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CHAPTER L

‘¢ Oh, his was a weary wandering,-
And a song or two might cheer him.
The pious youth began to.sing
As the weg y man drew near him;
The lark weZmute as he touched the string,
And the thrush said, ¢ hear him—hear him! "
: PREAD.

Ir was\Gh-r-i-s{—.ma’é time in London. The days

were dark and foggy, but the faces which looked
upon them were bright enough ; and even the beg-
gars in the streets, seemed to have a consciousness,
through all their misery, that the time had come
when hearts and hands, hard and closed on other
days, must soften and open at their appeals. Holly
and mistletoe abounded on every side, as a matter
of course. The green-grocers’ shops were perfect
arbours of glossy leaves and crimson and white ber-
ries j—the prize pigs and sheep, at the butchers’,
were decked with wreaths and artificial roses; and
you could hardly stir three paces on the side-walks
without meeting some jolly-faced servant girl, grin-
ning suggestively over the boughs she was carrying
home ‘to missus.”

Troops of children, ragged, but keenly imagina-

“tive, bung about the windows, where Christmas trees,

whose burden was not-for such as them, were dis-
played ;—children happier in their birth and friends
went in and bought those wonderful toys, or crowd-
ed the Lowther Arcade to suffocation, while they
tried, in vain, to make g choice out of the small
glories that surrounded.-them. All was bustle and
happy confusion—¢very face sesmed to say ** Christ-
mas comes but once’ a year’=—every heart seemed

determined to make the most of the general seagon

of jollity while it remained to them.

Every heart, did I say? Nay, in “ Merry En-
gland,” there is many a crushed and bleeding spirit
even at Christmas time ; and one of the number had

found her way into the lighted, bustling streets, at
the time of which I write, There she stood alone,
among the busy throng, unheeded and unnoticed,
looking in at a glittering shop-window, and wonder-
ing vaguely why no ‘one would buy such pretty
things for her—wondering still more vaguely how
she ‘was to get her Christmas dinner on the morTow
—or, indeed, any dinner on any day. For she was,
a solitary orphan, without a penny or a fiiend—
without beauty, or grace, or any good gift save one
——and of that she was as yet unconscious.

No one stopped %o look at her as she passed-eno -

one seemed to care for her—for her m_isefy, Ler hun~
ger, or her forlorn or desolate state; and a strange
sinking at her heart kept her from niaking her
wants known aloud, as the beggurs standing in the
kennels were doing all up and down the streets.

She could not stand in_the gutter-—she could not
beg—therefore she must starve; and as she thought
these thoughts in her childish way, a woman with
two children took her stand in the street before herp
and began to sing the Christmas hymn. As the fa-
miliar notes fell upon the girl's -ear, she left the
shop window, and loitered that way.

A memory of her dead mother, who used to sing
her to sleep with that same hymn, in tovnes like an
angel’s, touched her heart, and she too joined in
the chorus, * Oh, come let us adore Him,'’ half un-
consciously. As her pure, clear tones rang out up-
on the frosty air, the ballad-singer stopped, and
looked round with surprise; and from the little
crowd which had collected, a murmur of delight
and admiration arose.

Blushing and confused, the child shrank back.~—
But as she reached the corner of the street, a hand
was laid upon her shoulder, and a kind voice said:

“ Where are you running te, my little nightin-
gale?”

She looked up in the speaker’s face. He was a
man of thirty-five, tall, handsome, and aristocratic
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4. THE ORPHA‘N OF CHARNLEY . : i lnokmg as 'if he thonght his friend had- sudden]y gentlemen are in the mext carriage, first class.—

- (. gone mad. - They’][ look after yon. when you get to. your jour-

* Yes, I will—~that j Js, it she wﬂl go. ™ adopt| ney’s end, Good night, little 'wy, aud a melry

her, .educate her, etc, There can be no scanda]! Christmas to you!” .

-about her. thunk goodness, for six or seven years to} The forlorn creature’s hem't w'u-med at the kind-

come’ and long before _then I. shall be reformed,|ly words, Setting off in that strange journey mie.

married, settled, taken in und done' for, So hene an unknown land, they seemed hke a benison on

gees! My little girl, would you like a good homes| her path “ .

and kind friends, and plenty to eat, drink, and wear’| * Good hight, and a merry Chnstmas to you, sir! "'

and a nice school, and lots of toys 7’ . - she snid timidly. * You are the kindest man I ever.

“ My eye ! shouldn’t ! ejaculated the chﬂd to| saw in my life!” R
whom this futare opened like a dream of Blysium.| ¢ Well, it's something to have a young lady ml‘l
Did he fancy she had picked his pocket, and wasmith. - 3 _—_— :!:1;8 :lt:c‘ilt:%’ghir ]:c:gflfnd yo‘u are qmte sure you I:r!:su:tzt::.\:fl]:l;sg t::ﬁ E;:d-zeiizr:l?eﬂjz‘:;:: h:
i i i ave you any mone . b
;'-(,e“gz;ng to“lgnehcr’:r;]char%e t;) tl(;e Pd:;i?down 2 :: go 313, y vt . : g lisve no one in Lendon who has a better vight| the platform. e °°
s wa e said, leading’ No, sir.” . N o

ile S:if;est;;e':’ “}’?ﬁew t;:ey wére. out of tho sway "« Then bow are jou.goillg t get anything to eat . w;:”t’hiz::r-l have? No fmends—-—uo relations 17 ioufxz;e];;m ;:iamed ler eyes after}.hlm tlll he was

of the small ctowd, who always seem to be out for to-morrow 1"’ : e “ Very well.' What is your name?” - The h"fm ;tm'ted and the whistling, the shriekin

the express putpose of attending to every-ene’s) "I don't know, eir, unless I beg 1, was the sad g “ Rely, siv.” " |slamming 'of doors, and confusion of voi icea ter ﬁgd'
business except their own, ' reply. J ' o . “Rely . ‘ * : B oid measm; vices terrifie
Plucms her under the. lump—post, the gentleman T Have you been beggmg t“‘m“ht?' he usked o “ Reliahce, sir.” E | ‘ Chn}émg tightly .to Her wooden seat;-as if thag

pushed back her bonnet and looked into her face. l’“‘}""gl" _ , “What could your mother have. been thinking | could protect her—-and with the direst visions of a
1t was not pretty—it could boast of ‘nothing’ better No; sir.’ " . N x - of to give ‘you such o name! I .shall christen|colision—‘“a smas ’.she called jteshe was barpe
than a sallow ski, }.Jrga, dark grey eyes, and irreg-| “ Have you had supper? : , | 3 you over again, Have you any obiectionn ™. |away. - \
ular features, /But her hair was beautiful, Jong, : No, sir.” o e o “I should like to be called ‘Rely, sir,” was the| It was late before they reached their destination 3
a‘bund.mt, golden and falhng in. nabuml curls axound ; “I?'-m??r :‘: L ) hemtatmv reply, “hecause she used to gay it.” . so lute that the tired child was sound asleep when
ber thin cheeks, ~— w 0, It . ‘ | “Very well. I'll call you Aurelia, Will that!|the train stcnpped and the already familiar nome of

“ What 2 contrast!” he 531‘1 to Lis fnend a Breakfast ? ’ do?” .. o ‘Charnley” was shouted by the guard as he flashed

‘youth of twenty-one. ¢ Did you ever sce such kair,| * Yes, sir, They gave me a piece of ‘bread be- S “ Vs, wir.” T N o | e bt gf pos o mtjher gwws . ashe

with such a.complexion and eyes, in yourh]lfb 1 . |fore they sent. ma a.way from the Whitechipei Road L “ And what is yimr last—your other name?” Sh; arose-ut‘ once: and stumbled tow{;rd}; l:l;e doar
# Never,"? replied the young gentleman .tddwss- ﬂﬁs morning." - “Gresham, siv.”’ | . +{. Her frier'ld~rece‘iv’ed~her-—muttered * Poor littlf;
od, looking-at the child with a smile of scorn.— “A piece of bread! And why didn’t y ou bec to- . “That will do beautlfully' Now, Miss Gresham, | vretch ! and stowed her comfortably &\;ra'y n;n the

‘ What business has she with it?” day LR . ' .vnu are syre you are willing to go with me? Be- back seat of .a uamage that was in waiting for

“ You had better ask the mother who g-we it to “Y can't Eln I’m u- htﬂe hungner,  she said, CLd cause | Aon't wan't to be token up by your friends,! them S
her,” said the elder gentlpman, with a sneer. ®As sadly. . . T ‘ i the Bubbmq for kldnappmg any fair damsel of |  Aubrey rode outslde, and smoked; the child slept
shie has it, she will probably keep ity in spite of’ you| % Good heavens' Do you hear that, Aﬂb!ﬁ)" ‘ K tender years,” .- placidly opposite her benefactor, who was also
or me. ' Now my little girl, don’t look so fiightén-| That is-what your mothel s confounded schemes for “Yes, éir; I'm very willing to go with you 1" drow s§. N
ed. We aré not going to hatm you. I only wanted | the ' South-Sea-Islahders do. ‘They get shoes and ' Al right. Then I am the guardian of your for-] At last they: stopped and Aureha, rubbing eyes,
to see if your face was as pretty as your .voice.—— tockmga, which they don’t know how to ivear, and i | tune in future ;' so be good enough to follow us, and| found. herself led up a flight of steps, andnmto a

: How old are you"” N . these poor little de'nls in London freeze and starve ~as quickly as possible, or- we shull lose the trulg, stnall square hall, paved with black and white mar-

“ Ten, sir,”-said the girl, with a oourtesy under our very eves . “ L 5 which would be no joke, aud what is worse. no|ble, where. 2 benevolent-loo\\mg lady, wearing a-
% There, don’t be bobbing in' that absugd way to Aubn,y sm:led ‘ R Clinenley to-mght: 1”2 ¢ close cap and steel spectacles, stood waiting to re-
me,” he said, hastily. *“Stand u¢p and:look mé iu} “u My inoilier 45 u goose—on some pomts But ] .fw . -Bewildered with the good fortune that had'so un- | ceive'them,
the face. Where do you live?” - ~ |we shali lose the truin, Ricbard, if we stop here any i, expectedly befollén her, the girl trudged after the| Her benefactor mtoduced her very curtly

“two gentlemen, as they went, jesting, laughing, and| ' ¢ Qne of the waifs and strays of London, that you

smoking, towards the London Bridge Station. . |are always preaching a'buut, Marshill. Get her to
As they entered the door, her protector looked|bed as quick as you can.”

- round, nodded kindly at her, and, beckonmg te a} :¢“The Lord a mercy! whatever will come next1”
porter, gave him some msuructlo‘ns -acting upon|said the person addressed as Marsliall; but she took
which, he took possession of her, much as. if sheithe child away at once, and after a nice warm bath,
had been » Christmas hamper, or a puppy dog, and|dressed her in soft clean clothes, and lefe her iv o
stowed her away in & second-class. carringe of a)bed, whose feathery abundance was grateful enovugh
train that stood, panting and puﬁin upqn the plat- 0 - the poor little Hmbs that, for months pust, bad

tormh, L 1echncd ‘witn the. scantiest of coverings, apon the

« But where am I going 1" she askcd famt;]y, as bare, haid, bnards of a- Whitechapel Iodn’mg-imuse.
the man turned away. o :
“ All right !’ was the cheerful reply.‘ % The twe

.

" looking. He wore a grey over—coat, and 2’ common|thing to eat ever since mother dled in the hospﬂal
round, hat, but “ gentleman™ sPOke even throughbut she took ill with a fever last weelk, and they
this rough disguise. Giving one glance at his dark;won’t lIe‘t: me stay there now.”
face, his abundant ‘whiskers and  moustache, /hi *“Then where are you gomg ?"
keen eyes, ‘and: small whnte hand, ’the chlld oodf “I don't. know, gir"”

" stfll, abashed &nd unable to speali. o " © 1'% Where aie $ou going to sleep to-mg’ht ‘?” he in-

%A swell! a'regular swell, and no stake !” was quned anxiously.

ker first lhought-—for her education was but aj On one of - those duof—steps,l suppoqe if. the‘
thtecbapp:e one at the best; and thqugh her|Bobbies don't turn me away,” she replied, Iuﬂhmwv.
voice was very sweet, her language was not always quzet]y at the nearest house, from whose lighted
of Jthe choicést. What could he want ‘with her?|witidows came’ sweet sound of music and of feative
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“Nowhere, sir.” . | ~ llonger. We'li give the gitla sovereign between us,
* What do-youmean . Whele # yum fut:luu "he and she will be set up for life.”

asked. ol : N
“Fhe child pnckul up her ears greedlly ,
"I haven’t -got an futher——npver had any,’” was :
1 haven't -got any . y She i.new the woith of a sovereign bett.er, far bet-

t¥ | R
\;“:::II;; '--xmd your molher? y ter !han sither of its donors possibly could dojj and
vmons ot' a fmry futme—-wswns of a hot dmner, a

“ Ok, she’ls déad ™ . 1 .

The words -seemed spoken md:ﬁerently enm!gh cosy fire, a pair of whole shoes, and:- “e";'l six-pen-
pat the speaker’s lip. tremblcd aud her eyes were Fulii Y doll—were already dancing before her eyes,
" of tears. . _ when the elder of the two - friends spoke agai‘n.,

. "There, never mind, . poor child!
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- Bu[ hg}ve 'you.nn “No! '" he Sald medltatwely; “1'll do sometlnng
hump--nu one to whom you belnn or who takes! better for her than that. I geuerally have'.an odd - -
| whim-or two about Christmas 1ime, and this is one.
 No, sir, there's a'woman in the Whitechapel 1 take the gigl to Charnley with me.”
“Rond let me sleep in heér room, and gave me some-|: * Good gracious!” - ejuculated ‘Captain Aubrey,
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T c;ipiri"'nn”l‘l. ,
e That thnllmg vmqe, 80 su& and clear—-
Was it fum:har’to fis ‘ear?
And ﬂ]ose dehmous, droopmg eyes, ,
As soft and pure as summer.skies, * .
Had he, indeed, in other days, = .

Been tlessed in t,he light of then- holy rays ? "
: PRAE’D

(
*

!
a4 ")

Tue walking in an unfamiliar place is to avery - one'a

pecuhar ‘and’ puzzling. gensition.. But ‘what fancy, |

what the wakmg of that lonely orphan chlldi ‘in her
'home, must have been,

- She uuclosed her eyes as the ﬁrsz bnght rays of
‘sunghine fell upon ﬂ'xém, and st.arl::ng up in bed,
"looked round with @ glance of surprisé that was at
once * ludicrous and pathetic © Those - fine linen
' sheets and p]l!ow-cases-—those snow-white curtdins,
*tmlet:*cluths, and: coumerpane—how came they in
iy room of which stie was the jnmate? |

_She sprang out of bed, and her naked feet sauk

juto a soft, warm carpet, like velvet to tread.

She went to the window ; and, in the fp}ace of a
‘mnol\y, foggy atpitosphere, ‘and a squahd, no:some
“stleet, wide fields, and - smﬂmg blue sines spn eud

out before her. ‘ ‘

The poor litle ‘wretch had never ha.d a glimpse of
. the couniry before, except during one inemorable

Sunday school excursion to Epping F orest, where
-she bud gctually knelt ‘down -and. kidsed the grass
and flowers beneath her feet, to the scornful amuse-

ment of her less entnusmsnc and more clty-mmded
compamons. ‘ '

+ And now - the cauptry-—the br oad, tree, open
© country, Was to- he her ‘beautiful home. - -

. It'was Christmas txme, it is true, aiid the flowers
had faded, and the grass looked dead  and ‘sere;.
“but there were hol]y trees in abundance, enough, "in:
- fhiemselves, to make a sammer for her'childish heart.

The ringing of a bell below, drew her away ﬁom

-

the window,
She ‘went to the marble-topped ‘washdstand, with

a look of awe; -
What if she should break one of those pamted
china iuws%or ‘basins—would they turn her out of the:
_house ‘at once? And the scented 'soap; like a
polished ball' of ruby crysta.l—-and ‘the soft, white
towels; oh, surely they could never be meant far
her to use!.’
‘As she stood . eyemg t:he thmgs ‘with great per-
plexlt}, the door opened, and the kind-fuced specta-
cled lady who had put her to bed on-the Pl&VlDllS
mght entered, Inden with different articles ol attire.

THE ORPHAN oF \CHARNLEY T

' {eavshtsighe ‘of hér, “ Do you want to catdh y‘ot!r ¥
~ . |death of cold, al:andmg there in your bare’ foet? -
[ Here, put on: your shoes and’ stockmgs—-—-qmck

[} B

Avivelin mutely -submitted to her ministrations.-

‘}éhe had ever -seen, where poor Cinderells wis “left

‘{on 'the ball mght, desolste” and_ forlorn, and  sitting
in the aghes (for which unut’ly trick< she ought, by

Fights, to be punishedy ither than- fewﬁrde&), where,
sobbmg and” cryihg; and - wishing ‘herself and - her

suw a little o!d woman slﬂppmg out upcm the ﬂom,

Y. s

splendid rzument, her down-at-the-heel shoes into

coach of pumpkms, and ' coachinen and fooﬁnen,
fresh from the trap, to meet her' handsome pmince,
and set his young heart in a flaime. -

‘To Aurelia every word of that' delicious : story was
perfectly true; and no# looking down at her crim-

smekmgé,w“ white ‘as'snow,” she saw 'in hergelf a
perfect heroine of the scullery, and wondered
' |secretly where it was all'to end. ° '
Ske was too young to dreaim of a handsoma fpnnce
as yet; but Mr. Richard Leroy's dank, saturmne,
and melanchaly counténance certainly beamed: like
thie face of aw angel, at the end of her fairy dréam.,
a smile of ‘satisfaction. ““If -you don't, look as
a'pin; dndyou may kiss me if. you like.”.

. Aurelia was -not backward in avmlmg herseff of

this kind invitation. - -
. No one-had ever kissed her smce her mother

around the housekeeper’s neck. .

- “Poqr little gitll” Well, a8 ‘you 2 ‘are ar orphan,
and as Chaloy:is to-be. your home for'a long ume,
I will try and be like a-mother: to you.  ‘And you
may call‘me Aunt. Betsy. That is'what M. ‘Richard
always uded ‘to call me when'he’was a young man.

fast-rootn, for Mr. Richard wants to- see you, -

tnmchty .

| They passed: ‘down the sta:rs, through the marble-
Pw{red ball, and inte a smalllibrary on the 'ground
floor, which ovetlooked the garden, and was always
used by the master of the house as a breakfast-room
when he was a resident. . ,

¢ Blegs the .child!” she -ejaculated, ‘when shel

o

" “The’ wails of I.ins room were - lined wn;h booka,

[
Y.
.\_‘P'J&

\ BWEpL. thie floor.

' Orié after ‘mriother, .the ‘different articles of Hé‘r :
dress wre fitted on by the dld lady, who kept Wi
< |rudning | commental y of- pltiful remiarks over h;{“* ‘
- | wasted and ‘worn appearance, 43 the task proceeded
The child’ scmcely heard what ghe was saying's she

was thinking of the #fitst, Iast, “and. only pnntomlme .

? anfmmenmsé blagk-Newfoundland dog, “with- the

disagreeable sisters dead, she heard!soft music, and -

the beautifil glass ll,:ppena, and sent her off with a

son frock, her damty black kid - shppers aid

; mthmg but dirty rags. I really could:not: hrmg her

¢ There, my dem !” ejaculnted the rold. lady, with - o you in sueh a state.

handsome as a plcture—at. least, you are as clean as .

died .2ivd 'shé.said so simply as she threw her arms . -

e

R e T N i S St N L% o =
Rl ; % -

Now take my hand, and come down' to’ the brea.k- ’

el TR
T A L P

Aurelia. folloWetI her kmd proteclress awith éome :

AR e

~ ;mwe. "«Go with: Mrs. Marshall; ‘my.desr, and she

the Furmtme way old and, masqlva Tthe pr4W1n-
- dows had broad seats, -and . steps outatde, Iemimg
Satothe garden ; and théirhenvy cnmstfn hangmgd

A bnght fire was blazmg o’ the "rigifble hearzh :
and on the*ﬂg, full in'the ’li?ght :anid-warinthy basked

tinjest ite of a grey and wﬁzte l\iﬂ;tén scm’m]&slee:p
hetween ‘bis pagws, . -

“Mr: Aubiey et reaﬁmg ‘thie- inoraing: paper near
t.‘he fire,

M. Leroy still 1ema1ned at the table, idly. itt'ifrmg
hls tea, und glancmghaw and then 4t a humber of
iettéi's that laid beside* l‘us plate. : :

“Poor Aurelia’s éyes open:etFto the:raflillest&ektent.

. They had never lookeéd on such aseene of: ltmury,
eomfmt, ‘and elegance’ béfore. -

" Both gentlemen turned round -when-'she- émex!éd
“the room. < E

Mr. Aubrey gave a long, low wlnstle, ifd aayfe&
“her with a Whizzical look, which she resented with
out fully tnderstanding. : ® .

' But 'Mr. Leroy held out his hand w:&hafp!ensam
s:mle, érid drew her to his knee.

" g

“Upon ty word, Mrs. Marshalt, you:have mad& |
gucl: n tmprovement herethat T.can haidly: recog-].
’ mr.e my ‘young. friend,” he said.

clui you.get all these fifee- hmgs‘ to. éness »herim
so sopn 1" A v
““Mrs. “Marshall colofed - an& ﬁdgeted vwith - lier
-8pron a. moment or two before she answered, .. -
ety g see, siry” the poor child’s - ‘cln&hes ‘ Wepe

weté oil in the housé, and of 10 use-to-ny - -ome,.: I

thought you wouid ot be angry A prﬂt them.ou [
her.” '

““ Whise Wefe. ‘they ‘?" asked Mr. ’Le‘ray, brleﬂy

e MISB Helen wore them ‘when ?she%as a einld; :

sn_ .
HIS face’ clanded over mstandy, arrd Aubrey ‘.look.
gd up athim With a ‘quick’ glance of*/ eutriosity, ¢
“That will do, Masshall,
I hope y you«are not, angry, sity'? “the: he\}sekeeper
venuured to’ siy, s ‘shestill lingered-at the’ ddor. -
¢ th at all. Why should Ibe? But you ﬂeef'l
. pot give Aurelia’any more of—--thosethmgs. See

'PHE %P&!AN or. *ﬁHfERNI‘%EY

:And s0-as “theses thmgs -

Youma’j*gb " i}

'

Lpleaaant mm to: mmke ’neqmmtwwe *Wl&h ¢the
great biack doganid-his pretty.little, playmate.s. bt .

¢ Mrs. Marshall seized her by the hand, ~and hugg:eﬂ h
! Hher froin:the:zponi..sp quickly. that ;she:had searcely

time to make: her curtesy: properly.st the wiqpr

“A:worm and- plennfnl bmkfast iawadted her Aﬂ
the kitchen,

“The cook, 1a- :stout, “flarid - woman .of . ﬁg,rgy 4 her

{husband who acted as gardener and, coachman,;and

the -housckeeper,: partadk , of .the- smenl with -her.
!Bat through all:the . déliglit -of - tasting . coffee, and
hot rolls; and - Hampshn:& baeon,; all-at once, -forthe.
first time in her life, Aureha had quickness .enough’

- 460 drsctwer that. her - unfnrtunate .dpess, . which rshe

thought :s0 very heﬁuu{ul, wasi the chief’, subjpct of
discussion,

“/To:think:of ! h:mmnueing as.ﬁnﬂ%er allg}us tune'" ‘
- gjaculatéd Mrs, Marshall, :during her, thu‘drt;up -of
coffee, T“’Andm “think of :my being: such 1, fool!
Though what was I to do, when he wanted’ 1o see
the child/the firat thing, and:; she with. net, a decent
fagtopit on?”

“ What - ails.ithe ; ﬁlothea,_.ﬁ,unt Bemsy 1, qgkad
Aurelia ; “ I:think:they.ave. wery.pratey. "

“Fo they are, ¢hild.”

¥ Then why dldn t he hke them? And vgbp is

“#Where:: ‘onparth pMiss. Helen1”

:'Phere was:a; long and. ‘solemn ;sthce. X No .one’
answered: the: quéstign. - Only, as ithey irose. frgm’
the:table,: Mrs, Marshall :obsérved - that . Jittle. girls
gshould: be: seeman&xotheard, which.: hmt had. the
éffect-of -entirely. sﬁeacmg;Aumha for, the next two
or three hours

T

5.

CHAPTER III

W W\hen ‘Helen sings: young hem‘ts away,
" T deafer than the &eep, R
'When Leotiora goes toplay,” ' < .
== I sometimes go to sleep 3 . -

- "Wheh' Mary draws her whité gloves out,
"1 never dance, I vows= - :
Too hot to kick one’s heels- about e

I’m not a lover now’ " ‘PRAED.

As BOON a8 dmner Was - over,: Au;;elm ;vyas left in

) m-day that she hasa good and sufficient‘wardrobe. | charge of the good-tempered cook;, while.Mss,. Mar-

You can easﬂy ‘&6t proper things fof her in- the town. [shall depaited.:on:.an ;expedition of her.own; from
They have all kinds of amcles reﬁdy imhde at}which she returned just. heformteaﬁ.aﬁcomyaplgd, by .

‘Madame Srmth’s.”

' “Ve"fy well, sir.

a locked and corded trunk, of ]arge size, .which,
on being opened, displayed dressés, shogs, stockings -

o And stay-—take*her wu:h you tllli‘the things |and pinafores, enough to last any zeasgaable child a

wxll give you somn bwakfust—-’there’s a gnb& litle

long time.
Auneha tood " hke ~qind < baw:ldered v,rhen she

" girl, ” . ' - heard chat ‘all: !hose beauﬁful thgs \qe;-a mzq%ied-

Aureha would far mther have remmned “th thu

c»,,

for: lwr -




" . TAgnowy pmafore came *next, and then some rave |
ishing little high-heeled bdots'of hlue cloth to match
“hef dress;’ and 8 knot of - blue ‘nbbon for l:er yellow ‘
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thoug‘ht 1 was to live W1th you."

| ofteni come dowr for-a duy..or #vo.. In.the meai

. ¢ T thought you were gomg tm stay here, mr ' ‘I‘

# You will live in my house, my dezr, and 1 shaIl

behev:n‘ﬂlook aind ‘then. covered her mouth ughhy

- with her hand, Jest she should break .into Joyful -

exclamﬁhons tl]dl: wou]d dlstmb r.he two gentiemen.

. - mHE ORPHAN;OF GHARNLEY' SR

| The nbn xious red frock was. taken oﬁ‘, ,and Fe= 4 To—merrow. R Au ré]i
\ N LS T NP B a \V ' -
: p’]aced by aqﬁlrk blue l‘nermo, whxch sulted her much - Berface fell. ..., i, A ) packa " ent (;o the. table, and “fouind ‘a: large - EQRM., S Ty "
‘fbetter. Do y Lo % What jis the matter now?" e o e, wropped fn ilver paper. - <. ¢ Anil she uged’ t"(‘} n ’
. : ‘ urefully removing this, she took: ‘one lo ance alI “'ghh and’uhe:; geun-
f ngy . ufi-|té hes curriage as fresh-
esh.as & duisey. / Howeyer, }et

th-::, pass. T am not tordrink Miss Helen 7"
Not on my’ account.”” . -
“y wish I knew why »
“I just gave you one n- asom.”

Y
[

o curls.
il
e " As so‘on a8 tea' was over, the cook asslsted Bt her time-I'expect. yoy to study very hard,: and ‘be a very mortal eyés had éver 86 oy
o~ e en-—-a Iy ca.
“Yoilet. ood gitl, so that when I see you again- 1. ahall be WP"‘“CGSB dressed “No reason-at all,"? - ‘
% good g you ag: ~in blue satin, with a-#reath of mlstletoe b;meg inl - We]l then._ take. nnother ’If‘ o
( ! not qune a. fool.

S When it was ﬁmshed Mrs. Marshall took her by
“thie handyand with' & look of -perfect. satlsfaeuon o,
her face, 1éd her' at once’ into the presence of her
maéter. e T e —

‘ Thd twor gentlemen had been out- together until

“five d'clock, at ‘which- hotr .they had - retumed to

: dme. K
L - - They were'no longer:in the: ittt!e hbrary, but in
“the dinifhg-room, a . pleasant apartmeént hung. with;

 pictures, !:hat showed&veﬂ ngamst ithe’ dark cnmson

paper.

'

i

mantle-pmce a bnght fire blazed upon the ‘hearth ; 7
ignd cut-gliss decanteérs ' sparkled, a.nd the wme
flashed ruby’ and gold if the brilliant rays.’ .
Oranges, apples, nuts, figs, and gmpes ‘were upon
“-theé tables .- . A
Mr. Aubrey, ]ookmg ﬂus'hed but very hamIsome,
“wak leanihg over the rug and tickling- the grey ‘and
' whité “kitten w;th a.straw § and ‘the great dog had
* his head on ‘his master’s knee, and was gravely con-
i - templatmg the game. through his halfclosed eyes.
© ° Mrs. Maishall led her httle charge beside the

Newfoundland

I~
N

B looks quite pretty !’
Mrs. Marshall smiled, curts1ed and thhdrew.
Mr. Leroy drew.the child close to

“"Wax cemlles were burmng on.the table and the |

B mumphantly

% Ha " gaid Mr. Leroﬁr, with a shght strart, “ you
v have really been very quick about the matter, and
you bave managed very well Tho little l;hmg

'his_knee, _ami

surprlsed at the 1mprovement you 1 have made. Don £

yousee?” .

; Yes, she saw. . I
/ "And here at least” Was an mducemen!. for her to

work night and day; but-to lose sight of - hxm tor
days and weeks seemed mexpresmbly‘\dreary

.However she'said. pothing more. ' |
Young as she was, she'had leamed the, one- greet

lesson of life—tbat it is useless to rebel agamat the
inevitable—so she on]y caressed the black dog, and

was silent. -

f
A

her head géntly. “ Time will pass sooner then you,
think, and you will find ?ourse]f' so heppy: Here,, that
you will have no thoughts to ‘waste; upon me. .. "And-
now that matter i¢ settled, I wa.nt you to sing:to me.

-|Sing the* Chnstmas Carol., o

. Aurelia obeyed mstantly Aubrey left oﬂ' teasmg
the kitten, and: leane& back in the arm-chair - to
listen. When she had- finished, he applaq ed en-
thuszastmally, and Mr. Leroy looked; greatly ehght-

ed. .
4 Now what do you thml\, Aubwy ?” ho asked,

% You are. qulte rigltt, my dear fellow._ One can
judge betier of her voice in a voom.. ©have heard
many,a worse one at the. Ttalian Opera House.”

"« You think it worth while to go on, then?”
““By. a1l means, Educate her thomughly, and if
the worst comes ta the worst,'she can always snp-

"5 There.don't be sa& " .-gaid Ma. Leroy, yat:mg :

ERTT

" her brown hair,’ ”lovehesl: smlhng dark eyes, and

“checks as rosyas a milkmaids!. . . A

\ In a silent :delirium of joy, the oln]d hugged
er treasure to her: hoarl:, and showed it to Tender
who first Jooked with hmlatge eyes, and then smelﬁ
atit, to see if it was good toeat,. '
N Fmdmg that it was not, he stretched himself at

urelia’s feet, and she sat, quietly'on the ottoman,
tm;:dem:}g if she was really Reliance Gresham o:'
no to y
" creamme the happ) possessor of 80 beautlful

Absorbed i in, this new sensa

tion ' of de’h ht sl

- paid o attention to the conversation of g;he’ tufe
g;antlemen but, at last, a name fell upon her ear|-
o :;t niade: hber listen, because she had heard it once
efore.on that-very day, and
dmumsmnces. xy 'y, nd under n:ost peculiar

It wag Aubrey’ who had

spoken s and; ‘as gh

1g‘le.nce::l round, he was. lifting his wine-glass to hzz
ips, and saying, with an arch look at his friend, *I

-~feel sure that there is somethi
drmk her health. - s in “’ ahd s0 T shall

" This to the fuir. Helen 1 '
"Abs d
: “Why absurd?” : ‘ '1
. “In the first place, shie is not prezty "o
” Your taste and mine differ!” ‘
. She looks fuded—-—mmpld, e o '(

she is. nearly one,n
N "y %

“ What an ungallant speech !
on:{,{ to;‘. Wlio wants'a. clever wife 1"." -
. Mr. Leroy looked at hi |

g vy im wu:h a lazy scorn in » Dis
* #“Not an experienced blase man, of the world like
yourself, . Harry---we all know that, . But I have
outgr:wn some of my, youthful follies, and I confess
prefer a woman who can.do something move than
simper in‘my, face continually; while T.am tail\mg to

4 -

wnn £

" 44
. lgless; .me " smd \il. Aubrey, - cand:dly, B |
ouldn’t mary a cle ’
dmmmd&m ; 'y( | ve:n woman if sh‘e was msui in,
‘; "f’Vhat clever w woman wuu]d have you, yo al pup-
py! was the good-humoured reply.  * An yet 1
;ion t know ; i clever womah -have eyes as'wellae sil!
y ones;, and’ your good figure and. handsome fage
might serve you instead of brains,”"

- * Thank, ;you” veplied” Mr, Aubrey, hglmng hiia

|cigar.  “ Aad now for
your last reaso
lady 1 n agal]lat ‘he

N
- i

S My last?”
““Yes. I know thele 18 another in the back-

- grolmd of more lmportance l;han all the rest.”

T She is rxch "

“That's’ ’
not it. 'Whe obJeots to monoy - Come,

. I‘ HO“‘ can
you siy 0.7 Who ls ﬂ'eeher and {1et Us hear the last one.”

{ -f:ifgs.wn -

And an-. mnoeano

" h L&
aez A kind heart, a generous nature, a noble soul,
n 1ntellect—-mtellect——mtellect——that is what [

A ‘ playmg with her soft. hair, looked ,inte ﬁer blushmg port hexself handsomely by openmg her mouth.” ]; ﬁurer o g ,
xi B ce. #Ah ! 1 don’t want he:zto go on the stage. G e At might ™. replicd - M » 1 dun’t know that I shdH tell you.
' I « Roses, if not hhes. _he remarked i and such hope she:won’t do that,”"$aid Mr. Leroy, frowmng., : ﬂ}:i “But T wis her.lastp e Fe Lemy ! SIgmﬁcanﬂy - “ Outwith it #* : o
: and biting his lips. - ¢ ButI will cettamly give her L T partner once at a ball, and shall [4;. * Well then her name. I deteq he name |
g P 4 oot forgetitin a hury. I [5 t the name or
i Y. 1t was exactly four a. m., Telen. I "hmk if an ﬂﬂgel bore the name of Hel

: eyes—wonderfull eyes, - Aubxey' How .well they
) have dressed you! . Tell Mrs. Marshall that she is
always. to put you into blue for the future. 'You

ghall be'my little © Blue Girl "—-wﬂl }-ou, Aurelia ?” :
“ [-will be anyt.hmg you w1s‘n, sir,’! she said with|. He. tuirned to the chtld whese golden curle were -
. .1now mingling the black ones of the Newfoundland.

¢ That 1is right, my ‘dear, ‘Make a ﬁlend of old
Tender, for he, will be the most faxthful one you will

T

en, I should hate her.”’
:: Good gracmus whaf «can be the reason ?"' o
Never mmd that.”” - S
~ % Have you ever known'g ‘Helen " o {
ﬁd’;“h i;rerov ﬂushed a vxv:d crimison,
e are some questlons, Aubrey, which shou]d
never be asked, and can’ never be. answered ‘, ‘said

every advantage that' lies in ruy pewer, and if slie

.4nd I handed 1
does, n,ol: make. use of them, sovmuch the Worse er'to her’ camage. M.Y dear fellow,

. she looked almost ninety.” |
- % After ‘dancin
g all night. Whnts woman ¢
stand that 'test ? We all of us look as- yellow Z:
lgmneﬂs ‘when we eome late-from a ball-room, in the
lne1ﬁth of season, " I never saw but one woman who
ooked well aﬂ:er danomg, -abd she as’ the song has

FiRnTE

i i e o T

R e

for her. -

e
e S T

’

. e gratiﬁed look. - T i
" .« ¢ Hum{ :Rather a dnngerous promxse that, if 1

3

TR

| ‘i . . was not a'staid-old. bachelor. W_ell, we -shall’ see.
] ﬁ‘ ~ Do'you like' ‘dogs 1" . ‘ _ ever have.” Remember that I leave him and the’ TR .~ _ - ,
Y 4 Ohy yes, e . little lutten in your care, and see that they are well. ‘.., 7 NP ‘ . ' o he, gmvely. “Yours is one of them. I have | .
< |fed every ~day. And now, if you will take the ‘o She's black, but that.’s no matter {''" l;now” a H,e]en’ and to my soirow. N‘“" speak of |
itnomore.” : . - .

H A.nd catg?”

L “Oh yes, sir.”
., *Then you will be kmd to these two ffieﬁds of

mme, for iy sake, when I.am: gone L
 Aye you going away, sir?”’ ‘

, ¥ Bluck 1" said Mr. Lero
. y w’th 1 I\ Y
_his young fnend buiBt out la;lghmga ook that made [ As he aross ﬁom his seat( h's ey e fell “PUH Aure-
Ce lin bendmg over her doll. . s

. * Not, exactly a ne ' ' -
gress, my dear fi -
was a SPanlsh Jndy » T .euow - Bhe “ ©1 had dorgotton the: c"ﬂd » he exdh:mnd-—-
' ' Luck:l), she is too far up in the seventh hp‘,,h.,_ to

trouble to look on ‘thaxt mde-tabie, you 'will find a .
Chnstmas present for a, good Tittle, gn‘l "Léok us
it quleﬂy, though, beoause Mr. Aebrey and I axe

. busy ' ' e ‘,‘~_ -

N dd, o & -
A -

IEETN]
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10 THE ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY.

And then Mr. Leroy would marry fer, and mever

be sad or lonely any more !
It was a ludicrous dream, it is true, but it served

to keep her happy for mapy a day thevealter.

know what we have been saying, Come, little one,
it is time for you to go to bed.”
Aurelia rose instantly, and he took her hand in
his.
“ Be a good girl, now, and do &Il that Mrs. Manr-
shall tells you. I shall engage some masters for
you to-moriow, in London, and I expect you to be
very diligent. Above all, pay the greatest attention
to your music. You shall be my little -David, and
play before me when I am sad. I think your voice
would cure me of the most desPerate fit of the
blues. Will you attend to the music, my dear?”
% Yes, sir.”’
“ Then go and say good bye to Mr. Aubrey, for
it may be a long time before you see him again.”
She went, but somewhat timidly. Between Au-
brey and herself a strange antipathy seemed to
spring up from the very first, and she scarcely knew
what to say to him. But he settled the question
very speedly by giving a tug at her curls that brought
the tears into her eyes.
“ That is what your music master will do,” he
sard, laughmg at the wry face she made. * Good-
bye, little "un, and take care of yourself, or I shall
come down from London with a big stick, and then
we'll see.”
Her Whitechapel breeding prompted her to make
a spiteful grimace at him, as the most effectual means
of expressing her dislike, but her natural instincts
came to her aid, and she refrained.
~ Dropping a low courtes), she turned to Mr. Le-
roy, who had been watching his friend’s pwceedmg
with a look of the greatest distaste.
“ Good-bye, my child,” he said, laying bis hand
kindly on her head. ‘‘Be kind to poor Tender and
the kittens, and write to ‘me if any one treats you
badly. Youmust always look upon me as your best
friend. Now go, and let Mrs. Marshall put you to
bed.”
She raised the hand he gave her to her lips, and
he felta hot tear upon it.
s Poor little thing ! he said kindly; and kissing
her on the forehead, he led ber to the door as. cour-
teously as if she had been the greatest lady in the
land, and delivered her himself into the cave of
Mrs. Marshall, who happened to be passing down
the passage just at that moment,

The next morning, when Aurelia rose Mr. Leroy
end his friend were gone.

She wept herself sick at first, but gradually grew
calm, because of a bright idea that had crept into
her head. ‘

Her name luckily was not Helen~—she was not
quite & fool,and it was possible that she mi ght grow

up very good-looking.
She would study, oh, so hard !—and grow, oh, so

CHAPTER IV.

Love tock me softly by the hand,

Love led ine all the country o'er,
And showed me beauty in the land

That I had never dreamt before.

Never before '—oh, love, sweet love!

‘ There was a glory in the morn,
" ‘There was a calmness in the night,
A mildness by the south wind borne,
That I had never felt avight.
Never aright !—obh, love, sweet love !
W. R. CasseLs,

[Hh)

A GOVERNESs came from London to Charnley
Cottage on the day after its mabter left it, and'a tu~
tor followed the next week, who undertook to ine
struct the little ballad-singer in the more polite
branches of education—music, Italian, French, and
German, for instance. .

The dancing-master at Charnley came over twice
a week to teach her'to hold up her bead, and turn
out her toes ; and, between them all, she seemed in
a fair way to accomplish that feat whi¢h every one
would like to perf‘orm—-—namely, setting the Thames
on fire.

They did not try to make a little prodigy ef her,
however.

In one way and another she studied six hours ev-
ery day; but the remaining six hours were her own,
to spend as she chose. :

And here was manifested a strange contradiction
in her character.

Within the house, she was as quiet, orderly, and
well-behaved as any child could possibly be—dili-
gent in her studies, devoted to her musie, peculiarly
respectful to her teachers, and as happy as the’ day
was long

QOut of deors she was.the veriest romp imag-
inable,

‘Aided and abetted by Tender, who was her eon-
stant companion, sHe got into all kinds of mischief
—scaled fences, forded streams, and climbed trees,
as if she had been a great rough schoolboy, instead
of a nice “young lady’ of ten.

She used to come home all tattered and torn it is
true, but looking so healthy and well that Mrs.

clever!

Maurshall had not the heart to scold her, even when

TR e ETEL i L

‘of music, to whom Aurelia was expected to devote

p -._.;-_,-m P
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she surveyed the dismal rents’in frocks and aprons,
and the great yawning holes in her stockings and
sandals, which were invariably consequent on these
expeditions.

At last, baving decided in her own mind that
¢ cast~hiou "’ would be the most suitable dress for
her young charge to wear, she made her a nonde-
script garment of the strongest linsey which could
be procured, gave her a comrse straw gipsy hat, and
u pair of strong, double-soled gaiter-boots ; and thus
equipped, allowed her to roam wherever her vaga-
bond instincts led her, during the pleasant summer
days.

By this wise arrangement, the s]ender, puny child
grew strong, aad stout and rosy ; the sallow com-
plexion cleared, the pinched features filled out, the
durk eyes grew brighter and prettier, and the beau-
tiful yellow curls took an added tinge of burnished
gold.

Aurelia began to bid fair to develope inte, not
ouly a very clever, but ako a very handsome wo-
i,

Aud in this happy manner more than five years
passed away,

During this time Mr. Leroy never came near the
cottage, -

Days lengthened into weeks, weeks into months,
and months inte years, yet Aurelia never saw the he-
ro of her dreams,

The tutor and the dancing-master were dismisséd
by his orders, and their places filled by a professor

four cousecutive hours of each day, and against this
strict decree she never once had a thought of rebell-
ing.

The mastér was kind, and she was passionately
fond of the study—so fond that she was making
most rapid. pregress in it; and was told by Mrs

Marshal privately that she was sure the Queen could |

play no better.,

Mr. Leroy went abroad, yet still she worked on,
with the one thought of giving him pleasure, when
he came again.

But even with music and dancing and Mrs. Mar-
shal's praise, life at Charnley was very dull for poor
Aurelia.

There comes a time in every fledgling’s expeni-
ence, when, although the powers of locomotion are
but small, the bright eyes look out wistfully into the
great wide world, and long te tempt its deceits and
dahgers.

Suge advisers, always at band, are ready to sing
the warning of Tennyson’s mother-bird to its impa-
Hent nestling—

“ Birdie, wait a litule longer,
Wait till the little wings grow stronger ;"

advice which every birdie feels inclined mightily to
resent.

This critical period in young lives had come to
Aurelia. ‘ :

Young girls arg, naturally the wildest of created
beings ; their thoughts, their dreams and - their de-
sires will ever fai outstrip the maddest vigions of a
boy.

Aurelia, shut up in that lonely little cottage, with
only Mrs. Marshall and the fat cook for her compan-
ions, had a head of full of strange conceits, at which
those good women would have shrieked outright,
had they known them.

