IHOPES AND FEARS. 237

CHAPTER XV.

When will you marry ?
Say the bells of St. Mary.
\\'{\cn I get rich, -
Say the bells of Shoreditch.
When will that be ?
Say the bells of Stepney.
I do not know,
Says the great bell of Bow.
Nursery Rhyme.

Tuere was some truth in Lucilla’s view of herself and
Honor as belonging to two distinet classes of development.
Honor had grown up among those who fed on Scott, Words-
worth, and Fouqué, took their theology from the British
Critic, and their taste from Pugin; and moulded their
opinions and practice on the past. Lucilla and Phabe wero
cssentially of the new generation, that of Kingsley, Tenny-
son, Ruskin, and the Saturday Review. Chivalry had given
way to-common sense, romance to realism, respect for an-
tiquity to pitying patronage, the past to the future. Per-
haps the present has lost in reverence and refinement as
much as it has gained in clearness and confidence |  Lucil-
la represented reaction, therefore her attitude was antago-
nistic; Phoobe was the child of the newer system, therefore
she loved the elder one, and sought out the likenesses to,
rather than the differences from, her own tone of thought.
And well was it that she had never let slip her hold on that
broad, unchanging thread of truth, the same through all
changes, making faith and principle one, though the devel-
opments in practice and shades of thought shalke off the es-
sential wisdom on which it grew, only to adopt some more
fatal aberration of their own !

Thus standing between the two, Phabe was a great help
to both in understanding each other, and they were far more
at case when she was with them. In October, all three
went to Woolstone Lane for a brief stay. Honor wished
that the physician should see Lucilla before the winter, and
Pheebe was glad to avail herself of the opportunity c_Jf choos-
ing furniture and hiring servants for her new establishment,
free from the interference of Lady Bannerman, who was of

course at Brighton.
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She had been obliged to let her sisters go to Sutton
without her, as the little parsonage had not room for three
guests besides Lieschen, who was more indispensable to
Maria than even herself, and both the others were carnestly
set upon accepting the invitation. Cecily silenced her
seruples by begging, as a proof of acceptance as a sister,
that she might be entrusted with them, and promising
that in her own quiet home, whence most of the family
had been launched into life, they should meet with none
of the excitements of merry Mooreroft; and Phacebe was
obliged to resign her charge for these few weeks, and trust
from Bertha’s lively letters that all was well.

Another cause which made Honor and Lucy anxious to
be in London, was the possibility of Owen’s arrival. He
had last been heard of on the shores of Lake Superior, when
he spoke of returning as soon as the survey for a new line
of railway should have been completed, and it was not un-
likely that he might come even before his letter. News
would await him that he would regret as much as did his
sister. Unecle Kit’s death had enabled Charles Charteris,
or rather his creditors, to advertise Castle Blanch for sale,
and Lucilla, who had a more genuine affection for the
place than had any of the natives, grieved extremely over
the family disgrace that was causing it to pass into other
hands.

She had an earnest desire to take advantage of the dis-
play of the house.and grounds to pay the scenes of her youth
one last visit. The vehemence of this wish was her first re-
currence to her old strength of will, and Honora beheld it as
a symptom of recovery, though dreading the long and
fatiguing day of emotion. Yet it might be talken as another
token of improvement that she had ceased from that instine-
tive caution of feebleness which had made her shrink from
all exertion or agitation.

Her chest was pronounced to be in a satisfactory state,
her health greatly improved; and as there was no longer
need for extra precaution, the three ladies set forth together
on the first fine day.

The Indian summer was in full glory, every wood ar-
rayed in brightness; and as they drove from the Wrapworth
Station, the bauks of the river were surpassingly lovely,
brown, red, and olive, illuminated by sprays of yellow, like
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fireworks, and contrasting with the vivid green of the mea-
dows and dark blue water. Honor recollected the fairy
boat that once had floated there, and glancing at the pale
girl beside her, could not but own the truth of the simili-
tude of the crushed fire-fly; yet the fire of those days had
scorched, not lighted ; and it had been the mirth that tend-
cth to heaviness.

Cilla was gazing, with all her soul in her cyes, in si-
lence. She was trying to revive the sense of home that
once had made her heart bound at the first glimpse of Wrap-
worth; but her spirit leapt up no more. The familiar
scene only impressed the sense of homelessness, and of the
severance of the last tie to her father’s parish, her mother’s
native place. Honor asked if she would stop in the village.
“ Not yet,” she said; “let us have the Castle first.”

At the next turn they overtook Mr. Prendergast, and
he was instantly at the carriage-door, exacting a willing
promise of taking luncheon with him on the way back, a
rest for which Honor was thankful, sure as she was that
this visit was costing Lucy more than she had anticipated.

Without a word, she beheld the green space of park,
scattered with groups of glowing trees, the elms spangled
with gold, the maples blushing themselves away, the par-
terre, a gorgeous patchwork of scarlet, lilac, and orange, the
Virginian creeper hanging a crimson mantle on the cloister.
There was something inexpressibly painful in the sight of
all this beauty, unheeded and cast away by the owners, and
displayed as a matter of bargain and sale. TPhoebe thought
of the strange, uncomfortable dream that it had been to her
when she had before looked and wondered at the scene be-
fore her. She retraced Robert’s restless form in every win-
dow, and thought how little she had then augured the fruit
of what he had suffered.

The rooms were opened, and set out for inspection.
Honor and Pheebe made it their duty to occupy the chatter-
ing maid, a stranger to Lucilla, and leave her free to move
through the apartments, silent and very white, as if it were
a sacred duty to stand wherever she had stood, to gaze at
whatever her eyes had once met. e

Presently ‘she stood still, in the dining-room, her
hand grasping the back of a chair, as she looked up to a
large picture of three children, two boys and a girl, fan-
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cifully dressed, and playing with flowers. The waxen
complexion, fair hair, and blue eyes of the girl were al-
most her own.

« This to be sold ?” she said, turning round, and speak-
ing for the first time. :

«(Q yes, ma’am !—everything, unreservedly.  That
picture has been much admired—Dby the late Sir Thomas
Lawrence, ma’am—the children of the late General Sir
Christopher Charteris.”

Lucilla, whiter than before, walked quickly away. In
a few seconds Pheebe followed, and found her leaning on the
balustrade of the terrace, her ‘breathing heavily oppressed ;
but she smiled coldly and sternly, and tightened a stiff, cold
grasp on Phabe’s arm, as she said—

« Honor has her revenge, Phosbe ! These are the kin-
dred for whom I broke from her! Well, if Charles sells
his birthright and his own father, I don’t know how I can
complain of his selling my mother !”

“But, Lucy, listen. Miss Charlecote was asking about
the agent. I am sure she means to try to get it for you.”

“T dare say. It is right that I should bear it!”

« And the maid said that there had been a gentleman-

speaking about it, and trying to securc it. She thought he
had written to Mr. Charteris about it.”

“ What gentleman ? ” and Lucy was ready to spring back
to inquire.

“Miss Charlecote asked, and I believe it was Mr. Pren-
dergast ! ”

There was a bright, though strange flickering of pleasure
and pain over Cilla’s face, and her eyelids quivered as she
said, “ Yes—yes—of course; but he must not—he must not
do it! He cannot afford it! I cannot let him!”

« Perhaps your cousin only needed to be reminded.”

«I have no hope of him. Besides, he cannot help him-
self; but at least—I say, Phabe, tell Honor that it is kind-
ness itself in her; but I can’t talk about it to her N

And Lucilla’s steps sprang up-stairs, as desirous to es-
cape the sight and speech of all.

After the melancholy round of deserted bedrooms, full
of bitter recollections, Lucilla again descended first, and at
the door met the curate. After a few words, she turned,
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and said, “Mr. Prendergast would row us down to the
Vicarage, if you liked.”

“Indeed, my dear,” said Honor, unwillingly, “I am
afraid of the cold on the water for you.”

“Then pray let me walk across the Park!” she said,
imploringly; and Miss Charlecote yielded rather than try
her submission too severely, though dreading her over-
fatigue, and set off with Pheebe in the fly.

““You are sure it is not too far for you?” asked the
curate.

“Quite. You know I always used to fly upon Wrap-
worth turf.”  After some silence—*“1I know what you have
been doing,” she said, with a choking voice.

“ About the picture? I am sorry you do.”

“Why?”?

Tt is of no use for you to know that your cousin has ro
more heart than a lettuce run to seed.”

“When I knew that before, why may I not know.that
there are others not in the same case,” she said, with full
heart and eyes.

“ Because the sale must take place, and the purchaser
may be a brute, so it may end in disappointment.”

“It can’t end in disappointment.”

“ It may be far beyond my means,” continued the curate,
as if he had been answering her importunites for a new doll.

“ That I know it is,” she said. “If it can be done at
all, the doing it may be left to Miss Charlecote—it is an
expiation I owe to her generous spirit.”

“ You would rather she did it than I ?” he asked, mor-
tified. :

“ Nay—didn’t T tell you that I let her do it as an expi-
ation. Does not that prove what it costs me 2

“ Then why not ”? he began.

“ Because,” she interrupted, * in the first place, you have
no idea of the price of Lawrence’s portraits; and, in the
second, it is s0 natural that you should be kind to me that
it costs even my proud spirit—just nothing at all "—and
again she looked up to him with beamy, tearful eyes, and
quivering, smiling lip. :

“TWhat, it is still a bore to live with Miss Charlecote,”
cried he, in his rough eagerness. o

“Don’t use such words,” she answered, smiling.  “She

27
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is all kindness and forgiveness, and what can it-be but my
old vixen spirit that makes this hard to bear ?”

“Cilla!” he said. .

S Well 2

epiEaR

“Well!”

“I have a great mind to tell you why I came to South-
minster.”

“To look at a living ?”

“To look at you. If I had found you pining and op-
pressed, I had thought of asking if you could put up with
your father’s old friend.”

She looked with eyes of wonder, drew her arm away, and
stood still, partly bewildered. “ You didn’t ?? she said,
half in interrogation.

“I saw my mistake; you were too young and gay. But,
Cilla,” he addéd, more tremulously, “ If you do wish for a
home ]

“Don’t, don’t! ™ she eried; “T can’t have you talk as if
I only wanted a home!”

“ And indeed I have none as yet,” he said. “ But do
you indeed mean that you could think of it ? ”—and he came
nearer. :

“It! Nonmsense! Of you?” she vehemently ex-
claimed. “ How could you think of anything else ?”

“Cilla,” he said, in great agitation, “let me know what
you are saying. Don’t drive me crazy when it is not in the
nature of things you should mean it !”

“ Why not?” asked Lucilla. “It is only too good for
me.”’

“TIs it true, then ?” he said, as he took both her hands
in his. “Ts it true that you understand me, and are willing
to be—to be my own—darling charge !

 Oh, it would be such rest!”

It was as if the storm-tossed bird was folding its weary
wing in perfect calm and confidence. Nor could he contain
his sudden joy, but spoke incoherent words, and well nigh
wept over her. : " A

“ How did you come to think of it?” exclaimed she,
as, the first gush of fecling over, they walked on arm-in-

arm.,
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“T thought of it from the moment when I hoped T might
be a resource, a comforter at}_leust." :

« Not before ? ” was the rather odd question.

“ No. The place was forlorn enough without you; but
T was not such a fool as to think of a young beauty, and all
that.”

“ A1l that meaning my wickedness,” said Lucilla.  Tell
me again. You always did like the sprite even when 1t was
wicked, only you were too good and right-minded.”

“Too old and too poor.”

“ She is old and poor now,” said Cilla; ¢ worn out and
washed out into a mere rag. And you like her the
better ?”’

“ Not washed out ! ” he said, as her countenance flushed
into more than its wonted loveliness. ¢TI used to wish you
hadn’t such a face when those insolent fellows talked of you
—but you will get up your looks again when I have the
care of you. The first college living—there are some that
can’t choose but drop before long! The worst is, I am
growing no younger !’

“ Ah! but I am growing older!” she cried, triumphant-
ly. “ All women from twenty-five to forty are of the samc
age as all men from thirty to fifty. We are of just the sam
standing, you see!”

“ Seventecn years between us!”

“ Nothing at all, as you will see when I put on my cap,
and look staid.”

“No, no; I can’t spare all that yellow hair.”

“Yellow, indeed ! if you don’t know better what to call
it, the sooner it is out of sight the better.”

*“ Why, what do you call it ?”

“ Flaxen, to be sure—blonde cendrée, if you like it
better—that is the colour of tow and ashes!”

She was like a playful kitten for the next quarter of a
mile, her prettiest sauciness returning in the exuberant,
confiding gladness with which she clung to the affection that
at length satisfied her spirit ; but gravity came back to her
as they entered the village.

“Poor Wrapworth | 7 she said, * you will soon pass to
strangers!| It is strange to know that, yet to feel the old
days returning for which I have pined ever sincc we were
carricd away from home and Mr. Pendy.”
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3 “Yes, nothing is wanting but that we could remain
ere.”

“ Never mind! We will make a better Wrapworth for
one anuther, free from the stains of my Castle Blanch errors
and sorrows! I am even glad of the delay. I want a little
time to be good with poor dear Honor, now that I have heart
and spirit to be good.”

“And I grudge every week to her! I declare, Cilla,
you make me wish evil to my neighbour.”

“ Then follow my example, and be content with this pres-
ent gladness.”

“Ha! ha! I wonder what they’ll say at Southminster.
Didn’t I row them for using you so abominably? I have
not been near them since ! ”

“ More shame for you ! Sarahis my best correspondent,
and no one ever did me so much good as Mrs. Prendergast.”

“I didn’t ask her to do you good !”

“You ought to have done so then; for I should not be
the happy woman T am now if she had not done me good
because she could not help it! I hope they won’t take it to
heart.”

“T hope they will | ”

“ What ?

“ Turning you out.”

“Oh, I meant your throwing yourself away on a broken-
down governess! There—let us bave done with nonsense.
Come 1n this way.”

It was through the churchyard, past the three graves,
which were as trim as if Lucilla had daily tended them.
“Thank you,” she said; then gazed in silence, till with a
sigh she exclaimed :—

“Poor Edna! Monument of my faults! What perverse
determination of mine it was that laid her here !

“ It was your generous feeling.”

“ Do not miscall and embellish my perverse tyranny, as
much to defy the Charterises as to do her justice. I am
more ashamed now that I have the secret of your yielding ! ”
she added, with downcast eyes, yet a sudden smile at the
end,

“We will take that child home and bring him up,” said
Mr. Prendergast. Wil

“If his father wishes it, it will be right;” not as if it
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were the pleasantest of charges. “ Thank you,” said Cilla.
“ Three o'clock ! Poor Honor, she must be starving ! ”

“ What about her ?” stammered Mr. Prendergast, hang-
ing back shyly. *“ Must she be told ? ”

“ Not now,” said Lucilla, with all her alert readiness.
“TI will tell her to-night. You will come in the first day
you can ! ”

“ To-morrow ! Ivery possible day.”

Honor had truly been uneasy, fearing that Lucilla was
walking, sitting down, or fasting imprudently ; but the bril-
liant colour, the joyous cyes, and lively manner spoke won-
derfully for the effects of native air. DMr. Prendergast had
become more absent and awkward than ever, but his extra
shyness passed unremarked, and Lucilla’s tact and grace
supplied all deficiencies without obtrusiveness. Always at
home in the vicarage, she made none of her former banter-
ing display of familiarity, but only employed it cuietly to
secure the guests having what they wanted, and to awaken
the host to his duties, when he forgot that any onc save her-
self needed attention.

She was carried off before the river fog should arise, and
her abstracted silence all the way home was not wondered
at; alfhough Pheebe, sitting opposite to her, was at a loss to
read the furtive smiles that sometimes unclosed her lips, or
the calm, pensive look of perfect satisfaction on her features;
and Honor could not comprehend her entire absence of fa-
tigue after so trying a day, and wondered whether it were
really the old complaint—want of feeling.

At night, Honor came to her. room, and began—* My
dear, I want to make a little explanation to you, if you are
not tired.”

“ Oh ! no—TI had a little explanation to make to you,”
she answered, with a flush and a smile. ?

“ Perhaps it may be on the same subject,” and as Cilla
half langhed, and shook her head, she added—* I meant to
tell you that long ago—from the time T had the Holt—I re-
solved that what remained of my income after the duties of -
my property were fulfilled, should malke a fund for you and
Owen. ~ It is not much, but I think you would like to have
the option of anticipating a part, in case it should be possi-
ble to rescue that picture.” -

“ Dear, dear Honor,” exclaimed Cilla; “how very kindly
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you are doing it! Little did I think that Charles’s heart.
lessness would have brought me so much joy and kind-
ness.”

“Then you would like it to be done,” said Honor, de-
lighted to find that she had been able so to administer a
benefit as to excite neither offence nor resignation. “ We
will take care that the purchaser learns the circumstances,
and he can hardly help letting you have it at a fair valua-
tion.” .

“Thanks, thanks, dear Honor,” repeated Lucy; “and
now for my explanation. . Mr. Prendergast has asked me to
marry him.”

Had it been herself, Honor could not have been more as-
tounded.

“My child! impossible! Why, he might be your
father | Is it that you want a home, Lucy ? Can you not
gtay with me ? ”

“T can and I will for the present, sweetest Honey,” said
Cilly, caressingly drawing her arm round her. “I want to
have been good and happy with you; but, indeed, indeed I

can’t help his being more to me !”

“ He is a very excellent man,” began bewildered Honor;
“but I cannot understand 4] :

“ His oddity ? That’s the very thing which makes him
my own, and nobody else’s, Mr. Pendy! Listen, Honor.
Sit down, you don’t half know him, nor did I know my own
heart till now. He came to us, you know, when my father’s
health began to break after my mother’s death. He was
quite young, only a deacon; he lived in our house, and he
was, with all his dear clumsiness, a daughter to my father, a
nurse to us. I could tell you of such beautiful awkward
tendernesses! How he used to help me with my sums—and
tiec Owen’s shoes, and mince his dinner for him—and spare
my father all that was possible! I am sure you know how
we grieved after him.”

“ Yes, but—"

“ And now I know that it was ke that I cared for at
Wrapworth. With him I never was wild and naughty as I
was with others, though I did not know—oh ! Honor, if T
had but known—that _he always cared for the horrid little
thing I was, I could not have gome on s0; but he was too
good and wise, even while he did love me, to think of this,
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till T had been tamed and come back to you! I am sure I
can’t be so naughty now, since he has thought of me!”

« Luey, dearest, I am glad to see you so happy, but it is
very strange to me. It is such a sudden change,” said
Honor.

“No change! I mever cared for any onc half as
much ! ”

“Luey ! ” confounded at her apparent oblivion.

“ It is true,” said Lucy, sitting down by her. ¢ Perhaps
I thought I did, but if the other had ever been as much to
me, I could never have used him as I did! O, Honor,
when a person is made of the stuff I am, it is very bard to
tell which is one’s heart, and which is one’s flirting-machine !
for the other thing does simulate all the motions, and feel
real true pain! But I know now that Mr. Pendy was safe
in my real heart of hearts all the time, though I never
guessed it, and thought he was only a sort of father; but
you see that was why I was always in awe of getting under
Robert’s dominion, and why I survived his turning me off,
and didn’t at all wish him to bring it on again.”

“No, that you did not,” said Ionor, in a cheered voice,
as if acquitting her.

“And I am sure if Mr. Prendergast only looked like
using me after my deserts, as Ze¢ did, it would not be only a
demi-decline that I should get into,” said Luecilla, her eyes
full of tears. “Oh! Honor, think of his care of my father!
Kiss me and wish me joy in my father’s name, and like him;
for when you know him, you will see he is the only person in
the wide world to whom you could safely trust your little
torment ! "

Honor could not but be carried along to give the hearty
kiss and motherly congratulation as they were sought, and
she saw that she must believe what Lucy said of her own
feelings, incomprehensible though they were. But she re-
gretted to hear of the waiting for a college living, and at the
first impulse wished she had heard of this attachment before
Hiltonbury’s fate had been fixed. ;

“TFor shame, Honor, as if you ought not to respect Hil-
tonbury too much to tack it to my petticoat! .B_ut at .least,
thank you, for if you could once think of committing Hilton-
bury to him, you must like it for me.”
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« T must like what is so cvidently well for you, my child !
Will you tell Phaebe ? 7

“ Not till we go home, I think,” said Cilla, with a blush;
and, as if to avoid farther discussion, she bade Honora good
night. Decidedly, she wished Robert to feel more than she
would like to see, or should he betray no feeling, she had
rather not be aware of it.

But such news was already in town as to put to flight, for
a time at least, the last remnants of coquetry.

Robert was in the house early in the morning, and called
Miss Charlecote to speak to him in the study. Ile had a
packet of letters in his hand, of which he gave one to herself,
a long one in Owen’s writing, but unfinished and undirected.

Lakeville, Newcastle District, August 14th.
“ My pEar Hoxor,

“There is no saying how much I rejoice that I can
write to you and Lucy again under the same roof. I hope
soon to see you together again, and revive old times, but we
are delayed by the discovery that the swamp lying . full in
the Grand Ottawa and Superior Line is impracticable, and
would not only be the death of all the navvies employed
thereon, but would swallow bodily the funds of the G. O.
and S. Company. So we are carrying our survey in other
directions, before making out our report, after which I hope
to be permanently engaged on the construction. This will
give me three months to spend at home, in knitting up old
links, and considering how to dispose of my poor little en-
cumbrance till I can set him to make his way here. You or
Lucy would perhaps look out for some lady who takes In-
dian children, or the like. I am my own man now, and can
provide the wherewithal, for my personal expenses are small,
and engineering is well paid. Lucy must not think of bring-
ing him out, for even at her fastest the Far West would be

no place for her. Let her think of Glendalough, and realize
that if she were here she would look back on it as a temple
of comfort, civilization, and civility, and this place 1s the
last attempt at social habitation for 200 and odd miles. It
stands on a lake of its own, with an Indian name, ‘)\'111011 no
man can speak and no man can spell.’ It is col.onml to the
highest degree, and inhabited by all denominations, chiefly

: s i d S. Line,
agreed in worshipping us as priests of the G. O. an

s g
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which is to make their fortune, and for their manners, least
said soonest mended, though there are some happy excep-
tions, French Canadian, Lowland Scots, &ec., and a wiry
hard-working parson, whose parish extends nearly to Lake
Superior, and whose remaining aroma of University is re-
freshing. There is also a very nice young lad, whose tale
may be a moving example of what it is to come out here ex-
pecting to find in the backwoods Robinson Crusoe’s life and
that of the Last of the Mohicans combined. That is, it was
not he, but his father, Major Randolf, an English officer,
who, knowing nothing of farming, less of Canada, and least
of all of speculation, got a grant of land, where he speculated
only to lose, and got transferred to this forlorn tract, only to
shiver with ague and die of swamp fever. During the
twenty-five years of this long agony, he had contrived to
have two wives, the first of whom left this son, whom he
educated as a scholar, intending to finish him in England
when the tide should turn, but whereas it never' did, he must
needs get a fresh partner into the whirlpool, a Yankee dam-
sel out of a boarding-house. By the time she had had a
couple of children, he dicd, and the whole weight remains
bound about young Randolf’s neck, tying him down to work
for dear life in this doleful spot, without a farthing of capital,
no stock, no anything. I came upon the clearing one day
in the course of my surveying, and never did I see Gone %o
the Dogs more clearly written on any spot; the half-burnt
or overthrown trees lying about overgrown with wild vines
and raspberries, the snake fence broken down, the log-house
looking as if a touch would upset it, and nothing hopeful but
a couple of patches of maize and potatoes, and a great pump-
kin climbing up a stump. My horse and myself were done
up, so I halted, and was amazed at the greeting I received
from the youth, who was hard at work on his hay, single-
handed, except for the two children tumbling in it. The
lady in her rocking-chair was contrast enough to make me
heartily glad to find that she was his stepmother, not his
wife. Since that, I have scen a good deal of him; he comes
to Lakeville, five miles across the bush, and seven across the
lake to church on Sunday, and spends the day with the par-
son, and Mr. Currie has given him work in our press of
business, and finds him so effective, that he wants to take
him on gor good ; but this can’t be while he has got these
7#
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three stones about his neck, for whom he works harder and
lives worse than any day-laborer at Hiltonbury ; regular
hand to mouth, no chance of making a start, unless the Com-
pany will fortunately decide on the line I am drawing
through the heart of his house, which will force them to buy
him out of it. I go out to-morrow to mark the said line for
Mr. Currie to report upon, and will finish my letter to travel
with said report.”

« dug. 21st—Thanks to the Fire-King, he has done for

the ancient log-house, though next time he mounts his ¢ hot
copper filly I do not desire a second neck-and-neck race
with him. A sprain of the leg, and contusion (or confusion)
of the head, are the extent of the damage received, and you
will say that is cheap, considering all things. I had done
my 200 miles of marking, and was coming back on my last
dgy’s journcy, debating whether to push on to Lakeville that
night, camp out, or get a shake-down at Randolf’s, bringing
my own provender, for they live on hominy and milk, except
for what he can shoot or ecatch. It was so dark that I had
nearly fixed on sleeping in the bush, when it struck me that
there must be an uncommonly fine aurora, but getting up a
little rising ground where the trees were thinner, I observed
it was to the south-west, not the north. That way there lies
prairic land, at this season one ocean of dry bents, fit to burn
like tinder, so that one spark would set fifty square miles
alight at once. All the sky in that quarter was the colour
of glowing copper, but the distance was so enormous that
danger never occurred to me till I saw the deer scampering
headlong, the birds awake and flying, and my horse trembling
and wild to be off. Then I remembered that the wind was
full from that direction, and not a bit of water between, nor
all the way to the Lakeville lake. I never knew my beast’s
pace on the Kingston road what it was through that track,
all the rustling and scuttling of the beasts and birds sound-
ing round us, the glare gaining on us, and the scent of smoke
beginning to taint the wind. There was Randolf’s clearing
at last, lonesome and still as ever, and a light in the window.
Never was it so hard to pull in a horse ; however, I did so.
He was still up, reading by a pine torch, and in five minutes
more the woman and her children were upon the horse,
making for the lake. Randolf took his axe, and pocketed a
book or two, and we dashed off together for a long arm 0
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swamp that he knew of, running out from the lake. When
- we got to the other end of the clearing, I thought it was all
up with us. The wall of red roaring flame had reached the
other side, and the flame was leaping from the top of one
pine to another, making them one shape of quivering red, like
Christmas evergreens 1n the fire, a huge tree perhaps stand-
ing up all black against the lurid light, another crashing
down like thunder, the ribbon of flame darting up like a
demon, the whole at once standing forth a sheet of blazing
light. I verily believe I should have stood on, fascinated
with the horror and majesty of the sight, and feeling it vain
to try to escape, when the burning wings were spreading to
enclose the clearing and us with it, but Randolf urged me
on, and we plunged through the bush at the best speed we
could make, the smoke rolling after us, and the heat glowing
like a furnace, so as to consume all power out of us. It was
hell itself pursuing after us, and roaring for his prey, the
trees coming crashing down, and shaking the earth under our
feet, the flame absolutely running on before us upon the dry
grass and scrub, and the scorching withering every drop of
moisture from us, though not ten minutes bhefore, we had
been streaming at every pore.

