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H Dress Ring.

BY LOUISA EMILY DOBREE,

IN cockney parlance they had been keeping
company and walking together for quite a year, so
that when they by mutual agreement were to be
formally engaged the bestowal of a ring was a se-
quence also decided upon. This ring is called a
“dress ring,” and as a rule it contains stones or
their imitation of some kind or other, differing in
this from the plain gold circle to which it is one
day to be a companion, provided of course that the
course of the engagement runs smoothly and ter-
minates in marriage. “ They” were two voung
people named severally Joe Smith and Victoria
Harris. He was a tall, burly youth with better de-
veloped muscles and air of health than is usually
seen in a2 London artisan, while she, a slight, small
narrow-chested girl, had anzmia writ large on the
dead white face, pallid lips, and shadowed eyes, the
latter capable of various expressions gleaming un-
der her “idiot’s frill ” of black hair, above which
on this particular summer afternoon was set a
huge hat adorned with a blue feather which had
swallowed up a large part of her week’s earnings.

9



10 A DRESS RING.

They were on a bench in a London park; and the
fact that his arm was not round her waist, or her
head on his shoulder, due to Joe’s inherent shyness
and Victoria’s native modesty, somewhat marked
them off from the many other lovers who here and
there were in confused heaps and stolid, unblushing
faces on which those who ran might read careless
indifference to the decorum of life. They were
genuinely in love with each other, and as far as
character went they were as unlike as in relative
appearance. The little wisp of a girl, whose pert
tongue and peppery temper often made her lover
stare in astonishment, admired Joe's quiet, silent
ways, and felt that he was a great and safe support
to her. She could tell him all her troubles about
her drunken father who had cast her, his only
motherless child, off when she was fifteen and told
her to look out for herself, and be sure of a kind,
patient listener and one who would try to suggest
some way of helping the man and who would not
be too hard on him. This won Victoria’s heart
and gave Joe in time a large place in it, for the girl
loved her very worthless parent with strange, un-
reasoning tenacity, and had her lover attempted to
condemn him she would have turned like an angry
cat upon him. And Joe liked Victoria’s quickness,
thought her smart speech very fetching, and her
little bursts of temper glanced over him when he
was not astonished at them. .

“1 do believe it's going to rine,” said Victoria
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presently, as the sky suddenly clouded ovet, and
there was that stillness in the air broken by the
twittering of birds which presages a summer
shower, “and I haven’t got no umbereller,” and
she thought with dismay of her hat and its fine
curly feather.

“T don’t expect it will be much, and we might
get under that there tree, it’s got a sight more
leaves than this one 'as,” said Joe, thinking that he
also was umbrella-less and that his hat had been
freshly ironed the day before.

“ All right, let's get there then—come, look
sharp,” said Victoria, who was prompt in most
things ; and the two ran across to the other bench,
which was well sheltered by a widely spreading tree
from the heavy shower which came down then and
there with no indecision.

Both had the same subject in their minds, and
yet neither liked alluding to it. They each were
thinking of that dress ring that lay in Joe’s waist-
coat pocket, the bestowal of which both knew was
to take place that afternoon, and the occasion of
the engagement of which it was a sign was at the
back of the hat-ironing and purchase of the
feather.

They were silent for a few minutes as the rain
beat the leaves and a few drops penetrated the
outer branches and fell on the sunburnt grass.

Joe coughed. He wished Victoria would refer
to the subject, and she, perfectly aware of the fact
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and enjoying his silent shyness, was determined
not to lead up to it in any way.

“ Mrs. Parsons has been that cross this week,
she’'ve never stopped jawin’ of us for one thing or
another. My mate catched it Friday ’cause she
scorched some of the finery—lor’, wasn’t the fat in
the fire!” said Victoria, secretly unbuttoning her
left-hand glove, which, of stiff kid, had cost one
and sixpence three farthings, and were desperately
uncomfortable.

“Were there ?  Oh—Vickey—I say.”

“Yes 77 said Vickey, looking, with blank inno-
cence of what he wanted to say, into his honest
but rather stupid blue eyes.

“T've got the ring, Vickey, and Father
Wrighton blessed it all right,” said Joe, coloring
and speaking in a low tone of voice.

“ Oh, have yer ?” said Vickey. “Let’s see it,
then—do be quick, Joe,” she added, for, now she
was certain he had the ring, curiosity vanquished
coquetry.

Joe fumbled with his big fingers in his waistcoat
pocket, and then withdrew the little card box
which he then handed to Vickey. There lying in
the pink cotton was a ring with three blue stones
init. Vickey’s quick tongue for a moment was si-
lent, for she was altogether surprised, the ring
being so very much better than that which her
fancy painted Joe was likely to give her, and he,
rising to the occasion, took it out of its soft nest.
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placed it on her finger and, park or no park, gave
Vickey a sounding kiss as he did so.

“ Glad you like it,” said Joe, answering her un-
spoken approbation. “I picked it out from a lot
—chose blue special, as you're partial to the color.”

“Yus, it’s my fav'rite color,” said Vickey, who
liked blue, not only for its own sake, but because
it was Our Lady’s color, and she was looking for-
ward to being a Child of Mary some day. She had
worn the aspirant’s green ribbon for more than a
year, and what it and the little medal had done for
her in keeping her from dangerous paths, in check-
ing that fiery temper of hers, in fortifying her
against the hundred or more temptations that
crowd round the rough life of a laundry girl, she
and her guardian angels best knew.

“It’s a beauty,” said Vickey ; “ must ha’ cost a
lot.”

Joe looked rather sheepish.

“ Oh, well, I ain’t stony broke yet along of it,
nor I haven't ’ad to go and see my uncle. Now,
Vickey, you'll kipe it on noight and dye until 1
puts on the plain gold 'un, eh ?2”

*“ Well, you are a Sawney! Just to think o’ me a-
washin’ and a-scrubbin’ with that lovely ring on !
Where'd the blue jools be, I'd like to know, if I
did ? I reckon they’d be lost in the soap-suds in
no time if so be as the ring didn't take itself off
altogether and go down the wyste-water poipes.
I'll put it on a Sundays and when I gets out.”
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“ Well, you must do as you loike,” said Joe.

“ That’s about my ticket generally,” said Vickey
coolly, and Joe knew that was true as far as tritles
went.

“1 picked you out a nice one, now didn’t I ?”

“Yes. I'm deloighted with it.”

“Now there’s something else as I've got
to——"

“Give me!” exclaimed Vickey, wondering if
Joe had added to his gift by the purchase of a
brooch or bangle.

“Well, not to give you, unless telling you news
is giving.”

“ Do come out with it, then, quick.”

“It’s like this, Vickey. I my ’ave a roise about
Christmas toime. The guv’nor was ’intin’ at it
and chaffin’ me a bit about ’avin’ a young lydy and
thinkin’ o’ settlin’ down. We’d rub along pretty
fair on the pye I'd ’ave then.”

Vickey was silent.  She was stirred to the depths
by his words. Marriage had been, of course, in her
mind now and then, but that it might be so near
and Joe her very own *for better for worse, for
richer for poorer ”—nothing but death to part
them! All the “ eternal-womanly * shone in Vick-
ey’s face and was the key to the slightly quivering
lips, the soft gentle tone in which she answered at
length, “ Where "ud we live ? ”

It sounded a commonplace, matter-of-fact ques-
tion, but Vickey had known no home since the day
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that her father had sold the furniture over her head
and turned her literally out of doors, and one trem-
bles to think what might have become of her had
not Mrs. Parsons, the owner of the laundry where
she worked by the day, taken her in and made her
live there. In her rough way she had been kind to
her, but a home of her own—Vickey knew that
would be a very different thing.

“Ther€s a nice little flat in the models,” said
Joe, alluding to some model lodging-houses re-
cently built. “ You know the ones I mean by the
stytion.”

Vickey nodded.

“ It would be dreadfully nice, Joe.”

“You'd marry me, then, supposin’ I gits the
roise ? "’ inquired Joe, who sometimes felt as if he
was not quite sure of Vickey.

“Yus.”

They lingered a while in the park, and the rain
was followed by sunshine and a lovely sky. Then
they sauntered on towards Ansmith, the suburb in
which Vickey lived, and reached the church while
the bell still clanged.

Joe sang in the choir, and to Vickey his un-
trained and somewhat gruff bass was like a voice
from heaven, so beautiful did it sound to her. Per-
haps to the angelic choir, who knew it was the sing-
ing of a rough artisan who amid the temptations
of the world was trying as he best knew how to
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live the clean straight life of a good Catholic, the
harsh tones had music in them !

On Monday there was not much to be done in
the laundry. As a rule, Vickey went in the van to
collect the clothes, but that day another girl went;
she simply helped a little in odd ways and did
not set to work until three o’clock, when the girls
and women who did not live there came.

Vickey and the girl who was her special mate
were having tea together in the sorting-room, the
rest of the workers being in the ironing-room.

Vickey, needless to say, was burning to show her
new possession to Tilda, and the latter, when she
heard that Vickey had it, was naturally very curi-
ous to see it.

“ Ain’t it lovely ?” said Vickey, slipping it out,
then holding out her hand to show it off.

Tilda looked at it critically.

“It don’t look as good as the one Bill give me.”

“It’s a very good one,” said Vickey, withdraw-
ing her hand hurriedly. “ Anyway I’m pleased
with it.”

" Tyke it off and let me see it better,” said Tilda,
and Vickey drew it off.

“What are ver lookin’ at ?” asked Vickey,
for Tilda was not looking at the lovely stones, but
was peering inside the ring.

“No, I thought it worn’t,” said Tilda, in a satis-

fied tone of voice. ““It's not a bit more than noine
carat gold.”



LOUISA EMILY DOBREE. 17

“What’s carrots got to do with it?” asked
Vickey, rather mystified.

“It’s something as says how good the gold is,”
said Tilda. ‘“Bill's father’s in the joollery tride,
and he knows all about it. The one he give me
was eighteen carat gold, just double as good as
this here. Well, I'm sorry for yer, Vickey, for if
your chap don’t care for you enough to give yer a
good ring, I say he oughter be ashamed of hisself.
It's downright mean, I call it. Can’t you see the
noine ? "

Vickey silently took the ring, held it up to the
light and saw the figure clearly enough. To her
eyes, gleaming now with annoyance she was trying
to hide, the ring had lost all its beauty, and she felt
humiliated and made to appear very small in Til-
da's eyes. However, she said nothing, and did not
even defend Joe from the imputation of not caring
for her, and as the work-bell rung at that minute
to announce the expiration of the tea-hour, all fur-
ther discussion was stopped.

After work was over Vickey ran round to a little
jeweller's close by, had the ring tested. and found
that her last hope—which was that Tilda might be
mistaken as to the relative value of the nine or
eighteen—was wrong. The ring had been a very
cheap one indeed, and worth a few shillings at the
outside.

Tilda attempted a renewal of the subject in vain.
Vickey would not speak of it, and through the
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week she fumed and fretted inwardly to such a de-
gree that she made herself thoroughly miserable.
With her imagination excited by anger, she saw
significance in many things Joe had said and done,
all tending, she now firmly believed, to prove that
he did not care enough for her to think her worth
a good ring, these bitter reflections completely ef-
facing all other things which showed that she had
no reason to doubt his affection.

It was a wretched week. Vickey made mistakes
in the sorting, scorched a baby’s frock, and finally
broke the marble slab on which the shirt-fronts
were ironed and brought up to the regulation pitch
of shininess. These things had not a tranquilliz-
ing effect on Vickey’s temper, and on her evening
out she got a line from Joe to say he could not
come and see her as usual. That was the last
straw.

At last the long week came to an end, and as it
poured with rain on Sunday afternoon, there was
no thought of going out, and Joe came prepared
for a pleasant time indoors.

The two could have the parlor to themselves,
as Mrs. Parsons, who was tired, was lying down in
her room and was likely to be there until tea-time.

It was a small prim room with a coo table, in
the centre of which were wax flowers under a glass
case which reposed on a crochet mat. There was
a large oil painting of the late Mr. Parsons on the
wall, flanked by a double row of family photo-
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graphs, and on the chimney were shells and me-
morial cards of various kinds.

“ Bloomin’, I ’ope, Vickey,” said Joe, as he en-
tered the room where Vickey was seated in a stiff
horsehair-covered chair.

Vickey did not answer, and Joe did not venture
on more than a handshake, which on Vickey’s side
was limp.

“ This "ere’s for you,” said Vickey, coming to the
point at once and handing Joe the box.

“ Why, Vickey—whatever’s up ?”

*“Whatever’s up, indeed! Like your cheek
givin’ me a ring what ain’t worth ’avin’ and hardly
gold at all ! If I ain’t worth a good ring I wor’t
have one at all.”

Joe colored.

“’Ow do ye know it ain’t good ? Who said
so?”

“I says so. And I went and ’ad it seen at a
jooller’s. Yes, it's gold, he says, says he, but the
poorest kind almost as there is.”

“So you doubted of me, and cared only for the
vallyer of the ring,” said Joe, who, seldom stirred,
could be angry once in a way. “ Yer a nice one, 1
must sye.”

“Can’t return the compliment,” said Vickey
coolly. “I don’t know 'ow ye dared give me such
a bit o’ rubbish.”

“’Tain’t rubbish.” said Joe shortly. “It mayn’t
be what you may call a fust-clarse ring, but it was
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as good as I could get ye, and if you ’ad cared fur
me you wouldn’t have thought about it,” and Joe
shut the cardboard cover down on the poor little
ring.

Vickey bit her lips.

“There’s explinyshuns as I could give you just
to show you ”’ began Joe.

“I don’t want non’ o’ yer explinyshuns—very
likely I didn’t care,” and Vickey shot a withering
glance in Joe’s direction. At it Joe felt as if he
grew suddenly cold, and he repented of his mo-
mentary anger, now that there was no mistake
about Vickey's serious displeasure.

“No.” exclaimed Vickey, “ no, I don’t want ter
’ear anything you may have to sye. You've treated
me shimeful. I know now why you didn’t want
me to take it off night nor dye, and ”

“ Do let me speak,” said Joe, who now was all
too anxious to talk.

“Tain’t a fool. When we’ve been keepin’ com-
pany all this while for you to give me that ring,
‘ardly gold at all, but faked up with some stuff they
calls carrots, is a downright insult, when you've
drawed money out of the savings bank—a fi'-pun
note. too !'”

Joe stared from sheer astonishment.

“ Yes. my mate was at the post-office the other

dye and just behind you when you got the money
out. So it wasn’t as you "adn’t it.”
“If you'd—-"
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“No, I shan’t. You don’t come no tiles over
me,” said Vickey, working herself up more and
more, until she was in such a fury that Joe saw any
attempt at getting a hearing was futile. Although
he thought and acted slowly, he made up his mind
that he would come again when she had cooled
down and tell her—well, what might turn the ta-
bles very considerably.

“You go off this minute. Get another young
lydy when you like,” said Vickey. * I don't never
wish to see you agine ! 7 So saying, she drew her-
self up and tried to look all injured innocence as
she ran out of the room. And throwing herself
on her bed, she sobbed her heart and her temper

out.

If the preceding week had been unsatisfactory,
this one promised to be worse, and after the little
sleep gained after sleepless hours, Vickey woke to
the reality of her misery.  All the morning she
could think of nothing else but what had happened,
and she went about with a very white face. Her
companions, seeing that she was unhappy and find-
ing that she would not reveal the cause, left her
alone.

She wondered if Joe would really take her at her
word, or if he would come as usual on Thursday,
which was early-closing day for him, and it seemed
to her as if that day was years instead of but a few
days distant.  Although she was still extremely
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angry with Joe, the tempest had so far passed- that
she was able to hear the whispers of conscience
and commen sense. Both said the same to her,
namely, that she had been wrong to make such a
fuss, still more foolish to quarrel absolutely about
it, and unfair to Joe not to listen to his explana-
tions. Then, too, she remembered with unpleas-
ant distinctness how very good he had always been
to her, how patient with her peppery temper, how
forbearing with her sharp words. They had h't.ld a
tiff or two ere now, but this was the most serious
of all, and by dinner-time Vickey in her secret soul
began to hope that Joe was not such a fool as to
think she really meant to throw him up.

In the late afternoon Mrs. Parsons wanted some
scap-jelly, and sent Vickey for it.  As the girl
walked along, her thoughts were still so busy that
she did not notice much where she was going, and

as she turned a corner ran right against a man.
“Ollo, Vickey !”

" Well, 1 never—father !

“Yes, it’s me,” said Mr. Harris.
round to yer plice to

“Well, I never!”

her father up and down and wondering if the de-
cently clad man could be he. “You are a toff ! ”

Harris drew himself up.  He had had a shave
quite recently, his hair was well brushed, his clothes
clean and orderly, and altogether he looked very
different indeeq from the sodden-faced, blear-eyed

“1 was goin’
give you a call.”

exclaimed Vickey, looking
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individual she had last seen three months back
who had come whining to her for money to spend
at the Three Feathers.

“Yes,” said Harris, pleased at the effect his ap-
pearance was making on Vickey, “ I've gone up a
step or two, "aven’t I ?”

Vickey's face was irradiated with a smile. She
loved her father dearly in spite of all, and this
transformation filled her heart with joy.

“It’s all along o’ your chap,” said Harris, turn-
ing and walking with Vickey. “Wot d’ yer think
he done ? Well, he’s bin a-coming after me ever
since I last seen yer, a-persuadin’ o’ me to turn
over a new leaf, as the sayin’ is. He’s a persever-
in’ chap, I must say, is Joe, an’ lawst week he hears
of a situytion for me and he gets me these ’ere
clothes and fitted me out in this style.”

“And why didn’t 1 know on this ?” asked
Vickey quickly.

“ Well, it was his secret, so to speak. Says he,
‘Don’t let on to Vickey till you’ve made a real good
start and mean to stick to it. She won’t believe of
it unless you do.’” He’s one of the right sort, is
Joe, and he an’ me is very chummy now, and I
think, my girl, as you’ve done very well for yerself
in gittin’ ’im. We’d got it all arranged, as I was
to call and surprise yer.”

“Well, you’ve done that,” was all Vickey found
to say, and after a little more talk they parted at
the laundry door.
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Vickey hardly knew how to think collectedly,
and as the tea-bell rang she ran up to her room,
her brain full of bewildering thoughts, her heart
rejoicing over her father, and aching with remorse
about Joe all the same.

“Hextry speshul! Piper! Evenin’ piper !
Terrible accident on the —— London line. List
of killed and injured.”

The shrill voices of the paper boys fell on her
ears, and in a minute more she had secured a pa-
per. It had rushed suddenly to her recollection
that it was on Joe’s line of work the accident had
occurred. With trembling hands she turned over
the pages, and among the injured was J. Smith.”

Vickey never knew how she accomplished that
journey, really a short one, but apparently inter-
minable to her. She had all the quickness of the
born cockney, the familiarity with ways and means
of getting about, due to having had to look out for
herself from early years and being continually em-
ployed as messenger for Mrs. Parsons,

At last she reached the hospital where the in-
jured had been taken, and the busy porter told her
she certainly might go up to Alexandra ward and
ask to see No. 15.

So Vickey went up the wide stone staircases and
along the lofty corridor, conscious of the strong
oc?or of carbolic acid, the students clattering down
with note-books, the white-capped nurses. There
was no difficulty about being admitted, and Vickey
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walked down the ward with its speckless sand-cov-
ered boards, its rows of blue-quilted beds, its white
stoves on which were palms and flowers. The
long windows showed the tops of many roofs,
countless chimney-pots, a few spires, and above all
the burning, fiery glow of the sunset, the opal
lights, the unearthly colors.

Vickey drew back and clutched the nurse’s arm
as the latter stopped before a screen, which told its
own tale.

“Is he so bad as that ? ” she whispered, and the
nurse looked at her compassionately.

Before she could speak Vickey’s quick ear
caught the words spoken in low reverent tones by
the priest behind the screen:

“Requiem @ternam dona ei Domine !”
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In St. Patrick’s Tard,

BY M. E. FRANCIS.

It was intensely, suffocatingly hot, though the
windows on either side of the long room were wide
open; the patients lay languidly watching the flies
on the ceiling, the sunshine streaming over the
ochre-tinted wall, the flickering light of the little
lamp which burned night and day beneath the large
colored statue of St. Patrick in the centre of the
ward. It was too hot even to talk. Granny
M‘Gee—who, though not exactly ill, was old and
delicate enough to be permitted to remain per-
manently in the Union Infirmary instead of being
relegated to the workhouse proper—dozed in her
wicker-chair with her empty pipe between her
wrinkled fingers. Once, as she loved to relate,
she had burnt her lovely fringe with that same pipe
—‘“bad luck to it !” but she invariably hastened
to add that her heart 'ud be broke out an’ out if it
wasn’t for the taste o’ baccy. Her neighbor op-
posite was equally fond of snuff, and was usually
to be heard lamenting how she had rared a fine
fam’ly o’ boys an’ girls and how notwithstanding
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30 IN ST. PATRICK'S WARD.

she had ne’er a wan to buy her a ha'porth in her
ould age. Now, however, for a wonder she was
silent, and even the woman nearest the door found
it too hot to brandish her distorted wrists accord-
ing to her custom when she wished to excite com-
passion or to plead for alms. There would be no
visitors this morning; not the most compassionate
of “the ladies,” who came to read and otherwise
cheer the poor sufferers of St. Patrick’s ward,
would venture there on such a day.

The buzzing of the flies aforesaid, the occasional
moans of the more feeble patients, the hurried
breathing of a poor girl in the last stage of con-
sumption were the only sounds to be heard, except
for the quiet footsteps and gentle voice of Sister
Louise. There was something refreshing in the
very sight of this tall slight figure, in its blue-gray
habit and dazzling white “ cornette from beneath

which the dark eyes looked forth with sweet and
almost childish directness.

indeed much more than ac
were still certain inflections in her voice, an elastic-
ity in her movements, a something about her very

hands, with their little pink palms and dimpled
knuckles, that betrayed the fact. Byt those baby-

ish hands had done good service since Sister Louisa

Sister Louise was not
hild in years, and there
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ure was seen flitting up and down the ward smiles
appeared on wan and sorrowful faces, and queru-
lous murmurs were hushed. Even to-day the pa-
tients nodded to her languidly as she passed,
observing with transitory cheerfulness that they
were kilt with the hate, or that it was terrible
weather entirely. One crone roused herself sui-
ficiently to remark that it was a fine thing for the
counthry, glory be to God ! which patriotic senti-
ment won a smile from Sister Louise, but failed
to awaken much enthusiasm in any one else.

The Sister of Charity paused before a bed in
which a little, very thin old woman was coiled
up with eyes half closed. Mrs. Brady was the
latest arrival at St. Patrick’s ward, having indeed
only “ come in” on the preceding day; and Sister
Louise thought she would very likely need a little
cheering.

