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GOALS AND GUERDONS:

OR,

THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE.

CHAPTER L

“This let me hope, that when to public view
1 bring my pictures—men may fecl them true.”
CRABBE.

A THORSAND beauties surrounding the home
of Beverley Dentnoris, were the objects of Lady
Wilverton’s coniemplation, as she turned from
her favourite bay Wwindow, surprised by the
cjaculation of her brother, who at the moment
was eagerly unfolding a huge ship letter, bear-
ing the previous day’s post-mark from Deal.
VoL. I. B -
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“ Marianne,” exclaimed the Rector, * this
letter anggunces the arrival of ¢ The Ocean’s
Bria;'a,’ 207days before she was expected. The
children arc well, and I must be in town hy
twelve o’clock to-morrow morning.”

“Indeed! how glad I am! They will find
some few weeks of summer left ere the chilly
autumn comes to wither all our flowers,
Beverley. Are they nice children? As much
worth loving as their brother ?” obscrved the
Aunt, betrayed into unusual vivacity. ¢ IHow
Harold will lament his own absence, and envy
us our joy !”

“ The thoughts which occupy my hmind
rather trouble than delight me, Marianne. 1
am not addicted to superstitious misgivings,
yet this hurried note from the captain of the
vessel, nnaccompanied by a leéfer from Lord
Dentnoris, puzzles me amﬁzingly, and gives a
sort of importance to the trifling nonscnse
conveyed to us through the medium of that
sad traitor, Arthur ;—bhut how absurd to allow
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these melancholy presentiments to waste the
brief moments left for preparation beforc my'
journey ! It was thus onr forefathers conjured
up ghosts and goblins; pray let us deprecate
a return to the ancient horrors of demonology
and witcheraft. 1 assare you, Marianne, the
discussions awaiting us at the breakfast table
“seem infinitely more inviting. Come, the urn
hisses louder than ever to remind a forgetful
mistress of its presence; quick then, Marianne,
and do not discard your old speculations re-
lating to tea and sugar, for the sake of new
cares in prospective.”

“It is not probable I shall forget that
I hold the enviable post of tea-maker to the
Rector of Landsworth, who certainly may
Doast of a few prgiseworthy contrivances for
rendering the task no snnecum " added Lady
Wilverton, playfull{.

Broakfast over, the passing * stage” was
hailed, the uncle departed, and, with o thonght-
fiMl heart, the ‘graceful widow sought the cool

B2



4 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

shade of the garden, and amidst the growing
luxuriance of wild and partially cultured trees,
encouraged the returning memories of by-gone
years, thence attempting to form the picture
of her new and juvenile guests.

The morning’s announcement had awakened
Lady Wilverton to reminiscences long un-
referred to; and almost a painful regret followed
the wonder with which she confessed how calm
a dream had succeeded to the suffering of
intense horror—how soon she had overcome
the engrossing lessons taught in loneliness and
vicissitude. . _

These musings were at length interrupted
by the importunate domestics, who, busy with
the minor preparations requisite for the chil-
dren, and fancying, from the anticipated addi-
tion to the family circle, that each acquired
some new prerogative, overwhe]med their
meditative mistress by a catalogue of i mqulrws
and apphc;atlons connected with the future
whereahout of the little visitors,— whether the
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suite of rooms occupied by Mr. Harold would
not better answer the purpose of a nursery, &e.

Thus time wore on, and the fourth evening
arrived, bright and glorious in the beams of a
red departing sun.

Landsworth Rectory was romantically situ-
ated on the rising brow of a hill, sloping over
a magnificent valley, A stream of clearest
blue glided through the gardens into the lake
below ; clusters of coloured wild-flowers strewed
the margin of its glistening bed, while the
long lane-like avenue of ash, laburnum, roses,
lilac, and sweet briar, was left half neglected
in its wilderness of sweet blossoms, in the rich
fulness of their summer bloom.

On the south side, the fine old gates opened
to the “ Oak Road,” as the double grove of
noble trees was usually designated ; and, indeed,
the whole scene told of that sublime first cause
—the great Creator.

The golden king of the western sky sank
gorgeously behind the Manor House, throwing
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out the antique home of Dentnoris into the
grassy-terraced foreground.  There was no
cloud upon that scene to tell of life’s decaying
Joyfulness, no gloom to warn the sanguinc
mind of -winter’s sure return, and with it the
certain withering of the living landscape
around, the fading of warm tints so myste-
riously splendid in their.combined refulgence.
Even from the ficld-flowers Hope and Happi-
ness laughed forth, while blithe birds carolled
in the merry-looking branches of the well-
filled orchard.

“ And will Aunt Marianne look grave, and -
very proud 7’ asked a clear young voice,
arousing Lady Wilverton from her dreamy
watching of the entrance to the avenue.

“ Neither grave, nor proud, my boy; but
here she comes to answer for herself.”
~ %Oh! how pretty she is,” exclaimed Sarah.
“ See, our aunt ds pretty.”

A quict smile of melancholy affirmation
served for the boy’s reply, as the merry girl
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approached her aunt, fearless and caress-
ingly. | |

“ Sec, our aunt és pretty!” lingered in the
memory of Lady Wilverton, and she longed
for an interpretation of the singular emphasis.

George Dentnoris, unlike his elder brother,
was not a handsome boy, but his look and
bearing betokened high descent, with a counte-
nance ever varying with emotions of succes-
sive thought, as if struggling to conceal an
overpowering recollection of recent sorrow
and alarm.

The fairy-iike sister, his junior by four
years, presented a cheerful contrast; long aud
golden curls flowed wantonly over her dazzling
neck. Upon her uncle’s arm hung the shawl
she had discarded on entering the rectory
grounds, and a cottage bonnet of white straw,
with soft blue ribbons, shaded one of the
pretticst blonde faces in the world. Eyes
sparkling like drops of blue water, then sub-
duing into childhood’s thoughtfulness, the
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dimpled check, and nose so slightly in the
ascendant that one declared a preference for
“le nez retrouss€” mstantly on seeing it;
indeed, the contour of little Sarah Dentnoris
was pronounced almost faultless by the most
fastidious admirer of feminine loveliness.

They were noble-looking orphans; and Aunt
Marianne felt how probable it was that her
hope might be fulfilled, and her new charges
prove as much worth loving as their brother.
A succession of novelties quickly wearied the
young travellers, and the deep sleep of pro-
found forgetfulness, we fain trust, soothed the
aching remewmbrance of the youthful sorrowers.

On descending the stairs, and still dwelling
on the voices of the last ¢ Good night,” Lady
Wilverton met her brother pale and dejected,
and cvidently burdened with any other than
satisfactory intelligence.

A scttled melancholy gaze was all that
replied to her anxious questions as he led her
to the drawing-room, where the dismal record
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-

‘of & self-murdered cousin, Lord George Dent-
noris, was to be revealed.

This fatal intelfigence, so carelessly dis-
closed, so fearful in itself, and terrible to the
minds of his children, wholly convulsed the
kindly heart of Beverley Dentnoris; and, plac-
ing the manuscripts he had received from the
hands of the nurse, Villiers, who had accom-
panied the children from India, in those of his
sister, he fell back in an agony. of suppressed
emotion. _ o

Marianne glanced over the charaeters of the
letter, blotted by the tears of their lost cousin,
and quickly recognised in the note wafered to
the corner of the document, the well-known
writing of her former favourite, Brook Em-
mersly. It was the first she read :—

“ DEAR MR. DENTNORIS,

“ Poor Lord George is no more. I only
lament to add, he terminated a gentlemanly
career by his own hand. And upon my honour
there is so little worth living for in this valley

B3
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of darkness (our earth) that the sooner a man
returns §o his original clay the better, except
that the ‘something after death’ makes one
hesitate, and rather, &ec. &e.

“T trust that essence of goodness, my Aunt
Marianne, will hear this ill-starred episode in
the advent of my Indian life with her usual
most singular fortitude.

“ I arrived on the night previous to the per-
petration of the deed, and thought Lord Dent-
noris looked absolutely gay. The next morn-
ing he wavered a good deal about the departurce
of the little ones, and at length became actually
frantic in his grief.

“T prevailed on him to leave the few pre-
liminary arrangements to their governess ( Mrs.
Delvor) and myself; he thanked me, and
promised to be tranquil. He was so. " Little
Georgy’s face, when I returned, bore the most
startling impress of grief. T was alarmed, and
but too soou saw the palpable reality.

- “It was a harrowing event, and one which
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should deter a man from suicide. Commend

me to my gracious aunt, and consider me at

all times, yours fafthfully,
' : “B. E.”

With tearful eyes, and her woman’s heart
all sadness, Lady Wilverton turned from the
reckless expressions of her chosen nephew—
her once so fondly cherished favourite, to the
manuscript containing the final behest of Lord
Dentnoris. _

“], Lord George Dentnoris, father of Harold,
George, and Sarah Dentnoris, espoused the
widow of an officer of the 60th Rifles. We
‘were married in the church of * * *” (herc
follows an erasure). “Qur marriage having
taken place so immediately after the death of
my wife’s first husband, we considered it ad-
visable to conceal the event for a time, as also
the name of the village in which the rite was
solemnized. The sequel, however, will clear
the mystery. I1have very recefltly learned some
facts in which my legitimate son Harold’s title
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to the inheritance is involved, and to George
in succession. Nor shall rife scandal —"

“ This abrupt conclusiofi to the senfence
(continues Mr. Emmersly) prompts me to
believe, that, called away by some new impulse,
the writer forgot to refer again to this very
important feature in the question of descent.
I am not a clever historian, and cannot there-
fore enter more fully into the particulars of
this catastrophe.

“You will see among the papers forwarded
an attested statement, signifying that Ilarold
should receive an additional five hundred per
anuum, and the younger children each three
hundred.

“ 1t seems a trifling sum to allow for their
maintenance, considering the wind-falls Dent-
noris has had lately; unless, indeed, he medi-
tated self-annihilation, and entertained a few
doubts as to the inheritance of the entailed
property, independent of which he could, of
course, afford the sum total.
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“ ] eonceive, from all I can learn, that Lord
Dentnoris never wholly recovered from the de-
jection consequent &n the loss of his beautiful
wife. * She died, as you may remember, in
giving birth to the splendid girl, you, at the
moment of perusing this, may have a better
opportunity than myself of forming a judg-
ment upon, seeing that the chances are ten to
oue she sits beside you.

“ I never saw a man more viliantly suppress
the tumult of his stubborn sorrow than our
poor friend; and yet I am told that on the
death of Lady Dentnoris, the very consolation
of his beautiful children, which, I verily he-
lieve, might have imbued even my incorrigible
self with virtuous resolutions, acted in a dia-
metrically opposite ratio with their father.

¢ They say that, when the nurse presented
the newly born infant, he absolutely shuddered,
and, at times, vehemently apostrophised the
innocent girl as her sainted mother’s mur-
deress; and as the child shrank in fear from the
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gesticulations of her father, he would sternly
trace the agonies of his dying wife in the look
of terror from her offspring?

“ The parting scene I give you in Mrs. Del-
vor's letter, Adieu.

“ Yours faithfully,
“B. E.

“P.S. I met Harold at Munich. What
pity he should hold no certain proof of his
legitimacy !

“I always feared any painful allusion to
that hurried union. I know not why, but a
yearning desire to possess the certificate of
their marriage has troubled my spirit for se-
veral years; my sorrow is, that I did not put
the necessity for such a thing more clearly be-
fore Dentnoris.”

¢ It is singular,” said Lady Wilverton, with
& heightened blush, “ that Mr. Emmersly
should interest himself in a matter so entirely
unconnected with his concerns; he who usually
evinces too idle u mind for any but his own
peculiar amusements; and, methinks, a less
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explicit history of poor George's failings would
have proved him a more amiable historian.”

“Ah! yes,” mutmured the Rector, ¢ he is
too reckless, and—Marianne, a new thought
has struck me. Did the proud C:reorge Dent-
noris admit Brook Etilmersly to such intimate
friendliness, so hea:rtily despising the little
knowledgé he gained of his adventures—you
remember his letter ?”

“ Perhaps Brook was the only gentleman
near him at the moment in whom our un-
happy cousin could dare to confide,” rejoined
Lady Wilverton,

“ Perchance he was.”

¢ Still,” added the sister, proudly, ¢ Mr. Em-
mersly might more delicately have worded his
report, and at the same timc supported his
character for gentlemanly frankness, which
last virtue, I lament to fear, originates in a
latent unkind jealousy towards Harold, the
mysteries of which have never yet been un-
ravelled to us, Beverley.”

¢ Exactly so; but his motive for annoying
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you, Marianne, is inexplicable, and as unpar-
donable as wicked on any grounds.”

¢ Shall T read this letter of Mrs. Delvor’s ?”
asked the faltermv voice of the widow, with a
sigh so full of grief, that the Rector bitterly
reproached himself for the utterance of even
an indistinet allusion to his sister’s sad disap-
pointment.

“T will relieve you, my Marianne, and while
you listen, remember, our God alone can dis-
pense judgment, let weak mortals rail as their
evil nature is prone to do. Ile also will re-
deem the guiltless. T vainly strive against a
presentiment, which, despite my best endea-
vours, somehow attributes to Brook Emmersly
a participation in feelings unworthy of him.

‘““He was and is a friend of Arthur Dent-
noris; nevertheless, I indulge the firm convic-
tion, that not only was the act of slaughter
unpremeditated, but likewise that Harold’s
rights are unquestionable.

+% Prior to reading Mr. Emmersly’s dissertae
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tion, I doubted many things; since the perusal
of his remarks, my opinion has undergone a
complete revulsion, unaccountable to myself,
however very necessary in the furtherance of
plans as yet imperfectly matured.”

There was an impatience in the accents of
the Rector, and sad fears rushed through the
mind of his sister, compelling a thousand hor-
rible fancies to shape themselves into words
and sentences, till the beloved nephew of early
days fell lower in the stangard of her imagi-
nation, and the kindly Marianne reluctantly
yielded to the universal opinion of his aban-
donment. ‘

The following letter from Mrs. Delvor to
Mr. Emmersly was then read, and found to
contain the faithful, last sad account of their
deceased relation:—

% DEAR SIR,

“The children appear tolerably contented.
The vesgel sails this evening.  Villiers is with
them, and I really think she will fulfil her trust.
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There is an air of superiority about her, which
pleases me exceedingly. She is evidently an
educated woman.,”

What caused the blush suffusing the brow
of Brook Emmecrsly, as he read this eulogium
on the woman engaged, upon the recommenda-
tion of an acquaintance, to take the orphans of
Lord Dentnoris to England? She wore the
Syrian garb, and her complexion was wholly
Asiatic. Had her blue eye the look that dis-
quieted him?

She certainly had becn beautiful, but the
swarthy hue of her neck and face seemed of
an,unnatural coleur, and in his presence she
had net spoken. ..

The children evidently looked confidingly on
the benevolent beaming of her expressive eyes;
then why alone Brook Emmersly dared not
meet them the sequel of our tale shall tell. We-
will now continue the letter, which ran thus:—

% The wan-servant, notwithstanding your
description of his fidelity, seems a less pleasing
person ; however, I must rely on my unpractised
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study of physiognomy, since you tell me his
features are not indicative of his disposition.
Were they the index, I think I could wish to
discharge him; however, I have a sort of im-
plicit coufidence in Villiers—her gentleness
and good sense appear to triumph over little
troubles. .

¢ She has much firmness of purpose, too, and
is herself too experienced in grief to be igno-
rant of the feelings of poor George, dear boy !
I think every care has been taken for the
comfort of Lady Dentnoris’s children.

“T had no particular admiration for Lord
Dentnoris, and the remissness he has becn
guilty of in neglecting to make his marriage
appear more clear to the world in general, has
not tended to remove the unfortunate preju-
“dice ; yet, Pardon me for this inadvertent
judgment on the dead. Ilis children, I am
persuaded, are not to bear the bar sinister.

“You ask for the outline of your friend’s
Indian life.

“ I gave it you, as far as the dear lady was
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concerned. I kuew little of them until about
two years before Sarah’s birth.

“ Lord Dentnoris, it is well known, mixed
in the world, vainly hoping to meet the proto-
type of his buried wife.

“ IIe actually craved for the companionship
of such another gifted creature; not perceiving
that the passionate idolatry whence the desire
emanated, forbade his seeing, even in utmost
loveliness, an equality with the charms he de-
plored. ‘

“ At length, abandoning this wild aspiraticn,
he was imperceptibly drawn nearer to his chil-
dren, while a flushed cheek and proudly affec-
tionate look invariably succeeded the receipt
of Harold’s well-known superseription. And
had you not ,” here an erasure again
oceurs, * He seemed to know ngt whence to
turn, or where to fly.

“If T adverted to a 1e11gw&15 thought, hlS
rejoinder proved the chaos in his heart. No
principle therein had ever been arranged. Im-
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pulse, and impulse alone, governed every ac-
tion; all his doings were the result of un-
schooled pride and inéxtinguishable prejudices.

»¢ To love,"with George Dentnoris, was to
live—to lose the object of that love, proved
death,

“ For eight long years he struggled on, me-
chanically performing his military duties, hus-
banding his wealth, unwilling to quit the land
of his dead Saral, and laughing only when the
opportunity to scorn the world was his plea-
sure; yet thete was a light, a gladness, in hi«
countenance when in the presence of his chil-
dren.

“ Of Lady Dentnoris I have given you my
sketch. I was truly attached to her, and as
faithfully bound to the service of her children,
and uncontrollable circumstances only could
deny me the delight of accompanying them to
- their mother’s-land.

“ The parting interview with his little girl
was heartrending in the extreme. I trembled
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till my bosom well nigh burst with its load of
grief; and though it be painful for you, my
dear sir, to peruse these mournful pages, yet it
is part of my promise to relate the appalligg
scene. Thank heaven! the recital cannot dress :
itself in the horrors of the living tragedy.

¢“ A cheerful sight preceded the terrible
event—the two children merrily chatting in
their father’s room. Alas! they were inter- .
rupted by the sudden annoyncement of the
hoat's arrival to convey them away. The un-
welcome herald was desired to wait.

“You will naturally ask, when did Lord
Dentnoris overcome his repugnance to the pre-
sence of his daughter? The remorse arising
from that bitter misjudgment but increased
the anguish of the parting.

“ With human hearts it must be ever thus:
his jealovs wrath, ‘that for the babe its mo-
ther died, gradually lost its influence, and
even more than parental fondness gained an
arbitrary dominion over the once cold father
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—he loved her dearly! His former rancour
imperceptibly gave place to excessive devo-
tion. )

“ The final w'varning at length arrived—the
thought seemed madness to him; he raved of
his love for them, averring that with their last
look his better angels would depart; without
them whence should come his light—his exist-
cnce? whence the dream of heaven—the happy
taste of quictude and home? The last hour
flew by—the las.t, the fatal hour, with but a
few moments 1o precede the wrench of earth’
best, closest tie.

“ Poor Lord Dentnoris! people remember
him here as the gayest of the gay, whose voice
seemed the constant harbinger of fun for youth,
contagious mirth for age or sickness; now ab-
ject and most lone he sat, gazing on his little
Sarah, taking one deep, long look, to fill the
memory for years, as she stole away to climb
hehind his chair, and twine her small soft arms
about his neck, entreating him to accompany
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his own Sarah to the ¢ merry England’ he had
so often talked to her about.

“¢Do come with little sSally, papa; will
you ¢’ o
“¢Twill! I vow I willy peremptorily eja-
culated the father.

“ It was now my turn to expostulate. Ilis
very life (as you know) would have been pe-
rilled by such a step—the crisis of his court-
martial at hand, and his judges so inexorably
inveterate. It was impossible.

¢ No, Lord Dentnoris ; far better detain
your children,’ I observed.

“¢No!no! he wildly retorted. ‘No! no!
I'will be tranquil ; you have recalled me to my
senses. I must play the soldier’s part; his
hardest task I must fulfil. They shall acquit
me honourably ! I desert my post, for aught
but my country’s benefit or the cause of ho-
nour? No! at least they must acknowledge
my motive for quitting the spot, at which, like
a prisoner, I may have slept, and the
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have been cut off. No! I must be acquitted,
and then a trial for cowardice to those who
accuse me, who, urm:illing themselvés to ha-
zard the die, crept to the court for redress.
No!no! The world shall determine on whont
the blast of fear fell during that dark battle-
day.’

“ The nervous spasm returned as he pressed
the darling girl to his breaking heart, calling
on me to take her away. ¢ My soul will leap
from out its boundary, I know; I feel it
now! he vociferated ; then, sinking into =
more gentle tone, whispered huskily, ‘I un-
derstand my inability to be absent from the
court-martial.’

“T left the room with the wecping child,
Georgy only remaining to complete the repair
of an expensive toy—a mimic battery, and
dreaming in his busy mind of the time when
he would be a soldier, like his father. He
turned to speak the thought; but quickly per-
ceiving that his parent’s brow was clouded,

YOL. I. c



26 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

resumed his work. Then, with the hope to
chase its shadows once again, as he had so fre-
quently done before, he grasped the hand held
out towards him,—started.

“ The report of a pistol and one heavy groan
paralysed the affrighted boy; his young eyes
fixed upon the rolling balls of his father’s.

“ A shrill, wild, frenzied scream, and the
child was silent, cold, and mute as the still
tenant of the grave. No sob, no tear, but low
and hollowly he emitted the sound rather than
spoke, ¢ My father I’ and pointing to the pistol
near the self-murdered man, ¢ that has killed
my father.’

“ We tried a thousand efforts to disengage
his hand from that of the scarce less icy one
he clasped. We told him Lord Dentnoris only
swooned, and urged him by every argument to
quit the body, and not allow his sister to hear
of the accident. My own perception alone
could have induced me to believe that so young
a face.could wear the aspect of such impene-
trable horror. |
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% Medical aid was instantly procured, but
to no purpose; life was extinct. One moment
had dislodged the soul from earth to eternity ;
it had passed unsummoned into the presence
of the King of kings, unredeemed from this
world’s guilt by any outward sign, reserving (if
it so can be)but the swift transit to another land
wherein to supplicate the pardon of his Judge,
—a brief, brief space of time for penitence.

“ After awhile the boy raised his heavy eyes
to mine. I felt instantly overpowered, and
wept. My tears evidently roused him from
his muteness. Again he screamed—servants
rushed simultaneously into the room, and the
tumult of distress began anew; incessantly he
shrieked for his father, till senseless and cold
he sank upon the pillow. I could not feel
sufficiently thankful for little Sarah’s absence.

¢ The history is easily finished. We removed
the dear children. You are acquainted with
the after proceedings; and I love the sweet
orphans too well to think of to-morrow with

c 2
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tranquillity, when, however, I hope to have

the pleasure of secing you, and adding any

information I may have omitted to give you.
“ Tam, dear Sir, yours truly,

JEANNETTE DELVOR.”