“T saw green reeds before us, heard Randolf cry out,
¢Thank God,’ and thought I was plunging after him, when
I found myself on the ground, and the branches of a hemloclk
covering me. Happily they were but the lesser boughs, and
not yet alight; and at his own desperate peril, Randolf
cam¢ back with his axe, and cut them off, then dragged me
after him into the mud. Never bath more welcome! We
had to dispute it with buffaloes, deer, all the beasts of the
wood, tame and cowed with terror, and through them we
floundered on, the cold of the water to our bodies making the
burning atmosphere the more intolerable round our heads.
At last we came to an island, where we fell upon the reeds
so much spent that it was long before we found that our ref-
uge was shared by a bear and by Randolf’s_old cow, to the
infinite amaze of the bull-frogs. The Fire King was a hun-
dred yards off, and a fierce shower, brought from other parts
by his unwarrantable doings, began to descend, and finally
quenched him in such smoke that we had to lie on our faces
to avoid stifling. When the sun arose, there was Lakeville
in its woods on one side, on the other the blackest desolation
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conceivable. The population were all astir. Mrs. Randolf
had arrived safely, and Mr. Currie was about to set forth in -
search of my roasted remains, when they perceived the sig-
nals of distress that we were making, after Randolf had done
gallant battle with the bear in defence of the old cow. He
is a first-rate hunter, and despatched the fellow with such
little aid as I could give, with a leg not fit to stand upon;
and when the canoes came off to fetch wus, he would not leave
the place till he had skinned the beast. DMy leg is unser-
viceable at present, and all my bones feel the effect of the
night in the swamp, so I am to lay by, make the drawings,
and draw up the report, while Mr. Currie and Randolf do my
work over again, all my marks having been effaced by his ma-
jesty the Fire King, and the clearing done to our hand. If
I could only get rid of the intolerable parching and thirst,
and the burning of my brains! I should not wonder if I
were in for a touch of swamp fever.”

Here Owen’s letter broke off, and Honor begged in alarm
for what Robert evidently had in reserve. He had received
this letter to her enclosed in one from Mr. Currie, desiring
him to inform poor young Sandbrook’s friends of his state.
By his account, Owen’s delay and surrender of his horse had
been an act of gallant self-devotion, placing him in fright-
fully imminent danger, whenee only the cool readiness of
young Randolf had brought him off, apparently with but
slight hurts from the fall of the tree, and exposure to the
night air of the heated swamp. He bad been left at Lake-
ville in full confidence of restoration after a week’s rest, but
on returning from Lake Superior, Mr. Currie found him in-
sensible, under what was at first taken for an aggravated ac-
cess of the local fever, until, as consciousness returned, it
became evident that the limbs on the left side were powerless.
Between a litter and water transport, the sufferer was con-

veyed to Montreal, where the evil was traced to concussion
of the brain from the blow from the tree, the more dangerous
because unfelt at first, and increased by application to busi-
ness. The injury of the head had deprived the limbs of
motion and sensation, and the medical men thought the case
hopeless, though likely to linger through many stages of fee-
bleness of mind and body. Under these circumstances, Mr.
Currie, being obliged to return home himself, and unable to
leave the poor young man in such a condition among strangers,
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had decided on bringing him to England, according to his
own most eager desire, as the doctors declared that the voy-
age could do no harm, and might be beneficial. Mr. Currie
wrote from Quebec, where he had taken his passage by a
steamer that would follow his letter in four days’ time, and
he begged Robert to write to him at Liverpool stating what
ghould be done with the patient, should he be then alive.
His mind, he said, was clear, but weak, and his memory,
from the moment of his fall till nearly the present time, a
blank. He had begged Mr. Currie to write to his sister or
to Miss Charlecote, but the engineer had preferred to de-
volve the communication upon Mr. Fulmort. Of poor Owen
he spoke with much feeling, in high terms of commendation,
saying that he was a valuable friend and companion as well.
as a very right hand in his business, and that his friends
might be assured that he (Mr. Currie) would watch over him
as if he were his own son, and that his temporary assistant,
Mr. Randolf, was devoted to him, and had nursed him most
tenderly from the first.

¢« Four days’ time ! ” said Honor, when she had taken in
the sense of these appalling tidings. “ We can be at Liver-
pool to meet him. Do not object, Robert. Nothing else
will be bearable to either his sister or me.”

“ Tt was of his sister that I was thinking,” said Robert.
“ Do you think her strong enough for the risks of a hur-
ried journey, with perhaps a worse shock awaiting her when
the steamer comes in?  Will you let me go alone? I have
sent orders to be telegraphed for as soon as the 4sia is
signalled, and if I go at once, I can either send for you if
needful, or bring him to you. Will you not let me ?”

He spoke with persuasive authority, and Honora half
yielded. =« It may be better,” she said, “it may. A man
man may do more for him there than we could, but I do not
know whether poor Lucy will let you, or—" (as a sudden
recollection recurred to her) ¢ whether she ought.”

“ Poor Owen is my friend, my charge,” said Robert.

“T believe you are right, you kind Robin,” said Honor.
“The journey might be a great danger for Lucy, and if T
went, I know she would not stay behind. ButI still think
she will insist on meeting him.” 4

«T believe not,” said Robert; “at least, if she regard
submission as a duty.”
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« Oh, Robin, you do not know. Poor child, how am I
to tell her ? ”

« Would you like for me to do o ?” said Robert, in the
quiet matter of course way of one to whom painful offices
had become well-nigh natural.

“You? O Robin, if you ” ghe said, in some con-
fusion, but at the moment the sound of the visitors’ bell
startled her, and she was about to take measures for their ex-
clusion, when looking from the window, she saw that the
curate of Wrapworth had already been admitted into the
court. The next moment she had met him in the hall, and

seizing his hand, exclaimed in a hurried whisper, “T know !
Iknow! But there is a terrible stroke hanging over my
poor child. Come in and help us to tell her ! ”

She drew him into the study, and shut the door. The
poor man’s sallowness had become almost livid, and in half-
sobbing words he exclaimed—* Is it so ? Then give her to
me at once. I will nurse her to the last, or save her! I
know it was only her being driven out to that miserable gov-
crness life that has been destroying her | ” and he quite
glared upon poor innocent Honor as a murderess.

“ Mr. Prendergast, I do not know what you mean. Lu-
cilla is nearly well again. It is only that we fear to give
her some bad news of her brother.”

“ Her brother! Is that all?” said the curate, in a
tone of absolute satisfaction. “I beg your pardon, Miss
Charlecote; I thought I saw a doctor here, and you were
going to sentenco my darling.”

“You do seo Robert Iulmort, whom I thought you
knew.”

. “So I do,” said Mr. Prendergast, holding out his hand.
“T beg your pardon for having made such a fool of myself;
but you see, since I came to an understanding with that dear
child, I have not thought of anything eclse, nor known what
I was about.”

Robert could not but look inquiringly at Miss Charle-
cote.

“Yes,” she faltered, ¢ Mr. Prendergast has told you—
what I could not—what I had not leave to say.” :

“Yes,” put in Mr. Prendergast, in his overflowing feli-
city, “I see you think it a shocking match for such a little
gem of beauty as that; but you young men should have
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been sharper. There’s no accounting for tastes;” and he
laughed awkwardly. 3

“T am heartily glad,” said Robert—and voice, look, and
arasp of the hand conveyed the fullest earnestness—“ T am
exceedingly rejoiced that the dear little friend of all my lifo
should be in such keeping! I congratulate you most sin-
cerely, Mr. Prendergast. I never saw any one s0 well able
to appreciate her.”

That is over, thought Honor; how well he has stood
it! And now she ventured to recal them to the subject in
hand, which might well hang more heavily on her heart
than the sister’s fate | It was agreed that Lucilla would
bear the intelligence best from Mr. Prendergast, and that
he could most casily restrain her desire for going to Liver-
pool. He offered himself to go to meet Owen, but Honor
could not quite forgive the, ¢ Is that all ?” and Robert re-
mained constant to his. former view, that he, as friend both
of Owen and Mr. Currie, would be the most effective. So
therefore it stood, and Lucilla was called out of the draw-
ing-room to Mr. Prendergast, as Honor and Robert entered
it. It was almost in onc burst that Pheebe learnt the bro-
ther’s accident and the sister’s engagement, and it took her
several moments to disentangle two such extraordinary
cvents.

«T am very glad,” repeated Robert, as he felt rather
than saw that both ladies were regarding him with conceal-
ed anxiety; ‘“it is by far the happiest and safest thing for
her | It is an infinite relief to my mind.”

«T can’t but be glad,” said Honor ; “but I don’t know
how to forgive her!”

«That [ can do very easily,” said Robert, with a smile
on his thin lips that was very reassuring,  not only as a
Christian, but as I believe nothing ever did me so much
good. My fancy for her was an incentive which drew mo
on to get under better influences, and when Wwo threw each
other overboard, I could do without it. She has becen my
best friend, not even excepting you, Miss Charlecote; and as
such I hope always to be allowed to regard her. There,
Phebe, you have bad an exposition of my sentiments once
for all, and I hope I may henceforth receive credit for sin-
cerity.”

Miss Charlecote felt that, under the name of Pheebe,
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this last reproof was chiefly addressed to her; and perhaps
Pheebe understood the same, for there was the slightest of
all arch smiles about her full lip and downcast eye; and
though she said nothing, her complete faith in her brother’s
explanation, and her Christian forgiveness of Lucilla, did
not quench a strong reserve of wondering indignation at the
mixed prefercnees that had thus strangely settled down upon
the old curate.

She followed her brother from the room, to ask whether
she had better not leave Woolstone Lane in the present
juncture. But there was nowhere for her to go; Beau-
champ was shut up, the cottage being painted, Sutton barely
held the three present guests, and her elder sister from
home. “You cannot go without making a disturbance,”
said Robert; “ besides, I think you ought to stay with Miss
Charlecote. Lucilla is of no use to her; and this unlucky
Owen is more to her than all the world besides. You may
comfort her.”

Phewebe had no more to urge. She could not tell her
brother that looks and words of Owen Sandbrook, and in
especial his last farewell, which she was at that time too
young and simple to understand, had, with her greater ex-
perience, risen upon her in an aspect that made her desirous
of avoiding him. But, besides the awkwardness of such rec-
ollections at all, they seemed cruel and selfish when the
poor young man was coming home crippled and shattered,
only to die, so she dismissed them entirely, and set herself
to listen and sympathize.

CHAPTER XVI.

0ld isle and glorlous, I have heard
Thy famo across the sea,

And know my father's homes are thine,
My father's rest with thee.

A Cleveland Lore.

«R. M. Furyort to Miss Charlecote. The carriage to
meet the 6 p. dr. train.”

That was all the intelligence that reached Woolstone
Lane till the court-gates were opened, and Robert hurried
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in before the carriage.  Much better,” he said, “only he
is sadly knocked up by the journey. Do not show your-
selves till he is in his room. Which is it ?”

Honora and Luecilla hastened to point it out, then drew
back, and waited, Ionor supporting herself against the wall,
pale and breathless, Lucy hanging over the balusters, fever-
ed with suspense. She heard the tread, the quick, mutter-
ed question and answer ; she saw the heavy, helpless weight
carried in; and as the steps came upwards, she was pulled
back into the sitting-room by Honor, at first almost by force,
then with passive, dejected submission, and held tight to the
back of a chair, her lip between her teeth, as though with-
holding herself by force from springing forward as the fami-
liar voice, weak, weary, and uncertain, met her ear.

At length Robert beckoned; and she flew at first, then
slackened her pace, awestruck. Ier brother lay on the bed,
with closed eyes. The form was larger, more manly and
robust than what she had known, the powerful framework
rendering the wreck more piteous, and the handsome dark
beard and moustaches and crisp, thick curls of hair made the
straight, well-cut features resemble an old picture of a cav-
alier; nor bhad the bright, sunburnt complexion lost the
hue of health; so that the whole gave the idea of present
suffering rather than abiding illness. He seemed to her like
a stranger, till at her step he looked up, and his dark grey
eyes were all himself as he held out his hand and fondly
spoke her name. She hung over him, restraining her ex-
clamations with strong force; and even in the midst of her
cmbrace he was saying, ¢ Honor! Is Honor here?”

Trembling with emotion, Honor bent to kiss his brow,
and felt his -arm thrown about her neck, and the ha_iry
lips kissing cither cheek just as when, smooth and  babyish,
they had sought her motherly caress. = “May I come
home?” he asked. ¢ They brought me without your
leave!”

“ And you could not feel sure of your Sweet Honey’s
welcome ?”’ :

He smiled his old smile of fondness, but dimmed by
pain and languor; and the heavy lids sank over his eyes,
but to be at once raised. “Lucy! Home, Honor! 1t is
all T wanted,” he said; *“if you will be good to me, such as
I am.”
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«We will sit close to you, my dear; only you cannot
talk—you must rest.”

«Yes. My head is very bad—my eyes ache,” he said,
turning his head from the light, with closed ecyes, and
hand over them; but then he added—*One thing first—
where is he 27

« Your little boy ?” said Lucilla. ¢ Do you wish to see
him? I will call him.”

“ No, no, I could not;” and his brow contracted with
pain. “Noj but did not I tell you all about him—your
cousin, Honor ? Do pull the curtain round, the light hurts
me ! ”

Convinced that his mind was astray, there was no at-
tempt at answering him; and all were so entirely occupied
with his comforts, that Pheebe saw and heard no one until
Robert came down, telling her that Owen had, in fact, im-
proved much on the voyage, but that the long day’s journey
by train had brought on such severe and exhausting pain in
the head, that he could scarcely speak or look up, and
fatigue scemed to have confused the faculties that in the
morning had been quite clear. Robert was obliged to go to
his seven o’clock service, and Phebe would fain have come
with him, but he thought she might be useful at home.

“Miss Charlecote is so much absorbed in Owen,” he
said, “that I do not think she heard a word about that
young Randolf. Mr. Currie is gone to spend to-morrow
and Sunday with his father at Birmingham, but he let me
have this young man to help to bring Owen home. DMake
Miss Charlecote understand that he is to sleep at my place.
I will come back for him, aud he is not to be in her way.
He is such a nice fellow! And, Phebe, I have no time,
but there is Mrs. Murrell with the child in the study. Can
you make her understand that Owen is far too ill to see
them to-night ? Iecp them off poor Lucy, that’s all.”

“ Lucy, that’s all!” thought Phabe, as she moved to
obey. “In spite of all he says, Lucy will always be his
first thought next to St. Matthew’s; nor do I know why
I should mind it, considering what a vast space there is
between ! ” :

“ Now my pa is come, shan’s I be a gentleman, and ride
in a carriage ? ” were the sounds that greeted Phoebe’s ears
as she opened the door of the study, and beheld the small,
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lean child dressed in all his best; not one of the grey linen
frocks that Lucilla was constantly making for him, but in a
radiant tartan, of such huge pattern that his little tunic
barely contained a sample of one of each portentous check,
made up crosswise, so as to give a most comical, harlequin
cffect to his spare limbs, and weird, black eyes. The disap-
pointment that Pheebe had to inflict was severe, and unwit-
tingly she was the messenger whom Mrs. Murrell was likely
to regard with the most suspicion and dislike. “Come
home along with me, Hoing, my dear,” she said; “you'll
always find poor granny your friend, even if your pa’s ’art
is like the nether millstone, as it was to your poor ma, and
as others may find it yet.”

“T have no doubt Mr. Sandbrook will see him when he
is a little recovered after his journey,” said Pheebe.

“ No doubt, ma’am. I don’t make a doubt, so long as
there is no one to put between them. I have ’eard how the
sight of an ’opeful son was as balm to the eyes of his father;
but if I could see Mr. I'ulmor 2

“ My brother is gone to church. It was he who sent me
to you.”

Mrs. Murrell had real confidence in Robert, whose
friendliness had long been proved, and it was less impossible
to persuade her to leave the house when she learnt that it
was by his wish; but Phoebe did not wonder at the dread
with which an interview with her was universally regarded.

In returning from this mission, Phoebe encountered the
stranger in the lamp-light of the hall, intently examining
the balustrade of the stairs. ‘

“his is the drawing-room,” she courteously said, seeing
that he seemed not to know where to go.

« Thank you,” he said, following her. “I was looking
at the wood. What is it? We have none like it.

“Tt is Irish bog oak, and much admired.”

«T suppose all English houses can scarcely be like
this ? ” said he, looking round at the carved wainscot.

“ Oh, no, this house is a euriosity. Part was built before
1500.”

“In the time of the Indians?” Then smiling, “I had
forgotten. It is hard to realize that I am where I have
S(lldl?ong wished to be. Am I actually in a room 360 years
) ? N
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“No; this room is less ancient. Here is the date, 1605,
on this panel.”

“Then this is such a house as Milton might have grown
up in. It looks on the Thames ?”’

“ How could you tell that ?”

“ My father had a map of London that I knew by heart,
and after we came under Temple Bar, I marked the bear-
ings of the streets. Before that I was not clear. Perhaps
there have been changes since 1830, the date of his map.”

Phoebe opened a map, and he ecagerly traced his route,
pronouncing the names of the historical' localities with a
relish that made her almost sorry for their present associ-
ations. She liked his looks. He secemed to be about two
or three-and-twenty, tall and well-made, with somewhat of
the bearing of his soldier-father, but broad-shouldered and
athletic, as though his strength had been exercised in actual
bodily labour. His clear, light hazel eye was candid and
well-opened, with that peculiar prompt vigilance acquired
by living in a wild country, both steady to observe and
keen to keep” watch. The dark chesnut hair covered a
rather square brow, very fair, though the rest of the face
was browned by sun and weather; the nose was straight
and sensible, the chin short and firm; the lips, though some-
what compressed when shut, had a look of good humour
and cheerful intelligence peculiarly pleasant to behold.
Altogether, it was a face that inspired trust.

Presently the entrance of the tea-things obliged the
map to be cleared away; and Pheebe, while measuring out
the tea, said that she supposed Miss Charlecote would soon
come down.

“Then are not you a Charlecote?” he asked, with a
tone of disappointment.

“Qh, no! I am Pheebe Fulmort. There is no Charle-
cote left but herself.”

“It was my mother’s name; and mine, Humfrey Char-
lecote Randolf. Sandbrook thought there was some con-
nexion between the families.” -

Pheebe absolutely started, hurt for a moment that a
stranger should presume to claim a name of such associa-
tions; yet as she met the bright, honest eyes, feeling glad
that it should still be a living name, worthily borne. “ It is
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an old family name at Hiltonbury, and one very much
honoured,” she said.

“hat is well,” he said. “It is good to leave a name
that calls one to live up to it! And what is -more strange,
I am sure Miss Charlecote once had my mother’s hair.”

“ Beautiful ruddy gold ? ”

“Yes, yes; like no one else. I was wanting to do like
poor Sandbrook.” He looked up in her face, and stroked
her hair as she was leaning over him, and said, “ I don’t like
to miss my own curls.”

“Ah!” said Pheebe, half indignantly, “he should know
when ‘those curls were hidden away and grew silvery.”

“ He told me those things in part,” said the young man.
“ He has felt the return very deeply, and I think it accounts
for his being so much worse to-night—worse than I have
seen him since we were at Montreal ! ”

“Ts he quite sensible ?”

“ Perfectly. I see the ladies do not think him so to-
night; but he has been himself from the first, except that
over-fatigue or extra weakness affects his memory for the
time: and he cannot read or exert his mind—secarcely be
read to. And he is sadly depressed in spirits.”

“ And no wonder, poor man,” said Phebe. :

“But I cannot think it is as they told us at Montreal !”

“What ? A

“ That the brain would go on weakening, and he become
more childish. Now I am sure, as he has grown stronger,
he has recovered intellect and intelligence. - No one could
doubt it who heard him three days ago advising me what
branch of mathematics to work up ! ”

“ We shall hear to-morrow what Dr. T says. Miss
Charlecote wrote to him as soon as we had my brother’s tele-
gram. I hope you are right ! ”

“ For you see,” continued the Canadian, eagerly, ¢ injury
from an external cause cannot be like original organic disease.
I hope and trust hLe may recover. He is the best friend T
ever had, except Mr. Henley, our clergyman at Lakeville.
You know how he saved all our lives ; and he persuaded Mr.
Currie to try me, and give me a chance of providing for my
}}ttle ,E)rothers and their mother better than by our poor old -
arm.

“Where are thc;y 27 gsked Phecke.
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“ She is gone to her sister at Buffalo. The price of the
land will help them on for a little while there, and if I can
get on in engineering, I shall be able to keep them in some
comfort. I began to think the poor boys were doomed to
have no education at all.”

“Did you always live at Lakeyille ? ”

“No; I grew up in a much more civilized part of the
world. 'We had a beautiful farm upon Lake Ontario, and
raised the best crops in the neighbourhood. It was not
till we got entangled in the Land Company, five years ago,
that we were sold up; and we have been sinking deeper
ever since—till the old cow and I had the farm all to our-
selves.”

“How could you bear it ? ” asked Phaebe,

“Well! it was rather dreary to sce one thing going after
another. But somehow, after T lost my own black mare,
poor Minnehaha, I never cared so much for any of the other
things. Once for all, I got ashamed of my own childish
selfishness. And then, you see, the worse things were,
itlht]a stronger the call for exertion. That was the great

e P'"

“ Ob, yes, I can quite imagine that—I know it,” said
Pheebe, thinking how exertion Lad helped her through her
winter of trial. « You never were without some one to
work for.” / ;

“No; even when my father was gone "—and his voice
was less clear—* there was the less time to feel the change,
when the boys and their mother had nothing but me hetween
them and want.”

“ And you worked for them.”

“ After a fashion,” he said, smiling. Spade-husbandry
alone is very poor earth-seratching; and I don’t really know
whether, between that and my gun, we could have gobt
through this winter.”

“What a life !” exclaimed Phahe, « Realities, in-
deed ! ” 3

“ Tt ig only what many _colomsts undergo,” he answered ;
{if they do not prosper, it is a very hard life, and the shift-
ing hopes render it the more trying to those who are not

red to it,”

“And to those that are?’’ she asked.

“To those that are there are many compensations, It is
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a free out-of-doors life, and the glorious sense of extent and
magnificence in our woods, the sport one has there, the
beauty of our autumns, and our white, grand, silent winters,
make it a life well worth living.”

“ And would these have made you content to be a back-
woodsman all your life ?

“T cannot.tell,” he said. “They—and the boys—iere
my delight when I was one. And, after all, I used to re-
collect it was a place where there was a clear duty to do,
and. so, perhaps, safer than what fancy or choice would
point at.”

“But you are very glad not to be still condemned to it.”

« Heartily glad not to be left to try to prop up a tumble-
down log-hut with my own shoulder; ” he laughed. ¢ This
journey to England has been the great desire of my life, and
I am very thankful to have had it brought ahout.”’

The conversation was broken off by Robert’s entrance.
Finding that it was nearly nine o’clock, he went up-stairs to
remind Miss Charlecote that tea had long been awaiting her,
and presently brought her back from the silent watch by
Owen’s side that had hitherto seemed to be rest and comfort
to all the three.

Owen had begged that his cup might be sent up by his
friend, on whom he was very dependent, and it was agreed
that Mr. Randolf should slecp in his room, and remain as a
guest at Woolstone Lane until Mr. Currie should come to
town. Indeed, Miss Charlecote relied on him for giving the
physician an acconnt of the illness which Owen, at his best,
could not himself deseribe; and she cordially thanked him
for his evidently devoted attendance, going over every par-
ticular with him, but still so completely absorbed in her pa-
tient as to regard him in no light but as an appendage neces-
sary to her boy.

“ How did you get on with the backwoodsman, Pheebe ?”
asked Lucilla, when she came down to tea.

“I think he is a sterling character,” said Phabe, in a°
tone of grave, deep thought, not quite as if answering the
question, and with an observable deepening of the red of
her cheek.

“You quaint goose ! ” said Lucy, with a laugh that jarred
upon Honor, who turned roupd at her with a look of re-
proachful suprise.
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“Indeed, Honor dear,” she said, in self-vindication, “ T am
not hard-hearted! I am only very much relieved ! T dopn’
think half so badly of poor Owen'as I expected to do; and
if we can keep Mrs. Murrell from driving him distracted, I
expect to see him mend fast.”

Robert confirmed her cheerful opinion, but their younger
and better prognostications fell sadly upon .- Honor’s ear,
She had been too much grieved and shocked to look for re-
covery, and all that she.dared to expect was to tend her
darling’s feebleness, her best desire was that his mind might
yet have power to embrace the hope of everlasting Life, ere
he should pass away from her. Let this be granted, and she
was prepared to be thankful, be Lis decay never so painful
to witness and attend.