“How are you to-day, Mrs. Brady ? " she asked,
bending over her.

“Why then indeed, ma’am—is it ma'am or
mother I ought to call ye ?”

“ * Sister —we are all Sisters here, though some
of the people call Sister Superior ‘Reverend
Mother.” ”

“ Ah, that indeed ?” said Mrs. Brady. raising
herself a little in the bed, and speaking with great
dignity. “Ye see yous are not the sort o’ nuns
I'm used to, so you'll excuse me if I don’t alto-
gether spake the way I ought. Our nuns down in
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the Queen’s County has black veils, ye know,
ma'am—Sisther, I mane—an’ not that kl’nd of a
white bonnet that you have on your head. .

“Well, do you know our patients here get Sulte
fond of our white wings, as they call them, rev-
turned Sister Louise, smiling. ‘‘ But you haven’t
told me how you are, yet. Better I hope, and
pretty comfortable.”

A tear suddenly rolled down Mrs. Brady’s cheek,
but she preserved her lofty manner.

“ Ah, yes, thank ye, Sisther, as comfortable as I
could expect in a place like this. Of course I niver
thought it’s here I'd be, but it’s on’y for a sh(?rt
time, thanks be to God ! My little boy’ll be comin’
home from America soon to take me out of it.”

“Why, that's good news!” cried the Sister
cheerfully. “We must make you quite well and
strong—that is, as strong as we can”—with a com-
passionate glance, “ by the time he comes. When
do you expect him ?”

" Any day now, ma'am—Sisther, I mane—aye,
indeed, I may say any day an’ every day, an’ I'm
afeard his heart'll be broke findin’

me in this place.
But no matther ! ”

Here she shook her head darkly, as though she
could say much on that subject, bu

of consideration for Sister Louise.
“ Well, we must do all we can for

while,” said the latter gently,

acquaintance with your neighbor

t refrained out

you mean-
“ Have you made
syet ? Poor Mrs.
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M‘Evoy here is worse off than you, for she can’t
lift her head just now. Tell Mrs. Brady how it
was you hurt your back, Mrs. M‘Evoy.”

““ Bedad, Sisther, ye know yerself it was into the
canal I fell wid a can o’ milk,” said the old woman
addressed, squinting fearfully in her efforts to
catch a glimpse of the new patient. “ The Bishop
says the last time he come round, ‘I s'pose,” he
says, ‘ye were goin’ to put wather in the milk.’
" No,” says I, ‘ there was wather enough in it be-
fore.” ”

Here Mrs. M‘Evoy leered gleefully up at the
Sister, and one or two feeble chuckles were heard
from the neighboring beds ; but Mrs. Brady as-
sumed an attitude which can only be described as
one implying a mental drawing away of skirts, and
preserved an impenetrable gravity. Evidently she
had never associated with “the like” of Mrs.
M‘Evoy in the circles in which she had hitherto
moved.

“ And there’s Kate Mahony on the other side,”
pursued Sister Louise, without appearing to notice
Mrs. Brady’s demeanor. “She has been lying
here for seventeen years, haven’t you, Kate ?

‘“ Aye, Sisther,” said Kate, a thin-faced, sweet-
looking woman of about forty, looking up brightly.

“Poor Kate!” said the Sister, in a caressing
tone. “ You must get Kate to tell you her story
some time, Mrs. Brady. She has seen better days
like you.”
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“ Oh, that indeed ? " said Mrs. Brady, distantly
but politely, and with a dawning interest, “ I s’pose
you are from the country then, like meself.”

““Ah, no, ma’am,” returned Kate. “I may say
I was never three miles away from town. I went
into service when I was on’y a slip of a little girl,
an’ lived with the wan lady till the rheumatic fever
took me, an’ made me what I am now. You're
not from this town, I s’pose, ma’am.”

*“Indeed, I'd be long sorry to come from such
a dirty place—beggin’ your pardon for sayin’ it.
No, indeed, I am from the Queen’s County, near
Mar'boro’.  We had the loveliest little farm there
ve could see, me an’ me poor husband, the Lord
ha" mercy on his soul ! Aye, indeed, it’s little we
ever thought—but no matther ! Glory be to

goodness ! my little boy’ll be comin’ back from
America soon to take me out o’ this.”

“ Sure it’s well for ye,” said Kate, “ that has a
fine son o’ your own to work for ye. Look at me
without a crature in the wide world belongin’ to
me ! An’ how long is your son in America,
ma'am ? " :

“Goin’ on two year, now,” said Mrs. Brady,
with a sigh,

“He'll be apt to be writin’ to ve often, I s'pose,
ma'am.”
“ Why then, indeed, not sg often.

The poor fel-
low he was niver much of a hang

at the pen.
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He’s movin’ about, ye see, gettin’ work here an’
there.”

Sister Louise had moved on, seeing that the
pair were likely to make friends ; and before ten
minutes had elapsed each was in possession of the
other’s history. Kate’s, indeed, was simple
enough; her seventeen years in the infirmary being
preceded by a quiet life in a very uninteresting
neighborhood; but she “ came of decent people,”
being connected with “the rale ould O’Rorkes,”
and her father had been “in business "—two cir-
cumstances which impressed Mrs. Brady very
much, and caused her to unbend towards * Miss
Mahony,” as she now respectfully called her new
acquaintance. The latter was loud in expressions
of admiration and sympathy as Mrs. Brady de-
scribed the splendors of the past; the servant-man
and her servant-maid who, according to her, once
formed portion of her establishment; the four
beautiful milch-cows which her husband kept, be-
sides sheep, and a horse and car, and * bastes ” in-
numerable; the three little b’yes they buried, and
then Barney—Barney, the jewel, who was now in
America.

“ The finest little fella ye’d see between this an’
County Cork ! Over six fut, he is, an’ wid a pair
o’ shoulders on him that ye’d think "ud hardly get
in through that door beyant.”

“Lonneys ! said Kate admiringly.
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*“ Aye, indeed, an’ ye ought to see the beautitu}
black curly head of him, an’ eyes like sloes, an
cheeks—why I declare "—half raising herself and
speaking with great animation, “ he’s thc? very
moral o’ St. Patrick over there ! God forgive me
for sayin’ such a thing, but raly if I was to dr.op
down dead this minute I couldn’t but think it !
Now, I assure ye, Miss Mahony, he’s the very
image of that blessed statye, *pon me word ! ”

Miss Mahony looked appreciatively at the repre-
sentation of the patron of Ireland, which was re-
markable no less for vigor of outline and coloring
than for conveying an impression of exceeding
cheerfulness, as both the saint himself and the
serpent which was wriggling from beneath his feet
were smiling in the most affable manner conceiv-
able.

“Mustn’t he be the fine boy ! ”

she ejaculated,
after a pause.

“TI'd love to see him—but I'll niver
get a chanst o’ that, I s’pose. Wil he be comin’
here to see ye, ma’am >
“ He'll be comin’ to tak
the mother.
all.

¢ me out of it,” returned
“ He doesn’t raly know I'm in it at
I'll tell ye now the way it is. When the poor
father died—the light o’ heaven to him—an’ bad
times come, and we had to give up our own beau-
tiful little place, Barney brought me to town an’
put me with Mrs. Byrpe, 5 Very nice respectable
woman that was married to a second cousin o’ my
Poor husband’s, an’ T wag to stop with her till he
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came back from America with his fortune made.
Well,” pursued Mrs. Brady, drawing in her breath
with a sucking sound, which denoted that she had
come to an interesting part of her narrative, “ well,
he kep’ sendin’ me money, ye know, a pound or
maybe thirty shillin’ at a time—whenever he could,
the poor boy, an’ 1 was able to work the sewin’-
machine a little, an’ so we made out between us
till I took this terrible bad turn. Well, of course
troubles niver comes single, an’ the last letther I
got from my poor little fella had only fifteen shillin’
in it, an’ he towld me he had the bad luck alto-
gether, but says he, ‘ My dear mother, ye must on’y
howld out the best way ye can. There’s no work
to be got in this place at all (New York I think
it was). But I am goin’ out West,’ says he, ‘to a
place where I'm towld there’s fortunes made in no
time, so I'll be over wid ye soon,” he says, ‘wid a
power o’ money an’ I'm sure Mary Byrne ’ll be a
good friend to ye till then. The worse of it is/’
he says, ‘it’s a terrible wild outlandish place, and I
can’t be promisin’ ye many letthers, for God knows
if there'll be a post-office in it at all,” says he, ‘ but
I'll be thinkin’ of ye often, an’ ye must keep up
your heart,” he says. Well,” sucking up her breath
again, *“ poor Mrs. Byrne done all she could for me,
but of course when it got to be weeks an’ months
that I was on my back not able to do a hand’s turn
for meself, an’ no money comin’ an’ no sign o’
Barney, what could she do, poor cratur 7 One day
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She and her neighbor were excellent friend-s all
the same, and she soon shared Kate's enthusiasm
for ** the Sisthers,” finding comfort moreover in the
discovery that Sister Louise understood and sym-
pathized with her feelings, and was willing to re-
ceive endless confidences on the subject of th.e
“little boy,” and to discuss the probability of his
speedy advent with almost as much eagerness as
herself.

But all too soon it became evident that unless
Barney made great haste another than he would
take Mrs. Brady “out of ” the workhouse. Grim
death was approaching with rapid strides, and one
day the priest found her so weak that he told her he
would come on the morrow to hear her confession
and to give her the last Sacraments,

Not one word did the old woman utter in reply.
She lay there with her eyes closed and her poor old
face puckered up, unheeding all Kate Mahony’s
attempts at consolation.  These, though well
meant, were slightly inconsistent, as she now as-
sured her friend that indeed it was well for her, and
asked who wouldn't be glad to be out o’ that; and
in the next moment informed her that maybe when
she was anointed she might find herself cured an’
out, as many a wan had before her, an’ wasn’t it

well known that them that the priest laid his holy
hands on, as likely as not took a good turn im-
maydiate,
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Later on Sister Louise bent over Mrs. Brady
with gentle reassuring words.

“God knows best, you know,” she said, at the
end of her little homily, “ you will say, ¢ His will be
done,” won’t you ? ”

“ Sure, Sisther, how can 1?” whispered Mrs.
Brady, opening her troubled eyes, her face almost
awful to look on in its gray pallor. “ How can I
say, ‘ His will be done,” if I'm to die in the work-
house ? An’ me poor little boy comin’ as fast as
he can across the say to take me out of it, an’ me
breakin’ my heart prayin’ that I might live to see
the day ! An’ when he comes back he’ll find the
parish has me buried. Ah, Sisther, how am I to re-
sign meself at all ? In the name o’ God how am
I to resign meself ? ”

The tears began to trickle down her face, and
Sister Louise cried a little too for sympathy, and
stroked Mrs. Brady’s hand, and coaxed and cajoled
and soothed and preached to the very best of her
ability; and at the end left her patient quiet but ap-
parently unconvinced.

It was with some trepidation that she ap-
proached her on the morrow. Mrs. Brady’s at-
titude was so unusual that she felt anxious and
alarmed. As a rule the Irish poor die calmly and
peacefully, happy in their faith and resignation ;
but this poor woman stood on the brink of eternity
with a heart full of bitterness, and a rebellious will,
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Brady ” who had recently arrived from America,
and to whom his cousin, Mrs. Byrne, had broken
the news of his mother’s death.

Sister Louise smiled and sighed as she looked at
this big, strapping, prosperous-looking young fel-
low, and remembered his mother’s description of
him. The black eyes and curly hair and rosy
cheeks were all there, certainly, but otherwise the
likeness to “ St. Patrick ” was not so very marked.

“Mr. Brady wants to hear all about his poor
mother, Sister,” said the Sister Superior. * This
is Sister Louise, Mr. Brady, who attended your
poor mother to the last.”

Mr. Brady, who seemed a taciturn youth, rolled
his black eyes towards the newcomer and waited
for her to proceed.

Very simply did Sister 1.
dwelling on such of his
her last illness, as she th
comfort him.

“There are her be
which she always wore,
her blessing.”

ouise tell her little story,
mother’s sayings, during
ought might interest and

ads, and the little medal,
She left them to you with

Barney thrust out one large brown hand and took

the little packet, swallowing down what appeared
to be a very large lump in his throat

“She told me,” pursued the Sister in rather
tremulous tones, “ tq tell you that she did not fret
at all at the last, and died content and happy. She
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did, indeed, and she told me to say that she was
thankful to be here ?

But Barney interrupted her with a sudden in-
credulous gesture, and a big sob. “ Ah, whisht,
Sisther ! he said.
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BY THEO. GIFT.

CHAPTER L
IRISH MARY.

A scorcHiNG summer’s day in India. Not a
day like those we get in the “ merry month of
May ” in England, but a day when the thermome-
ter is 95 degrees in the shade; when the sun beats
down with a hot, white flame out of a white-hot
sky: when the atmospliere is like the breath of an
oven, scorching up the leaves on the trees and the
very blood in your veins. Not a breath of wind,
not a blade of grass, not a green leaf, only the
dusky palm-trees standing up like shafts of heated
iron against the glaring sky; only the glaring white
of the road winding away into the far interior, the
more glaring whiteness of the dome of an isolated
mosque set in a tuft of trees, and tte low, red brick
walls of the “ station " glowing like fire in the sun-
beams !

It was in the early days of the Mutiny, those aw-

ful days of reckoning which wrote their judgment
49
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in letters of blood on a nation too proud to r
prudent, and too wealthy to be wise. Already the
revolt had begun. The Sepoy regiments at Meerut
had risen simultaneously on a quiet Sunday .after-
noon and butchered officers, women, and children
in one indiscriminate slaughter. At Barragkpore
and Umballa, and a score of other places in the
presidency, native detachments, and, in some cases,
whole regiments, had mutinied, here and there
massacring their white comrades and officers. and
marching off in triumph, here and there overcome
by the superior force of the English, Delhi itself,
the mighty capital of the East, was invested. A
few days more, and it was to fall with a stupendous
crash, a stream of blood and ruin which was to
overwhelm the army of India with an agony of
horror beyond all vengeance,

And yet the Indian Government looked on
calmly, unbelieving that these numerous outrages
and risings were anything but isolated acts of in-
subordination; and while in one town English offi-
cers were being blown from the guns, and English
women crucified in horrible imitation of their

Lord against the city walls, their countrymen and
countrywomen in another, n

tant, were leading the usual
dian life, ignorant of what
utterly incredulous th
hour descend upon th

ot many leagues dis-
pleasant, languid In-
was happening, or

at the like fate might at any
emselves.

Even at little Futterhabad, a smal1 government
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depot occupied by two companies of the Sixth, and
a battalion of native foot, under Captains Donald-
son and Clare, they were all unconscious of any
danger awaiting themselves till, two days before,
a messenger from the officer in command at the
neighboring town of Susi informed Captain Don-
aldson that some of the Sepoys there had raised
cries of disaffection and refused to obey orders,
that the English garrison was as yet strong enough
to keep them under, but that a large body of
mutineers were reported as marching on the place,
and the officers of the Sixth were implored to start
with all speed, and so intercept these latter, as, were
they once to coalesce with the disaffected within
thie walls, the lives of the English one and all would
in all probability be the sacrifice. No time was
lost in complying with the appeal contained in this
dispatch ; and the senior captain (Donaldson)
thought himself showing extraordinary prudence
in deciding not to take the native battalion with
them.

“ Not but that I believe our fellows to be as true
as steel, but it’ll be acting on the safe side not ta
excite them by leading them against their old com-
rades,” he said, and Captain Clare agreeing, the
regiment marched out of Futterhabad an hour
before sundown, leaving behind it, besides the
soldiers’ wives and children and the civilians, an
English sergeant and ten men to overawe (?) the
native troops; as also the young wife of Captain
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‘Clare, who had become a mother only a fortnight
back.

She was not within the cantonment. The over-
powering heat of the town had affected her so un-
favorably in her state of health that her husband
had removed her to a deserted mosque about a
quarter of a mile distant from the depot, which,
standing in a garden thickly overgrown with palm
and tulip trees, made a pleasant sort of improvised
bungalow for the invalid.

The change had agreed with her wonderfully ;
and when Captain Clare suggested that she should
be moved back to the cantonment during his ab-
sence, she refused, declaring she would remain
where she was.

“You expect to be back in thirty-six hours,”
she said. “ What good is there in my making my-
self uncomfortable for so short a time ? ”

And Captain Clare left her, believing that there
was no reason for his doing otherwise.

The fierce day had faded into evening at last, the
evening of the day after his departure, and Mrs.
Clare lay on her couch, her ayah squatted on the
floor beside her, with the infant in her arms, and
the punkah waving with monotonous regularity
over her head. The croaking of the frogs could be
heard distinctly from the pool in the deserted gar-
den belgw, mingling with the sharp “cheep, cheep”
of the lizards, and an occasional murmur from the
cantonment; but it was not to those sounds that
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Mrs. Clare was listening as she leaned forward on
her elbow and looked out through the narrow,
arched window, from which, for more air, the
matted curtain had been drawn aside.

“ What can it be ?” she said at last. “ Don’t
you hear it, Zeena ? ”

“ Hear what, mem-sahib ? ” and the ayah ceased
her rocking and crooning over the babe to look
up.

“ Just now there was such a strange noise from
the cantonment. Can it be the Sixth returning ?”

“ The mem-sahib is feverish. Zeena hear nos-
sing at all; and de Sahib Clare and de Sixth not
go to come back till to-morrow.”

“ But we were to have heard from them to-day
and there has been no message. Can anything
have happened, or—there, Zeena, you must hear
that.”

“ That ” was audible enough indeed, a cry from
the cantonment, something between a shriek and a
shout, and followed by a confused hum of many
voices.

“Soldier got ‘bhang’—drunk—mad,” said Zeena
lazily. * Sergeant put him in black-hole.”

“It is news of some sort from the regiment.
Ah, how cruel of them not to send to me ! Zeena,
give me the baby and run up to the cantonment
and see what it is. Make haste!” And as the
lady clapped her hands impatiently, Zeena rose,
and only waiting to lay the infant by its mother,
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sped swiftly through the low, arched doorway and
disappeared into the night,

Left alone Mrs. Clare’s anxiety increased. The
strange rolling sound was now plainly distinguish-
able for the measured tramp of soldiers; and that
some great excitement was going on at the canton-
ment was more and more evident. Once a shrill
cry rose faintly into the air. Then came the sharp
clang of a bell as suddenly suppressed, and yet no
thought of danger there or to herself crossed her
mind. Her fears were entirely with the Sixth and
the husband who had marched away at their head.
Could it be that they were coming back defeated,
and—without him? Had no one courage to
break the news to her ? Twice she called aloud
to the other servants, but there was no answer.
Even the punkah has ceased to wave for the last
few minutes.

A step roused her. A quick, noisy step coming
Nearer every moment. Was it her husband ? No,
that was no military tread; but a woman’s, and one
flying up the garden-walk with frantic, almost
dt.xmsy haste; another moment and the heavy cur-
tain draping the doorway was torn aside, and a
figure panting with excitement stood in the en-
trance.

A young woman with a sunburnt, freckled face
‘;1:]5 r;):nd.with tangle.d, red.dish elf-locks, her bare

gging something like a dingy bundle of
Tags to her bosom, herself clad in rags of divers hues
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badly covered by an old plaid cloak,—such was the
intruder who thrust herself into Mrs. Clare’s pres-
ence: a girl, nicknamed “ Irish Mary,” wife to a
soldier in the Sixth, but not “ on the strength.”
She seemed beside herself now, for after that one
pause for breath she darted to the couch where the
pretty patrician lady lay in her white draperies, and
exclaimed in tones hoarse with excitement: “ Mrs.
Clare, dear, is it lyin’ here ye are, as if nothin’ were
doin’ ! Get up and fly for the love of heaven.”
“Fly! Where? From what?” cried Mrs
Clare, her indignation at the intrusion lost in as-
tonishment as the other, having deposited her
bundle on the bed, almost lifted her on to her feet.
“ From murther an’ slaughterin’, an’ worse a
million times to the like o’ you an’ me !” Mary
cried, her rough hands busy in thrusting Mrs.
Clare’s little bare feet into a pair of shoes, and
flinging a dark cloak which happened to come
handy over her muslin wrapper. “ Shure an’ aren’t
the Sepoy divils afther enterin’ the depot, an’ our
soldiers drugged aforehant, an’ no shot fired to
stay them! Och! bad cess to the thraitorous
scoundhrels that let 'em in ! Hark to thim, dear !
There’s a cry! Och! hurry, hurry, as ye're a
livin’ woman. There'll not be wan alive an hour
hence ; nor we aither if we're not gone from
here.”
There was a desperate earnestness in the girl’s
eyes, but Mrs. Clare tried to resist.
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“The Sepoys here!” she stammered. *“ Do
you mean our battalion has risen ?

“An’ have let in a couple of hundhred more at
laste. Shure, an’ wasn’t I afther hearin’ the thread
of them as they cum up the road ! Misthress, dear,
for God’s sake don’t stan’ there. There was wan
of ours as wasn’t drugged, Sergeant McCann he
was, an’ the thing I stumbled over at the gate was
the dead body of him hacked thro’ an’ thro’.
Shure an’ I niver stayed till T got here; for I knew
"twas in yer bed ye were, an’ none to purtect ye.”

“ Thank you,” said Mrs. Clare faintly, and very
pale, “ but go yourself; Captain Clare will be back
in a few hours now if he be alive, and if not, I—I
would rather die here.”

“Die is it ?” cried Mary contemptuously, “ an’
d’ ye think it’s I would be afther fearin’ death if
that was all? Or ¢ ye think it’s betther for the
captain to fin’ you a slave to the black haythens, an’
yer child’s brains dashed out on the stones, as they
did wid the childher at Meerut ?  Missis dear, I'm
flyin’ for Jim’s sake an’ me boy’s here, an’ I'm not
goin’ widout you; for the captain’s been good an’
kind to Jim, an’ thrated meself like the dacent
wedfied wife as I am (even if I'm not on the
sthringth). Come, ma’am, hurry ! Ye'll walk
bett.her by yersel’ than if ye were tied to 3 gun an’
dhriven. Here, take hould of that shawl while I
rowl the childher together. I'll carry them, an’
you kape close to me, This way—so 17
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And Mrs. Clare made no more resistance, but
followed with the meekness of a child in her foot-
steps.

What a sight met her as they crept from out of
that vaulted temple into the night air ! The east-
ern sky was red as blood from the blazing roof of
her own house in the officers’ quarters; and in that
scarlet light she could see the hillside and the walls
of the cantonment dotted over with black figures,
while the whole air seemed alive and quivering with
a turmoil of shrieks, cries, and yells of agony or
triumph.