“ Does it not appear strange, Beverley, that
Brook Immersly should require this written
testimony of the sad event? I do not under-
stand the trouble he has taken to make every
particular so unnecessarily clear.”

“ Oh! yes, yes, Marianne, it is wise, judi-
cious, extremely judicious to do so—quite cor-
rect. Poor George! This self-sacrifice of a
brave man is very horrible. Dentnoris,” con-
tinued the Rector, *“ was a good soldier, and
an exquisitely accomplished gentleman, of
highly-cultivated tastes and a more than com-
mon mind.  Woe to them who forgot their
trust in his youth! Woe to them who left his
soul to struggle on to blight, and betrayal be-
neath the untutored bent of human nature’s
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earliest depravity, unblessed by counsel, and
unturned to God—permitted every quality to
lic dormant, unawakened to the spirit of true
principle and holy faith !

“My poor cousin would have scorned to bear
false witness, yet the basis of truth and good-
ness never had been revealed; his talents lay
scattered, unassorted, like the shifting glass
of the kaleidoscope, sometimes beautiful and
bright, as often dark and unattractive. None
knew what form the varying hue of his fancies
might in turn assume, or by reckless usage the
brittle casket prove valueless and blank. Woe,
1 say, te those who forbore to regulate the in-
ward thoughts of that most glorious mind of
high and honourable purpose. Poor George!
his care and sorrow, pride and joy, became the
sport of every impulse.”

“ Dear Beverley, let us lay aside these fearful
records to-night. It is late, and anxicty has
exhausted you; perhaps to-morrow’s post may
bring us news of Harold.”
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The brother walked sorrowfully to his dor-
mitory, and his low ¢ good night” struck upon
the widow’s heart in mournful contrast to the
almost seraph voices of the youthful sleepers.
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CHAPTER 1L

“There slcep the dead, whose living tones filled earth
with drcams of ITecaven.”
Tue Graves or GENIUS.

“ As flowers keep springing, though their dazzling bloom
Is oft put forth for worms to feed upon ;
So hearts, though wrung by traitors and the tomb,
Shall still be precious, and shall still love on.”

E. C

TEN years ago the merry bells of Landsworth
church pealed forth their most joyous chimes
to welcome the young bride of Beverley Dent-
noris; but seven fleeting months succeeded to
that happy time, and the bells tolled mourn-
fully for a departed spirit. The hectic cheek
and bright hazeleyes had withered prematurely,
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The tule of grief spread quickly from cottage
to cottage, and weary peasants, waiting for the
grave, aroused their wasted limbs from pain
and sickness, to weep for the lady of the Manor
House, and in due time totter with the sablc
train to the dark burial place.

Forty summers and the wreck of mauy a
cherished joy had blanched the auburn hair,
which in thick heavy curls fell aside from the
forchead of the Rector, while deep brown eyes,
full of hope and goodness, added considerably
to render his otherwise plain features inter-
esting.

Ilis sister, Marianne, had been united at
an carly age to a baronet of small fortune,
with whom the glad wife passed scveral
years of undisturbed tranquillity, — time,
however, bent his frame beneath the scourge
of hereditary consumption ; and though death’s
warhing scarce was credited, ere the spirit
escaped to the realms of purer bliss and richer
Joy, Sir Taunton Wilverton obeyed the mandate
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of his Creator, prepared and happy in the
prospect of a certain immortality—a blessed
reunion in a world of love.

Lady Wilverton, now in the prime of woman-
hood, had very recently joined the home of her
brother — a circumstance of strange import
having induced her removal from Wilverton
Abbey, the residence of her lost husband —
and bidding her once again into that world
whose covenants, her widowhood of heart con-
spired to teach her, might be rcnounced at
will.

The circumstance whicli led her to share the
mansion of Beverley Dentnoris originated in
the disappointment experienced fromthe altered
habits of the nephew already alluded to, Brook
Enunersly, the son and heir of her sister and Sir
Cakington Emmersly, of whom, at the desire
of Sir Taunton, she had taken the eutirc charge
during the first year of their marriage.

The gambling propensities of Brook’s father
had so impaired the value of his rent-rolls,
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that at the period of Lady Wilverton's union
he was prevailed upon to quit England for
Germany, accompanied l;y his equally prodigal
lady. Thus Brook Emmersly became the
spoiled pet of unprincipled domestics, till for-
tune transferred him to the care of his aunt.

He had just attained his fourteenth year,
when the grief consequent on the death of his
uncle engrossed every heart within the precincts
of the Abbey, and, except in the daily routine
of his studies, Brook became a free agent,—no
whim unattended to, no request ungratified, he
roamed about, the idol of shepherd boys, the
admired of every villager—save those who in
suffering or deformity required consolation or
relief—wayward, wilful, and extravagant ; still
Lady Wilverton perceived no defect in the
fashionable-looking happy boy, but with ex-
traordinarily blind-attachment watched with
excessive fondness the perils he incurred, as he
rode, or by other means displayed his buoyant
bold-heartedness.
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It was at length considered expedient to
send the tall-grown youth to Oxford. There
he eminently distinguished himself, at the
same time lavishly wasting the income Lady
Wilverton separately contributed, to hide the
deficiencies of his private purse.

The eighteenth anniversary of Brook’s birth
was celebrated with great feasting and merry-
making among the tenantry, and a few joyous
faces gathered round the social table at the
Abbey. It was the last day to be spent with
his beloved aunt previous to his departure for
Germany : the earnest appeal of Lady Oaking-
ton had been acceded to, and the dear right to
have him for the whole vacation yielded to a
parent’s entreaty for the company*of her only
son. In the present instance it was requested
that Brook should arrive at Munich in time for
the celebration of festivities consequent on the
marriage of a near relation.

Lady Wilverton had oonsented with an
aching heart, and heavy forebodings of coming
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ill;—how opposite to the hopes animating the
dreams of her volatile nephew!

Years passed away unmarked by a visit to
Wilverton Abbey from him who had been so
cherished there. *

- Letters came, and several times the aunt had
longed for one whole day, if no longer time
could be sacrificed to her dull home. Alas!
Brook Emmersly felt fittle disposed for the
lone retirement of its neighbourhood, in cx-
change for the brilliant groups who crowded
the halls of his gay mother. .

The indulgences he had loved at Wilverton
had been driven from his memory, and in their
place might be found a thousand fascinating
schemes for-his amusement—a hundred be-
wildering attractions which in a visit to his
aunt could never occur; and selfishness ab-
sorbed the grateful retrospect which, while
making his last adieus to the guardian of his
boyhood, and despite his sanguine expectations,
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Drought the coursing t&rs upon his cheek, and
bade one in that parting scene recollect, for
ever and for aye, the hearty kiss and faltering
“ Good bye!”
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CHAPTER IIL

“T would not escapc from Memory’s land
For all that the eye can view;
For there’s dearer gold in Memory’s land,
Than the ore of rich Peru.
I clasp the fetters by Memory twined,
The wanderer’s heart and soul to bind.”
Miss Hovrrogbp,

IT was evening, the twilight of a sultry
rainy season, when Lady Wilverton sat alone
in the mansion of her dead husband. The
portraits of Sir Taunton and herself hung over
the wide fire-place. The old walls looked
dim, and the fitful whispering breeze played
wantonly with the light curtains, at every
moment startling her by a wilder gust.
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There was a yearnfng in the widow’s heart,
on which she communed silently,—a longing
to find one thing of life exclusively to cherish
for herself. Harold was in Italy, and the
dear children, whose arrival in England I
have commenced by anticipating, were still
in India; in short, the fourth winter of Brook
Emmersly’s absence was approaching, and
Aunt Marianne serio‘usly meditated a depar-
ture from her quiet home, on a visit to gayer
scenes.

Suddenly her attention was directed to the
sound of horses on the gravel road, and ima-
gining it could be nonec other than her brothur
or Harold, she hastily quitted the room to
welcome them. A tall slight form arrested
her progress at the entrance-hall.

“ Brook !” exclaimed the rejoicing aunt—
‘% Brook, can this possibly be you? What a
glad surprise!”

“ The very same Brook Emmersly,” re-
sponded the softly rich, yet manly tones of
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the nephew—* the unﬁardona.blc truant of
threc long years.”

« Of four, nearly, Brook,” retorted the
lady, slowly, as he led her to a seat.

" ¢ Of nearly four! Yes, I do confess it sor-

rowfuliy, Aunt Marianne; yet forgive me, I
am overjoyed to see you again, and to press
these little fingers in mine own once more.”

“ Be merciful as you are strong, dear
Brook,” cried Lady Wilverton, half discon-
certed by his manner; “but come, let me
see your features more distinctly bencath this
solitary lamp; the twilight is so dark I can
scarcely discern your figure. Are you indeed
my own child?—I must really disown you—
you have grown too manly to be petted—too
manly by half, and make me feel excessively
venerable by the comparison—That will do!”
repeated the aunt, endeavouring to extricate
hersclf from the embrace of her enraptured
favourite.

“ You are more beautiful than ever, my
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sweet aunt. Oh! why not cast these gloomy
robes aside?” he observed, looking on the
sable costume of her widowhood, not yet re-
linquished for the trappings of a gayer world.

The widowed wife sighed, though she smiled,

at his so well remembered passion for brilliancy.
¢ Tell me, Brook, whence come you—how far

have you travelled on horseback? Not far, to
be so little inconvenienced by the incessant
rain, which has nearly destroyed the road by
which you entered.”

“ No! my beautiful aunt, the last stage
was a short one. I met the Duke of
at Munich, and returned with him to Eng-
land, in order to be present at his brother’s
wedding—nothing but weddings: this onc I
allude to is to take place on the 21st of the
present month.”

“ Ah, yes; I declined accompanying the
Herbertons,” replied the lady.

“ And are you ever to be thus isolated?
You, most beautiful of earth’s creatures, dear



42 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

Lady Wilverton?”’ said the nephew, looking
with intense admiration into the fond blue
eyes of the widow, as she gently disengaged
her hand from his continued pressure.

“ Not always; indeed I was sighing for
companionship, when you arrived so oppor-
tunely to banish all my gloominess and isola-
tion.”

“ May it ever be my lot to do so!” mur-
mured Brook; ‘ and had my ride been ten
thousand miles, the distance would have
seemed but footsteps, had I thought that the
beautiful Marianne remembered me.”

“ Ah, Brook! you have grown courtly in
your expressions since last we met, and think
to flatter your poor aunt from her loneliness;
but your adulation far outruns your wit.”

“ Even so, fair lady, slander me—at least,
my heart may adulate in silence,” muttered
the youth, flinging himself upon a fauteuil
near the chair occupied by Lady Wilverton.

“ Really, you puzzle me. Forgive my re-
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tort, if it sounded rudely, Brook. I only de-
spise such idle tales of flattery, and would
rather you found other means to tell me that
in your weary absence you cherished some
recollection of Aunt Marianne.”

“ Some recollection!” repeated the rapt
listener ; then returning to his assumed
thoughtfulness, affording Lady Wilverton the
longed-for opportunity to survey a form she
had dearly loved in its boyish outline,—ay,
may-be, better loved than now, when doubts,
and fears, and many an uncertain dread in-
truded themselves, despite her efforts to be
calm.

Brook Emmersly was not handsome; no
flowing hair, nor eyes whose fixed look proved
universally fascinating, but entirely the reverse
to those he deemed unworthy his devotion.
Often his manner grew repulsive, and forbade
approach. At other times, and with others,
whose beauty or eccentricity invited observa-:
tion, Mr. Emmersly availed himself of his
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concealed fascinations, and, like the basilisk,
attracted to destroy.

His tall well—i)roportion‘tad figure gave ample
dignity for display, and raised to its full
height, then bent in graceful admiration,
charmed the gentle widow, while her heart
misgave her feeling, and she half repented
“ber continual prayers for his return.

A few years only had clapsed since the
youth she loved, the child she had treasured,
the boy so fondly caressed, stood again before
her—the joyful tone gone from him, the laugh
of frolic passed away, and in their stead the
measured tones of glorious manhood, the gaze
of worldlier teaching, and the courtliness of
dissimulative fashion.

“ Alas!” thought lady Wilverton, ¢ he
seems so changed. The boy quite laid aside.
I must follow a new course now; farewell,
silly hopes! Why did 1 not count the years
for more than the simple reason of his absence?
Yet, why muse thus; he may not wholly have



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 45

estranged himself from his boyhood’s love for
his aunt ?”

These reflections had stolen unwarily
through the mind of Lady Wilverton, as she
waited a reply to her observation. Brook
watched the varying emotions, and justly
divined their cause.

“ Some recollection!” again he uttered.
“T have allowed my leisure moments to be
filled but by one image, Lady Wilverton,—that
of a kind and gentle creature, to whom I
panted to return; one who, loving and loved,
my young breast idolized. Such was the
woman whose every look was present in my
days—was near me in my nights!” said Brook
Emmersly, in low emphatic accents. * I had
forgotten the cold and reasonably proud Lady
Wilverton. Some recollection,” said he, bit-
terly, ¢ ought, yet did not, remain of Haughty
coldness and unconquerable disdain.”

“ T know not how to understand you, Sir,”
retorted the wife, though widowed, of Sir
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Taunton Wilverton; ¢“you perplex me by your
language and gaze.”

“ I never looked at you till now. I saw
you beautiful, lovely, admired, gentle, and
sometimes alone, but blindly looked, or never
looked till now.”

“ Not with your present stare, Mr. Em-
mersly,” replied his distressed hearer; ¢ nor
do I confess myself flattered by your astonish-
ment. Surely,” added the mortified aunt,
“ surely you are not ill, or mad; how, else,
could you treat me thus? Have I changed,
dear Brook, since the sad morning of our first
farewell, when I kissed you with a mother’s
love, and sent you reluctantly from my lone
home into the wide and giddy world? You
wept upon my neck, and honoured poor Aunt
Marianne then-—you could not then have
woundéd her, as now.”

Tears, floods of burning tears, followed the
appeal of Lady Wilverton, Brook Emmersly
relinquished the hand he till then had forcibly
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retained, and, kneeling at her feet, besought
her pardon and forgetfulness.

¢ Never shall my adoration trouble you
again. In my poor heart it shall canker and
destroy itself. Marianne, I loved you ever.
In my boyhood it was as in manhood, in old
age and in death shall still be. Marianne
Wilverton shall be my watchword ; to the
portal of heaven it shall accompany me, or, if
that blessed gate be closed against your once
loved favourite, the sound may win mec happi-
ness to bear even the tortures of the doomed.

“T have been absent many years, and you,
my dream, have been beside me everywhere.

“I have returned; my love lives undi-
minished, bursts forth anew, despite all efforts
to conceal it.

“ On the great sea, and in the gayest hour
in lands more beautiful than our bleak country
boasts, where climate heightens passion, and
every breezy moonlight emulates the day,
where every thought is warm — hot with
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hopes and wishes—there, Lady Wilverton, I
remembered Marianne; and now,” continued
the speaker, aptly comprehending his ad-
vantage in the agitated confusion and undis-
guised indignation of his listener’s suffocating
distress, unable to rise, to articulate, or scarce
withdraw her look of unutterable astonish-
ment; “ and now, now, even my pale check
shall help to testify, my trembling words affirm,
the frantic love you calmly b1d me }nde, sub-
due, conquer,—yes, cither command would be
equally impracticable; yet do I swear to shut
up every thought within my tormented soul
for ever,—but hear me, Lady Wilverton—the
memory shall colour future life with black-
ness,—I will avenge my love upon itself.

“ Be calm, I pray you, Marianne, I will leave
you for a moment; in the meanwhile pardon
the insult of my offered love,” murmured the
young soldier, with a pathos too fatally im-
pressive; and rising from his kneeling pos-
ture, hastily quitted the presence of his
offended aunt,
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Happy to be alone, Lady Wilverton attempted
to understand the'fgelings of the last and
hurried interview with the companion whose
absence had been so heavily deplored. What
uneasiness his return had caused her already!
It was o fruitless speculation, she rapidly con-
vinced herself; her mind had been surprised
into a chaos of thought—ideas, unconnected
and undefinable, turbulently claimed pre-emi-
nence—plain sense had altogether abandoned
the contest—each distinet perception of her
nephew’s folly assisted the illapse of her mind,
till, weary of self-communion, she approached
the table, on which lay a riding-whip, given to
Brook Emmersly several years ago. Lady Wil-
verton mechanically took it in her hand,—her
own name was graven on the ring attached,
and beneath, the initials of the owner.

¢ This is madness; yet perhaps he loved me
then, as boys love their cherished mothers.”

Another fecling predominated in her heart,
an unconsciously intuitive recollection of her

YOL. I. ' D
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personal charms, the many instances in which
the colour of her eyes, the prevailing bloom of
her complexion, the unfading brightness of her
smile, notwithstanding grief had been a fre-
quent guest within her mind, had been made
known to her. Brook’s unrestrained frank-
ness, which in ¢ the boy” had fascinated, made
her hesitate to condemn it in * the man.” The
beauty and the matron combated for the su-
premacy : soon the latter conquered, and for-
giveness was resolved upon,—he meant no
more than love for his second mother, thought
the lady.

“No! no! poor boy, he will learn to stem
those passionate expressions; he has gleaned
somewhat of fashion’s vitiated notions: the
country will revive his healthful reasoning;
how absurd of me, to pervert his fondness
thus! I will ring for Waynard, she shall sce
his comforts cared for.”

Iler soliloquy ended—the hand was raised
to execute the summons for her dear old
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domestic, when another arrested it, and Brook
Emmersly stood again before her.

¢ Promise but one thing, Marianne;—say
you permit me to remain here to-night?”

“Yes! if at the same time you promise to
address me as of old-—Aunt Marianne, or
Lady Wilverton.”

“ Well, Lady Wilverton, have you pro-
mised ?” . :

“ Most certainly. I rose for the purpose of
desiring your room to be carefully restored to
the appearance it wore in by-gone days.”

“ Not yet, then—stay one moment. I would
fain tranquillize myself beforc  encountering
the scrutiny of your retainers, who, for old
acquaintance sake, will speak a few words to
greet your prodigal son.”

The widow welcomed the respite. She, too,
immeasurably more than her young relative,
required a moment of calm conversation to
reassure her of his sanity.

Family changes were then discussed, the

D 2
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tea-tray followed, and the evening passed by
almost pleasantly. '

At ten o'clock & loud bell announced the hour
of prayer; Mr. Emmersly pleaded fatigue as an
excuse for retiring, and this purposed escape
from n venerated custom again jarred discord-
antly in the mind of his anxious aunt, creating
painful prognostications she would gladly have
suppressed.

While these unhappy musings engaged the
beautiful hostess, how various were the thbughts
of Mr. Emmersly; the repressive * Good night”
of his aunt chilled his desire to repeat the
warm caress with which he had met her.

In bitterness of spirit he wandered towards
the garden; every door was barred by the
careful domestics; his only resource seemed
the dormitory, in which he had so frequently

_slept long ago; each mute object awakened
memories of happiness, and shortly he heard
the voice of the mistress bidding Waynard a
soft “Good night,” as in those evenings- of
yore.
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The several doors were closed, and every
sound hushed, leaving him the only wandcrer
in the old Abbey.

Impatiently he sought the drawing-room,
re-lighted the candles, and, alone with the por-
trait of his quiet aunt, felt composed, till drow-
siness overtook him, and he slept.

The faint light of early daybreak stole
over his features as the startled housemaid
opened the shutters, betraying the whereabouts
of their eccentric visitor.

Wakened and abashed, he re-ascended to his
lonelier room, bestowing one long farewell
glance on the portrait, which had soothed his
troubled senses through the night, and at all
times, even when a child, struck hin as form-
ing an exquisite relief to the demure-looking
i)ictures sketched from Sir Taunton Wilverton’s
grim ancestors.

The morning rose in summer splendour, and
the aunt’s first prayers were for the welfare of
her guest. * I will lead him back to the kindly
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love of other days,” thought she; ¢ I will teach
him to be gay and glad within my home again.”

Breakfast waited, still no guest appeared!
At length, weary of suspense, Lady Wilverton
inquired for Mr. Emmersly.

An account of his midnight vigils was
speedily given, and when the nephew entercd,
his pale cheek appearing yet more haggard,
his voice trembling and hoarse, the generous
aunt could no longer pursuc the restrained
courtesy she had promised her own good sense,
as the only sure remedy for recalling his for-
gotten allegiance; but, approaching him with
her usual affectionate warmth, lamented the
dreary aspect of his sleeping-room, which had
evidently occasioned his nocturnal wanderings.

Imagine her disappointment when his hand,
cald as her manner the previous night, was
withdrawn ere hers had scarcely touched it.

“Marianne, or—1 entreat your pardon,
Lady Wilverton—it was your portrait drew
me, as the ncedle to the pole, from my apart-
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ment to the drawing-room. I disdain conceal-
ment of my love; yourself I will not supplicate
or annoy by protestations, which appear as
distasteful to you as unworthy of your consi-
deration or sympathy. Your solicitude is, I
trust, rewarded,” added he, with bitterness.
“ There is yet one other portrait in this house;
I fancy it may be now in a tenantless attic; it
formerly hung above the work-table of my
aunt Marianne.”

¢ And hangs there to this moment, Brook !”

“Really! May I see it? it is the portrait
of a boy! Iwould fain mark his boyish smile
once more.”

“ To contrast it with the man’s.— dear
Brook ?”

“ Frowns better suit the man, Lady Wil-
verton; smiles are but the toys of wanton
hearts.” |

“ Well, even so; but can you oblige me by
returning to common sense for a season, and
yield this romantic nonsense to the compiler of
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fashionable fables, who might derive some
novel extravagancies from a conversation with
you occasionally, to add to the list of men who
have - immortalized ‘themselves by silly say-
ings! I am out of patience with your folly,
Brook, and ask you, if you value my good
opinion, to desist. Dispel your frowns, I pray
you, and lct us be happy.”

In the south breakfast-room, and still sus-
pended over the table of the aunt, was scen
the miniature portrait of  a boy.” A moment,
and the truthful likeness was spread in frag-
" ments on the carpet.

“'Twere better thus,” said the original,
crushing the ivory beneath his feet; ¢ that
‘ boy’ exists no longer. Forget him, lady, and
when the babbling world issues its accusing‘
fables against the man who wag that ‘boy,’
—but now grown old, too manly to be loved—
remember who devoted him to calumny. Mark
the precise time. Now we can speak ration-
ally, an’ you will it so, lady.” .
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A haughty look stole to the eyes of Lady
Wilverton; the first, the only one those blue
orbs had ever frowned upon him, while a
sad subdued voice spoke the never-forgotten,
though, at the moment, the unbelieved, fare-
well. ¢ Mr. Emmersly, be not hurried in your
departure from Wilverton, owing to the absence
of its mistress.”