How such ideas get into innocent minds like hers
heaven only knows,

She went soberly enough about when in their
presence,

She played, she sung, she read and sewed day af
ter day as demurely as any girl of fifieen could have
done,

It was only when she was quite alone, either in
her own chamber or out upon the quiet and silent
moor, that the wild side of her nature showed it~
self. . '

Then she danced, she sung, she leaped, she talk-
ed to herself, she acted ' plays, she planned schemes
at the sight and sound of which Mrs. Marshall’s few
remaining hairs would certainly have stood straight
on end.

She vowed to herself that she would not stay veg-
etating there forever.

She would run away, first putting on a suit of
boy’s clothes, and follow her guardian all wp and
down the world, sharing every danger and fatigue he
knew.

If she failed to find him, she would go to sea as a
cabin-boy, or as a powder-monkey on buard a man-
of-war.

Then, in the heighl: of a general engagement,
when the captain was shot down and the flag tom
away, and the officers and men falling rapidly back
before the force of overwhelming numbers, she
would start suddenly up, sword in hand, fling herself
into the thickest of the fight, and cheer them omn
with such fire and bravery, that they would instantly
form and follow—officers and all=-and the batte
would be won! ‘
~ Of course, after such an achievement, the Queen
would hear of her bravery, and reward it person-
ally.

Honors would come pouring in upen thick as

care.
A very splendid prospect, to say the least of i,

for a young lady of fifteen,

el
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blackberries—and, her kind guardian returning, she ;o
would lay them all at his feet, with joy and ph

‘that she was thus enabled to reward his fostering
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But the time was at hand when Aurelia’s dream-
ings were soon to be exchanged for some very stern
realities.

Although the master of Charnley Coitage was still
abroad, there were other arrivals that created much
wore excitoment in the minds of the villagers than
bis would have done.

'THE ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY.

The lord of the manor, the patriarchal Squire,
who had been spending the winter in Nice, for the
bepefit of one of his daughters, whose health was
delicate, suddenly returned to Charnley Manor
House.

The family donsisted of the Squire, his wife, his
invalid daughter, another girl who was universally
acknowledged to be the belle of the county, and a
son just emancipated from the restraints of scliool,
who was a much greater man, in his own estimation,
than his father hud been before or hisson was likely
to be after hun.

He was a handsome, dark-eyed youth of seven-
teen, with a turn for reading and writing gentimen=
tal poetry. \ .

He took long walks in all directions, and raved
by the hour about the pleasures of solitude, to. the’
amusement of Lis sisters and the dismay of bis futh-
er, who thought to himself at such times, that,
“handsome, and clever as Fred was on some points,
he was certainly cracked~—a little gone off in his
hend.”

In every country but England great latitude of
opinion is allowed, but if your manners and customs
ond modes of speech and thoughts differ greatly

from those of an Englishman or woman, he or she
sets you down at once as a fit inmate for Hanwell or
Coluey Hatch. :

“ A clever person, but a little cranky,” is the
mildest verdict they will pass upon you in such a
case. )

So the Squire thought the same thing of hLis son

and heir.
But lunacy, now-a-days, is no bar to the posession

by her side, manifested his intense disnpproval of

such a proceeding by low growls, and the most un-
amiable of countenances. .

The growls changed into a deep indiguant bark,

when Frederick approached bis mistress, hat in
:

hand.
Aurelin rose at once and looked at the intender

with a frank, curious gaze that charmed him beyond

expression. .

. N
He stood in silence, admiring ber face, her fig-

ure, her large grey eyes, and lovely yellow hair,
and she was the first to speak.

w Jg this vour dog 7’! she asked, pointing to the
¥y g P g

sciter, who was fawning upon his master, a8 if o

atone for his temporary infidelity. ' .
“Tg is,” he replied, with a'graceﬁxl bow. * And
[ eame after him, feeling strongly inclined 1o give
him a good beating for deserting me. But I
chell thank him now with all my hemt, for giv-
ing me the opportunity of listening to the sweel-
est voice I ever heard—of looking on the fairest
face I ever saw.” )

Aurelia blushed with pleasuve.

It was the first compliment she had ever res
ceived in all her life; and to be told that she
was preity, and had a sweet voice, by so hand-
some a youth as Fréderick Landell, was an event
indeed, in.her usually uneventful existence.

But they were both too young to pay or to lis-
ten to compliments very long, and in less than
ten minutes they ‘were walking, side by side,
down the garden, to gather some flowers, for
which Frederick professed a great admiration.

The two dogs followed—so did the kitten, now
grown into a very Methuselah.of a cat~—and the
sun shone, and the flowers bloomed, and evéry-
thing was fall of light, and life, and happiness
around them. .

were young, and beautiful, and romantic, and in-

nocent, and both were in love—an idle, studied,

of o handsome estate, and Fred seemed capable
enough of managing lis own affairs, was a good
judge of 'a horse and a bottle of wine—rode, shot,
and danced well—and bade as fair to succeed in the
game of life as many of his betters who had none
of his advantages,

The squire was satisfied, and Master F redel%ki

4

Liud leave and license to roam to and fro, and write|

and recite bad verses, to his heart’s content.

In one of his long excursions, he trespassed upon
the grounds of Charnley Cottage, in search of his
dog, who hiad leaped the fence, and disappeared
from lis sight. ‘

Never having even heard of the existance of Au-
relia, he was considerably surprised to see her sea-
tad on the lawn, caressing the truant, while Tender,

happy, foolish, perfectly delicious state df existence.
There is an engraving in one edition of Moore’s
melodies, which more perfectly'illustrates this sea-
son of exquisite folly than any words could doj
and in a garden, hidden from prying eyes, by a
sunuy south wall, covered with clusters of grapeg,
a young wman sits upon a rustic bench, holding a
garland of flowers across his hands, while a girl
Lneels before him, with. her gipsey hat pushed
|buck, and her sweet, earnest face intent upon her
task, the tying of a ribbon round the stems.
Flowers bloom in wild luxuriance all around—
a pair of doves are cooing in a Iaburnum treeg:
and the stillness, the peace, the untroubled bliss
of the scene, come like a vision of Eden to the

The golden time had dawned at lust~—for buth |

IS

- for themselves than any one else, however willing
B ¥
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troubled and weary soul, ‘that has long since outliv-

ed such unforgotten delights.

“ There’s nothing half so sweet in life
As love’s young dream !”

The words rise inveluntary to your lips, as you gaze

upon the kappy pair,
. Aurelia and Frederick might have sat as the oriz-
inals c.»f those portraits, during the summer of the?r
acquarntance, "
They read, they walked, they sang, they drew to-
gether; and good Mrs. Marshall, aimost as innocent
a8 they, looked on with pleased and approving
eyes. 4
Aurelia, in her vpinion, was perfection personified
and if she looked farther into the future than the
’ ‘did she saw nothing there that would warrant he}lr'
putting a veto on their pleasant companionsﬁip. |
She had never met any of the other inmates of the
I\fianor House—-she never dreamed of the fine lady
sisters, or the haughty father, who would as soon ha\é
seen hisonly son lying dead ‘at inis feet, as married to
a girk of whose birth and parentage no one knew
anything.

The Manor House and the Cottage both srood
ft.l:l" out out from the village, and in different direc-
thns: consqeuently thers were no prying eves to
w.a.tch the heir's freqent visits to the -cottug;a—no
tattling tongues to carry the news to his
the Hall.

The Squire had seen Aurelia at church with
Mrs. Marshall, it is true, and his eldest daughtes
had remarked that the girl was “all eyes,” but they
never took any further notice of her, to the grea—L
delight of Master Frederick, who was tremblin
lest his cherished secret should be disc;)veréd: s

It generally happens, when people are doing
anything which they wish to keep secvet, that if ‘;
long time elapses without bringing about a discovery
they become careless—and thus work more mise:hi;e;'

v

father ar

ceuld work for them.
- In this case, Master Frederick was the victim of
gls own imprudence. Day after day he visited the
oftage without inquiry or detection, but he never
ventured to accompany Aurelia beyond the limits of
the garden gate, 7
Nn.w however; the autumn was coming on, and
t{ne ripe nuts were dropping from the trees, and the
ripe berries growing in the hedges all around
H:l lm;ged so for an expedition into the still, green
woodlands with her—and she wa
, s equall i :
o qually anxious
They consulted Mrs. Marshall, who demured at
fz‘rst; but afterwards, saying to herself that they were
only children, after all,”” consented, on condition

OF CHARNLEY. 13
the gardener’s son,  stout lad of eighteen, should
accompany them, to bring buck the riuts a'nd '
vent ﬁmm from lesing their way on the w:ide ‘P"e"
mon they had to cross. o

It was high noon before they started.

Tender and the setter ‘were left behind to kee
each c.)ther company in ‘the stables, they being fa}:
more inquisitive touching ths welfare of shee , and
cows than was convenient upon an open pcom—
mon, where hundreds of the animals were grazin

So, unattended and unwatchad, save by the gooi
uatun?d gardeners’s boy, the young lovers walked
hand in hand'down through the green lanes, across
the open commen, and into the coppice where tha
nuts gnd berries grew. _

The walk all over, the nuts ali gathered and given
safely into the charge of their attendant. it seemed
that they might rest awhile.

So, going back to the common, they sat down
upon the pink, blossoming heath, and looked around
them lile voyagers who had found some lovely and
iouel}lr]island far out at sea, where they might dwell
o . * '
hj;fy eera j;f ever, the happiest bemgg upon this
h For more than a mile on either side, the solita;
moor spread out in patches pink and yellow bloom;
and only a faint blue line of smolke curling - up here
a.ud there on its borders, told that a human habitae
tion was near. ¢ ‘
The gardener’s son was lying upﬁlu his back a
mong the heather, looking up into the blue sky and
whistling vaguely; and Frederick, with his arm

af'mmd Aurela’s waist, began to repeat a poem of
his favourite Wordsworth's, about a day - when ke
alse went a nutting as a boy.

“It seemed a day

(I \speak of one from many singled out)—
One of those heavenly days which cannot die,
When forth I sallied from our cottage door,
With a huge wallet o’er my shoulders slung,

A nutting crook in hand, and turned my steps
Towards the distant woods,~~ a figure quaint,

Tricked out in proud disguise of cast off weeds,

Which for that service had been husbanded,

By exhortation of myiﬁ*ugal dame.
*

i # &

Among the woods

And o er the pathless vocks I forced my way,
Until, at length, I came 10 on dear nook
Unvisited; where not a broken bough

Drooped with its withered leaves—ungracious sign
Of devastation—but the hazels rose

Tall and erect, with milk-white clusters hung
A virgin scene." ’

thut they should be home in time for tea, and that
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isi i i ’ at seventy-five degrees.
«J¢ was likethe place we visited to~day,” he said, jroom, with the tnermometer at s y gre

hreaking off suddenly. “And 1 know that not alin the shade.
pﬁet of them all ever got any finer nuts than John
has in the bag, over yonder. Are you tired, Au-
relia 7"

‘% No,” she said, looking out over the common
with an absent expression that annoyed him, he
kaew not why. : '

"¢ Then what are you thinking about, and why do}
you look so serious, Aurelia?” he asked, a little pet-

CHAPTER V. .

¢ Jike some vision olden,
Of far other time,
When the age was golden,
In the young world’s prime,

tishly. L Is thy soft pipe ringing,
“ I was thinking of Mr. Leray then. This is his{ , Oh, lonely shepherd boy ;
birthday.” ’ What song art thou singing

“How old is he” In thy youth and joy1”
¢ Forty-five, I believe.”

¢ A regular grandfather—old enough at least to .
be yoﬁ: fgth‘er g;amine. Dop’t think any more of| THE song was scarcely finished when another

him now, but talk to me. Is not this a heavenlvisound broke upon the air—a much more star.tlmg
d m’!” , | one—a loud “view halloa ”’ given in true professional
ay

4Tt is, indeed.” style. ‘ . y
""The;r wanted me to go out in the carriage with| ¢ The hunt ! cried, Aurelia, starting to her fe;et
them at home this mofning*, but I knew better. I}and turning pale. “Thoe?e wmked' wretches.‘ are rid-
was not going to be boxed up on four wheels such a}ing this way after some poor hare! (.), I wish they
‘ I told Clara so. She is|would every one of them fall off their horses and
, ' * . [EL)
going to see some wonderful view or other, You break their necks ! I hate them!

‘ istening i it i : ick opened his eyes wildly at this indig-
: tening Aurelia, and it is very rude of] Frederic ;
ot ’?Ot Hsenih - nent outburst. It had never occurred to him before

that hunting hares was cruelty; but if Aurelis said.
so, of course it must be, and he resolved in his hearg.
never to follow the hounds again

" Before he had time to tell her so, however, the
view halloa was repeated, and two young men burst
through the furze bushes and stood before them. .
“Go away, you cruel wretches!” said Aurelia
stamping her foot. “There are no haves here for

L E. L

you o
“ [ beg ten thousand pardans, dear Frederick!

But T was thinking of something else just at that in-
stant.”

“Yes,” said the jealous boy,  you are always
thinking of something except me, when you know
that I live and breathe and move only for you! You
have no more heart than a ﬂyinlg"ﬂsh ! Do youun-

derstand that 7"’ : - - o duath !
stly,! s d, with her musical{you to worr ath.
lau;:erfebdy’ she smeweref, w2 ’ sifaith, I think we have unearthed a very pretty

" sai ‘ ' 1d, handsome
“Tiresome little thing ! one!” said the elder of the two, a beld, handsome,

When any one is really : ‘ ; o
scolding, you faney it is all 2 joke. Now, Aurelia, military-looking man of about twenty-ive. ow.

. !
y ; hall sing me a|are you, Miss Pussy, and how fast can you run?
:(;ngt:? for your radences, you ahell 57 A)ureiia. curled her lip in superb disdain, and tam.
. i hem.

“ What will you have I | ed her back upon them ' ‘

- My'fuvoritg, of course, ¢ Bonny Dundee.” And| * Why surely that is young Lnn;‘le‘llc,;’ satl t];lg
don't be afraid of letting your voice out. No one|second gentleman, tuming towards Il)e erN;‘ ,ch;q
ean hear you here except the birds and the rabbits.| bad rqcugmzfad them from tl:ie kﬁlsl,l but ;; .on, th:
That is the best of a great, rambling common.|some Upexglnlned reason, ha\ ept himself i :

i i ike | background. .

You can give tongue’ on it as long as you like e -
without thi visk ot offending anybody’s ears. Now “Young Landell! Why, so it is! replied the
for it." frst speaker.

Au-relia. began to sing Frederick being obliged to speak, came forward

. . i o the gentlemen were
t was a wonderful thing to hear such a magnifi-| very sulkily, zand boped both the g .

ice i go well."?
cel;fr:g::cr‘iacll:l ::dlo.[]l :L{xiigilz;;l.lustily in the chorus| . “Of course we are,’”’ was .the mischie‘vou?r‘feplyl;d
and if the birds and the rebbits were indeed listen-|‘“And there is no need to ask.after your we .dremamh
ing, they might have thought themselves very lucky | happiness, wn;l:’ such a charming companion in
to hear such music without first undergoing the pen-|a lovely place. .
ance of sitting half an Lour in a close and crowdedi The lad’s cheek flushed hotly.,

C g
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. He knew both the young men well.

in love with the voice, and sent me to look for s

They were officers from a neighbouring town,fowner, What will she say to me, or you either,

and frequent visitors at his father’s house. Indeed|when I return and tell her why I failed to do her,

it was currently reported in the neighbourheod that|{bidding 1"

Captain Grey was paying his addresses to Miss
Landall, and would eventually win her for his bride.
However this might be, I'rederick did not like him,
and he was determined that this adventure should
not be a Enbject of ridicule at the mess-table, for a
week afterwards, if he could possibly help it.

8o looking very fiercely at the Captain, he said,
in a tone which could not be mistakeny )

“ 8ir, this young lady is my dearest friend, and
the man who dares to couple her name with abreath
of anything thatis wrong must answer for it to me.”

It was almost impossible to help laughing at this
bravado, and the Cuptain’s friend displayed a range
of very white teeth when he heard it.

 I'll be your second, or/bottleholder, as you like,
Freddy,” he remarked. Blug the Captain lacked as
solemn as an owl, and said, in a very wolite tune,
though he was nearly bursting with inward laughter,
that Mr, Landall had entirely mistaken him if he
sypposed he had intended to say anything offensive
to the lady, .

He was not capable of offering an insult to any
woman, much less to one so young and beautiful,
and if any remark of his had seemed rude, he beg-
géd to gpologize for it then and. there with all his
heart, ' ' '

Women being naturally almost as vain as men, it
wag no wonder that Aurelia condescended to turn
the light of her countenance on the gallant Captain
as he made this pretty speech, ,

Ensign Smith stared, and Frederick looked very
sulky ; but Aurelia accepted the apology and smiled
upon’its maker, which was all he wanted. So, with
a low bow to her, he went on again.

*“The real reason of our unceremonious appear-
ance and gsomewhat rude greeting was this. From

.“Hang Clara—and her bidding, too !"" muttered
Frederick, kicking the stones from the path with a
vicious energy. The Captain stroked his moustache
and smiled, then turned to Aurelia again. -

“My dear young lady—I have not the honour of
knowing your name=——'

“ My name is Gresham !"

“Thanks, Pray, Miss Gresham, be mercifal
enough to come with me for five minutes, I shall
getinto the deepest disgrace if I return without
you,”

“For five minutes only, then., Come, Frederick;”
and Aurelia took the proffered arm, and moved off,
with her unwilling lover in ber train, as if she had
been an empress, followed by her attendant slaves,
Captain Grey wondered at her case and self-possese
sioh. She seemed to dread the pic-nic party no more
than she would have dreaded an assemblage of doila.
But that self-possession Yose solely from igno-
rance. In her own home she was petted and ca.
ressed——everything which she said or did was sure
to be right in the eyes of her partial attendants.

Consequently she was not aware that there were
in the world people who would ridicule her for awke
wardness, depreciate her good looks, call her sffece
ted rather than artless, and simple rather than pure-

ly natural. - : J
She was going to meet some of those people now

for the first time, yet she went on as joyously and
unconsciously as the lamb, with garlands vound its
neck, walks up to the alter, and offers its innocent
existence to the hand of the sacrificer,

The pic-nic party were grouped most picturesque-
Iy around a small fire ir a hollow dell.

Great trees hung their half-stripped branches pro-
tectingly over them, and the sides of the dell ﬁege

the glen yonder we heard a most exquisite voice, |clothed with ragged bushes, and furz and gorse in
which was evidently neither the property of the|blossom.

beasis of the field nor the birds of the nir. 'The
ladies (for you must know we are having a pic-nic
party under the old oaks) sent me to find out and
to bring back the singer. May I hope that she will
allow me the honour 17 :

He offered his arm to Aurelia as he spoke.

Somewhat bewildered, she looked at Frederick
as if asking his advice.

“Don’t go, Aurelia!” he said shortly. * You
have a right to sing in the open air, I suppose, with-
out being dragged into every pic-nic party that h:lp-
pens to be eating its dinner within three miles of
the place. Come home with me.” |

‘Now that is very unkind, Mr. Lendall!” ﬁqid

Overhead was the calm blue sky, and beyond, the
common seemed to spread out for many a mile, lone
ly and silent, yet beautiful and calm.

Far away the high road could be seen—a narrow
strip of white between the distant hills—and there
was no sound of ‘human voices upon the wide ex-
panse, save ftom the dell itself.

A windmill in the centre of the common, and a
great brush heap by its side marked the miller’s
home and the ericketers’ ground; but the sails of
the mill hung idly, and the cricketers were all busy
on their fields and farms.

Aurelia, with her artist’s eye, took in all the beau-
ties of the scene in one rapid glance, as she stood

the Cavtain, “ For it was your own sister who fell

on the brink of the dell
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)y the bright dresses, the ringing voices, and the
aager faces all turned her way.,
¥ How happy they look !”” she said to the Captain,

" 41 shouid iike to paint a picture now!"

“You draw, then ?7'' he asl\ed

“Oh, yes.”

“Yery well.
sketch to you. Now, decend with me. We are
going inlo a perfect Garden of Eden—as you will
see, —and every man below there is an Adam, and
every woman an Evei”

8he looked up in his ﬂxce doubtingly, as he spoke,
but it was perfectly serious.

“I only hope we may not be four serpents, com-
ing to destroy the beautiful harmony of the grove.
Mind how you step, for these sides are very treach-
erous. Give me your hand. There, now you are
safe. Now, ladies, I expect you will offer me some
very beautiful and valuable testimonial for my ser-
vices; for I lrave caught the nightingale, if I have

& o not tamed her—and here she is before you. Miss
Gresham, my good frends, one and all "

They all flocked round Aurelia with words of
preise and greeting
) She received them a little shyly, but with a man-
AL ner that won hér golden opinions from the gentle-

y men, who had already decided between themselves

upon the merits of her foot and ankle, as she de-
; cended the steep hill.
"7 And though she was only dressed in a plain, blue

s

. gingham frock, with a linen collar and ribbon tie,
1 and a straw hat, of very coarse material,—still, her
E tall and graceful figure, her fresh, fair complexion,
. her beaming eyes and golden hair, and, ahove all,
her frank smile, and happy, innocent look, made

them still more inclined to hail her as an immense

* acquisition to their party

The ladies, of course, had their doubts about her
dress—and wondered at her thick shoes—and
thought her features unformed—precicely as the
gentlemen would would have done, had she been a

lad instead of u lass, ot fifieen. But no one greeted

her unkindly, or stured at her oﬁ'ensiveﬁly, save one!

ty and the belle of the county.

stamp.
8he was as fuir as a lily, with dark blue eyes,
.and dark brown liair.  Her mouth was small;

! pose was striight; her chin was dimpled ; lier teeth

were like seed pearls; lier hands and feet were mod

Then she turned towards the party itself, charmed|.

This was the sister of Frederick Landall, the beau-
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She did nothing but take care of her beauty, and,
in consequence, il was nearly perfect. .

No young lady in ‘the county coyld exhibit such
lovely arms, or so white a neck, at the assembly
balls; and now, as she stood before Aureliz, with
a pink fringed parasol carefully interposed between
her delicate complexion and the setting sun, the

I wi]l make them all git for the{young giil could not keep her eyes off her.

She had never seen any one so beautiful befores
and as she glanced at her rich dress, and noted her’
perfect air of fashion and high breeding, she no lon-
ger wondered at the scornful glance she herself had
received from these bright blue eyes.

How coarse, how ugly, how awkward she must
look beside that delicate and high-born creature! -
A memory ot the old whitechapel days flushed odd-
ly through her mind, and she was ready to sink into
the earth with confusion at the mere thought of have
ing presumed to come, on terms of equality, into the
presence of that petted belle and her circle of. inti--
mate friends,

She little knew in the meantime what Miss Lane-
dall was thinking and feeling about ker.

From the moment when that lady had seen Auw
relia standing above her, and leaning upon Captain
Grey's arm, a gnawing Jealousy had filled - her
heart. .

The gallant Captain had been given to her by
the common consent of the neighbourhood over
and over again, but never by his own; and’ she
was by no means sure, in her own heart, that he ev.
er would be.

That he admired her was very easy to be seen,
and he had paid her compliments on her beauty by
the score.

But he had never sought to make that beauty en-
tirely his own, ,
He might have had it for asking, for what little
affection Miss Landell had to spare was lavxshed
upon his handsome face and form.

It might be that he knew this'too well, and theres
fore set less value upon a heart that sought to win,
rather than to be won, At all events, though six
months had passed from the time of their first meete
ing, he had never made anything which Miss Lan
dall could possibly construe into an avowal of love.

-

But somehow, as she glanced up that afternoon,

3 a . 1 > 3 H & - » - . . L4
She was u slender, exquisitely graceful damsel of and saw him standing on the hill with Aurelia, plain-
. . . .
tw enty, anaved in the most expensive of suimmer 1}’ dressed, and by no means handsome, ]eamng on
dvesses, and gifted with beauty of a most patucmn

his arm, o sudden qualm disturbed her mind, and
for. the first time in her life she had given a thought
to the possibility of his liking some one else better

her|than he liked her. e

The girl was young, and ‘unformed, and a little
-|awkward, it is true. Then again so far as mere

- els for the sculptor,

beauty of feature and complexion are concerned, she

STegam
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sould not hold a candle to Miss Clara; and Miss
Tlare knew it well.

But she had ofien read, and sometimes heard, of
inen who were won less by a pretty {ace than by a
strong mind or a gentle heart.

And wether this child was hendsome or not, she
certainly had a magnificent voice~=no one could de-
ny that-=and Captain Grey was simply music mad.

How often had she seen him turn away from the
pianoforte with an ill-concealed  gesture .of impa-
tience, when she sang the fashionable songs of the
day!

How seldom he asked for music in their housem
simply because it was not that which his fastidious
taste called good ! #

Yet when the lame old music-master came from
the next town to tune the instrument, how eagerly
he listened to Lim !

Yes—music was the rock on which she might
cliance to split; and now, as the malignant Fates
would have it, here was a horrid girl, the mere
sound of whose voice at a distance had drawn him
from her side, and sent him flying up the steep
sides of the dell, as if the Syrens who beguiled Ulys-
ses had caught him in their toils.

Even at that moment, as Aurelia stood talking to
him, there was a look of interest~—an animation in
his face, the absence of which she had often wond-
ered at when he conversed with her.

He could wake up, then, and for a plin little
thing like that!

Was it any wonder that she regarded this poor
girl with the iost unfavourable eyes as the Captain
reluted the circumstances of their meeting.

Frederick still sulked in the background: but
his sister, hearing his name mentioned, began to lis-
ten more carefully, and soon made out enough of
the story to see that her brother was chiefly to blame
for this unwelcome uddition to their party.

So, taking advantage of the Bable tongues, she
crossed over to where he atood, and laid her hand
upon his arm.

“What is the matter; Fred?” she asked. “You
look as if you bad lost every friend you ever had on
garth.”

“ Is that you, Clara?” he said, impatiently, still
keeping his eyes fixed on Aurelia and her atten-
dant group of cavaliers. “ What in the name of
goodness did you send him after her for? I think
it is very hard, when I never interfere with you
in any way, that you should go and spoil the great-
est pleasure I have on earth,”

“What i in the world are.you talking about Fred?
What pledsme of yours have I spoiled? And who
do you mean by him and her? I am entirely in the
dark !”

“Imean Aurelia and that—that thundering jack-
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anapes, Captain Grey !"’ burst out poor Fred, grow-
ing unmuanageasble as he thought upon his .wrongs.
“Here we came out on a beautiful nutting excursion

aind we were so happy together, when you must’
bring your stupld pic-nic party where they could
hear Aurelia sing, and come afier her—und be’
hanged to them all! How could she go and leave
me like that for a lot of strangers, who knew noth-
ing about her half an hour age? But you are all
ahke, you women ; and I’ll have no more to do
with any of you as long as I live !"’

- Miss Clara eyed the young misanthrope with a
thoughtful glance.

She Jonged to be at the bottom of the whole mys-
tery, but he was too frantic to be cautious—he would
tell every one as well as her, and that was not what
she wanted.

So she put her hand through his arm in a very
sisterly sort of way, and drew him apart among the
thickest groups of trees.

“ Never mind Captain Grey just this moment,

Fred,” she said, soothingly ; “but tell me all aboug

this friend of yours. What did you call her 7"

“ Aurelia.”

* What else "

“ Gresham.”

“ And what is she 1"

s \;Vhy, a young lady, to be sure! Can’t you see
that fer yourself, without asking me 7"

“Don’t be rude and stupid, Frederick! I want
to belp you if you will only let me : but how can I
if you talk like that?”

Poor Fred crammed his fists into his eyes

“You are very good, and T am a great bear !"” ha
said, in a choaked voice. “But that horrid Captain
has upset me so that I don’t know what I am about!
How dared he tell me you sent him to bring Aurelia

here 1”7 d&

-~ “He told you that, then?”

1 Yes.??

“ What did he say 7"

‘ Tt was when I asked Aurelia not to go with
him. He said he did not know how to excuse him-
self to my sister, and then Aurelia was ready to run
to get here! T shall punch that fellow’s head for
him yet—I know I shall!
to you, and let my Aurelia alone 7"

There never was a more unfortunate speech made.
Miss Landell winced as she heard it, and hated Au-
relia worse than ever.

But she kept close to Frederick’s side till she had
learned all he had to tell about the girl.

It was not much; but it was o sufficient clue’ to
follow up, aud she promised herself that the “little
pauper”” should not stand in her light many dege

longer.

Why can’t he make love
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Bhe returned to the party, which was beginning
to break up. h )

Frederick had looked for an explanation of Au-
relia’s conduct during their long walk; but as if her
concience reproached her, she pi-aded fatigue, and
gladly accepted the offer of a seat in the carriage of
a lady who would pass the gates of Charnley Cot-
tage on her way home.

8o Frederick went off moodily by himself, and
Clara secured the Captain for her cavalier; but she
questioned, in her own mind (so absent and preoc-
cupied was hismanner) wether he heard ten consec-
utive words of all she said to him on the way.

CHAPTER VL

“Oh, Mary, canst thou wreck his peace,
Who for thy sake would gladly die?
Or canst thou break that heart of his,
Whose only fault is loving thee?
If love for love thou wilt not give,
At least be pity to me shown;
A thought ungentle cannot be

The thought of Mary Morison.”
Bunnxs.

Miss LANDELL was by no means a person to let the
grass grow under her feet. When she had once de-
termined on. any line of action, she lost no time in
forming her rarks," and getting her weapons ready
for attack. Conscquenlty the very next morning,
while the Squire sat comfortably over his paper at
the breakfast-table, she begged his attention for one
moment, in a tone of voice that implied there ought
to be no delay in complying with her request.
Nothing is much more provoking than to be re-
qnired to lay down a morning paper to listen to any-

him."

The man left the room, but return ed in abowt
five minutes to say that Mr. Frederick was not ip
his chamber—in fact that he was not in the house
None of the servants had seen*him that morning.

The Squire began to growl inwardly as the man
retreated. Miss Landell stired her tea.

“ Bad plan—~bad plan!”" muttered the Squire.
‘“ Can’t have this sort of thing going on. in my
house. That young chap must be regular in ‘his
hours, and at his meals, or I’'ll know the resson
Why., AN
“Frederick is never very regular about anything
now, papa,” said his fair daughter with a slighs
smile,

“What do you mean by that? He is always in
early of an evening !
“Yes, I know; but half the time when you are

e | . -
way from home, he is neither here at dinner nor ag
tea.”

“Where does he go?”

“ I only found that out yesterday, myself; and I
think it my duty to tell you at once, He goes to
Charnley Cottage !”

The Bquire looked puzzled.

“ What the deuce can he want there? Thero
are no boys at Charnley Cottage 7"

“ No, papa, but there is a gir! I"*

“ That slender &'ip of a thing with the yellow hair!
Why, she is only twelve years old 1!

“Good gracious, papa! You forget thet Tims

does not stand still with the young any more than

with the old! That slip of a thing is nearer sixteen

than ten; and she is quite a good-looking girl, into
the bargain I"?

“ Bless me, Clara! You don’t mean to tell me

that Frederick is dangling after the ghls already!
A stupid liule Jad like him, who was only set free

thing foreign to its news. The Squire fumed and|from the master’s rod at school a fow months ago 1™

fretied a little, but Miss Landell had a habit of go-

“Frederick is a very handsome youth, papa, and

ing into tantrums, when she fancied herself slighted!| I think the young lady sees itas well as any onej
or neglected, and he remembered it just in time.|and you know, yourself, how very romantic he is.”

80, he Inid the paper aside, pushed his spectacles

"God bless me! What fools boys are !’ said the

up on his forehead with a short grunt of dissatisfac- Squire, rubbing his bald head ruefully.

tion, and asked what she wanted.

“1 want to speak to you about Frederick, papa,”
she said, composedly sipping her tea.

“Bh-—what? What has e been doing? And,
by the way, where is he?"

“X am sure I can’t say, papa.”

“Halt-past eight, and not down to breakfast! Bad

Miss Landell burst out laughing.
“1t is well that girls are so wise, papa, and thag

you have two daughters to one son "

“Yes, youmay laogh, but you didn' begin to

bother me so early as this! How long has this stu.
pid affuir been going on 1"

“ Ever since we came, I fancy ; for yesterday our

people so lazy, .
He rang the bell violently. A scrvant’ made his
appearance.

“Together 7"
“ Yes; they were going nutting—or something of

the kind.”

“Go up to Mr- Frederick’s room Johi, aud say

“How very improper !"

that breakfast is ready, and that I am wailing fog

ters took her home in her carringe. Master Freddy

become your daughter-in-law:

" "#'8o I thought. Really that old housekeeper
ought to know better than to let the gitl go wander-
i.ng about the county with our Fred the way she
dovs. « You must know that she, sings w.ell, and
come of the gentlemen heard her and brough:;ir
down to the party. She sang there; and Mrs. Wal- 1
was as gulky as a calf about it, and 1 daresay he f]as
gone to the cc;nage this .morning, instead of eating

his breafast, to accuse her of the crimes she commit-| |

ed yesterday.” L
¥ u%'ﬂ.y likely. Whata bother it is to have a son,

after he gets out of his first jacket and trousers ! i

sny, Clara, what am Lto do ?” ‘ : .
« That depends. If you want the young iady to

. iy
« Good gracious!

“ You have only to let Fred stay here."

« But who is this girl?” L

Miss Landell shrugged her shoulders, gnd helped
herself to a slice of toast. - _

s Leroy brought her down, did he not ?”

« 1 believe so.” ' .

4 You women are generally very quick at getting
at the root of such things—have you never heard
anything about her 77 . s -

¢« T may have heard something, but perh-aps there
It is rather a delicate subject

s

ig no truth in ik

s 1 see. ;i a
and we must stop it at any ‘price of present discom-

fort to the boy,” said the Squire-3 loolfing displensed
and thoughtful. Miss Clara. smll‘ed in he.r s]eeve- at
her worthy father's simplicity. Tl:_ere i3 nothfng
more easy than 1o maoke mme believe something
to the disadvantage ot athird person. A word—a
,ook—a shake of the head—a .shrug ’nf tl-le slm};].
ders—tlhey are invested in the listener’s mind with
nalf or the whole of the crimes tlat are on or r.)ﬂ‘ the
Jecalogue. Considering how fast and how‘ 1fmcon.
siderately most people talk, and how easy it is, by
hese means, to take a character away, every one

hns cause, at times,
bave a shred of reputation left. ST
Without nttering a single word, Miss Landell ha

impressed upon her futher's mind the firm conviction
that Aurelin was the daughter of M1 Leroy, but
aot his legitimate danghter. The child herself was,
of course, rather to be pitied than b!u.med, but }t
was extremely distasteful to him to think that his

Tied ‘e furme intimate
only son “and heir should have furmed an intims
There was no

fyiandship with a girl so sitnated. :
néed of another word 1o confirm him in his ]'mrpnse.
While that thought remained, he would be h.ke ada-
mant to Aurelia's beauty, grace, and genius, a:nd
Fredevick’s heartfult sorrow at the thought of giving
They must be separated at once and for

her up.

to bless their stars that they|

Medes and Persians, had gone forth, from the mo- -
ment, in his tnind.

Knowing this as well as possible, Miss Landell

felt quite safe in making a proposition relative te
the matter. .

$ The girl has been well educated, and is perfect-
y well behaved, I am told,” she said, as she pushed

back her chair, *“ A little imprudent, perhaps, about
Frederick; but what can you expect from a child

ike that, who has never seen anything of the world?

It is the housekeeper’s fault—not hers.”

 Quite true, my dear.”

4 And she certainly sings well. Shall you send

Frederick away, papa?”

“ Tmmediately, my dear. I shall pack him off to

» Oxford the first of next week; and before he comes
SRR home again I hope Mr. Leroy will have takena this

n
young person away.

“ No doubt he will. I believe she is to go on the

stage or something of the kind, when she 3'5 a little
older.” said Clara, making a most unconcious pro- -
phecy. “I should really like you to hear her sing.,
papa. I think I will ask her to come up next Fri-
day, when Mrs, Walter dines bere. She took te
her amazingly at the picnic party yesterday.”

The Squire demurred. 7
«Ts it wise, Clara, or prudent, to throw her in

Y| Fred’s way, just as we are go{‘iug to get rid of him

‘i-r 3 o r d L]
|

“ Dear papa, you know as well as I, that Fred 3s

’ "
as obstinate as a mule .

“ am afyaid you are right, my dear,”

“ Well, if he fancies for a moment that we are

sending him out of her way, wild horses will not
drag Iim to Oxford. But if we seem to humour
him—if we ask her here, and treat her kindly—he
will go off like a lamb, thinking she will be a pro-
tegé of mine while he is away. Ar}d as he is al-
veady most sbsurdly jealous of herif she looks at
any one else for an instant, that will be no small
consideration with him, I can assure you.”
# Well, perhaps you are right, my dear. Women
always manage these things better than men. |
confess my way would be to send for the boy, give
him & sound lecture, and pack him off to Oxford,
without letting him get a glimpse of the young hug-
sy, who islikely to set us all by the ears betore. we
have done with her”

- 4¢ §he will indeed do that, if you attempt any such
exercise of autherity,” said Clara, Jooking very se-
vious. “And if you sent Fred off in that way, he
would be back by the very next train, and persiade
her to elope‘with him, or some such folly. - They
are both quite capable of it if they are not properly
managed. Now, read your paper in peace, and I
will go und settle this question at once.”’ L

She gave him the T'imes again, and going inta thg

-

That fiat, as unalterable as the laws of the
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deawing-room, opened her elegant wtiting-desk, and
selecting a sheet of rose-coloured paperand an en-
velope to match, penned a neat little missive, which
she despatched, ten minutes later, by the hands of a
liveried servant to Charnley Cottage. Then she
went to practice a new fantasia, smiling to herself
all the time as she played.

She was quite right in her suggestion as to her
brother's whereabouts, He had risen with the first

looked most undeniably cross and sulky that his
tongue was tied. At all events he could enly falter
out, ¥ Oh, BReley, how could you use me go—how
could you be so unkind.” ‘

His very gentleness disarmed her—made her a-
shamed of herself, and drove the sulky glance from
her beautiful eyes.

“ Well, it was a shame !’ she said, apologetically;
“and you may beat me if you like, dear Fred, and T
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CHAPTER VIL

* 47 kissed his eyelids into rest,
His ruddy cheek upon my breast.
Tlie wind is raging in turret and tree,
I hated him with the hate of hell,

then resigned her to Frederick, with a meaning
smile.
Aurelia felt uncomfortable, she knew not why.
Miss Landell bad the peculiar gift of making her
feel herselbawz;ih, awkward, and out of place,

even vhen she was most kind,

gleam of light, and hurried to Charnley Cottage,|will promise never to do so any mere. But in the
where, after what seemed to him an unreasonably|meantime as you have brought me down stairs so
long delay, Mrs. Marshall herself admitted him, and | early, just get my breakfast for me !"

heard his tale. The old lady blessed herse]f, and

The dinner party was rather a solemn affair, and
Aurelia could not feel quite at ease, with one foot-
man at her side to change her plates, and ancther
exuctly opposite, whose unmoved stare seemed to’

o=
=

But I loved his beauty passing well ;
0, the BEarl was fair to see!” '
TENNYSON.

gy
»

. ¢
24

looked on him with sincere admiration, as he stam-
ped up and down the little parlour, mingling threats
against Captain Grey, and outpourings of love for
Aurelia, in one and-the same breath,

Mrs. Marshall was intensely sentimental herself,
though she was not aware of the fact. She would
cry for hours together over * The Children of the
_Abbey,” or “The Farmer of Inglewood Forest;”

stored jnstantly. Mrs, Marshall laid the cloth, and
Aurelia got the tea-things out, and Frederick found
himself where hé had fancied the captain would be

toast some thin slices of bacon for breakfast, before
the fire, )
Never was » meal made ready with more good

and the youthful attachment that was blooming and|ing, and all the time they were eating it; and as

budding under her very eyes, was to her the most

Frederick told the agony he had suffered during the

beautiful thing on earth.- So it did not take long to} previous night, and ate toast and bacon the while,
persuade her that the only proper thing for her to|they all laughed again. Aurelia’s misdemeanours
do was to go and wake Aurclia, and send her down|Wwere most certainly forgiven and forgotten, for that
to.her impatient lover. She did so; and as that|time at least.

young lady happened to be very sleepy after her

Soon after the servant had cleared the breakfast-

long day’s walk, she was as cross as two sticks at|things away, she brought in the note from the Hall.

heing roused, and went down into the parlour, with|.

Frederick took it, and very uncermoniously opened

a face that would have sent a less ardent suitor out|it. The next moment he uttered a shout of joy

of the house as soon as possible.

But Frederick was toco much in earnest just then
to heed any one's black looks. He had taken Cap-
tain Grey’s admiring compliments for far more than
they were worth, and visions of that gailant officer
in full regimentals had haunted him all through the
long hours of the weary night. He had made his
appearence at that unearthly hour, simply to “‘get a-
head,” as the Americans say, of his rival—little
dreeming that if Venus hersell, just risen from the
sea, had been awaiting the captain’s visit, he would
not have stirred from his comfortable lodgings until
he had eaten a hearty breakfast, smoked a good ¢igar,
read his morning paper, and adorned his handsome
porson to the best advantage and his heart’s con-
tent,

One cannot always be seventeen; and though
men and women may be quite as susceptible to the
teander passion when twenty-five or thirty years have
vofled over their heads, they certainly take the dis~
onse in & much more rational form, and do not for-
get to see that they have a good dimmer in the height
of their most viclent paroxysms of devotion.

Frederick had come armed with a thousand re.
preaches and complaints: but one glince at his las

“Read! Look!" he said, thrusting the paper
into Aurelia’s hapdy “It is to you—from Clara,
my sister. Isn’t she a trump 7"

Somewhat bewildered, Aurelia read out the invi-
tation :— '

“ Dear Miss GRESHAM :

1 have said so much to my father about your
beautiful voice, that he is very anxious to hear it.
Will you join our dinner-party on Friday? Your
friend Mrs. Walters will be here, and we will all
do our best ( Frederick included) to make you happy
and comfortable ;

| “ Your sincere friend,

“Crara LanpzLL™

Yes, Clara was ‘“‘a trump.”’ There could be bug
one opinion about that amoag them all

dy love silenced him. Perhaps it was because she

They both laughed, and good fellowship was re- N
—%kneeling at Aurelia’s feet—-but it was only to -

will. They laughed all the time they were prepar.

- of yours, Fred,” she remarked, as she came down

‘plied, seizing her hand.

© at ence.-

- quence, his welcome was so kind, that Aurelia found

IT seemed to Aurelia that Friday would never
come. But at last, after an infinite deal of wishing,
hoping, and fearing, the eventful hour arrived, and
she set off for the Hall, under the care of Muis.
Marshall, who was almost as much elated at the
thought of the visit, as was her youthful charge.

Frederick was waiting at the door to receive them.
Aurelia had never seen him in dinner dress before,
and she was enraptured with the effect his best
jacket and fawn-colored vest produced.

“I never saw anything so pretty as that blue tie

the stairs again, after Mrs, Marshall had removed
her cloak, and smoothed her long cutls.

“ Don’t talk about blue ties, you ungel "’ he re-
“Come and let me show
you to my father, and ask him if ever be saw any
one half so pretty before.”

He led her into the drawing-room. The Squire
sat there alone, reading, while he awaited the arri-
val of his company and his daughter. He frowned
when he saw the young couple enter arm-in-arm, but
luckily no one was there, and Aurelia’s sweet face
and timid, wistful look, found the way to his heart

“ What a shame that she is not a lady by birth, so
that Fred could please himself,”” was the only thought
that he had when he greeted her. And, in conse-

kerself at home with Lim at once.

In a few minutes Miss Landell entered, looking
lovely, in a pale blue silk, with blonde falls. Pearls
were on her neck and arms—a single white rose in
the abundant braids of her huir. She gave Aurelia
one sharp, searching glance, that took in every arti-
cle of her apparel from head to foot.

The girl had never looked so well in her life be-
fore. She wore a full white lace skirt, looped up at
either side with a cluster of forget-me-nots—a,
wreath of the same blossoms crowned her yellow
curls ; and a slender gold chain and turquoise heart
around her neck, harmonized well with the color of
the flowers. ]

“Wild Arab though she iz, she knows well how
to dress, and therefore the more dangerous, and the
sooner to be got rid of,” thought Miss Landell,

take special cognizance of every mouthful she swak
lowed. She was heartily glad when the meal was
at an end, and the ladies rose to go. Frederick fol- -
lowed them at once. His presence discomposed
his sister a little. It had been her purpose during
that lazy tiine, before the gentlemen came up, to
crosg-question Aurelin so thorc:ughly about her early
life, that there would be no need of further informa-
tion from any other source. '

When Frederick appeared, that scheme was at
once frustrated. '

In the housekeeper’s room, her own maid was
sitting with Mus, Marshall, and the good cheer of
the servants’ hall would assuredly loosen that lady’s
tongue, so it mattered but little, after all.