One look was sufficient ; and then Gertrude
Clare cowered closer to the side of the Irish girl,
and clung to her, murmuring : ** We shall never
escape ! What hope is there ? 7

“ Foller me, or it'll be thrue for ye,” Mary mut-
tered in curt response, as she dived into a dense
thicket of prickly-pear and jungle-grass, trampling
a path in front with her strong feet, and leaving
many a fragment of her ragged garments on the
thorny boughs, yet never suffering a touch to dis-
turb the sturdy, brown-skinned eight-months’
baby, or the tiny infant of scarce twice as many
days, which she carried so tenderly in her right
arm.

By and by Mrs. Clare stopped. They had not
gone a couple of hundred yards. but she, poor girl,
was faint and exhausted by the rough walking.
Yet “ Mary,” she said, “ they will be on the return
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march, and see the blaze. It will bring them up all
the quicker, and if he finds me gone—oh ' G.od,'I
know my husband—he will fling away h1§ life in
the effort to tear me from among his enemies, and
I—I shall not be there.” ‘

“Wid God’s blessin’ ye won’t indade!” said
Mary solemnly, “an’ niver throuble yersel’.
They’re not returnin’ as yet, at all, at all. I heerd
them black naygurs talkin’ ov’'t as I crouched
down in the scrub yonder; an’ the half of them had
parted off to meet the Sixth an’ delay thim outside
Susi till the lave o’ thim had got all they wanted
here.”

“Where are we going then, Mary ? If they are
bent on destroying Captain Clare and the Sixth,
where is the use of our saving ourselves ? "’

“ Desthroy the Sixth,isit? A pack o’ dhurty
tebels !’ cried Mary scornfully. * Shure, an’

they've more thrust in the masther

an’ his men
than yersel’. Ip

8 not hopin’ to stay thim more
than an hour or two they are, but ”—and Mary’s
brown face paled and Gertrude Clare shuddered, as
she added—* Misthress dear, I heerd wan say,
* Work yer wull for to-night, but take none wid ye
whin ye g0, not a livin’ soul, man nor woman,’ an’
I blessed Our Lord that I'd larnt enough o’ their
lingo to understan’. Ask the great God to kape
Y€ out ov their han’s, and come on now. We've
no time to lose.”

She hurried on as she spoke, and Gertrude fol-
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lowed feebly, trembling in every limb, but striving
with uncomplaining resolution to keep in her com-
panion’s footsteps. Did not the shrieks of those
then weltering in their blood within the walls of
Futterhabad cry to them to haste for life or death;
for more than life, from worse than death, away !
at all speed, away !

On and on, tearing their feet and hands, stoop-
ing their heads low, praying inwardly the whole
time, they struggled for half an hour, the Irish girl
walking with the firm, elastic tread of one well used
to the march, the English one staggering after with
a step momentarily slacker and more uncertain,
until they found themselves on the edge of a large
field of Indian corn,—and then, as Mary stooped
lower with her burden, that her head might not
show above the tall green stalks, Mrs. Clare
gasped out:

“Go on. Save yourself. I—can do no more,”
and fainted away at her humble friend’s feet. At
the same moment the latter’s baby set up a piteous
wail.

Half beside herself, Mary crouched down, hush-
ing her baby to her breast with one hand, while
with the other she loosened the fainting woman'’s
dress and turned her face upwards that the night
air might refresh her. She could do no more.
There was not a drop of water near to moisten the
lips already black and parched, but when her child
had fallen asleep again, she laid both babes down




60 A SOLDIER'S WIFE.

by Mrs. Clare and crept on hands and knees to a
little eminence where she could have a view of their
surroundings. .

Poor Gertrude ! She was roused from her merci-
ful stupor by something sharp and stinging, and,
opening her eyes, saw Mary leaning over her with
a branch of some thorny plant in her hand ; but
not even the seemingly cruel method of her revival
recalled her so much as the look of horror on the
girl’s freckled face.

“Foller me—so !” the latter whispered, and
crawling behind her, Gertrude came to a point
where, peeping through the sheltering stack of the
Indian corn, they could see the valley beneath.
They were not more than hali a mile, as the bee
flies, from the mosque. It lay just below them, and
Gertrude, following the direction of Mary’s finger,
felt her blood grow chill within her veins as she
saw five armed figures steal through the garden
to the door from which the two women had so
recently escaped.

The next moment they came rushing out into

the garden again, beating about in search of their

victim.  Mary’s hand closed on her companion.
“If they find our t

hrack an’ come sthraight
afther us they'll be ten minutes gettin’ here,” she

sa%d huskily.  “ Missis dear, I only ax ye to run ten
minutes more. If we can but get through this field
an’ dow

0 towards the river | know where we can

hide, an’ they’ll not be follerin’ fur fear o' bein’
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cut off by our men. Only kape up yer heart fur
the love o’ God, an’ thry.”

CHAPTER 1L
FOR LIFE OR DEATH.

It was a terrible position; and the young wife
and mother understood it to the full. A dull, red
spot burned in each white cheek, and her beautiful
eyes looked glazed and distended; yet she spoke
firmly:

“1I will do my best, but if I drop leave me; it will
not be your fault, and I shall not suffer long.”

Mary said nothing, but squeezed the slim, white
hand in her brown and horny one, and then, only
waiting to lift the mercifully sleeping children, they
resumed their flight.

Not for long. Before they had reached the fur-
ther extremity of the maize-field Mrs. Clare had
thrice stumbled. The stooping position now nec-
essary was even more fatiguing than their up-hill
climb through the scrub, and Mary stopped of her
own accord, warned by the long-drawn, gasping
breath that her companion’s strength had well-
nigh come to an end. A new idea seized her, and
taking off her cloak she succeeded in strapping the
infants on to her back; then making Mrs. Clare
take her arm, led her on, cheering the sinking girl
every now and then with an encouraging whisper.
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And the perspiration poured off either brow like
scalding rain; and the pitiless white moon looked
down with a searching eye on the two poor hunted
women ; now and then a distant cry came from
behind, warning them that their pursuers had
found traces of their passage. It was down-hill
now ; but every step was a stumble, every brea.th
a prayer ; and they had gained such a little dis-
tance !

Suddenly Mrs. Clare reeled, and the hold on
Mary’s arm gave way. The red spots on her
cheeks had died out and a mortal pallor was there
instead,

“Mary,” she said, every breath coming with a
moan, * leave me now—I command it. You've
done vour best—God bless you—go, take your
child, and give me mine. It could not live long
without me; and I can go no further ; not one
step.”

And looking in her face Mary Kirwan saw it was
true.  For a moment she stood still and mute,

then a scarlet color rushed into her cheeks, and she
fell on her knees,

"0 Lord Christ! T see 2 way, but it’s hard,
hard. Help me to do it ; for there’s no other at
all.”

It was a moment’s prayer, and no sooner uttered
than she rose, undid the children from her back,
handed Mrs. Clare her own, and tenderly wrapping
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up the other in her cloak darted away with it
among the corn-stalks without a word.

When she came back her arms were empty, and
her face was white as death.

“Mary ! cried the English mother, * where is
it ? What have you done with it—your child 7 ”

“TI’'ve put it down,” said Mary, her lips quivering
as she raised the other. * Maybe they’ll not be
afther seein’ him (for it’s in a little hole he is among
the corn) widout he cries; and he’ll not do that,
the darlin’, when I’ve nursed him but the now, an’
wrapped him up warm to slape.”

“ But Mary—my God ! What do you mean ? "

“ Mane ! shure, that I can’t carry you and the
childher too,” said Mary simply; * an’ it’s thrue, ye
can’t walk no further. Och ! don't be talkin’, but
hould yer own tight while I lift ye. Shure it's not
the feather-weight ve are. Don't be talkin’, I say,”
checking with an almost fierce authority the re-
sistance which Mrs. Clare would fain have offered
as she was lifted from the ground. * But iv ye
never yet axed the Mother o’ God to pray for you
an’ yours, ax her now, as you're a mother yersel’,
for me.”

And on she strode as she spoke. walking far more
swiftly now under her burden than when she had
to accommodate her steps to the fragile creature
behind her ; though now and then a sob broke
from her bosom, rending the heart of the prostrate
girl she carried.
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Yet it was not the weight which di§tress§d her.
This delicate, slender-limbed young thn'lg, with h;lzr
baby in her arms, weighed less in reality thanft e
keg of spirits or water with which Mary had o terr;
marched behind the Sixth, or the creel ‘of tu
under which she used to tramp her native hills. It
was the mother’s heart in her, fighting and break-
ing for that sturdy, brown-skinned infant whom
every step put farther and farther from her, ax}d st1
she hurried on more swiitly for the agony in .her
mind, sometimes running, sometimes stumbling,
sometimes nearly falling; never daring to pause, or
lift her head once for a single breath, And still
the cries of the massacre, broken every now and
then by a shot fired after some stray fugitive fOl-
lowed them; and still the red flames of the burning
cantonment filled the sky with a wild, red glow,
still their pursuers kept upon their track.

A race for life or death, for honor or slavery, bur-
dened with the increased weight of a fainting wo-
man, flying along under the black shadow of the
prickly-pear hedges, crouching among the jungle-
grass in the open space till the moon, passing be-
hind a cloud, enabled the Irish girl to pursue her
perilous journey ; scrambling through fields of

cotton, losing her way more than once ina*
or grove, of feather

matted and wov
dazzling hues b

tope,”
Yy tamarinds, and tulip-trees,
en together with creepers, whose

¥ day would have made rich the
conservatory of an emperor, still on, on with one



THEO. GIFT. 65

prayer in her heart that the waning night might
be delayed yet a little longer till she had reached
a shelter she knew of, namely, an ancient tomb half
hidden among jungle and creepers in a thicket near
the river.,

And she did. As the eastern sky flushed into a
delicate rose-color, tinting earth and cloud with an
meffable, opaline glory, her sore and wearied feet
stumbled heavily into the thicket of which she had
been in search. As the mighty globe of day rose
above the horizon, flooding all India in one second
with its dazzling light, the Irish girl passed under
the ruined arch of the tomb, and dropped upon the
dank earth within with a cry of thankfulness half in-
audible from fatigue.

They were safe.

And Mrs. Clare, rising to her knees, took the
brown hands to which she owed her life in her little
fingers, covering them with tears and kisses as
again and again she poured thanks and blessings
on her preserver. Mary checked her.

“Whisht ! Not a word above yer breath!
Shure, an’ I'm hearin’ somethin’ passin’ the
now.”

Men’s voices were indeed audible, laughing and
talking loudly along the road, but whether they
were deserters, or only coolies on their way to
labor, the women could not tell, as they cowered in
the inmost recesses of their sanctuary, not even
venturing for the next half-hour to creep out to
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drink at a little muddy pool among the reedf‘,,
which grew thickly all round them, though their
lips and throats were so parched and swollen by
this time, that they had hardly been able even to
whisper a word to one another.

Mrs. Clare, with great discretion, drank spar-
ingly; and would fain have coaxed Mary to do.the
same; but the latter plunged her hot face deep into
the water, swallowing it in gulps, and only reply-
ing when she had slaked her thirst to the full.

“Lave me alone. It’s got to last me till I get
back.”

“Back ! where ?” Mrs. Clare asked, but was
abashed by the reply.

“ Shure, an’ is it lave me child fur good I'd be
doin’ ?”
Gertrude burst into tears. Her long fainting-fit

had confused her, and she now reproached herself
bitterly.

“Ah, how could T let you! And you whom

T've often looked down on 1 Why didn’t you leave
me instead ?

“You're a woman yersel,” said Mary gently.
“ An’ could you be afther lavin’ a feller-woman now

to the marcy o’ thim black divils ?  As to the boy,
acushla ”—her

plain features working unrestrain-
edly with the

Sorrow she tried not to express in
words—* wasn’t it betther to lave hi

he slapin’ like an angel in me ould ¢l
all the world the color o’ the grou

m awhile, an’
oak, that’s for
n' ? Shure, I
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tuk him to the font meself afore iver we left Cal-
cutta, as is more than iver ye've been afther doin’
for yours I’ll be boun’, the purty, wee craythur ! so
I'd the clane right to say to our blessed Lord, ‘ It’s
You he belongs to now, so take care ov him till I'm
comin’ back, for it’s meself is takin’ care of a poor
unbelavin’ sow] for You,’ I said.”

“ But, Mary,” cried Mrs. Clare, weeping more
freely for the girl's simplicity and confidence,
“don’t go notwe. It will be only throwing away
your own life, and if they have discovered him—
oh ! please God they have not !—it will be too late
to save him. Don’t, Mary ! The Sixth will be
here in a few hours hence, and then we will go
back together and search for him, and he shall
never want for anything again if I can help it, or
you either. Only stay !”

But Mary shook her rough head doggedly.

“I could thrust Him above to help me when I
was thryin’ to help Him,” she said, “ but ef ‘twas
carin’ for meself I was—an’ shure anyhow is it 1
could sit here, an’ me purty, bright-eyed boy, Jim’s
one bairn, tugging at me heart-sthrings the
while ?”

And yet it was with a stern, beautiful patience
that she delayed another ten minutes to feed Mrs.
Clare’s tiny infant which had wakened crying with
a hunger which its poor young mother had no
power to relieve. Then, her work of charity com-
pleted, the private’s wife gave the babe back to its
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mother, and sallied forth on the return search for

hild. .
heli,celftl (i.lone the hours passed wearily ?v1th the
officer’s wife. She was worn out with fatigue and
agitation. She was faint with hunger, and,‘ QO
what she would, her child wailed and fretted as 1f.m
pain, keeping her in constant alarm lest the noise
should lead to their discovery.

The sun rose higher and higher, till the low en-
trance to the ruin glowed like the yellow mouth of
a furnace. The child, tired with crying, fell asleep
again; and she herself was resting in a sort O.f half-
slumber of exhaustion, when a noise from thho.ut
startled her to a sitting position, her heart sick with
terror. There was a clatter of horses’ feet, and the
regular tramp of many men coming up the road.

Was it the Sixth ? Or was it the party of the
mutineers which had separated from their fellows ?

I it were the former, they might pass on, never
suspecting her presence, and leave her to perish of
hunger and weakness. If the latter, and she were
to show herself, God only could foresee her fate in
its full horror, And the tramp, tramp came nearer
and nearer. She could catch, now and then, the

gleam of arms among the trees which hid the ruin.
The suspense became intolerable.

child gently in a dark corner, she cra

entrance and looked out,

passing.  She could see the
Sixth,

Laying her
wled to the
A body of troops were

scarlet uniforms of the
and the Scotch caps and gray jackets of
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Captain Donaldson's men as, at quick march and
in double file, they passed along, and yet when she
tried to call to them her tongue clove to her mouth,
a mist rose before her eyes, and with a faint cry she
sank face foremost on the ground.

When she recovered she was in her husband’s
arms, and his grateful tears were on her face. Lit-
tle indeed did that young officer, who, on the re-
turn march, had heard of the attack on Futterhabad
and the wholesale massacre of every man, woman,
and child of white blood, expect to see his wife alive
and safe. The Sixth had met and defeated the
party of which they were in search with more ease
than they had expected, and were in consequence
returning rather earlier, when they met en route
the body of mutineers despatched for that purpose,
who, by first harassing and then leading them in
pursuit, had without the loss of more than two or
three men contrived to delay them two good hours
on their way.

* * * * *

And Mary ¢

Neither you, nor I, nor any one save those Eng-
lish women who passed through the agonies of that
Indian “ reign of terror ” can tell what this girl en-
dured in her return search for her child.

It was then in the last week of May, and the
heat at eight o’clock was so intense that it
seemed to frizzle the brains in her uncovered
head. She had lost a shoe. and her feet were
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cut and swollen. Her head felt swollen too,
and her eyes were dim and distended; as the sun
grew hotter and hotter a species of delirium seemed
to seize her. She saw before her a crowd of Se-
poys with inflamed eyes and dark ferocious faces,
and in the midst of them her baby held on high by
one of the miscreants in the act to dash its brains
out upon the ground. She shrieked aloud in her
agony, darted wildly forward, stumbled, fell head-
long to the ground, staggered to her feet again ;
and lo! the Sepoys were gone, and instead her
child was wailing, wailing somewhere in front of
her. Yes, she saw it now distinctly, wrapped in
the cloak as she had left it among the corn-stalks,
and near it, crouching for a spring, a huge Bengal
tiger. Again she screamed and sprang forward,
throwing out her arms wildly to scare the animal,
and again the horrible vision vanished—only to be
renewed a thousand times in a thousand different
forms.

And then, all at once, the weight rolled off her
brain, and the red mist from before her eyes. She
was on her knees in the maize-field, and in front of
her was the very hole where she had laid her infant,

with the rusty plaid cloak crumpled on the edge of
it.

But the child ?

For the moment an awful d
a cry broke from her J
that it scared away

espair seized her, and
Ps so shrill and unearthly
a couple of vultures who were
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hovering low over something a yard or two distant.
A little cooing, gurgling note of pleasure answered,
and turning she saw a round rosy face among the
corn-stalks and a pair of fat hands, and naked,
dimpled feet trying, by stretching and crawling, to
get at the mother who had left it.

When Captain Clare, accompanied by four of his
men, entered the same field to search for his wife’s
preserver, they found Mary quietly seated on the
ground nursing her baby, and the ringing cheer
which greeted the sight might have shown her how
her heroism was appreciated by those brave,
rugged hearts. She hardly heeded it ; but just
stood up, dropping her courtesy to the officer, and
then looked round at the others.

“ An’ where’s my Jimatall 2

There was no answer. The men did not seem to
hear, and Captain Clare began urging her, in an
agitated way, to hasten with him to the carriage at
the foot of the hill where Mrs. Clare was waiting
for her. Mary courtesied again.

‘“ Thank ye, sur. ’Tis very good ye are to me ;
but I'm not wantin’ to lave me husband, though it’s
not ‘ on the stringth’ I am. Shure. I'll go down
to him the now, since he’s no mind to come up to
me. Maybe, though, he’s not got lave to falt out
o’ the ranks for that.”

The last words were said piteously, her eager
blue eyes lifted to the officer’s kindly face. Very
gently he took her arm.
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“Come to the carriage first, Mary, anyway.
Mrs. Clare wants to—to speak to you. My good
girl, my brave girl, you're not going to give way
now ?”

“Is it kilt he is ? 7 she asked hoarsely; and then
before any reply could be given save the mute an-
swer of the eyes, the child fell from her arms. she

reeled suddenly, and dropped a senseless, crumpled
heap at the commander’s feet.
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Fair Dorotby Thilmot.

BY BARONESS PAULINE VON HUGEL

CHAPTER 1.

“ JoaN, Joan, what think you ? Her Grace and
my Lord Cardinal are dead !”

The speaker was my dear lady, the beautiful Mis-

- tress Dorothy Wilmot, and the event of which she
did apprise me was the death of the Queen of Eng-
land and her kinsman, Cardinal Pole.

“ God rest their souls !” I cried, suffering the
work I held to drop into my lap; **’tis evil days we
have to look for now !”

“ Nay, Joan,” said my mistress, “ give not place
to doleful dumps—methinks thou art not unlike a
raven in thy black gown and with thy black eyes—
those black eyes of thine are wont to tinge what
they see with somewhat of their own hue. What
cause is there for fear? Will not the Lady Eliza-
beth be Queen now ? Stay, thou wert not by when
my father told of what took place but two weeks
ago! ’Tis the King of Spain, it seems, hath fa-
vored her succession—is he not as good a Papist as

75
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thyself 7 And, to make the matter more secure,
Her Grace sent for the Lady Elizabeth, and l')efore
she would name her heir to the throne, required a
solemn promise of fidelity to the Catholic faith; a'nd
then my Lady Elizabeth did confirm the sincerity
of her belief in the strongest words, and prayed
God that ‘ the earth might open and swallow her
up if she were not a true Roman Catholic.” What
sayest thou now, Joan ?”

“ That words are cheap, Mistress Dorothy, and
that perchance to the Lady Elizabeth LEngiand’s
crown seemeth worth a lie—nay, be not angry—all
may be mighty well, but do men gather grapes of
thorns, or figs of thistles ? When they do, then
shall a daughter of King Henry and Anne Boleyn
be what we would have her be.”

“ And when a Queen shall be to thy entire liking,
then, my good Joan, shall we be living in Utopia,
the land of which that wise man, Thomas More,
did write. Was not Queen Mary too Catholic for
thy liking ? »

*“ Nay, not too Catholic,” T made answer; * that
could not be; byt persecution misliketh mesore; did
not the Lord of the harvest say that the wheat and

have advised the excel-
g measures; ’tis rather
Grace think them good
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Catholics by showing this unhallowed zeal, and
who, I misdoubt me sore, will be among the first
to shuffle off their ill-fitting Popery when their new
sovereign shall bid them do so.”

My lady's blue eyes began to flash, and I dared
say no more. Somewhat haughtily she bade me get
together her best wearing apparel, as full soon she
and her father would be travelling up to London
to see the new queen pass through the town in
state. ** But thou canst tarry here an thou dost
list,” she added coldly; I can dispense thee from
thy service.”

And so my lady left me to my thoughts. Why
was Mistress Dorothy thus discomposed ?  The
reason was not far to seek, but ere I tell it, let me
say a few words touching other matters, and, first
of all, concerning Joan, her waiting-maid. My
mother had come over from Spain to the service of
Queen Katharine, had married in England, and
early left a widow, had sent me across the seas to
be brought up in a nunnery, while she took service
once more, this time with my Lady Wilmot. That
lady soon learned to love the trusty waiting-woman
right well, and it was through her good offices that
the little wench in the foreign convent, who had
displayed quick parts and a thirst for knowledge,
was trained up somewhat beyond her station. But
calamity was to befall poor Joan—she married
young, and she too, like her mother, was early
left a portionless widow, and then Joan’s first

o
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thought was to return to England anq take St’ir-
vice with my Lady Wilmot, and if possible fill the
vacancy left by the sudden death of her valtiled
waiting-woman. I shall never forget' my ?Omlndg
unto Chesney Court, and my Lady Wilmot’s kind-
ness. She was a most sweet lady, good and beau-
tiful,—though not so beantiful as Mistress Doro-
thy. The dear lady looked at me long anfl search-
ingly, and then she did embrace me. “ God bless
thee, Joan,” said she earnestly, ““ thou art come to
be to Dorothy what thy mother was to me, the
faithfullest of serving-women—but be thou yet
more than this. If I mistake not, thou canst reafi
men and women as well a5 books—be Dorothy's
friend when T am gone.”

I marvelled at these words, but at that moment
entered my lord, and with him Mistress Dorothy.

