhorpe eclared that he was certainly
the better for it; but the next time the bell rang, it was to tell his

rime minister that he could not hélp thinking he should be better in
Ecd. ... and to bed he went, and lay there, uneasily enough, poor
gentleman ! for several days. But Mrs. Barnes had never once the
satisfaction of seeing him lose his temper: nay, the doctor himself
came and went, day after day, without eliciting a single sarcasm while
he stayed, or a single reproach to any one who might have sent for
him. Upon one occasion, however, after a comfortable sleep of an
hour or two, upon waking up with the feeling of being better than
for some days past, he seemed inclined to resume his ordinary
humour; for, looking round, and seeing Mrs. Barnes in her now
constant place by his:[)ed-slde, he said, quite in the tone of former
days, le)w, are you not a fool, Barnes, to sit there day after day, as
if you were determined to make yourself ill? Go, and lie down,
silly woman ! d’ye hear?—and when you have had as good a nap
as I have, come to me again.”

Delighted, most truly and sincerely delighted, at once more hearing
the familiar tone, and firmly belicving it to be the best possible
evidence of her good master’s speedy recovery, she replied with
great glee, “Very well, sir, you shall be obeyed for ecertain; only
please to remember, sir, if you seem to be as well as you are now,
when I come back again, I must have you eat a hit of something,—1
must, indeed, sir.” s

“We will see about that, Goody Barnes, when the fime comes.
Now get along with ye, and L1l try to go to sleep again.”

Tt was about two hours after this that his watehful housekeeper
returned to him: she had sat up during nearly the whole of four
nights, and. trusting to her belief that he could not speak so, were he
not considerably better, she had very literally followed his injunctions
and iaken a nap. :

‘When she returned to him, he was apparently dozing; but he
opened his eyes as she drew near, and she mstantly saw that a change
of no favourable nature had taken place,

% # A # s ®

To follow, throb by throb, the last pulsations of human life, is less
difficult than painful.

Mr. Thorpe died within a month after he had made his will ; and
the worthy Mrs. Barnes, after the first natural burst of emotion was
over, began to feel herself very painfully at a loss as to what she
ought to' do next, After a little reflection, however, she decided
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upon sending to the gentleman who had made his will, requesting
that he would be pleased to write word of the melancholy event. to
such persons as he thought it necessary and proper should hear of it
Immediately. 7 .

Mr. Westley appeared to have no difficylty in deciding to whom Le
ought to address himself; and the necessary communications were
accol;djngly despatched with as little delay as possible,

CHAPTER XI.

“ 8o soon!” exclaimed Sir Charles Temple with nueontrollable
emotion, on opening an Fnglish letter delivered to him in his mother’s
Frnsence at Florence, * Poor Thorpe! How little did I think when

ast we parted, that I should never see him again!”

“ He was very old, Charles, was he not? I never remember him
otherwise than old,” ohserved Lady Temple.

* Poor Thorpe!™ reiterated the young man, mownfully.  How
very anxious he was that 1 shoultf remain a few weeks longer at

emple . . . . I wish I had!”

5 Would you have been happier, Charles, had you seen him die ?7
said his mother. * For my part, my dear son, I am exceedingly glad
that you escaped so melancholy a secene. You could have done him
10 guod, and would enly have made yourself ill and miserable. . . . .

0, ho, dear Temﬁle; most certainly, there is no_reasonable cause

or recret. On the contrary, it appears to me that you remained
with him to the very last moment at which you could be useful. I
now not what he would have done without you during the gathering
of the nephews and nieces ; but, o say the truth, I am most especially
glad to have you here just now. We are going to have amateur
gﬁ%certspwithout number, and just guess how they could go on with-
you?”

“ My dear mother, I must leave you,” he replied, folding up the
.]ettelj which he had now read to the'end. “ This letter is not, as I
imagined, sent merely to announce to me the melancholy news, but to
Stmmon me to the opening of the will, which is to be deferred, it
seems, il T arrive.”

. 18 surely taking' a most impertinent liberty with you, Sir

e It
Charles,” said “the still lovel Lady Temple, very haunghtily, “I

.~ Bbeak not of the friend you have lost; I had myself a very great

Rt

sespect for him, and am quite aware how truly you were attached to
excellent old gentleman. But I can in no way conceive that any

0 hrothers or sisters, or nephews or nieces, or whoever it is he
18 left behind him, can have any possible right to make you gallop
across Furope for the purpose of assisting the arrangement of their
and 1s. T hope and trust that you will decline this most troublezome
il inconsiderate invitation 1

On comes not from any member of poor Thorpe’s family, but

2 ? ¢ Indeed, mother, it is impossible,” replied the young man. “The
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from old Westley the lawyer, who, you may be quite sure, knows
what he is about, and would not have written thus without good and
sufficient reason for doing so.”

“ I'rom Westley, is it 7 said Tiady Temple, while visions of possi-
ble legacies produced a considerable alteration in the tone of her
voice. “ Then I presume that it is really a matter of business, and
that go you must. If so, it certainly cannot be helped, but it is
exceedingly provoking.” A very few hours after this discussion, Sir
Charles Temple was on his way to England.

Such was the result of the first letter written by the Herefordshire
lawyer in consequence of his late client’s demise. Nor were those to
which he subsequently applied himself, on the same subject, treated
with at all less observance.  Though if was no easy matter to put
the gigantic Squire Wilkyns in motion, he made up his mind to ohey
this summons with a degree of promptitude that not only astonished
his daughters, but raised very sanguine hopes that something im-
portant would follow, ; -

“ You may depend upon it, papa knows what he is about,” said
the decidedly clever Elfreda.

“ Tryst the old gentleman for that!” subjoined the sprightly
Eldruda. T

% Tt will be odd, to be sure, if one of us have got it,” remarked the
prettyish Miss Winifred. The heavy Welshman heard none of these
yemarks, but nevertheless was not absolutely without some dreamy
conjectures of his own; yet, however agreeable in their nature these
might have been, he by no means regretted the distant date at which
the family meeting was fixed, the time allowed for Sir Charles
Temple’s return from Italy being not at all more than he should find
necessary for fully making up his mind for the expedition. y

Mr. ‘Spencer started with very considerable emotion on perusmg
the letter addressed to him, -

“ Importaut news, probably,” he mentally observed. * They
would hardly take the liberty of sending to me, if T had nothing to
do with it;” and he, too, determined to be at Thorpe-Combe very
punctually at the time named.

Major anthcote received the intelligence with a good deal of
enuine feeling. * My dear children, here’s sad news for us to-day!”
¢ said. “ Your kind and excellent uncle Thorpe is dead.”

“ You don’t mean it, Heathcote?” said his wife, clasping her
hands; “and he as well as any one of us little more than one short
month ago! Isn’t it awful? .. .. Is there any mention made about
the will in the letter P -

“ Only that I am desired to meet the family at the Combe the
15th of next month, to be present at the opening of it. . . . . Poor
dear old gentleman!' I am shocked indeed!™ replied the kind-
hearted major.

Both Florence and her brother Algernon dropped a youthful tear
to the memory of the uncle who had given them the happiest days

they had ever yet emjoyed; they were sorry he was gone, and they
said so. But Sophia Martin, though also present when the important
letter was read, uttered not a word; upon which Mrs. Heathcote
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temarked, that considering she had been such a favourite with the
poor old gentleman, she took the news of his death very quietly.

“ Indeed, aunt, I am very sorry for him,” replied Miss Martin
meekly, but with an air of great resignation.  “ Only I think it would
seem like affectation in me, if T was to make a fuss about it ; for, of
course, neither his living or dying could make any difference to me.”

“ God knows, my dear, whom it may make a difference to. Iam
surc there is none of us can tell. I only trouble myself by thinking
how on earth we are to get mourning. It will be indecent not to
put on black for him, poor old gentTeman! let who will have his
estate . e but I;ux sure thqgre is no 1oney to sga:re.”

At length the day arrived which had been fixed by Mr. Westley for
the opening of the will; himself, the three brothers-in-law of the
testator, and Sir Charles Temple, being all assembled in the old
gentleman’s favourite sitting-room, in order to be made acquainted
with its contents. It was not without difficulty that Sir Charles
Temple controlled his emotions sufficiently to prevent his being too
much distinguished from the rest of the party; and when the old
favourite tabby gently rubbed herself agamst his legs, not all his
Eifm:ts to maintain his composure could prevent his eyes from over-

owing.

The four gentlemen, all in the deepest mourning, seated themselves
round the fire, and the lawyer, putting on his spectacles, opened the
Important parchment, and began to read. .

he preamble was not clothed in legal language, being a very short
but touching statement of the bereaved condition mm which the
testator found himself by the loss of his only child, and of the linger-
ing Eertinamty of the hope which, even in the midst of his mourning,
led him to contemplate the possli)lhty that the son so long lamented
might still exist. L

Then followed, in good-set legal phrase, a bequest of all and every-
thing of which he died possessed, whether real or personal (with the
exception only of the trifling legacies hereafter to be m(:ntioned{, to

rnelius Thorpe, in case it should be proved that he was still alive,
and able to avouch his identity before competent authorities. But in
default of his appearance, the whole of the said property was
bequeathed to his executors, Sir Charles Temple and ﬁajor “?illiam

enry Heatheote, v TRUST, for the sole use and henefit of Sophia
artin and her heirs for ever, on the condition of her assuming the
arms and the name of Thorpe.

‘Whatever may be the feelings of parties assembled upon such an
occasion as this, it is not usual to hear much eommentary or observa-

on of any kind, and those most interested are not, in general, the
most loguacious. ° Very few words were spoken on the present
occasion ; for the legacies, almost wholly confined to one or two old
Servants, and to be paid as annuities, with the sum of one thousand
pounds to each of his executors, were not of sufficient amount or
Interest to elicit any remark ; and neither Sir Charles, Mr. Wilkyns
“Mr. Bpencer, nor even the good-natured Major Heathcote himself,
felt at all disposed to be talkative respecting the disposition of the
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main part of the property. Indeed, Mrs. Barnes, on whom a life-
annuity of one hundred pounds was settled, was the only person on
the premises who thoroughly approved the will ; and her measureless
content at an independence, which exactly doubled her most, sanguine
hopes, left her with no power to regret anything which it had pleased
her dear good master to will.

No sooner was the reading over, than Mr, Spencer declared himself
obliged to set oft as early as possibic upon his return to town, steadily
declining the polite invitation of the executors to partake of the
dinmer provided by Mrs. Barnes; the packed-up, comfortless, ap-
pearance of the house being almost as revolting to his feelings, as the
recolleetion that all its carefully stored treasures, as well as the hroad
lands around, were the property of that singularly disagreeable
ﬁerson, Miss Sophia Martin. But Mr. Wilkyns and Mr. Wesﬂey

oth temained on the premises till the following morning ; the first
for the purpose of recovering himself after his unprofitable journey,
and the last for that of giving the executors some necessary informa-
tion respecting the details of the property of which they were to take
possession.

The heiress for whom they were to act wanted exactly one year of
her majority ; and the exccubors were appointed jointly her guardians,
in case she should he under age at the time of the testator’s death.
1t became nccessary, therefore, that they should consult together as
%o the manner in which their joint aunthority should be exercised for
the benefit and protection of their ward during this interval ; and,
in order to do this, they agreed to remain together at the Combe
during the following day.

“Shall we announce to our ward, by letter, the sglcndid hequest
+hat has fallen to her ?” demanded the ill-pleased Sir Charles Temple;
“or will it be more agrecable to you to inform her of it yourself, on
your return?”’

“There will be no need to write, Sir Charles, if T go back to-
morrow. 1t will be just as well that 1 should carry the news myself,”
replied the equally little-delighted co-executor. “But,” added he
with a little embarrassment, <if it were not for my scruples ahout
jnviting you to take up your quarters at such a very humble place as
Bamboo Cottage, L should certainly ask you to go with me; for 1
can’t help fancying, Sir Charles, that the young ady may show an
inclination to have a will of her own, about where she will live and
all that ; and I am sure I shall not know what to sa{lto her.”

“7T ghould have thought, Major Heathcote,” rep ied Sir Charles,
while his heart bounded at the idea of again seeing her whose ver
idea he had forsworn,—“I should have thought that the great kindv-
ness you have shown Miss Martin would have insured her entire
obedience to any wish of yours.” }

“Well , . .. we shall see. I don’t like to be over positive, you
know ; and young girls sometimes, they say, are not the easiest things
to manage.  Iowever, if the going with me is disagreeable to you,
of course I will not say a word more about it.”

«Not the least in the world, I do assure you, Major Heathcote,”
replied the baronet eagerly. “On the contrary, 16 will give me greab
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pleasure to renew my acquaintance with your son, and Mrs. Heath-
cote, and . . . . all {]‘2“ family. T shall be ready to set off with you
to-morrow, if yon like it. Mr. Westley will take care that everything
is done properly ; the will proved, the tenants informed, and so forth.
I shall be quite ready to start with you to-morrow morning.”

“ Thank you, 8ir Charles; I am very much obliged by your kind-
ness. To-morrow, then, it shall be. I own I shall be glad to get
home, that there may be as little time left them for conjecture and
expectation as possible. Not that my boy and girl, poor young
things! ever took the least notion into their heads of anything of the
k11]11(lln : but I won’t say as much for my foolish wife; and I’d rather
put her out of suspense at once.”

The departure of the two guardians was therefore settled for an
early hour on the following morning. Mrs. Barnes having conde-
scendingly agreed to postpone her own departure for Somersetshire,
her native county, and tﬁc spot whither she intended to lead her
favourite niece Naney, that they might enjoy together the respect due
to them from various branches of their family, the two gentlemen felt
10 anxiety as to the security of the valuable property contained in the
house. The good housekeeper declared herself, indeed, perfectly willing
to continue her superintendence of all that she had hitherto guardeﬁ
with so much faithful eare, till Miss Martin and her guardians could
suit themselves with some person fit to be her suceessor, an engage-
ment which the good lady felt to be equivalent to remaining mistress of ,
Thorpe-Combe as long as she found her sovereignty there undisputed.

ooks, pictures, and plate, with all the other costly etceteras of the
splendid, though antiquated, plenishing of the Combe, were accord-
ingly consigned to her care; instructions being left with Mr, Westley
that cnmpﬁate catalogues should be immediately made out, and for-
warded to Bamboo Cottage, Clevelands, Gloucestershire.

For Bamhoo Cottage, Clevelands, Gloucestershire, the two ex-
ecutors then set out, agreeing that for the sake of uninterrapted con-
versation, and consultation on man{‘ points which it was necessary
should be settled between them, they should travel post; an old
travelling carriage, formerly belonging o Sir Charles’s father, being
dragzed out of ifs Tetreat for the purpose.

During the journey, which lasted about six hours, Miss Martin
Thorpe’s immediate residence and establishment were fully discussed.
They both agreed that it would be for the advantage of the prori\)crty
that she should reside at the mansion-house; an arrangement which
Sir Charles observed, might easily be made in the most agreeable and
natural manner possible, by the family circle in which the young

eiress had resided since the death of her mother, still remaining
round her.

*“ Thorpe-Combe is large enough for you all,” added the baronet ;
& mldbei residence in the family of her married guardian seems indis-
Pensable.”

- ' “We shall see, Sir Charles, how it will be all managed,” said the
' major. . ., . “There is Clevelands’ spire!” he added. “ In five
minutes more I shall be at home. Poor dear Poppsy! she will guess
the truth at the very first glance.”
I
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CHAPTER XII.

Tuoue, for some reason or other, perhaps because he thought his
Joving little wife would bear disappointment better if he were near
her; though, for this reason or some other, Major Heathcote had
d(:termi_nea’ to bring the news of the succession himself, he had
written a line to say that poor Mr. Thorpe’s particular friend Sir
Charles Temple would return home with him, and that they hoped fo
get to Clevelands by tea-time. This letter reached Bamboo Cottage
about two hours before its author; and the family, or at least as many
of them as were not sent to bed, were assembled with some degree of
form and ceremony in the large hut rudely-fitted-up parlour that
served as a drawing-room. ;

The first decisive movement visible on their entering, was the rush
made by Mrs. Heathcote to her husband’s arms; and in that close
hug the secret was doubtless told; for though she tried to behave
as well possible, and though her very heart was in the hand she held
out to welcome Sir Cha.rTes, she ghded so quietly back to her chair
after the salutation was over, and remained there so very silently, that
nobody. well acquainted with her could doubt for a moment that she
had heard what she did not like.

The next most conspicuous action was that of Algernon, who, at
the sight of Sir Charles, actually forgot his anxiety to Tearn the news,
and flying to snateh his hand, clasped it with all the energy of youth-
ful friendship, and seemed as if he could not bear to quit it again.

At a short distance, timidly aloof, stood Florence, her soft eyes
speaking a pleasure in the Scllght they saw, which she would have died
rather than express in words; and though Sir Charles was eagerly,
warmly, and with all sineerity, returning the greeting of his favourite
Algernon, his eyes, too, were for a moment permitted to say what
they liked; and they said much more, a great deal, than pretty
Florence could fully understand ; yet when she laid her head upon its
pillow for the night, she recalled that look, with all ifs earnestness
and all its softness, and went to sleep at last with the conviction that
¢ Sir Charles Temple was certainly very glad to see her.” Af the
fuwrther end of the room, apart from the well-set tea-table, the sofa,
and “ the grown-up ones,” was a group of three young girls of the
respective ages of eleven, twelve, and fourteen; and, on a low chair
behind the sofa, and quite in the shade, sat Sophia:

Had an ohserving eye looked at her narrowly, it might have per-
ceived that she was rather paler than common, but in all else quite
unchanged. Her plain black frock sat as neatly, and her curling hair
reared itself as stiflly as usual; and the quiet humility of her manner,
as she stood up on the entrance of the two gentlemen, and silently
sat down again, was in no way changed. Did she look in the eyes of
either, or of both, to see if ought could be read there? . ... If she
did, it was so cautiously that none perceived it.

And now the important moment was come; the bustle of their
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entrance was over; everybody was seated, and {he perfect silence of
the whole party showed that they were expecting o hear the result
of Major ]Pj[ca.thcotc’s journey. The poor man would rather have
assed the night in the snow than speak it; but he felt it must
¢ done, and turning towards Sophia, with as-much composure and
kindness of manner as he could assume, he said,—

¢ Sophia, my dear, I hope the news I bring will be productive of

nothing but good to you; but it is a great change for so young a
erson, I have to tell you that you are your Uncle Thorpe’s heiress.
ixcept some trifling legacies, he has left the whole of his handsome
property to you,” .
nbroken silence followed this announcement, and nothing can
well be imagined more embarrassing than the minute or two which
followed. The poor Heathcotes were, in fact, too honest-hearted,
from the gallant father down to his little daughter Mary, inclusive, to
be able to say that they were very glad, or that they heartily wished
her joy, or that they had no doubt she would make a good use of it,
or any other of the various complimentary speeches which the occasion
seemed to call for. She had been rescued by them from a state of
very desolate poverty, had been pitied, cared for, and nurtured 5 but
they did not, they could not, love her as they would have wished to
do; and at this moment, had their lives depended upon it, neither
Mrs, Heatheote, Florence, or the three younger girls, could find in
their hearts the power to crowd round her with caresses and falicita-
tions. As to Algernon, he had previously heen so certain of the
result of their visit at Thorpe-Combe, that not the slightest feeling of
disappointment mixed itself with the triumph of roving to those
who had been in his confidence, how right he ha been; but this
feeling did not lead him to put himself forward to wish her Joy.

It was a great velief, in this state of things, when Sir Charles
Temple rose up, and drawing a chair towards the shady spot occupied
by the heiress, said, “ When you are recovered from any feelings of
surprise and agitation which this intelligence may have occasioned
- you, Miss Martin, T shall be much obhgeg if you will favour me with
your attention. Besides the pleasure of paying my compliments to
your Uncle Heathcote and his family, I have real business with you ;
and, to say truth, it is this which ’brmgs me here at the present
moment,” '

** Business with me, sir ?” returned the yqung lady in rather a low
voice, but without any appearance of emharrassment.

“Yes, Miss Martin,—or rather Miss Martin Thorpe, as we must
now call you, for it was the will of your late uncle gﬁai_: you should
- take his name—it is necessary that "I should lose no time in te]hi:]llg

¥ou that L am appointed one of the executors to your uncle’s will,
and trustee and guardian to yourself. Your adopted father Major
Heathcote is a pointed to act with me in all these capacifies; an
arrangement; which shows the thoughtful kindness of the testator,
“ and which renders the necessity of my speedily returning to Italy of
1o importance, inasmuch.as he s in every way the person best fitted
to perform the. duties which we nominally divide. Nevertheless, I
Bhaﬁ wish, before I leave the kingdgm, that you should make us both

1
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acquainted with what your inclinations may be for the future, regard-
ing residence and so forth, in order that I may leave everything of
the kind so far settled, as to occasion neither you nor him the trouble
of future references to me.”

All this was spoken very rapidly, and as if it were rather necessity
than inclination which led to its being said at™ll.

“T thank you, sir,”” said Miss Martin Thorpe, bowing her head ;
then, slowly rising up, she added, “ but perhaps 1t may not be neces-
sary for me to decide anything on the subjects you mention, to-night.”
And so saying, she glided out of the room with her usual noiséless
step, without turning her eyes to the right or the left, or exchanging
a word or a glanee with anybody.

Sir Charles felt that the sort of rebuff she had given him, was not
altogether undeserved. “Miss Martin Thorpe is right,” he said,
smiling ; “and I am very wrong to have thrust myself and my duties
upon her at so early a moment. I hardly know whether it was a sort
of instinetive wish to break the awful silence which followed the an-
nouncement of her inheritance, or the more selfish feeling still, of
dosiring to get over the disagreeable business of proclaiming my own
office, which led me to be so prematurely verbose. However, awkward
as may have been my début, I cannot but rejoice that it is over. I do
. not much think that I am a favourite with the young lady, and there-
fore I shall leave the executive to you, my good friend. T really
would not have to dictate ways and means to Miss Martin Thorpe, or
to counsel her about the right or the wrong of any measure proposed,
for more than T will say. T think she would freeze me into an icicls
during the process.”

* This very frank manner of expressing his feelings, at this early stage
of their official connection, almost startled Major Heathcote, who had
not, during their residence together at Thorpe-Combe; fallen into so
great a degres of familiarity with the young baronet as the frequent
readings and ramblings had led to between Sir Charles and the other
members of his family. He felt in nowise displeased by it, however,
but rejoiced, on the contrary, at perceiving that whatever the humours
of his ward might choose to be, he should have to act with a frank,
unaffected; friendly person, who would give him no trouble by the
display of any diplomatic stiffness or mystery. :
he laughing fone of Sir Charles Tempfr;’s voice, as he said this,
restored to Algernon al those feelings of pleasant confidence and
familiar intercourse which had been interrupted and checked by the
eriod which had Blatpsed. since they parted, and still more, perﬁaps,
Ey a greater degree of deliberate consideration of Sir Charles’s rank
and sfation, when compared to his own, than the exceeding happiness
he had enjoyed at the Combe had ever permitted him to give way to
there. :

But now, again, all such ideas of restraint vanished; and placing
himself in a chair close behind the young baronet, the happy boy
began a whispering conversation with him, in which he remimfe(f him,
a little boastingly, of the superior sagacity which had led him so con-
fidently to predict what had now faken place. -

“T conlfess it, Algernon,” returned Sir Charles, aloud, *You saw,
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while at the Combe, what, I confess, to me was not yet in sight, and T
onour you as a prophet therefore.”

“How! Algernon,” exclaimed his father; “had you any notion
when we were at your uncle’s of what has now happened to your
cousin Sophia P

“Yes, papa, I was perfectly sure of it.”?

* How came you never to mention it to me?” .

“ For excellent good reasons, papa. My knowledge was not derived
from noon-day facts, open and visible to all eyes, but to my own secret
little watchings of our gentle cousin, and little inferences drawn
therefrom, which T knew full well you would call unfair, unjust, un-
cousinlike, unkind, and a dozen more uzs besides, all tending to prove
that T was a very unworthy, unamiahle, and un-good-for-anything
personage, and therefore I took excellent care never to say a word to
you on the subject. But I did not treat mamma with equal respect,
not fearing her half-and-half looks of anger and fun nearly so much
as your out-and-out gravity of aspect when quizzing of any kind is
going on. That is the reason, papa, why I never said anything to you
on the subjeet.” ] i

“ And did you fancy the same thing, my dear P”’ said the astonished
major, addressing his wife ; adding with great simplicity, “ God bless
my soul! Tt is very strange; but no such idea ever entered my head
for a single moment.”

“And I do not believe it ever would have entered the head of any-
body excepting that strange Algernon’s,” she replied ; “and, for my
own Egmrtﬁthough, to be sure, he did point out one or twolittle things
that did seem rather particular, and that I can zow see through plainly
enough—I cannot say that I ever listened to him with any very serious
idea that he was right. He often made me laugh, but I never paid
any more attention to his jokes about Sophia, than to all his other

oll nonsensg about the Misscs Wilkyns, and the Masters Spencer.”

** And you, Florence? Had you any notion of what was going on 2**
demanded the good major, evidcutl{l a little piqued at the idea of
havﬁ%g remained so complétely in the dark, while others could see
clearly.

*“ No, indeed, papa, I never paid the slightest attention to anything
Al%cmou said about it. Indeed, I don’t remember ever thinking so
little ahout my cousin Sophy as I did while we were at Thorpe-Combe.
I believe I was too happy t0 think of anything.”

“Well! I am glad somebody was in the basket, as well as myself,”
said the major. *“And you too, Sir Charles, as far as I ean under-
stand, seem to have known nothing more than this wonderful conjurer
of ours pointed out to you?”

*Not a bit, major.- What first put it into his head, Heaven only
knows ; T should as soon have suspected my dear old friend of fixing

s affections on Mr. Wilkyns. But I confess that before Algernon

d eoncluded his revelations, he fully succeeded in opening my dull
eyes to the fact that Miss Martin herself bad conceived the idea of
awakening her uncle Thorpe’s mind to a sense of her merits. Her
Perfect success must at least inspire us all with respect for her powers
of pleasing, when she wishes to do s0.”
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The conversation then rambled on, and now with the most perfect
unreserve on all sides, towards the future. The tea-drinking over,
Mrs. Heatheote had dismissed the three younger girls to bed, and on
their leaving the room Sir Charles ventured fra.nkfy to ask the friends
with whom circumstances had thrown him into such sudden intimacy,
in what manner they thought it would be advisable to arrange Miss
Martin Thorpe’s residence during the year which remained of her
minority. “That she should continue to reside with you, seems a
matter of course: no other situation could by possibility be so de-
sirable for her; but it strikes me that there may be a doubt as to the
comparative advantages of her remaining with you here, or of your
removing with your family to Thorpe-Combe, In the first case, there
will be some accumulation of the proceeds of the estate made; but in
the second, the young possessor of that very charming residence will
at once come into the enjoyment of it. . . . . Which course do you
think it wounld be wisest and kindest to {nusue major P’

“ Perhaps 1 should say the latter,” replied I\fajor Heathcote, “ were
it not that the idea of my recommending what would give my family -
so splendid a home for a time, would be disagreeable to me.”

"« T ean understand the feeling perfectly,” replied Sir Charles; “but
we must not suffer it, I think, to interfere with the advantage of our
ward ; must we? What does Mrs. Heathcote say to it ?”’

“ That I would not, for the whole world, throw any difficulty in the
way of my husband’s doing his duty towards his ward. But I don’t
want to exchange my quiet comfortable home for the finest house that
ever was built, and as we all seem agreed to speak our minds freely
to one another, I see no reagon why I should fear to confess that L
should not expect to like the fine house the better, because poor
Sophia Martin was the mistress of it.”

* Poor So%!na Martin! Do, dear mamma, try to find a better ad-
jective for the name of Miss Martin Thorpe,” said Algernon. “I
have taken a great deal of pains—have I not?—to make you call
people and things by their proper names, and with their fitting accom-
pamments. But you are incorrigible! . . . . Poor Sophia Martin!”

“T called her poor, dear Algernon, because nobody seems to love
her.—1I really do pity Der, poor thing ! :

“ Seems to love her,” repeated Algernon. “ Nay, mother, if that be
what you wish for her, she shall have enough of it. I dare say I shall
be able, if I take a little dutiful pains about if, to seem to love her
dearly. Had you left out the “seems,” dear mother, I might have
been puzzled.  But, unlike poor witless Hamlet, I know “seems’
perfectly well, having studied diligently under a fair professor, who
shall be nameless.” {

“ Come, come, Algernon, no more of this. If you run her down
thus, shall we not have fair reason to say that you feel a little envy at
the success of her seeming P” said the major.

“ Say what yon will, father,” returned the boy, colouring, *pro-
vided you do mot think so..... Yet, perhaps, T am but a vain
boaster, either. Oh, Sir Charles! that i rarly —that library! . . . .
Would you believe me if I said that T shou d not like to have it all
for my own P—as little Lucy says about the baby-house.”
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“ No, I certainly should not,” replied the baromet; ““and evena
twelvemonth’s Mving within hourly reach of it would be no trifling
advantage to you Algernon.”

i but Sic éhaﬁcs, don’t you think it just possible that poor
Miss Martin Thorpe may like to keeg her library shut up ? You have
1o idea what a very careful young lady she is. 1s she not, Florence ?*

“ Yes, she is very careful,” replied Florence, blushing, as she per-
ceived the eye of Sir Charles fixed upon her as she spoke; * but I
dare say she would not shut up the library.”

“To he sure, the children would have a beautiful run at the
Combe,” said the major, thoughtfully, ©“ though it might only be the
worse for them, dear little souls, afterwards; because, of course,
‘when Sophy Martin marries, we must all turn out.”

_ “ But not before, papa? . . . . You think we shall all be sure to
live with Miss Martin Thorpe till she marries ?*

“Why, if we are to live with_her at all, my dear boy, I do not see

how it can he likely that we shall be turned out before she marries,”
replied Major Heatheote.
. *“Oh, very well: T dare say you know best, papa,” replied Alzernon,
in & very gentle voice; “and as I don’t thm].gk Cousin Sophy will be
likely to marry in ahurry, I suppose you had better give up Bamboo
Lodge altogether.” ;

“ Now tﬁcn, Algernon, I think your second sight has failed you,
altogether,” said Sir Charles. “ { will not pretend to say that 1
think your cousin Miss Sophia Martin Thorpe particularly attractive
—for lydo not. But I am not the least in the world of your opinion,
that for this reason she is unlikely to marry. There will be adorers

- enough at the shrine of Thorpe-Combe, you may rely upon it, whether
your cousin be admired or not.” :
. “Alas! Sir Charles Temple!” returned Algernon, with a sigh,
“ T am hurt to the very centre of my heart to find how much more
worser am | than your thoughts! And you do really believe that my
innocence leads me to think no gentlemen can be found sufficiently
mercenary to marry young ladies for their fortune, whether they
happen to fall in love with them or not? Honour compels me to
confess, Sir Charles, that you are mistaken in this. On the contrary,
1 do most devoutly believe that Miss Sophia Martin Thorpe has only
to publish, far andy near, the amount of her rent-roll, and the value of
her books, pictures, plate, linen, and china, in order to secure to her-
self one or two offers of marriage every day of the year. Nevertheless,
Lstill do opine,” continued Algernon, changing his tone, and speaking
with the demureness of a quaker, “nevertheless I do opine that
Cousin Sophy is not likely to marry in a hurry.” :
. So much the better, Algernon,” said Mrs, Heatheote.  Sophia
is not a girl that could live happily with everybody, and it is_the
more necessary, therefore, that sEe should marry with caution. - But,
‘how you two guardians are together, I wish %ou would try to make
up your minds as to the going to Thorpe-Combe, or staying here. I
. should like, if I could, to know before going to Eed, because then, if
. Ilie awake, I shall know how to begin plotting and planning about
everything,”
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“The wish is a very natural one, my dear Mrs, Heathcote,”
replied Sir Charles. * Any uncertainty npon a matter of so much
domestic importance must necessarily make yon anxious. But Lam
afraid such uncertainty must be endured for some hours longer, as it
appears to me that we should be wrong fo decide, without going into
some sort of calculation, as to the difference it would make in the
amount of the monies for which we shall have to aceount to our ward,
upon her coming of age.”

3% Idsuppose 50, said Mrs. Heathcote, endeavouring to look re- |
signed.

“ Tell me, dear mother,” said Algernon, “do you wish very much
to know how it will be settled P

“Yes 1 do, Algernon,” she replied ; “I will not deny it.”

¢« Mhen T will tell you,” he gravely rejoined, * and he will not be a
wise man who shall say I tell you wrong, mother. Miss Sophia
Martin Thorpe will reside exactly where she herself likes best to do
both during her minority and after it.”

“ Nonsense, Algernon ! said Sir Chales. * You must know, as
well as we do, that as long as a ward is under age, she must live
where her guardians appoint.” ¥

“ There 1s a pithy proverb, Sir Charles Temple, that I think Cousin
Sophy would do well to mseribe it over the door of her mansion, for
it contains the law by which she rules her life :—

WHERE THERE IS A WILL, THERE IS A WAY.

ERL)

The two guardians smiled, but shook their heads, as much as to
say, * That may be all very well, but it won’t do with us;” and then
the conversation rambled away on many points, relating directly or ,
indirectly to the matter under discussion, till something was said
which induced Sir Charles to ask Florence, whether she should prefer
%c;ir;g to reside with her cousin at Combe, or remaining at Bamboo

ttage.

She paused for a moment, hefore she replied, as if repeating the
question,  Whether I should like to live in a house belonging to
m&' cousin _Sophy?” . . .. Another pause followed, and then she
added, speaking very quickly,  Oh, yes! I was so_very, very ha.ppy
at Thorpe-Combe, that I should like to go there again, in any way.”

CHAPTER XIIL

THE appearance of the young heiress at the family breakfast-table
the next morning was lookéd for with some interest by the whole
party, for she was the last who took her place there. The “ Good
mornings, Sophy,” and the “ How do_you do, my dears?” with
which she was greeted, were received with the most immovable
fixedness of countenance by her. Lavater himself could hardly have
read emotion of any kind upon her features; but when Sir harles
Temple raised his eyes from a volume which Algernon had put into
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his hands, and said, “ Good morning, Miss Martin Thorpe,” a slight,
very slight, twitching about the mouth was perceptible. It was not
a smile; certainly it was nothing like it ; but, nevertheless, it was the
result of a sensation of pleasure, too new and too delicious to be
altogether smuggled umﬁzr the sombre tranquillity in which she
deemed 1t proper to veil her features. It was m vam, however, that
Sir Charles, the major, Mrs. Heathcote, and Florence, all endeavoured
10 converse in an easy natural tone, as if nothing very particular had
happened ; an involuntary restraint and stiffness seemed to surround
them all, which they found it impossible to shake off. Algernon, too,
who, when in the talking vein, was the greatest chatte?hpx of the
family, now remained profoundly silent; but his eye furtively, and
from time to time, was permitted to ramble upon a visit of inquiry to

« all the faces round him, evidently bringing back the most amusement
from the strictly-regulated locks of the silent heiress.

As soon as the ireakfa.st was removed, Sir Charles Temﬁle,_who
certainly was not inelined to give the young lady eredit for having a
heart so overflowing with powerful emotion as to prevent her trans-
acting business, resumed the conversation which she had so abruptly

_ cut short the preceding evening, by saying,— f

¢ T shall be sorry to press you mto the discussion of these affairs,
Major Heathcote, sooner than may be agreeable to yourself and Miss
Martin Thorpe ; but I really am obliged to get through whatever is to
be done before I leave England, as rapidly as may be : and this must
be my excuse for pressing upon you both the necessity of settling, as
soon as possible, the situation in which our ward 13 to be placed
during her minority. Will it suit you, Miss Martin Thorpe, to enter
upon the subject now P”’ x : :

“ T am ready to hear whatever you may wish to say, sir,” replied
Sophia; “ only,” she added, half raising her eyes to look round the
circle, and permitting them to rest for %Jalf an instant on her cousin
Algernon, * only, it appears to me, that the party is rather large for
the transaction of private business.”

Mrs. Heathcote Instantly rose to leave the room, Florence, Algernon,
and the eldest of Mrs. Heathcote’s dﬂ.ﬂﬁhtﬂl‘s (tﬁe only one of them
present) following her example. But there was something so nearly
approaching to quiet impertinence in the tone in which she had
spoken, and the manner in which she retained her place while putting
her aunt and cousins to the rout, as to_rouse a feeling of opposition
in her younger guardian, which induced him to say,—

“ Burely, Mys. Heathcote, it cannot he necessarﬁ for you to leave
your usual sitting-room, in order to furnish us with a secret council-
chamber for our consultations. Cannot you and I, major, attend
Miss Sophia to some other room, without disturbing Mrs. and the
Misses Heatheote ?* : X

“We can go into my little study, if Sophia has no ohjection,”
replied the major, endeavouring to address the young lady in his
usual tone, but nevertheless witi a slight shade of deference in his
manner, of which she was perfectly aware.

. Where you please, sir,” she replied ; “it is a matter of perfect
indifference to me.”
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Algernon rubbed his hands, and almost clapped them with delight,
at pereeiving the approach of the heiress-like graces he was looking
out for. Florence raised her eyes from the needle-work she had ;'ust
taken up, and for a moment 3looked earnestly at her cousin. The
heiress chanced to catch that sweet yet somewhat startled look, and
it produced, unconsciously perhaps, a trifling toss of the head, which
gave a dignified sort of air fo her exit. * For what we are going to
receive, Heaven make us patient !”” said Algernon, as the door closed
behind her. .

A very small room, with a very small fire in it, received Miss
Martin Thorpe and her guardians, The good major did the honours
of it, as well as he might, by placing two out of its three chairs on
cach side of the chimrey, and depositing his own person on the third,
with a little table before him, in the front of it. d

It was not from reverence to Sir Charles Temple’s superior rank,
that the elder guardian appeared desirous of yielding to him_ the
honour of opening the conference, for Major Heathcote was really a
gentleman, and not accustomed to give either more or less of deference
to any than the established etiguettes of sociely demanded. He
knew perfectly well that on this occasion, as much the older man, he
ought to take the lead; but he had always felt a sort of shiness
before his niece Sophy, of which he was unconseious with almost
anybody else. Even when she was the destitute object of his charity,
it was very nearly the same. There are some tempers which, though
they rarely push their owners into”a quarrel, manage to keep all
kinder and gentler natures at arm’s length. "Such may be seen in
every station of society, exercising a sort of power that is exceedingly
mysterious, It is certainly a repulsive power, and therefore not
greatly to be envied ; yet still it 25 power, and when seen, as it very
often may be, in 2 menial dependent exercising a most disagreeable,

. yet seemmngly irresistible, influence upon those above him, it has

something very puzzling in it. 1t is only the kind temper, however,
that suffers from this species of repulsion. But there is many a
gentle mistress—ay, and master too—who, with the power of chasing
the discordant individual from about them, endure the unpronounced,
but everfelt, ill-humour for years, and go on, painfully puzzling to
cuess what it is that has offended Richard or Robert, Betty or Jane.
%\:arhaps this sort of annoyance arises oftener from a dependent than
an equal ; for the species of temper which suffers from 1t would find
it more easy to seek a prompt explanation from one above than from
one below them. 'There ha alw:ﬁrs been a sort of dumb sensitiveness
about Sophia Marfin which had kept her cheerful-spirited, kind-
hearted protectors ever on the watch not to offend her; and, for the
most part, their children followed their example, constantly yielding,
where they could discover whaf her wishes were, and only wishing
that Cousin Sophy would just say what she did like.

Algernon, indeed, though & fine-hearted creature too, could not, on
this point, be correctly classed in the same category as the rest of his
race. Nature had bestowed upon him an intuitive keenness of
erception, which, had circumstances nurtured it, might have given
im & good deal of Machiavellian acuteness; and, even as it was, he
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contrived to dip deeper into the hiddem workings of tlie human
natures around him than most people, Where his father, mother,
- brothers, and sisters read in the impassible stiliness of Sophia Martin
the shrinking sadness of dependent poverty, he perceived a spirit
alled indeed, but wanting oceasion only to make it rampant. He
iseovered pride, obstinacy, selfishness, and cunning, where the rest
saw only melancholy, indifference, a broken spirift, and a most sad
though silent nature. The consequence of this was, that, though
nobody loved, he alone hated her; and cordially did she ﬁay him for
it. For every other member of the family she felt rather a com-
fortable sort of contempt, but towards him her feelings were of a
very different nature. Florence Yoo, since the important expedition
to Thorpe-Combe, had taken rather a different place in her estimation
from that. which she had previously occupied. From considering her
a8 a silly chit, easily led by the nose, witﬁ no talent in the world but
an unprofitable passion for reading, and a voice that broke the air
into vibrations v}iich seemed most unaccountably to tickle every car
but her own, she suddenly perceived that she was beautiful, and that
everybody, in a greater or less degree, perceived it too. She certainly
did not like her the better for this; and was quite aware that it would be
more agreeable to be without her than with her. But until this dis-
agreeable discovery was made, Florence was decidedly the individual
- whom she the least disliked in the family of her benefactors; for, in
fact, it was very difficult to dislike Florence Heathcote ; but, of course,
when all sorts of eyes were seen to fix themselves upon her with
admiration, there was more to object to in her than before. )
To return, however, from this fong digression, to the frio in Major
Heatheote’s study. It was Sir Charles Temple who now again
opened the subject they had retired thither to discuss. . . . “Icannot
doubt, Miss Martin Thorpe,” he. said, “that the novelty of the cir-
cumstance in which you find yourself, and the suddenness with which
the change has come upon you, would render meditation and perfect
tranquillity much more agreeable to you than being thus early obliged
%o turn your attention to business. . . . But I assure you it is a
matter og necessity.”

_“T have no wish, sir,”” replied Sophia gravely, and with great dis-
tinctness of enunciation, “to indulge In any reveries which may
Interfere with the transaction of necessary business.”

“Indeed! . ... I amextremely glad to hear you say so,” returned
Sir Charles, feeling a very ra&;id approach in the same order of senti-
ments towards the young lady, which he well knew filled the heart of
his friend Algernon. “ This will enable me to enter, without any
further ceremony, upon the only question whereon I conceive if will
_be necessary to trouble you for your opinion, before I leave England.

our excellent uncle Major Heathcote, and myself, awish to learn from
You—in case we find, as & imagine we shall, the financial part of both

_schemes équally within reach of the income we can prudently afford

1o f’;‘}nend; we wish, Miss Martin Thorpe, tolearn from you what mode
of Jlife you would prefer during the period of your minority.”

. “Before I can answer that question, Sir Charles Temple, it will be
neecessary for me to inquire what varieties of choice are in my power
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as long as T remain under the legal protection of yourself and Major
Heathcote P

“A very pertinent guestion, Miss Martin Thorpe, and one that
Major William Henry %Ieathcote and myself have iu]jy made up our
minds how to answer. We cannot, of course, permit you to reside
anywhere, without the personal protection of the only gnardian who
is capable of taking the charge of you. It follows, therefore, that

ou must reside with him and his family, in his house, or that he and

is family must reside with you in yours. I must know, before I
leave England, which of these two plans is to be decided on, as the
rate of allowance which I shall have to sanction will entirely depend
upon this. Of course you can easily understand this, without our
detaining gou now to enter into particulars.” !

“Would it be necessary for the whole of Major Heathcote’s family
to reside with me, were I to decide upon immediately taking up my
residence at Thorpe-Combe ?** demanded the heiress.

Sir Charles Temple had very fine eyes, and he gave her a look (}t
was but for half an instant) which made her turn her face a little
way from him, in order to contemplate the fire.

* Which members of the family, Miss Martin Thorpe, would you
propose to dismiss from the parental protection hefore you take
adyantage of it for yourself #"

Perhaps Sir Charles Temple might faney that it would be sometime
after this before the young lady would turn her eyes again from the
fire to himself; and ﬁerhaps the kind-hearted Major Heathcote might
think that poor Sophy would feel guite cub up by receiving so much
sharper an answer than had ever been given her before, since she had
entered the honse. But if they did so think and so fancy, they were
altogether mistaken. A full-fledged nest of hornets holds not itself
more ready for attack and defence, when occasion calls for or permits
it, than did Miss Martin Thorpe. She started at the worgs thus
addressed to her, and the movement brought her head and her eyes
again full in front of her young guardian. - The hitherto penniless
girl felt her new power in every swelling vein ; and though her eyes
were by mo means such handsome eyes as those of Sir Charles
Temple, they served indifferently well to express what she thought of
him. They looked at each other very steadll?ly for a minute or two in
silence, M{ajor Heathcote sitting rather uneasily in his chair the
while ; and then, havinﬁ recourse to the poker, with which he ver
unnecessarily lessened the quantity of fuel which the grate contained.
Sir Charles at length, not gl')reatly_admmng the aspect of the young
lady’s silence, was about to break it; but ere he could do so, she said,
“T presume, Sir Charles Temple, it is not necessary that hefore you

leave England I should aceurately settle all the minor circumstances
of my house and home ? . . . . There are likely enough to be man
points that it will be necessary for Major Heathcote’s family an
myself to arrange, in which we shall not at all require your assisfance;
and at the %rescnt moment I wish to banish all such from our
| discussion. What I shall require to know, before I give the answer
¢ you ask of me, is what the difference of expense is likely to be
' ﬁetween my submitting to continue my residence here during my
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minoritg, and my taking possession of my own mansion at Thorpe-
Combe?>

A S_I]j'fht smile passed across the countenance of the young baronet.
The vulgar proverb, “Set a beggar on horscback,” &c., oceurred to
him forcibly, “Yet she rides well,” thought he, as he contemplated
the calm, cold, yet haughty expression of the little brown face before
him. “Only I'must take care that she does not manage her steed so
as to trample us all in the dust. Poor Florence! . . . . Lovely, gay-
hearted, innocent Florence! What a home will this odious girl’s
mansion make for her 1  As this last thought crossed him, the whole
expression of his countenance changed, he fixed his eyes upon the
carpet, and instead of giving the sort of answer which a minute
before he felt disposed to do, he turned to Major Heathcote, and said,
“ Will you have the kindness, my dear sir, to consult with Mrs.
Heatheote upon this subject ? It will be, I think, for you to make
an estimate of the sum you should deem sufficient to repay you for
continuing to receive Miss Martin Thorpe as a member of your family
here, on one side of the question, and on the other, to state what sum
it would be convenient for you to pay her towards her maintaining a
suitable establishment at Thorpe-Combe, provided you consent to
remove your family thither.”

« Fxactly so,” said the heiress, rising. “Be so good, Major
Heathcote, as to let me receive both these statements in writing, and
I will not keep you long waiting for my answer.” So saying, she
rose, and walked ‘out of the room with the same quietness of move-
ment as heretofore, but with a step that had lost all its doubting
timidity, and an eye that no longer spoke of shiness or of fear.

She did not trouble herself to shut the door she had passed through;
but the major, recovering from the sort of paralysis which had
seemed to hold him chained, while she remained, started up, and
Epnﬂy closing it, stood leaning with his back against it, as if to secure

imself and his companion from her return.

“She has lost her senses, Sir Charles Temple,” said he, “TUpon
my soul and honour, I think the poor little gir].Pis gone mad.”

. “No, major; she is not mad; but I am afraid that we shall find
it necessary to take considerable care that she does not make us so.

hope that you will forgive my sincerity, but I declare to you that I
am unable to conceive the possibility of any young lady’s appearing
more detestable under such a change of eircumstances than this
Sophia Martin Thorpe. I am sadly fearful that your family will find
a residence with her intolerably disagreeable, let her decide which
way she will.”

¢ good major sighed, and for him deeply, for he was hy no means

of a desponding temper; but the recollection of Sophia’s ﬁ)ok as she
left the room, and of her words and manner while she remained in it,
cause him for a few moments some disagreeable forebodings.

ut he shook them off, as he had sometimes done in days of yore the

. thoughts of a coming siege or a threatened storming, by-a rather
vague but very firm belief, that whatever came upon ﬁim, would be
exactly what 1t would be best and most right should come. *“We
mnst not take up sorrow at interest, Sir Charles. Things don’t look
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very promising, T confess; but they may turn out better, perhaps,

than we think'for. Lmuckily we have no very bad tempers among us,

and my wife never quarrclled with anybody in her life, T believe,

}:J_ﬂess i{; was with my boy Algernon for not taking care enough of
1mself.”

*“If anybody living could turn discord into harmony, I believe most
truly that she could do it,” replied Sir Charles, with very earnest
sincerity. “But depend upon it, she has no easy task before her.
Poor Algernon too, so keenly observant as he is, so rapid to desery
motives, and so nobly indignant where he finds them base, how will he
ever endure the perverse mmpertinence of this girl ¥

“ My dear Sir Charles,” replied Major Heathcote, “your position
in society renders yon too independent of circumstances to permit
your submitting yourself patiently to them. But with us the case is
different. My eldest boyis rather a singular sort of fellow, I confess,
and his good stepmother has Fetted and spoiled him not a little;
nevertheless he knows perfectly well that my circumstances are a
good deal straitened, and that we must do, and not do, many things
which might be more agreeably arranged were we rich. But Algernon
has too much zood sense, and loves us all a great deal too well, to
suffer his dislike to his cousin to increase our difficulties. I wish
dear fellow, he were a little stouter, for he has excellent abilities; and
were I not afraid, and my wife still more so, of his being sent from
home, lest his returning health should suffer from want of care, I .
haye little doubt that I could get him to Sandhurst, and give him a
fair chance of following my own ﬁ)rofession with credit. If we keep
him with us much longer, he will be too old for it Le was sixteen
his last birthday, and though I flatter myself he could pass a very
creditable examimation, for we are none of us idle, I slmul(f not choose
him to go at an age when he ought to he quite past competition with
the other boys. The idea of sendi g him at once certamly suggests
itself now, with greater force, from my feeling persuaded that he
would suffer more from the high and mighty airs which this poor giri
seems inclined to assume, than any of us.” :

“ Does Algernon himself seem desivous of adopting the army as a
profession ¥** demanded Sir Charles.

“1 cannob say he docs. But in what other have I any hope of -
pushing him forward # returned the major. 880 _

The young baronet did not answer this ?uestlﬁn, but remamned
silently and absently turning over the leaves of a volume he had taken
from the chimney-piece. o :

I do not very well know how to set ahottt making the statements
our young heiress asks for,” resumed Major Heathcote, after per-
mitting the silence to endure for several minutes. * On what data
are we to proceed, Sir Charles? The income of the property is about
three thousand a year, is if not £ "

““Rather more than less, I believe.” *

“ And what do you think would be a proper allowance for the owner
of if, during the last year of minority ¥’

I think, Major Heathcote, that an answer to that question, in
order to be reasonahle, must be entirely guided by circumstances.
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If it were left, for instance, to a girl who was residing in good and
sufficient style with her own parents, who neither wished nor wanted
payment for her maintenance with them, a couple of hundred a year
would be sufficient; but if the young lady’s future prospects in life
might be supposed to depend upon a style of life that must, as in this
case, be of necessity supported by her own property, I should not
consider two thousand as at all beyond the mark.”

“Two thousand pounds is a very handsome income, Sir Charles;
and to a girl brought up as Sophy Martin has been, must, I should
think, appear enormous. Of course, I should be willing to contribute
the same sum that I expend here to assist the establishment, if it be
settled that we all remove to Thorpe-Combe. That is about five
hundred a year; and if you think two thousand would suffice to keep
ap the place in sufficient style for a minor, fifteen hundred a year
would be all that we should find it necessary to allow her.” -

“1If the young lady does not require a thoroughly we]l-a]])pomted
carriage, it migﬁt suffice,” replied Sir Charles; *“but as to the other
:(Liuestion, respecting what she ought to pay, if she remains with you,

think no one can be so good a judge of 1t as your excellent wife.
I therefore recommend that she should come hither to consult with

" you on the subject, while I get Algernon, and perhaps Miss Heathcote,
too, to show me some of the lions of Clevelands.”

This proposal being approved, and immediately acted upon, the
three friends who had enjoyed so many wintry walks together at the
Combe, now set off upon another, not much less inclement, but with
a theme to discuss too interesting to-leave them much leisure to think
either of weather or scenery.

Sir Charles listened to all his young companions said on the subject
of their cousin’s inheritance witg the deepest interest; he wished to
read the hearts of both, and there could not be a better opportunity
for doing so, The feelings of Algernon seemed to have no mixture
of vexation in them. The fulfilment of his prophecy delighted him ;
and he had already seen enough of the operation of prosperity on the
fine mind of Miss Martin Thorpe fo_insure him, as he expressed if,
a never-ending joy in watching her. From the first hour, indeed, of
the summons to present themselves at the dwelling of Mr. Thorpe,
no shadow of expectation, either for himself or his sister, had ever
suggested itself to him, though the probable reason for the summons
had been o%enly canvassed among all the members of the family. He
considered himself as.perfectly out of the question, from being quite
aware that though he was conscious of increasing strength, almost -
from day to day, there still existed a pretty generally received idea
among the friends and acquaintance of the family, that he was doome
to follow the brothers and sisters, who had, in faet, fallen early victims
to the climate of India. Yet he felt, too, that if the old gentleman
rejected him, it was not likely that he would choose his sister, either
because, despite her beautiful perfection of healthfulness, she was of
the same objectionable race as himself, or hecause there was something
awkward in taking the girl and leaving the boy: so that mo «dis-
appointment whatever mixed itself with the affair. But not.so,
Florence. With all the simplicity of truth she avowed, that Alger-

’
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non was in her opinion so much more caleulated to do honour to
M. Thorpe’s succession than any other pretender to it, that she was
almost shocked, as well as disappointed, by the destruction of her

hopes.
%amesﬂy did Sir Charles Temple listen to the ynreserved expression

of feelings, equally affectionate, generous, and simple, which flowed
from the rosy lips, that as he gazed and listened seemed equally
eloquent to the eye and to the ear.

“Florence ! he ejaculated, in an unheard whisper, to his heart ;
“if you are not my wife, I will go to the tomb of my fathers unwedded,
no son of mine succeeding.”

Nobody heard the vow,—for, as we have said, it was not audible,
but it was registered where it could-never be erased,—and this
unmarked solemnity over, Sir Charles permitted himself to enjoy
with exquisite serenity of spirit, the aw, the sky, the half-melted
masses of snow that a long-lingering winter had left, making the path
that the light-footed Florence trod beside him about as miserable as
a path could be. Yet, still, all was unspeakably bright and beautiful
in his eyes; and having, at length, succeeded, by rather a singular
process, to set all the tormenting douhts sugﬁeste_d by prudence at
rest, he gave himself freely up to the sweet happiness of believing
that Florence Heathcote would eventually be his wife.

The reasoninﬁ that led to a decision which was in such exact con-
tradiction to the conclusion at which he had arrived a few wecks
before, when meditating on the same subject, did not arise from any
observations elicited b his present opportunity of examination on the
worldly prosperity of the young lady’s father. No; the logical process
went contrariwise, and was founded on the self-evident fact, that the
extremest simplicity in their mode of living, and as little of luxury
of all kinds (excepting in the one article of leisure for reading),
distinguished the Heathcote family from all others, either at home or
abroa&, with whom he had ever hecome acquainted. From these
premises, it followed that, of all persons, either at home or abroad,
with whom he had ever become acquainted, Florence was the fittest
to be his wife; for what would be poverty to others must appear
wealth to her ; and all fear of the miserable struggle between gentle
station and ungentle want, which he had heretofore contemplafed as
inevitable upon his marrﬂmgﬂuring the Lfetime of his mother,
vanished like a vision of the night, engendered by high feeding and
unhealthy occuﬁaMDn. {

The most undoubted proof that the lady of his love possessed a
splendid dower, would by no means so well have satisfied the long-

escended young baronet of the prudence and propriety of his choice,
as did Florence’s thick shoes, coloured linen frock, little straw bonnet,
and the home fabrics of all sorts which seemed to supply all the wants
of her famjlfy. Had either Algernon or Florence known how exceed-
ingly out of spirits Sir Charles Temple had been since they last saw
him, they might have been greatly puzzled to account for the bright-
ness of the glance that now shot from his eye, and the gaiety of the
smile that curled his handsome lip, Not even the penetrating philo-
sophy of Algernon would have sufficed to discover that it arose from
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the almost peasant garb of Florence, and the unsophisticated rusticity
of all things at Bamboo Cottage.
Whatever the causes, however, the walk was a most delightful
walk to all the three; and having discussed and dismissed the sub-
_ject of the inheritance, they talked of a thousand other things, that
proved how very muc the% all thought alike, upon every point
whereon intelligence may be brought to bear, without the interference
of feneral,society to assist it.

t was only because the appetite of Algernon announced to him
the apgroa.ch of the dinner-hour that they turned about to return home
when they did, and even this did not bring them back in time to save
them from hearing Mrs. Heathcote express the greatest astonishment
a to where they could possibly have been so long.

CHAPTER XIV.
S Cmaries Teuere learned by inguiry from his fellow-cuardian

that their ward had mot appeared in any part of the dwelling fre-
quented by the family, since her dignified exit from the study in the
morning. But he learned also, that the good major and his wife had
quite made up their minds upon the sum they should require fromthe,
heiress, in order to make her continued residence at Bamboo Cottage
in all respects comfortable, and in fitting style. ;

“Jf she were to pay us two hundred a year, Sir Charles,” said
Mrs. Heatheote, looking conscious the while that she was naming an
enormous sum,—* if she were to pay us that, she might have a maid of
her own, the school-room fitted up as a separate sitting-room (for I.
could manage very well, now the two biggest boys are off, to keep
school 1 the parlour) and everything else suitable. It is a great sum
of money, I know, to be added to such an income as ours, but Twould

‘make it My study in all ways to make her comfortable.”

“Tf my opinion may be vonsidered admissible on the subject of
house-keeping,” replied Sir Charles, “1 would advise you to name
double that sum to Miss Martin Thorpe, which might, 1 think, enable
you to keep such a carriage as would permit her extending her excur-
sions and her visits, if she desired to do s0.”

This suggestion being agreed to, though not without a little shrug
from Mrs. Heathcote, on the extravagant notions of the young baronet,
it was farther settled between them, that these terms and statements
should be submitted to the young lady hefore they left the dinner-
table, as this would avoid the ceremony of inviting her to another
private audience; and, accordingly, the other young people were
mstructed to withdraw as soon as the cloth was removed,

Miss Martin Thorpe obeyed the summons to dinner conveyed to
her by Florence, without relaxing one atom from the reserve in which
she had from the first enveloped her feelings on the great change in
31!;1' destiny. Such a chilling want of everything like confidence on

; K
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her part was certainly sufficient to check all demonstration of sym-
pathy in those around her ; nevertheless Florence, who, after knock-
ng, had waited for her at the door of her chamber, could not resist
saying, as she took hold of her arm fo_accompany her downstairs,
“Do you not feel very happy, dear Sophia ?”

To which question she received for answer another: “How do you
mean, Cousin Florence ?* ;

“How?” returned Florence, laughing, “oh, in a thousand ways,
I should think.” ’l‘hzs_suﬂicecf to bring them to the parlour door,
and there the conversation ceased. Several attemﬁts however, were
made by Mrs. Heathcote, the major, and Sir Charles, to produce
something like conversation with her, but it was evident that she
thought the most inflexible gravity necessary to the receiving with
propriety the important change which had taken place in her cir-
cumstances. 4 |

Even though Sir Charles Temple was engaged in a laughing discus-
sion with Florence, on her avowed delight in riding a donkey when-
ever she could get one, she remembered very dutifully the instruetions
she had received, and left the table, followed by Algernon and her
two elder sisters, as soon as the table-cloth and the servant were
withdrawn. ]

It was, as heretofore, Sir Charles Temple who opened the conver-
sation, which he did by saying, with a good-humoured smile, “ I am
afraid, Miss Martin Thorpe, that you will set me down as the most
iroublesome guardian that young lady ever had, for I must again
tease you about business.” ;

As Ee continued to look in her solemn little face, even after he had
concluded his speech, she felt constrained to answer, and said, L
shall never consider business as teasing, Sir Charles Temple.”

“Tam excessivelf’ glad to hear you say so,” hereplied, “and the
more o, because I have so terrible a distaste to it myself, that if you
were equally restive, and equally idle with myself about it, dépend
upon it we should never get on at all.”

Sir Charles Temple looked exceedingly gay and exceedingly hand-
some as he said this, and Miss Sophia Martm Thorpe saw that he did ;
nevertheless, it was only with a very faint attempt at a smile that she
answered, “ I flatter myself, sir, that I shall never be found idle when
business 1s to be done.”

“Bravo!” cried the gay and happy young man, who had fancied,
within the last hour or two, that it would nof be quite.impossible to
teach Florence Heathcote what it was to love,— Bravo | Miss Martin
Thorpe. That assurance has removed all my embarrassment, and I
can now enter upon that most detestable of all subjects, pounds,
shillings, and pence, without a blush.”

He then, with proper and respectful references to Major and Mrs.
Heathcote, informed the young lady, that he had their permission to
state to her what would be the difference in expense hetween her
remaining to inhabit Clevelands with them, and their removing to
inhabit Thorpe-Combe with her.

Sir Charles immediately perceived that there was imminent danger
of further adjournment, and that Miss Sophia Martin Thorpe was on

~
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the very verge of saying that she would give her answer after having
considered the subject deliberately. He therefore went on to say,
more rapidly than her manner of i]ieeci] would permit her to interrupt
him, “You see, my dear Miss Martiu Thorpe, that this statement
}élaces the subject before you in such a manner as will enable you to
ecide at a smgle glance. It is evident to me, that though as yet
naturally unaccustomed to decide on subjects of importance, you
have a vast deal of the sort of talent necessary to the promptitude
which can alone enable people of fortune to make the different
arrangements required by their position, without actually sacrificing
the comfort of their existence to it. Lef us, therefore, have the
pleasure of hearing your opinion without any farther delay, as to
the comparative advantages of removing to the Combe or of remaming
ere.”

A moment elapsed before Sophia answered at-all. It was not that
she felt the slightest doubt as to the question to be decided ; not for
a single instant had she wavered in her choice ; not for asingle instant
had 1t appeared possible to her that she could do so. But willingly
would she have kept those whose movements and whose fate so wholly
depended upon her fiat, some time longer in suspense. She was too
acute, however, not to perceive that Sir Charles Temple had both the
power and will to shorten this suspense. Had it been Major Heath-
cote who had requested to have her answer, the chances would have
been fifty to one against his obtaining i, for perhaps many days to
come ; bhut giving a furtive glance at the handsome, spirited coun-
tenance of the young baronet, she decided upon pronouncing her will
at once, and said,

“You must be pleased to excuse me, sir, if I say that it scems
strange to me that you should put to me the question that you have
done. What have you seen in me which should lead you to suppose
me capable of preferring such a home as this, which (ioas not belong
to me, to such a home as Thorpe-Combe, which does #”

“ Nay, fuir lady,” replied Sir Charles, laughing, “our doubt as to
which home we, in our eharacter of guardians, shonld assign to you,
did not arise from any preconceived notions as to your taste and
character, but solely because we felt that, at the age of twenty, your
own wishes ought to regulate our judgment, and it was impos-
sible, you know, that we, . . . . or, at any rafe, that I, could pre-
tend to guess whether you would prefer spending your meney or
saving it.”

There was a tone of lightness and almost playfulness in this speech,
and the manner in which it was uttered, that considerably discomposed
the dignity of the heiress; and, again, it was well that it came from
her younger instead of her elder guardian. As it was, however, she
condescended even to give half a smile in retyn for Sir Charles
Temple’s laugh, as she replied, “It would, indeed, be rather hard
BFO'H me, were I not permitted to regulate my expenses and manner

ot life according to my own judgment. Though legally an infant, T
am surely not a child.” i '

“We are quite aware of that, my dear,” said Major Heathcote,

speaking for the first time since thg subject was opened, “and it is
. X
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for that reason, Sophy, that we are anxious to hear you explain what
your own wishes are.” ]

“ My wishes, sir, must not be my only guides,” replied the young
lady—"I am fully aware of that. “But I am willing to adopt, for the
present, the mode of life pointed out by Sir Charles Temple this
morning. I am willing to take up my immediate residence at Thorpe-
Combe, under the personal protection of my guardian Major Heath-
cote and his lady.” p

Sir Charles Temple, inexpressibly amused by this high and mighty
style, carefully repeated her words to himself, that he might regale
Algernon with them, when this solemn session should be over . . . .
but being in rather too gay a mood to be cautious, he did this
ﬁgd]ib(liy,'distinctiy pronouncing “my guardian Major Heathcote and

is lady !

Happily, however, for the equanimity of Miss Martin Thorpe, the
possibility that Sir Charles was laughinﬁ' at her digmfied manner of
expressing herself never entered her head; but being occupied by
thoughts widely different, she gave a very opposite interpretation to
this_repetition of what she had said, and with an air of mingled
solemnity and decision resumed— 3

“T should be sorry you should misunderstand me, Sir Charles .
Temple. My naming Major and Mrs. Heathcote aione, without
deeming it necessary to add a catalogue of the young people’s names
was not infended by me to indicate any expectation that they shoul
separate themselves entirely from their own family, in order to obtain
the advantage of presiding for a time over mine. It might certainly
be more convenient, were my cousin, Miss Florence Heathcote, the
only one likely to remain at home during the period that such an
arrangement 1s likely to continue, but it is not my intention to make
a condition of it. I see no reason, however, why 1 should scruple to
say that if the great pecuniary advantages which must naturally follow
Major Heathcote’s taking up his residence in my family should be
found sufficient to place all his younger children at school, I should
greatly prefer its being done.” ;

" There was an audacity of impertinence in the manner in which this
was uttered, that for a moment seemed to paralyse the savoirfuire of
ihe baronet, and he remained perfectly silent; but poor Mrs, Heath-
cote, in whom terror at the idea of losmg her children superseded the
newborn one which she was beginning to feel before the heiress,
exclaimed with considerable energy . . . . “God bless my heart and
soul, Sophy Martin! you don’'t expeet that I will send all my dear
children away, do you?” !

“T have said nothing about my expectations, madam,” she replied ;
T spoke only of my wishes.”

“ Good gracious! Fow very strange that does seem, to be sure!”
cried Mrs. Heatheote. “And you really would like, Sophy, to have
all the dear children gof rid of ? Mercy on me! what a desert the
house would seem! . . . . And how could they harm you, Sophy
Martin, in such a great wide place as Thorpe-Combe? . . . . What-
ever the major thinks right to do, that I always will and shall consent
to, as in duty bound ; but as far as I am concerned, I had rather live
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upon water-gruel here, with my children, than on ortolans at Thorpe-
ombe, without them.”

Miss Martin Thorpe smiled a very particular sort of smile, which
Algernon, on seeing one of the same kind afterwards, declared to be a
full-grown specimen of the same species, of which they used now and
then to_ see the buds, when Miss Martin Thorpe, of Thorpe-Combe,
was %!am Sophy Martin, the penniless pensioner of Bamboo Cottage ;
but she said nothing in reply to this burst of maternal fecling from
Mrs. Heatheote, and it was the major who spoke next.

“T hope you do not think, Sophia,” said he, “that because I am

appointed your gluardmn, by your uncle’s will, that it is my intention |
e

to maintain myself and family at your expense? I have not the least
wish or intentlon of deriving any pecuniary advantage whatever from

consenting to reside with you . . . . for certainly I shall not consider

your being waited upon by a man instead of a maid, or your having
six dishes perhaps, instead of four upon the table, any pecuniary
advantage to me or mine, My expenses, exclusive of our clothes,
amount to something less than five hundred pounds per aanum, and it
is my intention to contribute that sum to your housekeeping, if finally
we agree to take up our abode at the Cnm{)e ..... So you perceive,
my dear, that our sending the children to school is quite out of the
question, even if your dear aunt Liked it . . . . which, it is very plain
to see, she would not.”

Miss Martin Thorpe listened to this speech, the longest by far that
the major had ever made her, with unbroken and profound attention ;
and when she perceived that it was finished, she turned to Sir Charles
Temple, and said with a sort of dignified solemnity, that was really
rather impressive . . . . “I trust, Sir Charles Temple, that T may be
at once and for ever understood to be most peremptorily in earnest,
when I say that nothing shall induce me to permit Major Heatheote
to contribute any portion of his income to the support of my estab-
lishment at Thorpe-Combe. You of course are at liberty to judge
whether I am wrong or right in this resolution. . . . . All T have a
right to insist on is, that it shall be considered as immutable.”

“Upon my word, Miss Martin Thorpe,” replied her young guardian,

- the plai'fulness of his manner entirely gone, ““ I am too much a stranger
to the duties so unexpectedly thrown upon me by the dear friend I have
lost, to be able to decide whether the resolution you so peremptorily
announce shounld be yielded to or not. Were your minority of many
years, I should decidedly think it should not, as the having so large a
family thrown upon you_to maintain would, if the arrangement were
continued for any length of time, be deci&edly an inroad upon your
property, which it would be obviously the duty of your guardians o
prevent. But it appears to me that the case is different now ; and
that if your feelings on the point are so decided and so strong as you
express them to be, we may be justified in yielding to your wishes

.. . . especially as it cannot be doubted that these wishes arise, in
part, at least, if not wholly, from your very proper recollection of what
your uncle and aunt Heathcote were to you, before your uncle Thorpe
made you independent of them and of all the world. T will therefore
venture to give it as my opinion that we ought not to offer any oppo-
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sition to your wishes, but settle your allowance at two thousand five
hundred a year. In fact, Major Heathcote,” he added, turning o his

| brother gnardian, “ there can be no reason in the world why we shounld

desire to Jet the property accumulate during the short time that it

| will remain in our hands. . . . . Should ready money be wanted when

Miss Martin Thorpe marries, enough will be f%und in the funds for
any such contingency, for the late Mr. Thorpe has not spent above a
quarter of his income for many years past.”

“Were any other than myself concerned in this matter,” replied
Major Heatheote, I have little doubt that I should look wpon it irt

. the same light that you do; but, as it is, I confessit is painful to meto
| contemplate the idea of my whole family living at free quarters upon

my young ward.”

“Then, sir,” returned the heiress, very stifly, “ some other arrange-
ment must be made for me; for most aSSuredl’y I will hot submit to
live in any manner by which my own house and my own establishment
shall be supported from other funds than my own. But on the other
hand,” she added, “ I will not deny that I should hear with pleasure

| of your having decided upon lessening the number of young persons
| that I shall have to accommodate. Your eldest son, in particular,
| would be placed with more propriety anywhere than in my house. He

is but a few years younger than myself; and if I may be permitted to
form an_opinion upon anything concerning myself, while I am yet a

| minor, I would say that his being an inmate with me could not be

considered as advantageous or desirable for me, by any one.”