She could not Iet Robert leave her that night without a
trembling question whether he had learnt how it was with
Owen on this point. He had not failed to inquire of the
engineer, but he could tell Ler very little.  Owen’s conduct
had been unexceptionable, but he had made scarcely any
demonstration or profession, and on -the few occasions when
opinions were discussed, spoke not irreverently, but in the
tone of onc who regretted and respected the tenets that he
no longer held. Since his accident, he had been too weal
and confused to dwell on any subjects but those of the mo-
ment; but he had appeared fo take pleasure in the unobtru-
sive, though decided religious habits of young Randolf.

There she must rest for the present, and trust to the in-
fluence of home, perhaps to that of the shadow of death.
At least he was the child of many prayers, and had not Lu-
cilla returned to her changed heyond her hopes ? Let it be
as it would, she could not but sleep in gratitude that both
her children were again beneath her roof.

She was ecarly dressed, and wishing the backwoodsman
were anywhere hut in Owen’s room. However, to her joy,
the door was open, and Owen called her in, looking so hand-
some as he lay partly raised by pillows, that she could hLard-
ly believe in” his condition, except for his wealk, subdued
voice.

“Yes, T am much better this morning. I have slept off
the headache, and have been enjoying the old sounds!”

“Where is your friend ?”’ Co

“ Rushed off to look at St. Paul’s through the shaking
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of door-mats, and pay his respects to the Thames. He has
none of the colonial nil admirari spirit, but looks at Eng-
land as a Greck colonist would have looked at Athens. I
only regret that the reality must tame his raptures. T told
him to come back by breakfast time.”

¢« He will lose his way.”

“Not he! You little know the backwoods power of to-
pography ! Even I could nearly rival some of the Arab
stories, and he could guide you anywhere—or after any given
beast in the Newcastle district. Honor, you must know and
like him. He really is the New World Charlecote whom
you always held over our heads.”

“T thought you called him Randolf ? ?

“That is his surname, but his Christian name is Hum-
frey Charlecote, from his grandfather. His mother was the
lady my father told you of. He saved an old Bible out of
the fire, with it all in the fly-leaf. He shall show it to you,
and it can be easily confirmed by writing to the places. I
xIvould have gone myself, If I had not been the poor creature

am.” ‘

“Yes, my dear,” said Honora, “I dare say it is so. I
am very glad you found so attentive a friend. I am most
thankful to him for his care of you.”

“ And you accept him as a relation,” said Owen, anx-
iously. .

“ Yes, oh, yes,” said Honor. “ Would you like anything
before breakfast ?

Owen answered with a little plaintiveness. Perhaps he
was disappointed at this cold acquiescence ; but it was not a
moment at which Honor could face the thought of a colonial
claimant of the Holt. Tith Owen helpless upon her hands,
she needed both a home and ample means to provide for him
and his sister and child; and the American heir, an unwel-
come idea_twenty years previously, when only a vague pos-
sibility, was doubly undesirable when long possession had en-
deared her inheritance to her, when he proved not even to
be a true Charlecote, and when her own adopted children
were in sore want of all that she could do for them. The
evident relinquishment of poor Owen’s own selfish views on
the Holt made her the less willing to admit a rival, and she
was sufficiently on the borders of age to bé pained by hav-
ing the quegtgion of heirship brought forward. And she
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knew, what Owen did not, that, if this youth’s descent were
indeed what it was said to be, he represented the elder line,
and that even Humfrey had wondered what would be his
duty in the present contingency. i

« Nonsense ! said she to herself. ¢ There is no need
as yet to think of it! The place is my own by every right !
Humfrey told me so! I will take time to see what this
youth may be, and make sure of his relationship. Then, if
it be right and just, he shall come after me. But I will not
raise expectations, nor mnotice him more than as Owen’s
friend and a distant kinsman. Itwould be fatally unsettling
to do more.” :

Owen urged her no farther. Xither he had not en-
ergy to enforce any point for long together, or he felt
that the succession might be a delicate subject, for he let
her lead to his personal affairs, and he was invalid enough
to find them fully engrossing.

The Canadian came in punctually, full of animation and
excitement, of which Pheebe had the full benefit, till he was
called to help Owen to dress. While this was going on,
Robert came into the drawing-room to kreathe, after the
hard task of pacifying Mrs. Murrell.

“ What are you going to do to-day, Phabe ?” he asked.
“ Have you got through your shopping ?”

“Some of it. Do you mean that you could come out
with me ?” :

“ Yes; you will never get through business otherwise.”

“ Then if you have an afternoon to spare, could not we
take Mr. Randolf to the Tower ? 7

“Why Phabe ! ”

“ He has only to-day at liberty, and is so full of cager-
ness about all the grand old historical places, that it seems
bard that he should have to find his way about alone, with
no one to sympathize with him—half the day cut up, too,
with nursing Owen.”

“ He seems to have no difficulty in finding his way.”

“No ; but I really should enjoy showing him the old ar-
mour, He was asking me about it this morning. I think
he knows nearly as much of it as we do.” '

“Very well. I say, Phebe, would you object to my
taking Brown and Clay—my two head boys? I owe them
a treat, and they would just enter into this,” :
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Phabe was perfectly willing to accept the two head boys,
and the appointment had just been made when the doctor
arrived. Again he brought good hope. From his own ex-
amination of Owen, and trom Mr. Randolf’s report, he was
convinced that a considerable amelioration had taken place,
and saw every reason to hope that in so young and vigorous
a nature the injury to the brain might be completely repaired,
and the use of the limbs might in part, at least, return,
though full recovery could not be expected. He wished to
observe his patient for a month or six weeks in town, that
the course of treatment might be decided, after which he
had better be taken to the Holt, to enjoy the pure air, and
be out of doors as much as the season would permit.

To Honor this opinion was the cause of the deepest, most
thankful gladness; but on coming back to Owen she found
him sitting in his easy-chair, with his hand over his eyes,
and his look full of inexpressible dejection and despondency.
He did not, however, advert to the subject, only saying,
“ Now then! let us have in the young pauper to sec the old
one.”

“My dear Owen, you had better rest.”

“ No, no; let us do the thing. The grandmother, too!”
he said impatiently.

T will fetch little Owen; but you really are not fit for
Mrs. Murrell.”

“Yes, I am; what am I good for but such things? It
will make no difference, and it must be done.”

“ My boy, you do not know to what you expose your-
self.” :

“Don’t I?” said Owen, sadly.

Lucilla, even though Mr. Prendergast had just come to
ghare her anxicties, eaught her nephew on his way, and pop-
ped her last newly completed pinafore over his harlequinism,
persuading him that it was most beautiful and new.

The interview passed off better than could have been
hoped. The full-grown, grave-looking man was so different
from the mere youth whom Mrs. Murrell had been used to
scold and preach at, that her own awe seconded the lectures
upon quietness that had been strenuously impressed on her;
and she could not complain of his reception of his *’opeful
son,” in form at least.  QOwen held out his hand to her, and
bent to kiss his boy, signed to her to sit down, and patiently
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answered her inquiries and regrets, asking a few civil ques-
tions in his turn.

Then he exerted himself to say, “I hope to do my best
for him and for you, Mrs. Murrell, but I can make no prom-
ises; I am entirely dependent at present, and I do not know
whether I may not be so for life.”

Whereat, and at the settled mournful look with which it
was spoken, Mrs. Murrell burst out erying, and little Owen
hung on her, almost crying too. Honor, who had been lying
in wait for Owen’s protection, came hastily in and made a
clearance, Owen again reaching out his hand, which he laid
on the child’s head, so as to turn up the face towards him for
a moment. Then releasing it almost immediately, he rested
his chin on his hand, and Honor heard him mutter under his
moustache, ¢ Flibbertigibbet ! ”

“ When we go home, we will take little Owen with us,”
said Honor, kindly. “It is high time he was taken from
Little Whittington-street. Country air will soon make a
different looking child of him.”

« Thank you,” he answered, despondingly. ¢ It is very
good in you; but have you not troubles enough already ? ”

¢« He shall not be a trouble, but a pleasure.”

“« Poor little wretch ! He must grow up to work, and to
know that he must work while he can;” and Owen passed
his hand over those useless fingers of his as though the long-
ing to be able to work were strong on him.

Honor had agreed with Lucilla that father and son ought
to be together, and that little *“ Hoeing’s” education ought
to commence. Cilla insisted that all .care of him should
fall to her. She was in a vehement, passionate mood of self-
devotion, more overset by hearing that her brother would be
a eripple for life than by what appeared to her the less mel-
~ ancholy doom of an early death. She had allowed herself
to hope so much from his improvement on the voyage, that
what to Honor was unexpected gladness was to her grievous
disappointment.  Mr. Prendergast arrived to find her half
captious, half desperate. s

See Owen! Oh, no! he must not think of it. Owen
had seen quite people enough to-day; besides, he would be
letting all out to him as he had done the other day.

Poor Mr, Prendergast humbly apologized for his be-
trayal; but had not Owen been told of the engagement ?
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Ob, dear, no! He was in no state for fresh agitations.
Indeed, with him, a miserable, helpless cripple, Lucy did not
see how she could go on as before. She could not desert
him—oh, no |—she must work for him and his child.

“Work! Why, Cilla, you have not strength for it.”

“I am quite well. T have strength for anything now I
have some one to work for. Nothing hurt me but lone-
liness.”

“Tolly, child! The same home that receives you will
receive them.”

“ Nonsense ! As if I could throw such a dead weight on
any one’s hands!”

“ Not on any onc's,” said Mr. Prendergast. “ But I see
how it is, Cilla; you have changed your mind.”

“ No,” said Lucilla, with an outbreak of her old impa-
tience; “but you men are so selfish! Bothering me about
proclaiming all this nonsense, just when my brother is come
home in this wretched state! After all, he was my brother
before anything else, and I have a right to consider him
first | 7

¢ Then, Cilla, you shall be bothered no more,” said Mr.
Prendergast rising. ¢ If you want me, well and good—you
know where to find your old friend; if not, and you can’t
make up your mind to it, why, then we are as we were in old
times. Good bye, my dear; I won’t fret you any more.”

¢ No,” said he to himself, as he paused in the Court, and
was busy wiping from the sleeve of his coat two broad dashes
of wet that had certainly not proceeded from the clouds,
“the dear child’s whole heart is with her brother now she
has got him back again. T'll not torment her any more.
What a fool I was to think that anything but loneliness could
have made her accept me—poor darling! I think I'll go out
to the Bishop of Sierra Leone ! ”

% What can have happened to him ? ” thought Phcy:ebc, as
he strode past the little party on their walle to the Tower.
“ Can that wretched little Cilly have been teasing him? T
am glad Robert has escaped from her clutches!” :

However, Phaebe had little leisure for such .specu!ntlon's
in the entertainment of witnessing her companion’s intelli-
gent interest in all that he saw. The walk itself—for which
she had begged—was full of wonder; and the Tower, which
Robert’s slight knowledge of one of the officials enabled them
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to see in perfection, received the fullest justice, both histori-
cally and loyally. = The incumbent of St. Matthew’s was so
much occupied with explanations to his boys, that Pheebe had
the stranger all to herself, and thus entered to the full into
that unfashionable but most heart-stirring of London sights,
«the Towers of Julius,” from the Traitors’ Gate, where
Elizabeth sat in her lion-like desolation, to her effigy in her
glory upon Tilbury Heath—the axe that severed her mother’s
% glender neck ’—the pistol-crowned stick of her father—
the dark cage where her favourite Raleigh was mewed—and
the whole series of the relics of the disgraces and the glories
of England’s royal line—well fitted, indeed, to strike the
imagination of one who had grown up in the New World
without antiquity.

If it were a satisfaction to be praised and thanked for
this expedition, Pheebe had it; for on her return she was
called into Owen’s room, where his first words to her were of
thanks for her good-nature to his friend.

“I am sure it was nothing but a pleasure,” she said.
“Tt happened that Robert had some boys whom he wanted
to take.” Somehow she did not wish Owen to think she had
done it on his own account.

“ And you liked him ?”” asked Owen.

“ Yes, very much indeed,” she heartily said.

“ Ah! I knew you would; ” and he lay back as if fatigued.
Then, as Phaebe was about to leave him, he added—* I can’t
get my ladies to heed anything but me. You and Robert
must take pity on him, if you please. Get him to West-
minster Abbey, or the Temple Church, or somewhere worth
sceing to-morrow. Don’t let them be extortionate of his
waiting on me, I must learn to do without him.”

Pheebe promised, and went.

“ Phebe is grown what one calls a fine young woman in-
stead of a sweet girl,” said Owen to his sister, when she next
came into the room ; *but she has managed to keep her in-
nocent, half-wondering look, just as she has the freshness of
Ler colour.” )

“Well, why not, when she has not had one recal experi-
ence ? ” gaid Lucilla, a little bitterly.

“ None ? ”” he asked, with a marked tone. ;

“ None,” she answered, and he let his hand drop with a
sigh; but as if repenting of any half betrayal of feeling,
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added, “ she has had all her brothers and sisters at sixes and
sevens, has not she ?”

“ Do you call that a real experience ?” said Lucilla,
almost with disdain; and the conversation dropped.

Owen’s designs for his friend’s Sunday fell to the ground.
The backwoodsman fenced off the proposals for his pleasure,
by his wish to be useful in the sick room; and when told of
Owen’s desire, was driven to confess that he did not wish for
fancy church-going on his first Binglish Sunday. There was
enough novelty without that; the cathedral service was too
new for him to wish to hear it for the first time when there
was so much that was unsettling.

Honor, and even Robert, were a little disappointed.
They thought ecagerness for musical service almost neces-
sarily went with church feeling ; and Pheebe was the least
in the world out of favour for the confession that though it
was well that choirs should offer the most exquisite and or-
nate praise, yet that her own country-bred associations with
the plain, unadorned service at Hiltonbury rendered her more
at home where the prayers were read and the responses con-
gregational, not choral. To her it was more devotional,
though she fully believed that the other way was the besb
for those who had begun with it.

So they went as usual to the full service of the parish
church, where the customs were scrupulously rubrical with-
out being ornate. The rest and calm of that Sunday were
a boon, coming as they did after a bustling weel.

All the ensuing days Pheebe was going about choosing
curtaing and carpets, or hiring servants for herself or Mervyn.
She was obliged to act alone, for Miss Charlecote, on whom
she had relied for aid, was engrossed in attending on Owen,
and endeavouring to wile away the hours that hung heavily
on one incapable of employment or even attention for more
than a few minutes together. So constantly were Honor and
Lucy engaged with him, that Pheebe hardly saw them morn-
ing, noon, or night; and after being out for many hqurs, it
generally fell to her lot to entertain the young Canu@mn fgr
the chief part of the evening. Mr. Currie had arrived in
town on the Monday, and came at once to sce Owen. His
lodgings were in the City, where he would be occupied for
some time in more formally mapping out and reporting on
the various lines proposed for the %‘r 0. and S. line; and
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finding how necessary young Randolf still was to the inva-
lid, he willingly agreed to the proposal that while Miss
Charlecote continued in London, the young man should con-
tinue to sleep and spend his evenings in Woolstone Lane.

CHAPTER XVIIL

Have.you scen but a bright lily grow,
Beforo rude hands have toucgcd it,
Haye you marked ut tho fall of the snow,
Before tho soil hath smutched it ?
BeN JONSON.

Ar the end of 2 week Mervyn made his appearance in a
vehement hurry. Cecily’s next sister, an officer’s wife, was
coming home with two little children, for a farewell visit be-
fore going to the Cape, and Maria and Bertha must make
way for her. So he wanted to take Pheebe home that after-
noon to get the Underwood ready for them.

“Mervyn, how can I go? I am not nearly ready.”

« What can you have been doing then ?” he exclaimed,
with something of his old temper.

“« This house has been in such a state.”

«Well, you were not wanted to nurse the sick man, were
you? I thought you were one that was to be trusted.
What more is there to do?”

Pheebe looked at her list of commissions, and found her-
gelf convicted. Those patterns ought to have been sent
back two days since. What had she been about ? Listening
to Mr. Randolf’s explanations of the Hiawatha scenery !
Why had she not written a note about that hideous hearth-
rug ? Because Mr. Randolf was looking over Stowe’s
Survey of London. Methodical Pheebe felt herself in dis-
grace, and yet, somehow, she could not be sorry enough ; she
wanted a reprieve from exile at Hiltonbury, alone and away
from all that was going on. At least she should hear whether
Macbeth, at the Princess’s Theatre, fulfilled Mr. Randolf’s
conceptions of it; and if Mr. Currie :}pproved his gl‘ﬂllld
map of the Newcastle district with the little trecs that she

had taught him to draw.
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Perhaps it was the first time that Mervyn had ever been
justly angry with her ; but he was so much less savage than
in his ivjustice that she was very much ashamed and touched;
and finally, deeply grateful for the grace of this one’ day in
which to repair her negligence, provided she would be ready
to start by seven o’clock next morning, Hard and diligently
she worked, and very late she came home, As she was on
her way upstairs she met Robert coming out of Owen’s
room.

“ Phebe,” he said, turning with her into her room,
“ywhat is the matter with Lucy ? ”

“ The matter ? A

“ Do you mean that you have not observed how ill she is
looking ?

“No ; nothing particular.”

“ Really, Phaebe, I cannot imagine what you have been
thinking about. I thought you would have saved her, and
helped Miss Charlecote, and you absolutely never noticed
her looks | ”

“T am very sorry. I have been so much engaged.”

¢ Absorbed, you should callit! Who would have thought
you would beé so heedless of her ?”

He was gone. “ Still erazy about Lucy,” was Phoebe’s
first thought; her second, ‘“ Another brother finding me
heedless and selfish |  What can be the matter with me?”
And when she looked at Lucilla with observant eyes, she did
indecd recognise the justice of Robert’s anxiety and amaze-
ment. The brilliant prettiness had faded away as if under
a blight, the eyes were sinking into purple hollows, the atti-
tude was listless, the whole air full of suffering. Phoebe was
dismayed and conscience-stricken, and would fain have offered
inquiries and sympathy, but no one had more thoroughly

_than Lucy the power of repulsion. “No, nothing was
amiss—of courso she felt the frost. She would not spealk
to Honor—there was nothing to speak about;” and sho
went up to her brother’s room.

Mr. Randolf was out with Mr. Currie ; and Pheebe, still
exceedingly busy writing notes and orders, and packing for
her journey, did mot know that there was an unconseious
resolution in her own mind that her business should not bo
done till he came home, were it at onc o'clock at night!

28‘.&
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He did come at no unreasonable hour, and found her fasten-
ing directions upon the pile of boxes in the hall.
« What are you doing ? Miss Charlecote is not going

away ¢ "
 No ; but T am going to-morrow.”
“Youl!”

«Yes; I must get into our new house, and receive my
sisters there the day after to-morrow.”

«T thought you lived with Miss Charlecote.”

« Tg it possible that you did not know what I have been
doing all this week ? ”

«Were you not preparing a house for your brother ?

“Yes, and another for myself. Did you not understand
that we set up housekeeping separately upon his marriage ? "

“T did not understand,” said Humfrey Randolf, discon-
llsolately. “You told me you owed everything to Miss Char-
ecote.”

“T am afraid your colonial education translated that
into £ s. d.” ;

“Then you are not poor ?”

“No, -not exactly,” said Phabe, rather puzzled and
amused by his downcast air. f

« But,” he exclaimed,  your brother is in business ; and
Mr. Fulmort of St. Matthew’s H

« My, Fulmort of St. Matthew’s is poor because he gave
all to St. Matthew’s,” said Pheebe; “ but our business is not
a small one, and the property in the country is large.”

He pasted on her last direction in disconsolate silence,
then reading, * Miss Fulmort, The Underwood, Hiltonbury,
Elverslope Station,” resumed with fresh animation, ‘ At
least you live near Miss Charlecote ?”

“Yes, we are wedged in between her park and our own
—my brother’s I mean.” )

& That is all right then | She lias asked me for Christ-
mas.”
~ «T am very glad of it,” said Phoebe. * There, thank
you; good night.”

«Tg there nothing more that I can do for you? R y

“ Nothing—no, no, don’t hammer that down, you will
wake Owen.  Good night, good-bye ; I shall be gone by half-
past: six.”

Though Phaebe said good-bye, she knew perfectly well
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that the hours of the morning were as nothing to the back-

woodsman, and with spirits greatly exhilarated by the Christ-

mas invitation, she went to bed, much too sleepy to make

out why her wealth sccmed so severe a shock to Humfrey.
Randolf.

The six o'clock breakfast was well attended, for Miss
Charlecote was there herself, as well as the Canadian,
Pheebe, and Mervyn, who was wonderfully amiable consid-
cring the hour in the morning. Pheebe felt in some slight
degree less unfeeling when she found that Lucilla’s fading
looks had been no more noticed by Miss Charlecote than by
herself; but Honor thought Owen’s illness accounted for all,
and only promised that the doctor should inspect her.

A day of exceeding occupation ensued. Mervyn talked
the whole way of Cecily, his plans and his prospects and
Pheebe had to draw her mind out of one world and immerse
it into another, straining ears and voice all the time to hear
and be heard through the roar of the train. He left her at
the cottage; and then began the work of the day, presiding
over upholsterers, hanging pictures, arranging books, settling
cabinets of collections, disposing of ornaments,- snatching
meals at odd times, in odder places, and never daring to
rest till long after dark, when, with fingers freshly purified
from dust, limbs stiff with running up and down stairs, and
arms tired with heavy weights, she sat finally down before
the drawing-room fire with her solitary cup of coffee, and 2
book that she was far too weary to open.

Tad she never been tired before, that her heart should
sink in this unaccountable way? Why could she not be
morc glad that her sisters were coming home, and dear Miss
Fennimore ? What made every one seem so dull and stupid,
and the comings and goings s0 oppressive, as if everything
would be hateful till Christmas? Why had she belied all
her previous good character for method and punctuality of
late, and felt as if existence only began when—one person
was in the room ?

Oh ! can this be falling in love ?

There was a chiffonier with a looking glass back just
opposite to her, and, raising her eyes, poor Phaebe beheld a
young lady with brow, cheeks, and neck perfectly glowing
with crimson !

“ You shan’t stand there long, at any rate,” said she,
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almost vindictively, getting up and pushing the table with
its deep cover between her and the answering witness.

« Tove! Nonsense! Yet I don’t see why I should be
ashamed ! Yes! He is my wise man, he is the real Hum-
frey Charlecote ! His is the very nature I always thought
some one must still have—the exact judgment I longed to
meet with. Not stern like Robin’s, not sharp like Mervyn’s,
nor high-flying like dear Miss Charlecote’s, nor soft like
Bevil’s, nor light like Lucy’s, nor clear and clever like Miss
Fennimore’s—no, but considerate and solid, tender and true
—such as one can lean upon! I know why he has the
steadfast cyes that I liked so much the first evening. And
there is so much more in him than I can measure or under-
stand. Yes, though I have known him but ten days, I have
seen much more of him than of most men in a year. And
he has been so much tried, and has had such a life, that he
may well be called a real hero in a quiet way. Yes, I well
may like him  And I am sure he likes me ! ” said another
whisper of the heart, which, veiled as was the lady in the
mirror, made Phohe put both hands over her face,in a
shamefaced ecstatic consciousness. * Nay—1I was the first lady
he had seen, the only person to speak to. No,no; I know it was
not that—I feel it was not ! Why, otherwise, did he seem so
sorry L was not poor ? Oh! how xnice it would be if I were!
We could work for each other in his glorious new land of hope !
I, who love work, was made for work! I don’t care for this
mere young lady life! And must my trumpery. thousand a
year stand in the way ? As to birth, I suppose he is as
well or better born than I—and, oh! so far superior in tone
and breeding to what ours used to be! He ought to know
better than to think me a fine young lady, and himself only
an engineer’s assistant | But he won’t! Of course he will
be honourable about it—and—and perhaps never dare to say
another word till he has made his fortune—and when will
that ever be ? It will be right——" ¢ But,” (and a very
different but it was this time)  what am I thinking about ?
How can I be wishing such things when I have promised to
devote myself to Maria ? If I could rough it gladly, she
could not; and what a shameful thing it is of me to have
run into all this long day dream and leave her out. No, I
know my lot! I am to live on here, and take care of Maria,
and grow to be an old maid | I shall hear about him, when
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he comes to be a great man, and know that the Humfrey
Charlecote I dream about is still alive! There, I won’t
have any more nonsense ! ”

And she opened her book; but finding that Humfrey
Randolf’s remarks would come between her and the SCnsé,
she decided that she was too tired to read, and put herself
to bed. But there the sense of wrong towards Maria filled
her with remorse that she had accepted her rights of senior-
ity, and let the maids place her in the prettiest room, with
the best bay window, and most snug fireplace ; nor could she
rest till she had pacified her self-reproach, by deciding that
all her own goods should move next day into the chamber
that did not look at the Holt firs, but only at the wall of the
back yard.

«'Yes,” said Pheebe, stoutly, in her honest dealing with
herself in her fresh, untried morning senses. ‘I do love
Humfrey Charlecote Randolf, and 1 think he loves me!
Whether anything more may come of it, will be ordered for
me; but whether it do so or not, it is a blessing to have
known one like him, and now that I am warned, and can try
to get back self-control, I will begin to be the better for it.
Tven if T am not quite so happy, this is something more
beautiful than I ever knew before. I will be content!”

And when Bertha and Maria arrived, brimful of im-
portance at having come home with no escort but a man and
maid, and voluble with historics of Sutton, and wedding
schemes, they did not find an absent nor inattentive listener.
Yet the keen Bertha made the remark, “ Something has
come over you, Phwbe. You have more countenance than
ever you had before.”

Whereat Pheebe’s color rushed into her cheeks, but she
demanded the meaning of countenance, and embarked Bertha
in a dissertation. '

When Pheebe was gone, Robert found it less difficult to
force Lucilla to the extremity of a ¢éte-a-téte. Young Ran-
dolf was less in the house, and, when there, more with Owen
than before, and Lucilla was necessarily sometimes to be
caught alone in the drawing-room.