How shall 1 describe my mistress as 1 first saw
her in the fair sunset of that summer evening !
The maid Was scarce sixteen years of age, tall and

comely—her golden hair framed

Urves of the delicate lips; the blue
eyes looked resolute and trye as well

but, above all, on the fajr countenance

that look of candid innocence which, methinks, the
Lord mygt have seen Writ on the brow of the young
man whom Straightway, as He looked upon, He
loved. My heart ag well as mine eyes had seemed

as loving,
there was
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to travel forth to greet the comely maiden; I went
up to Mistress Dorothy—my gift from God, given
by Him to fill the aching empty place in my heart.
“I am your serving-woman and friend, madam, all
the days of my life,” I said, bowing low before her.
She smiled, and the whole fair face seemed lit up
as though by brightest sunshine.

“Dear Joan,” she said, stooping down to kiss
me, * nay, what a little body thou art to be so old
and wise ! Thou shalt teach me much of thy for-
eign lore, for I too have a mind to be learned.”

At this my lord burst out a-laughing. ** What
quoth he, “ art thou not fair enough, Doll, to find
a husband whether thy head be full or empty P

Whereat Mistress Dorothy frowned, and tapped
her foot impatiently. ““’Tis for my own use, sir,
not a husband’s,” she made answer, “ that I would
fain furnish my head.” Whereat my lord laughed
the more, but my lady chid her daughter gently
for being too forward with her answers.

Soon after Joan's coming my lady’s health, as
she doubtless had foreseen, began rapidly to de-
cline, and she grew so feeble ere the winter had
come 'twas a wonder she had spirit enough left to
crave my lord to carry herself and all of us to Lon-
don to witness the most memorable and touching
sight I ever did behold. The Cardinal bearing the
Pope’s pardon to this realm had been escorted in
triumph from Dover. At Gravesend he entered
the royal barge to which he did affix his silver rood
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—ah, me ! 'twas goodly that the sign of our salea-
tion should be publicly honored in this land again.
And now, on the feast of St. Andrew, the Cardinal
did solemnly absolve the nation from its appstasy.
We knelt as we heard the great ** Amen ” ring out
into the still air, and round about were strong men,
as well as women, weeping and striking their
breasts as they cried out, ** This day are we born
again!”

We received the Cardinal's blessing after the
Mass as he made his way past his kneeling fellow-
countrymen, from whom he had been an exile be-
cause of his fidelity to Rome. Then did we hurry
to Paul's Cross to hear Chancellor Gardiner preach
to the multitude, bewailing sore that he had not
withstood His Majesty as he ought touching the
supremacy, and calling on those who in times so
perilous had flinched or faltered, to seek Christ’s
pardon with himself. But the crowning grace, it
seemed to me, was when the Most Holy Sacrament
was carried through the streets of the great city
that like Jerusalem had been so faithless to its
Lord—the banners gleamed, the censers waved,
and from a hundred hundred hearts and lips burst
forth the cry, * Lauda Sion salvatorem ! What
think vou must those generous souls h

through evil report, as wel]
who in prisons

ave felt who
as now in good report,
and stripes beyond measure had
ever remained faithful and trye ?

That evening my lady retired to rest somewhat
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early, wearied with the fatigues of the day. When
I had fulfilled my little duties about her person she
did take hold of my hand. “ Joan,” said she, a
happy light shining in her eyes, “I can sing my
‘nunc dimittis * now—England is Catholic and my
lord is reconciled unto the Church. My dear
daughter I leave unto thy care; promise me, a
dying woman, never to leave her, to help her
through the many perils of the world.”

“T will serve her,” I made answer, “ all the days
of my life, but, alack! a poor waiting-woman scarce
a dozen years her senior, can hope for little influ-
ence over one of her quality and high spirit.”

My lady sighed. * Ah, child,” she said, “ I am
leaving this world of lying shadows for the land of
truth and substance—thinkest thou my poor Doro-
thy’s quality or fair face will avail her there ? Me-
thinks she may need a friend more than the poor-
est, most ill-conditioned wench in all this great
city. To thee do I this day most solemnly com~
mit her.”

“I will do my best, my very best,” I answered
through my tears, “ that beyond Jordap Mistress
Dorothy and you may meet, never to part again.”

Ere Christmastide had come and gone the poor
of Chesney Court had lost a constant friend, my
lord the best and gentlest of wives. and my dear
mistress, young, beautifu!, and headstrong. was left
without a mother, to face the dangers of the great
world,
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CHAPTER II.

Four years passed by and Mistress Dorothy was
a child no longer. Her father was proud beyond
measure of his daughter’s comeliness and parts;
moreover it was to her alone that he could look
to advancing the fame of his house, for other chil-
dren had he none. Yet more than one goodly al-
liance did Mistress Dorothy reject, till the day
came—ah, me, how well I mind it now '—when,
casting her arms about my neck, she did cry,
“What think you, Joan ; I have parted with my
heart at last !”

“To whom, dear soul 2 ” quoth I, “ Unto some
one worthy of thy favor, I do trust, and of the right
sort touching religion ? ”

“ Yea.” said she. with that smile like to sunshine,
tis my Lord Erdleigh—is he not a good enough
Papist to please even thee, mine own dear Joan ?”

Her words sent a cold chill to my heart. Lord
Erdleigh was a gentleman nigh twenty years her
senior—handsome, rich, and in very good favor at
the court. but, alack! I wholly mistrusted him. In
the days of King Henry he had taken the oath of
supremacy, and in return had been rewarded with
a goodly share of Church property ; his zeal had
gone further in his late Majesty’s reign—he was a

stanch upholder of the new doctrines and had
been,so it was rumored, the fami

o

Har friend of Cran-
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mer. He was a zealous Papist now, none could
deny that ; more than once at assemblies had he
dropped his beads from his doublet, and on his
friends making somewhat merry thereat, had re-
plied gravely, “ I always carry the like about with
me to insure the protection of Heaven.” More-
over, he was one of those who most advised the
Queen sternly to persecute heretics, and affected
to be sore scandalized with some of the English
hierarchy, and Cardinal Pole in especial, for say-
ing: Bishops should look on those who erred as
sick children, and not for that to slay them,” and
that “* Bishops ought not to seek the death, but
rather to instruct the ignorance of their misguided
brethren,”

“ Oh, my dear, dear lady ! ” was all I could say,
in deep distress.

“ Nay, what ails thee ?” she cried impatiently.
“Hath not my lord found favor with Her Majesty
—be not that a pledge of loyalty to Rome ?”

“ A better would have been,” I answered boldly,
“had he been reconciled to the Church of Christ,
without waiting first to be assured that he should
retain his ill-gotten goods. \Would there were
more like Her Majesty, who hath given up many
thousands of yearly revenue, saying with noble
spirit to those who would have withheld her there-
from, ‘I value the peace of my conscience more
than ten such crowns as that of England.””

Woe’s me ! In my zeal how had I lacked dis-
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cretion ! Mistress Dorothy was a great lover of
my lord, her father—he had never gone so far. as
my Lord Erdleigh, either against Pope or h-eretlcs.-
but he had waited for reconcilement with the
Church till the Cardinal had brought assurances
from Rome that holders of monastic property
should be left in undisturbed possession. I could
plainly see by Mistress Dorothy’s visage that I had
displeased her sore. )

“’Tis easy work for those who have nothm’g to
win or lose to talk mightily magnanimous,” she
said haughtily, ““ but I counsel thee, Joan, an thou
wouldst tarry with me, to mind and mend thy man-
ners, since my husband will not be one to brook
churlishness or froward speeches.” )

“ Bid me not to leave thee ! ” I cried passion-
ately; “ who will ever love thee as I do ? Ah, mis-
tress mine, is not thy heart great enough to pardon
a few slips in courtesy in view of a life’s devotion ?
Art thou like the rest of the world 7 must I fawn

and flatter, and Say peace, peace, w
there is no peace ?

forget thy quality

hen I know
may I never for one moment
and my nothingness, and re-
member only that we are both Christian women
who have the same God to serve, w

the same great Church, w
same glorious heaven ?

Mistress Dorothy’s eve
ere I had ceased speaking.

" Fear nothing, dear heart,”

ho belong to
ho are hoping for the

s had grown very gentle

said she; “no one in
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all Christendom shall part us two—I promise it
thee in my dead mother’'s name. But why mis-
doubt me so ? Dost thou think I would marry my
lord did I not believe him to be a true Catholic ?
Why am I bound to believe evil of one who hath
proved himself so zealous ? Methinks I am a bet-
ter Christian than thou art, for I be less severe in
my judgments. Hadst thou been one of the chosen
twelve, sure it is thou wouldst have warned the
Lord against trusting Blessed Peter any more, and
declined him as thy head after his denial. Hath
my lord done worse than Blessed Peter ?”

I caught hold of her hand as I said: “My
child, my mistress, my dear one, wilt thou give this
hand of thine to a man of blood ? ’Tis true the
best may fall, but when they rise again they are
merciful, they persecute no man, be he the worst
of heretics—think of those awful burnings.”

Mistress Dorothy shuddered as she cried:
“Enough, enough ! we women are altogether too
tender ; we understand not such matters. If I
were Queen, ’tis certain no felon should be put to
death, and then what would become of the safety
of the realm ? 1Is it not worse to kill the soul
than the body. If 'tis lawful to put to death one
who taketh the life of the body. is it less lawful to
put to death one who goeth about destroying
souls ? Nay, I will not argue more, my mind is
made up; I will marry my lord.”

“When ?” 1 asked in deep dejection.
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“ Nay, there be no haste in the .matter,”. s'aud
she, smiling. “ Her Grace's health is fast giving
way; ’tis hardly meet for a courtier to be thinking
of marriage just now.”

I breathed more freely—Mistress Dorothy
might still be saved ! And now methinks I have
brought you back to the beginning of my story.

CHAPTER III.

My dear lady’s anger was but short-lived. She
came to me that very same evening and said :
“Thou art a troublesome woman, Joan, but for all
that I love thee—thou shalt doff thy black gown
and travel to London, and cry, ‘ Long live Queen
Bess " with the bravest of us.”

“Nay,” T said, laughing, “’tis not likely Hf’,r
Majesty’s eyes will pitch upon so small a body in

30 great a throng, but I am happy to be going with
thee.”

“Go to ! thoy foolish woman,”
tupted gayly, “ who could settle
Thou shouldst know
then wouldst thoy be
naughty threats.”

"Twas a goodly show, that court procession,
"twere useless to deny it. T was seated in a little
coign  of vantage at a casement behind Mis-

tress Dorothy, where we could conveniently view
the whole of that great pageant.

the maid inter-
my gear but thou?
thine own worth better,
but little moved at my

But a mist over-
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spread my eyes as a remembrance of the last pageant
I had seen in the self-same city arose as a vision
before me. I saw once more the censers wave
and the banners gleam, the kneeling multitudes,
and then the good Cardinal, loyal and true, bear-
Him aloft, our Life, to bless us as He went by, yea,
to bless us, and be blessed—* Pange lingua,”
“Lauda Sion salvatorem "—I heard the strains
again, “ Long live Queen Bess !” “ Three cheers
for Her Highness ! ” ** God bless your Majesty !”
These cries brought me back to the present with
a start. I looked down and, lo, I did behold our
new Queen! There was a slight block in the
crowd, and I had leisure to note well Her Majesty’s
face—alack ! it misliked me sore. Her bearing was
full queenly, and upon her countenance twas easy
to read a strong will, a clear judgment, a ready wit,
wisdom to conceive a plan, and power to carry it
out. But I saw still more clearly writ upon that sa-
gacious visage, meanness, cruelty, treachery. My
gaze seemed spellbound upon the cold blue eyes
and the thin, compressed lips with their evil smile.
As I thus looked my fill,the Queen glanced upward,
and she for a moment seemed spellbound in her
turn. ’Twas little wonder, I thought,as I turned me
round. The sun was shining full upon my comely
mistress; methought I had never seen her so daz-
zling in beauty before. Flushed and radiant, she
was leaning forward crying out, *“ God bless the
Queen !”  For an instant a frown darkened that
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smiling royal face, as her majesty turned to one of
her escort—methought to inquire the name of the
beautiful maiden. The gentleman looked upward
—'twas no other than my Lord Erdleigh—I cou}d
see pleasure and pride writ in his glance as he did
greet his fair betrothed, but only a look of humble
deference was left as, bowing low before Her
Majesty, he made answer to her question.

The next moment the pageant had passed on,
and my dear mistress, clapping her little hands,
cried out: “ What say you, Joan, does she not look
every inch a Queen ? But she be not over well-
favored—twould be grievous methinks to have
such red hair.  Of the twain "twould please me bet-
ter to have thy black locks though they be some-
what sad-looking. Didst note how nigh unto the
Queen rode my Lord Erdleigh? He be good
friends with Sir William Cecil, who doth stand so
well with Her Highness.”

“Yea,”
bruited th
her of his

I remarked with some disdain, “’tis
at, seeing her late Majesty misdoubted
piety, Sir William Cecil said 'twas well
to withdraw allegiance from the setting to the ris-
Ing sun.”

My Lord Erdleigh waited upon Mistress Doro-
*hy and her father that evening. Methought my
dear lady wore a somewhat troubled look after the
interview, but it dispelled as, showing me a mighty
fair bejewelled ring and necklet, the gifts of my
lord, she said, right ¢arnestly 1 “ Joan, he doth

nter
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in good truth honor and cherish me; I be assured
of that. It seemeth Her Highness is known to be
a scant favorer of the marriage of courtiers, and
doth reckon a fair face as somewhat of a crime.
She did ask after my name this day, and when my
lord had told it, she said sharply,  Rumor hath it,
my lord, that you be about to wed that waxen
Doll, or Dorothy, or whatever be her name.” But
my lord saith that by good contrivance all will be
well, and that for no queen in Christendom would
he give me up.”

“ And touching matters of faith what saith my
lord ? ” quoth I.

The troubled lo~k came back to the sweet, can-
did face. ‘““ Ah, dear heart,” she said, ‘“’tis sad!
The new Queen is bent upon requiring the oath of
supremacy, but my Lord saith she will stop there—
she will go no further than His Majesty, her father,
who thou knowest full well continued Catholic
unto the end.”

“ Not so0,” I said firmly. “ As well would ye seek
to have a ship without a helm, a house without a
roof, or a man without a head, as a Catholic with-
out the Pope.”

“Joan,” said my mistress sadly, “I was not made
for such deep matters—I leave them to older and
wiser heads than mine. I love the holy faith, but
leave me the Church’s blessed sacraments. Christ’s
dear Mother, the Mass, and all the goodly things
we prize, what mattereth it to Dorothy Wilmot

o e e
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whether the Pope in Rome, or the Queen in Lon-
don, be called head ? If there be sin in the matter,
the sin will lie at the door of Her Highness, not
at the door of such of her loyal subjects as do but
obey the Scriptures, that bid us be submissive to
our rulers. Nay, Joan, trouble me not with thy
disputations, which serve but to give me the head-
ache. 1 must e’en let my lord think and decide

for me.” And thus ended a memorable and, to
me, most sad day.

CHAPTER IV.

Maxy months passed by at Chesney Court much
after the wonted manner, save for the not infre-
quent comings of my Lord Erdleigh, who said if
he but steered his bark aright, full confident was he
of obtaining the royal sanction for his union. Thus
hoped 1 ever against hope, that what I so greatly
feared might be averted. Methought, though my
lord loved my mistress, he yet loved power and ad-
vancement more. The two loves seemed hard to
reconcilement, and T felt assured which of the
twain would be banished from his heart, if need
compelled a choice, Mayhap T misjudged him
herein, not reckoning sufficiently upon the magic
spell my dear mistress did ever cast over all who
came nigh unto her person.  Certain it is that my
lord was loyal to her. and in the end obtained a
somewhat ungracious consent from the Queen,
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through the good offices of his friend Sir William
Cecil.

Lord Erdleigh's country seat was situate but
some ten miles from Chesney Court, for which
thing Mistress Dorothy’s father was right glad,
for, said he, “ I shall gain me a son, and shall lose
no daughter.”

“ God help the father of such a son,” thought I,
as I looked at the cold, well-favored visage of Lord
Erdleigh.

Mistress Dorothy, who knew by many a little to-
ken that no love was lost between her betrothed
and me, would chide me often and say, *“ Go to,
thou foolish Joan! Dost thou think 'tis some
cuckoo come to dislodge thee from thy nest within
my heart >—but my heart be big enough for the
two of ye.”

“ Sweet soul,” I cried one day, “ indeed it is not
thus with me. I would be dislodged and banished
from thy heart this moment could I but further
thereby thy best interests, thy soul's eternal inter-
ests.”

“ Joan, Joan, be not afraid,” she made answer,
a passing shadow resting upon that sunny face. * 1
will be faithful to my Church as well as to my
lord—fear not, "twill all be well.”

And now within a month this dreaded union was
to take place. What should I do ? What could I
do? Methinks mine angel guardian must have
whispered a thought of hope to me in my deep de-
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jection. “ Knowest thou not, faint heart, that it.
Bernard saith, none ever implored the help ’Of‘ t‘ le
virgin Mother of God in vain. ‘No one,’ saith
he, not ‘ no saint,’ ‘ no faithful soul,” but just plainly
"no one, that is no one at all. Before the feast of
her Visitation this ill-omened match shall be broken
oft—how 1 know not, but our own St. Anselm
saith, * Crede tamen quod juvamen per eam re-
cipias.”” ,

The time was drawing very near, my dear lady's
wedding apparel was all ready, but still I hoped
and prayed on, * No one, no one, O Dblessed
Mother,” T would whisper to myself, when I grew
of small comfort.

At length one morning Mistress Dorothy called
me to her—she held a letter in her hand.

“Joan,” she said, smiling, “ we will ride over
this day to Erdleigh Castle with my father. My
lord saith it will honor him greatly if I will choose
the special chambers that please me best, that he
may have them hung with the finest tapestries and
adorned for my use. I warrant we find a conven-

ient chamber for thee, too, dear Joan.”

The letter she held was open and unfolded. My
sight is quick and I p

oticed an underlined adden-
dum on the back of the large paper.  “ Pardon
me,” quoth I, “ byt ha

st thou noted the postscript
to this letter ? »
“ Nay."

said she, hastily turning it over.  She
looked a |

ittle discomposed as she said : *“ He
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doth add that if this message arrive earlier than he
doth reckon for, he would beg of me not to visit
Erdleigh till next week, as his servitors have his ar-
mory and other chambers to set in order, which had
best be done ere we visit the place—'tis no matter
though, my father hath ordered out the horses.
We will go this day, Joan.”

“Had we not best wait ?” I said faintly; any-
thing, everything that seemed to bring the mar-
riage less near was wondrous welcome to me. But
my mistress little brooked delays once her mind
was made up.

“Go on ! ” she cried. “ Thinkest thou my lord
hath a Bluebeard’s closet that he would hide from
view ? If it matters not to me to find the place in
disarray, it will matter nothing to him either—
we will e’en go, the more so as the day is fuil
pleasant.”

My heart grew very heavy as we rode along.
Mistress Dorothy was in high spirits, and my lord
her father was bantering her most of the way. It
was easy to see how much he liked the match, for
all the talk turned on the good prospects of the
two houses. “ And what of our trusty Joan?”
said my lord, in his kind, frank way; “ what pre-
ferment shall she have ? Methinks she looketh
somewhat gloomstruck for such joyful times.”

Mistress Dorothy glanced at me somewhat un-
easily; the dear soul was open as the day, and knew
of no concealments even in petty matters. * Joan
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hath a finer conscience than we be gifted with,”
she answered lightly; ““it misliketh her that my
lord hath taken the oath of supremacy to-Her
Highness.”

My lord’s visage waxed somewhat red. “ Well,
well,” said he, “’tis not a matter for young heads
and womanfolk to meddle with.”

“ Pardon me,” I said, his constant kindness em-
boldening me to speak, **’tis over-bold, but I would
fain know what course the Lord Wilmot meaneth
to take——can he doubt which it is that the sainted
lady who is now in heaven is praying that he may
choose ?”

[ saw the tears rise to the eyes of the best of mas-
ters.

“ Thou art altogether too bold for thy sex and
station, Joan,” he made answer, ““ but if thou must
needs know, we in the country lag behind the fre-
quenters of the great city. I know not yet how

I shalt act—time enough, time enough—what saith
the Scripture. ‘sufficit diei malitia sua’ Canst

thou gainsay the wisdom of that ? But Mistress
Dorothy, laughing somewhat uneasily, bid him re-
member who it was that could betimes quote the
Holy Seriptures.

As we were not looked for. my lord bid us dis-
mount at the castle gates, and telling the servants
to take the horses to the village hostelry, we made
our way to the great house. The doors were stand-
Ing open—indeed, the whole building was in great
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confusion, waiting men and maids were running
hither and thither, setting to rights the mansion
that had not been much used by its owner of late
years. My Lord Wilmot, like the true English
gentleman that he was, straightway betook himself
to the kennels and stables. My dear mistress
darted hither and thither with many an exclama-
tion of, “ What think you, Joan? I had scarce
credited it was so big a place! This be a fine
chamber in good sooth—methinks this is the best
of the withdrawing rooms.” Suddenly I remem-
bered Lord Erdleigh having once long ago praised
his chapel, and the massing stuff and other rare
things therein contained, and notably an ancient
image of Our Lady, said to be miraculous, that
the monks used to honor in the days gone by. Me-
thought the holy spot would suit my heavy
heart far better than these grand chambers. Un-
heeded Ly any one, I made my quest first at one
end of the building, then at the other. At length
going up a flight of steps, I did come upon what [
guessed must be the entrance to the chapel. It
was a vestibule in which stood a stoup for holy wa-
ter. Over the doorway were painted the words
“Domus Dei, porta cceli.” 1 entered the chapel,
but to my surprise found it completely empty.

As I was turning to go away after noting the
beauty of the groined roof and oak panelling. a
great noise in the court beneath drew me to the
casement. 1 looked without, and what 1 saw
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doth haunt me still, and will, unto my dying day.
Some of the servitors had apparelled themselves in
the sacred vestments; one was swinging a censer,
yet another was holding aloft a rood of rough work-
manship to the derision of the rest. Meanwhile
some half-drunken fellows, singing a song fit to
make the angels weep, were lighting a bonfire
into which they did cast first one holy thing and
then another. They had brought forth the old
time-honored image of the bLlessed Mother, and
were about to cast it into the flames.