None of the ladies cared to play during the ab-
sence of the gentlemen, but Aurelia sat down te
the piano gladly, at the request of her hostess, and
began to sing a little German pastoral, while Fred-
erick hung over her, enraptured, snd tumed the:
leaves of the book. Her voice reached the party
in the dining-room. They glanced at each other in
surprise, and then with one accord deserted the wine
that they might hear it better. '

When Aurelia rose from the piano, she was a lit-
tle astonished at the increase in her audience—the
more 80, that in one corner of the room stood Cap-
tain Grey, hat in hand, talking to DMiss Landell,
who, in spite of her attempts to look pleased, had
the faintest possible smile upon her lips, and the
plainest possible cloud upon her brow. -

It was certuinly very provoking. She had arrang-
ed this dinner party with an express view to the
Captain’s absence. Understanding from him that
he was about to attend a sale of horses in London,
she had invited Aurelia to the house, that her father
might see her without any fear of uncenscions rival-
1ty on her part. But the sale of horses had been
vut off—so the Captain assured her in his sweet-
est voice; and having no other engagement that
evening, he had taken the liberty of. calling and
bringing some new songs to try. Would she for
give him for intruding, and uninvited, perhaps un-
welcome guest, upon her and her friends? And
was he to go, a banished man—or would she, of
her own gracious clemency, allow him to remain?

as she shook hands with her most graciously, and

Be prayed the Cuptain, with the smile which
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" bitten with a mania for hearing her now, and,

Clay 1" , .
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had won many a fair lady’s heart playing round
his lips, and his pleading eyes fixed earnestly on
her own. 8he felt that he was not honest with
her. She funcied that Lis accidental call was a
premeditated one, and that in some way or ano-
ther he bad ascertained Aurelia was there.

Then the music.

When had ke ever hrought songs for her to
try before 7 He did not like to hear her sing,
although he feigned raptures now and then, when
she appealed to his judgment, after executing
one of his favorite songs. Why should he be

above all things, when a voice like Auwelia’s was
within six feet of him?

“Pray make no excuses for joining us in this
uncermonious way,” she said she, suavely. “We
are only toe happy to secure you by any good
forture.”

“ Then why didn’t you invite me?” thought
the Captain ; but he only bowed low, and said
that she did him far too much honour,

i But have you dined?"” she ssked.

“ Oh, yes, an hour ago, at the mess.”

“ Then you are just in time for a cup of tea; and
when you have taken it, Miss Gresham, I dare say,
‘will be kind enough to try the new songs with you.
[ have a bad cold, and cannot sing. Pic-nic parties
-0 not agree with me, I fear.”

Thus encouraged, the Captain ventured, after his
fair hostess had left him, to hand Aurelia a cup ot
#a, and eventually to seat himself by Ler side.

The young lady was rather shy at first, remember-
ng Frederick’s fit of heroics; but when the new
iongs were mentioned, the artiste’s instinct awoke
.within her, and she was all eagerness at once.

Frederick, entering the room at that moment, stop-
sed suddenly and stared aghast. But his sister was
seside him, and drew Lim behind a friendly curtain
©0 undergo a short catechism,

“Fred have you seen Captain Grey since Tues-

* Yes, confound him!"? was the sulky reply.

“ Well, don’t be croes. I will put an end to that
sort of amusement in a little while. Tell me when
you saw him 1"’

“ On Wednesday morning.”

“ Was he going to town to buy a horse 1"

* Not.that I know of.”

“ Where was he 1’

* At Charuley 7%

OF CHARNLEY.

me, and I heacd him telling Howard he could net
join him on Friday, because he was engaged here,
to hear an angel sing. They were both luughing at
the idea." ’
*¢ Then Captain Grey overheard them too 7"
# Of course.”
* Well, you have only George Walters to thunk
for all the pain you may feel this evening. She
sings well, Fred, but she is an arrant flirt."”

* Nousense !"’
* Lock at her now !’ -

Frederick looked and ground his teeth. The

Captain was leading Aurelia to the piano, and she
smiling and blushing at something he had whispered
in her ear. '

“ Confound him ! I wish T wasaman, and I would
call him out! What business has he to behave like
that? it is neither treating you or me well, and I'll be
shot if I stand it!”

 Never mind me, Fred; I can take care of my-
self,” said Miss Landell, with a slight smile. * But
let me give you one caution. Aurelia is very pretty
and very graceful, and she sings magnificently; but
don’t set your heart upon her too much. She is very
young to be so greatly pleasad with awtention. If
she is a flirt, Fred, she will muke your hewrt ache
worse before you have done with her. Watch her
well before you love her too dearly  You will for-
give your sister for saying so much when yon know
that it is only for your own good and happiness that
she speaks.”

She raised the curtain and went smiling out a-
mong her guests as she spoke. DBut the work she
bad chosen to do was well begun.

If Captain Grey lLad ridden over from Charnley
purposely to bhear Miss Landell’s voice, he certainly
showed great forbearance in not pressing her too
much to oblige him. He did say to- her once,
“ Will you not join Miss Gersham in this 7"’ liolding
up at the same a soneta which she could no more
have sung at sight than she could have flown; but
when she declined he said no more and busied him»
self during the remainder of the evening with hang-
ing over Aurelia’s chair, and trying first this piece
and then that, at first to the amusement, but at last
to the disgust, of the rest of the company.

People who have hobbies, like people who have
beloved professions, are generally great bores to their
neighbours. | o

Writers hevd in groups, and criticise the lastnew
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jargon by which to puzzle the unipitiated. On the
contrary, when artists or musicians begin to talk of
what concerns them most, those who know nothing of
“ tones” or * movements’’ must remain for ever in

“the dark. .

The artists, however, only talk, but the musicians
play and ging, .

Things which to most people are mere senseless
and ofien discordant assemblages uf sound, without
tune, or time, or rhyme, or reason to recommend
them to the ear,—they are musical to those who
understand ‘Ih'em; but who can wonder that the mas-
ses, hearing only a crash, a jingle, a scattering of
high notes, and o growling of low ones, get tired at
last, and wish devoutly that there was no such thing
as a science of melody in the world?

On this occasion, the Squire fretted, and his elder
guests fumed ; and Frederick glared at every one
from the corner to which he had betaken himself;
and Miss Landell smiled.

The offending Pa:j:f on.
Aurelia was quit onscious of the breach in

good manners she was committing, nor could the
Captain remember it iill, looking wp in his. search
ufter anothier song, the perfect silence of the room
strnck him. A wicked smile came into his eyes.

By Jove! we have done it now!” he murmurea
w himself ; and brealing up the little musical party,
within the next ten minutes he took Geurgeﬁ‘}?ﬂ\t;ia
by the.arm, and samtered over to where Miss Lan-
dell was sitting. She reccived him very quietly, but
very graciously, and he fancied that his peace was
made. From that time the conversation grew gen-
eral, and the guests enjoyed the latter much more
than they had done the eatlier part of the visit.

By twelve o’clock every one had gone, for they
kept early hours at Charnley.

Frederick did notoffer to see Aurelia safely home,

He only watched to see that the Captain was not
with her, and then rushed away to his own room,
without even saying “good night” to her, She went
home quite contentedly, however, telling Mrs Mar-
shall about the songs—(she did not say a word ubout
the Captain)—and slept as soundly as if a secona
set of upbraiding despairing reproaches were not
swaiting her on the morrow.

Miss Landell also went to her own room, looking
somewhat more tived and somewhat less Leautiful
than usual.  Her maid was waiting there, and evi-
deutly bursting with some important piece of news.

Not ene word, however, did hér young mistress

vouchsafe to open her lips. Then just as Martin
was curtseying a good night, she said sharply,
“Did yousee that woman from the cottage to-night "

“Yes, miss. I spent the whole evening with her
in Mrs. Hewitl’s voom.” .

“Did she talk?”

“All the time, Miss.”

* About the girl?”

“ Not at first. She seemed very cautious when
she came. But when we had supper, and { got out
the bottle of wine you gave me it seemed to loosen
her tongue.”

“ Yes. It all came out then, I suppose 1”

‘“ Every bit, miss,”

“ And who is the gir] 7”7

“ Not Mr. Leroy's daughter, miss—nor uny re<
lation to him.”

“ What then 1"’ asked her mistress, looking inter-
ested.

“ QOnly a girl that he brought from London one
cold winter night, just about Christmas time. He
found her singing ballads in the street, with nothing’
to eat, and hardly a rag to her back, and no home
to goto. So, because she had such abeautiful voice,
he adopted her, and has kept her ever since. Mrs.
Marshall says she was such an object when she
came down here—and only look at her to-night!”

“ Yes—a beautiful voice will work wonders some-
times,” said Miss Landell, musingly

¢ She was from Whitechaple, miss.”

““ Indeed! Well, I want nothing more now, and
you may go. Good night, and thank you, Martin.”

The girl left the room. But long after the small
hours began to strike, Miss Landell was tossing rest-
lessly to and fro upon her pillow. ‘ From White-
chaple 1" slie said aloud, as the day began to bresk.
“ I think her native air would be best for her. T'll
see if T cannot get her back there.”

And then she fell into a sound, sweset sleep.

CHAPTER VIIL

“My hewt is wasted with my woe,
Oriana,
There is no rest for me below,
Oriana.
When the dun wolds are ribbed with snow,
And loud the Northland whirlwinds blow,

novels ; actors discuss the management of theatres, -
2 “ Who was he with 1 o and the good and bad qualities of their brothers and speak—not vne encournging glance did she give Alone I wander to und fro, -
; . * Lieutenant Howard, They were riding, and|sisters by the score ; and people who neither hold her. ‘ Oviuna.”
, ; they stopped to speuk to me.” pews nor gobehind the scenes, listen yawningly, and Martin brushed away at the brown lairin silence, TeEnNsYSON,

* Did you say anything about this dinner party?”’
Fred eonsidered a moment.

think within their own hearts what 'intolerable nui-
sances they are. DBut, at least one can dimly guess

“ No, 1 did not. But George Waliers w ith

their meaning.. They have no particular professivnal

and thought what a contrary and provoking head it
govercd, '

Not till all her work was done did Miss Landell

Frederick’s vigils were not much shoiter than his
sister’s, but they brought about a more immediate,
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and, apparently, a more important result. He came |but bis hurried departure was only meant as a pun-

down to breakfast, locking pale and ill; and when
the meal was over, requested a private interview
with his father. The Squire expected to hear some
tale of youthful debts or youthful follies ; but, to his
great surprise, Frederick asked his permission to
leave home—to go to college, and that at once.

The Squire could hardly believe his ears. They
had been scheming artfully to get the lad out of the
way, and there he was, proposing of his own accord
to go and eager to turn his back upon his enchant-
ress and his home. What could it all mean? He
gave him an uncertain answer, and bolted off to find
his daughter, who was quietly breakfasting in her
own room, over coffee, French rolls, and a French
novel.

She did not seem so much surprised at his news
as he had expected she would be.

“ I see it all,’”’ she observed. *“He is hit much
harder than we thought, and he is impatient of the
pain.  He does not know how to bear it. Let him
go, by all means. Have his trunks packed, and get
him off before he has time "to change his mind, as
he will if he gets but one small glimpse of her.”

“ You think it is safe, then—best—to send him
away 1"’

* Of course, Take my word for it, if he goes in
this frame of mind we shall have no more trouble
with him. He will get over this folly by himself,
and very speedily, I fancy.’

*“Well, I suppose you know best,” said the squire,
looking sorely perplexed and puzzled, as hereturned
w the study, where Frederick was pacing up and
down like a caged lion.

So it was settled without any more words, and
the Hall was a scene of bustle and corfusion during
the remainder of the day.

There were a thousand things to see to, a thou-
sand messages and orders to give; and Frederich
hurried to and fro, congratulating himself on having
no time to bother his head about * that girl at the
Cottage.”

No doubt the Captain was there with her, making'
fierce love, and hearing her sing his favourite songs.

Well, let him.

But at least they should not make a fool of him,
and then langh at his folly together. He wouid
show Auurelia that he was not quite so tightly bound
to her chariot wheels as she fancied; that if she
stretched the chain too far, or drew it too close, he
could and would break away, and find his liberty
again. He was young, and vain, and foolish,—a
mere good-tempered, good looking puppy of a col-
lege boy: and he had no idea what a cruel thing he
was doing with such unconcern. He did not mean,
to stay uway from Aurelia very long. He had to g

ishment for her flitation with Captain Grey; and
all the while (though he vowed to himself, as he
packed up his books, that he never wanted to see
her face again), he knew very well that the least
word, or sign, or look from her would bring him to
her feet again, a pleased and willing captive. In
the meantime, till she said that word, or made that
sign, he would play a little at being indifferent, and
see how that suited her.

When people go deliberately to work to do cruel
and unkind things, they forget that they have nos
the ordering of events in their own hands. They
may make the wound, but how can they be sure that
they wiil be allowed to heal it agnin7—they may
shoot the poisoned arrow, but how do they know if
theirs is to be the hand to draw it out? For fear of
these untoward events, it is bétter for every one ‘to

be as kind as they can towards those with whom

their lot is cast. For a kindness done they need

never ask forgiveness—need never make amends;

and a kindness is the one thing they nced never re-
gret when they stand beside a new made grave.

It so happened that Aurelia, on that day, forseok

her ‘usual out-door haunts., " 8he wus lying on the’
sofe, with a viclent headache, all theé afternoon § and

Mrs. Marshall was fully employed in waiting ‘on her.

Consequently, neither of them had any opportu-

nity of learning the movements at the Hall,

At four p. M. Frederick relented a very little from

his seveve determination, and strolled down towards

the Cottage, thinking that, by chance, he might see

Aurelia, and watch her face when he told her that

he was going away. DBy the chianges of that most

expressive countenance he would shape his future

course,

But his good resolutions were in vain

No Aurelia appeared; and after waiting and

watching for the better part of an hour, he flung

hack to the house in a worse temper than ever, and

finding the carriage waiting to take him to the sta-

iion, made his adieux hastily, and was off abd

wWiLYy. ‘
The Squire accompanied him, grumbling about the

night-journey all the way,

But long before midnight, his inarticulate growk

ings ceased, and they were both sleeping comforta-

bly in a West-end hotel. '

The nextday, Frederick’s name was entered upon

the books of Morton College, and Le wus a school

b;)y no longer, {

So Aurelia had lost her lover without being aware

of it.

Duaring the day after his departure, she still kept

lier room, but on the third morning, as she waslook-

ing at the fading flowers in her garden,nnd wonder-

10 college—and it might as well be sooner or lutes

ing why Frederick did not come dowa to see her,
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Captain Gray rede By on his beautiful black horse,
and, seeing her, very naturally stopped for a little| the waltz 77
chat. : “ Yes.”

He had just been ctzlling on Miss Landell, and| “ He quotes that by way of ending the precious

some observations of hers, joined to his own suspi-|epistle—
cions, bad made him pretty well aware of the state|« ¢gj. she’s yours, From the rose you have hrushed

#

that letter. Do you remember Byron's poem about

of the case. L the soft dew,
But as the ladye love was still ignorant of thetruejp 0 o grape you have shaken the delicate blue;
knight's flight it became his duty to break the newsj v, . you’ve touched, you may take—
to her. . Pretty waltzer, adien !’
He did so, as gently as possible, and was reward- ol
ed for his pains Ly seeing every vestige of color for-| I don’t know that I have quoted Cf‘“’%ﬂ)’- It
sake her chieeks, and her eyes turn to him with u|18 3 long time since I had Byron at my finger’s en.ds,
wild, unbelieving look. as he .has now. But that will give you somet.lung
% Gone, Frederick gone—it is impossible !”” she oflan idea of the state of the young gentleman’s
cried. mind.” '
# Nevertheless, it is true!” re-affirmed the Cup- “What a shame!” exclaimed Aurelia, impul-
tain. ’
“But he never told me—never came to say good-
bye !"
“ Perhaps he may have wiitten 1" suggested the

Captain ing now 17
She flew into the house, but returned in a minute,[ Tgﬂ.&@_l,\f_liss/iandell—-she may have a message

for me.”

The demon of mischief prompted kim to encour-
age this scheme.

gone ! “ Go, by all means. I dave soy she can tell -you

“ What does it mean, Captain Gray 7’ she asked,|all about it move than I can. But don’t get dis-
heartened, whatever happens.  We shall have many
a pleasant song, yet, when this little trouble is well

sively.
Her cheek burnt hotly.
“Yes. But he will get over that, and do both

you and me justice further on. Where are you go-
¢

erestfallen and unhappy.
No letter or message had Dbeen sent to her, nor

did any one within doors koow that Frederick had

pitifully. _

He might have said that he was equally at a loss
with her, but he was a good-natured sort of a fellow, vver.”
and her pule, scared fuce made his heart aclie forf * Good bye,” said Aurelia.
her. So he said, in a simple, brotherly kind of a| 8he scarcely heeded what he said, in her eager-.
way - ness to be gone.

““ My dear. Miss Gresham, I can only think of one| The black horse galloped away, and she put on
reason, and perbaps you will accuse me of vanity if| her hat and cloak and went up to the Hall.

I teli you.” I'lie Squire had not returned from London,

“ Oh, no, T will not!"" exclaimed Auvelia, on the| pigq Landell was sitting in the drawing-roem
fnstant, alone, writing a letten.

“ I will tell you, then. I fa'mcy the young gentle: She looked up with a cold stare, as Aurelia was
man did me the honor to be jeulous of me, becausc ushered in by a servant, and neither rose to receive
you were kind enough to sing and talk to me when Ler nor asked Lier to sit down.

I had the plecusure of meeting you the other even- . )
! & . “] beg your pardon for intruding,” stammered

z 17

mg“: Oh, yes ! cried Aurelia, very candidly.— the poor girl,  but I have just heard that Frederick

¢ Frederick wus jealous of you from the day of the

pic-nic party. He was so cross and angry about

that "’
« Exactly.” And he has gone off in a fresh huff;

because you gave me half an hour's pleasure the

has gone to college. Is it true ?”
“ Perfectly true,” said Miss Landell, with severe

composure,

“\When?"
“ My brother left home on the é_lay before yes-

terday.”
) "« And he never came to say good-bye tome. It
was not kind.” .

Miss Landell pushed back her letter, folded her
hands over it, and gazed at Aurelin with a peculiar

other eveaing.”’

“QOh!

“] got a note from bhim this morniag, dated Hrom
London, in whicl he relieves his mind a liode by
giving me s opinion of my conduct. Ove sl
think I bad wken you off o Gretna Greeny o cead stnle,
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# At least it was wige,”
* Why 1”7

* My brother and you can never be friends, Mias

Gresham.”

“ But we are friends.”

% Not now, I fancy.”

*“It is only a- slight misunderstanding, I assure
you,"” said Aurelia, engerly, * Two words from me
would explain it.”’ ,

“ Then those two words must never be spoken,’
said Miss Landell.

“ What do you mean 1"

* You force me to speak more plainly than Icould
wish to do. Ask yourself if 2 Whitechapel baliad-
singer is a fit nssociute for Mr. Frederick Landell—
the representative of an ancient family—heir of a
large estate ! :

Aurelia turned very pale.

_ “A Whitechapel ballad-singer !
then 1

“Ido.” :

“ Who told you?”? '

% That is my secret.”

* It matters little, though.”

“ Very true.” X ‘

% Does he know it 17

“ Of course.”

“Aud he despises me 77

*On the contrary, Le pities you.™

“ 1 don’t want his pity, nor yours,” eried Aurelia,
stung into a sudden rage by the mocking glance of
the coll, blue eyes. * Keep it yourself, ybu'll want
it yet!”

“Thank you, and now I think you had better
go.,l

* You need not tell me that!”’

You know that,

The next instant the door was shut heavily, und
Aurelia was flying like a mad creature down the
lawn.”

Miss Landell looked after her till she reached the
iron gates, nud ran out into the high rvad. And
then she tolded and scaled her letter with a happy
beast. '

CHAPTER 1X,

“ Flow down, cold rivulet to the sea,
Thy tribute wave deliver;

No more by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

“ Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea,
A rivulet, then a river;
Nowhere by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and forever.”
TENNYSOR.

“ A WHiTEcHAPEL ballad singer ! A Whitechapel
ballad singer!” '

These words were ringing in Aurclin’s_ears, all
the way, as she ran with frantic speed towards her
lieme.

In vdin the sun shone and the fresh wind blews
in vain the birds sang, and the late roses clustered
along the path; in vain old Tender came to meet
her at the gate, to tell her, with an honest bark and
wag of his tail, that she was welcome !

The sights and sounds of nature, to which she
was, in general, so feelingly alive—the faithful love
of her dumb companion, which always received a
rich return—all was lost upon her now.

Woarse than useless. was everything to the ** Whitee
chapel ballad singer.”

Cruel words ; yet they were true, and she could
not forget them.

What should she do? Where should she go?
I would be impossible to live on calmly in her old
home, unow that Frederick was gone, and his
haughty sister had taunted her to her very face with
the shume of her early life, Somewhere she must
go—some new home she must seek, and that
speedily. She leaned a moment gn the cottage
gate, and looked wistfully out beyond the open
fields. At she stood tliere, two school-boys, out
fur a holiday walk, went by, and one said to the
other as they pussed——

“ When I am six years older, John, I snall
have a clerkship in the India House, and live in
London !’ \

There was an instant eager reply, and they went
towards Charnley, talking about the hopeful future
all the way. Aurclia looked afier them with a
kindling smile. The electric chord had been touch-
ed, and the school-boy, unconscious of the listener
us he planned his own future life, bad given her the
key to her own.  She too would go to Luundon.

uwaiting her, full of reproaches for having overstaid
the dinner hour. DBut Aureliz could not eat. She
gaid she had a headache, und would lie dewn in her
own reom a little while,

- potted lobster with it, and some raspberry jam.”

She went into the house. Mrs, Marshall was.
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Having thus secured a quiet hour, she locked the
door of her room, and sat down to think. One
If shie went to London, she

thing wus certain,
She must go scevetly

must go at onee, and alone.
tuo-—for M rs.ﬁkMurshzt’ll was auite capabie of iuckh'lg
hier up tili the’return of her guavdian, if she thought
there was a pussibility, however remute, of her com-
ing to any harm,

Some preparations for her flicht it was also neces-

snry to make.  She was romartic enougiy, inall con-
science ; but she did nuct ik of setting off' in
white muslin, to seek her fortune, as Miss IJge-
worth's heroine did, to find her * uckrown friend.”
Aurclia’s first proceeding was 2 most sensible one,
She dressed hiersell” front top to e in the warnoest
rlothing slie possessed=—put on a paiv of wouilen
atockings, and some strong double-soled kid boots,
Then she took e winter cluak of seaishin from
the wardrobe, laid it with her best straw bonnoet
and gloves upon the bed, and went up intu the luft
over her 1oom, in scarch of a smail carpet bag,
which she could carry in her Lhand,
- 8he was supposed to be asleep, and looking from
the window of the loft, she saw Mrs. Marshall
making the best of Lier way acvoss the fieids to-
wacds a fwrge farm house that stood about half a mite
away. The mistress of the * Purched Fuem' was
n fiest cousin of Mrs, Mardhall’s; moreover, stue
wns famed throughout the counury for a delicious
teacake, with which she was in the habit of regal-
tng her guests. Now, Aureliz had often been one
of those guests, und her mouwth watered at the re-
collection of the edibles, as she watched the house-
keeper across the felds. [t was a poiat of honor
with the frmer’s wife to let neithier friend nor foe
leave her hospitable roof withows first partaking of
a chieerful meal, and Aurelia went about her pre-
parations very Jeisurely, now that she knew Mrs.
Marshall was quite sufe.

She went down and rang for the servant, who
said that her mistress would not be in for two or
three hours, but that she had left word that Aurelia
was to have a strung cup of ten the minute she
awoke, and anyihing she fancied to eat with it.

“Very well,”” said Aurelin, wlio began to feel
snromantically hungry.  “ Go anl get the tea at
once, and toast me some muffins, Jane—I know
there are some in the heuse. Aud [ will have some

Jane licked her lips as she departed in antici-
pation of the fragments of thut delectable feast,
which wouid surely fall to her share. She did not
get such a treat every alternoon; neithier, for the
matter of that, did Aurelia,  Mres. Marshall would
soun huve put a veto on such a proceediug, but for
Iy is # merci-

ful dispensation that we are all gifted in our youth
with stomachs like ostriches.  Muffins, and potted
{obsters, and raapberry jam, at one {ell meal, washe
ed down with cups of hot, strong, sweet tea! It
mnkes one shiver, in one's old nge, to think of such
x tepast; but at sixteen the most withered and de
ceepid of ws all could have caten it with as much
appatita a3 Aurelin and Jane.

Having seuled this little refection, Auvelia went
hack to her work, °F irst, she wrote a letter, look-
ing very sorvowful as she did so. Then she sealed
and left it on the table in Mrs. Marshail’'s room,
and brightening up with un effort, went again to
the loft. All kinds of lumber were stowed away
there, Disused tubles, brokea lamps, dingy ene-
tuins, ricketty chiairs, and aouldering sofas, In
one corner near the window stood o piie of trunks
and boxes, Among them, Aurelia sought for whas
shie wanted. ’

Presentiy she found it.  With some exertion, she
deagged it out to the light. An oid-fashioned {eather
truvelling bag, with bruss ornaments and handies,
Thie key was 1a the lock.  She tuened it, and saw
inside a silver mounted dressing-cuse, whose fittings
were as perfect as on the day when they had first
been made.  There wis voom in the bag for two or
threo dresses, sume changes of linen, and any gquan-
tity of small pavcels and packages,  And the bag
was so light that she eould casily carry it in her
Laad as far as the station; so June need kuow no-
thing of her depurture.

She curried it down into her owwmsroom, and
filled it from her drawers and wardrobe. Looking
into her little brown purse, she found that she had a
ten pound note, ivo golden guineas, and a quantity
of small change. The ten-pound note was a gift
from her guardian, sent from abread one birtlulay,
and religiousiy preserved by her. Mes. Mashail
had given ner one guinea, and the cook the other,
the day she was fifieen years old.  And the silver
was an accumulation ot her shilling-a-week pocket
nmomey, which she had been saving up for u fong
time, in order to buy old Tender a beautiful siiver
giit collar, wiich she had seen one aay at a shop in
Charnley.

Poor Tender must go without his collar now—at
least, till she came back again—say ina yeur's time
—so0 rich and famouy that she could aflorit lim one
of diamonds !

Twelve pounds in all!

1t was a little fortune in itself, even withiont the
silver.  She had read of many a puor boy who, go-
ing to Londen barefooted, and with a solitury sisx-
pence in his pocket, had died in his bed, in a
stately mousion, a millionaire !

onco in u way it could do no harm.

What should hinder her from dving as wmuch, og
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was devoted to his little plots of ground, so that, in

put on her bonnet, and came down again with the
bag concealed beneath her heavy cloak. the course of years, he-became quite noted for his

“ 'm going for a walk, Jane,” she said, looking | beans, and potatoes, and radishes, as well as for his
in at the kitclien doer. * Don't leave the house.|roses, and lilies, and dahlias. His wife, who had
Good-bye 1" also been in service, was as steady and industrions

“ Qood-bye, miss!"” <oid Jane, cheerfully, from|as himself; and their little daughter, Jennie, was

taught to make herself useful in a hundred ways.

- 28 THE ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY.

“ O, Richard-—0, Mon Rof ."’/f

as if, at the last, the writer repented of her deter
mination, and would have rejoiced” at being' asked her dishes
to stay. : Lt -

tay g Then the front door closed, and, with one glance Before she could talk or walk, she would try to imi-

Fhen, from « drawer in her writing-desk, she took But Aurelia could not find any answer to that fond 1 at bex childhood’s home, the wanderer was free ! |tate her mother’s industry in the kitchen by rabbing
» SRELO0K Lappeal, . g ’ stoutly away with a bit of flannel at ber playthings ;

;*- j'fuckot of letters which Frederick . had written to ‘ oot
.u :,band stowed them carefully away in the travel a.nd thedﬁrsc s:ps Shle n:iade wzm o d;l‘E?uon }ﬂf
<Hig bag, . ‘the garden, where she dropped some seeds 1nto the
A b d2 10, s prosed beheflyspon dhodoe ground, much to her futher’s delight a.nd her own.
ng case, and the top flew back with & violence that

startled her,
. She had touched the spring of a fai]se lid, and in] . They rest beneath thy dusky brows, like ligh,
D content to dwell in shadow, that its lu;tre may be

s;:velvet-lmed cavity were other letters, not neatly {softened !
tied up like hers, but flung in carelessly—~apparently '
forgotten, -

even more, since she bad twelve pounds to begin
with, while the boy had enly sixpence ! ¢

She hid her purse safelyin her bosom, keeping
the silver in her pocket for the expenses of the
Jouruey, z

A steip of paper just beneath the note contained

a few stanzus, evidently translations from s

ern poet: d ome Bass- CHAPTER X.

w# # % hLope will sigh thine alder tree,
And here thine aspen shiver, .

And here, by thee, will hum the bee, @

For ever and for ever.

By the time she was six years old she was one of
the most helpful creatures imaginable, She used to
|clear away the breakfast things and sweep the kitch-
en floor as neatly as a grown up servant could have
done ; and the older she grew, the steadier and
more industrious she became, so that between her
mother’s labours and her own, the whole cottage was
a perfect pulace of neatness and good order, The
steel fender and the window panes almost made the

“Thine eyes are like two twin brilliant stard,

% A thousand suns will stream an thee,
A thousand moons will quiver ;

But not by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

“ When 1 look within thy face, I blush and steal

ﬂW’EIy.

Of course, Aurelia immediately began to read ‘
them. “ When I hear thee speak, I tremble

{
)
i
!
S.

Who could resist the witchery of time-stained let-
ters, when discovered unexpectedly in some out-of-
the-way place ?

Aurelia, at least, couid not, _

But, like the Leroine of Northanger Abbey, “she
was grievously disuppointed,” for the letters all re-
ferred to dry business detuils, ubout which she knew
nothing and cared less.

There wus a small, gilt-clusped, red book among
the pupers.

Aureiia pounced upon it eagerly, thinking it must
be a diary,

But it was only a record of private expenses,
written it an unformed school-girlish hand, and treat.

ing only of new bonnets, drefses, apirons, and kid
slippers,
Disgusted and provoked, Aurelin was about to
close the lid again, when a half-open note canght
her eye. ‘
\It was written in a strong, masculine hand, und
ran thus :

“ For _the last time I appeal to you, Helen—for
the last time 1 ask you to pause and refleet, befure
taking this mad step! By the love you huve for me,

“ Bnt when thy hand touches mine—when 1 meet
the full glunce of thy dark eyes—I um ready to
die, :

* Can the nightingale love the rose more than I
huve loved thee ?

* Yet she sings a sweeter song.

“ 8he sets her breast against a thorn, and wins &
rose at last.

¢ . . R
* The thorn is against my breast also, but Leila ja
far away, and will not-hear me !

_“ My heart burns—my blood beats whenever thy
light step comes niglt! '

I wateh for thy footprints among the lillies, am-!
kiss the flowers thy hand has touched !

I say often in the dusk of night, ¢ To-morrow I
will watch for her and tell her all ¥

‘“ But when I see thee at thy lattice, T grow faist
and pale, and speech departeth from me !

“Once I touched thy hand!
“1 saw the wind blow back thy veil, and press

agninst thy softly-swelling bosom !

%0, that I were the summer wind !

‘““So would 1 also press against thy breast, and

I beg, or rather, I command Yyou, to stay herve! It die!

that love is'us great as 1 think it is, you will 1ot
fuil to obey me! ‘
“RicHarDp,”

On the back of this note was wiitten, by the sumé l
band that had penned the accounts in the red-cover-
ed book

1] ‘
Command ?—command ?  And you talk alwavs
of my love for you—never of yours for me ! I ghali

* My blood burns—my heart bounds—my soul dies

within me when I think of thee!

* And if thy mouth were pressed to mine—if thy
tead laid upon my breast—I could not live "'

Aurelin glanced over the lines, scarcely compre~

hending them.

Then she put the papers all back again, and clos-

ga! ‘ ‘ ed the lid of the dressing-case.

“Heven.”

She went down stairs. The tea, by no means an

“asthetic” one, was ready, and she and Jane par-

Beneath these lines was traced the first words of

took of it together with great appetite.  While the

the old song—

tray was being removed, Aurclia ran up to her room

it shralibeties, to look at the booths, the shows, and

TuNnysox. eyes ache with their brightness; the shelves and the

Yzars and years ago, the- names of Norwood .

woodworkk were as white as snow; and the blue

hintz covers upon the two easy chairs hefore the fire,

i of Beulah Spa were almost as well known to looked as fresh as they did the day they were put
plrasure seekers as those of Vauxhall or Cremorne| = g (0 oo cueh another place in Norwood,
are at the present day. To go tothe “Spa” foray =0 o dered when one day, 2 lady, who
boliday was a treat, fudeed ; and from the Spa to had alighted from her carriuge to beg a glass of was
the residence of o famous gipsy, whose house still ter at the cottage door, was su. struck with the as-
at Gipsy Hill, was by no means too long u distance pect of the pla‘ce, that she never rested Ull Jenuie
for light hearts and cager feet to travel. Our grand-} 1 104 00se as her own maid.

futhers andl grandmothers thought it was fine fun to
drink tea in the little cottages, to wander in the
) t
the fireworks, for which Beulah Spa was so famous;

and to'wind- up, it may be, by having their fortunes |

It was a new life for the simple cottage girl. In
he place of rising early and polishing steel fenders,

and scrubbing floors, she had to put her lady’s room
in order, take up her breakfast, and afterwards dress

rer for the day. She had a great deal to do, it ig

told by an old wonnn in a red cloak, who knew no rue, bt the work was light, and she had many an

more about those fortunes than you or I at this pres- . . . .
l P hour to herself, when she sat sewing in her mistress’

dressing room, and thinking of her own dear home.

£

ent time.

The tea-gardens are deserted now—the shrubber- ; . .
: - . - The fine house where she lived,” the nice dresses
ies are overgrown—the littla cottages are torn | . .
she wore, and the company in the servants’ hall,
down—the Spais a lonely, dreary pluce, full of trees e Nor
1 bush | onlv fit for buildi . and | VEre all powerless to make her forget the Norwood
and bushes, and on or building purposes; an . .
SHES y & purp ! cottage and the parents, who, in plain homespun

the old woman in the red cloak died long ago, and
is buried I belieye, in Croydon or Bromley church-
yard, But the liouse where June Gray was born is
the same a8 ever.

Jennie Gray was a Norwood girl, whose futher’s
house stood at the end of one of those pretty green
lanes for which Norwood is so jusily celebrated.
There are plenty of houses around it now, but when
it was first built it stood quite alone, with its flower
garden in front and its kitchen garden at the side
—almost a little (arm of itself. John Gray was only
a gentleman’s couchman, it is true; but he wasa

careful and industrious man, and all his leisure time

,Ar:

i

e R L

dresses, still livedand laboured there.

After six years of faithful service, Jennie lost her
place through the death of her mistress. Habits of
independence once formed, can ravely’be given up,
and though her parents were as dear as ever to her
heart, still she felt thut she would rather be works
ing for he}i'self, than living a mere burden upon them
at home. | Accordingly, with a little mouney in her
purse, a nice box of new clothes, and the very best
“ character” that any servant could have, or any
mistress reasonably, effect, she set off to try her for-
tunes in the city of fortune hunters—Leondon,
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smile, and now and then took a pinchof snuff. The
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When the train which bore her to her destination
stopped for a moment at Charnley, and a young girl
entercd end took a seat beside her, Jennie felt no
mysterious thrill of aympathy which warned her that
a friend was near. She glanced at the new comer,
helped her to put her carpet-bag under the seat,
thought what a sweet voice it was that said * Thank
you;" and then went back to her own thoughts,
like that * young lady from Sweden,” who, we are
told, in “ The Book of Nonsense,” went *by the

slow train to Weedon,” and

“1V]ien she got to the station,
Bhe made no observation,
But thought she would go back to Sweden,”

" Aurelia also sat silent, looking first out of the win-
dow, and then at her companion. There was no
one but Jane in her side of the carriage, but in the
other compartment sat a stout ruddy-faced waman,
handsomely dressed, and a tall slender lady with
bright, eager, blue eyes, and dark brown hair, who
was talliing most energetically to her neighbour, a
thin-faced lawyer, wlho listened to her with a shrewd

lady’s face pleased Aurelia, more from its mobility
end great power of expression than from its beauty,
and she also began to listen. 8t did Jane after a
time, and the stout woman in the corner pursed up
her lips and shook her head scornfully now and
then, as a word or two of the discussion fell upon
Ler ear. Aurelia gathefed enough to understand
that the lady was an American, and a Northener—
who was a thorough abolitionist, and a still more
thorough advocate of totul ubstinence.  Slavery and
temperance were her two hobbies undoubtedly—
yet she rode them well. Her legal friend was ap-
piii‘ently half amused at her earnestness, and wholly
unconvinced by ler arguments. They dropped
slavery at last, and proceeded to discuss total abstin-
ence, at which the rosy Bnglish-woman in the cor-
ner coughed derisively. The lawyer glanced that
way and smiled.

“ My dear lady, he said, *“it is a Utopian idea.
How can peaple exist without any stronger beverage
than water 1”

4 Ql, but they do " she replied earnestly, at the
pame time taking a roll of papenfrom her pocket,
“ Look here; I hove been getting up a digest of
facts for a friend of mine whe is poing to give a
temperance lecture in London.  Every one of these
statements are true—I'll swear to them if you
like.”

The lawyer Iaughed.

“1 will take your word for it. But if it is not
asking too much, will you let me hear what they
are 1"

side liim, and began- to read, in so distinct = voiee
that Aureliq and her companion, who had also
chP,nged their seats, conld hear every word with pet-
fect case. “In the New England States, drunk-
enness is, if not unknown, at least a remarkuable and
an uncommon thing. The great body of the people
are farmers, whose strict temperance is worthy of
record. They arefine, tall, healthy men and women,
whe will rise at six in the morning, breakfast off
coffee, bread and butter, potatoes, and a little ham
or bacon, work till twelve, in the field or the house,
dine frugally, drinking nothing but water, and work
again till the six o’elock meal, bread aund butter, and
nice home preserves. They take no supper, and go
to bed regularly before ten o'clock. In the autumn,
when the new cider is made, every one drinks freely
of it§ but after it has been put down in the cellar
to ferment, no one thinks of touching it, unless the
farmer, on some leisure winter evening, may drink
a glass with a neighbour, over a dish of apples, be-
fure the fire. Perhaps he may taste the cider twenty
timeg during the course of the winter, then it is left
in the cellar to form vinegar, and the farmer turns
to lis purer beverage, water, once more.

“I think very few people in this country have
any idea of the strict * teetotalism” of most New
Englanders. "From one year to another these men
go on, working hard and living temperately ; and I
think that they would show to advantage beside any
English laborer, who drinks his mug of beer, and
his glass of spirits now and then. Cold water is
our natural beverage, and the New Englanders know
it well. Nonte knew it better than Woodwortl, the
author of the great temperance song, * The Moss-
covered Bucket.” Many =z time, no doubt, had he
gone, dusty and tired, from hid futher’s hay-fi-
and turning the windlass of the cld stone

watchied the mowers for away, while he drank
fully from

# ¢ Tha old oaken bucket, the maoss-covered bus .
The iron-bound bucket that hung in the well.’
He went back to his work, I think, far more re-
freshed than if his draught had been brought froma

known by the name of American drinks, ¢ brandy
smashes,’ ‘ring-tailed roarers,’ * Timbuctoog,” ‘eye

[t scems to me that they have all a Trunsatlantie
reputation, my dear lady.”
“QOh, ves! I knew that would come next,” was

She looked exceedingly pleased, sat down be-

very oljection.”

@

~ other spirit, till after I bhadleft that home. Those

public house, in a pewter-pot, and cliristened beer,” ! ;
The old Tady in the corner sniffed disdainfully ae |4
hearing this. But the lawyer only took a pinch of |
snuff, and said drily, “ Hum! a wonderful peopla | °
iroly.  But how happens it that all our most curious,
and I may add, most. palatable beverages, are only !

openers,” ‘stone fences,” ¢ General Jacksons,’ &e., |

the cheerful reply, * and here I Lave answered that |

W g T T
1

THE ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY. 31

~ Bhe turned to anotherﬁpnge of the MSS., and be-
gan to read againi—

“ But people often say to me, ¢ If the Americans
are so tempetate, how is it that all our new drinks
come from their country?’ To this I answer, that
in large cities drunkenness will always find a place.
And if you go through the New England fowns, even,
you will always find a ‘“tavern’ licensed to sell spir-
its—not beer or ale, because they are not made there.
In that town, also, you will always find people who
¢ dvink;’ but if you discover a regular ¢ drunkard,’ a
man who gets ¢ tipsy,” you will also discover that he
is 2 marked, and also a shunned man,”

“ Huom~ha "’ said the lawyer, taking snuff again.

“You don’t believe it!" said his lady friend.
“ Very well; go over there and see. If youfind
that I havenot told the truth 1'll eat my head !”

Both laughed, and then she went on again more
seviously t=

“I was brought up from my infancy in New
Hampshire and Vermont. Ispent every summer
upon some farm, for the sake of my health ; and 1
relate only what 1have seen with my own eyes, and
heard with my own ears. My own home was in a
very large town—the ‘shire town,’ where courts were
beld, and all the business of the county done, The
only beverages used in my guardian’s house were ten
coffee, milk, and water. I never saw a glass of
wine till I dined at a hotel table, when I was four-
tcen years old, and then I mistook it fur vinegar,
much to the amusement of my companions. During
those fourteen years I once saw a bottle of rum,
which was used for a dying person. The smell of
the spirit made me ill—I could not enter the yoom
while it wae about, I never saw gin, brandy or any

early lessons, which caused me no pain, have never
been furgotten, From my own experience, 1 can
testify that a human being, born with perfectly pure
and simple tastes--that is, inheriting no depraved
tastes from others—needs no stimulants, except in
cases of illness. The toste of wine is so disagree-
able to me, thut T cannot take it evenas a medicine;
a dose of ardent spirits taken medicinally can hard-
ly be kept upon the stomach long enough to duv any
good; and a glass of beer taken at one o’clock will
effectually preventany literary effort on my part for
the remainder of the day and evening. Setiing
aside their effects, the mere taste of these beverages
is oftensive tomy palate. I have never signed the
pledge. I am a teetotaller [rom natural inclination,
rather than from any fixed principle; but I believe
in temperance with all my heart—the more eurnest-
ly, mind you, since I have resided in England.”

% There gnvé a shot at the mother counury, of
sourse,”’ said the Jawyer.

“ Ah ! she said, sighing, “ I have seen so much
—s0 mnch intemperance here, I am getting used to
itnew! DBut I remember how it terrified me once !
[ remember, when I was alittle child of five years
old, hearing my aunt and her daughters talk of a
young lawyer who had been born in that town who
had been a clagsmate of Daniel Webster, and the
most promising, talented man imaginable. They
added that he had once been engaged to my own
mother, and that her marriage neatly drove him
wild. At this I naturally pricked up my ears. .

“Why did not my mother marry him?” 1 asked,
indignantly,

“ My dear,” said my aunt, * he took to drinking.
He isa common drunkard now. Isaw him ouly
this morning rolling about the streets.”

T said no more. A mysterious horror seized up-
onme, I had neverseen a common drunkard, 1
was determined to find out what the thing was like.
Accordingly, without a word to any one, T donned
my bonnet and shawl, and ran out of the back door,
and up the village street. Before I hud gone far, T
met a noisy shouting crowd of boys, and in their
midst, with a flushed face and disordeved hair, stum-
bled a handsome man of forty-five, laughing when
they laughed, stammering silly speeclies, and hiccup-
ing and reeling about ail the while. That was the
man who had loved my mother—that was a common
drunkerd! The shame—the misery—the horror of
the sight were too much for me. With all my child-
ish strength, I burst through the rabble, and seized

dragged him into my guardian’s kitchen, and shu
the door upon his jeering followers. Then T flung
myself upon my lkinees before him, in an agony of
tears and sobs,

“ Oh, Mr. Carr, don’t drink—don’t be a common
drunkard——don’t let those boys hoot at you!" I cried
out, It seemed to me that my heart was broken, [
scarcely knew why I was so grieved, but I sobbed
and cried myself into hysterics, which brought the
whole house around us, and effectually sobeiod him
for that time.