The trio who listened to her appeared struck dumb by this con-
cluding sentence, for neither of them for a minute or two attempted
any reply. Had there been a few grains less of gentleness in the
temper of either Major Heathcote or his wife, the question of Miss
Martin Thorpe’s manner of life, as far as it related to them, would
have heen speedily settled, by their assuring her, in language as
positive as her own, that they would see her and her fortune at the
bottom of the sea before they would submit, themselves and their
children, to become her guests, on any terms. But even in the

| moment of irritation produced by her last words, they neither of them

forgot that though an heiress she was an orphan, and that there would
be wickedness as well as weakness in permitting anything she could
say to interfere with their duties towa.r(i)s her, both as a young girl to
whom they had volunteered parental protection, and as a ward whose
tutorage had been accepted without seruple or reservation. But

| though both the good major and his wife were prevented from reply-

ing with severity to_her speech by feelings so essentially the same
that no consultation between them could have rendered them more
so, they were also equally incapable of answering her, for the moment
at least, in any very conciliatory manner, and the eyes of hoth were
simultaneously turned towards Sir Charles Temple, in the hope that
he would undertake to reply to her. But in his case, as well as in
theirs, the retort dictated by his feelings was speedily checked by his
judgment. Though as little given to hatred as any man could well
Jbe, e felt, or fancied that he felt, something exceedjnﬁ like it,

islike her
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most cordially ; nevertheless, he had wisdom enough not to act upon
this feeling, but very quietly replied :—* However much I may be
inclined to difter from you, Miss Martm Thorpe, as to the impropriety
of your cousin Algernon’s remaining a member of his fathet’s family
while you also reside with him, I should very reluctantly interfere to
overrule any feeling in a young lady which could be attributed to
delicacy. Most unquestionably, no superabundance of this precious
quality can be so obljectionable as a deficiency in it; therefore on that
yoint I will willingly agree to be your advocate, if Mrs. Heathcote
and your uncle will have the kindness to permit my talking to them
on the sublject. But as to the younger members of the fmmli, as the
eldest male amongst them, remaining at home, does not, I think,
number above eight years, I must beg you to forgive me if I hint that
no ill conseqllllences are likely to arise from his continuing a little
longer under his mother’s protection.”

As dulness of comprehension made no part of the heiress’s mental
peculiarities, she was at no loss to discover that her observant and
very obliging guardian was laughing at her. For some occulf reason
or other, however, she felt no inclination to quarrel with him, and .
had sufficient command of herself to reply in almost the only manner
that could prevent it ; for she now called up more of a smile than he
had ever seen in her face hefore, and said, very much as‘if she had
really been exceedingly well pleased,

Thank you, Sir Charles Temple. If you and Major Heathcote
will contrive to manage concerning his son Algernon according to my
wishes, Mrs. Heathcote and I will undertake to settle about little

- Frederie according to yours. It is possible, certainly, that my aunt
and I may differ as to the eligibility of turning the next year to profit
as regards the education of her gaughters; but however greatly
may wish for what I conceive advantages to them, I am not, I assure
you, at all likely to trouble her with any obstrusive advice on the
subi'ect. The parents of the dear girls can alone be the proper judges
of this question.” b
. Now hiere were sentiments, and expressions also, with which it was
impossible that any reasonable ferson could find fault. The major
actually coloured from shame at having felt inclined to be so over-
hasty to the poor girl, who certainly had a great deal of good sense,
though she might nof happen to be born with just such a gay sweet
temper as her cousin Florence.

rs. Heatheote also was ready to acknowledge, that though Sophy’s
manner was not exactly pleasant, vet that it was exceedingly wrong
to be angry with her, for what, most likely, she could not help. Ana
that nobody could deny that she seemed inclined to be ver liberal,
and ecould mean nothing .but kindness when she talked about the
Improvement of the dear girls. :

As to Sir Charles Temple, he was on this oceasion by far the
slowest of the three in deciding how to interpret the feelings and
motives of his ward. He could not make her out. He, too, could
not deny, though he felt something at his heart which strongly dis-
posed him to do so, that Sophia’s refusal to let the Heathcotes con-
tribute to the expense of her establishment must be considered as
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liberal ; neither was what she had said respecting the advantage which
might accrue to the young girls of the family, by bestowing some part
of the expense thus saved upon their edueation, at all undeserving of
notice. And even on the subject of Algernon, it was possible she
might be right; and that he, with his unsparing ridicule upon it,
might have been as wrong as he certainly was uncivil. .Alil this
passed through his head, clearly and distinctly; not a word could be
said against 1t. Nay, into the bargain, he was constrained to confess
that she had borne his sauciness about little Frederic in & manner
which in anybody else he should have called good-humoured. Yet,
nevertheless, he still thought Sophia Martin Thorpe one of the most
particularly disagreeable human Eeings he had ever met with.

All these wise and conciliatory reasonings, however, led to a per-
fectly amicable termination of the interview ; and Miss Martin Thorpe
once more retired to her own room to enjoy in solitude, silence, and
secrecy, the deep, deep, deep, delight of having acquired all that her
soul most loved. 3

But as her quiet step now again led her away from all that could
interfere with her delicious meditations, she was conscious of carryi
with her yet move of triumphant satisfaction than when she last sat
down to enjoy them, ! ;

She had had to deal with two men vested with power over her
both of whom were of resolute, independent spirit, both decidedly and
honestly differing from her in opinion, both resolute to do what they
thought right, and yet, by a httle sternness at one point, a little
gentleness at another, and an unvaag'm% determination throughout
that she would have her own way, she had managed to obtain from
them permission to spend nearly the whole of an income, about three
times as large as a girl in her position would reasonably require . . . .
to_be left entire mistress of her own establishment . . . . with con-
siderable reason to hcﬁf that she should succeed in getting rid of, at
least, three of good Mrs. Heatheote’s darlings, and something ve
comfortably approaching to a promise that Algernon, her own especi
aversion, should, somehow or other, be taken out of her way.

Catherine of Russia did not love power better than Sophia Martin
Thorpe ; and so predominant was this passion over every other feeling
of her nature, that no adequate idea of the perfection of her present
happiness can be formed without its being remembered.

And yet, though at present almost stifled by the rampant, flourish-
ing, and unchecked growth of this ma.ster—fassion,_there was another
lymg hid within her heart, which, though less native there, was of a
nature and a quality not likely to wither easily, however much it
might be overgrown and kept in the shade. While at Thorpe-Combe,
Sophia had been too infently occupied upon the attainment of cne
mighty object to have a single thought at liberty for any other; but
short as was the interval since she had obtained it, she had found
time to conceive another wish, which, though weak and faint, com-
pared to the former one, she did not intend to abandon. In a word,
she not only discovered that Sir Charles Temple was the handsomest
man she had ever seen, but had moreover very firmly brought her
mind to the conviction, that there could be no man handsomer.
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Moreovet, he had a title which, though not perhaps the highest she
eould command, would suffice to make her “ my lady;” and lastly, he
was the master of Templs, a place which she had been told that
summer travellers often came miles to sce.

Tt is true that Miss Martin Thorpe did not believe Sir Charles
TMemple was in love with her; on the contrary, she was fully aware
that he disliked her very much; but this did not in the least degree
shake either her inclination or her determination to be Lady Temple,
of Temple and Thorpe-Combe. She had faith unbounded in the
power of wealth and in the power of will; and no beauteous girl,
retiring to her room, blushing and tearful, from the first avowal of a
favoured Jover's hopes, ever looked forward to the union that would
follow, with more confidence than the little ugly Sophia now did to
that by which, in the fulness of time, she meant to bestow herself and
Ler acres upon her unconseious and uncourteous guardian,

~ CHAPTER XV.

No important difficulties remained to impede the final arrangement
of the fplan of life which Miss Martin Thorpe had thus laid down for
herself; and in the course of the evening which followed the above
conversation, she gently contrived to intimate to Sir Charles Temple,
that as soon as he should have done what he had given her reason to
hope he would do, respecting settling some plan for her cousin
Algernon, she should wish immediately to remove with the family to
Thorpe-Combe.

“There can be no oceasion whatever that it should be delayed,
Miss Martin Thorpe,” replied the young man. %1 have already
sounded my friend Algernon on the plan that L have imagined for
him; to which, I am happy to say, he makes no objection ; and hefore
I meet you to-morrow ab breaktast, T hope that I shall have bcen
equally “successful in obtaining the approbation of Major and Mrs.

eathcote to it

Having thus pledged himself, S Charles Temple once more
reqpesteﬁ his host and hostess to retire with him to.the scene of
their former_consultation, though by doing so he lost the pleasure
which he had lately learned to prefer to all others that the world had
to give . . . . namely, the looking in the face of Florence, as she
listened to him when he talked or read or sang to her.

“T trust that our troubles and difficulties are pretty well over,
dear friends,” said he, ?Iacing a chair for Mrs, Heathcote, and seating
himself close to her; ** and I am willing to hope that 1 may have
heen somewhat over-severe in my judgment of our singular-mannered
7011115 ward. It may be that she is only one of the people whom the
world call odd, and this, if nothing worse 1S joined with it, signifies
wery little perhaps, particularly with such tempers as i(')ms' Bat
there is one point that we have yet to settle, and on this T hope I
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shall find you both as kind and as willing fo indulge all who have a
favour to beg, as I have ever found you.”

“T am sure I wish with all my heart that you really had some
favour to beg,” replied Mrs. Heathcote, earnestly, “ just that we
might show we understand all the kind feeling you have shown us.”

“ Bay you so, dear lady? . . . . Then I will put you to the test. I
know the major can deny you nothing. . ... ill you ask him asa
thing you particularly wish, that Algernon may accompany me to
Tlorence P

¢ Algernon fravel with you into Ifaly? . . .. My dear Sir Charles!
I do really believe the idea would drive him wild, Well as he is, I
douht if he would have strength to bear it.”

_“Then he is stronger than you imagine, Mrs, Heathcote,” replied
Sir Charles, laughing, * for I have been talking to him about it, and
he bears it perfectly well. What say you, my dear major ? Will you
4rust your charming boy with me for a few months? "I will promise
that the time shall not he altogether lost, but that his studies shall be
carefully pursued in whatever walk you shall direct. I really think
that such an excursion may be beneficial to him in every way; and
for the present, at least, our exigeante ward will be satisfied.”

Both the father and most maternal step-mother were overwhelmed
with gratitude at this proposal. They declared, and with all sincerity,
that they considered nothing so likely to confirm the improving health
of Algernon, as such a seheme; and that the idea of the happiness it
WOU].E afford him, and the improvement in every way which he was
likely to reap from it, would leave them, for the present at least,
without any sq;:cies of gnxiety on his account.

Before the little eonclave broke up, both the major and his wife
stated their willingness to expend a part of the income that would be
spared by their residence at Thorpe-Combe, upon sending their three
elder girls to school; a determination of which Sir Charles modestly
but decidedly expressed his approbation ; though at the same moment
he could not restrain a smile, as lie remembered Algernon’s prediction
that what Miss Martin Thorpe chose to do, that she would do.

So far, assuredly, everything seemed to proceed in very iperfect
accordance with that young lady’s wishes; nor was she at all insen-
sible to the fact that 1t was so ;_%ut whatever triumphant exhilaration
of spirit this might cause her in secret, no eye could mark its work-
ings on her quiet, firm-set features, or detect it in the inflections of her
soberly-regulated voice. | ; : ‘

Sir Charles Temple, notwithstanding the intention he had most
sincerely stated on arriving, of hastening his departure as much as
possible, made no difficulty about waiting a week or so, for the con-
venience of Algernon, If 1s true that at the time he mentioned this
exceeding hurry, he had never remarked the colour of Florence
deepen at his approach, nor heard her voice tremble when she named
him. The time, however, though Mrs. Heathcote with difficulty found
words sufficiently strong to express the gratitude she felt at the

atience with which he bore the delay, seemed to him, and to young

lor=nce too, to melt into the past more rapidly than that most
silent and certain of all processes ever performed itself before,
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But the dreaded moment came at last; Algernon was as ready as
many hands could make him. The very last words that could be con-
sidered needful had been spoken hetween the young baronet and his
now gentle ward ; and Algernon looked as if tge hope and joy which
lighted up his magnificent eyes must act like steam restrained, and
produce some vehement explosion, if not soon permitted to do the
office for which it was “up,” and bear him gaily over the sea and land
that lay before him. ;
But EEt there was one thing still left undone. Sir Charles Temple
bad not yet told Florence that it was absolutely necessary, in order to
render his future existence endurable, that she should speak with her
h}ils, and with well-authenticated information before her, concerning
. what she was about, the same thing that her innocent eyes had
. repeated for many days past, but evidently without her having the
slightest idea of what they were talking about, In plain English,
8ir Charles Temple had at last made up his mind not to leave Cleve-
lands without having done his very best to make Florence confess
that she loved him, and promise, notwithstanding his poverty, to -
become his wife. :
In many respects this courtship was considerably out of the common
way., For in the first place, instead of waiting and watching for a
- favouring moment, in which kind fortune might grant him an inter-
view, Sir Charles, who perfectly well knew that any such hope must
be desperate at Bamboo Cottage, managed the matter very uncere-
moniously at last, by saying to Algernon on the day preceding that on
which it was settled that they should set off at eight o’clock,
“Algernon! I wish you would not walk with your sister Florence
to the mill this morning. I will undertake to give the message
ahout the grinding quite as discreetly as you eould do; and I have
ot something 1 want to say to her before we set off.”
Florence stood ready cloaked and bonneted beside them when this
was spoken, but though delighted, oh! delighted past telling, by
hearing him say so, she was not fluttered, or n any way veh emently
agitated by it. The idea that it was possible Sir Charles Temple
should think of falling inlove with her, and ask her to be his wife,
had never for a single moment, under any form of disguise of dream
or vision, entered her young head ; and when she looked wistfully and
opefully at Algernon for his amswer, it was only because she
anticipated with great satisfaction, which she would have frankly
avowed to everybody (excepting perhaps to Cousin Sophy), the
hearing every word Sir Charles Temple was going to say the whole
time of the walk, because it would all be said to herself, instead of
eing spoken with his head turned to Algernon, as often happened
When they all walked together. ;

“That is too bad, Sir Charles!” was Algernon’s reply, “for I
wanted particularly to ask you about the snow, and if it was-likely
we should be stopped. However, never mind, that will do as we
g0 along to-morrow: and I'll go and have a gossip with mamma,

- about a hundred and fifty things that I have not had time to talk

about yet. So gef you gone with your secret; only be sure not fo
forget what my mother said about the bill, that she aust have it in,
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you know, before the end of the week, because else positively he will
never be paid at all, on account of their going away. :

This took place at the distance of at least a quarter of a mile from'
the house; Sir Charles having more than once had occasion 0
observe, during the last week, that his now dutiful and well-behaved
ward seldom failed to propose joming herself to the walking-party,
whenever any of Algernon’s personal preparations for the journey
kept him at home. Never did this happen, however, under any other
circumstances, for a more cordial aversion than the heiress felt for her
cousin Algernon has rarely perhaps been experienced by any young ‘2
lady for any young gentleman. 4 g
- They were now, however, quite out of sight of the house, and too
distant from it to fear the possibility of bemg overtaken by ony one,
much less by so deliberate a stepper as Miss Martin Thorpe.

Not a word was spoken after this very unreserved arrangement was
completed, till the sound of Algernon’s retreating steps was no longer
to be heard. Sir Charles’s arm had been silently offered, and silently
taken ; bu this was an honour which had often fallen upon Florence
before, and therefore created no surprise. When it seemed quite
certain that they were indeed alone, Sir Charles determined to begin
speaking, and then, to his great surprise, he found that his heart beat
so violently, as harély to allow him reath for utterance. But though
he could not very consistently haye denied that of late his heart had
heen his master, he had no intention that its pulsations should master
him now, and making a vigorous effort he articnlated. . . . “My dear
Miss Florence, will you give me leave to speak to you P”

“Teave! . ... repeated Florence gently, but without any sigh,
“Qh yes! Sir Charles, I shall like to hear whatever you have got to
say to me.”

The baronet pressed her arm the very least in the world, and then
began as follows—a mode of courting as much out of the common
way, perhaps, as the style in which he had secured the Zefe-a-téte
required for it :—

“ Have you ever heard anybody mention, Florence, how very, very
poor Lam??”

“Poor? Sir Charles Temple . . . . what can yon mean by calling
yourself poor ? How can you be poor? . ... But you are only -
jesting,” replicd Florence, and she looked up at him, and smile
exceedingly like an angel.

«T should be very sorry if I thought that gow were in earnest, Miss
Teatheote . . . . 1 should be very sorry if I conceived it possible
that you believed me to be rich,” replied Sir Charles gravely, nay
almost sadly,

“Why?* said Florence. =

“ Because such an idea would alfogether deceive you, Florence.
Tnstead of rich, I am for my station most lamentably poor.” y

“TDo you mind it P* said Florence.

“Mind it ? . . . . Perhaps when thinking of myself only I do nob
mind it. . . . I have not, I believe, minded it so much as I ought ¥
do. . . . But cannot you imagine how much more painful the thought-
of it must be, when the idea of another being joined with one is
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mixed with it? . . . . another, Florence, ten thousand times dearer
# than oneself . . . . whose every wish it would be joy to grafify, and
whom to see want anything would be agony.”

That Sir Charles Temgle, with the beautiful house that people said
so much about, should be so poor as to talk of want, was certainly
very surprising; but as he said it was so, no doubt for a moment
remained upon the mind of Florence that such was the fact ; and she
did feel very sorry for it, for she knew very well indeed that it must
make him uncomfortable. And besides this conviction, which was
quite painful enough, another idea had oceurred to her, which made
her extremely unhappy. She thought that what he was saying to her
alluded to Algernon, to the additional expense that must be occasioned
by his accompanying him, and by the fear, perhaps, that he might not
be able to indulge him so much as his generous kindness would wish.
. ... Oh! it was very painful ! and the more so, of course, because

he did not know whatin the world to say to him. Not for a moment
did she suppose that the kind Sir Charles repented of having inyited
her brother. . . . No, no, that was not it. Sir Charles loved
Algernon, loved him dearly, and, as she truly believed, anticipated as
much pleasure from taking the fmy as the boy did from being taken.
- ... But if, as she believed, the fmronet, notwithstanding ‘his title
and fine house, was really poor, he might not be able to indulge any
of those idle wishes whmﬁ it was so easy to imagine might arise.
“Dear, kind, Sir Charles! what could she say to make him feel more
comfortable 2 She knew she ought o say something, and after a

little delay replied— g
| “T am sure you don’t know, Sir Charles, what a rough, cheap way
{ of doing things we have always been used to. . . . Don’t fancy that

Algernon will have any wants or wishes beyond the great delight of
travelling through a new country, with a friend, new too, but so very,
very kind, that 1t is difficult to f)qheve he is not an old one. I am
sure Algernon would a thousand times rather not go at all than think
that he was a trouble to you. . . . Talk to him ahout it as soon as we
go home, and he would presently make you understand what sort of
Ideas he has about extravagance.”

“ Florence | ** said Sir Charles, taking the little hand which rested
tpon his left arm into his right hand. . . . “ Florence! I was not
.~ thinking of Algernon”
. Florence was very young—hut little more than seventeen, and
{Ounger still in womanly knowledge than in age. . . . Yet the action,
he words, the accent of the young man, seemed to awaken a new
Pgl-'{_'lg within her, and she snddenly stopped, trembling from head to

ot
- “Florence! my sweet Florence! .. .. Do not tremble thus
because you find T love you!” . . . . and the position of his arms
Was again changed, and one stole round he™waist as if to support
her, ° ] woulri not be thus abrupt in speaking to you, dearest
florence , . . . if . . . . if more time remained to me. 1 had taught
myself to believe that I could leave you, Florence, and that it would
Bﬁ%ﬁer I should do so, without confessing that, notwithstanding I
Was not in circumstances to marry, I had not been able to preserve

5
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my heart from love. But I cannot do it. Xvery wish of my soulis
centred in the hope that I may make you love me . . . . love me,
Florence, well enough to make you careless of the difference between
having such a house as Temple, filled with servants and with com-
pany, and living in it, almost as I do now, without a carriage, Florence
. . .. in great retirement, and taxing all our ingenuity to find ouf
how to live without getting into debt? Speak one word . . . . ong
little word to me, sweet Florence! Could you consent to live this
hermit’s life with me ?*

“No!....Itis impossible

reath.

“ Merciful heaven! Have I then deceived myself **’ ejaculated the
deeply-wounded young man. “ Bo sternly prompt! . .. . so hope-
lessly decisive!” and withdrawing the arm that encircled her, he
steppedthastily forward, thoughtless and careless of what to do or to
Say next. £

ut Florence heard him not ; she was hardly conscious that he had
left her standing alone, on the spot where she had first heard the
astounding words, “ I love you!”

After striding on melo-dramatlcalli enough, for a step or two, the
heart-stricken Sir Charles turned bac to see how far she had already
got on her way home, and beheld his Atalanta, spell-bound, as it
seemed, and as little likely to run away as a statue.

His return was more rapid still than his departure, but his counte-
nance expressed a vast deal more of despair than of hope.

“ What is it, Miss Heathcote, that you declare impossible?” said
ke, stopping short before her at the distance of about four feet, and
in a voice most preternaturally hoarse and disagreeable; “ what is
impossible 7% .

“That you . ... that Sir Charles Temple should love me!”
murmurcd Tlorence, her hands clasped, and her tearful eyes once
more raised to meet his.

“ Oh Florence! Florence! . . . . why have you tortured me ?> he
-eagerly exclaimed ; but, strange to say, in a voice that sounded most
singularly musical. “ Why make me think myself the most miscrable
wretch that erawls befween heaven and earth, when one dear lock of
those angelic eyes could make me the happiest ?** and so saying, and
in such utter defiance of all decorum that his historian 1s almost =
afraid to relate it, he actually seized her in his arms, and without =
further ceremony impressed one, two, three, most passionate kisses *
on her lips. : : : .

Florence was terrified . ., . . no, not quite terrified either, but in |
gober truth she was so vehemently agitated, that if the impetuous
young man had not once again thrown a supporting arm around her,
1t is no exaggeration to say that she might have fallen. ‘

“ Forgive me ! oh forgive me, Florence !” he exelaimed, with verz

enuine sclf-condemnation as he saw every frace of colour vanis

om her cheeks and lips, . . . . “ This is strange wooing, dearest !
First I frighten: you by drawing, perhaps, an exaggerated picture of
my poverty, . . . . then rush from you like a madman, without
giving myself time to look info your gentle eyes . ... and then!

1 said Florence, drawing a long
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. .. . Have pity, Florence! I cannot finish the catalogue of my
. offences for very shame! Can you forgive me, Florence F*’ :

‘During all this vehemence poor Florence stood as quiet as a lamb.
... .. The only evidence of her knowing what was passing, being,
hat silent but copious drops chased each other down her face; . . . .
and his only rational hope of forgiveness arising from the fact, that
she did not withdraw the hand he had taken, on returning to her.

After the interval of a minute or two, the really penitent Sir
Charles had the satisfaction of seeing her colour’ return, and then he
w? gently drew her arm again within his, in proper walking ovder,
and at a slow and not very fatigning pace they proceeded onwards.
At first the conversation between them was not very intelligible, but
by degrees they were both sufficiently recovered, for the one to speak
and the other o comprehend what was meant fo be said and under-
stood. It was not indeed very easy to make Florence believe that
what Sir Charles Temple really meant was, that he wanted her to be
his wife, and that at a time not farther off than a year at the very
farthest, as he said ; but when at last she did fully understand that
it was so, a very considerable degree of happiness was mixed with her
astonishment, and he had the inexpressible ecstacy of seeing her smile
once or twice, as he went on to describe to her, rather more clearly
than at first, the sort of life that he thought they/might lead af
Temple. The more he talked, the less she understood what he conld
possibly mean about being poor; but a sort of instinct prevented her
telling him so. She felt, rather than thought, that it would be like
telline him that she saw no objection to their marrying directly; so
on this point she was most profoundly silent; yot nevertheless he
did contrive to find out before they got home, that she did think it
was possible she might be very happy ab Temple, even without a
carriage. ; : -

As to the way in which they got home, they could have given no
very good account of it themselves. It seemed, upon thinking the
matter over afterwards, that instead of turning to the left, which was
the only way to get to the mill, they most certainly had followed a
sweeping turn to the right, by which, in about three hours, they
arrived, to their own unspeakable dismay and astonishment, exactly
in front of the village church, and within a hundred yards of Major
Heathcote’s door.

“ What shall we do about the miller’s bill, Florence ?”* said Sir
Charles, laughing. “ Do you remember how very zealously we pro-
mised Aleernon not to forget it ”

“ Bir Charles ! rep].ie?i Florence, looking away from him, and
leaving only the profil perdu of her blushing cheek to be seen; ** Sir

harles! I must tell mamma everything that has passed to-day.”

“ Do so, dear love,” he replied, “and authorize me to do the same
to your good father. But beyond these, my Florence, let nof our
secretf; go, for some months to come. I would rather that Alzernon
did not know it, for my own sake. . . . . I would rather Miss Martin
Thorpe did not know it, for yours, When people are very much in
earnest, dearest, they love not light jesting, even from such a friend
a8 Algernon ; and trust me, I should not Tike to think that while I
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was hoarding in my heart of hearts the dear engagement upon which
hangs my more than life, Miss Martin Thorpe shounld have the power
of eross-examining you on the subject, and calling up blushes perhaps,
w}lﬁah 1 should hold it as a robbery were any one but my most happy
self to sce”

Fluttering, trembling, with hardly power to walk, or even to
breathe, but so infinitely ha py that even as she stumbled up the
stairs she felt “ lapped in Elysinm,” Florence reached her own little
room, and for about half an hour enjoyed, unquestioned and unseen
the contemplation of her almost incredible happiness. That she had
loved Sir Charles Temple, long before it had ever entered her head as
a thing possible that he could love her she was now obliged to confess
to her own conscious heart ; and her fair cheeks, albeit unseen of all
but heaven, did certainly blush “ celestial rosy red,” as her reluctant
memory made the avowal. But despite this terrible morfification,
she did not attempt to conceal from herself the fact that she was
most superlatively happy ; and when, at the conclusion of this beati-
fied half-hour, she employed a pair of little trotting feet, which she
heard passing her door, to carry an invitation to her good step-
mother, the narrative she had to recount on her arrival gave her more
pleasure than pain in the telling, though it was delivered with blushes
and with tears. 3 .

Mrs. Heathcote’s joy, and astonishment also, were in very fair -
proportion to her own: and so vehement indeed were her exclama-
tions of delight, that _]?‘Iorence began to fear it would be very difficult
to restrain them within the bounds preseribed by Sir Charles. “ But
you must remember, dearest mamma,” she eried, * that nobody in
the world is to know of it except papa. Not even Alsernen, and
Elea.s_t of all Cousin Sophy . . . . it 1s Sir Charles’s most particular

esire.”

“ And his particular desire shall be attended to, Tlorence, lot it
cost me what it will,” she replied. “ Buf I won’t deny, for there’s
no use in it, that I should have liked to see how Sophy Martin would
lave looked when she heard you were going to be Lady Temple, and
mistress of the very finest place in Herefordshire. . . . . But don’t
look so frightened, Flovence; I have promised not to say a word
about it, and I won’t. But to be sure it is a most extraordinary
piece of good fortune. Mercy on me, Florence! How delighted
your poor dear father will be!—Bless him! . . . . I saw what he
felt, though he did not say a single syllable about it; I saw what he
felt, when he brought the news about Sophy. It is a comfort, dear,
isn't it, to think that we didn’t make that terrible costly journey to
Thorpe-Combe for nothing. = Algernon’s journey to the finest country
in the world, and your marriage to the handsomest and kindest man
in it, is well worth the hire of the post-chaise. And, of course, I am
glad, you know, about Sophy, into the bargain . . . , not but what
vours will be the finer fortune of the two, I believe, when the old
Lady Temple dies . . . . for I know she has got two thousand a year
settled upon her for life out of the estate; and old ladies can’t live
for ever, you know.” : 2 ]

“ Dearest mother! . ... T wish you would think more of Sir
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Charles, and less of his fortune ; and, hesides, T"believe yon are quite
mistaken about it, for he is rather unhappy, I am afraid, about being
so exceedingly poor; but I shall not mind that in the least, if he
wor’t. Don’t you remember, mother, how often you have told me
that T should make an excellent wife to a poor man, because 1 was
eastll;:r contented ? I longed to tell him that you said so, but I did
not.” Syl

While this was going on upstaivs, Major Heathcote was shut up
with his aspirant son-in-law in the little study below ; and not a whit
less happy was he than his lady, though the young man dilated a good
deal upon his poverty, and lamented deeply that under the present
eircumstances of the property, he could not propose to settle more
than a thousand a year upon his lovely Florence. Major Heathcote
wrung his hand when the mortifying statement was ended, and said,
with characteristic frankness, “ It may seem very little to you, Sir
Charles, and I know you speak sincerely, when you say so; but to
‘me, my dear friend, who have not a hundred pounds in the world to
give my daughter, you must surely be aware that it seems much.”

Major Heathcote cordially approved the present secrecy so urgently
pleaded for by the young baronet ; for though he said little or nothing
about it, he was by no means unaware of several little peculiarities
in the temper of the new heiress, which might be likely enough to
make her a disagreeable companion fo the young fiuncée, if she were
permitted to know anything about her engagement.

The party, therefore, met at the last dinner they were all likely to
partake together for a long time, with a great variety of individual
sources of meditation; buf as they were all agreeable, the evening
passed away quictly and smoothly to all external appearance, but
with a vast deal more of real happiness than any mere looker-on
could have divined. ]

The parting of the next morning was considerably less delightful ;
for then, peﬁgaps, the sorrow felt was as much beyond what was
apparent, as joy had been the evening before. But the hour of
measured farewells, hidden tears, and unspoken grief, passed away,
and left Bamboo Cottage in a state as different as it was well possible
to imagine from that in'which the recent return of its master, with
his almost stranger guest, had found it.

CHAPTER XVI.

Miss Martin Thcnlipe had asked, and been answered, as to the length
of time which would elapse before her guardian, Sir Charles Temple,
and her cousin, Mr. Algernon Heathcote, would have crossed the
channel which divides England from the contiment of Europe. The
interval was not long; for Sir Charles knew that he had already
exceeded the time which his mother had calculated upon for his
absence, and therefore lost as little more as possible in rejoining her.
During the three days allowed by her calculations as necessary to
: L
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clapse before the travellers reached Dover, Soimhia. permitted Major
Heatheote to speculate upon the most advisable time, and the most
advisable manner, for the household of Bamboo Cottage to be trans-
ferred to their future quarters at Thorpe-Combe. She also permitied
the excellent Mrs, Heathcote to say a great deal about the a&vantages
of taking their own two capital maids of all-work with them. She
only looked languid and absent, too, when the mode of going being
discussed, it was proposed that she should, as by far the most luxu-
rious division of the march, be accommodated with a post-chaise,
containing only Mrs. Heathcote and two of the young ladies, who
were subsequently to be sent to school, besides herself; the rest of
the party being to get on by the help of stages and waggons as well
as they mlﬁlht. :

But on the fourth morning—

“Then up and spoke that lady fair ;"

and what she said surprised her hearers quite as much, perhaps, from
the remarkable civility and gentleness with which she spoke as by
the purport of the words themselves.

“ Pray, dear Mrs. Heathcote, do not trouble yourself any farther,”
she said, “about my journey. . . .. It is excessively kind of you,
but I have always had the greatest possible dislike to sitting 1dle,
while others do that on which I ought to be employed myself.
have already taken steps respecting my removal to the Combe, which
will spare you all farther trouble. T wrote yesterday to that decent
woman, Mrs. Barnes, who is still, as I learned from Sir Charles
Temple, in charge of the places As she appears, by what I hear, to
be amply provided for, it is possible she may not wish to continue in
service ; -and, if so, I must provide myself with another housekeeper :
but, for the present, I am prepared to make some sacrifice rather than
not retain her. I shall consult her about the other members of my
es%a:bl%shment, and thereby spare you all trouble and fatigue on the
subject. :

Mrs. Heathcote looked up. For half a minute, her gentle eye
rested on the firm-set but tranquil features of the heiress, but it was a
scaled volume to her; and she turned her looks upon her husband.
He, good man, held his ]j;})]s: very nearly in the form necessary for pro-
ducing a whistle, but mnothing of the kind was made audible; and,
instead of it, he very quietly said,

¢ And how do you mean to go, my dear #*

“1 have ordered Barnes to send the carriage for me, which was
used to convey Mrs, Heathcote and the Misses Wilkyns to church
‘;\._'h%l_lf we were at Thorpe-Combe,” replied the young lady, with great
civility.

“Tﬁat is an enormous heavy carriage, my dear child, to be brought
fifty miles and back again. You might as well travel by a baggage-
wag%on, Sophy,” said the major. =~

] have allowed them a day to bring it here, and one pair of post-
horses will do it easilaﬁ, as the distance is divided into three stages;
and, for myself, I shall get on as well as I can with four, Iam ps
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fully aware, as you can be, my dear sir, of the atrocious inconveni-
ence of so lumbering a vehicle; but, as long as I continue a minor,
T shall not attempt to do anything more than have this old equipage
lined and painted, with my lozenge.upon it. This will make 1t
;ﬂiect;.lnt and respectable, and for the present I shall attempt nothing
arther.”

There was a silence for a minute or two. -

“¥ suppose you will wish me and the two girls to go with you, at
any rate, my dear, won't you ?”’ said Mrs. Heathcote.

“No, dear madam, no,” replied Miss Martin Thorpe, with equal
civility and decision; “ 1 shall not wish to trouble you to leave your
own mansion till I have had the pleasure of Ereparing mine to receive
you. I will not fail to write as soon as my house is in a proper state
for me to have this satisfaction.”

“But_surely, Sophy, you don’t mean to go travelling about the
country by yourself—with nobody but your four horses and the post-
boys? 1 don’t think that will look respectable at all.”

“You are quite right, Mrs. Heathcote, and I trust I shall always
have the satisfaction of perceiving that you approve all I do,”
replied the young lady. “I have not entirely wasted my time since
I became the [iossessor of Mr. Thorpe’s property. It is a position
which T am well aware renders discretion and forethought absolutely
necessary. Without it, I should be rum:lm%-1 into more scrapes than
you would find it easy to get me out of, with all the kindness that T
know you feel for me: and I shall consider it as my first duty to
prevent my guardians from having any unnecessary trouble about me
or my affaws.” :

“We shan’t think it any trouble, my dear,” replied the major,
kindly, “to see that everything goes right and proper; and I never
doubted that your conduct would be everything that was regular and
discreet. But, as your aunt says, dear Sophy, you mmst not think of
posting from Clevelands to Thorpe-Combe quite by yourself.”

“T have no thought of doing :m%th.mg of the kind,” replied
Miss Martin Thorpe, with the air of being a little offended at the
supposition,

*“And whom, then, do you mean fo take with you, Sophia?”
demanded Mrs. Heathcote. ;

“My own maid, Mrs, Heathcote. I have hired a person so every
way respectable, that T have the pleasure of fecling certain you must
approve the selection. I dare say you remember Mrs. Roberts, the
mantua-maker, at King’s Cross?”

“ Certainly, I do: it was she who made all our mourning.”

“The same,” replied the young lady. - ““I have walked over to her
two or three times during the last week about another dress or two;
and, upon my asking her if she could recommend me a good lady’s-
maid, she 1quedlate7y answered that she had lived for several years
in that capacity herself . . . . that she did not find the mantua-.
ma.kmﬁ. business answer in this small neighbourhood, and that she
would like, if I approved it, to take the place herself. She gave mea
reference to Mrs. Mills, the clergyman’s wife, to whom I went imme-
dintely. It appears that she bas kzrmwn her almost all her life, and

L
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she gives her a most exccllent character. I therefore hired her
immediately. . . . . T hope you approve this, Mrs. Heathcote

“] cannot say that there seems to be anything to disapprove in
it, Sophy,” replied Mrs. Heathcote. “I am only surprised how
such a young person as you are should ever have the thought to seb
about such a business so eleverly; I can’t think how it came into
your head.”

“ The want of what T sought suggested the manner of secking it,”
replied Sophia, with composure. “I presume this is the case with
most people. 1t certainly is with me.”

“And what day have you settled fo go, Sophy?” inquired the
major, winking his eyes and rubbing his foreheag, as if feeling abso-
lutely mddy from the variety of perfectly new information which he
had received.

“The day after to-morrow,” she replied.

Having nothing more to communicate af present, Miss Martin
Mhorpe arose as soon as she had answered this-question, and 1éft the
room,

“What an extraordinary girl, to be sure!” exelaimed the major,
after the door was eclosed. . . . . “I don’t see that there is a
ginele article to be found fault with in all she has done and said,
and yet I should not quite like our Florence to do the same.”

“God forbid! There is something downright unnatural in her
way of going on, to my faney,” replied his wife. “1 am not her
emardian, thank God! . . . . or I promise you 1 should be dread-
fully puzzled as to what I ought to say or do. If she were to be
caught doing anything wild and thoughtless, like other girls of her
age, one might set that to rights, easy enough . . . . but now, she

ositively frightens me, by seeming to know so unaccountably well
Enw to do right.”

“ At any rate, my dear, we must not make a formal complaint
against her on that score,” returned the major, laughing. *1f she
were your child, or mine either, Poppsy, there might be some reason,

erhaps, in our not liking to see her want and wish for our counsel so

itle as this independent young lady seems to do . . . . but as it is,
I pﬂ(ites}t 1 see no cause to complain, though there may be a little to
wonder.”

“You shall not hear me complain, dear major,” replied his sweet-
tempered wife . . . . “nor do I think I shall wonder long at any-
thing which Miss Martin Thorpe can either say or do. How glad
T am that dear Florence has got her own thoughts, and her own
hopes, to fill up her dear kind heart. . . .. This grand lady of
ours would just put her out, and extinguish her for ever, if it were
not for this.” i S :

Miss Martin Thorpe appeared most judiciously to have communi-
cated to her guardian and his_lady exactly as much as it concerned
them to know, without troubling them with any details with which
they had nothing to do. Thus, for esample, they were made per-
fectly aware that the removing themselves and their belongings to
Thorpe-Combe was a business with which shie had nothing to dos

that no servant of theirs was to be admitted there; and that they

1
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were not to quit, their present home, for the one to which she had
covenanted to admit them, till snch time as she should give them a
signal that the hour was come for them to approach her. She did
not deem it necessary to say a word about the man-servant whom she
had also hired, with very good recommendations, at King’s Cross,
because she knew that her guardian would not deem it necessary to
exercise his authority, in order to learn whether she were provided
with such an attendant or not. Neither did she oecupy either his
time or her own in explaining the manner in which she had eontrived
to get two travelling-trunks well arranged and perfectly supplied
with straps, and so forth. All she did trouble him to listen to,
beyond what has been already stated, were the following words
spoken with great civility, but, ab the same time, with an air of cool
authority, which certainly suggested no idea of doubt as to the
demand they contained being complied with.

_“I had the pleasure of learning, either from yourself, sir, or from
Sir Charles Temple, that my late uncle, Mr. Thorpe, left money in
the bank of Messrs, Smith and Jones, at Hereford, to the amount of
twelve hundred pounds. It is, of eourse, upon_ this sum that I must
get you to draw for my immediate expenses : and I will thank you, sir,
immediately to give me a cheque for the amount of the first quarter of
the i&leome ajlowed me, namely, for six hundred and twenty-five
pounds.”

““Sophy Martin is, eertainly, a very extraordinary girl,” was the
thought that made him fix his-eyes upon her, for a moment, after she
-had ceased speaking. . . . . “Itis not over likely that she ever saw
a cheque for a hundred pounds in her life; and, to hear her, one
might think that she had been born mistress of thousands.” His
meditations, however, caused no delay in the execution of her com-
mand, and he sat down without answering her a word, and did what
was reqguired of him, 2

“ 1 take it for granted, Major Heatheote,” said the young lady, as
she received the cheque, “ that it is Mr. Westley, my late unele’s
attorney, who has furnished you with that cheque-book; and I pre-
sume that, at the same time he procured it, he announced to the firm
the aner vested in you for drawing upon them £” : i

b fxresume 50, Miss Martin Thorpe,” replied the major, showing
himself, for the first time, in a slight degree provoked at the tone of
magnificent independence which his ward had thought fit to assume.
But his temper rendered it absolutely impossible that he should
retain any such feeling long; the moment after he had called her
Miss Martin Thorpe, he repented of if, and, in order to make friends
again with himself, he added, “ But that is too large a cheque, my
dear, for you to get rid of, if you have anythinghto pa{' here. You
talked of having bought a gown, did you not, Sophy? Will you like
to have a little smaller money from me ? you can pay me, you know,
when we all iet to Thorpe-Combe.” : P

The kind-hearted major was quite right in supposing that the
young lady would want a few pounds before she left Clevelands, but
quite wrong in conceiving that she had any intention of being obliged
to him for 1, Nothing, indeed, could have been more unlikely ; for,
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had she nof still possessed, untouched, the ten golden sovereigns
which the late Mr. Thorpe had presented to her for card-money, plus
fifty shillings more, which she had won either with him or from him,
she would have paid any creditors she might have had at Clevelands
or King’s Cross their travelling expenses to Thorpe-Combe twice
over, rather than compromise the dignity which it was her object to
establish in the eyes of her guardian. She therefore replied to him,
“T thank you, sir. I have no occasion to trouble you ;” anc;:ﬁprnbably
to prevent any further unnecessary discussion upon her affairs, she
rose, cheque in hand, and left the room.

“YWon't that be the last time I shall concern myself about her,
beyond what I am bound to do?” muttered the major, as she disap-
peared. “And yet, God help me! that looks as if T was growing
confoundedly ill-fempered ; for what has the girl said or done that is
really wrong? Nothing, positively nothing, from the very first minute
of her he]'ress-shi% to the present. And yet, it scems to me, that T
should have liked her fifty times better, if she had been cutting the

maddest capers that ever came into a young head, turned by good
luck. But, beyond all doubt, I ought to be ashamed of myself . . . .
a pretty sort of a disciplinarian I must be, to be sure,—and I an old
soldier, with nine boys and girls to manage !’

Thus muttering and whistling by turns, the puzzled guardian
made his way to the presence of the wife of his hosom, and deter-
mined to consult her on the paradox working within him.

“(Oh! here youare, Poppsy, . . . . needle and shears as usual. That’s
all right, for I want to talk to_you for five minutes ; and I want you,
my dear, to scold me into good-humour if you can. I am positively
asﬂamctf of myself, good wife, I am indeed ; and I don’t want you to
give me absolution, but to bring me round again to common sense,
if it is possible. I give you my honour, wife, that five minutes ago,
T felt as if I could have flogged Sophy Martin for no earthly reason
that T know of, but because she did not want to borrow five pounds,
or so, of me. _Am T not a pretty guardian ?”

Without checking the movement of the “iron bar”’ she was
mancenvering so profitably, Mrs. Heatheote shook her head, and then
replied, © You had hetter not come to me, major, if you want to be
preached into dutiful behaviour to that . . . . to Miss Martin Thorpe,
as our dear comical-looking Sir Charles is so fond of calling her. 1
don’t remember that ever I disliked anybody so much in all my life,
as I do that gixl. Ungrateful . . . . : J

“For goodness’ sake, don’t use that word, wife!” inferrupted the
major, with very unusual severity of accent; “for it is exactly that
which staggers me. We shall prove ourselves the vilest, meanest-
hearted mortals, wife, that ever pretended to do a kind act, if we
suffer this idea of gratitude to come into our heads. Did we ever
expect, either of us, when we took in poor Jane’s motherless and
fatherless gir], that we were to be paid for it, either in deed or
words? Did we, wife ?”

“No, certainly, major. But that’s no excuse for her treating us

all as if she was a duchess accidentally fallen into the midst of us,and

wishing to get away again, as fast as she can.”

- - T T
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“T am not asking for your opinion about her, my dear,” replied
the major, with one of his usual twinkling smiles; * perhaps I might
have been clever enough to guess it, without #roubling you, as Miss
Sophia says, about the matter. What I want of you 1s, that you
should help me to make up my mind not to he as crabbed as an old
invalid with a dozen balls in him, because this young lady happens to
have a stiff style of speech, that does not quite it my fancy. The
truth is, Poppsy, that I can’t bear to despise myself; and I am con-
mderabfy more {rightened now than I was at Brussels, when the
drums stopped the fiddles just before we took our little trot to
Waterloo, lest the notion that she was any way obliged to us should
have got into my head, and that I should be looking out, day and
night, for her grafifude. I'd rather be shot, Mrs. Heathcote, than
turn out such a pitiful fellow before my own eyes.” h
. “I have something of the same feeling, I snspect, major; and so
it may be that you are not very far from right in fearing to give way
to what I am sure I should hate as much as you could do,” said Mrs.
Heatheote gravely, and suspending the threading of her needle for at
least half a minute, while she looked anxiously into her hushand’s
face. “ God forbid such thonghts should ever come into our heads,
major ! Heaven is my witness, that I would nof have her gratitude,
if she were as full of it as an egg is full of meat, and I don’t and 1
won't believe that it is her want of it that makes me . . . . what
fihaUJ]’: call it, major? . . . , so ready to quarrel with everything she

Qes.

“Ah, well! It's plain enough to me, my dear, that, dislike it or
not, it is just that thought which lies at the bottom of both our hearts,
and I am heartily glad we have spoken together about it; for now,
observe, Poppsly, that we both of us must make a resolution, both of
us, but particularly me, as her guardian, never to be ready to quarrel
with her, even in our own hearts, just for the manser in which she
does anything. For that can only come from one of two things:
either from f%lly, that makes us dislike just what we have not been
used to; or else, from that confounded feeling about dzgratitude,
which I won’t suffer either in you or myself. It is so dammabl

itiful. Therefore, look here, my dear. Let us never find fault wit

er manner, let it be as stiff and grand as it will; always watching
at the same time, like guardians ought, that she never does anything
which in act and deed might be wrong or detrimental to herself . . . .
and the devil of it is, Poppsy,” he adﬁed, shaking his head with very
evident self-condemnation,—* the devil of it is, my dear, that though
I know in my own mind that she is not a hit likely to go wrong in
?nﬂil;]}ng’ but quite the contrary, I don’t like her at all the better
or it.”

Most heartily ashamed did the good major feel as he made this
confession, and very nobly honest was it of him to make it at all. e
«could not, however, have hit upon a better confidante than his loving
wife ; for not only did she pertectly well and sympathetically under-
stand him, but she felt also, that the sin to which he pleaded guilty
was one that must very resolutely be battled with; and if, from the
original depravity of their natures, 1t could not be positively eradicated,
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root and branch, that it must at any rate be so far conquered and
kept down, as to prevent its ever influencing their words and actions,
in any way whatever. . ;
“You are right . . . . you are right, dear wife,” he replied, after
atiently listening to her eonscientious statement of what ought to
e their conduct; “and so it shall be. Her money gives her a right
to have her own way, if there is nothing wrong in that way; and we
have no better right to thwart her, even in wish, than we have to
insist upon her laughing like our young ones, instead of looking grave
like herself. So now the matter's settled, Poppsy, and 1 feel easier
in my mind, ten to one. And besides, you and I shall understand
one another now, without having to exchange looks whenever she
happens to seem rather queer. And that’s a good thing, I can tell

ou, particularly where there happens to be young people.” . . . .
&chmg could more plainly show that the star of Miss Martin Thorpe
was in the ascendant than the happy chanee which had led the good
major and his faithful wife to this frank interchange of sentiments ;
for it left them both exactly in the state most favourable fo all her
ideas of happiness, namely, with minds and. tempers frmly bent to
let_her have her own way in everything, without permitfing even a
look to interfere with her,

CHAPTER XVIL

On the day a}ﬁpointed by the heiress for her departure from Bamhoo
Cottage, Mr. Thorpe’s old-fashioned but very handsome coach, care-
fully cleaned, and with four fine horses, two spruce postilions, and
a most respectable groom-like looking servant in deep mourning on
the box, stopped at Major Heatheote’s door, precisely at the moment
it was expeeted by the young head, which had arranged not only its
coming, but every ciroumstance, whether trifling or important, which
could make the journey about to be performed commodious, agreeable,
and dignified. :

The staid-looking Mrs. Roberts, also in deep mourning, stepped
out of the carriage as soon as the sable groom had let down the step ;
and with a sort of solemn pace, that seemed to speak of decorum,
discretion, respectfulness, watchfulness, carefulness, all personified,
made her way to the apartment of her mistress, followed by the wpn-
servant, carrying trunk-covers and straps in his hands.

Miss Martin Thorpe, her uncle, aunt, and all her cousins, were
engaged in eating their breakfasts when this happened ; so that her
servants, who had been made as well acquainted with what they had
to do as if they had passed as many years in their new lady’s sérvice
as in truth they had done hours, were neither challenged nor impeded
by meeting any one. a0

Mrs. Roberts, whén bringing home the two handsomest dresses
ever made ab King’s Cross, had been initiated intp all the mysteries
of her young lady’s packing arrangements; had herself, indeed,
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lingered an hour to deposit the result of ler own labours, with her
own hands, in the trunk destined for their reception, and now assumed
the insignia of her new office, by closing the various boxes, and putting
the keys of them in her pocket. The experienced William then
enveloped them carefully in their covers, fastened in all directions,
exactly according to rule; and conveying them, with the assistance
of Mrs. Heatheote’s forbidden maids, to the carriage, strapped them
in their various places with equal skill and From titude.

It was then, and then only, that the parlour-door was opened, and
Miss Martin Thorpe’s carriage announced in the unknown voice of
her new groom.

The whole family looked up with surprise, and Major Heathcote
smiled, but speedily recovering his gravity, he quictly said, “I hope
you have had time to finish your breakfast, Sophia £” :

“T thank you, sir, . . . . L will take another cup of tea, if you

lease” . . . . replied the heiress with philosophical composure.

The “other cup of tea” was handed to her with the good-humoured
haste which betokens a zealous wish to expedite that for which no
extra time can be_allowed ; but Sophia sipped it leisurely, and with
an air that seemed to say she shoultf never go anything in a hurry.

The younger girls stared at her with almost comic astonishment.
She_had never, 1t is true, indulged them with any very frolicsome
familiarity of intercourse; but then everybody knew that poor Cousin
Sophy had neither father nor mother, and so that it was no wonder
she was grave. But still, her twelve months® residence among them
had removed every feeling of restraint, and sober Cousin Sophy was
as much one of the family as if she had been merry Cousin Sophy.
But now she seemed suddenly to stand out and apart from them, in a
manner they could in no way understand. The eldest girl, indeed,
had one day said to her mother, affer some particular display of
solemn_dignity . . . . “Isn’t Cousin Sophy grown proud, mamma,
since she got rich?” . . .. But the two younger ones, after great
puzzling, came to the conclusion that the new Miss Martin Thorpe
was certainly very unhappy still about something or other, though 1t
was not easy to guess w{at . ... because it was not possible it
could be about losing her uncle, though he was so kind to her, for
she had known him such a very little time.

The little girls were quite mistaken, howeyer. It was not unhappi-
ness which caused the new Miss Martin Thorpe to rise from her
chair with a deliberate quietness which seemed to defy the suspicion
that any combination 0% events could overset her equammlt.% Nor
was it unhappiness that made her put forth two fingers of her stiff
little hand to each of the family in succession, with the air of a
machine which conld make one movement but no other. No, Miss
Martin Thorpe was not unhappy when she passed out through the
ivyed porch of Bamboo Cottage, nor when she slightly touched the
extended hand of the Major and stepped for the first time into her
own carriage, o .

As in her final interview with her servant William, at the dwelling

 of her somewhile mantua-maker, Miss Martin Thorpe had orderec

him to inform the postilions who were to drive her, that “as they
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drove so should they be paid,” and as relays of horses had been be-
spoken at the different stages, by post-paid letters, thoqglhtfully
espatched by the young lagy herself, the journey was rapidly per-
formed, notwithstanding the weight of the carriage. A few mmutes
indeed were spent at Hereford by the thoughtful Sophia’s driving to
the bank, for the purpose of depositing her cheque, receiving fifty
pounds upon it, writing her name in the presence of the head clerk,
and receiving a cheque-book. This done, the still well-warned post-
boyis‘s gallnpéjed off, and brought the sohtal:f but most happy possessor
of Thorpe-Combe to the beautiful esplanade before the door precisely
half an hour before the time at which her last letter to Mrs. Barnes
had ordered dinner. )
_ If Major Heathcote felt something like astonishment at the style
in which his ward left his house, the feeling must have increased to
unmitigated wonder had he witnessed the state with which she
entered her own. Every part of the mansion was by her own order
prepared for her, exactly as it had been at the dgeneral gathering of
the family at- Christmas. There were not, indeed, so many men-
servants. There was no portly Mr. Grimstone, and no figure re-
sembling that of Sir Charles Temple’s smart Frenchman agpearing ab
the hall-door opened to her. But there was Mrs. Barnes herself, the
very perfection of a deeply-mourning housekeeper, standing in act to
receive and welcome the new heir; and there was Jem, in a very
tolerably wellfitted black skin, with buttons enough to justify the
title of page in any land. As she mounted to the chamber prepared
for her (Pwﬁ:cb, by her order, was the same she had before occupied),
two more females in deep mourning contrived to be visible, so that
her new maid and her new man perceived no air of desolation in the
spacious and noble-looking mansion that was to be their home.

Although, of course, no eye but her own and those of her servants
could profit thereby, Sophia, though extremely well prepared to do
honour to the dinner she expected to find ready for her af six o’clock,
patiently endured witnessing the process of unpacking more than one
trunk, in order to obtain all things needful for a well-appointed even-
ing toilet. But Mrs. Roberts was active and exceedingly intelligent,
and it was not more than five minutes past the appointed hour when
little Miss Martin Thorpe rustled in her rich silk from her drawing-
room into her dining-room, !

Many young girls of twenty would have found the sitting down
thus in solitary state extremely dull, not to say melancholy ; %m; not
so Miss Martin Thorpe. The only feeling she experienced, in the
slightest degree approaching to annoyance, arose from the necessity
of not permitting her eyes to wander freefy over every part of the
room and every article in it, from the fine Vandyke over the chimney-
piece to the salt-spoons on the table. As long as William and the
page remained in the room this was impossible; but at length she
was left, with her oranges, East India ginger, and sherry, having
secured herself from interruption by saying, “I 'shall want coffee an
lights in the drawing-room in half an hour.”

Having received these instructions the servants retired, and then it
was that the very soul of Sophia looked forth at her eyes as she com-
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templated the many indications of wealth which surrounded her.
Obedient to the command, ©“ Let me find everything in the same order
as when I visited my late Uncle Thorpe at Christmas,” the observant
Mrs. Barnes had herself seen that the sideboard should have its -
colossal silver waiters and its golden eups. The rich damask furni-
ture, though taken down within a week after the party broke up,
again hung in heavy splendour before the windows ; the massive
cﬁmrs, fitted up en swile, were uncovered ; the lustres blazed with
wax lights; and the whole apartment, save that the table was now
com%aratwcly a small one, wore the same air of wealth and elegance
as when it had caused her heart to leap at her first entrance info it.

A young female figure, in a richly-adorned picturesque sort of an
old room, with rich draperies, massive plate, and a multitude of grace-
ful, though antiquated, candelahres, has often been a favourite subject
with artists, Flemish, English, and German. Some have made the
fair one looking gay, and others sad, some have give her a hook, and
some a billet-donz ; but no one ever yet bethought him of represent-
ing her in the act of taking an inventory of all the furniture with her
eyes, that she mi%ht engrave it on her heart. It was thus, however,
tﬁat the heiress of Thorpe-Combe beguiled her solitude; and if, as
most philosophers have taught, contentment be really the most desir-
able object that the mind of man can obtain, the perfection of that
enjoyed by Sophia might authorize her laying claim to the envy and
admiration of the whole world.

Nor did less of the same measureless content hallow the first hours
which she passed in her splendid drawing-room as its mistress, One
by one was each article of price examined, and one by one did each
seem to become, as ib were, part of herself, and take its own distinct
and separate niche in the widely-spreading temple of her affections.

The coffee was si}pped with luxurious deliberation as her lingering
eye slowly made the circuit of the room. It was an hour of very
G}X(}ulSlte enjoyment, that; and Sophia, as she cordially acknowledged
to lierself that it was so, felt that she was not undeserving of the lot

which had fallen upon her, for that she well knew how to value it.
And did the three solitary hours which followed lie heavily? No
.. .. she had enough, and ‘more than enough, wherewith to weave a
weh, whicl,, like Penelope’s, should never come to an end, though,

not like hers, to be unravelled as soon as woven. ;
Yet notwithstanding this activity of fancy, the ordinary materials
of Tomance were but little called upon to assist her meditations.
Tnstead of giving way to any such idleness, she employed herself in
thinking over all the business she had to do. And there was enough
of it. She was aware that in order to satisfy the craving for power
unchecked, which ruled above all others in her heart, she had insisted
upon bearn(:lg a very costly burden ; and her brow contracted as she
remembered it. One by one all the members of the Heathcote family
who would have to feed at her hoard, and be partially or wholly
sheltered by her roof, during the next year, passed in very tormenting
review before her. But with an unflinching spirit she consoled her-
* self, and said, “ Were it to do_again, I would not change it. . . .
What! Submit to continue still as one of Mrs. Heathcote's * young



156 THE WARD,

folbs?’  Rather ten thousand-fold would I s%uander the entire
income allowed me, in buying bread wherewith to feed them, so L
were mistress of the ungraceful feast, than hoard it in my coffers,
living the while their guest. Thank Heaven ! she murmured on, as
she sat luxuriantly pillowed in a deep arm-chair, precisely on the spot
where three short months before she had lnoked gratitude unspeakable
at heing permitted to stand,—* thank Iieaven! I need not bear it
long! FEleven months and eight days will set me free! But while
the torment lasts, it behoves me to situdy deeply how it may be most
lightly borne. 1 cannot, and I will not, pass the time without
occasionally letting other eyes than those of the Heatheote race see
what 1 am; and that, despite the poverty so many have loved to
speculate upon, I am not quite unfif to sustain the weight of wealth
that has i%llen on me, .., My guardian, too, my young and
graceful guardian . . . . BE shall see it, and perhaps may wonder,
and perhaps may wish. . . . I know not exactly how his guardian.
ship may end. . . . The lackland baronet ma perhaps be bronght to
fancy poor Sophy Martin as well worth thinking of as the fair
penniless Florenee. . . . We shall see. It may amuse me to let him
watch me wear my state, as T know how to wear it, and yet, it may
be, I shall prove too wise at last to let him share it.  Time will show
- and this shall be left to time, without withdrawing an atom of
my care from the important present. -I must feed these people, and I
must endure though I detest them. But neither shall the food nor
the endurance cost more than I can heﬂ.” f
So passed the time away. Miss Martin Thorpe was no great
reader; and, even, if she had heen, her“mind was'in no state that
night to profit by 1t,
*

# ® #* Y *

Very delightful to the heiress was the waking of the morming
followmg. At the first moment that she opened her eyes on Mrs,
Roberts’ approaching to draw her curtamns she started up, and half
exclaimed, “ Where am I?* But the next broucht with it all the
delightful truth. She remembered that she was Miss Martin Thorpe,
an-heiress who knew how to have her own way in all things, and the
possessor of all she could see, and a great deal more besides.

Notwithstanding the quantity of. business she had upon her hands,
Sophia was in no hurry to get through her morning toilet. Mrs,
Ro%erts was exceedingly obsequious; and not a comb or a pin, a
ribbon or a frill, was handed to her, without such demonstrations of
respect as made her feel herself extremely comfortable, so thaf
altogether she was employed for more than an hour in getting ready
to go downstairs, and breakfast by herself. ;

ﬁy herself! Could the whole world have furnished hetter company ?
As all was ordered to be as it had been during the Christmas
festivities, the solitary coffee-cup was placed in the great dining-
room. The disproportion was strikingly incongruous, but Sophia
was in no humour fo be pained by it. “It is really a noble room,”
said she, with a quiet smile; “I feel lost in it, . . ." But Low I love
its magnificence now that it is my own [”

In days of yore, Sophia had never ventured to breakfast upon



THE WARD. 157

Mrs. Barnes’ exquisite coffee, because everybody praised it so very
much, and because she thought there might not %e enough of it, an
that Mr. Thorpe might have watched her take it, and not liked her
the hetter for it. Dut she now atoned to herself for this restraint,
and hugeed herself in an embrace of most fond selishness, as she
remembered that never, never more should she be called upon to
sacrifice her own wishes to pleasc another.

But this delichtful thought led on to others of a more mixed
character. Sophia was exceedingly fond of very nice coflee, and, to say
truth, of all other nice things. Like her immortal namesake in Jean
Jacques' “ Bmile,” she might indeed have been very justly called
“ friande ; and with a degree of self-knowledge that did her great
honour, she mentally exclaimed, as she poured forth the third cup of
rich and steaming beverage, “ How on earth am T o manage about
having such coffee as this for my breakfast when the Heathcotes
come? I must make purchase of a West-India Island, or else
submit to breakfast upon tea, during the hateful period of their stay

. orelse” , . .. and here she nodded her head, and smiled, as
those only can smile who are inwardly pleased with themselves. “ Yes,

. yes,” she murmured, “it will not be so very difficult. I must speak
to Barnes about it.”

And this idea of speaking to Barnes about the thousand and one
things which crowded her memory as necessary to be said to her,
gerhaps did, in some trifling degree, shorten her breakfast; for she

id not vemain at the table, notwithstanding the many delicacies
which were upon it, for above an hour. At the end of this time she
rose, rang the bell, and left the room.

Oh entering the drawing-room she rang another bell, and when her
page answered it, commanded that Mrs. Barnes should come to her.
"Pliat really very excellent person approached her new lady with the
most respectful compliments of the morning, and hopes that she had
rested well during the night.

“ Pretty well, I thank you, Barnes,” was the reply. “But Ishalldo
better when I get into the voom which I mean permanently to occupy
as my own. I have now sent for you on purpese to go through all
the apartments, in order to make 1y selection; and of course you
will be able to tell me all particulars respecting their different
advantages, .as to wind, sun, ang so forth.”

+ 1 know the rooms well, ma’am, no doubt of it; nobody alive,
so well,” replied the housckeeper, as she stood back to let the
lady pass.

(3o bhefore me, Barnes,” said Miss Martin Thorpe. “If is you
fust lead the way, and remember I mean to see every room in the

ouse.

“ Then T am afraid, ma’am,” said the housckeeper, stopping short,
“that it will not be possible to do it just yet. The windows must be
opened first, ma’am, or you would have to stand waiting in the dark
and the cold while it was done.”

. “That would not suit me at all, certainly,” replied Miss Martin
Thorpe with a shiver. “ Go immediately, and order that every roem
in the house be made fit for my inspection in an hour.”
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“ Yes, ma’am,” said Mrs. Barnes, preparing to leave tlie room with
all despatch.

“But I cannot let that hour be wasted, Barnes. As soon as you
have given the order, ¢ome back to me; T have much to say to you,
as you may well suppose.”

“Without doubt, ma’am, there is a deal to setile; and I’ll speak
your orders, and be back in no time.”

During the absence of the housekeeper, which was lengthened by
the necessity of giving a few particular instructions, naturally con-
sequent upon her mistress’s purpose of penetrating into ¢/ the rooms,
Miss Martin Thorpe was engaged in a discussion with herself on the
comparative advantages of making Mrs. Barnes stand, or permitting
her to sit, during the long, conversation which it was her purpose to
hold with her, The dignity obtained by obliging her to stand was
balanced by the probability of freer discussion, if she sat, and she
finally decided on the sitting scheme; not from any foolish and wholly
unnecessary consideration for the aching bones of the old woman, but
from the well-digested persuasion that a certain portion of gossiping,
judiciously employed, would be of the most important service to a
family constituted as hers would be, and in some degree necessary,
perhaps, in the intercourse between every understanding mistress of a
family and the individual appointed as her prime minister,

In consequence of the hine of conduct thus adopted, Mrs. Barnes
was received on her return with a very gracious nod. “Sit down,
Mrs. Barnes,” said the heiress. “We must necessarily have many
things to talk about before I can feel myself settled; and I would
much rather have you sit than not.”

“I thank you, ma’am,” was the reﬂly, and Mrs. Barnes sat down.

“ Are you aware, Barnes, that I have invited ‘my elder guardian,
Major Heathcote, to come here, accompanied by all his family, to
remain with me till I come of age?* said Sophia,

“I heard, ma’am, that fhe major’s family was expected,” replied
the old woman.

“Of course, Mrs. Barnes, you must be aware that no young person
of my age would prefer such an arrangement if it could be avoided.
Having a large family to maintain is a great burden upon me, and the
filling my house in such a manner, extremely inconvenient. But the
Heathcotes, I am sorry to say, Barnes, are so extremely poor, that
the taking them in during my minority will be doing them a most
essential service. They mean, poor things, to spend a part of what
they will save by my supporting them in this way upon the education.
of their three gm:gnger aughters, who, Heaven knows, want it bad
enough, But besides these three girls, who unfortunately will have
two holidays to spend here, there are three hoys at school, whom of
course it ‘will be utterly mlgosmble for me to receive at all. I dare
say you know what school-boys are, Mrs. Barnes; and then, Heaven
help me, there are two little ones more, who, I suppose, must remain
in the house, as well as the eldest of all, the tall girl that you may
remember seeing here at Christmas, who is really upon the whole not
af all ill-behaved, and she is besides my own cousin, which, as long as
she conducts herself properly, will always make a difference with me,
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This is a tremendous large family, my goon Barnes, and is enough, I am
afraid, to make you tremble, as well as me. But I trust nobody will
blame me for bringing this burden upon myself, I am sure my
motives are good; a feeling of propriety, Mrs. Barnes, makes me
wish to retain near me the protector appointed hy my lamented uncle,
as long as my age shall render it necessary; and a feeling of charity,
which, if imprudent, must he pardonable, has led me to include the
whole family in the invitation.”

“ It will make the house more cheerful and pleasant for you, T hope,
ma’am,” replied Mrs, Barnes, in a voice of encoutagement.

*“Noise never makes me cheerful, Mrs. Barnes,” replied her
mistress with a sigh ; “butf I must make the best of it. There is one
fact, however, and a ver important one, which I must not conceal
from your knowledge. The income allowed me during my minority
by my guardians would be extremely handsome were I about to spend
1t, as everyhody would expect I should, upon myself. But it will be
very little, Barnes, to maintain all this immense family, and at the
same time keep up appearances in such a manner as not to disgrace
myself, or bring contempt upon the memory of my dear and ever-fo-
be-lamented uncle. Tlus, however, we must contrive o do; and I
trust greatly to your cleverness and good management, Barnes, for
being able to get through all my difficulties. May I hope, Batnes,
that your respect for the memory of your late dear master will induce
you to be a faithfal servant to me ?”

*“Why, to say the truth, Miss Martin Thorpe,” replied the old woman,
“my notion was to retire u&)on the hounty left to me by your dear
'ﬂncﬁa, ma’am.  But I should be very loth, and held myself in no ways
excusable, to leave his heir and representative in a strait and distress
for the want of a faithful servant to stand by her. You would not
have found the mone{am the funds run up so, ma’am, if T had not
helped him, early and late, to look after it. _For though he was in no
degree extravagant in his own expenses, quite the contrary, as we all
know, still he was often unaccountable careless, or would have heen
if I°d have let him. So that I do feel, and T won’t deny i, that my
biding with you would help comﬂdqrabfe to get you through this next

ear that is to be, But, for certain sure, my notion was to zo and
Oa-rg_ in my brother’s family, and trouble myself no more about
anything.”

“And a very good scheme too, Barnes, a little time hence ; but if
you are the wise woman I take you for, you will not be against addin
a little more ready money to your store, which, added to the saving of
Your annuity, would mount up to something that would be worth
while to leave behind you. And this will give you more consideration
With your friends than even your handsome annuity. You should re-
member, too, that you are guite in the very flower of your usefulness,

1:101:)c (’),f your strength, and that it is almost a sin to sit down idle
as yet,

“My }})loor master has chose a sensible young lady to be his heir,
though she don’t ust happen to be the beauty of the bunch,” thought

18, Barnes, as she hstened_to this speech; “and if he could hear
and see us, there is no question hut t]?at he would wish me to sexve

’
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her?” These thoughts did not suggest themselves in vain, and when

the young lady ceased to speak, the old woman replied, “ Well, ma’am

T will be no hinderance to your doing all the good that you wish, and:

will consent to make up a year of service with you, from the time yon

comed to be mistress here. But there is one word, ma’am, that I

hope as you will %'Jive me leave 1o say, afore we goes on to other busi-
: :

ness . . . . and that is about

my niece, ma’am. You was 8o kind and

condescending, when you was here before, as to take a greab deal of

notice of her, and Nanc

has a proper grateful heart as ever girl had (i
a

and she as n hopes, Miss Martin Thorpe, that she might have h

the 2ood luck to be chose as your own maid, ma’am, for which her
handiness makes her remarkable fit. But we see, ma’am, that the
eood fortune of having the honout to wait upon you is given to Mrs.
Toberts, and nothing to say against it, I’'m sure, for she is altogether
a most civil and respectable-looking lady’s-maid. But as my niece has

missed of that, ma’am, I have

to give her hopes of filling the place of housekeeper, after me,

been thinking that if it was your plleas_;uﬂe
might

be useful both to you, ma’am, and_to her, at one and the same time,
by putting her exact mto all the right ways of doing ever thing, But
this, of course, Miss Martin Thorpe, it is for vNou to decide.”

T have no objection at all,

Mrs. Barnes, to Nancy’s looking forward

to the place. I was very much pleased with her . . . . she was, in-
deed, very useful and obliging fo me when I was here; and you may

tell her, from me, that if she

is capable of undertaking the charge at

the time you leave it, I will promote her to the place of hdhsekeeper
at Thorpe-Combe. But as this will be great and quick preferment for
her, I shall expect in return that she shall conduct herself so as to
prove to me that she has my interest at heart. I am by no means a
caveless or indifferent observer of what passes round me, and par-
ticularly of servants, Mrs. Barnes ; and long before your year is out,
vou may depend upon it 1 shall be able myself to form a very goo

judgment as to whether your
as I should wish fo place in a

niece is likely to turn out such a seryant
situation of trust and confidence. You

may just saythis to her, if you please, and in the mean time 1 wish her
to have the sitnation of upper-housemaid, and desire she may be ready
to wait on any company I may have staying with me . . . . of course,
T don’t mean the Heafhcotes ; that set, as long as they stay, must be
expected, as there are so many of them, to take care o themselves.”
“(Oh dear, ma’am! That is the worst of the business,” said Mus.

PBarnes, shaking her head.
“ What do you mean, Barne

s? What is the worst of the business

demanded her young mistress, in some alarm, v
*Why, the strange servants, ma’am. I presume the major and his

lady will have a distingt, set like, of their own; and there is nothing
It for a housekeeper to manage smoothly

in the wide world so difficu
with as that.”

% No, no, my poor dear Barnes !” replied Sophia, greatly pleased by

A S T

this speech. **I would not, upon any account, have inflicted such an
unceasing torment on the valued old servant, and friend, I may say, -
of my dear departed uncle. Nothing should have induced me to do
it.  No, Barnes, you shall have no strange servants, who would he



THE WARD. 161

neither under your eontrol, nor out of it, to plagué and vex you from
morning to night. I took good eare of that when I gave the invitation.
4 will have no servants living here but my own.”