“Lucy,” said Robert, the first time this occurred, “I
have a question to ask you.”

“Well ! "—she turned round half defiant.

“ A correspondent of Mervyn, on the Spanish coast, has



278 HOPES AND FEARS.

written to ask him to find a chaplain for the place, guaran-
teeing a handsome stipend.”

“ Well,” said Lucilla, in a cold voice this time.

“Iwished to ask whether you thought it would be accep-
table to Mr. Prendergast.” :

I neither know nor care.”

“I beg your pardon,” said Robert, after o pause; “hut
though T believe I learnt it sooner than I ought, I was sin-
cerely glad to hear 2

“ Then unhear !” gaid Lucilla, pettishly, ¢« You, at least,
ought to be glad of that.”

“Byno means,” returned Robert, gravely. “T have far too
great a regard for you not to be most deeply concerned at
what I see is making you unhappy.”

“?May not I be unhappy if I like, with my brother in this
state ? . ’

“'That is not all, Lucilla.”

“ Then never mind!  You are the only one who never
pitied me, and so I like you.  Don’t spoil it now | »

“You need not be afraid of my pitying you if you have
brought on this misunderstanding by your old spirit |

“Not a bitof it! T tell you he pitied me. I found it
out in time, so I set him free. That’s all.”

“ And that was the offence ? » :

“ Offence !  What are you talking of? He didn’t of-
fend—No, but when I said I could not bring so many upon
him, and could not have Owen teased about the thing, he
said he would bother me no more, that T had Owen and did
not want him.  And then he walked off.”

“Taking you at your word ? »

» “Just as if one might not say what one does not mean

when one wants a little comforting,” said Lucy, pouting; .
“but, after all, it is a very good thing—he is saved a great
plague for a very little time, and if it were all pity, so much
the better. I say, Robin, shall you be man enough to read
the service over me, just where we stood at poor Edna’s fu-
neral ?

‘I don’t think that concerns you much,” said Robert.

“Well, the lady in Madge Wildfire’s song was gratified
at the ‘six braw gentlemen’ who ‘kirkward should oaxTy:
her.” Why should you deprive me of that satisfaction?
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Really, Robin, it is quite true. A little happiness might
have patched me up, but———-—-’_’

“The symptoms are recurring ? Have you seen F—— 2 »

“Yes. Let me alone, Robin. It is the truest merey to
let me wither up with as little trouble as possible to those who
don’t want me. Now that you know it, I am glad I can talk
to you, and you will help me to think of what has never been
enough before my eyes.”

Robert gave no answer but a hasty good-bye, and was

one.

Lucilla gave a heavy sigh, and then exclaimed, half-
aloud—

“ Oh, the horrid little monster that I am. Why can’t I
help it? I verily believe I shall flirt in my shroud, and if I
were canonized, my first miracle would be like St. Philo-
mena’s, to make my own relics presentable |

Wherewith she fell a laughing, with o laughter that soon
turned to tears, and the exclamation, “ Why can I malke no-
body caro for me but those I can’t carc for? I can’t help
disgusting all that is good, and it will be well when I am
dead and gone. There’s only one that will shed tears good
for anything, and he is well quit of me!”

The poor little lonely thing wept again, and after her
many sleepless nights, she fairly cried herself to sleep. She
awoke with a start, at some one being admitted into the
room.,

“ My dear,am I disturbing you ? »

It was the well-known voice, and she sprang up.

¢ Mr. Pendy, Mr. Pendy, I was very naughty ! Ididn’t
mean it.  Oh, will you bear with me again, though I don’t
deserve it ? '

She clung to him Iike a child weary with its own naugh-
tiness.

“Iwas too hasty,” he said ; “ I forgot how wrapped up you
were in your brother, and how little attention you could spare,
and then I thought that in him you had fouund all you
wanted, and that I was only in your way.”

‘“How could you? Didn’t you know better than to
think that people put their brothers before their—DMr.
Pendys ? 7 -

“ You seemed to wish to do so0.”

“Ah! but you should have known it was only for the
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sake of being coaxed | ” said Lucilla, hanging her head on one
side.

“ You should have told me 50.”

“ But how was I to know it?” And she broke out into
a very different kind of laughter. “I’m sure I thought it
was all magnanimity, but it is of no use to die of one’s own
magnanimity, you see.”’

“ You are not going to dic; you are coming to this Span-
ish place, which will give you lungs of brass.”

“ Spanish place ? How do you know ? I have not slept
into to-morrow, have I ? That Robin has not flown to
Wrapworth and back since three o'clock ?

“ No, I was only inquiring at Mrs. Murrell’s.”

“ Oh, you silly, silly person, why couldn’t you come
here ?

%I did not want to bother you.”

“ For shame, for shame; if you say that again I shall
know you have not forgiven me. It is a moral against using
words too strong for the occasion! So Robert carried you
the offer of the chaplaincy, and you mean to have it ! ”

“TI could not help coming, as he desired, to see what
you thought of it.”

“T only know,” she said, half crying, yet laughing, ¢ that
you had better marry me out of hand before I get into any
more mischief.”

The chaplainecy was promising. The place was on the
lovely coast of Andalusia. There was a small colony of
English engaged in trade, and the place was getting into
favour with invalids. DMervyn’s correspondent was anxious
to secure the services of a good man, and the society of a
lady-like wife, and offered to guarantee a handsome salary
such as justified the curate in giving up his chance of a col-
lege living ; and though it was improbable that he would ever
lIearn a word of Spanish, or even get so far as the pronun-
ciation of the name of the place, the advantages that the ap-
pointment offered were too great to be rejected, when Lucile
la’s health needed a southern climate.

“«Qh! yes, yes, let us go,” she cried. “It will be a
great deal better than anything at home can be.”

“Then you venture on telling Owen, now !” 5

«Qh, yes! It was a mere delusion of mine that it
would cost him anything. Honor is all that he wants, I am
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rather in their way than otherwise. IIe rests on her down-
pillow-ship, and she sees, hears, knows nothing but him ! »

«Ts Miss Charlecote aware of—what has been poin
wrong ? 7 ERd

«Not she! T told her before that I should take my
own time for the communication, and I verily believe she
has forgotten all about it! Then little demure Pheebe fell
over head and ears in love with the backwoodsman on the
spot, and walked about in a dream such as ought to have
been good fun to watch, if I had had the spirit for it; and
if Robert had not been sufficiently disengaged to keep his
eyes opeu, I don’t know whether anything would have roused
them short of breaking a blood-vessel or two.”

“ T shall never rest till you are in my keeping ! I will
go to Fulmort at once, and tell him that I accept.”

“And I will go to Owen, and break the news to him.
When are you coming again?”

“ To-morroyw, as soon as I have opened school.”

“ Ah! the sooner we arc gone the better! Much good
you can be to poor Wrapworth! Just tell me, please, that
I may know how badly I served you, how often you have
inquired at Mrs. Murrell’s.”

“ Why—I believe—each day except Saturday and Sun-
day; but I never met him there till just now.”

Lucilla’s eyes swam with tears; she laid her head on
his shoulder, and in a broken voice of deep emotion, she
said, “ Indeed, I did not deserve it! But I think I shall
be good mnow, for I can’t tell why I should be so much
loved ! »

Mr. Prendergast was vainly endeavouring to tell her why,
when Humfrey Randolf’s ring was heard, and she rushed
out of the room.

Owen’s first hearty laugh since his return was at her
tidings. That over, he spoke with brotherly kindness.

“Yes, Lucy,” he said, “I do think it is the best and
happiest thing for you. He is the only man whom you could
not torment to death, or who would have any patience with
your anties.” "

“T don’t think I shall try,” said Lucy. ¢ What are you
shaking your head for, Owen? Have I not had enough to
tame me ?”

“T beg your pardon, Cilly. I was only thinking of the
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natural companionship of bears and monkeys. Don’t beat
me ! ”

“Some day you shall come out and see us perform, that’s
all,” said Luecilla, merrily. ¢ But indeed, Cwen, if I knew
myself at all, unmerited affection and forbearance, with no
nonsense about it, is the only way to keep me from flying
out. At any rate, I can’t live without it !”

“ Ah!” said Owen, gravely, “you have suffered too
much through me for me to talk to you in this fashion.
Torgive me, Lucy; I am not up to any other, just yet.”

Whatever Lucilla might have said in the first relief of
recovering Mr. Prendergast, she could not easily have made
up her mind to leave her brother in his present condition,
and flattered herself that the © af once” could not possibly
be speedy, since Mr. Prendergast must give notice of his in-
tention of. leaving Wrapworth.

But when he came the next morning, it proved that
things were in a far greater state of forwardness than she
had thought possible. So convinced were both the curate
and Robert of the need of her avoiding the winter cold, that
the latter had suggested that one of his own curates, who
was in need of change and country air, should immediately
offer himself as a substitute at Wrapworth, either for a time
or permanently, and Lucy was positively required to name
a day as early as possible for the marriage, and told, on the
authority of the physician, that it might almost be called
suicide to linger in the English frosts.

The day which she chose was the 1st of December, the
same on which Mervyn was to be married. There was a
purpose in thus rendering it impracticable for any Fulmort
to be present; ¢ And,” said Owen, “I am glad it should be
before I am about. I could never keep my countenance if I
had to give her away to brother Peter!”

“ Keeping his countenance ” might have two meanings,
but he was too feeble for agitation, and seemed only able to
go through the time of preparation and parting, by keeping
himself as lethargic and indifferent as possible, or by turn-
ing matters into a jest when necessarily brought before him.
Playing at solitaire, or trifling desultory chat, was all that
he could endure as occupation, and the long hours were
grievously heavy. His son, though nearly feur ycars old,
was no companion or pleasure to him. He was, 1n his help-
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Jess and morbid state, afraid of so young a child, and little
Owen was equally afraid of him; cach dreaded contact with
the other, and more than all the being shut into a room to-
gether ; and the little boy, half shy, half assured, filled by
the old woman with notions of his own grandeur, and yet
constrained by the different atmosphere of Woolstone Lane,
was never at ease Or playful enough before him to be pleas-
ant to wateh. And, indeed, his Cockney pronunciation and
ungainly vulgar tricks had been so summarily repressed by
his aunt, that his fear of both of the ladies rendered him
particularly unengaging and unchildlike. ~ Nevertheless,
Honora thought it her duty to take him home with her to
the Holt, and gratified Robert by engaging a nice little girl of
fourteen, whom Lucilla called the crack orphan, to be his at-
tendant when they should leave town. This was to be
about a fortnight after the wedding, since St. Wulstan’s
afforded greater opportunities for privacy and exemption
from bustle than even Hiltonbury, and Dr. Prendergast and
his daughter could attend without being in the house.

The Prendergasts of Southminster were very kind and
friendly, sending Lucilla warm greetings, and not appearing
at all disconcerted at welcoming their former governcss into
the family. The eclders professed mo surprise, but great
gladness; and Sarah, who was surprised, was trebly rejoiced.
Owen accused his sister of selecting her solitary bridesmaid
with a view to enhancing her own beauty by force of con-
trast; but the choice was prompted by real security of the
affectionate pleasure it would confer. Handsome presents
were sent both by the Beaumonts and Bostocks, and Lucilla,
even while half-fretted, half-touched by Mrs. Bostock’s pat-
ronizing felicitations, could not but be pleased at these evi-
dences that her governess-ship had not been an utter failure.

Her demeanour in the fortnight before her marriage was
unlike what hier friends had ever seen, and made them augur
better for Mr. Prendergast’s venture. She was happy, but
subdued ; quiet and womanly, gentle without being sad,

ave but not drooping; and though she was cheerful and
playful, with an entire absence of those strange effervescences
that had once betrayed acidity or fermentation. She had
found the power of being affectionately grateful to Honor,
and the sweetness of her tender ways towards her and Owen
would have made the parting all the sadder to them if it
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had not been evident that, as she said, it was happiness that
thus enahled her to be good. The satisfied look of rest that
had settled on her fair face made it new. All her animation
and archness had not rendered it half so pleasant to look
upon.

. The purchaser of Castle Blanch proved to be no other
than Mr. Calthorp! Lucilla at first was greatly discomfited,
and begged that nothing might be said about the picture;
but the next time Mr. Prendergast arrived, it was with a
request from DMr. Calthorp that Miss Sandbrook would
accept the picture as a wedding gift! There was no refus-
ing it—indeed, the Curate had already accepted it; and
when Lucilla .heard that “the Calthorp” had been two
years married to what Mr. Prendergast called “a million-
airess, exceedingly hideous,” she still had vanity enough to
reflect that the removal of her own resemblance might be an
act of charity! And the sum that Honor had set apart for
the purchase was only too much wanted for the setting up
housekeeping in Spain, whither the portrait was to accom-
pany her, Mr. Prendergast declared, like the Penates of the
pious Ainecas !

Robert brought in his gift on the last day of November,
just before setting off for Sutton. It was an unornamented,
but exquisitely-bound Bible and Prayer Book, dark bhrown,
with red-edged leaves. ' -

“ Good-bye, Lucilla,” he said; ‘“you have been the
brightest spot to me in this life. Thank you for all you
have done for me.”

“ And for all I never intended to do ?” said Lucilla,
smiling, as she returned his pressure of the hand. '

He was gone, not trusting her to speak, nor himself to
hear a word more.

“Yes, Robin,” proceeded Lucy, half-aloud, ¢ you are
the greater man, I know very well; but it is in buman
naturce to prefer flesh and blood to medizval saints in cast-
iron, even if one knows there 1s a tender spot in them.”

There was a curious sense of humiliation in her full
acquiescence in the fact that he was too high, too grand for
her, and in her relief, that the affection, that would have
lifted her beyond what she was prepared for, had died away,
and left her to the more ordinary excellence and half-pater-
nal fondness of the man of her real choice, with whom she
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could feel perfect ease and repose.  Possibly the admixture
of qualities that in her had been call fast is the most con-
trary to 2ll real aspiration !

But there was no fault to be found with the heartfelt
affection with which she loved and honoured her bridegroom,
lavishing on him the more marks of deference and submis-
sion just because she knew that her will would be law, and
that his love was strong enough to have borme with any
amount of caprice or seeming neglect. The sacrifices she
made, without his knowledge, for his convenience and com-
fort, while he imagined hers to be solely consulted, the
concessions she made to his slightest wish, the entire absence
of all teasing, would not have been granted to a younger
man more prepossessing in the sight of others.

It was in this spivit that she rejected all advice to con-
sult health rather than custom in lher wedding dress. Kx-
actly because Mr. Prendergast would have willingly received
her in the plainest garb, she was bent on doing him honour
by the most exquisite bridal array; and never had she been
so lovely—her colour such exquisite carnation, her eyes so
softened, and full of such repose and reliance, her grace so
perfect in complete freedom from all endeavour at attracting
admiration.

The married pair came back from Church to Owen's
sitting-room—not bear and monkey, not genie and fairy, as
he had expected to see; but as they stood together, looking
50 indescribably and happily one, that Owen smiled and
gaid, “ Ah! Honor, if you had only known twenty years
ago that this was Mrs. Peter Prendergast, how much trouble
it would have saved.”

« She did not deserve to be Mrs. Peter Prendergast,”
said the bride.

“ See how you deserve it now.”

“That I never shall!”

Brother and sister parted with light words but full
hearts, each trying to believe, though neither crediting Mr.
Prendergast’s assurance that the two Owens should come
and be at home for ever if they liked in Santa Maria do
X Neither could bear to face the truth that hence-
forth their courses lay apart, and that if the sister’s life were
spared, it could only be at the sacrifice of expatriation for
many years, in lands where, well or ill, the brother had no
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call. Nor would Luecilla break down. It was due to her
husband not to let him think she suffered too much in
resigning home for him; and true to her innate hatred of
agitation, she guarded herself from realizing anything, and
though perfectly kind and-respectful to Honora, studiously
averted all approaches to effusion of feeling.

Only at the last kiss in the hall, she hung round her
friend with a vehement embrace, and whispered, “ Forgive !
You have forgiven ! ” -

“ Forgive me, Lucilla

« Nay, that I have forgiven you for all your pardon and
patience is shown by my enduring to leave Owen to you
now.”

Therewith surged up such a flood of passionate emotions
that, flecing from them as it were, the bride tore herself out
of Honor’s arms, and sprang bastily into the carriage, ner-
vously and hastily moving about its contents while Mr.
Prendergast finished his farewells.

After all, there was a certain sense of rest, snugness, and
freedom from turmoil, when Honor dried her eyes and went
back to her convalescent. The house seemed peaceful, and
they both felt themselves entering into full enjoyment of
being all in all to one another.

There was one guest at the Sutton wedding, whose spirit
wag at St. Wulstan’s. In those sct eyes, and tightly closed
lips, might be traced abstraction in spite of himself. Were
there not thoughts and prayers for another bride, elsewhere
kneeling? Was not the solitary man struggling with the
last rempants of fancies at war with his life of self-devotion,
and crushing down the few final regrets, that would have
looked back to the dreams of his youth ? No marvel that
his greatest effort was against being harsh and unsympathiz-
ing, even while his whole career was an endeavour to work
through charities of deed and word into charities of thought
and judgment.

|
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CHAPTER XVIIL

Untouched by love, the maiden's breast

Is liko the snow on Rona’s crest

High seated in the middle sky,

In bright and barren purity ;

But by the sunbeam gently kissed,

Bcarce by the gazing cye 'tis missed,

Ere down the lonely valley stealing,

Fresh grass and growth its course revealing;

It cheers theflock, revives the flower,

Anddecks some happy shepherd’s bower.
Scorr.

Snow to choose, but decided in her choice, Pheebe had
always been, and her love formed no exception to this rule.
She: was quite aware that her heart had been given away,
and never concealed it from herself, though she made it a
principle not to indulge in future castle buildings, and kept
resolute guard over her attention. It was impossible to ob-
viate a perpetual feeling of restlessness and of tedium in
whatever she was about; but she conquered oftener than she
gave way, and there was an indescribable sense of peace and
sweetness in a new and precious possession, and an unde-
fined hope through all.

Miss Fennimore, who came the day after the girls’ return
from Sutton, saw only the fuller development of her favourite
pupil, and, in truth, Maria and Bertha had so ineffably much
to narrate, that her attention would have been sufficiently
engrossed to hinder her observation of the symptoms, even
had the good lady been as keen and experienced in love as
in-science.

Poor little Phaebe! equable as she was, she was in a
great perturbation -when, four days before Christmas, she
knew that Miss Charlecote, with Owen Sandbrook and
Humfrey Randolf, had arrived at the Holt. What was so
natural as for her to go at once to talk over the two wed-
dings with her dear old friend ? Yes, but did her dear old
friend want her, when these two young men had put an end
to her solitude ? Was she only making Miss Charlecote an
excuse ? She would wait in hopes that one of the others
would ask if she were going to the Holt! If so, it could
not but be natural and proper—if not— This provoking
throbbing of her heart showed that it was not only for
Honor Charlecote that she wished to go.
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That ring at the bell! What an abominable goose she
was to find a flush of expectation in her cheek! And after
all it was only Sir John. He had found that his son had
heard nothing from the Holt that morning, and had come
in to ask if she thought a call would be acceptable. “I
knew they were come home,” he said, “for I saw them at
the station yesterduy. I did not show myself, for I did not
know how poor young Sandbrook might like it. But who
have they got with them ?”

« Mr. Randolf, Owen Sandbrook’s Canadian friend.”

“ Did I not hear he was some sort of relation ?

“Yes: his mother was a Charlecote.”

¢ Ha? that accounts for it. Seeing him with her, T could
almost have thought it was thirty years ago, and that it
was my dear old friend.”

Phwbe could have embraced Sir John. She could not
conceal her glow of delight so completely that Bertha did not
laugh and say, “ Mr. Charlecote is what the Germans would
call Phoebe’s Bild. She always blushes and looks conscious
if he is mentioned.”

Sir John laughed, but with some emotion, and Phebe
hastily turned her still more blushing face away. Certainly,
if Phabe had had any prevision of her present state of mind,
she never would have bought that chiffoniere.

When Sir John had sufficiently admired the details of
the choice Jittle drawing-room, and had been shown by the
eager sisters all over the house, he asked if Pheebe would
walk up with him to the Holt. He had hoped his eldest son,
who bad ridden over with him, would have come in, and
gone up with them, but he supposed Charlie had seized on
him. (Poor Sir John, his attempt at match-making did not
flourish.) However, he had secured Phcebe’s most intense
gratitude by his proposal, and down she came, a very pretty
picture, in her dark brown dress, scarlet cloak, and round,
brown felt hat, with the long, curly, brown feather tipped
with scarlet, her favourite winter robin colouring. Her
cheeks were brilliant, and ber eyes not only brighter, but
with a slight drooping that gave them the shadiness they
sometimes wanted, And it was all from a ridiculous trepi-
dation which made it well-nigh impossible to bring out what
she was longing to say— So you think Mr. .Randolf like
Mr. Charlecote.”
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Fortunately he was beforchand with her, for both the
likeness and the path through the pine woods reminded him
strongly of his old friend, and he returned to the subject.
“So you are a great admirer of dear old Charlecote, Pheebe :
you can’t remember him ? ”?

“ No, but Robert does, and I sometimes think I do.”
(Then it camec.) ¢ You think Mr. Randolf like him ?”
Thanks to her hat, she could blush more comfortably now.

“T did not see him near. It was only something in air
and figure. People inherit those things wonderfully. Now,
my son Charles sits on horseback exactly like his grand-
father, whom he never saw; and John 4

Oh! was he going to run away on family likenesses?
Pheebe would not hear the “and John;” and observed,
“ Mr. Charlecote was his godfather, was he not ?”

‘Which self-evident fact brought him back again to ¢ Yes;
. and I only wish he had seen more of him! These are his
plantations, I declare, that he used to make so much of !

“ Yes, that is the reason Miss Charlecote is so fond of
them.”

“ Miss Charlecote! When I think of him, I have no
patience with her. I do believe he kept single all his life
for her sake; and why she never would have him, I never
could guess. You ladies arc very unreasonable sometimes,
Phoebe.”

Phoebe tried to express a rational amount of wonder at
poor Honor’s taste, but grew incoherent in fear lest it should
be irrational, and was rather frightened at finding Sir John
looking at her with some amusement; but he was only think-
ing of how willingly the poor little heiress of the Mervyns
had once been thrown at Humfrey Charlecote’s head! But
he went on to tell her of all that her hero had ever been to
him and to the country, and of the blank his death had left
and never since supplied, till she felt more and more what
a “ wise” man truly was!

No one was in the drawing-room, but Honor came down
much more cheerful and lively than she had been for years,
and' c_alling Owen materially better—the doctors thought
the injury to the head infinitely mitigated, and the first step
to recovery fairly taken—there were good accounts of the
Prendergasts, and all things seemed to be looking well
Presently Sir J ohn2,9to Pheebe’s great satisfaction, spoke of
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her guest, and his resemblance, but Honor answered with
half-resentful surprise. Some of the old servants had made
the same remark, but she could not understand it, and was
evidently hurt by its recurrence. Pheebe sat on, listening
to the account of Luecilla’s letters, and the good spirits and
health they manifested ; forcing herself not too obviously to
watch door or window, and when Sir John was gone, she
only offered to depart, lest Miss Charlecote should wish to
be with Owen.

“ No, my dear, thank you; Mr. Randolf is with him,
and he can read alittle now. We are getting above the soli-
taire board, I assure-you. I have fitted up the little room
beyond the study for his bedroom, and he sits in the study,
s0 there are no stairs, and he is to go ont every day in a
chair or the carriage.”

“ Does the little boy amuse him ? ”

“No, not exactly, poor little fellow. They are terribly
afraid of each other, that-ig_the worst of it. And then we
left the boy too long with the old woman. I hear his les-
sons for a quarter of an hour aay, and he is a clever child
enough ; but his pronunciation ‘and habits are an absolute
distress, and he is not happy anywheré but in the house-
keeper’s room. I try to civilize him, but as yet I cannot
worry poor Owen. You can’t think Low comfortable we
are together, Phoebe, when we are alone. Sinee his sister
went we bave got on so much better. He was shy before
her; but I must tell you, my dear, he asked me to read my
Psalms and Lessons aloud, as I used to do; and we have
had such pleasant evenings, and he desired that the servants
might still come into prayers in the study. But then he al-
ways was different with me.”

And Pheebe, while “assenting, could not silence a mis-
giving that she thought very cruel. She would bhelieve
Owen sincere if Humfrey Randolf did. Honor, however,
was very happy, and presently begged her to come and sce
Owen. She obeyed with alacrity, and was conducted to the
study. No Randolf was there, only pen, ink, paper, and al-
gebra, But as she was greeting Owen, who looked much
better and less oppressed, Honor made an exclamation, and
from the window they saw the young man leaning over the
sundial, partly studying its mysteries, partly playing with
little Owen, who hung on him as an old playmate.
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“ Yes,” said Owen, “he has taken pity on the boy—he
is very good to him—has served an apprenticeship.”

Mr. Randolf looked up, saw Phobe, gave a start
of recognition and pleasure, and sped towards the house.

“ Yes, Phaebe, I do sce some likeness,” said Honor, as
though a good deal struck and touched.

All the ridiculous and troublesome confusion was so
good as to be driven away in the contentment of Humfrey
Randolf’s presence, and the wondrous magnetic conviction
that he was equally glad to be with her. She lost all rest-
lessness, and was quite ready to amuse Owen by a lively
discussion and comparison of the two weddings, but she so
well knew that she should like to stay too long, that she cut
her time rather over short, and would not stay to luncheon.
This was not like the evenings that began with Hiawatha
and ended at Lakeville, or on Lake Ontario; but one plea-
sure was in store for Pheebe. While she was finding her
umbrella, and putting on her clogs, Humfrey Randolf ran
down stairs to her, and said, “ I wanted to tell you some-
thing. My stepmother is going to he married.”

“You are glad ?”

“Very glad. It is to a merchant whom she met
at Buffalo, well off, and speaking most kindly of the lit-
tle boys.”