 Marianne! dear lady!” ejaculated the
excited nephew, unbending from his stately
demeanour.

The aunt had already disappeared.

“ She cannot, will not, surely leave me! as
her guest, she must be civil to me. Of course
she'is not gone.”

Vainly his recollection of that look, its pride,
its haughty frown, told him they had parted
or ever,—in the world they should not meet
again. But Marianne Wilverton’s heart had
wholly banished him; henceforth his con-
science whispered, *“ I am Mr. Emmersly; no
more Brook—the name she, only she, could

D3
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beautify. When spoken by her it fell upon
the ear as music on the waters, softened into
sweetness.” ‘

Still hope led him on, and bade him fancy it
not impossible that he might see her graceful
figure leaning over the gallery adjoining, per-
haps waiting to proffer thc forgiveness he
would peradventure seek.

She was not there, and for a moment the
proud contemner of feminine vanity scrupled
to advance. |

% Yet—ryet I will—yes, kneel to her again
for pardon. Oh! why do I thus transgress,
why displease that sweet perfection of a
woman? by Jove, no woman, but a goddess
animated. Yes, beautifully proud. I will go
to her, I will erave her pardon; she will not,
cannot leave me so abruptly.”

¢ Her ladyship has had letters this worn-
ing, sir, which call her away. She bade me
give her best wishes to you, and hopes you
will make yourself comfortable while you stay,
sir.”
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¢ Is that the only message ¥’ inquired Mr.
Emmersly of the butler, who had delivered
his lady’s orders with as little kindness as pos-
sible, having traced someéthing bordering on
unhappiness in the countenance of his beloved
mistress before her departure, very properly
attributing it to the ¢ wild new ways” of her

“nephew.

‘ Quite all, sir. The particular letter came
from Mr. Harold, who is to arrive at Lands-
worth to-morrow, and leave the same evening.”

“ What! young Mr. Dentnoris? Where is
he going to?

“ With his lordship,ssir, into foreign parts.”

“ But know you not the name of man, or
country ?”’

“Not we, sir. We are very sorry Mr.
Harold cannot stay among us, sir, and that is
all we think about. It isn’t for us, sir, to
inquire particulars.”

“ What age is Mr. Harold, eh ?” said Brook,
impatiently.
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“ Twenty-four, or thercabouts, I should
think, sir; he will be twenty-five, come Christ-
mas. Shall I pour out your tea, sir ?”

“ No, leave me;” then blandly adding, “I
thank you.” Brook Emmersly conceived his
unusual urbanity had made a more favourable
impression on old Herton than, as he well re-
membered, his youthful pranks had established
for him.

Brook Emmersly, the admired of all ad-
mirers, in the magnificent saloons of his
mother’s circle, sat alone, neglected by do-
mestics, scorned by the lady of that ancient
Abbey!

“ Twenty-four years and a half—too old!
Nay, not too old ‘to be loved. Years, may I
say, my junior! Harold Dentnoris, I register
this account against you. Twenty-four years
and a half!”

“ Her ladyship’s compliments,” muttered
a lacquey, presenting a note to the soliloquist,
and instantly quitting the room.
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“ By all that’s divine, she relents!” ex-
claimed the nephew, breaking the seal of an
cnvelope, directed in the hand-writing of
Lady Wilverton, while his vain heart busily
whispered success to his adventurous en-
treaties.

Pale, listless, and tremulous, sat Brook
Emmersly; the breakfast passed away un-
tasted, a scowl of decper meaning swept across
his features—a sigh, a malediction, and Wilver-
ton Abbey was forsaken by its once cherished
inmate.
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CHAPTER 1IV.

“ Then must I plunge again into the crowd!
And follow all that peace disdains to seek?
Where revel calls, and laughter vainly loud,
False to the heart, distorts the hollow check,
To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak ;
Still o'er the features, which perforce they cheer,
To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique,
Smiles form the channel of a future tear,
Or raise the writhing lip, with ill-dissembled sneer.”
CHILDE HAROQLD.

THE letter that summoned Lady Wilverton
to Landsworth was not really of an impera-
tive nature. It had chanced to arrive at the
moment when an excuse to her fond old servi-
tors was almost necessary to be given, in order
to prevent surmises injurious to the amiable
character, or otherwise, of her nephew.
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To spare his feelings she had gladly accepted
the plea for absence, on every other account
S0 incomprehensible.to her household. Her
visit would seem well-timed to her brother,
with whom she could remain until her own
house was again deserted by its wayward
visitor. But we turn to the individual just
introduced to the reader.

As private secretary to the ambassador at
the court of , Harold Dentnoris a second
time bade adieu to England. It was merely
a nominal appointment; a friend had pro-
posed his accompanying the suite.

Ilarold was unquestionably handsome; his
thrilling laugh and perfect height,—his tone,
his manner, and the air of pensive thought
which almost too freqliently stole over him,
cnnanced his captivating address. He was
unlike Mr. Emmersly; hc smiled on all,—
Brook but on the favoured few.

This quiet smile so universally admired had
once induced a lady to propose a comparison



64 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

between the two Englishmen, much to the
disquietude of Lady Wilverton’s protégé, par-
ticularly when they arrived at the question as
to who could possibly compare the large ex-
pressive eyes of Harold Dentnoris to the sar-
castic grey orbs of Brook Emmersly; notwith-
standing many, even then present, had felt
their unpleasing glances melt to the tenderness
of deep love or passionate devotion.

“ But,” exclaimed the lady,  one could
pardon theiy contemptuous expression, if the
mouth redeemed it;—that feature is by far
less certain, and never complimentary in kind-
ness or disdain.”

“ And now,” thought the banished nephew,
as he passed through the outer gate of the
Abbey grounds, nov\;, even Marianne assents
to Madame Cuvier's opinion. They both
shall feel my power elsewhere. Harold will
be loved—I neglected! To my fate I cling.
India for me, and revenge on Dentnoris the
younger.”
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Time wore calmly on, the Rector and his
sister finding ample occupation in their happy
valley; nevertheless, the letter which apprized
them of Lord Dentnoris’s intention to consign
his ‘two remaining children to ‘their care, pro-
vided they acquiesced in the proposal, was
hailed with real pleasure; and, as my intro-
duction records, was, at the expiration of a
few short months, happily realized.

To that period I must now revert, and in
the succeeding chapter cndeavour to portray
the present possessor of the Dentnoris title
and estates.
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CHAPTER V.

“ Deform’d, unfinish’'d, sent before my time
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,
And that so lamely and unfashionably,
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them.”
RICHARD THE TIIIRD.

“ Where are the violets now,
That strew the green lap of the new come spring!”

ARTHUR, only surviving brother of the de-
ceased Lord Dentnoris, inherited the title, &c.
in the absence of any legal evidence concern-
ing the legitimacy of his brother’s sons. Ugly,
deformed, and a bachelor; a man who united
to his unamiable looking exterior an intuitive
hatred for all good things, except those which
administered to his insatiable and worst appe-
tites; it was therefore entirely incongruous,
in his opinion, that his cousin should occupy
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the Manor House and incumbency, at no gain
to the proprietor—his elder brother having
presented the living of Landsworth to Beverley
Dentnoris nineteen years previously, accom-
panying the gift with the free tenancy of the
Manor House and its dependencies, in return
for which the charge of the then infant Harold
was accepted.

"'i‘he transfer having been a private proceed-
mg, -the Rector had rendered himself liable to
be:displaced at the caprice of the successor.
“Notice to quit” was consequently received,
as no argument could be adduced to support
his title to the occupancy, farther than the
kindness of the deceased lord.

The farewell to his beloved parishioners was
not an easy task—the many familiar faces—
the quiet trees, and spire of that old church,
all were dear to the pastor’s recollection: how-
ever, the edict had gone forth—parting looks
were given, and his carriage, though bot
drawn by those who bewailed his exit, was
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surrounded by full hearts and tearful eyes,
and the rich memories of trust fulfilled and
God’s commandments kept.

Alas! Landsworth, with its vencrated remi-
niscences, would have been too painful a con-
templation until the rights of his young
nephew could be cstablished; yet this hope
secmed wholly crushed by the absence of proof.
Advertisement after advertisement was pub-
lished—no reply attended them, although the
journals of the United Kingdom had filled
columns on the subject. No fact could be
clicited—even the barristers were hopeless of
confirming the children’s legitimacy.

We must pass over two long years at March-
mont, and congratulate the good Rector on
the receipt of the following letter :—

“REV. SIR,
“I am desired by your friend the
Bishop of

to request your acceptance of
the vicarial appointment at ——; he will
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write himself as soon as his convalescence will
permit, and in the mean time begs, if possible,
you will allow him ti;e pleasure of an inter-
view. “T am, Rev. Sir,
“ Yours, &ec.
“R. BOLDEN.”

“You will accept it, Beverley, will you not ?”
asked Lady Wilverton.

“ Oh, most certainly; the town is the
drawback; the children will not like to le
immured in a market town, with its concomi-
tant bustle.”

¢ Oh, yes, Uncle Beverley, we shall still be
with -you and Aunt Marianne; we shall be
quite glad to show you that we like it, because
you do.”

“ My boy! long may the selfishness of life
be unfelt, as now, and my children make us
happy by their love.”

¢ Next week, then, Beverley, we may think
of leaving this?”
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“Yes, I fancy so. Harold’s absence, and the

9

.desire to possess some real occupation
“ Beyond that of bei;lg ever occupied in
doing good!” interrupted his sister.

- ¢ In following my avocation, Marianne, I
shall be delighted to find the present offer desir-
able. Why notlet us send our horses, and make
the journey in this way—Drive to the first
station, then travel by the railway to
the phaeton can meet us there, and we again
drive for the remaining two miles across the

country ?”

‘“ Beautiful!” exclaimed the orphans, re-
joiced at the prospect of change.

The morrow's sun shone brightly, as the
happy party drove through the mazy lanes of
Colonel Clairlowe’s property, towards a station
of the Great Western railroad.

The journey was accomplished.

“ How very, very different to Landswort "
said the little Sarah; “nothing but a lawn,
that you can only see when these heavy gates
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{are unclosed, and now we are within these
walls we seem quite prisoners.”

“TIt is very different;; yet will you “not
flatter your aunt and myself by endeavouring
to be happy here for a short season?”

Sarah felt rebuked, although the question
waggmade more in sorrow than in anger —
sorpow to curtail the joys of his beloved child,
with an assurance in his own heart that so
enchanting a country would afford a wide
field for her free spirits to delight in.

The youthful girl, still blushing at her selfish
cxpression—her allusion to scenes she well
understood had brought grief and pain to those
she loved, hastily attempted to repair her
fault, by admiring a pretty little room—to
her astonishment overlooking a magnificent
garden.

“ This, then, shall be my Sally’s room,”
said the Rector, kissing the soft white hrow,
beneath which the blue eyes laughed their glad
thanks. ‘
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I must now shortly describe the economy of
the new residence, whose locality might have
beent considerably improved. I must, how-
. ever, speak of it as it was when my friends
took possession,

The house stood in the centre of a populous
market town, surrounded by shops and ware-
houses, and all sorts of incongruities, which
seemed ecntirely to exclude the poetry of life.
Notwithstanding these objectionable points,
Mr. Dentnoris was considered a fortunate man
in obtaining the appointment, and many fore-
told his rapid advancement to a See.

On entering the lawn of very finite dimen-
sions, zygspeclmen of Elizabethan architecture
presented itself, which’ had formerly towecred
alone among a forest of trees, all of which had
been gradually subjected to the unbeautifying
axe, to afford spage for innovating habita-
tions. |
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CHAPTER VI

« O'cer the far blue mountain,
Q’er the white sea foam,
Come, thou long parted one,
Back to thy home.”

Not many wecks after the departure of the
Rector’s family from Marchmont, a happy
circle gathered round the fire in Colonel Clair-
lowe’s comfortable drawing-room, with its high
broad windows buried in warm folds of amber
damask, its panelled walls and quaint portraits
all bespeaking the glory of comfort and qujet
joy. The hollow downy-looking chairs, warm’
fanteuils, and backed ottoman, scemed cogni-
zant of their patronage, as if participating in
the happiness of those they held and cherished.
YOL. I. E -
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The old tortoiseshell cat,” too, shared her
portion of wealth and warmth.

They were a merry group.

On the morning of that day the young scion
of their name had rcturned from the first
Scinde campaign. How his glad heart bounded
as he thanked Time for having touched so
lightly the beloved inmates of his home!

¢ My father,you are very little greyer than
when I said ¢ Good bye’ four years ago.”

“ Why, Lodwick, that is a short time to
whiten papa’s brow in.”

¢ And, dear one,” replied he, * had I allowed
twenty years, I will not be silenced till each
of my party has been scrutinized sufficiently.”

“ Now you, Mary, bless you!” added the
brother fondly, as the lovely eyes looked
patiently and happily expectant of his quizzing,
“ you ﬁe taller and stouter, and, perhaps,
more rosy.”

“ More rustic, entirely, as the Hibernian
Ida would say.”
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“ There sits my precious mother,” exclaimed
Lodwick, rapidly continyging his round of cri-
ticism, “in her black velvet and rubies, the
model of an English gentlewoman, while you,
my fair cousin,” said the young soldier, gently,
“look more pale than when I left home.”

“ Yes,” added Mrs. Clairlowe, * more fragile
in appearance, but, we hope, stronger in health.
My Gertry, do not you feel so?’ questioned
the old lady.

Gertrude Grey was an orphan, dependent
on Colonel Clairlowe. She had passed through
early trials, and bent to the winter of destiny
with patient resignation.

Lodwick’s return assisted to make even her
mind forget its sadness; and as she praised his
altered looks from boyish fairness to the manly
brown, they to whom she had become most
dear marked with sanguine prophecy the
smiles that greeted her girlhood’s playmate.

The gaiety of meeting was softening into
the tranquil tenderness of kindred sympathy,

E2
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as the well known ring of the latest postman
drew forth sundry guecsses as to who would
receive a letter, and from whom,

The one epistle bore the post-mark
and the welcome hand-writing of Lady Wil-
verton; its contents were received with uni-
versal delight, and the kindly invitation for
the Christmas weck eagerly acccpted, when
Lodwick, starting from his chair, exclaimed—

“ What a bore, though, that I was burdened
with that despatch for the duke; if it had not
sent me home I should feel disposed to grumble
at it. T must be off again instantly; I was
too late for an audience this morning; I must
be punctual to-morrow, and I do believe the
train passes at nine to-night.”

¢ It wants now just a quarter to that hour,
my boy,” said the father; ¢ the station is half
a mile distant—you must be quick.”

“ Ah now, mamma, never condemn the rail-
roads again, although they have divested
England of half its picturesque loveliness, in
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superseding those dear old teams,” rejoined
Miss Clairlowe. ¢ Lodwick will only be a few
hours accomplishing a j‘ourney which, in by-
gone years would have occupied as many
days.” .

“ You really leave us so soon, dear Lod-
wick ?” inquired the mother.

“Yes; yes, verily, off I am in the next ten
minutes.”

“In ten minutes! better five,” observed the
old coloncl—gratified by his once little son’s
present importance; “ and after delivering the
despatch, where march ye?’

“ To General Deschamps. I have a packet
for Ida, that I promised to deliver in person,”
replied he, dragging from his great-coat pocket
the commission alluded to.

The immolation of the traveller in cloaks
and shawls of every description was at length
completed ; the pale Gertrude alone forbore to
assist in smothering the ¢ beloved one,” con-
scquently escaping the acknowledgments from
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time to time bestowed on the helpers in that
novel toilet.

The fine tall form of the heir after awhile
looked sufficiently disguised, and fancying
ingenuity could devise nothing more snug,
heard, to his utmost discomfiture, the voice of
the good old colonel pronouncing his Macintosh
to be indispensably requisite to the cloaking
process, and forthwith it fell across the
shoulders of the already encumbered young
soldier.

“ Good bye” was spoken, one other dear
embrace, a kind look to the mute cousin, “ Be
guarded against the cold, dear lady,” and he
was gone.

A few moments of family devotion, and the
inmates of that comfortable home were at rest.

The parents’ anxious bosoms would have
scarcely remained so, had they witnessed on

‘that cold night the wrappers alternately dis-
carded, and a cheroot produced as a substitute
in less than half « minute after the massive
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doors swung back, permitting the muffled tra-
veller to judge for himself; yet so it was, and
Lodwick Clairlowe reached the Golden Cross,
Charing Cross, with no worse symptom than
an immoderate appetite for breakfast.
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CHAPTER VIIL

 Morn’s dew-enamelled flowers,
The cloud through azurc sweeping,
Their bn«htness owe to sadder-hours,
Their calm to storms and weeping.”

Eicur years had elapsed since the last un-
happy interview between Lady Wilverton and
her nephew Brook Emmersly.

Time had scarcely lessened her attractions;
the beauty of Marianne scemed not evanescent
as that of her contemporaries; an intelligence
beamed in her countenance, undimmed by the
hard touch of care; she remained fresh and
blooming, as;on that dismal morning wkhen
the young lover so erringly wooed his widowed

“aunt.
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Lady Wilverton looked forward with de-
light to the impression her orphans would
make on the expected guests. The day of
arrival came, and with it the old-fashioned
travelling equipage of Colonel Clairlowe rolled
into the gates of Vicarage, summon-
ing a third part of the grey-headed vassals to
the hall,

Unloadmg, laughing, and chattering soon
filled the mansion, till at length the true
English party were ushered to the drawing-
room, where on either side of the mantel-
piece stood the boy and giri, pretticr and
gayer cven than usual.

Sarah was listening to a preamble of her
brother’s, about the ride from which he had
just returned, and as the door opened, Lady
Wilverton overheard the energetic remark of
the juvenile equestrian :

«“ Oh, T do wish you might ride too, Sarah;
you would enjoy it very much; yet if my
aunt does not propose it—I suppose]girls must

E3
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be older first—they do screech so when they
are frightened.”

“ Do they, George? what, more than' the
boys?” remarked his aunt, resting a hand on
each shoulder of the noble child.

“ Yes, don’t they?” said he, habitually
yielding to her judgment.

‘“ My darling, I will reserve the discussion
for another time. Now I must introduce you
to our ‘invisible good spirits,’ us*you chose to
designate Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe ; you
know that they are acquainted with Mrs.
Bacon.”

¢ Mr. Lodwick! where is he?” asked the
Rector, in a tone of surprise.

¢« ] am sorry you have reason to make that
inquiry, dear sir,” replied Miss Clairlowe.
“ We expected to have seen him yesterday,
and depended on his accompanying us, but
something ‘still detains him at Akbar House,
wihie seat of General Descbamps, but I hope
he will join us soon

%?The sister gave a sigh for her brother, who,
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she sadly feared, lingered in abeyance at the
shrine of Ida Deschamps’ vanity.

- Luncheon soon passed) when a riding party,
consisting of Mary, Mr. Dentnoris, and George,
sallied forth on a visit to their old and dear
friends, Lord gnd Lady Herberton, who lived
about three miles distant.

George was in perfect ecstacies with Miss
(lairlowe’s horsemanship, declaring that when
Sarah could ride equally well, he never would
go out without her.

‘“ It will tire your patience, I fear,” said
his uncle, “if you wait so long for Sarah’s
companionship. ~ This lady is nearly nine
years the senior of my little girl.”

“ Yes, sir, but Sarah learns everything
quickly and cleverly, if Aunt Marianne would
permit her to learn,” replied the boy, looking
earnestly for a smile of assent to his sugges-

“tion.

“1 could easily teach her myself, “Uncle
Beverley.”

“ How very good of you,” said Miss Clair-
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lowe. “1I am sure T shall make your little
sister quite proud by my account of your
kind intentions, for T am a confirmed tat-
tler.”

George laughed, the Rector seemed pleased,
and the ride proved delicious.

Gertrude and the merry Sarsh employed
their first moments, after the dispersion of
their party, in making a survey of the housc
and garden. Each corner of the singularly
old-fashioned mansion was explored, the li-
brary by mutual consent left until the last, as
a sort of resting-place for the languid guest.
Thither now they passed, the child busily
chatting in favour of each loved nook in that
many-angled room.

Uncle Beverley’s west side was especially
observed, filled with his favouritc authors,
and exclusively reserved for him.

“ And now,” said the smiling girl, *if you
will not think me very silly, as a curious lady
told me 1 was, the other day, I will show you
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my own best place of all the rooms. No one
ever sits here but myself,” added she, enthusi-
astically, turning at tle same moment round
an angle which formerly served for the recess
of a large closet, but which the Rector had.
displaced in.order to open a private door
through the library to the front lawn. ¢ And
I like it so, because Georgy's pony leaves his
footmarks on the soft grass; I can sec them
from here, and watch till. he returns. I
know, also, where he is gone, and that is
something, when 1 may not accompany him.
That corner,” continued Sarah, walking to a
comfortable nook in another dircetion, ¢ is
Aunt Marianne’s. Georgy calls it the Be-
nevolent Society’s Iall, because all poor
people who come for alms or work, rest here
until Lady Wilverton sees them. Observe,
by closing this door it shuts out the library.”

P%h! this is most delightful,” exclaimed
l'Mlss Grey, as she leaned over the couch,
weary with wandering.
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“ Do you like it really better than my own
corner 7’ asked the girl, almost sadly.

“ It is warmer, dedr little Sarah, by this
blazing fire, otherwise not so pretty by any
Jocans; and I hope to sit here often, if you
will only permit me.”

How little the mind foresees—how blindly
we are impelled from one calculation to
another! Onward, onward, always onward.
The fatal termination is seldom anticipated
in our free reckonings. However we darken
or embellish our future hopes, we rarely stop
in those vivid calculations, and ask the may-
be-time for death’s unfriendly coming. Even
our pale and wasting Gertrude hoped on, and
it sustained her spirit.

Sarah arranged the pillows of the roomy
couch, and, begging her to recline on it, stole
softly away in search of her aunt, alarmed
at the pallor of her companion.

Lady Wilverton was quickly in attendance,
and the busy little girl, meanwhile finding a
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pretty-looking volume, placed it by the in-
valid’s side, reminding her of the wish ex-
pressed on entering the library, that she
might be allowed to have anything to read
while she rested for half an hour on that
most delightful couch.

“You must like this book, dear lady, be-
cause everybody does,” observed Sarah.

Gertrude received the volume, turned to
the title-page; one look, and her cheeks grew
roseate, the silent lips quivered, the hand re-
fused its office.

Lady Wilverton heard the low, hushed sigh,
o . marked the sad exhaustion of her young
Ythend, but the mystic agency she divined not;
yet awstr‘ange fear, condemned as soon as ac-
knowledged, oppressed her.