“Tndeed, ma’am, I am thankful to hear it,” replied the admiring
Mrs. Barnes, who, had she given her thoughts words, might have ex-
claimed,—

* How much more older art thou than thy looks!”

“Tf T have none but our own servants to manage, I am in no ways
afraid but what I shall give you satisfaction. 1It1s what I have done
before in this house, and it is what I may hope to do again. But we
shall have to look out, and about us, ma’am, to get what will be
needed for so large a family. Of course . . . . and I don’t mean to
object to it, for, by all rule, T shall have nothingto do with her . . . .
but of course Mrs. Heathcote will bring her own nurse ?”

“ Her children are not babies, Mrs. ‘Bames; there is no nurse in
the case; and when I tell you that I shall have no servants but my
own, 1 mean, as I always do, observe, literally and exactly what I say.”

“So much the better, ma’am. Ladies and gentlemen who are
really in earnest, are always the most easily understood, and the most
strictly obeyed.  And now, ma’am, will yoube &ﬂeaﬁed tolet me know
the number of female servants as you have made up your mind to find
necessary it 1o ;

“Tn settling this point, Mrs. Barnes,” replied Sophia, “you must
not forget what I have said to you relative to my present sitnation.
My dear lamented uncle’s property has been left to me, but I am not
yeb in possession of it. My income, when the property in the funds
shall be made the most of, will not, T flatter myself, faﬁ far short of
four thousand a year; but of this 1 have as yet but a part. Iwillnot,
if I can possibly avoid it, run in debt. Neither will I submit to pass
a whole year, during the gayest season of life, in constant mortification
and solitude. It requires some skill, Barnes, as a person of your
cleverness can easily see, to steer safe and well between these two
things ; particolarly for a person burdened as T am by a family that
in point of fact are in no way related to me, that is to say, except my
cousin Florence. Now you must see that f should be guilty of very
great folly, I might almost say wickedness, if T set off with the idea of
making these poor people fancy themselves rich and great for one year,
when I know that as soon as it is over they must go back agam to
their usual miserable mode of living, It wounld be treating them
cruelly, Mrs, Barnes, nothing short of it; and I am quite determined
to have no such sin upon my conscience. _As for that swk.ly boy whom
you may remember seeing here, my nardian, Sir Charles Temple, oub
of consideration for me, has taken him on charity, to try, L suppose
whether it will be pos_sii)le to get any sort of occupation for him ; an

erhaps it is a blessing, for which we ought to be very thankful to

vovidence, that he is not likely to live to trouble his benefactor long.

God knows I should be thaniful to hear he was no more, poor un-

fortunate boy ! Tt is quite impossible he should ever come to good,

for lie is decidedly the worst-disposed boy I ever heard of. As for his

. sister, poor thing, there is nothing to say against her; and it is to be
M
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hoped that her parents, that is her father, will be able to puf herin
the way to get Eer living honestly, before he dies, for then his half-
pay goes, and there will be nothing in the world leff for them to live
upon. Tt is a melancholy story, Barnes, is it not?”

%It is indeed, ma’am,” replied the good woman, who had listened
to her with great interest. “I am sure I had no notion they were so
bad off as that.”

Tt is but too true, Mrs. Barnes; and such being the case, I hold
it to be mﬁ duty to guard them all as much as possible from any
suffering that might arise from imprudently changing their habits of
life, during the time they are here. . ... . will now, Barnes, go with
you through the rooms. = My first object will naturally be to seleet
one that T shall find pleasant and comfortable for myself,—and then I
will pomt out to you the apartments which I shall wish to have kepi
nicely in order for company, and then we will see about rooms for
thosé poor Heathcotes. You lead the way, Barnes, and I will follow

oun.”

The housekeeper complied, firsh inquiring whether her mistress
wished to see what other staircases there were in the house, besides
the principal cne leading from the hall, Miss Martin Thorpe smiled,
as she remembered that she had availed herself of one of these to make
her way to and from Mr. Thorpe’s chamber, when she wished no eve
to see her, and was anxious to use her own, not only in studying the
important picture, but also in notm;gi accurately what cabinets, coffers,
or ofher receptacles might be lodgzed there likely to be used for the
safe preservation of any jewellery that might chance to be preserved
in the family. But though these recolfectiqns passed ¢ ingly
enough through her mind, she replied to the inquiry very gravely by
saying, “Yes, Barnes, I shall wish to become acquainted with every
part of my house.”

Mrs. Barnes, on this, led the way to the very staircase which her
young mistress had before discovered for herself.  This, ma’am,”

she said, “is a very convenient approach to the two beautiful rooms:

that my master always used for himself; and in case you should
happen to make choice of the same, 1 think you would like, perhaps,
to [flave it carpeted, and kept altogether for yourself, or any servant
that might just be coming to waif ch.m you, and nothing else.”

Miss_Martin Thorpe approved this idea extremely, and having a
pretty distinet recollection of the spacious bedroom and pretty ante-
room beside it, she walked forward with a rapid step; for a project
had oecurred to her, which she was'determined immediately to put
into execution. On entering the really noble room which the late
master of the mansion had appropriated to himself, and which was of
equal size with the drawing-room beneath i, its present mistress gave
no indication of ever having seen it before, nor did she make any
observation that could be construed info a (i
not. She looked around, as if merely examining its size, and that of
the room next it, and thensaid, * Are there any workmen at Hereford,
Mrs. Barnes, who might be trusted to fresh paper this room ?*

«Qh dear yes, ma’am, Lxcellent workmen of all sorts are to be
found in Hereford,” :

eclaration that she had -

i
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“1f T can, without much difficulty, get this room fitted up to my
fancy, I think it possible I may convert it to my own use,” said the
heiress, walking through it into the adjoining room, which had served
the late possessor for a dressing-room, but which was, in truth, much
too large and handsome a room for smch a purpose. Here Miss
Martin Thorpe lingered much longer than in the bedroom, though she
did not pass through that without indulging herself with a furtive
glance, and permitting herself a furtive siile, as she passed before the
important and well-remembered picture. At length, however, she had
given all the attention which she at that time intended to hestow on
either room, and followed the housekeeper through all the apartments
which had been occupied during the foregoing Christmas. Stopping,
at length, in the handsomest of them all, Mrs. Barnes said, “ This is
the room, ma’am, where Mrs. Heathcote and the major slept before.
Shall it be prepared for them again P* ;

“The whole of the rooms on this floor,” replied Miss Martin
Thorpe, with more of dignity than she had yet put on to her con-
fidential servant, “I intend to keep entirely for staying company. Let
us go upstairs, if you please.”

rs. Barnes moved on in silence, and Sophia mounted to the second
floor, which, like that of all old-fashioned country-houses, was low,
and in some parts having a sloping roof. She entered the first door
she came to, and looked about the room upon which it opened with
considerable interest. &

“él‘his is a -very good room, Barnes; an e¢xcellent room, upon my
word.”

“Yes, ma'am,” replied the housekeeper, “only it smokes so un-
accountable bad, that we have never been able to make uss of it,
except indeed during the summer, years and years ago, when Mr.
Cornelius Thorpe, my master’s son, used to bring us home such a
many of his out-standing friends and acquaintanece sometimes, that we
were glad to have such aroom as this to put’emin. But the furniture
then was fresh, and pretty-looking enough, and that made a great
difference.”

““ The impossibility of having a fire can be of no consequencs, Barnes,
to persons who never accustom themselves to sleep with fire in their
TOOmS. . . . . I never knew the Heathcotes have a fire in their bed-
rooms since I have been with them, and this apartment appears to me
exactly suited for them, It is large, and has every appearance, I am
sure, of being exceedingly comforfable. You can find, somewhere or
other, I dare say, a bit or two of carpet to put round the bed; and
you may put in a second washing-stand, if you will.”

. This speech was listened to with an_air that said a good deal; and
if Miss Martin Thorpe had happened to think it worth her while to
study the countenance of der housckeeper, she might have learnt that
not even absolute power can safely set propriety at defiance. But
she had no time to study her countenance, being engaged in looking
from a window thet commanded a part of the grqumfs ‘which she had
never seen before; the back part of the house, in which this apart-
ment was situated’, being ﬂanllzed by a thick plantation, which in the
winter season was by no means ten:épti.ng as a walk, but which now,
M
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with the full morning sun shining upon it, looked strikingly picturesque
and pretty, and the more so, from having a small lodge-like dwelling,
covered with ivy and sundry lighter creeping plants, in the midst

of 1t.

“ What house is that, Barnes?” demanded Sophia, looking at it
with the pleased eyes of conscious ownership. Who lives in it ?
Tt is one of the prettiest things I ever saw in my life. It can’t be
one of the lodges, for they are more than a quarter of a mile from the
house, if I mistake not.”

 Oh dear no, ma’am, that’s no lodge,” replied Mrs. Barnes. “ It
is but a small house, but it’s a deal larger than any lodge.”

“* Does anybody live in it £

“ Yes, ma'am, an old man called Arthur Giles has lived in it for
years.”

* But what in the world was it built for, so close to the mansion-
house? It must be a part of the property ?*

“ Oh! dear yes, ma’am, it is part of the property,” said Mrs. Barnes
with great decision, but without adding another word.

“ (Clan you not explain to me, Mrs, Barnes, something about it P
said her mistress. It seems very strange to me to see a beautiful
little place like that, stuck close behind the great house, as if it were
2 baby-house to please the children with.”

Mrs. Barnes said not a word in reply. Iler loguacity scemed to
have come altogether to an end.

“Who was it that built it, Mrs. Barnes?” demanded Sophia:
“ was it Mr. Thorpe £

“ Yes, ma’am.” 2

“ Why did he build it? Do you know ?*

“ He built it, ma’am, for a poor relation of his wife, my late dear
misiress. It was very beautifully fitted up then.”

Had the faculties of Miss Martin Thorpe been at all at leisure,
they would probably have enabled her to perceive a little causticity
in this short reply, and the accent in whic]{) it was spoken; but they
were not. Ier attention was wholly occupied in accurately examining
this newly-discovered piece of property, and her next words were
SRR “ And pray who may Arthur Giles be? and what rent does he

a‘ Is »
¥ Arthur Giles, ma’am, was the favourite servant of my young
master, before he went away, and he does not pay any rent af all.”

“ And why, Barnes, did my uncle put him i such a place as that
to live, instead of keeping hinmi in the dwelling-house with the other
servants P

 Arthur Giles, ma’am, was the most famous groom and rider in
all these parts; and my master used to let him break the young
horses that was bred on the place, from the Arab pair that he brought
with him from Spain. He broke his right arm ma’am, in doing some
unaccountable rash thing to please Mr. Cornelius; and it was forced
to be_cut off, leaving him a useless cngpie for the rest of his life.
Mr, Cornelius almost lost his senses about it, because it was alto-

ether his own doing, and spite of all his faults he was both kind-
earted and generous ; and as my mistress’s old aunt died just about
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the same time, nothing would satisfy our young gentleman but
putting Arthur Giles and his wife to live in that house . . . . and
there ﬁley have bided ever since.”

 And, for goodness’ sake, what do they live upon? A strange
wild scheme it seems to have been, I must say,” said the young lady.

“ His living, ma’am, was rovided for, when the house was given
him. The estate is cﬁarge with one hundred pounds a year clear
for their use and benefit, as long as either of them shall remain
alive,” replied the housckeei:er, concisely.

;‘(\iils]f Martin Thorpe coloured. “ How old are these people #*
said she.

“ I cannot justly say their exact age, ma’am. They are very hale
and hearty, both og them,” replied Mrs. Barnes.

“ Bhow me the other rooms,” said her mistress, turning from the
window.

Mrs. Barnes obeyed in silence, conducting the young lady from
room to room over the whole floor. A wide range of buildings, sur-

rounding the stableyard, contained sleeping-rooms suflicient for the
men-servants of a large family ; but those for the females (excepting
Mus. Barnes’ own apartment, which was on the ground-floor) were
all in this part of the house: and on arriving at the first of these, the
housekeeper made a dead stop before the door, and said very demurely,
—* This is the sleeping-room of the kitchen-maid: do you wish to
see it, ma’am

There was a little shade of sauciness, or rather satire in the accent
with which this was said, which probably would not have been
indulged in if Mrs. Barnes had not possessed an income of equal
amount, and equally well secured as that of Mr. Arthur Giles; but
nevertheless it did not sufficiently approach the impertinent to call
for any immediate notice, and Miss Martin Thorpe walked on, saying,
“ No, Mrs. Barnes, there is no oceasion to take me into the servants’
rooms. I presume that they are such rooms as ought to be appro-
priated to them, and that they are kept in decent order. 'Where £oes
mny own maid sleep ?

“ At the top of a little staircase leading straight up from the side
passage that was by what was my master’s room. It was the room
in which the lady’s-maid slept in Mrs. Thorpe’s time, and seems as if
1t was made so handy and convenient on purpose.”

““ No doubt of it. The arrangement is a very good one.” These
words seemed to have broken the silence which had succeeded the
heiress’s somewhat loquaciouns dissertations on the various rooms of
her mansion, previous to her visit to the one she had assigned for the
use of Major and Mrs. Heathcote. Her talkative vein appeared now
to return upon her, and she said, ““ Let us return, Barnes, to those
nice pleasant rooms on hoth sides the first passage we _got into on
coming upstairs ; those, I mean, that are close by Mrs. Hedtheote’s
room.”

“ Mrs. Heathcote’s room, ma’am? The one she slept in af
Christmas P 5

Miss Martin Thorpe knitted her brows. “ No, Mrs, Barnes; the
one that 1 told you she was to sleep in now,”
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Mrs. Barnes said no more, but silently preceded her mistress to the
locality she had indicated, and threw open successively the three
doors nearest that of Mrs. Heathcote’s predestined chamber, viz. the
one to the right, the one to the left, and the one opposite. Sophia
cntered them all in rotation. © Delightful rooms, I am sure, all of
them,” she said. “ It certainly is an excellent house. About the
three girls that are going to school, I don’t think it necessary to
scttle anything at present . . . . Perhaps . . . . bufit istime enough
to talk about that when the time eomes. . . . . But here is a most
pleasant room, with a straight ceiling, and two pretty windows with
the most heautiful view, without comparison, in the whole liouse. I
think, Mrs. Barnes, that I must give this charming room to m
cousin Florence: but it is larger than any one person ecan want, an
therefore I will have the bed from the next room brought in here
and put into that corner for the two little boys. They eﬁways slept
in the same bed together at Clevelands. If will be a great con-
venience to have their half-sister in the same room with them, for she
has always been accustomed to make herself useful at home, and I
Imow that she will like to on doing the same here. And it is
quite right and proper she should, poor thing! for there is nothing
in the world so cruel as making young people, who must get their
ovwn bread in the end, fancy themselves too fine to work. See that
the bed is moved, Barnes, and whatever washing-things put in, that
you think necessary ; but nothing very costly of course, because you
know there is no answering for children. However, there will be a
great deal to do, I dare say, in different ways, so_you need not hurry
about it ; they will not be coming directly, for 1 certainly shall not
have them in the house till the workmen are out of it.

Miss Martin Thorpe thien left the room, and descended the stairs
which brought her to the door of that apartment, the first visit
to which had been so highly advantageous to her style of hair-
dressing.

She again entered, and again examined it attentively. T have

uite made up my mind to occupy these two rooms myself, Barnes,”
ghe said ; “ but they must, of course, be newly fitted up. What is

the distance to the nearest place where I can get post-horses 2
“ About a mile and a half, ma’am, on the HereFord road,” was the

veply. -~ .

2‘l'rl‘hen let William ~immediately take the horse that I know
Mr. Thorpe used to employ for errands, and order a pair of post-
horses for me, to be here as soon as possible. I will zl)rive over to
Hereford before dinner.” e

% Shall 1 take your orders ahout dinner, now, ma’am, or return
after | have sent off the groom £ inquired the housekeeper.,

“ By all means send for the horses first. I wish to set off with as
little delay as may be.”

When her messenger returned, she found the heivess reckoning the
number of breadths m the Brussels earpet which covered the drawing-
room ; the a]iartment ahove it, being the same size, would require as
many, and the calculation was one of some anxiety, But on the
arrival of the housekeeper it was suspended., .
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 You are come about dinner, Barnes P

“ Yes, ma’am.”

“ Do you remember the carrot-soup we used to have at Christmas P*

“ Yes, ma’am.”

“You may let me have a little of that, every day, till further
orders.”

“ Yes, ma’am.” :

“ 8o far the dialogue proceeded without any difficulty, but Sophia
found it necessary to reflect for a moment hefore she went on.

 Have you any game in the house, Barnes ?”” she said at length.

“ No, ma’am,” was the unsatisfactory reply.

“ How is that? You have known of my intended arrival for this
fofrtnigh% past. How came you not to think of getting in a provision
of game F” ;

“ T have no means of procuring it, at present, ma’am.”

“Why so? We had game in the greatest abundance when we
were here at Christmas—three times a day, I remember; I remarked
it particularly. What is the reason you cannot get it now? The
season is not over.”

 No, ma’am, the season isn’t over; but Sir Charles Temple has
left the country, and all our game came from him.”

“ But, surely, with all the fine woods that we have about the place,
I.‘helje ;nust be plenty of game, without going to Sir Charles Temple

or it P*

% Oh, dear! yes, ma’am, the woods are full; but Sir Charles
Temple is lord of the manor.” i

Miss Martin Thorpe coloured. “ Dear me! js there no richt of
shooting here ? that is very disagreeable. I suppose that Sir Charles
Temple will not objeet to my people shooting for my own table.”

1 can’t say, I'm sure, ma’am,” replied the housekeeper, with an
air of greater indifference than hecame her station in the household.
“ But %rdon’t believe that Sir Charles, when he is abroad, interferes

at all. The gamekeeper manages the whole business.”

* “Then the gamekeeper must be sent to, Barnes: of course, he
will be permitted to supply me 2

“ No doubt about it ma’am,” replied Barnes, readily; “ he sells
the game to all the families round about it. Temple is counted the
finest manor and the best preserved in the whole county.”

“ Sells it ** replied Sophia, again knitting her brows.

“ Yes, ma’am ; the keeper cilspuses of a vast quantity; enough, as
they say, to pay all the expenses of keepers, dogs, and all the rest °

}t » ]

_“ Then, if there is no game, you may get me what you will, pro-
vided it is nice. I eat very little, that is, I want very few dishes on
the table; but T am very particular about having nothing but the
nicest things, dressed in the nicest manmer, and with Tittle nice
things, such as mushrooms, you know, Mrs. Barnes, and the like, for
stews and sauces. In short, in a small way, 1 want to have my
dinners as nearly as possible like what we had here last Christmas,

. I was perfectly satisfied then, and I have only to desire that ﬁrnu will
g0 on in the same manner, remembering, of course, that however
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excellent it may be in quality, the quantity for one person must com-
paratively be very little.” ; ;

“ That is quite true, ma’am,” replied Mrs. Barnes, doing her very
best to look solemn and respectful; “ but of course, ma’am, you
know that those sort of dinners, or only a small part of them, require
to have the house thoroughly well supplied with all things needful for
a good family ; and L could not take the Liberty of domg that till I
had received orders.”

“ Then pray wait no longer; you have now my orders to get every-
thing necessary for my having a perfectly nice dinner every day.”

‘I‘)When we were preparing for the party at Christmas, ma’am,”
said the housekeeper, rather maliciously, “ my master sent the list
that I made out to Fordham’s. Is it your pleasure that the same thing
should be done now ?*

“ Fordham ? . . . . does he live at Hereford? Perhaps I could call

“there to-day.”

“ No, ma’am,” replied the old woman, pursing up her mouth;
“ Mr. Fordham does not live at Hereford, but in Picea ily.”

“ And pray what sort of things does he sell?” ;

“ Potted meats, dried meats, hams, tongues, paféds, consommds,
sances, glazes, fruits dried, preserved, and 1n jeily, truflles, caviare,
laver, pickles . . . . oh, dear me, ma’am! these and a thousand other
things besides, that 1t is quite impossible to think over all of a
minute,” replied the housekeeper, absolutely out of breath.

“ 'Well, we must see about it,” replied her mistress, a little alarmed.
“ But, at any rate, let me have some luncheon now, and a nice little
dinner when I return from my drive, if it is nothing more than a roast
chicken and bread sauce, a nice tart, with some eream, a very small
dish of stewed cheese, with a little salad, and some trifle of dessert,

preserved ginger making part of it. And it is as well to say at once,
Eiames, that I shall never wish to dine, when I am alone, without
having some preserved ginger. I eat it whenever I can, because it
agrees so particularly well with me.”

“T’ll do thebest Ican, ma’am,” returned Mrs. Barnes; “but the ginger
you had yesterday was alittle left from what was sent in at Christmas,
and I doubt if there is as much more of it remaining in the f'a.r.“

The looks of the heiress were in a trifling degree overclouded at
hearing this, and for a moment she was silent; but just as Mrs.
Barnes turned to leave the room, she said, in rather a sharper and
more decided tone than usual, * Then, in that case, Barnes, you had
better make out your list for this Fordham at once. It would be
exceedingly absurd, with my fortune, to deny myself what I know so
particularly agrees with my health; but in making the list, you must
remember that it is only when I dine entirely alone, or else with quite
a show-off party (which I shall have very seldom at present), that I
shall use tﬁose very costly things; so you will not write at first for
a great deal.” : o7

* Very well, ma'am,” said the admmng& housekeeper, and closed
the door behind her, leaving the young lady greatly in a humour to
meditate upon the advantages of joining the manor of Temple to the
acres of Thorpe-Combe,
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CHAPTER XVIII.

Frox the drawing-room Mrs. Barnes retired to her own parlour,
and before she set about any of the important business coniided to
her, she thought it not a sin to indulge in a little confidential conver-
sation with her niece Nanecy.

“T have done a deal of business and listened to a deal of talk since
we parted at breakfast, girl,” she began; “ but whether I shall be
able to hold by what I have promised, or whether you will be willing
to thank me for the preferment I have gob for you, I don’t feel quite
s0 sure as I did an hour or two agone.” :

X What preferment, aunt?” inquired the girl, eagerly. * Sheis
not going to send away the lady’s-maid, is she ?”

“ No, Nancy—no, that’s not it. As the business now is between
us, I stands engaged to continue housekeeper at Thorpe-Combe till
such time as she comes to be of age; and you are to bide here the
while as upper-housemaid, and to wait upon any staying ladies that
mayn’t happen to have their own maids; and when I go, you are to
step into my shoes as housekeeper, I, of course, agreeing to put you
in the way of knowing what’s what in that capacity.” ¢

“ My goodness, aunt ! I don’t ask for nothing better,” replied the
young woman, with every appearance of being greatly delighted.
* That’s no bad morning’s work, at any rate ; and I can’t see, for the
life of me, why you ain’t contented with it.”

“1 dare say you can’t; and I don’t know how you should. And
for anything fean tell, Nanecy, you may take the place, and keep it
till you better yourself with a husband. = You haven’t been spoilt like
me, girl, by living with real gentlefolks, years enough to teach me
what the difference is between serving a true gentleman, like my old
master, and doing the will of a dirty little, sefﬁsh, set-up nmushroom
like this. God forgive me, Nancy ! but I know I shall hate her like

oison. . .. . There’s enough to do, I can tell you; and I can’t stay

ere, just at this minute, going thruugf1 the whole history—and saying
all she said, and looking all she looked. 'What on earth could my poor
old master see in her to make him fancy her before them sweet,
pretty, young creatures, the two Heathcotes. *Tis unaccountable!*
said ﬁrs. Barnes.

“ It is not that unaccountable neither, aunt,” replied Naney, smiling.
“The old gentleman was taken by her locking so like his son,”

“ She is not like his son, Nancy, no more than she’s like you;
excepting the way she took to of curling up her stiff hair and putting
the collar round her neck; and all that, I take it, master taught her
himself out of the picture, for it was piain 1o see it was that picture
as was her Jooking-glass.”

5 Very likely,” said Nancy, not choosing to inform her very pune-
tilious relative that she had taken the liberty of leading the young
lady into her uncle’s bedroom. © But at any rate, she certainly did
hoi like the picture.” |
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“ But she couldn’t, for the life of her, look like him, though,” said
the old woman ; © for with all his faults, and Heaven knows he
enough and to s_&ram,—but with all his faults, he was kind-hearted
and generous. ilful, God knows! and more unable to bear reproof
than a raw post-horse to hear the whip; but he hadn’t her cunning,
covetous look, anyhow. Mad as he made us, one and all, by plaguing
our good master as he did, there wasn’t one in the house that wouldn’t
have fled for him or bled for him. But, Lord love you! Nanecy,
when you come to know this old young woman a little better, you'll
see whether she’s like such a off-hand, harem.skarem as Mr. Corne-
lins. Cateh her at getting into a scrape for the sake of a frolic! or
faney him packing up his relations in a garret, Hiust because they
warn’t so rich and weﬁ-to-do as himself! T will tell you what, Nancy
Barnes, if I was as young as you, and had got my way to make in the
world as you have, I won’t say but what I think I should take her
place, and keep it all the easier, perhaps, for happening to have wit
enough to find out what sort_of stuff she was made of, But inde-
Pendent, and above the world, as I now am, I'd throw the keys in
her face and be off, rather than demean myself by serving such a
grudging, selfish curmudgeon of a i'rl, if it wasn’t a faney 1've taken
fo them poor Heatheotes. I think that, spite of young madam and
all her cleverness, I may make them more comfortable than they
would be without me; and I should be able to do it fearlesslike,
because, if she found me out, I just snap my fingers at her, and wish
her gooc’l morning.”

« Anyhow, aunt, I do hope you’ll manage to stop till I'm sure of
coming after you, for I should like to be ﬁousekeeper at the Combe
befora I was counting my full six-and-twenty. It would make all the
people stare s0.”

“Well, Nancy, I have done my part towards it, and T'll stand it ;
garrets, little boys’ washing, ginger sweetmeat, and all—if she don’t
come too sharp over me.”

i # * # ® #*
Whatever else Miss Martin Thorpe might be, she was not an idle
young woman; and considering that in all she did she had a very
strong averseness to spending more money than was absolutely neces-
sary (excepting indeed where her own personal indulgences were
particularly concerned) ; considering this, it was quite astonishing 1o
see how rapidly she made all the arrangements necessary for the
manner of living she had sketched out for herself,

Without the loss of a single day, workmen were sent info the
Touse to prepare the apartments she intended for her own especial
use. Sophia had seen something of luxury among some few extrava-
gant people in whese neighbour ood her parents had lived and died ;
and she lxi)kcd it well enongh to have a very tolerably clear notion how
to set about making herself comfortable. The great room, in which
Mr. Thorpe had slept, was soon converted into a gay-looking hand-
some sitting-room, upon the door of which she determined to set a
solemn seal, never to be ;emnved without her especial permission.
The smaller room next to it was fitted up with every possible atten-
tion to comfort as her bedroom; and on this gceasion no expense
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was spared to obtain exactly the thing she wished, and obtain it
3uickly. The ecarpenters, painters, and upholsterers of Hereford,

elichted to perceive the active spirit of improvement so promptly
set to work upon the Jong-untouched mansion, were careful not to
check it by any dilatoriness on their parts; and the work went on
with such rapidity, that the two rooms were ready to be occupied in
their metamorphosed state within six weeks after the metamorphosis
began. But rapidly as Miss Martin Thorpe, and the ministers she
employed, proceeded in what they were about, the time seemed rather
mysteriously long to the Heathcote family; and after in vain awaiting
for three weeks the promised summons f‘["om his ward, Major Heath-
cote thought it advisable to address her with an inquiry as to whether
she had changed her plans respecting them. The return of the post
brought him the following reply :—

“DrAr Sir,—

“T am sorry that you should feel disappointed at not having
heard from me. I have lost no time since my arrival at the Combe
in doing what I felt necessary in repairs and alterafions, so as to
render the house capable of accommodating all who are to be lodged
init, The distance at which some of my most agreeable neighbours
reside renders it necessary that I should have many spare bedrooms,
and this consideration of course adds to the difficnlty. A few weeks,

wever, will, 1 hope, be sufficient to finish what I shull think it
necessary to fio, and I will not fail to let you know when I am ready
to receive you and your family. Meanwhile, I must beg to observe
that it will be particularly convenient to me if you can immediately
settle your three daughters at the school you spoke of. Their coming
here just at present wonld unsettle all my arrangements very dis-
agrecably, and therefore I cannot for a moment doubt that what you
have so wisely determined to do you will do at omee. I beg to be
kindly remembered to all your civele, and I am, dear sir, sinceraly
yours,—

“ BormTA MarTiN THORPE.”

The whole family, excepting those who were at a distance, and the
two little boys in the nursery, heard this letter read aloud. They
looked at each other a little, and then the majorsaid . ... “Iam
afraid, Poppsy, that she is laying out a great deal of money in pre-
paring for us.  Young people who have not been much used to the
management of money, make sad blunders before they, find out
how far it will go. I had no notion she meant to do anything to the
house. It seemed to me large enough for us all, and a dozen more.”

“Not if the young lady looks forward to having such a vast deal of

staying eompany,” replied Mrs. Heatheote. , . . . “ But what non-
sense that is,” she added. “ Where is she to get company from P
‘We never saw a single soul while we were there. . . . . And T must

say that I do take it very ill-natured of her not letting the poor dear
girls have a sight of the place hefore they go to school, They had so
set their young hearts upon it.”

~ “Oh, never mind that, mamma!” said the eldest of the three,
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who had a large portion of the family good-humour. , . . . We shall
see it at the thdﬂys, you know . . . . and the going to school is
Eleasure and novelty enough for one bout. T declare I think it will

e better to divide the two journeys into two different times of the
year. And everything may be quite ready, you know, for our going
to school just the same as for going to Thorpe-Combe.”

“That’s true, dear, and you are a dear good girl for saying it,”
said Mrs. Heathcote. . . , . “But do tell me, Florence, are you
not a good deal surprised at your cousin’s taiking in this extra-
vagant style, about altering her house and having such quantities of
company £

“I don’t think that my cousin Sophy will ever be extravagant,
mamma,” replied Florence, with a merry smile. ““And I never
should have guessed it either, from anything I have ever seen of her
. . . . but yet this letter locks as if she was intending to set off in
fine style.”

“ And she has a very fine fortune, my dear, to support it,” said
Major Heatheote. ‘I am chiefly vexed that she sﬁouid think it
necessary to put herself to any extra exgense ahout preparing for us.
I am sure we were exceedingly well lodged at Christmas, and could
not wish for anything better, if we had to continue for years. Itisa
great pity that she should think of spending money in preparing
rooms for us. . . . . But as for the dear girls’ going to school a week
or two sooner, it would be childish to make any objection. Tﬁ
Misses Western will be ready for them at a day’s notice, and it w1
save a good deal of travelling backwards and forwards.”

In short, “The Heathcotes” again Provcd upon this oceasion, that
they were by no means difficult people to manage, a fact which it is
highly probable Miss Martin Thorpe had ascertained hbefore she con-
sented to pass her minority under their protection.

The young heiress, meanwhile, was taking measures to make if
known in the neighbourhood of Thorpe-Combe that she was by no
means averse to society. Mr. Westley, the lawyer, with whom she
had, of necessity, repeated interviews, was enabled to state this from
the very best authority ; and Mr. Bentall, the apothecary, who was
called in to prescribe for a trifling attack of indigestion, left her pre-
sence equal-ﬂr capable of circulating this important fact, To both
these gentlemen, as well as to the clergyman of the parish, and his
obliging wife, who of course had waited upon her immediately,
Sophia talked much of the kindness of both her guardians m
permitting her immediately to occupy her own house, in consideration
of the shortness of her minority. She mentioned also the obliging-
ness of Major and Mrs. Heathcote in having consented to become
her guests, with their whole family, till she should be of age. It
somehow or other happened, aceidentally of course, that not one of
these personages were left in ignorance as to the nature of the
engagement she had entered info with her guardian, namely, that she
had positively refused to permit their remaining with her otherwise
than as honoured guests beneath her hospitable roof,

Tt can hardly be doubted that such accounts as these professionally
communicative persons were thus enabled to spread, produced the
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desired effect. . . . . Tn fact, before Miss Martin Thorpe had dis-

played her crape and bombasin in “ church and market ™ for a month,

most of the families in her immediate neighbourhood had called upon

her. She was not perhaps calculated to make a very vehement im-
ression at first sight, but the general impression was decidedly in her
avour, as a neighbour who wished to be sociable,

Mr, Westley, the lawyer, thought she would live to make an ex.
cellent woman of business. Mr. Bentall, the apothecary, said she
was just the sort of person to hecome a blessing to the neighbour-
hood, perfectlf' affable, and certainly inclined a little to dyspepsia.
Mr. Ogleby, the clergyman, declared himself exceedingly well pleased
with his new parishioner; and the ladies of all three spoke in terms
of high admiration of her style of mourning, so perfeetly lady-like,
rich, and not fantastical in any way, and as deep as if 1t had been
for her father; a sort of respectfulness that showed an excellent
turn of mind in one so young. Their daughters hoped she would
give parties, for she was so civil and quiet-looking that they shonld
never be afraid of her giving lierself airs, though she #as such a great
fortune. Nor was there less of unanimity in the judgment passed by
their sons ; all of them being of opinion that she would be a capital *
good cateh for some one, and that, with four thousand a year, people
wouldn’t be particular about her complexion,

Sophia herself was in as good humour with her new acquaintance
%the were with her. She had no propensity whatever to quizzing;

d when people displeased her, her feelings were of a kind rather to
place her in the class which it has pleased “the great moralist” to
say “he liked,” than among those who suffer their antipathies to
evaporate in a jest. What she sought was the gratification of a
vulgar sort of pride, which was essentla]lg’ a part of herself, but
which hitherto had been crushed and chained down by circumstances,
too overpowering to leave the passion place to show itself, yet not of
a nature to smother it outright. .. .. And now, like a plant that
during the long winter has shown no sign of life, but puts forth
vigorous shoots at the first warm breath of the fostering spring, it
sprouted and flourished, and reared its head on high, with a vigorous
strength that seemed almost to laugh at heaven ifself. Under the
influence of such a feeling as this, it will be easily understood by
those who love to study shades of character, that the highly-born,
and all who in any way were decidedly her superiors in station,
were less valuable to her than such as she knew were gazing upon
her greatness with admiration, and almost with wonder. Persons
tinctured with the species of pride which beset Miss Martin Thorpe,
are often exceedingly condescending; and if they spoke sincerely,
would, one and all (provided the thought were skilfully brought down
to earthly littleness), be ready to exclaim—

“f Better to rule in Hell than serve in Heaven.””

OFf all the neighbours who had yet visited her, she decidedly gave
the preference to an old lady, her son and daughter, who all lived
together in an old-fashioned house, upon the income of a small free-
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hold estate, which had the dignity of being long-descended, but the
disadvantage of being hardly sufficient to maintain them. The old
lady, being near eighty, was pretty well tors de combat; but the son
and daughter, the former, aged forty, and the latter, thirty-six, made
themselves agreeable, in a_variety of ways, to the young heiress,
Their approaches at first, however, were made with the slow and
solemn step that indicates profonnd respect. Never before had
Sophia been addressed as a being superior to all who surrounded her
—never, till. Miss Brandenberry mentioned the circumstance to
her, had she been aware of the peeuliar charm of her voiee and
manner, or of the extraordinary influence she produced on all who
approached her, by the tranquil dignity of every movement and of
every word. :

Miss Brandenberry and her brother were the first visitors she
received in her own private sitting-room ; and it was there, too, that,
for the first time, she learned to understand the charm which all her
individual peeuliarities communicated to everything which in any
degree proceeded from herself.

“Could you not have said, Richard, if you had been brought into
this room ~ blindfold, and knew not in what house or in_ what
county it was situated, could you not have said, Richard, that it
ﬁlust]f]g?\,ra been conceived and arranged by Miss Martin Thorpe

erself
I could have sworn it 1 replied Mr. Brandenberry, with a slight

sigh. ‘

“Tt is so like her! . . .. That mouse-coloured paper, with the
delicate pink flowers upon it, and the chintz so elegantly to match !
. .. . It all reminds one of her in a way I cannot describe.” Y

“ You need not describe it, Margaret; the feeling describes itself,”
rejoined Mr. Brandenherry. And this time he appeared to be very
strongly affected by the remark; for he left his chair, though it had
the advantage of being exactly opposite to Miss Martin Thorpe, and
walked to the window, blowing his nose when he got there, in the way
people do blow their noses when they have some very strong emotion
to get rid of,

“Do you sit much in this sweet room ?” said Mr. Brandenberry,
gently returning to his place, but moving his chair so as to sit beside
the young lady, instead of in fromt of her, Are many of your soli-
{ary hours passed in this Elysium of your own creation?”

The effect of this question was congsidprahiﬁ inereased by Mr.
Brandenberry’s fixing his large, languishing, heavy grey eyes so
earnestly on’ Miss Martin Thorpe’s small black ones, that, as she
never had had anything of the same sort happen to her before, she
felt * quite odd,” as she would have herself expressed it, and actually
turned away, and looked down, as she replied,  Oh, dear, yes! . . . .
I quite live here.”

‘With an eager movement, Mr. Brandenberry now started up, and
flew to the windows. “Margaret!” he exclaimed, ““must not those
be the very windows we see from the leads of the Terrace summer-
house? I am almost certain of it. How very singular !”’

“Why is it singular, Mr, Brandenberry £ said Sophia, with a smile,
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“Why? .Y .. Good Heaven!. ... I heg your pardon, Miss

Martin Thorpe, you must forgive me. . . . . But it is so impossible.
. . . . That 1s, I mean, it is so difficult—" ) i
“Well then, do be quiet, Richard,” said his sister, appearing
rather anxiously to interrupt him; “what is difficult is_generally
dangerons. I don’t know what is come to you. . ... I believe,
Miss Martin Thorpe,” continued Miss Brandenberry, playfully, *“that
my brother is going to twrn poet. e is decidedly growing absent
and faneiful.” ik
“Are the symptoms quite new to him?” returned Sophia, in the
same tone. ; Kl
“ Perfectly. I never saw anything of the kind in him till within
the last few weeks. . . . . But when T can get hold of a page, you
may depend upon it I will bring it to you. As it will be a fivst
beginning, however, we must be merciful in our criticisms.”

“ Are you a merciful critic, Miss Martin Thorpe? . . . . ora hard
and cruel one?” said Mr, Brandenberry, again ordering his eyes
upon duty.

“1 suppose that would depend upon the sort of poetry,” said
Sophia, again logking away from him. ;
“Your grounds appear to be excessively beautiful, Miss Martin
Thorpe,” said the cautious sister, interposing very judiciously. “ My
brother and I were too young to know much about the late M,
Thorpe’s family, during the time that they were in the habit of visit-
ing in the nei hbourhood. My poor father, indeed, was the most
infimate friend, I believe, that Mr. Thorpe had, when he first came
to reside here for good, after returning from his embassy to Madrid.
My poor father was such a genealogist! You know people always
care particularly for what they are remarkable for themselves; and
there was nothing that my poor dear father loved so much as talking
about old long-descended families and their pedigrees. And your
late uncle had so many delightful Spanish stories, about the old pedi-
ees of that country ! But Richard was quite & little boy then, and I
elievé I was hardly born, so that we can hardly remember the happy
time of this delightful intimacy. . . . And therefore, dear Miss Martin
Thorpe, I am going to ask you the greatest of all possible favours.
¥ brother and I are passionately fond of rambling in woods and
shrubberies, and your late uncle lived, at last, in so retired a manner
that we never ventured to intrude by coming into the grounds, and
what I want you to grant, is the permission for my brother and me to
walk sometimes in your woods. There is a little gate, you know, that
opens upon a cross road, that runs behind Broad Grange, and if you
would have the excessive kindness and condescension to let us have a
key made for that gate, I declare you would make me the happiest
creature alive.” i
“1 do not know what gate you speak of,” said the cautious Sophia,
hesitatingly.
“Ts it possible |” eried Mr, Brandenberry, waiving the business-like
fggc of the transaction, and coming to the sentimental. **Is it possible,
s Martin Thorpe, that you have never rambled through your own
beautiful woods as far as the gate that opens upon Mill fane Ll

oS
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“No, indeed, I have never yet walked in the woods af all: T have
been so very busy sinee I eame to the place. But I will certainly
walk to see the gate you mention. I mean to know everything about
the premises, by degrees.” :

“(QOh, Margaret! fancy,—just fancy the delight of showing Miss
Martin Thorpe the cataract for the first time! . . . . Will you, oh
will you let me—let us, I mean, be your guides when you walk to
that gate P A

Sophia had a very decided preference for poking about her proIl}]irt
by herself, when examining 1t for the first time; and what she 1i eﬁ
hest to do, that, as her cousin Algernon had observed, it was most
likely she would do. Nevertheless, she did not feel at all disposed to
be churlish to her neighbours at Broad Grange, and therefore replied,

“ When the spring is a little farther advanced, I should like such
a walk very much; but I cannot bear mud.”

““Oh, heavens! no . . . . mud! God forbid I should hethe means
of bringing those fairy feet in contact with such a horror! , . . . But,
Margaret ! . . . . you love pictures—ecannot you imagine the effect of
such a light, sylph-like form as that, glancing through the umbrageous
solitudes of Thorpe-Combe woods ?

“Can I not?” returned his sister, shaking her head . ... “It
i vci-y droll, Richard! But it is exactly what I was thinking of
myselt.”

“No? . ... But where is the wonder 7

Mr. Brandenberry then turned the conversation upon the subject
of the county balls. He perceived that the « key”%lad not taken,
exactly . . . . and the mention of mud had rather damped his courage
in the woodland line. It is probable that in alluding to a ball-room,
his thoughts were wandering towards quadrilles, hand-squeezings,
and #éfe-a-téte strugeles to get into tea-rooms. But these were not
the images which it suggested to Sophia. She had not before heard
any mention made of these Hereford balls, and it immediately struck
her, that she should like nothing better than showing herself off there,
as the heiress of Thorpe-Combe. She therefore replied in a more
animated tone of voice than was quite usual to her, that as soon as
her guardian and Mrs. Heathcote were there to chaperon her, she
slmufd certainly go.

This subject, naturally enough, led the conversation to the neigh-
bourhood ; and the different families who patronized these festivities
were described at some length by the animated brother and sister.
The general tone of their observations, or, as it were, the setting of
the various gems of satiric wit which sparkled through their discourse,
was that of the most candid liberality. “ Certainly, it is an excellent
neighbourhood on the whole,”—*amiable, good people,”—so muc
friendly feeling,”—* and, really, a considerable sprinkling of talent.”
But the monotony of praise so general was soon relieved by a few
remarks of a more personal and individual character; and, at the end
of an immoderately long visit, it was not the fault of Mr. and Miss
‘Brandenberry if the heiress was not left with the conviction, that the
neighbourhood was quite good enough to make it answer to visit
them and give them parties; but that, although there was a good
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deal of wealth among them, there was hardly a family in the count
except, indeed, the Brandenberrys themselves, whose ancestry couﬁi
strictly bear examination. '

It would be attributing an almost nnnatural degree of shrewdness
to a girl of twenty, brou, sh up, too, for the most part in great retire-
ment, if it were assertef that all this information was taken at its
exact worth by Sophia. But though, strictly speaking, this could
hardly be the case, it was more nearly so than would be likely to
happen half a dozen times out of a hunc{red. Norwas the admiration
for herself, so frankly expressed by the brother and sister, the part
least c]earfy understood. Rarely was her estate, or her house, or her
ﬁ][ate, or her funded property, long absent from the mind of Sophia

artin Thorpe ; and though she certainly saw nothing impossible, or

' even very surprising, in & gentleman’s falling in love with her; and

though she knew particularly well that she had a small hand, a very
little foot, and hair that curled naturally, she still thought that it was
most likely Mr. Brandenberry was hoping to catch the heiress. But
she had no objection to this in any way ; she did not think at all the
worse of him for considering the acquisition of property as the first
object in life,—and complacently remembered that she was not oblized
to accept him, or anybody else, merely because they offered to her;
no, not even if they really did fall in love with her, while thinking
chiefly of her fortune . ... It was their business to take care of
themselves, and her business to take care of herself; and she was
determined never_to quarrel with anybody merely because they said
they had fallen inlove with her. *That would be quarrelling with
one’s bread and butter,” thought she, as she sat down to her niee
dinner, after the above-mentioned visit, “and there is nothing so silly
as that;” and as this droll little illustration passed throuch her head,
she smiled at her own wit, and set about helping herself to her carrot-
soup with a very pleaf:mt expression of countenance,

CHAPTER XIX.

Miss Mantiw Taorer bad said no more than the truth when she
told Mr. and Miss Brandenberry that she had been very busy. The
fitting up of her two rooms, with all the eontrivances-to make them
both splendid and cheap, had really left her little leisure for anything
else. Yet it was impossible to go on without hiring a butler, and
there was another housemaid to be inquired about. The places of
dairymaid and kitchenmaid were preferments which, she assured Mrs,

arnes, might be bestowed in most unobjectionable Elurahty upon
one and the same individual ; for Miss Martin Thorpe had a peculiar

ike to having a house erammed full of servants; and as to-a
laundrymaid, she had, for the present, dismissed the dificult inquiry
om her thoughts; it being much better, where there was a mixed

Ei!;llll.}y, to put the washing out, and then each party could pay for

own,
; N
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ATl these troublesome but necessary affairs had from day to day
revented her sending a message she had determined om, to her
awyer, Mr. Westley, requesting that he would come and dine with
her for the purpose of talking over a matter of business concerning
the estate. But, at length, she felt sufficiently at liberty to put her
intention in execution; the invitation was sent and accepted, and
Mrs. Barnes ordered to prepare a genfeel dinner for two, but to omit
the Ereserved einger at the dessert.

The gentleman arrived very punctually at the hour appointed ; the
dinner followed immediately, and emplolyed both lady and gentleman
agreeably enough till the servants had quitted the room; when,
feeling that it was time their idle conversation should cease, Miss -
Martin Thorpe spoke as follows :

T have requested to see you, Mr. Westley, for the purpose of
asking you a few questions respecting the cottage-residence situated
in my shrubberies, and, .in fact, within a few hundred yards of my
house. It isa very 113reti;y place, but if I can get no rent for it, 1
appears to me that the best thing I can do would be to pull it down,
ans sell the materials.,” ; !

“T don’t know but it might, Miss Martin Thorpe, replied the man
of business. ““ But 1 suppose you know that we have no right to come
upon it, as long as old Arthur Giles lives P

“No right to come upon a part of my own property, and within a
stone’s throw of my own dwelling-house ?”” said Bophia, her brows
taking the ominous bend which they always assumed when displeased.

“ By ‘ come upon if,” I don’t mean standing, or stepping; or walking
over it,” replied Mr. Westley. “Buf we can’t come upon it, to lef .
it to any other than Arthur Giles; and still less, as a matier of course,
could we pull it down.”

- “Very extraordinary, and very unwarrantable, T think. No one
should make provisions and arrangements calculated to be so exceed-
inaly inconvenient to those who come after them,” said Miss Martin
Thorpe, with a good deal of L?enume feeling. ““Such a house as that
is perfectly absurd for an old groom fo live in. Are you quite sure,
sir, that it is actually settled upon this old man for his life £**

“The deed has been regularly registered, Miss Martin Thorpe, and
1 have all the documents very safely stowed in my office, together
with the settlement of the annuity of one hundred pounds, which, as
well as the house, goes to his old wife after him, if she should happen
to survive. Idam sorry that you seem to have taken a dislike to -
its standing, because I am afraid that nothing can be done in the
matter.”

“T have taken no dislike to its standing, if I could get a fair rent
for it, Mr. Westley. I am sure, with the burdens I have upon me—
the whole of my guardian’s family to be supported at my expense
during my minority . . . . and everything for housekeeping so diffi-
cult to get that one is obliged to send to London for i’c—]g
with all this, T shall find the income allowed me hardly enough for
my wants, and twenty pounds a year—a fair rent for such a house as
that—would be a great convenience.”

“VWhy, as to that, I think, Miss Martin Thorpe, that you will find

am sure
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yourself able to get on without embarrassment. Tt is counted a cheap
county, and if you like to keep it up, you have everything exceedingly
eonvenient ahout the place for providing a large fami y. I should
hof:c my old acquaintance, Mrs. Barnes, would, for the most part, be
able to manage without sending o London.” ;

“You arc mistaken, I assure you, sir, There are many articles
which 7 cannot do without, for which I am absolutely oblized to send
af a great expense to_Lonrfon. But there is no use in entering upon
the discussion of this question, I am afraid, too, there is no use in
defaining you any longer, If you like to take a cup of coffee before
you set off on your return, you will find some in the drawing-room.”
And so saying, the young lady rose and left the room.

It appeared that Mr. Westley did no wish to take any coffee, for
she saw no more of him that evening; and, left to her own medita-
tions, she conceived a pro?ect by which she thought it possible to
obtain the dislodgment of old Arthur Giles, without going to law with

1m about it. Accordingly, on the following morning, she made the
old man a visit. It was the second he and his good woman had
received from her ; the first having heen one of rather sharp question-
Ings, and ending with no very affectionate feelings on either side.

ut now the young lady of the land entered the pretty dwelling with
much more civility of manner, and bade the old cou&)le “gond day,”
In a yoiee almost as gentle as that in which she used to address her
late dear and ever-to-be-lamented uncle.

*1 wanted to speak to you, Mr. Giles, about the roof of your
house,” she said. “*They tell me that it is getting sadly out of repair;
and, by what I hear, the whole building is likely enough to come
down about your ears. It strikes me that it would be a deal better,
and more comfortable for you and good Mrs. Giles, to get rid of it at
once. I will agree to give you five pounds a year towards getting a
snug little place in the wvillage, and then you will have no farther
trouble about if; buf otherwise, you know, I shall be obliged to
require of you, that it shall be put in a state of substantial Trepair; for

.you are only life tenants, and at your deaths the tenement must bo
restored to the estate, which it certainly ecannot be, if it tumbles
own,”

“1 don’t think as there is any need as vet for you to make yourself
uneasy, miss, about the safety of the building,” replied Arthur Giles,
composedly, “and I can’t say as I feels any particular inclination 1o
change. When one gets used to a place, miss, it don’t seem comfort-
able fo quit; though, for the matter of the five pounds, I am all one
Your debtor as much as if I was agreed to take it.”

Miss Martin Thorpe stood knocking some bits of gravel from her
neat hoot with the point of her parasol, an implement not vet wanted
to shelter her from the sun, but which she always carried about in her

and, when she walked, for the sake of preserving her third-best
nnet; from any shower that might happen to fall while she was erm-
Ployed in her favourite task of “looking about her.”
asy as Miss Martin Thorpe usually found it to reply to any words
uttered by one decidedly her mferior (excepting, heretofore, her eousin
Algernon), she was now exceedmglg at a loss what to say to Arthur
. N
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Giles. In fact, she felt a very LEJﬂl‘tiCl_llaI_ degrea of dislike and ill-will
to both the old man and his wife, which it was more easy, perhaps, to
elxplain to herself than to find any reasonable excuse for expressing to
them.

She might, indeed, have said, “ Why do you both fix your eold old
eyes upon me ?” for she felt that they were both looking at her pretty
earnestly, and she felt, too, that they were both, in their confumacious
old hearts, analysing her motives for saying that their pretty house
was going to tumble down. So, after the pause of a minute or two,
she turned herself about, and walked away briskly ; not very desiroys,
perhaps, of overhearing the words that might be next spoken by thdse
che had left. But the old couple were very civilly cantious, and it
was only when her short sharp step on the gravel could no longer be
heard, that the old man indulged in a hearty laugh, and the old
womzn echoed him.

“She won't set fire to the place, will she, husband, for the sake of
getting quit of us?” said the merry old woman.

“Why no, Molly, I don’t think she’ll do that, because, when she
comes to calculate a bit, she’ll find that she’d be out of pocket if she
&, ® # * * *

About a week after this unprofitable visit, Miss Martin Thorpe read
in the county paper an advertisement announcing an Laster ball af
Herelord, and containing some of the first names in the county as
stewards, This at lengt?ﬁ roduced the letter which she had hitherto
s0 often invented reasons ior postponing ; and her guardian and his
family were informed, in as civil words as she could bring herself to
use, that her house was now free from workmen, and that she was
ready to receive them. This lagging letter received an immediate
answer, announcing that Major and Mrs. Heatheote, Florence, and
the two little boys, would be with her on the day week that they had
received her summous. For, luckily, Bamhoo Cottage was lef, fur-
nished, and the tenant ready to enter.

On receiving this definitive document, she sent for Mrs. Barnes, and
informed her on what day this long-announced arrival would take place.

« Shall you choose, ma’am, to walk into the rooms, and inspeet them
yourself 7 demanded Mrs. Barnes, with an air of profound respect.

“ Oh dear no, Mrs. Barnes,” was the prompt reply. “1I feel con-
fident that I can trust to you to see that everything is as it should
he” . . .. and the heiress almost smiled at the ilfea of any human
being’s thinking it necessary that she should leave her elegant sitting-
room, and trot about the garrets, to see that there was a sufficient
quantity of soap and towels for those dearly-beloved Heatheotes.

But Mrs. Barnes, though graver than any Jud%le while she remained
in the presence of her mistress, did more than half smile when she
Teached her own dominions, and found niece Nancy there alone, for
she laughed outright. “See if I bean't up to her, Nancy, after all,”
said the greatly-delighted housekeeper. “She’s a deal too grand a
lady, and God be praised for it ! to look aﬂgr the rooms that these
Eoor dear Heathcote folks are to be packed into: and it I don’t pl

er a trick, may I never touch a penny of my annuity. But you she
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neither meddle nor make in it, Mrs. head housemaid, and then the

lame can fall nowhere but in the right place, if it should chance to
happen that I am found out. So mind, if you please, that you have
got the east parlour to look after this morning, and you had best go,
perhaps, and ask madam some question about it, to show how you are
employed. That parlour is to be their constant living-room, she says ;
80 “tis ten to one but she’ll have some invention to make it uncomfort-
able. Sunshine, however, costs nothing, so I don’t suppose she’ll
order the blinds to be fastened up immovable, and she can’t easy
spoil the room without that.” .

“ And what is the scheme you are upon, aunt, if I may be so bold
said the upper housemaid.

“ Neyer you mind, girl . . . . However, as I told you her orders,
when she gave ’em, 'tis as well you should know how I intends to
obey ’em. You remember the smoky room that I told you was for
the major and his lady?” Nancy nodded. *““ Well, then . . . . Il
be hanged if they shalfs}eep there,” resumed the resolute annuitant.

“ Why, aunt, you don’t mean to bring them downstairs, do you,
and then fancy that missis won’t find it out P

“No, Miss Nancy. I won’t bring *em downstairs, that is, not the
major and his lady, because I don’t want to make a blow up, and be-
cause I can make ’em very comfortable without. Buf this is what
I’ll do. Tl have the bed out of the green room, as the Welsh squire
E]eé)t in, put upstairs in the south room, that the young Spencers had,
and there the chimney draws as well as in our pretty lady’s own
sitting-room. . . . . Il move the two little beds that’s there inio
the big room that she was for turning her guardian into, and there
the little boys shall sleep, and Betty sELa.ll have the room next ’em;
and it is she shall wash ’em and dress ’em. My master’s own niece,
pretty cretur—Miss Florence, I mean—shan’t be kept to no such
slavery, if I can find a way to I’lBlp it. Well, I haven’t done yet with
my improvements. The small room that her kind cousin fixed upon
for her, T means to make a dressing-room of for the major, and there’s
a chimney as draws well there, foo, and though it’s not over cold just
now, the major and his lady shall both have fires blazing for ’em, you
see 1f they don’t.”

““ And where is Miss Florence to sleep, aunt ?” demanded Nancy,

ooking considerably alarmed.

“In the same room she had in my master’s time, and no other,”
rephed Murs. Barnes.

“ Oh, my goodness! If she was to find you ouf, how long do you
think you’d have to stop here, aunt #”

“As long as I want to stop, nicce Nancy. Don’t you be after
troubling yourself about me. 1f she likes to keep you on, and you
likes to stay, that will prove the difference hetween us, girl, quite
sufficient to make you a fayourite ; but if so be as your heart turns
sick at her ways as bad as mine do, why then I’ll take care of ye one
way or another, never you fear.”

The eourage to put all this in operation was not wanting on the
part of the old housekeeper, and very sufficient opportunity was
ufforded for it by her young mistress; for she had determined to walk
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through the woods, with her page for her guide, to the dwelling of
her friends the Brandenberry’s, as much needful mformation still re-
mained to be acquired respecting theball. The visiting between them
had hitherto been but rare on the part of Sophia, as she had never
vet got to them without the expense of post-horses; but, on this
occasion, she was determined to discover whether she could not enjoy
an intercourse so useful and agreeable without this heavy tax. The
affair of the key still remained unsettled, but the approach of the
Heathcotes seemed to open her heart, and her doors afso, to her new
friends, and she almost made up her mind to promise them this great
favour 1n the course of this visit, provided she still found them as
agrecable as before. L

Soberly meditating on this; and on other points of equal importance
to her own dear self, she walked, for the first time, through her lovely
woods, as unconscious of all pleasure from their beauty as if she had
been stone-blind. At length, however, she came upon an ohject that
awakened all her attention, and at once recalled her from meditations
on keys and balls, and neighbouring bachelors and distant barenets,
to the scene before her. This object was a magnificent oak-tree,
around which space had been cleared in all directions to give fair pla
to its giant arms, “as it stood in its pride alone,” and had so stood,
like the sylvan hero of the glorious song,

““For a hundred years or more,”

Sophi{ftt remained stationary for a minute or two, with her eyes fixed
upon it. . /

“ Even she can’t pass master’s old darling, without alook,” thought
Jem; “and no wonder, to be sure, for he’s a king of a tree.”

Miss Martin Thorpe, also, was mentally uttering a soliloquy at the
same moment. ““ As soon as I am of age that tree shall come down,”
thought she; “it must be worth many pounds.” And from this
moment, the present walk, and all future ones that led her through
her woods, became exceedingly interesting ; for she took to spying
out all the large trees, of which, to her extreme satisfaction, she found
g}reat abundance, amf, in her ixeart, condemned them every one to
the axe,. i

She found her friend, Miss Brandenberry, seated with her venerable
mother in a large oldfashioned parlour, the stone mullions of its one
bay-window casting almost_as much shade as its narrow panes did
light. The old lady was knitting a stocking, and the younger darning
one; but this last was, with equal skill and rapidity, lodged beneath
the cushion of her chair the instant the rough-clad hind who acted as
porter opened the door and announced “ Miss Martin Thorpe.”

“Tell my brother! . . .. Let my brother know!” . . . were
words which bhurst forth before Miss Brandenberry could sufficiently
recover herself from her joyous surprise to offer any other salutation;
but, when this was spoken, she threw her long figure forward, and,
with one prodigious step, reached the approachmgﬁneiress, and all but
tock her in her arms. ; - !

“Whatjoy! . . . . what happiness !” she exclaimed, remembering,
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with something nearly approaching anguish, ag she spoke, the ex-
tremely far from new or clean cap which she had on her head, and the
faded and otherwise unpresentable condition of her old silk gown.
But, notwithstanding this inward torment, she Spartan-like concealed
every symptom of suffering, and reiterated the expression of her
delight 1n every phrase that unbounded admiration and devoted affec-
tion could ingpire. Then, going close to the ear of her mother, she
sereamed, with all the power of her lungs, ©Miss Martin Thorpe,
ma’am! Miss Martin ’lgxorpc, of Thorpe-Combe !’ :
The poor old lady “took to shaking,” as the Western Americans
express it when an ague seizes them, but it was entirely from joy.
Notwithstanding her age, she had still all her wits, if not all her
senses, about her, and was as wide awake as either of her offspring
could be to the obvious fact, that it was equally possible her son
should marry the heiress as for any one else to do it. With some
difficulty she contrived to rise and advance a step or two to meet the
thrice-welcome guest, for which effort she was rewarded by Sophia’s
saying, “ How d’ye do, ma’am,” and then retreating to the mosf, distant
Fomt' the room permitted. But for this the old lady cared mot a
arthing ; wholly intent upon one object, she kept retreating, as, by
the help of laying her hand from step to step upon the table, she
hobbled back fo her place, “ Your brother, Margaret ! where is your
brother, my dear? Why don’t you send for your brother, child P’
Sophia was neither deaf nor blind to any of these indications of joy
and gladness at the sight of her, nor, in the least degree, at a loss to
comprehend their meaning: but she still continned to reason, as she
had done at first, that it conld do her no possible harm, that it might
amuse her, and that if anybody who hoped to get her for the sake of
her fortune were to end by faﬁing in love with her, they must make
up their minds to bear it. "In short, she repeated to her heart, that
she should take care of kerself, and they must take care of fhemselves.
Tt was, therefore, with as much eordiality as it was in her nature to
show, that she received Miss Brandenberry’s enthusiastic welcome;
but as to the poor old lady, she could not be useful to her in any way,
and if she ever forgot anything, she would have forgotten that she
was in the room. :
“And have you really walked, dear, dear Miss Martin Thorpe!
. ... What condescension! what excessive kindness!. ... And
Kou look so elegant, too, that nobody in the world would believe you
ad walked an inch. Richard says, and I am sure it is as frue as
truth itself, that this county has never seen such perfection of
elegance as now inhabits Thorpe-Combe. . . . Poor dear Richard !
My dearest Miss Martin Thorpe, do you know, I cannot help being
rather uneasy about my brother. I don’t know whether you have
observed it, but he certainly is excessively altered within the last
month or six weeks, He is no more like what he used to be, than
nothing. He looks, I think, wonderfully thin and pale for him, and
80 absent, poor fellow, that T sometimes think his .long-descendeci old
“mansion-house might ‘e burnt to cinders above his head, without his
ever finding it out.” .
" “Thope you are mistaken, Miss Brandenberry, about your brother’s
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being ill, for T am come here to-day on purpose to consult with you
both about the Easter ball at Hereford,” said Sophia.

“ You don’t say so, Miss Martin Thorpe ¥’ exclaimed Miss Bran-
denberry, almost gasping with ecstasy. “ Richard will be wild with
joy! Heis such a dancer! I have been told that, even in Paris, he
would be thought more of, in that way, than almost any Englishman
ever was before. But, to be sure, he is the very strangest young
man! . ... for,.wouldi gou believe it, Miss Martin Thorpe, notwith-
standing his passion for dancing and his quite-out-of-the-common-way
perfection in it, I have heard him declare, hundreds and hundreds of
times, that if he eould not get a pattner he cared about, he would
rather not dance at all; and there are so few Beople that he can per-
suade himself to be toierably civil to, that the chances are always
ten to one against his ever meeting with a partner he likes, Oh!
Richard, poor dear fellow! . . . . is quite out of the common way,
1 promise you. 1 believe pecxﬁle of very old family are, in general,
more particular about whom t e{ talk and dance with, and all that
sIg}"tl efd thing, than others; at least, I know it is the case with

ichard.”

“But you do not think he is too ill fo go to this ball, do you, Miss
Brandenberry P

“Oh! good gracious, no! . . . . The very name of it, especially if
he hears you speak of if, will drive him half wild with delight.
Richard has so much animation! especially when anything touches
his feelings. . . . . But, for God’s sake | dearest Miss Martin Thorpe,
never let him find out that I have ever named him to you. He is the
very best son and brother that ever was born uponthe earth ; but,
nevertheless, I am perfectly sure, that if he found out I had ever
indulged my feelings, bi naming him in your presence, he never would
permit me to sfeak to him again. He would not, I give you myword
and honour ; so, for goodness’ sake, never betray me.”

“No, certainly, I will not betray you,” replied the grave Sophia,
rather solemnly. ~ “But I want you fo tell me what“is the proper way
of applying for tickets? Whether I ought to apply to the stewards,
or only send to the inn? I should prefer sending to the stewards, if
it is the custom for any one to do it, because, of course, it would be
much more agreeable not to go, for the first time, into a room like
that quite unexpectedly.”

“Of course! Oh dear me! . ... Of course! But if you will
take my advice, my dear Miss Martin Thorpe, you will put the whole
business into ihcl}ard’s hands. He is the person of all others to
nifanage it exactly in the proper way. I have no doubt that he would
take his horse at onee, and ride round the whole neighhourhood,—
Richard knows every%od{ in the county, almost ; and he would take
care to make it generally known that Miss Martin Thorpe, of Thorpe-
Combe, was going to make her first public appearance at the count
Easter ball, provided tickets were immediately sent her. That woul
be the only right and proper manner of doing it; and then you will
find that everybody of the slightest fashion in the neighbourhood will
take good care to be there to meet you.” 3

*1 think that will be the proper way,” replied Sophia, compla-
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cently; “and T shall be much obliged to your brother if he will
undertake it for me.” :

“Obliged? . .. . Oh! if he eould hear you! . . . . I should like
to know what there is that he cow/d do for you, that he would endure
to_hear called an obligation! . . . . Poor dear Richard! I cannot
help thinking of his eestasy when he hears that he shall meet you at
thisball! . ., . Ttis odd enough, but perhaps it was at the very moment
you were deciding upon it that the enthusiastic creature was saying
—only yesterday, by the bye—that he had never seen but one perfectly-
beautiful foot in his life. I have no husiness to repeat his words
« ... but I leave you to guess whose he meant.”

‘While this was passing 1n the bay-windowed parlour, Mr. Branden-
berry was making the most of the advantage which accident had given
him over his sister. His dirty fishing-jacket was changed for his best
frock-coat, a coloured cotton neckeloth for a black satin one; shining
boots were substituted for rusty shoes; and his hair arranged with
that nice eare which forty years not unfrequently renders necessary.
All this certainly took time; nevertheless, jusé at the moment at
which his sister gave Miss Martin Thorpe leave to guess whose foot
Wasl thought perfectly beautiful, he made his appearance in the
parlour,

Hardly was he permitted to add a word to the profound how which
he performed over the kindly-extended hand of Sophia, before his
sister, in the chirrupying accents of excessive glee, exclaimed, “ My
dearest Richard! You know not what there is in store for you'l
« «_. . Dq you remember a certain conversation about a certain foot ¥’

Whether dearest Richard remembered any such conversation or
not, he remembered the talents of his excellent sister; and turning
away his grey eyes from the face on which they had been fixed, ex-
claimed with great feeling, “Be quiet, Margaret!” #

“Quiet? . . . . Richard! Richard! . . .. When will you be quiet
again, when I tell you that Miss Martin Thorpe intends going to the
Haster ball P

“*Is this true? Do not let this wicked girl put such visions into
my head if they are to prove only baseless fabrics, dearest Miss Martin
Thorpe ! Of all the things that conld happen, this is the one I have
been the most ardently wishing for! Tell me, is it true ¥

1 have thought of it, certainly;”” replied Sophia, sedately, but not
without some consciousness that her foot dc'aﬁp look very small, as it
rested upon the footstool which Miss Brandenberry had assiduously
placed before her. *I have been thinking of it -ever since I saw the
advertisement in the county paper, and I have walked over this
morning to ask you and your sister to give me some information
about it.” :

“ Walked over! .. .. Gracious Heaven! Isit possible? . ...
To consult us? Oh! Miss Martin Thorpe!” and Mr. Brandenberr
clasped his hands together, and seemed at a loss to decide on whic
theme to bestow his rapture first. But Sophia, who never forgot the
business she had in hand, recalled him to his senses by repeating,
word for word, all she had said to his sister respecting the necessity
of making her intentions in favour of the county, generally known to
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the inhabitants thereof. No two testimonies could agree together
better than those of the brother and sister on this point. The gentle-
man, as eagerly as the lady had done, declared the -felicity he should
feel in being permitted to gallop over the county to proclaim the
glorious tidngs; but in his case this was rendered greatly more
effective by the judicious addition of varions symptoms of agitation
which would have been out of }f{lace in hers. Sophia, as usunal, saw
and understood it all ; and she liked it very well. She expected, and
perhaps intended, to be an object of pursuit to a great many gentle-
men ; and here was one of them quite ready to prove that she was not
mistaken,

She thanked him, therefore, as distinctly as she had thanked his
sister ; and when in return he said, “May I dare to_hope for the
honour and still greater hapﬁ'mess of your hand, Miss Martin Thorpe,

.. and here stopped short, and, looking rather wild and absent,
emitied a sigh ; but almost immediately recovering himself, added
..+ s “for the first quadrille?” When he said this, she replied, «f
shall be very happy, Mr. Brandenberry,” in quite as obliging a tone
as she had ever spoken to him,

After this she rose fo take her leave, “You are not unattended,
Miss Martin Thorpe ?” he said, while his obedient eyes spoke all the
anxiety he intended to testify for her reply. “No, Mr. Brandenberry;
I have mljlr page with me,” uttered with a good deal of di@uﬁ, cost
him another sigh; but here again he recovered himself quickly, and
leaving the room to seek his hat, while she received the elaborate
adieus of his sister, he stood ready at the Gothie porch of the old
mansion to convey her resgectfull to its garden-gate. But by the
time this barrier was reached, he had got into so eloquent a deseription
of the effect which he knew her approaching appearance would make
throughout the county, that he tgoughtless]y assed through it with-
out taking his leave ; nor did he cease to tal£ till they reached the
little wire gate which formed the only separation between Miss Martin
Thorpe’s woods and Miss Martin Thorpe’s lawn.

“Good heaven! . . . . Is it possible I have got thus far? Ihad no
idea of passing beyond my own gates. This is absolute bewitchment,”
he added, laughing, *“for I am engaged to accompany my sister Mar-
garet to a dinner-party at the house of one of our most distinguished
neighbours; and how to get back in time to_dress, if I go round by
the road, I know not. May I not exclaim almost in the words of
Macheth ?

“Who can be wise, enchanted, temperate, and happy,
Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man.
The expedition of my violent , . . .
Qutran the pauser reason.”

These words were uttered with animated but laughing vehemence;
and, the word “love,” at the end of the third line, so slurred over as
to be rather felt than-heard. So there was no reason why Miss Martin
Thorpe should be displeased, neither was she, as it seemed ; for with-
out any indication whatever of being af all flattered by it, in any way,
she put out her hand in token of friendly farewell, saying, * Good
morning, Mr, Brandenberry. I hope you will get back in time.”
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“ But the door! the fatal door !’ he exclaimed, as he still held her
hand. “Alas! I cannot win my way through the keyhole; neither
can I leap it. May I ask you to have the excessive kindness to lend
me your key P

Naw Miss Martin Thorpe had not, as may be perceived above, any
objection whatever to Mr. Brandenberry’s falling in love with her,
nor did she feel herself in any way called upon to take any measures
to prevent it ; but she did not like giving him the key of her shrub-
bery. It was not that she anticipated, or feared, any indisereet use
of it on his part; she was quite able to take care of herself, and.not at
all afraid of Mr. Brandenberry. But a key was a part of her property ;
the giving it for his use would be sharing with another what was now
entirely her own, and she did not approve this. But, nevertheless,
she liked Mr. Brandenberry very well, and decidedly thought him
agreeable; so she said, “ My page shall return with you to the door,
Mr. Brandenberry, and let you through.”