For a moment I stood rooted to the spot with
dismay, then as I ran down into the courtyard be-
neath I cried aloud: = Blasphemers, cowards,
traitors all of ye, how will ye answer to your mas-
ter for this ? ”

" Heyday ! what have we here >" cried one.
* Dost wish, mistress, for some of this massing stuff
to make thyself a Sunday’s kirtle with ? ’Tis not
so fine neither, for mv lord hath long ago carried
away the best to make hangings for the chamber
of my lady that is to be. Thou shouldst have seen
the chalice, or cress—which be we to call it now —
‘twas covered with fair jewels—they have served
for a necklet and ring for my lady. it seemeth. "Tis
a shame to have left us naught but this rubbish.”
Their evil pranks were about to begin again, when
suddenly there fel] a silence upon the unhallowed
crowd, as one man cried out: “ Here cometh my
lord,” and Lord Erdleigh, in travelling-dress,
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betokening that he had but just arrived, walked
into the midst of them.

“ What be all this tomfoolery ?” he said coldly,
“and whom have we lere ?”’ he added, frowning,
as his glance fell upon me. “ Mistress Joan, ye
would be better employed at Chesney Court, at-
tending to the coifs and gowns of the fairest lady
in England, than at Erdleigh Castle mixing in the
revels of some drunken clowns.”

“ My lord,” I cried. * this is not the time for me
to explain, but, oli, see what these men have done !
They are mocking the rood, they have impiously
donned the sacred vestments, they be about to
burn that inage of the blessed Mother.”

“What shall I do to them ?” he said in mocking
tones. “ Perchance thou knowest not that the
fires of Smithfield have gone out, but shall I cast
these idle fellows into yon flames ? ”

“We have only obeyed my lord’s orders,” one
man said sullenly.

“How now, sirrah ?” quoth my lord angrily,
“did T ever say to make all this hubbub, and to get
in half the village for an orgy ?”

“Your lordship said not so, but ordered all the
remaining Popish stuff to be carted away out of
the chapel, which was to be turned into the ar-
mory. If my lord had tarried away until the mor-
row, when he was expected, he would have found
the work complete—no sign of the chapel left—
though in good sooth there he not much trace left
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now, saving some Latin lines and a vat for that
water which the devil abhorreth,” the man added
with a laugh.

“ Bid the men take off these trumpery rags and
cast them into the fire to be burnt with this old
scarecrow of a wonder-working image,” said my
lord, kicking the statue contemptuously towards
the flames. “I would have them cease their tom-
foolery and get on with their work.”

“Hold!” cried a clear ringing voice, in tones like
those, methinks, with which the wondrous Maid of
Orleans must have led her men to victory or death.
My lord and I looked up at the same moment.
At the chapel window, looking down upon the
hideous scene, stood Mistress Dorothy; her face
was white and there was a look of horror in the
wide-opened eyes, but none of fear—that was a
look no one hath ever seen on Dorothy Wilmot’s
face. “My lord, you will order that image of the
holy Mother of God to be rescued from the flames
instantly, or, by Heaven! T will come down and
rescue it myself.”

Lord Erdleigh looked at her for a moment lost
in astonishment. “ How came you hither ?” he
then cried. « Any commands of yours shall be at
once obeyed.” The half-charred
brought to my lord, who asked
further orders for hjs men.
in that ringing voice, and w
still in the great blue eyes,

image was
if there were any
“Yea,” she cried. still
ith the look of horror
“ bring it to me hither—
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and the rood and the massing stuff and the
censer.”

““Hath she gone mad ?” I heard a man mutter
as he carried up the things; ““’tis nothing but
charred rubbish. What can she want with it ? ”

Lord Erdleigh and I followed him to the chapel.
The crowd of revellers had dispersed, and the wait-
ing-man withdrew after bringing up his burden.
“And now, my lord,” quoth Mistress Dorothy,
walking up to him, “ will you gift me with these
things ?”  He bowed low and waited for her to
proceed. “’Tis the first gift I have ever asked,
and the last I shall ever accept from thee,” she
continued. Her hands were clasped, and I noted
that within them she held the fair bejewelled ring
and necklet. “I cannot give back these to you,”
she cried, “for they were not yours to give me,
you robbed them from the Holy of holies—to
God must they be restored. Know that sooner
would I starve, sooner would I be burnt, than have
any more dealings with such an one as you.”

“Ah, you will repent of this—you will indeed
Tepent of it,” said my lord, moved from his usual
formal bearing by an emotion that was not anger.

“ Never,” she answered firmly, ““ never shall I
repent me of throwing in my lot, at last, with what
is great and true and holy—with the Church of
Christ; I thank Him, oh ! I thank Him that it is
not yet too late.”

* Fair, wilful child,” he said, looking at her with
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compassion and tenderness, mayhap the days
were when I, too, might have thought like you ;
but it is all a dream; cast not away preferment,
love, honor, wealth, happiness, for a dream, a
shadow.”

“Thy words do not even tempt me,” she made
answer; “ the esteem in which I held thee is deafl
and gone. Never again could I touch thy sacri-
legious hand even in common friendship; go, my
lord, go and worship ‘the rising sun '—when the
first smart is over thou wilt bless—not Heaven,
such a man as thou has naught to do with Heaven
—but the stars—thy destiny—that thou hast no
Popish wife to bring a cloud between thee and the
rising sun.” At this moment I espied my lord
her father hurrying across the court, 'twas evident
he had been apprised somewhat of what had taken
Place. In another moment he was apprised of the
rest. “And now what say you to the wilfullest as
well as the fairest lady in all England ?” quoth
my Lord Erdleigh.

My master’s visage had waxed very red and he
looked sore discomfited. Nay,” he said, grow-
ing more resolute as he proceeded, “ perchance—
perchance—Doll hatp, acted right. Methought—
God help me—to be wiser than the Eternal Wis-
dom that said, * ye cannot serve two masters.’
The good Cardina] reconciled me to the Master I
had forsaken—no, sith the royal supremacy doth
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bring so much of evil in its train—I—I am on the
side of the Pope.”

“Ye know not, ye know not,” Lord Erdleigh
said earnestly, ““ to what ye be pledging yourselves;
I do happen to be apprised thereof—'twill mean
fines, imprisonment, the rack, the dungeon-—death
itself methinks.”

“The color came back to Mistress Dorothy’s
face, she lifted her head with noble courage—
never had I seen her look fairer than as she made
answer : “ My lord, we have but one parting
word to say—we do intend to serve Him who said,
‘Fear not them that kill the body, but fear Him
who can destroy both soul and body in hell.” It is
He who hath promised that as the day is, so shall
our strength be.” .

* * * * *

In a convent chapel beyond the seas there is used
a fair chalice set with jewels. An image of the
blessed Mother, charred and blackened as though
by fire, is honored there, and the abbess, a woman
of mature years, prayeth before it night and morn.
An aged sister with more love than skill hath in-
scribed these words on a scroll beneath it : “ No
one hath ever had recourse to thy protection with-
out obtaining relief.” The name of the sister, it is
said, used to be Joan, and the abbess was known
in that world whose “fashion passeth away” as
“ Fair Dorothy Wilmot.”
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BY LADY AMABEL KERR.

THE devastating effects of the Protestant
Reformation on the religious life of the English
people remind us of those of the great geological
upheavals of prehistoric times. Fragments of
truth, some large, some inﬁnitesimally small, and
bearing a greater or lesser resemblance to the great
rock of Catholic dogma from which they have been
Severed, are to be found scattered about through
the length ang breadth of the land. Among such
fragments we venture to think that the largest are
to be found, not, as some might say, in the high

in spite of its careful imita-



106 JUST WHAT WAS WANTED.

degree prosaic and flat. It is the story of one such
as these, whose fidelity to the glimmerings of light
vouchsafed to her was rewarded in God's own way,
that we have to tell in these pages.

Martha Gray, a plain, middle-aged woman, poor
and imperfectly educated, dwelt by herself in a
little straw-thatched cottage on the outskirts of
Appleton, a village in the County of She
had refrained from marriage, and had devoted her-
self with patient, unconscious heroism to the care
of her old parents, bedridden and feeble in mind.
It was now some years since they had both passed
to another life, and Martha dwelt alone in the home
of which for more than twenty years she had been
the bread-winner.

There was nothing in Martha’s surroundings to
raise her from what was strictly commonplace.
The country round, though rural, was bereft of
natural beauty, and her neighbors were far from
elevated. There was no great poverty in Apple-
ton, but the rate of weekly wage was low, the labor
to be performed was monotonous and deadening,
the homes slatternly and unattractive, and the
public-houses almost absurdly numerous. There
reigned throughout the place an atmosphere of
moral torpor accompanied by what must be called
a F)rutish moral depravity, startling to those who
think that innocence must prevail where the grass

grows green and where the sun’s rays are unim-
peded.




LADY AMABEL KERR. 107

Yet. in the midst of such surroundings, plain
Martha Gray lived in a beautiful mystical world of
her own, illumined by a ray of that divine love
which raised St. Teresa and St. Gertrude from
earth to heaven, and had made its way through the
mists of heresy into this poor English peasant’s
soul. Her interior life was one of keenest joy,
spent moment by moment in the presence of Qur
Lord, and in a realizing conformity of her will to
His.

True to her Protestant creed Martha was her
own spiritual guide, and her own judgment was her
sole rule of faith. Her parents had been Metho-
dists, but she said she did not altogether “ hold
with them;” nor did she attach herself to any par-
ticular body. Sometimes she attended the Wes-
leyan chapel, but, though she repudiated the idea
of being a “ churchwoman,” she generally found
her way to the parish church. There was some-
thing in the dignity and rhythm of the grand old
prayers which appealed to her soul. She loved
the hymns, and the music of the organ even as
evoked by the village schoolmistress. Her nature
liked the reserve, monotonous though it might be,
of the Church of England service better than the
emotionalism of the meeting-house. It is true that
her own spiritual life was based entirely on the
emotions, but she preferred to keep these for the
privacy of her own fireside, where, while she sat
and worked at the straw plait by which she earned
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her living, she would repeat passages of Scripture
and verses from her favorite hymns, till the emo-
tions kindled by the words gave a look almost of
inspiration to her plain countenance.

It was strange that the only thing for which
Martha’s gentle heart cherished hatred was the
Church of God, the spouse of Christ. “ Do I not
hate them that hate Thee !” she would murmur
fervently as she mused on the evil deeds of this
supposed enemy of Christ. Needless to say that
it was a figment of her brain, or rather the inven-
tions of those less innocent than herself, on which
she expended her jealous hatred; and she proved
its unreality by her distinct predilection for Catho-
lic books of devotion when, it stands to reason, she
did not know they were Catholic. In her small
library no volume, next to her Bible, was so well
thumbed as the * Imitation of Christ,” shorn, as
was the fashion some years ago, of its fourth book.
The parson, an old-fashioned Evangelical, had
been shocked by the sight of the volume on her
table, and told her it was a Romish abomination.
“ Oh, no, sir,” she replied with grave dignity, “1
thm}t you are mistook. It is all about the love of
Christ and not a word about the Virgin Mary.
Maybe, sir, you have not read it.”—“ Not I1” he
replied; “but I know al] about it, and take warn-
'Ng- My good woman, ¢ there’s death inthepot !’”
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hesitation in considering her own opinion as her
surest guide, and was, moreover, strongly pos-
sessed of the logically Protestant qualities of self-
respect and proper pride, which among those out-
side are made to do the work of higher motives.
Humility, with her sister Obedience, are virtues of
which the Church still has the monopoly. But, on
the other hand, Martha could give advice. She
knew that she was held in high esteem by many
of her neighbors, who considered her the best
Christian in the place. She knew the position she
held, and, without positive spiritual pride, accepted
it, and, when others turned to her for advice, gave
it, and thanked the Lord for having spoken to her.

It was, therefore, with no surprise that she re-
ceived one November day a message that Florence
Scott wished to see her at once. It is true that her
countenance assumed a severe expression. She had
led a blameless, perhaps untempted, life herself, and
her horror of such sin as this girl’s made her a little
stern towards the sinner. Poor Florrie! hers was a
sad story. Alas! it was no new thing in Appleton
that girls should fall from the path of virtue, yet her
fall created a sensation. Her parents were so well-
to-do. and they and she had always held their heads
so high, that something better was expected of her.
Scott. the father, besides being the owner of about
ten high-rented cottages, was a leading member of
the Baptist community, and a preacher. As for
the mother, she kept a maid-servant, and the lace
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mittens on her delicate hands proved that they
were never soiled with manual work. Florence
had been educated at a genteel boarding—school‘ at
L ; and when her so-called education was .hn-
ished she had been placed in a millinery establish-
ment in the same town. That was three years
before this November afternoon, and she had .held
but slight communication with her family since.
Then, a few weeks before, she had come home—
and what a home-coming ! The news of her
shame and fall had been as a thunderbolt to her
parents, and close on the news came the girl 1'1er-
self.  She knocked at the door late one evening,
and fell senseless across the threshold, and they
could see she was dying. Even the sense of the

disgrace she had brought on them could not make
the Scotts turn her away,

death under their roof.,

When Martha, accompanied by Mrs. Scott, en-
tered Florrie’s room, she could plainly see that the
poor girl's days were numbered. “ Martha,” she
said in a feverish whisper as soon ag they were
alone, “ you're 3 good woman, 1 know, and care for

People’s souls more thap anything else. For God’s

sake, Martha, go to B and fetch a priest to
me.”

“A priest, child, a Po
in astonishment,
Papist 7 »

“I am, Martha, 1 am,”

and now she lay awaiting

Pish priest !’ said Martha
“ But, Florrie girl, you're not a

the dying girl gasped.
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“It was two years ago—but there, I have no
strength to tell you how I became a Catholic. It
was before all this sin and sorrow came on me, and
I've never been nigh the church since. And now
I'm dying ; and before it is too late fetch me a
priest.”

But Martha set her lips tight. “1 don’t know
how I could abet it,” she replied. “ Put your trust
in the Lord Jesus, poor sinner. He is your salva-
tion. Don’t put your trust in Popish priests and
mummeries.” And, so saying, she knelt down by
the bed and began to pray aloud.

““Oh, don’t, Martha! What shall I do, what
ever shall I do ?” moaned poor Florence. “I
thought you would have done it for me; and now
God help me !” With a gasp the poor girl fell
back, the blood streaming from her mouth.

As Martha raised her in her arms a feeling,
strange to her, of diffidence in her own judgment
came over her. She felt overpowered by the con-
sciousness that she could make a mistake, and she
felt herself trembling as she supported the sick girl.
Who was she, an inner voice seemed to say, to set
herself up and stand between a soul and its God ?
With sudden impulse she whispered to Florrie,
“T’ll do it for you,” and, summoning Mrs. Scott to
her daughter, she left the house like one in a
dream.

The distance to B , at which town the only
Catholic church within reach stood, was five miles,
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and travelling was weary work, for the Novf&mber
day was drawing to its close and a drizzling rain was
falling; and the thick clay soil of the lanes clung to
Martha's boots, squeaking under her tread. But
she heeded neither distance nor weather, and
tramped along borne up by hidden excitement.
She knew the way, for B was a market town,
and the chapel was in the main street, so she went
without loss of time to the door of the presbytery,
and pulled the bell with beating heart,

“Is the Roman Catholic priest within ?” she
asked the stout and beaming housekeeper who an-
swered her summons.

" What, Father Maple ?” she replied. “ Yes,
he is in. and just finished his bit of dinner. You
have a message for him ? Please walk in and take
a seat.”

For the first time in her life Martha found herself
standing face to face with that monster of iniquity
—a Popish priest; but so mythical was the object
of her detestation that she forgot to feel the fear
and abhorrence which the occasion called for. She
delivered her message simply, and, as briefly as she
could, acquainted the priest with poor Florence’s
story. and then prepared to take her departure.

“ Pray sit down, and let Mrs. Malony make you
3 cup of tea after your long walk,” said Father
Maple: but Martha refused his hospitality.

* No. sir T thank you,” she replied. with an in-
ward feeling of repulsion to breaking bread under




LADY AMABEL KERR. 113

such a roof. ““ And to tell you the honest truth I
had better get to Scott’s hefore you, and be there
when you arrive. They will be in a grand taking,
and it’s best I should be there. ['ve brought this
on them, sir, and it’s naught but right that I should
be there to help. Once you get to the village vou
can’t mistake the house, next to the inn at the
cross-roads, standing in a bit of garden of its own.
Good-evening, sir, and pray excuse me for
troubling you on such a night.” So saying she
went off bravely, her holy angel and a quietly
breathed prayer from the good priest accompany-
ing her on the way.

Vague rumors of Florence's conversion had
reached her parents’ ears a twelvemonth before, hut
they refused to pay attention to them : and the
girl's sad subsequent storv and actual condition
had driven the gossip from their mind. This after-
noon, however, during Martha's ahsence Florence
succeeded in breaking the truth to her mother :
but, for prudence’ sake, she said nothing about her
friend's errand.  Nor did that good woman feel
bound to frustrate the ohject of her journey by con-
fiding it to Mrs. Scott, who, she knew well, would
never consent to admit a priest into her house, even
were her dving child to drag herself ant of bed and
implore her on her knees. Martha felt deubtful
whether Father Maple would succeed in effecting
an entrance; nor would he have done s» had not
the hand of Providence smoothed the wav.
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By the time the priest arrived at Appleton the
rain was coming down in sheets. He was clad in a
long mackintosh, and a white muffler covered hé‘llf
his face, so that, though he had no intention to dis-
guise himself, Mrs. Scott failed to recognize the
nature of her visitor ; and when he said that he
had come to see her daughter, she quietly led him
up-stairs, thinking he was the parish doctor’s as-
sistant. It was only when Florence tried to raise
herself in bed and cried out: * Thank God, Father,
you have come!” that the truth dawned upon
her.

Then a scene took place in that chamber of death
which would baffle description. The infuriated
woman lost all control over her rage, and forgot all
motherly feeling for the girl; and first calling
shrilly to her husband, the preacher, to come to
her assistance, she poured forth torrents of the
foulest abuse on both the priest and her dying
child. Never had she upbraided the latter for her
sin as she upbraided her now; and it was apparent
that she considered Florrie’s conversion a far
greater disgrace than her fall.

“ O mother ! gasped poor Florence, as soon
as there was a lull in the storm ; “leave me. I

want 1o go to confession and make my peace with
God.”

* Confession ! screeched the virago. ‘“ Not

while I'm here will T et you do such devil's
work.”  And Florrie, worn out, turned, sobbing



LADY AMABEL KERR. 11§

silently, to Martha who stood by her side, ill at
ease.

Meanwhile Preacher Scott, having washed him-
self at the sink and put on his best coat, appeared
on the scene, and, at his wife's bidding, ordered
Father Maple to leave the house, unless he wished
him to fetch the village policeman. When the
priest explained civilly and temperately exactly
what Florrie wanted, both father and mother—he
resolutely and she furiously—declared that they
would stand by their daughter’s bedside till she
died rather than leave her alone to go to confession
and sell herself to the devil. They evidently meant
what they said; and Father Maple, seeing
Florence’s faint and exhausted condition, felt that
no time was to be lost. So, leaning over her bed,
he tried as best he could in the midst of the hubbub
to explain that she must make an act of contrition
and that he would give her conditional absolution.
But the poor sinful girl, rousing her energies, cried
out that she must and would make her confession,
and, turning round, clung piteously to Martha
Gray.

Again that crushing sense of her own fallibility
came over Martha. As before, a sudden impulse
seized her, and she turned on the foolish, chatter-
ing couple with a look of majesty and indignation.
‘“ Shame on you both,” she said, * disturhing the
poor thing’s last moments like this, when she wants
to prepare her soul to meet her God. It's not for
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‘The parents were silent and sullen in their recep-
tion, though they did not try to stop her from go-
ing to the girl. But when she was half way up
the stairs Mrs. Scott hissed out after her the word
“ Papist |7 Poor Martha, to think that she should
have lived to be called a Papist ! If she had, un-
consciously to herself, cherished a desire to ques-
tion Florence, a glance showed her that the time
for conversation was passed, and the girl lay, half-
conscious and speechless, awaiting the last dread
moment. But the look of absorbed rest and pez'ic.e
on her countenance could not fail to strike her visi-
tor. A small crucifix lay near her helpless hand.
1t was the first that Martha had ever seen, and she
tried to turn her eyes from it with abhorrence as an
object of foolish idolatry; but, in spite of herself,
tears of tenderness welled up in her eyes as s}}e
looked at the effigy of her dying Lord. Florrie
saw the struggle and smiled faintly. “ Oh, I am so
happy ! she murmured. “ How good you have
been to me, Martha! Peace at last—all—ali for-
given.”

For some hours Martha sat by Florrie’s bed,
listening to her wanderings, till, wit
coherence, the dying girl cried out,
mercy!” and yielded up her spirit to Him. Martha
was alone with her, praying on her knees, when she
died. The parents, though mindful that their
daughter should lack no necessary care, expressed
their moral indignation at her conduct of the pre-

h a last ray of
“ Sweet Jesus,
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vious day by a studious avoidance of any sign of af-
fection. So Martha closed her eyes, and, seeing
the crucifix between her fingers, put it in her
pocket with a nameless sense of reverence. It
might be an object of idolatry, but none the less it
represented Christ; and she could not leave it to be
profaned, as she knew it would be, by the bigotry
of the Scotts.  Surely, the cups of cold water were
multiplying in her hand.

“I'said I'd tell him,” muttered Martha to herself,
as she sat over her early and solitary tea; “so I
must.””  She sighed with weariness as she thought
of the long, muddy tramp to B Her bad
night and the emotions of the last twenty-four
hours had worn her out; yet she would not flinch
from what she considered a duty. But weary in
very truth she was when she reached Father
Maple’s house ; and she could have cried with
vexation when, having knocked two or three times
without response, she was convinced the house was
untenanted.

“They’re in yon,” called out a little boy from
the other side of the street, pointing as he spoke
down a passage by the side of the presbytery. She
walked down this with no thought beyond finding
some one to whom to deliver her message; but al-
most before she knew where she was she found her-
self inside the Catholic chapel, the altar of which,
though she knew it not, was prepared for Benedic-
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tion. Some dozen people were already in the
church, and several pairs of children’s eyes gazed
curiously at her. This confused her, and thinking
that her exit might cause disturbance in a “ place
of worship,” Martha made her way to the further
end of one of the benches and sat down. Had a
service been going on her conscience might have
forbidden the action, but as it was she had no
scruple. By the time the candles were lighted,
and the priest and acolytes had filed in, many wor-
shippers had crowded in, and Martha found herself
absolutely hemmed into her seat. In a moment
ever blessed t0 her she decided that the evil of stay-
ing where she was was less than that of forcing her
way out.