An undefinable apprehension crept to the
mind of Marianne Wilverton, as shc mused
upon the singular coincidence, that the B. E.
on the title-page had riveted the gaze of
Gertrude Grey. Had Mr. Emmersly met her
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at Munich, and was Miss Grey’s an unrequited
love? Had Brook sought her, and was his
passion for the afféctionate aunt wholly
feigned ? .

Of this second hope Lady Wilverton would
have gladly felt assured; but again, he had
been in India upwards of four years, and Miss
Grey seemed scarcely seventeen.

Oh, Fancy! you are indeed a wild wanderer,
thought the widow. Perchance the title itself
awakened memories unconnected with Brook
Emmersly. I will, at least, lay the flattering
unction to my soul, and divest myself of the
painful thought that he could lure her to love,
and then abandon, ‘ |

Notwithstanding Lady Wilverton’s phi-
losophy, a troubled foreboding blended itsclf
with her last meditation in the library, and
but for the voice of Miss Clairlowe endeavour-
ing to arrest her exit, she might unconsciously
have framed to certainties, her now dreamy
apprehensions.
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“ Where shall I look for my cousin, dear
Lady Wilverton ?”

“On the couch at the back of my screen.
you will see her, resting from the unusual tra-
vels just made in company with Sarah,” replicd
the lady.

“ And I hope,” exclaimed the joyous tones
of@*@be younger lady, addressing Miss Grey,

“ th&t you have overcome all fatigue, and are
‘qthl% ready to be present at. my toilet. The
“dinner-bell will soon be rung, and I have
twenty thousand things to communicate be-
fore the second bids us to the board.”

At the approach of the ladies, Miss Grey
carefully concecaled the source of her study,
and, at the invitation of her cousin, languidly
moved from her reclining posture, forgetful of
the fatal volume, which, by her movement, fell
to the ground, when, as ever is the case, the
unlucky initials, B, E., large and clear as small
hand would admit, attracted the bluc eyes of
Mary Clairlowe.
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Lady Wilverton again observed the trau-
sient flush suffuse the pallid cheek of the in-
valid.

Mary cast one mournful look at the fallen
volume, thence into her cousin’s eyes, with the
earnest gaze of intense inquiry.

“ Gertrude,” she coldly uttered, * can you
accompany me ?”

“ Yes, yes,” whispered the faltering girl,
while heavy tear-drops on her gentle friend’s
hand, as she bent to recover the hapless work,
told more than words how truly devoted was
each thought of love for one most, most un-
worthy.

“ Mamma will lament to find this still re-
maining of his gifts, Gertrude!”

Gertrude’s tears had dried, and, in their
stead, an expression of subdued, settled sor-
row ; so irrevocably deep and drear the mental
conflict seemed to have fixed its hopelessness,
that further reproach, even by a sigh, was en-
tirely avoided.
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At the toilet all was explained, and the only
dissatisfaction arose from the circumstance of
Mr. Emmersly’s acquain.tance with Lady Wil-
verton, whom he had never told them he had
met in England.

The fecling of mutual confidence with which
the two girls took their seats at table, mysti-
fied their hostess, particularly when the spirits
of the drooping Gertrude rivalled the sprightly
j&ﬁyfousness of her cousin.

Dinner passed, and with undying love Miss
Grey retreated to her dormitory, where, in a
locked cabinet, she had deposited the sacred
relic of her lover. Again and again her burn-
ing lips caressed it, tranquillizing her con-
science on the subject of a promise made to
her aunt, three years ago, by resolving each
kiss should be the last.

There was no departure from her vow, when
pressing to her beating heart the property of
another—at least it was not one of his dear
gifts to her. At length, one farewell kiss, and
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the volume was restored to its old place, and
Gertrude Grey smiled at her fancied forbear-
ance in relinquishing the unexpected treasure.

The door of the library opened to admit
little Sarah,— Did you read my book, Miss
fGrey? When. you have entirely finished it,
Aunt Marianne wishes to have it. Mr. Em-
mersly,” continued the child; Gertrude drew
her breath suddenly, as if in alarm, while her
young companion looked vainly round the
room to discover the cause.

“ What frightened you, Miss Grey? I think
the lamp above you only flickered; no one is
here but ourselves.” And by this unsuspect-
ing and comfortable assurance Gertrude was
recalled to animation.

“ Who gave you the book, d1d you say, dear
Sarah?”

“Did I gay that any one gave it me, Miss
Grey? becaus¢ it is not ‘mine; I merely in-
tended to tell you to whom it once belonged.”

“ Whom ?” asked Gertrude, hurriedly.



TNE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 99

“ A Mr. Emmersly,” responded the asto-
nished girl; ¢ yet why are you so frightened?
“There is no wind this e;lening to disturb even
the papers when the door is opened; and,
cloted in as snugly as we are, I cannot think
what frightens you, dear pale Miss Grey

“QOh, never mind, I have only caught a
slight cold, and entreat you, dear child, to
continue what” you were about to say. What
was it ?’

¢ Nothing more than I sometimes think I can
recollect Mr. Emmersly. Uncle calls him
Brook, but Aunt Marianne frequently says
Mr. Emmersly, so I suppose his proper name
is Brook Emmersly.”

Had the hero in person stood before them,
Gertrude Grey. could not have realized the
memory of his beloved lineaments more per-
fectly than at the moment when the lively
Sarah pronounced that dearest name on earth.

“T will tell you no more till you have re-
covered from coming down stairs in such a
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hurry,” added the child; “I had half forgot-
ten my own errand too. Let me see,” said she,
seeking among the héap of periodicals for the
“ Indian Gazette.” ¢ Here it is; I am afraid
you are too fond of books, Miss Grey, by your
remaining such a long time in this quiet room.
Come, if you please, as soon as you can; the
piano is already open, and Aunt Marianne’s
harp tuned.”

Mr. Dentnoris at this moment entered, hat
in hand, intending to visit an infirm pensioner.

“ Well, my love, where is the paper?” he
inquired, addressing the orphan girl,

“ Here, here, sir; I stayed to prevail on
Miss Grey to forsake this dull room,”

“ Ah, do!” said the kind Rector, “and I
will be your escort to the drawing-room.”

¢ And I will answer all your questions about
the book, if you will.”
- There was but one amid the crowd to un-
derstand how more than gladsome her lone
heart felt with that one book, her only com-
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forter! In that room was a thing once his—
it peopled even the grim old frames with hea-
venly portraits, and cost poor Gertrude a full
heart to leave it.

The first song ended, the kind old people
anxiously watched the hectic on their niece’s
cheek; a thousand reasons were assigned for
the nervous cough, despite Gertrude’s playful
disavowal of any- painful symptom.

“T thought you looked tired while I was
speaking of Mr. Emmersly,” said Sarah.

“ Speaking of whom?” asked Colonel Clair-
lowe.

“ Of Mr. Emmergly, sir.”

“ Mr. Emmersly, my child—why, what deo
you know of him ?”

“ Why, really nothing at all," replied the
prattling girl.

“You do know something about him,” re-
torted George. ‘ No one I have ever seen
with such gray eyes and white teeth. Villiers
used to tell ns,” George continued, with a look
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full of sad remembrance, * that Mr. Em-
mersly was always very handsome and very
wicked, and that nobody liked him now, be-
cause he had been false to his friends and
treacherous to his foes.”

Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe exchanged
glances of entirc surprise. Many other dis-
crepancies in the life of Brook Emmersly were
elicited from the annals of the nurse, tradi-
tionally reported by the children.

The subject was then discontinued; and, in
listening to the sweet notes of Lady Wilver-
ton’s rich voice, the fond Gertrude remembered
only that her heart had fixed its future hap-
piness on bygone memories, too passionately
loved to fade or be forgotten.

“ Sing that song for me once, Aunt Mari-
anne—the song you taught Miss Herberton. I
hear the chimes, and have but tén more mi-
nutes to remain,” said George, repeating his
entreaty. - ' » -

Imperceptibly to all, save one, their party
received an additional guest.
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Lodwick Clairlowe had stolen to Miss Grey’s
side, breathlessly listening to each tone of the
thrilling voice, inwardly denouncing Ida Des-
champs for attempting to detain him from
such sweet sounds; and beginning to think
his time wasted in thus absenting limself
from the Rectory.

The comical deseription his friend at Akbar
+ITouse had given him of the pedantic abbess
sort of person, and the misanthrope of a bro-
ther, both proudly conceited—having appended
to their hecls a nephew and niece of extraor-
dinary precocity, very considerably diminished
his anxiety to victimize himself, as Ida termed
the fulfilment of his promise to the guests of
the good Rector.

¢ Incomprehensible girl!” thought he, sur-
veying the actualities before him, and listen-
ing to the gentle lady-like performer,-*what
could induce her to commit such treason upon
truth ?”

* Miss Deschamps can do nothing like:that,”
VOL. I. F ]
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he murmured, till reminded by the pale girl
before him that silepce must be kept if he
wished to hear the song throughout. The
sounds at length were hushed, glad welcomes
succeeded, and the two orphans were intro-
duced. ¢ What beautiful little creatures! Ob,
Ida, your description was indeed imperfect!”

¢ Jda Deschamps sings well,” said Lodwick,
‘ but neither in voice nor style approaches
your beautiful friend, my mother.”

“Ida Deschamps! my dear boy. Ida does
nothing that pleases me, nothing w-ell ?

¢ Pardon me, she has been well taught!”

 And better practised, if one may judge
from the skilful management of her looks.”

“ Mother, dear mother mine, you are grow-
ing censorious.” o

“ Yes, really, mamma; you seldom gpeak
severely,” rejoined Mary.

“ Poor Ida,™murmured a gentle voice.

“Why ¢poor Ida,’ Gertrude?”

“T know not why, Mr. Clairlowe!”
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“ For mercy’s sake, d¥ not ;employ my
patronymic unnecessarily, Migs Grey,” said
the young soldier, looking #xedly on his

cons .

“ nodwick, let it be then, and T will return
to my old privilege,” she replied; “ but really
you have grown so tall and sun-burnt, I
scarcely knew if the comparatively old woman
dare venture upou so terrible a liberty.”

‘“ Never dissemble, sweet Gertry, to please
we; I am not pleased by it; T sce clearly T
need not flatter myself that you thought at
all about it.”

A sigh was the response.

“ Miss Deschamps,” continued Lodwick,
“ is very much improved of late, and Count
Estalles assured me she had been the unrivalled
belle of two seasons.”

“1 'sfzpf)ose she has not yet decided to ac-
cept the Count?’ asked Mary, ¢ or, perad-
venture, some wealthier lover wears her trophies
now ?” ‘

F 2
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« Cruel sister! she appears innocent of any
charge of fickleness.” ,

‘ She has one warm and generous advocate,”
observed Lady Wilverton, ‘

¢ And in & worthier cause he might win a
fresher wreath,” added the Colonel; ¢ we do
not love Ida now, as we did seven years ago:
the continent has worked evils in her natu-
rally kind heart. IIave a care, my son,

“ The heart betrayed, too late observes the snare.”

“ Never fear for me, sir; Idais an agreeable
companion, but, by the Lord Harry, I should
go to war with Fate if I fancied she doomed
Miss Deschamps for my wife.”

“Bravo, my boy!” cjaculated the father;
“ no, no! never let her wear the motto of my
house.”

During .the preceding dialogue, Beverley
Dentnoris amused himself by turning over the
:'*‘te“"aves of an ancient music-book.

- % Miss Clzirlowe,” asked the Rector, “do you
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ever sing any of these remarkably beautiful old
ballads ?” o

Mary glanced at the familiar melodics, whis-
pering audibly, “Tt is so long a time since I
sang before Lodwick, that I am frightened at
the ordeal; for I remember he is a most inex-
orable critic.”

‘ And Mary ngirer disappointed mein affording
ample materials,” replied the brother, fondly;
“ but you must discontinue this sad habit of
blushing over head and ears; strangers would
take me for your lover.”

It was but a thmight-, a vague, yet an encou-
raged thought, that Lodwick and Iarold Dent-
noris very much resembled each other.

The song was sung with that deep pathos,
whicli, occasionally, when the voice has neither
richness nor sweetness, sinks to the soul, and
subdues louder plaudits.

Lodwick knew the value of his praise, and a
fervent touch of his lips on the brow of the per-
former brought glistening tell-tales to the soft
eyes beneath.
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Who hath not felt that mutely expressed
commendation !

“ There is oue circumstance which gratifies,
satis.ﬁes, yet astonishes me, lady,” said the
Colonel.

“ Ard what may that be, dear sir?”

¢ Simply this; Licut. Clairlowe’s last visit
to Akbar llouse seems pretty considerably to
have enhanced his appreciation of home cnjoy-
ments. I, for my part, momentarily expect to
hear that he prefers his present companions to
¢ Thegirl he left behind him.’”

“Yes, a man unaccustomed to artificial
manners does not easily acquire a relish for
them,” observed the son; “and I am afraid
Mr. Locke would find my blank-paper mind
filled too completcly o receive any new im-
pression quite so instanteneously. Of course,
the scratching out of any otherwise ineradicable
prepossesgion might give space for change,
but the newly coneeived notions must occupy
morc than thirty hours "in maturing, so that

.
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Miss Deschamps’ ‘put on’ gravities and gaieties
have small charm for me!”

« Although,” added Lady Wilverton, “ they
are an immense improvement sometimes,”

“ Granted! but you understand what I
would say—give me an ingenuous mind, and
such a smile as this,” exclaiméd Lodwick, part-
ing a stray curl on the neck of his sister, from
the chain that entangled it, gazing at the same
moment on the lips whence the smile proceeded.

The evening closed, and all retired to rest.
Miss Clairlowe’s maid had just loosened the
bands of her mistress’s hair, when a knock at
the door, and * May I come in?” was followed
by the actual presence of Lodwick, who, pray-
ing for a few moments’ chat, by way of sopo-

‘rific, took his seat by his sister’s side, a pri-
vileged and welcome intruder. .

“ Has not this been a long day?” said she,
patiently submitting to the sundry * pulls”
inflicted by her sleepy abigail.

“ A long day, dearest?”
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“.Yes, a fatigning day,” added the tired
girl; ¢ the secing people one has not seen for
$0 many years—so opposite as they are, too, to
the people Ida Deschamps caricatured them as
being. Then the long ride to the darling
Grange

“ Have you, then, scen the Herbertons ?”
interrupted her listencr; * do they live far
hence? and is Charlotte at home? Lord Del-
vor, is he there?”

“ What astring of questions ! however, Imean
to answer them all in due succession. Char-
lotte is with Lady Loder in Italy. Lord Delvor
ubique! Lady Wilverton says he is a constant
guest herc whenever he remains any time in
the neighbourhood, so I shall see the conquering
hero at last ! and think, Lody,how singular that *
theintroductiop should take place at the market
town of ——,. of all this earth’s odd corners.
I am told he'is blindly anxious to consummate
the bond with the fuir lady of hislove, but that
¢La belle fiancée’ is not equally so.”

# « You recolléct the poor dejected Hugh
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Matlin; he is about to marry his ugly friend
the ¢ Millionaire, to whom he ‘was pledged
years ago. -You must also remember her ex-
emplary conduct, when his breach of faith was
revealed, and the offer to Miss Herberton pub-
licly spoken of, coupled, of course, with her
rejection of his hand.

“ Such a hand! no wonder the appcarance of
its nearer proximity alarmed the excessively re-
fined divinity ; but let that be as it 'mu,y,' the
conduct of one lady on the occasion recalled the
truant infidel to his old allegiance, and to the
surprise of all the world, his ugly friend par-
doned and reaccepted his devotion.

“ Charlotte’s other flame, who married kind
Lllen Maltby, is dead: he died six weeks after
the birth of little Charles.

“Ellen still declares that her husband never
wandered from his first and on¥ love; she is.
a sweet gentle woman,” said Mary, rising from
her ¢hair, and dismissing her domestic. ¢I
wish I could become acquainted with her. She

¥ 3
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who could devote her life to the man she loved,
without a reason to shope a requital for her
heart’s enduring sacriéce, perfectly aware that
he would thanklessly relinquish her kindness,
and clasp another form, and confess a dearer
love, oh, she must be worthy of esteem!

“ He married to please his father, and did not
explain his prior attachment until delirium
betrayed it—yet no murmur ever escaped the
lips of that true wife.

“ Lady Herberton cannot prevail on her to
attend Charlotte’s wedding.

¢ Little Charlie's christening was a heart-
rending scene; by Mr. Bacon’s desire, the
clergyman performed the cecremony at the bed-
side of the dying man, while he himself faintly
pronounced the name of ¢ Charlotte.’

% Mrs. Bacon, wishing to prevent the dis-
covery of hiswrelapse, and trembling lest any
corltradiction shonld agitate him farther, took
hji hand, when he, clasping hers, convulsively

ppointed to the infant, murmuring ¢ Charl—.’
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¢ His name is Charles,’ exclaimed the earnest
woman; and the ceremony was completed
ere she perfectly recovered from her disap-
pointment; the boy’s name was to bave been
Edward, that of her husband. She felt the
presentiment of a fatal termination to the har-
rowing regret so plainly dragging life away,
and longed to have one certain proof that, in
spite of every contretems, she still possessed his
child. Yet thus, at the moment of their last
earthly leave-taking, she was again reminded
of her utter valuelessness to him—poor strug-
gling victim of so much love. When Mrs.
Bacon looked again on the form so idolized,
she met no more his ioright, clear, liquid
eyes, and the dull film of death shaded them
from her sight for ever—his features rigid in
insensate death. -She fainted, for he was lost
for ever.

“ Poor creature! well, do not let us hear
any more of lovers just now, Mazy ; not at least
such bad histories, salutary though they be—
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yet to my mind such abject devotion amounts
to pusillanimity.”

" «Oh, Lodwick, do not say s0; we feel con-
‘strained to admire an clevated mind thus raised
above the common sin of selfishness, surmount-
ing even the most venial, though usually un-
conquerable, frailtieg of our nature.”

Little did Lodwick Clairlowe anticipate a
like episode to be recorded in his own heart
hercafter.

“What are thearrangements for to-morrow ?”’
again interrupted the brotl'fer. “[ should like
to rile over to the Grange; will you accom-
pany me, Mary?’

“I really eannot say, until I hear what ny
dear mother’s wishes are. .1 know we dine
there at six, but I am so accustomed to tall into
her arrangementsgvithout the trouble of build-
ing plans for mysélf, that I am afraid I stand a
chance of remaining a simple child all my
life.”

Mary then. r«.lated the mcldents of the
day.
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Lodwick -sighed.” “1 wish Gertrude Grey
had never seen that serpent. Emmersly, yet
how can his concerns interest Lady Wilverton?
Mystery ! mystery! all mystery with that apos-
tate; yet methinks I do remember hearing
something of 4 little nephew whom Sir Taun-
Jfon Wilverton adopted, or. had charge of, or
«something of the sort; but have you discovered,
among the most incalculable truths of this
world, whether young Dentnoris’s illegitinacy
has been proved 7’

“Lady Herberton_tells me it is confirmed
beyond a question,” replied his blushing si®er,
“and admires both the Rector and Aunt
Marianne more for their exclusive fondness,
nay, even proved aflection, to the orphans;
and do they not look full of love, when
introducing the children tostrangers? Really,
when I think of George and the sweet

Sarah ,”

““ And no other member of their tmmly?
Pray, what has the secretary dane to merit
your forgetfulness ?”
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“ Yes, Mr. Harold Dentnoris as well, then,
dear Lody.”

Who shall interrogate the fond memory ho-
vering through scenes past, in which Harold
had made that young heart his own, even
before he felt how fixed and inseparable his
thoughts were for her?

“ I really mistrust my senses sometimes, so
perfectly assured am I that their rights will be
proved, when the circumstaneces of the case are
more carefully examinéd,” said Mary.

“J am afraid the present Lord Dentnoris
has®rone deep into them already. People say
he was anxious to establish his nephew’s claim ;
but how horridly vexatious it is on Harold’s
account. Our mother has rendered me quite
familiar with the name, you hear.”

A gilence of several minutes followed the
discussion of the subject so deeply interesting,
till Mary interrupted it by observing, * Do
not you think, from the character of Lord
Dentnoris, that he was too proud a man to in-



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE, 111

volve his dearest treasures in the calamity the
world lays to his charge? Lady Dentnoris,
too, was a womean of infinite pride; so, is it
probable, humanly speaking, -that they would
have omitted any ceremony, by the disregard
of which their ohlldrens respectability could
be forfeited ?”

“Oh, Mary dear, good night! and God
grant. b you may ever remain thus unacquainted

with the chronieles of man’s selfishness. Good
night, dear girl,”
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CHAPTER VIII.

“1low dear ! might that sweet season last,
1n which our first love-drcam is pust,
Ere doubts, and cares, and jealous pain,
Are flaws in the heart’s diamond chain.”
L EL

“ MARIANNE, I wish you would observe the
destruction of your own, if not of my pro-

*perty,” exclaimed the Rector. ¢ Sce! you
have not only poured the coffec over your
dress, but also into my plate, which anything
but improves the flavour of the rall; the cloth
is covered too, and the letters!”

“QOh! save the letters!” entreated Lady
‘Wilverton, as she hastily prayed assistance to
“*prevent their laving in the brown stream. This
dreaded mischief, however, was quickly averted,
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and the superscription of each well-known cor-
respondent immediately ,l;ecognise'd—-the “B.
E.” in the corner of one too certainly indicating
the writer’s name, while Gertrude Grey’s flit-
ting colour betrayed the mysterious intensity
of feeling s0 incomprehensible to the widow,
“who, as she looked on the disquieting envelope,
anticipated no great pleasure from its contents.

Miss Grey, the only one unwritten to of the
party, pondered silently over the sceming lone-
liness of her orphan lot, little understanding
the real sccrets of a history for the most part
concealed from her:

Her father, when quite a youth, elandes-
tinely married the daughter of an Italian vo-
calist. For a fow short years love lent them
cnergy to support unrepiningly fhe first expe-
ricnee of poverty, till the inflexibility of her
grand-paient’s resentment fully evinced itself.

Not content: with ‘the merc disinleriting of his_
" unfortunate son, he added bitter denumciations
against the wife.” A few lingering weeks of
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sickening despondency, and Henry Grey’s re-
mains were permitted, by the still relentless
parent, to be gathered to his forefathers in the
family vault.

The sudden termination of her husband’s
painful journey on earth, her distance trom
brighter Italy, and utter destitution, with the
trifling exception of two shillings a day,
speedily accomplished Death’s commands, sum-
moning the wife to follow her husband.

They laid her in & lone uncouth grave, and
the loved and beautiful was soon forgotten by
the few who, in her first days of wedded hap-
piness, contributed small pittances for the
young bride’s dowry.