It was long before he forgot that strange and sud-
den appeal. Of course I was taught that I mast
not run into the streets and bring drunkards into the
house by main strength—but I never forgot my
clharge, nor did he ever forget me. Even when he
velapsed into his old ways, huo used to sit and cry
about the child, as if conscious of his degradation,

“ And what became of this precious friend of
yours my dear lady?” asked the lawyer, looking
somewhat interested in the story,

“ Ah,"” she said, “you can guess. My influence
was weal, and old habits very strong. He went on

from bad to worse, and at last a fatal attack of de-

the wretched man by the hands., He yielded st §
pidly, stumbling after me with a silly laugh, til 1
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(if I could have cried too, when she told about that
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lirlum tremens seized upon him. Four men were]more effectually than a hearty laugh, The two girl
a il 1rig

?bliged to hold him down in his bed, but in his lncid
intervals he begged so earnestly to see me, that at
last they granted the request. I was taken to his
house—he was lying on a sofa in the corner of the
room-—a door at the foot of the sofa stood half open
to admit the air, Wasted, haggard, and unshaven,
ke looked a terrbile object indeed. His four keep-
ers sat beside him. Just as I entered the room,
they all started up together. Another paroxysm had
geized him. He fancied the sofa was covered with
snakes; twisting about to escape them, his blood-
shot eyes fell upon me. He gave a Wild yell, and
at one spring, clung to the top of the door, shriek-
ing herribly. 1 burst out crying, for I was tervibly
frightened, and just then he fell back heavily. All
was over, and they hurried me away. But the shame
of that wasted life, and the horror of that miserable
death, stamped a lesson upon my childish brain
which I shall never forget to my dying day.”

She wiped a few tears from her eyes, as she finish-
ed speaking. The lawyer looked thoughtful; the
two girls exchanged glunces of dismay.

The train stopped suddenly. * Vauxhall Station !”
sang out the guard, and the lady rose to go. The
lawyer handed her out and saw her to a cab, then
returned for his carpet bag, and walked away whist-
ling. The stout woman in the' corner got up and
shook herself, placed one ponderous foot on the
step, and by the combined exertions of two guards
and a porter, reached terra firma in safety. Look-
ing in at the window as she passed, she nodded a
cheerful good-bye to her fellow passengers.

“ Well, they may say what they please ; but for
my part, I likes my beer!” she said, in a rich, mel-
low voice, and waddled down the platform towards
the door,

The giils looked at each other, and burst out
laughing. .

““ What a droll woman!” said Aurelia.

[14 Yes'”

“ But I like the lady, don’t you 1"

“She talks very well,” suid Jennie. I felt as

poor man.”

“Sodid I.” .

“ It was very horrible. DBut at the same time I
think it was great nonsense about people never
drinking anything—don’t you 7"

“I don’t know. Sometimes I think that way
myselt.”’ .

“Judeed ! Well, for my part, I am like the fat

ftalt as if they had been acquainted for years by the
tme they left the train. As they stood upon the
platform together, waiting for their lugzage, Jennie
asked Aurelia which way she was goi:;. ,

“1don’t know. To some good hotel,” said Auye
relia, colouring. “ Do you know of one?"

“Don’t you?” |

1 NO !!!

113 -
Is any one coming to meet you 7"
11} NO !?’

ki

Do you know any one in Eondon 2"
“ Not a soul !
“Bless me! Then why did you come 7"
¢ . y . . .
- T.o.seel». my fortune !’ gaid Aurelia, with perfect
simplicity. |
Jennie glanced at her fair face and flowing hair
and shook her head. '
“That will never do. You had much better come
with me to night, and then we will ses what can be
done to morrow,”
“Very well. T should be glad to stay with you-—
you are so kind.”
“ Now, what on earth could have sent that pretty
child to London by-herself?”” thought the wise Jen-
nie, as she put lier into a cab and saw that all. her
luggage was safe. She asked her no questions
then; but as they sat that evening over the comfort-
able tea-table, in one of the neat rooms of the Spread
Eagle, the story all came out; only the names of
Aurelia’s home and friends were supressed.
Jennie went to bed that night- somewhat ill at
ease. That Aurelia had @ “bee in her bonnet”
was the most sensible explanation she could give of
her wild goose chase, ’

CHAPTER XL

“T now remember thee,
In darkness and in dread,
As in those days of revelry
Which mirth and music sped.

“ Though smile and sigh alike are vain
When severed hearts repine,

My spirit flies o’er mount and main,
And mouwrns in search of thine.”

g

Byrow.

THE next morning, as they sat down together

woman, I likes my beer!” said Jennie, with so suc-| over their breakfast of coffee, ham, and toast, Jennie

cessful an imitation of the woman’s voice and look, |t

ock it upon herself to instruct her more inexperi-

that they both Jaughed all the way to the Waterloo| enced companion in some of the ways of that worl.
Station. upon which they had both entered.

Nothing breaks the ice between two strangers

% I shall get a place at once,” she observed, ]

was born, and brought up, and educated, expressly
to he a servant, and a servant I ashnll remain to the
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“ Used to have plays down below, miss, and the
gentlefulks used to sit here to see them,” said ®

end of the cliapter, unless I am lucky enough to find | brisk voice.

some one who will marry me, and give me 2 home

of my own. But your case is quite different. You

It was the coffee-room waiter, who, passing at the

moment she spoke, thought that Aurelia had address-

have been brought up like a lady. What upon{ed him.

earth can you ever find to do in this great, wicked

city 7

the reply.

But to this proposition of Aurelia’s, Jennie shook’
her head. '

% You are too young—too delicate—too pretty by
far—No, no, no, that would never, never do! Ido
wish—"" -

She stopped short, and eyed Aurelia very wist-

fully.
“ Well, what do you wish!” asked Aurelia, at

longth.

“T do wish, with all my heat, that you would be-
have like a good, sensible girl, and go back homk
again.”’

Aurelia laughed. . ,

« Just think how anxious they must be about
youl!”

%Y wrote a note to them, you know, before I came
B

away.''
“ What's a note?”
© «Ah, no, it'snouse! I can’t go back! Iam
glad I came away. My home was a very pleasant
one, but so dull ! Now this is life! There is real
life here!”
And she looked out with amused interest upon
the stream of humanity that was continually passing
to and fro beneotls the windows of the room in which
they sat.
“ Yes, you aré right, but the life at your home
would have been far better and safer for you,' said
. Jennie. '
*There !—don’t preach, my dear, but get on your
bonwet, and let us go out. What are you going to
do first 7"
“J must go 'to Bayswater, I have a lettertoa
tady there. I iLink perliaps shé may take me for
ker maid.”
“ Can I go with you?”
“ Cextainly.” &
“Be quick, then,”
Aurelia had on her bonnet and cloak in about
three minutes, and waited for her friend on the
wooden bridge that spans the court-yard of the
hotel. ‘ ‘
« T wonder what thiz was used for,”” she said,
aloud.
She felt the thickness of the woodwork, gazing

8he thanked him, and took Jennie's arm, who

came out upon the bridge at that momeut, looking
“Go and be a servant with you, my dear,”” was|as fresh as a daisy in her neat straw bonnet and

plaid shawl.
Bayswater was soon reached by the aid of an om-
nibus, and Jenunie, having delivered her letter of in-
troduction, was speedily engaged by the lady at a
salary which seemed to her innocent miud like the
wealth of Golconda.
She came out into the street beaming with happi-
ness to communicate the good news to her young
friend.
But Aurelia was not there,
Jenuie hurried up one street, and down another
—Ilovked through squaves and into alleys—counsult-
ed poIicemén, Lutcher boys and apple women, but
all in vain,
Some had never seen the young lady.
Others facetiously suggested that she might have
gone to Bathi to get her head shaved.
One little blue-frocked imp declared that he had
just met her in front of Lord Palmerston’s *‘ a-eatin’
a penny ice.”
This information was, of course, too ridiculous te
be tolerated, and at last Jennie took her way to the
Spread Engle with a heavy heart.
She hoped to find her there, upon her arrival, yet
fearing all the while that she would never see her
again.
Aurelia, meanwhile, was almost as anxious about
Jennie.
As she walked up and down the squares, awaiting
her, she took a wrong turning, and so bewildered
herself, that she had entirely lost sight of the street
where they parted and where they were to have met
again.

Not knowing its name, she was n.‘slmmed to ask
any person to set her right, but walked up and
down in a state of the greatest perplexity and

|alarm.

A lady coming slowly down the street, looked
her full in the fuce as she passed, then paused, and
gslanced after her in a hesitating and undecided
manner. Then she turned back, and coming up.be-
side the gitl, she said to her, in a very soft, sweet
tone of voice 1=

“ Young lady, con I be of any use to you, in. any
way 1"

Aurelin was startled, and looked up at the ques-

thoughtfully down below.

Jtitmer suddenly. She was * fat, fuir, and forty,”

3

O T e e e T i e P
Lo 5 o - W —

e RN e




e, T

% oo,

S BT

T

i

-._._=,.
e kR
AR s i

2, =T

e fm——
=y
iy

e

P
e

- 2

‘indeed, with a face that had ouce been very hand-

Auwurelia distrusted. But still she could not have told
. what jt was, nor why. Yet the lady spoke kindly

lady.

wrappcci in a splendid Cashmere shawl, and wear-
ing a black velvet bonnet, whose plumes swept down
over lier shoulder. A most magnificently-attired lady

some, but now looked worn and faded, and, it
seemed to Aurelia, almost haggard. Her fair hair
fell in loose, soft ringlets on either side of her tint-
ed cheeks. Her smile displayed a beautiful set of
teeth, But her large blue eyes looked anxious, and
there was something in her whole appearance that

and seemed ready to serve her, if she could. So
Aurelia answered her readily.

1 came with a friend to one of these streets, and
I have forgotten which one it is, The houses look
all alike to me, and she will be waiting, and I don’t
know which way to go to find her,”

The lady smiled very sweetly.

“Oh, don’t make yourself unhappy, my dear
child. We will soon find your friend again. - Who
is she ?"’ '

“ She is going to be a lady’s maid in one of these
houses, At least she 'came to-day to see ‘about the
place.”

* And do you think she will get it?" asked .the

‘I am sure she will.”
The lady looked a little thoughtful for a few mo-
ments. -
Then she began her catechism again.
% And you—what are you?"’
 Nothing, yet.”
% Do you think of taking a place, too 1"
% If ¥ can get one.”’s
% Where are you from 1"
. 4¢ Bssex.”
“ Have you any friends in London 7"
“ Quly Jennie Gray.”
$Jennie Gray!” repeated the lady, makmg a
mental note of the name. * And when did you come
to London 7”7
# Last night.”
# Where are you staying 1"
# At the Spread Bagle.”
#In Gracechurch street?”
% Yes.” >
“ A very good place. Do you know I think
your friend will at once go back there aud wait for
you? She must know that you will think of that
place of refuge before any other in Loudon. Don't
you see !’
“Yes,” said Aurelia,
But she spoke rather doubtfully.

L3
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gone from Bayswater slready if she is searchmg af.
ter you. Now, I will tell you what to do. 'If you
like to go back with me to my owa house, which is
only a few steps away, I will give you some lunch-
eon, and then send you to Gracecliurch street in my
carriage.”

A pause ensued. Aurelia hesitated.

“ Will you come 1’ asked the lady, in the sweets

e r.
st way \

The subtle instinct which had already made Au-
relia distrust her new friend, made her also disin
clined to accept this apparently kind and well-meant
offer.

But while Auwrelia hesitated, the lady went on
to say ¢ S

“The fact is, I am very rich and very lonely. [
want & young companion who can amuse and inter-
est me, and I fancy you would do both. If you like
to tell me more of your own history, and I find that
you sre perfectly respectable, (1 am sure, my dear,
you look so), I dare say I shall be able to offer you
a much better and much easier place than your friend
will get.”

That settled the business. Awrelia gladly accepte
éd her invitation, and they walked up the street,

Aurelia fancied the policeman at the corner lovk-
ed queerly at her as they passed. The next moment
he came tramping leisurely after them.

But her companion ran up the steps of a hand-
some house, opened the door with a latch-key, and
had her young charge safely within befure she could
discover whether the man was following them or
not.

The house was handsome and sober enough with-

residences. But when they passed up the thick-
ly-carpeted stairs, and enterced the drowing-room,
Aurelia could not help uttering a cry of astonish-
ment and glad delight. It wasa large long room,
fitted up with bangings of the palest rose-colored
silk, and curtains of filmy lace. The windows came
to the floor, but were hidden by rose-colored blinds.
The walls were panelled with garlands of fruit and
flowers and lavely landscapes, and still more love-
ly female heads. A chandelier, like a shower of
diamond drops, hung from the ceiling, and an oval
mirror was let into the wall above each of the four
doors that let out of the room. The tables were of
rose-veined marble and burnished gold. The chairs
and sofus were of a polished wood like ebony, covered
with rose-colored sutin. Above the chimney-piece
hung 2 splendid portrait, almost life-size, of an el-
derly gentleman in an undress unif‘mm, with ahatin
bis hand. Aurelia glanced at it carelessly, and
thougkt no mote of it, till she saw the face again,

¢ am sure of it. At all events, she must have

and in a place how different!

.y

out, and the hall differed little from hzlls in other B

: . | : ]
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I always sit here when I 4m at home. Do you| From cone realm of enchantment she had certainly
sing 17 stepped into another.
g rp
“ A liule” The splendor of the drawing-room paled before
v+ And play 1 tbe beauty of this little boudoir: Its walls looked
 Yes.” like delicate erections of frosted and fretted silver,
T am passiofiately fond of music. Wil yon favor relieved at certain intervals by large oval mirrors

me with a gong 77

A beautiful pianoforte stood in a recess boyond
the windows.

" Aurelia sat down, ran her fingers over the keys,
and sang a German air.

When she had finished, the lady grasped her by
both hands, and said warmly:

I never heard such a voice in my life! Why,
you ave a prodigy, my dear! You ought to go on
the stage!”

Aurelin shook her head, and smiled a little sadly,
s she said:

“ ] am poor and unknown.
get there?”

“ Walk on your voice, my dear. [t would be the
casiest thing in the world. However, I am not go-
ing to urge it, for [ am so selfish 1 want you all to
myself. If you will stay here and be my companran,
1 will give you board, lodging, and beautiful clothes,
and, in addition, & salary of a hundred pounds a
year.” .

Auvelia fairly gasped for breath.

Here was the fortune coming, and with no seek-
ing on her part.

“1 will smy i I will do my best to please you,”
sho cried,

“ Very well. I am quite sure that we shall get
on nicely together,” said the lady, looking greatly
pleased. .

Aurelia smiled.

¢ And now, if you will excuse me for a quarter
of an hour, I will go and take off my bonnet, order
our luncheon, and see that the carriage is got ready
directly afterwards to tuke you back to your young
fiiend.”

She left the room. And Auwrelia still sat befare
the piano like one in a dwam. What extraordina-
ry piece of good fortune 'was this that bad befallen
her? Were fiiends like this to be plcke_d up hy
every young woman from' the country, who trod the
streets of London—those streets, which in her case
at least, hnd most decidedly been ‘paved with gold ¥’

How ever could 1

It was wonderful !
wus like—

Her musings ended abruptly. Some one was call-
ing her from the other end of the room. She rose,
crossed tlie room, and looked at a half-open door,

¢ Come in here!” said a sweet voice, and she

It was like a fairy tale! It

of polished steel, The carpet was of the palest sea
green hue. So was the velvet divan that ran around
the sides of the room. The door was of mother of
pearl, with ornaments of frosted silver. The ceil
ing was domed, and puinted to represent the sky.
A lambent moon, and countless twinkling stars,
shone there, and lit the room with a mellow yet
briliant light.  There were no windows—there
was no fire-place, no hangings, no curtaing of any
kind. The place looked like'a cave in the depths
of the sea. Yet, by some concealed mechanism, the
air was kept at 2 warm and pleasant temperature,
and perfumed deliciously, as if pastilles were bumn-
ing there.

In this room there was no portrait. Only a young
girl, so beautiful, so magnificently dressed that Au-
relia held her breath as she looked at her. She
was apparently .about nineteen years of age, tall
and gruceful, with features as perfect ns those of a

mournful blue eyes, that seemed to épeulﬁ without
the aid of words, She wore a morning dress of
pale, Llue silk, fastened at the throat, and waist, and
wrists with clasps of seed pearls, and lier small feet
were cased in blue velvet slippers, embroidered in
the same costly way.

She had risen from the divan, where she had
been lying reading. She held'hier book in her hand
as she looked with those beautiful sad eyes at Au-
relia. :

“ Who are you 7" she asked! Tell me as guick-
ly as possibly ! Yon Lave no time to lose! There
is more at stake, much more, than you think !

Thus adjured, Aurelia told Ler little story in ag
few words as possible.

“ Do you read French?” the young lady asked
when she had finished.

“Yes.,"

“Took at that book I

She gave her the one she was reading.

Aurelia took it, glanced over the pages, coloured
high, and flung it from her.

The Tady laughed.

1 yvead that book—TI like it. And this is my
home. Do you understand ?” ‘

“ No,” said Aurelia;- looking perplexed and
frightened. -

. **Did you see the portrait of a gentleman in the

parlor 1"

obeyed.

i

[13 Yes'"

statue, a complexion of roses and lilies, and large,
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#Die,” said the strange girl, with a merry flash
of her blue eyes.
e Awrelia felt shocked. )
| “ Don’t, pray don’t talk of dying.in that way!
she said earnestly. * How can you? Think what
%  would become of you if you should die as you are

CHAPTER XIIL

“ He is old enough to be my futher—my grand-| have known nothing of your being here till it wa
father—for the matter of that. He i8 a murried|too late to save you. - Come with me.”

; “ When I heard you sing that burden
3
- man; he has children twice my age. He is rich—| gphe Jistened at the drawing-room door a mo- |
i
;

In_my vernal days and bowers,
Other praises disregarding, .
I but barkened that of yours. k
Only saying,
In heart playing, .
Blessed eyes mine eyes have been,
If the sweetest ks have seen.

BE. B. Browrize.

i

. )y . .
. oh, so rich! He has evex:ythmg the W‘“‘!d can g'lve ment, and then turned with a warning gesture to
=~wealth, Lionours, an ancient name, a faithful wife, Aurelia

loving clildven, troops of friends, a happy home !
And yet this house is his! And I am his=~though I
bate him !

‘Aurelia stood looking at her with a horrified

now?”’ 1
. . i ace clouded over ;
“Not a word when we leave this room, or I shall For one moment the bright £

‘never be able to get you out of the house.” .1  the next it was clear agmn.
|

L “ our powder and shet are en-
“ Stay—sto st 1M gat IR TIR My dear creature y k
¥ p one moment!” said Aurelia, catchy There is not one solitary atom

ing her by the hand, * These terrible things have tively wasted onme.

‘ ment ;- when he visits the Continent I follow, and in

ST W g e e

glance,

confused me so that I hardly know what 1 want

“ Yes, you may well looked shocked. My mother{to say. You will not stay here, surely, when you

sold me to him when I was a mere child; and he
has not tired of me yet—perhaps, because I hate

my own way. There i3 not a luxury of the earth,
thie air, or the sea, that he does not lny at my feet.
His wife is fond of, and true to him,and he neglects
her! I am meither fond nor fuithful to him, and
fet'“——”

8he broke off suddenly, as a street organ halted
outside, and began to play an Italian nir. The colour
faded from her cheeks—her fuce looked white and
dvawn,

*That song again! Oh, why do they come Zere
to play it—rkere of all places in the world 1"
" She wrung her hands in agony.

“I used to hear it long, long ago, when I wa:
“poung and bappy, when I loved and was loved
ngain. He used to sing it to me in Italy. And
~pow he sings it night after night to « crowd of gap-
img fools upon the stage! And they come and play
it before my winduws till it seems as if I should go
«mad! But that is nothing to you. Do you want 1o
.atay in this house 7"
%Oh, no!" said Aurelia.
get away 1"
“Yes, I will. I know why my mother bronght
you here. Partly becnuse she thonght T needed &
comp;nﬁun, and partly as a decoy to another old

“ Will you help me to

hate your life—when you hate this man. Go with
me now to Jennie—she and I will both work te

“* You are very kind, but I couldn’t go with you,”
“ We would take care of you—we would work so
hard."”

“My dear! if you toiled night and day, you
could not keep me in boot-laces! I am the most
extravagant woman i London, and it is through my
extravagance that they keep me here. They en-
courage it. See!

She put out her little pearl-embroidered shoes.
“Every one of them real. I hate sham pearls—
as I do shams of every kind !"*

“ But surely,” said Aurelia, “you can give up
peml-embroidered slippers, for the sake of leading
ngood and a happy life?”

- No!"” said the bright fuiry, pouting her beauti-
ful lip. “ I-would not give a penny for a life of
self-denial, I shiould hate to be poor! Ugh! I could
not endure existence without plenty of pretty things
to make it endurable. And here I have them. You
should see my suite of rooms wup-stairs, and my
beautiful dresses. Many a lady who goes to Court
and wears a coronet would give her eyes for them.
[ have a coronet, too, for the matter of that—and it
is of diamonds. You never saw anything so-mag-
niliicent in your life—they are brighter than my eyes,
and that' is saying everything, you know! And I

L of goodness in my nature 3 and if you etay preach-

.

ing here 1ill nightfall, only one thing will happen in
consequence~—and that is, you will fall into my res-
pected mother’s clutches. With all due deference
to her, let me hint that you would escape almost as

if Aurelia herself wished to escape from that den of
iniquity,
“ Well, I will go,” she said with a heavy sigh,
% hut it makes mv henrt ache to leave you here. At
least tell me your name.”
“§ am called the Peri. If you ever hear of me
it will be bythat name. . But I was baptized=—1I was
good once, you see——as Lcuisa Pearl. Lo Pearl,
my Jittle schoolmates used 1o’ call me.”
Tears came slowly iuto her eyes as she pronoun-
ced the childish pet name.
- A door shut heavily on the landing above.
« Heavens—it is my mother!” she exclaimed..
Follow me, and don’t turn back, whatever may hap-
.Pen.."' .
She ran swiftly down the stairs. Aurelia follow-
ed, and the woman who had enticed her into that
horrible place canght sight of them as they gained
-the hall. .
“Touisa!’ she shgjeked, leaning over the banis-

ters. '* What are you dving?  Are you mad.”

'The girl made no reply, but snatched the key of

the hall door from its nail.
¢ John! Heury ! Matilda ! Cook! Where are you

THE honest policeman, who was just going off du-
ty, felt no little surprise when Aurelia, pale and out
of breath ran up to him and told her story. He re-

i him! When he isin town, I live here; when he[hel ' ; . o
3 : ’ p you. Oh, don't stay here ! : ho § lieved his mind by a few remarks about the lady who
) . o1 v e { e fo ; never men-
) : goes to his country seats with his wife, I travel half] pyq girl looked thunderstruck; then she smiled ; e'asﬂy ’:"Jm L‘hose of' 2 I::)tentate who 18 had inveigled her into such deadly peril, and then
- & duy later to the same place with my own establish- Ditterly. tioned in polite society. . . paited her on the shoulder with an encouraging
She was notjoking. There was ne time to be lost

smile. ,
“ Never mind, my girl! I'll see that you get w0
the Spread Eagle all right. Come home and get a
bit of dinner with me, and my wife shall go with
you herself, and tell your friend all about it i”
Gladly did Aurelia accept this kind offer, She
accempanied her protector to a pretty little cottage
in one of the Brompten lanes, where a mild-faced
little woman was awsziting her husband’s arrival with
a pleasant smile. A few words put her in posses-
sion of the young stranger’s history, and she instant
ly welcomed her with & courtesy as cordinland e
kindness as delicate as if she had been a princess,
instead of a lonely wanderer without fiiends—ale
most without a name or home,

There never was u neater home. It consisted one
ly of three rooms upon the ground floor—a parlour,
kitchen, and a bedroom~—for Mrs. Rowe could not
afford to occupy the whole of her house herself.
But she was a perfect spirit of order and good taste,
and her three apartments were so clean, and bright,
and pleasant, thut any one would have been glad to
vemain in them, . ‘
Aurelin was first taken into the bedroom, where
her country tastes were gratified by the spotless pu-

LR . 1aty* . .
all 7 Stop her—hold her!” screamed the mistress of vity of the window curtains, and the pots of flowers

the mansion, running down into the hull as fast as

that stood on the ledge outside. Two or three pret-

(FIELES
B -
RS

have such a dear, beautiful saddl 1 "‘ i i
- . weprobate almost as bad as the. gentleman yonder. his head on m s’houlder :in daiitz.torfe' i‘lefl.)y $ > she could. . : . X ty engravings hung on the wall; the chairs, the
But I can’t stand by and see it do.s. Where has hand dn'bbjlr . ! ) I ‘ljg‘]i out of my The bewildered servants hurried up from the low- washstand, and the chest of drawers, weré all of
she gone 1" _ ‘ . y andm thes at my }‘mc Rets, tiin I love my L er regions, but befure any of them cvuld reach the, lght wood ; und the bed, which stood in ane corner,
| E,i “To order luncheon and the carriage.” !tzl:)r:a bet!;tla: an anything, except my singer and 8 door, Luuisa had forced it open, and pushed Aurelia} oo oo with a beamiful counterpane, matufag-
e ) - at son : X . sl . :
b Tho young gitl laughed. o 1i§, as Faicle od. TWh " : oui upon the ste ps- . twred from smaull squares of gaily coloured calice.
W “To drug -some wine you are to drink o o Ay puzaied. at could she say | “ Bun to the policeman: he will take care of you{y, s quite u work of art in its way, since a group
b _ ! y rthk, more)go this beautiful capricious creature, who seemed to and see that you get safely home. Good-bye !” she . P ; full d ;
. "fl likely. She thinks you are safe enough here—she |1 ol . you g of flowers was formed quite tastefully and naturally B
i p g ‘| have no moral sense of wrong? And yet how could |- said ; and, closing the door, turned round bravely to]. tre, while & rumming wreath of honey- p
ok does not know that I have left mybedroom yet. Do|ghe leave her there? She would make one effort | - her jufuriated mothe Uthel the celire, wi . ¥
wi Jou say your prayers at night 1" e ' fuce and to defy her infuriatec m”g’" T, and the) o okde and woodbine fringed the edges, and termi-
o  Always,” m(::";).o “"md p a:l‘r?. . 1 ¢hi s acared and trembliug servants of the house, nated in a koot of violets at the Lead and foot of
o Hway . o inmonds and horses " are very pleasant things . |/, —_— s bed. This ¢ piane wis evi i
L “ Then'udd a special thanksgiving when you get{1o own,'" she said. * But there may come a time : the b Elis comterpue s ovidonty the pride
!:$ . home for the whim of early rising that seized upon|when even these things may cease to please you,
I ‘( y mo to~day, If it Lad not been for thut, I should] Whut are you going to do then 7"
H " i ) .
! ﬁ;.', ;
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At last, thfy went back to England. = The event-
ful period had arrived ; she was to be preseénted te. -
the public, and under the most favorable auspices
which a singer could desire. The boards of the -
-1Opera House were to witness her twiumph or her -
fuilure. She had chosen her own role, and was to -
appear a8 Lucia di Lammermoor, and the hero of
the piece was the greatest singer of the day, whe
seemed, from the first motent of her introduction
to him to beinclined to encourage her by every means- -
in his power.
. i Still, even with bis praises ringing in her ears,
A nEw life now began for Aurelia. -She, who bad|, 1 with the kind words of her adopted father, and °
hé’t:etbfm‘e studied only to please hers:elf, was mow |1 o unqualified approval of the meanger, to inspire
obliged to regulute her taste and caprices to those{} .. with confidence, it must be confessed that she
of another. In the place of lounging away an hour} o6 horribly fiightened whenever ghe thought of the. -
ot two over @ plensant nor’el, and then playing a few| .. q0a] she was about to undergo. ‘
femtf;mes by way of amusing herself, she .Wa forced The dreaded night came at last, an d the Opera
to give up every spare moment of her bme to thel 3 se was crammed from pit to gallery with fogh-
study ‘of' her pl-ofe\ssm:‘y Her guardian thoughti. .. people, who had come to prenounce upon
every life wasted wlnch. was not devot.ed to the the metits of the new prima donna. All was anxe
acionce of sweet sounds—in fact, he was simply mu-j. expectation until she appeare d, and then one

ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY.

“ A little.” _

B 4 .

“ Yeq, it seally is ver o Then do strike up a bit after di |
gralriﬁed’ b ‘j: is very pretty,”’ she said, with aprecious fond of a golt;d song ; el('1 dmne:.-. : Fm 0
You kucw the ; .alllnd it saves the white things so.|she used to sing like a blacfb’iradn my missis, here,
you try ever sg h‘:rd f:e‘;fl‘ look white in London, if{a fever, and lost her voice all of éﬂncz:ibut e b

H p . . h 3 H
always Jooks beise ﬂod ;ezpl t.hem clean. Now this] With this request, Aurelia was :“] en, like.” _
is 50 protty, u dfh ﬂn résh ; and then the patiern|{comply; and when dinner w nly too ready to,
I almost J;‘:m(: I IR bright, that sometimes (John lit his pipe, and sat dowr;l i i and honest
sleeping in they cin see them grow. It is like/fore the fire, she began to sin [‘)‘z]J‘W bimsell be..
vane, miss.” country, to sleep under that counter-| the knowes” in a'style that m g hi a“d"hﬁ o

2 .- . . I ade him drop his ni
AUI'BHH. i, iled, and asked wh i and sit with IHS mouth and eyes wide o fn pl_pel
““1 did §t all—every sti © made it. at her with the most unqualified ast 'hp A
i all— s ol

had an Américan Iadyr!}t;j;its h hOf It% You see, we|fore she had finished the second vérs;ma lzem. e

: g here for a long time,|came hurried » & Deavy step
and she showed m g ey urriedly down the stai

e how to cut out the pi stairs, the door was thrown

ut t . pieces, and|open, and a handsome grey- \

Emk h:n‘:‘. tﬂ;g.‘ezher again. She used to come in and{looked in @ grey-headed old gentleman

at 1ty almost with tears in her e : '
‘o . - es, because stie| * Who is singi : :

said it n . YEs o 1s singing lik i 3

e e:r?lzded her of home. TPoor la dg! She asked, ex(:itedlyb g like that in this house?” he

oo 1o :z:u:::l ldo us, tfl'mugh she never could bear to| ¢ This young lady.”

a ro . . . o ot i)

ing me up at dinmf:« t:j :BEI. She was always blow-| * It's her, sure encugh, sir,” said the poli '

self half ’demh 3 tir e., and [ u.sed to choke my- vising, and offering him a chair, A po iceman,

bfor o some.tlmes, trying to swallow it|ingale, and ne mistake !” ) regular night-
siie got down stuirs,’ “ Pshaw! Ney N 4 ch
! er mind chairs, dame

of good Mrs. Howe's hear
, . 't, and her 3
us Aurelia began to praise i’t. er eyes gparkled

CHAPTER XIIL

s1f T were thou who sing’st this songs
. Most wise for others, and most strorg

In seeing right while doing wrong,
. .

T would not let my pulse beat high,
4 As thou towards fame's regality,
‘ : Nor yet in love's great jeopardy.”
| E. B. BRowNING.

Go on.

(11 .
And where is she now 7" asked Aurelia, remem-| young lady~go-on.”

bering her fellow passenger in the train.

Auvelia obeyed. When the song wus finished he

“I don’s knaw, I am sur .
3 sure. She went to Germany| 0ok a pinch of snuff, and looked at her fixedly

gom here, and I hLave never set eyes on her since
u i .
mi:sw.t:‘ will go out and get a bit of dinner now,

» if you are ready. My John will have to be off

* Who are you " he asked.
She told bim. '
“ Good ! he said, when ke had heard all, ¢ A

sic mad. To prepare Aurelia fur the stage as speed-
ssible, so that she might sing his music to
was his cherished dream;

ily a3 po
an enraptured nudience,
and he would see, hear, or think of nothing that
did not lead directly to that cherished end. It was
another version of Sinbad and the Old Man of the

Sea; and thougl, at first, the gil vebelled at the

might have heard a pin fall, while eyes and opera
glasses in every direction were fixed ‘steadily upon
er. For one instant it seemed to her that she must
turn and fly; but the next she made the agreeable
discovery that she was near-sighted, Never was
there such a mental rejoicing over an undeniable
defect. * She had often made dreadful mistakes in é

again directly.” 1 .
“They went int e v 1ome, which you have run away from s

ner ug boiled ;rtz:ﬁssu:ngt L‘;::E:": where a din- of oounee is closed against YUU-’Y No ,f?'inei:i:f’nh(; A

cheese, and the objectionable be:’ a'.‘ aPPIe:]?le, PalE;ftfi—'uo one to interfere. Very good! Would last, and lie found her a pupil as-apt, and eager, and

them. As Aurelia drank her glass 1:11:‘1-‘-; lfl has -V“:" Ol;e t.o ﬁ? o th(f stage 17 . ready as he could possibly desire. .

adveiture in the railway carvinge 8 :md th:: atecil the| s ’ 31:‘ ! Shf? said; with sparkling eyes. S - Thtey went a})rpad at once, and spent l.‘r.lreg venrs

tred policeman began to Smifeb. ) goo “ma- o 002 & I will adopt you, educate you, bring in Itqu—the b:rthplaceﬂand‘home of music. Thes.e
“That's her! That's Miss Ginevea fo o dead i’unun: .:.u a few years, and let you win fame and years were spen!, by ‘bothlm study, so that Aureh?

certzinty. How the gentlemun upestair ea e y 1 ‘you can, B.ut you will have to work saw little or nothing of her countrymen,. who, never=| Courage "

laugh if he heard jt! He’ : p-s us. would|1ke a negto all the while, mind that 1"’ theless, over-ran every place of note in shoalsj of _ . s ] .

! He's her cousin, miss, and] What did she care for hard . her early friends, she had eitirely lost all trace.— There was no mistaking the rich, sweet voice:
one of the.greatest composers in England, bug he|grasped at the offer | o ?wm:L, as sho eagorly Mrs M:rshaﬂ lr’ul been so slwckgd and oﬁ'ended.-b that pronounced the word. It was the Ttalian sing~
vows she is cracked, and ought to go to Bedlam ;;man and his wifk JI limade ? The honest police- her ':'.tran e fli th that sl'u’ would never answer thy er who had won and worn his own laurels so tri“""‘"
because she is always talking about wine. Wh | the hasty pro il 00. ed somewhat astonished at i i‘.t :r ]g q tghe’”)"nt' ut fueitive afterwards s et phantly, that he could well afford to be generous to-
when she was here, she got at all his decanters a):;]’ bofore ni{ ' Iritf- ‘;Iee ing ; but fhat mattered Hitle, and, 'lf o D:;.I\ILII‘_ 11;1] © . X ,“:’f 1de . der?\ a.l;.s S & Lumble beginner like her. She gave him a grater-
;P’:t an emetic in them to cure him of dz'inkiﬂg: a:d Mus. Ma:sh'l?l, L:g: :atir::‘lt'te“ adf:urewell letter to 'Lez:;;'dm‘l ,1 b;'rejinei'ii:k 1‘1‘-:215a]:]t;ll(::lie;éi:{]theu;sl'];*;]g ;‘]’ ful look and began to sing.

. v orar oy el . o . .

w;’p:;wbie::r;;a“éraﬂy died! . “.rhat a row there Jennie, and was ready to filiu'l\:ryl:lerlzj;;::; ;,I:End much Aurelia gleaned from the public prints, but| At the very fistnote, hfir audie.ncff looked delighﬁ—‘

dontt chink he hug for : wenlt] away in a huff, and I|Wherever he niight see fit to lead the woy ather, tliey gave very unsatisfactory intelligence of Mr. ed. ‘.Nhen she had finished singing, they laad(%d,-.
4 A composer ‘didb];::: :1 t:), ’Lhis ‘day.” . * Leroy's n.wvemeﬁls. with applanse, and recalled her again and agads -
eagerly. * Oh, how I should f'-llg’k- as:ked. Al,l’reha, A mania fu.r travelig seemed to have geized sud- )
¥ Ho's a very good looking s e to sfee _him. dim\Iy upron him ; {'c.n', after v-isi_ling every "‘“ﬁk and
dear, und he certainly (lue§ ]:I{:ln of his age, s corner of the Coutinent, he hid started oﬂé o o
things on that. piano up stairs-—illu 3{ . most beautifull. plove fla‘e Hnlj.( Land 3 and, at last, had ventuted into
ing-too, I'm told. He writes o l'ls own compos-| A_h_yss‘.um: wlm-.l:wus to her much as if he had been B¢ S , ., o
and .all that sort of thing Bﬁ:‘ﬂs» you know,i. d'rm-vned in the {::iyx. A.!l hopes of ever seeing him| Sing carefully, for heaven's sakl? J was all he-
fusia 1" ‘ are you fond of again had well-nigh vanished; yet, if he could but said 3 and; somewhat alarmed by his manner, she -
4 by very 17 come back and find his poor litle protegee at the|took such pains with her execution in the following -
very head of ber profossion—the idol of every musi-1scenes as to render her suceess unequivacal end s
cal circle—how beautiful it would be! At that|complete. She was recalled no less than thresi:

& Aud cun you sing 1"
thought, she studied away again harder than ever. times after the curtain fell. The handsome tedor- ('

defining objects at a short distance, and felt angry 4
at herself in consequence. Butnow fhis misfortune *
proved an actual blessing, since out of thut sea of
fuces turned towards her she could not distinguish
a single face or feature. [Tt was like singing to th&
walls—why need she be eftaid? ‘

yéke, her own enthusinsm and ambition woke at

her
to'mark their approval still mare strongly. She «

went off the stage, flushed and delighted, to receive
the congratulations of her friends. But, to her sur-~
prise, her guardian witbheld lis, looking .anxions.

and fearful.
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led her on twice, but at the third call ge laughed
‘and shook his head.

* Too much for me, but you are fresh and young,”’
he gaid, and placed her hand in her guardian’s,
while the manager followed, in obedience to the
Joud call for him which was just making itself
heard. When the old composer, to whom the pub-
lic owed this new plensure, made his appearance,
the audience rose to their feet, and the three receiv-
ed an ovation that nearly smothered them with
flowers. '

#“ Buch a success has never been wimessed since
the days of the great Queen of Song herself,”” said
the manager, rapturously, when they were behind the
curiain once more. But the old composer sat down
in a property chair of crimson velvet, and burst into
tears.

CHAPTER XIV.

* You'l] find us all changed since you vanished—
““ We've set up a national school, .
And waltzing is utterly banished,
And Ellen has married a fool.

The Major is going to travel—
Miss Hyacinth threatens a rout—
- The walk is laid down with fresh gravel;
Papa is laid uvp with the gout.”
‘ Prakp,

I must be a very magnificent thing te go to bed
2 mere unit in the world, or in society, about whose
existence no one cares a rush, and wake next mor-
ning to find that' existence become a matter of no-
toriety, about which every one feels curious. Some
people uffect to sneer at this species of fame-—in
fact, at any fume at all. 'Tis because they were
never famous. Of course every one knows that the
greatest success may be outlived—that the most
brilliant repatation cannot lust long beyond the
grave, But what of that? “ It will all be the same
a hundred years hence’” is very true. But a hun-
dred years hence the heart that beats so now precise
will be but a handful of quiet dust, and the brow
Jongs for laurels will have strengthened the growth,
it may be of 2 laurel itself, N\ It is not with thatafter
state that we have to do,—it s _with the real and
ectual present, where rewards are possible, and
where they often give a pleasure purer and keener
than any thing elge on earth can bestow. To be in
love and to be loved again, is triumph enough for
the early days of youth; but after one has got well
on in the twenties, it seems to me, that 1o become
famous and Lo grow rich are the best things to do,
o far, at least, a3 this world is concerned.

But one sometimes feels impatient of a certain
kind of fame, which seems to be bestowed without
an equivalant return. I’eople know, for instance,
that an actor, te act well, must go throngh a long
and laborious course of training, and fight his way
up from the ranks by main force of talent, enexgy
and perseverance. - So must a successful barrister
and a popular clergyman toil in-good enrnest for the
reputation they achieve. While as to writers, the
brother and sisterhood of the quill are by no meana
disposed to pass over their peculiar gricvances in si-
lence, and the public know well enough allabout the
aching heads, the weary fingers, the dim eyes, snd
worn out imaginations, that gn so far to make up
their bocks, They read smoothly and well, it is
true; but how many times has that wretched MSS.

been pitched frantically across the room, in the pro- -

cess of compositian-; how many times has the bewil
dered writer vowed, in the bitterness of his or her
heait, to break stones upon the road, or to take in
washing for a living, rather than be chained to the
pen, like a galley slave to the oar, any longer for the
sake of bread and butter ?

Take the other professions, The lahour of the
ballet dancer is shown in the very grace of her
movemeuts, because it is evident that human beings
were not originally intended tc spin about, like tee-
totums’’ in muslin saucers” (as Mr. Carlyle has it),
or to peint their toes towards the ceiling ir an exact
line with. the parting of their back hair. One’s
bones acke at the thought of the practice that has
produced such results, and the most hard to be
pleased spectator must feel that the Cerito of the
day has fu'ly earned, so fur as actual hurd work
goes, the shower of bouquets and the shower of
guld which, in some happy cases, is, lavished so
fully upon her. Again, when we sce the piano,
made ductile and harmonious by the,human hand,
or some brass monster taught to discourse sweet
music by the human breath, we understand at oncs

what hours and days of hard labour have been

spent before our ears could be so delighted

In fact, there is not an art or science in which
people do neot recognise and appreciate the labour
und trouble of its votaries—save oune, When a
singer steps upon the stage and wuibles like a
nightingale, every one appleuds most rapturously ;
yet, who remembers the hours of toil that have
been endured, in order that our hearts may be
thrilled by that perfect eombination of melodious
sounds,

“ S0 much money just for opening their mouths !
said an old lady in my hearing one duy at éne of
the famous Crystal Pulace Concerts of 1862. -She
was guzing with an awe-struck, yet half dissatisfied

Jouk at a group of stars upon the stage; consisting.

of Grisi, Tietjens, and Giuglini.
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* 8o much money just for opening their mouths !”]

All the arguments of the old lady’s informant
failed to convinge her that the magnificent trio

swere well wofth their price.‘ Their beautiful voices

she could understand, but she would not believe
tizat it bad waken time, and pains, and Ilabour, such
as she would hve shuddered aot, to msake these
voices what they were. She held fast to the gen-
era]l idea, that a singer, like a poet, is bora and
not made ; and to this day, I suppose she fancies
that those human nightingales sang just as well at
the moment they were fledged as they do now, 1
am not sure that hers is not the best way of look-
ing at the matter. Who cared to know,as the mag-
cal bulifinch trilled out his little song in aid of the
starving operatives Jast summer (thus becoming in
our minds a living, feathered benefactor, with a
kindly heart, rather than a mere machine), who
eared to think how often that song must have been
tried, note after note, with many a break and failupe
before it brought light, and warmth, and comfurt, to
many a desolute home 7 .

In Aureliv’s case, this popular delusion was un-
usually prevalent; ber suceess was certain, and yet
muny envious people felt disposed to carp at it.—
Bhe sang so much like nature, that they could not

" believe it was art] mud so they grumbled at the fame

and the gold she won.

But their grumbling did not take away the laurels
or lighten her purse,  He portrait in every window,

* her name on ecvery lip, She was young—she was

pretty—and shie was good. She lived with her a-
dopted futher in the simplest style. She made no
visits, and trusted to herown dignity and hisquiet pro-
tection to keep the rude and tnsolent at bay,  To sing
well and to make the oll composer’s life a proud
and happy one, was all she seemed to care for. 1n
these two objects she succeeded well , and, perhaps,
no time in Lier whole life was she so bappy as this
—when she had youthy health, beauty, wealth, a
kind friend, @ happy liome, and the world in gen-
oral at her feer.  As she sut one morning in her
beautiful boudoir, thinking of all these things, the
servant announced a lady, who would not give her

name, but who most earpestly requested five mo-|-

ment’s conversation with Mademoiselle Aurelia,

The singer’s faney instantly turned to the image
the pretty “Peri,”” for whose fate she felt so strang
an interest, and she ordered the lady to be admit-
ted at once.