“ A thousand thanks!” said the judicious gentleman, bowing gaily,
and turning to retrace his steps, with the page, having the precious
kcﬁ upon his finger, striding after him.

ut ere they had achieved three paces, Sophia, who was most
exceedingly hungry, remembered that her stately butler had made it
an express condition of his taking service at Thorpe-Combe, that Jem
should assist in laying the cloth, and the idea that she should have to
wait while the boy accompanied Mr. Brandenberry, and returned
was more than she could bear ; therefore, turning briskly round and
raising her shrill small voice so as to he distinetly heard, she said :—

“I%elieve, Mr. Brandenberlrvy, that it will be better for you to take
the key yourself, this time. You will be so kind as to send it back
again ilns evening, will you?”

The gentleman, who had darted back the instant he heard the voice,
received the ungracious favour with a happy smile; and once more
pronouncing * Farewell ! set off at a brisk trot through the admired
premises, muttering some wayward fancies about not caring a split
straw how ugly or how odious their possessor might be, provided
she would bestow herself upon him, for betier, for worse, and per-
fectly é:repared so far to reverse the order of the ceremony which he
desired to go through with her, as to promise on his part to honour
and obey, provided that in return she would covenant with all her
earthly goods to him endow.

CHAPTER XX.

Ar length the day arrived which the heiress had fixed for the arrival
of her guardian and his family at Thorpe-Combe. The major, his lady,
Florence, and the two little boys, came closely packed in a post-chaise,
the greater part of their luggage being left to follow by a waggon
which would bring it as far as Hereford. Fortunately the day was as
fine a one as ever April gave; and therefore, with all the windows open,
the party were much less incommoded than they had been, when, with
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the two long legsof Algernon, instead of the four short omes of the
little boys, they made the same journey the preceding Christmas.

The two little ones, the elder cight, the younger five years old, were
in ecstasies, as they drove through the pretty paéduck, and reached the
bright-looking esplanade before the door; hut even the youngest of
their three companions had enongh on her mind to make her silent, if
not sad—the major thought of old Thorpe, and his young heiress, with
no very gay feelings: and Mrs. Heathcote, though one of the last
women in the world to “take up sorrow at interest,” as her hushand
called it, could not quite prevent herself from thinking still more at
that moment, perhaps, than she had ever done before, that: Sophia
Martin was not exactly the girl, of all others, that she should best like
to have for the mistress of the house she was to live in, instead of her
own, for the next twelvemonth,

either of the three spoke from the time they passed through the
Todge-gates, till their rattling vehicle had drawn up to the steps of
the handsome entrance; then, as Major Heathcote gave his hand to
his daughter, after depositing his two sons on the gravel, he said,
“You look pale, Florence.” ;

“To 1?7 she answered, with an inandible sigh, but a visible smile.
T suppose the drive has tived me ; but it was very pleasant, too.”

Tn another moment they were within the hall, and the stately butler
ushered them, according to the orders he had received, into the east

arlour, It was vacant, the heiress not having deemed it necessary to
ﬁescend from her private drawing-room to receive them, g

Perhaps, at the moment, this was a relief both to Florence and her
stepmother—for both remembered the pleasant room as the scene
of Sir Charles Temple’s first acquaintance with them ; and every object
in it recalled to Florence the charm, the delight, the indefinable plea-
sure, his conversation, his reading, his kindness, had oecasicned her,
5o that their first emotions on re-entering the eventful house were
decidedly agreeable,

But with the major it was far otherwise. When he came in, after

aying the post-boy, and seeing the luggage removed, leading a pretty
Eo in ezch hand, he certainly expected to find his ward ready to
weleome them; and a look more expressive of displeasure than was
often seen upon his countenance, succeeded to the good-humoured
smile with which he had entered.

“Where is your mistress, Jen ?” said he to the page, whom he
instantly recognised as the lad who had waited upon Algernon during
the Christmas visit, notwithstanding his buttons.

% She 15 in her own drawing-room, sir,” replied the lad very civilly,
and looking very much as if he felt ashamed to say so.

“ Her own drawing-room, my lad ?** repeated Major Heatheote. . . .
“ Of course I know perfectly well that the drawing-room is her own

. and I will go to her there, if you please. It is nonsense showing
us into one room when your mistress 1s in another.” And so saying
he approached the door of the apartment which he had known as
“the drawing-room” during his former visit.

“ My mistress is not there, sir,” said the boy; “she is in her
drawing-room upstairs,” ;
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“Then shdw me to the drawing-room upstairs,” said the major.
Had not Jem on one or two other occasions, and twice in the case
of visits from Mr, and Miss Brandenberry, shown people into this
nsw drawing-room, he would not now have so readily ventured to
o'ne{ the eommand of Major Heathcote; but having received no orders
to the contrary, he did precisely the thing which his young mistress
would most particularly have desived he should not do..... that is
to say, he showed her guardian the way to the room into which it
was her firm resolve that neither himself nor any of his family should
ever enter.

#* % £ L43 #* £

Nothing, in fact, could have been more irksomely disagreeable to
the feelings of the heiress than being put under the authority of
Major Heathcote at all. The circumstances under which he had found
her, when his generous heart had offered her an asylum in his own
family, were such as it wounded her spirit to the very quick to
remember. . ... Most assuredly she would have preferred being the
ward of any man living, during the short yet hated period of her
minority (that is, provided always that her dear property would
have been as secure as she certainly believed it wnulcip be now), than
of Major Heathcote; and the idea of making herself a ward in Chan-
cery, whieh process she had happened to hear of in the case of a friend
of her father’s, had more than once occurred to her. But a sort of
nstinctive shrewdness made her fear that the doing this might be
. attended with trouble, expense, and possibly with dlame from the
woirld, on account of that very kindness which it was so painful to
her to remember. Now this terror of blame from the world took the
same place in her estimation which the whole code of moral laws holds
in that of most other people. It was to her both law and gospel ;
and rather than abide 1ts penalty she would certainly have submitte
to a few months’ residence under the same roof with his Satanio
majesty. After some secret struggles, therefore, she took her part,
as the French phrase goes, and determined to adhere to if, let her
hate it as much as she might. Having come to this decision, she next
set her wits to work to discover the mode and manner of going on,

¥ which she should suffer the least during the time the infliction was
to last. And here again she found herself obliged to make a sort of
battle-field of her mind, on which different feelings might struggle and
fight till such time as one should be proved the strongest. In other
words, she set about considering whether it would be more painful to
sacrifice her newly-acquired importance, by remaining a member of
Major Heathcote’s family . . . . while her beloved money accumulated
during the suffering process ;' or . . . . to sacrifice many and many a
Precious pound, in order to obtain at onee the keen delight of being
mistress of herself, of her house, of her servants, of her ox, of her ass,
and of everything that was hers. The last tem})tatzon carried it . . . .
Bordid avarice bowed before Paltry pride, and she generously made the
proposal, which Sir Charles Temple persuaded Major Heathcote to
accept, This settled, she felt that she was about to give an enor-
mous price for a favourite indulgence, and the only way fo make it
answer was to extract as much enjoyment from it as possible, It was

i
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for this reason that the new sitting-room had been arranged, and that
the Heathcote party had been shoved up into the garrets and out of
sight. In a word, though she knew she must pay for that as well as
for her preserved ginger, she determined to malljce up her mind to the
expense rather than lose the gratification, and flattered herself that
she possessed enough of firmmess and enough of skill to do everything
she Piked to do without putting it in the power of the world to abuse
lier, and without ever having to reproa.ci herself with having spent
her money for nothing.

#® * * & % E

‘When Major Heathcote, therefore, entered her sitting-room, the
reception he met was perfectly civil ; though, had his receiver’s will
been autocratic law, it is probable that he would very speedily have
been tumbled, head and heels, out of the window.

“How do you do, Major Heathcote P’ she said, advancing to meet,
and even to shake hands with him. “T should have come down to
you in a moment, only I was just looking over the last week’s
accounts. I will go with you now, if ym}ullalease, to see Mrs. Heath-
cote, and my cousin Florence, and the children. I hope they have
shown you all into the east parlour; if is a very pretty room, and T
mean that it shall be considered as entirely belonging to your family
while you stay with me, I have taken the bed out of this rcom, on

urpose that I might have a quiet place for myself, to get through my
usiness, without my interrupting anyhody or anyiuody"s interrupting
me.’ ;

Sophia moved rather briskly towards the door as she said this, and
having reached it, passed out, but held the handle of the lock in her
hand till her guardian should have passed out too. He did not make
her wait long ; yet he could not, for the life of him, help lingering, for
a minuie or two, to look round the brilliant apartment, which was
not only quite new to him, but in a style of modern arrangement so

erfeot{v unlike the rich and antiquated stiffness of the rest of the
Eouse, that he felt a degree of astonishment that he had no power to
conceal. He had too much tact, however, to say a word about it;
but following Sophia in silence to the east parlour, had the satisfac-
tion of seeing her touch his wife’s hand with two of her fingers, and
his daughter’s cheek with the tip of her nose, while to the fwo boys,
who ventured to come forward and look up in her face, she conde-
seended to say, “ How do you do, Frederic ?”” and “ How do you do,
Stephen P

F%orcnca had the greatest possible inclination to laugh. Without
meditation upon it, either with reprobation or resentment, she per-
ceived that Cousin Sophy was much too grand to be very intimate
with her ; and there was something so solemn and consequential, yet,
despite of this, so familiar to her eyes, in the features, gait, and voice
of the little heiress, that she felt there was comedy in 1t, and felt too
that she was really thankful Algernon was not there to burlesque the
comedy into a farce, too ludicrous to be sustained with the decorum
and gravity necessary for the occasion. How far the dear con-
sciousness which lay warmly nestled in her heart, that though Cousin
Sophy did not choose to treat her as an equal, there was somebody
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else who did,—how far this remembrance contributed to convert into
s}fmrt what was in itself exceedingly disagrecable, there are no means
of knowing ; but it is certain that good Mrs. Heatheote (notwith-
standing the perennial flow of good-humour, which was as insepa-
rable from her as the laughing eyes in her head), did not feel quite as
much at her -ease as did her stepdaughter. The recelving a visitor
at her own house, even for half an hour, and without their having
any particular elaim upon her, was never performed by her withont
a cordial wish on her part that they should be made to feel themselves
welcome. But now, though she was so puzzled and mystified by the
whole style and manner of the thing, that she felt afraid of blundering
bﬁ' any interpretation she might %ut upon it, she felt pretty sure that
they were not welcome at all.  She looked at her two little boys each
standing abashed with his little cap between his hands, and felt ready
to cry. Her own home, though not very elegant, had ever been a
cheerful one, and this cold entrance into one, so'every way different,
chilled her to the heart. Fortunately for all parties her husband saw
how it was with her; and half a dozen wise and excellent feelings, of
which Ende perhaps was one, urged him to get his dear little wife
through this cold-bath-like sorb of reception, without permitting the
shivering-fit consequent upon it to be visible. He therefore spoke

with more than usual hilarity of tone, as he said, “ Well, I_Poppsir ear,
this is a beautiful room, isn’tit? .". . . and you will like to have a
run upon that pretty lawn, boys, won’t you? . ... But I sup-

pose you dine at six o'elock, Sophy, and if so, we must not stand
amusing ourselves with your pretty garden, but go and dress
directly.”

A word in season, how good is it,” says a great anthority. This
word of Major Heathcote’s was in most excellent season; for not
only did it cheer his wife, but it acted upon the mind of his ward in
the most favourable marner imaginable. Though incapable perhaps
of comprehending very clearly anything about warm-heartedness, or
cordial kindness of temper, Miss Martin Thorpe was not wholly
insensible to the fact that she was receiving her relations rather
scurvily. But, on the whole, she thought it was decidedly better to
do so, than to compromise any portion of her own individual interest
or comfort by doing otherwise. Had Mrs. Heathcote, therefore,
begun to ery, and had the major appeared sulky, displeased, or even par-
ticularly grave, she would have hardened herself in her resolution of not
caring what they thought of her, rather than let them break in upon the

lots and plans she had formed to keep them at arm’s length, and
ierself safe from every annoyance whatever. But upon perceiving
that the major took 1t all m good part, notwithstanding he lLa
already discovered the secret of her elegant retreat, she immediately
determined to_let things go smoothly, if they could, and even to be
exactly as civil and polife as she possibly could venture fo be, consis-
tently with the duty which she owed to herself of keeping then all
from being troublesome.

Under the influence of these ameliorated feelings, therefore, she

stowed one of her cold smiles upon her gnardian, and applying her

A E think you
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must go and dress. I will have Barnes herself in, o show you to
your rooms.” And Barnes herself did come in, after a very short
interval, being quite determined to perform the office now assigned
her, whether commanded to do so or not. :

“ Barnes,” said the heiress, ““ you must take Major and Mrs. Heath-
cote to their rooms, and my cousin Florence to hers. . . . . I have

ut you quite near to your mamma, Florence, that you may be at
and if she happens to want you. Your luggage, of course, is taken
up already. lpsnppose the little boys have dined ?”

“No, we haven’t,” said Frederio, rather dolefully,

“No? . ... Then one of the maids must give them something,”
And at that instant it occurred to Miss Martin Thorpe that in her
orders respecting the accommodation of her guardian’s family she
had altogether overlooked the necessity of naming some place where
the little_boys might be permitted to perform the abomination of
eating, Notwithstanding all her excellent talents for managing, she
felt at a loss, and was considerably relieved, when, on whispering in
the ear of Mrs, Barnes the anxious question, “ Where had the ehil-
dren better eat ?” thaf intelligent person replied in the same tome,
““I think, ma’am, they had befter have all their meals in my parlour,
and then I can see that there is no harm done.”

Miss Martin Thorge then bowed politely, as she permitted the
whole party, preceded by Mrs, Barnes, to pass her; nor did she
follow them up the stairs till full time had been allowed for the deci-
sive turn to be taken that led from the long sky-lit corridor on which
all the principal bedrooms opened, to the side passage from which
the staircase leading to the second floor ascended.

Good Mrs. Barnes felt heartily ashamed of the path in which she
had to lead them. ¥et she hadno objection, either, thatthe character
of her very hemtilj-disliked mistress should be made known to those
whom it congerned. She was too well-taught a servant to volunteer
any observations uﬂon Miss Martin Thorpe to her own relations, but
would have been by no means displeased by hearing such. The
efforts she had made, and successfully too, for the comfort and accom-
modation of the Heathcote family, had not been done with any wish
or intention of deluding them respecting the disposition of their
niggard hostess, but purely from a gesire that they should be made
comfortable in spite of her,

When the party reached the side archway which led from the prin-
cipal corridor, Major Heathoote stopped, although their pilot house-
keeper had already passed through it. :

“ Are you going to take the little boys to their room, Mrs. Barnes ? *
said he. “ Which way is ourroom? , . . . Itis the same that we
had before, I suppose?” 1

* Why, no, sir, it is not,” replied the housekeeper, gravely.
‘ Miss Martin Thorpe has ordered rooms to be prepared for you up-
stairs.” 4

True to his determination of making the best of everything, the
major did not even look at his wife, but strode onwards without
uttering a word of observation. {

Thanks to Mrs, Barnes, the being obliged to mount a second flight

pidiR.
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of stairs was the worst part of the business, for most thonghtfully
everything been arranged to make them feel comfortable when
they got there; and the viemity of the large airy room allotied to
her boys, perfectly reconciled Mrs. Heatheote to the elevated situa.
tion of her own. The major’s snug dressing-room, too, was most
commodiously within reach both of his children and his wife, so that
before they had walked above three times into each of the thres
rooms, they began to think that it was a great deal hetter they shounld
be ;%cre than sleeping below, if darling ¥rederic and Stephen were to
¢ ahove.
., Andnow, Miss Heathcote, I will take you into your own room,
if you please, and then I will send up the housemaid to wash the
young gentlemen’s hands, if they like to have it done, before she
takes them down to my parlour to dinner . . . . and if you will be
pleased to ring your bell, ma’am, the upper-housemaid will he ready
to atfend you.”

All this seemed Imst as it ought to be ; and Florence, after delaying
one moment to unlock her mother’s most needed hoxes, and give he
a kiss, followed Mrs. Barnes downstairs again, and was exceedingl
well pleased to find herself insialled in the same pretty room whic

ad been appropriated to her at her last visit,

JFlorence, of course, had a great deal to do, as all ladies who travel
without a maid must_have, on reaching a house where they are to
unpack and dress for dinner within half an hour. Nevertheless, she
could not resist wasting a few minutes while she stood with her eyes
fixed on the garden beneath her windows, in meditating on the great,
great changes which had taken place since she had last looked out of
that same window. The Lifile neat, quict, insignificant figure of
Sophia Martin, as she remembered it, then rose in most startling
contrast beside the image left on her mind by the same being as she

just seen her, rustlmg in rich silk, and stately in the conscious-
ness of wealth and station. . . . . Then Algernon, to whom_ every
newly-discovered g&ﬁ in a hedge that gave to view a pretty landscape,
had been a treasure beyond price . . . . to faney him wandering over
the Alps, and in the society of one whose attainments were able to
supply the happy boy with all the precious lore he wanted, And then
herself! Was if, indeed, possible that she was the affianced wife of
such a being as Sir Charles Temﬁle ? A smile, bright and beautiful,
came upon her sweet face as she replied to the question by saying
aloud, * Yes, yes, it is all true! . . . . But it is all most passing
strange.” And then Florence turned to her looking-glass, and a few
minutes sufficed to send her downstairs, looking, in Ler simple black
rock, exactly as her lover would have wished to see her,
. On reaching the hall Florence walked, as heretofore, to the dravw-
mg-room door, but on attempting to open it she discovered that it
Was locked. She stood doubtful which way to turn, when the butler
eame out of the dining-room, and silently opened the door of the
east parlour for her to enfer. Her father and step-mother were
all‘eatfy there before her, and exactly two minutes before the butler
enfered to say that dinner was on the table, Miss Martin Thorpe
Joined them;
S e o
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“You don’t use the old drawing-room, then, Sophy P said Major
Heatheote, as he gave his arm to take her to the dining-room.

“No, Major Heatheote,” she replied; “ the furniture is extremely
rich, you know, and the silk is almost as good as new; therefore
consider that it would be very extravagant to use it constantly.

“ And was it to save the old drawing-room that you made the fine
new one upstairs P said he. “Tam afraid that soxt of saving very
seldom answers.”

“No, sir,” she replied, with a good deal of stiffness; ““I had more
important reasons still for arranging the room you speak of upstairs.
Tt 1s absolutely necessary for me, in order to form the habits of busi-
ness that I wish to obtain, that I should have a sitfing-room
into which o one but myself has any privilege to enter,. Without
z}lﬁs’ Iashould never feel for a moment that I was certain of being

one.”

. ““ And was it necessary, Soghy, to make this place of business so
very smart and elegant P* said he.

The heiress coloured highly, and her first words were, “May I send
you some fish, sit?” . .. . But she presently replied to him by
saying, “My late respected and ever-to-be-lamented uncle Thorpe
selected two rooms upstairs for his own use, while he was owner of
this property. 1 have seen no objection in selecting for myself the
same two rooms; and the only difference is, that T have taken
the liberty of reversing the use made of them. I sleep in the
smaller, and sit in the larger room. My uncle Thorpe did the
reversef e I cannot think that there is anything in this requiring
reproof.”

“Reproof, my dear? God bless my soul! T hope I said nothing
that could be construed into reproof? I do assure you, Sophy, it was
not %J}}' intention. Shall T have the pleasure of taking wine with

ou P’

< The young lady held her glass to the butler during the time neces-
sary to pour info it the amount of one tea-spoonful, and in the goblet
thus flowing drank his health. The conversation which followed was
not very continuous nor very gay. Mrs, Heathcote was chiefly oecu-
pied in comparing all she saw betore her to all she had formerly seen
at the same table. It would have been very unreasonable to find
fault with the dinner, for there was quite enough for four people—
nevertheless, it was evidently a dinner very cautiously ordered on
principles of economy. The season was that of Lent, and it was
probably for that reason that salt-fish made the first enfrée. Soup
there was none. A roast leg of mutton graced the bottom of the
table ; cabbage and potatoes made the side-dishes.

Miss Martin Thorpe appeared to her relatives to have totally lost
her appetite, for she Eusﬂ;wely ate nothing but a morsel of the apple-
tart which constituted the second course. Dessert there was none ;
nevertheless Mrs, Heathcote, bold in maternal love, and knowing,
or at least helieving, that her two little boys would miss too
severely the daily indulgence of making their appearance after dinner,
ggn’iurgd to say, “May Frederic and Stephen come in as usual,

phy P 2
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* If it will give you pleasure, Mrs. Heatheote, T certainly shall not
refuse my consent. I will onfy beg you to remember, that when I
have company T shonld wish this custom to be omitted.” .
So passed the fitst family dinner at Thorpe-Combe, after Miss
Martin Thorpe had taken possession of it, -

CHAPTER XXT.

Taere were many other causes besides sweet temper, which
assisted the Heathcotes in the endurance of Miss Martin Thorpe and
her mansion. 1In the first place, the country was beautiful, and it was
new ; for the season at which their last visit had been mude showed
them but little of it, and that little under an aspect as nulike what
they found it now, as yeuth is to age and winter to sprinz. The
major walked about, good man, from morning to night ; and heing a
“disciple of the gentle Isaac,” found much delectable oecupation
on the banks of the pretty stream which divided the property of
Temple from that of the Combe. And then, there was an interest
deep and tender, which neither papas, mammas, nor youne ladies, will
find it difficult fo understand, which made the neighbouring territory,
the noble old house, which belonged to it, its gardens, its woods, its
very shade and sunshine, matters of pleasure and importance. Letters
from Bir Charles Temple and Algernon had reached Clevelands a
week or two before the Heatheote party left it, and besides furnish-
ing most delightful matter for meditation, family discussion, and
delicions hope, the packet contained a short, but excellent matter-of-
fact document, addressed to the two old servants who were left in
charge of Sir Charles Temple’s old house. This document directed

. them to furnish Major Heatheote with whatever game he chose to
order ; to let the house, gardens, and grounds be open to the whole
of his family, at all times and seasons ; and, moreover (a clanse which
went very directly to the centre of Mrs, Heatheote’s heart), that a
sort of Belvidere bangueting-room, situsted at the most heautiful
part in the whole domain, should he swept and garnished for the
cxpress use and benefit of Messrs. Frederic and Stephen [eathcote,
it being within easy reach of their sturdy little legs, if said little legs
were permitted to trot for about a quarter of a mile along a path in
the heiress’s shrubbery.,

Any gentleman and lady, their daughter and their two little hoys,
residing in so very excellent a house as that of Thorpe-Combe, must
have exactly such 2 person as Miss Martin Thorpe for_their hostess
before they will be able fully to comprehend all the pleasure which
the Heathcote family derived from this old banqueting-room, the
lovely walks around it, and the fres admission to an excellent library,
that did zo# belong to the mansion that they called their home. By
degrees, indeed, this beautiful room became almost their only morn-
ing dwelling-place; and Miss Martin Thorpe, ensconced in the digni-
fied retreat of her mousavand-roseécoluured boudoir, little guessed

0
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how infinitely superior an_aparfment her harshly-treated guests had
found. Nearly all Mrs. Heathcote’s work-boxes and work-baskets,
one by one, found themsclves permanent and most eommodious
receplacles in the bamﬂueting-rgom. To the banqueting-room the
major conveyed the whole of his delicate apparatus for the manufae;
ture of flies. To the banqueting-room every treasure over which the
little boys held

—— ‘*solely soverelgn sway and masterdom,”

was carried with feelings of delight that multiplied their value a
thousand-fold. And, lastly, it was in the banqueting-room that Flo-
rence’s little writing-desk was established, at which she was begin-
ning to pass some of her happiest hours, by complying with the
earnest request contained in Sir Charles Temple’s first letter, which
implored her, by all the pretty adjurations in use among persons in
their predicament, “to keep a regular registry of all she read and
all she did . . . . of the walks she took, particularly when she
deigned to turn her beloved footstt(aips towards Temple, . . . , and of
the moments (short, of course, and far between) during which she
permitted her precious thoughts to wander towards the man who
adored her.” y

There are many young ladies, pretty thoropgh]g enamoured too, to
whom this request would have brouglit nothing but embarrassment :
but the *bringing up” of such must have heen more artificial than
that of Florence. What is called shyness is probably in all cases
produced by the thoughts being too intently occupied by self. It is
not self-love, exactly, but self-anxiety, which produces it. Now
Florence had no such anxiety, She had never been produced with a
view to making an effect ; and no thought or feeling conneeted with
this had ever entered her head. She loved Sir Charles Temple,
....0hsomuch!, ... And what could be so delightful as to
write down for him all she thought and almost all she felt P Surely
nothing! . . . . af least, as long as he was away from her.

But 1t is forestalling to dwell thus on all the enjoyment which Sir
Charles Temple’s prescient attention to their comfort procured for
the whole family. The events which occurred while all this was
ripening info habit must not he overlooked. The Hereford ball, the
approach of which had been the ultimate signal which produced the
summons to her guardian and his family, ocenpied the thoughts of
Miss Martin Thorpe very considerably. "It did not indeed prevent
her giving daily attention fo the quantity of bread, butter, meut, and
milk, consumed by her guests, nor did she in the least degree relax her
efforts to render the burden as little oppressive to her purse as pos-
sible. But, despite all this persevering attention to ﬁ)er domestic
concerns, she was in no degree negligent in her preparations for
that important epoch in herlife’s history,—her first presentation before
the eye&-i of the aristoeracy of the county in which her property was
situated.

In all that concerned this important appearance, the counsels of -
Mr. and Miss Brandenberry were of the greatest convenience and
utility, Mr, Brandenherry assured her that there would be no neces-
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sity for her putting four post-horses to her coach, for that the Har-
rises, and the Pontefracts, and the Nevilles, and the Templetons,
never eame with more than a pair, though their places were all rather
more distant from the scene of festivity than her own. Hetold her,
too, that he thought her coachman and footman would suffice, without
encumbering her rather heavy equipage with any other attendants :
and, lastly, he relieved her from all anxiety about tickets, hy putting
into her limds a packet with a half a dozen enclosed in an envelope
&‘c])]nveﬁng the respectful compliments of the stewards to Miss Marfin
orpe.

But important as were all these services, they were, comparatively
. speaking, of nothing worth when set beside those which acecident put
it in the power of his sister to bestow. In one of the delightfully-
long morning visits which gﬂ'eceded this ball, the necessity for which
became so urgent that the cautious Sophia found herself actually
driven by that strongest, to her, of all impulses, her own convenience,
to lend the key of the shrubbery gate *“for a little while,” to her
new friends; in one of these visits Miss Brandenberry happened to
say, “It is very fortunate, is it not, Richard . . . . that Miss Martin
Thorpe looks so particularly well in black? because, in general,
deep mourning does not make a good ball-dress. But then ome
comfort is, that there is nothing which sets off diamonds so much.
Of course, my dear Miss Martin Thorpe, you mean to wear your
diamonds ? *

Miss Martin Thorpe coloured a little. “ When I am of age,” said
she, ““I shall consider it as a duty that I owe to myself to take care
that nothing is wanting, either in my dress or equipage, which it is
fitting to my station that T should have . . . . and some sort of
jewelry will of course be necessary. But until I shall be in the un-
restramed possession of my whole fortune, T do not mean to pur-
chase diamonds, or anything else of the kind.”

“ Purchase! my dear Miss Martin Thorpe ? Good Heaven, no!”
exclaimed Miss Brandenberry, in reply. “Who that had the happiness
of pogpsessing such diamonds as you have, would ever think of buying
more P *

Miss Martin Thorpe stared, and now coloured 2 good deal; but
for some minutes remained profoundly silent, which was perfectfy na-
tural, considering the variety of thoughts that rushed upon her, and
which it was absolutely necessary she should in some degree d’jgest
before she ventured to speak again.

‘Was it possible that diamonds really and truly made part of the
treasure bequeathed to her by her ever-fo-be-lamented uncle, although
she had never yet seen or heard of them? Woas it possible that the
dear, precious gems could have been surreptitiously removed by any
one? . . . .The lawyer?. . . Major Heatheote? . . . . Sir Charles
Temple?. . . . God knows!. ... and poor Miss Martin Thorpe
felt the painful truth at the very bottom of her heart . . . . God
knows that it is impossible even to guess who may and who may not
be trusted !

As to opening these harassing doubts 1o her attached friends, Mr,
and Miss Brandenberry, it was wholly out of the question, Should
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she confess to them that she, with all the extraordinary ability for
which they had repeatedly owned, with the most wnaffecfed candour,
that they gave her credit, should she confess to them that she actually
did not know whether she inherited any diamonds or not? It was not
to be thought of!. . .. She was still silently struggling with these
most embarrassing meditations, when it suddenly occurred to her that
Mr. Westley, when he delivered to her keeping, by the direction of
her two guardians, the various keys which ha%l been placed in his
hands by the careful Mrs. Barnes, had said, ““ These, madam, I presume,
are the keys of all such repositories as contain valuables. What-

* ever they are,—of which I know nothing,—your guardians have autho-

rised me to deliver them into your hands.”

On receiving these keys, Sophia well rememhbered having shuf
herself up alone in what had been her uncle’s bedroom, and applied
them to_the locks of several inlaid old eabinets, which they readily
unlocked ; but finding nothing but a parcel of letters which appeared
to her mere lumber, she closed those she had opened, and without
troubling herself, at that very busy moment, to examine the. others,
she ordered them to be all carefully removed together info a lumber
room, while the alterations upon which her thoughts were so anxiously
engaged went on. :

If there were indeed any diamonds, she felt confident they must be
in one of these unexplored cabinets, now restored, as very precions
ornaments, to her elegant houdoir ; and there they stood exactly oppo-
site to her, while she waited with burning impatience for the depar-
ture of her friends. But it seemed to her as 1f they had taken root
in the seats they occupied, It was in vain that, after waving the
discussion u%:ou diamonds, by saying that old-fashioned settings were
only fit for old-fashioned people, 1t was in vain that she looked graver,
and graver, and graver. It was in vain that she made short answers,
or no answers at all, to all the lively and affectionate speeches they
made. The crosser she looked the more passionately did they seem
to admive her, and the more impossible di(fj it appear that they could
tear themselves away ; till at length she suddenly rose, and with most
unwonted vivacity declared that she longed so excessively for a walk
that she was determined fo accompany them for a short way on their
road home, through the shrubberies,

Great, of course, was the delight expressed by the brother and
sister at hearing this flattering, this delightful proposal; and away
they went, Mr. and Miss Brandenberry exhausting the English lan-
guage to find words sufliciently strong to express their happmess, and
the hapless Sophia forcing herself to endure all the sickness of hope
delayed, till she thought she had marched them off far enough to pre-
vent any danger of their proposing fo refurn, When she had reached
this point, she stopped short and said, “Now, good-bye.” TUpon
which Miss Brandenherry said, “O heavens, my dearest, deavest
Miss Mortin Thorpe! it is absolutely impossible that you should think
of venturing back alone. Richard, of eourse—

“No. I am very much obliged fo you; but I really am not in
the least afraid, to-day. Good morning, good morning! 1 shall be

.ery glad to see you again to-morrow if you happen to be in the
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humont for a walk. Good-bye!” and Miss Martin Thorpe separated
herself from them by three backward steps.

< 1f the earth were this moment to open before me, and yawn in a
bottomless gulph at my feet,” exclaimed Mr. Brandenberry, * 1 would
sErmg across it, though sure of sinking to everlasting might, rather
than see vou prepare to wander through these solitudes alone !

“()h dear me!” said poor Miss Martin Thorpe, touched a little,
certainly, by his vehement eloquence, get still sick for an unnter-
rupted examination of her cabinets,— dear me! Mr, Brandenberry !
no danger whatever can happen to me in my own woods!”

“ Gracious Heaven! . . . . You know not what you say! Dearest
. ... Forgive me, kindest Miss Martin Thorpe! Let me, I implore

ou, judge for you in this. You know mot. ... Oh! you cannot
now. -There ARE dangers. Oh! heavens!. ... For such as you,
there are dangers that innocence like yours can never dream of ! ...
T camnot Jeb you go home alone. Margaret! you are within reach of
our own gates, on quitting the shrabbery,” and so saying, he darted
after the retreating heiress, too much oceupied in the construction of
energetic, and as some might think even passionate phrases, to per-
ceive how very nearly his charming companion appeared to approach
the condition of the deaf and dumb.

But although teo much preoccupied to be any longer capable of
either speaking or hearing, Miss Martin Thorpe was not a young lady
to be put aside from having her own way by the ardour of any admirer
apon earth, Had it been her will and pleasure to get rid of Mr. and
Miss Brandenberry by a shorter grocess than walking them off the
premises in the manner she had done, she would have done it; and
now that she becan to suspect that Mr. Brandenberry intended to
contrive a féfe-a-téte in her boudoir, she was as resolutely determined
that he should not, enter there, as if she had greatly dis iked, instead
of very nearly liking, his insinuating advances. But love-making
was one thing, and diamond-seeking another and no one living could
feel the difference more strongly than Miss Martin Thorpe.

“Now L must wish you good morning in good carnest,” said Sophia,
planting herself with her back towards a side-door that opened upon
the lawn which divided the house from the shrubberies. /

“Tt must be s027 . . . . said he, looking plaintively in her firmly-
set little brown face,

“ Good morning, Mr. Brandenberry,” she returned; “I shall be
glad to see you again to-morrow.” g

“ May anzels hover near and have you in their keeping! he ex-
claimed. “But oh!. ... For heaven’s sake, let me unlatch that
door! Are fingers such as those made for sueh iron work?” . . ..
And he seized the short little hand which had taken hold of the latch,
and removed it. But not so did he move her regolution; no! not
though he pressed the little hand, considerably harder than ever he
pressed it before. Without affecting ab all more disinelinarion to
have her hand detained than at that moment she really felt, she jerked
it out of his fingers in a way that left no doubt upon his mind as to
its being advisable that he should let it alone for the present; so
making a virtue of necessity, he let her pass, muttering just audibly,
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“sweet tyrant !” and then pronouncing aloud “farewell ! farewell ! *
he bounded from her across the lawn with the agility of a youth of
eightcen.

CHAPTER XXII.

T was with no slow step that the heiress mounted the stairs to her
sacred boudoir, and with no slow hand that she prepared to explore
the contents of the yet unexamined cabinets. They were opened
successively, and apparently in vain, for drawer after drawer presented
nothing to her but multitudes of letters; among which were a fow
valueleless triflés, which looked like memoranda of treasured aflection,

ut in no way resembling the dearer objects which she songht., But
the heart of the fair Sophia was not doomed on this oceasion to beat
for nothing; neither was the word of Margaret Brandenberry o be
accounted vain, false, and of no account. In one of the indescribable
ins and outs of the largest of these Eastern miniature temples of
mystery, the eager fingers of Miss Martin Thorpe detected the fact
that there was a species of sgring’y ﬂleld' n one part of the tortoise-
shell labyrinth, which could only be explained by supposing that it
azight be removed if she conld but have wit to find Zow.

People talk of the eagerness with which drownine men catch at
straws; but any one who had watched the features and the fingers of
the heiress, as she patted, pushed, pulled, and shook the envious pass
which, as she believed, hid from her all she most longed to see, would
have acknowledged that life was not the only treasure capable of
making a human soul quiver in its “fleshy nook.” But description
must cease when the moment arrived at which her trembling labours

. at length proved successful; for who can paint the joy of such a spirit

.. asihat which animated the gloating eyes of Sophia Martin Thorpe,
as, for the first time of her life, she strained them open to behold
diamonds . . . , that were her own ?

She knew perfectly well that she lLad locked the door of the room,
and that no human eye could share with her own the glory of that
sight, unless that door was broken open, or the ehimney or the win-
dows invaded . . .. Yet she could not be contented, till she had
crept with stealthy step to see that all indeed was safe, and that her
deep ecstasy might be mdulged without danger that any envious eye
should watch it. Z

Yes! . . . . They were diamonds! diamonds rich and rare, that
seemed to look up sparkling into her eyes, and cry, “ Behold us !
Had Sophia heen of a caressing tEID&Je!‘, she cerfammly would have
kissed them; but as she was not, she drew them slowly and sedately
. from their cotton hed, and weighed them in her caloulating grasp.
Most people, if they set to thinking about it, can say what moment,
. through the years that they have passed, was the happiest they have
. known, Some will declare that it was when they first learned to
know how sweet was that love which meets return. But not 80,
Sophia. If she auswered truly to such a challenge, she must avow,
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to the latest hour of her existence, that it was the gratification of a
tender passion which could meet no return, that caused her the most
delicious sensations she had ever known. She did not expect her
diamonds to love her ; it was enough for her if they returned bright
flashes to her eager gaze . . . . and this they did. Again and again
she changed their position as the light fell on them, and again and
again they sent off new showers of rainbow light to bless her eyes.
Never before had she been so nearly overpowered by emotion. She
experienced a sort of eestasy that almost made her giddy, and she was
actually obliged to sit down in order to recover herself.

But Sophia had great strength of mind ; and this first overpowering
rush of feeling past, she did not again lose her self-command. After
pressing for a mmute or two her hands upon her heart,as if to still
1ts too rapid Eulsations, she arose with recovered calmness, replaced
the new-found treasure in the honoured shrine wherein she had found
it, slowly, carefully, and surely relocked the cabinet, and drawing a
lIong luxurious breath that spoke, in eloquent silence, of happiness
assured and tremors sunk to rest, she unlocked her door, looked at
the recovered calmness of her steady features in the glass, and rang
the bell for her maid, that she might change her dress for dinner.

When, a few moments before the dinner was announced, she as
usual joined her guests in the east parlour, no feeling of weakness
caused her to betray that her mind was in any degree in a different
state from that it had been when they met at breakfast. If anything,
there might perhaps have been a shage of deeper gravity than usu
upon her small features, but, on the whole, there was nothing to excite
atlention. Aswas usuai with her now, her appetite secmed altogether
to have left her, but she made no complaint of indisposition, and when
Major Heathcote ohserved upon her not having so good an appetite
as formerly, she quietl{lrepllcd, “I have taken a little luncheon this
morning, and I think that very often does spoil the appetite,”

Tt was the custom of Miss Martin Thorpe to take the nice eup of
coffee that she loved so well, in the calm retirement of her own
boudoir, and to remain there, afterwards, during pretty nearly the
whole evening. Buf on this day she managed differently. She went
upstairs indeed, as usual, upon leaving the dining-room, but remained
only long enongh to swallow her coffee, and then returned to the
family party assembled in the east parlour. .. .. No coffec ever
made its appearance there. . . . . Miss Martin Thorpe remembered
that it had not been the daily custom to have it at Bamhoo Cottage,
and, therefore, very comsiderately took this favourite beverage, to
which she had now accustomed herself, alone, that her doing so might
not in aIr}Iy troublesome manner interfere with their habits.

The Heatheote family looked a little startled at her sudden re-
agpeamnce among them, and Florence broke off in the very middle
of a fairy tale which she was repeating for ahout the hundredth time,
with Frederick standing at her knees and Stephen perched upon
them, On the appearance of her cousin she judiciously Eed them hoth
out of the room, and finished the dearly-beloved story in the presence
of the zood Mrs. Barnes, and seated in her parlour.

Nothing could be more favourable to the object for which Miss
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Martin Thorpe had quitted her favourite boudoir than this retreat of
Florence, for it: was her purpose now to mention to her guardian and
his lady her intention of making her first appearance in a Hereford-
shire bull-room the following week ; to request their attendance on
the oceasion; and to state her opinion of the absurdity of permitting
a girl so young as Florence to accompany them,

“ A ball!” exclaimed Mrs. Heatheote, in a tone that seemed to
testify that the balls, formerly so much enjoyed, had not quite faded
from her recollection, *“ Dear me! I am sure I never thought of such
3 thing. And how far is it off, my dear? . . .. Will it he a long

rive 77

“ Not very long, ma’am. County families, at a much greater dis-
tance, attend the Hereford balls constantly.”

“Well . . .. Iamsure I have no objection, and indeed T think it
is quite right and proper that you should enjoy yourself. Don’t you
think so, major P’

“Oh yes, certainly. There can be no possible objection to Sophia’s
going to the county balls if she likes it. ~ I only wish that we some of
us knew a few of the gentlemen. I am afraid it will be rather awk-
ward af fivst, about getting partners, TFor in her situation, so young
as she is, and just come info such a fine property, she must not dance
with anybody that may chance to ask her. Indeed I should not quite
like that my Florenee should do that.”

“As to partners, Major Heatheote,” said the young lady, “I do
not think that there will be any difficulty in my obtaining such as will
be proper for me. I shall not wish, on this oceasion, at least, to dance
with any but gentlemen connected with the old established families
of the eounty. But as to my cousin Florence . . . . do you not think
that she is much too young to go ?” :

“Why, I don’t think it would do her any harm. What do you say,

Poppsy ™

5 i—la.rm? . . . . what harm should it do her? . ... I am sure,

ir . ...” Here Mrs. Heathcote fortunately stopped short—another
word would have plunged her into very considerable diffieulties, for
there was nothing that the young Florence seemed to dread so much
as that Miss Martin Thorpe should discover her engagement with Sir
Charles Temple. #/y she dreaded this so much, she might herself,
perhaps, have found it difficult to explain . . . . perhaps 1t was that,
conscious of being more sensitive on that point to “the touch of joy
or woe,” than on any other, she did not feel disposed to risk the
“trembling” which might be likely to ensue, did she permit that
tender point to come 1n contact with the not very gentle handling
which her cousin was apt to bestow on most things,

Major Heathcote laughed aside af the false step which his lady’s
tongue had so nearly made, and at the sudden halt by which she had
saved herself; but feeling that she required a little help to recover
herself completely, he very cleverly said, “sir? . . , . do not call me
st7, Poppsy, 16 sounds so like being angry with me. Besides, my dear,

dow’t mean to say that I have the least objection to Florence’s
having this pleasure if she wishes for it—none in the world.”

His wife gave him a very grateful sort of smile, and said no more.
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# And do you really think it proper that so very young a persou as
my cousin Florence should go to this ball?” said Miss Martin Thorpe,
with a degree of gravity which made her look almost solemm.

“Yes, indeed, I do think ib particularly proper,” replied Mus.
hHeathcote, stoutly; “and I certainly shall not go without taking

er.” ;

Sophia very rarely did anything without thinking what its conse-
quence might be; and now 1t appeared evident to her that the conse-
quence of any further opposition, on her part, to letting Florence be
one of her party to the %all would be disagreeable, for which reason
she let the subject drop. :

A ball in the country is a great event for all ladies; it was so to
Mrs. Heatheote, and her half-frightened young step{faqghter; but
we must leave them by themselves to fheir consultations in the
banqueting-room, and in Flora’s room with the friendly housekeeper,
while we follow Sophia, the real hieroine of our tale, throngh some of
the mtricate preliminary measures preceding the important evening.

On the morning following that on which the diamonds were dis-
covered, Mr. and Miss Brandenberry made their quiet way to the
boudoir at rather an earlier hour than usual, Sophia, however, was
already expecting them, and rather anxiously; for in the first place,
she was quite aware that they must have perceived something vague
and unsatisfactory in her manner of receiving what had been said
respecting the jewels ; and, in the second place, she was also aware
that she had treated the rapidly-inereasing tenderness of Mr. Bran-
denberry with much more harshness than was in her opinion at all
necessary. Marrying Mr, Brandenberry, who had neither money nor
land, worth speaking of, to add to her own . . . . who had no title
.. .. and no magniticent old mansion, like Temple, to reward her
generosity, in case she ever did decide upon trusting her happiness
i the power of the fightest settlement that ever bound & woman’s
ovwn fortune to a woman’s own self . . . . marrying Mr, Brandenberry
was one thing . . . . but permitling him to devote himself to her for
a year or two of doubtful hope, was another.

Of the first, which she would have considered as an act of unmiti-
gated insanity, she, of course, never thought for an instant; but of
the last, she did think a good deal. T a quiet way, it certainly rather
amused her to hear him say, and to see him do, so many lover-like
things, such as she had read of in some of her romantic mamma’s
hooks. She really did not dislike it at all: she had never had any
love made to her before; and she saw no objection whatever to a
person who was sure of having a great many offers of marriage, per-
mitting the first gentleman who “had happened really to fall in love
with her, to let her see a little of the manner in which such genuine
passion showed itself. It could not make the matter at all worse for
poor My, Brandenberry, and would certainly be rather advantageous
than otherwise for her,

Under impressions such as these, she gave a very kind reception
both to the brother and sister; and though she was rather a novice
in the art_of looking tender, she did her best to lock, at any rate,
exceedingly gentle. Mr. Brandenberry was not a man to overlook a
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crescendo. movement of this nature; nor was his sister either at all
likely to overlook it, and gratefully did both the one and the other
bless, admire, and praise every word she ultered, every smile she
smiled, and every look she looked. The harmony that reizned
amongst them was ineffable. -

Having mutually enjoyed this state of things for some time, with-
out anything of very essential importance having been said by any
one, Miss Martin Thorpe referred to the conversation of the day
before, by saying, with rather less equality of cold composure than
usually marked her manner of speaking, “Do you recollect, Miss
Brandenberry, what I said yesterday about the old-fashioned setting
of diamonds P*

“DoI?P....Oh yes!....do you ever say anything in the
presence of Richard and myself, that we either of us ever forget ?”

“ Well, then, if you remember it so well, T am afraid you will think
me very changeable and capricions, when I tell you I have altered my
mind. I have been looking over my diamonds, and I really think
that, considering how difficult it is to make a black dress look smart,
the best thing 1 ean do will be to wear some of them.”

“How delighted T am to hear you say so!” replied her enthusiastic
friend. “ Richard and I have been talking all the morning about the
effect of diamonds when placed in hair that curls naturally. Richard
says that every diamond so placed, becomes worth two . . . . and he
says, too . . . . But, oh! goodness gracious! how angry he looks!
only just look at him, Miss Martin Thorpe—that’s all! . . . . Never
fear, Richard . . . . Ilove you a greaf deal too well to betray any
secret of yours, thongh T am but a thoughtless girl, and do rattle
away sometimes rather faster than I ought to do, perhaps. But we
must leave off talking in this way, or he will certainpiy run out of the
room. Tell me, then, dearest Miss Martin Thorpe, in what manner
were you thinking to wear your beautiful diamonds P—mamma says she
well remembers them, every one, and that they are perfectly superb.”

“I hardly know in what manner it will be best to use them,”
replied Sophia; “but if Mr. Brandenberry will excuse our going
away from him, I would ask you to be so kind as to go with me into
the next room, where I have locked them all up in a_drawer, and
wéle_n you see them, I dare say you will be able to give me some
advice.

“ Come, then, dearest Miss Martin Thorpe ! T perfectly long to see
them—and 1 know Richard will have enough to think of, if he is left
in this room—for Richard and I often say to one another, if we happen
to be shown in here when you are somewhere else, that the very
looking at the things is almost like the happiness of ta’lking to you—
It is all so beautiful and elegant, and so exactly like yourself.”

Miss Martin Thorpe then led the way to her sleeping-apartment,
followed by her delighted friend; the drawer was opened, and cer-
tainly displayed some very good diamonds set in a variety of forms
for the hair, shoulders, breast, and so forth, together with necklace,
bracelets, and earrings, none of them in the newest taste, but all more
or less elegant, and in perfectly good order. ' :

“Oh goodness ! what beautiful jewels!” exclaimed Miss Branden-
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berry, her projecting eyes looking as if they were ready to start from
‘her head, and complete the collection. “Think how you will look
with all these about you!—all, all, all! T would not have you leave
out a single one of them. - You have no idea, my dear Miss Martin
Thorpe, what an immense effect this will produce upon a first
appearance. Our county is rather particular about jewels. I have

ways heard my mother say that nobody was considered quite tip-top
who had not got diamonds.. 8o of course you will not spoil the first
Impression by leaving any of them at home £

“ If 1 wear any of them,” said 17S‘r?ﬁhia, with an air of indifference,
“T may as well wear all. There will be no more trouble in it.” And
as she spoke she began handling the different articles, as if to examine
their clasps and pins.

“ Let me dress you in them!” cried Miss Brandenberry, fervently,
“Oh,do!do! . ... Iknowsowell howthey ought tolook! Though
I am not a great many years older than you, I have been at a great
many more county baﬁs, you know! Will you sit down and let me
dress you P—

“You may do what you like, my dear Miss Brandenberry. If it
will amuse you, I will sit down while you put them on, as you think
they ought to be worn. Only T am afraid your brother will think
that I am very rude to leave him for so long.”

“Never mind my_ brother, dear Miss Martin Thorpe,” said the
delighted Margaret, drawing off her gloves, and seizing a comb from
the toilet-table. “He is not likely to think anything that you do
very wrong, poor fellow. . . . . There, just sit so, for half a moment.
Oh'! these heautiful short, stiff, natural curls ave made on purpose for
diamonds ; how they do set it off, to be sare! . . . . But we must
have a baud of black velvet, or something of that sort, to keep them
steady. Have you got anything of the kind F*

“T dare say 1 have,” replied the heiress: “but my maid will know
better than I'; shall i ring for her?”

“No, no, no, not for the world! . . . . That would spoil all my

leasure, for of course she would fancy that nobody must touch them
Eut herself . . . . Just let me look here, may 1? and without wait-
ing for an answer, the %rqceful handmaiden pulled out drawer after
drawer of the careful heiress’s neatly-arranged stores, till at length
she discovered a thick waist-belt of black ribbon, and bound it round
and round Miss Martin Thorpe’s little bullet-head. Upon this foun-
dation, which she declared to be most satisfactorily firm and substantial,
Miss Brandenberry deposited exactly as many of the various-sized,
and various-shaped ornaments as she could manage to fasten on, and
completed the labour of love, by placing, as well as the nature of a
morning dress would permit, the necklace and bracelets where they
ought to be. But at this stage of the business a terrible embarrass-
ment presented itself, Miss Martin Thorpe had never had her ears
hored, and there lay the long glittering appendages, as ingeniously
expansive as if they had been fabricated by that boldest of all trinket.
fanciers, a Norih American Indian—there they lay, the last-left
tenants of the satin case, with no possibility of their being appended
to the thick tips of the vexed Sophia’s ears.
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Miss Brandenberry, when_suddenly her countenance cleared up, an
she joyously exclaimed, “T know what we will do! T will jusi zet a
needle, and a bit of black sewing-silk, and tack them upon the band,
s0 as to make them hang down as close to the ears as possible. No-
body in the world will ever be able to find it out.”—The implements
required being near at hand, no time was lost in putting this last
and most skilful touch to the immovable heiress’s head-dresss and
then, Miss Brandenherry clapped her hands, and almost shouted in
approbation of her own taste and skill, and of the exquisitely becoming
effect they had produced.

“You must let Richard see you! . . .. Poor fellow! You must,
indeed! Tt would be too, t0o cruel fo refuse_him! If you could but
only guess how you look! . . .. I never did, no, never in my life,
see anything to be compared to the becomingness of that head-dress,
just as it is now! Come to the glass, and look at yourself, my dear,
dear, Miss Martin Thorpe, and then you can judge for yourself.”

iss Martin Thorpe cautiously rose, as if fearful that, at every step
she made, a jewel might be lost; and, Placing herself before the
looking-glass, most certainly agreed with her delighted friend, and
even confessed that she did think diamonds made a beautiful head-
dress. The earrings, too, appeared to her most exquisitely elegant
and well-placed; for the thoughtful Margaret, with a liftle fond,
caressing touch, held the head of her friend in such straight and im-
movable equilibrium before the glass, that the sewing-silk loops by
which they were suspended were quite invisible.

“ Now then, let us just step in, for one moment, to poor, dear
Richard!” said the fond sister, opening the door of commmmication,
Sophia said a word or twoe about its being rather foolish to do that,
but she made no positive resistance, so, in the next moment, Mr.
Brandenberry was basking in the blaze of luminaries which he ad-
mired with cuite as mueh devotion as the demure-locking owner of
them herself.

* Now, Richard! Tell me honestly and sincerely what you think of
that 2 said Miss Brandenberry, crossingherarms before her and drawing
herself up, as if preparing to watch the effect she knew must follow.

“ Think | ** repeated Mr. Brandenberry, after the interval of two or
three minutes, and with a sigh that seemed to relieve an almost suffo-
cating oppression on his breast. “Think!. ... what do I think

A moment or two was lost in the expression of useless regrets b

of it . .. . Margaret, Margaret!. . . . There was no need of this!”
“Poor fellow ! cried his sister, evidently much touched. <T
guessed how it would strike him . . . . Come, come, Richard! . . ..

Don’t turn away your eyes in that manner,” she ao’lded, as if endea-
vouring to give a playful turn to the subject. “What in the world
will Miss Martin Thorpe think of you? , . . . She must suppose,
of course, that she is too ugly to be looked at.””

“ Margaret ! . .. . You are unfeeling,” said Mr. Brandenberry,
in a low, mournful voiee, and Sassmg his hand across his foi’ehe:tg,
as if, poor gentleman, he would have willingly wiped away the im.
pression he had alltoo-strongly received ; then, taking a long striding .
step or two across the room, he remained for a moment at the open
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window, and the balmy breath of spring which entered there having
done much towards restoring his comgosu're, he returned to the
spot where the two ladics still stood, and said, with an abashed and

most truly penitent air, “Miss Martin Thorpe, . . . . I know not
how to apologise to you as I ought . . .. Forget and forgive my
weakness. Poor Margaret is very thoughtless ! Tt is dangerous

laying with edged tools . ... But no more of this. ... Your
ﬁead-cfress is, indeed, beautifully arranged, and the county of Hereford
will, by seeing you in this cosfume, know at once how . .. . how

very lovely a creature is addec®o their society.”

Feeling, probably, that he had reached a climax from which it
would not %e advantageous to descend abruptly, Mr. Brandenberry
made signal to his faithful Margaret that it was time to go, and they
departed accordingly, the brother and sister comparing notes on the
progres# they helieved themselves to be making towards the brilliant
object of their common hope; and the heiress, as she now, with lin-

ering enjoyment, perused each separate jewel in the glass, paying

erself many pleasant compliments in her heart, upon the superiority
of wisdom, which thus ena%led her to enjoy the passionate admiration
of a lover, without running the very shghtest risk of being beguiled
by it into hestowing her wealth upen him.

CHAPTER XXIII.

A vEry gentle, modest hint from Miss Brandenberry about the ca-
ability of an old coach to hold six persons #¢f having taking effect,
lajor and Mrs. Heathcote, Florence, and lastly, the jewelled heirvess

herself, made their enfrée into the Iereford ball-raom without any
native guard whatever. - As it was the decided though secvet purpose
of Miss Martin Thorpe to produce as much sensation by her entrance,
as possible, she had ordered her horses rather at a late hour, and the
room, as she had intended it should be, was full when they arrived.
It was exceedingly fortunate for the success of Sophia’s projected
coup de thédtre that she followed the advice of her Brandenberry
friends, and adorned herself with those speaking appendages of wealth
which had been so happily brought fo light; for, without this very
legible label, it. is extremely probable that the late Mr. Thorpe’s
Penniless niece, Florence, might have carried away all eyes from his
rich niece, Sophia. Nothing, certainly, could be more unpretending
than Florence’s plain white frock and black ribbons, nothing more
simple than the smoothly-laid braids of her glossy brown hair, But
nature will sometimes puzzle the most accomplished gentleman-usher,
and Florence is not the first undowered girl, whose siig_ht, tall figure,
swan-like neck, and gracefal step, may have thrown into the shade
a stunted, brown, dull-locking little body, with three or four thousand
@ year. But what shade is obscure enongh to conceal the glitter of

monds? Certainly none that an English ball-room ean throw;

- and, accordingly, 10 eye blundered, though some few juvenile ones

:
1
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might wander, asthe party walked up the room, and Miss Martin
Thorpe, the heiress of Thorpe-Combe, stood as unmistakably con-
spicuous before all the assembly as she could have herself desired.

Many, more accustomed to find themselves the centre of a circle of
eyes, might, however, have borne it worse than our young heiress.
The quiet, posé, demure look of her small features was in no degree
altered, though, perhaps her gait was a little more stiff than usunal
from the cousciousness of the precious weight she carried on her head.

Several of the neighbouring families, who had already called upon
her, erowded round to pay their compliments, To some of these
Major Heathcote and his wife had been already introduced, and those
who had not, requested the favour without loss of time, the guardian
of nearly four thousand a year being by no means a person to be
neglected. But, as it happened, the pretty Florence had never been
beheld by any eye in that assembly before, and it certainly speaks
well for the independent spirit of the young county gentlemen, that
1o less than three of them desired to be presented, and asked her to
dance, though the rumour was ?eedtly circulated that she was one of
twenty chilcfren, and that her father, the major, had nothing but his
half-pay to live upon. ’

A cruel accident, a very cruel accident, had prevented Mr. and Miss
Brandenberry from being in the ball-room when the chosen of both
their hearts entered it. A jibbing post-horse had absolutely refused
to mount a certain hill which rose between Broad Grange and the
town of Hereford; and for a few dreadful moments it appeared very
uncertain whether, after all their efforts, the brother and sister would
not have been ubilgcd to give up this important meeting with the
heiress at her first ball, and walk back, pumps, satin shoes, and all,
leaving her to the unimpeded agreeableness of all the single men far
and near. After an excruciating interval, however, a neighbouring
farmer lent a cart-horse, by whose aid the anxious pair were at lengtE
safely deposited at the wished-for door.

The sort of eagerness with which they sought the figure of her
whom alone of all the world_they wished to see, may be more easily
imagined than described. It was with a perfect thrill of delight
that Miss Brandenberry at length discerned ‘an object at onge both
black and brilliant, at the farthest extremity of the room. “There,
Richard, there!” she whispered with an almost convulsive grasp of
the fraternal arm on which she rested. “¥or heaven’s sake, come

on!” And on they went: but ere they had made their way to the -

spot where she had heen visible, Miss Martin Thorpe had already
walked off under the escort of some far happier man, and taken her
place in a quadrille. .

“ Go up at once, and remind her that she is engaged to you,
Richard I** said the firm-minded and resolute Margaret.

“I can’t!. . .. If is impossible!* r%lied her tortured brother.
“Don’t you see that she is daneing with Liord Thelwell #

“Merciful Heaven! Was thereever anything one ten-thousandth part
so provoking ?* cried poor Miss Brandenberry. “That is precisely
the very thing that 1 was most anxious to fpre\'reﬂt. If she once takes
it intoher head to fancy that she is as fashionable as she is rich, 1
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would not give one penny for your chance, let her helieve you to be
ever so much dying for her. T know how she will behave, T am quite
sure that she will %ardly speak tous . . . . But go, at any rate go,
Richard ! and stand looking at her just where she can see you. It is
folly to give up in such a cowardly way at once.”

he exemplary brother cheyed without uttering a word ; and was
better rewarded for his obedience than he had dared hope to be. It
happened that Sophia’s vis-d-vis was no other than her cousin Florence,
and_ before the young nobleman who had taken out the heiress had
performed two figures with her, the watchful Mr. Brandenberry per-
ceived to a certainty that he inquired of Miss Martin Thorpe who the
lady was who had spoken to her as they made their fraversée. He
perceived, too, and his heart beat joyously as he made the remark,
that from that moment the noble steward was infinitely more oceu-
pied in looking at the pretty lady thanin talking to the rich one;
and when at last, the dance being over, he noted the look of frowning
displeasure with which Miss Martin Thorpe eomplied with Lord
Thelwell’s request, and presented him to her cousin, the most san-
gume hope arose that he should derive imporfant benefit from the
whole adventure. He had taken effectual care, according to his
sister’s instructions, that Sophia should see him hovering near her—
and he was conscious that the passionate misery his eyes had ex-
pressed must appear in very favourable contrast with the indifferent
air and careless nonchalance with which the young nobleman now
led her back to her place, and seated her by the side of Mrys,
Heathcote. Iy -

Mr. Brandenberry wasted no farther time in watching Lord Thel-
well; quite satisfied that he had not only asked Florence to danee, but
also that he had desired an inftroduction to her father; and feeling a
satisfactory assurance that this evident and offensive preference of
her beautiful cousin to herself would put her in the most favourable
state of mind possible for receiving a stronger display of his own
devotion than he had ever yet wvemtured upon, he drgw near her
with the aspect of a man so borne down with sorrow and disap-

ointment as hardly to have sufficient energy left to sustain the

ated load of existence. .

He remained for at least a minute exactlyin front of her before she
erceived he was there, so intently was she occupied, apparently in
rawing up her short little white gloves, but really in watching from

the corner of her eye the tone and style in which her late noble
partnor, who had not pronounced three words while he was dancing
with her, was now exhibiting his conversational powers to her
cousin.

But the strength of man eould endure this sitnation no longer, and
Miss Martin Thorpe’s oblique contemplations were interrupted by a
profound sigh so close to her that she looked up with a start. :

“You are come then, at last, Mr. Brandenberry ? I supposed, hy
not seeing you in the room, that you had given up your mtention of
being at the ball P said she. . )

'or an instant Mr. Brandenberry’s only answer was given hy
steadily fixing the large languishing grey eyes which have been already
Ha
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mentioned, upon the sharp small black ones of the heiress. But as
soon as the young lady, notwithstanding her steadiness of character,
could bear it no longer, and turned away her head, a signal which
Mz, Brandenberry always watched for as a coock does for the rising
up of the milk in her skillet, to convince him that the fire of his
passion had in this way been applied long enough, he replied, “ How
comes it, can you tell me? . . . . Dearest and best Miss Martin
Thorpe !—Can you tell me how it is that you, with an eye that seems
gifted with the power of locking into the very heart and soul of man,
can so mistake as to believe that one who has for weeks lived upon
the dear hopes to which the anticipation of this ball gave birth, could
give up his intention of coming to it? . ... Would to Heaven I
had the power to do so!” he added, hastily, and in a voice so low
that had he not at the same time dropped into the vacant chair that
was beside her, and permitted his lips very nearly to touch her ear,
she could not have heard him. As it was, however, she did hear him,
. and she knew perfectly well what he meant. Mr. Brandenberry per-
eeived this, by a slight, a very slight, approach, to a smile at one
corner of her mouth ; ’but as her general demeanour continued as
calm and composed as usual, he ventured to go on, and before the

orchestra gave them fo understand that it was time they should ©

take their places, if it were their intention to dance in the next qua-
drille, he had made as vehement love as a gentleman in a ball-room
could make, short of saying, “ Will you marry me ?*

They joined the set that was nearest to them, and Miss Martin
Thorpe certainly found this dance a good deal more agreeable than
the last. But notwithstanding the necessity of attending to the
figure, and notwithstanding that she listened to every one of Mr.
Br‘ancienberry’s speeches, and now and then said two or three words
in reply, the reflective Sophia found time to make up her mind
very decidedly on one point—namely, that the choosing a partner
for life, and a partner for a dance, ought not to be regulated by

* the same principles . . . . an original and very profound thought.
Wh%fh is here recorded rather for the sake of the young than the old
reader.

Florence, meanwhile, was very quietly going through her quadrille
with Lord Thelwell, enjoying that sort of peaceful indifference which
engaged young ladies only can taste, and which renders even a firsé
ball a matter of nearly as little importance as a first puppet-show.
Florence, indeed, had not even the gentle stimulant of perceiving that
she was greatly admired by a score or two of persons whom she never
saw before, and did not feel particularly anxious ever to see her again
—for not being used to the sort of thing, the tolerably well-bred
smn}gtoms of it escaped her attention entirely.

T

e fair Miss Brandenberry, notwithstanding she had the advan-

tage of knowing nearly every gentleman in the room, was not so for-
tunate as the young débufantes, for she got no partner at all. The
cireumstance, however, was not new to her, so, like the eels of
natural-historical celebrity, she did not much mind it, but amuse

herself, as she had often done hefore, by distinguishing dresses that

were her old acquainfance from dresses that were not, and by

|
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“watching whether )Boung Mr. This danced with young Miss The
other, as often this ball as the last. She had, moréover, in addition
to these ‘accustomed sources of amusement, two others, which
greatly helped to pass away the time.  The first was the noting
with an anxious but well-contented eye the rather unusual portion
of conversation which her brother was mixing up with his dance
with the heiress. ““ Ah, ah!” thought she, in her usual lively spirit of
iemark, “ Richard is not only dancing a set with her, but a set at
er'])

The other source of extra entertainment which this amiable
descendant of a long line of county ancestors found for herself, while
wandering round and round what she was wont to call * her native
ball-room,” was derived from the examination of an ohject which
all individnals of the race of Brandenberry, from the beginning of
time, have delighted to honour with their particular attention, when-
evgcr any such have been encountered at their county balls,—namely,
a stranger.

Leaning on the arm of the Earl of Broughton, the still youthful-
looking father of Lord Thelwell, was a gentleman but little resem-
bling in appearance any of the persons who were usually seen there

is complexion was extremely dark, and, what but rarely accom-
panies this, his head was nearly bald ; but though the spare fringe of
crisped black hair which get remained on the back part of it was
sprinkled with grey, he did not altogether appear to be an old man.

1e wore a thin moustache, which, contrasted with the shaven-and-shorn
air of the rest of his head and face, gave him very much the look of a
Chinese ; and a quick, jerking sort of gesticulation which seemed to
accompany every word ‘he uttered, suggested fo Miss Brandcnbenc?r
the idea that he must be a foreigner. But let him be what he woul
10 doubt could be entertained as to his being somebody ; for Lord
Broughton seemed to devote his whole attention to him, evidently
following wherever he led, and assiduously bending bis tall person to
thpdlevefof his jerking companion, as if anxious not to lose a word Le
said.

It was in vain that Miss Brandenberry asked every soul she met,
who tnat strange-locking gerson was, that Lord Broughton had got
with him; no one appeared belter informed, though many were as
curious as herself. ! :

inding all inquiry vain, she gave it up, and began to hover about
the quadrille in which Miss Martin Thorpe and her brother were
ancing, in order to be in readiness to catch a few rays from that
stinguished young lady’s diamonds, and a few words from her lips,
as soon as the dance ended.

In this her success was as great as she could reasonably expect, for

Miss Martin Thorpe presented two fingers to her, and said, “ How do
you do, ‘Miss Brandenberry ?” with very nearly her usual degree of
cordiality, though Mrs. Templeton and two of the Misses Brickerley,

“hoth cuuntf families of four horse-power gentility, came up to pay
their compliments almost at the same time. She had, moreover, the
Breat satisfaction of seeing these ladies, as well as two or three
others, who in like manner a.pproac%:led the heiress, retire again, after

s
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a very fow words spoken and amswered ; for, to say truth, there was
something in the still, solemn aspect of little Miss Martin Thorpe
which did not greatly tend fo exhilirate the spirits of those who ap-
proached her, and when people come to a ball, they do not wish fo be
trozen if they can help it,

Perceiving this, Miss Brandenberry resolved at onee o attach her-
sclf, without shiness or hesitation of any kind, to the Thorpe-Combe
party. By hazarding this step she would, beyond all question, be
giving an immense advantage to Richard, and she might, moreover,
find 1t extremely pleasant to sit and ehat with that good-natured-
looking Mrs. Heathcote, to whom she had never happened to be in-
troduced before, because, when she had asked Miss Martin Thorpe’s

ermission one morning to wait upon her and her daughfer, it had

een found upon inquiry that the ladies were not at home, But this
was an (::':cclIl)ent opportunity for making the acquaintance; and as
soon as she perceived that Miss Martin Thorpe was lett to herself,
and at liberty to reseat herself by the side of her chaperon, she pre-
feill"rad he}l request for an introduction, which was immediately com-
plied with.

Mr. Brandenberry had, by this time, undeniably advanced a degres
or two farther in Miss Martin Thorpe’s estimation than when he had
first cntered the ball-room ; and the reason of this was, that though
he had once been seen to look full in the face of Florence Heatheote,
he had never turned his eyes towards her again, or given in any way
the slightest indication of wishing for an introduction, or of having
anything to say to her whatever. This showed a degree of genile-
manlike, rational good sense, which she had never remarked in Sir
Charles Temple, who had disgusted her extremely by running the
risk of spoiling the poor unfortunate child, though knowing that she
had only her own industry to depend upon, and that, merely for the
sake of amusing himself with the silly prattle of a girl who had no-
thing on earth to recommend her but her trumpery beauty.

In contrast with such conduet as this, Mr. andenber{fs beha-
viour certainly appeared to great advantage; and when, after their
quadrille was ended, he once more stationed himself before her, with
his eyes riveted (as the phrase goes) upon her face, she actually made
a movement which very plainly indicated a request that he would be
pleased to sit down by her. _Idis sister Margaret, at the other extre- -
mity of the bench, was hardly less fortunate, having succeeded in
edging herself in between Mrs. Heatheote and Florence, who had
both smiled with the most perfect good-humour when she made a re-
mark abouf; crowding them. )

Tt was just at this moment that Miss Brandenberry’s attention was
aoain caught by the figure of the stranger she had before remarked.
He was still leaning on the arm of Liord Broughton, and appeared,
together with the young Lord Thelwell, who was on his other side,
to be approaching the spot where they sat.

“ You don’t haﬂpcn to have heard who that very odd-looking per-
son is, I suppose, Miss Heathcote? He must be somebody of con-
sequence, because Liord Broughton, who very seldom comes to the
halls at all, seems to pay no attention to any one else. Isn't it very
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odd? . . . . Upon my word and honour, 1 helieve they are coming
up to us! Don’t they look exactly as if they were coming up to

us P

On this point the epinion of Florence perfectly corresponded with
her own; and that neither of them had ﬁeen mistaken was imme-
diately proved by the three gentlemen becoming stationary before the
heiress, while Lord Thelwell said, © Will you give me leave, Miss
Martin Thorpe, to present my father, Lord Broughton, to you $” |

Sophia’s steady composure was for a moment a little oversef hy
this unexpected address; however she did not forget for more than
4 second or two that she was the heiress of Thorpe-Combe, possessed
of a fine house, and a very magnificent service of plate, and having
on, at that very moment, four times as many diamonds as Lady
Broughton herself, These thoughts effectually restored her com-
posure, and she replied that she should be very happy,” in a manner
as dry, stiff, and consequential as usual.

After a few ordinary words had been said about her settling in the
neighbourhood, the beauty of the surrounding country, and so forth,
Lord Broughton requested an introduction to her guardian, Major
Heatheote, his lady, and daughter. This ceremony havinz heen duly
performed, and the Major and M. Brandenberry having stood up,
and joined themselves to the group of gentlemen, the desire of an
introduction spread to the dark-complexioned stranger also, and Miss
Brandenberry was at length relieved from her painful ignorance
respecting his name by hearing Lord Broughton very distinctly pre-
sent him to the Thorpe-Comhe party as *“ Mr. Jenkins.”

The name did not please the diseriminating ears of this spinster of
ancient descent ; angl either for that reason, or hecause she was not
Inelnded in the introduction, she whispered in the ear of Florenee,
“1t would have been more to the purpose, I think, if his lordship
had introduced Lady Broughton to you, instead of this queer-looking
yellow man.” !