Before her last sad sigh escaped, the infant
Gertrude was conveyed to the carc of Mrs.
Clairlowe by a trusty messenger, accompanied
by the following note, her child's only testa-
ment -—

“ DEAR MADAM,
‘“ My husband’s father and yours were sol-
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diers in the same battle-field; and, consoled
by this single thought, I die. Take my baby-
girl to your heart; mould her to your will;
let her not yearn for us, nor hear our faults
upbraided. God will thus bountifully reward
the unrepining admission of the penalty lle
imposed. e has brought us to the grave.
Save our child. I know not what 1 write; my
eyes are dim in tears and death. I see my
child; she clings to this attenuated frame. I
bless you—bless my baby, while the cold finger
of decay traces the vision of my coming tomb.
My child, farewell! Her bright eyes will briug
me back to life!l—1I die!
‘ TRAVISA GREY.”

Such confidence had not been misplaced,
and the little Gertrude soon became familiar
and happy with the merry hearts around her.
Nevertheless, a longing for the beloved smiles
of parents so suddenly removed, and the
“ wherefore” was she left thus isolated, paled
her young brow, and shed a melancholy over her,



116 GOALS AND GUERDONS: OR,

irresistibly attractive to her fricnds, and sadly
illustrative of the history of her life. Buta
portion of her father’s misfortunes had been re-
vealed, leaving poor Gertrude only partially
aware of the full amount of gratitude she owed
to the relations assembled at ——— Rectory.
Mrs. Clairlowe at length broke the silence,
- by remarking that, as her niece appeared to be
the only one disengaged, she might perform a
great service for her by reading a letter from
Lady Loder. * And, Mary,” continued she,
“ do not be too elated by the news you will
presently hear.” The thoughtful Gertrude
instantly abandoned her meditation to accept
the well-timed duty; and read as follows :—

“ My DEAR Mgs. CLAIRLOWE,
 The Herbertons and their party pro-
mised to spend the Easter week with us at
Loder, Deo volente.: 'This fact. precedes the
object of my letter, as it will, I hope, do duty
as & bribc, and insure an offirmative for our
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petition — ¢ Will you and yours join our
circle?’ ] '

“Percy, whom you have never seen, has
brought home three beautiful horses. The
white barb is for Miss Clairlowe’s use, 1 hear,
—that is, if you can be good enough to aceept
our unceremonious invitation. He spends half
his time in training it; and, for my sake and
what his mother loves, this is done, as I have
noﬁsret seen her rival.

¢ My Percy, too; my poor heart dreads the
time when this delicious feeling will not, can-
not, be so undividedly mine. Ile is now only
twenty, and his past travels have not spoiled
my boy. He scems full of us and home. Miss
Grey, if she will so far honour him, is to have
the use of ¢ Jet.’

“ With the kindest recollections to yon and
yours frow our trio, believe me, my dear Mrs.
Clairlowe, Yours,

‘ BELLA LODER.”

“ P.S.—I wish those amiable friends of the
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Herbertons would augment our happiness by
meeting you. An invitation is already written,
but I feel slightly scrupulous about sending it.
If you think I dare venture so far on our short
acquaintance, I will post it.”

¢ What a kind, silly old woman it is!” ex-
claimed Colonel Clairlowe. * Mary, my dear,
she wants a wife for her Percy; any objec-
tion, eh?” '

¢ Nay, papa, do not anticipate the attack,”
replied his daughter, smiling in turn; ‘may-
be he will make you an excellent son-in-law—
if —-" e '

“No ¢ifs,” Mary,” added Lodwick; * how
singularly everything happens for my advan-
tage—all my wishes thus easily gratified; but
from whom is your letter, sister mea ?”

“ Look,” observed Miss Clairlowe, holding
up a perfumed sheet, filled with the flippant
characters of 1da Deschamps’ pen,‘ “from your

Euphrosyne !”
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« Mine! well, I like that. Good bye; Tam
off to the Grange!” .

“T am afraid the contents of my despatches
will prove uninteresting to all but Beverley,”
said Lady Wilverton. ¢ You must know, my
dear brother, that Sir-Oakington is dead, and
Brook has succeeded to the baronetcy.”

¢ Indeed ! how has he left his son? wealthy ?”

“ Fifteen hundred a year, with the Hall;
this last, however, it appears, Sir Brook re-
signs in favour of his mother, during her life.
Read the letter, it will explain every circum-
stance.”

" “Had you not a protégé of that name, Lady
Wilverton, if the question be not impertinent ?”
asked Colonel Clairlowe.’

“I had, dear sir; but many years since he
cast aside the acguaintance.”

“ Then this Mr. Emmersly must be the same
person we know,”

“ Now Sir Brook Emmersly,” replied the
aunt, '
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“Yet may I, too, evince the curiosity 1 have
to hear how you became acquainted ?”

“And L, cjdcuhted Lodwwk ¢ burn to hear
the whole truth.”

“ The truth, then,” said Lady Wilverton,
is as follows ——"

“Nay, Marianne, T can hetter relate the
circumstances connceted with your wild and
bygone schemes. My sister, Mrs. Clairlowe,
thought herself capable of controlling, un-
assisted, the mad spirits of an Oxonian. The
achievementdefied heranticipations ; and, much
to her disappointment, he scampered off, first
to Germany, then to India, then, on furlongh,
or sick-certificate, returned-to his much-ad-
mired Venice, paying his Aunt Marianne a
{lying visit, which, proving anything but satis-
factory, he was off again; smtl’Ir believe, from
this letter, he must purpose a repetition of his
travels, as well as a brief stay in his native
land ”

Poor Gertrude! vainly had Mrs. Clairlowe’s
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kind heart invented excuses to obtain the ab-
sence of her niece from this explanation, and,
lest it should be prolonged, she requested the
trembling girl to accompany her to prepare for
their early ride.

“Does this said Sir Brook return imme-
diately ?” inquired Lodwick, hastily, as his
mother and eousin left the room.

“ No; after all, he simply alludes to the pro-
bability of his appearance at the marriage of
his old flame, Miss Herberton.”

“ Do you know that he proposed to Ger-
trude, and has treated her perfidiously? at
least, though the world may not think so, I do.”

“ And she has#eejected him, I hope P said
the Colonel, warmly.

“ We never mention the subject now, and
I humbly beg pardon for having said so
much. However, I can see that neither
of you admire him, for not a word of com-
mendation have you spoken; and when Dent-

ris threw the letter on the table, I think
L. L G
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it was not done with the air of augmented
happiness.”

Mary listened breathlessly; Lady Wilver-
ton’s pallor increased.

For Brook, had he not ventured to refer to
scenes of agitating annoyance? had he not
also stated his motive for communicating the
advancement of his fortunes to her, hoping it
might assist his single wish in life, at the same
moment that the wasting Gertrude langunished
in her fond devotedness?

¢ Perfidious to such a splendid girl,” thought
Lodwick; “a girl faultless and beautiful, free
from the shackles of worldly vanity. May the
good Fates prosper me, I ld¥e her too.” Then,
with a sigh not quite disconsolate, he le 4
upon his spirited horse, and quitted thejs-
tory on & visit to his carly friends.- w
* 4 Thig little note,” continued Lady W,j5
ton, “ contains an important share of infw,
tion. I think I told you, Colonel Clairlo
that I had been fortunate enough to let W’

- .
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verton Abbey on lease to the lay rector, Sir
William Belton; and herein,” said she, looking
on the billet, *“I am requested to grant an in-
terview concerning the change of entrance to
the turret and observatory.”

¢ When will he ¢gall?” inquired her brother.

¢“ At any hour I appoint.”

“ Let it be two or three o'clock; I have
particular and urgent engagements after the
latter hour.”,

‘ May-be you expect a loﬂi' in dlsgtuse,
Dentnoris ?”’ said the Colonel.

% No, far otherwise, I assure you ; Sir Wil-
. liam is an * Ancient,’ with a number of
_ daughters.”
“the “Ap excellent wife still living, would have
briefer argument against the notion,
I W3, said his sister.
muct§¥Bnst confess that the first impression
of y#in the announcement of Sir William
, s the servant threw open the drawing-

G2

« @
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room door, was extremely opposite to the de-
scription of the good Rector. In lieu of the
gray-haired  Ancient,” Lord Delvor intro-
duced his friend Sir William, son of the baronet
lately deceased. . Eighteen months previously
he had breathed his last at Malta.

The world did not universally award admi-
ration to the countenance of Sir William, the
paleness of which was increased by the shade
of black heavygurls, the dark moustache, and
the long fringel eyes of that most intense blue
into which one looks untiringly as they vary
with each new emotion; now deeply dark, now
brightly blue. A figure, tall and handsomely
proportioned, bent with the languor of ill
health, accompanied by a voice of earnest
thoughtfulness, prepossessed as much as asto-
nished the inmates of —— Rectory, nor could
the merry old soldier forbear throwing one
glance of mystical import to Lady Wilverton
after ¢he introduction.

The contemplated alterations were pro-
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nounced to be most essential improvements,
and the gentlemen had, no sooner departed
than, to the satisfaction of Colonel Clairlowe,
he was enabled to state the confirmation of
his' opinion, that the stranger was, without
doubt, a lover in disguise.

Lady Wilverton laughed at his jesting,
while Lodwick, tired and disconcerted, entered
atr the moment of an animated eulogy upon
Lord Delvor, only to find himself a second
time defeated in his attempt to meet him.
He had ridden fast towards the Grange,
then back to the Rectory, and, weary with
the repeated disappointment, flung himself on
a couch in the library.

His dreamings were interrupted by the un-
expected arrival of Harold Dentnoris, who, ill
and dispirited, walked unheralded into the
room. Lodwick Clairlowe started from his
recumbent attitude, pleading he scarcely knew
what or wherefore, in extenuation of his idle
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lounge; begged the visitor to be seated, offer- '
ing at the same time to summon Mr. Dent-
noris.

“J thank you,” remarked the smiling in-
truder, “T will, myself, seek Lady Wilverton;
but here she is!” exclaimed the nephevw,
grasping the hand of his aunt, and carrying
it to his lips.

Lodwick remained an inactive spectator of
the denouément.;, till Lady Wilverton, remem-
bering they had not met before, pronounced
the usunal introduction.

“Ah! T am most glad to see you, Mr.
Dentnoris,” cried the warm-hearted lieutenant;
“ my cousin has described you with perfect
accuracy, and if I may, I do at once scek your
acquaintance by this privilege,” said he, ex-
tending his hand, :

Harold willingly accepted the proffered
pledge, with a sympathetic gesture which
neither timne nor absence ever obliterated.
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“ Who are your other guests, Lady Wilver-
ton? Surcly I cannot be mistaken, it is—"

_ % Mrs. Clairlowe and the Colonel,” rejoined
the widow.

“ Yes, precisely, but the ladies in riding-
dresses ?’

“ Their daughter and niece, Harold; I re-
collect you met them at Venice.” :

4 Let us join them;” said the brother; ¢ I
am surc they will be only too glad of an
opportunity to shake you by the hand again,
and I am equaily gratified to have the start of
them once to-day, at all events.”

His predictions were fully verified; and
o happy. glance of astonished delight from
the blushing Mary, whispered consolation to
one beating bosom.

“ Yet,” thought he, * why keep the trca-
sured memories of old so jealously within my
breast? Why had not blind prophecy stayed
their first hallowed thoughts and hopes? Then,
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I knew not the bitter poison awaiting me—
felt not the curse of illegitimacy. Down,
then, wild aspirings! down to the depth of my
lonesome soul. . No, I dare not; if, when un-
alloyed happiness glanced before my future—
if, then, I could not trust myself to speak my
love, how may my voice presume to form a
beggar’s prayer, and offer a sullied reputation
and no name, to her, or look upon her form
even with a brother’s love.” '

“ Harold!” said a gentle child-like tone,
arousing him from his brief reverie, —
¢ Harold!” He turned and gazed upon the
lovely little sister, yet unknown to him.

¢“ And is-that George who helped Miss
Grey to dismount?” asked the brother, as
he caught the sweet Sarah to his yearning
heart. .

“ Yes, Harold, and we have talked of you
until we did everything hut see you. Both
George and I continually besought Aunt
Marianne to tell us of our brother, and now
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you are really here, I can scarcely believe it;
but you look afraid of us all.”

Harold Dentnoris msenmbly‘ acknowledged
the beatitude of home; imperceptibly the joy-
fulness of his friends crept into his mind, and
bade him rejoice, even without joy. The
confirmation of his illegitimacy had wholly
overpowered him; had changed his genuine
happiness to gloom, and curdled cvery memory
into gall. Bitter, bitter retrospect! the un-
avoidable blame commingling with the re-
membrance of a parent’s love.

Their former intimacy had becn slight, but
Mary Clairlowe had chronicled his looks, his
words, and every sigh, in the volume of her
young life’s records.

G 3
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CHAPTER IX.

“ Sorrow
Would be a rarity most beloved, if all
,Could 50 become it."——~KiNG LEAR.

* Oh, many a shaft at random sent,
Finds mark the archer little meant ;
And many a word at random spoken,
Mauy soothe, or wound, a heart that’s broken !

'THE voice of Mrs. Clairlowe, inquiring for
the young ladies, hastened the clasping of Miss
Grey’s second bracelet, who, delighted for
once to be prepared to attend a first summons,
quickly withdrew her arm from the satisfied
maid, and descended to the drawing-room.

A robe of ruby velvet reflected a warm hue
over her clear white complexion, and lighted
up her pale brow almost to the tinge of health.
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A ruby bandeau, interspersed with ruby stars
bound her black braided hair, and gave a
bright happy expression to her calm eyes, as
she glided into the presence of her aunt.

Misg Clairlowe was about to make an earnest
observation, when her mother drawing her
aside, whispered—* Not now, my love, not
now; it would distress her. T feel convinced
she is not aware of it—it is a mistake of
Langdon’s.”

The carriages rolled heavily from the door,
leaving Harold, who had declined joining the
party, more than doubly mournful, and alone.
A moment for the indulgence of his sorrow,
and again the love of kindred prevailed. «He
listened to the pealing laugh of his little sister
—heard their merry ¢ Good nights,” — the
kiss !-—He could no longer repel the consoli-
tary ideas crowding, despite himself, into his
bosom, bidding him cull the few sweets left
in the enjoyment of pure unselfish love—and
well did the peaceful after-hour reward him:
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“ I thought you were gone to the Grange,”
cried Sarah.

“ And I thought I heard Aunt Marianne
wish you to go, Harold,” exclaimed Georgy,
in a tone of surprise. '

“ And you, I suppose, very properly think
such a wish from Aunt Marianne tantamount
to a command, dear boy?” answered Harold.

“ Of course! if my aunt wishes me to do
anything, I would not give her the trouble of
commanding me,—I always think her wish
sufficient.”

“ Oh, but Harold is different from us, Georgy
dear; he is a man, — and men are able to
knoy everything good for themselves as well
as Uncle Beverley;—at least uncle has told
me they ought to do s0.”

“ A homily on obedicnce ;—upon my word,
Sally, you are very clever to find such sterling
arguments in my defence—but Georgy also is
right—and ‘when I can attend to it, the com-
mand of Aunt Marianne is uttered in the wish.”
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The request to see his horses and dogs on
the morrow, gave our hero something to look
forward to, independent of the melancholy
question of inheritance. Small are the coin-
cidences which cither attract us towards, or
repel us from, the pleasures of this carth.

Harold returned to his chamber, where
again the wounded spirit sought its luckless
thewe, reverting to his father, his mother,
their English home, left so early, and mourned
so long, till kindly weariness overcame him,
and the litterness of memory was for a time
subdued.

In the hall of the old-fashioned Grange, a
string of venerable domestics welcomed their
favourite, Lady Wilverton; and in a few mo-
ments the party gathered round the blazing
hearth of the Herbertons. * - :

Dinner was shortly announced, and Mary
found herself led to table by their agrecable
visitor of the morning.

“ There is something -exquisitely graceful
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in the walk of Lady Wilverton,” observed
Sir William Belton,—* a majesty of motion
scarcely describable.” -

% That is not a chief perfection,” rejoined
Miss Clairlowe, “ she is altogether perfect.”

“ My fellow traveller, Mr. Harold Dent-
noris, is of course known to you, Miss Clair-
lowe?”,

“Oh, yes!” replied the confused girl—* we
have known him slightly.”

“ And like him ?”

“ Yes, he was a great favourite with papa.”

Sir William had put the question for the
sake of saying something connected with the
family. ' .

“ I have heard him frequently speak of Co-
lonel Clairlowe,” continued the Baronet, ¢ and
on onc occasion % gentleman present grew
most vociféerous in praise of his daughter.”

Mary’s thoughts had wandered off to com-
mune with the spirit of the past; she did not,



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 135

therefore, immediately respond to the observa-
tions, ,

“ You have no curiosity, Miss Clairlowe, or
you would testify a little interest in the name
of the person I alluded to.”

“Yes! Oh, yes! I am of a most inquisitive
disposition; do, I intreat you, allow me to
hear the name of your friend.”

“ No friend—No! It was Sir Brook Em-
mersly 1”7

“ Indeed!” quickly rejoined Mary Clair-
lowe, perceiving the startled countenance of
her cousin, and rather willing to hazard a
return to the former wsubject, thail hear the
prohibited namec again. ¢ But whence did
you travel in company with Mr. Harold Dent-
noris ?” ‘

¢ From Venice to Staines, a few miles from
London. We met at General Deschamps’,
and I have been using my utmost endeavours
to extort the promise of a visit from him; but,
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notwithstanding my assiduity, Le perversely
withholds even the shadow of a pledge. I
would like to seesmyr sisters, who are quieter
“than any quakeresses in Europe, pull caps for
so attractive a conquest,—yet, perchance, he
pursues the wiser system, and will not at-
tempt to break their hearts in unrequited
love.” .

Mary felt half disposed to be indignant, yet
a moment’s reflection restored her ‘self-pos-
session. Harold Dentnoris had never breathed
a thought of love to her—they had exchanged
no look of lové—then why the tacit acknow-
ledgment — why in Mary Clairlowe’s heart
did therc exist a sacred, a profound fellowship
towards the illegitimate? These ideas flitted
rapidly thro#%h her mind, and occupied
scarcely an instant, ere she replied by asking,

“ Has Mr. Dentnoris determined, then, to
live and die a bachelor?”
. “On the contrary, I think he is smitten
irrecoverably. by a very charming English-
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woman—not the one I would have selected
for him.” .

¢ Abroad ?” faltered his attentive listener.

“ Yes! At Venice I saw them together »

“ Beautiful, is she?”

“ Why no! — yes — questionably so. She
Iras, however, stolen his heart, I fear.”

Not so!—thought Miss Clairlowe, Harold
is too proud to marry now—dear Harold !

¢ They are solemn and low, and none can hcar
“#+. The whispers that come to memory’s ear.’

“'Kﬁd Mary pondered sadly, despxte her reso-
lute philosophy.

The spirit of the captivating girl refused to
credit the: engagement of Harold Dentnoris
with an avowed flirt, for well she understood
the allusions of Sir William. No, thought
she, I will not admit such a censure on his
taste.  Thus reassuring herself, Mary turned,
inquiring if he had any more information, with
regard to his sisters, to give her, as she longed
for'an introduction to them.
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¢ Shall we hear Lady Wilverton sing to-
night?” usked he, evidently engaged in medi-
tating on a subject quite distinct from the
interrogation that moment uttercd. -

- ¢ 1 hope so; it would be very unusual to
allow a social evening to pass without a song
from her.” .

There were but few ladies in the drawing-
room, when the door opened to admit Sir
William Belton, whose ears were at the same
instant greeted by the soft low tones of the
beautiful Aunt Marianne, as she gave life to
the words of Mrs. Norton’s ¢ Blind Man's
Bride.”

Charles Bacon sat opposite, gazing vacantly
upon the face of the performef. The music
ceased, and not until the party were all fairly
laughing at the young boy’s absence of mind,
did he péreeive how extraordinary his manner
must appear to those unacquainted with the
train of his ruminations. )

“ T have only been thinking,” said he, “of



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 139

the last time I heard that song; how differ-
cently it sounded. Ida Deschamps forced
Mr. Emmersly to sing it over three times one
night—I thought it was a love song; I was
so sleepy, I could scarcely keep my eyes open;
but as they asked me to stay, of coursc I felt
obliged to do so. Mr. Dentnoris having (Ida
said) left the room in a fit of his unaccount-
able jealousy; but that was not intended for
me to hear, and when he was gone I was the
opily other man left.”

5‘ The only other what ?” said his mother.

e" The only other gentleman,” answered
Charles, indignantly; “at all events, I was
forced to dogghaty for onc that night, although
I could not succeed well enough to clasp her
bracelet; I could not bear her.”

“Fie! fie!” interrupted his mother; ¢ there
arc several gentlemen here, therefore you may
be exempt from the duty of a eritic to-night.”

‘“ But, mamma, she always would call me
¢ Charles, love; ypshaw!” cried the boy, em-
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phatically, ¢ I hate her loud singing and star-
ing eyes.” N

Eleven o'clock arrived, and the guests de-
parted. Gertrude’s heart, the one aching
thing among that crowd, had burned to hear
the ambiguous tales of her lover’s gallantry,
yet, hoping on in hopelessness, her mind re-
gained its serenity. She dwelt upon the past,
“and in the present acknowledged no type of
that by-gone happiness. She credited not his
infidelity, nor forbade her lonely bosom to
dream of joyful days to come, of many a
merry hour in store, when once again she
should see him, warm, passionate, and smiling
at her feet. B

Mary Clairlowe's thoughts were dancing
through the zodiac of her loved hemisphere,
having heartily enjoyed the scene of gladness
past.. She was but hastening from one affec-
tionate. band to meet the original of & portrait,
contained within hgr memory for aye!
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Lodwick was enveloping his cousin in a warm
shawl, as they bade the final good night to
Lady Herberton, and drawing her arm within
his own, observed—

“ Nothing ever felt so cold as this dark
night; really, Gertrude, it is necessary for you
to have soniething more than the glow of rubies
in your hair, to secure your head from this
Biting cold.”

, % Rubies in my hair 1" exclaimed Miss Grey,

faising her hand to test the accuracy of the
statement. A chill shudder ran through her
frame.

Lodwick laughed at her alarm; he never had
seen her dressed more becomingly. Still, even
when he smiled, a vague apprehension that
Sir Brook might be in some way connected
with the brilliant gems, checked his mirth, and
in silence and deep sorrow the agitated girl
cntered the carriage, painfully musing upon
the inattention to her toilet.
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 The book” had lost its interest with others;
to Gertrude Grey alone it proved the sacred
companion, . ,

All things are hallowed in proportion to the
purity of our affections for them, and this new-
found treasure was, she believed, the only thing
near her on which his eyes, the eyes of a de-
nounced lover, had rested, in which his hand
had traced the pencil-marks. Oh, there is joy
in memories like this! It rendered her insen-
sible to the dull realities of our work-a-day
world, and permitted her maid unrestrained
freedom to deck the abundant tresses of her pa-
tient mistress, in the style she herself preferred.