# But it was not the Peri-—it was some one who
would have been terribly shocked at the mere men-
tion of her name.” A moxst fashionubly-attived Indy,
who ran up to Aurelin, and held out a pair of prim-
rose-gloved hands, crying, in a high affected tone of
voice, * At last—at lust we meet again !¥

lji'\ing, and all L

Aurelia elevated her eyebrows, and bowed hauvgh-
tily, but did not rise or take the proffered band.

““Oh you are still angry, and wen’t be friends !
said the lady, seizing wpon an easy chair, and mak-
ing herself very comfortable in its cushioned depths.
“ That is wrong, I think, and something unchristian’ -
like. Don'tyou?”

It may be, Miss Landell,” said Auwvelia, freez-
ingly. :

*Oh, I have changed my name? 1 am Mrs.
Grant Thornton now,” was the hasty reply.

“ Allow me to congratulate you,” said Aurelia,
stiffly.  “ When a lady like you has attained to the
height of ker wildest dreams of happiness, namely,
marringe=—-one can do no less.”

Far from Jooking annoyed or vexed at this specch,
Mrs. Grant Thomton laughed and shrugged her
shoulders,

“ My dear creature, one must marmy of course,
if one can’t be clever, ot a famous singer, or any-
thing of that sort. How else is one to get one’s
pretty things that make life worth
the having 77

“ [low, indeed ?’

“Pupa is very well off, as you know, but ours is
such an expensive family 5 and you can’t keep up a
country seat and a house in town, for nothing. And
then, at his death, everything goes to Frederiek—
that is, everything worth speaking off.  So, of course
my only plan was to get married.””

“1 scel”

“T woun't say much abeut my hushand. except te
tell you, in confidence, that he is the stupidest and
most disngreeable man in existence, and that Idon't
care a-button for him.”

Aurelia could not help langhing.

“ But then that does not mutter much, you know,
my dear. Women now-a-days are not supposed to
tove their husbands very warmly.”

‘ Has the marriage service been altered, then 1"

*No, you sly thing!  But wlio pays any attention
to that now 7 It is a preat stuff, but it serves its
purpose, 1 suppose. However, let that go, You
will not sneer at my marriage when you see the ad-
vantages I have gained by it.”

“What are they 77

“Such a beawiful house in Hill Street, and »
country place in Berkshire ; and such a love of @
carringe, all lined with blue, and drawn by a pair
of duckg——?"

“ Ducks?”

“ Ducks of horses, you know."

% (h, well—go on.”

“Then I have my own saddle horse, and my
pony chuise for the country, and my toy dog, and
my opera-box, and my tickets for every fashionable
pluce of amusement in town,” '
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‘and make your hundred a night by merely opening

sort of a'man is this fortunate husband of yours?”’

7

Well 17 _

“ The best comes last, of course! Such numbers
of new dresses and bonuets—and oh, such diamonds,
Aurelin! I declare when I first saw them, 1 quite
held my breath! I think I would pave married
Molkanna himself, to get these beautiful diamonds.™

*“T don’t doubt it in the least.”

“ How you are laughing at me 1"

** Not at all.”

“ At least you are shocked.”

“ Why should I be? 'Tisa mere matter of taste.
I would rather break stones on the road than sell
myself for these things——but it seems to agree with
you.” '

Mrs. Thorton pouteds,
“Tt is very well of you to talk, Aurelia. You

bave a profession, and you stand at the head of it.
You can coin every note of your voice into gold,

vour lips. I hgve no such resources, yet my tastes
are far more expensive than yours. I hate poverty
—and I like luxury. You can'thave Juxury witheut
puying for it—and you can’t get money unless yon
inherit it, without making some return. I had no
talents—nothing but a little beauty. Mr. Thornton
had money, and so we made the exchange.”

“You are certainly growing sensible in your old
age. You talk like a lawyer, orlike a beek,” said
Aurelia, looking at her with a smile. * And what

“QOh, a good natured, middle-aged practical
banker. We get on very well together, though I
must confess hLe bores me terribly at times. DBut
then I never let him know it, and I contrive to
huve as few 7ete-a-tetes as possible; so he is not so
great o nuisance as he might be, if he was encourag-
ad too much.”

“Well," said Aurelin, “you are certainly the
most honest women I ever met in my life.”

"wAmI? It is only to you that I am se very
candid "’ _ :

“ And why to me?"

é Because you were keen and quick when a
child. You saw through me then, and you did not
like me, and neither dig“l like you. I might have
come here to-day pid tried to pass myself off as
your best ﬁ'ie']}cl«-"f{?s the most devoted of wives, and
the most discreet of women; but what good would
that hove done? You hate shams, and you hate
bhypocrites. I found that out long ago. 8o I make
my appearance in my own chavagter, and you can
let me stay, or turn me out as yon Bko "

“T won't turn you out just yet, begause you amuse

me " said Aurelia. * But gince yom are in so hon-

est a mood, pray tell me why you came at el to see
me?”
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going to tell you the exact truth. I did ‘not " like
you as a child "

%1 know that." ,

“Tn fact, I detested you ¥’

" “Yes; but why 7"

“ Have you never guessed 7"

“1 did you no harm.” _
_ 1 am by no means sure of that. DBut you ought
to feel highly honored ; for the trath of the matter

Jis, that I'was jealous of you!"

“ Indeed !”

“ O, so jealous! At that time I was in love
with Captain Grey."” '
“ That is over now, of course !’ said Aurelia,
quietly.

“ Oh, ages ago!’ she answered, with a light
laugh. “I am an old married woman now—a wo-
man of the world inte the bargain, and my heart is
ag dry as a chip. But I had a little feeling left

"

saw liow you had taken him captive
“ But I was a mere child !” ,
“ Never mind that. You were pretty, and you
sang like an angel. Thut was quite enough for
Uim3 and for me, too. I determined to gét yon cut
of his way. I sent Frederick off, in the first place.”
“ Poor Fred " said Aurelin, sighing, smiling, and
blushing at the same time. * How foud I was of
Lim then!” )

“ And so was he of you. For the matter of that,

seen you upon the stage.”

“Indeed!” .

“ How cooly you say that! 1s it all quite forgot-

ten, then 7"’ o ‘
“ We lose our first loves, bt we don't forget

them,” said Aurelia, gravely. )
“Good ! T will tell Master Freddy of that, and

he'll be wilder than ever. DBut to ‘ return to our

step was to get rid of you. Do you remember our
interview on that eventful morning 7'" ‘

“ That is another event of my life which T shall
never forget, Mrs. Thornton.”

“ Or forgive. Well, never mind. If you will be
so revengeful, I can’t help it. I called you 2 White-
chapel ballad singer, you know !’

¢ 1 remember it too well,” .

« And you ran away, to the despair of Mrs, Mar-
shall, the horror of my father, and the astonishment
of the neighborhiood jn general. I held my tongue
about the part I had acted in the matter, for 1 con-
fess T felt some compunctious visitings, till I heard,

singer who had been picked up in some mysterious
way by Mr. Moore, the composer. } instantly made

¢ 1 knew you would ask that question, and I am

e T M N e Pt 505

then, and it was all wasted upon him, 8o when I

he is in raptures about you again, now that he has

muttons.” After I had packed him off, my next

through 2 musical fiiend of mine, of a wonderful

further inquiries, and, finding it wus reully you,

TETrys
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troubled my head no more about yory ti “ 8h: : ' :
troub .y : : yorg till, to my Shall 1 see Captain Grey 1" asked Aurelia, with
great surprise, | recognised you on the stage that a smile. ' !

night of your debut.” Since then Frederick has wor-

ried my life out to pay this call; and so.I have parties, Will Signor Paolo come 7

L

come

“To worship the rising star,” said Aurelia com-

,

posedly.

“If I ask Lim.”
“Then do; and I will write Lim a note,"”
She rose to go, and held out her bhand, This

“Well, wily not?” was the instant veply., “Iam{time Aurelia took j ;
ell, w . ok it, and held i i
‘only following the general example ; and if you had [hers, yandheld it & moment in both

remained plain Aurelin Gresham, a good singer, not

“ - * ’
Mind—we are not friends 1" she said§ * but wa

one Of all these people would have besieged your | will help each other, if we can—shall we 2

door as they do now.”
It is true.”

“ 1 should never have sought you out myself, if it

had not been for your success.”

* With all my heart "

“In any way 17

*In any way,”

" H i )
Remember that promise—~and remember, also,

“I like your candor, Mrs. Thornton. It almost|that you are always to be as honest with me as ¥y
ou

duea away with the old grudge that has existed be-
tween us,”

“ Then prove it,” said Mrs, Thornton, eagerly.

. . A

* By coming to my housge.”

Aurelid shook her head.

“ I never pay visits.”

“1 know. And what nonsense thatis! Do you
know what people say about it ulveady 7*

# No.”

¢ That Mademoiselle Aurelia is so absorbed in
thi study of her parts—uwith the hero at her side—
that she hi 8 no time to waste on ordinary mortals,

who have unot, like the handsome tenor, a nest of|"

nightingales in their throats.”

Aurelia frowned, and turned crimson.

- T wish people would mind their own business,”
she said, petulantly.

“ Ali, but #ey won't in any case, and how much

yours! Come, Aurelia, let us enter into an
alliance, offensive and defensive.”

“ On what terms 7"

I give large parties, which, of course, I wish
wmake as attvactive as possible. If you could
only come to them, it would make my success com-
plete.  On the other hand, my avowed friendship
for you might do you good some duy. 'No lion
knows when the help of the humble mouse may
stand him in good stead.” ¢

“ Tt is true !

“ Then will you come?"

~ For the sake of Fretlerick and the old times, I
may. I should like to see that boy again 1"

“ Boy! “He is an elegant young Guardsman now
—and far more your slave than ever! He will go
mad with joy when he hears you are coming—al-
thpugh, between ourselves, he is engaged to his
eousin.  Shall I say next Thursday—I have a party
then 7!

% Yes, if you like,” ‘

T

have been to day. Now, good-hye !”
So ended this queer interview. It seemed to Au-

relis more like a scene in a play than a stern and
actual reality.

"

CHAFTER XV
We parted. Months and years rolled by;‘

We met again, four summers after;
Qur parting was all sob and sigh,
Our meeting was all mirth and laughter. .

For in my heart’s most secret cell
There had been many other lodgers ;
- And she was not the buil-room belle,
But only i\irs.—-—Sumething———Rogers w
Prakp, !
Tucre were three reasons which influenced Au-
relia. when she accepted her oid enemy’s invitation,
In the first place, though a successful si:tget:, she
was but a girl, with all a girl's love for gay scenes,
fine clothes, and plenty of people to tell her how
much she graced them. In the second place, she
was a little anxious to see Frederick again. And
in the third, Mrs. Thornton’s remark about tlu;
Lwulian singer had startled her a little more than she
waus willing to own.
Was the world already beginning to couple her
name with his? It was true that between rehear-
sals, and acting, and private practices, the greate'r v
part of their time was spent together. But at the
rehearsals there were always plenty of people .
around lhem. At nightan appl'umling public. watche
ed their every Jook and movement ; and if he came
to -her own house to practice their duets, the old
composer never left the roonr. They had never
been alone together for an instany, and il those
unlucky words were spoken, the girl never dreamed

4 Thanlks——a thousand times !

that he was anything more to her than a brothep,

“Oh, yes! Heis my right hand man ét these
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Now, however, her eyes were opened. Her curly
fondness for Frederick had taught her something of
her own heart; the feeling for the Italian, which
was growing stronger day by day, was to teach her
yet more.

He was certainly one of the most dangerous
companions she could have selected. He wasbeau-
uful in every sense of the word, if regular features,
clustering hair, a pure olive complexion, dark flash-
ing eyes, and the most graceful of figures, could
make him so. DBut his regular features and elegant
figure were not his greatest charms. To the South-
ern fire and vivacity which belonged to him of right,
he added a sort of nameless witchery—a kind of im-

potient, yet beguiling haughtiness—a careless, yet

enticing pettishness of manner, that took "an im-
pressionable imagination by storm. His health was
sufficiently delicate torender him an object of inter-
est und care, to begin with; and before they had
known each other long, Aurelia would wrap liim up
as if he had been a child, and scold him roundly
when, throuzh negligence, be exposed himself to
the danger of tuking cold. Then, with what heed-
less sweetness he received her veproofs—how mis-
chievous were his pretences of penitence—all gener-
ally ending in a burst of laughter, as musical as the
ringing of silver bells! As willul, as provoking, as
incorrigible as a sprite, she found him; and yet so
gay, so playfully fond, so innocent of all intention to
offend, that it was the keenest of pains to be angry
with, and the most delicious of pleasures to forgive
him. He liked ease, Juxury, and splendour—be
hated everything that was harsh and unlovely; he
was a thorongh SBybarite, and therefore, of course,
thoroughly selfish—yet who could blame lim? He
had that fatal gift of fuscination which blinds every
eye to faults and imperfections, and Aurelia could
gee nothing in him that was not to be admired,
loved—almost adored !

Yes, it bad come to that, and Mrs. Thornton was

the furst to teach her the real nature of her feelings
towards him.

Aurelia was of the ovder of natwral queens, and
those who loved or sought her were forced to do
their wooing humbly, and on their bended knees.

But now the tables were turned, and slie was the
one to love—perhaps the one to woo. When u
proud, imperious woman finds that this is the ease,
when her whole nature is for the moment enslaved,
by that little scantily-clad tyrant, who makes mure
mischief in this world than ke or any one else can
ever set Tight agnin, it seems that she cannot whise

OF CIOARNLEY.

Happily, these infutuations do not last very Jong.
[rom 1heir very nature, and the nature of the being
-t whose feet they are poured ont, they cannot
But they cast a shadow, even in theit memory,
over 1 woman's existence, a shadow which s never
lifted, it may be, till the daisies are growing over
her, and the weary farce of life is at an end.
Aurelia had 10 sing on the evening of the party,
and Paolo was engaged elsewhere, so she was oblig:
ed to keep her appointment alone. Mnrs. Thornton
looked disappointed at this, for she admired the
tenor singer exceedingly, and would have given her
ears to have establishied him as a freqnenter of her
drawing-rooms However, it was something to have
Aurelia there, and she led her forward with an air
of affuctionate intimacy, that made the singer laugh
wickedly in her sleeve.
She was introduced to Mr. Thornton, a clumsy,
shy-looking man, who seemed utterly extinguished
by his fashionable wife. One or two ladies were
next presented, and then Aurelia found ber hané
seized by a tall, handsome young man, who exelaim-
ed, * Have you forgotten me 1" in the most meaning
of tones, ‘
“ Why, it is Frederick I’ she cried, and_greeted
him with the greatest cordiality. Ile felt ineXprese-
ibly vexed at the open warmth of her manner. 8he
did not blush or sigh, but shook hands with him, as
if he had been her grandfsther, and told him how
handsome he bhad grown! Not a bit of sentimentin

was engaged, so much of Aurelin’s early love for
him, that that young lady had been watching forher
appearance in a state of the most intense jealousy,
greatly to his delight. '

Ellen was a woman, and therefore a natural free-
mason. He glanced across the room, and saw ler
{alking to one of his brother officers, with an air of
the most plucid unconcern.  She liad seen that sis-
terly grecting,  Ile could never make hier jealous of
Aurelin any more, and the young coxcomb felt as if
he could kuock his head against the wall, simply
because a famous and petted singer had forgotten
Ler early penchant for Lim, and did not faint when
she first cauglt sight of his altered face once
mere,

If he could have locked into Aurelia’s heart, he
might have been a Jittle better satistied. True, her
girlish attachment-to him had died out for want of
aliment, und was utterly eclipsed now Ly the
stronger presence of the woman’s love. Dut, at

herself sufficiently befure her idol.

sight of lim, all the old memories of the early

She is content, nay, proud, to serve where she wa..ugtla_vs came back, and in the place of glaring foots
gorved befure; and down into the . dust goes thatilizhrs and applanding crowds, there was the simplo
stately head that was cvowned with a covonet of cuttnge, the gden full of roses and vislets, the

gcorn, down inte the dust, and the lowe? the better.

{Jonely moor, and the singing of the bivdsi A coul

her! And he had told Ellen Manning, to whom he_

oo
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wind seemed to freshen her cheeks, at the first tone
of his voice, and flowers bloomed, and blue skivs
beamed, whenever she looked into his eyes,

A feeling of unutterable sadness stole over her.
Why could they not always have remained children ?
How mich better was that simple, innocent exist-
ence thau this whirl of fashionable excitement i
which they were now moving! How much better,
even, that innocent child’s love than the more fever-
ish passion which consumed her heart,and might
never, after all, bring her happiness in the place of
that peace which it hiad tuken away forever!

Still, she gave utterance to none of these thoughts
but smiled graciously on Frederick, and wus intro-
duced to Miss Manning, who was charmed by her
unaffected demeanor, and playful reminiscences of
her rambles with Frederick, upon the moors and
through the lunes, in her childish days; those ram=
bles that had heen sighed over by the young Guards-
man as if they were sacred things—how simple and
haymless they hecame as Aurelia’s laughing veice
dearribed them.

Miss Manning was fio longer jealous. Tt may be
that Aurelia, conscions of the engngement, and
knowing something of Master Frederick’s disposi-
tivn, had seught her out on purpoese to set her heart
ot ense. '

‘As she left the young lady’s side, a gentleman
ettme up and held out hiz hand with a friendly
smile. His fuce was familiar to her, and yet she
could not recall his name. He watched Lier evident
gonfusion for o moment; he laughed, and then she
knew him,

“ Mr, Aubrey!"

“The same! How little we dreamed when I had
the bonor of ussisting Leroy to convey his little waif
to Charnley, that I should meet you in a place like

“Oh ! where is Mr. Leroy?” asked Aurclia, ea-

gerly.

*In the Holy Land once more,” answered My,
Aubrey. '

“ I3 he never coming back 7"

“That I cannot say. He likes the East very
much.  Perhaps he is going to settle out there and
be u Turk.”

 Oh, you always liked laughing at me!” she ex-

claimed.
# 1 know I did, Miss Gyesham, but I amin earnest

this time.” .
“ Do you know—has he heard of my leaving

Charnley?”

% Of course ! A letter from Mrs. Marshall, near-
ly three miles long, relating the fuct of your disap-
pearance, reached him in China. I was with Lim

“ What did he say?®

“I would rather not tell you,"” he answered, ro
guishly, _

“ Pray do.”

‘* He said you were an ungrateful little monkey,
and that it gerved him right for bothering his head
tgain nbout anything of the female sex,' said he,
laughing.

“Does he hate women 1"

“ A Tiule”

“ Why 1"
¢ The usual reason.*
“ Weil 17

“ His cousin Helen jilted him when he was quite
a young man. Dun't you remember, Miss Gresham,
how angry he was when they put her clothes ou
youl',

“Yes.”

“ He has never got over it, in all these years
He hates her very name, and for her sake, ull wo-
men !’ o

“ Indeed !

“ 8lie did serve him shabbily, and though they
were engaged, the very night before the wedding
she ran away with an actor, and left poor Leroy in
the lurch, I'was a mere boy at the time, but I have
lieard the whole story since I went ubroad with
him,”

% And what became of her1”

% She went on the stage.”

“Well?”

%1 don’t know any more, becouse ¥ never knew
the name of the man she murried. I heard after
wards that Leroy knew of him at the time, aud-that
the last words he ever spoke to his cousin were a
warning against the fejlow." '

“ Wrote " suid Aavelia.

But the next nmoment she remembered how and

where she got her information and, blushing scarlet,
was silent.
“Perhaps so,’® said Aubrey, indifferently. At
all events, Lie never forgave lier. DBut I think he
will forgive you when he hears all I can say about
you. I will write o him to-morrow,” he added,
pleasautly. .

“Do”

 And may I call and tell you what answer 1 re-
ceive 1’

“ Certainly.” _

“\Ve were not very good f{riends once, I think,
You did vot like me very much when you were a
child.”

4 Because you did not like me,"” she answered,
frankly.

“ At least you will not have thatreproach to make
now."”’

whon it came.”
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* Lam going to have a litle party to-morrow - was met with such an outbreak of virtuous indigna- feyes, and soft, gold coloved hair, that strangers whe

She bent her head with 2 gracioussmile of adien. ‘ ? . ‘
; tion, that she never ventured to open ber lips upon|saw her for the first time could scarecly betiove that

Mr. Aubrey paying compliments to' -her! What|evening, after the opera is over——a supper party,” ; ' o : ‘ ‘
next? she said. g ‘ . . £ edsu l)JOct again. Yet how .h.el' ‘l:eart.yiarnetl to-|she was the woman whose mad pranks and  sinful
The next came in the shape of a musical, reproach-| Indeed !”* exclaimed Captain Gray, in the most ok war' s the poor, brilliant, beautiful Pen3 who was|extravagance were -maliing the polite c‘ir(;ies of Lon-

ful voice at her elbow. ' delighted of tones. . 5‘3“:‘“% all London 1}3_’ the ears, and who, in the d_ays don stand a.ghast with horror and astonishmept.
% A greeting for all your old friends except me "] * Will you both join it, and bring Mr. Aubrey of llet po:dmty und. distress, h}ud been so very kind 'Yet so it was; young and beautiful though e
it said. with you 7" a! tlo ]f“' ]‘ ore seri?us ?f““g f:s came, ere long, tojmight e, she. bor.e a name whose sad significance
Turning round, she saw Captain Grey, looking! 1:9-5-” . . ‘ . :;St:n:icets “u:-d a;“?;‘lzgesll:? t‘}-]:? ‘fli?u;ﬂndfméd one tn}ld a 1tule of ?tse]f. *The Peri.” Everybody knew
exactly ng he did when he rode away from the pate| «Tell Mr. Aubrey I said he was to come: - Geod g Rug " a scap ady of Rotten ;’;:» t 1}31 Peri was, and to whom she belonged.
of Charnley, on that morning so long—so very long | night " ¥ ; . . o When she drove in the Park, people thronged the
' § ie health of her beuefactor, which had been|iron railings to gaze at her and her ponies; when

Aurelia drove away. ' :
The old rivals fell back a pace or two, and glared i

angrily at each other. :

delicate fur some time, suddenly began to fail in a|she rode, the Luadies’ Mile was crowded in the same
startling and unexpected manner. At first he was|inconvenient and indecent mamner. The young
But this time the captain certainly had the advan- ‘ Cﬂﬂﬁ“e‘_l to the ]”"“593 then to his room; and, last-|noblemen who had the privilege of touching their
tge. Ho was o free, unfettered man, and he regis- ] ly, to his bed. The doctors recommended that last|hats to, or perhaps of exchanging a word with, this
tered n vow at that moment in his heart which he ¥ resource—'*a warm climate;” but ke refused to]goddess of the hout, were looked upon as the most

* ' leave England.  Nor would he allow Aurelia to re-|fortunate of their sex. Her picture in the shop

: ago!
She was really glad to see him,and to receive
his congratulutions on the proud position she had
attained. But she was unprepared to find him mo-
nopolizing Ler during the remainder of the evening,

as he endeuvored to do.

fully intended to keep.
> cgre lie N oks, and tones : : . - : : . :
?L lt?.(’ he:lmt undtfrlt:;"te:i l:: 3:;:1; to hin: » ; sign her engagement for the purpose of nursing “'md"“'? jostled that of the virtuous and matrbnly
smpers, that earth b y : ) , , o A .
E“‘ w ;11 Persy ; ]:ld disanmeared so mysteriouly ~ lum.. She spent }he greater part of each day at his| Queen—nay, was often put beside that of a fair I
rom the time SI.G 7 o dtPP o ¥ i ' ' bedside, Ia:.ul, during the hours of her necessary ab-|young princess, or the daughter of some lor dly |5
from Charnley, till she ha risen, 2 glorious star, up CHAPTER XVL o g:nce, a faithful and experienced nurse supplied hey{house. ‘
on the operatic stage. . . : " place. " Wives and mothers, abhorring her presence, were .
True, she langhed in his face at this rhapsody, . + . Iblended in my wreath } Yet all the while the old man was going slowly yet obliged, in public, to tolerate it; aud there was ¥
and told him that pining away had certainly made The violet, and the blue harebell, - w the grave! She knew it—she felt it: and only ‘:“i proud home, on which the sin and shame of her
. s . Tiest bl Tiel : cxistence vested with a double shadow, a doubie
And one frail rose in its earliest bloom§ the love which she dared to acknowledge at last, significance \}.y‘
. o
i

him grow stout and ruddy ; but her ridicule was lost
upon him. It was Liis end and aim to prove to her
thut she had been the star of his existence; and at
Jast, tired of uttering disbelieving exclamations, she
listened to him ‘in silence, and let her thouglits
wander to the beautiful Paole, whose pictured face,|
in a golden and jewelled case, rested at that moment

becuuse it was sought, and o elurne . :
: ght, and openly returned, could] Twe members of that home were present at the

have suppur!,ed .her in that trial. . Paclo was hers! Opera on this purticular night.  One, a gentle lady,
To weep and wither there ! :zt;:;c“(:u:]fdnﬁz3?31; ::’;i;thl;?.lfl_ltli:ulll upon her, | whose pale fu.ce bore marks ofmpntient care, and
‘ Fare yo well —fire yo well? | ho sfuh.d i; o ies la:Sh; 1;t.1:1 S'HJ’C*? h.e lofwly se]f‘:sacnﬁce; the other a proud young beauty,
PyAED. ; e ’ 1ad sworn it with flashing eyes af d raven hair, who scarcely at.

: tended for an instant to the business of the stage,

but sat apart, leaning her head upon her hand, and

Alas! I.meant it for thy hair,
And now 1 fling it on thy tomb,

A s S

& L

on'll‘ll:n‘ hea lt 1 1 i ® Tue few weeks that succeeded this re-union with ? ¥ * * # s %
' e evening passed ve easantly. . . T - . E ] .
i} Peopl “lmal:]:d wlt("h(:ﬁ I_;ureli't uy on the stage old friends were perhaps the happiest of Aurclia’s k One box—or, rather, the inmate of one box looking moody and irritated to the last degroe.
v i ate { ? stage . . : . § S - adi ,
i o di ‘ dd lP 1t fa ;i life. Worshipped in public, and adored at home, ’ was evidently the centre of attraction on a parti Both ladies were aware of the presence of the Peri
o » . S ., - e . . . s z *1lw R
%ﬁf . ;s if she ha .;t;:en a %o le;" :Velle. ¢ ';;"ne,t ® N he reigned the queen of a brilliant circle, to every ; lar evening of Aurelia’s ‘cugagement Wlln)en ‘;E —both knew, only tos well, the relationship in
. er so accessible and wnaffected in her manners. .y ! e 1 v \ . . - whi .
'!ﬁi‘; 1 k k ) member of which her word was law. No sooner - relia was not. on the stage, nearly every gliss was which she stood to one whom they loved, and would
:,i,{q%] Of course, no one ventured o ask her to sing.hy g oho emerged from her seclusion than invitatione ! tuined thut way ; and many a whispex circ}ed cound have been glad to honor, if they could have done so.
. N s I Y . . 2 ; B ! ™ 2] 1 30 1 4
1 Yet as they were breaking up, she sat down of her by the score poured in upon her. She was the wel . : the house, as the lidy who sa _ ] It was one of those bitter cups which, I think, are
L sord to the piano, and gave them * Good-|: 5 in the lan.i Y t there gazed com- held of 3 lie Ii 3
; -“:lﬁ OWR QCCOoTL to‘ 16 piatio, ,'g o 'F- come and honoured guest of the highest in the lan. posedly buck upon the people in return, Ladies eld oftenest to the lips of those who are Lighest in
’! f‘é night, good-night, my dvarest as simp yos? sheland her own evenings were made biilliant by ar agreed together that it was shameful—that sucl per- the ?and—une of those deadly outtages for which
N had been some young lady on her promotion, instend assemblage of wit, beauty, wealth, and rank, suct sons really ought not to be tolerated—thut o box nothing shart of a coronet, au opera bux, and prince-
J; of the finest prima donna the good city of London:us has seldom been seen in London since the days should not have been given to her. Gentlemen ly setilements can pussibly compensate,
y had ever known. , tof the beamiful Lady Ble ssington. .Mauy a noble gmiled at each other, winked, and looked knowing, | Just as the curtain was .xl.:?ut to rise for the last
iR The song ended, ghe shook hands with her host- imatron’ rejoiced to  call Aurelin friend—many » ps if they were more privileged than their follow '|dme, the door of the Peri's box opened, and a
o | . . . ~ R 1. , " oTe S |y s . : : k
iy ess, bowed 1o the admiring guests, and taking Fred-|pohle matron’s son or brother would gladly have call in having the honor of the bright stranger’s acquain handsome young nobleman looked in.  She turned b
‘%%';n — erick’s proffeved arm, glided gracefully from the |ed her wife. Ifshe was unspoiled by this sudderx tance. L {towards him with an aic of freezing courtesy, and
f BN . . . . . . . nal . R— .
et I room. Captuin Gray made his escape at the samelstorm of flatlery and attention, 1t was OwWIng ‘to ane | She was very young to cause an excitement so jn- JSI:¢8(1 what b wanted, Yk
s time, and was waiting, ready to hand her into her -tthing alone. She was in love {or the fwst time.— ; tense, o universal, and so' profound. A fujr young IA“"',TO“]Y to say how lovely you are looking, )
i ) ) . e pussi . ak roudese : . . . ‘ giand . 45
: carriage. lAnd a real, sincere passion W ill mliu.z the p girl, of apparently about twenty years of age, whol \What else, he had . " ﬁ H
“ Do you sing to-morrow night!’’ he inquired of’woman on earth feel humble and afraid. : sat alone in the box with as much appar ’ . ’ ad mo time fv explain, for the i
her ! Two women divided, at this time, the attention if she Liad boo s p ‘I . cll apparent ease as|lady, though she knew Lim well, was in ne muood N
. - : A jad been surroundeddt by a host of aristocratic | for jesti . . . g
& T relin—the other a . { stocratic | for jesting just then. She drew a liule silv. ;
*“Yes. . |Of L{m.don. The one was Aurelia . friends. Her dress was of pale blue silk, and she mou;]ll,ed gifsml from her bosom, and, tuyni : 0
s Then there will be no chance-of seeing you dur-ibeautiful adventuress, whose very existence was a wore a coronet of diamonds, and g d; 1 Pis : her bosom, : nd, turning he: 1
’Hscamlal and a shame, according to the matrons of | b £ ’ a diamond brace-fback to the house, said, in a low voice, “ My lord, ?‘
? . ¥ s voa 1 : . :
' et, that of themsclves were wellnigh worly a you are an insolent puppy, and if you don’t shut

ing the day 7"

« 71 think not. I have
Know.” :

4 When may I come "

to attend rehearsal, you' Belgravia. Aurelia, hearing this, ventared to ask
itimidly, which was worst—the sinner, or those who

laided and abetted, and countenanced the sin ?-—but

> ; .
.

K E J— 2 1ok e b . a Ha
p;;inceds m'nisu}zln. 'bh(, lovked so fair, so delicate, so]that door, and take yourselt' off in Just two seconds, T
refined, with her fresh Cumplequn, her bright bluel shell offer you my compliments through this tube.” s
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.She had a knot of flowers in her breast, and, as the
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The young man vanished with commendable cele-|
rity, and she heard his fiiends laughing at him i
the lobby, for his want of success.

“ Brainless idiots !’ she muttered, as she turned
with flushed cheeks towards the stage. But the
look of annoyance vanished an instant after, when
the curtain rose, and the favourite tenor came oh
to sing his great song.

She listened with clasped hands—with tears in
ber eyes. How often—-ol), how often had she heard
that song in Venice—how often had that same an-
gelic voice sung it, and to her—to her alone—as
their gondola glided slowly over the still lagoon.
And now those breatliless people were hanging on
his lips as well as she—the Peri, who stood no
fonger at the gate of Eden, but rather on the brink
of Hades! _

AS the last notes died away, the Italian glanced
ap at the box where she was silting. She knew
that he would do so; she knew how that song musi
remind him of her,and the happy days gone by.

gtorm of bouquets began to full, she threw hers
down among them. He picked it up and hid it in
his vest before he secured the others. Quick as the
action had been, it was noticed by some whoso eyes
were upon them both, and a slight but distinct Liss
resounded through the theatre. Nevertheless, the
Peri did not shrink away, nor did the singer throw
her flowers down again. Thinking, upparently, that
so long as he sung lis best, the public had no possi-
ble excuse for meddling with his private attachments
or friendships, he marched off in triumph, laden
with his floral spoils, and the heart that was so lov-
ing, if so guilty, beat huppily again.

So far, so good. But iu the next scene Aurelin
appeaved, and after the first glance at her, the
“Lady of the Camelias” sat back in her box,
breathless with astonisiment. She had many a
whim, and her latest one had been an almost total
avoidance of the places of public amusements, of
which, in general, she was so fond. Consequently,
she had never seen the new prima donna.  But she
recogniged her at once.  There she was—the poor,
unknown gitl whom she had saved from a fate like
her own. Yeurs liad passed, and they met again—
the one the cynosure of every eye; the other—ah!

what was she?

morning was oW thie brilliant queen of the stage—
her preserver was a by-word and reproach to every

honest man and woman alike!

The poor giri bung her Lead sadly, and watched

They dried at last,

the scene through her tears.

however, and her Dlue eyes began to flush. Paolo
—her Pavlo—was singing ¢ But how was e look-
ing at this woman whom she had saved? What

The pale fugitive of that sunny laughing.

THE ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY.

was that?  She had seen him on the stage 8 hun-

1L dred times before, and had felt horribly jealous of

the actresses with whom lie played; hut now the
strange sinking at her lieart, so new and so oppres-
sive, warned her that a far more dungerous rival
was before ler. Was it Jikely thut Puolo, thrown
into constant and familiar companionship with that
handsome woman, associated with her in all the
briilinney of her triumphs, and dependent on her, in
a measure, for his own—waas it likely that he could
turn fipm this queen of song, in her fresh and glow-
ing loveliness, and remain constant te that pale
shadow of the past, to which she herself, in spite of
all her sins, was, at heart, se fuithful!

She felt that it conld not be, She felt that she
had lost him, and that Aurelia occupied her place.
In that moment, the pale lady opposite, in her ducal
bux, was amply revenged, could she but have known
it. For every pang she had iuflicted upon that
gentle seul, 2 hundred, nay, a thousand, tore the
heart of the poor Peri. In the wreck of her life,
she had clung fast to one jewel of great price—her
ouly love, and the memory of its pure endearments,
which seemed like a green ousis in the waste and
batren desert wliere she was wandering now. And
it was gur'le.' At Jeast, its beauty was turnished,
and it could never be a spell and tulisman against
the lowest depths of evil to Ler any move, Puaelo
was false—Paolo loved another. It mattered lLite
whut the future brought, after that one fatal truth
wus known.

He did not look up as he went off the stage for
the last time. She bad scarcely expected it, and
yet he wore her flowers! She would not wuit to see
him lead Aurelin out befure the curtain, but wrap-
ping her cloak closely around lLer, and taking the
dinmonds from her hair, she stole sofily out, under
cover of the applause, aud gliding down a private
stuircase where she had often been before, waited
patiently in the darkest corner of the narrow hall,
A door opened and shut upon the landing above}
then shie Lieard voices and steps.

“ Jake care!” said those musical tones which she
kuew so well.
they have turned off the gas, purpusely that we may
Lreak our necks.”

+ Oli, we are too precious for that,” said the lady,
“ 8o long as we draw louses like that
of to-night, they will not mauke away with us, But
you are right, they might give us a little move light,
cousidering all things.”

 \What have you done with your flowers?'"” asked
the Ttalian, as they gained the hall.

« My maid tukes charge of them. They are her
perquisites, after tlie rings and bracelets are taken
out. Do you know, I funcy she sells them 1"

glances—-what smiles were those—what embrace

“ Very likely !

Bl
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“PThe stairs ave steep, and 1 think’
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- Bec¢ause sometimes they look so very familair.Ito drive jiome, 'Neither- she

I wonder if the same people buy them to fling
me each night 1"’
Paolo laughed.

- A dark figure gliﬂed out of the shadow, and stood |she hud to foar,

before them.

“ What is that 7”” asked Aurelia, shrinking clos
to her comparnion, :

* Some supernumerary I suppose.
there 1" :

Who

“A friend,” said a soft sweet voice, and the{lessly up and down, lookin
heavy cloak fell aside, and revealed the graceful

form of the wearer.

Both started back with surprise,
relia fixed a glance of astonished recognition on th

But while Au=|dear guardian—the kindest friend I have in all
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at sp(r!{e till they reached her home at Brompton
'lh.e Patient was sinking rapidly.  The doctor
) 1 ’
meeting her on the stairs, told her frankly how much

* He is unconscious now,” he said, “and he ma
erinever speak again. But I fear he will not see axy
other day, )
is Te.nrs were in Aurelia’s eyes as she entered the
drawing-room, where the Peri wns wandering rest-’
g at the books and pic-

tures,

“1 cannot stay with you long,” she said. My

'+ guardiar the
e| World—is dying, and I must be beside him at the

stranger, the Italian turned very »ale, and muitered last.”

stmething between his clenclied teeth.
“Louisa!” said Aurelia, * Can it be you 7"
It is me !’ said the girl, quietly.
Do you wish to speak t¢ me 7"
¥ Yes.!

“1 um going home. Will you come with me in

>

the carriage?”
At this the Italiun interposed.

“ Impossible, Aurelia!

js 7" o
The girl shrank back as if he had struck her.

. “Paolo! Paolo!

never one like that.
he was so busy expostuluting with Aurelia,
“ Think what people will say if you take her home
with yon."”
"% She was my friend when I needed one,” said
Aurelia, steadily.
“And I will be your friend again 1" said the girl,
in a tone that made Signor Paolo wince.
“Come then, withi me.”

Aurelia seated herselfin the carringe. The girl
followed.

Signor Paolo shrugged his shoulders and turned
away..

“Paolo,” said Aurelia, sofily, * what else can I
do? She was kind to me, and she wishes to ses
me. Surely there is no great crime in my granting
her request. My deur futher is so much worse that
I dare not stay here any longer to listen to her.
Don’t be angry, Paolo, but just shake hands and say
good night.”’ '

“You disregard my wishes, and slight my coun-
sel!” he said, coldly.  “ Very well! Go your own
way, and sec if you are any the happier for it. For
my part, I shall go buck and take a look at the
ballet.”

He walked away, humming the serenade he so

Do you know who she

Fou to say that!”. she wailed.
She had had many a bitter moment in her life, but
But he never even heard her,

The girl looked greatly shocked.
CIE T had known that, I would not have come
You will have trouble enough to bear wi .
telling you—and yet you ought to know !’
*Oughtto know what 1"

-
* Will you answer me one question frankly and
truly

i Yes.17

“Do you lave Signor Paslo 17

Aurelia had not expected that, and she blushed
violently, ~

“Pray tell me? 1 have a motive for asking 1'?
“Yes, I do love him "’ said Aurelia, bravely.
_“Aml s0 do I He was the young lover of whom
I'told you when we met before. I worship the-
very ground he walks on, I shall always.do it till
I die.” ‘ ’

“Have you any claim upon him? Is he your
lover still 7"’ asked Aurelia, sternly, feeling Lerself
wronged und outraged by the mere suspicion,

“I have no claim upon him. But anotlier has.”
“ What do you mean 27

“Paolo is marvied.”

thout my

Aurelia sank into a2 chair. For an instant the
whole room whirled round her., Then she rallied
a Iittle. .

“Are you sure of this?” she asked,

“Iswear that it is true! I have seen Lis wife
hundred times,  She is an Italian ; but they separate
ed years ugo, I came to tell you this out of pure
kindness—without knowing who you were. I heard
you were fund of each other—that it wus thought
you would marry him at the end of the season. It
matters nothing to me now. He has cast me off—

he caies for me no longer; and I am going to.Aus-

tralia to-morrow with some one whois foolish eneugh
to visk his heart, his fortune, and his honey, in m;v
keeping. Dut, before I sailed, I came to.sge you
upon the stage. I knew you at once, and was all

often sung, and, with a sigh, Aureliu gave the order

the more determined to save you, Hate me, if you

nor her companion

PR
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like, but beware of him. 'I have told you nothing
but the truth.” ’

Aurelin sat in silence for a long tirhe, her face
shaded by lier hand. Then shr remembered the
death-bed of her friend, and stmted up,

“J must go,” shesaid. *As for you, poor child !
is there nothing I can do for you? 1 have heard of,
you s0 often, and my heart has ached "

The girl smiled. - !

b W L el e D
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alone in her drawing-room, her head bent upon he
hands, her eyes full of tears. She looked pale,
haggard, and wretchedly ill. Her beauty was dim=~
med rather than enhanced by the deep mourning
she wore, She needed bright colours aud pleasant
smiles to make her lovely, and without them she
looked almost plain, But for that she cared very

l]itt]e just then, She felt wretched and thoroughly

alone. Her best and truest friend had gone from

“ Yes, I am pretty well known—one of the lions her forever, and she missed and mourned for him

of London, in fact.” ' .
¢ Why will you not give up this life? T willf

as if he bad been a real, rather than an adopted,
father. There had been msny inquiries made at

be your friend; I will find a happy home for you her door during her seclusion ; there had been let-

among good people, if you will but stay here a little
while.”

“ Good people! They would be the death of
me ! said the Peri, with a musical laugh. “ No;
I must go on as I have began, so long as I can find
fools in the world to dance down the broad road
with me.”

# It is a pity. So young, so beautiful, and so kind
as you ame,” said Aurelia, with a sigh.

“ Don’t teouble your head about me; Iam not
worth it. And now I will go. Will you keep these
in memory of a wretch whose only good quality
was, that she loved you, and would have died to
serve you "’

She laid a brace of miniature pistols, elegantly
wrought und mounted with silver, on the table.:

“They may be of use to you some day,” éshe said.
% And now good-bye for ever.”

She caught Aurelia in her arms—Kkissed her—
eried “Forgive me !’ and ran sobbing from the
room. ‘They never met in life again.

Aurelia went up to her guardian’s room, sad and
troubled about many things. He died that night,
go quietly that those who watchad beside him
thought &t first Lh-&s-bﬁ was sleeping.  And Aurclia,
gobuing upon lis silent heart, prayed wildly that she
might fuilow Lim—and yet lived on'

————
u

CHAPTER XVIL

s Higeyes grew cold, his voice grew strange,

ters by every post oflering advice, aid, comfort, and

counse! § but half of them had been reud idly and.
thrown aside, while the rest were still unopened,

Shie felt sick of the world and all its people.

Slie wanted nothing more to do with them in any

way.

She fancied this new feeling proceeded solely

from grief at her loss. But there she was mistaken.

Underlying all that sorrow, was a lingering thrill of
distrust and alarm which she would not as yet ace

knowledge to herself. The stoy of the Peri still
haunted her; and thougli the illness and death of
Lier benefactor had prevented her from ascertaining

if it was really true, she felt jn-her own “heart that
it must be, Whaetver the fa%of the poor Peri
might hiave been where others were concerned, she
had acted the part of a friend towards herin her
direst need. Might she not be acting that parg
again, and stretching forth an ever-willing hand to
save Aurelin from a far greater danger than had
threatened her before ?

As she mused, and sighed, and wondered over
this question, the door opened softly, and some one
entered. She looked up. By the fading twilight
she recognized Paolo himself, aud held outder hand.
He took it with a fervent pressure. They had not
been alone together till then, since the evening they
had parted at the Opera House—parted unkindly,
and now they were friends once more. :
¢ [ will ask him to-night. It cannot be true,”
thought Asrelia, as he toule n scat by her side, and
began to say a few words of condolence.

“ Do you miss me at the Opera?”’ she asked,

They only grew more dear ;
~ Sbe served him meekly, anxiously,
VWith love, half faith—half fear.

looking up suddenly.

“ Horribly "

¢ And the people?”

¢ If they did not know, and feel for the cause of
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He began to fidget about in his chair, and look|the evening when I first dared to t’ell

annoyed.

“It is best that we understand each other tho-

roughly.” ‘
“ Most dertainly,”

““We have been very happy during this season,

singing together,”

you that I loved
you.”? '

[ .
And you told me somelthing else ut the same
time,” | '

5% YEB.”

“That I was to wearit ag a pledge of your love
till you could replace it by another, o piain gold

‘Happy7” he said, clasping his hands, while his|one.”’

beautiful face lookod positively radiant. * It has
been the sweetest, the deurest, the most golden time

of my whole life 1” . .