This idea of introducing his conntess to the heiress and her party,
did not however appear to strike his lordship, for no allusion whatever
Wwas made to Lady Bronghton and her daughters ; though the earl,

18 son, and fheir remarkable-looking friend, continued to converse
with the party considerably longer than the mere circumstance of the
Young Lord Thelwell's heing steward of the hall could be supposed
to render necessary, The conversation of the three gentlemen was

divided however, and so far from general, that it speedily turned into
three #éfe-d-fétes, the earl giving imself, for the moment, solely to
t}ie major, his son to Florence, and Mr. Jenkins to Miss Martin

10rpe. i

The orchestra again calling upon the dancers, Mr. Jenkins, very
greatly to the astonishment of Miss Brandenberry, led out the Leiress,
“It ‘was not,” as she observed to Mrs. Heatheote, “that the gentle-
man looked too old to dance, but that there was something about him
50 exceedingly unlike all other people, that it seemed quite unnatural
that he should attempt to do wﬁat anybody else did.” "

“He ¢s a very odd-Jooking man, certamnly,” replied Mrs, Heath-

cote,
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“0dd? . ... why, my dear ma’am, did you ever sce such a
curiosity ? T flatter myself that I am not particularly apt to spy into
my neighbours’ concerns, but I certainly would give something to
know where Lord Broughton got him from. It is quite totally and
absolutely impossible that'he can be an Englishman of good family,
I don’t speak only of his name, though that of course says a good
deal, but of his queer, dry, yellow-looking skin. And yet the
Broughtons are the proudest people, out and out, in the whole county.
I am sure of one thing, Mrs. Heathcote, at any rate, and that is, that
if the earl does nof know him to be a thorough gentleman, he has done
a most abominable thing to introduce him as a partner to your charm-
ing niece. I hope you won’t suspect me of flattery, my dear Mrs.
Heathcote, but I do assure you that I think Miss Martin Thorpe is
one of the most enchanting young ladies I ever met with, in the whole
course of my life. And as to my ¥oor dear brother Richard, he can
talk of nothing but our delightful new neighbour. The late Mr.
Thorpe, poor dear gentleman, was certainly a hit of an oddity, at least
since that sad business about losing his son ; but now, I am sure, the
whole neighbourhood ought to feel themselves under the %rea.test
obligation to him, for haying left his property to a person likely to he
such a prodigious acquisition to us.”

Lord Broughton and his son had by this time walked off, leaving
the major at‘iﬁ]ert to offer his wife and daughter the amusement of
a promenade to the card-room, whereupon Miss Brandenberry slid
herself along the bench to the side of her brother, who, though gene-
rally taking out more of his tickef-money in_dancing than any other
gentleman of the county, was now quite determined not to dance
again, unless he could again be made happ&r by the hand of the object
of his adoration. His sister perfectly understood his feelings. “
am so glad you are not going to dance with anybody else, Richard !
she sguid: It would spoil all.”

# No man who has courage to play such a game as T am engaged
in, could dream of anything else—if he had the wit at least to carry it
through. No great danger, is there, Margaret, to he feared from her
present partner ? The young Viscount, thank Heaven! did not take
with her at all. 'What a hideous quiz that Jenkinsis, to be sure!
.« . . I am really very much obliged to Lord Broughton for intro- .

ueing him.”

“No doubt of it, Richard, no doubt of it. It is just the luckiest
thing for yewthat could have happened. You must ask her again,
as soon as ever this dance is over. She won’t have had one agreeable

iu*tner, pthmugh the whole evening, but yourself. Is not that a
essing 7 : -

As Mr.J enkins released Sophia’s arm, Mr. Brandenberry presented -
his to receive it, requesting permission to attend her to the tea-room
in search of refreshment. Nothing could be better timed than this
request, and never had the young lady looked more graciously dis-
posed towards him than when she accepted it. He had the great
cood fortune ta procure a chair for her at the corner of a table, where
she conld get as much tea as she chose, and eat as much bread and
butter as she liked, quite comfortably, he standing close behind her all

r
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the while, assiduonsly supplying the sugar and the cream, and making
‘her thoroughly sensible of the great difference between people who
were attentive and people who were not.  In short, their arm-and-arm
retreat from the fea-room was still more amicable than their approach
to it, and on passing a short little sofa, placed in a recess, and just
calculated to ﬁlmld two persons, he had both the courage and the
wit to propose her resting herself there a little before she ventured
to dance again.

Sophia made no objection to the proposal, and Mr. Brandenberry,
placing himself proudly beside her, ]?ad the satisfaction of thinking
that everybody in the room must perceive the sort of terms they were
on. Never indeed had the object of his passion appeared so inelined
to be conversable. She had, in truth, been galled in a very tender
point, and, contrary to her usual habit, she sought relief in words.

“ Upon my word, Mr. Brandenberry,” she said, “I am afraid
I have done very wrong in bringing out that poor girl, Florence
Heathcote, in this way. There is notqhing which I think so wrong as
deceiving people about money matters ; and I fear there is no doubt
but that Tiord Thelwell, seeing her come with me, s deceived, and
fancies that she must in some degree be provided for like a gentle-
woman. It is a very melancholy subject to me, Mr. Brandenberry, I
do assure you; but I think I owe it fo my own sense of what is right
to remove at once all such false impressions. That poor girl, whom
you see talking there, with so much easy indifference, to that foolish
young nobleman, has, I dare say, less money belonging to her than
my own kitchenmaid.  You may easily guess how exceedingly painful
it must be to me to mention it, even to so friendly a person as you,
Mr. Brandenberry; but I do it, in order to give you an 01; ortunity
of making the fact properly known, that no one in my neig {J)ourhnod
may have cause to Teproach me with practising any deceptions about
my relations.”

“How every word you utter, my dearest Miss Martin Thorpe,
raises your charming character in my eyes!” replied Mr. Branden-
berry, with irrepressible admiration. “ There is so much beantiful
candour in every word you say, such a noble spirit of rectitude in_your
wish that this unfortunate young person’s actual situation should be
made known, that I shall positively feel a species of glory in secondint
rour high-minded desire, by removing all mystery on the subject.

ut, alas | my charming friend ! your young and pure mind has yet
to learn the strong, though contemptible . ... . not to say viciou:,
. . . . influence, which mere beauty produces in society. To a ma.
indeed, situated as . . . . as I am, for instance, whose whole heai:
and soul are occupied on one object, . . . . to me, in shorf, that
young person yonder, in the white frock and black ribbons, appears
as totally devoid of all personal attraction as she is of wealth, ~ Yet,
during the time you were dancing with that Mr. Jenkins, and while
I was making my melancholy way, in and out, through the crowd, in
order to catch a sight of you, and fancying all the time that everybody
must have the same object in pushing forward as myself, I discovered
to my unspeakable astonishment that it was not you, loveliest Sophia,
but t{tat maypole of a girl, poor unfortunate Miss Heathcote, thaf
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they were all elhowing each other to get a sight of ! T felt perfectly
disgusted at their folly . . . . especially when T heard at least a dozen
of the first men in the room declare, that her beauty Was an acqui-
sition to the county which would make every ball the fashion at which
she was likely to appear.”

Not a word of this was lost upon the heiress. She was, then, for-
tune, diamonds, and all, eclipsed by her penniless cousin! . ., . . It
was wormwood ! / 6

‘Whether the information thus subtilely conveyed produced as
strong an impression in favour of the reporter as he reckoned wupon,
may be doubted; but the ﬁeneral effect of what he had said was
infinitel fgrreater than he had anticipated ; and Miss Martin Thorpe
retu.'meg om the ball with her heart awakened to stronger passion
than she had ever felt before.

CHAPTER XXIV.

On the morning following the ball, at an hour so early as to show

more desire of finding the family at home than of evincing an

articular deference for etiquette, Lord Broughton and his friend
glr. Jenkins arrived at Thorpe-Combe, and inquired for Major Heath-
cote and for Miss Martin Thorpe.

The major, however, with his wife, his daughter, and the two little
boys, were already established in Sir Charles Temple’s old banqueting-
room; but Miss Martin Thorpe was in her bouﬁoir, with her friend
Miss Brandenberry, discussing the demerits of most of the persons
they had seen the night before. The name of the noble and early
visifor caused both ladies to start ; the younger one slightly, the elder
with considerable violence, The mistress of the house, however, im-
mediately recovered herself, and said, “ Desire the gentlemen 1o walk
upstairs;” and before Miss hrandunberry could express one-tenth of
the pleasure she felt at being so luckily there, just when her dearest
Miss Martin Thorpe must be sure to want her, they entered the room.,

Lord Broughton’s manners, and perhaps in some degree his con.
versation too, where those of a_class, [e was easy, gentlemanlike,
and neither partieularly animated nor particularly dall, but requiring
stimulants, considerably stronger than either of the ladies then present
could offer, to make him give out an symﬁoms of individual ‘charac-
ter. But the case was different with his friend Mr. Jenkins ; in him,
everything was individual, and, apparently, nothing in commen with.
the rest of the world. In person, dress, voice, and manner, he was as
essentially singular a person, perhaps, as ever existed, and took so
little pains to conceal or soften his peculiarities, that it is probable
nothing less authoritative than the name and station of the Earl of
Broughton could have induced the wealthy Miss Martin Thorpe to
remam in the same room with him,

His appearance at the ball of the preceding evening, though suffi-
ciently ecoentric, had not been more severely censused by the BT
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of the company, than by their declaring it to be strange and foreign-
looking., But this morning it was infinitely more so, and exceedingly
shabby into the bargain, Instead of a hat, he carried in his hand
cap of scarlef cloth, embroidered with gold, the glittering splendour
of which contrasted strangely with the rest of his attire. Ilis trousers
of yellowish white (texture unknown) were of almost Asiatic fulness
of dimension; and a smoke-tinctured waistcoat, imperfectly buttoned,
gave to view an extremely dirty flannel ditto, which, fastening close
round his neck, was but partially concealed by a fine and clean linen
shirt that intervened between them. A wonderfully ill-fitted coat,
which had every appearance of having been purchased of a Jew
clothes-merchant, completed his attire, except, 1ngeed, that a strangely
mysterious apparatus, known to the initiated to betoken inveterate
smoking, hung from his button-hole.

Before he had been two minutes in the room, he placed the close-
fitting cap upon his bald head, and then, while Lord Broughton con-
versed with the ladies on the usual subjects which fm'nisﬁ country-
visiting talk, he indulged himself in what appeared to be an extremely
prying spirit of observation. Rising from Eis chair, he very uncere-
moniously walked round the room, evincing much less admiration for
the taste with which it was decorated than the happy few hitherto
permitted to see it had manifested. In fact, his dark brow was more
than once contracted by a frown of evident disapprobation, as his
eye holdly glanced from object to obi'ect. Nothing, indeed, in the
whole apartment, excepting the four old cabinets to which the late
renaissance in the science of furnishing assigned conspicuous stations
. appeared to meet his approbation. To these, however, he approachcti

again and again, }aid? Eis hand caressingly on their massive orna-
ments, felt with pleasure, as it seemed, the perfect smoothness of their
ebon and ivory mosaic, and finally, stationed himself hefore the
smallest and most curiously wrought of the four, and putting his hands

hind him, stood there, lost apparently in a profound reverie,

Miss Martin Thorpe, though greatly approving the admiration of
anﬁ_body and everybody for anythmg and everything belonging to her-
. Sell, thought the mode which Mr. Jenkins had adopted for showing

It towards her cabinet exceedingly odd, if not absolutely impertinent;
while Miss Brandenberry, notwithstanding her respect for the earl
and her delight in listening to all that he was pleased to say, eoul
Lot keep her eyes from following his extracrdinary friend, and soon
most satisfactorily convinced herself that he was, beyond all contra-

ction, mad. .

Lord Broughton continued for some time to talk on with so easy
and unembarassed an air, as in a great decree to cover the awkward-
ness arising from the singular demeanour of his companion ; but per-
Ceving that the ladies paid less and less attention fo his words, and
fnore and more to the grimaces of Mr. Jenkins, he rose to take his

eave, begging Miss Martin Thorpe to present his compliments to her

%arliian, with his hope of seeing him at the Castle. And then, for
e first time, his lordship muttered something about Lady Brough-
fon’s hoping to make her acquaintance as soon as the family returned
om Liondon, whither they were about immediately to rewove. Having
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made this speech, and a parting bow to each of the ladies, Lord
Broughton touched his absent friend upon the sleeve and said, “ Now,
Jenkins, I think we must be going.” ;

The person thus addressed noyw turned his face upon the trio,.who
for the last five minutes had only seen the back of his loose, long-
waisted coat, and displayed, greatly to their astonishment, a counte-
nance almost ghastly in its sallow paleness, and with eyes that evi-
dently bore the traces of tears. The earl knit his brows, shook his
head, and gave his friend a very unequivocal glance of disapprobation
and reproof. My A

Mr. Jenkins looked into his lordship’s face, in return, with the air
of 3 man who is inwardly arguing some point which he means, when
he has made up his mind upon it, to communicate, and after a short
interval so passed he turned away from his lordship to the heiress,
and said. . . “I am almost afraid, young lady, that you will think me
a very strange person . . . . Bub in point of fact there is really nothing
sirange in the matter, and one word from me will enable you to un- .
derstand it in a moment . . , . Will you give me leave to sit down
again with you, while I explain myself ?

T'his was said in so much more quiet a manner than was usual fo
Mr. Jenkins, who generally shot out his words, like a charge for the
destruction of small birds, that Miss Martin Thorpe, after giving a
glance at Lord Broughton, and perceiving that he also was preparing
to reseat himself, followed the example, saying as she did so, an ‘Witﬁ
not much more than her usualungracious stiffness, “ Pray, sir, sitdown.”

“The fact 1s, Miss Martin,” bezan Mr. Jenkins, ““Miss Martin
Thorpe, I mean. . . . the factis, that a great many years ago 1 was
-yery well acquainted with this country. Lord Broughton, for instance,
is one of my very oldest friends. . . .we were at school fogether,
and . . . . just at the time that I used to see most of him —just
at that same time I used fo be a great deal here too; for your
late uncle was then exceedingly intimate at the Castle also . . . .
thongzh T hear that all fell away afterwards. But . . . . then, while
this lasted, I knew your uncle’s wife, the last Mrs. Thorpe, exceed-
ingly well too . . .. very intimately . . . . She was very kind fo
me, very kindyindeed, and altogether the house was . . . . in short,
Miss Martin. . . . Miss Martin Thorpe, I mean . . . . I should con-
sider myself as under a very great obligation if you would give your
servants orders to let me walk about all over the place.”

After saying this, with much of his usual rapidity of utterance, he
turned to the earl, and added in a sort of pleading, apologistic accent,
“ T would give my right hand, Broughton, to go into every room in
the house this moment . . .. I would, uﬁ(}u my soul!” . ... Then =
looking submissively in the face of Sophia, he seemed to await her
answer with much anxiety.

To most persons his request would have appeared a very simple
onc; the bcﬁ would have been instantly rung, the housekeeper sum-
moned, and orders given that the gentleman’s affectionate reminis-
cences should be gratified as speedily as possible. But Miss Martin -
Thorpe felt exceedingly embarrassed by it. She did not like the:
request at all. In ler estimation there was something very od
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indeed, not to say impertinent, in it; and few things could at that
moment have been less agreeable to her feelings than to grant if.
She hesitated, looked at Miss Brandenberry, hemmed, drew out her
Eocket-hand]{erchipf, and hemmed again, and was heginning in a

usky sort of whisper some specch which opened with, Really,
sir,” . ... when Lord Broughton, apparenily thinking that the
gcene was hecoming disagreeable, rose up again, hastily exclaiming,
“Come, come, Jenkins; this is really too foolish. There can be no
occasion to trouble Miss Martin Thorpe with any such nonsense.
Look at the windows from the outside, my good friend, and let that
gatisfy your sentimental longings.”

“Tord Broughton, you are right,” replied Mr. Jenkins, suddenly
gpringing towards the door, “ There eaz be no occasion to trouble
Miss Martin Thorpe with any such nonsense, and I #i// look at the
windows from the outside.”

So saying he darted out of the room, his noble friend, after am-
other civil parting bow, following; and in the next moment the sound
of t}&eir horses’ feet was heard retreating, as it seemed, ab full
speed.

“ Gracious Heaven! my dearest friend!” exclaimed Miss Branden-
berry, “ what a man! , . . . And, how beyond all words, I admire
you for having so heautifully checked his impertinence! . . . . Tam
-perfectly convinced, my sweet young friend—I am, indeed, perfectly
convinced, that he 1s mad; and if his lordship, the Harl of Broughton,
had not been in the room as a sort of guard to us both, 1 should most -
certainly have taken the Iiberty of ringing the bell. Upon my word,
1 don’t suppose that there are three young ladies in Hurope of your
tender age, who would have evinced the same admirable presence of
mind. It was quite beautiful to see! , . .. It was, indeed!. . ..
What a state my poor dear brother Richard will be in when he hears
of it! . . .. Mercy on me! To think of a real madman like that
galloping over your beautiful house—and you, your dear precious
self, remaining in it all the time! . . . . T should not wonder the
least bit in the world if Richard, when T 2o home and tell him of it,
were to arm himself with a brace of loaded pistols, and walk up and
down hefore the door of the house all night. And, upon my word, I
should not know how to say him nay.”

7 hope there will be no occasion for that,” sedately replied Sophia.
“You know I have men-servants in abundance, Miss Brandenberry.”

“Yes, so you have, to be sure. Only it was so very shocking. .

What was it he said? . . . . that hewould rather have his right ]}a.;lﬂ..
cut off than not run info every room in your house? .. . . is
awful to think of it! . . . . Dear, dear, Miss Martin Thorpe! Do

tell me how you find yourself? T am so afraid that yon must bave
beén shaken! Hadn't you better take something? If it was only
a glass of sherry wine, just to quiet your poor dear nerves? Do let
me ring, will you? I am sure a little wine would be quite a
comfort.”

 In reply to all this affectionate vehemence Sophia very quietly
~ replied, “ I do not like to take wine before my luncheon, Miss Bran-

denberry, T don’t believe it is at all wholesome, for nothing fakes off
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one’s appetite somuch”. . .. And perceiving, on looking at her
watch a few minutes afterwards, that the important hour for this
said luncheon was near at hand, she had recourse to her usual method
of dismissing her friend, which she never failed to put in practice
whenever it happened that an early after-breakfast visit was pro-
longed so as to approach this very sacred hour of the day. For our
heroine was vast]ljy more inclined by nature to exclaim at such a
moment, like the * Little Grey Man,” in the legend,

‘“ Don't disturb me at meals | "

than to invite her admiring friend to share the cheice liftle banquet
with her. She therefore, as usual upon all such occasions, said
. - .. “I think it is getting late, my dear Miss Brandenberry, and
you know I always make a point of going through & good deal of
usiness with my housekeeper just at this time, cvery day.”

The wonted signal had the wouted effect , . . . Miss Brandenberry
pressed the heiress’s hall-extended hand with enthusiastie affection
In both her own, and then departed, leaving Miss Martin Thorpe to a
species of solitude which it gave her no pain to endure.

A good deal of mystery did, in truth, envelope the daily luncheons of
Sophia, but it may be explained in few words. Sophia loved money,
and she loved nice eating too. Now, whenever these two affections
arc co-existent in one and the same person, and that person the mis-
tress of a family, it necessarily follows that some difficulties and
struggles between them must ensue. In Sophia’s case these difficul-
ties were greatly increased by her having her guardian, his wite, and
his three children to feed, and that, for the majority at least, at the
same table where she was to feed herself. It is not saying too much
to aver, that her rest was disturbed by the dilemma in which she thus
found herself. More than once she lay upen a sleepless pillow,
while the horns of it made themselves into palpable pictures, as it
on purpose to torment her.  On the one side stood firmly, swelling
upon its broad base, a glorious money-bag, at whose narrow month
a few diminutive cois rose in a pyramid, ready for use. ... But
beside it stood a coarse unscem%y joint of salted meat, with rude
accompaniments, such as the gourmet loves not. On the other side
a like ample bag lay prostrate, and from its yawning orifice welled
forth a stream of glittering go’ld, while evident collapse reduced its
roundness . . . . Buf in all directions near it might be seen the very
dainiiest dishes that appetite ere dreamed of. 'Ihe struggle in the
mind of the heiress between ‘these two states of existence was for
some days very eruelly harassing; but the pithy proverb. . ...
 dimez, ef vous serez tnventif,” was proved true in this as in a million
otherinstances, and our Sophia bethought herselfof taking her luncheon
alone, in the quiet room, where, as everybody knows, she *transacted
all her business.” These lonely luncheons, once decided on, became
a source of unspeakable comfort to her, in various ways. The savoury
meat that her soul loved was served to her in the greatest possible

perfection, no chilling evaporations taking place while others were

pressed fo share it. The daily meditation as to what these meals should
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be, supplied the want of all those more thriftless thoughts, which are
wont to fill the heads of idler maidens ; and the secret consciousness
that the general style of her housekeeping, cousidered en grand, was

ighly economical, prevented all remorse from the costliness of the
wery little morsels which exhaled their rich but tiny steams within
the small, well-heated, silver reservoirs, which had been selected from
the closet of ambassadorial plate for her especial use. This di-
gression, which has proved somewhat longer than was intended, will
enable the reader to comprehend why it was that the bewitehing hour
bf day with Sophia was two o’clock, and why, from that time il three,
the sacred solitude of her boudoir was never invaded, save by the
entrance of her favourite Mrs. Roberts, whose office it was to take in
and bring out the various articles necessary to the performance of
these seeret gastronomical mysteries. -

It was about one when Lord Broughton and his eccentric friend
made their exit; and it took rather more than three quarters of an
hour afterwards before the affectionate nature of Miss Brandenberry
had so far relieved itself in words as to permit her receiving the civil
congé of her hungry friend, and fearing herself away. The operations
which followed were performed with a steady regularity, which, if it
did not, in its fragrant detail, resemble clock-work, was at least in
most perfect accordance with if, and might furnish a lesson to many
an elegant household, by proving that when the will of its ruler is
steadfast, no irregularity will oceur.

In a word, Miss Martin Thorpe sat down to an exquisite repast,
served in silver, exactly as the great clock over the stables gtruck

WO.

CHAPTER XXV.

. L’homme propose, et Dieu dispose.

. It would be hardl Yossible to imagine human arrangements made
m a manner more likely to insure their object than those adopted by
Sophia for the tranquil enjoyment of hoth her private hreakfast and

er private luncheon, The back stairs, whose embouchure was at two
8teps from her chamber-door, insuring the coming and the going of
the needful apparatus unseen by any but official eyes , . . . the elear
understanding so carefully established between herself and her guests,
that her houdoir was sacred to herself alone . . . . the positive orders,

. 50 impossible to be misunderstood, and so unlikely to be disobéyed

Which forbade the admission of any visitor calling within the prescribe
Interyals ;—all this seemed to promise a seeurity which justified the
¢ompletest confidence on the part of the individual so protected; but—

L’homme propose, et Dieu dispose!

_ It was on the morning we have been deseribing, exactly at the
moment when appetite, excited by all that had been most ecarefully

" Prepared to provoke it, led the hand of Sophia to clutch her kuife and
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fork with more than usval eagerness, in order to make the delicacies
just uncovered to her eyes more intimately her own than they were
already, that the door of her sitting-room was abruptly and even
vehemently opened, and the * erimson-tipped* ficure of Mr. Jenkins
stood before her,

. Certainly there exists no ordinary form of words capable of doing
ustice to the feeling of indignation which at that moment swelled Ler
imart and shot from her eyes; and it is but an idle effort, that of
straining and torturing language in order to make it ‘express more
than by its nature if has strength to do. Tt is wiser to leave the task
to that power which is restrained by no. grammar, and limited by no
vocabulary. Suffice it then to say, that nothing could exceed the anger
of Miss Martin Thorpe. !

The circumstances which led to this unexampled scene were as
follow :—On _ reaching the steps before which Lord Broughton’s
groom held the horses, Mr, Jenkins, who was still an extremely active
little man, seized the bridle of the one which had brought him to
Thorpe-Combe, and springing into the saddle, galloped off without
even turning his head to see if his loxrdship followed him. In this way .
lie reached the lodge gates alone, but pausing there, that this obstacle
might be opened for him, he was overtaken by his noble friend.

“Are you not a foolish fellow, Mr. Timothy Jenkins?” said the
earl, laughing immoderately. “ As 1 hope to Live, I believe you are
Tunning away because you dare not look me in the face. = Come,
Timothy, confess! . . . . Own, like a man, that for once in your life
you agg heartily ashamed of yourself.”

“ And so lie ]ifast the hope of pardon # returned his wild-looking
companion., “If T do, may I never see the glorious sun at home
again! No! . ... Earl of Broughton! ., ... The time has becn,
when T have thought you keen, sharp-witted, quick at device, and
hold in act as thought. . . . . Butnow! . . . . Poor Arthur! . . ..
You have lost ground lamentably! Not only by the heels of my jenet,
Sir Barl, have I run away from you, but swifter far by the rapid flight
of my superior wit . . . . And not wit only, Arthur, but my will.
Know you not, old friend, that wilful will, rough-riding, hard-mouthed
wilful will, has carried me on its back for forty years and more . . . .
And think you, now, that I mean to stand hobbing, cap in hand, hefore
a little uﬂfy pug-nosed_girl, asking her leave to do what do I will,
whether she gives permission or not #”

“Of course you will, you needless boaster; and therein lies the
jest,” replied Lord Broughton, still laughing. “ Why, beloved
Timothy, should you deem 1t necessarﬁ to poke that celestial-looking
chef of yours into a wasp’s nest, when you may get at whatever .

ortion of tl;e fabric you may have a fancy for, without any danger of
eing stung P’
© ] like Eo be stung, Lord Broughton,” r@glied Mr. Jenkins., “If
makes me laugh better than tickling. Besides, to tell you the truth,
and without in the slightest degree intending to affront you, I doubt
if your earlship’s philosophy mounts to the same ‘pitch as mine.
am g great philosopher, Thelwell . . . . Broughton . . . . what the
devil’s your noble name ¢ . , , 4 & greater philosopher than you fancy
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metobe .. .. And® you shall confess, hefore T have done with
you. But this is wasting time . . . . and 1 have business to do.
Adien! my lord! . ., . T will not keep your dinmer waiting, if 1
can help it.”—And with these words the eccentric Mr. Jenkins
scampered off, in the attitude and at the pace of an Arab, pursuipg a
{oe at full speed. :

The three miles which separated Broughion Castle from Thorpe-
Combe, were passed over twice by Mr. Timothy Jenkins in con-
siderably less time than ordinary mortals required for performing the
same distance once ; and having secured his panting steed somewhere
and somehow, out ‘of sight of the house, he made his way, Heaven
knows how, but unseen and unheard by any one, up to the door of the
unsuspecting young lady, whose first reeeption of him was so violent a
start, that her raised fork actually dropped from her hand. The look
she gave him would have been terrific to any man less blindly indifferent
to all things save his own crotchets, than was Mr, Timothy Jenkins.
It may almost be doubted whether he saw it ; but at any rate he took
1o more notice of it than he would have done had a cat opened wide

_ her green eyes before him,

* My dear!” . . . . he began. ;

“Sir!!1” ejaculated in a tone indicative of more wrathful indig-
nation than the monosyllable was ever made to express before, seemed
to eheck him for a moment only. “Don’t look in such a passion, my
dear,” he resumed, “it is not pretty . . . . And you have no reason
1o be angry with me, as I will prove to you in one minute. You must
know, my dear girl, that I am very rich . , . . monstrously rich!

am, upon my word and honour; though I do not carry colours to
prove it just at the present moment, I confess. But, however, I suspect
you are too sensible a girl to doubt your own eyes. I saw last night .
that you were rather partial to trinkets and jewels, and that sort of
thing, beeause 1 perceived by the first glance of my eye that you had
got one and all of the old things on and about you . . . . and if they
were rubbed up a little, some of them might look decent enough,
perhaps, in a quiet way. But they are no more to be compared with
. .. . However that’s nothing to the purpose, just now; but #kis is»
+ . . . And here Mr. Timothy Jenkins drew forth from his deep coat-
pocket a small casket of the finest ivory, inlaid with tiny flowers of
transparent tortoiseshell. He touched a spring, and the lid flew open,
“Now thet, look here, my dear,” he said, raising from its rose-coloured
satin bed an enormous string of the most magnificent oriental pearls.
“This is what I call a pretty toy, and it is worth just abeut . . . .
let me see, just about at least one quarter of all the diamonds you had
got stuck about your poor dear litfle head, last night . . . . What do
you think of it? It is very prefty, and not nearly so heavy for you to
carry.”

- I think, sir,” said Sophia, her voice, her eyes, her mouth, her
chin, all undergoing the most sudden and surprising metamorphosis
1 think, sir, that if those are real pearls, they are the most beautiful

at ever were seen in the world.” :

Pretty nearly, pretty nearly. But pray, Miss ., .. Matin

! JIZ:We any doubts about their being

3
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genuine? Do you suspect that they are made of wax and glass, my
dear * said Mr. Jenkins, laying them across the hands of Sophia,
which seemed instinctively to advance in order to receive them.

Wax and glass? . . . . Ohno, sir! . . . . I never saw anything
so beautiful in all mylife. And what a clasp! How that stone blazes
in the middle of the diamonds!”

“Yes, it does . . . . It is a pretty sapphire for the size. Iam
glad you like it. And now, Sophy Martin . . . . Thorpe, T will
make a bargain with you: I will give you that string of pearls, elasp,
casket, and all, if you will only be kind and good to me, and let mo
go about the old house that I have not seen for so many vears, withous
being eross and angry as you were this morning, What say you?
Will you agree to it ?”

The dull little eyes of Sophia actually shot forth a sort of dim lurid
r?'iy_tas they were raised to those of her strange but most munificent
visitor.

“Agree, sir!. . . . T am sure I do not know what to say to express
my gratitude. Hvery room in the house, of course, and everything in
them, may be seen by you at any time and at all times. Mrs. Barnes,
my housekeeper, is a very civil ebliging person, and she shall have
orders to attend you whenever you please.”

“Mys. Barnes . . . . Mrs. Barnes, your housekeeper? Yes, my
dear . . . . that will do exactly. 1 should like nothing better. Here
they are then. They are pretty tolerable pearls, I promise you. And
they are your own, Miss Sophy. I give them to you out and out.
Now then, lock them up i one of your dear old cahinets. They are
rather too valuable to lie about.” - i

Flattered, bewildered, but delighted, ﬂerhups, more than she had
ever been at any single moment of her whole life, Sophia hastened to
obey him, He followed her to the cabinet she selected, and when
she had opened it, held_her back, with one hand, hut gently enongh
not to frighten her, while with the other he himself opened the door
of a centre receptacle, which was well calenlated to hold the casket
conveniently. But ere she deposited the treasure, he said to her,
“ Hm{g p_xj(}u observed the spring, Sophy ? . . . . Do you know how te
open it 2

“ How kind of you to think of it,” she exclaimed. “Indeed I do
not, and I shall be greatly obliged if you will show me.”

¢ Look here, then . . . . you see 1t is very easy.” And the happy
heiress practised the manceuvre before his eyes, that she might ge
quite perfeet in it. s

“Yes, that is the way. You will hardly miss it now. But I am
more sharp than most people ahout springs . . . . I can always open
them, and, more than that, I can generally pretty well guess where
they are. ~ Stay now; just let me put my finger there, will you ¥

Sophia stood aside: Mr. Jenkins touched a panel which seemed
to be merely ornamental, and flying back, it ‘discovered a recess
in which lay a morocco case which looked as if it contained a -very
small miniature, Mr. Jenkins snatched at it with a movement s0°
sudden as to make her start. But a gentleman possessing the power
of giving away such a string of pearls as she had just -received, was'
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not likely to inspire fear, and immediately recovering herself, she
composedly watched him open the little case, which did indeed con-
tain the “ miniature presentment™ of a liltle boy of six or seven years
old. He changed colour as he looked at it, becoming again as pale
as she had seen him look once before that day. But how different
were her feelings as she watehed him now! . . . . Instead of the
gour frown which then clothed her features, and hung heavily upon
ger brow, as much of kindness as it; was possible for her countenance
to express shone in her looks, and her voice and manner once again
assumed the obsequions gentleness that her poor old unele Thorpe
had thought so interesting. .

“ Perhaps you know that little boy P’ she said— perhaps when you
used to be here so much from Lord Broughton’s Castle, you may have
seen him P : .

“No!” replied Mr. Jenkins, with a slight sigh. “I don’t think T
ever did know that boy.” <

T dare say it is the picture of my cousin Cornelius,” said Sophia

demurely.
“What makes you think so, my dear ?” demanded her companion.
“Oh! . ... I'don't know. Merely because it is here, I believe;

for of course, I never saw it before, as I never found out the spring,”
said Sophia. !

“Then I don’t suppose you eare very much about it, mydear . . . .
and if you do not, I wish you would give it to me.” Sophin looked
askance at it, as 1t lay in Mr. Jenkins” hand, and saw that it was set
in a circle of small diamonds. She felt a twinge at her heart which
caused a moment’s delay in her answer . ... The eye of her new
acquaintance was upon her, and had the delay continued, he looked
very capable of taking offence, and flying off. But luckily the dia-
monds were very small, and, in good time, she remembered that the
pearls were very large; so, with the best grace she could assume, she
replied . . . , “Ohecertainly! . , . . I am sure you are most exceed-
ingly welcome. I only wish the diamonds were larger. They do seem
very bright, but I am afraid they must appear guite small to you.”

%14 is the little picture I want, and not the setting,” said Mr.
Jenkins, quietly, and at the same time examining the back of the

icture to see how it was put together. “If you like it,” he added,
“I can very easily take the ivory out, and leave the little diamonds
with you ?’

_“Just as you please,” replied Sophia, and she stood fixed beside
him without moving a joint, anxiously awaiting the result. :

Mr. Jenkins began to set to work upon the sefding, with his

~ thumbs 3 but though he applied them handily enough, the good work
" defied him, and he turned to Sophia’s well-spread table tolook for some
instrument that might assist him. It was then that for the first time
1ie perceived the elaborate nature of the preparations for the repast he
" bad interrupted, and saddenly changing his purpose he said. “ Do you
* keepthe little picture, my dear, till another time . . . . only don’t give
- 1t away to a.uygody else, and I’ll come again with some tool or other
~ that will help us to do this little job about the diamonds better than
- one of your ﬁandsome silver-hilted knives, I am glad to see that you

" Q
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are 5o fond of pretty things, Miss Sophia, for T have got abundance
of them . ... And now, as you eannot conveniently give me the
picture to-day, I will ask you fo give me something else. . . . . Will
yon give me something to eat ? I am as hungry as a hound.”

Sophia, who felt a thrill run through her frame at the mention of
this abundance of pretty things, replied in the most bland of tones,
“Qh, sir! I shall be so glad if you ean find anything you may happen
to like ; but I am afraid that you will find it all so cold! . . . . .El’ray
sit down. I will come to you in a moment.”

He obeyed, and seated himself at the table, which he rapidly
examined 1 every particular with the eye of a connoisseur. Sophia
meanwhile did her best to join him with as little delay as possible,
but she first restored the miniature to its recess, closed the precious
cabinet, locked it carefully, and put the key, which was on a bunch
with many more, info her pocket. This done, she placed herself
opposite to her guest at the well-spread little table; and considering
that she had as yet eaten little or nothing herself, she did the honours
of it with wonderful cordiality. It is true that the cabinet, with its
well-remembered though unseen acquisition, was at no great distance
and exquisite as was the repast before her, she would not, even had
it been quite hot, have hazarded the favour of her new acquaintance
for any gratification it could have afforded her . . . . So greatly, at
that moment, did the affections of the heart supersede all merely
animal requirements in the consideration of Soﬁﬁlia !

Mzr. Jenkins appeared to know extremely well what was good ; and
either from hunger, politeness, or some other cause, paid no attention
to the coldness of the delicate viands of which he had, indeed, himself
been the cause.

“ Nothing ean be better made than these pefifs patés, my dear. Is
it the Mrs. Barnes you were talking of who had the honour of 1
them P said he.

““T rathed think so, sir,” replied Sophia; “she is a very good eook,
and as I do not as yet know so much of the servant who 1s under her,
I h%‘re de’s}red that she should herself prepare everything that is sent
up to me.

“Very thoughtful . . . . very wise,” said Mr. Jenkins; “and I
take it for granted she is a great favourite, Miss Sophia ?

“ Why no, sir, I do not think she is a very pleasant servant. I like
that people should show that they have one’s interest at heart, and
1 do not think that is as much the case with her as it ought to be.
However, it is a great object to get a good cook. May I give you a

* little of this pulled turkey, sir? It is dressed with mushrooms, and

is generally very good. 1 only wish it wasnot so cold . . . . andthe
asparagus too! I fear it is quite spoiled.”

“Not 5o cold, not so very cold, neither, my dear. These pretty
silver dishes must have been famously hot when they came up, for
they are quite warm now. What have you got under #haf cover,
Miss Sophia 2 .

“ Btewed ecls, sir, and that she does remarkably well too . , . . but

I would not advise you to venture upon it now. If yom will do me 1

he favour to call just at the same time some other morning, you s
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find everything more comfortable. These apricot eveams, I know,
a_re.ggvery nice, and so I dave say is the jelly. Which will you take,
sir £

“Jelly, my dear; I will fake some jelly. It looks exactly as it
onght to do . . . . and you must kuow that T am rather parficular
about jelly. When one is rich, my dear Miss Martin Thorpe, I don’t
see any reason why one should eat bad things. Do you P

“No, indeed, sir,” replied So]ghia,, with considerable energy, “I
think it would be very foolish, and only show one’s ignorance.”

“Very true . . . . very sensibly said, indeed. But do tell me, my
dear, how comes it that you seem to be left all alone so? They told
me at the Castle that one of your uncles . . . . by marriage, I mean
. 4 « ."one of your uncles, who is your guardian, was living with yon,
together with his family.  Where in the world are they all #°

“ Why, sir, the truth is, that I should never be able to do anything
.« . . and I like to manage all my own affairs; but I should never
be able to do it all if I did not keep one room to myself, particularly
during the morning . . . . and so I have had this one fitted up on
purpose for me, and they none of them ever come into it.”

“Tam afraid’, then, you don’t find them very agreeable ?” said Mr.
Jenkins, interrogatively,

“ Why you know, sir, it cannot possibly be agreeable to have
troublesome little hoys running about the house.”

“ And your cousin Florence ? . . . . I think they told me at the
ball that she was called Florence . . . . What sort of a girl is she #

“8he is no fit companion for me, in any way,” replied Sophia,
eolouring, as the feelings of the previous night returned upon her.

“Oh! dear, dear . . . . that's a pity! But they are not making
any great noise in the house now, at any rate; or else I suppose we
should hear them, shouldn’t we ?”

“ Certainly, sir, and very disagreeable it is, sometimes. But luckily
they are very seldom at home in a morning. My other.guardian, Sir
Charles Temple, has a place ciulte close to mine, and T understand he
he has given the Heathcotes leave to_let the children play in an old
summer-house in his grounds. If he did it to keep the house quiet, it
was very thoughtful of him.”

“The summer-house at Temple? . . .. Do you mean the old
banqueting-room ? . . . . Good Heaven! How well I rememberit!”
exclaimed Mr. Jenkins. r

“Yes, it is called the bangueting-room,” replied Scphia; I have
never been to look at it, but I am told that it is reckoncg very gretty‘.”
. “Well! . ... Now, my dear, then, I will wish you a good morn-
ing . . .. and I shall come to see you again, you may depend upon
it.  But before I go, you must just be so kind as to let me light 1y
pl}%% will you £ /

Vith very eager zeal the fingers of the amiable heiress employed
themselves in communicating light to the bougie, by whose aid the
rose-scented vapour soon mounted in a delicate cloud from the

~enamelled appendage to Mr. Jenkins’ button-hole: for, in the first

Dlace, she was only too happy to do anything to please him; in the

-8econd, she longed for him to go, thgt she might be left {éfe-G-fete with
Q
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her pearls; and, in the {hird, she remembered that lighting a bowgie
cost nothing, or next to nothing. BSo the operation was gerforme
with equal adroitness and despatch, and the visitor departed.

-

CHAPTER XXVI.

It was a very lovely April morning upon which all these adyentures
occurred; and as the sun was still lugh in the heavens when Mr.
"Timothy Jenkins found his horse again, and rode off, we must follow
his movements a little longer. It was a pity- that the gentleman,
who, though eccentric, appeared to be a generous good-natured sort
of a person . . . . it was a pity that he had so inveterate a habit of
smoking, for it prevented his enjoying, as he might otherwise have
done, the leisure]iy pace at which he permitted himself and his horse
to thread the narrow woodland path which led to the old banqueting-
room . . . . though, under the dominion of the gardener, this paﬁl
looked as wild as if 1t traversed a forest in Western America, instead
of leading most commodiously across the ravine which divided the
two estates, by means of a rude-looking ivg-mantled bridge. But
the ground beside the path was literally matted over with primroses
and violets ; and had Mr. Jenkins permitted his nose to have fair
play, it might have told him that the richest aroma which an eastern
sun ever drew from the blossoms of Araby the blest, could not exceed
in spirit-soothing sweetness the scents of an English spring. Bub
though this was Tost for him, the gay carol of th;ﬁirds was not ; no,
nor the inseet hum, that the first warm breath of fitful April is as
sure to bring into our cold sunshine as is the rank fervour of July to
animate its reptile thousands on the Nile, - Mr, Jenkins enjoyed it
all, yet it was an enjoyment that made him again tuwrn pale, and he
had to dash away a tear or two before he could see, as clearly as it
deserved to be seen, the pretty net-work, made up of sunshine and
shade, beneath his feet—or the bright tender ereen of the young larch-
buds, that sprinkled the woods through which he passed.

Though he took good care that the pace of his horse should be as
slow as the pace of a horse could be, the distance between Thorpe-
Combe and the banqueting-room was soon stepped over; and having
reached the grassy space tjmt_su;rromded the building, he sprang to
the ground again, tied his high-bred but docile little Arabian to a
tree, and having given one long earnest gaze around, entered the
room,

The very domestic party assembled there were so divided as to give
the whole space, large as'it was, the air of heing inhabited, and
exceedingly comforta?[’)_le. The old
in charge of the premises, had probably received private orders which
had recently made this beautiful but long forsaken room assume the
well-furnished air which it now presented. Near the fire-place, which

now glowed with a small but bright wood fire, a large carpet, old, but
still 1 substantial repair, had been brought from the fine old library,

couple left by Sir Charles Temple
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and carefully laid down; it reached to the two uppet windows of the
beautiful range which opened opposite the door of entrance upon the
precipitous descent to the raving that bounded the property. The
music and the sparkling of a small natural cascade, caused hy a sharp
turn and sudden dip of the brawling little stream at the bottom, had
probably led to the choice of this secluded spot for the erection of the
salon de plaisance, now again, after the interval of many years, con-
verted to purposes of enjoyment. And there the eataract danced and
sang still, as featly as when it first tempted the extravagant father of
the present poor baronet to lay out many hundreds to obtain a lnxurious
view of it. And a luxurious view it still was, though the window-frames
were weather-stained, and the delicate green of the stuecoed walls had
turned to a dingy patch-work.

On a eomfortable sofa near the fire sat Mrs, Heathcote, assiduously
employed in teaching the youngest of her little boys to read. At the
farther extremity of the room, and far beyond the more furnished
division marked out by the carpet, stood a large table, well nigh
covered from one end to the other with the multifarious articles
necessary to the pursuit of the science of angling. Major Heathcote
and his son Frederic, who had hoth of them already been spending
several very happy hours by the water-side, were cecupied at this
table in preparmg for a second expedition; and Florence, seated
at a little writing-desk placed at one of the beautiful windows, was
Eretty thoroughly unconscious of all around her, while seribbling a

istory of the last night’s adventures to Sir Charles.

But despite of this, Florence, in common with the rest of the party,
was startled by the very unexpected appearance of Mr. Jenkins; they
all fixed their eyes upon him, but it was only Major Heathcote who
recognised, under the eap of scarlet and gold, the bald-headed
gentTeman introduced to him by Lord Broughton at the ball. Mr.
genla;ins approached him with a smiling countenance and an extended

and.

* How exceedingly comfortable you all seem to be here | said he,
looking round upon the whole party. “But I hope you won’t think
me impertinent for breaking in upon you all. "I have just been
explaining, Major Heatheote, to the young lady to whom you are so

md as to act as guardian, why it is that I am so anxions to make
acquaintance with you all. These are all old haunts to me, Mrs.
Heatheote ; I used to be a great deal at Broughton Castle formerly,
and af that time the Thorpe-Combe family were very intimate there—
80 that I used to be a great deal at Thorpe-Combe too. It is many,
many years since I have seen either; and therefore you can under-
‘stand . . . . I am sure that you can . . . . the sort of feeling which
makes me desirous of becoming acquainted with you all.”

Though this was said with Mr. Timothy Jenkins’s nsual short, sharp,
rapidity of manner, there was a tone of natural feeling in it, which at
‘once propitiated the friendly hearts of his hearers.

 No man can understand that better, sir, than'one who has heen a
soldier,” replied the major. T don’t wish ever to forget what T felt
on coming back to my father’s vicarage, after passing five years in the
garrison at Gibraltar, It was like coming home to a thousand dear

R
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old friends at ‘once. Every tree, every bush, every table, and every
chair, felt dear to me.” ; r

“To be sure they did, sir,” replied Mr. Jenkins. * But if you
came back to your father’s vicarage, Major Heatheote, you found
vour father still alive . . . . or his vicarage would no longer have

eengyour resting-place. . . . This makes a good deal of difference.
Are these your sons, Mrs. Heathcote ? Of course they are, and I
have asked a silly question. They have features that both father and
mother themselves. . . . I must not venture to come and shake
hands with you, my dear,” he eontinued, approaching Florence, but
stopping short within a few feet of her little table. * You seem so
vcrypi?usily engaged, that you will be angry, I suppose, if 1 interrupt

on P’

““No, indeed !” said Florence blushing, and hastily pufting her
letter into her desk. I think I have written enough for to-day.”
And she stepped forward, and offered him her hand with a frankness of
manner which grew out of his own. The favour was very cordially
received ; and then the uninvited guest began walking about the
room, looking first out of one window and then out of another, talk-
ing all the time, in a succession of very unconnected sentences, but
with a great air of good-humour, and friendly interest for them all,
At length he approached in his wanderings a sort of sideboard which
stood against the wall at the bottom of the room, on which was a
basket and napkin, together with the remains of a loaf of bread,
some cheese-parings, and a couple of tumblers, one having contained
beer and the other water.

“Who has been eating here #”’ demanded the unceremonions Mr.
Jenkins. -

“We have all been eating,” replied Major Heatheote.

“ Rather a homely repast, apparently,” returned the' other bluntly.
“Was this forwarded to you from the larder of the heiress F”

Mrs. Heatheote laughed, Florence coloured, and the major looked a
little as if he thought their visitor fané soif pew impertinent ; never-
theless, he answered, with but little less than his usual good humour,
“Yes, sir, it came from Thorpe-Combe.”

This question and answer seemed to bring the conversation, if such
it might be ealled, to a eonclusion, for Mr. Jenkins hurried away with
as little ceremony as he had entered ; merely giving a nod to each of
the party, without saying anything beyond a general good-bye, which
appeared to be intended for them all.~

“What an exceedingly queer man that is,” said Florence ; “and yet
there is something that interests me about him, though I cannot tell
why. Perhaps it is because he looks sallow and out of health.”

“T do not think he is out of health, Florence,” replied her father.
“THe looks, I think, more sunburnt than sickly ; but certainly he is
the most remarkable free-and-casy chap that I ever saw, Come,
Tred, cateh up the basket, there’s a man, We had no luck this
morning, but I think we had not quite shade enoungh. We must do
better now, or we shall get no compliments from Mrs. Barnes;’

#* % #* L # d
For nearly a week after this time Mr. Jenkins did not again make

g
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his appearance at Thorpe-Coinbe, and Sophia began very seriously to
believe that the opinion uttered by l{ij[iss Brandenberry, in the
extremity of her dismay after Lis first abrupt exit from her boudoir,
was literally correet, and that the unaccountahle bestower of the
unequalled string of pearls was really and fona fide mad. How else
indeed could his conduct be accounted for ? That his motive for this
munificent and uncalled-for generosity was not, as he had declared it
to be, a wish of propitiating her free consent to his going over her
house, was clearly proved by his not taking advantage of the per-
mission when given; and, in short, nothing but his being insune
could account for it. Such really appeared to be the only rationa
Interpretation of his eonduct, a.nci' on this her mind fixed itself too
firmly to be easily shaken. Such being the state of the case, 1t
became a matter of immense importance to her, that she should
decide wit&ljudgment upon the line of conduct she was to pursue,
Were his wildly-liberal present to her made known, and the fact of
his being insane to become evident also, she felt that it would be
impossible to retain it. It was not improbable, she thought, that
this rich treasure, so recklessly carried about in his pocket, might
constitute the whole of his fortune. She fancied that he might in
Some capricious moment before returning to England have thus con-
verted his property into a portable shape, that he might be himself
the bearer of it ; and if this were sq, she felt that she could not he
thankful enough for the chance that had so providentially thrown her
in his way! If he were indeed mad, there could be no sin of any

ind in keeping his rich gift, because he must, of course, he pro-
vided for in some asylum where he could in mno way benefit by its
being restorted to him, ;

Could she therefore he quite sure that the transaction hetween them
would remain unknown to all beside themselves, her course was clear,
She had only to keep the secret herself, and to eep also the treasure
which fortune had put into her hands; but if, on the other hand, he
were, before the aberration of his intellect became generally known,
to mention his visit to her, and the gift he had made in the course of
It, the only thing for her to do, was to endeavour by every means in

er power to ward off all suspicion of insanity, so that it might for
ever remain doubtfil whether he were not legally in a state of mind
to render him eapable of disposing of his property at the time she
Teceived his present. )
Having completely made up her mind as to the modes of conduct
which in either case 1t was her duty to pursue, the outward hearing of
phia indicated nothing that in any way interfered with her usual
onotony and stiff composure of spirits; buf, in truth, she was not
without her anxieties, and looked out for every sound which might
ring her tidings of Mr, Timothy J enkins, with a much more lively
degree of interest than she usually felt in the welfare of any human
ing, save herself. . |

On' the morning of the sixth day after his first visit, Mr. Jenkins
aﬁam made his appearance af Thorpe-Combe ; but on this occasion he
ohose so strange a time for his visit, that no reasons less imperative

- Yhan those which regulated Sophia’s conduct towards him, could have
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induced her to admit him. She was in the act of presiding at the
economical family dinner at six o’clock, when the bell at the hall-door
rang violently.

“'This is an odd time for visitors,” observed Major Heathcote.

“Let nobody in,” said the heiress, knitting her brows into great
severity of aspect; but suddenly recollecting herself, she added—
“unless it is——If any one wishes to see me, desire that the name
may be sent in.”’

Tt was the butler to whom this was addressed, and accordingly he
himself answered the door-bell ; buf not even the dignity of his very
superior demeanour could induce the guest who appeared at it to
submit himself to the etiquette he suggested. Before the hall-door
was again closed, Mr, Jenkins was in the dining-room, wearing a
smiling look of assured weleome, which, if it did not indicate madness,
betokened a degree of familiarity hardly less embarrassing to Sophia.

She immediately rose from her place, saying, “ Let me show you
into the drawing-room, sir;” but before she had well finished the
sentence, Mr. Jenkins seized upon a_chair, and drawing it to the
dinner-table beside Florence, said, “Don’t stand upon any cere-
mony with me, my dear. You know I told you that I had heen
very intimate imre, and you can’t please me better than by just
letting me fall into my old ways again. I am come on purpose to dine
with you, Miss Martin Thorpe. You keep too.good a house to make
a notice necessary, or else I should have given you one, forTama °
little like yourself, my dear,—I like what is nice.”

Sophia was_indescribably distressed. Her dinner was very nearly
as far removed from deserving the epithet of “mnice,” in the sense in
which she well knew Mr. Jenkins used it, as possible. It consisted of
a tureen of pea-soup at the top, and a round of boiled heef at the
Egt;;lom of the mee,-—cabbage, carrots, &c., furnishing the side

ishes.

“That is a good substantial J'oint, my dear,” said the sallow
traveller, eying the goodly “ round,” “but I don’t think it will suif
you and me. It 1s a favourite with the major, L suppose, and if so,

* that is very attentive and kind of you; but I think 1 can guess the
sort of course which will follow ; and all hot, hot, you know ; so you
shall give me leave to wait, if you please.” -

“*The ladye called her little foot-page
And whispered in his ear "—

that he should order Mrs, Barnes to prepare, and send in with the
greatest possible expedition, whatever she had ready in the honse that
was “nice,” and having said this, she called him back again to add,
“Whatever she was gomg to get for my own supper to-night.”

Jem was a quick boy, and well deserved the promotion which had
fallen upon him. He repeated the whispered message to Mrs. Barnes
without a single blunder; but so great was the astonishment of the
housekeeper at its purport, that notwithstanding the haste demanded,
she made the grinning nuncio go through it every word again before :
she moved an mch. !

“Her own supper ! The Lord be good to me!, What mortal man

¥
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can that be as she’d say that for 7’ demanded the good woman, look-
ing Iferfcctly dismayed.

* It is the queer chap as comed last week from the Castle with his
lordship,” replied Jem.

Oh! that’s it, is it? BShe wants to curry favour there, does she?
Nasty proud minx! But she may give away her dear supper, and her
breakfast and her luncheon mto the bargain, before she’ll hring that
set here again as they used to be. However, madam shall try what
her delicate supper will do, if it is only for the pleasure of knowing
how moping amF miserable she will go to bed without it;” and in
pursuance of this excellent resolution a very dainty second course
made its appearance in less time than any one but a Mrs. Barnes
could have achieved it; yet not so quickly, nevertheless, as not to make
it very obviously visible to the meanest capacity that this addition to
the éntertainment was @mprovisé, The greatly-vexed Sophia did all
she could to make this awful interval appear as short as possible by
ordering the butler to bring round champagne, and by most earnestly

ressing Major, Mrs., and Miss Heathcote to eat more hoiled heef.

ut all would not do. The first course and the second course were
pretty nearly as distinet as if the one had been called dinner and the
other supper ; and though the major made a point of sa.)]’ing everything
he could think of, and Florence answered freely and pleasantly to all
the numerous questions Mr. Jenkins was pleased to ask her, time
halted with them all most obviously.

Mrs, Heathcote was the person who appeared to suffer least b
this ; for the very lively and awakening feeling of astonishment which
had seized upon her gave oceupation enough to her thoughts to have
- employed them twice as long. What could be the cause of this
astounding variation in the character and manners of Miss Martin
Thorpe ? ~She, whose avarice showed itself more visibly every day
she lived . . . . she, whose temper stood not the slightest contrariety
without exhibiting the most uneguivocal marks of impatience . . ..
that she, that Sophia, should submit to this unauthorized and very
impertinent intrusion from a perfect stranger, not only without dis-
Fleasure, but with every appearance of thinking herself honoured and

avoured therchy, was a mystery so perfectly past finding out, and
at the same time so exceedmglg exciting to curiosity, that, as
Mrs, Heatheote sat and watched both the guest and his metamor-
Ehc:serl entertainer, the vacant table and the idle plates stood before

er unnoted.

As to Mr. Jenkins, all that could be made of him was, that his
dauntless, reckless, indifference to all common forms rendered him
absolutely unconscious of the strangeness of his own conduct. But,
at the same time, there was such an air of careless good-humour in all
he said, that it was certainly difficult for a good-natured person not
to feel in some desree pleased with him. But no person at all
acquainted with Miss Martin Thorpe could for an instant suppose
that this sort of manner could have any charm for her. It was, on
the contrary, clear as light that it was and must be precisely the
kind of thing she most detested ; yet there she sat, convulsing her
features into a ceaseless smile, and instead of looking daggers at



254 THE WARD.

every impertinent word he uttered, torturing every feature to express
approbation and delight. ] i

Nor was the conduct of Mr. Jenkins at all such as to render this
labour of politeness easy. Though apparently in the most perfect
good-humonr, he showed without any attempt at reserve, that he was
quite aware of the awkwardness of the operations which were going
on, to welcome him.

“ 1 did not mean, my dear, to put you into this terrible fuss,” he
said . . . . “1 can’t say, to be sure, that I like fo eab salt beef.
That would not be true, for I account it, next to salt pork, the most
uneatable thing that Europeans put upon their tables. In general
.. . . that is, among the higher and middling classes . . . . they are
very decent feeders. But I would not have come in so unexpectedly,
if T had thought your general manner of living was so unlike your
nice luncheons. By the bye, I don’t mean gour luncheon, Major
Heatheote, I can’t say that looked very tempting, but yours, m
dear,,, that you and I sat down to, so snugly together, about a wee

“ Will you not take another glass of champagme, Mr. Jenkins
said Sophia, whose brown cheeks were gradually becoming erimson.

“No, I thank you. . . .. Yes, I will, though; it will make the
time seem shorter. . . . . Did you not think I was lost, my dear?
T’ll bet an elephant to a camel, that you thought I was run away
... .and that you would never see any more of my pretty things.
Eh? was it goP* ; .

This speech, however alarming, from its allusion to what she intended
none but herself should know, had enough in it to revive all the sink-
ing energies of Sophia, and she answered in her very gentlest tones.
0 “You had said that you would return, my dear sir, and I felt
sure you would not break your word, and most happy I am to see you

again.”

“ You would have liked it better, though, if T had come at lunch-
time, instead of dinner ? , . . . I must remember that, another time.”

* Come when you will, sir, you will always be welcome,” said Miss
Martin Thorpe.

The major and Mrs, Heathcote, though the very last people in the
word to exchange uncivil family glances, eould not resist this. They
looked at each other; and that look, though neither prolonged nor of
any very marked expression, said a good deal. .If Mr. Jenkins
observeg it, he was less frank than usual on the subject, for he made
no commentary. His next speech was addressed to Florence.

“ My dear, you are very like your mother, and she was very pretty,
I remember that. She was ever so many years younger than . . . .
than her brother. Tt is very interesting, 1 assure you, coming back
in this way to an old place that one remembers so well. Look here,
my dear . . . . let me see your pretty hand. There, I brought this
on purpose for you. My fingers are not very hig, you see, so what
was rather tight for my little finger is not a great deal too big for
your third. . . . . There . . . . How do you like it #”

While saying this, Mr, Timothy Jenkins, who appeared to the
excited mind of Sophia to carry about with him an mexixaustible mine
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of precious stones, put upon the finger of Florence a diamond ring of
very considerable value, which, though hardly suited to so young and
small a hand, appeared to sparkle in the eyes of the heiress more
resplendently than any stone she had ever looked upon. For one
short moment she turned her dark, dismal-looking eyes from the hand
of Florence to her face; and the glance, though rapid, positively
made Miss Heathcote start. All the deep, deep mortification
Florence had caused her at the ball ; all her vague, latent suspicions,
that the admired Sir Charles Temple thought her beautiful ; all the
corrosive, vainly-battled consciousness which lay at the hottom of her
own heart, that she was so; and that not all the wealth that all the
world could give had power to make the richly-endowed heiress as
fair to look upon as her penniless cousin,—all this, strengthened, it
may be, by the ill-humour which the vexatious circumstances of the
present moment, produced, seemed recorded in that look . . . . forit
was one of unmixed hatred.

But though TFlorence started at the unexpected sternness of that
strange glance, she was at an immeasurable distance from under-
standing 1t. She perceived that her cousin was very angry with her,
and fancied that she saw some great impropriety in her having per-
mitted Mr. Jenkins to take-hold of her hand and place the ring upon
it. In truth she did not greatly approve this, herself ; and eolouring
to the temples, she drew off the glittering jewel, and ,.laying‘ it beside
the plate of her new acquaintance, said, with a pretty shake of the
headl, which conveyed a whole volume upon the impropriety of her
accepting it. . . . . “You are very, very kind, Mr. Jenkins, and I
am very much obliged to you; but indeed I cannot take the ring, so
do not he anery if I return it to you.”

Mr. Jenkins Yeoked at her with a sort of meditative eye that seemed
scanning her character. He took up the ring, however, and replaced
it on his own finger, but did not appear to have taken her refusal of
it amiss, for he smiled as he replied . . . . “ Very well, my dear,
then T must keep it myself.”

‘When at length the second eourse did arrive, Sophia had the satis-
faction of remarking that Mr. Timothy Jenkins did ample justice to
it; and something in her own heart, or rather in her own palate,
perhaps, made her feel the importance of having the power thus to
gratify a man who gave away jewels, rich and rare, as freely as a
erippled godmother 1n a fairy tale. Bhe would willingly, however,
have spared some of his laudatory remarks on the dishes set before
him, bearing as they did upon their comparative merits, relatively to
what she had given him at luncheon,—for of her luncheons she never
spoke ; and though not particularly observant as to what the Heath-
cote family might think of her, on any point, she greatly preferred
their knowing nothing at all about them. But there was nothing in
the manner of either father, mother, or daughter, as Mr. Jenkins
made these mal-d-propos observations, which qbetrayed their having
excited much attention; perhaps the information they conveyed was
not quite so new to her guests as she imagined, for Mrs. Barnes was
a hit of a gossip, and would chatter a little to Mrs. Heathcote, now
and then, when that very loving mother indulged herself by accom-
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panying her little boys into the housekeeper’s room, which to them
was by far the most agreeable part of the mansion.

Another whisper produced the lighting-up of the drawing-room,
and then followed a very severe struggle in the mind of Sophia as ta
whether she could, would, might, and should ¢ off with her the
precious giver of jewels when she removed from the dinner-table, or
whether she must, in conformity to established usage, leave him to
listen to whatever it came into honest Major Heathcote’s hLead to
say. She had taken to peeling her almonds, as a means of lengthen-
ing the interval of meditation, and shortening that of danger which
might possibly follow . . . . and having reached the veryiast upon
which she thought it possible thus to employ herself, she abruptly
rose, without paying the least attention to the fact that Mrs. Heath-
cote was in the act of dipping her fingers in her water-glass and said
—* Tiveryhody seems ready for the drawing-room, so I think we may
all go there together.” This speech, long delayed, and not delivered
at last without hesitation, was rendered of none effect by the follow-
ing reply from Mr. Jenkins :—

“ Together, my dear? what! . ... gentlemen and ladies all
together? . . . . That is quite out of the way, Miss Sophy. Iam
. afraid your good aunt has not brought you as forward as she might

have done, upon the chapter of customs and manmers. However,

you need not look grave aﬁmut it, my dear. There is no harm done ;
and with your good leave, Major Heatheote and I will make our-
selves comfortable for a little while here, with nobody to listen to us
but a bottle of claret.”

Escape from this sentence there was none. The miserable lieiress
s For at that moment, despite all she had got and all she hoped
to get, Sophia was exceedingly miserable . . . . the miserable heiress
bent her head, and said, with_extraordinary gentleness, considering
what she suffered, “ Pray do, sir.” This effort made, and the parlour
door closed behind her, she bad, at least, the comfort of knowing
ihat no farther restraint was necessary for the present ; and brushing
with her acenstomed disregard of ceremony, past Mrs. Heatheote and
Tlorence, she took refuge 1n her own boudoir, where her sulky cup of
coffe¢ was as usual brought her, and where she remained, for a long
hour, execrating the yoke of her minority, which obliged her to endura
the presence of the hated Heathcotes, and very %ravcly pondering
again the possibility of picking a positive quarrel with them, an
making herself a ward of Chancery.

At the expiration of this time her page came, according to order,
to inform her that the strange gentleman and the major had left the
dinner-table, and she then descended, trembling lest she should find
some alteration in the manners of her valued guest, which might be
the result of his #éfe-a-téle with her guardian,

But her terrors on this subject were altogether vain and unfounded.
8he was right enough, perhaps, in thinking that Major Heathcote
was not fond of her, but totally wrong in supposing him likely to
make her or her conduct the subject of conversation with a stranger.

In fact, during the hour they remained together her name was not
once mentioned between them. Mr, Jenkins, notwithsianding the
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eocentricities of his manner, was essentially gentlemanlike, and
having, during many years of various adventure, acquired much
out-of -the-way information and anecdote, the conversation was ex-
ceedingly well sustained, without either party having recourse to
commentaries or questions concerning the few persons with whom
they were mutually acquainted. During the last few minutes, indeed,
which preceded their leaving the room, Mr. Jenkins led the conversa-
tion to Italy, and mentioned having heard that Major Heatheote's
eldest son was there with Sir Charles Temple. This was replied to
with all frankness, as well as a question or two which followe

respeeting the age of Algernon, and his enjoyment of the novel scenes
to which his journey must have introduced him.

Had it nof been, in short, for the puzzled feeling of surprise and
wonder which the unaccountable manner of his introduction to the
intimacy of Miss Martin Thorpe occasioned him, Major Heathcote
would have enjoyed the unwonted variety which his visit afforded ;
but upon this point not a syllable had been spoken, either in the way
of explanation or remark, and happy would Sophia have heen could
she hiave known how totally and entirely her name had been omitted
during their conversation. -

As to Mrs, Heathcote and Florence, the case was different. On
finding themselves alone in the drawing-room, it had oceurred to them
both at the same moment, that the best atonement which could be
made to Frederic and Stephen for having been banished altogether
from the dining-room, would be to have them in there till Miss
Martin Thorpe made her appearance.

“ May I ring the bell, mamma ?>* said Florence.

“ Yes, dear,—I think we may venture. If she pops in upon us
before the gentlemen, yon must run off with them,” said Mrs. Heath-

cote.

The bell was answered by Jem, who received orders to desire
Mrs. Barnes to send the two boys into the drawing-room; the result
of which was, that Mrs. Barries immediately entered there herself,
{eading a child in each hand. ¢ dut

And then, most certainly, something like gossip ensued, and from a
quarter where poor Miss Martin Thorpe the least expected it. For
so thoroughly was she convinced that she had bribed the housekeeper
to silence, by means of high wages, confidential importance, and the
promise of great preferment to her niece, that she believed herself
safe with her, upon the surest of all principles, self-interest.

It may often happen, perhaps, that similar calculations prove equally
erroneous; but never were any more completely so than these respect-
ing Mrs. Barnes. She hated Miss Martin Thorpe with all her heart
and soul. 1t was not exactly with the same species of hatred as that

which floarished under the same roof towards poor Florence, and .

indeed towards all her race, in the gloomy heart of her dry, hard,
calculating, avaricious young mistress; for Heaven knows, that there
Was no mixture of envy in it,—Mrs. Barnes would more readily have
agreed to transmigrate herself into a toad, than into Miss ﬁaﬂiﬂ
Thorpe ; but _she Tated her with the most complete contempt and
scorn that it is well possible for oge human being to feel for another,
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She hated her for the vile little eajoleries by which she had gained
the estate; she hated her for the monstrous and most premature
avarice hy which she sought to augment it: she hated her more still
for the giving way of that avarice hefore her own detestable desire
for self-gratification ; and she hated her most of all for daring to
suppose that she had the power of purchasing the good-will of one
who for nearly forty years had been the honoured, trusted servant of
her generous uncle, by any paltry advantage which her own interest
induced her to bestow or tp promise.

The feelings produced by the conduet of Sophia o the Heathcote
family added, more or less, to every separate count in the indictment
against her; and there was mo point in her ungrateful hostess’s
character upon which Mrs. Heathcote remained ignorant, concerning
which it was in the power of Mrs. Barnes to enlighten her,

* Don’t vex about your dear boys, ma’am,” were the good-natured
housekeeper’s first words as she entered the drawing-room, * They
haven’t been a bit the worse for her nasty ways this time. There was
sweetmeats about, and I took care they should have their share,
bless ’em !

“ You are very kind, Mrs. Barnes, very kind to us all; and we all
feel it, I assure you,” said Mrs. Heatheote, with half a tear in her
laughing blue eye; “but I do assure you that I had much rather
the children had nothing given them beyond what she allows us all.
They, have never been much used to sweatmeats, and even if they
had, 1t is but for a short time, you know, and cannot make any great
difference.” i

*“ No, ma’am, nor it can’t make no great difference in Miss Martin
Thorpe’s housei(eepmg either. And it is no use to talk, Mrs. Heath-
cote, as I believe, ma’am, I have told you before. If is no use for me
to pretend to do what do I cannot. 1 eould no more go on cramming
that grecdy, hard-hearted little hody with all the niee things I can
think of, and never contrive to have a bit fit for you and yours, when I
can find an opportunity, than T could fly. But you may set your
conscience to rest, ma’am, about all 1 do for the dear children, or you
either, or the major, or dear Miss Florence, bless her! If it was ten
times more, it would be all gain and profit for Miss Martin Thorpe.
I have told you so before, Mrs. Heatheote, and T tell you so again.
Miss Martin Thorpe could not keep me in my place, if she was to fry
to hold me with wild horses, after you was gone,—no, nor Nanecy
either. The girl has seen enough of her, and loves her nigh about as
well as I do. And you may take my word for it, Mrs.gll{eathcotc,

that the next housekeeper Miss Martin Thorpe gets will no more

keep up her own greedy table, without bringing up the bills to almost
double mine, than she’ll fly.  Servants, of course, don’t understand
two ways of going on, in the same house; and where ladies choose to
have such a table for their own }Il)rlvate. bondoir as our miss keeps,

] ere will he a letting out in other
things. Not that I want to boast of my honesty in no way; for I
dare say that I’m not in reality a bit more honest than the rest as
have been brought up as decently as myself. But I do helieve
Mrs, Heatheote, that my pride it is that keeps me so strict in all £
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do for her. Tt goes against me to think as I shall have to take her
wages; and as to trying to get any of her dirty money by tricking
Ler, I should*seorn it.”

“1 am quite sure that nobody would manage her house so carefully
as you do, Mrs. Barnes, notwithstanding you take such good care of
us,” replied Mrs. Heathcote. * But do fell me, if you can, some-
thing about the strange gentleman that dined here to-day. Whois
Mr, Jenkins 2

“ Upon my word, ma’am, that is a question I cannot answer,”
returned the housekeeper, very gravely. “ So close as Miss Martin
Thorpe is in all her ways, never even inviting her favourites the
Brandenberrys, except, as you know, ma’am, once or twice to tea,
and that as long ago as before you come ; so very close as she is, it is
the wonder of wonders to me how her heart comes to be so open fo
this gentleman., I haven’t got a sight of him yet, but the men-
servants, and Mrs. Roberts too, who saw him when she answered
the boudoir-bell, they do say he is the queerest-loocking chap that
ever comed out of a nobleman’s house. d for that reason, I con-
cludes she can’t be in love with him, though for that matter I don’t
believe she’ll ever prove much of a loving nature to any man living.
But something there must be between ’em, she keeping him shut up
in her dressing-room all that time. And then again making such an
unaecountable fuss with him again to-day, and he coming unexpected
too, which I should have thought would have been enough to drive
her mad at any time. It is altogether a most remarkable mystery.”