Our blessed Lord has many ways of speaking to
the souls of those who are willing to listen to Him;
fmd., among the thousands who have accepted His
Invitation into the one fold, no two are led in pre-
cisely the same way. Some are converted through
their reason, others through their emotions; some
are convinced by Scripture, others by the facts of
h}s.tory. To some few Our Lady has appeared in
vision, while to others—thrice-blessed they—Our
Lord deigns to speak silently from the tabernacle in

tones which, though voiceless, will take no refusal.
Such was His blessed

Who could attempt to describe what took place
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in her soul ? The secrets of God cannot be put
into words ; and she herself, when questioned
later, could scarcely tell what happened to her.
She never knew how or at what moment she feil
on her knees and covered her face with her hands.
She dared not stir, so strong was her realization of
the presence of our blessed Lord; and she felt that
had she raised her eyes she would have seen that
which no man or woman could look on. She had
no thought about the Blessed Sacrament; indeed
she knew nothing about that mystery of mysteries
beyond a vague and shuddering horror of what she
had been taught to call the wafer-god of the Ro-
manists.

Benediction was over, but Martha had scarcely
found out that any service was going on. Before
her shrouded eyes the ceremonies had passed un-
noticed; and the hearty, discordant singing of the
congregation had made no impression on ears
which were listening to the voice of God. The
subsequent silence was equally unperceived, and
she knelt on in the church, alone with Him who
had spoken to her heart.

About a quarter of an hour later Father Maple
came in to lock up the chapel. Seeing a woman
absorbed in prayer he was loath to disturb her: but
he had a distant parishioner to visit that evening,
and could not stand on ceremony, so, having
fidgeted about and jangled his keys noisily without
producing the desired effect, he touched her gently
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on the shoulder, thinking that she might have
fallen asleep. ““ You, Mrs. Gray ? ” he exclaimec.l,
as he recognized the startled face which met his
gaze. ** What brings you here ?”

“I came to tell you as how Florrie was dead,”
she replied, passing her hand over her brow as
though she were dazed, while she remained on her
knees. “ But oh, sir,” she continued, “‘ the Lord
Jesus has been very nigh me.”

“What ?” said the priest softly, “ and has the
cup of cold water been rewarded already ? ”

“The Lord is in this place, and I knew it not,”
Martha went on, readily expressing herself in the
words of Scripture. “ Tell me, sir, is He here ?”

“Yes, He is here,” replied Father Maple, with an
awe-struck feeling of gratitude, which all who live
by faith must have when something approaching
to sight is vouchsafed to them.

“The Lord is, I know, not far from every one of
us,” she continued, still speaking like one in a
dream ; “but is He nigher to us here in this
place ?”  The priest silently bowed his head, and
Martha went on : “I think what you say is the
truth, sir. I know the Lord is always nigh. Day
after day as I sat at my work I have known He was
at hand, and night after night I have communed
with Him on my bed: but never has He been nigh
me as He has been in this place. Why, sir, I was
afeared to raise my eyes lest I should meet His look.
It was as if He was speaking to me, though, mind
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you, never a word did I hear. But oh, sir! 1
couldn’t have met His look "—and here her voice
shook and her lips quivered—" it was if He was
displeased with me; as if He knew of something as
I hadn’t done for Him, and ought to have done.”

The priest had seated himself on the bench in
front of Martha, so that he could listen to her as she
knelt; but he made no reply to her words, reserv-
ing what he had to say till the Holy Ghost had
finished speaking to her; and after a pause she con-
tinued: “ Sir, something has happened to me since
I'have been here. 1 feel like as if I had been struck
to the ground as Paul was. 1 feel such a sinner,
and I never knew it before. I know we must all
be washed in the blood of the Lamb, but I thought
the Lord had chosen and saved me. But as He
stood by me just now, as I know He did, I felt like
an unclean thing, and I know not where to find a
Pool of Siloam in which I may wash and be clean.
I know nothing. I thought I had been taught of
God, but I know nothing, nothing. Sir "—she
added, looking up in the priest’s face with a quiver-
ing lip, which gave her the expression of a little
child—* Sir, what shall I do ?”

She had been speaking fluently and excitedly,
but the sound of her own helpless question—the
same that millions and millions of perplexed souls
have uttered since it was first put to St. Peter by
the conscience-stricken Jews—struck her ears, and
she burst into silent weeping, with a sense of ac-
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cepted humiliation which opened for her the
golden gates of humility.

“ Mrs. Gray,” said the priest, seeing that the mo-
ment had come for him to speak, “ you scarcely
know yet how good God has been to you to-day ;
for you have no idea what God'’s gifts to men are.”

“T'm very unlearn’d, sir,” she said, in a voice
broken by her tears. “ Can I learn ?”

“Yes, indeed, if you are willing. But would
you consent to own that you have been in the
wrong all your life ? 7

“1I feel just shook, sir,” was her reply. “I feel
as if I was no better than a child; but I know the
Lord Jesus requires somewhat of me.”

“You say, Mrs. Gray,” the priest continued,
after lifting up his heart to God, “ that when our
blessed Lord was, as you felt, standing by you, He
seemed to reproach you ? ”

“ Ay, sir, it was just like that, and I’ve got to
find out and do as He wants me.”

“Perhaps,” resumed Father Maple, “ He meant
to show you His sorrow that you should be con-
tented to live without all those good things He
died to give you.”

Martha gripped the priest’s arm almost painfully.
“What are they, sir, that I may have them ? 1
know nothing about them.”

“ Ah, Mrs. Gray,” he said with a smile, “ it would
take a long, long time to tell vou about all the
wonderful things our blessed Lord left for His
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children when He went to heaven. It would take
days and days to tell you about His holy Catholic
Church which He left to teach us when He Himself
was no longer here to speak to us. He charged
her to take care of us all through our earthly pil-
grimage, to forgive us our sins in His name, and
feed our souls in a way I cannot tell you now.”

“It makes the Lord very nigh,” said Martha
thoughtfully. “ It seems as if we could stretch out
our hands back all these long years, and touch
Him.”

“He is nigher than you can ever guess. Will
you come back another day and hear more ? ”’

“Ay, sir, sure I will,”" she replied with simple
alacrity. “It seems just what was wanting.” She
now rose to her feet, and Father Maple could see
that her eyes were full of happy tears. “I must
not detain you longer to-night, for I’ve took up a
lot of your time,” she went on, with the habitual
diffidence of those who have spent their lives in
ministering to others and have never been min-
istered unto. “ But be sure I'll come back and
hear more about those gifts Our Lord Jesus left for
us. if 0 be it will not be troubling you over much.
Good-evening, sir, and thank you kindly."”

It is scarcely necessary to give the sequel to the
events of that evening. Suffice it to say that, eager
to learn, and hungering for God's gifts, simple
Martha Gray thought nothing of tramping day
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after day to B , regardless of the rains and fogs
of autumn or the frosts and snows of winter, and
received the word of God into “a good and very
good heart.” As she learned more about the
cternal mysteries, she could scarcely believe that
such joy was meant for her. And when, at last,
having been washed in the Pool of Siloam, she was
admitted to the divine banquet, she said amid her
gentle, happy tears, “ It seems quite natural like.”
Her words, singularly inappropriate as they were
for describing that which is so essentially and aw-
fully supernatural, expressed to the best of her
ability the readiness of her faithful, Christian soul
to apprehend the highest mysteries of God, and the
instinctive way in which it made its home in the
Sacred Heart of Jesus. It was, indeed, as she had
said, just what was wanted.
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Dyacintb’s Regrets,

BY R. B. SHERIDAN KNOWLES.

I

IF the heroine of this story was a very self-willed
woman it may fairly be urged in her excuse that
everything had combined to make her so. Proba-
bly she had more than her natural share of self-will
by inheritance, for her parents—sober, industrious
people—were both teetotallers, and you may have
observed that that cult has a strengthening, not to
Say stubbornizing, effect upon the wills of those
who practise it. Then, too, Hyacinth was an only
child, and by consequence much prized and cher-
ished by her parents, who kept her aloof from the
companionship of other children of her own age;
thus guarding the girl from the dangers of such
Companionship, and also from its educating and
correcting influences. If this was the policy of
John Smith and Emma his wife in regard to their
child in those days, when their position was only
!ifted above that in which life was a struggle for ex-
Istence by the practice of rigid economy, it is not

to be supposed that their fastidiousness in regard
129
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to the manner of little Hyacinth’s bringing-up
should grow less as the bread-winner advz.mced
from the position of first-counterman to being a
shopkeeper on his own account, and then a mer-
chant with a steadily growing connection. “Thank
goodness,” said they in effect,  fortune has favored
us soon enough to make it unnecessary to send the
girl to a boarding-school or convent, where the
time is, as often as not, wasted, and girls are turned
out with the merest smattering of education.” Hy-
acinth had a governess all to herself, and the best
masters; but none of them were able to master h.er.
Her wishes, indeed, eventually decided evervthing
—what she would learn, how much, and how long.
Sometimes, no doubt, she was in the right, as when
she struck against the singing and music lessons.
The girl had no music in her, and it was sheer im-
posture on the part of Signor Pagano to declare
that after another five-and-twenty, thirty, forty les-
sons (at a guinea each) the voice would begin to
form, and both she and her friends would be aston-
ished. The dismissal of the music-master made
other professors very careful not to force or thwart
the wishes of an only child.

I think that Hyacinth was the most graceful
dancer I ever saw. In fact, the grace of her bear-
ing and the appropriateness of her manner to every
different occasion showed how thoroughly well
drilled she had been in the matter of deportment.
To see her coming down the nave with her people
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as the congregation filed out of church after High
Mass on Sundays was a pleasure—so fresh she
looked, so sweetly demure; her glances—rare and
under perfect control—all bespoke a well-dis-
ciplined character. “She will make a good
match,” that was what every one said.

Well, young Aubrey Lushington’s position was
not bad socially. He was of the family of the Earls
of Lushington, and to be allied to nobility is some-
thing, even though you may be only the younger
son of a younger son, without a profession or visil;le
means of subsistence. Hyacinth felt that these lat-
ter conditions were the drawhacks destined in her
Case to prevent the course of true love from running
smooth. How often had she not heard her father
pooh-pooh the exaggerated estimate in which she
and her mother were disposed to hold birth and so-
cial position ! If there had only been himself to
Please he would have left society and its fancies
severely alone. But to his wife and daughter these
things were as the breath of life, to the former by
contrast with the poverty and dulness of her early
circumstances, to the latter as the bud of promise
which would presently expand into a brilliant fu-
ture.

1f evening parties were delightful at first for their
own sake, what an added relish did they not pos-
sess when, having met Aubrey Lushington two or
three times, Hyacinth began to feel that he was
quire the nicest of all her partners, dancing so much
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better than any one else, and so muchmoreinterest-
ing in his conversation between the dances. He
had seen so much of life though he was so young.
How clever he was! And you could perceive
from the ease of his manner, and the polished read-
iness of his remarks, above all, from his marked
deference to her, that he was of noble blood. Hy-
acinth and Aubrey became quite friendly, quite
confidential; they knew of eachother’s engagements
for weeks ahead; and by degrees the prospect of
coming entertainments lost their attractiveness to
Hyacinth if Aubrey was not going too. On these
days Hyacinth would infallibly mope. But if it
was an evening when Aubrey was to be of the
party, what anxiety beforehand about the choice of
the dress ! what thought in the combination of
colors, in the selection of flowers ! and at night
what cosy chats in the subdued light upon the
stairs ! what heavenly waltzings ! what joyous sup-
pers !

“ My dear,” said Mrs. Riddles to Mrs. Smith one
day, ** are you encouraging the growing intimacy
between Hyacinth and young Mr. Lushington ? ”

Mrs. Smith had noticed something, but did not
think there was anything serious in it—a little flir-
tation, nothing more. She did not wish, unless
there was absolute need, to cross her daughter on
the subject, she being a dear child, so sensitive and
highly strung, that the very greatest care was nec-
essary in finding the smallest fault with her,
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Mrs. Riddles looked at Mrs. Smith incredu-
lously. Then with a sudden burst—

“Everybody is talking of it. People sav they
are engaged—not that I thought it at all likelv.”

“I should think not, indeed,” answered Mrs.
Smith indignantly, * Why, the young man has
no profession, and very little means.”

“Hasheany ? Ishould be very much surprised
if he is not heavily in debt. How cas it be other-
wise if he has no means and no profession ?  And
leading a fast life, too ! ”

Mrs. Smith was horrified.

“Yes,” continued the other, laughing. “ Wel,
what else can you expect ?—it runs in the family.
His father was " and she proceeded to relate to
Mrs. Smith some of the Lushington family history
in a whisper,

Mrs. Smith returned home in a state of con-
Sternation, revolving within herself how she might
best restrain her daughter from walking into the
unsuspected gulf which lay yawning before
her,

If was an off night. Hyacinth and her mother
were alone together in the drawing-room. Mrs.
Smith uneasily eyed her daughter, who sat looking
into the fire, somewhat discontented because they
Were not going anywhere.

“ Hyacinth, do you care for young Mr. Lushing-
tOn ? ”

The girl was taken by surprise, and after a mo-
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ment’s reflection answered with somewhat bated
breath :

“ I like him as a partner, he dances beautifully.”

The mother was silent for a few moments and
then said:

“ Hyacinth ” and then stopped.

“Well, mother ?” said the breathless girl.

“He would not make a good partner for life.
You are dancing too much with him. People are
beginning to talk.”

“ I wish people would attend to their own affairs.
What right have they to talk about what does not
concern them ?”

“ People will talk if you give them the chance,
or even without a chance.”

“ What do they say of him, mother ? ”

“They say that he leads an idle life—and—and
a wild life. Do not seek to inquire too closely ;
there is more evil in the world than it is necessary
for you to know of yet.”

“ Ah, mother, believe me he is not blind to his
own faults. He has bewailed them to me. He
says he has no one to care for him, and that he will
never be what he ought to be unti] he is married to
some good girl. T am sure,” added Hyacinth, with
suddenly assumed indifference, “T wish he could
find suchaone. I don’t know what nobler mission
a girl can have than to reform a man.”

“Indeed,” said the mother
manifestation of her alarm,

» Suppressing any
now thoroughly




R. B. SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 135

aroused, “reformation is much needed in that
quarter.”

That night Mrs. Smith opened her mind to her
husband. He blamed her for having been so blind
to what had been going forward, and yet he was
more good-humored over the matter than she had
expected.

“It is strange,” said he, “that I should hear
about this on the very day when what I have been
desiring for many months past should suddenly
have happened. This afternoon, as I was about to
leave the warehouse, who should come in but
young Fergusson. From his nervousness I half-
guessed what he was after. I was right, too. He
has proposed for Hyacinth.”

“ Thank goodness ! This will help us out of the
difficulty, T hope.”

“T could not desire a better husband for the
girl. In fact, I had set my heart upon it—and so,
it seems, had he. He had just been offered—what
do you think ? 7

“I cannot guess,” said Mrs. Smith, overjoyed.

“A junior partnership in his firm, and the first
thing he does is to come like a man and ask to be
allowed to share his good fortune with our girl. A
sterling fellow ! T always liked him. I picked
him out from all the men I knew and said. * That's
the man I should like to ask me for my Cythie.
And she captivated him, the little wench—though
she didn’t know it. And I don’t know that she
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deserves him, if she can think of throwing herself
away on a creature like young Lushington. What
are you going to do about him ? He must never
be asked here again, of course.”

“Oh,no! Nor will we go again anywhere this
season where she will be likely to meet him. But
say nothing of all this to Hyacinth. I do think she
is more perverse than most girls, and there is no
telling what she will do if she is openly thwarted.”

I

THEY were very astute, these people, but they
underrated the intelligence of the young thing
whose future they were designing to shape. Noth-
ing, indeed, was said : but when at dinner next
evening Mr. Smith was full of the sudden good-for-
tune which had befallen Mr. Fergusson and en-
larged upon it with much gusto, and said that Mr.
Fergusson was coming to dinner the following
evening and they would hear more; and when two
days later, being due that evening at Lady Lyster’s,
where Aubrey was to have been, Mrs. Smith told
Hyacinth that Mr. Fergusson had very kindly in-
vited them to dine at the Criterion, and to go with
him to the opera afterwards ; and they would go
there in preference to the Lysters’, as dear papa
would never go to dances, and he enjoyed dinners
abox"e all things, and she was afraid they had been
leavmg him too much alone lately; and then Mr.
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Fergusson was very attentive and continually the
only gentleman of the party, and upon occasion
after occasion some glib reason or another was
given why the engagement to the house where
Aubrey was to be was suspended in favor of one at
which Mr. Fergusson was to be either the guest or
the host (whether as host or as guest he was equally
attentive—and equally detestable, Hyacinth
thought), Hyacinth, though nothing was said, un-
derstood, and said—nothing. She disguised her
thoughts under the placid expression of face she
knew how to assume, but the thought in her mind
was, “ I'll let them see whether or not I'm going
to be treated as a child.”

It gave Mrs. Smith great pleasure to observe her
tranquil and submissive behavior, and also to no-
tice that the girl showed signs of becoming devout.
It had never been Hyacinth’s habit to attend after-
noon service, until it happened just at this time
that her mother, seeing her one day quite distressed
with ennui, and hearing the church-bell ringing,
said, “ Do, my child, cultivate a spirit of self-de-
nial and go to Rosary "—a suggestion which to
her surprise the girl eagerly caught at. And what
was more, Hyacinth kept the practice up. It was
quite usual for Hyacinth after that to say, yawning
wearily, “ Ach ! I want a walk., I think I'll just
stroll round to church.”  Until Mr. Fergusson
had begun to come so much, and with intentions
hardly to be mistaken, the girl had never betrayed
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so much seriousness. Mrs. Smith was delighted
She thought it a good sign, an evidence, in fact,
that Hyacinth was seeking the illumination of
Heaven in deciding the momentous question of
her marriage.

Mrs. Smith’s haphazard suggestion had indeed
been a light to Hyacinth’s mind in her perplexity
to checkmate the combination which was keeping
her from meeting Aubrey Lushington. The ser-
vice-hour was now usually spent by her in company
with Aubrey in a first-class carriage of a circle train
on the underground railway. There they ex-
changed indignant sympathy; there they vowed
that nothing should ever part them; there they ma-
tured their plans.

Elated with her success and Aubrey’s devoted-
ness, Hyacinth became more and more good-tem-
pered, and the better tempered she was, the more
pleased were her father and mother with her. But
their approval was pulled up very short a little later
when, in the calmest but most conclusive mannet
possible, she declined Mr. Fergusson’s proposal.
Her conduct was altogether unaccountable, until
it came out that her affections were already en-
gaged, and to Aubrey Lushington. It was in a
quiet conversation with her mother, who, after
some deft probing, had extracted the truth. Mrs.
Smith told her daughter the worst things she had
heard about Aubrey; Mr. Smith said he would
horsewhip the young man if he dared to come
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near the house; both were agreed that they would
rather see her dead than married to such a man.
This last was the reply to her argument that all
men worthy of the name were a little wild at first
before they settled down, and everybody said such
always made the best husbands. Stubborn-willed
as Hyacinth was, she began to have misgivings
that she was acting rashly; that in this matter her
parents would be as stubborn as herself, and that
she would never gain their consent. Had it not
been for Aubrey’s encouragement she had perhaps
given way. But he gauged the situation pretty
accurately, perceiving that Mr. Smith was not the
kind of man who would forever refuse to forgive
his only child, however erring; and that the moth-
er's influence would confirm his natural tendency
to relent. He did not say so to Hyacinth. To
her the purport of his remarks ran thus: “My
tather will help us, Cythie, if yours won’t; he has
influence; he will get me an appointment. I ask
tor nothing but yourself, dearest; I am content
with poverty if I have you, for in you is all my hap-
piness, my one chance of salvation.”

“Noble fellow,” thought Hyacinth, as she
thought and rethought over these words, “shall I
refuse to save him ? Can I hesitate longer to
grasp his drowning hand held out to me for suc-
cor?”

Some little time nassed and then it was dis-
covered that Hyacinth was meeting Aubrey
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Lushington clandestinely. To her parents’ re-
proaches she uttered not a word. She was
desired to withdraw to her room and think the
matter over. And in her absence her father
and mother considered what was to be done. They
would adjure her at least not to act precipitately:
and in the mean time she must be taken abroad out
of reach of this danger—and at once, before she
could communicate again with Aubrey. Time
might thus be gained, and the infatuation have a
chance of wearing off. This conclusion arrived at,
Mrs. Smith followed her daughier up-stairs. Hy-
acinth was not in her room. An instinctive alarm
seized the mother. She went hurriedly from room
to room and from floor to floor, calling, but re-
ceiving no answer. In descending the stairs Mre.
Smith saw that the hall-door was slightly ajar, she
stood beside it petrified, but perfectly collected.
After looking up and down the street she went up-
stairs to her husband.

“I am afraid Hyacinth has left the house,” she
said quietly.

The father started up. * Impossible ! "'

“ I have hunted high and low; and just now
found the hall-door half open.”

The two stood looking at each other, both pale,
and neither daring to utter the thought that was 1n
both their minds.

" Perhaps she has gone to church,” said Mrs.



R. B. SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 141

Smith, clutching at an inspiration that had just oc-
curred to her.

*“ We will take a hansom,” said Mr. Smith, “ Do
you know where—where /e lives ?”

“ No; but Lady Lyster perhaps can tell us.”

They drove to the church. The windows were
dark, the doors closed, there was no service that
night,

Then to Lady Lyster’s. She was gone out.

Another friend, however, had the name of Au-
brey's club in her address-book. Thither they
drove. He had been there that afternoon, but
was not there now. His private address ? The
secretary had left for the day. It could not be fur-
nished.

What were they to do? Perhaps she had re-
turned home. But when they got there—no, she
had not come back.

Those two people sat up the whole night waiting
—silent for the most part. They could not see their
way to immediate further action. Suggestions
arose to their minds only to be seen to be futile as
soon as uttered. What a night ! In it they experi-
enced, as it were, the crumbling into utter ruin of
all the results of their self-abnegation, and the suc-
cess of their lives. A horrible certainty was in their
minds: they were disgraced forever and ever; never
again would they be able to hold up their heads;
life would be no more worth living, nor further
strivings of any avail.
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The longest night wears away. The morning
came, and, late in the long morning, the knowledge
of the truth. The postman was the messenger of
fate. They heard his rat-tat coming down the
street; the wretched father and mother waited in
the hall with the letter-box unlocked. A packet fell
on the floor, preceding the double knock. They
hurried into the dining-room and shut the door.
There were two documents in the envelope, a let-

ter and—oh, welcome sight !—a marriage certifi-
cate.

I11.