I remember,”’

* But the Peri told me that that time would never
come,” she exclaimed, looking suddenly up in hLis

“ And I, Paolo,” she said, looking at him with|f2ce.

the most undisguised tenderness and admiration, for

Again the scarlet color tinged his cheeks and

his beauty and grace might well have turned a cool-| Mounted te Lis brow.

er head than hers—*1 can also say that, till now,

I never knew what real happiness was !’

' .1 2 1y .
Carissima ! he murmured, bending over her,

“What do,you mean, Aurelia?’ he inquired,
gquickly.

“ She told me that you had a wife alreedy,” she

and gazing into her face, with his dark eyes full of replied.

melting love.

. “8Stop 1" she said, struggling against the flood of
idolatory that filled her heart 2t that ook and tone.
“ Beautiful as you are, Pacla, much as I love you,

something stands between us still.”
“ What is it, my angel 17
“The Pert,” .
He bit his.lip and frowned,
“\What is she to me, now "

“ ALY said Auvrelia, tenderly and sadly. “1
wonder if, in years to come, you will say that of

me 1"
“Impossible I'"
t 1. 3
L don't know. If anything shonld part us, you
may yet say to another woman, ¢ Aurelin t—surely

you are not jealous of her?

What is she to me—
now !’

Will you ever say that, Paolo 1"
“ My love, the stars may fall from heaven, but I
shall never change to you.!
“ Did you tell Ler 07
“ Never,”?
“ And yet you loved her 1"
“Yes, but not as T Jove you. She was a mere
child, you must remember, Why should that early
love stand between us, now that it is quite over and
gone 1"’
“You saw her,~~you visited her umil she went
away 17
““ At times.”

&

There wos a long silence.

His eyes fell; he could not meet her eager, ques-
tioning look. I

Hey heart sank heavily,”

Was it, imlee\d, true ?

No, she could not believe it!

It was too horrible a thought to be credited for
an ihstant.

“ Why don’t you speak, Paolo?” she asked, at
length, shasply.

“ What shall I say?”?

* Have you a wife??

He bung his Liead sadly.

“ What did she tell yon that for? ¥What good
could it do ber to muke us both unhappy 2" he ex-
claimed. .

“Is it true, Paolo?’®

“Yes.?

“You have o wife 77"

“Yes”

“ 8he is living 7° .

“Yes.”

There was another long silence.

Aurelia Tovked stunned,

© At last she drew off the ring that she had kissed

so often before she sunk to sleep.

“ Why,did you give me this, then 7”” she asked

-

“ Why did you lead me to believe thut I was to be
your wife 7’7

Paolo’s face flushed scarlet as he spoke these

words. Ho fling himself at her feet, clasped his arms

around her, laid his lead in her lap, and buyst into
tears.

s Aud can o fond and faithful heart
Be worthless in those eyes?

Tor ab! it beats—ah, woe to those

your absence, they would getup a riot, I believe.
As it is, they listen to your successor with a placid,
bored look, such as yon never see except on an
English face. When shall you come back to us,
Aurelia 7"

wihat depends. I want first to talk with you

But Aurelia was looking thoughtfully at a ring
she wore, and did not aotice it.

At that, she forgave bim all, even before ho had
asked for forgiveness, She loved lLim so (le;u-!y

- . . a ’
that to see him suffering was positive puin and t'm-
ture to her,  She was ready to do anything

Holding np that ring before his eyes, she sajd
softly : ’

Who such a heart despise (54

L.E. L.

[ 1 . 9
Do you remember when you gave that to me
b

Os the cvening after the funeral, Aurelia sat Pavle.” | Fucler”
( 5 “ Do you think that I could forget? It was on

4

S—

. y 10 hear
anything, rather than any sorvow should so bow hig

proud, beautiful bead in the dust,
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# Hush, Paclo ! she said, bending over him with

¥ CHARNLEY.

ed the expenses of my education himself. I owe
« T did not mean toall my success, such as it has been, to that kind man

prin you so. Nevermind; tell me how it happened.|{who is now dead.”

Come, that bright face ought never to be stained by

a tear."?

“ Did your wife sing ?”
“ No, she was a danseuse, one of the most famous

He looked up ar: her almost with a glance of aglo- of her day.”

retion,
¢ You are a forgiving angel, Aurelia, I swear I
never thought of wronging you. Do you believe
that?”
RT3 you tell me so. ,
% Upon my honor, upon my soul, I never did " he
exclaimed.
8 Well, tell me more about it. When were you
marrried 7°?
“Years ago.”’
“Tn Ttaly 17
33 YE‘S.”
“ Well?1”?
T was a mere boy at the time.
“ And your wife 7"’
“ She was of humble birth,a beautiful peasant
But, you know, Aurelia, that Iam a peasant’s

b1

girl.
son.”’
¢ never knew it before, but, my bright Paolo,
you are the son of Apollo as well, and who can have
higlier parentage than that? Where did you meet
her first 2"’
“We lived near each other as children. We
were nlways together on the holidays, and when I
was eighteen und she was sixteen, we were mar-
ried "
“ Poor boy!” murmured Aurelia, softly. * Did
you love her?"’
“Yes, as a boy loves."”
“Go on”’
“She was very beautiful, nay, she is beautiful
seill.”? :
“ Did she love you?”
“ Not a whit 7+
% \Vhy, then, did she mayy you?” asked Aurelia,

in astonishment

“ And where is she now

“In Pz}ris.",

“ Do you never see her?”

“ Aurelia, she left me of her ownraccord. Sheis

” ' living there with an English nobleman.”

There was no more to tell alter that. And cere

‘| tainly there was some excuse for Paolo’s conduct

towards her,

“1 loved you with all my heart and soul!” he
said, sadly. * But I know if this miserable story
veached your ears, you would not listen to me. I
wish that girl had had the sense to hold her tongue.”
“ So do not I,” said Aurelia, gravely. ** She has
saved us, perhaps, from a greater sorrow than we
feel now.”

“ What shall you do, Aurelia? You will not give
me up?”’

“Alas! I must!”

“ But why?"

“ We love each other. We have confessed it,
and it can never be forgotten. I liad hoped to be
your wife—but you are already the husband of
auother, Paolo, we must meetno more.”

He pleaded—he prayed—he wept—but she was,
firm. T lose him was to let the light, the sunshine,
and the happiness go out from her life for ever.
And yet to lose him was safety, honor, happiness.
It was a hard struggle ; but in the end she knew
that a good life must be the most happy one, and
she turned a deaf ear to the passionate adjurations
of her lover, and oply promised to write to him once
more, Wwhen she shionld have had time to weigh the
matter more thoroughly in her own mind. She felt
that her answer would still be the same. '
He trusted to the love wlich she could not dis-
guise and hoped that she would relent.

[ = 3 3 .
To get away from he(;' }hon’ln_eg and ﬁ:a;n her ?ld hopeless lovers  took but one hiss, and tore them-
gl'andmuLhoE', wl.m worrie ”1er ife otlit;’vn‘l ro:;meb selves away,” and then the romance, the passion,
and the penitential psalms,” answered Laolo, almost and the beauty faded out from Aurelin’s life for

laughing. ‘
¢ Well, go on.”

# We went to Florence,

ever.
Late that night‘?when Paolo was singing the

Lt was my most earnest | 5,09 she loved to a crowded and enthusiastic house,

wish to study music, but I was too poor. I was|gle siill sat as hehad left her—crushed~—miserable ;

too poot;’”’
“ Well, Paolo, what next i

¥ was lucky enough to full in with an American
gentleman with more money than he well knew
what to do with, and no relations to give him ad-
vice as to its disposal. He took a funcy to me,

but- stern in her resolution to sacrifice love, honor,

happiness to right.
She roused herself at last, and began to look over

The last one which she opened was startling enough.
It wus a proposal of marriage, and from Captain

said that I was sure to have a fiue voice, and defray- Grey.

et n N e o i

Like Jumie and Jeannie, in the old ballad, the

the neglecte(l letters which laid upoen her desk. \
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If one half the world doe; not know how the
other half lives, certainly it does not know how it
marries. . )

How many matches nowadays are made from true
love? i

Some marry for money—some for beauty—some
for rank—some from pique. Aurelia was doomed
to marry from mere fear of a painful memory.,

She was not a woman te sit down in the dust,
and spend her life in moaning for a lost love. She
was not romantic enough to long for a blighted or
broken heart- She did not want to think she pos-
sessed one. She loved Paolo with her whole heart,
it is true, but he was the husband of anothgr, and
she must learn to unlove him as fast as she possibly
could. If she married Lerself, would not the new
life, the new ties, distracs her thoughts from the old
one, and make it possible for her to meet Paolo
again, no longer as a lover, but a dear and valued

friend ? '

The experiment was worth trying.

As for Captain Grey—there was nothing positive-
ly disagreeable about him; he was handsome and
gentlemanly, fond of music and evidently very much
in love with her.g That argument had its weight
just then in her mind—for although she had forgiven
Paolo freely and fully, a feeling of humiliation still
lingered almost unconsciously in her mind. It was
as if some one had scruck her a blow; and the
Captain, with his professions of admiration, his
vows of love, seemed to heal and soften the sting-
ing pain,

If she was to remain upon the stage, and meet
Paolo there, some safeguard was surely necessary
for them both. If she wus a wife—if she had one
heuart devoted and faithful to rest uptjn-—the fidelity
ghe would owe in return would surely keep ler pure;
and though Paolo might bitterly resent'her marriage
at flrst, surely he must come in the end to see the
wisdom of the step.

And since she had decided upon taking it, it
might better be Captain Grey than another of whose
attachment she could not be so sure. She took up
her pen and wrote to him. She told him frankly
;hat she did not love Liim, bue that for many reasous
she thought it best to mury.

If he eould be satisfied with affection, fidelity, and
regard, rather than a first and a passionate love, he
might come and aee her, and then she would be his
wife.
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voice bewitched him. Then, too, if he ®on her, he
would be envied by every man in London. He
would have liked her to be devoted to him it was
true, but it was something that she gave him the
preference over noblemen. He knew that two, at
least, had laid their corenets at her feet, and been
obliged to take them up again for their pains.

So, swallowing his wrath at the cavalier aniswer
to liis proposal, he called upon her, placed a sple'n-
did diamond ring upon her finger, and had the feli-
city ?f hearing her name a very early day for her
muwriage.

She stipulated for only one thing, afd that wae
absolute secrecy. He was obliged to consent; and
they had been in Paris some four-and-twenty hours,
when London was startled out of its propriety by
the announcement, of the marringe in the Zimes.

A liule note came on the same morning, from
Folkestone, to Signor Paolo. Quly two lines.

*“ All is over now. I am married.
best. We shull meet again one day.

It is for the

“ AURELIA.”

_That night the habitual Opera goers were de-
prived of a treat.

Signor Puolo did not sing, owing to a * sudden
indisposition;” so said the bills which were scutt:er-
ed all over the house; and for more than a week
he was invisible, so serious did that sudden illness
prove !

CHAPTER XVIIL

% Two years have passed. How much two years
Have taken in their flight !
They’ve taken from the lip its smile,
And from the eye its light.”
L.E L.

WaaT could be expected from a union like this?

A true marringe means love, and confidence, and
respect, and most weddings mean the two latter
things, even though the first, and most indiai)ensable
one. way be wanting,

But this one was barren of

everytling.  “The bride was throwing herself awany
in a paroxysm of wounded pride, caring little who
pt the ring upon her finger, so that it glittered

B
T

. there; and the bridegro ol fasei
Certafinly npthing colder in the shape of a letter{a time with her benuty,gun(:lml’c;::Ig’bgliizsténrl:j;icgo:
of acceptalce was éver written. The Captain swore | of bearing off a prize for which so many m )
over it, ground histeeth. and pulled his moustaches, warthy had striven in vain, had #n reality no ie -t to
and finally lit his cigar with the delicate perfumed ] bestow upon her, ! ¥ no heart te
sheet. He was not in love with hee, though e had!  Possibly he had possessed such an article in hi
soid sp; but she wus beaotiful, and her splendid | younger (iays, but a long life spent in Eﬂrrisgn towi::
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and foreign stations had reduced it to a battered
-condition, or rathier to the plight of a withered ker-
nel in a hollow shell.

Aurelia cared litile for this, just then. She did
not want him to love, she enly wished him to marry
her.

Her only thought, as she turned from the altar,
was that Paolo must now feel a pang for her akinto
those she had felt over and over again for him. And
in that thought she triumphed.

But in her haste to wound and pain him, she had
not reckoned upon the discomfort that must inevit-
ably ensue to herselft '

She had not thought of the distasteful compan-
ship of a man whom, in her secret heart, she des-
pised.

She had forgotten that by day and by night he
must be alays by her side.

There is no need for the novelist to cry out against
marriages made without love.

They carry their own punishment with them, and
few who have felt it will ever err in thut particular
way a second time. .

Auveliu was well educated, and, in spite of her
Whitechapel birth and breeding, singularly re-
fined. :

Peaple and things often jarred upon her too sen-
gitive nature, in o way which 2 coarser mind could
scarcely comprehend. -

So it happened, that before she had been a wife
three days she took a strong dislike to her husband,
which grew stronger day by day. )

It was oue thing to meet him in society, amiable,
well-dressed, entertaining, and always eager to
please.

It was quite enother to see him in the familiar dis-
habille of married life.

To see him in dressing-gown and slippers, un-
kempt and unshorn—to sce him lounging for hours,
over a cigar and a Bell's Life—to feel that anything
higher was certainly beyond his comprehensivn—to
know that his love for music was the only thing that
redeemed him from being a fool and a brute—to
hear him use the coarsest language—to probe to the
very depths the vileness of his nature ;—all this was
a tusk from which Auvelia shrank, yet which shie had
thoroughly to learn.

He was not worse than o thousand other men.
He was simply o handsome, idle, conceited, sel-
fish, and unprincipled man, who considered it was
bis highest duty, as well as plensure, to take as

much care of himself as his means would allow.

She knew all this before she married him.

e et ke

different light, when she saw them developing beside

Captain Grey might be what he liked; but her
husband, whether loved or unloved, could not go
down into the depths without dragging her after him.
She felt insulted, lowered, debased, and hated him
as the cause of these feelings which were so new to
her.. ‘
She fretted and pined from morning till night in
secret, while the Captain smoked, ate, and drank,
in the most serene unconscionsness of the tempest
that was raging in her heart. ~ His ignorance was
almost ludicrous. He was like a man sitting un-
consciously upon the very edge of a powder mine
smoking a cigar, and gazing placidly into the sume
mer sky.

Happily, in his case the mine did not explode,
for Aurelia found a safety valve in time.

Their honeymoon had been spent in Paris; but
when they returned to London, the gullant Cuptain
hinted, much to her surprise, that she should an-
nounce her intention of goiiig upon the stage
aguin,

At first she hesitated. But he insisted, and so she
went back to her old life once more.

The public were only too glud to welcome her
again, and the manager almost wept tears of joy as
she signed the cantract which bound her exclusively
to bim for another season.

He had tried to fill her place, but in vain,

The ears that had been accustomed to her full
rich tones, refused to be sutisfied with anything less
pleasing ; and there had been such a falling off in
the receipts in consequence, that the peor man
ha« been actually thinking of giving up the house,
and retiring into the disappointed ease of private
life.

“ But now that you have come back, all will go
well once more !’ he said, rubbing his hands with
rapturons delight.

Would all indeed go well? It might with the
manager and the play, but Aurelia had the strongest
doubts as to herself, when she stood upon the stage
agnin, face to face with that dangerous singer,
whose exquisite voice seemed to take 2 tenderer
tone that night—whose beautiful dark eyes had a
new meaning in their deptlis, whenever they were
turned upon ler.

They had not spoken at rehearsals—they had only
-met that even'ns upon the stage.

When the cuttain felt for the first time, and Au-
relin was led out to receive her well earned wel-
come, Paolo uttered some words of congratulation
in a low voice, and then said, as they regained the
wiugs: “ Are we never to be [emls again?  You
don't know what 1 have suffered 5 your marriage has

But these amiable qualities stond out in quite a half killed me."”’

¢ [lush !’ said Aurelia, Lurriedly ; there is my

her own hemthstone,

i MR

husbund,”

‘ be!.
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That gentleman was indecd making his way
Jeisurely towards her, stopping to glance at a re-
markably pretty ballet-dancer whom he passed.

Aurelia’s lip curled, and she sighed involuntarily
as she met the Italian’s eyes.

* Good evening, signor,” said the Captain, care-
leasly, as hie came up to them. “ Well, Reley, you
have made a great hit again. It would have been
& shame to slhut % such a voice in one's house’
wouldn't it, signor?”

A great pity, and a great loss,” said the signor,

"bowing. .
“ They are all telling me what a lucky fellow 1
am, Reley,”’ he went on.
“ Who are they ?”
“ Oh, Halleck, and Hazletine, and Grant, ol
surs.”
¢ Are they here?”’
“ Of course. Didn’t you see us1”’
“ I was busy withmy part,”” said Aurelia, evasive.
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rPeen carvied on in England, even while she was liv-
n.fg openly under the protection of another, up to the
n.me when Puolo first saw Aurelin, QOne smile from
bim had more effect than all the luxury of the ducal
lover, and up to the last; the puor chil;i would have
thrown that wealth to the wind, if he had said the
word, DBut he did not. He grew cold to her and
devoted to Aurelia, and in a jealous passion, she
cloped with a rich young lover, and left the l,)'uke
to console himself as best he might for her unexpect-
ed loss.

“ All this Aurelia knew, and with sad yearnings
over the poor Peri’s fate, came deep misgivings
about her own,  If she would save herself from the
Peri’s doom, she must follow her example, and fly
from the futal influence which could only work her
harm,

She sat in the green room waiting for her turn to

o0 on the stoge. Paolo approached her, unusuelly
sombre and silent, !

ly, not willing to confess she had never thought of
hin.,
“ Well, we're in the omnibus-box, mind you looks
that way when you go on again. They've all got a
boquet for you.”
“ 1 am infinitely obliged.™
“T'll tell them so. Now, ta, taj and Isay, signor,
when that embracing scene comes on, draw it mild,
will you ?” ;
The signor bowed again, and the Captain strutted
away Aurelin Dlushed, If her husband knew with
what mingled feelings she thought of that embrace,
what would he say?
It came=—und for one moment she was in Paolo’s
arms.

* Oh, Auvrelia !"” he sighed, with his lips on her|us

cheek. And then she was free again, but giddy and

*T have a favor to ask of jrou," she said, with a
trembling voice,

“ \What is i11”

* Paolo, you must never kiss me again, at any
time,"

¢ Not when the scenes demand it 1" he asked,
with a forced laugh, 7

“You understand me.”

His eyes fell.

“ I'm afraid this miserable marriage has made a
prude of you.”

She was silent.

“ And .1 hate prudes !’

“ Well, hate me, then!” '
“Twish I could! Tt would be better for poth of

(B4

““ Ah, you see the danger as well as I do, though

confused. It was only a stage embrace, and the|you try to turn everytuing off with a laugh,” she
captuin, who was watching it rather jealously, saw|said, with a sigh, o

nothing to offund liim,
“They kiss as if they were icebergs, which is
very proper,” lie thought. And all the while the

“ Why did you marry 7"
** What else could I do1”’
He said something ubout a divorce, but she shonk

lights were whirling round and round in Aurelia’s{her head.

dazzled eyes, and Paolo s voice quivered, as Lesang

“Do you think me a baby? I know you ase a

his serenade with o feeling wwer . T
« feeling he had never before ex- | Catholic, and there can be no divorce for you exteyt

hibited. i
But if the Captain’s eyes were shut, that embrace
had effectnally opened Awrelin’s. She knew that

by death,”

* That is true.”
““ And I was very fond of you, Paolo—very fond,

hev marriage had made - no difference as regarded |indeed !

Puolo, that one hair of his head was more precious

“You have forgotten all that now,"” he said, jeal--

to her thai her husband’s whole body would ever ously,

[ .
* Surely, you do not expect me to make profes-

.It was wrong, of course. From licr own observ-|sion of love to you now that I am mauried,” shesafd,
ation, and from some things that had leaked (lutlsmiling ' J

since the departure of the Peri, she knew - pretty
well in wlat relution she bad stood to lim., Their|d

“ I don't know, I am sure,” he said, sitting down

ejectedly, and leantng his head upon his hand. I

intimacy biud by no means ceased in Ttaly. It had,ouly kuow I am very miserable, and if the sword, in’
!

’
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the next act, should happen to slip by mistake, and
stab me, it would be about the best thing that-could
happen-to me.”

The strong, passionate desire which she felt to
take that beautiful, drooping head on her bosom—
the very intenseness of her auxiety to comfort him,
made Aurelia feel her danger even more keenly than

before. )

“Come, let us undzsstand one another,” she said,
frankly. “I am quite sure that you still love me
well enough to wish me peace and happiness. Do
you not 77’

“ You know that you are dearer to me than any
thing on earth!”’

* Prove it to me by helping me to do right. I
am married, and owe a duty to my busband. And
our familiar intercourse must end here to-night. Do

you understand me 1"’

i Yes.’!

* And you willhelp me?"

“ I will ry.” '

She took his hand in both her own.

“ I thank you more than words can say. And I

trust you!"
They stood gazing on each other in silence. Both
were faithful in their hearts to the covenant they had

The prompter called them, and they went on the
stage to playa mimic tragedy. DBut the real tragedy
bad been played in the green room, without an audi
ence, )

CHAPTER XIiX.

“ Long, lonely days she passed,
With nothing to recall,
But bitter taunts, and careless words,
And looks more cold than all.”

@ L. E. L.

CerraizLy, Captain Gray could never have
‘dreamed of the good resolutions his wife had form-

at the head of his table~~was magnificent upon the
stage, and he was content. But as for wasting »
thought on her, now that she was his own-—pshaw !
His heart and his faney were both on the wing once
more.

It was as well that he did not love her too much,
since she had none to give him in return. But he
might have observed that strict fidelity to her which
it was her pride to observe to hifm. He did net, yet
she did not suspect him. She was so refined that
she could not understand a want of good faith where
it was deserved. This blindness could not last al-
ways. One of those officious friends, whose chief

Jdelight is to carry bad news, enlighted her as to the

Captain’s proceedings. She was shocked, disgust-
ed. She thought of her own great sacrifice. Teo
what good had it been? Since, all the while, this
wretched man, whom she neither loved nor even re-
spected had made her name a mockery and a re-
proach !

She looked so pale that her informant repented
having told her.

“After all, my dear, you are not the only one
who has been served so shabbily,” she said. * Every
one sympathizes with you and Dlames him, and T
suppose if you take no notice, he will grow ashamed
of it in time.”

“ Take no notice!” cried Aurelia. springing to
her feet. “Do you think I will submit to such an
insult 17

* Many women have to.’

%1 shall not! He has dishonored me '—we part
to-night !”’

“ But, my dear—""

“ Words are wasted in a case like this. Who is
this woman 7"’

“ That's the worst. She is. in good soeiety. 1
can’t imagine what possessed her to throw herself
away in this absurd manner. Well, it is Mrs, Tre-
lawney.”’

Aurelia was dumb. She knew her well. A wo-
man, young, beautiful, beloved and wealthy, the
wife of one of the kindest and most indulgent men,
the leader of fashion. and a particular “ friend”’ of

ed, or his conduct towards her would have been far! oy alia.

-different. ;

¢T3 she mad 7" she asked.

The romance of his marriage had died. He was| « 1 would seem so. It has only just been found
not one of those faithful-hearted men whose honey-lout. She is living at a hotel, and her husband is

moon lasts through a life.  Carried away by the ex- going to sue for a divorce.

citement of winning the woman for whom so many
had sighed in vain, he had fancied himsell in love.

When he became accustomed to her beauty, he be- |cause I heard a rumor.

L

“How disgraceful I
#Yes.,, Butl came here to-day to tell you be-
It's too bad, but you have

es.”

o ntohe
came indifferent to her, and when he saw she didnot a }%y to-night.
111

perrmt the attentions of other men, he troubled his

4 My dear, I have heard that lie means to bring

head no more about her. She was his wife—his
property, like the horse he drove and the cigar he her here.

I could not rest without letting you

smoked. She did credit to his taste—ivvked well. know.”’

THE ORPHAN

Aurelia flushed.

“Here! to insult me and my guests! Here!
Let him if he daros, and you shall all see what 1 will
do !’

They parted soan after.

* * * * @ %
[l
]

The guests assembled early. ﬁﬁncing and sing-
ing went on with divided interest. Every one was
wondering if that wreiched woman would really ap-
pear, and if so, what the fair lostess would do o
say.

Aurelia, dressed magnificently, moved like an
empress through the rooms—not a dethroned, one,
by any means. Yet she was a little nervous, and
watched the door furtively.

The hall elock struck ten, and there was an arri-
val at the same moment. Aurelia was talking to
some one in an inner room, and did not hear it.
Presently Mr, Aubrey came and whispered some-
thing to her. She flushed, rose, drawing a long,
deep breath, -

“ Where is she?”

¢ In the music-room. Captain Gray came with
her.” |

“ Give me your arm, then, if you please.

“ A hundred hearts and hands are at your service,
here,” whispered Mr. Aulrey, eangerly, in her ear.
“ Let me déal with this matter. It is not proper for

you {"

“Is it not 7”7 said Aurelia. hanghtily, and her col-

or rose high, and her eyes flushed., “I am mistress
1

1

here !

She passed into the music-room, the dancers fol-
lowed--the ludies looking pale, yet delighted—the
gentlemen uneasy, as if they expected a pulling of
caps. The piano stopped, and there was a short si-
lence which made the Captain look up for the
cause. Aurelia stood before his lady-love. She
looked most beautiful and dangerous, and the Cap-
tain shook in his shoes. He saw that she knew.

She took no notice of him, but she spoke to M.
Trelawney in a tone thut was not to be mistaken, in
spite of its perfect courtesy.

“ It appears to me that you have made i the
mistake, madam. Among the invitations which 1
despatched for this evening, 1 cannot remember v
I had the honor of sending one to you.”

Mrs. Trelawney smiled flippantly.  She was no
great adept in the rules of physiognomy.

In the serenely beautiful fuce and regal figure be.
fore her, she saw nothing more than a rival iga * bir

" in the polished case of mamher and

of a tantrum ;

the suave voice, she ithought she detected an  evis
. . b i

dence of the * white featlier,”  Because Aurelin

did not bux her ears, or tihe her by the shoulders
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3
was afraid to “ show fighs,” and that = little brazen

assurance would carry her safely through the dilemma
So all the answer she made was t—

* No mistake at all, [ assurc you, my dear mad-
am ; the Captain was kind enough to invite me as
one of his friends. As Paul Pry says, ‘I hope I
don’t intrude,’ for really this is a very pleasant par-
ty.””

A murmur of impatient disgust ran round the cire

tache, and wished he was at the Lottom of the Red
Sea; anywhere out of the reach of those scornful
eyes.

¢ Captain Grey probably forgot that it was my du-
ty, as mistress of this house, to Invite my own
guests,” said Aurelia, as politely as before. “ And
since you were not included in thuse invitations, I
must request you to be good enough to withdraw.”

Muys. Trelawney laughed incredulously.  She was
a woman of good birth—she had a jointure of 5002
a year—she had moved in the best society all her
tife. Was a wretched creature who had been upon
the stage—who would sing there the next evening
—to turn her out of her house, merely because she
took it into her stupid head to be jealous of her su-
perior attractions ?
The idea !
She expressed this opinion aloud, but made no
move from her seat, and Aurelia quietly stepped
back and rang the bell.
A footman instantly appemed to know her pleas-
ure. ‘
¢ Show this lady down stairs, and call her car-
viage,”’ said Aurelia, stepping back with a bow, in
order to allow Mrs. Treluwney to pass her.
There was no help for it. The lady was foiled
with her own weapons, and slunk away discomfitted
behind the servant.
Captain Grey vanished ten minutes later to his
cwn room, where he fortified himsell with strong
potations of brandy and water, and countless cigars,
for the “jolly row” he intended to have with Aurelia
ns soon as her guests bad gone,

The fracas over, Aurelia summoned her maidy

pave her a few -orders in un undertone, and then

turned to her guests with o pleasant sinile.

“Yon will pardon this unapleasaat scene. I know,
stace it was not of my seehing,” she udded. ¢ Ler
ns forget it, and empov curselves again.”

It was casier said than doue.

Trublic opinion wus divided as tu the propriety of
Aurelin’s behuviour  Sowe of the party thougin
shie had done well 31 others, and (hesc were nostly
lndies of the milkand-waler tempesmment, Sneied
that her proceeding leul been somew it qufeminino

und turn ber out of thie room, she fancied that she

and abrupt.  One o1 two dowagers—wlho nelonged

cle of listeners, and the Captain knawed his mous.
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%
1o the old school, (which advocates the absolute ex-
tinction and absorption of a wife's individual exist-
ence) and who, like spaniels, lLiad been beaten and
bullied into thinking such doctrines perfectly right
—made their adicux, and scuttled off to their res-
pective cartiages as soon as possible.

It was all very wrong (they agreed among them-
gelves) for a man to introduce such a person into
the society of respectable women but yet Mrs.
Grey should not have resented the insult so publicly.
1t was the wife's duty to screen her husband from
blame and reproach—not todrag him out before all
his friends and acquaintances, and expose Lis faults
and follies with such a merciless scorn.

Poor old souls ! as they twaddled on in this man-
per, I fancy they actually believed that doctrine
which Englishmen enforce (tacitly at least) and
Englishwomen mostly accept as gospel—viz t thsit
for offences like Mys. Trelawney's, two laws are
recognised by the great Lawgiver himself. In a
woman, this is the unpardonable sin—awhen it is Jound
oul 3 in a man, nothing worse ‘than a venial error.
Yet, at the great day when the secrets of all hearts
are laid bare, I wonder if the sex of a sinner will
prove of any avail !

Will Magdalen be for ever condemned, while,

guilty of the game, Dives escapes 7 Who shall say?
But, at last, does it seem reasonable to suppose that

this shall be the case !
Aurelia had Lier own notions on this subject. She

required, as she gave, full fidelity, full faith, in the
marriage relation.  She did not love the handsome,
gclfish, brainless cveature she called her hushand-—
in fact, in her own Leart she despised him. DBut at
leust she had Leen true, True, through struggles
of which Le could know nothing, because they were
struggles with a passionate, unselfish love, which he
could never feel. She had given ler heart away
once, and for ever. The meve fact of lier marringe
did not anuul thut other and more important fuct.

If marringe is a sacrament, then Aurelia had com-

mitted a great crime in marrying Captain Grey. But

with Paolo. Their embraces were now indeed, of
“ the ;’gage ;" and if, during 1he play, he touched
tier hand, or knelt at her feet,.or sang some melting
love-song, whose meaning his beautiful dark eyes
aanslated all too well, she was like stone—like iron

—1like adamant to it all.

What was her reward? Her husband deserted
her—insulted her publicly by his preference for an-
other—brought thatother into her own house among
her own invited guests.

She felt herself dishonored—degraled—even asa
man might have done. But strange to suy, her an-
ger was for her Lusband alone, uot for her rival.
‘Ihis, of itself, showed how little place he lLad in
her heart. It was® her self-love, but not her love
that was wounded. It'was ber pride, and not her
affection, that cried aloud for revenge.

She stood in her dressing-room alone, after
all her guests had gone. She took the jewels from
her neck and head, and placed them carefully ina
“asket which she took. under her arm.  Then, put-
ting on a heavy clouk. and o Spanish hat with a
drooping feather, she took something from the draw-
er of her dressing-table, thrust it in her bosom, and
turned to go.

Her husband stood at the door, flushed, insolent,
and mere than thvee parts tipsy. Aurelia bad the
greatest horror of drunkenness, eveu in its most
faslionuble forms. The Captuin could not have hit

upon o Letter way of disgusting her still further, if

e bad tieds
“ Brute I she mattered, as she attempted to pass

him,
His dull ear caught the word, and he made an

unsteady grasp at her cloak,
¢ Brute—eh T What doyou mean by that? And

what do you mean by insulting my friends and ma-

ving me look like a fool before everybudy—you
cat?”’
¢ You always look like a fool, if that is all,” she

said haughtily. ¢ Stand out of_my way, if you

e e

she viewed it rather in the light of a civil contract,
instituted for the benefit and preservation of society.
As such, she knew to what it bound her, and was
faithful to the letter, at least, of that bond. When
her husband insisted upon her going upon the stage
again, perhaps she yielded too readily. It was jm
ungpeakuble to be near Paolo once more—to leave
wer lated home, and  tread the boards by Lis sithe
~he, the emperur, and she the empress, ot an en-
chanted land. DBut bevoud this, she would not al-
low her heart to go.  She bore, as she thought ar

honest mar's name—and she swore to nersell or

her wedding-day that
by lier.  Aiter thal ane raphiious kiss, she Lo e

e shoulll never be wronged

please.” _
“ Eh? who set youup to crow, Madam Impu-
' Y've been

dence 7 I tell you what it is, my dear:
bullied by you quite long enougl.  Now 1'll have

my turn.  \Where are jyou going at this time of

night 7 .
“ \What is that to youl”
A great deal.”’
“ Find out, then.”
« Don’t you answe
munkey@or Tl strangle you where you stand !’
Iy it ! she suid, contemptuously. '
»The most aggrovaling, cold-bivoded, insolent
wonia o etk and be banged o you t  What do
L3} hring Mus.

¢ me like that, you white-faced

g steru guand upon ber feeimgs when upon the stag.
rs

you mean by your ‘conduct tomnight !
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Treinwney here to-morrow, and youn shall go dnv\l'n
on your .knees before all the servants in.the hall
and ask Ler pardon, you shameless hussy! I'll seef
who is master here!” ~ )

Aurelia’s color rose high, and then faded, and left
her ghastly white; with eyes that, frop their dilated

f;lli-exlxgz:ld at Iilrge is by necessity n  spectator.—
¥ 8 separation from her hushaml was one of
tlem.  The story of the intercupted soiree was in
everybody’s mouth, and when 1o that was added the
elopement, public excitement knew no bounds,

pupils looked black as death.
“ Don’t speak to me like that " she cried. ¢

will not bear it.  Get into that Toom, and hold your

tongue.”
o+ “That’s a good one 1"

He caught her by the arm, and tried to force he
back from the dvor.

"ml:asfhmnilble .London was split into two parties—
2 of which sided with the husband, the other with
I'lthe wife, ’ 1
Cantad ovla £id |
i, \ptain. Grey’s fiiends declared thut it was all
. nsenls:e‘about Mrs. Trelawney—that though she
a ¢ i i
- s a little gay and flighty in her manuner, she was
i uslgespectable a woman as any in London.
er hushund had separated from her in a sudden

“ You had better not t
ouch me ! she - antie j
tween her teeth—and she niade 2 snatchgzsrt);g [b)e ﬁ;; [;rt e e or which he bad not the
i - |shghitest cause; and i

.gom of her dress. T t o ° i and Goptain Grey, | -
e s s T hlere. was a short sharp strug- | the merest chance in thepwm-ld u): ,ﬁ “;Plpe'""g 'by
as too much infoxicated to harm lier— | ber eyes out in the hotel , ke oymng
otel where shie Lad taken refuge,

and the next moment she forced Lim down into

€

kindly asked her to join the party, whereupon Au-

Chd. y < ] thel S . Iy ji 1Y
ait ‘l"(l [II’]‘[ ]1|| | ‘e, W 11[ ohe ]]e [el'] 3 | I'E lld 11!1& lﬂstﬂ.l’ll. own i'lt hEI‘ lll'e a Ugl‘[‘SB, boxed

?legum little pistols held at the distunce of half uh
ineh from his lei: temple.

“1 am not going
to be str 1 i i
e going e s.tluck " she said, passion-
y. o man shall strike me alive ! If you at-
cempl 1t again you must tuke the consequences !
He sat looking at her and the pistol—thoroughly
- ‘. 1 " D
cowed and frightened. Without another word, she
locked the door behind her, and gave the keyt J
A L ey to
;he:.‘fummz}n, who was waiting anxjously in the Lall
) Has theicab come 2" she asked .
It is at the door.”
“ . ta
Then tuke this key,and in half an hour gou
to my dressing-room, aud see to your master, [ rep
ly :Jpl)ll you, James : you will keep my secret 77
‘J’\s faithfully as possible "
“ Thank you. My maid wi
! . nms ; { i
y y maid will see you again, and

let you know i i
2 w if 1 require anvthi ;
e you q anything, Guod-bye,
sl - ot
HGoud i)ye, mu'am, and God bless you !’
e saw her safely into the cab, and watched, witl
1 suspicicus moisture in Li !
u suspicio sture in Lis eyes, as she drove awa
I(Ie"d the othier servants, he adored big be’luti‘fyi
und famous mistress 3 and i t hot N
und | ; she had left that house for

CHAPTER XX.

& W’hoo calleth thee, Heart? World’s Strife
With a golden heft to his knife; e
.foul'hl s Mirthy, with a finger ﬁ;x’iﬁ'
lhlalt :lti'ulws luu a board in wine '

der blood-red plans of life :
World’s Gain, wir.hl; browlli]uf‘;t,dow ;
World's Fame, with a faurel crown o
- ’—

her ears, pulled her hair down and scratched he
face, and finally turned her by the shoulders (; )
the room and the house. o
Not content with this, the lovely virago had
watched her husband info his dressing-room after
the party was over, bad insulted and abuosed hi:;
lt.:-' the last degree, and finally locked Lim in, Ieavingl
h:::r:nable to escape from* durance vile” for muuy
So far, so good. But, on the other hand, Aurelin’s
(leftilldel's gave the true version of tle 'I,'relawnv-
affirir, and enlightened the public as to the dressino}:
room eseapade, so that every one was ro:u‘iuo: wi:I
]fxughter at the Captain's awkward predicum:nt b l
tore forty-eight liours had elapsed, a
. Th?re were sly allusions in the morning papers
rich JfJ]ces at the clubs, daily don-mots in fuir lagie :
boudoirs and dressing-rooms, of all of which hs
was the unwilling hero. It nearly drove him w'ld0
And when an actual caricature was said to b Cin
process of publication, which iu due time w?) ;3
nd-orn t.he shop windows, and set all Londun on :]h
grin, his rage and mortification knew no bounds-:
He f:hre‘zlteued every one, fiiends and foes alike w'it.l
castigation and judicial proceedings, till Llne: l'(;
I:huu'ght him either mad or idiotic, mu; “us cr'-wl'hi 1
ns Grey” became the by-word of the fhshiuln'l;(lt
cireles in which he moved. o
g’leum\'hile where was Aﬁmlia?

,:dm:;:l ‘f\-l.li:l; :;:l faithfol maid, and among her most

Her e . .
er earliest acquaintance in London, Jenuia

Which rustles mi
: st a w ' td advi i
s the leaves tirn brown. Grey, had advanced muny steps in lile since their

Heart, wilt thou go;
No, no!
Calm hearts are wiger so.”'

E. B. Brownixa.

st 1 . : .
rst meeting.  From ludies-muid. she Lad becomo

the wife of a butler, had left service altogether, and
throngh Aurelia’s interest was established in d’]'ttl
. e P ‘ a littie
cottuge in the Brompton lanes, close to the friend!
y

THEKRE are some acts in son’s Lif;
14 person’s life, of which |

wliceman aud bis wife. who were never ired of
. Xsld [H
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telling how they had introduced the famous singer ?now what to say. Our ﬁ-iends‘_ggxt floo? have
of tHe day to the notice of her kind protector, andijust had a letter from an old Jodgér of then:s—an
how, in return for their services, she came again and | American lady who wants t? come back a.gam for
again to their humble home, and sang as if she a few‘ days. The worst of it is, that .she will follow
were upon the stage. her. letter directly, and be here to night. And all
Jennie Grey, or rather Jennie Kent (if we must; their carpets are up and the drav‘vmg-room floor let.
call her by Ler hushand’s name) listened to these iand that young baby down stairs. You see, they
stovies as if she had been reading them out of a can’t have her.” .
book of fairy tales. When she went to the Opera,; *¢ ‘:V.ell 17 '
and sat grandly in one of the upper boxes;to see “ 'l‘he:y want me to take her—to give her the two
her fiiénd upen the stage, it seemed like a dream| parlors, "'
that the magnificent woman in splendid robes and| Aurelia’s eyes begen to ezpa.rkle. )
flashing diamonds could ever have satover a homely| “My dear creature, it is just the: ve’ry thing 1
breakfust in the parlour of the Spread Eagle, and | should like. Do you kpow who she is ¥’

oz ”
consulted with her as to the best means of seeking] ¢ No. ‘ .
thut fortune which had come, after all, in such an| *In the first place, the nearest living relative of

unexpected way. And when,she talked to her little; my dear adopted father.” )

daughter of her early days, and -told her how her] ' “Oh, in that case, the whole house gn(l: its corl-
beautiful godmother Aurelia was then also poor and | tents, and everybondy in it, are at her sérvice,” gaid
alone in the world, the child would then open her!the warm-hearted Jennie. -
round blue eyes wonderingly, as if she could not * But that is not all. Do you remember our going
believe the tale. up to town together ?”

To this house, which had known her as awel-| *“Of course.”
tome visitant in the days of her prosperity, Aurelia| “ And have you forgotten the lady who advoca-

came late on the night of the party. Her maid had|ted the cause of temperance so strongly, and told
gone before with her boxes to tell the shameful tale;| so many anecdotes of the New England States.

8o that when the cab drew up, she found Jennie| It cannot be her, Auvelia.”

waiting with the door wide open, and the worthy Indeed it is !” .

butler standing, sympathetic, in the background. ‘“ How oddly things turn out in this world, to be
Ne empress could have been welcomed with sure! Who would have thought, then, that the time

greater faith and royalty than she ; and her bruised wonld ever come when you and she would be to-

‘ . . ! - 1
and aching heart found consolation unspeakable in

gether under my roof, and you so fumous, too !
the stubborn partisanship of these humble but faith-;  Aurelia sighed.
ful friends.

‘I think it quite possible that we should be aston-
Here she remained gunietly during the weel that

ished even yet, Jenuie, jf we could look forward

followed her departure from her own house. Cap-jand see what our future lives are to be.” .

tain Grey made no attempt to see her. He content-; * Well, I'm sure I don’t want to do that, do you?”

ed himself with writing abusive letters and threaten-|  * On no account. Things are quite bad enough,

ing her with proceedings in the Diverce Court, or gm?d.enough, \'vl,i’en they come. I have no wish
Aurelia only laughed, and threw the letters in theto anticipate them. - . -

fire, and took no further notice of them. ' “ Well,” said Jennie, folding up her letter, *1

[ SR O O

Although many of her stanch friends found out
the place of her retreat, she would see no one.—
Bhe pleaded fatigue and indisposition as an excuse
for her retivement. It was no fib, as she laughingly
said, for she was certainly tired of the people, and
indisposed to see them.

She passed her days in veading, writing, practising
her songs for the ensuing week, and riding and
driving about the green roads of Brompton, Ful-
ham, Putney, and Wandsworth.

On the thiid day after her arrival, Mrs. Kent
made her appearance, with a great look of perplex-
ity on her tace and an open letter in her hand.

“ Well, Jennie, what is it 7’7 asked Aurelia, look-

ing up from her hook,

suppose T must go and see about the rooms.”

“ Let me help you,” said Aurelia, throwing down
her book. “I am tired of thiz stupid nevel, and
should like to do some sweeping and dusting by way
of a change. I wonder, Jennie, where that good
ludy who *likes her beer’ is now,”

“ Miss Moore would tell you in the work-house,
where her depraved tostes had gradually led her,”
said Jennie, as they went laughing up-stairs like
two school-givls bent on a frolic.

At seven that evening Miss Moore came. Aurelia
waited till she had refreshed herself with tea after
her journey, and then went to pay lier respects to
the relative of her benefactor. - The lady was much
moved at the sight of her and her black dress.

# Such a bewildering thing, 'm suve I hardly

& Puor child!” she said, tuking her hand azad

FOS
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pressing it kindly. “ You have had a sad loss—the
more sad, since I understand that your private life
has not been o happy one. But you must make a
fricud of me, and I will fill his place, as far as I
can.”