Vainly had Mrs, Clairlowe lectured the
young girl upon her negligence on former occa-
sions ; but, thought Gertrude, those “mistakes”
were really “ negligenges ;7 this—Oh, what
must my poor aunt think!—surely she has
abandoned all hope of reforming me, alas!

And have none who will read these pages,
felt the acute sense of having unwarily inflicted
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on a tender loving heart a misgiving like to
that Gertrude knew her gentle aunt would
suffer—unable, at the moment of discovery, to
unload the heavy secret, and by one look of
sincere contrition, meet half the pardon it im-
plored ? Miss Grey had to dwell upon the sad
explanation before her. Are there none who
can paint the wretchedness entailed by recur-
_rence to a word or deed, renounced, or pledged
o be avoided for the sake of onme beloved
friend >—Not one who has felt the thrilling dis-
appointment arising from ill-starred devotion,
from ruined hope, racking jealousy, and the
dominion of the heart’s stubborn doomed affec-
tions?

Perhaps some of the few who may chance
to travel with me through these histories, may
recal 4 time when the hot tear of feverish ex-
citement gathered, yet dropped not from their
cyes, as the strong appeal of memory was hurled
from its dear confidingness into the abyss of
harrowing, indignant sorrow, with a thousand
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wherefores to excuse the fault, or lessen the bur-
then in the mind. Useless are such stratagems,
they but bewilder, never, never tranquillize.

Lodwick’s emphatic—* We are at home,”
dispelled the musings both of his sister and
cousin, and Gertrude’s unresisting hand again
rested on the arm of the military aspirant, who
tenderly besought her to tremble less, and
look one smile npon her cavalier.

“Do! ere you quit me to join my mother.
She evidently waits for you, Gertry,” added he,
turning to receive the boon he prayed for, in
a tone of glad warmth. The cyes that but
one short hour ago had glanced in day-beam
brightness, were glistening still, but only in
their fulness of sad tears; their brilliant beauty
was fast dulling as the head drooped, and
in powerless emotion the frail form sank from
the support of her cousin. Tn one moment
his manly grasp caught the fainting girl.

Lodwick had never witnessed the semblance
of female death before—he had scen men fall
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and die, had heard their dying wishes, and the
throat’s gurgling token of approaching disso-
lution; but he had never seen a woman faint:
thus the feelings of unutterable misery with
which he gazed on the clearly chiselled fea-
tures of the statue-like Gertrude, mastered
" each reasoning thought, and bursting through
every channel of suppressed affection, he prayed
her to unclose those “eyes,” more than sun’s
light to him.

Mrs. Clairlowe watched with anxiety the
frrepressible emotion of her beloved son; sur-
prised and almost lamenting the avowal of his
feeling for the deserted and once elcet bride of
Sir Brook Emmersly. The sloe-fringed lids at
length were lifted up, and Lodwick saw with
intense pleasure the eyes’ softened richness
resting upon his.

Miss Grey shared her aunt's dormitory,
and long ere morning broke, her mind re-
verted in dismay to the incident of the pre-
vious night.

YOL. I. H
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The birds had sung their matin hymn, the
day-flowers of the conservatory opened their
fragrant petals, while soothing breezes sounded
less mournfully in their wintry moan, as Mrs.
Clairlowe parted the heavy curtains which con-
cealed the invalid.

“T am not sleeping, aunt,” murmured the
faltering accents of poor Gertrude, who rose to
anticipate the dear embrace, and in the arms
now open to receive her, make the deep con-
fession of the ‘ last mistake.”

 Dearest aunt, have you forgiven me?
Well you know it was my idleness, inattention,
anything but forgetfulness of your admonitions,
that gaused his bandean to encircle my brow
again; I knew not that one gift remained,
until the moment of re-entering the carriage
yesternight.” In future, trust me, dear aunt,
[ will be lese abstracted. Cannot you forgive
my poor rejected heart for hallowing some glad
memories? I remembered only when first I
wore the ruby dress; we all were happy then,
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aunt. Even his gift, offered in part of his
admiration of it,—even.that was forgotten. I
held little Sarah’s book, and tried to feel he
still might turn, and seek me once again. 1In
this casket,” continued Miss Grey, delivering a
morocco case into Mrs. Clairlowe’s hand, ¢ lies
the relic of his gifts to me; return it, my kind
aunt,~greturn it to Mr. Emmersly.”

The utterance of the name, and the energetic
flow of her rapid confession, overpowered the
pallid sufferer. Mrs. Clairlowe would have
spared the prolonged revelation, but hoped the
unburthening of her distress might rclieve a
weary heart.

¢ Calm yourself, my darling child; I never
for one moment doubted you, my Gertry.
I knew my little girl had not heart enough to
‘have a look that was not born of fondness, from
her aunt,” said the generous old lady, smiling
o heavenly balsam to the soul of the orphan;
“and I was equally certain that Gertrude
'Grey loved me. We never wilfully offend those

H2
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whose love is grateful to us; the link once
severed thus, is but a.mended one afterwards;
and though its external worth appears to be
uninjured, the sterling value of the gold is
diminished. I recollect that you, my love,
had written this to me long months ago, and
felt assured of your entire ignorance of the
glittering orfiment in your hair lastgnight;
at least, I was certain you remembered not
from whom the one you wore was received.
Yet, my Gertrude, though no doubt of your
love for us could enter our minds, still, think
how anxiously we long for you to dissipate even
the hope of an union with Sir Brook Emmersly.”

“Ah, yes! he is Sir Brook now—different
and changed, perhaps,” said Miss Grey, un-
consciously.

“Listen to me, my child ; you are surrounded
by unquestionable proofs of his unworthi-
ness.”

Gertrude shuddered.

“He maynot have forgotten yon,” conti-
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nued the aunt, ¢ yet, has he not slighted you?
Have you not been neglected for others more
interesting to him ?”

“Oh, my dear aunt, how you wring my
heart. I will forget ! forget!”

« Religion, dear child, he hath derided;
calumniated your best friends; outraged cvery
propriety. We fain would think better of him
for your sake; but, believe me, my love, he
cares not to accomplish your ¢ happiness!” Sir
Brook only trades in ¢ misery! ”

¢ Aunt Clairlowe, I have uttered my deep
confession; I now live,” whispered the heart-
breaking accents, ¢ only to love ihose who love
me; and at God’s will to die. Spare me the
wretched certainty of his guilt, and I will bless
you.”

Mrs. Clairlowe had used many arguments
in succession, to lead her sorrowing niece to
doubt the honour of Sir Brook; but never
before offered so uncquivecal a censure, and,
despite her excellent judgment in every other
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instance, she had erred on this occasion, and
the heart of Gertrude Grey was breaking.

What is the human heart? Is it not the
light reflected from the tabernacle of our sen-
sibilities? as the sun is to the day, so the heart
is to the soul,—the sad unerring registra; of
this life’s joys and griefs,—the fatal messenger
to the judgment seat.—Oh, guard and keep
my soul frec from the knowledge of his defec-
tion! My fancy will not admit the dark
idea. Surely, then, ’twill never reach my
heart. .

Such were the wildering thoughts, com-
panions to Miss Grey, when the kind old lady
had adjusted her pillows, and left her side, to
obey the summons of the first breakfast bell. -

Miss Clairlowe had risen earlier than usual,
to make personal inquiries for her cousin, and
consequently made her appearance in the
breakfast-room before the customary hour.

Harold Dentnoris had preceded her, carry-
ing with himn" a portfolio (presented by Mary
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to the good Rector), containing several well-
executed sketches of the surrounding country.

The usual good-morrows were exchanged,
chairs put in the path of her Harold would
have bartered wealth and power to clear of
cvery obstruction. Yet, as she pursued her
hurried journcy to the Conservatory, where
flowers seemed resolved to bud and bloom in
gentle defiance of the bleak, drcar, wintry sky
above, incredible impediments occurred; the
light footfall was irregularly made, and more
formidable fclt the short distance to be tra-
versed across that moderately-sized room.

“I am so sorry to interrupt your studies,
Mr. Dentnoris,” said Mary, smiling pro-
vokingly at his blunders, “ but you may con-
tinue them immediately,—I mercly wanted to
gather this for Miss Grey,” holding towards
him a leat of the dark verbena.

“ Nay, Miss Clairlowe, although I could
not devote my attention to any other thing in
mute existence more pleasing than these
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sketches, yet I am' not so oblivious a student
as to forget the opportunity of having them
explained by their own artist.”

¢ My poor sketches, are you engaged with?”
asked the beautiful girl.

% Yes, and if you will condemn yourself to
remain one moment with so dull a companion,
may I ask you to explain the whereabout of
this pretty temple?” Harold saw the happy
blush, the timid acquiescence; and although
his conscicnce notified alarm, its dictates were
unheeded.

Mary endeavoured to reconcile herself to a
position, not wholly terrible, notwithstand-
ing a thousand fears. Therc were at least
an equal number of exquisite revealings,
blended with the recollection of her com-
panion’s presence; and although a stranger
might have considered the interview rather
heavy than otherwise, the. two, now together,
were perfectly agreed upon.the chances of
enlightenment to be derived from Mary's
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lingering those few brief moments over the
unconscious portfolio,

After a description of several drawings, it
was decided that IIarold should visit the
pictured scenes, and recognise the remaining
spots, in order to prove the truthfulness of her
peneil ; then, with bounding steps, and a heart
filled with phantom happiness, the blushing
girl withdrew.

Well did Mary Clairlowe feel he loved her:
the tone of his voice,—his quick half-finished
sentences, so unlike the tranquil manner of
his general address,—the silent smile, when
her blue eyes were lifted up tq his,—the
struggle to reply with coldness, even as cham-
pion ever did to the affianced lady of his
friend’s devotion,—all told her she was deeply,
dearly loved.

And can the worldlier host condemn the
wild hope re-animating the blighted prospects
of the desponding Harold, while bending to
catch the trembling “ Yes,” or quickly breathed

n3
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negative, during their first free communion,—
the silly question, and less wise reply,—the
contradictions,—and last, but dearest of that
half-hour’s life, the thrilling madness of the
finger’s touch, when passing the fragile paper
from one hand to another?

Yet what was there in that meeting? To
Mary, what was it? To the impassioned
Harold, what had it betrayed? A dream! a
troubled, happy, danciné dream, that could
stay not; he thought upon it, and his brain
reeled ! strove to forget it; called it * misery;”
alas! it swam in tormenting joyousness. Mary
stood before him to realize the vision : life was
extant, hope called it onward,—what will not
hope attempt? — what not perfect in our
imaginations? mocking us in the effort to
attain. How many separated chains unite,
and summon from the depth of its despair, the
warm heart blighted,—the mind, till hope re-
call it, nervelessly undone ?

Harold Dentnoris acknowledged himself ille-
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gitimate only for want of proof to substantiate
his rights. 'This world's laws had erroneously
established the sad verdict. The son sus-
pected not the honour of his parents; the fallen
heir loved, revered, belicved in them; in their
graves, and amidst the clamour of distracting
legalities, hope lent him aid, brightening, like
the light from a far-off star, the fulfilment of
his questionable destiny.

To Miss Clairlowe the knowledge of the
irremediable impcdiment to any dearer view,
than the simple indulgence of her love for him,
rather augmented her devotedness, affording
an additional incentive to respect the affection
which her soul cherished. Whenever an in-
distinct idea of seeing its idol continually, and
of sharing his cares, obtruded itself, her heart
recoiled. The old-fashioned prejudices of
“ family” dispelled the wish of becoming, one
day or other, the wife of Harold Dentnoris.
“ No,” reasoned the fascinating devotee, ‘‘ he
can only be to me as a bird worshipped in dis-
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tant lands; I will keep my blithe secrets in
my heart, and live on, loving, though apart.

“ Oh, Mary, I fearcd my promised leaf had
been forgotten!” exclaimed Gertrude Grey, as
the door admitted her happy-looking cousin.

“No! oh, no! Here it is, as fresh and
beautiful as I would have you to be, Gertry,”
she replied, kissing the invalid’s forehead.
“ Mars, aw revoir. When breakfast is over,
I will return.”
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CHAPTER X,

No! the sick soul that wounded flies
From all its carthly thoughts held dear,
Will more some gleam of memory prize,
That draws the long-lost treasure ncar;
And warmly presses to its breast

The very thought that mars its rest.

Who with the weight of years would wish to bend,
When youth itsclf survives young love and joy?
CuiLpe HaroLp.

# % % The bastard’s lot!
Strong as Necessity he starts away,
Climbs against wrong, and brightens into day.

LApY WILVERTON and her nephew were pac-
ing to and fro in the wide old hall, waiting
the appearance of George and his sister, who
were to accompany them for a ride on that
clear frosty morning.
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“ How mugh paler Miss Grey has become
since her depzrtm'e from Venice! I was
distressed to see so melansholy a change.”

“ Poor girl!” sighed Aunt Marianne; 1
fear hers is a sad story, and the pallor is but
the result of her unhappy attachment.”

‘ Are you aware of the circumstances con-
nected with it?” asked Ilarold. '

“Not entirely. Mrs. Clairlowe explained
something of the affair to me, finding that her
good old husband had referred to it the other
morning. 1 am afraid Sir Brook has played
a wretched game in that quarter. Miss Clair-
lowe never hears him mentioned without a
frown, and, indeed, occasionally an expression
indicative of contempt. One of these days I
will tell you, Harold, why I resigned the dear
old Abbey, and its beloved lanes, and all that
I so loved around it.”

“Did he make Miss Grey an offet ?”

“ Once it was imagined so; yet he was then
indisputably Miss Deschamps’ favoured suitor.
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He certainly made her propoigls which Co-
lonel Clairlowe considered equivalent, but no
promise of marriage has been acknowledged
by Miss Grey; her cousin affirms that such a
thing did pass between them, and in their
happicr days it was a constant theme with the
two companions. Now, however, Gertrude is
silent on the subject. 1t happened that on an
cvening of more than ordinary hilarity, Sir
Brook’s attentions to Miss Deschamps were
sufficiently singular for Colonel Clairlowe to
point out their impropriety.”

¢ And Sir Brook’s reply ?” said young Dent-
noris, hastily.

“ That he never entertained more serious
intentions towards one cousin than the other.
At one time, he said, he fancied Miss Grey re-
quited his preference; but since she had given
him ceuse to feel her total indifference, he had
not pressed the point, and only lived on in
hope of her returning a latent feeling which
no after years of unkindness or neglect should
eradicate.
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¢ The Colonel, of course, pursued-the matter
no farther, and the blame, if any blame there
were, was attributed to the niece. Sir Brook’s
visits were less frequent, till at length he
quitted Venice altogether.

“ Some few days after his departure, Miss
Deschamps’ injudicious love of ¢ plain truth,’
as she termed it, induced her to send poor
Gertrude the whole of Mr. Emmersly’s letters
to herself, in one of which he ridiculed the no-
tion of Colonel Clairlowe’s anxiety to relieve
his pu;se of so expensive an appendage as a
beautiful niece; concluding the sarcasm by a
wish that his clever and most dear Ida should
perfectly understand that, ever as it had been
her custom not to withhold her sportive fancies
when writing to him, so candid also would he
be in chromicling for ler every creation of his
enslaved thoughts.

“ The inconsiderately selfish woman followed
up her letter by a visit to Miss Grey, during
which a passionate discussion took place. They
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were alone, and, excited by Ida’s comments,
Gertrude broke a small blood-vessel. Alarmed
at the sight of blood, Miss Deschamps called
for assistance. Gertrude was only sufficiently
alive to desire Mary to read the letter.

“Poor girl, she had no other way to rid
herself of a visitor, whose only endeavour had
been to sever the very life-strings of her heart.
Mrs. Clairlowe had vainly sought to win Ger-
trude from her memories; it was, indeed, as
lately proved, a fruitless undertaking. When
Miss Grey recovered, the favoured vidim of
Sir Brook was far removed from their neigl-
bourhood.

“Have you known more than this?” in-
quired Lady Wilverton, startled to perceive
the contemptuous curl of her nepliew’s lip.

¢ Not half so much, thank Heaven!” replied
Harold. * You have, indeed, surprised me.
Are you perfectly assured that Miss Grey gave
no cause for him to believe her indifferent and
cold? Perchance the atrocious rumours of his
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perfily were exaggerated by that relentless
Ida Deschamps.”

“They unfortunatefy bear no question. Murs.
Clairlowe seemed desirous that I should know
nothing more than the outline of Gertrude’s
smiﬂ'erings; but, as the kind old lady proceeded,
she found it difficult to observe the medinm
course—her feelings bore too earnest an inte-
rest in her niece to permit any disguise of her
real sentiments. I perceived her motive for a
partial concealment; she wished to avoid as
much % possible the wounds inflicted on my
poor self, little supposing that I had also borne
with-his ingratitude. It appears that he com-
municated many reasons to show the Clair-
lowes that you were the accepted lover of Miss
Deschamps. I need not tell you that all re-
fused to believe the assertion.”

“I thank you, dearest Aunt Marianne;
you will have a novel source of astonishment,
when T describe the pitying farewell I took of
Sir Brook Emmersly. We met-at Clarens, on
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my return to England, where, far from sup-
porting the character of a gay Lothario, he
called at the auberge, just as the caléche was
starting, entreating me to grant him a private
interview, if but the.hundredth part of a mi-
nute.

“ Sir Brook then informed me of his father’s
death; interrupting my congratulations on his
accession to the baronetcy, by the question,
¢ Shall you resume your acquaintance with the
Clairlowes in England?" T replied, that I fan-
cied you were old friends, but for twelve years
Colonel Clairlowe had resigned Marchmont to
an invalid brother; that brother, however, had
quitted England altogether, consequently I
thought it very probable you wauld sec the
family frequently, although no correspondence
had assisted to maintain the friendliness of
former years.

“¢You have been very explicit, Dentnoris,
and I thank you,” was Sir Brook’s remark;
¢ beware of Gertrude Grey! I have been very
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shamefully treated by her, and my heart is
breaking. I have no joy in England now. Is
it true that you marry a widow, and speedily ?’
*I am not one in the secret, Emmersly, at all
events.” ¢ Ah, well, then, I suppose the report
is not true. I suppose not! ¢But, my dear
fellow, we came here on your business, not on
mine.” ‘On mine! Came you here on my
business? alas! I have none in life!

“ The pain of a reply was spared me. He
waved his hand, mounted his horse, and thus
we parted. Heavens, if I had rightly under-
stood the doubles of his villanous game —-"

¢« Stay,” exclaimed Lady Wilverton, it is
not your affair; I only conceive, from perhaps
unsubstantial fears, that Miss Grey- feels most
deeply—that her heart is breaking, rather than
there is one atom of feeling in that perfidious
man. And, Harold,” continued Aunt Mari-
anue, * think well, before you venture to repose
one thought on marriage. You are still very
young; do not give one single chance to Cupid
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till we hail the thirtieth anniversary of your
birth.” , ’

¢ Quite o new creed for so youthful a bride
as Lady Wilverton,” rejoined Dentnoris; ¢ but
I have puzzled myself wonderfully to find rea-
-sons to account for your indifference to my
engagements.” '

“ Very well, since you offer the key, I will
reconnoitre the castle; for, that you have built
one in your mind, I am pretty certainly as-
sured. May I put one question?”

“ A thousand, dearest aunt; and I as ho-
nestly will confess myself to my ¢confessor elect,’
provided that staid old dame, Philosophy, be
banished from our conversation.”

“Tell me, then, gre you not loving Mary
Clairlowe? and can you not perceive how dan-
gerous is the path yom tread? Wait, dear
Harold, until your right to seek and win her
is established.”

¢ That period is as far removed as heaven
from earth; yet hear me, Aunt Marianne,” said
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Dentnoris, solemnly. ¢ Though my life be
doomed to wear away unblessed, or had T the
torturing apprchension that to-morrow’s sun
would shine upon Miss Clairlowe as the bride
of another, I would still drag on my way, dark-
ened, perchance, by the power of an unswerv-
ing faith—in an utter, firm, a never-cnding
love. The inheritance hath passed from me.
The blot is on my escutcheon. My only buck-
ler, then, remains in the affections of my home.
I can live, die, and be buried, and the bleak
record of illegitimacy be forgotten. Oh, my
father !” )

¢ Ungrateful Harold !” rephed the soft voice
of his aunt.

“BSay not so; gratitudg is the only feeling
I may now possess unlinked to formal law and
themes conventional. Say not I am ungrate-
ful. Do I look elsewhere for joy? have I not
unlocked the vital feelings of my existence?
have T not hushed the tempest of my passion,
and conquered even the hope to he beloved ?”
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% (Oh, Harold, would that my poor words
could tell you all I long to say.”

¢“Say on, say on! I will be patiendy for I
know your goodness, my friendly monitress.”

“ Then, Harold, you struggle with false rea-
sonings; you have not yet subdued the hope
you allude to; you must not rate your theories
too highly—you must not. It was an un-
guarded expression, that implied distrust of
you; we would not readily detract, even in
thought, from the love we bear you.

¢ Adieu!” faltered Lady Wilverton, as she
quitted the saloon, half repentant for having
touched chords which she trembled to believe
were bound up in the life of her nephew; and
her anxiety was increased by the dread lest his
too obvious love for Miss Clairlowe should re-
ceive a check from her proud though kind old
futher, added to the conviction that no alliance
with & blighted name would be accepted by
him or Mrs. Clairlowe.

Mary Clairlowe had just seated herself by
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her cousin, fraught with the secrets of that
morning’s post, when Sarah’s light step was
hefrd jwthe door gently opened, and the chil-
dren were by the couch of their favourite, Miss
Grey, offering their morning salutations.

“ Dear children!” slowly observed the inva-
lid, as the door closed upon their departure.
“ They are very happy, nevertheless I cannot
envy them, for though there be sorrow and
agony, still the pleasurable first cause of my
sad grief remaineth in memory till this life’s
end.”

“T have seldom passed a week 5o replete
with adventure as this last has been, Gertry,”
said her cousin, unheeding the foregoing re-
mark ; ““and to conclude systematically with my
episodes, I will tell you that Mr. Dentnoris
leaves us to-morrow, on a riding excursion to
Norton Valence.”

« Really! what is his mission P—it must be
something important! Norton Valence is in
——shire!  Does he travel alone?”
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“No, not alone, Mr. Harold accompanies
him, and they are to, be absent for five
days.”