“T think so, too,” replied Mrs, Heathcote, ““ and if the gentleman
had a little more the manner of a lover, 1 should certainly be tempted
to think, notwithstanding what you say against it, that she had a
fancy for him. He may %e a rich man Mrs. Barnes, for anything we
know to the contrary . . . . and if you had seen how the ring sparkled
that he wanted to give Florence at dinner to-da% you would not
think it at all wnlikely. I did not see it very near, but I think it was
a diamond, was it not, Florence P*

“T believe so, mamma,” replied the young lady, suspending for a
moment the game of eat’s-cradle which she was playing with Frederie,
““hut, to confess the truth, I do not understand much about diamonds.”

“Nay, ma’am, if the gentleman is rich,” said Mr. Barnes, “ that

makes all the difference in the world. But the men did not seem fo
describe him that way. If I thought he was rich, and inclined to
marry Miss Martin Thorpe, I should not feel the least bit of doubt in
the world but what she would accept of him . . . . he coming from
the Castle, too, along with my Lord. . . . for if my guess is right,
a lord counts for something with our young lady as well as a
purse.”
“Well! we shall see, Mrs. Barnes, how it all turns out,” replied
Mrs. Heatheote; *and now I think we had better not keep you any
lenger. 1 will send the little hoys out to you again as soon as Sophia
cornes downstairs to receive this gentleman.”

The housekeeper then took her departure, and for about half an
hour the children were as hap‘fry as their mother and sister could con-
frive to nfake them in a fine drawing-room, where every article was a
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“roucH ME ot ” and where the fear of *“ Cousin Sophy ** was incess
santly before their eyes.

At the end of that time Major Heatheote and Mr. Jenkins joined
them ; and then, not even the constitutional tranquillity of Mys. Heath-
cote could prevent her hurrying the children away, with a degree of
bustling haste which spoke plainly enough her anxiety that they should
not be seen there. Florence, who fully shared the feeling, snatched
a little hand in each of hers, and was leading them with all speed from
the room, when Mr. Jenkins stopped her by saying, “ Why do you
run away with the little fellows at such a rate, my dear? , . . .. Do
you fanecy that T don’t like little boys? . ... You are quiet mis-
taken there. . . . They may stay a little while longer, may they not,
madam P

Mrs. Heathcote, to whom this was addressed, replied with some
little embarrassment, “ You are very kind, sir, But I believe it is
quite their bedtime . . . . and their cousin—that is, I mean, Miss
Martin Thorpe, is not particularly fond of children.”

“Oh! hal. ... ’Fhat’s the state of the case, isit? . . ., . Then
pray let them go at once, I would not vex Miss Martin Thorpe. . . .
Oh! dear me, no! not for all the world! Good night, my dears,
good night! Run away as fast as ever you can trot, there’s darlings

. . and take care never to stay, and never to go, never to move,
and never to speak, in any way that Miss Sophia Maxtin Thorpe does
not approve.” : ;

There was something in the fone and manner of this speech that
sounded so much like quizzing, that the Heathecotes knew not well what
to make of it, till it oceurred to them all, at the same moment,
upon seeing the queer grimace, accompanied with snapping his fingers,
with which Mr. Jenkins turned away, and walked towards the fire,
that he condemned them all, as being too servilely obedient to their
rich relation. Tlorence blushed as she executed hLer intention of
leaving the room; Mrs. Heathcote looked vexed, and almost ready
to ery; and the major, after meditating upon it all for about two
minutes, came to the conclusion that it did not si nify a farthing . ...
that *his troublesome ward would be off his himgs in a few months,
when he would take them all back to Bamboo Cottage and inde-
pendence.

At this moment Miss Martin Thorpe entered the room; but though
she knew that he whom she considered as the diamond king, if not the
king of diamonds, was there, she could not entirely chase from her
brow the frown which had settled on it, upon meeting the two little
boys at the very door. ) : ’

¥ Charming little fellows, those, Miss Sophy,” said her new friend,
coming up very close to her, and (feermg m her face. “T dare say
you spoil them. Come, confess, don’t you spoil those two beautiful
]i}i,tle oys by your over-indulgence ! I am quite sure you dote upon
them.”

Both Major Heathcote and his innocent wife felt as much con-
founded at this mal-a-propos speech as if they had been conscious of
having recounted to Mr. Jenkins the whole history of the total banish- =
ment from her presence, in which Miss Martiu Thorpe generally
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contrived to keep the poor little rogues whom she was now so
jocosely accused of spoiling by over-indulgence.

They both looked at her to see how she took it ; and, as it happened,
she looked at them, A whole volume could not have explained her
feelings more plainly, She was perfectly sure they had been com-
plaining of her, and looked her love accordingly.

But this emotion, powerful as it was, could not for above a moment
subdue her resolute purpose of cultivating the friendship of Mr. Jen-
kins, and she said civil things to him with unceasing perseverance,
till he suddenl jun&ped up, and exelaimed, “ Good night to you alll
It is time to be off;” and had very nearly escaped from the room
before Miss Martin 'fhor}ie could stop him. She suceeeded, however,
in slipping in between him and the door, while she said, “But how
are you going, my dear sir? Have yon a carriage, or horses here 7

“ I never ride in a carriage, if 1 can help it, Miss Sophy, and I
never ride upon more horses than one at a time. But there is one
that T always know where to find when I want him—so good
night, my dear. Don’t you be uncasy about me . . . . there 1s no

oceasion,”

*  Once more the active little man endeavoured to make his way to
the door; and once more Miss Martin Thorpe stopped him. “ When
shall T have the great pleasure of seing you again?” said she..

“When I come to renew my acquaintance with all the old rooms,”
he replied.

“T hope that will be very soon!* said the lady.

“1 dare say 1t will, my dear!”’ returned the gentleman,

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Awoxe other little personal pettings, Miss Martin Thorpe was
rather fond of indulging in sleep ; never rising before that last sweet
morning nap, which so many persons appear to consider as the most
delicious portion of their repose, probably because stolen from the

ay. . . . and rarely failing to go tobed, as soon as her eyelids gave
her warning that it would be agreeable to do%o.
The night which followed the dinuer-visit of Mr. Jenkins, was

however spent differently. On reaching her luxurious chamber,
Sophia, though weary enough, felf no inclination, or rather no power

sleep. Having put on her dressing-gown, therefore, she dismissed
her maid, and locking her door, sat hLerself dewn to very earnest
meditation.

There was food enough for it in the events of that da(}irj The fami-
iar visit, which argued a decided liking for her; the diamond-rin
which spoke so plainly of treasures yet to give s the act of offering 1t
- to another, which threatened the frightful danger that the rich
~ stream of this stranger’s unexampled bounty rmlght flow from herself

to others; and lastly, the terrific fear that Florence, the detested
- Florence, and her bafeful race, should step between her and her
: B
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golden friend, sapping his affection for her, and seizing upon his
favour in her stead. 3 ; :
. %Tt shall not be!” . . .. She exclaimed to herself in the silence
of night. I have succeeded once_in working my way to the ob-
jeet 1 had in view, and rather would I die than they should baflle
me now ! 7

Restless, feverish, uncertain as to what she could and what she

%" ghould do, in order to prevent the mischief she feared, she walked to

and fro in her handsome, ample boudoir, without having a thought to
spare on its elegance or its comfort. A gnawing, miserable feelin

of anxiety had taken possession of her; Florence Heathcote, wit

the bright lovely blush which beamed upon her charming face when
she refused the ring, rose palpably hefore her, and no hideous opium-
raised monster, that ever racked disordered nerves, wore an aspect
more abhorrent. Sophia placed her hands before her eyes, as if that
could keep the detested object from her. . . . but it was all in vain;
she saw, she felt it still. _

“They shall leave me ! they shall leave me!” she exclaimed. L3
will ot nurture and nourish thus the thing that stings me! .. ..
And the ©charming little fellows,’ so artfully brought forward for his
Totice . . . . how do I know hut that before a week is over I may see
them, too, sparkling and bedecked with Igems? Gems which were all, .
—all, originally intended for me? If I patiently sit still and see it,
see myself robbed, defranded, cheated, tricked,—if I sit still and bear
it, may worse than death repay me for my folly, and my sin!?”

One hour past midnight sounded from the elock in the stable-yard.
She listened, and all within the house was still. . . . and then she
opened the precious cabmet, and once again devoured with her eyes
the string of pearls, which had so completely turned her head and
taken possessionof her heart. No heroine, immortalized in black and
white, ever yielded at that witching hour, to a more com lete aban-
donment of ‘all her thoughts, and all her feelings to one dear object,
than did Sophia as she twined and twisted the precious beads a oub
her hands. That the man who could part with them, as Mr. Jenkins
had done, was insane, she felt more nearl convinced at that still
moment of meditative examination than she had ever been before;
but the madness was of a kind so richly to reward the watchers and
the keepers who attended on it, that'she felf as if without scruple
she could have bound herself to the charge for life. Not as a wife,
however ; let her not be mistaken. The passion which engrossed her
was not a blind [Fas_siou. There ave other loves which may aptly
enough be painted blind, but avarice has a thousand eyes, and rarely
mistakes one object for another. Could Sophia indeeg have been as-
sured, upon sound legal authority, that she should cobtain by a sta-
tute of lunacy the uncontrolled management of Mr. Timothy enkins’
affairs, within six months after she married him, the generous maniag
had only need to prove that he was, as he had assured her, el'i
rich,” in order to make her yow that she would love, honour, and =
obey him to the last hour of her life. But no such assurance being
within her reach, no thoughts of marriage mixed with her specula-
tions; an open field, with no hateful Heathcotes to watch, mar, or

i
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rival her operations upon the fancy of the wayward man, was all she
asked of Fate ; but convinced that Fate rarely works for any, without
perceiving in them a spirit of industry to assist her, she finally re-
solved to set about the removal of her guardian’s family witl‘;cmt
delay. She distinetly remembered having, years before, heard of a
young lady’s changing her guardian ; what had been done once, might
of course be done again. She doubted not that the Brandenherrys
would be able to tell her what the legal process was, and for such
a quarrel as might naturally lead to it, she trusted to her own skill
to bring it about . . . . Thus settled in her purpose for the future,
she first laid her pearls to rest, and then herself, and nothing more
happened to disturb either for the remainder of the night.

e following morning was one on which a visit from the Bran-
denberry brother and sister was all but certain, inasmuch as she had
nof; seen them for two whole days; and few things could be less pro-
bable than that a third should he permitted to pass away without
their coming to bring their usual offering of admiration, devotion, and
love. Sophia therefore stirred not from her boudoir, even to walk
into her kitchen-garden (the part of her grounds in which she most
delighted) in order to see how many cabbages had been cut from
their stalks since the day before. !

Her watchfulness was not in vain, for it was at rather an earlier
hour than usual that the footsteps of Miss Brandenberry and her
lovelorn brother were heard gently to creak along the passage, on the
outside of her door,

The love of Mr. Brandenberry had during his two last interviews
with the mistress of his soul progressed so rapidly, as rather to alarm
Sophia, lest she should receive Tmm him proposals so explicit, as to
force from her an answer ¢ ually direct ; a consummation which she
greatly desired to avoid. She had just enough of woman’s weakness
in her heart to feel rather pleasantly fluttered and flurried by the
passionate glances of Mr, Brandenberry’s large grey eyes; and as it
was a principle with her never fo deprive herself of anything plea-
sant, if she could possibly avoid it, she was extremely desirous to
keep matters from this concluding crisis, as long as possible. She
had therefore administered to him at their last meeting rather a
strong dose of sedative and cooling stiffness of manner; and she was
therefore aware that in order to give the poor man ecourage and
energy sufficient to make him useful, the interview must commence
with a little gentle friendship. She held ready, therefore, as the pair ap-
proached her, a hand for each, and even permitted herself to look fuﬁl
up into the face of her adorer, which always encouraged him to look
back again with all the tender passion he could muster, into hers.
This prefatory pantomime having been performed with equal ability
on hoth sides, and Miss Bra.uden%erry having a place indicated to her
on the same sofa whereon the gracious heiress herself sat, the con-
versation began, as usual, by a i%w earnest phrases from the faithful

argaret, expressive of what she and Ricﬁ}ard had felt all through

- yesterday and the day before, because théy had not dared to intrude
upon the sweetest neighbour that ever happy people had, for fear of
being foo troublesome, 5 ‘
B
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T am always ¢lad to see you and your brother, Miss Branden-
nerry,” rep]ieg Sophia, “and I am sure to-day I am quite delighted
that you are come, for Lreally want some {riend to consult with about
a very disagreeable circumstance which has ogeurred to me.”

“ (3racions Heaven! what has happened? Dear, too dear Miss
Martin Thorpe ! Relieve me from this agony of suspense. Has any one
dared”. . . . but here his emotion or his prudence stopped him, - or
Mr. Brandenberry would certainly have added, to make Iluve to you,
besides myself?

“ Nothing has happened to me, Mr. Brandenberry,” replied Sophia
mildly,  which need alarm you, but much that has been very painfu
tome. 1t grieves me deeply to tell you, my kind friends, that I fear
it will be impossible for me to continue to endure the residence of my
guardian’s family under my roof. Their conduct renders my existence
perfectly miserable.”

¢ Black-hearted, ungrateful wretches!” exclaimed Miss Branden-
herry, suddenly throwing her long arms round the rather startled
heiress . . . . “Forgive me!. ... Oh forgive me, dearest Miss
Martin Thorpe!” she added, almost sobbing, “but the idea of any
one using you ill, is more than I can bear.”

“ Margaret! ” . . . . cried her brother rising solemnly from his
chair, and speaking as if his agitation made articulation exceedingly
difficult, © Margaret!, . . . Think what others suffer af hearing this,
who dare not give their tortured feelings vent. . . . Sister! resirain
yourself. . . . Oh! do not lef me see that another may venture to
draw near, and demonstrate sympathy which I would die to show in
the same way ! . . . . Margaret, Margaret, forbear |

This was uttered in accents of such very vehement emotion, that it
was impossible Miss Martin Thorpe could be greatly surprised when
Mr. Brandenberry dropped on one knee upon_her footstool, and, evi-
i}fnﬂ' (of course) not knowing what he did, seized her hand, and

issed it.

“ Pray get up, Mr. Brandenberry,” said the heiress, blushing a little,
but still Iooking very placid, “I hope there is mothing that need
frighten my friends so very much. When Providence has blessed
people with good seuse, Mr. Brandenberry, it is their duty, you know,
to exert it, m order to get out of difficulties, into which, of one kind
or another, everybody is liable to fall.”

To this gentle reproof Mr. Brandenberry replied by that favourite
phrase of all gentlemen in his interesting situation, “%‘org’ive me | —
and having said this, with even more than usual pathos, he again seated
himself, hut considerably nearer than before, to the fair and injure
creature who thus touchingly. confided her sorrows to him ; and with
clasped hands, and eyes that languished almost to closing, prepared
himself to listen with enforced composure, to what she should say

next.

“Tt would be needlessly painful, and indeed altogether improper
for me to enter at length mto_the description of all 1 have endure
since the Heatheote family arvived here. T hope you both know me
100 well to think that I should complain lightly ; but I do assure you
that it is a great deal worse than I can bear, This being the case,
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shall be much obliged to you, Mr. Brandenberry, if you can give me

any information respecting the legal manner of changing one guardian -

for another ?

* Have you already fixed upon that other ?” demanded Mr. Bran-
denberry, m a timid trembling whisper.

“ No, Mr. Brandenberry, I have not,” replied Miss Martin Thorpe,
permitting her eyes again to look at him very mildly. “But that
choice may be more easy to make, perhaps, than the vacancy for it.”

“ Not so, not so, 1 assure you,” rep]ied the gentleman, with a tone

‘Nothing is more simple, more
easy, or of more constant recurrence. You have only to declare that
such is your will, and no gentleman, deserving the name, will resist
it for & moment ; but if he should, yon must have recourse to the
Chancellor.”

“That is exactly what I wanted to know, and I thank you very
much for giving me the information,” said Sophia, with the appearance
of being relieved from considerable anxiety. “I shall now know how
to Proeeed.” :

“T have no words to express the joy I feel at the idea of being
useful to you!” returned Mr. Brandenberry; “and think me nob
presuming on the precious friendship which has granted me this ines-
timable privilege, if 1 ask to whom you will confide the dear, the
sacred office of watching over you, during the remaining months of
your minority ;

This question not}v;thstanding its pretty wording, was a_direct
one, and Miss Martin Thorpe had a sort of instinctive dislike to
answering such. She hesitated for a moment, and was just going to
utter one of her little innocent white lies, by saying that she had not
yet decided, when she remembered that having got the information
she wanted, she need not fan Mr. Brandenberry’s tender passion any
more just at present. She saw plainly enough that he hoped to he
appointed guardian himself; and considering this as very decidedly a
piece of presumption, she made up her mmd to tell him the truth,
quite aware that if the disappointment chilled him too violently, and
sent him to a greater distance than she desired, it would be easy
enough to whistle him back, and make him again as tender as she
might happen to wish. She therefore replied quietly, and with that
precision of feature which, in her, often gave to a young face the
sedateness of age, “I shall appoint Mr. Westley.”

Mr. Brandenberry had sufficient command of himself not to betray
the discomfiture which this answer occasioned him. Of all men
living, perhaps, Mr. Westley was the last he would have wished to
see in the situation of Miss Martin Thorpe’s guardian ; for none knew
better, and very few so well, in what sort of condition the long-
descended acres of the Brandenberry family would be found when
the old lady died . . . . and none, therefore, would be likely to
value so justly at its worth the disinterestedness of his passion for the
heiress. He said not a word, however, in rej}ly that could betray his

a look that were meant
to express “ Would I were he!” , . . he appeared to recover his
better judgment, and said,

’
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“No one, my ‘dear Miss Martin Thorpe, who knows anything of

M. Westley, hut must allow that it would be impossible for you to
select a more proper person in every way . . . . and the choice is
exactly such a one as those who know you best might have anticipated
{from the noble, high-minded eorrectness of your views on all subjects.
That selfish wishes for an appointment, which must of necessity draw
the person selected for it near to you, should arise, you cannot wonder:
but that man would be unworthy to call himself your friend who conld
not learn to forget self when satisfied that your safety and interest
were in good hands.”

This speech was an able one, and Miss Martin Thorpe really and
truly admired him for it. So they parted in the most friendly manner
possible. There was hand-shaking, and there was hand-squeezing,
and eyes and sichs were set to work, and performed their duty
well; yet Miss Martin Thorpe found in none of it any subject of
offence, nor was she, either to the brother or the sister, at all more
stiff and starched than it became a young lady of her feelings and pre-
tensions to be. ; : ,

Sophia went down to dinner-on that day, fully ‘determined to take
offence at something or other, and if possible to get up a scene which
might lead by degreesto the declaration she meﬁitated 3 namely, that
it was impossible she could any longer submit to have her home
rendered miserable by the presence of peopﬁe who treated her so ill.
* But everything was against her. Florence had that morning received
a long letter from Sir Charles Temple, so full of tender love and
thoughtful consideration for her, and for every one who belonged to
her, that it must have been a power infinitely greater than any pos-
sessed by Miss Martin Thorpe which could have disturbed her
serenity or succeeded in persuadinﬁ her that the dimples must be
banished {rom her cheek, or the light of gladness from her eye.
A scrap from Algernon, addressed fo his father and mother, had
produced very nearly as exhilarating an effect upon them; for it
spoke of perfect health, unbounded. gratitude to Sir Charles, and
aflection to them, and was so brightly redolent of happiness and
hope, that it was no easy task to put the receivers otP it out of
humour,

Miss Martin Thorpe, however, did her best, and she had some
talent for the business she undertook. : i

Major Heatheote, with the very happiest and gayest of smiles,
asked her to take wme.

The brow of the heiress contracted, and with a mouth, that by its
expression might have been supposed to have just come in contact
with bitter apples, she replied,—

“1 really wish, sir, you would he so good as to leave off asking me
to drink wine. The weekly bills for my present enormous family
;-u(rll ?o high as to make me feel the necessity of denying myself every
indulgence.”

Major Heatheote had the greatest difficulty in the world not to
laugh . . . . but as to being angry, it never entered his head.
“Very well, my dear,” he said in reply. “ You are quite right not to
spend more than you can afford, and you will know hetter how much
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that is, when you have managed your money a little longer . . . . I
will take a glass of water now, Sophy, and no great haraship either,
That is the way we often used to drink healths at Bamhoo Cottage, 1f
you remember.” A

“Q yes, sir, I remember perfectly well And T cannot help
oceasionally thinking that if other people remembered Bamboo Cot-
tage as well as I do, it would be befter.”

As this was said fo, or rather of, nobody in particular, nobody in
]ﬁrtlcular answered it, and the next sound heard was the voice of

s, Heatheote, asking for some bread.

“T should be mueh obliged to you, Mrs. Heathcote,” said Miss
Martin Thorpe, in a sour querulous tone, “if you would please not to
teach my page that very awkward way of holding the bread-basket.
I wish, if T can, while my housekecping expenses run so high, to avoid
taking another footman, but it will be impossible to go on as we do
now,”

“Why, T am really almost afraid that it will, my dear,” said
Major Heathcote, who could endure a vast deal more imperti-
nence from a young lady in his own person than in that of his
wife. . . .. “ But, however, we had better think a little more about
it, Sophy, before we make up our minds to decide; and if it is to
l\;et"r.;alke& about, the fewer witnesses, beside those concerned, -the

etter.”

“T will not endure to be dictated to in my own house as to when
I am to speak and when I am to be silent,” said the determined

Sophia, rising abruptly from her, chair. . . . . “@God knows I have
done my best to keep out of the way, in the hope that we might live
in peace . . . . but this is too much!” . . . . and with these words

she passed throngh the door, and slammed it after her, with a violence
that produced, as she intended, a very striking effect.

Mrs. Heatheote and Florence were startled ; too much se, indeed
to recover themselves so as to converse immediately in their usual
tone ; hut the major apé).eared to attach _so liftle importance to the
young lady’s exit, that his composure did much towards restoring
theirs, and they proceeded with their dinner ver{r much as if nothing
particular had happened, excepting that they all talked rather more
than usual,  When the cloth was removed, and Frederic and Stephen
admitted, the sudden glee which seized upon them after they had
made up their minds to be sure that cousin Sophy was not present,
was too much for the gravity of Florence, and she laughed aloud.
In short, this evening was by far the most agreeable theyimd known
under that roof, during the dynasty of Miss Martin Thorpe ; and could
she have been aware of their state of mind, it might perhaps’have
occasioned her as- strong a pang of mental suffering as any she had
yet endured. !

But this was spared her. She retived to her boudoir, perfectly
gatisfied that she had taken a very masterly step towards the attain-
ment of the object she had in view, and gave orders to Mrs. Roberts,

“in a gentler voice than usual, that she was to bring up her coflee as
soon as possible, and that she wished to have it very particularly
hot. ile in this satisfied and tranquil state of mind and body,
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she was gently surprised at seeing M. Brandenberry enter her
boudoir, where never man had enfered after sunset, since it ha
been sacred to her, and approach her with strong symptoms of agi-
tation, hut stammering something, not quite inaudible, about beg=
gip,}r.,r ‘ihat she would permit him tio have a few moments® conversation
with her.

Miss Martin Thorpe felt a little agitated. She had never been
made love to, in her Iife . . , . thatis to say, iobody had ever openly
pleaded guilty to the “soft impeachment,” before Iyler, or distinetl
requested her to place herself in the same gentle category for his
sake. o5, And now she felt convinced that the awful moment was
come. Her emotion, however, was not of the kind which was likely
to lead to any vacillation of ﬂur ose; Sophia had no more idea of
bestowing her wealth upon Mr, ﬁran&enberm than upon the moul-
dering bones of his most remote progenitor, It has been said by
someﬁleart-depreciatiug moralists, that we love nothing so dearly as
we love ourselves. . . . . But Miss Martin Thorpe was a living
proof that the satiric remark is erroneous, She evidently loved her
property, or at any rate valued it, more than she did herself . for
whereas she would not have been altosether unwilling to have
‘bestowed herself on the adoring gentleman before her, an Instinet, in

* her case infinitely stronger than self-love, commonly so called, led her
to shrink, like the sensitive mimosa, from approaches which might
endanifer the whole and soleness of the Thorpe Combe investiture in

erself. .

BShe speedily recovered her self-possession, however, and desired
Mr. Brandenberry to sit down, withi a sort of stiff civility, too nearly
akin to her usual manner to produce any violent effect upon the nerves
of her visitor.

“I have waited upon you this evening,” he said, © notwithstanding
the unseasonable hour, my dearest Miss Martin Thorpe, for the pur-
pose of making an observation which may, I think, in the present
state of your alfairs, be of importance to you. This I trust will be an
excuse for my intrusion.”” The composure of Miss Martin Tho?e
was completely restored by this opening. She perceived that, for
the present, she was spared the necessity of dismissing from her pre-
sence the only man who had ever put it into her head to believe that
she was admired . . . . and she was glad of it. * Make no apology,
Mr. Brandenberry,” she replied, “for the time of your visit. T am
quite certain that the object of it is kindness to me.’

This was so benignly spoken (for Miss Martin Thorpe), that the
most_cheering anticipations for the future took possession of her
lover’s heart; and he proceeded to the business he came to dis-
cuss, with the delightful consciousness that, if what he was about
to say should wear the appearance of something like interference
in her affairs, there was little or or no fear but that it would he
forgiven. L

“It has struck me,” he resumed, ina more assured voice, “that the
great object of getting rid of the odious people whose presence s0
cruelly interferes with the daily happiness of the most amiable bein
that ever trod the earth ; it has struck me, I say, my charming friend,
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that this may be obtained without the troublesome, and it may be
EXpensive process of changing one legal guardian for another. Were
you, I would immediately write to Sir Charles Temple, telling him
that circumstances of a domestic nature have oceurred, which render
it quite impossible that you should continue to permit or endure the
her residence of the Heathcote family under your roof, and that

fou must request him immediately to assist you in taking measures

or their removal. It is impossible, my dearest Miss Martin Thorpe,
but that this request shmﬁd be immediately complied with; and
then, should the admirable delicacy of your echarming mind lead you
to feel that during the remaining months of your minority it would
be necessary, or at any rate advisable, that you should retain a female
friend near you, somewhat more advanced in years than yourself, I
have if in commission from my sister to say that she would hold her-
self ready to devote heart and soul to your service, in any way which
you might find it convenient to desire.”

Miss Martin Thorpe, whose first feeling on listening to a new pro-
Eosmon was always that of awakened caution, heard Mr. Branden-

erry with fixed attention, but an immovable countenance; and
despite his forty summers, of sharp looking round and about him, he
was totally at a loss to guess the impression he had made. He had,
however, the diseretion to remain perfectly silent, thinking it advan-
tageous to find out, if possible, what was passing in her closely shut-
up little mind, before he ventured to say anything more.

The silence between them endured for some minutes, but it was
Miss Martin Thorpe who broke it at last.

“You are very kind and obliging, Mr. Brandenberry, I am sure,
and so is your sister, too . . . . very much so, indeed.  But I must
decline for the present giving any answer to her proposition about
herself. As to what you say respecting the possibility of my getting
rid of Major Heatheote and his family, without legally changing my
guardian, I think it deserves very great attention. If it can he done,
and I see no reason why it should not, I should very greatly prefer it.
I have no reason to suspect that Major Heathcote would take any
advantage of the power which the law gives him over my income, in
order to inconvenience me. Indeed, I don’t think, from what I have

hitherto seen of him, thaf it is at all probable . . . . and therefore,
see 1o risk or danger of a,n{ kind in adopting the course you advise
shall follow it.”

...... and I certainly think
.. It is always agreeable to have one’s advice taken. Mr. Branden-
berry found it particularly so. He knew perfectly well that it would
be impossible for the self-willed young héiress to live entirely alone,
as Sir Charles Temple would doubtless tell her; and, could he sue-
ceed in establishing his sister as her inmate, the success of his
Verty tenderest and most passionate hopes might be looked upon as
- Certain. i
* “I will not then detain you for an instant longer, my dear young
lady,” he said . ... “Blessed with so comman ing and early-
{ developed an intelloet as yours, you have no need that any one should
Antrude counsel on ﬁou as to the manner in which whatever you
deem it right to do s

ould be executed. All that is necessary inthe.

S

\{’
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manner of your eommunication to Sir Charles Temple is, that it
should be decisive and firm. Good night, my charming friend!
.. . . Never, surely never, was a man placed in a situation of such
thrillmg interest as mine ab this moment, while watching the noble
lnquendence of spirit and high-minded promptitude of character,
exhibited by cne so young and so . . . . lovely!” The last word
was added after he had kissed her hand, and while in the very act,
as it were, of flying from her, so that its agreeable effcct was judici-
ously left upon her feelings, with no counteracting influence from the
discretion which would have been called for had he remained in her

presence. ; i ]
Miss Martin Thorpe felt no displeasure at his parting words—none
atall . . . . but nevertheless she was very glad he was gone. She

had enough to think of, and enough to do; and her liking for Mr.
Brandenberry’s soft speeches was by mo means strong enough to
compete with her inclination to set to work upon both. She delibe-
rately went over again in her mind all the causes of dislike and of
fear that the Heatﬁcotes, or rather that poor Florence, had given
her ; she thought of the treasures that might be, and probably were,
still hanging suspended, as it were, between her and her unconscious
rival; and at length the meditation ended by her sitting down and
writing the following letter to Sir Charles Temple :—

“Dean SIB?—I{E is not without extreme reluctance that I decide
upon the painful step I am now taking; but I think it is my duty so
1o regulate my affairs as not to make the %enerous bequest of my
ever-to-be-Jamented uncle a misery instead of a blessing to me. The
i{eat unhappiness which arises from the residence of Major and Mrs.
eatheote and their children under my roof is greater than I can bear;
and my purpose in thus addressing you 1s that you may be at once
made acquainted with my resolution of leaving my house myself if
they refuse fo quit it. I prefer confining myself to the general fact,
that my existence is made unhappy by their presence, to entering into
any particulars as to the conduct, on their parts, which has roduced
this. Al T wish is to place myself in such a situation as shall enable
me to live in peace, and to utter no word of accusation which may in
any degree tend to prejudice or injure any individual in your.opinion,
In justice to Major ami Mus. Heathcote, however, I feel 1t my duty to
deciare that T have no complaint of any kind to make against them.
There is nothing in Zheir tempers to_render a residence with them
intolerable. On the contrary, indeed, I have a great regard for them
both, and remember with the most affectionate gratitude their former
kindness to me. 1 deeply regret that other eircumstances, which

truly believe they have no power to re%ulate or control, must render =

it impossible for me to %;rove, as T would wish to do, my kiud feelin;
towards them. Their little boys, too, are good-humoured, orderly
children, and give little or no trouble to any one.

« must request you, dear sir, under these very painful circum- =

stances, to let me receive by return of post such a communication

from youw as may assist me in the recovery of such a degree

domestic tranquillity as I have a right to enjoy in my pwn house. 18
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have a female friend, whom I have been so fortunate as to attach to
me in this neighbourhcod (a descendant of one of the oldest families
in the county), who will be willing to take up her residence with me,
should it be your opinion that the presence of such a person will be
necessary. She is not married, but her age is fully sufficient to -
render her proper as a protector in the eyes of all who may think me
too young to protect myself. —I remain, dear sir, sincerely yours,
“Bopa1a MarTIN THORPE.”

Having completed this epistle, she rang the bell for her supper, and,
greatly comforted by the consciousness of having acted wisely, sat
own to enjoy her solitary but savoury morsel, in as happy a state of
spirits as it was possible for her to enjoy while her dangerous cousin

. Florence inhabited the same house with her.

* _ Before she closed her eyes in sleep, she determined, after consider-
able vacillation on the pont, not to announce to the Heathcote family
her spirited resolution of getting rid of them, till she received Sir

v Charles Temple’s answer to her letter.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

' _BucH a scene as_that which has been deseribed as having taken
place at Miss Martin Thorpe’s dinner-table, could nct pass without
producing some effect even upon the gentle spirits of the Heatheotes.

As for Tlorence, indeed, there was a feeling in her heart which seemed

ab every moment of her existence to shed a gentle sunshine round her,

almost sufficient to prevent her being conscious of any shadow which
crossed her path. She was startled, and somewhat shocked at Sophia’s
violent outbreak of inhospitable rudeness; but she absolutely forgot
it again, as soon as she found herself alone in her room, and at liberty
to let her thoughts fly, unchecked and unchallenged, the way they
loved to go. True as the carrier-pigeon, who having been once taught
+ the path he is to travel, never forsakes it, the fancy of Ilorence, at
these happy moments, bore her, without losing 2 moment by delay, to
her fair namesake city, and there regaled her with so vivid a view of
the man who loved her, and whom she fondly loved, that scarcely
could the magic mirror of Farl Surrey have served her better. Nor
was the figure of Algernon forgotten m the picture. . . . . It was so
delightful to know that her brother was with him! , . . . It was so
delightful to believe that they were both thinking of her I—that a very
few moments so employed were fully sufficient to send her cousin
Sophia and all her strange ways as effectually out of her head as if she
ha]g never existed. { \

- By Major and Mrs. Heathcote, however, the subject was not quite
50 easily dismissed ; but they really believed that the pdor girl’s head
was so turned by the sudden and violent change in her circumstances,
a8 hardly to leave her in a condition to know what she was ahout,

.““She will grow wiser, Poppsy, by-and-by,” said the major, *“and
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then I dare say she will be sorry, when she remembers all her rough
ways with us; but if you can bear it, my dear, I am sure I ought to
do so, and T really think it will be best on all accounts, if we possibly
can, to go on till she is twenty-one. Then, of course, we may lcave
her without auy observations being made. But now, if we started off
again, it would make a terrible rumpus, both here and at Clevelands;
and Sir Charles Temple might be vexed about it, Inshort, altogether,
I think we had better take no notice, but just keep out of her way as
much as we can. Not but what, if she plagues you, my dear, I shall
be quite ready to take French leave, if you wish if, at a moment’s
warning,”

“Me! my dear —God bless {mlr dear heart, major! I don’t mind
her ways the least bit in the world. Upon my word, she made me a
great deal more unhappy when she was poor, instead of rich, and when
not all I could do cou].?[ﬁ ever make her look gay. That did vex me,
because I thought, poor thing, that she was fretting on account of
being an orphan, ang dependent, and all that. But now that I know
she has got everything her heart can wish, I am not going to quarrel
with her, nor with Providence either, for her not having a good temper
into the bargain. Besides, major, we have got too much to be pleased
at just now, to _trouble ourselves greatly about poor Sophy Martin’s
being cross with us. I know that good soul, Barnes, takes carc that
the boys shall want for'nothing. 1 know that you are as contented
as the day is long, with your flies and your fishing-rod; and that dear
darling Florence will be just as happy as she deserves, with that nice,
kind-hearted Sir Charles, and his beautiful place ; and if with all this,
and Algernon and the rest of them sending us sueli beautiful letters,
I could be wicked enough to sit down with my finger in my- eye, and
cry because poor Sophyﬁooked sulky, I don’t think I shaufd deserve
to be ever happy more.”

This conversation was so completely satisfactory to both parties,
that they searcely ever reverted to the subject again; and the very
few people whom the formal visitings of their sour little hostess
brought within reach of them, never found reason to suspect, from
the manners of any of the Heathcote family, that they were living
rather as permitted pensioners than as honoured relations in the
mansion of the heiress. :

Miss Martin Thorpe’s intention, however, of being a most dis-
tinguished grandee in the estimation of her neighbours was not very
successful. Poor Mr. Thorpe’s resolute seclusion of himself from
them all, after the loss of his son, had naturally estranged most of the
county families from any great feeling of interest in or intimacy with
his race; and those whom curiosity, or a sociable temper, had brought
to visit his successor, had all, save and except Mrs., Mr., and Miss
Brandenberry, arrived at the conclusion that she was the very dullest
little body that any elderly gentleman, with an estate to leave, ever
picked out as the favourite on whom to bestow it.

# * * #* # *
Without too directly avowing that she had implicitly followed his
advice, Sophia gave Mr. Brandenberry to understand that she had
written to Sir Charles Temple, and did not intend to take any active
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measures for releasing herself from what she termed her “present
most embarrassing situation” till she had received his answer.

Notwithstanding the caution with which this information was com-
municated, Mr. Brandenberry was not slow in perceiving that she had
in fact acted entirely by his counsel ; and most ha.pgf was the augury
he drew from it. At first, however, his immediate hopes were
vestricted to the having his sister invited as the chosen and profeetin
friend of the heiress. But as he and his confidential Margaret walked,
hour after hour together, upon the flag-stone terrace behind the house
sheltered by a privet hedze on the north, and opening to the old
aﬁpl&omha.rd on the south by two flights of erazy, moss-covered steps,
they warmed themselves into the belief that there was no oecasion
whatever for waiting so long for “the important moment which was
to decide everything” “If T had been with her ever so long,”
reasoned the sanguine Margaret, “she could not give you more en-
couragement to speak than she has done now. ‘What car_go beyond
her doing exactly everything you tell her to do?—If 1 was you,
Richard, I would not live another twenty-four hours without knowing
whether I was to be master of Thorpe-Combe or not.”

TRichard pondered her words in his heart, and walked, and walked,
and walked, before he answered her. At length he said, “I wish,
Margaret, 1 conld make it appear that the only possible way for her
to get quit of these good-tempered people that she hates so bitterly,
was by marrying.”

 And so it is, Richard,” exclaimed his sister, in the joyful tone of
one who has just enjoyed the participation of a great discovery.
“ Nothing ean be more plain and clear than that this is positively and
literally the fact. She might, certainly, by working her way through
long consultations with her other guardian, and by consenting to have

. me, or some other lady, who could be prevailed upen to give up the
whole comfort of her existence, at last make such arrangements as
would enable her to drum the Heathcotes out of her house; but if
she wants to be released smmediately, there is, most unquestionably,
but one way to achieve it, and that is by marrying. The thing is as
clear as light. How I wonder that it did not strike us before! And
how very sorry 1 am that you did not tell her so, instead of only just
using the influence it is so clear you have, in making her write to Sir
Charles Temple! Oh! why did not this come into your head before #**

“There is np time lost, Margaret. It is better not to push matters
too fast; by getting on step by step with her, T shall make 16 exceed-
ingly easy at last.”

“Nonsense, Richard! I do believe, in my heart, that you are weak
enough to let your dislike of her interfere with your manner of pre-
ceeding. You ought to know as well as I do—and you dp know as
well as I do—that in-a business of this kind the faster people run the
better. 1t is very well, in some cases, for a girl to be let see her way
before her. Where, for instance, a man knows that if the woman he
“is trying to get can be made to like him, it will be a capital good
thing for him in point of interest, the more time he gives Eer before
he asks the question, the safer he may feel about the answer. For I
cannot but think, that first or last, almost every girl would most likely
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make up her mind to do what is wisest in such a case. But just put
the case the othet way, Richard, and see what common sense will say

toit. Do you think that the more time you give to such a girl as this
to look about her and make inquiries, the more likely she will he to

say Yes, instead of No? T don’t think that you can look gravely in

my face and say so0.” ;

“That is true, very true, Margaret,” replied Mr. Brandenberry,
suddenly stopping short in his walk, © The thing shall be decided at
once. 1 will propose to her to-morrow.”

“ Well sa,id? Richard !—That is the sort of way a man of spirit
should always act. I heartily wish, brother, that the Eirl was not
such a nasty, niggardly, hateful, little wreteh; but nobody can have
exactly everything they want; and God knows the first object with
you ought to be money.”

Mr. Brandenberry pressed the hand of his admirable sister, as she
made this speech, so pregnant with affection and moral feeling, and
replied, “As to the girf herself, m{ dear Margaret, do not let an
thouglits about her vex you, or trouble your pleasure, in case I succeed‘f
I certainly do dislike her a great deal more than any woman I ever
saw in my life. But what does that signify, Margaret ? If she should
plague me more than merelf' by her ugl alsagreeablencss, which, of
course, I must bear, I shall take excellent good care to cure her.
Miss Martin Thorpe standing on her own estate, and Mr. Richard
Brandenberry making a low bow, and asking for leave to come and
stand by her, is one thing. But M. Bmhardﬁ?»randenberry, possessed,
in right of his wife, of the said estate, and the lady trotfing behind
him over the acres no longer her own, 1s another. Women never geb
thoroughly aware of this difference till after the torch of Hymen has
thrown a light upon it, Margaret ; and I only dwell upon it to you now,
to prevent your pbeing more uneasy about me than there is any occasion
for. T shall manage to be very tolerably at my ease, I dare say.”

Mutually delichted with each other, the brother and sister returned
tothe house. Mr. Brandenberry mounted his horse, and during a two
hours’ saunter through the most retived lanes in the neighbourhood,
conned over the words and the deeds with which the great business
of the morrow was to be executed; Miss Brandenberry employing
herself, pleasantly enongh, the while, in meditating upon the manner
in which she and her brother should receive the county families at
Thorpe-Combe, when they came to ﬁay the wedding visits,

At the very same time that Mr. Brandenberry and his sister were
holding this consultation on the terrace at Broad Grange, Miss Martin
Thorpe, without any other counsellor than her own heart, determined
upon making another visit to old Arthur Giles, to see if, by some
means or other, she could not contrive to get him to quit his dwelling.
Considering what very quiet neighbours the old man and lis wife were,
it might seem strange to many that their occupation of this pretty
residence should torment her so grievously—hbut it did torment her.
As long as they remained there, Thorpe-Combe was not so much her
own as it would he if they were away, and she was quite conscious
that she should know no rest till they were gone. B
, “Here comes our sweet lady!” said the sauey Mrs. Giles fo an

&
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acquaintance who happenéd to be sitting very sociably between her
anﬁ her husband as Sophia approached. “Here comes Miss Martin
Thorpe to pay us another visit.” il

“The devil she does!” exclaimed their visitor. “She must nof see
me here, Arthur, even if you bolt the door upon her to prevent it;
she must not, upon my soul!” ! )

“ Hush !” returned the old groom, making a signal for silence.
“ Step in here, step in here, quick, behind this door Eere, and hold it
a trifle open if you have a mind to hear how pleasant she talks.”

The stranger obeyed the signal. Mrs. Giles opened the house-door
to the young lady’s knock, and then ushered her into the pretty sitting-
room which it so pinched Sc&phla’s heart to see the old couﬁle occupy.

Old Arthur rose up, and placed a chair for her with its back
tolerably close to the door throngh which their visitor had passed;
and Miss Martin Thorpe seated herself. “I am come to you again,’
she said, “in order to talk a little common sense to you about this
house. Nothing can be so absurd as ¥m1r persisting to stay in it,
when I am willing to get yon another, fifty times better and fitter for
your residence, elsewhere.” i

“ Asking your pardon, ma’am,” said Mrs. Giles, “T don’t think there
is any house fifty times better than this in the whole county . . . .
but howsomever, we are in course bound to thank you for your
obligingness, though we greatly prefer biding where we be, to moving.”

“Tt 15 a pity, good woman, that you have not a little fitter notion
of your own rank and station, than to prefer such an absurd residence
as this, to such a one_as I would ﬁnff for you . . .. bul the fault
belongs more to the ridiculous folly of the worthless young man who
placed you here than to yourselves, and I am willing to befriend you
1n a proper reasonable way, if you will let me, without thinking at all
the worse of you for his foliy.”

“ As to the young gentleman as put us here” . ... began
Arthur; but whatever he was about to say was cut short by his wife,
who wishing, as it seemed, to take upon herself the honour of enter-
taining the heiress, said, “ Never you mind about that young gentle-
man, Arthur Giles. He is dead and gone, and his name can’t signify
to nobody. Anything and everything that this young lady will be
pleased to say to us, I shall be proud fo listen to, and it will be more
civil in you, if ﬁ'ou don’t interrupt the conyversation in any way.” Then
drawing her chair quite as closely opposite to that of the heiress as
was ab_all necessary, she sat bolt upright, crossed her arms before
her, and apﬁearcd prepared to listen with the most fixed attention to
whatever the lady of the land might choose to utter. Yet, notwith-
standing the profound respect thus manifested, there was something
in the manner of it which did not altogether please Miss Martin
Thorpe. She knit her brows, drew in her lips, and settled her spirit
more firmly than ever, to the task of getting the obnoxious old couple
off her grounds. ;

“T have been looking over the late Mr. Thorpe’s will, my good
““wroman,” said the young lady firmly, *“ and it is proper that I should
inform you that you are very likely to get yourself and your husband
into trouble by acting under false impressions concerning i,

#
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course you can know nothing of law—I don’t expect you should, nor
do I feel in any degree offended by anything you have said through
ignorance; but it is proper that I should inform you that the will of
your late master, Mr. Thorpe, gives the whole property to me, charged
indeed with your annuity, but without depriving me of any of my
rights over the estate.”

*That is just what I was told, ma’am,” replied the provoking Mrs.
Giles, with a cheerful smile; “there isn’t anybody in the parish, I
believe, as don’t know all the Farticu,lars of Bguire Thorpe’s will

. and there’s a many as could have told without that knowledge

that M, Thorpe wasn’t a gentleman likely to leave a young lady his

estate, and then make it not worth the having, by taking away her
rights from her. There is no doubt or question, Miss Martin Thorpe,
but what the squire left to you all the rights in the estate that he ha
got to leave . , . . provided, as they tel? me, that his poor dear dead
son didn’t turn up again . . . . which was nonsense, to be sure; but
somehow or other he eould never get it out of his thoughts . . . .
And you have at this present time all the rights that he had got to
leave, but he couldn’t leave this pleasant bit here to nobody what-
somever, as long as we two shall continue alive, for the reason that
he hadn't got it to leave. For he had made it over to us, o pleasure
that young gentleman as you was pleased to mention, and that so fast
and sure, that he could not have left it away from us if he had desired
it ever so much.” :

“Very well, Mrs. Giles,” replied Sophia, sharply, “you seem to

understand the law exceedingly well, on your side, and now I will

show you that I understand it quite as well, on mine, The deed by
which this house has been so absurdly bestowed upon you, conveys
the house, and nothing but the house; and depend upon it, Mistress
Giles, that I shall take excellent care that what belongs to me shall
not be available to you. The gate which opens from the shrubberies
in front of this garden, upon the road, shall be immediately closed,
and orders given that no person whatever shall be permitted to pass
from your door through any part of my premises; so that, if you
persevere in remaininguhere, it must be without any communication
whatever with your fellow-creatures; and if you are starved for want
of food, I really cannot help it : the fanlt wiilybe yours, not mine.”

“That will be very shocking indeed, ma’am,” replied the old
woman, screwing up her features in a very comieal style, which was
probably intended to express dismay; but Miss Martin Thorpe saw,
or fancied she saw, a strong inclination to smile, notwithstanding;
and even old Arthur, who seemed well enough inclined to let his
dame take the lead in this difficult business, certainly turned his head
aside to conceal a laugh. Sophia looked from one to the other, and
clearly perceived that the countenances of both expressed rather
merriment than alarm. T

“You think,” said she, rising, and speaking in a tone of great
anger, “you think that I shall not put this threat into execution.
Perhaps you fancy that I shall not have courage and firmness enough
to carry my purpose through? You deceive yourself, old woman, an
8o you will find to your cost.”
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 Tndeed, and indeed, Miss Martin Thorpe,” replied Mrs. Giles,
rising also, and standing aside, that the angry heiress might have room
to pass, < I do truly believe that you have courage and firmmess, as
you call it, for anything as you was particularly minded to do. Only T
couldn’t help laughing a liitle at hearing you talk about playing us
such a trick as that. It would be so unaccountable funny,—wouldn’t
it, Arthur ?’ and here the contumacious old couple laughed aloud,
and it even seemed to the irritated ear of Sophia that they did not
laugh alone, but that some unseen mocker in the air joined in the
audacious chorus. Im a paroxysm of rage she rushed from the room
and left the house, determined to seek workmen before she re-entered
her own, who should set to work, within the hour, to put her despised
threat in execution. i

The village carpenter lived at no great distance from her gates, and
to him she immediately gave very distinct orders for the execution of
the work she meditated. The man stared at her. “Run up palings
ten feet high in front of old Arthur Giles’s!” said he, his respect for
the young heiress apélarently giving way before his astonishment.

es, Mr. Gosford, in front of the dwelling of Arthur Giles and
his wife,” returned Sophia, deliberately, “The work is rendered
necessary for the grotection of my own rights . . . . But if you have
any objection to doing it, you have only to say so. Iwill get work-
men from Hereford.”

Worthy George Gosford the carpenter had seven children, and the
best cusiom he could boast was from “the Combe;” so his answer
was speedily given, that “in course he had no ohjection to do any-
thing, and everything she ordered, as in duty bound.” So much in
earnest was the heiress in this business, and so desirous that it should
be set about forthwith, that before she left his workshop, she desired
to see the timber he intended to use, and actually emﬁloyed some
time in ascertaining that the cluster of deal planks which the carpenter
pointed out to her for the purpose, were high enough to prevent all
exits and entrances. Having fully satisfied herself on this point, she
set off on her return home, assuring the man—for the first time in her
life that she had ever been guilty of such extrayagance—that, if the
job were well and quickly done, she would make him a present of five
shillings over and above his bill.

A few minutes after leaving the workshop she perceived a horseman
approaching her at full gallop, and became aware the minute after-
wards that it was no other than Mr. Jenkins. In an instant her
features were drilled into the expression of very meek serenity, and a
smile of the most winning description was prepared to greet him.
But whether the pace at which he rode prevented his seeing her with
sufficient distinetness to recognise her person, or that he was too
deeply oceupied by his own thoughts to note any one, he galloped on
without appearing conscious that she was near him; and presently
turning from the road by a little bridle-path at no great distance from
the point where she stood, was speediLy out of sight.

“What a pace he rides!” thought Sophia. 1t is very provoking !
for T should very much have liked to ask him in, to luncheon with

A me."

8
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CHAPTER XXIX.

TiovcH constantly reminded that the key of the Thorpe-Combe
woods was not permanently lent them, by Sophia’s never omitting to
ask them for it, from time to time, the Brandemberry brother and
sister were still often accommodated by the use of it; and fortunately
having it in their possession on the important day when the great
question was to be asked and answered, they set off together by that
pleasant path which has been so often mentioned; the faithful Mar-
caret promising to linger beneath its shade till her brotaer should
Lave performed the deed, and returned to tell her the result.

It would be “difficult to say which was the most agitated at the
moment they parted ; or whether the brother advancing to the adven-
ture, or the sister retreating to await the issue of it, would have given
the greater portion of a little finger that the next hour were well over.
But however equal in degree might be the interesting agitation of
their situations, it is the gentleman we must follow, leaving the pal-

itating Margaret to walk and to sit, to advance rapidly towards the
Eousc and retreat slowly from.it, with as much pEilnsophicaI con-
posure as she could command. The entrance of the Brandenberrys,
whether brother or sister, or both, had long ceased to be a matter of
ceremony at Thorpe-Combe, and the agitated lover made his way
through a garden-door, and up to the boudoir of his mistress, without
having his nervous tremors inereased by the curious eyes of any
domestie. On softly entering the elegant apartment in which sat his
lady-love, his courage was for an instant somewhat shaken by per-
ceiving that she looked, in plain homely Fnglish, most abominablyeross.
But her countenance cleared up perceptibly upon discovering who it
was that thus dared to invade Eer solitude ; for she was in a hmmour
to want and wish for a little flattery. More than one eircumstance
had vexed her within the last twenty-four hours. Arthur Giles an
his wife had unquestionably langhed at, and set her threatened ven-

eance at naught; Mr. Jenkins had rode past her, either from care-
essness or rudeness, without spesking; the whole family of the
Heathcotes appeared to be in the most perfect good-humounr and
harmony of spirits, notwithstanding that she neglected no possible
opportunity of being uncivil to them ; and Mrs. Barnes had forgotten—
aetnally forgotten, and confessed that she had done so—to order any
sweetbreads for her private table from the butcher. But notwith-
standing all these accumnulated vexations, she gave the usual two
fingers to Mr. Brandenberry when he ohsequiously held out his hand
to receive them. ;

“ My dearest Miss Martin Thorfle I”* he said, with more than usual
tenderness of voice and manner, * how are you ?

“I am very well, T thank you,” replied Miss Martin Thorpe, re-

adjusting the cushion behind her back, and drawing the footstool &
little nearer to her—to both which comforting operations Mr, Branden-

berry lent an aidful hand.

R R EITEEppErre—— .
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T strikes me that you do not look quite well!” said he, with a
sigh that he seemed wishing to stifle in its birth. “ Tovel v,—perhaps
lovelier than ever,—but—I cannot be deceived —1I am sure that you
are looking pale, Miss Martin Thorpe !

“And 1o great wonder, if I am,” she replied, her brows knitting
themselves into that settled look of licensed crossness, which, since
her accession to wealth, and all the privileges of independence, had

een becoming every day more habitual to her. “I am sure 1 suffer
enough to make anybody look pale.”

“ Gracious Heaven! And is there no way to prevent this? With
hearts near you who would joyfully shed their vital blood to protect
you from every sorrow and from every pain, is there no way to prevent
fou.r angel nafure from being thus harassed and tormented P ejacu-
ated the lover, with clasped hands and uplifted eyes.

“I am sure, if there is any way, I have not wit to find it out,”
returned Miss Martin Thorpe; “for I try everything 1 ean, and T
think things only get worse. These Heathcote people are the torment
of my life, and it may be wecks, ay, and months too, befove I can get
rid of them, if T am to wait for the authority of Sir Charles.”

If the whole conclave of the gods had sat in council tozether in
order to find for him a propitious opening, they could not have con-
trived a better. “Wat for nothing, adored’ Sophia!” he cried,
suddenly throwing himself at her feet: “wait for nothing to eman.
cipate you from this detested thraldom, but the protecting love of
the man who idolizes you! Sophia! turn not those heavenly eyes
away; I am in outer darkness when you look not on me! Oh! iovely
and beloved! let me IE)rotect you! My life, passed in one long
unceasing act of worship to your heavenly charms, shall guard you,

or ever and for ever, from all and everything that can ammoy you!
Sophia ! lovely Sophia! be mine! Be my wife, my bride—the adored
possessor of my soul and hody 1

These cloguent words were accompanied by the most passionate
caresses, which, as she endured them with something like the philo-
sophy of a post, or else from a species of experimental curiosity which
prevented Ecr.from offering any interruption, continued for a very
considerable time. At length, however, she seemed to have had
enough of it, for by a sudden movement she pushed herself and her
sofa (which was furnished with excellent castors) so vigorously back-
wards, that her lover fell forward on his face, and very literally lay
at her feet.

Mr. Brandenberry felt at that moment as if he could gladly have
wrung her head off; but this was an emotion which he did not, permit
to be visible. ~Rallying with rather a better grace than might have
been expected from a gentleman who had never visited Paris—for he
rose with a movement as mearly resembling a bound as the circum-
stances of his position permitted,—he assumed a eountenance almost
sublimely audacious, and again approaching the fair one, said, “ Sophia/
tod lovely Sophia! I await m{] oom !”’ :

But if the gentleman was hold, the lady was resolute; for without
betraying any weakness of any kind, she replied,—

: “LE.] Brandenberry! I am excgedingly obliged to you for your
5
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good opinion of me, but ab present T have no intention of changing
my condition,” : y

_Now Mr. Brandenberry perfectly well knew that this answer had
nothing in it which necessarily doomed him to despair; and he
accordingly drew a chair, and set about finishing the work in hand,
with a sort of resolute perseverance which did honour to his courage.
But he had yet to study the character of the charming Sophia a little
more, before he thoroughly understood it. The answer above recorded
might certainly, from the generality of young ladies, have given room
for hope that a littles perseverance would conquer the reluctance so
cently expressed.  But with Miss Martin Thorpe it was otherwise.
Had ‘she been less sure of herself, she would probably have felt it
necessary to protest more; but, as it was, she saw not any occasion
to resort to wordy vehemence in order to prevent her valued neigh-

bour from entering upon her property ; and she therefore replicd

again, quite as gently as before, “I am very much obliged to you,
Mr. Brandenberry, but it is not my intention to marry at present. I
am very well as L am.”

Once again, more encouraged than disheartened by so mild a rejec-
tion, the determined lover renewed his suit; and it may be fairly
donbted it any word in the English language, expressive of admiration
and love, was forgotten by him in the course of his next speech. But
it was like pouring milk upon a granite rock ; the operation was pro-
ductive of no great effect of any kind ; assuredly the granite was not
melted, but it looked perhaps rather the smoother, and more glossy,
for the libation.

“ Pray, Mr. Braudenberry, don’t say any more about it,” said |

Sophia.  “1I have a great regard for both you and your sister, and
should he very sorry, I assure you, if anything were to prevent our
going on in the same pleasant manner as before. . . . . Pray don’t talk
any more upon the subject, because it is of no use. . ... 1 don’t wish
to be married at present to anybody.”

Here again was an answer in which no particle of despair was fo be
found ; but Mr, Brandenberry was excessively tired, and he therefore,
iielding to his longing desire to get away, rose up, slapped his fore-

ead with his open hand (he perceived not that he was in a pre- J

dicament to make his fist necessary), and said, “ Most adored
Miss Martin Thorpe! I obey you!. ... Life has now little left for
me, to make it worth preserving . . . . but I swear in the face of
Heaven that this rash hand shall never release me from the load, so
long as you Sermlt me to cheer my aching senses by beholdinﬁ ou.”

Sophia had, 1 % {
interview; hut she, too, was beginning to grow a little tired, and 16

was therefore with a contented smile that she replied, © Good- .

b’ye, Mr. Brandenberry. I am sure I hope I shall have the pleasure

of seeing you very often. Pray remember me very kindly to your =

sister, and tell her that I have got the worsteds from Hereford, and
am going to begin the pattern she gave me directly.” §
Mr. Brandenberry on this seized her hand, and 1mpressed upon it &
most impassioned kiss; ‘then giving her a parting look of mixe
tenderness and woe, he lefi the room, walked down the stairs, and

on the whole, been exceedingly well entertained by the =




THE WARD. ; 261

met his sister Margaret loitering behind a holly-bush at not more than.
a hundred yards’ distance from the house.

“ How, Richard, hast thou sped ?*

would have been her first words, had the gods made her poetical ; but
as they had not, she only pronounced the monosyllable, “ Well ?*

“ Well!” echoed her brother, drawing a deep sigh, from sheer
fatigue; “ the devil take her! . . . . I shall have the same thing to
do again and again before I get her acres; and when I do get them,
EEe ﬁ’r’st thing I should like to do, would be fto bury her under

em. :
th“ 'lp‘hank God!” exclaimed Margaret, * she has not refused you,

enp? .

“ O yes, she has, my dear, half a dozen times over . . .. but not in
such a way as to make me hang or drown myself. I have very little
doubt that she has already made up her mind to marry me ; and even
if she has not, I have certainly no great reason to despair of bringing
her to it before long. But the worst of it is, that it is plain she likes
the preliminary part of the business a devilish deal befter than I do.
Margaret! . . . . I shall be worn to a thread-ﬁapcr if I go on making
love to her at the rate I did to-day for a month.” ’

““ A month?....Oh! Richard, Richard! How is it possible you
oan talk so lightly on such a subject? What is one month, or two
months, or ten months, or twenty months either, compared to having
the Thorpe-Combe estate, without a debt or a mortgage upon it, of any
kind whatever P’ returned Miss Brandenberry with great indignation.
“ You are the last man in the world, Richard, that I should evei haye
expected to hear talk such conceited nonsense. It is quite unworthy
of you. But I suppose you are only jesting.”

“ No, upon my soul I am not. If I could get through the business
at once, and have the reward in my pocket, you might not perhaps
even hear me complain about it , . . . but it is plain to me that she
likes being made love to; and as I hate making love to her worse than
‘poison, you can’t be very much surprised, Margaret, if 1 do grumble

_alittle. However, don’t let us guarrel about it. You must go on,
my dear, just the same as hefore, coaxing and flattering her up, till
you ,}’mve made her fancy that it is quite impossible to live without

you.
* “ And so I will, Richard,” replied the excellent Miss Brandenberry,
with the warmest sisterly affection; “ and what is more, you shal
never hear me complain of the job, as long as there is the very slightest
chance that it will come to anything. And yet, upon my word and
honour, Richard, my part of the business is no sinecure. Oh dear!
‘how disagreeable she 1s, to be sure!” ‘
“ You need not tell me that, my dear,” replied the brother, laugh-
ing ; and the refused lover and his truly sympathizing sister walked
lLiome togetler, by no means in a desflairing state of mind.
# #* s * *# #
1 It was still several days after this before Sophia again saw Mr,
Jenkins ; and she began to feel very seriousﬁneasy lest his diseased
fancy might have seized upon some new whim, and that she should
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see no more of him, or of the riches and the gems of which he had
boasted. She would undoubtedly have been more uneasy still, had
she known that during this time he spent many hours of every day in
the banqueting-room at Temple, surrounded by the detested Heath-
cofes, and making himself so agreeable by his good-humour, his
anecdotes, and his fun, that, notwithstanding all his odd ways and his
odd locks, they were becoming very fond of his visits. A mutual
regard was indeed so evidentﬁr springing up among them as might
well have made her tremble for her own influence, had she witnessed
it. But though Major Heatheote, his wife, and his daughter, had all
agreed not to suffer Sophia’s ill-humour to drive them away, or to
break up an arrangement, the destruction of which might involve Sir
Charles Temple in considerable trouble, they did not feel themselves
called upon to eonverse more with their sullen and sulky little hostess
than she herself appeared to wish ; and, consequently, these goings
and comings of the eccentric Mr. Jenkins were never communicated
to her by any of them.

When at length, however, this, to her, most interesting personage
once more made his appearance in her boudoir, she was completely
satisfied when, in answer to her flattering inquiries respecting his
health and his absence, h& replied that he had not been well enough
to trouble her with his presence. He seemed, nevertheless, to have
quite forgotten his favourite fancy of going over every room in the
house; for when she told him that Mrs. Barnes, her housekeeper,
or she herself, if he preferred it, would be quite ready to attend him,
he replied, “ Nobt now—not now, thank you. T don’t feel quite in the
humour for it.” He refused, too, to partake of her luncheon, and
seemed altogether a good deal changed in manner ; being restless and
fidgety, beginning many sentences without finishing any, and more
than once appearing to forget her altogether, and to be occupied
solely with the examination of the different articles of furniture in the .
apartment. But all this she attributed to the unsettled state of his
intellect, a fact of which she entertained very little doubt; and she
consoled herself for the change in his manner, by thinking that she

erceived an increased degree of familiarity in his address, which in
is state of mind argued well, she thought, in. favour of the hopes she
still entertained of farther presents from him. #

On the following day he returned again, and then his manner was,
if possible, more strange and restless than before. But after wasting
a good deal of time in walking round and round, and backwards and
forwards, much in the manner of a greatly hored lion in a cage, he at
1ast sat down close to her, and said, ** Pray, my dear, how soon do you:
expect that your guardian, Sir Charles Temple, will be likely to return
to England P Jige ‘

Delighted at hearing him thus open upon a subf'ect which so nearly
concerned her, and persuaded fthat nothing would be more likely to
establish firmly for Lerself the mterest which her residence and pos-
sessions had already given her in the eyes of this whimsical old frien
of her predecessor, she answered him eagerly, and in the kindest voice
imaginable, *“ Oh! my dear sir, that is a subject upon which my poor
mind is very busy at present, Your kindness to me has been so great,
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that if you had not kept away from me, T am quite sure that I should
have opened my heart, and told yor all my tronbles.”

“* Then open your heart now, my dear ! replied Mr. Jenkins, with
sudden animation. I should like to hear ah you have got to say,
exceedingly.”

* Should you, sir?” returned Sophia, quite sentimentally. “ How
very kind of you!”

“ 0o on, Sophy—go on; what was it you were going fo say P
demanded the impatient confidant,

“ Why the truth is, my dear sir, that T have lately written to my
guardian, Sir Charles; and it is impossible for me to say what will be
ile consequence of my letter; I should not be greatly surprised if it
brought him back immediately.”

“ Tndeed '—upon my wordy]: am very glad fo hear it, my dear.
Then he will hring home with him your cousin Algernon, won’s he ¥
ard of eourse the hoy will he here? .. . . T want to see that hoy.”

Not all the habitual weighing of words to which Sophia had for
years drilled herself, whenever she thought her interest concerned
could prevent a burst of genuine feeling upon hearing this (§utu5t-eci
r.a.me?t coupled with her louse as the probable home of him who

ore 1t

“ Algernon Heatheote come here!” she exclaimed, while' her
unguarded eyes suffered a spark from within to shoot through them.
* Never, sir!'—Oh, Mr. Jenkins | she continued, recovering her self-

ossession, T wish to heaven that your kind heart knew all that I
1ave suffered from that shocking hoy, and then you would not wonder
at my expressing myself with so much vehemence.”

“ What have you suffered, Sophy ?” returned Mr. Jenkins, gravely.
“I would wish you toit_e]i me all about it. What has Algernon
Heatheote ever done to injure you 2

Desiring nothing better than such an opportunity of making a par-
tisan of her jewelled friend, she replied, “ {}hat have 1 suffered ? Oh,
Mr, Jenkins! you know not what a life of suffering mine has heen |
Left an orphan at nineteen years of age, I hut too well remembered
all the happiness of having a mother, not to feel in the most agonizing
manner the want of one ! ” :

“ Of course, of course. That must be true enough, certainly,. Go
on, Sophy,” said Mr. Jenkins. :

* You understand this, dear Mr. Jenkins,” she resumed;  there-
fore I need not enter at length into the history of all T suffered on my
removal from my poor mother’s house to that of Major Heatheote,
It was most dreadful.”

“But how did you come to go there, more than to any other of
your mother’s connections ?” demanded Mr, J enkins, again inter-
rupting her.

Sophia coloured a little, but the weak emotion passed, and she
replied without any appearance of embarrassment : I believe it was
in consequence of some arrangement made between my poor mother
and Major Heatheote, just before she died.” +

* Bome pecuniary arrangement, [ presume P said Mr. Jenkins.

# Yes, I suppose s0,” returned Bophia, again colouring a little.
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“ Very well—go on. What was it made you so very miscrable
when you got there ?* : 5 :

“ The dreadful treatment that I met with from my cousins,” replied
Bophia, unhesitatingly.

“ Indeed!” said Mr. Jenkins, * There is something very shocking
in that. Perhaps it was the younger children, who were in no way
your blood relations, whose behaviour made you so uncomfortable £

“ No, sir, indeed it was not,” said Sophia, quickly remembering
that as they hud no connection whatever with Thorpe-Combe, to which
all Mr, Jenkins’ affectionate reminiscences seemed to attach them-
selves, they could not be within reach of becoming her rivals. “I
have no reason whatever to complain of the younger children; neither
the boys nor the girls troubled me in any way, poor things ; ‘and God
forbid I should accuse them falsely! But my cousin Florence has
ever been my greatest enemy; and as for Algernon, if ever there was
a diaholic temper upon earth, it is his.” ; ; [

“ I am very sorry to hear it, Sophy,” said Mr. Jenkins, with a sigh
that really seemed to speak great concern.

“ Indeed, my dear sir,” she resumed, I should be very unwillin
to pain your kind and generous heart by deseribing all I have endure
from him.” ;

“ Never mind me and my feelings, Sophy,” said her sympathizing
friend. “ I wish to hear all the particulars; and you may depena
upon if, that listening to you will do me no harm. What sort of
Wmlgc;tjflness was it that Algernon Heathcote used to practise against
yon ?

“TIt was a system of ceaseless tormenting,” she replied, “ which
none perhaps but the wretched victim can fully understand. Had his
unmerited hatred shown itself in mere bodily injuries,—had he beaten
me, pinched me, nay almost murdered me, I should call his conduct a

* thousand times less cruel than I think it now. Neither was his ill-will
shown in open abuse or revilings. No! You might have lived for
weeks in the same house with us, and never perhaps become aware o
what he made me suffer!” Sophia here drew forth her handkerchief,

and ?ressed it upon her eyes.

“T could wish, my dear Miss Sophy,” said Mr. Jenkins, looking
rather puzzled than ecompassionate ; “ I eould wish that your deserip-
tion of all this were more clear and tangible, as I may call it, I think
it very likely that, if my old acquaintance Sir Charles Temple returns
home, I may become known to this young man. He too, as well as
yourself and Miss Florence, stands in near relationship to my valued
old friends ; and without thinking it necessary to enter exactly into my
future plans, I see no reason why I should not fairly state, that my
intention in coming to this countrﬂ was chiefly to have the pleasure of

making acquaintance with those they have left behind them, and, if T

find them worthy of it, to give from my ample means some substantial
proof of the affectionate remembrance in which I retain the kindness
of those who are gone. It i3 therefore really important that I should
become acquainted with the character and disposition of your cousins.

I cannot hunt up so easily all the other nephews and nieces of m{‘old

friends; but these two young Heatheotes seem particularly to have

}
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fallen in my way, and I shall therefore feel very much obliged by your
telling me everything you know about them.”

This speech was rather s long one, and though in some parts
uttered with Mr. Jenkins’ characteristic rapidity, there were pauses
in it which gave time for several perfectly new notions to present
themselves to the fertile mind of Miss Martin Thorpe. She began
very greatly to doubt the justice of her former surmises respecting the
sanity of Mr. Jenkins' intellect. If he had come info the neighbour-
hood of Thorpe-Combe expressly for the purpose of making acquaint-
ance with the relations of “ the late Mr. Thorpe, and conferring upon
them substantial proofs of his regard, the act which she had considered
to be that of a madman was in reality only a proof of the spirited and
able manner in which he was capable of carrying into execution the
resolutions which he formed. But new as was this view of the case,
it increased rather than lessened the necessity of keeping his partial
attention fixed upon herself. Advantages which before had appeared
vague, though probable, now took the form of certainties; and ac-
cording to the moral eode by which she regulated all her actions, she
immediately decided that it was a duty which she owed to herself to
prevent any other from sharing the affection which his generous pre-
sent had so clearly proved he already felt for her.

“What you have now said, my dear Mr. Jenkins,” she replied,
“renders that a duty which was only a consolation before. Your great
kindness to me, which, believe me, I can never forget, raised a very
natural wish in my bosom to make you indeed my friend by opening
to you my whole heart, and confessing to you the sorrows and suffer-
ings which from others I endeavoured to conceal. Algernon and
Florence Heatheote, my dear Mr. Jenkins, are, I grieve to say if, very
unworthy young people ; false, deceitful, hard-hearted, and ungenerous
incapable of feeling attachment themselves, incapable of being gratef
for itin others : thus much is torn from me by my devoted attachment
to you. You have frankly asked me for a true account of them, and I
have given it as far ‘as was necessary to salisfy my strict regard to
truth. Beyond this, my dear sir, I will entreat you not to press me.
Tt is inexpressibly paintul to find myself in a situation in which it
becomes a duty to speak severely of my own relations. You, dear
My, Jenkins, with aﬁ your kind and generous feelings, cannot but
sympathize in this, and I will therefore venture to entreat that you
will ask me no farther questions, and you will, too, I trust, give me
credit for the honesty and ardent love of truth which has torn from
me what I have already said.”