“That must be a great load off your mind.”

“TIndeed it is, though the children must still chiefly
look to me. I should like to have little George at a
good school. However, now their immediate maintenance
is off my hands, I have more to spend in educating my-
self. I can get cvening lessons now, when my day’s work
is over.”

“ Qh ! do not overstrain your head,” said Phabe, think-
ing of Bertha. '

“Heads can bear a good deal when they are full of
hope,” he said, smiling.

“ Still after your out of doors life of bodily exercise, do
you not find it hard to be always shut up in London ?”

“ Perhaps the novelty has not worn off. It is as if life
had only begun since I came into the city.”

“ A mnew set of faculties called into play ?”

“ Taculties—yes, and everything else.”
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“ I must go now, or my sisters will be waiting for me,
and I see your dinner coming in. Good-bye.”

“ May I come to see you ?”

“ 0 yes, pray let me show you our cottage.”

“When may I come ?”

“ To-morrow, I suppose.”

She felt, rather than saw him watching her all the way
from the garden gate to the wood. That little colloquy was
the sunshiny point in her day. Had the tidings been com-
municated in the full circle, it would have been as nothing
compared with their reservation for her private ear, with
the marked “T want to tell yow.” Then she came home,
looked at Maria threading holly-berries, and her heart faint-
ed within her. There were moments when poor Maria would
arise before her as a hardship and an infliction, and then she
became terrified, prayed against such feelings as a crime,
and devoted herself to her sister with even more than her
wonted patient tenderness.

The certainty that the visit would take place kept her
from all flutterings and eelf debate, and in due time “ Mr.
Randolf” arrived. Anxiously did Phabe watch for his
look at Maria, for Bertha’s look at him, and she was pleased
with both. His manner to Maria was full of gentleness, and
Bertha's quick cyes detected his intellect. e stood an ex-
cellent examination from her and Miss Fennimore upon the
worn chanuel of Niagara, which had so often been used as a
knockdown argument against Miss Charlecote’s cosmogony ;
and his bright terse powers of description gave them, as
they agreed, a hetter idea of his woods than any travels
which they had read.

It was no less interesting to observe his impression of
the Inglish village-life at Hiltonbury. To him, the aspect
of the country had an air of exquisite miniature finish, want-
ing indeed in breadth and freedom, but he had suffered too
much from vain struggling single-handed with Nature in
her might, not to value the bounds set upon her; and a
man who knew by personal experience what it was to seek
his whole live stock in an interminable forest, did not com-
plain of the confinement of hedges and banks. Nay, the
“hedgerow elms and hillocks green” were to him as c¢lassi-
cal as Whitehall; he treated Maria’s tame robins with as
much respeet as if they had been Howards or Percies; hol-
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ly and mistletoe were handled by him with reverential cu-
riosity ; and the church and home of his ancestors filled him
with a sweet loyal enthusiasm, more cager than in those to
whom these things were familiar.

Miss Charlecote herself came in for some of these feel-
ings. He admired her greatly in her Christmas aspeet of
Lady Bountiful, in which she well fulfilled old visions of
the mistress of an English home, but still more did he dwell
upon her gentleness, and on that shadowy rescmblance to
his mother, which made him long for some of that tender-
ness which she lavished upon Owen. He looked for no
more than her uniformly kind civility and hospitality, but
he was always wishing to know her better; and any touch
of warmth and affection in her manner towards him was so
delightful that he could not help telling Pheebo of it, in their
next brief ¢éte-a-téte.

He was able to render a great service to Miss Charle-
cote. Mr. Brooks’s understanding had mnot cleared with
time, and the accounts that had been tangled in summer
were by the end of the year in confusion worse confounded.
He was a faithful servant, but his accounts had always been
audited every month, and in his old age, his arithmetic would
not carry him farther, so that his mistress’s long absence
abroad had occasioned such a hopeless chaos, that but for
his long services, his honesty might have been in question.
Honora put this idea away with angry horror. Not only
did she love and trust the old man, but he was a legacy from
Humfrey, and she would have torn the page from her re-
ceipts rather than rouse the least suspicion against him.
Yot she could not bear to leave any flaw in Humfrey’s farm
books, and she toiled and perplexed herself in vainj till
Owen, finding out what distressed her, and grieving at his
own incapacity, begged that Randolf might help her; when
behold ! the confused accounts arranged themselves in com-.
prehensible columns, and poor old Brooks was proved to
have cheated himself so much more than his lady as to be
entirely exonerated from all but puzzle-headedness. The
young man’s farmer life qualified him to be bighly popu-
lar at the Holt. e was curious about English husbandry,
talked to the labourers, and tried their tools with no un-
practised hand, even with the flail which Honor’s hatred
of steam still kept as the winter’s cmployment in the
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barn; he appreciated the bullocks, eriticized the sheep,
and admired the pigs, till the farming men agreed “there
had not been such an one about the place since the Squire
himself.”

Honora might be excused for not having detected a like-
ness between the two Humfreys. Scarcely a feature was
in the same mould, the complexion was different, and the
heavily built, easy going Squire, somewhat behind his own
century, had apparently had nothing in common with the
brisk modern colonial engineer, yet still there was something
curiously recalling the expression of open honesty, and the
whole cast of countenance, as well as the individuality of
voice, air, and gestures, and the perception grew upon her so
much in the haunts of her cousin, where she saw his attitudes
and habits unconsciously repeated, that she was almost ready
to accept Bertha’s explanation that it was owing to the in-
fluence of the Christian name that both shared. But as it
had likewise been borne by the wicked disinherited son who
ran away, the theory was somewhat halting.

Pheebe’s intercourse with Humfrey the younger was
much more fragmentary than in town, and therefore, perhaps,
the more delicious. She saw him on most of the days of his
fortnight’s stay, cither in the mutual calls of the two houses,
in chance meetings in the village, or in walks to or from
the holy day services at the church, and these afforded many
a moment in which she was let into the deeper feclings that
his first English Christmas excited. It was not conventional
Christmas weather, but warm and moist, thus rendering the
contrast still stronger with the sleighing of his prosperous
days, the snow-shoe walk of his poorer ones. A frost hard
enough for skating was the prime desire of Maria and Bertha,
who both wanted to see the art practised by one to whom it
was familiar. The frost came at last, and became reasonably
hard in the first week of the new year, one day when Phabe,
to her regret, was forced to drive to Elverslope to fulfil some
commissions for Mervyn and Cecily, who were expected at
home on the 8th of January, after a Christmas at Sutton.

However, she had a reward. “I do think,” said Miss
Fennimore to her, as she entered the drawing-room, ¢ that
Mr. Randolf is the most good-natured man in the world!
Tor full three-quarters of an hour this afternoon did he hand
Maria up and down a slide on the pond at the Holt ! ”
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¢« You went up to see him skate ?”

“Yes; he was to teach Bertha. We found him helping
the little Sandbrook to slide, but when we came he sent him
in with the little maid, and gave Bertha a lesson, which did
not last long, for she grew nervous.  Really her nerves will
never be what they were! Then Maria begged for a slide,
and you know what any sort of monotonous bodily motion is
to her; there is no getting her to leave off, and I never saw
anything like the spirit and good nature with which he com-
plied.”

“ He is wery kind to Maria,” said Pheebe. ;

« He seems to have that sort of pitying respect which you
first put into my mind towards her.”

“Oh, are you come home, Pheebe ? ” said Maria, running
into the room. “I did not hear you. I have been sliding
on the ice all the afternoon with Mr. Randolf. It is so nice,
and he says we will do it again to-morrow.”

« Ha, Phoobe ! ” said Bertha, meeting her on the stairs,
“ do you know what you missed ?”

«Three children sliding on the ice,” quoted Pheebe.

« Sceing how a man that is called Humfrey can bear
with your two sisters making themselyes ridiculous. Really
I should set the backwoods down as the best school of cour-
tesy, but that I believe some people have that school within
themselves. Hollo!”

Tor Phoebe absolutely kissed Bertha as she went up-
stairs.

« T ?» said Bertha, interrogatively; then went into
the drawing-room, and looked very grave, almost sad.

Phebe could not but think it rather hard when, on the
last afternoon of Humfrey Randolf’s visit, there came a
note from Mervyn ordering her up to Beauchamp to arrange
some especial contrivances of his for Cecily’s morning room
—her mother’s, which gave it an additional pang. It was a
severe, threatening, bitter cold day, not at all fit for sliding,
even had not both the young ladies and Miss Fennimore
picked up a suspicion of cold; but Pheebe had no doubt
that there would be a farewell visit, and did not like to lose
it.

“ Take the pony carriage, and you will get home faster,”
said Bertha, answering what was unspoken.
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No; the groom sent in word that the ponies were gone
to be rough-shod, and that one of them had a cold.

“ Never mind,” said Phewbe, cheerfully ; “TI ghall be
warmer walking.”

And she set off, with a lingering will, but a step brisk
under her determination that her personal wishes should
never make her neglect duty or kindness. She did not like
to think that he would he disuppointed, but she had g great
trust in A7s trust in herself, and a confidence, not to be fret-
ted away, that some farewell would come to pass, and that
she should know when to look for him again.

Scanty sleety flakes of snow were falling before her half-
hour’s walk was over, and she arrived at the house, where
anxious maids were putting their last touches of preparation
for the mistress. It was strange mot to feel more strongly
the pang of a lost home; and had not Pheebe been so much
preoccupied, perhaps it would have affected her strongly,
with all her real joy at Cecily’s installation; but there
were new things before her that filled her mind too full for
regrets for the rooms where she had grown up. She only did
her duty scrupulously by Cecily’s writing-table, piano, and
pictures, and then satisfied the housekeeper by a brief inspec-
tion of the rooms, more laudatory than particular. She
rather pitied Cecily, after her comfortable parsonage, for
coming to all those state drawing-rooms. If it had been
the west wing, now !

By this time the snow was thicker, and the park begin-
ning to whiten. The housekeeper begged her to wait and
order out the carriage, but she disliked giving trouble, and
thought that an unexpected summons might be tardy of ful-
filment, so she insisted on confronting the elements, confident
in her cloak and India-rubber boots, and secretly hoping
that the visitor at the cottage might linger on into the
twilight.

As she came beyond the pillars of the portico, such a
whirl of snow met her that she almost questioned the pru-
dence of her decision, when a voice said, “ It is only the
drift round the corner of the house.”

“You here ?” -

“Your sister gave me leave to come and see you home
through the snow-storm.” S

‘ Oh, thank you! This is the first time you have been



HOPES AND FEARS. 297

here,” she added, feeling as if her first words had been too
eagerly glad.

% Yes, I have only seen the house from a distance be-
fore. I did not know how large it was. Which part did
you inhabit ? ” -

« There—the west wing—shut up now, poor thing!”

« And where was the window where you saw the horse
and cart? Yes, you see I know that story; which was
your window ? 7

«The nearest to the main body of the house. Ah!itis
a dear old window. I have seen many better things from it
than that !”

“VWhat kind of things ?”

« Sunsets and moonsets, and the Holt first best of all.”

“Yes, I know better now what you meant by owing all
to Miss Charlecote,” he said, smiling. “I owe something to
her, too.”

¢« Ob, is she going to help you on ? ” cried Pheebe.

“ No, I do not need that. What I owe to her is—know-
ing you.”

It had come, then! The first moment of full assurance
of what had gleamed before ; and yet the shock, sweet as it
was, was almost pain, and Phaebe’s heart beat fast, and her
downecast look betrayed that the full force of his words—
and still more, of his tone—had reached her.

“May I go on?? he said. “May I dare to tell you
what you are to me? I knew, from the moment we met,
that you were what I had dreamt of—different, but better.”

“T am sure I knew that you were!” eseaped from
Phobe, softly, but making her face burn, as at what she had
not meant to say.

“Then you can beai with me? You donot forbid me to
hope ? 7

“Qh! Iam a great deal too happy !’

There came a great wailing, driving’ gust of storm at
that moment, as if it wanted to sweep them off their feet,
but it was a welcome blast, for it was the occasion of a
strong arm being flung around Pheebe, to restrain that flutter-
ing cloak. “Storms shall only blow us necarer together,
dearest,” he said, with recovered breath, as, with no unwill-
ing hand, she clung to his arm for help.

“If it be God’s will,” said Phebe, carnestly.



208 HOPES AND FEARS.

« And indeed,” he said, fervently, “ I have thought and
debated much whether it were His will; whether it could
be right, that I, with my poverty and my burthens, should
thrust myself into your wealthy and sheltered life. At first,
when I thought you were a poor dependent, I admitted the
hope. I saw you spirited, helpful, sensible, and I dared to
think that you were of the stuff that would gladly be inde-
pendent, and would struggle on and up with me, as T have
known so many do in my own country.”

“Qh! would Inot?”

« Then I found how far apart we stand in one kind of so-
cial scale, and perhaps that ought to have overthrown all
hope ; but, Phabe, it will not do so! I will not ask you to
ghare want and privation, but I will and do ask you to be
the point towards which I may work, the best earthly hope
before me.”

“T am glad,” said Phebe, “ that you knew too well to
think there was any real difference. Indeed, the superiority
is all yours, except in mere money. And mine, I am sure,
need not stand in the way, but there is one thing that
does.”

“What? Your brothers ?”

“T do not know. It is my sister Maria. I promised,
long ago, that nothing should make me desert her;” and,
with a voice faltering a little, but endeavouring to be firm,
“a promise to fulfil a duty appointed by Providence must
not be repented of when the cost is felt.”

“ But why should you think of deserting her ? ” he said.
“Surely I may help to bear your cares; and there is some-
thing so good, so gentle and loveable about her, that she need
be no grievance. I shall have to bring my little brothers
about you, too, so we shall be even,” he added, smiling.

“Then,” she said, looking in his face as’ beginning to
take counsel with him, “ You think it is right to assume a
new tie that must have higher claims than the prior one
that Heaven sent me.”

“ Nay, dearest, is not the new one instituted by Heaven ?
If I promise that I will be as entirely Maria’s brother as
you are her sister, and will reverence her affliction, or more
truly her innocence, in the same way, will you not trust her,
aswell as yourself, with me ?”

“Trust, oh! indeed I do, and am thankful. But I am
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thinking of you! Poor dear Maria might be o
where I should not! And I cannot leave hel) to&axil;locf’
the others. She could not he long without me.”

“Well, faithless one, we may have to wait the longer;
though I feel that you alone would be happiest fighting up the
hill with me.”

« Oh, thank you for knowing that so well.”

“ But as we both have these ties, and as besides, I should
be a shabby adventurer to address you but on equal terms,
we must be content to wait till—as with God’s blessing I
trust to do—I have made a home smooth enough for Maria
as well as for you! Will that do, Pheebe ?

“Somehow it secems too much,” murmured Pheebe : ¢ and
vet I knew it of you.”

“And as you both have means of your own, it may

bring the time nearer,” he said. “ There you sece I can cal-
culate on your fortune, though I still wish it were out of
the way.”

“If it were not for Maria, I should.”

“ And now, with this hope and promise, I feel as if, even
if it were seven years, they would be like so many days,” said
Humfrey. “ You will not be of those, my Pleebe, who suf-
fer and are worn by a long engagement ? ”’

“ One cannot tell without a trial,” said Pheebe ; “ but in-
deed, I do not see why security and rest, or even hope defer-
red, should hurt me. Surely, having a right to think about
you cannot do so ? 7’

And her look out of those honest, clear, grey eyes was
one of the most perfect reliance and gladness.

“May I he worthy of those thoughts!” he fervently
said. “And you will write to me—even when I go back to
the Ottawa ? ”

«T ghall be so glad to tell you everything, and have
your letters! Oh ! no, with them I am not going to pine,”
and her strong young nature laughed at the folly.

« And while God gives me strength, we will not be
afraid,” he answered.  Pheebe, I looked at the last chap-
ter of Proverbs last night, and thought you were like that
woman of strength and skill on whose ‘lips is the law of
kindness.” And you are not afraid of the snow, as if to
complete the likeness.”
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«“I did not quite know it was snowing, I like it, for it
suits your country.”

« I like it because you are as clear, firm, and pure, as my
own clear crystal ice,” he said; “ only not quite so cold!
And now, what remains? Must your brothers be con-
sulted ? ” he added, reluctantly.

“ Tt will be right that I should tell them,” said Pheebe.
“TFrom Robert I could not keep such a thing, and Mervyn
has a right to know. I cannot tell how he may take it, but
I do not think that I owe him such implicit obedience as if
he were my father. And by the time you really ask for me,
you know you are to be such a rising engineer that they are
all to be almost as proud of you as I am ! ”

“ God helping me,” he gravely answered, his eyes raised
upwards, and as it were carrying with them the glance that

- had sought them in almost playful confidence.

And thus they looked forth upon this life. Neither was
50 young as not to be aware of its trials. She knew the sor-
rows of suspense, bereavement, and family disunion ; and he,
before his twenty-fourth year, had made experience of ad-
versity, uncongeniality, disappointment, and severe—almost
hopeless—everyday labor. It wasnot in the spirit of those
who had not braced on their armour, but of those who had
made proof of it, that they looked bravely and cheerfully
upon the battle, feeling their strength doubled as faithful
companions-in-arms, and willing in that strength and trust
to bear patiently with the severest trial of all—the delay
of their hopes. The cold but bracing wind, the snow driving
and whirling round them in gusts, could not daunt nor quench
their spirits—nay, rather gave them additional vigour and en-
joyment, while even the tokens of the tempest that they bore
away were of perfect dazzling whiteness.

Never was shelter less willingly attained than when the
park wicket of the Underwood was reached, just as the early
twilight was becoming darkness. It was like a foretaste for
Phewbe of seeing him go his own way in the storm while
she waited safely housed; but they parted with grave, sweet
smiles, and a promise that he would snatch a moment’s fare-
well on the morrow. Phoebe would rather not have been
met by Bertha at the front door, in some solicitude—*“You
are come at Jast! Are you wet >—are you cold ?”

“ Oh, no, thank you! Don’t stand in the draught,” said
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Phebe, anxious to shake her off; but it was not to be done.
Bertha preceded her up-stairs, talking all the way in some-
thing of her old mischievous whisper. “Am I in disgrace
with you, too, Pheebe ?  Miss Fennimore says I have com-
mitted an awful breach of propriety; but really I could not
leave you to the beating of the pitiless storm alone. I am
afraid Malta’s sagacity and little paws would hardly have
sufficed to dig you out of a snow-drift before life was ex-
tinct. Are you greatly displeased with me, Pheebe?”
And being by this time in the bedroom, she faced about,
shut the door, and looked full at her sister.

¢ No—no—dear Bertha, not displeased in the least; only
if you would go "

“ Now, Phebe, indeed that is not kind of you,” said Ber-
tha, pleadingly, but preparing to obey.

¢« No, Bertha, it is not,” said Pheebe, recovering herself
in 2 moment. I am sorry for it; but oh! don’t you know
the feeling of wanting to have one’s treasure all to oneself for
a little moment before showing it ? No, don’t go;” and the
two sisters flung their arms round one another. “You shall
hear now.”

« No, no,” said Bertha, kissing her; “my time for ob-
trusive, childish curiosity is over! I only was so anxious;”
and she looked up with tearful eyes, and almost the air of an
elder sister. Phebe might well requite the look with full-
hearted tenderness and caresses, as she said, calmly, “ Yes,
Bertha, I am very happy.”

“ You ought to be,” said Bertha, seriously.

«Yes,” said Pheebe, taking the ought in a different sense
from what she meant; “he is all, and more than I ever
. thought a man wise in true wisdom should be.”

«“And a man of progress, full of the dignity of labour,”
gaid Bertha. “I am glad he is not an old bit of county soil
like John Raymond! My dear Phebe, Sir John will tear
his hair!?

“TFor shame, Bertha !”

“Well, I will not tease you with my nonsense; but you
know it is the only thing that keeps tears out of one’s eyes.
I sce you want to be alone. Dear Phoebe!” and she clung
to her neck for a moment. '

¢« An instant more, Bertha. You see everything, T know;
but has Miss Fennimore guessed ?”
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“ No, my dear, I do not think any such syllogism has
ever occurred to her as, Lovers look conscious; Pheebe looks
conscious; therefore Phoebe is in lovel It is defective in
the major, you see, so it could not enter her brain.”

“ Then, Bertha, do not let any one guess it. I shall
speak to Mervyn to-morrow, and write to Robin. It is their
due, but no one else must know it—no, not for a long time
—ycars perhaps.”

“You do not mean to wait for years?”

“We must.”

“Then what’s the use of having thirty thousand pounds?”

¢ No, Bertha, it would not be like him to be content with
owing all to my fortune, and beginning life in idleness. It
would be just enough to live on, with none of the duties of
property, and . that would never do! T could not wish it for
him, and he has his brothers to provide for.”

“WWell, let him work for them, and have your money to
make capital! Really, Phabe, I would not lose such a
chance of going out and seeing those glorious Lakes!”

“T have Maria to consider.”

“Maria! And why are you to be saddled with Maria ?”

“Because I promised my mother—I promised myself—
I promised Mervyn, that she should be my care. I have
told him of that promise, and he accepts it most kindly.”

“You cannot leave her to me? Oh! Pheebe, do you
still think me as hateful as I used to he ?”

“Dear, dear Bertha, I have full trust in your affection
for her; but I undertook the charge, and I cannot thrust it
on to another, who might 3

“Don’t say that, Pheebe,” cried Bertha, impetuously, “ I
am the one to have her! I who certainly never can, never
shall, marry—I who am good for nothing but to look after
her. Say you do not think me unworthy of her, Pheebe.”

“T say no such thing,” said Phebe, affectionately, “but
there is no use in discussing. the matter. Dear Bertha,
leave me, and compose yourself.”

Truly, during that evening Bertha was the agitated one,
her speech much affected, and her gestures restless while
Pheebe sat over her work, her needle going .swiftly and
evenly, and her eyes beaming with her quict depth of thank-

ful bliss, s
In the morning, again, it was Bertha who betrayed an
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unecasy restlessness, and irrepressible desire to banish Miss
Tennimore and Maria from the drawing-room, till the gover-
ness, in perplexity, began to think of consulting Pheebe
whether a Jack Hastings affair could be coming over again.

Phoebe simply trusted to the promise, and went about
Ler morning’s avocations with a heart at rest, and when at
last Humfrey Randolf did hurry in for a few moments, be-
fore he must rush back to the Holt, her greefing was so full
of reliance and composure that Miss Fennimore perceived
nothing.  Bertha, however, rested mot. As well as she
could, under a fearful access of stammering, she insisted that
Mr. Randolf should come into the dining-room to look at
a—a—a—a—2a e

« Ah, well ! thought Miss Tennimore, ¢ Pheebe is gone,
too, so she will keep guard.”

If Miss Fennimore could bave looked through the door,
she would have seen the astonished Maria pounced upon, as
if in sport, pulled upstairs, and desired by Bertha to find her
book of dried flowers to show Mr. Randolf. Naughty Ber-
tha, who really did not believe the dried flowers had ever
been brought home from W oolstone Lane! It served the
manceuvrer right, that Maria, after one look at the shelves,
began to cry out for Pheebe to come and find them. DBut it
signified the less since the lovers had not left the hall, and
had exchanged all the words that there was time for before
Bertha, at the sound of the re-opening door, flew down to
put her hand into Humfrey’s and grasp it tightly, looking
in his face instead of speaking. ¢ Thank you,” he said, re-
turning the pressure, and wag gone. “.We improve as we
go on. Number three is ‘the best of my brothers-in-law,
Pheebe,” said Bertha, lightly. Then leaving Phaebe to
pacify Maria about the flowers, she went into her own room,
and eried bitterly and overpoweringly.
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CHAPTER XIX.

Thekla, 1 should love thee,
I hate'er thou hadst chosen, thou wouldst still have acted
Nobly and worthy of thee; but repentance
Shall ne'er disturb thy soul’s fair peace.
AMaw. 'Then I must leave thee; must part from thee!
Thekla. Being faithful
To thine own self, thou art faithful too to me.
Wuallenstein,

Prase and Maria went alone to the Park to receive the
bridal pair, for poor Bertha was so nervous and unhinged as
not even to wish to leave the fireside. It was plain that she
must not be deprived of an elder sister’s care, and that it
would be unlikely that she would ever have nerve enough to
undertake the charge of Maria, even if Phebe could think
of shifting the responsibility, or if a feeble intellect could be
expected to yield the same deference to a younger sister as
came naturally to an elder one.

Thus Pheobe’s heart was somewhat heavy as she braced
herself for her communication to Mervyn, doubtful as to the
extent of his probable displeasure, but for that very cause
resolved on dealing openly from the first, while satisfied that,
at her age, his right was rather to deference than to surrender
of judgment. Maria roamed through the house, exclaiming
at the alterations, and Pheebe sat still in the concentrated,
resolute stillness that was her form of suspense.

They came! The peals of the Hiltonbury bells rung
merrily in the cold air, the snow sparkled bridally, the icicles
glittered in the sunset light, the work-people stood round
the house to cheer the arrival, and the sisters hurried out.

It was no more the pale, patient face! The cheeks were
rounded, the brown eyes smiled, the haggard air, that even
as a bride Cecily had worn, was entirely gone, and Mervyn
watched exultingly Phoebe’s surprise at what he had made
of the wan, worn girl they had met at Hyeéres. The only
disappointment was Bertha’s absence, and there was much
regret that the newcomers had not heard of her cold so as to
have seen her at the Underwood on their way. They had
spent the previous day in town in going over the distillery,
by Cecily’s particular wish, and had afterwards assisted at a
grand impromptu entertainment of all the workpeople, at
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their own expense and Robert’s trouble. Mervyn did cer-
tainly seem carried out of his own knowledge of himself, ard
his wife had transgressed cvery precedent left by his mother,
who had never beheld Whittingtonia in her life !

Phobe found their cager talk so mazy and indistinct to
her perception, that she became resolved to speak and clear
her mind at the first opportunity; so she tarried hehind,
when Cecily went up, under Maria’s delighted guidance, to
take off her bonnet, and accosted Mervyn with the ominous
words, “ I want to speak to you.”