- % And my cousin Mary looks happy at such
o prospect!”

“ Ah, now you appear interested, idle
Gertry! I will tell you that a letter arrived
by post this day, enclosing a note from the
Bishop of , and begging Mr. Dentnoris to
‘take a peep at the church property in the
aforesaid village, imagining it will suit the
taste of his friend, Beverley Dentnoris, far
better than his present location in this noisy
‘town. The dear kind Rector wished to post-
pone the journey, but papa and mamma im-
mediately commenced a chorus of negatives,
whereupon the fine eyes of Uncle Beverley
opened as wide as the moon at her full, and
looked gladsomely forward to the morrow’s
proposed departure.

¢ One auspicious event will be gaired by
the journey—feeling quite certain, from the

YOL. I. I
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Bishop's description, that the change will be
approved,—which is. that our next visit to
these dear people will be made to their country
dwelling ;—I have an insurmountable anti-
pathy to market cities.”

¢ The first part of your history is delightful,
inasmuch as it pleases the Rector,—what next
am I to hear?”’ asked Gertrude.

“ Thus much, — Lady Wilverton has re-
ceived charming accounts from Loder Castle,
accofnpunied by an invitation to meet us for
the Easter week, all of which she begged me to
read for your especial advantage, if you can
keep the secret of the enclosures; my parole
was accepted for my cousin’s integrity, and 1
bore away the prize in triumph.”

“ Pray read them,” said the musing Ger-
trude; ¢ will Charlotte’s marriage take place
during our stay at the Grange?”

“ Not one word was spoken the other day
about it, so I imagine it may be again deferred.
I shall be glad to be at the Grange for a week ;
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yet willingly would dispense with Charlotte’s
society.”

“ Why, Mary ?”

“1 cannot say why,—1 have the same
aversion to the idea of Mr. Perey’s presence at
Loder Castle.” \

“ You have never seen him, haye you?”

“ No! but I fancy my odd anticipations
arise from the knowledge that he is bent on
paying such unprecedented honours to his
mother’s friends.”

“ Ah, Mary! shall I explain your appre-
hensions ?”’

“ No, Gertry,” retorted Mary, in a vexed
tone. “ No! you are not serious, and I am.”

“ Tam perfectly serious; at least, in being
certain that Mr. Percy intends to rival —”

“ Nay, Gertry, I have no lover; he will be
alone in the field,” said Mary, recovering her
good humour, which rarely vanished even for
an instant from her sweet face.

% You cannot feign, my dear cousin; have

12



172 COALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

you not seen Mr. Harold prefer a look from
you to all our many enchantments in beloved
Venice ?”

¢« Well, well, he has much to sadden him;
one should not muse upon any whim of
his.” '

“ But your cheek, Mary, belies your colder
accents. Do not be cold to him, Mary, he is
so gentle and so good,—so silent, and so sor-
rowful sometimes,—I would but rejoice in my
prophecy that at some not distant period you
will feel more sensible of the kind sighs he
often suppresses; he speaks so murmuringly of
you whenever I sit near him—oh, he has almost
whispered love thoughts to you, Mary!”

“ Never, Gertrude!” exclaimed the proud
girl. T shall never love; and, as for Mr.
Ilarold ‘Dentnoris, we, ncither of ng acknow-
ledge the little god’s authority.”

The trembling, scarce articulated sentence
ended, Gertrude Grey sighed; she could not
comprchend emotion inconsistent with the ex-
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pressions of this last avowal; her thoughts
were decp and still, yet never once concealed,
did circumstances not seem to oppose their
revealment; and why could Mary wish to
hide a single expectation from one, who,
though not sister in name, was cven more
than sister in attachment?

Breathing one other long, low sigh, she
observed :—
_ “Poor Harold and I, for the sake of our pa-
rents’ sorrows, ought to avoid cheerful svciety.”

“ Gertrude! nay, do not speak thus: let me
continue this morning’s intelligence—if you
promise to reward my story by merrier res-
ponses than ¢ Ah me’s!’ and elasped hands. My
brother loves you, Gertry, and since you offer
me a lover, permit me to rcturn the compli-
nient, and tell you how poor Lodwick yearns
to see you—after all his care last night. He
is cligible!”

“ Mary, your dear brother I love affec
tionately—as you can love him, so do L.”
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* He would have a warmer thought—poor
Lody!”

“T do not understand you, dearest: the
love of years—can it be cast aside in a few
flecting days? No, Mary, the love of the
passionate heart is dcad!*dead! I could bear
¢ his’ presence now, and sit undisturbed by
Joy or sadness. Think of Brook Emmersly,
as when we knew him with Harold at =

“ Al, Gertry, he has run a maddening
course since then!”

“ Do not denounce him, I beseech you; he
has offended past redemption,—I love him
no more,—for do I not admit his unworthi-
ness? Yet, Mary, ¢a time’ did come to pass
by more rapidly than one’s memories decay. I
must still treasure that sunny retrospect, and
only pray you not to frown when you recall
the Rrilliant, fascinating Brook, nor connect
his assumed devotion with the treachery of the
Baronct. In my heart they are distinctly two.
I loved the one—I desp—— No, I cunnot
utter it.” '
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Miss Clairlowe listened, anxious to catch
one word which might lead to a new topic,
for the self-loosening of the strained mind,
when the many sounds of woe would gra-
dually stay their harsh vibrations, and the re-
petition of her wrecked happiness be drowned
in the low moaning of fatigue. Thus it
happened, and Gertrude again caluily reverted
to the letters Mary had brought for her
amusement.

_ Rejoiced at her cousin’s tranquillity, Miss
.‘gg,irlowe proceeded to communicate the con-

gnts of manuscripts painfully embarrassing
. to hersclf.

“ Then here beginneth number one,” said
she, giving one kind look to the languid suf
ferer =

“ My DEAR LADpY WILVERTON,

“ They tell me-I may venture to ask
a favour from you, and as the encouragement
to do so emanates with our mutual friends at
Marchnont, I am emboldened to write to you
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on the subject.; This, then, is our request,
that you and Mr. Dentnoris give us the plea-
. sure of your eompany during the visit. Lord
Delvor’s bewitching little friends will, we trust,
accompany you. I have lately been intro-
duced to your nephew, Mr. Harold Dentnoris,
nor can any fecble expression of mine describe
half the admiration his manner and appear-
ance elicited. I hope you can pardon me if I
make an allusion to his family matters; I feel
*that any other motive but the desire to serve
him, could not sanction my interference: so,
dear Lady Wilverton, hear me to the end.

‘“ Both Lord Loder and myself are ac-
quainted with the question concerning the
Dentnoris . inheritance; and I assure you it
appears to us a very impossible event that the
high spirited Mrs. Wilson should have rendered
herself liable to the terrible.scandal from her
premature marriage with Lord Dentnoris, and

“Wholly unlike her to have forgotten any ob-
- servance which could in the most remote degree



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 177

tend to compromise the respectability of the
title she accepted. Can you excuse me, then,
for enclosing you a few notes I found among
the mannscripts of my sister? I had a slight
recollection of a schoolfellow of hers, who, with
herself, was much attracted by a young lord,
George Dentnoris; the name struck me as
.being the same, and as my poor sister’s sud-
den death lett me in possession of chests
full of correspondence, I yesterday sought
for any reference that might probably e®
gleaned from some very old girlish-looking
writing. I enclose all yet discovered, and if
in any way the information relating to Sarah
Barrington’s school-days and marriage with
Major-Wilson can disencumber your mind of
one small doubt concerning the destiny of your
much admired nephew, the impertinence of a
blunt ¢ld English woman will have answered
a worthy purpose, and entitled her to hope
you will receive us into the circle of your af-
fectionate friends. ‘“ BELLA LoDER.”
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“ The enclosures now follow,” said Miss
Clairlowe, smiling, * from Sarah Barrington to
sister Anne:”—

“ My DEAR ANNE,

“One of the masters betrayed me
yesterday; I pretended to a sprained ankle,
and was excused the dancing lesson, and al-
lowed to sit in the green-house, when, as it
always happens, Wentworth Wilson looked
over the wall, on horseback ; down fell my work,
and I ran to speak to him. Mr. Collart was
at that precise moment stepping into his gig.
I felt plagued;—my old beau took his leave,
while I returned to the studio. About an hour
after this, Madame Tremaine gave me-a lee-
ture on ¢ Truth,’ and delivered me over to the
purgatory of that never-to-be-improved penalty
at this horrid place (Coventry). Alas, my
delectable conversation is lost to the girls for
a week! Good bye. The Major forgot to speak
one word of George D.

' ““ SARAH BARRINGTON.”
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¢ DEAR ANNE,

¢ Fancy what all this nonsensical ¢ fun’ has
ended in. You know I have but two thousand
pounds on this side of the world; and mamma
declares, in spite of my protestations to the
contrary, that I am ignorant, and pretty con-
siderably fine,—~two things wholly incompa-
tible with agreeablencss; therefore, deeming it
likely I shall make no more eligible conquest,
she desires me to marry Major Wilson, who
proposed yesterday. No, I was not expelled,
but simply.cantered home, and, once there,
persuaded papa to let me remain; he was so
pleased with my horsemanship, he forgave my
truantcy. Ab, yes! would that he could avert
this marriage, and as readily forgive my pre:
dilection clsewherc. Have you heard nothing?
Does G. D. not return this year? I shall not
be one of those alive to welcome him.

13 S_. B."
“ DEAR ANNE,
“T was happy as 1 looked on your bridal
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veil, for very little of anything else could I
see. If any one should ask guestions about the
bride’s dress, I will answer thus—a brilliant
blonde veil, a wreath of orange blossoms buried
in their dark green leaves, myriads of spark-
ling somethings—fire-flies for aught I know—
and a slight shadowy tall pale figure beneath
or in the midst.

“ Yes, you are a wife, a happy wife, Anne.
Come and see my fetters riveted — fetters
would you call them? Friday is fixed for the
execution and intcrment of my best thoughts
—their ghosts will be unchainable; aud were
I a pagan, Major Wilson’s wealth would suffer
somewhat of spoliation, to lay the goblins, or
satisfy their desire to scarc away the minor
sénses, whith are all that is left of your

: “8. B.

“P. S.—xWhy fix on so carly a day for the
marriage? I met G. D.’s mother; she scowled
upon me. In defiance, I askeéd how Lord Dent-
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noris was, and when he would return. The
woman! she looked unutterable things, cer-
tainly not fond ones—told me he was wedded
to the Continent, where she soon should join
him. That is the tale, thought I. I am
wedded, too! Came home and fixed the day!
My little sister will be my bridemaid. I must
have the ceremony complete in every observ-
ance. She, too, is not yet old enough to per-
jure herself, by swearing she witnessed the
union of two souls in holy wedlock.

“ Your disappointed ambitionist,

“8. B

‘“ DEAR ANNE,

“T have been a wife for three months, and
am about to become a widow ; I wish you could
be near me now. Major Wilson has been good-
ness itsclf to me; my waywardness his gentle
fondness has almost cured; but he is very ill
—his old complaint—and I, the wild and wilful
Barah Barrington, have scarcely slept for three
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nights, not because I wished to be awake, but
in real anxiety for-my indulgent husband; he
is a fit member for a better world.

“ Write to me for mercy’s sake; he wakes.

“ Your affectionate
“S. B.”

“ Well, Gertrude, what do you think of these
documents?”’

“ Think, Mary—that your friends arc truly
born!”

“ Truly born! yes, but legitimately chris-
tened as well ?”

A long conversation ensued. The mirthful
spirits of Mary Clairlowe roused the drooping
orphan; and again all was harmony in the
home of Beverley Dentnoris.



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE, 183

CHAPTER XI.

“ Can parting be ¢ sweet sorrow’

When she bears on her sable wings

The dream of a dark to-morrow,
Where hope no radiance flings !

With her pilgrim weeds invested,
And the scrip and staff in hand ;

With her mandate high attested,
To break the social band !” '

% Admire, cxult, despise, laugh, weep,—for here
There is such matter for all fecling.”
CHiLpE HaroLp.

THE sun rose pale and watery on that bleak
December morning, the snow fast melting from
the trees, and all nature bore a humid and
comfortless aspect of desolation.

Harold was not of a morbid temperament,
yet the mournfulness of exterior objects imper-
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ceptibly blent itself with his first thoughts
of the morning, for will not ¢ven the strongest
mind look timidly up to the foreboding skies.

The handsome church on this occasion
gleamed like a listless maiden in the sultry
heat of a summer’s twilight; and, though all
elsc looked sad and drear, the light of day
smiled merrily 'mid earth’s pervading misti-
ness. '

The travellers rode on in silence, busy in
the communion of their own hearts, till the
good Rector felt disposed to rally Harold on
his moody humour.

“You seem already to regret leaving our
merry party behind; however, in five days
more we shall, please God, be at home again;
and your expatriation, Harold, will but en-
hance pleasures, for awhile relinquished.”

“ Five days, sir!”.

The nephew ceased; he had been ruminat-
ing on the happy yesterday; and knew that
long ere their return the Clairlowes would be
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far away—not very distant, but beyond his
reach. He had declined,the invitation to the
Grange; he had refused an introduction to
Loder Castle.

Percy Loder was known to him ; they were
at Oxford together. Mary Clairlowe, cvery
one felt, was the wife selected by Lady Loder
for her only son and sole heir. Harold
thought on this—he, the ineligible, dared not
follow in her footsteps.

e wished most heartily, but how vainly,
that some word might escape Lady Wilverton,
to convince the dear girl, the arbitress of his
love, that he had not guitted the spot over
which her presence shone, a willing cxile—
and then undid the wish, and prayed for
strength to endure the untold conflict of his
mind.

- Fortunately Miss Clairlowe was unacquainted
withsthe fact of his having excused himself
from the wedding party, for such it was at
length declared to be. Shehoped to meet him
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there, and the anticipation cnabled her to bid
him ¢ good-bye' without that comfortless un-

certainty which, even in parting for one short
hour with those we love, creeps over us; and
none awarded her half the credit she gave her-
self for playing a Roman’s part.

‘I have been waiting very patiently, Harold,
to hear the conclusion of your sentence; is it
ready ?” asked the Rector.

1 beg ten thousand pardons! I was abashed
at my luckless beginning. I will frame some-
thing suited to misfortunc’s sclected victim,
and delight you in another moment.”

¢ Harold, I wish I could hear you speak
more resignedly, and bow with greater forti-
tude to_the will of God!”

“ Think, dear sir, I cannot marry! I am
debarred the‘best possessions of man—a wife
and children !”

“ How so, my dear boy? and even were it
so—which, remember, 1 cannot admit—why
do we all strive with Hlim—why imagine our-
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selves entitled to the choicest Dblessings of
created nature? Have we served our God
with such disinterested heart-yearning zeul,
that we are honestly able to look for higher
comforts than thosc allotted us? dare we repine
at finding ourselves minus any especial in-
stance of Iis providence, which our blind
necessity for loving may desire? Can we look
upon our works and say, e hath curtailed my
reward—he hath unfairly limited the recom-
pence to Ilis creature! T deserve more. For
what? I have a Master who made me, and
all surrounding me-—what is the duty of a
labourer in that Master’s vineyard ? to resent
the wages he is allowed, because forsooth the
carrying them home and counting may be a
toil to him? .

% Many of the labourers travail more than
myself; their recompence is apparently less;
then why do they struggle on through hard-
ship and suffering? why are so many trials set
before them? why are they forced to halt in



188 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

their path ? it is for this, my dear Harold :—
Some hearts are stubborn, and their failings,
like the diamond’s cx'crescence,- must be worn
away by trouble, by perpetual care, continual
subjugation.

¢ Many a hardened sinner, Harold, has been
in the bonds of ¢ Herbert,’ tossed tothe bosom
of the Lord, by the uses of adversity, when
wealth and fame had failed to raise one recol-
lection of * a living soul’ within him.

“ It behoves us then, my boy, in place of
repining and discontent, to inquire of ourselves
in due humility, wherefore hath wy God afflicted
me? and reverse the catechism of the unbe-
licver. Let us ask why does the Lord love me?
why divert my thoughts, my devotion from
this non-eternal world, and point my hopes
heavenward-that once fastened to the thread
of life, -every wish during this earthly pil-
g'rimage shall, without difficulty: or obstruc-
tion, pursue the labyrinth he hath made plain ;
preparing its purifying channel as the passage
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through which the everlasting soul shall pass,
to meet his angels—to se¢ himself "

‘ Dear sir, dear uncle, I yield; and the
brightening sun bursts upon my contrite
thoughts with prophetic intelligence.”

Two days elapsed, when Mr. Dentnoris and
his companion entered the neat ‘village of
Norton Valence.

A gentlemanly-looking man occupied the
side-table of ¢ the Travellers’ Inn,’ while around
him on the floor lay‘various rolls of parchment.
To this individual the Rector applied for in-
formation connected with the town and neigh-
bourhood, &c. -

%I know very little of either,” replied the
stranger, politely, * further than concerns the
church property; these documents, strewed
about in such disorder, relate to that, as also to
the transfer of my brother-in-law’s personal ef-
fects, which I am rather hurried to arrange, the
Bishop being in extraordinary haste to instal
- the new Rector. My sister will lesve imme-
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diately after the decensed’s remains are con-
signed to the narrow cell prepared for him
among the tombs of many who, won by his coun-
sels, have preceded him to a better world, rely-
ing on the faith he had taught them. Having
injured no man wilfully, he needed no forgive-
ness from any of old Adam’s sons, and we trust
his frailties were few, even in the sight of God;
he had one harassing disappointment, poor
man, so entirely uniconnected with his family
interests, that the delirium it caused surprised
us—about & Mr. Norris, or De Norris, T forget
which; but here is the paper open—1I must put
it up; however,” said the stranger, looking
over the table, “ I may as well shaw it to
every one I meet. Perchance it may save
my sister some money; as her husband’s last
request commanded the contents of the note
alluded to, (which by all that’s honest I do not
sec), to he advertised until the documents
should be reclaimed. May I ask you, sir, to
remove that newspaper one moment. How
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very singular,” continued the barrister (for
such the gentleman proved to be); ¢ I must
have dropped it; but I ‘forebore to examine
the papers at the Rectory, on account of my
poor sister; still it may have slipped out there.

¢ Here, John,” said he, turning to a liveried
attendant, ¢ bring my horse after me. If, in
the meantime, kind sirs, you should perceive a
small half sheet of note-paper, written on both
sides and crossed, you will greatly oblige me
by preserving it.  Good afternoon.”

A quickly despatched luncheon refreshed
our travellers, who found themselves at four
o'clock contemplating one of the most exquisite
landscapes English scenery affords, which, not-
withstanding earth’s wintry dress, still arrested
the attention of visitors. Here and there a
few spots of snow glistened in frosted white-
ness, while in the distant back ground, imper-
fectly obscured by the broad avenue leading
to the Duke of ——’s feudal hall, a clear
stream rippled on, regardless of the cold reign
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of Christmas. An almost forest of trees threw
their wide branches high into the air, proudly
mingling their knotted tendrils far above the
humble thorns and briers, with the denuded
boughs of which fnany a gap was filled—-the
sombre holly seeming the solitary dressed
tenant of the wild woodland.

A solemn yet cxuberant loveliness reigned
over the chill gloom of the year's decay.

The mountain in its distant grandeur
bounded the view to the westward.

The road on the park side led through many
vistas and isolated dells.

At length the Rectory suddenly opened : Mr.
Dentnoris was enraptured with every feature of
the rich country, and no less gratiﬁed'by find-
ing the site and appearance of his future resi-
dence in keeping with the picture.

The garden, extensive and neatly cultivated,
with a sloping hank leading through tlie eastern
skirts of the town to a winding of the crystal
stream, the view thence beihg still more beau-
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tiful, and according wonderfully with the tastes
of the spectators.
Magnificent copses hung over the curling

waters, occasionally touching its deep blue
shades, and kissing with graceful dignity the
white foam its current scarcely formed, ere it
passed into coldness again.

The setting sun with its silvery rays glanced
through the frequent interstices of a toy-like
ravine, leaving the wnbrightened spots in still
deeper gloom. _

The spire of & church, just discernible in the
low valley, hastened the steps of the two Dent-
norises.

“ All as yet, Harold, seems most propi-
tious,” observed his uncle; “I wish Marianne
had made one of our inspecting committee—
she would really enjoy these wild glories!”

“ Yes,” answered his less sanguine nephew—
albeit a secret thought whispered—*‘ Would
that she had occupied my place; I willingly
would have resigned in her favour, and ex-

+ YOL. I. K
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changed these ¢ wild glories’ for the happy
scene in which that sweet laughing girl is
merry, even now. Regrets like these must be all
I offer her;” still mused the wanderer. ¢ Alas!”

It had been at Lady Wilverton’s suggestion

that Harold accompanied her brother, her hope

“being to lead him from hourly communion
with Mary Clairlowe. Both were dear to ler,
and her reason shrank from the probability of
witnessing their young, days clouded with
love’s sore embittering grief.

Colonel Clairlowe had already evinced im-
patience during their riding parties, and fre-
quently interrnpted their playful discussions
at home.

His daughter remarked all this, and tried
to strengthen his confidence, by expressing her
proper sense of hereditary preferment; little
suspecting that the tremulous accent of her
voice and manner manifested the very feeling
he on no account would encourage, under the
existing circumstances.
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The old man heard her sweet tones, gazed
into her fond blue eyes, apd read the contradic-
tion to the arguments so unceasingly adduced.

“ Come, Harold,” ¢ried the Rector, ¢ awaken
from your reveries—see how splendidly ar-
ranged this valiey is. My dear boy, what
occasions your determined taciturnity ? I
thought you participated in my passion for
¢ the beautiful.’”

¢“ T am puzzled to comprchend my own im-
pressions, my dear sir; certainly 1 have visited
this neighbourhood in earlier days, or in my
dreams have had it revealed to me.”

“ Is it not more possible that you have met
a similar view in your travels, Harold ?”

“No. I feel persuaded that at some time
or other I have stood upon this ground before.”

¢ Nonsense, Harold, unless you have paid it
a visit lately. Yet your letters never men-
tioned ——shire as one of the counties you
cxplored. Really, my dear boy, you have
been musing to some purpose. You had num-

K2
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bered four years when first you came to Lands-
worth, and, as far as my knowledge of your
travels leads me, I think you were never far
from North Devon.”

¢ Nothing will satisfy me that I have not
walked here at some moment of my existence.”