Mz, Jenkins rose from the chair he occupied immediately opposite
to the sofa of the heiress, and placing it-Ii)etWeen himself and her,
leaned over its back as he supported it on its front legs, and looking
very fixedly in her face, said, * Sophy, I will never trouble you with
any more questions, if you will only answer me this one: s Florence
Heatheote an ill-tempered givl ?

There was something in the expression of the dark and sallow coun-
tenance thus brought on a level with her own, which convinced
Sophia that her singular visitor attached mueh importance to her
answer, All her hopes from him, perhaps, turned upon the words for
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which he seemed so anxiously waiting, and she was determined to
speak them with effect. Wherefore, clasping her hands fervently
together, and steadily returning his gaze, she replied, “ Indeed, in-
deed, she is!” [ :

“Now, then, good morning,” said Mr. Jenkins, raising himself
briskly, and appearing to be perfectly satisfied., “I am going to
Tondon for a week or two upon particular business, but at the end
of that time I shall return to Broughton Castle, whether the family are
there or nof, and*then you may depend upon seing me again.”

“My London upon particular business! Something about his
money, heyond all doubt,” thought Sophia; and rising to present her
hand in order most affectionately to bid him farewell, she said, quite
touchingly, “ God bless you, dear Mr. Tenkins ! God bless you, and
bring you hack again safely |

“You are very kind,” was his reply; but stopping short as he
was turning to leave her, he added, ”By the bye, Miss Martin
Thorpe, I will ask you a favour before I go. Those palings that
you are running up, so as to inclose the entrance to the shrubbery-
cottage, as it used to be called, will destroy one or two trees which
my kind friend Mrs. Thorpe planted with her own hands, for I was ab
her side, and helped her. Will you ndulge me by stopping the work
till T come back? And then, if the foolish old man is still obsti-
nate,—for I know all about it,—if he still is obstinate, I dare say that
between us we shall find some other way to manage him. Will you
grant me this delay?”’

“Grant you! my dearest sir!” returned the heiress, with greaf
enthusiasm, YKat is there you could ask, that I should feel it
possible to refuse?” And delighted and exhilarated beyond her
usual composure of spirits by the manner in which he seemed to mix
himself up with her concerns by that charming monosyllable wx, she
pushed aside an infervening chair or two, and almost ran to the door by
which he was going to make his exit, ance more to take his hand, and
onge more to utter an affectionate farewell. But ere she reached if,
hehad already passed through it, closed it behind him, and was gone.

CHAPTER XXX.

Dunine a few weeks which followed this interview, everything
went on_at Thorpe-Combe with great apparent tranquillity; but,
nevertheless, the mind of its mistress was not without its anxieties.
Could she have anticipated so conclusive an interview with Mr. Jen-
kins, or could she have foreseen the absence which now so fortunateli
put him out of the reach of Florence, and all her hated wiles an
smiles, she certainly would have at least delayed her letter to Sir
Charles Temple. But as it was past recall, she wisely bestowed more
thought on its possible results than_on her regret for its departure,
She resolved, let his reply be what it would, fo keep on the best pos-
sible terms with him, and even to endure the Heatlla.\cotes during the
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whole of her minority, rather than have any dispute. These conei-
lintory resolutions did not arise so much from any partiality to him
or from any pertinacity in the purpose which had formerly suggeste
itself of joining the properties OF Temple and Thorpe-Combe, and
giving herself the desirable appellation of “my lady,” but solely from
the fear that the generous Mr. Jenkins might take it into his head to
think her wilful. Nothing, therefore, could be more steadfast than
the resolution she came fo, of being as amiable as possible. The
paling-work was suspended; the dinners, and evening tea-drinkings,
when taken together, passed without any further efforts to make the
intractable Heathcotes quarrel ; and, in a word, everything went on
as smoothly as the pent-up water above a mill-dam before 1t reaches
the point at which 1t is to be dashed into froth and fragments.

Lﬁianwhile her intercourse with the Brandenberry brother and sister
had received little or no interruption in consequence of the offer
and its rejection. Miss Martin Thorpe would in truth have felt
greatly at a loss how fo dispose of her day, had she lost the eternal
enferings of the unwearied Margaret, with all the gossip which her
long acquaintance with the neighbourhood enabled her to gef at, and
all the patterns which the heiress’s resolution to work for herself the
most superb set of chairs ever seen, rendered so invaluable. Fach
of the ladies pretended to believe that the other knew nothing of the
enamoured Richard’s melancholy state of mind, so that the adventure .
of the offer was never discussed between them. Miss Brandenberry
continued, as heretofore, to allude occasionally to the perishing con-
dition of her too sensitive brother, and Miss Martin Thorpe to listen
to her, without giving any indication of displeasure. In fact, Sophia
would not have at all disliked any degree of love-making which the
brother and sister thought advisable, conscious, that let it be as plea-
sant as it would, there was not the slightest danger of her being such
a fool as to make any marriage in consequence of it which would add
neither to her consequence nor her fortune,

So Mr. Brandenherry went on sighing and ogling without let or
hinderance of auy kind; Sophia amI Margaret too gor the heiress
expected a good deal of cross-stitch in return for her friendship) went
on working monsters in lamb’s-wool; the major canght trout ; Mrs.
Heatheote made frocks ; Florence read, wrote, and roamed deliciously
through the groves of Temple ; and the two happy little boys almost
forgot ab times that “cross Cousin Sophy” lived in the same houée
with them.

* o # # F *

Tt was late in a lovely evening about the middle of June, and the
whole of the Heathcote portion of the Combe family were assembled
to enjoy the last sweet hour of twilight upon the noble esplanade be-
{ore the house, when they were startled by the very unusnal sound of
carriage-wheels approaching through the thick shrubberies that led
from the lodges on the London road. *

“Who in the world can this be P * said the major, makine a step or
. two towards the point from which the road was most visiblé. R}ut
; before his question could be either idly repeated or idly answered,
a hack post-chaise, with one pair of horses, two insides, and conside-
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rable lugzage, appeared in sight. As there was neither mark nor
likelihood about i, to say whom it might contain, the major gazed in
as perfect ignorance as he had listened to it; but the eye of Florence
liad caught another eye, whose glance had caused her blood to ebb
and flow so irregulatly, as to oblize her to reseat herself upona bench
from which she had riseny and Mrs. Heatheote at the same moment
fixing her eyes upon the rear of the vehicle, exclaimed “ Good heaven !
That is Algernon’s box!”

The door of the post-chaise was opened in less time than it takes
to tell of it, and Sir Charles Temple sprang out, followed by his young
friend. Greab was the elamour of surprise (for of Sophia’s letter the
Heatheotes of course knew nothing), but greater still, perhaps, was
the throb of joy which this unexpected sight occasioned. Algernon,
taller by two inches, and stouter by half a dozen, than when he stood
before them last, embraced father, mother, sister, and brothers, in
succession; and such was the confusion of the moment, that Sir
Charles Temple actually embraced most of them, too; by which extra-
ordinary freedom Florence was so far roused from the feeling of faint-
ness which had come upen her that she was able to rise up, and, by
Lelp of the offender’s arm, to reach the dear east parlour, which she
happened to know was the spot where he had first conceived the
project of taking care of her for life.

When Sir Charles Temple had sufficiently recovered his_senses to
hear and understand the major’s reiterated question of, “ What has
brought you home so suddenly? ” he felt some difficulty in replyin;
to0it. From its being asked, it was plain that their amiable ward ha
not communicated the purport of the letter she had written, and which
had produced this prompt measure, from the fear it naturally sug-
eested that Florence found not such a home in her cousin’s house as
the young baronet approved. But to explain all this in a moment was
impossible; the question, therefore, was only answered by ancther,

- —* Where is Miss Martin Thorpe? ”

Had Sir Charles never before conceived the idea, from the queru-
lous letter he had received, that his ward’s house had not been a happ
Liome to her relatives, the sort of start which this question produccg
would have suggested it.

1 suppose she is in her own sitting-room,” said Mrs. Heatheote.

“Her own sitting-room,” repeated Algernon. “ Do you not all sit
together? ” The two ladies shook their heads and smiled. “ What
a comfort ! eried the handsome Algernon, his saucy eyes exchanging
an expressive glance with his stepmother. ;

“ But we must let her know you are here, Sir Charles,” said the
major, “ or she will really have reason to be displeased with us.”> And
a messaze was immediately sent up to the lady of the mansion,
anmouncing the arrival of the travellers,

“ Alpernon! I should scarcely have known you,” said his father,
looking at him with such an expression of pride and happiness in his
eyes, that thelaughing blue ones of the baronetsparkled with satisfaction.

You think, then, that I have taken care of him, Major ? ** said he.

“ Clare, my dear fellow ? 1 don’t know what you have done tolim.
Poppsy, do you feel quite certain that this tall stont fellow is really
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the boy that you have been enddling up, like a sick lamb, for the last
three years ? '

“Why, if it were not for his eyes and his feeth, and his hair and
his smile, Major, I really do not think I should know him. I wonder
if Miss Martin ‘Ihorpe will be brought to believe there is any hope of
life in him now ?* ]

“Why, as good Uncle Thorpe is dead and burried, and the estate
settled upon herself and her little heirs for ever, I think she may,”
said Algernon. “But it would really be very hard upon me,” Le
added, “if 1 were not to live to a good old age; for most: certainly
T have had just double the nsual proportion of fatherly and motherly
care. Those who have seen, may say whether I have not had two
mothers: and if this gentleman here did mot look so ridiculously
young, 1 eould declare that I might often have mistaken him for a
second father.”

“Say brother, Algernon,” said Frederic, locking from one of the
handsome young faces to the other. “Helooks just as if he might
be your brother.”

“T)oes he, Frederic®” said Sir Charles, laughing, and throwing
a bright eye-beam upon Florence, which caused her to turm her head
?side, her mother-in-layw to colour, her father to smile, and Algernon
to stare.

Just at this moment, when, to say truth, they none of them wished
for any glterruptlon at all, the door opened, and Miss Martin Thorpe
appeared. °

PR little flurry and agitation were visible on her eountenance, and
her dark skin had rather more of the carnation in it than usual; but
when, having shaken hands with Sir Charles Temple, she turned
her eyes upon Algernon, she actually turned pale. Though she
had falked of the certainty of his speedy death to Mr. Thorpe
with rather more confidence than she actually felt in the near
approach of that desirable eveni, she really and truly had ever
thought him a very fragile and delicate sort of a boy, who was, at any
rate, quite as likely to die as to live, spite of all the ridiculous fuss
that Mrs. Heathcote made about him; and when she locked at him
now, with ever{ symptom of health and strength in face and limb,
her intense displeasure at the sight made her feel positively qualmish,
and she would have been very glad if it had occurred to any cne
to open the one window of the pretty cast parlour, and give her a
little air.

This was not done, however, and after a few minutes, she contrived
to Tecover herself without it; but she felt altogether exceedingly ill
at ease, and by no means knowing what it would be hest for her to
say or do, in_order to make this too prompt attention to her eom-
plaints on the part of Sir Charles pass off with as little delat as
possible. After a few sufficiently awkward little speeches about his
journey, and so forth, she rallied her courage sufficiently to say,

* “Qhall we leave my cousin Algernon to talk of his adventures to lis
family, Sir Charles, while I have the pleasure of speaking a few words
to you before tea is served in the drawing-room 43 : ;

owever much Sir Charles Temple might have preferred remaining
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where he was, it was of course impossible that he could say so, and he
therefore civilly replied that he should be happy to follow whither-
soever she would lead.

He was, however, a little startled when he found that this leading
was to take him upstairs ; and on reaching the gay-looking and reallE
handsome room to which she infroduced him, he looked as mue
astonished as if she had transported him to Pekin.

“Where in the world did this room come from ?” said he. “ You
must have the wand of an enchanter, Miss Martin Thorpe, to have
ereated this magnificent apartment from among the sleeping-rooms of
my old friend’s mansion.” i

“T am glad you approve it, Sir Charles Temple,” she replied,
modestly. 1t was absolutely necessary for me, as I am sure you
must be aware, that when I determined upon residing here in the
maner I now do, 1 should have some room that I could call my

1.

Sir Charles had said nothing about his approval of the room, which,
in fact, struck him as being vastly finer than there was any occasion
for ; but on this point he made no observation ; and as to her having
a room that she could call her own, he felt by no means disposed to
dispute it. But not wishing that this f/de-d-féfe with his ward
should keep him longer from the party below than was absolutely
Necessary, %m said, “I fear, Miss Martin Thorpe, that the unfor-
tunate disagreements which you mention in the letter I have had
the great pain to receive from you are the cause of your thus
finding it necessary to separate yourself from your guardian and
his family. - If you cannot remain happily together, I feel per-
fectly assured that meither Major Heatheole nor the ladies of his
family would wish the arrangement to continue; and it is because
I fecl, that under the circumstances your remaining together
must be-equally disagreeable to you all, that I have thus hastened my
return.”

“J had no idea that my letter would have brought you home so
guddenly, Sir Charles,” replied Sophia, in some confusion, “or I
should certainly have written it more cautiously. I am extremely
sorry to have oceasioned you any inconvenience, and had hoped that
everything might have been arranged by letters.”

“ Such violent changes as you propose, Miss Martin Thorpe, are
not easily arranged, so as to have the appearance of propriety, even
when all the parties are present fo assist n it ; and still less could this
be hoped for when they are not,” said he.

“T am sure, Sir Charles Temple, if you disapprove the separation
I spoke of, it will be my wish to give it up,” replied Sophia, very
cleverly taking all the merit of the most gentle obedience, while joy-
fully catching at the least appearance of opposition, which might save
her from exposing herself to blame from Mr. Jenkins,

“Twould by no means wish either party to continue with the other,
un]essl both found themselves happy in the union,” replied Sir Charles,

Tavely.
" “71 think we begin to understand each other better now,” said
Sophia, in the gentlest possible accents, “and I have no doubt but that
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we shall go on very well for the future. Therefore, Siv Charles, I
shall be greatly obliged by your not in any way alluding to the letter
T unfortunately sent. you, in presence of the Heathcotes. They as yet
know nothing of it.”

«T have every wish to oblige you, Miss Martin Thorpe,” replied
the baronet, perfectly persuaded that if the poor fretful-tempered girl
bad taken offence unreasonably, she was now heartily sorry for if,
“but your cousin Algernon has seen your letter.” -

The scowl produced on the young lady’s brow by these words went
far towards correcting her inexperienced guardian’s erroneous esti-
mate of her present state of mind, and he secretly determined that
Florence shonld not remain her inmate, if there was any chance of her
sharing such looks as that. But for the present he agreed to sink
the subject entirely, unless Major Heathcote, from the information
which hie had probably already received through Algernon, should
name it to him.

“ And in that case,” said Sophia, meekly, “ 1 will beg leave to speak
to him on the subject myself.”

_“Now then we may return to the party below,” said Sir Charles,
rising. ;

“ Certainly,” replied the heiress, with a gentle smile; and they
descended the stairs together.

Nothing could exeeed the amiable sweetness of manner with which
Miss Martin Thorpe conducted herself towards the whole party. To
conversc at all with Algernon was indeed beyond her power, but she
contrived to avoid this very skilfully; and to the rest her kindness
was quite sufficient to have made them weary of conjecture as to the
cause of it, had they not all been far too happy and too oecupied to
think about it. '

Had it not been for the pre-oceupation occasioned by many anxious
thoughts of Mr. Jenkins, and of his declared intentions to “give
substantial proof of his affectionate remembrance of those who were
gone,” Sophia might have observed enough in the course of that
evening to have convinced her, perhaps, that some of her projects
were not very likely to answer; and that the Temple and Thorpe-
Combe estates were likely to remain divided for ever, if their union
depended upon that of Sir Charles Temple with herself. But much
too profoundly occupied by graver matters to find time for any such
secondary speculations, the whole attention which she could give to
anything at the present moment was bestowed in displaying civility
to Mrs. Heathcote ; and so dreadfully irksome was this, that she was
thankful in no common degree when at length the often-consultéd
timepiece on the chimney-piece told her that she might bid them
good-night, and send them all to bed, without any outrageous
‘ ampropriety. ¥
""" 8ir Charles Temple, however, was most cordially invited biy her to
stay the night; but he preferred the chance of doing the honours
of his now precious banqueting-room to the party he expected there,
evcu1 to remaining an inmate for a few hours longer with his charming
ward. g

The great anxiety of Sophia on the following morning was fo
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revent any interview between Sir Charles Temple and Mr. Jenking
From taking place, before she had herself seen the latter. The first
news which her accomplished waiting-woman, Mrs. Roberts, had
communicated on entering her room to wake her, was, that Mr.
Jenkins was come back to Broughtoi Castle; and Sophia well
remembered that nearly the last words he had said to her contained
a promise of paying her a visit as soon as he returned. It was
tharefore very important that she should secure an early interview,
in order to explain to him, before he saw any of the family, that she
hiad had a conversation with her younger guardian, which had decided
her even to receive Algernon, and to treat him with a degree of
Lindness move consonant to her own gentle nature than to his geserts,
rather than lose the protection of Major and Mrs. Heatheote during
her minority. She thought that this statement, with her manner of
communicating it, might produee a strong effect in her favour on the
mind of her already partial friend, and would have given one of her
recently acquired pearls rather than not enjoy an opporfunity of
making it before Algernon was introduced to him.

Tortune favoured her wishes beyond what she had dared to hope ;
for when the family breakfast was over, af which she had her-
solf on this oceasion condescended to assist, instead of seeing Sir
Charles Temple walk in, as she had fully expected, the whole of the
Heathcote family prepared to walk out.

As she had mever, since they first entered the house, proposed
to join them in any single out-of-door excursion, it was in no way
necessary, notwithstanding her change of politics, to do so now;
and she therefore permitted them to follow their own plans, civilly
hoping that they might not over-fatigue themselves from the heat of
the weather.

She thonzht herself exceedingly fortunate when she saw them all
set off, but ten times more s0 when, within half an hour afterwards,
Mr. Jenkins entered her boudoir. X

“Oh! my dear, dear sir! how truly delighted I am to see you!”
she exclaimed, actually springing forward to meet him. “How are

on? Do you feel fatigued by your journey ? Have you been returned
ong? How very, very kind it is in you, to come and see me! How
uncommonly well you look ! To all which the sallow personage she
addressed only replied, - b el

“Thank you;” and then sat down, without appearing in any par-
ticular hwry to say anything more. -

"% T haye news to tell you, my dear sir,” resumed Sophia, “ which I
think will give pleasure to your kind heart, becanse it 1s likely, I
hope, to be advantageous to me. My guardian, Sir Charles Temple,
is roturned home, and my cousin Algernon with him; and I trust, -
dearest My, Jenkins, that we shall go on—"

“8ir Charles Temple returned! and Algernon with him !” eried
Mr. Jenkins, with sudden animation; and starting from his chair
without appearing particularly interested about the goings on she was
preparing to dilate upon. “Where are they P

«Qir Charles is at his own house, I helieve,” replied Sophia, and
my cousin Algernon is gone oub to take a walk with his father and
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the rest of the family; so that, I am sorry to say, I cannot send for
him that he may be miroduced to you this moment. But if you will
give me the great honour and pleasure of your company at_dinner
to-day, you shall see both your old acquaintance, Sir Charles Temple,
and my cousin.”

““ No no, that won’t do,—that won’t do at all. - I don’t want to see
Sir Charles Temple just now. And yet I am very glad he is come too,
—very glad.” Then rising from his chair, Mr. Jenkins began his usual
restless sort of promenade round and round the room, with his hands
behind him, his eyes on the ground, and apparently meditating deeply
on some subject, which, as it seemed, he intended to keep to himself.

Sophia feit a good deal at a loss what to say next. She was
exceeding] afra.ig of not seeming sufficiently delighted to see him
if she said nothing, and perhaps still more afraid of vexing an
disturbing him, if she said too much, while he continued in this
silent fit; bubt her embarrassment. was speedily ended, by his
stopping short before her in one of his turns, and then, drawing a
%;hﬁm* 50 close as to make his knees touch hers, addressing her as

ollows :— ’

“Sophy Martin—Miss Sophy Martin Thorpe—T have faken a
whim info my head, in which you must humour me, Will you?
Will t};ou do ‘whatever I ask of yon, whether you like it yourself
or not ?”’

 Most assuredly I will!*> replied Sophia with delighted eagerness ;
“and be only too happy that there is anything in the world by which
T ecan prove my wish to please yon.”

“That is very kindly answered,” said Mr. Jenkins, “and Tam much
obliged to you for it, And now I will explain myself. You remember,
T dare say, all that I told you about my oid friendship for Mr. and
Mrs. Thorpe, who used to live here in my youth, when I was so much
at Broughton Castle P” ;

“Remember it! Oh, my dear sir! Do you think it would be pos-
sible for anybody to forget what is so very interesting P

“No, I did not think yon had forgotten it. And perhaps, Sophy
Martin, you remember, too, that I told you my chief purpose in
coming here was to make acquaintance with those they left behind
them. Now vou, my dear, are only one of these, and Miss Florence
is another, and Algernon will be a third; all that’s very well, and
just what I wanted. But 1find by inguiries I have been making,
that there are ever so many more cousins, who all came to sce the
dear old man before he died, and I have taken it into my head that
I should like them all to come and see me before I go away again.
Will you write by this day’s post, Sophy, and tell these Wilkyns and
Spencer people—all those who were here to visit him, that a middle-
aged bachelor-friend of the family is desirous of making acquaintance
with them. You must let me see your letters, when you have written

*'them, and if they are not just what I like, my dear, 1 will write
myself. Will you sit down and do this divectly ? now, while I am
sitting with you P> :

Sophia was startled, and hardly knew what to make of this most
unexpeected request, or the very peremptory manner of it. 8he had

T
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not indeed the slightest intention to refuse. On the contrary, it
appeared to her that this general gathering of the family looked
more like a decided intention of dividing the large fortune he had
spoken of among them, or of bestowing it, as his old friend had so
wisely done hefore, upon a selected favourite, than all which had gone
before it. This was ver{l hope-inspiring and agreeable. Nevertheless
she could not but feel, that in a race where there are many competi-
tors, there must be some risk of being outrun; and most assuredly,
could she have had her wish, she would have stood alone before the
flaly:(aislogtthe munificent Mr. Jenkins, as the sole relative his friend
ad left,

These thoughts, however, did not prevent her immediately answer-
ing, with every appearance of the most delighted alacrity, that she
should obey him with the greatest possible pleasure. And in fact, as
she busied herself in bringing forward all the elegant writing-apparatus
which made part of the furniture of her boudoir, she was not un-
conscious of the pleasure she should feel at displaying her indepen-
dence, wealth, and consequence, before the eyes of those who lad
seen her under circumstances so very different. = She remembered that
the elegant Mr. Spencer and his accomplished sons had never appeared
to be very fully aware when she was in the room and when she was
not ; and she remembered also that the three paltry heiresses of five
hundred a year each had required almost as much abject observance
to propitiate their favour as she could now wish for herself. The
idea of shining so very hrightly before eyes so sure to be envious, was
a pleasure calculated to be fully appreciated by such a mind s hers,
and she raised her golden ruby-tipped pen with a lightness of spirit
which communicated itself to her voice, as she said, “ Now then, dear
sir, what shall I say to them P”

Without any ceremony Mr. Jenkins dictated the letter which he
wished her to send, and which ran thus :—

“Drar Uncie Winkyss,—A gentleman called Jenkins, a man of
large fortune, and a bachefor, who says that he was formerly very
kindly treated by my uncle and aunt Thorpe, has come to this country
from one many thousand miles distant, for the sole purpose, as he says,
of seeing the relations of his dear old friends, and of proving to them
all, more or less, how tender a recollection he entertains of those he
has lost. He has therefore requested me to invite you and your three
daughters to pay me a visit here on the 25th instant, for & week or
ten days, that he may have the pleasure of being introduced to you
and to them. At present he is staying with the Earl of Broughfon,
at Broughton Castle ; but he desires me to say that if you will do me
the favour of accepting this invitation, he Join the family party at
Thorpe-Combe, for the pleasure of giving you the meeting. I believe
vou know that my uncle and aunt Heathcote and my cousin Florence
are here ; my cousin Algernon returned from Italy last night with Sir
Chatles Temple, and I am lmmedlatelﬁ going to nvite the Spencers;
s0 that the whole family will be assembled.

* In the hope that my request will ‘lge granted, I remain, dear uncle

Wilkyns, your dutiful niece, Sorg1a Mantiy TronrPE.”
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The epistle to Mr, Spencer was very nearly a duplicate, and
both were sealed and committed to the coat-pocket of Mr. Jen-
kins, who took his leave as soon as this business was completed,

romising carefully to post the letters, and leaving instructions with

ophia to communicate to him the answers as soon as they should
arrive.

Left once more to her own reflections, Sophia felt absolutely
astonished at what she had done, and at the prodigious expense and
trouble she bad consented to bring upon herseﬁ' without any certainty,
or even promise, of deriving from 1t any advantage whatever, As
these thonghts passed through her mind, she experienced something
like a pang of self-reproach at the faeility with which she had been
persuaded to commit an act of such imprudence, which her sober
reason told her would be but ill-paid for by the gratification of her
vanity. But by degrees more pleasant thoughts succeeded; she felt
quite aware that neither the Spencer boys nor the Wilkyns girls were
Likely to be such dangerous rivals as the hateful Heatheotes, who were
already there ; she knew, that let Mr. Jenkins be as rich as he would,
there was not the least prohability that he would make any of them
as rich as herself; she recollected, with the most consolatory certainty
of not losing it, what she had already gained from the singular stranger
by her amiable manners to him—the worth of many thousands ; and
finally, it struck her that in case he should use her so abominably ill
as to like any of her cousins better than he liked her, she could, should,
and would desire him, as a matter of common justice, to défray the
expenses of the party he had obliged her to invife.

E‘his last consideration did a vast deal towards soothing her spirits,
and enabled her to recur with almost unmixed satisfaction fo the
display of her newly-acquired dignity which she anticipated. OFf her
invitations, however, she determined to say nothing till they were
accepted ; but, struggling hard to preserve the appearance of good-
humour which she had assumed, permitted the intervening days to
pass away with no other impediment to the hap?incss of those
assembled than a little stiffness and formality when she was present,
but which was as innoxious to the perfect enjoyment which surrounded
t}Ecm &vhen she was absent, as the rain of yesterday to the sunshine
of to-day.

One effect, which human wisdom perhaps might have classed as
unfortunate, was rapidly taking place during these few haleyon days.
The fears of Sir Charles Temple that his little income would be in-
sufficient to support a wife without his submitting to the sacrifice of
disposing, in some way or other, of his beautiful place, vanished en-
tirely as he watched the exquisite enjoyment of ]l;is lovely Florence
‘amidst its groves and lawns, with no greater state than the rude fur-
nishing of the rustic bangueting-room afforded, and listened to her
genuine laugh as he inquired, almost in trembling, if she thought it

ossible she could be happy and contented without a carriage, a

utler, and a brace of tall footmen, such as he confessed had helped
10 furnish the huge hall very advantageously during the residence of
his lady mother. G :

But when he found that neitheé his beloved herself, nor father,

i T
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mother, nor brother (for Algernon was now let info the secret)
objected to the humble household which alone he had it in his power
to ofler, he boldly proposed that they should ke married immediately ;
and no farther delay was insisted upon by any of them, beyond what
was necessary for Sir Charles to announce the matter to Lady Temple
al; Florence, and to implore her, by all the love she felf for him, not
1o oppose his making himself happy in his own way.

CHAPTER XXXT.

TuE letters of invitation sent by Miss Martin Thorpe to her uncle
in the Treasury, and her uncle at Llanwellyn Lodge, were both of
them productive of much speculation. In the first case, this was
confined to the individual breast of the elezant official to whom it was
addressed ; but the second was referred almost entirely to the wit and
will of the gigantic Welshman’s three daughters.

“ A mighty queer sort of adventure this !’ muttered Mr. Spencer,
over his morning coffee. A gentleman called Jenkins wanting to
prove tender recollections to everybody belonging to old Thorpe. T'IL
see the whole race and generation hanged, drawn, and quartered—ex-
eepting my own fine hoys—before T ever again permit a carriage-wheel
of mine to make half a turn round its axle towards them. A pretty
andacious ereature that Martin givl must be, after having let us see
her cajole the old dotard to cheat us, before our very eyes, to dare sit
down and pen such an epistle as this to me!” Then crushing it with
an angry grasp, he threw it into the basket which stood ready to
receive all such offerings, and pleased himself with the reflection that
her receiving no answer at all would be the greatest mortification he
eould bestow upon her, while at the same time it cost him neither a
elohule of official ink nor a second of official time.

At Tlanwellyn Liodge the effect of the invitation was different. The
Squire, as it was addressed to him, went through the ceremony of
breaking the seal, and seemed, from the divection of his heavy eyeﬂds,
to be occupied for about half a minute in perusing its contents, after
which he pushed it an inch’ or so towards his eldest daughter, drowsily
pronouncing the words usual on all such occasions, “Just look at
that, Elfreda.”

The young lady strefched forth her accustomed arm the whole
distance between herself and her somniferous parent, and, skilfully
reaching the letter, speedily made herself mistress of the contents.

There was something in the expression of her features as she read
it, which seemed to her two sisters to be caused neither by a request
concerning leave to cut down a tree to mend fences, nor by a notice
of a county mesting, nor by a Eetltlon for a subscription for an in-
firmary ; so they both exclaimed at the same moment,—

“ What is that, Elfreda #* i :

Tt is the strangest letter I ever read in my life,” she replied. “I6
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is an invitation from Sophia Martin to go to Thorpe-Combe, to meet
some travelling gentleman who used to know the old Thorpes, and
now wants to make acquaintance with all their relations,”

“Do let me see it I’ said Eldruda.

“Let me look at it when you have done,” said Winifred.

After both the younger sisters had satisfied their curiosity, and one
had exclaimed “ How oddly she writes!” and the other, “ How I
should like to go ! they brought their three heads together in con-
sultation, and with well-founded confidence in their colossal papa’s
absorption of intellect, diseussed the question of to go or not to go,
and decided upon it hefore they gaveqhim any further trouble about
the matter,

“It does seem almost too ridiculous to set off again for Thorpe-
Combe in search of what we can get,” said Elfreda, “doesn’t it ?
particularly for us, who really have rather move right to be independent
than most people.”

“ Buf it 15 so very dull always staying at home,” observed the pretty
Winifred, “ that without earing a straw about this bachelor gentle-
man’s possible intentions, T do think it would be very foolish to refuse
the invitation.”

. “I am decidedly of Winifred’s opinion on that point,” said Eldruda,
in a tone of decision that it was evident could not be essily shaken.
‘“ In the first place I should above all things like the fun of seeing
that stupid, ugly Sophia Martin stuck up by way of a great lady, re-
ceiving company. There would be some amusement too, perhaps, in
seeing the bachelor gentleman himself. Who knows! And you see,
Elfreda, that Sir Charlés Temple is to be there,”

“ As to Sir Charles Temple, Druda, I made up my mind, long before
I left Thorpe-Combe last winter, thaf if he were the only man left in
the world, g would not have him. However, if you both of you wish
to go, 1 shall not make any objection. Go and tell Jones, Eldruda,
that she must not mind about looking up the household linen for the
great wash to-day, for we shall want her to alter some dresses; and I
will make papa understand about it, if T can.”

The task which Miss Wilkyns thus allotted fo herself was not an
easy one, buf, on the other hand, she did not deem it necessary that
it should be performed to theletter. All that was absolutely essential,
she did ; and the Squire, at the end of half an hour, was left with a
a dreamy sort of conviction on his mind that his daughters wished him
to eat some more of those very good breakfasts, luncheons, and dinners,
which, from making a change, had been so very heneficial to his health,
as Elfreda said. And, on the whole, the vision was not at all dis-
aglrreea.ble tohim. _Beyond the Jupiter sort of nod which the charming
Elfreda pretty well knew how to obtain, when she wished it, nothing
was ever expected from Squire Wilkyns in the way of preparation for
any expedition, either distant or near, except, indeed, the signing lis
name to the cheque which Elfreda drew 11())1' him, and. read to him.
This done, all things went on without any trouble on his part till the
hour of setting out ; and then he found a newer set of clothes than
those deemed good enough for daily wear set ready for him, which
having assumecf, he was roused into raising himself into his carriage
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and then slept as it rolled quietly onwards till he had reached the
point to which he was destined to go.

On deciding to accept the invitation, a letter was of course des-
patched by the executive portion of the Wilkyns administration to
announce the same to Miss Martin Thorpe; and then it was that she
called Mrs. Barnes to council, and informed her of the important crisis
for which it was her business to prepare. The silence of Mr. Spencer
was interpreted with very acute correctness by the heiress; and her
orders, therefore, were given for the carefnl dpreparation of the same
rooms for the Wilkyns family which they had occupied at Christmas,
and the best in the house for Mr. Jenkins.

The first part of this command had nothing very surprising in it,
except, indeed, that it demonstrated a greater degree o? hosgitality
than the housekeeper had given her new mistress credit for; but the
second clause puzzled her exceedingly. Neither being, nor wishing
to be, on confidential terms with her heartily-detested laEy, from whom
she most faithfully intended to separate hersclf as soon as her stipu-
lated year of service was over, Mrs. Barnes neger penetrated to the
boudoir where Mr. Jenkins was received, when not expressly sum-
moned, and as that somewhat whimsical gentleman had changed his
mind as to desiring to go over the old house with her, she had never
yet caught a sight of him, But the description which had reached
the servants’ hall, of his appearance, dress, and manner, rendered this
command for the best room in the house a matter of very considerahle
surprise. The expression of this feeling was, however, of course re-
served for her niece Nancy, or any other of the household not excluded
by their station from a place in that “TLower Chamber,” which, like
other administrative assemblies, was in the habit of freely discussing
all the affairs of the establishment.

“T tell you he is the queerest chap to look at,” said the butler,
“that ever I handed wine to; and if it wasn’t for his coming with
Lord Broughton, and his staying such a time as he did at the Castle,
1 should say that he was ten times more like-an actor man upon the
sta,ge than a gentleman.”

“And I should say,” said the sagacious William, “that if you
happen to know what a horse is, and had seen the little Arabian as I
found tied up one morning among the shrubs—in the very queerest
lace, to be sure, that ever any visiting gentleman hit upon to leave

is horse in—if you had chanced to see this little beast, ladies and
ﬁentlemen, and happen, as T say, to know what a horse is, you'd have

een sure In no time that the owner of him must be a’man as didn’t
mind his money, or else a fancy horse-dealer.”

“ A horse-dealer!” exclaimed Mrs. Roberts, with extreme indig-
mation; “I really wonder, young man, how you can use such language
concerning a gentleman who visits the lady you serve.”

“T didn’t mean to say anything uneivil, nor I didn’t say he was a
horse-dealer,” returned William, a little alarmed; “and 1 hope, Mrs.
Roberts, as you won’t be after making mischief of what I said.”

“T1L bet a shilling with anybody,” said Naney, who had learned to
care vastly little for her promised place, “that our mississ has fallen
in love with the gentleman, and is going {o be married to him; and
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that’s the reason why she has invited ever so many of her nearest
relations to come and sta{\here with him; and T’ll defy any one of
you to explain the whole thing any other way.”

“1 believe she loves her own self, and her own money, a deal too
dearly to marry anybody,” said Mrs. Barnes. “ For what is marrying
to a woman, but just giving up her money, if she has got any? "No,
Nancy, she won’t be in no hurry to do that. But letit be how it will
the whole set are to be feasted, and the plate had out too; so you will
have rubbing enough to do, you men folks, I can tell you, for the 25th
is the day they come, and bustle enough there will be to get ready.”

But the bustle was effective, and everything was ready on the
appointed day. A foreign servant, who spoke no word of English, pre-
ceded the arrival of Mr. Jenkins ; and geing shown to his master’s
room, appeared, to those who answered his summons when ringing for
means to light the fire (which he gave unmistakable signals must he
done, notwithstanding that the migsnmmer sun had shone during the
whole morning upon the apartment), to be preparing a very elaborate
toilet for him. In fact,” when Mr. J en]lzins at length made his
appearance in the drawing-room, where all the company were
assembled_before he entered, his appearance was very unlike what
his young hostess had ever seen him assume hefore.

He now looked as much like an English gentleman as the tailor and
barber could make him; for the thin ewling moustache was removed
from his upper lip, his clothes fitted him very nearly as well as other
people’s, and he wore no skull-cap upon his head. -

Sophia was by no means displeased at the metamorphosis, as shestill
stood in some awe of the hﬁhly-educated ‘Welsh heiresses, and had
not been altogether without alarm lest they should consider her intro-
ducing a person of so remarkable a Zowrnure as Mr. Jenkins had
hitherto £splayed, as_rather derogatory to the dignity she was so
anxious to exhibit to their admiration.

As it was, however, everything went off extremely well. As soon®
as he made his apﬁegn'aqce Sophia deliberately walked up to him,
and placing her hand in his, if:d him round in the most solemn manner
imaginable, and presented him successively to each member of the
‘Wilkyns family, and then to Sir Charles Temple.

The Welsh squire mechanically got up, but of course only made an
inarticulate sort of civil grunt in reply to the introduction, and then
sat down again, hoping that this was’ the last of the party, and that
dinner would come next, A

Miss Wilkyns received him with the last imported inclination of the
body, Winifred with her most beautifying smile, and Eldruda, with
her most discriminating stare. 31 iR

To each and every of them Mr. Jenkins made a comical little bows,
giving at the same time a sharp glance of his keen black eye, in the
manner of one who is desirous of seeing rather farther than the
surface, if he can. g

When he reached Sir Charles Temple, his manner appeared slightly
embarrassed. He drew out his pocket-hankerchief, and flourished 1t
about the lower part of his face, as if awkwardly at a loss how to
address him. But if he really experienced a sensation of shyness in
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addressing the handsome young baronet, it must have been relieved
by perceiving that he was too mtently occupied in listening to some-
thing whieh Florence Heathcote was saying, to take any very parti-
eular notice of him. He muttered, however, something that seemed
intended to be civil about being glad to see a gentleman who had
been such a favourite with his old friend Mr. Thorpe; to which Sir
Charles, without looking at him very earnestly, replied, “I hope I see
you weil, sir,”” and immediately resumed his conversation with his
Iushing neighbour.

This ceremony gone through, Mr. Jenkins approached Mrs. Heath-
cote with a smile which seemed to say that he was well contented it
was over, and that he was now ready to have a little conversation with
her. But when he had reached within a step of the place where she
sat, he suddenly stopped short, exclaiming, though almost in a
whisper;  That 1s not all ; there 13 another whom I have yet to see.
‘Where i1s Algernon Heathcote P’

If this question was addressed to Miss Martin Thorpe, who had b
this time resumed her own place in the middle of her own princip
sofa, it apparently was not heard by her, for she immediately turned
her head tﬁm other way. But Mrs. Heatheote, who had reached to a
cousierable degree of intimacy with the eccentric traveller, during
hiis frequent visits to the banqueting-house previous to his journey to
London, immediately replied— ;

“ Let me introduce our hoy Algernon to you, Mr. Jenkins.” And
without waiting for his answer, the zealous step-mother bustled across
the room to where Algernon stood enjoying the richly wooded land-
scape from the window, and taking him by the hand led him, puzzled
but unresisting, to the singular personage who had desired to make
his ac: uaintance.

“Ths is Algernon Heatheote,” said the kind soul, too proud of the
boy, and oo eager to show him off, Lo pause for any reflections as to
how he mizht like to be thus exhibited. Now, had any one else been
tire exhititor, he would not have liked it at all; but loving her too
well to auarrel with anything she could do, he smiled with such bright
good-humour at the anxious-looking countenance that thus suddenly
placed itself before him, that Mr. Jenkins seemed to lose the ordinary
proportion of diseretion (never particularly freat) by whiclr in
general he endeavoured to regulate his words and actions, and placin
a hand on either shoulder of the startled youth, he exclaimed,
“ Gracious Heaven ! And this, then, is Algernon Heathcote!”

Algernon coloured, and certainly looked as handsome as the fondest
and proudest mother could have wished.

“Yes, "Mr. Jenkins, this is Algernon; and when you get a liftle
better acquainted with him, you will find out that his looks are not
the best of him.” :

Having said this, Mrs. Heatheote returned to her place, leaving the
new acquaintances standing together at the window,

“You must uot believe anything my mother says about me, Mr.
Jenkins,” said the hoy, laughing. ** She is a very good woman In all
other respects, but she very often tells stories about me.”

“T'hen now L have made acquaintance with you, I must take care
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to judge for myself,”” said Mr, Jenkins ; and dropping into a chair he

- made the lad a sien to sit down beside him, and before the ten
minutes which preceded the announcement of dinmer had worn them-
selves away, he had contrived to set the youth off upon a very
animated recapitulation of his Italian travels.

When at length the welcome signal came for removing to the
dining-room, the mistress of the house made a quick, anxious
movement towards Mr. Jenkins, and, offering to take his arm, said,
“Will you be so kind, sir, as to take me in to dinmer P

“No, my dear,” replied Mr. Jenkins, without much ceremony
either in his words or manner, “that would be quite contrary to
etiquette. You must take Sir Charles Templc’s arm for to-day, Miss
Sophy ; and Mr. Wilkyns must lead in Mrs. Heathcote ; the major may
give his arm to that Miss Wilkyns next to you, because she looks the
eldest ; and the two younger-looking ones must amuse Florence as
.well as they can, though they, tao, appear to have greatly the
advantage of her in years. But as for me, you must let me take care
of myself. I have found a young fellow here who suits me exactly,
because he loves travelling, and he and I intend to sit together.”

1t was a sore strugele, both in strength and skill, for the heiress to
listen to this without wincing; and perhaps at that moment she
would have willingly abandoned all future hopes from the munificence
of Mr. Jenkins, could she by so doing have, of a surety, consigned
every individual of the party around ber to the Red Sea. But as no
such pleasant alternative was offered to her choice, all that was left
her was to smile and walk on.

The rest of the company stared at each other, more or less, accord-
ing to their different degrees of intimacy and astonishment ; but they
all obeyed the sallow traveller’s marshalling, and took their com-
panions and their places exactly as he bad commanded,

Few meetings could be less lively than was this second cousinly
reanion at Thorpe-Combe. Major Heathcote made an attempt to
converse a little with thé eldest Welsh heiress, but was speedily
monosyllabled down ; that young lady finding it altogether impossible
to recover her temper, after the brutal vulgarity displayed in the
speech of Mr, Jenkins, Sir Charles occupied himself wholly and
solely in carving anything and everything within his reach; for
Tlorence sat next to her father at the bottom of the table, and, being
on the same side as himself, was hopelessly out of reach_even of &
look. The amusement afforded by the two younger Misses Wilkyns to
their pretty cousin, consisted entirely of whisperings between them-
selves, which she might perhaps have overheard in parf, had she been
disposed to listen ; but that slie certainly was not—consoling herself
for-the dulness of the dinner by recalling the gaiety of the luncheon
enjoyed that morning in the banqueting-room, on strawhberries, which
Sir Charles and Algernon had assisted her to gather in the beautiful
garden at Temple. Good-natured Mrs. Heathcote ate her dinner
peaceably enough; and though nobody said anything to her, and she
said nothing to anybody, she felt not the slightest inclination to com-
plain, albe:t she would deci dedly have been more thoroughly comfort-
able had Bir Charles Temple and Florence been, seated next each
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other, looking a little more gay and happy than they did now. Mr.

ilkyns was even hetter satisfied than his neighbour, for he watched
nobody’s looks, and ate and drank without being interrupted by
having any single word addressed to him. He had seldom or never
been at so pleasant a dinner-party, Sophia_did, perhaps, the best
thing which under the eircumstances she could do ;. she sat perfectly
silent, and any one who had occupied himself by studying her
demeanour, might have come to no worse conclusion respecting her,
than that she was too shy to speak.

Mr. Jenkins and Algernon meanwhile talked pretty nearly enough
for the whole party, or at any rate they talked without ceasing; but
it was done in a #éfe-a-féte aside sort of tone, so that no one but
themselves was the better for it. ‘

The evening was to most of the party quite as dull as the dinner,
except indeed that the relief afforded to the lovers, by the power of
approaching each other, and conversing with no other Testraint than
lowered volces af a distant window, gave food for speculation to the
three Misses Wilkyns ; and at length produced a glance or two of such
evident sympathy between Elfreda and her umwhile ardent admirer,
Miss Martin Thorpe, as to lead at last to a very friendly and intimate
sort of conversation between them,—the dreadfully bold manuers of
poor Florence being of course the principal theme. The certainty,
too, that whatever %ezmt__v some people might fancy they saw in her
now, would not last long, was discovered with the most cordial
unanimity of feeling and opinion; and so thoroughly agreeable and
amusing did Miss Wilkyns make herself, that if anything could have
consoled Sophia for the sundry gnawing anxieties which beset her, it
must have been the discovery of 56 much admirable good sense in her
cousin Elfreda,

As to Mr. Jenkins and Algernon, the ladies saw no more of them
that night. Miss Martin Thorpe, havinz in vain watched the door
for some minutes, after the entrance of Major Heatheote gave notice
that the dinner-table party was broken up, found an opportunity of
asking her page Jem w]i\ere they were.

#1 don’t know for Master Algernon,” answered the hoy, “but L
believe the strange gentleman is gone to bed, for he told me to bring
him a side-candle.” :

It was probably the consolation conveyed in this answer which
enabled Sophia to enjoy as much as she did the above-mentioned con-
versation with her sensible consin, Miss Wilkyns. ;

After the ladies had withdrawn, Major Heathcote had placed him-
self at the top of the table, between Sir Charles Temple and the
Welsh Squire; but Mr. Jenkins and Algernon had retained their
former places, and continued to converse very much as if they had

cen alone, !

“I declare to you, Algernon,” said the sallow traveller, ““that you
almost tempt me to say that I, too, must see Italy before I die.
Hitherto T have been ever looking Jor my Eden in the Bast ; but your
account of Florence is very tempting. But, now, T want you to tell
me, Algernon, how you like coming home ? Does not Thorpe-Combe
appear mighty dull to you after all you have heen describing P
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*Phorpe-Combe dull, sir?* replied the boy, shaking his head.
“No! let what will come to it, I shall never be able to think Thorpe-
Combe dull. I won't say that I like it as well now as I did in the
time that your old friend was alive, Mr. Jenkins, for he was a delight-
ful old man, and seemed so very anxious to make us all eomfortable,
that it is impossible not to be sorry he is gone. But there is a room
in this house, Mr. Jenkins, that I suspeet you have never been in yet,
that will pretty well prevent the place from being dull. 1’1l bet a
shilling you have never been in the library ; unless, indeed, you used
to go there years ago, in Mr. Thorpe’s time, when you used to come
over here from Broughton Castle, as you say. Did you ever see that
room,. Mr. Jenkins £ i

“¥ should like to see it with you, Algernon,” replied the sallow
traveller.

“Then let us go into it to-morrow, after breakfast. Shall we?”
said Algernon, eagerly. ‘

“T had rather go there to-night,” returned Mr. Jenkins,

.“But I am afraid there are no lights there,” re plied the boy, shaking
his head. “ By what Florence tells me, Cousin Sophy does not care at
all about the room, and never goes near it. Uncle Thorpe used fo
have it lichted up every night, and then, if possible, it was more
dehghtfuﬁay night tha.n-gy day. But unless there were a good many
lamps or candles, you couldnot judge of it at all, for it is a very large
room,—and such hooks !”

“We might see it by a better light another time,” replied Mr.
Jenkins; “but I have a fancy for going there with you to-night.
Will you agree to it ?”*

“o be sure I will.” cried Algernon, gaily; “and I know every
corner of it so well that I can show you where the most particular
things are, if we had only a farthing rushlight.”

“ And how did you become so well acquainted with it, Algernon ?”
demanded his new acquaintance. “You were only here for a fort-
night, they tell me. Was it Mr. Thorpe who taught yon your way
about it 7 i

“No, sir,” replied Algernon, “it was Sir Charles Temple. Mr.
Thorpe said that the room made him melancholy. Tt was some
thougzht about his lost son that made him so, Sir Charles said, and so
T took care never to say much about it before him. But he found
out, dear kind old man, that*we loved to be there, and that was the
reason that he had it lighted. And we did enjoy 1t, to be sure. Sir
Charles, and_ Florence, and I, when we got together there, would
alwlhavg,have liked to have stayed till it was time to go to bed, if we
could.

At this moment the three gentlemen at the top of the table rose
together, and Major Heathcote said, as he passed down the room,
¢ As you do not take wine, Mr. Jenkins, you will perhaps like to join
the ladies P

“ Do not wait for me, major,” was the reply ; ¢ Algernon and I will
come presently;” and after remaining till the trio had entered the
drawing-room, Mr. Jenkins made the request for a side-candle, which
had been reported to Sophia, ,- -
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Algernon ‘was right in saying that the library could not be well seen
without more light than they carried with them, as they now entered
it. The one candle only seemed to make its darkness visible, and he
exclaimed, “ Oh ! dear Mr. Jenkins! Do not go on now, for you will
not be able to judge of it at all. 1i is a shame to see it for the first
time in this manner.” But the observation did not arrest the steps
of Mr. Jenkins, who continued to pace up the long room in silence,
and having reached a certain arm-chair at the top of it, seated himself
in 1t, and resting his arms on a little reading-table at its side, buried
his head upon them, and remained silent for several minutes.

Aware tﬁat this reverie must be taking him back to the days that
were gone, Algernon stood noiselessly beside him, and yielded himself
very sympathetically to something of the same kind; for he, too,
recalled time past, though recent, yet certainly as completely unlike
the present—as far as concerned that library and its owner—as any
which the wider range of his companion’s memory could recall.

But whatever the ecause, there was stronger emotion on the
countenance of the elder than on that of the younger meditator,
when their eyes next met. It was, indeed, evident that Mr, Jenkins
had been shedding tears, and Algernon showed all the sympathy
which under such eircumstances could be shown, for he turned away,
and oceupied himself in taking a volume from the shelves.

“That’s. over,” said Mr. Jenkins, abruptly rising, and speaking in
his usual sharp, short style of enunciation ; * and now tell me, Alger-
non, how you should like to have such a library as this for your own?”

“How [ should like it, Mr. Jenkins P vepeated the youth. “ Upon
my word, that is a sort of question which I have never asked myself,
and to say the truth, I don’t think it is a very useful one.”

“ Nay, boy, I know not that,” returned his companion, laughing.
“ What should you say, now, to some kind friend who should exert
his interest and mfluence to bring about a marriage between you and
your cousin Sophia? What should you say to it, Algernon P

“I should say, sir,” replied Algernon very quietly,  that T think a
kind friend, either to her or to me, might employ himself better,”

“ And why so, Algernon? It would be a means of giving you a
share, at least, in the inheritance of your unele ; and if you think you
could be happy in the union, I am quite serious in saying that I shall
be willing to use all my influence to bring it about.”

“ Surely yon ecan_only be jesting, Mr. Jenkins,” replied Algernon
laughing. ““ Miss Martin T}horpe is old enough to be married to-
morrow, and you can scarcely, I think, say the same of me.”

“Tg that your only objection, Algernon P said Mr. Jenkins, looking
at him earnestly, and certainly with no_expression of mirth on his
features. “1 very much wish you to tell me whether you think she
is amiable P* 1

“Upon my word and honour, Mr. Jenkins, T will not let you marry
me to anybedy,” returned the youth gaily. “1 don’t know how you
may manage these things in the East, but men, or boys rather, never

o marry at sixteen in England.” ;

* And that is the only answer you will give me, Algernon $”” resumed

the persevering match-maker. “I feel certain I could make her
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promise to wait for you, for I have great influence with her, If she
will do this, will you, on your side, promise in three or four years’
time to become her husband, if I undertake to see a liberal settlement
made on you P ;

“Tf I did not still believe gou to be jesting, Mr. Jenkins,” reﬁ;{lied
Algernon gravely, “I should think you were very wrong to talk to
me in this manner; for to me it appears quite wicked to propose that
any one should marry from such motives. But I am quite sure you
are not serious. And now let us talk about the hooks, shall we P

“ At any rate, Algernon, there is one point on which I am quite
serious. 1 particularly wish you to tell me, freely and candidly, your
opinion as to the temper and character of Miss Martin Thorpe,” said
M. Jenkins in his most sedate and deliberate manmer, and waving
his hand in token of his objection to any immediate ehange of subject.

Algernon coloured, and for a moment remained silent: hut upon
Mr. Jenkins repeating the words, “ Tell me candidly,” ke replied,—

“Then very candidly I will tell you that I do not think myself
competent to judge of anybody’s character, in such a manner as to
justify my pronouncing so deliberate an opinion upon i6 as_you now
ask for; nor do I, he added, with a gay smile, “know half enough
of your character, to understand why you question me so closely.”

“That is true, boy, very true._So 1 will not quarrel with you, tiough
you are very saucy; neither will T, for the present at least, ask you
any more questions.”

The conversation then turned on a variety of subjects, upon all of
which the curious Mr. Jenkins scemed to take particular interest in
discovering the opinions, or rather the notions, of young Algernon.
Many costly volumes were Jooked at, and lightly discussed, d many
lively remarks made and answered on both sides, ill at length Mr.
Jenkins bade his_ companion good night, saying, “1 always take my
coffes and my pipe in the solitude of my own room, Algernon, but
you, I presume, will join the party in the drawing-room. The youth
only answered by an evasive © Good night, sir;” but on finding him-
self alone in the hall, he made prize of another candle, and quietly
stole back to the library, greatly preferring the quiet company he had
left there, to any advantage he was likely to gain from that in the
drawing-room, even though the lady so obligingly selected for his
bride was among them.

CHAPTER XXXII.

Berore Sir Charles Temple had finished on the following morning
the not lingering breakfast which preceded his daily walk to the ban-
queting-room, he received the following note:— !

¢ Mr. Jenkins presents his compliments to 8ir Charles Temple, and
will be mneh obliged by his permission to_call upon him at Temple
* any hour this morning. Mr. Jenkins would wish to see Sir Charles
Temple alone, and the earlier the hour named the more agreeable it
would be to him.” :
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Tt must bé remembered that at this time, Sir Charles Temple knew
nothing whatever of this strange-looking Mr. Jenkins, except that he
professad to have been formerly on intimate terms with the late Mr.
Thorpe. Nofwithstanding the improved style of toilet in which he
had appeared at dinner on the preceding day (the only time at which
Sir Charles had seen him) there was still something so un-English in
his appearance, that the young baronet doubted not but that his
intimaey with Mr. Thorpe must have been formed while that gentle-
man was residing as ambassador at Madrid. With this impression,
he was considerably puzzled on receiving the above note fo divine
what motive he could possibly have for desiring a féfe-d-téte interview
with him, till it suddenly occurred to him that he might possibly
intend to offer his hand in marriage to the heiress of Thorpe-Combe.

“Why not address himself to Major Heathcote? Stupid fellow.
The major 1s her personal guardian, and not L,” murmured the baronet,
as he thought of t]ile eyes of Florence, turned towards the door of the
banqueting-room to look for him, in vain; and his first idea as he saf
down to his writing-table, was to refer his threatened visitor to that
gentleman. But a second glance at the note he was about to answer,
showed that this would not do, inasmuch as it contained not the
slightest hint of the writer’s having anything to say concerning his
ward. Constrained, therefore, most sorely against his will, to endure
this most unwelecome interruption, he named eleven o’clock for it,
determined to see his friends i the garden-room first, and explain to
them the cause of his breaking in, for a hateful half-hour at least,
upon their new-established mode of spending the morning together.

Florence was venturing to steal a bouguet from the flower-beds
before the windows, all of which had of late received the most
assiduous attention from the old gardener, when Sir Chatles ap-
ﬁroached, holding Mr. Jenkins® letter in his hand. He thrust it into

is pocket, that he might assist Florence in her selection; but even
this employment, which perhaps he loved better than any other, could
not restore the harmony of his spirits, for in a more vexed tone of
voice than she had ever heard from him before, he said, “ Florence !
There is a hateful man coming to call upon me this morning,—and T
must go to the house to receive him.” The intelligence was probably
not particularly agreeable to the young lady; for there was a scheme
afopt for the morning, invented by Algernon, and about to he com-
municated to Sir Charles, which was to send them far afield along
the margin of the stream, to a spot of peculiar beauty discovered by
the major and little Frederic in one of their fishing expeditions. And
there the strawhberries were to be taken, and there Sir Charles was to
read a play to them (out of hearing of the major’s fish), and in short,
the scheme thus broken in upon was intended to be one of great felicity.
But Florence hehaved a great deal better than Sir Charles ; for she
made the hest of it, and only stopped rather abruptly short in her
flower-picking, saying, “Then let us go in to mamma at once, Sir
Charles, and tell her so; for I know she 1s busy in making preparations.
But be sure to tell Frederic that you will go to-morrow, for his delight
at the idea of heing our leader, as he calls it, is extreme.”

All the Little party in the banqueting-room looked blank and dis-
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appointed when these tidings were announced; but Algernon, after
the meditation of a moment, burst into a fit of langhter. “Sir
?hzgles!” he exclaimed, “I am quite sure I know what he is come
or.

*“You_guess, Algernon, do you P replied the baronet, “and so do
I too. It is very absurd, I think; the disparity of age makes it
ridieulous, if everything else were perfectly desirable, which I think
is exceedingly doubtful. Besides it would be much more proper that
he should speak to your father than to me.”

Algernon stared at him. “How is it possible,” he said, * that if
you have found out what this very agreeable but very distracted
gentleman has got into his head, how is it possible, Sir Charles, that
you can speak of it so gravely £”

I am too cross at this moment, to make a jest of anything,” replied
his friend. “Besides, I dare say it is not at all more absurd than a
multitude of other propositions for the fair hand of the heiress, which,
like all other young ladies so situated, she is pretty sure to receive as
long as herself and her acres remain to be disposed of.”

“* But will you be so good, Sir Charles,” said the boy, still langhing
and rubbing his hands with the air of being infinitely amused, * will
you be so good as to tell me what answer you intend to make to his
proposal P’

“I suppose that must depend upon circumstances, Algernon,”
replied Sir Charles, bearing with less ghilusephy than usual the inter-
ruption, which caused him to suspend some important observations
which he was addressing to Florence. “1I shall probably refer him
to the lady for his answer.”

“No, no, no, for Heaven’s sake don’t do that !’ returned Algernon,
bursting anew into immoderate laughter. “I do beg and entreat,
Sir Charles, that you will refer him to m [w; mother, and to nobody else.
T particularly wish that the affair should bedeft wholly to her decision
to the which I promise and vow that I will pay the most abject an
absolute obedience.”

“What are you falking about, Algernon ?” said the baronet.
“‘What have you to do with Miss Martim Thorpe’s marrying or not
marrying Mr. Jenkins

“Mr. Jenkins!” shouted Algernon. “My dear fellow, it is e
Mr. Jenkins wants her to marry, and not himself,” And then, more
soberly he entered into his reasons for so thinking, which were con-
fessed to be perfectly satisfactory, and which occasioned pretity nearly
as much mirth to Florence as to himself. But Mrs. Heatheote fully
justified the boy’s appeal to her protecting influence ; for she exclaimed
with such unfeigned horror, “Algernon marry Sophy Martin!” that
all Sir Charles’s vexation gave way, and he laughed as heartily as any
of them, But though he laughed, he declared himself ten times more
angry than before, as it certainly now appeared evident that he was
called away, at the expense of the very happiest hours of his existence,
to listen to a proposition too preposterously absurd to be treated
seriously. :

1t was therefore with much less amenity of manner than was usual
with him, that Sir Charles Temple rose {rom his chair to receive the
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iziigitor, who exaetly ab eleven o’clock made his appearance in his
rary.

My, Jenkins on this oceasion wore neither skull-eap nor puckered
pantaloons ; neither had he his richly inlaid smoking-apparatus sus-
pended from his button-hole; buthis appearance was altogether as
much like that of other people as it was probably in his power to
make it. He entered, however, with his hat on his head, and when
the servant who had infroduced him closed the door of the room,
leaving him #éie-a-féfe with the baronet, he walked up towards him,
and sifently stationed himself within two paces of the spot where he
stood, without removing it. Sir Charles stared at him, and it was
sufficiently evident, perhaps, that this singular mode of presentation
caused more surprise than satisfaction. -

“You do not know me then, Sir Charles Temple ?** said Mr, Jenkins,
at length taking off his hat. ““ I had fancied that the baldness of my
‘head was the greatest security against my being known. But even
with my hat on, you do not know me.”

“Know you!” exclaimed Sir Charles, his eyes distended as he
gazed upon him, very much in the manner that they might have heen,
had he seen a ghost. “ Know yon P—If is impossible |

“Impossible that you should know me?* returned the other with
a sl;)j’le, “or only impossible that I should be him whom you see I
am |

“ Cornelins Thorpe! May I believe my eyes P’ said Sir Charles,
stretehing out both his hands towards him.

“When backed by my own testimony, I think you may, Temple,”
returned the wanderer, receiving them,

““T'hen why, for God’s sake tell me why, did you leave your poor
father to pine and die in the belief that you were no more ?” said the
baronet, with strong emotion.

 Bir Charles Temple,” returned the resuscitated Mr. Thorpe; “it
will certainly be in your power to repeat that hateful, blasting question
to me, both by voice a‘mg eye, incessantly, unceasingly, without inter-
mission, mitigalion, or mercy, as long as I consider 1t necessary to
remain within your reach. But let me te]l you, before you proceed
any farther with this sort of discipline, that you cez do no more to
torture me in this way than T do myself. And I will, this once, make
you the same answer I received mysell from the tormented spirit
within, T left my father because he had chafed my spirit more than
I chose to bear. I remained away from him because I would not
return to confess that he was right and I wrong: and I fabricated
and sent him home the report of my death, becanse I would rather,
_ had it been needful, have furned that lie into a truth, than have sub-

mitted to appear again in his gr_esence, and in that of your honourable
self, sir, a:acf the neighhourhood in general, like a flogged cur crouchin,
to ask for pardon, For the which unchristian-like, inhuman, an
unfilial pertinacity of resentment, I deserve precisely the degree of
punishment I carry about with me. I defy yon to make it greater,
sir. But, as I am returned to England for a few months only, upon
what I consider to be business of importance, I could wish that as
little demonstration should be made of what I know you feel towards
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me, as may be; inasmuch as it might interfere materially with what T
am about to do, as far, at least, as concerns the manner of it, and can
be Productwe of good to no cne.”

“You will hear no reproaches from me, Mr, Thorpe,” replied Sir
Charles, with a sigh of irrepressible regret.  “ That your return is not
the matter of ecstasy that it would have been had it happened earlier.
T will not pretend to deny ; but the beloved son of my dear old frien
is too profoundly an object of interest to me, for there to be any
danger that I should wilfully torment; him. If, on the contrary, there
is anything I can do to pleasure or to serve you, rely upon it you may
command me freely.”

“T thank you, gir Charles Temple,” replied the sallow-faced wan-
derer, who really looked as if he bore about him the branded mark of
his self—inﬂicted{)amghment; “and I thank you too, more sincerely

erhaps than you will easily believe, for the manner in which you
Eave for years supplied my place near my poor father. Old Arthur
Giles has told me much of this; and the feclings created by il make
ﬁom‘ present gentleness of rebuke doubly precious to me. It would

ave given me another very hitter pang had I found you disposed to
treat me harshly.” :

“No one who loved your father as I did, Mr. Thorpe, could act in
a manner so much at variance with what his own feelings would have
dictated. Tell me, sir, caii 1 be of any use to you? Perhaps you
may wish me to undertake the making this most unexpected event
known to my ward? It will be rather a severe trial to her young
philosophy ; but of course it should be done immediately.”

« Of course,” replied Mr. Thorpe. “ But this is one subject,
among many, upon which I shall most especially wish to receive your
opinion and advice. 1 have led a life of strange and stirring adyven-
ture, Sir Charles, since I left you setting off to take your place in the
sixth form at Harrow; and if T had met the fate which my reckless
daring projects deserved, I should probably have returned {ong ago,
as penniless, if not as repentant, as ‘the prodigal son in the parable.
But Fate willed it otherwise, and I am at this moment known af
Madras, by the name of Jenkins, as one of the richest merchants ever
established there. T am not married, nor at all likely to be so, and
therefore the reclaiming my proFerty here, the right to which I
understand my dear father carefully preserved to me, would be
matter of little moment, did I not wish, at last, to do what was 11 ht
3 T could find out the way how. My intimacy with the present J%ari
of Broughton while at Kton, and the close bond cemented befween
us afterwards, by our fellowship in many a wild serape which pre-
ceded my departure, were all too long before your fime for you to
remember much about it. Bub I knew thaf, with all his wildness, T
micht trust securely to his diseretion if I'confided my secret o him ;
and accordingly I made myself known to him, and him only, upon my
first arrival. My purpose was to become acquainted, under the
shelter of my incognito, with all my cousins, to confirm the disposi-
tion which my. father had made of hus estate, 1f I had reason to believe
that,—the trial of possession made,—his cholce was such as he would
have himself approved ; and, if I found any of the others in a situa-

U
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tion at all to require my assistance, I intended to gratify myself, and
honour his memory by bestowing it. All this might have been done
very easily, and without the embarrassment of any discovery at all,
had not several circumstances come to my knowledge which incline
me to believe that I shall not be acting the conseientious part I really
wish to perform, without reclaiming my property here, and altering
the disposition of 1t.” 7

Sir Charles Temple listened to all this with earnest but completely
mute attention, and when Mr. Thorpe ceased to speak, and sappea.red
to await a reply, he still continued silent, till the awkwardness of
remaining so became too great, and then he said, “ Pray, sir, go on.”

“1 would now.rather listen to you, my good friend,” replied
Mr. Thorpe. “I shall be greatly obliged by your freely giving me
your opinion respecting all these young people.”

“ Impossible, sir !” said Sir Charles, with an aiv of resolute deci-
sion. “ A moment’s reflection will, I am sure, lead you to perceive
that whatever my opinions may be on this subjeet, I should be per-
fectly inexcusable if I brought them forward ; and the more disposed
I believe you to be to listen to them, the more averse I ought to
become to making them known. I should feel this to be the case
even had your father zof commissioned me by his will to watch over
the interests of Miss Martin Thorpe, but, as it is, the disclosures you
require of me would be most unjustifiable.”

ilr. Thorpe tock a minute or two to consider of this answer, and
then, slightly smiling, replied, “ You are quite right, Sir Charles; I
I will not again harass you by asking for your opinion, nor will I seek
to embarrass you by dwelling on the obvious fact, that your declining
to give it is the strongest testimony that you could possibly offer.
But the same right feeling which Erevents you mterfermito influence
mf'. Oﬁ)injm’l, will prevent your rendering my acting upon the principles
which 1 hold to be right, more difficult than is necessary. Without
entering with you at present, the least in the world, into the question
of right and wrong, I must inform_you, Sir Charles, that by virtue of
the will which renders you, conditionally, trustee and guardian to
Sophia Martin, now erroneously called Sophia Martin Thorpe, 1
exonerate you from this conditional trust and guardianship, by
declaring rayself the identical Cornelius Thorpe, in default of whose
appearance alone your appointment stands good. Are you satisfied
0? that identity, Sir Oharll;:s Temple ! Orshall you deem it necessary,
}Jefoge you resign your trust, to receive the testimony of others to the
act P’

“ No, Mr. Thorpe,” replied the haronet, endeavouring not to return
the smile which still rested on the features of the restored heir,—
“no; the duties vested in me by my friend’s will cannot render it
either honest or honourable to deny a fact of which I am perfectly
convinced. I feel quite aware that I am no longer Miss Martin’s
guardian ; buf, till she shall have learmed this fact from you, I would
rather hpid no farther conversation with you on the subject.”

1 will leave you instantly, my dear sir,” replied Mr. Thorpe, still
looking rather too obviously amused at the struggle so visihlﬁ‘: m his
companion’s manner and countenance, between the proper regrets of
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the guardian and the exceeding satisfaction of the man. * T will nof
detain you for a moment, excepting just to say, that I had hoped you
would have had the kindness, in your official character, to announce
to this young lady the change in her circumstances, occasioned hy my
return.” Am I to understand that you decline this P :

“ Most assuredly, Mr. Thorpe. "It is by no means a part of my
duty, and I certai_ui shall not undertake_it, by way of a pleasure.
Perhaps if you shrmi from it 'ﬁourself, the best person to employ will
be Mr, Westley, the lawyer who made the will, and who is in every
way a very respectable and proper person.”

“ T may have recourse to him, perhaps, if T can hit upon no method

‘of performing the business which shall please me better. But you

must make me one promise, Sir Charles, before I take my leave, and
T trust you will not think it unreasomable; as you have declined
breaking the news of my return, to your ward, I make a particular
point of your not communicating the fact to any one else. Will you
promise this P

“7 ghall consider myself oblized to do so, if you require if,
Mr. Thorpe; but I confess that I should be well pleased if my co-
guardian and his family could be exempted from the restriction,”
replied the baronet. ! !

“ Tt is especially on their account that I make it, Temple,” returned
his companion, again smiling, and with a certain expressive sort of
nod which brought a considerable augmentation of colour to the
cheeks of the conscious Sir Charles. He replied, however, with a
very good grace, that Mr. Thorpe was quite at liberty fo make his
oxgrn (fliws upon the subject, and that they should be scrupulously
obeyed.

The two gentlemen then parted ; Mr. Thorpe considerably relieved
from having so far dmemba.g‘rassea. himself from his incognito; and
Sir Charles, flushed and anxious, with his thoughts eontinually revert-
ing to his much-loved Algernon, and the possible result to him of
this strange discovery, and his conscience vainly tormenting him with
reproaches for the very Eleasa.nt sensations of which lie was conscious,
and which he condemned as being false to the interests of his ward.
But whatever the amount of blame involved in this hilarity of spirits,

" the young man had no power of escaping from it; for the morg he

-

thought on the subject, the more his pleasant anticipations took form
and strength, till by the time he reached the impatiently-expectant
party in the i)anquet-ing—mom, his whole aspect was redolent of agita-
tion and joy.

But here his treason stopped. To lock, at that moment, composed
and indifferent was beyond his power; but nothing, not even the
eyes and voice of Florence united, accusing him of having something
upon his mind whieh he would not tell her, could induce him fo ulter
a syllable in explanation of the emotion which he had not the skill to
hide. Yet hewas sore bestead, too, with questionings; and Alzernon,
in particular, took the liberty of {ormenting him with very little
mogeration; till, at length, in "answer to his saying, “ I am sure you
have heard news to-day that has pleased you, Sir Charles!  Why are
you such & miggard of i6?” the 2ycxs.mg“ baronet replied with the

U
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gravest look he could muster,—* How do you know, Algernon, but
that I may have recovered some little hopeless arrear of rent,
which to a poor over-housed fellow like me might be particularly
convenient ?”’ ? 1

“ Did Mr. Jenkins bring you nofice of 167 returned the curious
boy, looking more puzzleci than ever; but Sir Charles suffered the
question to drop unanswered, and, exceptmi_that now and then what
seemed a very unmeaning smile crossed his features, he gave no
farther indication that anything particular had happened to hum.