Thus encouraged, Aurelin opened her heart in
good earnest, to her abrupt but faithful friend. She
told her the history of her life=—of her unhappy mar-
ringe. She did not even hide the episode of her
love for Puaolo, which she had never breathed to
mortal ear before. Miss Moore listened earnestly,
and shook her head. °

“ My dear, you did quite right to leave your hus-
band,’” she said, when the story was finished, 1
have no patience with women who endure such iu-
sults meekly. Tallk about children, and family ties,
and all that nonsense ag reasons for submitting to
such outrages ! Bah! itis disgusting! If I had
nineteen children, I would take them and beg in the
streets, or go to the workhouse, rather than endure
it. 1am going to be married—old fool that I am!
~=to the very lawyer you saw me with on that day.
He has managed all my affairs for me since I have
been in England ; and now, I suppose, thinks he had
better wind up the business, by undertaking to man-
sge me. Underiaking, mind you !” she added witl
an odd twinkle in Ler keen blue eyes. * I don'
mean to say he will doit! However, I shall nos
read the declaration of independence, or flourish the
stars and stripes 100 often, so *long as he behaves
himselt propeily; but, if he begins any ‘Captaiy
Gray’ vagaries, I shall gently remind him of Bunke:
Hill with a strong horsewhip, and then take myselt
off, as you have done !’

“ But I did not horsewhip Captain Gray, my dea:
Miss Moore.”

“ More shame for you, then. You ought to have
done it.  If half the women in England would add
a double thong or a cat-o’-nine-tails to their Zrous-
seaus, and use it with moderation on their husbands
the state of society would be much healthier and

ing Aurelia'to leave the stage, at least until he was
out of the country.

Was there, then, so\ggpat a danger 2 Aurelia’s
heart failed her, as she asked herself the question.
But she was deaf, both to her friend’s entreaties, and
to the certain aud honest reply.

Chance, however, brought about what common
sense and Miss Moore could not achieve. The night .
of Aurelia’s re-appearance came, and she took care
to furnish Jennie and Miss Moore with a box; from
which they could witness at their ease, what she
had good reason to expect would be a perfect
ovation. 4 ‘
The curtain rose that evening—the house was
crammed to overflowing, and all went smoothly till
the heroine appeared. As she came slowly on' the,
stage, dressed in white and looking very pale, there
was an unmistakable hiss from the boxes. She stop-
ped short, so did Paolo, who knit his brows and
looked as if he should like to murder some one.
The hiss increased-~it was drowned by a round of
ipplause.  Again it made itself heard, There was-
v general tumult. Hundreds rose in their seats;
heve were cries of # Off, off I mingled with * Aure-
i for ever!’ cat-calls, whistles, shrieks, loud ap-
olause, waving of handkerchiefs, &c., till the man-
ager on the stage, and the police in the house, came
i the rescue, and managed to restore something like
srder between them. During this scene of confus-
ion Aurelia stood at the back of the stage, pale and
ilent as a statue. When order was at last restored
Paololed her forward, and without taking the slight-

est notice of those who applauded, as if to encour-
age her, she began to sing. Never had her voice
seen so magnificent—never had she thrown such
anergy aud spirit into her part as now. The house
was electrified. In the last scene there was a still-
1ess like the death they witnessed, among the spec-
tutors. But when the curtain fell the spell was bro-
ven, and then the whole liouse rang with the loud-
‘st applause. They called Aurelia. Contrary to

better than it is now.” the expectation of her iutimate fiiends, she came.
Aurelia burst out laughing.. The novelty of the |Paolo led her on as usuul ;- but he looked pale, un-
theory tickled her fancy wonderfully—the more {easy and embarrassed. Aurelia, on the contrary, was
when she thought of the looks and whispers of con-fsmiling § her cheeks burned, and her eyes flashed
sternation that would follow, if Miss Moore should |with the excitement of the moment.
take it inlo her head to prqmulgate it openly some| The house rose to receive her, and every one who
evening in a fashignable drawing=room. There wius|could beg, borrow, or steal a bouquet, flung it at
no certainty that she would not do so, since she said [her foet.  She stood smiling still as the floral tem-
everything that came into her head, no matter i pest rained around her. Wheiitgeused, she-ad-
whose presence she might happen to be. vanced to the footlights, anM if
However, she took Aurelia’s quiet quizzing in ahout 1o speak. In an instant all was quiet.
very good part, and they grew to be the best of| « [ cunnot pass over the occurrence of the night
friends. If Miss Moore advocated the horsewhip- | without notice,” she said, in a clear, unfaltering
ping of husbands, she certainly did not approve offypice. * There are some among you who have for-
the favouring of lovers; and after she had once seen gotten that [ have a private life as well us o public
Pacle, and heard him sing, she was continually urg-|yne; some who have' takem a mcan advantage of
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~ Queen of Song. Well, you must find another and a
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un oceurrenes so painful that it should have been;
Yeld sacred, ac least. m this place: amd who have
testified their disapproval of my own sonduct in @
most unmistakable way ;—in & most unkind and un-
gentlemanly way, let me ndd: for I take it for As in that joyous time3

granted that no lady juised 1 chat hiss of reprobas! Tell him I ne’er forget,
i Though memory now be crima

CHAPTER XXL

«Tell him I love him yet,

tion,”’

An instant waving et hendkerchiefs @l over the
house confirmed this usaertion. Whatever the lulies
might have thought ot per conduct proviously, her
spirited uppeni touched all their hearts, and they
ter face bLrightened

« Tell him when fades the light

Upon the earth and sea,

. . I dream of him Ly night—
were not ashuroed to vwn it.
as she saw that telien of womanly sympathy with!
outraged wowganiy ferhings, and she went on agains’
=1 do not coms forwand to-night to justify my- ’ . o

Our old friend Jennie, in disposing so uncere-

gblf or to condemn another. But the insult has ;

been public and must be publicly rebuked by me.é moniously of hLer aristocratic visitors, forgot to tell
them one thing, which would have rejoiced their

In this place you are not the judges of my private : X i
actions. You come hLere to hear me sings if T sin N mfuolpd uefu:ts-—-n'f\mely,.tbar, although Aure:lm }md .
badly, hiss me, end I shall feel that you do well, | Jeft town witnout informing her of her destination,
But so long as I try honestly to pleuse yon, and
succeed, you lave no right to taunt me pubhcly
upon the stage with a misfortune that has made my
private life more wretched than you can ever know.”

A tempest of applause broke out.

¢ [ ghould not have spoken at all,” she said smil-
ngly, “if I had been going to remain upon the
stage. You have been kiud enough to call me the

e must not dream of me!”
PraED.

it was only for two days.

At the end of that time she returned as quietly
as she had gone, and, according to promise, made
one of the party at Miss Moore’s wedding. The
breakfast was given at a fushiopable hotels but
though every delicacy of the season was upon the
table, not a drop of wine was to be had for love er
money, and the health of the bride was drank in
pure cold water, much to'the disgust of “the waiters
who supplied the wants of the guests. Nor wag it
in other ways'a festive occasion, to be clironicled in
the Morning Post, since Miss Moore camied out
her ideas of perfect equalily to the end. and Jennie
Kent and the policeman’s. wife sat amicably side by
side at her table, just as they had stood among the
group before the altar. Mr. Alton, the bridegroom,
looked indeed as if he thought their presence was
somewhat unnecessary; but, of course, at that time,
his Jady love’s will was law, so he only relieved his
mind by taking huge pinches of snuff, and said no-

setter Queen. I bave been insulted—wantonly,
rrossly dnsulted! I resent it, even while I thank
ny kind friends in this house fov their warm sup-
sort throughout the outrage. Never again shall
iy one hiss Aureliu here! 1 lay aside my crown
—I throw down my sceptre—the throne is vacant!
Fill it—for you will never listen to my voice in pub-
ic any more. Furewell to all, for ever o

She was gone in an instant, while they still sat
Puolo followed.
She would not

lumb with ustonishment.
They culled her back in vain.
come ; and after half an hour of uproar, the mana-
ger appeuarcd once more upon the stage, and begged
them to disperse quictly. Aurelin was at her own
house by that time, and his entreaties, as well as
theire, had been utterly thrvown away, She would
not retwn. Hewdng this, the crowd went lLome
sulkily. The next day the humble house in the
Brompton lanes was besieged from one o'clock till
nightfall Ly coronetted carviages and mounted ca-
valiers. But to each and all the faithful Jennie
gave the same answer—** Aurelia bad left town at sistently denied to all the rest of London.
six o’clock that morning, and she could not say inf  She found her on the qui vive about the important
what direction she had gone.” With that scantylnews. Aurelia’s separation from ber husband.and
bit of information, the elubs, and green-rooms, and|retirement from the stage were events of such over-
whelming interegt in her eyes, that they quite
eclipsed the mié;%r case of Frederick’s maniage,
which was to tuke place that week.

thing.

- At Iast the final speech was made, the final good-
byes exchanged, and the happy pair set off for
Puris, where they were to spend their honeymoon.
Aurelia drove from the Lotel to the house of Mrs.
Grant Thornton.  Although she did not clase that
lady among her intimate friends, still the charm of
carly associations—of childhood’s days—lingers
round her, and made the prima donna anxious to
exchange that farewell with her, which she so per-

solons were forced to be content.
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‘ e ” .
*“It was very spirited, very grand!” she said.

. .
* But surely Aurelin could not be in earnest. Sh

might perhaps intend to punish the public for that(lissed a dozen times.

unlucky hiss, but surely she was never going to giv
up the stage !”’

%

OF CHARNLEY. 68

“ . 3 B

Is it possible you take so serious that silly hiss,
e [a mere mani i i '

a mere manifestation of party feeling? I've been

biseed Every one is Lissed now and
e (then.

“ Onee i .
nce is quite enough for me,” said Aurelin,

Aurelia assured her that no public should ever in- [bitterly.

sult her again, ’

[13 S .
How foolish !’ sighed Mrs. Thornton, arrang- [softest voice.

3
ing her bracelets. ¢ Becuuse every one admire

“Will you ever think of me?” he asked, in his

-

(13
s You need not be cruel now, when we are parts

you for the stand you took—by the way, have you |ing forever.”

hieard the news about Captain Gray 1”7
“That he is living publicly with Mrs. Trelaw
ney 77 said Awurelia, quietly. Oh, yes, I heard o
hat.”
“ How coolly you take it!”
Aurelia shrugged her shonlders,

I . ] . -
He lias pleased himself, and if Mrs. Trelawney |been ice !

She pressed her band to her brow.

-| * Cruel!” he cried, throwing Limself at her teet.
f1* Can you call me cruel when I dream always of
you? It is you who are crueh Think how you
have treated me. You have forbidden my visits, cut
off all communication, even on tlie stage you have
Yet you knew all the while I would have

8 satisfied, I cannot see that I have anything to say [died for you {”

about it,”
““ Are you not jealous 77 .
“ Not the least.,”
“ You don't care for him'??
“ Not a whit,”

‘ 8o much the better., What are going to do,

now 17
T thouglit of going to Charnley.”?
Mrs. Thornton clapped her hands.
“To the Cottage 77
“Yes” -

She did not speak.
L1 H H

Do you love me, Aurelia, in the least,” he cried,
excitedly.
“ For heaven’s sake, stop—you must go, indeed
you must !’
““T will never leave you. You love me, Aurelia!
[.see it in your face, I feel it in your trembling
form ! . \
He clasped her in his arms, and « s0ged his lips
to hers, ' )
1]

Go, you forget yourself,”” she cried, pushing him

“That will be splendid. We shall go down next {violently away.

month, and Irederick and Lis bLride will be with
us.”

5% : 3

That is settled, then ! snid Aurelia, rising and
: *Give this to Frederick’s bride,
with my love.”?

Mrs. Thornton tore open the parcel, almost ns
soon as Aurelia left the house. It was a splendid
ring of dinmonds and pearls, which the bride waore,
thh the greatest pride and pleasure vn her wedding
diy. '

One more parting remained for Aurelia. When
she reached lLiome, Paolo was there, looking ill and
haggard, but Lis face brightened as she entered the
room.

*Thank God you have come! T began to think
that you must have gone away without Lidding me
farewell 1"’

“No, I told you I would not, but you must stay
only a few moments, for I leave town in an hour's
time.”’

* You are really going, then 7%

* Yes”

“You give up all your splendid triumphs, wealth
and love you might yet win 1"

*“ My wife i3 faithless, and your husband mukea
an open boast of Lis proflizacy umong those wha
know you best!  Why should we give a thouaht to
them 77 : - ;
“Not to them, perhaps—but to wlat is vight !
“My love—"

“Oh, hush!” she said, .despairingly. “Paols,
you have my heart, and you know it well. I never
loved any one as I love you; and if ever I was jn
danger of forgetting thattheredsarightanda wrong
it is now. Now thut I have been so candid, will yc;tx'
leave me 1”7 . ‘
“Can you think it? If, indeed, you feel this for
me, then you ave mive. Human laws are nothing.
Human ov divine, I care not, so that I have your
heart.  Aurelia, let me decide for you.”

There was but one wuy of escape. To stand
there, looking into that beuntiful face, meeting those
pleading eyes, hearing that exquisite voice, was not
the way, Her head whirled, lier heai t eapidly, every
emotion of her nature was urrayed upon the side of
the tempter, and only the one stern, burren principie
of right, upon her own, Tt wis a desperate struo-
gle, und but for the ons thought-—a thought of tl?c

“ T have wealih i : i ]
b enough to live comfortably, the |pnor Peri—she might have yiclded., But that sweet

ov ar : . A
love I dare not accept, and the fame ends, after all, [snd face seemed to 1ige guperior Lo the tumult of

in a hiss.”

[her soul, and say “F s warned by me "’ She turn-
R o - . c--—-—-ﬂ.“’ rr
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ed around, and looked at Paolo with her tear-dim-

med eyes.

rour wife,” id, sadly: “Tlled to the back of the house. i
#Leen nevor bo your wite e Fare The windows of the great kitchen were all alight,

and in the room she could see the familiar figure of
Mrs. Marshall, who looked more stout and comfort-

will never be more to you than a friend. Farewell,
Paolo! you will never find another heart to love you

as mine has done.” .
She raised his band to her hps, a tear fell on it,|a

too, and then she was gone.

Looking ns if he quite understood what she was,

saying, Tender marched off by the garden path which

Aurelia followed him.

ble than ever, while she gave an awkward servant

gitl some instructions in the art of making preserves.

I]l vain he wa |(’d a ld sent lllessﬂge afte! mess- A g reat k?t, e Of l'u't wis up()l'l t-he ﬁre and MPS.
g ' i o 1 y Oklle i w‘ tl .I e ing v i di’ il‘l hand
le- hopiﬂg that She \Vﬂuld retu‘rl‘l, if OIII fol‘ Mill'shall as ‘ust bend]"n over ]t’ canaie P
a ]

last word. me, .
door locked, and her face buried in her hands, wait-

ing till he lefi the house.

She would not come, but sat with her|and spectacles on nose, when Tender stalked in,

¢ 8o you see, Elizabeth, you never ought to let, it

| go without skimming longer than—What on .earth

When he-had really gone, the carriage was order- |ave you staring at, child 1™

ed round, and half an hour later, Aurelia was on her

way to Charnley Cottage, quite alone.
* * * * % £

It was nearly dusk when she approached the Cot-

q

tage gates. .
tion, and walked across the common unattended.

The heather was in bloom, the air was calm and
mild, and the breath of the garden flowers came out

“ At the dog.” ‘
¢ Drat the dog! What has he got to do with

3 -1
raspberry jam, I wonder!?

¢ But look at the thing he has got on his neck,

She had left alf her luggage at the sta-| missis.”

Mus. Marshall turned roundé  Tender was sitting

bolt upright in the middle of the floor, with his tongue
hanging out of bis mouth, sighing, winking, and

to meet her as she walked up the little footpath to blinking, in the most extraordinary manner; while

the house.

There were no lights in the front win-|about his strong neck shone and glittered the splen-

dows. but as she unfastened the latch of the gate,!did token of his old friend’s love.
’

she heard a low growl and a great black dog came
round from the garden, and stood menacingly before
hef‘. Tender, my dear old, boy!” she said, anc'l. ﬂ.xe
brave fellow uttered a cry of joy almost humar‘l in 1t.:s
intensity, and leaping up, nearly stifled her with his
rough caresses. . '
“ Be quiet, you dear old idiot,” she said, clasping
her hands over his muzzle, as he began to bavk
: loudly. *I don’t want any one to know I am kere.
Don't you understand, goose ? There’s a good dog;
and now see what I ha}ie brought yo:..:!”
She had brought a ¥mall parcel in her ha.nd 5.111
the way from the station ; and now, unfastemr.] g it,
she took out a magnificent collar of wrought silver,
fastened with a clasp of gold. She put it upon the
dog’s neck, and kissed his broad forehead ; but her
toars fell fast all the while, for she remembered the
dime when she had left those gates to ‘‘seek her
fortune,” and when her childish vow had been that
Tender should have a collar of diamonds one day,
if he would but wear it. She was back again at
last, and Tender had his collar, though not exactly
of precious stones. But ab ! what kind of a * for-
tane”’ had rewarded her seeking?

“ Good gracious! Where on earth did he get

that 1" exclaimed Mrs. Marshall, bending over him,
candle in hand.

«Perhiops he met a fairy out on the common,”
suggested the small servant, who was just undf:rgg.
ing a course of *The White Cat,” and Riquet
with the Golden Tuft.” ) ]
“Yes, that is very likely,” said her mistr.e_s?,
sharply.  “But look how it shines. 1 declare ‘1t is
aolid silver,and the clasp is realgold ! Oh, gracivus!
Tt must be Aurelia that gaveit to him! T feel quite

iy : .
« And if it was Aurelia, would she be welcome 7’

asked a deep, sweel voice.

Tlizabeth turned, and saw a tall, beautiful Iady,
with golden hair and a pleasant smile. The next
moment the candle went into the kettle of preserves,
and Mrs. Marshall was in the arms of the elegant
strunger, while Tender executed n pas senl avound
the group, and barked till he was as hoarse as a
raven.

As Elizabeth said afterwards, *“it beat all the
fairy tales out and out.” .

Every one in Charnley had felt a strange interest
in Aurelia’s fate. There was not a simple coltage-

The dog looked up in her face with mute sym- oirl pla’yin{:r upon the moor who (lii(_l zofz k‘;u;wmtlzx(;
pathy, and then snuffed suspiciously at his magnifi-{ihe great singer in London had played and romp
N 1 "

cent decoration.

there before her, and Elizabeth especially, had

“Tf you dare I"” said Aurelia, smiling through her}d;eamed of her by night and by d}?y’ ‘1“‘11 h?'d tak‘i“

: b . ] . R 1 t - i ten to

cears, when she saw him preparing to scratch it off. |gervice at Charnley, sunpl‘y thatls) .P m'lg 1't li '
% Go in there, sir, and show yourself. You oughttoiMys, Marshall's tales of the beauty, graee,

" ”
Le proud now, if ever a dog was.

gooduéss of her young protege. And now, to have

i e
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‘ ~ tholy.

THE ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY,

her walk in upon them in that romantic way—to
ste her hug Mrs. Marshall, and kiss old Tender,]out, and
and shake lands kindly with Elizabeth herself—
was it any wonder, after such an event, that they[in the case.
never went to bed till the clock struck two, and that| Absurd 7
the preserves burned themselves away unheeded,
in company ‘with the tallow ecandle, till the fire True, he and his
went out, and the bottom of the kettle * was not.”

" Certainly, if ever there was an occasion for kil-
ling the fatted calf, this was one; and Mys. Mar-
. shall, I assure you, did not fail to take advantage of| not ¢
“it; but kept high festival and rejoicing over the re-

turn of the wanderer, for many days.

CHAPTER XXIL

* And I must go! I ecannot choose

But love thee, and thy love refuse !

And if ihy brow grows pale while young,
And youth fly cheated from my cheek,

"Tis that there lies below my tongue

A word T will not speak ;
For I would rather die than deem
Thou’rt not the glory thou did’st seem !”

0

Puirir Bairgy

AURELIA, tired out with the arduous life she had
led—disgusted with: the first sign of disapproval
{rom the public. who had been used to idolize her,
galled by the fuithlessness of lier husband more than
she could say, and pierced to the heart by the ar-
rows of a love which ske could not subdue, it must
>e confessed she had not been lying on a bed of
voses. But when shie had fled from all annoyances,
resigned all the honors, her situation was still worse.
She was not formed for sclitude, and she found in
2 week’s time that she was horriblvbored So when
Mrs. Thornton came down to the Hall, Aurelia wag
vglry. glad. There were riding, walkingand boating

determined to watch Aurelia till she could make hes

sighs, absent looks, ete., that theva was a gentieman

Who was it7 Was it Cuptnin Gray?

pretty wife had slightly tived of
; and he was at Auvelia’s feet, while she
flirted with a tall, handsome dragoon officer
to the Hall at her special request.

each other,

y invited
But Aurelia did
are to rank a married man among her admirers

and her gentle dignity kept Lim at a proper dig-
tance, Then, by any chance, could the Squire be
the happy man? He was now a widower, portly
fresh-lovking and devoted to Aurelia. That very
day, she had seen in a glass on his toilet table, a
flower which had graced Aurelia’s hair the évening
previous.  But Cuptain Gray was in the way, and
Mors. Thornton puzzled over the problem fora week,
when by accident she solved it.

There was a young Guardsman invited to the Hall,
who, as the ladies were remarking in the half-hour
after dinner, on the day of his arrival, bore a remark-
able resemblance to Paolo, the great tenor. Aurel-
ia, who had been in her room all day and had not
seen ‘him, said nothing, but Mrs. Tlhornton noted hee
cager altention.  When the gentlémen entered,
she saw that Aurelia turned pele.as death.

Now, though this little lady was married and com-
fortably settled in the world, she had not forgo_u;en
Ler old grudge ngainst Aurelia. - Here was a chance
to pay it off, and she took a seat beside Aurelia.
“ How very like Licutenant Horton is to Signoe
Puolo,” she said, going straight to the point at
ance.

Aurelia said she thought thers was a slight re.
semblance.

* Slight. my dear? They might be brothers. I

hope, though, the resemblance is only e%iernal, for
the Lieutenant’s sake.” X

Y] Why ?”
“I am ofraid Signor Paolo’s morals are none of

purties without end, in all of which Aurelia joined,|the best”

and the excilement seemed te dispel her melan-

Among the guests she was very popular. The

;own was ringing with her strange “disappearance,. my dear, And reall
from public life, and to be able to date letters from|ouns.”

‘he house where Aurelia was staying, and w boast
of having been her compauions and cavaliers were
great privileges to the fashionables assembled. But
still they could not understand why, being gay and
free, and friendly with all, she preferred none in

dances on the nights he sings; or else he throws up
his engagement. They say he is devoted to her, a,

perfect slave, But though she is so lovely, I musg
particular, and never once spoke of her former can- say he onght not to make it so public. Deon you
reer. [f any one mentioned the Opera, she was si-|think so 1”?

“Is he any worse than those who condemn him 1%

snapped Aureli.

* Ha, ba! Perhaps not, only he is more nofic‘e_d,
¥» this last affuir is too scandal-

* What affuir, pray 17
“ Why, the beautiful opera dancer who always.

't you

ieut, but listened eagerly. What could it menn?

* Thut is Signor Paclo’s business,” she said, stiffs

Mrs. Thornton was us mystified as her guests, butlly, shruggiug her shoulders aud biting her lip.

i
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at last she was convinced, from one of two,,

' Who ever heard of a woman falling ‘in ;
love with her own husband? It was nat Frede'rick.l

’




66 s
ed a headache|m

No more was said. Aurelia plend

goon after and left the room.
1 think I have paid you now for what you made

me feel a long time ago,”’ thought Mus. Thomton,

triumphantly.

Chm———— h

wondered what ailed Aurelia.
—yet 8o bitter at times,
terly indifferent t0
politely bored by t
good-will or friendship t

CHAPTER XXIII

#1 charm thee from the agony
Which others feel or feign ;

From anger and from jealousy, :

From doubt and from disdain.
I bid thee wear the scorn of years

Upon the brow of youth}
To curl the lip at passiou’s te

And shake the head at truth.”’
HEMANS.

A stomrm of jealousy shook Aurelia’s soul. She
her rival, but with her recreant

was not angry with
lover. Another woman might be more beautiful,
more fascinating than herself—that was easily
nted! But, oh'! why ghould Puolo have evesto
gee that futal beauty 9—why should he have a heart
that ceuld feel that fatal fascination ?
_ It was a bitter cup-
Perhaps it was cruel
stroyed her fuith forever in any
at least, it did her this servic
through the stirrings and searc
pride and misplaced devotion,
ure, those sickening yeorning
presence, that had intru
ments like a spectre at 2
broken.

She never wished to me
could forge@and atone fo
When he proved faithless, her thoughts,
followed him, true as t
free, and agserted their 11

For a time she suffered horribly.
dead calm of indifference,

took a sottened, saddened tone,
without subduing her soul.
daily papers the triumphs of her riv
had read at first with thrills of jealous an
woke & passing Pang within her h

jost the power of feeling too acutel .

own peace of mind; and for this gift,

would once have considered @ very

.
toundeceive her, gince it de-
constant love 3 but,
e—it enabled her,

her sight. Deep in her
ry and went back into

noticed the strange and su
ly shrewd Mrs. Thornton guesse

last a startling event
jectures and guestionin

- unusually gay party att
ended ir a full dress

hings of wounded
to check, in a meas®
s after @ forbidden

ded upon her gayest mo~
feast. The charm Wwas

ot Paolo again, since he
r her loss s0 speedily-
which had|you go?”
he needle to the pole, broke
ight to independence again.
Then came the

and the memory of him

which chustened,

As she turned over the
al, which she
ger, only
eart, She had
y to disturb her
which she
doubtful good,

THE ORPHAN OF CHARNLEY.

n her were also banished from
heart she buried his memo=.
the gay world once more.

so different that every ond
dden change, though on~
d the reason. She
discreetly while every one clse
So gay, so sprightly
and oh, so ut

ents he had give
Buot her manner was

eld her tongue

so sarcastic,
the homage still paid to her—so
he expressions of love, sympathy,
o which she was obliged to

isten.

Days went on, and the riddle was not golved. At

happened which put all con~
gs to flight. There was an
Le Hall one evening, which
ball, and Aurelia was waltzing
with the epamored F rederick. and listening, with a
little scornful smile to the nonsensical thapsodies he
was murmuring in her ear, when the Squire, looking
pale and frightened, made his appearance at the
door, passed” the groups of dancers, and signed to

an instant, all

the musicians to stop playing. In
was confusion, regardless of which he made his way

to Aurelia’s side.
“ My dear, don’t waltz any more,” e said, grave-
ly. *¢ We have just received some bad news from

London.”
 Fyom London?

one dead 1"’

‘Her heart stood still at the thought of Paclo.
¢ No, but he is dying.”’

G He? Who?!” she crie
and clinging to his arm.
« PDon't agitate yourse
has met with a serious accide

Pytchley hounds. They have taken

and telegraphed for you. He longs t

What has happened ? Is any

d, turning deathly pale,

1f, my child. Captain Gray
nt, while out with the
him to London
o see you—will

¢ Yes," she said quietly.
But oh, that 1ook of infin
pered with 2 sorrowful gravity
—what could it mean 7

ite relief—though tems
befitting the occasion

da -
_ daughter, she went to town, and straight from the

W him at once, before it is too late!”

'THE ORPHAN

CHAPTER XXIV.

% When the viols played their best—
Lamps above and Iaiz;ps below—
Love me sounded like a jest,
Fit*for yes, or fit far no.

Call me false or call me free—
Vow. whatever light may shine,
No man on your face shall see
Any grief for change on mine.”
E. B. Brownixa.

OF CHARNLEY. o

With difficul
ty, Aureli
bent 4 culty, 1a obeyed. At I
_ nt::ln wzlth her mouth close to the dyinasz’naf:e
e l;e,-e ) saIl .aloud, “ Arthur, you sent for é:ne ' ;
' It is Aurelia—will you speak to he;'"’

fasod his f&ce:‘/ round his lips—a slight color suf-

“ Aurelin,” h i

» he said, fuint

. : ) y. Then, openi i

hjer:s l\::;lgly ’ I}_lle looked up at her, and ’trzgzmtzgt l]]:'s
nd. His own fell i -

dropped, and all was over ! preerly backy the Jaw

All her resent .

. ment was gone! Sh

gzzlimglbut passionate regret in the pre:es::lgf é‘:e’

givenpbveh(:;‘rp;e. Her husband’s sins were all ﬁ:f
y her, though he had not been able to ask

8

TrE hardest heart is moved by suffering which ]

z::fitb?oon end in death. Aurelia’s pride had been
m;d inyh:if)::ded by the infidelity of her husband,
ane Jn her hget?r she ha.d vm?red that nothing should
e e 1 to_forgwe bim. But when she re-
ceved ! tzz tuta.{lp::ce of news. gomething seemed
: at pride far away. He had wronged her
it was tru i wid she
it e ‘hi:l,];;t; :1;3 was dying, and how could she

for that forgi
giveness. That th i

or i . ey might find

Spiri:e:;, b;f'ore the tribunal where his s:g:;:?““
ood, was her most earnest prayer when :::E

knele i
n her own
root : .
alone. n that night—a widow, and

1

k]
*® & “ .
*

g h

th .
p

stati
o ;)n kto what had once been her happy home
o ::) e:l anxiously out as they neared the house.
reet was strewed with .
: sttaw ; but the bli
wei;'e not (}imwn—he was still alive ! e
ames her own footma
Jam an, opened th
burst into tears at seeing he:' d ° door, and
L dé T 11~ . )
o hanl:i hefnen!” he exclaimed. ¢ Master is
'clgmfg’{ and they have just telegraphed again u;
Am el,?f, for fear you would not come.”
N ure 1]':11 grasped his hand. 8he felt so faint that
e would have fallen, but for his quick assistance

[13 D I h ¥ (I ¢ ']l >
. ¥ . - L. 1]

‘;’hI;IzagmgSon..T a}mes’s arn), she went up the stairs
whils ::l h quire and Mrs. Morton were shown intt;
. room rai idi
sic,k room,g;r to h’e::' :;::: a:)le\t:':.: t:\l'j:'ngs from the
Ha[‘:stiic:;qr ;as bending over his pa:‘.ien:: as Aure-
ved. e rose an < hi
sig}:t. of the young wife hiff:r:(;)l;i;]l:ezzzd, oot
N ("J.o;xe here, my poor child !” he said ve.ry kind-
}'Aul.eli:’i::::: :eje blli i)(rlomi jroice will rouse him.”
| Aurelia w H}], e him, and looked at her
ould that be the gay, handsome, ligl
hearted “man about town,”’——that wasted ’f' e
gizl'zh:vith its ghastly face and nttenuu:ed ’ha‘:a(;)«h:
ered as she locked, and burst into tear o
“ Don’t cry, theve’s a dear!” said the oldallfil}’si

riod of her marriage, he wr
. . ’ ns amply avenge i
:n :1 ;itlall;whlch she.spent in secl_u:ion, w%tl? 3;“:;]15
melas hery pgipear;l:;ns fzr his funeral going on a-
. a dre: i
a:llmosr. childish in its inteusiet;(i th; ddi;teh t‘;;hwhhw“s
]flt- one room, where something lay read mt]'g "o
‘g‘:;ve} _tlf:;ile{l her with inexpressible terr{n‘ - STEB
s : «lt:;:e t: pe‘lss by the door—she dared no.t eve:
nter the f::tment where her husband had died,
Sho could » ;ffo out—she could not read—she
el r;i)sm eat. By day and night, she sat a
o Htpevm-ler in her dressing-room, starting
hour, with her }ft:gd i‘;‘;;‘ii’ zf:do bEOOdlil]g’ e M
g n her h: i
:‘ehaoligtou hfeared: and with spome re;::)]g s*ﬂ:’il\'{m'
or her brains must éventually give :vay : ~

At last the day of the funeral can
o L al came, and wit
pausn::fci\l:;i;h?w of nodding plumes, and v};l:::
pal ,P;mr - t1.nmg coaches and sad-fuced mutes, .
e e Greel]: mrll\I was borne to his long home il:
Kensal thOd. umbers of his old frionds and as-
o 1;1 around that grave with serious fac
and -sa‘; ened hearts. His death had been so sugB
then;u::oul;gexpeﬁted. th.at the most careless among
them cou u;tt elp ben.lg shocked and sobered by
afterwm‘d. o was whispered round polite circlés
8, that a brougham, which stood )
cemefery gates during the ceremony at th oy
tontained the notorious Mrs. Trelawney eBgl?ve,
- Bat no
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cian, who, like every one else, w :
y WAl

to her very peculiarypusitiou i:l th:twlfil mf“:;";ad as|one ever knew if the report was t

N . se, @ rue or .

to him; if that will not rouse him, he will peak [she departed for the Continent the vers fulse, since

know you or any one aguin!” ' neveriand was afterwards reconciled to h vy rexs week,

13 . . 4] er

resigned Lis country for ever, for th Y h:sband, whe
. y 1or the sake of dwell

ghe was most deeply thankful.
The beautiful pictured face of Paolo, that seemed

(o smile, with mocking sweetness, upon her troubles
and her tears, disappeared from the walls of her pyi-
gate T0OM, and the books, the pictures, the ornas
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ing with her once more, in her beautiful villa, be-

side the Lake of Como, ,

snid the mollified visitor, patting bis broad head with
her dainty gloves. ¢ But, my dear Aurelia, what on

Aurelia returned to Charnley with her friends.|earth are you about?”

The remainder of that year, and the greater part of
the next, were spent by her in seclusion, so far as

¢he world was concerned. By her husband’s will,| her visitor.
kennel five minutes if any one else mended it.”

she iuherited the whole of his property, which, ad-
ded to her own income, made her, in reality, what
every one had long supposed her.to be, not only
# well off,” but positively rich. She might have had
her carriage, her opera box, and her house in town,

“ Can’t you see 1"’ asked Aurelia, taking the nails .
y g

out of her mouth, as she rose and shook hands with

#0Old Tender would not stay in that

“ How you do pet that dog !”
“So I ought,’” answered Aurelia, pinching his

ears. “ He is the best friend 1 bave on earth.”

“You say so, but I don’t think you mean it—just

if she had liked. But she preferred to remain at look at your hands.”

Charnley Cottage, with Mrs. Marshall for her friend,
and Tender for her budy-guard. Rest!—rest! She
bad learned at last to know that it was all she want-
ed—and she had it there! In simple amusements
and pleasures, in kindly charities to the poor, the
sick and the aged, who learned to look upon her
beautiful face, as if it had been the face of an angel
—in an interchange of friendly visits with the fami-

¢ Never mind ; they will wash, thank goodness ;

and there is no one now to care whether they are
white or black, which is a great comfort.” .

Mrs. Thornton looked at her silver-grey kids.

Then she opened her errand, which was to get Au-
relia to dine at the Hall on the ensuing day, and in
the place of stealing away in the early evening, as
she ulways had insisted upon doing since her hus-
band’s death, to stay later and sing.

... the beatitudes which Mrs. Thornton could mnot pos-

ly at the Hall, the time pussed happily away. She
grew younger, prettier, and rgsier day by day. The
wearied haggard look left her face—a placid quiet|.
contentment took its place. Never was u life more
uneventful, and yet more redolent f peace and com-
fort than hers at that time. DBut this was ‘one of

sibly understand, and which she determined should
be brought to a close as soon as possible. She
wished Aurelia to marry again and to be liappy—
which meant, in her vocabulary, to be a woman of
fashion. While casting about in her own mind for
a hero worthy of her heroine, he presented himself
before her most unexpectedly one afternoon, and
pouring all his troubles into her ready ear, led her
to espouse his cause as warmly as if he Liad really
been the candidate proposed by her for Aurelia’s
gelection.

The very next morning after the important in=
‘terview, she drove over to the Cottage (for she
never walked anywhere if she could help it), and
asked to see Aurelia. She was in the garden,
Mrs. Marshall said; and proceeding there, the
daintily dressed lady found her future Queen of

Aurelia shook her head.
“ 1 don't like to exhibit myself in public again,

Clura, I am getting too old, and also too lazy."

] assure you there will not be 2 soul there, exe

cept ourselves, Fred and liis wife, and a friend from

London.” ‘

Aurelia pricked up her ears.

“ And who may that be 7”7

“ A friend of yours, I shiould have said.”
¢ ] have no friends'in London.”

“Oh, what a fib! Have you forgotten Gerald

Aubrey 7"

_Aurelia looked pleased, and answered, “Is he
here! I remember him well. He wrote me such
a kind letter when Captain Grey, died.”

“ He is at the Hall now.”

% When did he eome 7"’

“ Yesterday.”' )

% How long is he to stay 7"

] know no more about it than the man in the

moon,”
¥
% Who has he come to see 1"’
“ Me, of course. How very inquisitive you are

Fushion down on her knees on the garden path,

genpenny nails, with which she was mending the
door of Tender's kemel. The dog sut beside her
gravely regarding the operution, as if it had been

something got up for his especinl gratification.} ¥y

Mrs. Thornton uttered unaffected little shrieks, and
dropped her delieate, silver-grey parasol, which

Tender immedintely took up in his mouth, andl

presented it to her, with as near an approach o &

with 2 hammer in one hund, and a mouth full of

to-day !’
s | pever knew you were very intimate with kim

in London.”

friends therve.

My dear, I suppose we both_ had a long list of
But [ never knew half the names of

ours—nor you of mine.”

¢ Prue. So 1 am to conclude that My, Aubrey

belongs to the list of the great unknown,”

b Yes.”
w 1id he ask after me 17

“ Whata question ! Of course he did. fknd he

atately bow as a dog could be supposed to make.

‘ . i -
& ' IR

v & "
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“ Well, he 45 a gentlemanly brate, which ix more;
ehan can be suid of sume of my two-fuoied friends,”

: : nin M
i5 S0 anxious (0 3¢s you agalll.
» He ip very kind”’

\
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“H
e says he ne . X ~ ,
¥ ver goes to the Opera now=—Iself secure of n tete-n-tere: but. to his infinite dis.

but he would give his ears to hear you sing onc
more,”’

4
‘I don’t happen to want his ears.”

e .gust‘, Mrs. Marshall, clcaked and hooded, wus wait-
ing in the Hall, with Tender by her side. Aurelia
kindly declined his offer of an escort, and marched

“ Now you are i
hever .
; ver going to be so barbarpus as away with them, laughing in the avenue at some

to refuse 1 .

thing the old lady was saying and never giving a

Noj if it will give any one any pleasure to hear thought to him she had left behind

my cracked voice, they will not be disuppointed,

Mind you tell him it is eracked, though 7

“ What nonsense you talk! Come early, wil

you 1”7 ]
“ Will half-an-hour before dinner do 1"
* Admirably.” '

% And what about Tender 1"

“ Courage, mon ami!” said'a voice behind him,

1 fl‘the stood still:in the hall-duor, gazing after them.
etter luck, let us hope, to-morvow. And now
good-night, and pleasant dreams.”’ ’
It was Mrs. Thornton who spoke. And aftey
one or two inaudible growls of dissatisfuction, he
took her well-meant consolation, and a candles;iék.

L1 % . (] . .
He has a epecial invitation, of course, and shall [and went to bed ¢

dine Iik rince i
tke n prince in the Lousekeeper’s room. Now

are you satisfied 1"

“Quite. .And I will be there punctually at the

time you name,”’

i

Mus. Thornton hupried-home as fast as her horses
could take lier, to report progress to the expectant
lover, vell f .-
relia had never sang since her hushand's death ; she
was about to brezk this estublished rule to gmti;:y an
expressed wish of his.  With a very hopeful, happy
heart hie went up that day to dress for dinner; and
made his appearance in the drawing-room hallan-
hour before that meal, in order to profit by the tete-a-
tele which Mrs. Thornton had so kindly plulted‘ to
procure for him.

But, greatly to his disappointment, and his fair
ally’s. secret amusement, Aurelia did not enter the
drawing-room at all. If she suspected the exist-
ence of their plot, she never hinted at the know-
ledge, but went straight to Mtrs. Thornton’s dressing-
room, where she remained till the dinner-bell rang
and where she never once mentioned the name u;'
Mr. Aubrey. ‘ ~

So their first meeting was, after all, at table:
and one cannot look very sentimental in the nres:
ence of soup and fish.x Mr. Aubrey glanced at Mrs
Thornton, with an unmistakable look of annovunce.
as Aurelin shook bands with him, and then sut’;
down to eat her dinner with the ulmost composure
But le rallied in time, and was uble to Lear sdfﬁcien;
pa.n't in the conversation to prevent her from thinkine
!nm either a bore or a bear. The evening ended ut;
it had beguu—all wrong—at least for llim.b Therest
of the purty seemed to enjoy it well envugh ; and if
to hear Aurelin's splendid voice had bl;en a8 he
augured, the oue thing wanting in his life i,le cer-
tainly had that want well sapplied. " She ’sullg for
more than an hour, but alus! she samg us readil
at the request of thie old Squire as.ut bis, und so nthi
songs were spuiled,

Nor was it better when the clock struck eleven,

Oue thing augured well for his cause. Au-|

CHAPTER XXV.

“The sin is onus both!
Time to dunce is not to woo je
Wooing light make fickle trothj-
Bcorn of me recoils an you,

* Leuarn to win a Iady’s faith
Nobly, as the thing is high;

Bravely, as for life and death,
With a loyal gravity.”

E. B, Baewnme.

EARLY the next morning—so early that the break-
fast things were hardly removed from the table—a
visitor from the Hall was sinounced at the Cot-
tage. Mrs, Murshall was in no tim w receive
callers. Aurelia went into the little padour, ex-
Pecting to see Mis. Thornton, full of some expedition
into which she was to be tempted by the beauty of
the day. ;
What was her surprise at seeing Mr. Aubrey com-
fortably ensconced in the easy chair, instead of tha
gay little lady, whose presence would not have been
amiss, -

/She could not exactly ask him, in so many
}vords, what he wanted, but if eyes ever looked the
interrogation to an unwelcome guest, hers did then,
He did not seem to notice it, however, but, aites
greeling her respectfully, looked 'round the room
with 2 thoughtful, almoust a sad, glance.

“ How familiur, and yet Liow strange, does thig
place seem to me!” he said, at lusi, “I used to
come liere often with my fiiend Leroy before we
met you. I have passed more evenings quietly
and happily here than I ever passed in any other
bouse except my mother’s. I wish Lervy would

come back,”

“8So do L’ said Aurelin, with an inveluntary -

and she rose to go. Here, at least, hethuught him-|s

igh.

e

_ 3. e
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He looked at her with a smile.

% You were very fond of him as a child, I think 7”
“ Had I not reason 1"

“Of course. And yet you only saw him fm one

wening.”’
“ One evening was long enough to show me what

1 kind, good heart he had. !
“Yes; he wasa good fellow. Poor Leroy, how
wild he was when he got Mrs. Marshall’s letter say-
" ng that you had run away.”
#1 fear he will never forget it, snid Aurelia,
¢ Do you 7" -

7Tt was setting him and his authority at defiance, |

- you_know.”
% Oh, quite.”
“.And he must have thought me the most ungrate-
ful of mortals.”
“] told you once before that hedid; yet, knowing
aii {his, do you regret the step you took ?”
lI“NO

% knew you could not.. To havebeen ¢ Aurelia’
even'for a day, is enough to cancel the deepest sin
of imprudence or ingratitude.”

‘:él wish Mr. Leroy would think so,” she said,
smiling.

 Perliaps he may.”

“ What do you mean 1"’

“ When I first had the honor of seeing you in
town, 1 said that I would write to-him.”

T Well 1

¥ did so at once.”

% And Las he received the letter 7 What does he
say about it?”’ \

“« Certainly. The post-offices ave very well ar-
ranged out there m Abyssinia,” said Mr. Aubrey,
meditatingly. ;

“ Post-offices ' ‘in Abysmma, indeed!
hea.;,d from Mr. Leroy 1" - .

“My letter followed him, though slowly, almost
inte the bowels of the earth.”

“ And he answered "’
%Y should judge from the envolope of his letter

Have you

impetuous child has troubled me beyond measure.
I have blamed myself continually, first for adopting,
and then for leaving her; and to hear that she has
found other friends, and worked out for herself a
destiny so splendid, is indeed a relief. But the
stage ! oh, how I hate it—and how, for her, 1 dread
it!  You tell me that she is beuntiful and fascina-
ting, and that the world is at her feet! How long,
under such circamstances, can she. remain innocent
and unspoiled? I shall come at once, to see if my
earnest entreaties can prevail upon her to relinquisl:
'S0 ddngemus a mode of life.”

“You see,” said Mr. Aubrey, gaily, when she had
finished veading, * it is England, home, and beauty
with him as with everybody else. Deaf, for years
to every question of expediency or common sense
he is aroused at last by the knowledge of your peril
und is rushing to the rescue like a knight of old.’
* He knows nothing of my marviage—my separa
tion—my departure from the stage—or Captait
Gray's death?"" said Aurelia looking very grave.