AuBREY and Hyacinth had been married for a
fortnight. The astonishing news, if received a few
hours before, would have been accounted disas-
trous; now it was actually as welcome as a reprieve
to a condemned man. Compared with the possi-
bility which had been in their minds the whole of
that long night, it seemed as if everything was
gained in receiving this assurance that the girl’s
honor was saved. Yet presently the first glow of
this feeling began to fade, and as the facts came
out, much of their anger against their child re-
turned, mixed with and checked by gloomy fore-
bodings for her future. Aubrey and Hyacinth had
been married at the registry office.  Hvacinth
begged her parents’ forgiveness. She was terri-
ﬁe(.l, she said, by an indefinite fear of what was
going to happen. Knowing what she did, their
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cold anger at discovering that she had been meet-
ing Aubrey had made her too frightened to teil
them face to face that she was already married to
him; and in her scare she could think of no course
but to fly to her husband.

Though somewhat revived, both father and
mother were quite downcast. Married at the reg-
istry office ! without the blessing of the Church !
the sacraments unapproached, the aid of God un-
asked !

Well ! at least the worst was escaped. The girl
was not ruined, nor were they hopelessly disgraced
in their old age. Other things might be retrieved.
They would summon up what heart they could,
and set to work to make the best of things.

There were not wanting elements of hope in the
situation. Aubrey had a very taking manner with
him when he chose, and Mr. Smith’s spirits began
to be raised after a time by the readiness with which
his son-in-law fell in with his proposals. The mer-
chant decided to take Aubrey into his office and
give him a chance of learning the business. He
would allow the pair only a moderate income; for
the young man must be stimulated in his exertions
by the thought that advancement into easier cir-
cumstances lay in his own hands. For the present
he must work with nose to the grindstone: society
and its pastimes must be eschewed for the most
part. Mr. Smith had further designs at the back
of his head which he thought it best not as yet to
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divulge, until he should see what aptitude for busis
ness and what perseverance the young man might
display; but his hope was that Aubrey would show
steadiness and capacity enough to justify his being
taken later on into partnership, and become in time
the inheritor of the business—a reasonable arrange-
ment enough, seeing that the merchant had no son
of his own.

Though Mr. Smith said nothing of his projects,
the expediency and probability of such a result
suggested itself at once to both the young people.
Aubrey, indeed, thought it so obvious and inevita-
ble that he rather pooh-poohed the anxiety of Hy-
acinth, who was very desirous that Aubrey should
justify her choice of him. In truth, Hyacinth’s anx-
lety was warranted, as Aubrey had everything to
learn; and it presently became terribly tedious to
this man, who had always been an idler, to live
without the gayety of the life to which he was ac-
customed, and spend monotonous evenings in sup-
plying the defects of training which stood in the
way of his properly devoting wearisome days to
the vulgarity of a mercantile life. As time went
on he grew more and more restive under his fet-
ters, and often wished that he had either never seen
Hyacinth, or that she had had her money before he
married her.

At the end of a year he was no longer the person
of the first importance in that small household, but
another bearing his name. To Hyacinth nursing
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her child, life presented itself in a new and more
responsible aspect, and thinking now of her son,
and hardly any longer of herself, she would sit ru-
minating and forecasting in his behoof. One day,
if Aubrey did as well as he ought to, this child
would inherit her father’s business, and she began
to take a keener and more pressing interest regard-
ing the chances of Aubrey’s proving fit to pre.
serve and to transmit the business to their son.

So it was doubly galling to find from what her
mother said, and from her father’s lessened friend-
liness with Aubrey whenever they now went home,
that things were not going well at the office. But
when she broached the subject—of utmost impor-
tance in her mind—Aubrey would turn crusty. He
had had enough of badgering and faultfinding dur-
ing the day, and, after a few times, when he found
Hyacinth drifting towards her favorite topic he
would put his foot down.

His refusal to discuss and be interested in a topic
which had become almost more interesting to Hya-
cinth than any other led to repeated disagreements
which left the one dogged and the other sullen,
and made evenings at home anything but pleasant.

Hyacinth would go to her father’s.

Aubrey would put on his hat and go for a walk.

It was often late before Aubrey got home. Hy-
acinth had gone to bed. What did she care ?

Before long it happened sometimes that Aubrey
did not come home all night.



146 HYACINTH'S REGRETS.

Hyacinth would now sit up and wait for Aubrey,
enduring much. If she lay down, her tortured
mind would not let her sleep. Self-reproach was
busy at her ear.

“You married this man with your eyes open,”
it said. “ You were warned that he was a spend-
thrift, leading a bad life, without occupation or
means, coming, too, from a bad stock. If things
have gone wrong with him you may thank your-
self, partly for a mistaken choice obstinately per-
sisted in, partly for the want of good-tempered
management, by which you have driven him back
to his former courses.”

Hyacinth lived all that time of her courtship
over again. Everything that had been sweet was
turned to gall in the retrospect. “ Heavens,”
she would exclaim, “ did any woman ever before
make such shipwreck of her happiness!” One
thing was certain, they must part.  Better the
lonely home, better solitude with her child. than
live with her husband any longer. Even consid-
eration for the child did not come in here to keep
the parents together. Aubrey did not care for the
boy. Hyacinth felt that contact with the father
would be contamination to the child. Separation
was imperative. Aubrey had furnished abundant
cause. There was no lack of money to carry
through the necessary legalities; and in this matter,
too, Hyacinth had her own way.
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IV.

It is some years later. Mrs. Smith is dead, and
Hyacinth keeps house for her father, who has aged
more than might have been expected in an interval
not very long. The failure of Aubrey Lushington
to rise to the opportunities which his marriage
brought him, and the decline of Mr. Smith’s own
health, have made the latter anxious for some time
past to enter into arrangements which shall relieve
him on advantageous terms of the sole responsi-
bility of his business. His desire has just been
obtained, thanks to the co-operation of that very
Mr. Fergusson whose ambition it had been for-
merly to become his son-in-law. “ A strange thing
it is,” ruminated Mr. Smith, “that my designs,
blown to fragments by the perversity of my un-
fortunate girl, should after all these years be partly
realized. It would be stranger still, it would be
inconceivably happy, if after so long a delay they
should be carried out as fully as I had once in-
tended. I should die happy. Poor Emma! My
delight would have only one drawback—that she
did not live to cee the realization of our dreams !”’

Thenceforth the firms of John Smith & Co. and
Davids, Beale & Fergusson (in the latter Mr. Fer-
gusson was now the sole surviving principal) were
known under the style and title of Smith & Fergus-
son; and it was in connection with this renewed
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community of interests that Mr. Fergusson became
once more an occasional visitor at the home of his
own old friend.

It was not very long before Hyacinth, regarding
the visitor with eyes now disillusioned, began to
perceive what a chance of happiness she had wil-
fully thrown away. That apparent coldness, hard-
ness, and stolidity which had seemed so unattrac-
tive when contrasted with the lightness, brightness,
and abandon of Aubrey’s manner now seemed to
be only so much trustworthiness—the one thing,
as she now thought, to be desired above all others.
It would have been no unhappy fate, she felt, to
have been allied to a character stronger than her
own—strong and prudent as this man’s. It is
good, thought she, for a child when he has such a
father.

For her boy, whom she loved far more than any-
thing else in the world, caused her no little anx-
iety. At times he was as good as gold, and then
she could not fondle him enough. At others
he made her very unhappy, and she was at her wits’
ends to know what to do with him. She would
coax him into good behavior; she would promise
him things, and bribe him to be good—feeling all
the time that this was not the right way nor for
the boy’s benefit.  And often in her perplexity how
to treat the boy she would think that the solution
of her difficulties would have been easy if she had
married Mr. Fergusson instead of the other.
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And then how true Mr. Fergusson had been to
his first love ! It gave her real pleasure to remem-
ber that in all the seven years that had passed he
had never married. People often said he would
die an old bachelor, and involuntarily the words
would escape as they looked at her. “ What a
pity, my dear, what a pity !’ Meaning that it was
clear she was the only woman he had ever cared
for, and that she had thrown herself away. Ah!
no one knew the pity of it better than she did; and
yet there was some comfort, too, in the fact that
Mr. Fergusson had never married.

She never met her husband now, and in the most
imaginative of her thoughts the possibility of their
ever coming together again did not present itself
Sometimes she heard of him, but the disdain in
her demeanor when his name was mentioned was
not an encouragement to any one to speak about
him.  But one day some one said, “ You have
heard, of course, how ill your husband has been.
No? They say he is a perfect wreck.” Hyacinth
was interested at once, and eagerly heard all that
day that there was to be told. Not that she
adopted the suggestion that she should go to see
him. How could she—and would he be willing
either—now that he had contracted other ties ?
But the news of his illness did not depress her, and
she thought more often and with more gratitude
how faithful Fergusson had been to his first love.

This constant thought enlightened her about
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many things. It explained why it was that Mr.
Fergusson was so respectful and so careful in his
demeanor, Loving her as he still did, he would
not for the world suggest by his manner that it
was possible for her, a married woman, to return
his love. “ How like him !’ she would think, not
unpleased, “ How noble ! how like him !

Mr. Fergusson grew to be so much in Hyacinth’s
thoughts that it was as it were by a sort of inevita-
ble attraction that one day when she had opened
the paper her eye fell straight and at once upon his
name in a column of miscellaneous news. She be-
gan eagerly to read, and suddenly her heart
stopped still. She turned pale and laid the paper
down, hardly able to breathe. Was it the deaths
column her eye had fallen upon ? Was it the an-
nouncement of the death of her husband ?

When she had recovered she took the paper up
again and read the announcement through—of the
forthcoming marriage of James Fergusson, Esq.,
of the firm of Smith & Fergusson, in the City of
London, to Lady Gwendoline Acres, the youngest
daughter of the Earl of Acres.

Irrevocably lost | So sharp a pang shot through
her and was succeeded by such a heaviness of spirit
that she awoke startled and humiliated, to perceive
to how great an extent the thought had been in
her mind that the mistake she had made years ago
might one day be repaired, and how much it had
been the source of her increased cheerfulness lately.
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Stealing a glance at her father, she observed that
his head was resting on his hand which was shading
his eyes, and his attitude suggested some dejec-
tion.

“Is anything the matter, father ? ”

Mr. Smith suddenly came to himself and said :

*“ Nothing—nothing,” then taking up a letter
which was beside him he tossed it over, saying,
“There’s a bit of unexpected news.”

It was a short note from Mr. Fergusson announc-
ing his engagement. Mr. Smith watched his
daughter while she read.

“So your old flame has been consoled at last.
Those people didn’t let the grass grow under their
feet before they announced it in the papers. Hav-
ing caught their fish I suppose they don’t intend
to let him slip—and they’re wise. Ah! my girl,
you might have had him once. You let a prize slip
there. But,” he added with the resignation of a
man growing old and tired of fighting with fate,
“there’s no use in talking. What's done can’t be
undone.”

He got up and went away, and the matter was
not referred to again by either. It was more toler-
able so. Hyacinth’s feelings on the subject were
too keen to be able to endure the most distant ref-
erence to it. She avoided meeting anybody who
would be likely to speak of it, and became for a
time something of a recluse; which perhaps les-
sened her humiliation, but not the poignancy of her
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grief, which could find only the relief afforded
by secret, hopeless sighs and tears.

V.

ABOUT a year after Mr. Fergusson’s marriage
Mrs. Lushington became a widow. The circum-
stance affected her but little; her freedom now
availed her nothing. Her father’s death, however,
when it happened a few years later, made a great
difference, cutting her quite adrift from early as-
sociations and the anchorage of her life. It nipped
her very near, too, in the disappointment and sense
of slight she felt at finding that she was only to
have a life interest in his property, which was se-
cured to her son under the trusteeship of Mr. Fer-
gusson. Should young Aubrey die she was to
have absolute control over everything. But this
proviso by no means reconciled her to the implied
reproach contained in the terms of her father’s will;
and that irrevocable testament must always remain
to perpetuate the slight feeling of estrangement it
had created. Besides, the condition of her son’s
death was one which deprived the prospect of ac-
quiring the full disposal of her inheritance of all
attraction. If any doubt on this point had existed
In any one’s mind it would have been laid to rest
w.he.n about his twelfth year young Aubrey fell a
victim to mortal iliness,

The boy had always been delicate, and the doc-
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tors looked serious. Mrs. Lushington was beside
herself. ~ For the first time in her life she was
moved to the depths of her soul, and being so
moved she sought for aid there where people turn
when there seems no earthly hope left. She visited
churches, she had Masses said, she made vows, she
put abundant alms in the poor-box—that the boy’s
life might be spared. One day there was a consul-
tation, and the doctors told her that she must pre-
pare for the worst. When they were gone, she
threw herself upon her knees and adjured God that
He would spare her her son. He was the only
thing she had. Life without him would be worse
than death. “ Anything, O God ! anything but
that I Everything else she would endure gladly,
suffer any loss or privation, give up all else, if only
her child was left to her.

The doctors could not make it out. The disease
did not take the turn they had thought inevitable;
and slowly they began to take a less gloomy view.
Even their modified forebodings were belied; for
the boy recovered and did not bear the traces they
had prophesied. What joy was not the mother’s
as young Aubrey progressed with slow but al-
most uninterruptedly continuous advance towards
Tecovery ! What were now her former regrets,
her previous mistakes ! Cobwebs, which this
threatened sorrow and this anxious joy had swept
out of remembrance. Never should those things
she had pined for take possession of her again. This
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great sorrow had carried her far ahead, leaving the
old days and the old life far behind and grown
small in the distance. The future now ! For her
the future, her boy’s future; in him were all her
hopes; for him alone would she live.  Hardly
would she let him out of her sight. How dreary
was one half-day without him ! Besides, his escape
had been too narrow for her to trust him out of
reach of her careful watching. Aubrey had the
best masters, the most careful professional training
at home. What though he did not take kindly to
studies, what if her ambitious hopes were being
continually clouded by his want of application.
Had she not promised that she would bear any-
thing else if only she were not deprived of him ?

It happened more than once that Mrs. Lushing-
ton as she looked at her son felt something like a
stab at seeing how like he was, just that moment,
to his father. But the next instant as he changed
his position the likeness had vanished, and she had
;haken herself free of the omen which had scared

er.

The recollection of the danger in the past which
she had escaped, the uncertainty and occasional
suggestions of evil that might be in store for her in
th.e future, made her at this time fairly contented
w¥th things as they were. But she never fully re-
alized how happy these days had been until later on
when she looked back on them. In the interval
her boy, who had been all her own,_her constant
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companion, whose studies she had shared, studying
harder than he that she might make his task easier,
who had always gone with her to church, who had
been content to take no amusement but what she
could share in, has grown up, has developed a taste
for freedom, a disposition to live his own life, to
choose his own friends, and go his own way.

Mrs. Lushington now passes many hours alone,
brooding over her loss of influence over the young
man, wondering where he is, what he is doing and
in whose company; when he will come home; and
whether he will ever again be to her as he was be-
fore. He does not talk freely and openly about
himself and his doings. The friends he brings to
the house she does not like, and tells him so. He
does not bring them again, and is less often at
home. As time passes she comes to be aware by
degrees and by various means that Aubrey drinks,
that he gambles, that he is leading a fast life.

Often in her long solitary vigils, angry and dis-
appointed, her mind would go back to the time
when, as a boy, his life was in danger; and she
would remember her own anguish and how she had
taken Heaven by storm, as it were, demanding and
receiving her son’s life. ~ Would she have been
quite so clamorous, she wondered, if she could have
foreseen that it was only for this, after all, that she
was asking ?

A friend to whom she confided her grief said :
“My dear Mrs. Lushington, you take the matter
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VI

It goes without saying that young Aubrey had
realized his expectations at a heavy loss. The
idiot would agree to any proposal without unde.r—
standing it, and sign any paper without reading it,
it only the signature were to be followed by an ad-
vance of money. His financial agents reckoned
him “ good business,” and having secured the re-
version of his property at his mother’s death, at ri-
diculous terms, they proceeded to try and obtain
an immediate return for a further outlay by work-
ing upon the mother’s affection for her son and her
probable dread of his exposure to public shame.

When Mrs. Lushington understood the situation,
how thankful she became, and how grateful to her
father, till now somewhat estranged in death by
reason of that will, for not making her absolutely
his heir, for having placed his property under the
trusteeship of a strong and honest man. Had the
matter rested with her could she have refused to
save her son from ignominy ? Could she have
withstood the machinations of those blood-
suckers ?  She knew she must have given way;
she would have given up everything, and beg-
gared herseli.  But now she had not the
power.  Nor had her trustee. Mr. Fergus-
son’s advice was that there was only one way—a
painful one—to free young Aubrey and his prop-
erty from the money-lenders’ clutches; and that
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was that, having been so mercilessly fleeced, he
should take the offensive. No judge or jury would
confirm the arrangements to which he had been
practically a defrauded party. Mr. Fergusson’s
forecasts were fully justified by the result. But
through what a sea-—of anxiety on the part of the
mother, of shame on the part of both mother and
son—was it not through which they had to pass!
The trial over, indeed, the revulsion of feeling in
joy at success made Mrs. Lushington forget nearly
all her trouble. Aubrey’s inheritance was saved !
It would be possible within a few years to free him
entirely from liabilities. Mrs. Lushington was quite
hopeful; and if anything could have put spirit into
Aubrey it would have been his mother’s astonish-
ing display of light-heartedness. But the verdict
did not rouse Aubrey from the depth of depres-
sion into which he had fallen during the protracted
trial.  Many things had come out of which he had
thought but little previously; but which now, seen
as it were from the point of view of other people’s
eyes, overwhelmed him with shame. To have
caused so unsavory a sensation in society ! To be
the talk and reprobation of high and low, in pri-
vate conversation and in the public press—all this
overwhelmed him. He had no happiness by day,
nor sleep by night.  His mind, probably never
well balanced, gave way under the strain of con-
stant silent brooding and sleeplessness. One night
in a fit of uncontrollable longing to put an end to
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his trouble the unfortunate lad sprang out of bed,
tore open a drawer, snatched up a loaded revolver

he kept there, and, putting the barrel in his mouth,
blew out his brains.

VII.

TH1s white-haired lady in black, slowly and pain-
fully making her way along the silent street—is it
possible it can be Mrs. Lushington ? It is none
other. Her head is bent. She has no eyes for the
thance passer-by; she is possessed by her thoughts,
and these forever harp on the same string. Where
is her boy ? She knows he is dead, it is not that
so much which troubles her, as it is the torturing
question, “ Where is he now ? "

This thought had flashed across her mind im-
mediately upon the catastrophe. But the shock had
then been too sudden and horrible, the rush of suc-
ceeding events too rapid, to let its slow, iterating,
maddening effect be at first fully felt. Just as a
drowning man grasps at a straw, so at that time
Mrs. Lushington’s whole eagerness had been to
prove that Aubrey had all along been out of his
mind. The verdict of suicide while temporarily
insane seemed to her at first a verdict as it were of
salvation for her son’s soul. It was not she alone
that thought it, she argued; twelve men unbiassed
by interest or affection, having weighed all the evi-
d'ence, had come to the same conclusion; and for a
time that thought mitigated somewhat the cruel-
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lest part of her suffering. But when all was over,
when Aubrey had been laid in the ground, and now
eventless days followed one the other,all full for her
of the same, monotonous, wearing thought, the
scant comfort she had grasped at failed her utterly,
and she sank prostrate in mind and body.  She
thought the hand of death was upon her, and death
would have been welcome. But it was not to be.

Behold her, then, wasted to a shadow, suddenly
aged, grown bent, white-haired, and strange, as
she makes her way from the cottage in which she
has taken a couple of rooms to be near the ceme-
tery where Aubrey is huried; for to haunt his grave,
to sit and pray there for long hours and lay her face
upon the carth and cail down to him, is her only
solace,

As in fever the patient turns wearily from side to
side in search of rest, trying again this posture and
again the other, though before the change brought
no relief, so does this poor lady seek consolation
and advice from this quarter and from that, pour-
ing out again and again the story of her misery and
ask for guidance. Over and over again she has
been admonished not to abandon herself to de-
spair; to hope for her son in the mercy of God; and
in her boy’s name, and for him, to resign herself
completely to the Divine Will. She tries to—it is
all she can do. But it brings her but little comfort,
and there are times when it affords her none.

One day she was returning in this despairing
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frame of mind from the cemetery when, just as she
was passing a church, a number of boys who had
been chasing each other gathered panting about
the open doorway, where they stood for a moment
on the steps to recover breath and let their noisy
laughter die down before going in. One of these
boys at once attracted her attention, because of
something about him which reminded her strongly
of Aubrey. While she stool gazing, the youths
with one accord crowded into the church and clat-
tered up to the top benches of the nave: and Mrs.
Lushington, eager for further sight of the lad, pres-
ently flitted like a shadow up one of the aisles
to a seat in which she, unobserved, watched the
group, and soon discovered that one in whom she
was interested. It was an afternoon class for cate-
chism for boys about to make their First Com-
munion. It seemed as if in putting the questions
the priest was going over ground in which instruc-
tion had already been given, to see if they had re-
tained the substance of the previous lecture; for his
questions, at least at first, were put without any ob-
vious sequence or apparent connection with the
main subject in hand. Mrs. Lushington was not
listening to the questions at all, but sitting with her
eyes fixed on the boy so like her son, and the mere
looking at whom filled her with a bitter-sweet sat-
isfaction.  Suddenly the boy stood up. He had

been addressed, but had not caught the question.
The priest repeated it.
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“May we ever feel sure concerning any person
now departed out of this life, that he or she is in
hell ?”

“ No, Father,” answered the boy.

“ Not if all the circumstances of his life and death
point to his having died in mortal sin ? ”

“ No, Father,” answered the boy stoutly.,

“Why not ?”

“ Because we do not know as much as God
knows, and therefore we do not know what God'’s
judgment is.”

“ Quite right. Now, what for instance do we
not know ?”

“We do not know,” answered the boy that was
like Aubrey, “ how far the person may have been
accountable for his actions.”

“ Exactly,” said the priest; “ therefore we can
never be certain of any particular person that he
or she is damned. And suppose,” he went on,
“ that we have some one belonging to us who has
died without a priest, without the sacraments, and
apparently under circumstances which would at the
first glance lead us to suppose that person to be
lost, should we give up all hope of his salvation ? ”

“No.”

“What should we do ?”

“ Pray and have prayers said for him.”

“ Anything else ?

“ Do good works for him.”

“Why ?”
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‘“ Because by these means we may help him,” an-
swered the lad, and then, his questioning finished,
sat down.

It seemed to Mrs. Lushington during this dia-
logue as if hers was the questioning mind, and that
it was Aubrey’s voice that was answering her. The
voice and all it had said echoed in her ears long
after the boys had left the church and had scattered
in all directions. Its spell was upon her still when
she reached home; and in the wakeful silence of
the night it seemed to call out to her and say,
“ Mother, help me !”