« Make haste, then; there is Ceeily left to Maria.”

“ T wanted to tell you'that I am engaged.”

“ The deuce you are!”

«To Mr. Randolf, Miss Charlecote’s Canadian cousin.”

Mervyn, who had expected no less than John Raymond,
whirled round in indigrant surprise, and looked incredulous-
ly at her, but was confronted by her two open, unabashed
eyes, as she stood firm on both her feet, and continued : “I
have been thrown a good deal with him, so as to learn his
goodness and superiority. I know you will think it a very
bad match, for he has nothing but his hands and head; but
we mean to wait till he can offer what are considered as
equal terms. We thought it xight you should know.”

« Upon my word, that’s a clever fellow !”

Phoebe knew very well that this was ironical, but would
not so reply. ¢ He has abilities,? she said, “ and we are
ready to waib till he has made proof of them.” 3 ;

& Well, what now ? ? he cried in despair. I did think
you the sensible one of the ol ioste o )

«When you know him,” she said, with her fearless smile,
“ you will own that I was sensible there!”

« Really, the child looks so complacent that she would
outface me that this mad notion was a fine thing! I de-
clare it is worse than Bertha’s business; and you so much
older ! At least Hastings was a man of family, and this is
a Yankee adventurer picked out of the back of a ditch by
that young dog, Sandbrook. Only a Y ankee f:ould have
had the impudence! I declare you are laughing all the
time. What have you to say for yourself ? 2

« His father was major in the —th dragoons, and was
one of the Randolfs of shire. His mother was a Charle-
cote. His birth is as good as our own, and you saw that he
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is a gentleman. His character and talents have gained his
present situation, and it is a profession that gives every
opening for ability; nor does he ask for me till his fortune
is made.”’

“ But hinders you from doing better ! Pray, what would
Augusta say to you?” he added, jocosely, for even while
lashing himself up, his tone had been placable.

« He shall satisfy her.”

“ How long has this been going on ?

“We only spoke of it yesterday. Bertha found it out;
but I wish no one els2 to know it except Robert.”

“ Somchow she looks so cool, and she is so entirely the
last girl I expected to go crazy, that I can’t laugh at the
thing as I ought! I say, what’s this about Miss Charle-
cote; will she do anything for him ?”

“T believe not.”

“And pray who vouches for his antecedents, such as
they are ?”

“Mr. Curric and Owen Sandbrook both know the
whole.”

¢ Is Sandbrook at the Holt ?

“ Yes,” answered Phoebe, suppressing her strong distaste
against bringing him into the affair.

“Well, I shall make inquiries, and—and—it is a horrid
unlucky business, and the old girl should be sacrificed for
putting you in his way. The end will be that you’ll marry
on your own means, and be pinched for life. Now, look
here, you are no fool at the bottom; you will give it up if I
find that he is ne go.”

“If it be proved that I ought,” said Pheebe. “ And if
you find him what I have told you, you will make no oppo-
sition. Thank you, Mervyn.”

¢ Stay,” said he, laughing, and letting her kiss him, ¢ I
have made no promises, mind ! A

The confidence that Pheebe had earned had stood her in
good stead. DMervyn had great trust in her judgment, and
was too happy besides for severity on other people’s love.
Nor were her perfect openness, and fearless though modest
independence, without effect. She was not one who invited
tyranny, but truly “ queen o'er herself,” she ruled herself
too well to leave the reins loose for others to seize.

The result of the interview had surpassed her hopes, and
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she had nothing to regret but her brother’s implied purpose
of consulting Owen Sandbrook. TFriend of Humfrey though
he were, she could not feel sccure of his generosity, and
wished the engineer had been the mearer referce; but she
did not say =o, as much for shame at her own uncharitable-
ness, as for fear of rousing Mervyn’s distrust ; and she was
afraid that her injunctions to scerecy would be disregarded.
Tully aware that all would be in common between the hus-
band and wife, she was still taken by surprise when Cecily,
coming carly next day to the Underwood to see Bertha, took
her aside to say, ¢ Dearest, I hope this is all right, and for
your happiness.”

« You will soon know that it is,” said Phabe, brightly.

« Only, my dear, it must not be a long cngagement.
Ah! you think that nothing now, but I could not bear to
think that yow were to go through a long attachment.”

Was this forgiving Cecily really fancying that her sor-
rows had been nothing worse than those incidental to a long
attachment ?

« Al !” thought Phebe, if she could ever have felt
the full reliance on which I can venture, she need mever
have drooped ! What is time to trust P

Mervyn kept his word, and waiving ceremony, took his
wife at once to the Holt, and leaving her with Miss Charle-
cote, made a visit to Owen in the study, wishing, in the first
place, to satisfy himself of the young man’s competence to
reply to his questions. On this he had no doubt; Owen
had made steady progress ever since he had been in Eng-
land, and especially duving the quiet time that had suc-
ceeded his sister’s marriage. His mental powers had fully
regained their keenness and balance, and though still in-
capable of sustained exertion of: his faculties, he could
talk as well as ever, and the first ten minutes convinced
Mervyn that he was conversing with a shrewd sensible
observer, who had seen a good deal of life, and of the
world. He then led to the question about young Ran-
dolf, endeavouring so to frame it as nob to betray the oc-
casion of it.

The reply fully confirmed all that Pheebe had averred.
'ljhe single efforts of a mere youth, not cighteen at the
time of his father’s failure, without capital, and sct down
in a wild uncleared part of the bush, had of course been
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inadequate to retrieve the ruined fortunes of the family ;
but he had shown wonderful spirit, patience, and perse-
verance, and the duteous temper in which he had horne the
sacrifice of his prospects by his father’s foolish speculations
and unsuitable marriage, his affectionate treatment of the
wife and children when left on his hands, and his cheerful
endurance of the severest and most hopeless drudgery for
the bare support of life, had all been such as to inspire the
utmost confidence in his character. Of his future prospeets,
Owen spoke with a sigh almost of envy. His talent and in-
dustry had alrecady made him a valuable assistant to M.
Currie, and an able engineer had an almost certain career
of prosperity open to him. Lastly, Mervyn asked what was
the connexion with Miss Charlecote, and what possibilities
it held out. Owen winced for a moment, then explained
the second cousinship, adding, however, that there was no
entail, that the disposal of Miss Charlecote’s property was
entirely in her own power, and that she had manifested no
intention of treating the young man with more than ordinary
civility, in fact that she had rather shrunk from acknowl-
edging his likeness to the family. His father’s English rel-
atives had, in like manner, owned him as a kinsman; but
had shown no alacrity in making friends with him. The
only way to be noticed, as the two gentlemen agreed, when
glad to close their conference in a laugh, is to mneed no
notice.

“Uncommon hard on a fellow,” soliloquized Owen,
when left alone. = “ Is it not enough to have one’s throat cut,
but must one do it with one’s own hands? Itis a fine
thing to be magnanimous when one thinks one is going off
the stage, but quite another thing when one is to remain
there. I’m no twelfth century saint, only a ninetecenth cen-
tury beggar, with an unlucky child on my hands! AmI
to give away gir], Jand, and all to the fellow I raked out of
his swamps ? Better have let him grill and saved my
limbs! Aund pray what more am I to do? I've introduc-
ed him, made no secret of his parentage, puffed him off, and
brought him here, and pretty good care he takes of him-
gself|” Am I to pester poor Honey if she does prefer the
child she bred up to a stranger? No, no, I’ve done my
part; let him look out for himself | ” ’

Mervyn allowed to Pheebe that Randolf was no impostor,
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but warned her against assuming his consent. She suspect-
ed that Owen at least guessed the cause of these inquiries,
and it kept her aloof from the ITolt. When Miss Charle-
cote spoke of poor Owen’s want of spirits, discretion told
her that she was not the person to enliven him; and the con-
sciousness of her secret made her less desirous. of con-
fidences with her kind old friend, so that her good offices
chiefly consisted in having little Owen to the Underwood to
play with Maria, who delighted in his society, and uncon-
sciously did much for his improvement.

Honor herself perceived that Phaebe’s visits only sad-
dened her convalescent, and that in his present state he
was happiest with no one but her, who was more than
ever a mother to him. They were perfectly at ease to-
gether, as she amused him with the familiar books, which
did not strain his powers like new ones, the quiet household
talk, the little playful exchanges of tender wit, and the
fresh arrangement of all her museum on the natural sys-
tem, he having all the entertainment, and she all the trou-
ble, till her conversion astonished Bertha. The old relig-
ious habits of the Holt likewise seemed to soothe and give
him pleasure; but whether by force of old association, or
from their hold on his heart, was as yet unknown to Honora,
and perhaps to himself. It was asif he were deferring all
demonstration till he should be able again to examine the
subject with concentrated attention. Or it might be that,
while he shrank from exerting himself upon Randolf’s be-
half, he was not ready for repentance, and thercfore distrust-
ed, and hung back from, the impulses that would otherwise
have drawn him to renew all that he had once cast aside.
He was never left alone without becoming deeply melan-
choly, yet no companionship save Honor’s seemed to suit
him for many minutes together. His brain was fast recoy-
ering the injury, but it wasa tryiny convalescence; and
with returning health, his perfect helplessness fretted him
under all the difficulties of so tall and heavy a man being
carried from bed to sofa, from sofa to carriage.

“ Poor Owen ! ” said Pheebe to herself, one day when
she had not been able to avoid witnessing this pitiable spec-
tacle of infirmity; I can’t think why I am always fancying
he is doing Humfrey and me some injustice, and that he
koows it. He, who brought Humfrey home, and has prais-
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ed him to Mervyn! It is very uncharitable of me, but why
will he look at me as if he were asking my pardon ? Well,
we shall see the result of Mervyn’s inspection ! ”

Mervyn and his wife were going for two nights to the
rooms at the office, in the first lull of the bridal invitations,
which were infinitely more awful to Cecily than to Phaebe.
After twenty-nine years of quiet clerical life, Ceeily neither
understood nor liked the gaieties even of the county, had
very little to say, and, unless her aunt were present, made
Phebe into a protector, and retired behind her, till Phebe
sometimes feared that Mervyn would be quite provoked, and
remember his old dread lest Cecily should be too homely
and bashful for her position. Poor dear Cecily! She was
as good and kind as possible; but in the present close inter-
course it sometimes would suggest itself to Phaebe, “ was she
quite as wise as she was good ?”

And Miss Fennimore, with still eclearer eyes, inwardly
decided that though religion should above all form the mor-
als, yet the morality of common sense and judgment should
be cultivated with an equal growth.

Cecily returned from London radiant with sisterly con-
gratulation, in a flutter of delight with Mr. Randolf, and in-
timating a glorious project in the background, devised be-
tween herself and Mervyn, then guarding against possible
disappointment by declaring it might be all her own faney.

The meaning of these prognostics appeared the next
morning. Mervyn had been much impressed by Humfrey
Randolf’s keen business-like appearance and sensible con-
versation, as well as by Mr. Currie’s opinion of him; and,
always detesting the trouble of his own distillery, it had oc-
curred to him that to secure an active working partner, and
throw his sister’s fortune into the business, would be a most
convenient, generous, and brotherly means of smoothing
the course of true love; and Cecily had been so enchanted
at the happiness he would thus confer, that he came to the
Underwood quite clevated with his own kindness.

Pheebe heard his offer with warm thankfulness, but could
not answer for Humfrey.

¢ He has too much sense not to take a good offer,” said
Mervyn, ©otherwise, it is all bumbug his pretending to care
foryou. As to Robert’s folly, have not T given up all that
any rational being could stick at ? T tell you, it is the giv-
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ing up those houses that makes me in want of capital, so
you are bound to make it up to me.”

Mervyn and Phabe wrote by the same post. T will be’
satisfied with whatever you decide upon as right,” were
Phaebe’s words ; but she refrained from expressing any wish.
What was the use of a wise man, if he were not to be let
alone to make up his mind ? She would trust to him to di-
vine what it would be to her to be thus one with her own
family, and to gain him without locing her sisters. The bal-
ance must not be weighted by a woman’s hand, when ready
enough to incline to her side; and why should she add to his
pain, if he must refuse ?

How ardently she wished, however, can be imagined.
She could not hide from herself pictures of herself and Hum-
frey, sometimes in London, sometimes at the Underwood,
working with Robert, and carrying out the projects which
Mervyn but half acted on, and a quarter understood.

The letter came, and the first line was decisive. In
spite of earnest wishes and great regrets, Humfrey could not
reconcile the trade to his sense of right. He knew that as
Mervyn conducted it, it was as unobjectionable as was possi-
ble, and that the works were admirably regulated; but it
was in going over the distillery as a curiosity he had scen
enough to perceive that it was a line in which enterprise and
exertion could only find scope by extending the demoraliz-
ing sale of spirits, and he trusted to Pheebe’s agreeing with
him, that when he already had a profession fairly free from
temptation, it was his duty not to put himself into one that
might prove more full of danger to him than to one who had
been always used to it. He had not consulted Robert, feel-
ing clear in his own mind, and thinking that he had probably
rather not interfere.

Kind Humfrey! That bit of consideration filled
Pheebe’s heart with grateful relief. It gave her spirits_ to
be comforted by the tender and cheering words with which
the edge of the disappointment was softened, and herself
thanked for her abstinence from persuasion. Ob, better to
wait seven years, with such a Humfrey as thisin reserve,
than to let him warp aside one inch of his sense of duty !
As high minded as dear Robert, without his ruggedness and
harshness,” she thought as she read the manly, warm-heart-
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ed letter, to Mervyn, which he had enclosed, and which she
could not help showing to Bertha.

- Tt was lost on Bertha. She thought it dull and poor
spirited not to accept, and manage the distillery just as he
pleased. Any one could manage Mervyn, §he said, not esti-
mating the difference betwegn a petted sister and a junior
partner, and it was a new light to her t!xat.the trade—in-
volving so much chemistry and mechanic ingenuity—iwas
not good cnough for anybody, unless they were peacocks too
stupid to appreciate the dignity of labour! Tor the first
time Pheebe wished her secret known to Miss Charlecote,
for the saka of her appreciation of his triumph of principle.

« This is Robert’s doing ! was Mervyn’s first exclama-
tion, when Phoebe gave him the letter. ¢ If there be an in-
tolerable plague in the world, it is the having a fanatical fel-
low like that in the family. Nice requital for all I have
thrown away for the sake of his maggots | I declare Il re-
sume every house I've let him have for his tomfooleries, and
have a gin bottle blown as big as an ox as a sign for cach of
them.”

Phebe had a certain lurking satisfaction in observing,
when his malediction had run itself down, ¢ He never con-
sulted Robert.”

« Don’t tell me that! As if Robert had not run about
with his mouth open, reviling his father’s trade, and pluming
himself on keeping out of it.”

«Mervyn, you know better! TRobert has said no word
against you! It is the facts that speak for themselves.”

«The facts? You little simpleton, do you imagine that
we distil the juices of little babies ? ”

Pheebe laughed, and he added kindly, ¢ Come, little one,
I know this is no doing of yours. You have stuck by this
wicked distiller of vile liquids through thick and thin. Don’t
Jet the parson lead you nor Randolf by the nose; he is far
too finc a fellow for that; but come up to town with me and
Cecily, as soon as Lady Caroline’s bear fight is over, and
make him hear reason.”

«T should be very glad to go and see him, but I cannot
persuade him.”

“Why not ?”’

¢« When a man has made up his mind, it would be wrong
to try to over-persuade him, even if I belioved that I could.”
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« You know the alternative ? ”

¢«What ? ”

¢« Just breaking with him a little.”

She smiled.

«We shall see what Crabbe, and Augusta, and Acton
will say to your taking up with a dumpy leveller. We
shall have another row. And youll all be broken up
again !

That was by far the most alarming of his threats; but
she did not greatly believe that he would bring it to pass, or
that an engagement, however imprudent, conducted as hers
had been, could be made a plea for accusing Miss Fennimore
or depriving her of her sisters. She tried to express her
thankfulness for the kindness that had prompted the origin-
al proposal, and her sympathy with his natural vexation at
finding that a trafic which he had really ameliorated at con-
siderable loss of profit, was still considered objectionable;
but he silenced this at once as palaver, and went off to fetch
his wife to try her arguments.

This was worse than Pheebe had expected! Cecily was
too thorough a wife not to have adopted all her husband’s
interests, and had totally forgotten all the objections current
in her own family against the manufucture of spirits. She
knew that great opportunities of gain had been yielded up,
and such improvements made as had converted the distillery
into a model of its kind; she was very proud of it wished
every one to be happy, and Mervyn to be saved trouble, and
thought the scruples injurious and overstrained. Pheebe
would' not contest them with her. What the daughter had
learnt by degrees, might not be forced on the wife; and
Phoebe could only protest against trying to shake a fixed
purpose, instead of maintaining its grounds. - So Cecily con-
tinued affectionately hurt, and unnecessarily compassionate,
showing that a woman can hardly marry a person of tone in-
ferior to her own without some deterioration of judgment,
beneficial and elevating as her influence may be in the main.

Poor Cecily! she did the very thing that those ac-
quainted with the ins and outs of the family had most
deprecated ! She dragged Robert into the affair, writing a
letter, very pretty in wifely and sisterly goodwill, to entreat
him to take Mr. Randolf in hand, and persuade him of the

30
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desirableness of the spirit manufacture in general, and that
of the Fulmort house in particular.

The letter she received in return was intended to be very
kind, but was severely grave, in simply observing that what
he had not thought fit to do himself, he could not persuade
another to do.

Those words somehow acted upon Mervyn as bitter and
ungrateful irony; and working himself up by an account, in
his own colouring, of Robert’s behaviour at the time of the
foundation of St. Matthew’s, he went thundering off to as-
sure Pheebe that he must take an active partner, at all
events; and that if she and Robert did not look out, he
should find a moneyed man who knew what he was about,
would clear off Robert’s waste, and restore the place to
what it had once been.

“TWhat is your letter, Pheebe ? ” he asked, seeing an en-
velope in Robert’s handwriting on her table.

Pheebe coloured a little. « He has not said one word to
Humfrey,” she said.

« And what has he said to you? The traitor, insulting
me to my wife !

Pheebe thought for one second, then resolved to take the
risk of reading all aloud, considering that whatever might
be the effect, it could not be worse than that of his surmises.

“ Cecily has written to me, greatly to my surprise, beg-
ging for my influence with Randolf to induce him to become
partner in the house. I understand by this that he has
already refused, and that you are aware of his determina-
tion ; therefore, I have no seruple in writidg to tell you that
he is perfectly right. It is true that the trade, as Mervyn
conducts it, is free from the most flagrant evils that deterred
me from taking a share in it; and I am most thankful for
the changes he has made.”

“ You show it, don’t you ? ”” interjected Mervyn.

“T had rather see it in his hands than those of any
other person, and there is nothing blameworthy in his con-
tinuance in it. But it is of questionable expedience, and
there are still hereditary practices carried on, the harm of
which he has not hitherto perceived, but which would as-
suredly shock a new comer such as Randolf. You can guess
what would be the difficulty of obtaining alteration, and ac-
quiescence would be cven more fatal. I do not tell you
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this as complaining of Mervyn, who has done and is doing
infinite good, but to warn you against the least endeavour to
influence Randolf. Depend upon it, even the accelerating
your marriage would not secure your happiness if you saw
your husband and brother at continual variance in the de-
tails of the business, and opposition might at any moment
lead Mervyn to undo all the good he has effected.”

« Right enough there;” and Mervyn, who had looked
furious at several sentences, laughed at last. ¢ I must get
another partner, then, who can and will manage; and when
all the gin-palaces are more splendiferous than ever, what
will you and the parson say ?”

“That to do a little wrong in hopes of hindering another
from doing worse, never yet succeeded!” said Phabe,
hravely.

Slie saw that the worst was over when he had come to
that laugh, and that the danger of a quarrel between the
brothers was averted. She did not know from how much
terror and self-reproach poor Cecily was suffering, nor her
multitudinous resolutions against kindly interferences upon
terra incognita.

* That fit of wrath subsided, and Mervyn neither looked
out for his moneyed partner, nor fulfilled his threat of bring-
ing the united forces of the family displeasure upon his sis-
ter. Still there was a cloud overshadowing the enjoyment,
though not lessening the outward harmony of those early bri-
dal days. . The long, dark drives to the county gaieties, shut
up with Mervyn and Cecily, were formidable by the mere ex-
istence of a topic never mentioned, but always secretly dwelt
on. And in spite of three letters a week, Pheebe was be-
ginning to learn that trust does not fully make up to the
heart for absence, by the distance of London to estimate
that of Canada, and by the weariness of one month, the
tedium of seven years! s

“Yet,” said Bertha to Cecily, “Pheebe is so stupidly
like herself now she is cngaged, that it is no fun at all.
Nobody would guess her to be in love! If they cared for
cach other one rush, would not they have floated to bliss
even on streams of gin ?”

Cecily would not dispute their mutual love, but she was
not one of those who could fully understand the double force
of that love which is second to love of principle. Obedience,
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not judgment, had been her safeguard, and, like most women,
she was carried along, not by the abstract idea, but by its
upholder.

Intuition, rather than what actually passed before her,
showed Phaebe more than once that Cecily was sorely per-
plexed by the difference between the standard of Sutton and
that of Beauchamp. Strict, serupulous, and deeply devout,
the clergyman’s daughter suffered at every deviation from
the practices of the Parsonage, made her stand in the wrong
places, and while conscientiously and painfully fretting Mer-
vyn about petty details, would be unknowingly carried over
far greater stumbling-blocks. In her ignorance she would
be distressed at habits which were comparatively innocent,
and then fear to put forth her influence at the right moment.
There was hearty affection on ecither side, and Mervyn was
exceedingly improved, but more than once Pheebe saw in
poor Ceeily’s harassed, puzzled, wistful face, and heard in
her faltering remonstrances, what it was to have loved and
married without perfect esteem and trust.

CHAPTER XX.

Get thec an ape, and trudge the land
The leader of a juggling band.
ScorT.

“Master Howey, Master Howen, you must not go up
the hest stairs.”

“But I will go up the best stairs. I don’t like the
nasty, dark, back stairs!”

“Let me take off your boots, then, sir; Mrs. Stubbs
said she could not have such dirty marks 2

“I don’t care for Mrs. Stubbs! I won’t take my boots
off! Get off—I'll kick you if you touch them! I shall go
where I like! I’m a gentleman. I shall ’ave hall the Olt
for my very hown!”’ -

« Master Howen! Oh my!”

TFor Flibbertigibbet’s teeth were in the crack orphan’s

neck, and the foot that she had not seized kicking like a
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vicious colt, when a large hand seized him by the collar, and
lifted him in mid-air; and the crack orphan, looking up as
though the oft-invoked “ugly man” of her infancy had
really come to bear off naughty children, beheld for a
moment, propped against the door-post, the tall figure and
bearded head hitherto only seen on the sofa.

The next instant the child had been swung into the
study, and the apparition, stumbling with one hand and foot
to the couch, said breathlessly to the frightened girl, “I am
sorry for my little boy’s shameful behaviour! Leave him
here. Owen, stay.”

The child was indeed standing, as if powerless to move
or cven cry, stunned by his flight in the air, and dismayed
at the terrific presence in which he was for the first time left
alone. Completely roused and excited, the elder Owen sat
upright, speaking not loud, but in tones forcible from vehe-
ment feeling.

“ Qwen, you hoast of being a gentleman! Do you know
what we are? We are beggars! I can neither work for
myself nor for you. We live on charity! That girl earns
her bread—we do not! We arc beggars! Who told you
otherwise ? 7

Tnstead of an answer, he only evoked a passion of
frightened tears, so piteous, that he spoke more gently, and -
stretehed out his hand; but his son shook his frock at him
in terror, and retreated out of reach, backwards into a
corner, replying to his calls and assurances with violent
sobs, and broken entreaties to go back to “ granma.”

At last, in despair, Owen lowered himself to the floor,
and made the whole length of his person available; but
the child, in the extremity of terror at the giant crawling
after him, shrieked wildly, and made a rush at the door, but
was caught, and at once drawn within the grasp of the
sweeping arm.

* All was still. He was gathered up to the broad breast ;
the hairy cheek was gently pressed against his wet one. It
was a great, powerful, encireling caress that held him.
There was a strange thrill in this contact between the father
and son—a neyw sensation of intense loving pity in the one,
a great but soothing awe in the other, as struggling and cry-
Ing no more, he clung ever closer and closer, and drew the
arm tighter round him.
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« My poor little fellow!” And never had there been
such sweetness in those deep, full tones. ]

The boy responded With both arms round his neck, and
face laid on his shoulder. Poor child! it was the affection
that his little heart had hungered for ever since he had left
his grandmother, and which he had inspired in no one.

A few more seconds, and he was sitting on the floor,
resting against his father, listening without alarm to his

uestion—* Now, Owen, what were you saying ? ”
“« Tl never do it again, pa—never!”

«“ No, never be disobedient, nor ficht with girls. Butb
what were you saying about the Holt ?”

« T ghall live here—I shall have it for my own.”

“Who told you so?”

“ Granma.”

“ Grandmamma knows nothing about it.”

“Sha'n’ I, then?”

«Never! Listen, Owen. This is DMiss Charlecote’s
house as long as she lives—I trust till long after you are a
wan. It will be Mr. Randolf’s afterwards, and neither you
nor I have anything to do with it.”

The two great black cyes looked up in inquiring, disap-
pointed intelligence. Then he said, in a satisfied tone—

“We ain’t beggars—we don’t carry rabbit-skins and
Iucifers!”

“YWe do nothing so useful or profitable,” sighed poor
Owen, striving to pull himself up by the table, but desist-
ing on finding that it was more likely to overbalance than
to be a support. My poor boy, you will have to worlk for
me!” and he sadly stroked down the light hair.

« Shall I?” said the little fellow. ¢ May I have some
white mice ?.  I'll bring you all the halfpence, pa!”