“ Nothing at all. You see, events march gquicker
than letters now a-days. I wrote to him as soon a
I met you, but the letter never reached him fos
months. In the meautime, you had married, anc
left the stage. And the other—that is to say N
He stopped short, quite confused. He did not know
how to suy that the separation, and the death of the
Captain, had followed the other events so closely,
that within a very short space of time Aurelia had
been a bride, a deserted wife, and a widow—the
Queen_ of the English stage, and the humble tenant
of the cottage on Charnley Moor. X
I understand,” she said. “It seems so very
long age—and yet, two years has covered all! It is
hard to believe !"". »

* Hard for you, who have been the actor in these
scenes. Harder still for me—a mere spectator’”
replied Mr. Aubrey, with real feeling.

“ We will not think of those things,” said Aureliu,
uying to shake off the sadness that always crept
over her at the thought of bygune days. * Tell me

that it had seen service under every civilized and|more of Mr. Leroy.”

uncivilized nation on the face of the globe;' and
be beld up a dirty, creased, extraordinary-looking
document, just cut of her reach.
- ¢ Oh, how proveking you are,’
itweally f u)m him 1" :
¢ It is.”
“ May I read it?”
“¥ou shall have the postscript, if that will con-
tent; él;.”
“Give it to me.”
He dvew a small slip of .paper from within‘the
envelope, and placed it in her hands. It ran tnus:
—4Vhat you tell me of Aurelia has done my heart

' she cried. *1s

“ What do you want to know 1"

“ When he is coming to England.”

¢ This le},ter was mailed last at Canton, you see.”

“Yes."

“ I had been comlng from heaven knows where,
and was so long on its way, that Leroy actually
sailed in the same steamer with it.”

Aurelia clusped her hands.

¢ Is he in Bugland 1"

¢ He is.”

“ And have you seen him 7"

% The letter was delivered nt my lodgings the day
before yesterday by the postman, at nine a.m, By

&®

oeﬂ; In all my wanderings, the fate of shut poor

the time [ bad finished it and my breakfust, and

‘again !’
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wis wondering what 1 ehould de with wyself »lljbrey raised it respoe tiuily ro his lips, and went on

day, Levoy walked in.
surprise.”

* How does ke look? {5 he not well ?
situred 7 Fas he grown old ?
Pid ke ask about me !

I leave you to guess myiwith Lis stery.

T toid him also of your marvinge, and—and the

Has Leother things, Wken he heard of your retivement to
Does be lovk sad 1[Clanley, I nevin satw any one so pleased in my life.

And then he sent me down as a kind of ambassador,

As Aurelia 13 apid i Y
poured out these rapid incoherent|to say he was in town, and to ask when he couid

questiong, one after another, Mr, Aubrey elevated
hip eyebrows, and sat looking at her with comical
astonishment.
“ Which of the hundred am I to answer first 7"
ke asked.
“I beg vour pardon!”
blushing.

she said, laughing and
“But I am so well pleased to hear that

have the honor and plensure of kissing the fan
band, as I have done to-day.”

Aurelia looked puzzled and annoyed at hearing
this explanation.

.“Chm nley is Mr. Leroy’s house—not mine,”” she
said stiffly. * Has he forgotten that 7"
(1]
No—not exactly. But, under all the circum-

he has come, and that I ehall have an opportunity of | stances, he thought it would be better if I came

thanking him for all he has done for me. Why,
you howible man!” she added, suddenly, *you
must have known of this last night !’
“Of course I did. Have I not already told you
that I saw him in the morning 7"
“ And you positively spent the evening with me,
and never said a word about it 77’
I plead guilty. A very delightful evening it was
too !’
“I have a great mind never to speak to you

“ You will forgive me, I am sure, when I tell you
that I was acting under Mr. Leroy’s express instruc-
tions !

% What do you mean 7"

“Of cowrse, his first inquiry was after you. In
fuct, he came back te England expressly to claim
you, to -assert his authority as a guardian, if you
would allow it, and withdraw you from the stage,~
which, between you and me, he looks upon as the
entrance and the gateway to that nanghty place
where we hope all our enemies, and none of our
riends and acquaintances, will go !’

“ Perhaps he is right; but pray go on with your
aory.”’

“ How flatteved he would be to see your impa-
tience "’ said Mr. Aubrey, with a slight air of an-
noyance. ‘“ Well, I only live to obey you, and so 1T
will proceed with my tale. You must know, that
he had pictured you in the juws of a hundred dra-
gons. I cannot tell to what his fears did not point.
it seems that his first fove went.upon the stage ; but
I think I told you that story before. He got a ward
hen, I fancy, and his horror of the theatre is some-
hing ludicrous. When he heard, however, what I
was| glad and proud to be able to tell him-~with
strictest truth-—that the honor and fair fame of Au-
elia Had never for one instant been called in ques-
dor, he cooled down wonderfully.”

" said Wurelia, holding out her hand. Mr. Au.

first,”

“ Does he fancy I shall not be glad and ploud to
meet my first benefactor 7"

“ No, not that !’ said Mr. Aubrey, begmnmg to
nestle unensily about.

“ What then 77

“ Well, you know, to begin with, you are not ex-
actly the * girl he left behind him.!"’

‘““ He can scarcely expect that,”

[
You are a famous singer, now. And, besides
that, a widow; don't you see 1’

1 confess that I do not.”

** He cannot run down here without any ceremo-
ny, now, as he might have done if you had stilt been
in frocks and pianofores.”

“Very well. If ceremony was needful, which I
am iaclined to doubt, why could ke not write, and )
say that he was coming? Where was the neéd of
employing-an ambassador 7" ﬁ

““ And that ambassador Gerald Aubrey, I suppose
you would say, if you spoke your thoughts out free-
ly " he answered, looking half offended.

She was silent.

“ There ave a hundred things he must do, before
he leaves London, you know,” he continued, with a
fuint smile. *“ He has to see his tnilor, to begin
with. To my certain knowledge, he has not a civil-
ized coat to his back. And his beard—yon should
Just see his beard, and then you would ask no more
auestions !’

Aurelia shrugged her shoulders.

. *“ And the Royal Geographical Socwty-—blass me,
I nearly forgot that ! exclaimed Mr. Aubrey, going
off at a fresh score. ]

* What of that, pray 1"

““Oh, he must present himself there, you know 3
every one who has crossed the ¢ briny ocean’ must
appear ot Burlington House ; and it is my fitm be-
lief that Leroy intends to present himself in the fall
costume of un Abyssinian chief, with a goiilla on
one arm, and a princess from the mountains of the

moon on the other. Whata lion he will be.! [ only




w2l
- g
-hepe he may not bring his faur companions dewa to
Charniey. Fanvy him toking a momning walk with
them upon the common, to the edification n_nf the
villagoevs, and your own intense (iplight "
. Aurclia rose from her seat impatiently

« Mr, Aubrey, you must excuse me for telling
you that you are talking the greatest nonsense in
world, and that is a privilege which, as a woman, I
reserve exelusively to myself. Now. I am going to
send you back to the Hall at once.”

“ One moment,” he said, growing perfectly seri-
vus. I aum here expressly to say something to
you."

« And remarkably well you have said it!”

«] did not know how to begin, I have been, as

. you say, talking great nonsense, simply because I
“was afrnid to say anything else.”

“ Humph! what does that mean, I wonder 7"’ said
* Aurelia, giting him a sharp glance, and beginning
to have a preity tolerable idea of the cause of this
confusion.

“It means this,” he said, frankly ; I love you,
and I have come here to-day to ask you to be my
wife.”

The murder was out at last. Aurelia bit her lips
and frowned. An offer whicl she hud no intention
of accepting, was a nuisance from which she always
tried to escape. In this case it came so unexpect-

- edly, that she was more than half inclined to be an-
gry with the individual who had presumed to make
such a blunder. ‘

% My. Aubrey, you must acquit me of all unkind-
pess in wlat 1 am going to say,” she observed.
“I am really pained by what you have just told

me.”

I ‘Vhy n \
% Because I thought Ihad a kind friend in you,
. and not a lover.”
« T have been devoted enough to you, if that is
all!” ,
She raised her eyebrows,
g * \When, and where?”
] mean that I have been devoted-—for me!”
‘Oh!” ’
W ] never was a marrying man, Aureliaj but 1
haver 2 handsome fortune, and you have seen enough
of English society to know how BEaglish girls angle

for lisbands in every direction. I have been pur-

_gued from pillar to post.”
“ Poor fellow !

¢ Qls, you need not be ironical—it is the truth! I|them, but my intention was the same.
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“ Wil yon be serious for five minutes A

Y4 Not if you are going te ronanece shout your ir
resistibility in thnt absurd siyle I ' _
“ T am not—1 am going to talk ahout yours. Of
course you will be all attention now !

* Most certainly !" k

“ When I first knew you~~when you were a little
child here in this very room, 1 confess I did’ not
like you.”

“ And I detested your."

“ 1 know jt.”?

“J used to make faces at you."”

“ ¥or which I longed to box your ears.” 7

“ You did pull them once. I remember it well.”
¢ Never mind old injuries. At that time I thought
Leroy almost mad for adopting you, and prophesied
to him as we journeyed up to town together again,
that the first thing you would do would be to run
away with the spoons.” §

“ Thank you.”

“ You did runaway.”

¢ But I left the spoons behind me.”

“Yes, I did you that justice, even 'when Mrs.
Marshall’s indignant letter arrived,” he said, smil-
ing. * ButI imagined you had gone back to White-
chapel. Don’t be angry with me.”

“T am not, “ It wasa most natural supposition.™
“ When I met you again, beautiful, elegant, and
bewitching—the queen of the stage, and the star of

every one else did.”
“ Well 77
“If you had not accepted Captain Gray’s offer
you would have had one from me.”
¢ And if I had I should now have been yonr
wife,”” said Aurelia, dreamily thinking what =
‘mere act of desperation that wretched marriage hid
heen. ,
His startled “ Eh? what?'" recalled her to cons
sciousness.
I beg your pardon—it was a foolish remark. Go
on with what you were saying.” ’
“ QOnly this. That after you were married, I, of
course, clussed myself only among your frienda
But you surely remember how I stood by vou op
that unfortunate night, when Mis. Trelawney made
her appearance 7"’

% Yes, I remember.”

¢ T'he moment you were free, I hastened to place
my services at your dispesal. You did not accept
I have only

. have been bunted in all directions, and if I had ven-{waited for a proper length of time to elapse befure

tured to pay any particular attention to any young I addressed you formally; and now I ask you the
lady, I sbould liave been snappeil up long ago. So|question, which I never asked any woman before in

I never flicted-—it was the only safe way.”

@ What vanity these men have !’ said Aurelia, in

8 stage wlisper.

ey

my life, will you marry me?”
“ Does my guardian know of this 1" usked Aw
relia. )

the best private society—I fell in love with you, as_
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* He does. I spoke to himh at once about it.”
* And he approves 1"’

* He will give his consent—his blessing—anything

you like ”
* That was why he scnt.you down first 1"
“It was. What answer am I to have 1"
** I cannot give you the one you wish.”
““You will not marry me1”
She shook her head.

Do you mean to marry again 1"

Now, sh:.lke hands, ard forget, ae T will do, that we
have ever spoken upon this sehject at all "

hands somewhat sulkily, and le™* (ie Louse. He
wag.as good as bis word—he sougl* out another la-
'dy at once, and before three weeks had elapsed,
Aurelia received his wedding/ cards.  She only smi-
led as she read them, and wished Him Joy with all
her heart, i

In the meantime, her time was taken up in pre

“ - - -
Is that a question you ought to ask ™ she said, [paring for Mr. Leray, who, hearing in due time of
g .

blushing deeply.
I do mean to marry, egain, byt not at present.”
“In time then, may 1 hope 1" \

a“ Y . % ] ) Y
Never mind ; I will answer it. |the unsuccessful result of his friend’s mission, had

written to announce his ewn speedy nrrival. The
days were fair and sunny, the nights full of mioen-

*Hope nothing, Mr. Aubrey. I shall never marry|light; the flowers were in bloom, the trees ia leaf 3

you!"”

everyth.ing was beautiful around Charnley, and be-

““May Iask why?” he said, looking intensely|fore the beauty of that freshness faded, he would be

huffad,

band.”

“ Pshaw! a girl’s romantic folly,” he said hotly. I
thought you had more sense. I love you, but I
don't rave and protest as I might if I was eiglteen,
And for my own part, so you give me a reasonable
ond faithful affection, I shall be very well satisfied.”

“ Precisely what [ mean, and what I cannot give
to you!” she said, quietly. * The romance, has
been pretty well knocked out of me, I think; but a
reasonable, faith{u] affection, even a heart like mine
may offer to the man it chooses, and you are not that
man !" §

Mr. Aubrey sat in silence for some time, digesting
his mortification as best hie might, At length hLe
took up hie hat.

“ This is your final answer 1"

“ It is.”

“ I am to repeat it to Mr. Leroy 1

“ If you choose.”

“Then I had better take myself off as soon as pos-
gible, and try to find some other lady who will be
able to look upon me without that repugnance which
you scem to feel,

* Nonsense, Mr. Aubrey!” said Aurelia, holding
out her hand, with a frank smile.  “ I like you very
well, and hope to keep you for my friend for many
a dey to come. Surely you are not going 1o be ua-
forgiving because you made a little mistake, and 1
have set you rightl Itis my bad taste thatis at
fault. X have no doubt you will find that

* There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,
Who will gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.’

And when you have made your selection, let me

“ Because,adthéugh you are my very good fiiend,
I do not lpve you well enough to make you my hus-

here to admire it too,

CHAPTER XXVI,

* How shall I woo her? I will'try
The charms of olden time;

And swear by earth, and sea, and sky,
And rave in prose and rhyme.

And she will thiik that he who Lent
His knee in other years,

"Was not one half so eloquent—

He could not speuk for tears !
PraeD.

Tue morning post was often late at Charnley.
Not that it mattered mucl to Aurclia, for, since her
retirement into private life, she neither wrote nor re-
ceived many letters. But one day, as she walked
out upon the moor, with old Tender by her side, the
postman met her, and touching lis Lat, handed her
asmall package, with the post-mark “ New Vork”
upon it. Wondering greatly who it could be fivm
—for she had no correspondents in the © Empire
City"'—she stood still, and broke the seul.

A letter, and n small oval case of blue velvet, em-
broidered with seed pearls fell to the ground, She
picked them up with a sickening pang of memory
and fear, touched the spring of the cose, and as she
bad expected, the beawmtiful fuce of % The Peri®
looked out upon her. She turned to the letter. It
bad & black seal!

She tore it open. It was written in a faint and
feeble hand, and ran thus

“ I am dying~—alone and in a strange land. I have

beeu ill for many months, and during that time I
have tried bard to be good, 1 send you my pictitre,

know, and 1 will cume and dance at your wedding.

L ‘:{"‘:3-""“-’(_"‘::::@""—?,‘:«-\‘-’."“‘ e

for I think you liked me once, und you may be will-

e o 1 TR RIS © oy A ey W n R I3 N [ o
L e T R R Y, 3 R

Ounly balfpacified by her iriendly-railing, he shook °
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{

ing to keep it, in memory of the poor butterfly,
whose wings were sciled and broken so eatly.
When you look at it, pray for me. I am dying a
Catholic, and I think [ shall know when you are

praying.
“ Don’t quiie forget me ; and when you see Pa-
olo, tell him I loved him—only him=~to the last.

% Lovisa,”

Oh, voice from the distant grave—how it spoke
to her aching heart { ¢ Tell him I loved him~him
only—to the last!” .

She gat down among the beather, and covered her
eyes with herhand. It was long since she had wept;
but now the tears fell one by one upon the smiling
face and the Ja® letter, till they were blurred and
hidden from her straining sight. Oh, wasted life !
Oh, lingering love, that sent that one pathetic ap-
peal far over the wide blue sen=-to be read long af-
ter the hand that penned it was mouldering in the
dust ! '

As she sat there upon the lonely common, with
the sunshine brightening the heather, and the birds
singing sweetly over ler head, how far away it all
seemed—that tumultuous fever of life, in which she
had known the Peri, won the applause of the fash-
ionable world, and loved Paolo !

Paolo !

What ailed her? What had become of all the
passionate fervour that once filled her heart at the
memory of thatname?  Sorrow she could not but
feel—but it was a tender sorrow now, Her thoughts
aud dreams blossomed no longer into rich red roses
—they werebut the pale forgets-me-nots upon a lone-
ly grave.

- She leaned her head upon old Tender's strong

shoulder, and looked wistfully up into the deep blue
sky. She was no longer unhappy. Her laugh was
as swee?, her song as _j()ypus as ever. Yet she was
changed. A sort of quiet weariness had fallen up-
on her. Bhe was getting averse to all trouble. She
cared nothing for society; she liked her book hefore
the fire, or her stroll upon the common with Tender
by her side, better than any other pleasure which
could be offered to her. Anything which involved
the slightestamount of exertion invariably bored her
and she would look with akind of placid wonder up-
ou those people who, having never possessed o first
‘enthusiasm to lose, could go on tranquillyto the end
of life, happy in the things which had made the hap-
piness of their youth.

She knew, perhaps better than any one, the reas-
on of this chunge. A certain portion of happiness
‘is meted out to every individual on earth. Some, of
calm and unimpassioned natures spread out that bap-
piness over their whole lives, as a gold-beater refines,
and thins, and lengthens the precious metal whicl,
e works, Otuers to whom existence iatv be a

R N

TR

brief and bright glory, treat their dowery as Cleo-
patra treated her pearl—they dissolve it in a * cup
of sparkling wine,” and quaff it at one splendid nev-
er-to-be-forgotten dranght.

Aurelia had done this. No more such rapturous
moments awaited her, and yet she was content. Al
though a veil of tender meldancholly hung over her
whole life, it could not sour her naturally sunny
spirit, or make her feel one, pang of discontent.
Friendship, love, happiness, she had lost her faith
in them all. But honest Tender was at her side,
and not far away, a quiet home. And quietisa
great gift, for which those who have been nearest to
take shipwreck in the waste ocean of life, can feel
most deeply thankful. Aurelia appreciated it thor
oughly. For the rest, what mattered it? What if
even over sea, sky, and moon, trees, flowers, and
plants, hung something of her soul’s sadness, like 2
cloud that prevented her from seeing its beauties as
plaiuly as she once had done? Lying there among
the heather, with her arms around old Tender’s
honest neck, she began torepeat the words in which
the poet of Nature so well depicted the feelings of
Nature’s worshippers, when the world has come be-
tween them and the beautiful face of the goddess

“{they adore t~=

¢ Then sing ye birds—sing, sing a joyous song,
And let the young lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound !
We in thought will join your throng— .
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that thirough your hearts to-day
Feel the gladness of the May;
What though the radiance that was once so bright
Be now for ever taken from my sight?
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendour in the grass, or glory in the flower,
We will grieve not-—rather find
Strength in what remains behind——
In the primal sympathy
Which, having been, mustever be I”.
¢« Tender, my Tender,” she said to the dog, who
was lifting his head and growling ina strangled key.
“ Wordsworth is quite in the right, so you need not
make those heathenish: noises.”
 “Tender is not expressing his disapproval of
Wordworth, but of me,”? said a voice behind her,
and the next instant the dog bounded upon the new
comer with a noisy welcome, and Aurelia started to
her feet. _
She knew the face as soon as she loocked at it
She held out her hand with a warm, frunk smile,
“ Mr, Leroy!”

4 The sama!
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“ Welcome back to England and to home. For
I suppese you are going there?'’

“Yes. I walkedover from the station as the day
was so fine, little thinking that I should find a night
ingale among the heather on the way."”

He stood holding: her hand and looking into her
downcasi face. At last he said softiy, “how strange
it all seems. 1 left you alittle child in pinafores and
short frocks, and now I come back to find you a
stately and beautiful woman, and the queen of the
lyric stage. A wife too, and a widow "

The colour rose to her forehead, and he broke off

_sbruptly. .

“ The less said about that the better, perhaps.
Did you like your }ife upon the'stage, Aurelia.”

“ At first it was exciting, charming, magnificent !
But at the last, I think I got tired ;" and she sigh-
ed.

Mr. Leroy observed it.

“ You are young to grow tired of anything, much
less flattery and applause,” he said,

“I don't know. There are some things in life
that don’t depend upon one’s age, I think,”

4 True.”

“ And that is one."” )

“ But you have found it out earlier than most wo-
men do.”

% Possibly.”

She looked out towarde the distant hills with an
wbsent weary gaze. His eyes wandered from her
face to the little jet miniature lying at her feet.

 The old story, I presume!” he thought, while a
scornful smile curled his lip. “‘However, as she
will certainly step upon the darling’s face in a min-
ute or two, I may as well pick him up and vestore
him to her.”’ N

He suited the action to the word.

] think you have dropped something,” he said,
and he laid the tear-stained letter in her hand, and
removed a dry leaf or two which had clung to the
face of the miniature, with his handkerchief, As
he did so, he canght'sight of the face, and his own
turned white.

é For heaven’s sale, tell me where you got this?”
he excliimed. {

Aurelia glanced up sharply and suspiciously. She
ceuld not tell why she digliked to see him so much
moved at the sight of another woman’s pictured
fuce—she would not have told if she could.

“ Where did you get thi3?" he asked again trem-
bligg with excitement. . ,

¢ It was sent to me from America,” she answered

oldly. s

“ Butwhere could you have known her 7'' he ask-
ed, more calmly.

%I met her in Londen."

“ On the stuge?"

“Noj; she was never on the stage."”

“You are mistaken. She passed the best part of
her life there. The best? T ought, rather, to say
the worst part, for it was a shameful existence! I
must tell you all about it, some day.” ,

Aurelia looked thoroughly puzzled. Evidently
they were talking of two very different people. She
ventured to hint as much, but he laughed aloud at
idea.

“You will tell me next that I donotknow my own
name,” he said. *That is Helen's face, Helen’s
sile, those are Helen’s eyesand Helen’s curls, juss
as I saw them last. Who would think that a face
so fair could be so fulse 1"

““ But, Mr. Leroy,” she said, earnestly, ¢ her name
was not Helen, It was Louisa.”

* Louisn what?'’ he asked, with o sudden start.

“ Louisa Pearl.”

“ Her child ! Can it be pessible?”

*“Oh, never! cried Aurelia, thinking of the false
woman, who had so cunningly lured lierinto the den
of infamy, where the poor Peri was kept an unwill
ing prisoner.

" He gave one hasty glance at the miniature, and
shut the case,

“ Here, take it-—keep it out of my sight for the
present.  Some day I will tell you the whole story,
if you would like to hear it; but I den’t like to
spoil my first coming home by niemories like that !

She put the pictureand letter in her pocket, and he
looked immensely relieved when they were fairly
out of sight. Then they walked quietly Liome to~
gether, old Tender stalking in front as guard of hon-
our, with his tail and eyebrows elevated with impom
tance, to an sngle of forty-five degrees.

Adfter the first outburst of joy on -the part of Mrs,
Marshall, and the first exchange of civilities with
tlie family at the Hall, and -one or two of the other
conntry magnates, the party at the Cottage settled
down into a calm and pleasant routine, which Au-
relia fancied at first would content her for ever
They brealifasted eaily, in the morning parlour, Mrs,
Marshall tuking the head of the table, Mr. Leroy
the foot, and Aurelia the side. After the post was
in, and all letters read and answered, it was time
for a little music. Then came a long and pleasang
wa'k upon the moor, then luncheon, and an afternoon
spent in reading, music, or riding and driving, as the
case might be. They dined at six, and after coffee,
Mrs. Marshall invariably dozed in an easy chair over
her knitting, while Aurelia sang to Mr. Levoy. One
evening in each week was spout at the Hall,. Thas
was the extent of the dissipation in which they in-
dulged.

"I once saw twe very old pictures, in a country inn,
which told their ownstory without the aid of worda.
The first was a coltage imterior, where u cat slept
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cosily upon the hearth, and 20 old dame slumbered
placidly in & bigh-backed cnair. The latticed win-
dow was apen, and a dark girl in pink and a fuir girl
in blue were very busy there, pulling in a little wing-
ed urchin, with curly flaxen hair, remarkably short
petticonts, and a bow and quiver. The old lady
snoved tranquilly through it all. Butin the com-
panion picture the scene is changed from the interior
to the exterior of the cottage. The girl in pink and
the girl in blue were sobbing by the door-post, and|
young leve pouting and sulky,* was being marched
off the premises at the end of a stout birch-broom,
wielded by thie old lady who looked as fierce asa
grenadier, with her Ligh cap, and her steel spectacles
ell askew over her nged nose, g

Here, in Charnley Cottage was the same thing
over again, only that the urchin flew in without any
assistance, and the old lady never woke at all,

Aurelia, tired of the storm of passion in which
she bad lived so long, abjured the very name and
thought of love, and (ancied that she could never feel,
anything beyond the mildest friendship for any man
-again. Imagining jherself so \/diy safe, she never
suspected the arrows that were beginning to fly so
fastaround her.  When she loved Paolo she coultl'
neither eat, drink nor sleep for thinking of him. He
troubled her dreamsby mtrht, and her rest by day.:
Now her appetite never failed, and her slumbers!
were profound. It never occurred to her that thexei
might be a milder form of the disease, as well as of,
the measles, She did not know that, even after a!
heart has burned itself iuto ashes, you may stiil put;
a brazier within the charred and empty walls, and
light some semblance to a fire there. _

Mr, Leroy was the first to open his eyes to the
danger, He sat thinking about it one morning in
the breakfast-purlour, when, Aurelia came running
down, in the greatest spiritg o get a cup of tea.

“Why do you look so serious 7’? was her first
question. * Have I offended you 77

“ What an idea !”

# Are you in trouble, then ?
to help you ¥’

“No. There are some things in this world,
strange as it may seem, which you cannot do.”

“ 1 wonder what,”?

It was on lis tongue’s end to tell her bll, but he
- refrained. He feared that it would affront her, and
secking fur'an evasive answer his eye happened to
full upon a buok of navigation, which he had been
consulting the day before.” It suggested an jdea.

“ A number of things,” he said, smiling; * and
one is this. You cannot box the compass, Aurelin!”

% Can’t I, though 7? she said, laughing: * you
don’t know lmlf my accompiishments yet. Now,
North—north and by east—anor'—nor’

Can I do anything

Jjust listen,

1 did so, and glided grace

east—enst-nor’-east—east and by north—east=—eass
and by south—sou’-sou’-easte—sou’-east and by east
—south. What do you think of that 7"’ she added,
saucily.

* Who on earth taught you 7"

“ An old sailor carpenter we had at the theatre,
Such a dear old Juck tar, with a quid for ever in his
mouth. He said I was the prettiest woman he *ever
seed in his life,” and T assure you I valued the cam-
pliment. I always used to ‘ box the compass’ to a
waltzing tune while I practised my dances, ¥You
have no idea how it regulates the steps.”

1 certainly have not.””

* Look, then,”

She caught up the long, full skirt of her dress
displaying a very beaktiful foot and ankle as she
lly round the room sing=
ing a waltzing tune. '

% But you are not boxing the compass,” he cried,
playfully.

“QOh! you want the rest of it, do you? Very
well :—South and by west—sou’-sou’-west—sou’s
iwest and’by south—sou’-west—sou’-west and by
west—west-sou’-west—west and by south——west—

west and by north—west—nor’-west—nor’-west and
1by west—nor’-west—nor’-west and by north—nor’s

«nor’-west—north and by west—north.”

She puused laughing and out of breath. She was
right; it made a very good waltzing tune, as she
sang it, but he was not thinking of that, just then.
He was thiuking of her, once the idol of the stage,
and now content to dance and sing in the breakfust-
parlour of a country cottage for his amusement. He
was thinking of the freshness, the sparkling piquant
simplicity, the childlike gaiety of spirit, which.had
survived that stage life—ler fushionable and her
murried life alike, She was bewiiching, fascinating,
bonnie ; yes, that was the word—* o bonnie lassie’s=
and the light of his eyesand the desire of his Leart,
Should Lie ever dare to tell her so ? Something of
this was written in hLis fuce, for as he l6oked up at
her when she finished her dance, the merry speech
she was about to utter died upon her lips. Fora
moment, there was an awkward silence. Then Mr.
Leroy said,  You dance beautifully.”

* Do you think so?"’

He rose and took her hand.. She began to blush
vividly ; so did he, There they stood silent and stu-
pid. In spite of her agitation, the ludicrous side of
the situation, struck Aureliasa forcibly, that she was
ahnost bursting with suppressed Juughter.

“ Aurelin!” said Mr. Leroy, in his deepest-tone,

She looked up in kis fice, turned crimson again,
twitched her hund away and ran out of the rovm.

But'l

Few words were veally needed after that,

nor'—eust~and by north—nor’-east—nor'-east and by

question much if two people ever lound out that they

E i
H

. pened to be the appointed tima.
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aurcd foreach other, by * boxing the comp'tss "toa
waltzing tune,

CHAPTER XXVIL

% Green, green upon her brow
The laurel wreath shall be,
Although that laurel now
Must not be shared with me ?

8 Tell her that day by day
Life looks to'me more dim;

I falter when I pray,

w ﬁﬁ. % %

¢ And bid her, when I die,
Come to our fav'vite tree~—
I shall not hear her sigh,
Nor let Ler sigh for me !"
' Praxp.

t _

For the rest of that day Aurelia was not visible,
and Mr. Leroy had to walk, ride, and dine alone.
After dinner, however, he caught a glimpse of her
straw hat in the garden, and joined lier there. She
was bending over a doulle red rose, which filled the
evening air with its rich perfume. She looked up
s« she heard his step, and held out Ler hand with a
smile of welcome.

“ PTruant!’? he said.
day long 2"

¢ In my own room.

“ What have you been doing 1"’

“ Reading and writing letters. I never write let-
«ers except on one day in the week, and this hap-
1 liopo you have

* Where have you been all

”

enjoyed your solitude,”

“ Remarkably.”?

“ How sweet this evening air smells.
aud quiet the twilight is!'’

“ Will you walk 1"

“If you like.”

“ Come, then.” -

He gave ler his arm, whistled to Tender, and
they strolled out upon the common together. The
fine silence of the twilight hour wus arcund them;
the sky in the west burned with a hundred different
dyes. Anrelin did not speak. B8he seemed out of
spirits. At lust Mr. Leroy told her so..

“1 muy be,” she said, looking away from him,

“Mr. Leroy, I am going to leave- Charnley very
"

How calm

soon,
“ What do you mean 1”7 he asked, stopping short.
She repented what she had s-m.l and he locked

Ishould speak to you about it, and so I will.

* Are you tired of this quiet home—of this quiet
life?”

A yearning, wistful look®was in Aurelia’s eyes
but still shie answered,  Yes, I thivk I am. And I
mugt go away.”

“Is it your intention to go upon the stage again "
he asked, stiffly.

“I cannot tell.”’

At that moment Mrs, Marshall, who had gone to
the Hall on an errand, appeared in sight. At the
end of the little path they were traversing, Aurelin
watched her nervously. The instant she saw them
she shuok her head, and when she reached the place
where they stood waiting for her, she instantly ate
tacked her, master.

“ It w:ll not do, Mr. Lerey. I tell you it will
never do !

“ What will not do ?""-

% Mind, I don’t think you mean any harm by it,
neither does Reley, for she is as innocent as a new-
born babe; but I told her this very morning that 1
l "

“It does not matter—it is of no consequence. I
will tell Mr. Leroy myself,” said Aurelia, who look-
ed terribly annoyed.

“You? Nota bitof it! Didn’t you almost go
down én your knees to-day to beg me not to tell
him 77

“ Pray what is it?" asked Mr. Leroy, whose cu-
riosity began to grow rampant. “ \Why don’t you
tell me ag once, Mrs, Marshall 7”7 :

* 8o I will, sir. You see this is just the long and
short of jt—~—people are talking !"'

4 Talking! They always do that, so for as I
know, Mrs. Marshall.” -

“Yes, sir; but now they are talking about you
and Miss Aurelia.”

“Indeed! That makes a difference. Pray what
do they say 7

“ They say, sir, that you are far too young and
too good—]ooluug to be guardian to a beautiful young
widow lile her; .they say you ought not to live in
the same house, nor to walk or ride together; in
fuct, sir, I can’t tell you what they dun’t say. You
know what people’s tongues are.’

“That I do, to my cost,” snid Mr. Leroy, loeking
rathev grave,

“ And what are you going to do about it, sir 1"’

“ Finish his walk, I hope, and pay no attention
to such nonsese,”’ said Aurelia, gaily. '“I wonder
how you can repeat it, Mrs. Marshall™

“ Aurelia is quite right,’”’ said Mr. Leroy, rousing
out of a ‘profound reverie.  We will take our
walk, and then come back to the Cottage, and tnlk
the matter over with you, dear friend,”

grestly vexed.

Mrs. Marshall went off, grumbling and shaking
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“In the first place, you are a gentleman. You
can trace your fumily back for hundreds of yeavrs—
to Adam himself, for aught I know.”

“ Well 1

“I can do nothing of the kind. My mother was
but a poor woman, who died in a hospital—I was
reared in Whitechapel, and I do not even know ngy

her head. Auveliz and Tender walked on; Mr.
Leroy followed. ,

% So this is why you are going to leave me?”’ he
asked, after a little while.

1 have no patience with them !’ ghe said, turn-
ing round wrathfully. * We do not meddle with

2]
their affairs ; why cannot they let ours alone.] , - t
is i i ) ! hel thther’'s name, .

“ 8o this is why you are going to leave me 1’ hel ki . .
repeated 7 “ The nume of Aurelia is enough,” said Mr. Le-

“ Well—yes! It is not pleasant to feel that my|roy, proudly.

evory word, and action, and look is watched and| You are very kind to say so; bus, if I sheuld

: : "
eommented upon. I would rather go 1’ marry you, would you always think so?

7 rape 17
¢ Do you remember the American poem, about the| “ Always. ) 1 a1
i i . y stuge—=ah
little shepherd and shepherdess? How the shép- Then, again, I have ! een on the stag
herd grew tired of Lis simple life, and Jonged to|know you hate the stage.B ottt oo
(1] . . ass, y
leave the valley where he was born? How he I have good cause. But let that pass ge
eays— or no stage, I love you,and I ask you to be my
‘¢ Ah, the world is very wide, wife.”
And I weary of my flocks ?’ “ And now for the last and most important rea-
o . . “
A like ¢ Ulna’ in that poem, Aurelia 1” .son,” shedsan?:i, turning f(l:rlmscm. : I haf\"e zheofg::au,t
re you ke - Lona il ’ ) . lest regard and. esteem for you—Il am fon s
“ Scavcely, I don’t know that I have any parti- ha wgurd——but_I don’t love you.” .
eular desire to see the world, I have seen‘enoughi That will come in time.”
—uh, yes'—too much of it! Apd I could stayj Don't be too sure. I am not going to be ro-
here very happily all my life long, if they would but mantic, and rave about emtinguished volcanoes, ot
let me alone / anything of that kind, But I must tell you she
N . . e & ¢ o ] ‘
¢ Could you ?”” Lie cried, seizing her hand. “ Then wuth—T have loved once with my whole soul, and
stay 1" in'vain 1" ' _
She bit her lip and Llushed. , “Well,” he said, after a slight pause, * 1 amn not
%71 ghould not have dared to ask you two hbyrs one of these men who expect a woman fo remain
i i ¢ am still . . )
ago. But if these people demded‘th'lt I am S5 untouched in heart till they come upon the sceme.
young and hundsome enot.lgh to be dangerous You have loved, and you maried; well and good.
Aurelia, burst out luughlng'. e Let me hope that you will mury and love again.”
*“Oh, vanity !—thy name is man: ) I “ I did not marry the man I loved,” she said, in
% Well, anything to make you smile. Now, te 2 Tow tone.
me honestly, could you, indeed, be content here Mr. Leroy started.
with me? And will you stay as my wife?”’ « Wio was it. then 17 \ .
He drew a long breath as he asked the question.j Never mind lis name. Ee is married now !”
To him it was something terrifie—an event twbe ve-l [\ ) =" o living 7
membered during the vemainder of his life. Bu  Ves.”
Aurelia had heard too many such guerics to bep |, And you tove Lim still 7
greatly startled by a fresh one. She felt awkward (] wannot suy that, DBut, at least, I remember
and nervous, and at the same mome‘nt. a thought ui bim, and 1 could never love any one like that
Paolo crossed her mind. Upon that hint she spoke. i
. ] & ‘._‘ . .
¢ You have done me a great honor.” she said.| = } wun willing to trust to time,” said Mr. Leroy,
quietly, *und I suppose I ought to feel greatly oh. cently ]
, i ) u ,
iged to you. Dut I doubt the wisdom of the stepj™ |, Not for that! If T thought I was ever to go
through with that more than mortal agony again, 1
M Wiy 17 h " think I should quietly take a strong dose of lauden-
“ Do you think we should be happy utm before the time came!”

“1 know that I should. = With you for my wife— She spoke lightly—she even smiled as shie looked
my very own—TI should feel thut T was spending in his fuce. Butif she had sought the warld over
: LI} | . . ! R
sach day in Puradise. T wonder 1" tor words which should express the delpth of her

¢ Humpl. ! How ]”"f “’"“11(\(11 Fhit lf‘St’ I“SES} 1o teeling for Puolo, she could not have found bet_ter
she suid, w{:ilfc‘d{,{' sl ﬁoit wli-ll ,ﬁ;“,g:.’ do.” 7 ones. Culmly as they were uttered, they carried
quote from Hys. Anrshal, weight; and My. Levoy, iooking at her, felt that his

: 1 : :
p sons,’” he said, looking _
e ]eﬂSt‘_F A ’ o ° ife might love, and respect, aud pet, and caress
greatly mortified, wi g ,

you pmpose.”
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him ; but that the golden time of perfoct, passion-
ate love could never come to her again,

However, we grow philosophical as we grow old;
and if we cannot get the thing we want, we take
the thing which is next best to it. At one time,
Mr. Leroy would have scorned the thought of ac-
capting a heart that was not all his own ; but now,
even the fiiendship of the woman he adored seemed
a gift to be desired and won at any price. He told
her so; and then she smiled, and placed her hand
In his. '

“If, knowing all, you can still wish for it, it is
yours,” she said, gently ; and he pressed her to his
heart, and kissed her for the first time since she
stood at his kunee, a little innocent child.

Theré never was a quieter, a more unromantic be-
wwothal, Mys. Marshall seemed much more elated
at hearing the news than the bride elect, who went
about her preparations in the most unconcerned
manner, and talked about her wedding very much
as if it had been a trip to Brighton. The good
Bquire, hearing the news, came over to congratulate
Aurelia, and brought with, him a beautiful pearl
necklace, which had once belonged to his wife. Au-
relia promised faithfully to wear it on her wedding-.
dey, and he galloped off towards home with positive
tears in his eyes. Certainly it was not the Squire’s
fault that she was not reigning, at that very moment,
lady of the manor und mistress at the Hall,

On the night befure the wedding Mr. Leroy told
Aurelia the whole listory of his attachment to the
fair “ Helen,”” and its results. As she listened, the
conviction grew upon her still more strongly, thut
this was inde.xd the mother of the beautiful ¢ Peri.”
But she said nothing of her own first strange intro-
duction to the pair. Mr. Leroy supposed that she
had met the Peri in some of her charitable visits to
the sick and poor in London. She never unde-
eeived him, und to this day he does not know to
what depths of degradation and infamy his first love
fell. Aurelia told him, however, of her discovery
of the dvessing-cuse aund letters, in her search
through the old lumber-room, and he grew pettish
at the mere hearing of the tale.

# Tt was one of my brrdal witts to her,’”” he said.
hastily. 1 hope to heaven I <hult never set eyes on

it again! [ decluve, when I think of her trenchery |

—of what ¢he nde me sulfer—i am angry with
myself for haviig been such o fool. It is mortify-
ing to look buch nd sce whut u puppet I was in the
hands of a wean without ene good Teeling in her
heart, or un oanee of braius in her head. Bu,
thank God, | have found you at last—-the very type
of all ‘that I love and worship in your sex, if you
woilld but like me alittle better, However, that
will come in time. 1t shull come for I have sworn

* You see, it was one of my bright dreams as a
child that I was to marry you,” said Aurelia, ro-
guishly; “ and now it has come true "

“Yes, it has come true! May I be worthy of
such happiness, by being grateful for it!" he an-
swered, in a tone so fervent, that it checked the jest
still hovering on her lip.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Tugy were married next morning in the parish
church, and all the world was there to see. Aurelia
had an earl’s daughter for her bridemuid, Mr. Le-
roy had a baronet for his “best man.”” The road
across the common was strewed with flowers, and
the bells rang as if they were going mad with joy,
avhen the bridal party walked back to the Cottage,
with old Tender, wearing his silver collar, march-
ing gravely in front. Troops of villagers lined the
road, to see the bride, whose goodness had endear-
ed her to them even more than her beauty or her
fame,

Within, the rooms were crowded with the rank
and beauty of the neighborhood. To be an invited
guest at Aurelin’s wedding, was a distinction for
even the proudest there; and the breakfast went
off far more menrily than if it bad been given in a
dueal hall.

At last the carriage was at the door. Tender,
who was to accompany the happy pair, took hia
place beside the coachman on the box, much to the
delight of the village urchins, in whose eyes the
great black dog was a being far removed above his
race, and only second, perhaps, in importance to his
beautiful mistress. The noble guests came crowd-
tng to the door, to see the bride away. There were
handyshakings, kisses, blessings, and some tears.
Then the nandkerchiefs were waved——there was a
chorus of good-byes—a shower of old shoes; the
bells rang out, and they were off, over the wide
common, and into the wide world together!

“Well, love, do you think we can be happy?”
asked the fond husband, as he drew the bright head
down upon his breast,

‘At least, we will try,” she said, with o smile,
and let her hand lie quietly in his.

“How did the marriage turn out 7"’ I think I hear
some fair young lady reader say.

To which [ answer, far better than most marriages
dan. The husband idolized his wife—the wife liked
and respected her husband—and their home, whether
in Belgrave Square or at the humble “ Charnley
Cottage,” was a very peaceful and happy one,

Ounly once again did Auvelin see the hero of her

it!”

eatly dreams. Paolo was about to leave the stuge,
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on account of his failing health, and Mr. Leroy was| us, Paolo’s perfect voice rang out,

anxious to hear him for the last time. Awurelia did
not objeet, and most unsuspiciously her husband led
her inta the very danger which he would have most
serupulously avoided, had he but known of its ex-
istence. -

They went ealy” to the Opern—on her way to
goms ball or party—and Aurelia was in full dress,
with diamonds on her neck and arms, and in her
bair. On the very boards where she herself used
to sing, Paolo stood, with another prima donna by
kis side. Did the old times come back to his mind,
a8 to hers—as to the minds of every one in the
house? Few knew of the attachment which had
really existed between them,and it had been forgot-
“ten in the lapse of years, or confounded with one of
those many idle rumours that coupled their names
‘together during their two seasons of trjumph. But
to have Paolo singing on the stage, while Aurelia
sat in her box beside her Liusband, to listen, was at
least a novelty, and many an opera-glass was turned
that way duving the intervals between the acts.

Mr., Leroy bore the general scrutiny very well.
Hundsome, dignified, and unconcepned, he studied
. the play-bill or listened to the music, little dreaming
what it said to Aurelia’s heurt, ag she sat so silent,
locking at the stage. :

Only once did she lose her tranquil self-possession.
They were singing 'the * Miserere’ in the * Trova-
tore,” and through the solemn chanting of the chor-

THE

* Non ti scordar di the "’

A pause—and then again the sweet, sad prayer of
passionate love and grief—

¢ Non ti scordar di me!
Leonora, addio !’

Her box was very near the stage, and Paolo look-
od up at her as he pronounced those words. She
felt, by the sinking of her heuwt, that he was utter-
ing u last adieu! What did it mean? Where was
he going? Why did he look so pale and ill? Abeve
all, why did he gaze so mournfully at hexr ?

She never saw him aguain after that night. The.
papers announced his departure to a “ warmer cli-
mate,’? on account of his failing health ; and, within
three months, the music-loving world of Lendon
was shocked with the tidings of his death. Like

the swan, his dying notes had been his sweetest
2]

ones. And THEN Aurelia knew the meaning of that
strange farewell—~knew that he had loved her best
of all—and that his last thoughts had been, as the
poor Peri said, ¢ of her—her only.”

She never breathes lfis name, and the secret of
Ler life is buried in that grave at Florence. To this
day Mr. Leroy never dreams that she loved Paolo.
Yet surely he might forgive that temporary infidelity
of her heart, since its whole study seems only how
to make him as happy as man ‘was ever intended to
be—this side of Paradise ! '

END. L