It was the constant cry of that voice which first
roused Mrs. Lushington and led her little by little
back to life and into new activities, in which her
wealth makes her a potent influence. Her mental
horizon has become enlarged, and in seeing occa-
sionally evidences of the good she is doing she
experiences momentary thrills of exquisite happi-
ness in feeling that she may be benefiting her son.
A calm and sense of peace within herself are often
hers to an extent which she hardly awhile ago
would have believed possible. But sometimes the
keenness of her great sorrow, with all its anguish
and despair, regains for a time its mastery; and un-
der the torture of its grip she cries out: “ Oh, if

only my poor boy had died that time, in his youth
and innocence | ”
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Miss Packe,
BY FRANCES M. MAITLAND.

PEOPLE were not astonished when Cecy Bath-
urst’s engagement to Lord Lowdham was an-
nounced. That the Bathurst girls made good mar-
riages had come to be recognized ; not that they
Were prettier, nor wittier, nor, if it came to that,
better dowered than other girls, but “ it was a way
they had,” to quote Mrs. Price, the rector’s wife.

Had not old Mrs. Fawkes, of the Court, said,
with decision, the moment she heard her nephew
was on his way home from his Rocky Mountain
expedition, “ He will just be in time for Cecy !

Had not Colonel Falkiner, who had no respect
for persons, poked his brother-in-law, the Rector,
in the ribs, and whispered, ** Another job for his
Reverence, eh, Price ? 7 the very first time he saw
the couple canter together up the street.

Had not poor Mrs. Bathurst herself said, with
deSpairing presentiment, to her confidant, Miss
Packe, “Oh, I hope Lowdham won't take a fancy to
Cecy 17 A confidence responded to by a shake of
the head that plainly said. “ That, dear Mrs. Bath-

urst, no one can undertake to tell 1"
1607
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Mrs. Bathurst’s worst enemies could no: have
accused her of being a match-making mother; her
daughters’ engagements invariably took her by
surprise, and cost her many tears.

A young-looking woman still, gentle, patient
Mrs. Bathurst lay on her invalid couch in the little
morning-room all day. Her malady might, in the
beginning, have been the vague disease hinted at
by a strong-minded neighbor now and then—
nerves, imagination, habit perhaps; but to the in-
valid herself the sufferings were very real, and
Miss Packe, when catechized, had the mysterious
“ Ah, poor dear ! ” that impressed the listener more
than a longer tale.

Little Dr. Bramwell, indeed, had been reported
to have said that, if it had not been for Miss Packe
encouraging her in her nonsense, Mrs. Bathurst
would have been up and walking long ago ; but
even he had given up trying to rouse her, though
he paid her a duty visit now and then.

Miss Packe, the “ Dear Packie ” of two genera-
tions of Bathursts, kept house, poured out tea, read
history with Cecy, copied Mr. Bathurst’s letters to
The Field, nursed and spoiled Mrs. Bathurst, and
was “ worked to death among them all,” according
to Mrs. Price. Not that Packie thought herself
ill-used; she confessed herself, to her friends. the
happiest of women.

When there was not company, Mr. Bathurst
took her to dinner “ as if she had been the Queen;”
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and if the house was full and she elected, as she
often did, to sup in her school-room at dinner-time,
Griffiths, the old butler, was sure to appear with a
glass of port “ with the master's compliments,”
and never failed to add the maccaroon he knew she
loved, with an apologetic, “ I thought you might
like a biscuit, Miss.”

Mrs. Bathurst had always a good-night kiss
ready, a grateful pressure of the hand, and often a
“What should we do without you, Packie, dear ?
that brought tears to the little woman’s eyes.

Yes, Packie was happy, there was no doubt of
that.  She had been a pretty girl in her youth, and
was a dainty-looking woman now, with bright
brown eyes and rosy cheeks and snow-white hair,
and had “ kept her figure wonderfully,” as the say-
ing is. She had the “look ” of the Bathursts that
made Mrs. Price hint that she might be a poor rela-
tion after all; but it was the likeness that grows
with long and loving intercourse, an accent, a man-
nerism, an expression sometimes.

A loyal, loving, faithful little woman, it was little
wonder the Bathursts loved Miss Packe.

Time had stood still at Bathurst-Coombe, Lord
Lowdham thought, when, the day after his arrival
home, he followed Griffiths into the morning-
room.

Mrs. Bathurst. the pale pink (conversation al-
ways brought) on her cheeks. was listening to
Father Everv. the chaplain, and the Rector, who
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were having an argument. Dante of course !
Lowdham recognized the mellow Roman binding
of the volume in the chaplain’s hand at a glance.

Miss Packe in black silk gown, little silver caddy
in hand, was anxiously watching her tea-kettle as
of old ; the Squire, in leggings, was leaning back
in his big chair with Fix, the fox-terrier, on his
knee, while Mary—they had not told him Mary
Leake was at home—was perched on an arm of the
chair, in a cool gray spring frock. How fresh and
bright Mary always looked ! Why, if Leake
hadn’t spoken so soon, who knew what might have
happened! Lord Lowdham gave a little sigh.
He had taken it all in at a glance as Griffiths an-
nounced him.

“Lord Lowdham.” The Squire jumped up,
Miss Packe put her caddy down; there were greet-
ings, exclamations; he had had his hand nearly
wrung off by the men, had been patted and re-
joiced over by Mrs. Bathurst, and been shyly wel-
comed by Miss Packe, before he saw that the slim

figure standing by her father’s chair was not Lady
Leake after all

“ What, you don’t remember Cecy ?” the Squire
said, with a chuckle.

Time had not stood still after all; five years ago
he had brought Cecy Bathurst—a doll !

“ She is like Mary,” Mrs. Bathurst said in her

gentle way, while Cecy stood blushing under the
general scrutiny.
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Yes, Cecy was like her eldest sister, Lord Lowd-
ham told himself, as he sipped his cup of tea—like
Mary, but with a difference; taller, he thought, the
teeth better too—and the hair ! \Was it because
the Bathursts had naturally curly hair that it
looked so soft and bright, and not dry and frizzled
up like the hair of half the other girls he knew ?
Yes, Cecy’s hair was just like Mary’s—Kitty Tolle-
mache’s was darker, Louie Heron's too. But
there ! there were no girls like the Bathursts any-
where—suweet and frank and natural, and not too
learned, Miss Packe had to be thanked for that !
And always well-dressed, and never (hateful word)
Smart !

“Of course it was love at first sight,” as Mrs.
Price said when, not a month after the first meet-
ing, the engagement was announced. But Mrs.
Price liked Cecy Bathurst, her “ bark was waur
than her bite,”" and she rejoiced in the girl's happi-
ness in her heart.

“What was the good of having daughters,
if they ran away and left you as soon as they
were grown up ?” Mrs. Bathurst asked despair-
ingly,

“ Most mothers would consider you lucky,” Mrs.
Price responded dryly.

“I suppose sonie one will be running away with
Packie next 17 witl; a sigh.

“ Ah, there we may trust Providence will be
kind,” said the Rector's wife.
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“There was no hurry,” the Squire protested,
when Lowdham urged Cecy to name the day.

And why should they wait ? Lord Lowdham
expostulated, not unmindful of the grouse. Let
them be married, take the run to the continent
Cecy wished, and have a week or two at home be-
fore going north.

“‘Happy’s the wooing that’s not long a-doing,””
quoted Mrs. Price. * The genus ‘ Bathurst girl’
once extinct, some other of the Exshire young
ladies may have their chance !”

*“ The Bathursts and Lowdhams were old Catho-
lics,” Mrs. Price was careful to explain to all new-
comers. “She had no patience,” she would add,
“with perverts like the Tollemaches, and Sir John
Leake. ‘Reverts’? Did Punch really call them
re-verts 7 Then Punch was a fool !

Lowdham got his own way, and June saw Cecy
Bathurst, with Dolly Price as bridesmaid, a wife;
and Mr. and Mrs. Bathurst and Miss Packe settled
down again. as best they might in the big house left
daughterless.

“ Cecy kept us voung.” the Squire complained,
rubbing his rheumatic leg.

Fix haunted Cecv’s room. and growled when the
housemaids tried to displace him from her bed.

Mrs. Bathurst consoled herself with the pages of
descriptive happiness sent nearly every day from
the Tyrol.

She was always cold nowadays, she told Miss
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Packe one day, making her feel her hands. Cold
in July ! and in that sunny room with a fire.
Packie was not satisfied.

“ Circulation, nothing but circulation,” the doc-
tor, who happened to be busy, said, not disguising
his temper,

“ Ah, poor dear !’ Miss Packe began.

“ Yes, that’s just it, ‘ poor dear, ” the little man
interrupted impatiently. “*‘ Poor dear !’ indeed !
It’s just what 1 have told you, all your fault, Miss
Packe, encouraging her "—he paused for a civil
word—"* in these indolent ways. It’s too late now,
perhaps, but she ought to have been turned off that
sofa twenty years ago. You had the matter in
your own hands.” And the little man rubbed his
hands to show he washed them of the whole
affair,

“ Oh, poor dear ! "* Miss Packe repeated, wiping
her eyes, “ indeed vou don't understand.”

“T understand well enough.” And with a grunt
the busy little man was gone,

“1It was losing Miss Cecy made the mistress so
‘dwiney.’” the servants agreed; “ And wmost un-
natural if it hadn’t and her the apple of her eye,”
Flint the maid added. resenting what she was
pleased to call Miss Packe's © fuss.”

Pretty Kitty Tollemache, who, summoned by
Miss Packe. drove over the grays that were the
envy of the country-side, to see her mother, agreed
with Flint, and suggested that Lady Leake’s little
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son and heir should be sent for to cheer up his
grandmother.  Packie mustn’t he nervous, she
added, as she kissed the little woman good-by; but
Packie only shook her head.

It was quite a consolation to Miss Packe when
the Lowdhams turned up a week sooner than was
expected, and she was able to pour out all her
anxieties and fears; but the next day found Mrs.
Bathurst so much better it almost seemed as if Flint
had been right after all. *1 told you, Miss,” that
worthy said triumphantly, “ it was only a-missing
Miss Cecy—her ladyship, as I should say, begging
her pardon.”

The next day was the same. Mrs. Bathurst en-
joyed her luncheon, enjoved Lowdham’s account
of their wanderings and even adventures in the
Tyrol, admired the presents brought from Paris,
was wheeled, Cecy dancing by her side, as far as
the east lodge, enjoyed her chat with Mr. and Mrs.
Price who came to dinner, and told Flint while she
was being put to bed, she didn’t know how it was

but she felt quite young somehow.

Packie never forgot that July evening when,

Flint gone, she slipped in as usual to say good-
night.
" How happy Cecy was, and Lowdham, how

good !’ the mother said, rejoicing; then * Kiss
me, Packie, T am tired.”

“Not cold ?

“No, not cold. Well, a little perhaps, but
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nothing to worry about.” But Packie, unsatisfied,
wrapped her up.

She had said a second good-night and reached
the door when Mrs. Bathurst spoke again. “ You
wouldn’t leave Dick, would you, Packie ?”

“Dick ” was Mr. Bathurst; and while Packie,
startled, paused for an answer, Mrs. Bathurst
spoke again. “ Good-night, Packie, I am going to
sleep.”

Packie was a good sleeper herself, owing, per-
haps, to what may be called her perennial youth,
Mr. Bathurst had a joke, called up on occasion,
that made the little lady blush, that it took the fire-
engine to wake Packie up. A story so far true,
that when fire broke out in the schoolroom one
early morning, the garden lads in their over zeal,
had played the hose into the first open window
they found, and soused poor Packie in her bed.
But it scarcely needed Flint's trembling touch to
Touse her on the sad July day that followed Cecy’s
coming home. Mrs. Bathurst had had a paralytic
stroke.

Doctors and nurses came, in succession, from
town. Daughters, hastily summoned, arrived.

Cecy, like a little ghost, haunted her mother's
room, insisting she knew her, that she had moved
her eyes, her hand.

The Squire refused to leave his wife's side.
Father Every and the doctor. keeping vigil in the
library, came up-stairs from time to time, joining
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their entreaties to Packie’s that the Squire should
take some rest; but the old man, older than his
dying wife by twenty years, only shook his head;
and in the early morning, her helpless hand tight
locked in his, Mrs. Bathurst died.

That “ Packie ” was to look after Mr. Bathurst
settled itself into the natural thing. Lady Leake,
indeed, tutored by her husband that, as eldest
daughter, she should, before leaving, make some
arrangements for her father’s comfort, began a lit-
tle speech one day, only to break down in the first
sentence and to throw her arms round Packie’s
neck with a sob and a “ Oh, Packie dear! you
know better than any of us what he likes,” and
“ Indeed, I will do my best,” Packie said, sobbing
too.

The Squire took his sorrow simply and manfully,
only begging that nothing should be meddled with
or changed. So Mrs. Bathurst’s great white couch
and invalid table covered with books were left in
their comner of the sunny morning-room, and the
gardener brought, as of old, her favorite pots of
flowers, and when the 20th of August came and
Lord Lowdham, who had manfully resisted the
grouse, could not resist the black game, Cecy and
he went north, and the Squire and Miss Packe
settled down to their new life, Packie doing the
housekeeping, arranging the flowers, writing her
orders as of old.

Sometimes the old man forgot his loss. and burst
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into the morning-room where Packie, her work
done, sat with her knitting, with a “ Caroline,
what do you think, a bearded tit was seen on the
Denne Marsh yesterday ! or, “ Caroline, what do
you think, the beam-birds on the south wall are
bringing out their second brood.” And when the
silence and empty sofa reminded him his wife was
gone he would give a “ Tut, tut,” or * Dear, dear,”
and walk away; and Miss Packe would not see him
again for an hour or two.

He liked to refer to his wife: “ as Caroline, poor
dear, would have said,” or, ** Caroline. poor dear,
would have liked this or that,” or he would remind
Miss Packe of the days of their early married life,
when *“ Caroline, poor dear, had been the prettiest
girl in Exshire.”

“Yes, Mary and Cecy were both like their
mother.  Kitty too, bhut they couldn't hold a
candle to her.”  Mliss Packe would bear him out.

The months went on ; December came.
“What ?  Not have the poor girls at Christmas !
Tut. tut, that would never do. What would poor
dear Caroline say to such a thing ? Tut, tut ! tut,
tut ! What was she thinking about ? No, no,
they must all come, all come. Yes, babies and all:
ves, habies and all.  Miss Packe must mind that—
Just as ysual”

) Pe.rhaps the Squire found his first real consola-
flon mn Lady Leake’s little three-yvear-old hov, who,
if backward in speech, hugged the pointers and
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rushed to horses’ heels in a way that enchanted his
grandfather—if it drove his attendants distracted !

“ A regular Bathurst, every inch of him,” the
Squire proclaimed with pride, when, lost one morn-
ing, he was found cuddled up in Brough’s (the
great mastiff) kennel in the yard. “If poor Caro-
line only could have seen him !

Some of Packie’s smiles, too, came back with
the young folk. They had their Christmas pres-
ents for her, a miniature of Mrs. Bathurst—a joint
gift—books, texts, what not ! Even Freddy Tolle-
mache had his present, given before dinner in the
drawing-room, a brooch to fasten Packie's shawl,
a silver pack of hounds in cry.

" Said to Kit the moment I spotted it, ‘ That’s
my present, Kit.” A pack of hounds ! Good, isn’t
it? Ha,ha!”

And while Packie, with all her gratitude, looked
at it askance, Kit said severely, ** No one but your-
self would see any point in such a foolish joke,
Freddy !~

*“It has its point, though! Come, Miss Kitty,
confess,” Freddy cried, seizing his wife’s white
arm.

“You are hurting me, Freddy, be quiet "—and
Kitty pointed over the little red mark. * You
ought to behave properly, it isn’t "—and poor
Kitty gave a sob—*" it isn’t like other years.”

“If you mean I don’t miss your poor mother,
you're wrong,” Freddy said with decision, * but she
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wouldn’t grudge us a little joke, would she, Miss
Packe ?”

After all, Christmas went off “ better than could
have heen expected,” as Mrs. Price said, and in-
deed that lady did her best to help things along.

It was Freddy Tollemache, however, who spe-
cially took in hand the cheering up of the Squire,
inventing, Kitty sadly feared, tales of shovellers
that had been shot, and wild geese that had been
seen on the Denne Lake. He even managed to
secure a snipe with some peculiarity in its plumage
that kept the Squire happy and excited for many a
day.

“ Packie had the patience of the saints,” Freddy
confided to his wife, when he saw the little woman
putting the scraps of paper, quarter sheets, out of
backs of envelopes, a sheet out of an old account-
book perhaps, into order before copying out the
Squire’s communication to The Field, and putting
away the volume after volume he had pulled down
m verifying his facts, if facts, with Freddy’s snipe’s
tale in question, they might be called !

After the Christmas gathering, life went on more
cheerfully at Bathurst-Coombe. Little Dick Leake
was left, with his nurses, for a time. Then spring
¢ame, and the home-farm, recently taken into his
own hands, and talks with the bailiff, kept the
Squire busy, and left little time to fret.

If poor Packie had her troubles with the house-
hold, she did not complain.
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It had been all very well for the governess to
have mistressed over them—as deputy, one might
say—while the mistress was alive; but that, now
she was dead and gone, Miss Packe was to have it
all her own way, was ““ more than flesh and blood
could stand, and enough to make Mrs. Bathurst
turn in her grave,” according to Flint, whom the
Squire had refused to send away. “ She had been
a good maid to poor Caroline, and women always
seemed to find sewing to do about a house !”

It was Freddy Tollemache who, coming in wet
by the side-door one day he had ridden over to see
his father-in-law, heard Flint “slanging” Miss
Packe in the linen-room and went straight to the
Squire ; and, Flint pensioned off, and Griffiths
solemnly bound over to report any further inso-
lence, Packie was at peace.

It was on the anniversary of her mother’s death
that Cecy Lowdham’s little daughter came. Mr.
Bathurst walked over daily to inspect the little pink
morsel of humanity that, lying in the portly nurse’s
arms. puckered up its face and doubled its fists, and
did all a well-dispositioned baby should.

“ No look of its poor grandmother,” the Squire
would  say disconsolately, touching its cheek
gingerly with a gentle finger-tip.

“ And it was early days yet to say who her little
ladyship would be like,” Mrs. Naylor would cheer-
fully f'eP!_V, with a dip in acknowledgment of the
sovereign that <o often found jts way to her palm.
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In Packie’s opinion the baby had Mrs. Bathurst’s
eyes.

“ I believe them when I see them,” Freddy, who
had made his way to the nursery, said. * Miss
Packe, do you believe you were ever such a mon-
ster as that ? A lobster’s a joke to it ! ”

A monster indeed ! Packie nearly cried. How-
ever, even Freddy was interested in hearing that it
Was a monster in another sense, had turned the
scale at twelve pounds, according to Dr. Bram-
well.

“Why, Kit’s poor little beggar only weighed
three and a half,” Freddy cried; for Kitty had lost
her only child.

Dr. Bramwell on his way home from Lowdham
used to stop at Bathurst-Coombe to give Packie
the last news of Cecy.

“ Nothing wrong with Miss Packe ? ” the Squire
asked anxiously one day, waylaying the little man
in the hall,

“There is nothing wrong with Miss Packe,” the
doctor was happy to say.

“That was all right,” the Squire, relieved,
said.
Miss Packe in his opinion, the doctor rather
stifly went on, was an exceptionally healthy wom-
an for her years—ex-ception-ally healthy, he re-
Peated, rubbing his hands, Might he add that

he had a great respect, he might say the greatest
Te-spect, for Miss Packe.
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“Yes, yes, certainly.” What on earth was the
fellow driving at 7 the Squire asked himself.

[f the Squire were not busy, Dr. Bramwell would
be glad of a few words.

No, the Squire was not busy ; he was at the
doctor’s service ; but he thought ruefully of the
bailiff setting out without him to the new cottages.

“ The day was warm, what would the doctor
have? A B.andS.?”

The day was certainly warm, to judge from Dr.
Bramwell’s appearance, as he sat mopping his fore-
head with a red silk handkerchief, in one of the big
library chairs.

The brandy and soda, administered by Griffiths,
perhaps gave him courage, for, thrusting the hand-
kerchief into his pocket, and clearing his throat, he
spoke.

“ As I said, Mr. Bathurst, I have a great respect,
a ve-ry great re-spect, for Miss Packe.”

What on earth was the fellow after ? the Squire
asked himself again. Audibly—* He hoped they
all had that.”

“In fact,”—the doctor took another gulp from
his glass and drew out the handkerchief again—
“in fact, I have thought of it for some time. In
fact—1I have asked Miss Packe to be my wife.”

The murder was out! “The !” A bad
word very nearly came from Mr. Bathurst’s mouth;
he walked to the window, walked back again, then
back to the window, then turned. “ She has ac-
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cepted you 7’ Looking at little, red-faced, podgy
Dr. Bramwell, Mr. Bathurst thought it un-
likely !

“Well, that he could hardly say—DMiss Packe
had been—the Squire would understand—taken
a lit-tle, yes, a lit-tle by surprise. Ladies always
were, he believed, on these occasions. He ! he !”

The little snob ! The Squire felt inclined to kick

him. “ Surely, you know whether she said yes or
no ?”" he demanded irately.
“ Of course, of course.” The little man was

mopping his brow again. * That was just it. Miss
Packe had been taken, as he had said, a lit-tle by
surprise. It had struck him that Mr. Bathurst,
perhaps, would say a word for him? He had a
fair practice, had his savings, he could make her
comfortable, he hoped.”

“She is not young.” The Squire spoke
abruptly, he was provoked, angry—Bramwell want
to marry Miss Packe ! Advise Packie, who was as
good as any of them—why, if her father hadn’t got
into that mess, Packie would never have been
teaching at Bathurst-Coombe—advise her to
marry little Bramwell, whose father had been the
county vet! An honest little chap, no doubt,—
but Miss Packe ! The Squire fumed.

“ He himself was fifty; age, if he might say so,
had nothing to do with the affection. Yes, af-fec-
tion, if he might use the word, he had for Miss
Packe.” The little man spoke with some dignity.
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He saw Mr. Bathurst was ruffled ; naturally ('he
said to himself) he would not care to lose Miss
Packe, who suited him to the ground, but it would
be easy for the Squire, with his means, to find an-
other housekeeper, or he might take the Herons to
live with him, as many people thought he should
have done when Mrs. Bathurst died; the Herons
were hard up, as everybody knew.

“ Look here, Bramwell "—the Squire, who had
been walking up and down again, paused—*I
never interfere in these matters. 1If a woman likes
a man, she finds it easy enough to tell him so ! If
she doesn’t—well, I'm not the man to persuade her
to marry him against her will ! 7

“Ye-e-s,” the little doctor spoke disappointedly;
then more cheerfully, taking up his hat, “ you'll at
least wish me good-luck ?”

“Good-luck ?  Of course I'll wish you go