« Bring me a footstool, first of all. There—at this rate
I shall be able to hop about on one leg, and be a more
taking spectacle !” said Owen, as dragging himself up by
the force of hand and arm, he resettled himself on his
couch, as much pleased as amazed at his first personal act
of locomotion after seven months, and ab the discovery
of recovered strength in the sound limbs. Although with
the reserve of convalescence, he kept his exploit secret, his
spirits visibly rose; and whenever he was left alone, or only
with his little boy, he repeated his experiments, launching
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himself from one picce of furniture to another; and in spite
of the continued deadness of the lett side, feeling life, vigour,
and hope returning on him. :

His morbid shyness of his child had given way to genuine
affection; and Owen soon found that he liked to be left to the
society of Flibbertigibbet, or as he called him for short,
Giblets, exacting in return the title of father, instead of the
terrible “pa.” ~ Little Owen thought this a preparation for
the itinerant white-mouse exhibition, which he was permitted
to believe was only delayed till the daily gymnastic exertions
should have resulted in the use of crutches, and till he could
safely pronounce the names of the future mice, Hannibal and
Annabella, and other traps for aspirates! Nay, his father
was going to set up an exhibition of his own, as it appeared ;
for after a vast amount of meditation, he begged for pen and
paper, ruler and compasses, drew, wrote, and figured, and
finally took to cardboard and penknife, begging the aid of:-
Miss Charlecote, greatly to the distress of the little boy, who
had thought the whole affair private and confidential, and .
looked forward to a secret departure early in the morning,
with crutches, mice, and model.

Miss Charlecote did her best with ncedle and gum, but
could not understand; and between her fears of trying
Owen’s patience and letting him overstrain his brain, was so
much distressed that he gave it up; but it preyed on him,
till one day Pheebe came in, and he could not help explaining
it to her, and claiming her assistance, as he saw her ready
compreliension. For two afternoons she came and worked
under him ; and between card, wire, gum, and watch-spring,
such a beauteous little model locomotive engine and train
were produced, that Owen archly assured her that ¢she
would be a fortune in herself to a rising engineer,” and Honor
was struck by the sudden crimson evoked by the compli-
ment.

_ Little Owen thought their fortune made, and was rather
disappointed at the delay, when his father confirming his idea
that “their livelihood might depend on the model, insisted
tlgat it should be carried out in brass and wood, and caused
his chair to be frequently wheeled down to the blacksmith’s
and carpenter’s, whose comprehension s0 much more resem-
bled their lady’s than that of Miss Fulmort, and who made
such intolerable blunders, that he bestowed on them more
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vituperation than, in their opinion, “ he had any call to; ”
and looked in a passion of despair at the numb, nerveless
fingers, once his dexterous servants.

Still his spirits were immensely improved, since resolu-
tion, hope, and independence had returned. His mental
faculties had recovered their force, and with the removal of
the diseasc, the healthfulness and elasticity of his twenty-five
years were beginning to compensate for the lost powers of
his limbs. Ashe accomplished more, he grew more enter-
prising and less disinclined to show off his recovered powers.
He first alarmed, then delighted Honor ; begged for crutches,
and made such good use of them, that Dr. Martin held out
fair hopes of progress, though advising a course of rubbing
and sea-air at Brighton.

Perhaps Honor had never-been happier than during these
weeks of improvement, with her boy so completely her own,
and more than she bad ever known him; his dejection les-
sening, his health returning, his playfulness brilliant, his fil-
ial fondness most engaging. She did not know the fixed res-
olution that actuated him, and revived the entire man! She
did not know what was kept in reserve till eonfidence in his
cfficiency should dispose her to listen favourably. Meantime
the present was so delightful to her that she trembled and
watched lest she should be relapsing into the old idolatry. .
The test would be whether she would put Owen above or be-
low a clear duty. ;

The audit of farm accounts before going to Brighton was
as unsatisfactory as the last. Though not beyond her own
powers of unravelling, they made it clear that Brooks was
superannuated. It was piteous to see the old man seated in
the study, racking his brains to recollect the transaction with
Farmer Hodnet about seed-wheat and working oxen; to ex-
plain for what the three extra labourers had been put on, and
to discover his own meaning in charging twice over for the
repairs of Joe Littledale’s cottage; angered and overset by
his mistress’s gentle cross-examination, and enraged into
absolute disrespect when that old object of dislike, Mr. Sand-
brook, looked over the books, and muttered suggestions under
his moustache.

“ Poor old man |” both exclaimed, as he left the room, and
Honor sighed deeply over this failure of the last of the sup-
ports left her by Humfrey. ‘I must pension him off,” she
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said. “I hope it will not hurt his feelings much!” and then
she turned away to her old-fashioned burean, and applied
herself to her entries in her farming-books, while Owen sat
in his chair, dreamily caressing his beard and revolving the
proposition that had long been in his mind.

At last the tall, red book was shut, the pen wiped, the
bureau locked, and Honor came back to her place by the
table, and resumed her needlework. Still there was silence,
till she began: « This settles it! I have been thinking
about it ever since you have been so much better. Owen,
what should you think of managing the property for me?”

He only answered by a quick interrogative glance.

“ You sce,” she continued, ¢ by the help of Brooks, who
knew his master’s ways, I have pottered on, to my own
wonderment; but Brooks is past work, my downhill-time is
coming, high farming has outrun us both, and I know that
we are not doing as Humfrey would wish by his inheritance.
Now I believe that nothing could be of greater use to me,
the people, or the place, than that you should be in charge.
We could put some deputy under your control, and contrive for
your getting about the fields. I would give you so much a
year, so that your boy’s cducation would be your own doing,
and we should be so comfortable.”

Owen leant back, much moved, smiled and said, “ Thanks,
dear Honor ; you are much too good to us.”

« Think about it, and tell me what would be right.
Brooks has 100Z. a year, but you will be worth much more, |
for you will develop all the resources, you know.”

“ Best Honor, sweetest Honey,” said Owen, hastily, the
tears rising to his cyes, “I cannot bear to frustrate such
kind plans, nor secem more ungrateful than I have been
already. I will not live on you for nothing longer than I
can help ; but indeed this must not be.”

(43 Nob ? n

“ No, There are many rcasons against it. In the first
place, I know nothing of farming.”

“You would soon learn.”

“ And vex your dear old spirit with steam-ploughs and
haymaking machines.”

She smiled, as if from him she could endure even steam.

“ Next, such an administration would be highly distaste-

ful here, M3y overweening airs as a boy have not been for-
0*
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gotten, and I have always been looked on as an interloper.
Depend on it, poor old Brooks fancies the muddle in his ac-
counts was a suggestion of my malice ! Tmagine the feelings
of Hiltonbury, when I, his supplanter, begin" to tighten the
reins.” : ;

«Tf it be so, it can be got over,” said Honor, a little

aghast. ;
«If it ought to be attempted,” said Owen; “but you
have not heard my personal grounds for refusing your kind-
ness. All your goodness and kind teaching cannot prevent
the undesirableness of letting my child grow up here, in a
half-and-half position, engendering domincering airs and
anreasonable expectations. - You know how in spite of your
care and warnings, it worked on me, though I had more
advantages than that poor little man. Dear Honor, it is not
you, but myself that I blame. You did your utmost _to dis-
abuse me, and it is only the belief that my absurd folly is in
human nature that makes me thus ungracious.”

«But,” said Honora, murmuring, as if in shame, * you
know you, and therefore your child, must be my especial
charge, and always stand first with me.”

“Tirst in your affection, dearest Honey,” he said, fondly ;
« T trust I have been in that place these twenty years; I'll
never give that up; but if I get as well as I hope to do, I
mean to be no charge on any one.”

« You cannot return to your profession ?”’

« My riding and surveying days are over, but there’s
plenty of work in me still; and I see my way to a con-
nexion that will find me in enough of writing, calculating,
and drawing, to keep myself and Owen, and I expect to
make something of my invention too, when I.am settled
in London.” Y

“In London?”

“Yes; the poor old woman in Whittington-street is
breaking—pining for her grandchild, I believe, and losing her
lodgers, from not being able to make them comfortable ; and,
without what she had for the child, she cannot keep an effec-
tive servant. I think of going to help her out.”

“That woman ? "’

«Well, I do owe her a duty! I robbed her of her own
child, and it is crucl to deprive her of mine when she has had
all the trouble of his babyhood. Money would not do the
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thing, even if I had it. T have brought it on myself, and it
is the only atonement in my power; so I mean to occupy
two or three of her rooms, work there, and let her have the
satisfaction of ‘doing for me.! When you are in town, I
shall hop into Woolstone-lane. You will give me holidays
here, wou’t you ? And whenever you want me, let me be your
son! To that you know I reserve my right,” and he bent
towards her affectionately.

“It is very right—very noble,” she was faltering forth.
He turned quickly, the tears, ready to fall, springing quite
forth.

“ Honor! you have not been able to say that since
I was o child! Do not spoil it. If this be right, leave
1t so.

“ Only one thing, Owen, are you sufficiently considering
your son’s good in taking him there out of the way of a good
cducation ? 7

“A working education is the good one for him,” said
Owen, “not the being sent at the cost of others—not even
covertly at yours, sweet Honey—to an expensive school.
He is a working man’s son, and must so feel himself, I
mean to face my own penalties in him, and if I see him in a
grade inferior to what was mine by birth, T shall know that
though I brought it on him, it is more for his real good and
happiness to be a man of the people, than a poor half-acknowl-
edged gentleman. So much for my Americanisms, Honor ! »

“But the dissent—the cant!”

“Not so much cant as real piety obtrusively expressed.
Poor old thing! I have no fear but that little Giblets will
go my way ! he worships me, and I shall not leave his Z’s
nor more important matters to her mercy. He is nearly big
enough for the day school Mr. Parsons is setting on foot. It
is a great consideration that the place is in the St. Mat-
thew’s distriet!”

“ Well, Owen, I cannot but see that it may be your
rightest course; I hope you may find yourself equal to it,”
said Honor, struggling with a fresh sense of desertion,
though with admiration and esteem returning, such as were
well worth the disappointment.

“If not,” said Owen, smiling, to hide deeper feelings,
“I reserve to you the pleasure of maintaining me, nursing
me, or what not! If my carcase be good for nothing, I
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suspect tl:c principal parties settled it on that snowy Twelfth-
da 2 4
Y But which of them, Owen ?”’

“VWhich ? ” exclaimed Owen, laughing. “ The goggle or
the squint ? 7 .

“«Tlor shame, Owen. But I cannot believe that Phahe
would not have told me [”

« Having o sister like Lady Bannerman may hinder con-
fidences to friends.”

“ Now, Owen, arc you sure 7"

¢« As surc as I was that it was a moonstruck man that
slept in my room in Woolstone Lane. I knew that Cynthia’s
darts had been as cffective as though he had been a son of
Niobe | ”

“T don’t believe it yet,” cried Honor; * an honourable
man—a sensible girl ! Such a wild thing!”

“ Ah! Queen Elizabeth! Queen Elizabeth ! shut up an
honourable man and a sensible girl in a cedar parlour every
evening for ten days, and then talk of wild things! Ilave
you forgotten what it is to be under twenty-five ? ”

« T hate Queen Elizabeth,” said Honor, somewhat tartly.

He muttered something of an apology, and resumed his
book. She worked on in silence, then looking up said,
rather as if rejoicing in a valid objection, “ How am I to
know that this man is first in the succession ? I am not
guspecting him of imposition. I believe that, as you say,
his mother was a Charlecote, but how do I know that she
had not half-a-dozen brothers. There is no obligation on me
to leave the place to any one, but this youth ought not to
come bhefore others.”

“ That is soon answered,” said Owen. “The runaway,
your grandfather’s brother, led a wild, Leather-Stocking
life, till he was getting on in years, then married, luckily
not a squaw, and died at the end of the first year, leaving
one daughter, who married Major Randolph, and had this
only son.”

“The same relation to me as Humfrey! Impossible!
And pray how do you prove this?”

“T got Curric to make notes for me which I can get at
in my room,” said Owen. “You can set your lawyer to
write to the places, and satisfy yourself without letting him
know anything about it.”
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“ Has he any expectations ? :

“T imagine not. I think he has never found out that
our relationship is not on the Charlecote side.”

¢« Then it is the more—impertinent, I really must say, in
him to pay his addresses to Pheebe, if he have done so.”

“T can’t agree with you. What was her father but an
old distiller, who made his fortune and marricd an heiress ?
You sophisticated old Honey, to expect him to be dazzled
with her fortune, and Jook at her from a respectful distance !
I thought you believed that ‘a man’s a man for a’ that,’
and Would esteem the bold spirit of the man of progress.”

“ Progress, indeed ! said Honor, ironically.

« Listen, Honor,” said Owen. * You had better accuse
me of this fortune-hunting which offends you. I have only
obeyed Fate, and so will you. TFrom the moment I met
him, he seemed as onc I had known of old. It was Charle-
cotism, of course; and his signature filled me with presenti-
ment. Nay, though the fire and the swamp have become
mere hearsay to me mnow, L still retain the recollection of
the impression throughout my illness that he was to be all
that I might have been. His straightforward good sense
and manly innocence brought Phoebe before me, and Currice
tells me that I had fits of hatred to him as my supplanter,
necessary as his care was to me.”

Honor just stopped herself from exclaiming, ¢ Never ! ”
and changed it into “ My own dear, generous hoy !”

“You forget that I thought it was all over with me!
The first sensations I distinctly remember were as I lay on
my bed at Montreal, one Sunday cvening, and saw him sit-
ting in the window, his profile clearly cut against the light,
and retracing all those old silhouettes over the mantelshelf.
Then I remembered that it had been no sick delusion, bub
truth and verity that he was the missing Charlecote! And
feeling far more like death than life, I was glad that you
should have some one to lean on of your own sort; for,
Honor, it was his Bible that he was reading !—one that he
bad saved out of the fire. I thought it was a lucid interval
allowed me for the sake of giving you a better son and sup-
port than I had been, and looked forward to your being
happy with him. As soon as I could get Currie alone, I
told him how it stood, and made him take notes of the evi-
dence of his identity, and promise to make you understand
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it if I were dead or childish. My best hope was to see him
accepted as my expiation; but when I got back, and you
wouldn’t have him at any price, and I found myself living
and lifelike, and had seen her again 2]

« Her? Phoewbe? My poor boy,you do not mean 2

«T do mean that I was a greater fool than you even
took me for,” said Owen, with rising colour. “Iirst and
last, that poor child’s face and honest, plain words had an
effect on me which nothing else had. . The other affair wasa
mere fever by comparison, and half against my will!”

“Qwen!”

“ Yes, it was. When I was with that poor thing, her
fervour carried me along; and as to the marriage, it was
out of short-sighted dread of the uproar that would have
followed if I had not donec it. Iither she would have
drowned herself, or her mother would have prosecuted me
for breach of promise, or she would have proclaimed all to
Lucy or Mr. Prendergast. I hadn’t courage for either;
though, Honor, T had nearly told you the day I went to
Ireland, when I felt myself done for.”

“You were married then? ”

“ Half-an-hour ! ” said Owen, with something of a smile,
and a deep sigh.  « If I had spolken, it would have saved a
life ! but I could not bear to lose my place with you, nor to
see that sweet face turned from me.”

“ You must have known that it would come out in time,
Owen. T never could understand your concealment.”

«T hardly can,” said Owen, ¢ except that one shuffles off
unpleasant subjects! I did fancy I could stave it off till
Oxford was over, and I was free of the men there; but that
notion might have been a mere excuse to myself for putting
off the evil day. I was too much in debt, too, for an open
rupture with you; and as to her, I can truly say that my
whole shadow of an excuse is that I was too young and selfish
to understand what I was inflicting !” He passed his hand
over his face, and groaned as he added—* Well, that is over
now; and at last I can bear to look at her child!” Then
recurring in haste to the former subject— You were asking
about Phesbe! Yes, when I saw the fresh face,- ennobled,
but as simple as ever, the dog in the manger seemed to me a
reasonable beast! Randolf’s admiration was a bitter pill.
If I were to be nailed here for ever, I could not well spare
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the moonbeams from my prison! But that's over now—it
was a diseased fancy | I have got my boy now, and can move
about; and when I get into harness, and am in the way of
seeing people, and maturing my invention, I shall never think
of it again.”

« Ah | I am afraid that is all I can wish for you |

« Don’t wish it so pitifully, then,” said Owen, smiling.
« After having had no hope of her for five years, and being
the poor object I am, this is no such great blow; and I am
come to the mood of benevolence in which I really desire
nothing so much as to sec them happy.”

« I will think about it,” said Honor.

And though she was bewildered and disappointed, the in-
terview had, on the whole, made her happier, by restoring
the power of admiring as much as sho loved. Yet it was
hard to be required to sacrifico the interests of onc whom
she adored, her darling, who might need help so much, to do
justice to a comparative stranger; and the more noble and
worthy Owen showed himself, the less willing was she to
decide on committing herself to his unconscious rival. Still,
did the test of idolatry lio here?

She perceived how light-hearted this conversation had
rendered Owen, as though he had thrown off a weight that
had long been oppressing him. He was overflowing with
fun and drollery throughout tho journey; and though still
needing a good deal of assistance at all changes of carriage,
showed positive boyish glee in every feat he could accom-
plish for himself; and instead of shyly shrinking from the
observation and casual help of fellow-travellers, gave ready
smiles and thanks,

Exhilarated instead of wearied by the journey, he was
full of enjoyment of the lodgings, the window, and the view;
a new spring of youthfulness seemed to have come back to
him, and his animation and enterprise carricd Honor along
with him, Assuredly she had never known more thorough
pleasant pleasure than in his mirthful, affectionate talk, and
in the sight of his daily progress towards recovery; and a
still greater happiness was in store for her, On the second
day, he begged to accompany her to the week-day service at
the neighbouring church, previously sending in a request for
the offering of the thanks of Owen Charteris Sandbrook for
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preservation in a great danger, and recovery from severe
illness.

« Dearest,” she-said, “were I to recount my causes of
thanksgiving, I should not soon have done! This is best of
all.”

« Not fully best yet, is it?” said Owen, looking up to
her with eyes like those of his childhood.

“ No ; but it soon will be.”

“ Not yet,” said Owen; “I must think first; perhaps
write or talk to Robert Fulmort. I feel as if I cowld now.”

“ You long for it ?”

« Yes, as L never even thought I did,” said Owen, with
much emotion. * It was strange, Honor, as soon as I came
home to the old places, how the old feclings, that had been
set aside so long, came back again. I would have given the
world to recover them in Canada, but could only envy Ran-
dolf, till they woke up again of themselves at the sight of
the study, and the big Bible we used to read with you.”

“Yet you never spoke.”

“No; I could not till T had proved to myself that there
was no time-serving in them, if you must know the truth!”
said Owen, colouring a little. “Besides, having been told
my wits would go, how did I know but that they were a
symptom of my second childhood ?”

i How could any one have been so cruel as to utter such
a horrible presage ?”

« One overhears and understands more than people
imagine, when one has nothing to do but to lic on the broad
of one’s back and count the flies,” said Owen. *So, when
I was convinced that my machine was as good as ever, but
only would not stand application, I put off the profession,
just to be sure what L should think of it when I could
think.”

«TWell ! » was all Honor could say, gazing through glad
tears,

“ And now, Honor dear,” said he, with a smile, “ T don’t
know how it is. I’ve tried experiments on my brains. I
have gone through half-a-dozen tough calculations. I have
read over a Greck play, and made out a problem or two In
mechanics, without being the worse for it; but somehow I
can’t for the life of me hark back to the opinions that had
such power over me at Oxford. I can’t even recollect the
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half of them. Itis as if that hemlock spruce had battered
them out of my head.”

« Bven like as a dream when one awaketh.”

« Something like it! Why, even unknownst to you, sweet
Honey, I got at one or two of the books I used to swear
by, and somehow I could not see the force of what they ad-
vanced. There’s a futility about it all, compared with the
substance.” s

« Before, you did not believe with your heart, so your un-
derstanding failed to be.convinced.”

« Partly so,” said Owen, thoughtfully. « The fact is, that
religion is so much proved to the individual by personal ex-

erience and actual sensation, that those who reason from
without are on different ground, and the avocato del diavolo
has often apparently the advaniage, because the other party’s
sceurity is that witness in his own breast which cannot be
brought to light.”

«Qnly apparently.”

« Really sometimes, with the lookers-on who have accepted
the doctrines without feeling them. They have no expe-
rience, feel the failure of evidence where the tangible ends.”

“ Do you mean to say that this was the case with your-
gelf, my dear ? I should have thought, if ever child were

ood % '

“«So did I,” said Owen, smiling.  “T simulated the
motions to myself and every one else; and there was a grain
of reality, after all; but neither you mor I ever knew how
much was mere imitation and personal influence. When T
outgrew implicit faith in zow, I am afraid my higher faith
went with it—first through recklessness, then through ques-
tioning. ~ After believing more than enough, the transition
is easy to doubting what is worthy of credit at all.”

“ From superstition to rationalism.”

“Yes; overdoing articles of faith and observances, while
the mind and conscience are young and tender, brings a dan-
gerous reaction when liberty and independent reflection
begin.”

“But, Owen, I may have overdone observances, yet I
did not teach superstitions,” said Honor..

“ Not consciously,” said Owen. “ You meant to teach
me dogmatically only what you absolutely believed yourself.
But you did not know how boundless is a child’s readiness to
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accept what comes as from a spiritual authority, or you would
have drawn the line more strongly between doctrine and
opinion, fact and allegory, the true and the edifying.”

“In effect, I treated you as the Romish Church began by
doing to the populace.”

“ Exactly so. Like the medieeval populace, I took legend
for fact ; and like the modern populace, doubted of the whole
together, instead of sifting. There is my confession, Honor
dear. I know you are happier for hearing it in full; but
remember, my errors are not chargeable upon you. IfI had
ever been true towards myself or you, and acted out what I
thought I felt, T should have had the personal experience
that would have protected the truth when the pretty super-
structure began to pass away.” /

“ What you have undertaken now is an acting out ! ”

“T hope it is. Therefore it is the first time that I have
ever trusted myself to be in carnest. And after all, Honor,
though it is a terrible past to look back on, it is so very
pleasant to be coming %ome, and to realize mercy and pardon,
and hopes of doing better, that I can’t feel half the broken-
down sorrow that perhaps ought to be mine. It won’t stay
with me, when I have you before me.”

Honor could not be uneasy. She was far too glad at
heart for that. The repentance was proving itself true by
its fruits, and who could be anxious because the gladness of
forgiveness overpowered the pain of contrition ?

Her inordinate affection had made her blind and credu-
lous where her favourite was concerned, so as to lead to his
seeming ruin, yet when the idol throne was overturned, she
had learnt to find sufficiency in her Maker, and to do offices
of love without excess. - Then after her time of loneliness,
the very darling of her heart had been restored, when it was
safe for her to have him once more; but so changed that he
himself guarded against any recurrence to the old exclusive
worship.
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CHAPTER XXI.

But the pine woods waved,

And the white streams ruved.

They told me in my need,

That softness and feeling

Were not soul-healing ;

And so it was decreed—
That the marvellous flowers of woman's duty,
Should grow on the grave of buried beauty.

IABER.

FasTer was at hand, and immediately after it, Mr. Currie
was to return to Canada to superintend the formation of the
Grand Ottawa and Superior line. He and his assistants
were hard at work on the specifications, when a heavy tap
and tramp came up the stairs, and Owen Sandbrook stood be-
fore them, leaning on his crutch, and was greeted with joyful
congmtulations on being on his legs again.

% Randolf,” he said, hastily, “ Miss Charlecote is waiting
in the carriage to speak to you. Give me your pen.”

« T shall be back in an instant.”

«Time will show. Where arc you ?>—*such sleepers to
be—— Isee. Down with you.”

« Yes; never mind hurrying back,” said the engineer;
“ e can get this done without you ”__and as the door closed
—and a good deal beside. I hear you have putit in train.”

« T have every reason to hope so. Does he guess?”

« Not a whit, as far as I can tell. He has been working
hard, and improving himself in his leisure. He would have
made a firstrate engineer. It is really hard to be robbed
of two such assistants one after the other.”

Meanwhile -Honor had spent those few moments in trep-
jdation. She had brought herself to it at last! The lurk-
ing sense of injustice had persuaded her that it was crossing
her conscience to withhold the recognition of her heir, so
soon as she had received full cvidence of his claims and his
worthiness. Though she had the power, she felt that she
had not the right to dispose of her property otherwise ; and
such being the case, it was a duty to make him aware of his
prospects, and offer him such a course as should best enable
him to take his future place in the county. Still it was a

_severe struggle. Even with her sense of insufficiency, it was
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hard to resign any part of the power that she had so long
exercised ; she felt that it was a risk to put her happiness
into unknown hands, and perhaps because she had had this
young man well-nigh thrust on her, and had heard. him so
much lauded, she almost felt antagonistic to him as a rival
of Owen, and could have been glad if any cause for repudiat-
ing him would have arisen. Iiven the favour that he had
met with in Pheebe’s eyes was no recommendation. She was
still sore at Pheebe’s want of confidence in her; she took
Mervyn’s view of his presumption, and moreover it was
another prize borne off from Owen. Poor dear Honor, she
never made a greater sacrifice to principle than when she
sent her William off to Normandy to summon her Edgar
Atheling.

She did not imagine that she had it in her to have hated
any one so much.

Yet, somehow, when the Dbright, open face appeared, it
had the kindred, familiar air, and the look of eagerness so
visibly fell at the sight of her alone in the carriage, that she
could not defend herself from 4 certain amusement and in-
terest, while she graciously desired him to get in, and drive
with her round the Park, since she had something to tell him
that could not be said in a hurry. Then, as he looked up
in inquiry, suspecting, perhaps, that she had heard of his
engagement, she rushed at once to the point.

“I believe you know,” she said, “ that I have no nearer
relation than yourself ?

¢ Not Sandbrook ?” he asked, in surprise.