CHAPTER XXXTIL

Wary the whole party met again at dinner, Sir Charles Tempie
had not only recovered his composure; but, either from innate con-
tentment of mind, or an amiable determination that, happen what
might, the time present should be nade as generally agreeable as
possible, he exerted himself more than he haﬁ ever done before to
faire Paimable to the three Misses Wilkyns, to make everything go
as smoothly as might be between Sophia and the Heatheotes, and
finally to make the unfortunate heiress herself feel as much af her
ease as it was in her stiff nature to do.

Though not a word or sign of intelligence of any kind had been
exchanged between Sir Charles and Mr. Thorpe since their parting
in the morning, it seemed as if they were acting in concert; for
Mzr. Jenkins (as he still was to all save one) assumed a tone of
general sociability to the party, accompanied by the most marked
attention to Sophia, which greatly contributed to make the present
evening go off more lightly than the last. The musical powers of the
Welsh heiresses were, as heretofore, brought forward for the benefit
of the company; Florence was prevented by a considerate whisper
{from Sir C]}lja.rles from singing af all ; Algernon confined his experi-
ments upon the risible muscles of his step-mother within tolerabl
decent bounds ; Major Heatheote had a candle to himself by whicg
to enjoy the newspaper; and Mr. Wilkyns reposed in the deepest
and widest of all the arm-chairs without being interrupted by

anybody.

For the first half-hour after the servants retired with the tea-trays,
the tranquillity of Sir Charles wasa little shaken by the expectation that
Mr, Thorpe would, perhaps, if he intended himself to be the organ of
the discovery which was to "be made, choose this time for it. But he
soon became convinced that such was not his plan; and that for the
present he was more occupied in profiting by his incognito, for the
purpose of becoming better acgmainted with his relations than with
any projects concerning the manner of throwing 1t off.

Nor was this system, the fairness of which the only person who
understood it eould not but approve, confined to that evening only.
For a whole week Mr, Thorpe exerted himself most assiduously to
become acquainted with his cousing Wilkyns, and his cousins Heath-



. THE WARD. 203

cote, and showed considerable tact in the prosecution of his object.
With Algernom he passed many chatty hours in the library, during
which the unconscious boy was subjected to an ordeal that was to
decide whether his situation in life was to be that of a man of hand-
some independent fortune with unlimited power to indulge the taste
and liberal ambition so strong within him, or that of a poor soldier of
fortune, without one grain of liking for the profession which, beyond
all others, perhaps, requires to be pursucgl) con amore 1 order to
render it tolerable. And lucky was it for him that he wes uncon-
scious of all this ; for had it been otherwise, his young spirits would
hardly have had firmmness enough to permit his doing himself the
justice he now did.

With the Misses Wilkyns, Mr. Jenkins flirted almost enough to
alarm Sophia for her own pre-eminence in his favour, for so only, as
he speedily discovered, had he any chance of becoming sufficiently
intimate and familiar with the Welsh ladies, to ascertain in any satis-
factory degree of what stuff they were made. Tt was with a watchful
eye, too, that he marked each lovely trait of opening character in
Florence ; and so well did she hear the scrutiny, that, it may be, the
repentant wanderer might have been tempted to try his chance of
being permitted to bask for the rest of his days in the warmth of her
smiles instead of under that of an eastern sun, had he not perceived
as plainly as he did all other things that were going on about him, that
she had been already wooed and won.

To one who had as deep and lively an interest in the game thus
going on as Sir Charles Temple, and who understood it as perfectly,
this week was one of very great excitement, though not perhaps of
very great anxiety. ‘Whatever his opinion might be of the merits of
Mr. Cornelius Thorpe in other respects, he gave him due eredit for
the quiet acuteness with which-he carried on the analysing process,
upon which he perceived he was engaged, and felt very satisfactorily
convinced that his judgment would be as correct as the means he took
to form it were judicious. Not a syllable farther was exchanged
hetween them on the event that was approaching; but each plainly,
though tacitly, approved the proceedings of the other, and their
mutual good understanding did much towards making these proba-
tionar; aa.ys pass easily, yet fo the _vpmg;ase.

It should seem that the wealthy nabob had a notion that trinketry,
in general, possessed somewhat of a touchstone quality, which made it
exceedingly useful in such a business as that upon which he was now
engaged ; for he presented sparkling proofs of his power to be gene-
rous to every female of the party, and certainly reaped therefrom no
trifling gleanings of character.

In short, he proceeded with a very rapid pace towards such a
general infimacy with the whole party as to enable him to converse
unreservedly with them all; taking care, the while, to make Sophia
continue to feel her own pre-eminence with him sufficiently to prevent
her becoming seriously jealous of any one. .

Almost the only result produced either to the Spencer or the Wil-
leyns families from the meeting at Thorpe-Combe during the preceding
. Christmas was the friendly sort of infercourse which from that time
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had been kept up between them.  All the Welsh heiresses, and par-
ticularly the eldest, felt great admiration and respect for the fashion-
able style and tone of Mr. Spencer. They liked to talk of him, and
call him “uncle;” to repeat his anecdotes of all the lords and ladies
of his acquaintance ; and to make it: known 1o all who chose to listen,
that the only one of their maternal eorinections for whom they felt
any'real affection was their Unele Spencer, of Spring Gardens, who
was one of the most really elegant and highly connected people they
knew. Mr. Spenecer, on his side, in a considerable degree returned
the partiality. e thought the Wilkyns girls, as he called them,
acute and discerning ; gave them credif for understanding extremely
well the first interests and most important springs of action in life
and had, moreover, a vague notion that if the two ughest remaine.fi
old maids, the third might make a very profitable wife for one of his
sous—a trifling disparity in age being no object whatever to people
who take a proper view of the institution of marriage.

The resulf of these amicable feelings on both sides was an occasional
correspondence by letters between Mr. Spencer and the eldest Miss
‘Wilkyns, which had been greatly fostered by their mutual desire of
expressing their feelings on the subject of old Mr. Thorpe’s * abomi-
nable vn'li” and by the occasional interchange of woodcocks from
Wales and carieatures from London,

The circumstance of Miss Martin Thorpe’s invitation to the Combe,
with the strange reason assigned for it, furnished Mr. Spencer with
an opportunity for despatehing a letter to his fair correspondent, in
answer to one, rather too long ago received from her. He was, more-
over, rather curious to know whether the Wilkyns family had received
the same, and in what manner they had acted concerning it. ~This
letter from Mr. Spencer was forwarded to Tho e-Combe, and de-
livered to the charming Elfreda as she sat beside Mr. Jenkins at the
breakfasi-table,

“ Did you know anything of Mr. Spencer, of the Treasury, during
ﬁour former intimacy at Thorpe-Com%e, Mr, Jenkins P sald she to

er neighbour, as she put the slightly-read epistle into her pocket;
“he married one of my aunts; but I am sure I forget what her
Christian name was.” ]

I cannot say T remember mueh about him,” returned Mr. J enkins ;
* but it was hardly eivil of him to return no answer whatever to the
letter which your cousin Sophy-wrote to him at my request—at the
same time sEe wrote to you, My motive for wishing to become
acquainted with him was surely not: such as was caleulated to offend
any man, I should have thought it equally unjust and uncourteous
towards his boys,—who bear exactly the same relation to my old friend
as you do, my dear Miss Wilkyns, and the rest of the young peo]ple
here,—I should have considered it as extremely unjust, had I left
them out.” 1

I never heard anything so_extraordinary in my life,” replied the
fair Tilfreda, with vehement indignation. “T am sure your kindness
and generosity to us all demands a very different return.” :

“ I wish no return for anything I can do for you,” replied Mr.
Jenkins, “ but civility from thése who do not know me, and as much/
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kindness as thef can spare from those who do; buf if, as T presume,
your letter be from him, Miss Wilkyns, T wish that in your reply to
1t, you would explain to him what my reasons were for seeking the
honour of his personal acquaintance.”

“ Trust me for that,” dearvest Mr, Jenkins!” replied the young lady
with great enthusiasm; “ his behaviour deserves the severest repro-
bation, and if I write to him at all, which he hardly deserves, he shall
Teceive a tolerably strong hint of my opinion on the subject, at the
same time.”

In troth Miss Wilkyns, notwithstanding her affectionate parfiality
to her uncle Spencer, was not sorry to have an opportunity of proving
to him that she had in this instance proved mfimitely the better poli-
tician of the two; and accordingly, among an asrecable variety of
Thorpe-Combe chit-chat, she found room for the following passage in
her answer :—

“T must confess, however, that T think yon were wrong, my dear
unele, in returning no answer to my cousin Martin Thorpe’s invita-
tion. If she alone were concerned, indeed, the natural indignation
which, as I have often said, T know you must feel at the abominable
manner in which she contrived to cut out your charming boys from a
property which, for a thousand reasons, onght rather to have belonged
to one of them than to anybody else ; if sie alone had been concerned,
T could hardly have blamed you for acting as you have done. But
really Mr. Jenkins is a person that T could have wished you to know.
Not but what he is the greatest quiz and the greatest bore that I ever
met with in the whole course of my life; but it is quite certain that
he must be immensely rich, and it really seems to me that he does not
know what to do with his money. Not eontent with making the most
elegant presents in precious stones to myself, my sisters, Florence
Heathcote, and Sophia Martin Thorpe, faney him giving a magni-
ficent pair of diamond earrings to that poor fat Mrs. Heatheote, who
had no more connection with the late Mr. Thorpe, you know, for
whose sake he professes to do all these generous deads, than the man
in the moon. However, on the whole, I cannot help thinking T was
right in persuading })apa. to come. Our brooches and bracelets are
really beautiful, and I am very far from feeling certain, that the queer
little man may not give us more substantial proof still, of his strong
attachment to the race of Thorpe. You never saw anything more
perfectly handsome and gentlemanlike than the gold repeater he has
given Algernon; and I could not help wishing, when I saw it, that it
were destined for the waistcoat-pocket of one of my Eton cousins;
the neck-chain, too, which suspends it, is by far the richest I ever saw.
My cousin Algernon, by the bye, has perfectly recovered his health,
and is certainly extremely handsome, but a million of leagues as yef
from approaching in elegance and fashionable tone of manners to your
two charming boys. ~Asto my cousin Florence, L am sorry to say that
she is greatly altered for the worse, having become within the last six
months the most complete flirt T ever had the misfortune of meeting ;
and if strikes me as rathér singular that Sir Charles Temple, who
must have seen something of good company abroad, should choose to



206 THE WARD.

expose himself in the manner he does, by encouraging this ahominable
propensity. As to Major Heathcote, I do think he deserves to see
something very disagrecable indeed happen to ther, for neither Sir
Charles, nor the bold girl either, put the least restraint upon them-
selves when he is present, but go on flirting and laughing, and reading
sentimental hooks together, in a way that I really think would shock
you,—that is, in a girl that is in some degree a connection of your
own: for, alas! I know that you men of fashion are not half so fasti-
dious as you ought to be about the manners of ladies in general.”

As this was written in the dear departed days of unlimited official
franking, Miss Wilkyns indulged in a good deal more of the same
kind of desultory gossip, which she was encouraged to do by her
uncle Spencer’s reiterated assurances that he found her letters exces-
sively entertaining; but enough has heen already transcribed to
answer the purpose for which the extract has heen given.

% * # * * #*

Even if Sir Charles Temple had not apI])rnved, so entirely as he did,
the patient course of investigation by which Mr. Thorpe was endea-
vouring to become acquainted with the merits and dispositions of his
various cousins, it is probable that he would not have been very active
in opposing it ; for certainly nothing could be much more delightful
than the manner in which this interval of probation was passed by
his Florence and himself. Never was love-making more pastorally
simple, more patriarchally pure. The most genial of English summers
%avc them an atmosphere that made it a lnxury to breathe. Mus.

leathcote’s established habit of conveying all her multifarious needle-
work to the banqueting-room made the daily migration of the family
to that much-loved spot a matter of certainty; and can it be doubted
that the master of the beautiful domain, poor as he was, contrived to
make it as nearly a paradise for them all, as any faney not utterly
blasée could desire P

Nor did this enjoyment appear obnoxious to any disagreeable oh-
servations from the rest of the party assembled at Thorpe-Combe.
The ahominable flirting reprobated by Miss Wilkyns had nothing to
do with the long hours which she passed side by side with Sir Charles
on the river’s bank, her father fishine away at a hundred yards from
her, without hearing a word that they said; and her step-mother,
either safely deposited in the midst of her work-baskets in the ban-
queting-room, or else attending no more to their billings and cooings
than she would have done to the like ebullitions of eloquence from a
pair of wood-pigeons. ~Of all this, neither Miss Wilkyns nor anyhody
else, excepting the particularly well-contented parties coneernedy in it,
knew anything. Algernon either lived in the library, np to his ears
in poetry and romance, or, mounted by the mysterions agency of his
new friend, Mr. Jenkins, traversed the lovely lanes with him in all
directions. Miss Martin Thorpe, sometimes apart “in her secret
bower,” and sometimes in the pleasant society of the Misses Wilkyns,
still kept watch and ward over her interest, and soothed herself into
being almost perfectly satisfied that on the whole she had no reason
to fear for it. The pretty presents which the munificent family friend
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bestowed on Ler cousins, though certainly not witnessed without
something of a pang, went farther towards convineing her of his
power to give, than to ereate any doubts that, first in place, she was
also first in favour, As to the Welsh giant, he had every reason to
be quite as well pleased as the rest of the party; for the ci-devant
study of the late Mr. Thorpe had been very courteously assigned to
him as a smoking-room, anlzlp there he saf, in an atmosphere composed
of heer and tobacco, as peaceably as a Luge tom-cat basking in the
sun. i
Thus everybody was exceedini'ly well satisfied and exeeedingly
happy. Sir Charles Temple dined with them regularly every day, and
noEody even thought of asking him how he had 1p;asssed the morning ;
Mr. and Miss Brandenberry had the honour of being invited twice;
but upon both these occasions Mr. Jenkins sent down a request o
have dinner and Algernon Heatheote sent up to him, as he was too
much indisposed to appear; the fact being, that he feaved lest Mr.
Brandenberry, with whom he had formerly some infimaey, mizht
recognise his features or his voice ab the dinner-table, though he had
* escaped this in the crowd of the Easter ball-room.

At length, however, all this charming serenity reached the point at
which it was to be swallowed up in “ discordance.”” The stipulated
week or ten days had been stretched to nearly double that space, in
consequence of a private hint from the hero of the party, to the
mistress of the mansion, that such was his desire; but the time was
come when Miss Wilkyns was permitted to give her papa’s orders for
post-horses, and Mrs. Barnes told that she need prepare no more
potted meats for breakfast, nor any longer bespenE aHJl the sirloins

* and sweetbreads in the country.

In short the hour arrived in which Mr. Cornelins Thorpe determined
upon making his existence and return known fo his unsuspecting
relations. The moment chosen was that in which the whole party
were assembled in the drawing-room after dinner, for the purpose of
taking coffee, and before any member of it was withdrawn for that of
enjoying the lovely evening hour, among the lawns and shrubberies.

he fivst object which struck the eyes of Sophia as she followed her
Iady guests into the drawing-room, was the identical portrait by which
she had dressed herself, some six or seyen months before, with such
remarkable success, placed upon a chair beside one of the windows.
Some people might suppose, perhaps, that this portrait, to which she
owed so much, would have been a favourite with her; but somehow
or other it was not so; and when the room, now her boudoir, but for-
metly the bedchamber of her predecessor, was undergoing the meta-
morphosis which produced its present splendour, this portrait had not
only been turned out of it, but its banishment accompanied by an
order that it should be put into the lumber-garret, « because it was
an ugly thing, and the frame so very old-fashioned.”

Irs. Barnes, however, who, as it seemed, had no ambition to
signalize her last year of service by any great servility of obedience
had not deemed it necessary to obey this command to the letter, and
therefore, instead of consigning the said portrait; to the lumber-room
she had placed it exactly in the same position in the apartment of
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Major and Mrs. Heathcote, which it had formerly occupied in the
room below it. 4

‘When conversing one day with Mrs, Heathcote and Algernon, Mr.
Jenkins, in his character of family friend, inquired if they had ever
happened to see a picture which he remembered well, as having been
a great favourite with the late Mrs. Thorpe. “If was the portrait,”
said he, < of her unfortunate and ill-conducted son. T should like to
see it again, if indeed it has not been destroyed.”

“What sort of portrait was it, Mr. Jenkins ?*’ demanded Algernon’;
and the portrait was deseribed to him, in reply.

“ Do you remember that picture!” returned the boy, laughing and
rubbing his hands i infinite glee—* Do you remember that portrait
Oh! you know not the fun that portrait has caused me! 1Itis hang-
ing in mamima’s room now.”

“Fun? How can it have caused you fun?” retwrned the sallow
t;l'la\rtﬂler, while something almost approaching to a flush crossed his
cheek.

“1 don’t think I ought to tell you,” replied Algernon, suddenly
recollecting the liberal stranger's cross-examination respecting the
character of Sophia, and his own determination not to give any testi-
mony against her. {

“(ood gracious, why not, Algernon #” said Mrs, Heathoote, ob-
serving a vexed and disappointea expression on the countenance of
Mr. Jenkins, who had become a great favourite with her, not only on
account of the earrings, but heeause she so clearly pereeived his great
admiration of her darling steﬁ-son. “T am sure it is a very good story,
and if yon won’t tell it, I will.”

* You had better let 1t alone, mother,” replied Algernon, scampering
off. “But at any rate T won't stay to listen.”

_Mrs. Heatheote then related, with a good deal of humour, the
history, as communicated to her by Algernon, of Sophia’s having
somehow or other got a sight of this picture, and having dressed her-
self so0 as to resemble it. “I had never seen it, when my saucy boy

ointed out to me the change in Miss Martin Thorpe’s manner of

essing herself,” she said; ““but now that I see the picture over my
chimney-piece every day, I often think of it, and most certainly
Algernon was right ; for though I don’t think that she is really very
much like it, she did certainly contrive to make herself look so, by her
dress. Of course you understand what she was at, Mr. Jenkins. And
1o be sure it answered perfectly,” she added, with a sigh.

Mr. Jenkins probably did understand what she was about, but at
that time made no remark upon it. He did not, however, forget the
story; and being determined to make this portrait a_part of the
machinery of his discovery scene, he slipped out of the drawing-room
after Sophia had entered it, when the company were assembling for
dinner, and seizing upon the intelligent William, explained to him
where he wished the portrait, then hanging over the chimney-piece in
Mrs. Heathcote’s bedroom, to be placed before the ladies entered the
drawing-room after dinner. The command was accompanied by a
sovereien, and was answered by a “ Yes, sir,” pronounced 'in a tone.
that left no doubt of obedience. :
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" . Sophia started on seeing the well-remembered canvass, her brows
contracted themselves into an alarming frown, and hastening to the
bell she rang it violently.

It was answered by William. _ ;

““Who was it brought that thing here ?”” she demanded, in no very
genfle voice, and pointing to the portrait. .

X o IE was I, ma’am,” replied the man.  ““Mr. Jenkins ordered me ta
o it.”

“ Mr. Jenkins #”’ repeated Sophia in a softened tone. “ Lef it
remain then.” g

“ How very odd 1”* exclaimed Miss Wilkyns. “ He is very kind, to
be sure, and all that; but certainly he is the very oddest person that
ever lived. “ Don’t you think so, dearvest Sophia ?”

“1 think Mr, Jenkins so very agreeable, and like him so very
much,” replied the mistress of the mansion,  that if there is anything
Eamcularly odd about him, I don’t perceive it. I am sure I hardly

now anybody in the whole world that I like so well as I do him.
And as to this picture, Elfreda, L think I can guess all about it. You
know his great aftachment to the Thorpe family, and I believe I told
you that when he first came to see me he seemed quite affected afi the
sight of the old house, and hegged that I would let Barnes take him
over all the rooms—which of course 1 consented to with the greatest
pleasure. - But I thought he had changed his mind, for he has never
said anything about it Tately ; but I suppose that now he has changed
it again, and probably Zas got Barnes to take him over some of the old
rooms, and in that way has found out this old picture. I am sare
that if it gives him any pleasure, he is very weleome to it, and I shall
be quite glad he has found it.”

A?Il this did very well for the Misses Wilkyns, and they had no
doubt that the case was exactly as their dear cousin Sophia stated ;
but Mrs. Heatheote perfectly well remembered the “ good story” she
had told to the family friend concerning this picture, and she could
not help fancying that the sudden production of it might have some
connection with the ancedote. She was perfectly aware that “ dear
good Mr. Jenkins™ was an odd man, and she fully expected that he
would make some corﬂm_enta.r[vl upon this new mode of passing ane
estate by the title of a shirt-collar and a hair-brush. But she cared
little and said less upon the subject; feeling perfectly indifferent as
fo whether Miss Martin Thorpe quarrelled with her outright or not;
heing brought to this sturdy state of mind by the younglady’s having
told her that verﬂr morning, with every appearance of the most obliging:
attention, that she thougﬁt it might be Eetter for the boys and girls
who were af sehool to pass the approaching ]1olidagfs at_one of the
watering-places on the Welsh coast, where the rest of the family could
meet them, for that sea-bathing would do them all so mueh good.

# #

5 s % #
. Mr. Jenkins himself was the last of the gentlemen who entered the

drawing-room ; and he found those who preceded him already %;ouped
round the portrait, which, by its conspicuous situation, had im-

mediately attracted their attention, ' Y

.. Sir Charles Temple, who instantly recognised the pieture, looked
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furti(reli at the supposititions Mr, Jenkins, and silently turning away,
seated himself near Florence, quite certain that the hour was at last
come for the discovery so long anticipated, and which must of course,
he thought, give rise to a scene by no means of an agreeable nature.
Algernon, too, who, like his mother, connected the aﬁearauce of the
_'gortrgnb with the fact of Mr. Jenkins having been told the history of
_Bophia’s mimiery of it, rather drew off from the scene of action, and
placed himself as near as he conveniently could to his step-mother,
anticipating the probability that she might be referred to respectin
it. Buf the business afoot was rather of a more. serious nature, ani
he was presently drawn from the place he had chosen for one whence
he coulclp hetter 'Kear and see what passed.

“You have seen the original of that portrait, Major Heathcote,”
said Thorpe, placing himself close beside it, and so as to receive the
broad daylight on his uncovered head. That was taken when the
original was eighteen. Have you any notion how the same face might
look after an interval of twenty years i

“1It is the portrait of young Thorpe,” replied the major, rather
startled by the tone in which ‘he was addressed; “I remember him
_perfectly, sir, and had he lived twentiiﬁears after I last saw him, I
t]{linl,c, I should have remembered him s , had it been my lot to meet

S

m.
“Do you think me like him, Major Heatheote ?” said Thorpe,

fixing his eyes npon him, and speaking in a tone as solemn as that of

old Hamlet’s ghost. i 4

“Gracious Heaven, sir, no!” replied the major hastily ; “what on
earth is it you mean ?”

“Bimply to ask the gquestion, Heathcote, which my words imply.
Can you trace any resemblance hetween the mephew by marriage
from “whom you parted when you were quartered at Cork some
sevegteen years ago, and the worn and weary man who stands before

ou??”

Whether the gentleman were an impostor or not, might remain to ne
proved ; but there was no longer any doubt that the personage before
them elaimed to be no other than the long-lost Cornelius Thorpe,
and the master of the house wherein he stood.

The effect which this startling announcement produced u};llon the
company was various. Major Heathcote remained exactly in the posi-
tion wherein he first received the idea that little yellow Mr. Jenkins
meant to announce himself as the owner of Thorpe-Combe. He
really was much too strongly agitated to speak, even if he had known
what to say; bat anybcufy who had studied his countenance might
have perceived that the longer he gazed the more satisfied he became
that the ghost spoke truth.

Sir Charles Temple looked on, gently took the hand of Florence in
. Iis, held if, fast, but said not a word.

" Algernon deliberately began a critical comparison between the
eyes, nose, and mouth, on the canvass, and those on which every eye
in the room was now fixed. His sister almost, it may be feared,
returned the pressure of Sir Charles’s hand, but if she did, it was by a
movement that trembled so violently as perhaps to make the doing so
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involuntary, The three Misses Wilkyns drew together in a cluster,
and haying gazed their fill on good Mr. Jenkins in his new character,
turned all their six eyes, as if hy common consent, uﬁ)n Saphia, nor
removed them again for a very considerable time. rs. Heathcote
only exclaimed, “Mercy on us!” and then turned her back, with a
great deal more of kind-hearted civility than the action generally de-
monstrates upon the unfortunate heiress, without having glanced, even
for an instant, at her face. Mr. Wilkyns very nearly rose from his
glllla%ré ;'md as he sank into it again, andibly exclaimed, © What's

a 3

Aud Sophia? What did the wretched Sophia do or say at this very
terrible moment f First she turned very, very pale, and had she been
a weakly girl, would deeidedly have faimted ; but instead of this, she
presently became extremely red, and starting from her chair exclaimed
In a key as much like thunder'as any female voice can achieve—* In-
famous impostor! Are you men? Are you my guardians? And
will you not turn him out :

Sir Charles Temple looked at her with an expression of great com-
passion, but did not speak ; the major too only shook his head, remain-
ing still silent for another minute or two;and when he did speak, his
words, though not addressed to her, were more killing to the miserable
girl who ha§ appealed to him, than the harshest answer he eould have
framed. “Of {our identity, Cornelius, it is impossible to doubt. No
one can seriously suggest the idea of attempting such a fraud. But
for God’s sake, nephew, why have you not been with us hefore ?

On hearing these decisive words, Sophia rose from her chair, and
looking neither to the left hand nor the right, walked rapidly but
steadily out of the room. f

Something may be said hereafter of what passed there after she
quitted it, but Sophia Martin is our heroine, and to forsake her in the
hour of distress would be a very base sort of historical {reason.

However much the unfortunate girl might have been agitated by the
scene which has been described, she in no degree lost her presence of
mind ; it was with perfect steadiness of hand and head that she opened
the door and passed through it, closing it after her with no violenee
but appearing in all ways recisely in the same state of mind
that she had done an hour hefore. Upon first feeling the sting which
this terrible event conveyed, one ery of anguish seemed to burst from
her in the passionate words addressed to her guardians; but this
past, no farther sign of weakness was discernible.

On reaching her room she calmly and deliberately locked herself in,
then opened drawer after drawer of her cabinets and wardrobes, ex-
tracting from each whatever was af once valuable, and portable. The
string of pearls was not forgotten, nor yet the recent present of
trinkets which, in common with the other ladies of the party, she
had received from him, whom she might have been tempted to call

““ A little {00 much kin, and less than kind."

But when she came to the old-fashioned repository of the famil
diamonds, the discovery of which had lately caused her heart to thro
with rapture, she hesitated. She disliked, even in that sad moment
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of sunken hope, the idea of being seizod upon as a common thief, and
forced to render up what she had stolen. Yet it seemed that she still
more disliked the anguish of parting from the jewels which she had
called her own ; for after twice closing the lid of their case, and twice
replacing it in the cabinet, she suddenly, and with a sort of desperate
courage, snatched it out again, muttering between her closed teeth,
“T,et them seize me, and carry me to prison, if they dare. The ghostly
vagabond calls himself a man, and cannot for very shame make me
restore them. A woman might.”

Strengthened by this philosophical reflection, Sophia removed the
treasures from their massive case, and enveloping the whole collection
in a pocket-handkerchief, deposited it, not without some difficulty,
the pocket of her dress. She then took out the well-remembered’
miniature, which its false-hearted original had left in her possession
only because he could not remove its diamond setting. Did she
deplore the avarice which she had suffered to peep forth on that ocea-
sion, chaining her tongue, when she would willingly, had she possessed
sufficient self-command, propitiated the favour of him, who now
seemed to her fevered famey something monstrous, absorbing and
exhaling wealth at will ? Perhaps she did. But at any rate, the sight
of that miniature seemed o turn her sick, in spite of the-magic circle
of brightness which surrounded it, and which under other eircum-
stances wonld have had power to charm, had the childish features
it decorated been those of a youthful gorgon. But now, the thing
altogether, as it lay nwpon her hand, made her shudder ; and after the
struggle of a moment, she threw it back again into its concealed recess,
and hastily closing the doors of the eabinet, turned from it with loath-
ing. The rest of her preparations took nof long. A small parcel of
necessaries made up in the form in which she had sometimes carried
her embroidery through the wood, to consult the accomplished Mar:
garet, while her brother hovered near in self-devotion, eonstituted the
rest of her baggage; and with this in her hand, every sixpence she
_ eould collect in her purse, her most serviceable bonnet on her head
and a shawl on her shoulder, Sophia Martin (Thorpe no more) sallied
forth to seek new adventures. :

Happily there was a way leading into the gardens which did not
pass by the drawing-room door, or the ci-devant heiress might have
faltered. As it was, she veached the sheltered path which led to
Broad-Grange unseen and unheard by any. The light was now failing,
and Sophia was glad of it. Richly as she was I%.den, she feared no
lawless stragglers there; and though she had perfectly made up her
mind as to what she intended to do, she was not sorry to have her
solitude insured by something approaching to the darkness and silence
of night, while she meditated on the manner of it.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

Ox reaching the dwelling of old Mrs, Brandenberry, Miss Martin
- had to raise a venerable, long-handled, iron knucker in order to pro-
cure admission ; for the wide oaken door, which during the days of
summer stood invariably open, so as to render both knoecker and
porter unnecessary, was now closed for the night, and great was
the effect produced by so rarely ocewrring a summons to it.

‘The man-of-all-work, and the maid-of-all-work, now the only oceu-
pants of the kitchen—

“A world too wide for the shrunk” kouschold,—

both started as if they had been shot; and the one raising his head
from darning his hose, and the other from mending her petticoat,
exclaimed at the same moment—

“ Mercy upon us! What’s that P

“Go to the door, John, can’t ye?” said the female, recovering
herself.  What's the goed of sitting staring that way? You don’t
think it’s a ghest, do ye?”

John rose, and took the candle. “ Thank you for nothing, good
man,” said the woman, stretching out her hand to contest the pos-
session of the light; “just as if-1t was that dark as you couldn’t feel
to open the door, and I to be stopped in my work, that fashion.”

“'The woman ’s mad,” returned John, pulling stoutly to obtain the
disputed flambeau. * Do you think I am going to let in people at
this time of night without seeing who they are ¥ But not even this,
reasonable #s it was, sufficed to settle the question, and a second knock
asloud as the hand of Sophia conld make it, caused Mr. Brandenberry
himself to rise from the old settee on which he was lying, with his
sister on one side labouring upon one of the heiress’s chairs, and sug-
gesting to him new plans for the final subjugation of her restive
heart; and his mother on the other, catching enough of what was
going on to induce her to mumble from time to time an emphatie,
“Ay! Do, Dick, do!” 0l

““Who can be coming here ab this time of night, I wonder? and
those fools in the kitchen asleep I suppose,” said this “ Squire of low
degree,” but long descent. © Tt can’t be an invitation, for they
always go to the kitchen-door. Will you spare me the candle, Mar-
garel; (there was but one), while T go and see?”

Without waiting for an answer, Mr. Brandenberry took the candle,
and sa.]ly'm% forth, crossed the low-browed stone hall, drew back two

* ponderons bolts, turned the huge old key, and then opened the door,
and beheld the object of his proclaimed adoration standing before it,
considerably paler than usnal, and looking rather flurried and discom-
posed in spite of all her efforts to avoid it. y

Had he seen an imp of darkness, or the witch of Endor herself, he
could hardly have appeared more frightened. But other emotions
speedily chased this natural result of his extreme surprise, and
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assuming with all celerity the aspect of a man blessed almost beyond
his own power of belief, he caug]?t ‘her hand (she had already laid her
bundle on a slab), drew it tenderly under his arm, considerably more
than half-pressed it to his heart,'and led her info the parlour amidst
a string of tender exclamations, beginning and ending with * Dearest
Miss Martin Thorpe! Too lovely and heloved Sophia! Deavest and
best! You are agitated! What, then, has happened ¢ Dearest Miss
Martin Thorpe!” ete. ete. ete.

Of course her fond friend Margaret attacked her exactlyin the same
‘manner, while the half-blind, half-deaf old lady, as soon as she clearly
understood who it was, ceased not to chime in with, “Dear me!
dear me! only think! Richard, my dear, get out a glass of wine.
Dearme! dear me!”

Sophia wisely seated herself on the easy-chair that was assiduously
offered her by her adorer, and then permitted the storm of welcome
to sink into such a comparative calm, as might enable them to hear
what she wished to say. As soomn, in&eed, as their first overpowering
emotions had in some degree subsided, both the brother and sister
were eager enough to listen, and then it was that Sophia plaintively
began the tale she had to tell. ) ;

“Alas! my dear kind friends!” she said, “I trust that in hearing
what I am going to say, you will do me the justice to believe that I
have no wish to exaggerate the sufferings 1 have undergone. But
indeed, indeed, T am very wretched |” Here she paused, and here
of course flowed in a tide of tender sympathy from right and left,
fo_1}'1 the fair speaker had the brother on ‘one side and the sister on the
other.

“QOh! tell me, tell me all,” eried Mr. Brandenberry, almost losing
every species of self-control, and kissing again and again the hand of
the supposed heiress, who to all appearance was herself too much
agitated to observe what he was ahout.

“ Butindeed youmust be calmer, dear Mr. Brandenberry,” resumed
Sophia, “or you will never understand what I have to tell; and at
this moment I am so greatly in need of your advice, that it is most
important you should listen to me with composure.” o

Thus gently corrected, the lover did resume his tranquillity ; and
excepting by a few expletives, foo rapidly uttered to occasion much
delay, the narrative of Sophia proceeded to its close without inter-
ruption. g :

*“You remember,” she said, “the resolution I was driven to take
by the infamous conduct of the Heatheotes towards me? You
remember the letter which I wrote to Sir Charles Temple, announcing
my intention of separating myself from them? That letter, as you
are aware, has brought Tome Sir Charles, but instead of finding
any relief from his interference, I now find myself in danger of being
sacrificed to one of the most infamous plots that ever man conceived.
At first everything seemed to be going smoothly, after his return,
and 1 was weak enough to entertain a %ope that T might be able to
endure, to the end of my minority, the presence of these odious
people—in short, T was ready to submif to almost anything, rather
than encounter the disgraceful éelaf of a public quarrel with my
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guardians. But now their persecution has taken a shape which T
cannot bear ; nor will I longer remain to be made to listen, almost by
force, to proposals I so heartily detest. 1t secems to he perfectly
settled, between the two, that I am immediately to marry Sir Charles
Temple ; and when this plan was first disclosed to me, and that I
rejected his proposals, Major Heathcote had the audacity to tell me,
that if I refused to put myself under the honourable protection of a
hushand, he should immediately reduce my allowance to one hundred
pounds for three months, in_order, as he insolently told me, to pre-
vent my heing able to keep house for the pleasure of receiving visits
from my hachelor neighbours to whom I furnished keys to pass
through my shrubberies. This, dear Miss Brandenberry, was more
than I could bhear. I flew to my own chamber, and collecting my
jewels (which I would not trust with them), hastened hither alone,
and almost in darkness, to ask for your advice.”

In mentioning her *bachelor neighhours,” Sophia naturally be-
trayed some little confusion, and turning away her face from the
brother, suffered her head to drop for a moment on the shoulder of
the sister. The ready Margaret seized this moment to give lLer
brother so expressive a look as must have infallibly marshalled him
the way he had to go, had he himself felt any doubt about it ; but hefelt
none ; and the very instant Sophia had proncunced the word “advice,”
he dropped on his two knees before her, and once again poured out
with extraordinary fervour and vehemence an acknowledgment of the
passion which consumed, as he said, his very vitals.

Sophia seemed entirely overpowered by her feclings, Margaret!
‘What can I say to him 7’ she exclaimed, with a touching mixture of
confusion and delicacy. “I have not thought of marriage—it has
been my fixed determination zof to think of 1t till—till—I had tried
the experiment of living alone. But now! Oh! Mr, Brandenberry,
can you not read my heart ? Can you not divine how dear to me your
well-known attachment must become when put in competition wit
the sn-evidentli mercenary views of Sir Charles Temple 2

“ Be mine, then, af once and for ever!” exclaimed Mr. Branden-
berry, with the most flatfering vehemence. “Let me snateh you
from the caleulating wretches who would sacrifice your angelic sweet-
ness to their infernal avarice! Yes, adored Sophia! I do believe
that you must feel the contrast between love such as mine and that
professed by the presumptuous man who, secure in his power as
your guardian, has dared to make the most open love before your
face to your contemptible cousin Florence. Show, then, most lovely
and beloved ! show, then, that your noble nature cannot be enslaved
by tyranny like theirs! Be mine, be mine at once !””

“Alas!” cried Bophia, plaintively, and yielding her hand with
exceedingly little resistance to the grasp of her lover—*Alas! Mr.
Brandenberry ! what is it you ask P They will pursue me, seize me,
and drag me gack again! They know their power too well to quit their
hold upon me. I feel certain that before mid-day to-morrow, I shall be
forcibly carried back to my own house, thenceforth my hated prison.”

Here the poor young lady seemed to: weep violently, for she
pressed her handkerchief to her eyes and sobbed quite audibly.

=
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: - Iénow they where you are?” demanded Mr. Brandenberry,
astily.

“(Oh, no,” replied Sophia; “I have neither spoken to, nor seen
any human being in the family since 1 left the drawing-room to avoi

the hateful importunity of Sir Charles. I have no doubt that they
+will think I have retired for the night, and will agree to postpone
their farther persecutions till to-morrow.”

“Mhen, at least, this night is ours,” exclaimed the lover, starting
upon his feet, “and, dearest, we must profit by it! Of cowrse
you know that, being a minor, no alternative is open to you bufb
elopement ? ™ . 2

“Alas! T fear so,” replied Sophia, once more hiding her blushes
upon the shoulder of the sympathizing Margiaret-.

“ Bewitching delicacy !” exclaimed the lover, throwing his arms
around her., © Nothing, not even the fervour of my ardent love,
should induce me to press for this decisive step, were there any pos-
sibility of avoiding it. But the case is plain, sweetest Sophia! You
must be mine at once, or never !”

“Tf T am to blame in yielding to_you,” she replied, “the guilt,
Heaven knows, is theirs, not mine! T would have wished for farther
time—for longer knowledge of you; but as it is—"

“As it is, my lovely girl, we must set off for the kind friendly
border,—for Gretna Green, Sophia, the moment a postchaise can be

rocured. But, gracious Heaven!” he added, saddenly striking his
forehead with great vehemence, “I have not ready money by me
sufficient to per?orm the journey ! By the most cruel ill-luck we have
1ot yet drawn upon our London banker for the last half-year’s rents,
which are always deposited with him. What can be done in this
tremendous difficulty ? Probably, dearest love ! you have not sufficient
with you to supply this exigerce!”

T know not,” said Sophia, with an air of charming innocence, *“if
I have enough. Here is my purse”” But erc she drew it out she
stopped herself, and added, *“ No, no, on second thoughts, I am sure
the little money 1 have in my poeket could not go far towards it.
But if we can contrive topass rough Hereford just as the bank there
is open, I could draw for above five hundred pounds which still remain
of my last quarter. This will suffice us; and it is this we must procure.”

“Charming creature!” ejaculated the adoring Brandenberry, his
heart leaping as he listened to the easy tone in which his promised
bride talked of drawing out this pretty little sum, surpassing by one-
fifth part his own and his mother’s annual income. *Charming
creatire! What admirable presence of mind she displays, Margaret.
Fven under circumstances thus trying, she is still the same,—still
everything that angels must envy and mankind adore. No difficulty
whatever now remains, my Sophia. Your spotless purity shall be
preserved from every breath of slander by my leaving my iousc this
hight. I will share with you the little light repast we take for supper,

“then mount my horse, and gallop to Hereford ; from whence to-mor-
row morning 1 will bring a chaise-and-four, my lovely fugitive, that
shall earry us to the bank by ten o’clock. I trust it is not likely that.
any of your persecators will discover us in time to throw any impedi-
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ment in our way. So near the ipossession. of celestial bliss, the Joss,
or even the delay of it, would, 1 am certain, make me blow my brains
out.”

Sophia smiled very gently at his passionate impetuosity, and com-
forted him by the assurance that she felt quite sure they shonld escape
beyond all danger of pursuit if they exactly followed the plan he had
laid down.

The “little licht repast” then followed ; and perhaps, excepting
the first blow which conveyed to her the frightfal news that Cornelins
Thorpe still existed, the sight of it caused her a greater pang than any
other circumstance of that eventful evening. But she remembered
her diamonds, and she remembered her (}I)earzis, and she remembered,
too, that as neither her adoring Richard nor her devoted Margaret
knew that the vearls existed, nor exactly how many diamonds were in
her pocket, she might, if she managed well, contrive to spend a good
portion of their value on herself. This thought enmabled her to
endure the littleness and the lightness of the 'repast with grefter
equanimity than anything else could have done.

CHAPTER XXXV,

Serine that our heroine is thus snugly disposed of, we may now
return with a safe conscience to those whom she left in her quondan
drawing-room. P

*“Poor soul I’ cried Mrs. Heatheote, looking pitifully after her as she
disappeared. “ Poor soul! I can’t help feeling for her. Though to
be sure she did not bear her prosperit(:]y well.”

“My good Mrs. Heatheote!” said Mr. Thorpe, coming towards
her, and seating himself nearly in the centre of the whole party,
cyour kind-hearted sympathy would never have been ecalled for by
the scene you have just witnessed, if my cousin Sophy Martin kad
borne her prosperity well—if she had horne it even decently. The
wealth I have left behind me in the East would have rendered it quite
unnecessary for me to have interfered with my poor father’s secondary
bequest, had T not found reason to believe that he would himself
have reversed it, with equal promptitude and indignation, had he lived
long enough to know the truth concerning the object of it. My
Lord Broughton can bear witness, that when I accompanied his family
to the ball at Hereford, my only object was to make acquaintance
with the you.nﬁ heiress, for the purpose of confirming to her the pro-

erty which she then held only by conditions which were forfeited.
%Ve had agreed, too, that if the young Lord Thelwell found the
young lady to his taste, he should have all my influence to assist his
own 1n obtmmn%_her hand. T learnt, however, that this part of my
roject was not likely to succeed, even before we left the ball-room’;
Eut this was a mere secondary idea, and giving it up without
expressing any feeling of disappointment, I fixed aﬂ'my thoughts on
the hope of entering the house .[hag 50 rashly left, with the power of
X
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confirming the wishes of my lamented father, and of proving to my
young eousin that I was come as a friend, not as an enemy. It is
needless—perhaps it would be ungenerous—were I torecapitulate al/
the reasons I have had for c‘mnfrmn* my purpose ; and it is the less
necessary to do so, beeause I can hdrd]y doubt but that many of those
now present must "be aware why 1t 1s that, professing to desire, before
all things, to do what I believe my father would have Wlshed to do
had he fived longer, I shonld decide upon using the power given me,
by the first d]SpO‘iltIOﬂ of his property, in reversing t En second. But
fally convinced as I am, that of all the relatives he has left, this
unlucky girl is the last, had he really known her, that he w ould have
fixed npon to supply his place in the mansion where hie was born, Thold
it to be a matter of right, and of most imperative justice, to act as I have
done, and as 1 intend to do. Had a multitude of other circuamstances
not eusted either of which would have justified me in doing as I have
done, the one fact that she sought to work upon the fu;hn"‘s of my
tog-forziving father, by aping ‘the dress and air of this porfmlf
would he sufﬂu(‘ut ot on ¥ to have led to the decision agamnst her,
but to have rendered it righteons in the eyes of all. Dear old man!”
continued the too late repentant son, sh'dl Ilet his place be taken and
held by one who dared palter with his recious love, and swindle him out
of his property by a sly mimicking of the erring child of his affection ?
No, by Heaven. 1 would rather abandon for ever the climate and the
soil to which I have attached myself, and shiver out the remnant of
my {rail existence under this nmthcrn sun—myself holding the place
he held—than leave another in it so utterly unworthy of bearlnrr his
name, and so utterly incapable of following his example,”

o Perfectiy right,” said the eldest Miss WllLvﬂs

“T am not the least surprised,” said the seeond.

“T am sure it sen es her qulte right,” observed the third.

% # *

This seene scolmd Complctclv to have exhamsfed the strength of
Mr. Thorpe ; and making an apology to the whole party for leaving
them, he prepared to retire, telling Mrs. Heathcote that he should bo
much obliged it shewould have the kindness to consider the house as
her own as leng as she remained in if, an®do the honours of it to the
guests he had assembled.

The erring but now well-intentioned man then refired to his coffee
and the smoke of rose-leaves, leaving his company to comment,
as might best please them, upon the extraordinary events of the
evening.

16 is har dly possible to coneeive a seb of people more completely in
the way thm1 were the Welsh Squire and his }]]Jree co-heiresses upon
this occasion. The Heathcotes, and their friend Sir Charles, were
naturally longing to discuss what had happened and was ].Lkely to
happen ; but “there had ever been a sort OF civil disunion established
between them and their Llanwellyn-Lodge cousins, arising from the
abunmnt presence of all sorts of pretensmn on the one suio, and the
total absence of it on the other, which rendered anything like unre-
served communion between them impossible. 'The evening therefore
was passed, as long, at least, as they remained together, in the most
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unmeaning observations which it was possible for a set of people, all
deeply interested in the subject-matter, to utter.

Fortunately, however, for the rest of the party, as well as for them-
selves, the three sisters found it utterly impossible to remain beyond
nine o’clock without relieving themselves of the observations they’
wished to make to each other, concerning the events of the evening.

“T1 hope I may be excused,” said Elfreda, addressing the apology
to no one in_ particular, “hut I have so dreadful a headache that I
really feel quite unable to sit up.”

“I don’t feel well, either,” said Eldruda, pressing her hand upon
her chest.

“Don’t you think it will be better for us all to go to bed ?”* sub-
joined pretty Miss Winifred in a very languid voice.

No opposition of any kind being offered, the bell was rung, candles
brought, and the trio bowed and curtsied out of the room, their
mighty father having retired to the study, there to meet his tobacco
and his beer, without- having given any decisive indication of his
hayving heard, or not heard, anything which had passed.

Thus, at length, peaceably left to themselves, the two guardians,
Mus. Heatheote, Florence, and Algernon, drew their sofas and chairs
together, and began to exchange commentaries on the marvellons
discovery which had taken place; and then it was that Florence
ventured to_say—" Do you not think, mamma, that Cousin Sophy
might take it kind if T went up to her? I am afraid she is very

unhappy.”

“1ncg-scd I think so, Florence,” said Mrs. Heathcote, “and I
would go with you ; only that I think, perhaps, she might suffer less
by seemg you alone at first. One thing, however, 1 feel sure of,
though fsup ose we have no right to tell her so till we have heen
commissioned to do it; but I feel perfectly certain in my own mind,
that Mr. Thorpe will hot leave her unprovided for, though he may
not think it right to make her his heiress.”

“ T agree with you perfectly, Mrs. Heatheote,” said Sir Charles,
“ and if our Tlorence finds the poor girl suffering from the idea that *
she is to be reduced to absolute want, having so little reason, poor
thing, to reckon upen the affection of any one, I think that she
might venture to hint, like an angel of peace as she is, that any such
fear must be utterly groundless.” g

“ Shall Florence mention the three Misses Wilkyns as among the
subscribers to the fund that is to prevent it ?* demanded Algernon.

“ There is no oceasion to mention any fund, Flerence, beyond what
supported her hefore this most unfortunate adventure befell her,”
sald Major Heathcote. * Tell her, if she says anything about fears
for the future, that my house and home will still be open to her, as
formerly, and that there is not ons of us, from the oldest to the

oungest, who would not rejoice in making her forget that any sorrow
Eas fallen upon her.” / i

“ Do not think me a brute, papa, for making a_joke about it,”
said Algernon, endeavouring to look penitent, “for I have leave and
license to tell Florence that she may be the bearer'of befter tidings
than any promise of kindness from us could afford. Mr., Thorpe told
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me in a whisper before he quitted the room, that if either of yon saw
the disappointed young lady to-night, you might tell her that though
he thought it his duty to redeem his own estate, he should take care
to bestow such a fortune on her as the favourite niece of his father

" might have a right to hope for. T suspect he thought that Florence

would visit her, for it was towards her he looked, as he said this.”

Sir Charles Temple thought he had never seen his betrothed look
more decidedly like an angel than she did as she stood lListening to
these credentials for her mission; and most truly it was with a
lightened heart, and no lingering step, that Florence now for the first
time sought her cousin Sophia in her boudoir.

On reaching the door, she knocked gently, bub received no reply.
She waited patiently for a minute or two, and then knocked agan
more londly; but as there was still no answer, she ventured to go in.
There was nothing to give notice of the young lady’s elopement in
the sitting.room, except its being empty; but on proceeding across
it to the sleeping-apartment, the door of which was wide open, she

erceived various indications of what had oceurred. Many of the

rawers had been drawn out, and remained so; the receptacle of
bonnets and shawls was also open; more than one of the latter had
been pulled out, rejected, and left on the fioor; and, lastly, a Leghorn
walking-bonnet, known By sight to Florence, had left its unoceupied
stand, to show where it had been. It was impossible to doubt for a
moment that Sophia had left the house, and Florence hastened back
to the drawing-room with the intelligence.

Mrs. Barnes and her own maid were immediately summoned, but
both declared themselves alike ignorant of her departure. On ex-
amining her mistress’s room, however, Mrs. Roberts gave it as her
decided o inion, that she had gone out, as the satin shoes she had

ut on, when dressing for dinner, were ieft, and those most likely to
Ee chosen for walking, cone.

“ But where on earth can she be?” exclaimed Mrs. Heathcote,
looking seriously frightencd. * Where had we better send to look
for her, Mrs. Barnes ?” '

“ Upon my word, ma’am, I can’t say,” replied the housekeeper
with very evident astonishment; I never knew Miss Martin Thorpe
stir out of the house, at this time of night, since she came to it.
May I be so bold as to ask if there was any reason for her taking
herself off in this strange manner?”

The Heathcote family and Sir Charles Temple exchanged glances
of consultation as_to the answer which should be given to this very
natural question ; but they all felt the presence of the lady’s-maid a
restraint; and the old servant of the mansion was therefore answered
with more reserve than would have been maintained towards her had
she been alone, by Major Heathcote saying,—* Upon my word,
Mrs. Barnes, it is 'gy no means very easy to understand what has
happened ; but it is certainly very necessary, or at any rate very
proper, that we should learn if possible where the young lady is
gone, Can either of you give any guess, as to this

“ No, indeed, sir,” was the decided answer of Mrs. Barnes ; but
Mrs. Roberts, after vainly looking round the circle in search of light
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upon this very mysterious manceuvre, condescended to say, “If my
mistress really ¢s gone anywhere, it must be to Squire Branden-
berry’s: for that is the only place where she is anyways intimate.”

_ “That is all very well then,” said Sir Charles, “if she is there, she
is of course safe.”

“ But ought I not to £o to her, ma’am P> demanded Mrs. Roberts;
T gan’t but think she will be greatly in want of my attendance.”

“ Tt will, T think, be better to wait for her orders,” said Major

1 Heatheote, in a tone of anthority that settled the question ; whereupon
the two female chefs left the room to exhaust their own brains and
those of the entire household, by interminable conjectures respecting
this most incomprehensible occurrence.

The servants’ hall accordingly became the scene of a most animated
discussion; Mrs. Barnes openly proclaiming her belief that the young
lady had certainly done something or other, whieh she ought not to
have done, and Mrs, Roberts mamtaining with equal pertinacity that
it was quite impossible she could have done any such thing ; and that
it was very hard indeed, if such a lady as Miss Martin Tﬁlorpe, with
such a fortune at her command, and only a few months to pass before
she was quit of all her plagues and troubles, and quite entirely her
own mistresspeould not go out and visit anybody she pleased, without
being drawn over the eoals for if.

Mrs, Barnes was in the very act of beginning such a re]lﬂy to this
as might have endangered the harmony of the party, when the foreign
servant of the returned wanderer entered the room, and put into her
hands a slip of paper, on which was written in a hand very carefully
disguised— .

“ Please to come to me, Mrs. Barnes.

(Signed) “ TiMOTHY JENKINS.”

« §oh!” she exclaimed, I suppose I have got to go and doctor
this yellow-faced gentleman, as you call him, William ; and that will
be queer enough, seeing that I have never yet set my eyes upon him.
At least, if he is not 1ll, I can’t guess what if is as he wants with
C 2

ne.
But notwithstanding any gueerness she might find in the summons,
Mrs. Barnes was not a person to delay obedience to any guest thus
applying to her, and she immediately mounted to the room occupied
by the stranger,

On entering it, she found him seated beside the fire, with his pipe
in his hand, and the embroidered scull-cap on his head. He looked
at her very earnestly for a moment, without speaking, and then said
%in a ’kmd and genfle tone,—" Come in, Mrs. Barnes, and shut the

oor.”

The good woman remained for a few seconds motionless ; but the
room was very illlighted, there being only one small wax taper and
the five, to scare away the darkness amidst which the still unacknow-
Jedged master of the mansion chose to sit; and wishing, as if seemed,
to see more clearly the person who addressed her, the housekeeper
guddenly advanced, seized one of the candles which stood on the
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dressing-table, and lighting it with all speed at the flame of the taper,
held 1t Tligh, s0 as to illuminate to advantage the face she wished to
examine. For a moment Mr, Thorpe turned his head away from her,
but thinking better of it, faced about again, removell the scull-cap
from his head, and smiled as he fixed his eyes upon her.

“The Lord in Heaven be merciful to me!” eried the poor womwan,
trembling from head to foot. “Is it a spirit P—or is it only my fancy
that is making a fool of me ?”

“You have not then quite forgotten me, Barnes P** said Mr. Thorpe,
standing up before her; “and yet you seem more than half-afraid to
acknowledge that you know me ?”

“Afraid! No, not afraid of anything but being mistaken, But
oh! sir! if you are not indeed Mr. Cornelius, for the love of Heaven
tell me so at once !’ :

“ And if I am Mr, Cornelius, Barnes, what then *

“Why, then the Tiord be blessed and praised for having sent you
back to drive that griping devil from us, that you have scared away !

And then followed a loud lament upon his not having appeared in
time to close his father’s eyes; painful enough for the penitent son to
hear, hut more meekly listened to from the old woman who had often
chid his youth, than when Sir Charles Temple had uttered it. But
the look of deep misery which ap(fea.red settling on his brow, as she
proceeded, checged his old friend more effectually than any chiding
could Lave done ; and abruptly breaking off in the midst of her profit-
less wailing, she turned to the expression of the most cordial and heart-
felt congratulations—more cordial and more heartfelt, unquestionably,

grom themature of the sentiment which the good woman entertained

for the individual who would be dispossessed of her ill-used wealth by
his arrival.

A thorough good understanding being thus established between
them, the old servant was made to sit down with her new master ;
and if anything had been wanting to the just estimate which Mzr.
Thorpe had already formed of lus relatives, the two hours of un-
reserved conversation which ensued would have supplied it,

CHAPTER XXXVI. .

Berone the greatly altered party at Thorpe-Combe met on the fol-
lowing morning at breakfast, the news of Miss Martin’s elopement
with Mr. Brandenberry, in a post-chaise and four, was known to every
individual in the house, and probably to most of the individuals out of
it, for the eircuit of a mile or two. i ]

The tone of observation produced by it among Mr. Thorpe’s guests
was of course various, though, with the exception of Algernon,
they all looked exceedingly grave. But he, spite of his genuine
endeavours to conceal a degree of mirth, which really seemed almost
indecorous, considering the near relationship of the lady to nearly all
present, could not hear the subjec . discussed without again and again
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giving way to bursts of langhter. The Misses Wilkyns looked ex-
cessively shocked at this levity; Major Heathcote chid the boy, Mrs,
Heathcote really looked vexed, Florence shook her head, and Sir
Charles Temple endeavoured to frown, though more than once he
seemed to feel the mirthful impropriety infeetions. But Mr. Thorpe
appeared altogether ?uzzl_ed by it, and after watching the boy for some
time with considerable symptoms of impatience, he said,— .

“ Algernon !—That you are glad Sophia Martin should be gone
away is very natural, for I know she did not like you, and I suppose
you know it also. But why you should find her running away with a
man whose proposals have not been made m the usnal way to her
friends and guardians, so excellent a_joke, I cannot imagine. T think
it 1s a disgrace to us aj.i, and I do not hike your enjoying it so violenily.”

“ 1 am rather ashamed of it myself, sir, I must confess,” rephied
Algernon; “but after all, it-is not my cousin Sophy, you know, at
whom I am langhing—that would be worse still, I suppose; it is only
at Mr. Brandenberry.”

“Let those laugh that win, Algernon, It is Mr. Brandenberry
who has cause to laugh, I think.”

“How, sit? Cause to laugh when he has married Sophia Martin
under the helief that he was leading Sophia Martin Thorpe, of Thorpe-
Combe, to the altar £”

“ You abominable boy !”’ returned Mr. Thorpe, laughing, © you do
not pretend to helieve that she has married him without telling him
what has happened *

“Why do not you believe if, sir ?** demanded Algernon gravely.

“Good heavens ! boy, uo,” retwrned Mr, Thorpe, looking really
angry with him. bty

“Let us talk no more about it, dear Mr. Thorpe,” said Algernon,
colouring ; “ of course you will not mind any nonsense of mine.”

“ Most eertainly I shall not,” rcpgjﬁd his cousin, changing the con-
versation. But somehow or other Mr. Thorpe could not get the idea
out of his head, that his favourite Algernon had judged the unfortunate
Sophia with unjustifiable harshness, and it vexed him. Nothing, per-
haps, could have so greatly tended to soften his own feelings towards
her as this. He interpreted her elopement by supposing that Mr.
Brandenberry, having won her affections, had agreeg with her o con-
ceal his pretensions till she should be of a%ﬁ; and beyond the reach of
any confrol from her guardians; but that, having regained her liberty
at the expense of her estate, her lover had persuaded her immediately
to profit by it, prohably not doubtl¥ that she would still possess suf-
ficient fortune to make her an excellent match for him ; and moreover
to render it very likely, that his pretensions to her hand would be still
strongly opposed by the family. All this was likely enongh, and
thoug;qh not perfectly correct on the part of the gentleman, had nothing
preposterously dishonourable in it. ~ But the idea suggested by Alger-
non, that Sophia had fricked a gentleman into marrying her, by in-
ducing him to elope before the alteration in her eircumstances could
he known to him, had something in it that he could not very easily
forgive the boy for imagining. Notwithstanding this first gentleman- 4
like burst of indignation, however, he could not contrive to get .the
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disagreeable notion out of his head. Sophia, as he had seen and heard
her at old Giles’s c_:ottaga—So]{hiu devouring her savoury morsels in
secret—Sophia, with the ample fortune of which she then believed
herself possessed, slandering the gentle unportioned Florence and her
destitute brother, in order to prevent their sharing his liberality with
herself—Sophia, under all these circumstances, rose before him again
and aga]i;%, till he hegan to feel that it might be just possible Algernon
was right. ;

From the moment he had determined upon reclaiming his estate,
Mr. Thorpe’s purpose was to give ten thousand pounds to Sophia
Martin, little as he liked or loved her; hut he now resolved, before he
made known his intentions on this or any other point, to ascertain to
a certainty whether the suspicions of Algernon were just. For this
purpose he determined to be at Broad Grange to receive the fugitives
on their return; and baving requested the whole party assembled at
the Combe to remain his guests for another week, he arranged his
E}.’ms without a single confidant, save his Arab groom, so as o give

im a fair chanee of encountering the newly-married eouple before the
brideeroom should have learned the news of his return, if indeed the
bride had intended to keep it from him.

Tt was not difficult to caleulate, with tolerable accuracy, the pro-
hable period at which the fugitive pair were likely to reach Broad
Grange ; and the carriage-road to it after passing the Combe Lodgze,
being three miles; whereas that through his shrubberies was less than
one, his faithful Asiatic had abundance of time to giveshim warning
when to mount the fleet little animal he usually rode, so as to sen
him scampering through the shrubbery-path, without any risk of being
too Ile]:‘ce fo receive Mr, and Mrs. Richard Brandenberry in their own
porch.

No plan could more perfectly succeed; and Mr. Thorpe, the actual
possessor of Thorpe-Combe, stood ready in broad daylight to greet
them there, as they descended from the chaise.

Tt is but justice, however, to the eccentric buf not ungenerous
Cornelius, to declare that he would not thus have resented himself,
had he not very justly come to the conclusion that his presence there
could not fail of doing his little-liked, but perhaps wrongly suspected
cousin, more good than harm. For, if guiltless of what Algernon sus-
pected, it conld not but be consolatory to her to be received with for-

- giveness, and the promise of ten thousand pounds, by the relative

from whom she probably anticipated very scanty kindness ; while, on
the other hand, if she had indeed heguiled a lover of her wealth to
marry her without it, the discovery of her being the hetter plotter of
he two could never be made under circumstances more likely to
insure her forgiveness from her irritated bridegroom, than when she
was saluted with a friendly welcome by the onﬁy person in existence
who could pay him for forgiving her.

Mr. Brandenberry, the moment the chaise stopped, opened the door
himself, and sprang to the ground with so much graceful gaiety, as
might well make his lady forget, if anything could, that no attentive
serving-men were there to do this office for him. Sophia took his
offered hand, and descended. Perhaps at that moment there existed
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a pretty even balance in her mind, between the dread of the approach-
ing_discovery and the friumph of having outwitted the mercenary
bridegroom, whose adoration she had ever felt to be.in so great a
degree addressed to her acres. But nevertheless she endured a pretty
sharp pang of terror as she saw the detested form of her cousin
Thorpe step forward from the porch. But even then, neither her
courage nor her cunning forsook her. “ Here,” she said, *“is the man
whose interference I feared might prevent our marriage, my dear
Richard !’ hanging lovingly upon her bridegroom’s arm. “‘ But, thank
Heaven! it is now too late I :

“Does not Mr. Brandenberry then know of my return, Sophia
said Mr. Thorpe, approaching her,

“No, sir, he does not,” she replied with unshrinking courage ; “and
you may now inform him of it, if you will.”

Somewhat astonished at the familiar manner in which his bride was
thus addressed by a person totally a stranger to him, and still more
50, at the lady’s manner of replying to him, Mr. Brandenberry rather
sharply turned towards Mr. Thorpe, and said, “May I inquire, sir, who
it is that I have the honour of sceing ?” ]

“ Assuredly, Mr. Brandenberry, you have every right to make the
inquiry, and I have every inclination to answer it,—if, indeed, on lock-
ing at me with attention, you cannot answer it yourself,”—was the
teply, and as he made it, Mr. Thorpe looked him full in the face and
smiled ; which he had invariably found to be the most certain manner
of making himself recognised.

It must be remembered that when presenting himself at the Here-
ford ball, Mr. Thorpe had wished and endeavoured as much as pos-
sible to disguise his person, and that now his purpose was to make
himself known ; so that, when the bridegroom set about the exami-
nation to which he was thus challenged, no recollection of Mr. Jenkins
occurred to puzzle him; nevertheless he looked earnestly in the face
of his mysterious visitor for a minute or two, before any idea of the
terrible truth suggested itself. But at Jast it came upon him like a
thunderbolt, with a shock unmitigated by any mixture of doubt, and
at the same Instant, the treacherous manceuvre of Sophia stood revealed
before him ! :

The blow was terrible; but Mr. Brandenberry did not altogether
lose his recollection. He remembered, both that the gentleman who
stood before him was the near relation of his bride, and moreover that
he could not betray all he felt on the occasion. without betraying also
the mercenary nature of the addresses which had won her. OxE look
he certainly did give her, but it was askance, and then rallying with
the recollection that Thorpe was an honourable name, and would be
sullied in the eyes of all men were the lady who had borne it, as its
chief, to come portionless to the arms of her spouse, he boldly deter-
. mined to make the best of a very bad matter, and to Tose nothing by a
too honest avowal of his feelings.

Within two minutes, there ore, after he became convinced that
Cornelius Thorpe was Cornelius Thorpe, and his adored heiress no
heiress at all, he manfully answered to the challenge of his new rela-
tion :—“ If it is possible that I may believe my eyes, when they ses -
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what is so very extraordinary, T should say that the lone-lost son of
our excellent neighbour Mr. Thorpe was returned to life.”

““And not to life only, Mr. Brandenberry, but to the inheritance of
his ancestors,” replied Thorpe.  This is neither a place nor a time
to talk of what I may be able to do for my cousins, without injury to
myself. But I shall find both; and for the present I wish you hoth
all joy ;—and now farewell.” 3

Mr. Thorpe waited for no answer. Certain that he had said what
was more likely to preserve his abominable little relative from actual
ill-usage than anything else he could have spoken, he felt no inclina-
tion to prolong the interview, but rapidly gliging off, and seizing the
bridle of his gentle horse from the branch of a tree, just beyond sight
of the gates, he sprang upon his back, and galloped home again,—
Eerfcctly satisfied that the diamond-cut-diamond style of union which

ad brought the pair together, would, from the caution it demanded
on both sides, he likely to secure to both quite as much conjugal hap-
piness as they deserved.

The thought which most completely engrossed Mr. Thorpe on re-
entering the house was the injustice he had done to Algernon, and
tossingbhis reins to the groom who was waiting for him on the steps,
e ran full speed into the library to seek him. And he found him
there; but not alone. Suddenly rising from the chairs in which they
had been seated, and coming forward evidently to greet his arrival, were
three persons wholly unknown to him. The unexpected group con-
sisted of a_middle-aged gentleman in the centre, and a slender youth
on each side of him. Algernon, who stood near, looked at them, and
thought of the Laocoon ; but the absence of the serpent was not the
only Eﬁssimi]a,rity; for whereas the faces in the antique group hetokened
agony, those of the modern one spoke nothing but delight.

Mr. Thorpe looked at Algernon for an explanation, or at any rate
for an introduction to the trio, and the appeal was answered by his
saying, “ This is Uncle Spencer, Mr. Thorpe, and the young gentle-
men are his sons.”

“ Permit us, my dearest Cornelius,” said Mr. Spencer, gracefully
advancing with an extended hand, “to be among the first to welcome
your long-wished-for return to your native land I’ .

Mr. Tﬁurpe bowed, and rather slightly touched the extended hand
of his visitor. ; \

* Were you aware of my return, sir, when you arrived ?* said he.

“A letter from Sophy Martin sammoned us,” replied the equivo-
cating official, whose appearance at this eritical moment was ocea-
sionted solely f)y the letter from Miss Wilkyns which has been already

uoted.

“ But to that letter you vouchsafed no answer, Mr., Spencer,” replied
the restored heir. .

“ My dearest sir, it was impossible. In fact”—and here the inva-
luable assistant in the affairs of the royal treasury stopped short.

“ It matbers not, sir,” returned Mr. Thorpe; “ 1 am vastly well
pleased to see you now. My wish is, as sneedily as possible, to bring
to a conclusion the affairs which have obliged me to return to this
country, and I shall feel better satisfied {rom having made aequaint.
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ance with you and your sons, before T Jeave it again.” Then turning
to Alzernon, he laid his hand upon his shoulder, and whispered as he -
led him to the other end of the room, “I beg your pardon, my dear
boy. For the future, say what you will, T shall believe you imphicitly ;
50 henceforth my faith is at your merey.” ‘

Algernon looked at him with surprise, having no knowledee what-
ever of the excursion from which Ife was just returned, and having
moreover totally forgotten the little faith with which his iterpreta-
tion of Sophia’s elopement had been received.

“1 have paid the bridal visit, Algernon,” resumed M, Thorpe.
“ Do you understand me now ?
; “A111d how did the bridegroom look on seeing you? " cried Algernon
in reply.
“ lpsuspect.that he is a wise and prudent man, in general, notwith-
standing the blunder he has just made; and having great respect for
all such, I fully intend to give him as much eonsolation, under his
misfortune, as I conveniently can, without injustice to others.”

Alzernon nodded, and with a smile so radiant with good humonr
as very clearly showed he heard this pitying sentence with sa.
tisfaction. The two fiiends then walked down the room again,
arm in arm, and joining the Spencer group, Mr. 'Thorpe proposed

. adjourning fo the drawing-room, where Mrs. Heathcote, who, as he

expressed it, had kindly undertaken to do the honours of his house
for him, would be happy to receive them.

How heartily did Mr. Sﬁencer mutter dammation upon the folly
which had brought him and his thus tardily into the presence of so
gracious a cousin,

# 4 S % # #

To draw out minutely the finale which followed these events, would
be but_tediously to repeat what the imagination of the intelligent
reader has already suggested to him.

QF course, Lady Temple objected to the frightfully imprudent mar-
riage proposed by her son; and of comrse, upon being informed that
Florence had been endowed with fifty thonsand pounds by her muni-
ficent cousin, she thought better of it, and even confesse that it was
a match which was caleulated beyond all things to give her pleasure,
?n qizcount of her very affectionate recollection of the whole Thorpe

amily,

Of course, Algernon had the house and all its belongings, together
with the estate of Thorpe-Combe, settled on him and his heirs for
ever; and o{ course the happy boy contrived to prevail on his father
and well-beloved stepmother to make it their home for many a happy
year, without insisting as a condition that any of his young brothers
and sisters should be banished from it.

OF course, Mr. Thorpe kept his word, and did. rather more than he
ought to have done for Sophia and her kidnapped hushand 3 glving
them wherewithal to live af the antiquated Grange with better
dinners and suippers than the dark-browed bride had the slightest
right to hope for, But Mr. Thorpe did not deem it necessary or
righteous to leave in her possession the jewels she had so unceremo.
niously conveyed away ; observing to her, as he reclaimed them, that
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they would be fitter for the future wife of her cousin Algernon than
for her, because Thorpe-Combe was a larger estate than Broad
Grange; adding, that he hoped the Brandenberry family would con-
sider the string of pearls he had given her as proper an heirloom for
the Grange as he thought the old Thorpe diamonds for the Combe.
And of course the young Mrs. Brandenberry did not agree with him
in this opinion at all ; but as soon as her.three hundred a year was
secured to her, past accidents, declared that on this particular ac-
count she desired never to have any further intercourse with the
Heatheote family whatever; af the same time making it clearly
understood that Sir Charles and Lady Temple were included in the
threatened estrangement.

()f course, the Wilkyns and the Spencer races went back very nearly

they came, except that they carried with them very civil assurances
of Mr. Thorpe’s regrets that he had not any more Thorpe-Combes to
give away.

Of course, the wanderer himself derived as much pleasure as un-
dying regret for the past would permit, in witnessing the happiness
he had made. And when, fifteen years later in life, he once again
returned to see how his works of atonement had prospered, and
found Temple flonrishing in the easy affluence of its owner, and its
woods 1'edoIient with the gay carols of the happy race which he had
assisted to plant there; when he saw Algernon blessed with a wife
deserving him, and the prosperous younger branches of the Heath-
cote race,—some by his own Asiatic influence, and the rest by the
help of their wealthy friends and their own sound Heathcote
Erinci les, all thriving, prosperous, and respected, with the grey-

aired major and his joyous wife in the midst of them,—he re-

turned again to end his days in the distant land of his choice,
with a conscience soothed into believing that he might hope to be
forgiven. :
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