“ He is on my mother’s side. I speak of my own family.
‘When the Holt came to me, it was as a trust for my lifetime
to do my best for it, and to find out to whom afterwards it
should belong. T was told that the direct heir was probably
in America. Owen Sandbrook has convinced me that you
are that person.”

“Thank you,” began young Randclf, somewhat embar-
rassed; “but I hope that this will make little difference to
me for many years!” A

Did he underrate the ITolt, the wreteh, or was it
civility. She spoke a little severely? _“It is not a con-
siderable property, but it gives a certain position, and it
should malke a difference to you to know what your prospects
are.”
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The colour flushed into his cheeks as he said, “ True ! It
may have a considerable effect in my favour. Thank you
for telling me;” and then paused, as though considering
whether-to volunteer more, but as yet her manner was not
encouraging, but had all the dryness of effort.

“T have another veason for speaking,” she continued.
“Tt is due to you to warn you that the estate wants looking
after. I am unequal to the requirements of modern agricul-
ture, and my faithful old bailiff, who was left to me by my
dear cousin, is past his work. Neither the land nor the
people are receiving full justice.” .

“Surely Sandbrook could find a trustworthy steward,”
returned the’ young man.

“ Nay, had you not better, according to his suggestion,
come and -live on the estate yourself, and undertake the
management, with an allowance in proportion to your posi-
tion as the heir ?

Her heart beat high with the crisis, and she saw his
colour deepen from scarlet to crimson as he said, “ My
engagement with Mr. Curri¢ %

“Mr. Curric knows the state of things. Owen Sand-
brook has been in communication with him, and he does not
expect to take you back with him, unless you prefer the
variety and enterprise of your profession to becoming a
country gentleman of moderate means.” She almost hoped
that he would, as she named the rental and the proposed
allowance, adding, “The estate must eventually come to
you, but it is for you to consider whether it may not be
better worth having if, in the interim, it be under your
superintendence.”

He had had time to grow more familiar with the idea,
and spoke readily and frankly. ¢Indeed, Miss Charlecote,
I nced no inducement. It is the life I should prefer beyond
all others, and I can only hope to do my duty by you, and
whatever you may think fit to entrust to me.” = And, almost
against her will, the straightforward homesty of his look
brought back to her the countenance where she had always
sought for help.

“ Then your past misfortunes have not given you a dis-
taste to farming ?

“ They did not come from farming, but speculation. I
was brought up to farm work, and am more at home in it
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than;in anything else, so that I hope I could be useful to
you. ;

She was silent. Obh, no, she had not the satisfaction of
being displeased. He was ready enough, but not grasping ;
and she found herself secing more of the Charlecote in him,
and liking him better than she was ready to grant.

“ Miss Charlecote,” he said, after a few moments’
thought, *“ in the relations you are establishing between us,
it is right that you should know the full extent of the
benefits you are conferring.”

It was true, then? Well, it was better than a New
World lady, and Honora contrived to look pleasantly ex-
pectant.

“I know it was very presumptuous,” he said; “but I
could not help making my feelings known to one who is
very dear to you—DMiss Fulmort.”

“Indeed she is,”” said Ionor; though maybe poor
Phoebe had of late been a shade less dear to her.

“ And with your consent,” said he, perhaps a little dis-
concerted by her want of warmth, ¢ T hope this kindness of
yours may abridge the term of waiting to which we looked
forward.”

“What were you waiting for ?

“ Until such time as I could provide a home to which
she could take her sister Maria. So you see what you have
done for us.”

“ Maria ?

“Yes. She promised her mother, on her deathbed,
that Maria should be her charge, and no one could wish her
to lay it aside.” :

« And the family are aware of the attachment ?

« The hrothers are, and have been, kinder than I dared
to expect. It was thought better to tell no one else until
we could see our way; but you have a right to know now,
and I have the more hope that you will find comfort in the
arrangement, since I know how warmly and gratefully she
feels towards you. I may tell her ?” he added, with a good
deal of affirmation in his question. -

« What would you do if I told you not?” she asked,
thawing for the first time out of her set speeches.

« T should feel very guilty and uncomfortable in writ-
ing.”
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“ Then come home with me to-morrow, and let us talk it
over,” she said, acting on a mandate of Owen's which she
, had strenuously refused to promise to obey. “ You may
leave your work in Owen’s hands. He wants to stay a few
days in town, to arrange his plans, and, I do believe, to have
the pleasure of independence; but he will come back on
Saturday, and we will spend Easter together.”

“Miss Charlecote,” said Humfrey, suddenly, “I have
no right to ask, but I cannot but fear that my having turn-
ed up is an injury to Sandbrook.”

“I can only tell you that he has been exceedingly anx-
ious for the recognition of your rights.” .

“I understand now!” exclaimed Humfrey, turning to-
wards her quickly; “he betrayed it when his mind was
astray. I am thrusting him out of what would have been
his!?”

“It cannot be helped,” began Honor; “he never ex-

pected 2
“I can say nothing against it,” said the young man,
with much emotion. “ It 13 too generous to be talked of,

and these are not matters of choice, but duty ; but is it not
possible to make some compensation ? ”

T have done my best to lay wup for those children,”
said Honor; “but his sister will need her full half, and
my City property has other claimants. - I-own I should
be glad to secure that, after me, he should' not be en-
tirely dependent upon health which, T fear, will never be
sound again.” 3

“I know you would be happier in arranging it your-
self, though he has every claim on my gratitude. Could
not the estate be charged with an annuity to him ?”

“Thank you!” said Honor, warmly. “Such a provi-
sion will suit him best. I see that Liondon is his element;
indeed, he is so much incapacitated for a country life that
the estate would have been a burthen to him, could he have
rightly inherited it. Ie is bent on self-maintenance; and
all I wish is, that when I am gone, he should have some-
thing to fall back upon.”

“I do not think that I can thank you more heartily for
any of your benefits than for making me a party to this!”
he warmly said. “But there is no thanking you; I must
try to do so by deeds.”
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Ske was forced to allow that her Atheling was winning
upon her !

“ Two points I liked,” she said to Robert, who spent the
cvening with her, while Owen was dining with Mr. Currie—

« one that he accepted the Holt as a charge, not a gift—the
other that he never professed to be marrying for my sake.”

“Yes, he is as true as Pheebe,” said Robert. “ Both have
real power of truth from never deceiving themselves. They
perfectly suit one another.”

% High praise from you, Robin. Yet how could you
forgive his declaration from so unequal a position ?

“T thought it part of his consistently honest dealing.

Had she been a mere child, knowing nothing of the world,
and subject to parents, it might have been otherwise; but
independent and formed as she is, it was but just to avow
his sentiments, and give her the choice of waiting.”

“In spite of the obloquy of a poor man paying courtto——
wealth ?

“T fancy he was too single-minded for that idea, and that
it was not wealth which he courted was proved by his rejee-
tion of Mervyn’s offer. Do you know, I think his refusal
will do Mervyn a great deal of good. He is very restless to
find out the remaining objections to his management, and
Randolf will have more influence with him than I ever could,
while he considers parsons as a peculiar species.” o

“If people would only believe the good of not compro- ~~~_
mising !” '

“They must often wait a good while to see the good !”

“But, oh! the fruit is worth waiting for! Robin,” she
added, after a pause, “ you have been in correspondence with
my boy.”

“Yes,” said Robert; “and there, indeed, you may be
satisfied. The seed you sowed in the morning is bearing its
increase ! ” s

“ I sowed ! Ah, Robert ! what I sowed was a false crop,
that had almost caused the good seed to be rooted up together

with it!”? | )

“ Not altogkther,” said Robert. ' “ If you made any mis-
takes that led to.a confusion of real and unreal in his mind,
still, the real good you did to him is incalculable.”

“So he tells me, dear.boy ! But when I think what he

oz XY,
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was as a child, and what he has been as a youth, I cannot
but charge it on myself.”

¢« Then think what he is, and will be, I trust, as a man,”
said Robert. “ Ilven at the worst, the higher, purer standard
that had been impressed on him saved him from lower
depths ; and when ‘he came to himself)’ it was not as if he
had neither known his Father’s house. nor the way to it.
Oh, Miss Charlecote ! you must not come to me to assure
you that your training of him was in vain! I, who am always
feeling the difference between trying to pull him and poor
Mervyn upwards! There may be more excuse for Mervyn,
but Owen knows where he is going, and he springs towards
it ; while Mervyn wonders at himself at every stage, and
always fancies the next some delusion of my straitlaced imag-
ination.”

“« Ah ! once I spurned, and afterwards grieved over, the
saying that very religious little boys either die or belie their
promise.”

“ There is some truth in it,”’ said Robert. ¢ Precocious
piety is so beautiful that it is apt to be fostered so as to make
it insensibly imitative and unreal, or. depend upon some in-
dividual personal influence; and there is a certain reaction
at one stage of growth against what has been overworked.”

“Then what would you do with such a child as my Owen
if it were all to come over again? His aspirations were
often so beautiful that I could not but reverence them greatly;
and I cannot now believe that they were prompted by aught
but innocence and baptismal grace!” ;

“ Looking back,” said Robert, “I believe they were
genuine, and came from his heart. No; such a devotional
turn should be treated with deep reverence and tenderness;
but the expression had better be almost repressed, and the
test of conduct enforced, though without loading the con-
science with details not of general application, and some-
times impracticable under other circumstances.” :

“Tt is the practicalness of dear Owen’s reformation that
makes it so thoroughly satisfactory,” said Honora; * though
I must say that I dread the experiment. You will look
after him, for this week, Robert; I fear he is overdoing him-
gelf in his delight at moving about and working again.”

“T will see how he gets on. It will be a good essay for
the future.” :
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«T cannot think how he is ever to bear living with Mrs.
Murrell.”

“ She is a good deal broken and subdued, and is more
easily repressed than one imagines at her first onset. Be-
sides, she is very proud, and rather afraid, of him, and will
not molest him much. Indeed, it is a good arrangement for
him; he ought to have carc above that of the average land-
lady.”

“ Will he get it?”

“I trust so. She has the ways of a respectable servant ;
and her religious principle is real, though we do not much
admire its manifestations. She will be honest and careful of
his wants, and look after his child, and nurse him tenderly
if he require it!”

“As if any one but myself would do that! But it is
right, and he will be all the better and happier for accepting
his duty to her while she lives, if he can bear it.”

“ As he says, it is his only expiation.”

“Well! I should not wonder if you saw more of me here
than hitherto. A born Cockney like me gets inclined to the
haunts of men as she grows old, and if your sisters and
Charlecote Raymond suffice for the parish, I shall be glad to
be out of sight of the improvements ¢ will make.”

¢ Not without your consent ? ”

I shall have to consent in my conscience to what I hate
in my heart.”

“ 1 am not the man to arguec you away from here,” said
Robert, eagerly. ¢“If you would take up the Young Wo-
man’s Association, it would be the only thing to make up
for the loss of Miss Fennimore. Then the St. Wulstan’s
Asylum wants a lady visitor.”

“ My father’s foundation, whence his successor ousted me,
in_a general sweep of troublesome ladies,” said Honor.
“ How sore I was, and how things come round.”

“We'll find work for you,” cried Robert, highly exhila-
rate(,i’. I should like to make out that we can’t do without
you.

“Why, Robin, you of all men taking to compliments !

“ It is out of self-interest. Nothing makes so much differ-
ence to me as having this house inhabited.”

“Indeed,” she said, highly gratified; “T thought you
wanted nothing but St. Matthew’s.”
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“ Nay,” said Robert, as a bright colour came over his
usually set and impassive countenance. ¢ You do not want,
me to say what you have always been to me, and how Better
things have been fostered by your presence, ever since the
day you let me out of Hiltonbury Church. I have often
since thought it was no vain imagination that you were a
good spirit sent to my rescue by Mr., Charlecote.”

“ Poor Robin,” said Honor, her lip quivering; “it was
less what I gave than what you gathered up. I barely tole-
rated you.”

. Which served me right,” said Robert, “ and made me
respect you. There are so few to blame me now that I need
you all the more. I can hardly cede to Owen the privilege
of being your only son.”

“You are my autumn-singing Robin,” said Honor, too
true to let him think that he could stand beside Owen in
her affections, but with intense pleasure at such unwonted
warmth from one so stern and reserved ; it was as if he was
investing her with some of the tenderness that the loss of
Lucilla had left vacant, and bestowing on her the confidences
to which new relations might render Phewbe less open. It
was no slight preferment to be Robert Fulmort’s motherly
friend ; and far beyond her as he had soared, she might still
be the softening element in his life, as once she had been the
ennobling one. If she had formed Robert, or even given
one impulse such as to lead to his becoming what he was,
the old maid had not lived in vain.

She was not selfish enough to be grieved at Owen’s cc-
stasy in emancipation; and trusting to being near enough to
watch over him without being in his way, she could enjoy his
overflowing spirits, and detect almost a jocund sound in the
thump of his crutch across the hall, as he hurried in, eclated
with hopes of the success of his invention, eager about the Ca-
nadian railway, delighted with the society of his congeners,
and pouring out on her all sorts of information that she could
not understand. The certainty that her decision was for his
happiness ought surely to reconcile her to carrying home his
rival in his stead. ’

Going down by an early train, she resolved, by Robert’s
advice, to visit Beauchamp at once, and give Mervyn a dis-
tinct explanation of her intentions. He was tardy in taking
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them in, then exclaimed—* Phebe’s teetotaller! ~ Well, he
is a sharp fellow ! The luck that some men have !

¢« Dear Phoebe,” cried Cecily,” I am so thankful that she
is spared a long” attachment. It was telling on her already!”

% Oh, we should have put a stop to the affair if he had gone
out to Canada,” roundly asserted Mervyn; ¢ but of course he
knew better Y

“ Not at all—this was quite a surprise.”

Mervyn recollected in time that it was best that Miss
Charlecote should so imagine, and reserved for his wife’s pri-
vate ear his conviction that the young fellow had had this
hope in his eye when refusing the partnership. Such smart-
ness and foresight commanded his respect as a man of the
world, though maybe the women would not understand it.
Tor Phebe’s interest, he must encourage the lady in her ex-
cellent intentions. i

“It is very handsome in you, Miss Charlecote—very
handsome—and I am perfectly unprejudiced in assuring you
that you have done the very best thing for yourself. Phebe
1s a good girl, and devoted to you already.”

“Indeed she is,” sald Cecily. ‘‘She looks up to you so
much ! ”

Somehow Honor did not want Mrs. Fulmort to assure
her of this.

“ And as to the place,” continued Mervyn, “ you could not
put it into better hands to get your people out of their old
world ways. A young man like that, used to farming, and
with steam and mechanies at his fingers’ ends, will make us
all look about us.” ;

« Perhaps,” murmured poor Honor, with quailing heart,

¢« John Raymond and I were looking about the Holt the
other day,” said Mervyn, and agreeing how much more could
be made of it. Clear away some of those hedgerows—grub
up a bit of copse or two—try chemical manures—drain that
terrible old marsh beyond the plantation—and have up a
good engine-house where you have those old ramshackle
buildings at the Home Farm! Why, tho place will bring in
as much again, and you've hit on the very man to carry it
out. He shall try ail the experiments before I adopt them.”

Honora felt as if she must flee! If she were to hear any
more she should be ready to banish young Randolf to Canada,
were he ten times her heir. Had she lived to hear Humfrey’s
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new barn, with the verge boards conceded to her taste, called
ramshackle ?  And she had given her word !

As she left Beauchamp, and looked at her scraggy pine-
trees cresting the hill, she felt as though they were her own
no longer, and as if she had given them up to an enemy.

She assured herself that nothing could be done without
her free will, and considered of the limitations that must be
imposed on this frightful reformer, but her heart grew sick
at the conviction that either she would have to yield, or bo
regarded as a mere incubus and obstruction.

With almost a passionate sense of defence of Humfrey,s
trees, and Humfrey’s barns, she undid the gate of the fir plan-
tations—Nhis special favourites. The bright April sun shed
clear gleams athwart the russet boles of the trees, candied by
their white gum, the shadows were sharply defined, and dark-
ened by the dense silvered green canopy, relieved by fresh
light young shoots, culminating in white powdery clusters,
or little soft crimson conelets, all redolent of fresh resinous
- fragrance. The wind whispered like the sound of ocean in
the summit of the trees, and a nightingale was singing glori-
ously in the distance.  All recalled Humfrey, and the day,
thirty years back, when she had given him such sore pain in
those very woods, grasping the shadow instead of the sub-
stance, and taking the sunshine out of his life as well as from
her own. Never had she felt such a pang in thinking of that
day, or in the vain imagination of how it might have been !

“ Yet I believe Tam doing right,” she thought. ¢ Hum-
frey himself might say that old things must pass away, and
the past give place to the present! Let me stand once
more under the tree where I gave him that answer! Shall
I feel asif he would laugh at me for my shrinking, or approve
me for my resolution ? ”

The tree was a pinaster, of lengthy foliage and ponderous
cones, standing in a little shooting-path, Jeading from the
main walk. She turned towards it and stood breathless for
a moment.

There stood the familiar figure—youthful, well-knit, firm,
with the open, steadfast, kindly face, but with the look of
crowned exultant love that she had only once beheld, and
that when his feet were already within the waters of the dark
river. It was his very voice that exclaimed, “ Here she is! ”
Had her imagination indced called up Humfrey before her,
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or was he come to upbraid her with her surrender of his
charge to modern innovation ? But the spell was broken,
for a woodland nymph in soft grey, edged with green, was
instantly beside him, and that calmly-glad face was no reflec-
tion of what Honora’s had ever been.

« Dear, dear Miss Charlecote,” cried Pheebe, springing to
her; « we thought you would come home this way, so we came
to meet you, and were watching both the paths.”

« Thank you, my dear,” said Honor. Could that man, who
looked so like Humfrey, be thinking how those firs would
cut up into sleepers ?”

“Do you know,” said Phabe eagerly, ¢ he says this wood
is a little likeness of his favourite place in his old home.”

«T am afraid,” he added, as if apologizing, I shall al-
ways feel most at home in the smell of pine trees.”

lMcrvyn’s predictions Legan to lose their force, and Honor
smiled.

¢« But,” said Pheebe, turning to her, ¢ I was longing to beg
your pardon. I did not like to have any secret from you.”

«Ah ! you cunning children,” said Honor, finding surface
work easiest ; ¢ you stole a march upon us all.”

“T could not help it,” said Pheebe.

They both laughed, and turning to him, she said, “ Now,
could I? When you spoke to me, I could only tell the
truth.” .

« And I suppose he could not help it,” said Honor.

¢ Of course not, if there was no reason for helping it,”
he said.

There could be no dwelling on the horrible things that
he would perpetrate, while he looked so like the rightful
squire, and while both were so fair a sight in their glad grat-
itude; and she found'herself saying, “Y ouwill bear our name.’’

There might be a pang in setting aside that of his father,
but he looked at the glowing cheeks and glistening eyes be-
side him, and said, ¢ Answer for me.”

« Tt is what I should like best of all,” Pheebe said, fer-
vently.

«Tf we can deserve to bear it,” he gravely added.

And something in his tone made Honora feel confident
that, even if he should set up an engine-house, it would be
only if Humfrey would have done so in his place.

« Tt will be belonging to you all the more,” said Pheebe.
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« Tt is|?’ne great pleasure that now I shall have a right
to you'!

“ Yes, Phaebe, the old woman will depend on you, her
¢ Bastern moon brightening as day’s wild lights decline.’
But she will trouble you no longer. Iinish your walk with
Humfrey.” It was the first time she had ecalled him by that
name. .

« No,” they said, with one voice, “we were waiting to
walk home with you, if we may.”

There was something in that walk, in the tender, respect-
ful kindness with which she was treated, in the intelligent
interest that Humfrey showed in the estate, his clear-headed
truthfulness on the need of change, and his delicate deference
in proposing alteration, that set her heart at rest, made her
fecl that the “ goodly heritage ” was in safe hands, and that she
had a staff in her hands for the first time since that Sunday
in harvest. .

Before the next harvest, Hiltonbury bells rang out, and
the church was crowded with glad faces; but there was none
more deeply joyful than that of the lonely woman with silver-
ing hair, who quietly knelt beside the grey slab, lettered H.
C., 1840, convinced that the home and people of him who
lay there would be in trusty hands, when she should join
him in his true inheritance. Her idols set aside, she could
with clearer eyes look to that hope, though in no weariness
of earth, no haste to depart, but still in full strength, ready
to work for man’s good and God’s glory.

Beside her, as usual, was Owen, leaning on his crutch,
but eminent in face and figure as the handsomest man pres-
ent, and full of animation, betraying neither pain nor regret,
but throughout the wedding festivities showing himself the
foremost in mirth, and spurring Hiltonbury on to rejoicings
that made the villagers almost oblivious of the Forest Show.

The saddest face in church was that of the head brides-
maid. Even though Phoeebe was only going as far as the Holt,
and Humfrey was much loved, Bertha’s heart was sore with
undefined regret for her own blotted past, and with the feeling
of present loss in the sister whose motherly kindness she had
never sufficiently recognised. Bertha knew not how much
gentler and more loveable she herself was growing in that
very struggle with her own sadness, and in her endeavours
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to be sufficient protectress for Maria. The two sisters were
to remain at the Underwood with Miss Fennimore, and in her
kindness, and in daily intercourse with Pheebe and Cecily,
could hardly fail to be happy. Maria was radiantly glad, in
all the delight of her bridesmaid’s adornments and of the
school feasting, and above all in patronizing her pretty little
niece, Elizabeth Acton, the baby bridesmaid. -

It was as if allegiance to poor Juliana’s dislikes had
hitherto kept Sir Bevil aloof from Pheebe, and deterred him
from manifesting his good will; but the marriage brought
him at last to Beauchamp, kind, grave, military, and melan-
choly as ever, and so much wrapped up in his little girl and
his fancied memory of her mother, that Ceecily’s dislike of
long attachments was confirmed by his aspect ; and only her
sanguine benevolence was bold enough to augur his finding a
comforter in her cousin Susan.

Poor man! TLady Bannerman had been tormenting him
all the morning with appeals to his own wedding as prece-
dents for Ceecily’s benefit! Her instructions to Cecily were
80 overwhelming as to reduce that meck little lady to some-
thing approaching to annihilation; and the simple advice
given by Bertha, and backed by Phebe herself, “never to
mind,” appeared the summit of audacity ! Long since having
ceased to trouble herself as to the danger of growing too stout,
Lady Bannerman, in her brocades and laces, was such a
mountain of a woman that she was forced to sail up the aisle
of Hiltonbury church alone in her glory, without space for a
cavalier beside her !

The bridegroom’s friend was his little seven years’ old
brother, whom he had sent for to place at a good school, and
who fraternized with little Owen, a brisk little fellow, his
I’s and his manners alike doing credit to the paternal train-
ing, and preparing in due time to become a blue-gowned and
yellow-legged Christ’s Hospital scholar—a nomifiation hav-
ing been already promised through the Fulmort City In-
fluence.

Robert assisted Charlecote Raymond in the rite which
joined together the young pair. They were goodly to look
upon, in their grave, glad modesty and self-possession, and
their youthfnl strength and fairness—iwhich, to Honor’s mind,
gave the idea of the beauty of simple strength and complete-
ness, such as befits a well-built vessel at her launch, in all
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her quiet force, whether to glide over smooth waters or to
battle with the tempest. Peaceful as those two faces were,
there was in them spirit and resolution sufficient for either
storm or calm, for it was stcadfastness based upon the only
strong foundation.

Tor the last time was signed, and with no unsteady hand,
the clear, well made letters of the maiden Pheebe Fulmort,
and as, above it, the bride read the words, “ Humfrey Char-
lecote Randolf Charlecote,” ghe looked up to her hushand
with a sweet half-smile of content and exultation, as though
his name were doubly endeared, as recalling hier ¢ wise man,”
the revered guardian of her imagination in her orphaned
girlhood.

There are years when the buds of spring are nipped by
frost or blight, and when summer blossoms are rent by hail
and storm, till autumn sets in without one relenting pause.
Then, even at the commencement of decline, comes an inter-
val, a renewal of all that former seasons had proffered of
fair and sweet; the very tokens of decay are lovely—the
skies are deep calm blue, the sunsets soft gold, and the ex-
quisite serenity and tranquil enjoyment are beyond even the
bright, fitful hopes of spring. There is a tinge of melan-
choly, for this is a farewell, though a lingering farcwell ;
and for that very cause the enduring flowers, the brilliant
leaves, the persevering singing birds, are even more prized
than those which, in earlier months, come less as present
boons than-foretastes of the future.

Such an Indian summer may be Honor Charlecote's pres-
ent life. It isnot anold age, for she has still the strength and
health of her best days, but it is the later stage of middle
life, with experience added to cnergy. Her girlhood suf-
fered from a great though high-minded mistake, her woman-
hood was careworn and sorrow-stricken. As first the beloved
of her yodth, so again the darling of her after-age, was a
disappointment ; but she was patient, and patience has met
with a reward, even in this life. Desolateness taught her to
rely no longer on things of earth, but to satisfy her soul
with that Love which is individual as well as Infinite; and
that lesson learnt, the human affection that once failed her
is come back upon her in full measure. She is no longer
forlorn; the children whom she bred up, and those whom
she led by her influence, alike vie with one another in their
love and gratitude.
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The old house in Woolstone Lane is her home for the
greater part of the winter and spring, and her chief work -
Ties in her father’s former parish, directed by Mr. Parsons
and Robert, and enjoying cspecially the Sunday evenings
that Owen constantly spends with her in the cedar parlour,
in such converse, whether grave or gay, as men rarely seek
save with a mother, or one who has been as a mother. But
she is still the lady of the Holt. There she still spends
autumn and Christmas, resuming her old habits, without
feeling them a burthen; bemoaning a little, but approving
all the while, Humfrey’s moderate and successful alterations,
and loving and delighting above all in Phabe’s sweet Wwis-
dom in her happy household rule. It is well worth all the
past to return to the Holt with the holiday feeling of her
girlhood. '

TOE END.
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