“ I think it probable you have traversed
similar wild paths in Switzerland, where one
meets occasionally the same complexly crowded
landscapes ; yet they possess a greater vast-
ness, and are void too of this climate’s wintry
aspect. The valley, it is true, brings before
the mind’s eye an involution of splendid atoms;
the space it occupies cannot exceed two hun-
dred acres, yet there are hill and water, wood
and pasture land, jumbled together—and those
gloomy masses of naked trees beneath the
rugged slope are beyond anything grandly
solemn. The stories of ghosts and goblins are
fast gaining an influence over me. I have
been endeavouring to imagine one of Jack the
Giant-killer’s adversaries taking o handfull
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from the original chaos, and throwing it down
with the sudden and immense power the giant
should possess. See how singularly the water
and jagged rocks cling tenaciously to the very
nooks, wherein that ought not, apparently, to
have reposed. So singularly beautiful this
scene is ——"

“ Your imagination, my dear sir, seems
running a race with my wits, I cannot recal
one hour of my life with which Norton Va-
lence is associated ; and you, uncle, if you
wander much farther in your vague fancies,
will never return to the haven of common
realities.”

“ And certain of that fact, my crude philo-
sopher,” rejoined Mr. Dentporis, jocosely, ¢ I
will, while I can, summon more rational per-
ceptions to their sway again.”

Therc are few things more entrancing to a
mind at peace than the quietude of a wooded
churchyard, where flowers bloom in lonesome
luxuriance among the sepulchres of - the dead,
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The closc mown grass over grave-mounds of
the peasantry, balustpaded enclosurcs, marble
slabs, and sculptured urns, proclaiming the
last tributary devotion of man to man—
Pride’s dreary beacon, and the long furewell
monument to carthly greatness.

On cntering the churchyard of Norton Va-
lence, the trodden pathway through almost
obliterated burial heaps of the “ long-ago”
dead, with here and there a straggling tuft of
winter moss, were the only things typical of
life remaining, till, turning round the corner of
an extraordinarily high cenotaph, a grave-
digger was observed, pursuing his cheerless
toil, while, some few paces apart, a greyhcaded
vetcran reclined upon a rustic seat. 'The
arrival of the strangers disturbed his reverie,
and the ancient form hobbled off to & lone-
lier spot.

“ Good afternoon, friend,” said the Rector,
addressing the grave-digger.

“ Aye, sar! the arternoon be gude enow,
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sure, but for the matter o’ that, we maybe'd
rayther abun the gude weather, a ’ we could
kape the gude folks amang us. I takes it
Jou're somewhat strange like in this coun-
try?”

. Mr. Dentnoris looked inquiringly at the
surly labourer, as the old man advanced to-
wards them, gazing intensely on the features
of the disconcerted Harold—then hesitated,
smiled, and uncovering with onc hand his
Loary pate, raised the other to brush away the
scanty locks of snow-white hair lingering upon
his wrinkled forchead.

“I ask your pardon, gemmen, ’tis long
agoue since I set eyes on your lorship; so when
you come along Jim Sloe, I had no notion as
’twas ye—an’ why! Ithought, in my unknow-
ledged mind, thought I, if ever I sees im agin,
he will ha keppit time bi my auld age—not so
auld neither; but,” continued the venerable
speaker, * 1 thought ye would ha aged a bit,
and wight perbaps beshrine the face of an
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humble friend and servant to command, if
your lorship had ganged never so far agin;
and now, didn’t we meet no more, 1'd know
your voice on entering Heaven, though you
be looking agbairny as ye do now.”

“ Indecd,” replied Harold, in return for the
civil harangue, “you have mistaken me! I
am a stranger here!” ‘

“ A stranger, do ye call yoursel ? Well,
sure, 'twas but a 'dopted country after all, yet
it would ha softened my hard road to death,
could you have keppit the ‘'membrance of your
old sarvant.”

Harold had been scveral times on the point
of interrupting the energetic speaker; and
sceing the big tear gathered in the cyes of the
carnest old man, he replied, kindly, I would
gladly claim your acquaintance, my good
friend, but I was never in this neighbourhood
until yesterday.” '

“ You was never in this neighbourhood until
yesterday! Never,” cjaculated the reverend
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inquirer, * Never at Norton Valence! Why,
who lived in that cottage for a month?” said
he, pointing to a pretty little retreat on the
hill beyond; ¢ and when ye lefty didn't your
own flesh and blude, your own bairn, come to
we—didn’t ye come up to us arter your solemn
vows at church, and gie us all a hearty shake
o’ the hand, and say, ¢ thanks, my trusty friends,b
like a true breasted lord o’ the land as ye be;

© and, in the fourteenth month arter that, didn’t
© ye come there to that there very cot for a

month? Who was with ye then—when she,
the beautifullest lady as ever drew a breath in
Britain, was in her trouble?”

% Indeed—what can you mean ?—the name!
I beseech you, speak it,” said the agitated

" Harold.

“ And where now is she, then?—in the cold
tomb, or ye could not a let the sun rise without
the *membrance of that cottage coming with
it. Ah! I hears the world’s a queer world in
Indy. It makes un forbide one’s kith an kin.”

K3 ‘
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“ Oh speak, I pray you, more explicitly,”
relteratcd Harold. |

“ Aye! ye thinks I should be making o
thanks first, for yc be ower gude. I gets my
ten a week from the big lawyer, and hadn’t I,
I'd be obligated for the poor house; butI gied
my five hundred to the bank, and now it keeps
ws all genteel and comely like.”

“ What was your friend’s name, my good old
man ?” asked the Rector, wondering at the tone
of unaffected melancholy with which the pea-
sant alluded to a mysterious “ past.”

¢“ Ask un,” rejoincd ‘the man, pointing to
Harold; * there be rasons for kaping a secret
sometimes—but, ah me! your cyes be none
the sicklier-—there’s no mistaking ye.”

¢ Indeed I shall be rejoiced,” said the em-
barrassed young Dentnoris, *if you can give
me any clue to your real friend ;" afraid of
entertaining hopes which glanced like meteors
through his fancy.

“ The name as is honoured by me, an’ by
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mine,” said the old peasant, ‘is yourn;” and,
still extending his finger towards Harold, he
added, with a sigh, ¢ Lord Dentnoris, if I
shouldn’t know ye, who should? Wasn't
your boy as lief my own. Didn’t your lor-
ship call me Father? Often and often’s the
time ye have a said, ¢ Well, old Father, how
goes the times to-day?” And wasn't your
child at my Sally’s bosom for many a month?
and didn't we teach un to be above a lie! and
didn't we get a print o’ praises from his
blessedest mother’s mouth when she come to
fetch un away. Ah, yes! the lips as has never
been likened, parted wi’ a bonniest smile as she
spoke. ¢Joseph and Sally,’ says she, ‘‘you
have far exceeded your trust; my boy speaks
and looks the gentleman. May God bless you!’
She sobbed and cried upon my Sally’s neck
till we thought her heart would break. She
said as a uncle had kindly undertaken charge’
of her Doy, she should accompany your lorship
to Indy. A, your lorship, did ye miss the
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smile she gmiled on turning out o’ the wicket
gate—and where is she now? the black about
you tells me all.”

Harold’s breath came thickly, his throat
filled with unuttered words.

“ Lady Dentnoris has beecn dead many
years,” answered the Rector, endeavouring to
assume a calm he felt not; ¢ and Lord Dent-
noris also.”

“ Dead, baith dead!” said the old man,
plaintively., ¢ Is this, then, my wee bairn?”
Choked with an carnest sorrow, he turned
silently to the tall form of the child he had
nurtured.

“ Then I sees ye, Lord Harold, agm——but
they're gone— gone before me to Heaven.
They were ower youthful to leave the earth so
soon—but stop a bit, long years be passed
since thin; sure.z-would na mind them quite,”
added the veteran despondingly ;  but all they
as have been long parted forbides the gap
between.
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“You know my name, then?” inquired the
astonished heir.

“Your name, Maister Harold, or as now
maun be, your lorship—know’t! wan’t I at
your christenen, and didn’t Sally take to ye
like her own?”

“ Yet,” rejoined the Rector, ¢ they say your
friend Harold has no title to the inheritance?”

“ They say! Who say?” exclaimed the
peasant, angrily. “I'll say um! Didn't I go
back and forward to find the certificates of
marriage they thought as they had left in a
empty desk at Mr. Arthur Dentnoris’? Ilow-
somever we couldn’t find um, and they sailed
without um. I couldn’t see Mr. Arthur, and
never did.”

“ Not as you is sartain on,” here interrupted
the grave-digger; “ for mysel, I has no matter
o’ doubt as we both sen un once.”

“Did you never recover the certificates?”
asked Mr. Dentnoris.

“ Never. Never seed the colour o the
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paper agin,” continued the old man, “but I
promised to spake pretty particular to the
parson here about um—them sort o’ things is
best cared about—and I takes it, I did, too,
for I was occasional afeared of the old lady, who
wanted Mr. George to marry the Duke's great
darter, ’stead of the beautifullest widdy as ever
saw the sun a setten, aknowen it would return
agin to light up her blue bonny eyes.”

“ And where does the parson live to whom
you allude?”

“ He’s dead! dead as a nit!” answered the
man; “and his tombstone stands among the
lordliest o' the land, and we keeps up the
willow as is over it.” .

Struck by the extraordinary obstacles aris-
ing on all sides—and appearing in every way
to fence off the clear road to his title——-Harold
meditated for a moment. '

“This grave is for the last parson, too—
Parson Danvers; he wished to lie in the lone:
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liest spot,” said the grave-digger. *I doesn’t
fancy why, I'm sure.”

“¢ But you're a keepin his lorship standing,
Jim,” muttered the veteran friend of Lord
Dentnoris, jealous that another should have
found the chance of enlightening the visitors
on even one subject; then turning to the
visitors, he exclaimed, *my cabin's but a stone
throw, and it’s bitter cold just now.”

“ We will follow you with pleasure,” cried
Harold, ¢ dnd we can talk as we proceed.”

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” continued the old
man, “ that if they're a disputen about your
rights, it comes of that same owdacious (gem-
man he called himself) chap who come staren
and ranting about the place, may be last
Michaelmas, I think it was three year.

_“ The fust time as I see im was just ws I
was a sitten t'other side o’ the yard, as may
be now, and Jim Sloe was a digging, as he does
at the present, when up comes a gemman wi’
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a glowerin face, and humped back, so much
50, as his cloak wouldn’t hide his shame. Jim
there thought it was Mr. Arthur, but I didn’t;
I couldn’t fancy anything -belonging to his
lorship could be so ugly-like, howsomever.
.* 8o, ho,’ says he, ¢ who's you? What's your
name, old chap? speaking to Jim.

¢ ¢ My name’s Jim Sloc, sexton of the parish
of Norton Valence,” says Jim.

“¢Well, then, if you are Jim Sloe.on other
days, be Jim Quick now, and show fue through
the church.’

“Jim looked at im, astonish-like, making
answer, ‘ It's not everybody as is let in at
them church doors, when there’s no minister
present to tell him what they comes for.’”

A long sigh from Harold, resulting from
this tedious oratory, was checked by Mr.
Dentnoris, who walked. silently on, gathering
from each sentence a testification of his
nephew’s rights, and cvidence against the
wretch, Mr. Arthur, whose vile schemes he
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recognised in every sentence uttered by the
feeble communicant, who,went on :—

“¢Qh, that's it,’ says the horser, jumping
off his roan beast, ¢that’s it, iz it. I'll tell
you what else too,” says he, clenching his fist,
and going alongside Jim. ¢ You dog, I'll
sharpen your lazy. tongue, and quicken your
crazy limbs. I wish to go into that church
instantly, or I'll know the reason why. Why,
I say, are the doors locked when a public
baptism is to take place, and the people are
actually waiting in their cottages to go to it?’

“‘Sure, I'll tell ye why,’ answers Jim. ¢This
is why, then. One day gone by, somewhere
last month, I had just got every book in its
place, when a man got into the vestry, mys-
terious like, for no one sees him go or come—
but the books had been interfered wi', and
that was emough. Well, I speaks to the
minister about it, when he says, ¢ Never agin,
Jim, allow any one to go in without you.
Well, I tlought ‘I hadn’t; however, 1 sced
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plainly enough,’ says Jim, ¢ that I might be
sharper. Il take g sifht o’ care next time.
So don’t stand glimmerin no longer at me,
sir, for I've gave you your answer, an’ wish ye
good morning,’ )

“¢I'll tell you a little secret first,’ says the
strange -humped creature. ‘I want to see
that church. Will ye or will ye not admit
me?’

“¢Try- it on, says Jim. ¢TIl no doubt
keep your secret, and profit by it, too. So
out o’ the way, sar, or Ill stretch your
length upon this here mound. I sces its no
holy cause you're come about, and wouldn’t gi’
ye the honour ¢’ laying in my yard if I didn’t
put ye upon the narry bed o’ one who wasn’t
much yer better. I've got solemn wisdom
cnough to know Beelzebub from St. Peter any
day in the week.’- . :

“Upon this,” continucd the veteran, * old
humpy looked as white as a turnip, and pretty
soon give us more reom than company. Well,
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I was at the parson’s that night, waiting for
an answer to my Bill's scrap o’ paper, which
I carricd to Nell, his wife, who was maid to
the minister’s sister till my Will married her,
when I hears high words in the parlour; so
says 1, holden the prettiest little fingers in my
hand (here our hero’s thoughts reverted to
those he had so lately touched, and permitted
this"digression of “the poor old man’s to pass
with the usual indication of impatience), I
heard our minister say, ¢ No, sir,’ I received
a warning concerning your interference from
my predecgssor.’” "The door was just then set
ajar, and I sees ’im scringing at the minister’s
words, most especial as the curate was also
present afore him.”

“And where is the curate now?” asked
Harold, impatiently. |

“ Gone into foreign parts with a new wife.”

“ Do you not know where—in what part
of the habitable” globe he is?” inquired Mr.
Dentnoris, with great anxiety.
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“ Not a bit—not a bit; but Mr. Sommers
is here still.”

“ And what of him?’ rejoined Harold.

“ Of him! Oh! not much, to be sure, un-
less the minister told him about it, which
isn’t like, I takes it.”

¢ Continue, I entreat you,” said the Rector,
fearing another break in the old man’s narra-
tive. '

“ Well—where was 1? oh, I remembers
me—1I was tellen that the dumpty old villain
made answer about wanten to get a sight of
some certificates, or registers, or somewhat,
when our minister, as though speaking once
for all, says, looken all the while like any
lord, and standen on his two legs like a
bishop, and taking a power of a look into the
blinky eyes of the gemman, and frownen on un,
like the frown of a angel, says he—*I know
you, in spite of your assumed name and dis-
guises — begone — or, as there is a law in
Heaven, you shall rue the fearful odds.” Well,
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after all this theatenin o' the mimster, and
Jim Sloe’s caution, *the, certificates was cut
o every book; and how 'twas done the saints
above know best—else nothing at all about it
~—for as 'twas, more than mortal skill did it,
I am pretty certain.”

“ What became of the gentleman?” asked
the distressed Harold.

“T don’t know; he hasn’t been heard of
since in these parts, tho’ he has a house nine-
teecn mile off, somewhere. Now, your lor-
ship,” said the old peasant, invitingly, ¢ here
are two seats, and I’ve got beer, and a crust
or two, and a wee bit o’ bacon—Dbut I takes
it, 'tis a losen ceremony to court your takin
it.” :

. % We thank you, equally, friend ; but having
lunchel at the Travellers’ inn, our hunger has
been wholly satisfied; but can you not put us
in the way to arrive at any distinct informa-
tion?”

“ Sure I can, if ye will call to-morrow,
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Just now I feels my rheumatis come fresh
again.”

Having comfortably ensconced old Joseph

in his chimney corner, beside a blazing fire,
.and tended by his fellow-lodger, our travellers
retraced their steps to the town, busy in ex-
- pressing 8 thousand doubts and hopes con-
nected with the wonderfully disclosed clue to-
wards the proof of Harold’s legitimacy.
. “Let us calm our fears, and await the
\comin_g morrow, with patience and thankful-
ness,” said the Rector, who, a few moments
after, poured forth fhe burthen of his soul at
the footstool of his Lord; giving praise where
praise wag.due, and in humble adoration con-
féssing whence every goodness flows. And
soon the dreams of Harold Dentnoris painted
pleasant pictures, built him castles and rich
hopes—-among which, not the least-dear of
the brightening scene was Mary: Clairlowe's
coy acceptance. of his love.
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CHAPTER XII.

% Oh! not for mort:tl tear
Doth Nature deviate from her calm career,
Nor is the Earth less laughing, or less fair,
Though breaking hearts her gladness may not share,
Mrs. HEMANS.

L]

THE return of Mr. Beverley Dentnoris, tn-
accompanied by his nephew, occasioned great
astonishment to all but Lady Wilverton, who
maintained a calm indifference on the sub-
ject, perfectly inexplicable to the younger part
of her late guests, and by Mary considered as
particulerly cold and unamiable; for though
the family of Colonel Clairlowe had quitted
the Rectory, few days passed without a meet-
ing; Miss Clairlowe preferring George’s com-
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panionship in Rer rides to that. of either Lod-
wick or Sir Williaw. Gertrude, too, had en:
tered inte a cgfnpact to assist her little friend
Sarah in finishing the white embroidered car-
riage bag, intended as one among the many
bridal gifts for Miss Herberton.

“ It is exceedingly odd,” observed Colonel
Clairlowe to his.lady, as they retired to rest
the night following Mr. Dentnoris’ arrival;
“ very odd that Mr. Harold should remain
behind, in a place where he knows nobody—
not a soul. Do you know, my dear, I am
afraid Marianne Wilverton guessed at my
anxiety about Mary.”

“ One could not-be surprised, I am sure,
Colonel, that you should be anxious to avoid
seeing the bar sinister on your daughter’s
carriage; ands Mr. Harold is not a person to
be easily forgotten by any girl; I never saw
so perfect a gentleman, in mind and manner,
as he is.” '

“ And you know, my dear, I would be the
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last man in the world to dis’tress him inten-
tionally by any evident mark of disapproba-
tion; yet, if it can be avoided, the better. I
could not bear the thought of annoying him or
Mary.”

% Yes, yes, we all know that, my dear hus-
hand,” replied his wife; “he is so very superior
to most young men now-a-days. . Only hear
this; I was enumerating the expected guests
for Loder Castle, simply with a view to dis-
cover if he was one, when Marianne ‘inter-
rupted me by saying, ¢ No, not Harold, oniit
his name on your list—he has written to de-
cline; Percy, however, has insisted on his
spending June with him. To this plan Harold
has consented ;' thus, you perccive, we have
the chance of making the gay Percy drive Mr.
Dentnoris out of Mary’s head.”

“ Never!” ejaculated the Colonel, heartily;
“ Never! or she is not my daughter.”

“ Well, then, could you wish her to accept
him?”

YOL. I. L
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“ No, my dear; in the first .place Harold;
I am persuaded, weuld never allow a word
of love to escape him, though his looks are
sometimes full of it; and, if he wooed her,
Mary would not accept him without our con-
sent.”

“ But could you withhold it, her happiness
at stake ?”

“ Withhold it! yes, 'twould be monstrous
strange if I did not. I tell you, Mary will not
give us the trial; and, upon my word, I am
sorry he has declined meeting us at Loder.”

“You are singularly inconsistent for once,
Colonel Clairlowe,” replied his wife: ¢ you
would, and you would. not, have Mary subject
to a temptation of the sort.”

“ No, my dear, I would and I would not
have Mary united to Harold Dentnoris. It’s
odd, yery odd! Heaven’s decrees often puzzle
us poor mortals greatly. Here is the perfec-
tion of a man rendercd miserable for life;
at all events, if not miserable, extremely un-
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‘settled, from the obstinate lindulgence of im-
pulsive passion and overtreening pride in his
parents. Do not, however, mention this to
Mary, my poor girl; I see a good deal farther
than she imagines into the intercourse between
her heart and reason. She hopes to meet young
Dentnoris at Loder Castle, else not a bit of it
would she have shaken hands with him so
merrily the night before he left. Ah!” con-
tinned the warm-hearted father, “he kncw,
you see, that they would be strangers for a
longer while than she conceived; that it was
brought the tear to course his cheek, when
locked in his grasp was the hand he longed to
kiss and press to his bosom, yet dared not re-
tain for a second longer than the formality of
friendship prescribed. Ah, I know what the
poor fellow felt, well! it’s very odd—God bless
him.” ‘

“Yet that tear, Clairlowe, was not half so
sad as the calm look I have se frequently de-

L2
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tected, when Mary’s averted eyes were uncon-
scious of his observaiion.”

¢ The tear!” pronounced the Colonel, with
emphasis; ¢ Jane, there was the tear—poor
things."”

“ Well, dear husband, let us commit her
happiness to the All Merciful; he tempers the
wind to the shorn lamb; he too has produced
good from evil before now.”

“ So, 80, he hath done all things well—but
it'’s odd, very odd!”

And the kind old pair were soon fast asleep,
forgetful of this world’s dull speculations.
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CHAPTER XIIL

Oh, how this spring of love resembleth
The uncertain glory of an April day;
Which now shows all the beauty of the sun,
And by-and-bye a cloud takes all away.
Two GENTLEMEN or VERONA.

He would say untruths; and be ever double,
Both in his words and meaning; he was never,
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful !

KiNe HeNry THE EiGuri.

Ox the day preceding the intended visit to
Loder Castle, Mary and Gertrude were alone,
and their conversation naturally turned upon
the past and coming events.

- “To-morrow, Gertry, we leave this dear
Grange for Loder Castle; George has pro-
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mised to be a vetgv regular correspondent ; we
should be much happier without Charlotte
Herberton.”

“ Perhaps not, Mary; the aftianced bride
may help to divert Mr. Percy’s attentions
from yourself, without the chance of being pro-
claimed cligible for the wifeship upon a wdck’s
notice.” .

¢ 1low absurd our calculations are; yet one
cannot avoid recurring to that silly letter. I
have no doubt tliec victim has been kept in
blissful ignorance of all expected from him.
Ab, yes, Charlotte is a lady most decidedly
desirable for such happy interruption to the
series of attentions written, bound, and pub-
lished, in octavo, by his anything save ¢ am-
bitious mother; Charlotte has made herself
very agreeable during the past two months,
Mary.” '

“ For this reason, her handsome lover has
excrted a strange influence over her wayward-
ness; besides, she admires hersclf the more
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complacently for having atfracted a man of
such excellent reputation and importance—
¢ The observed of all observers; well she
might be gentle and happy under such circum-
stances.”

“ You are cruel to her, Mary.”

“ Not at all! Every one acknowledges the
same opinion ; even Lord and Lady Ierberton
continually expostulate with her on her at-
tempts to evince the power she possesses over
her ¢ clected one’ her heart has many chan-
nels.” '

“ Tie, Mary! however, here is Mr. Dent-
noris’ carriage !”

Miss Clairlowe’s cheek suffused at the sound
of the charmed name.

“ Really!” she said: “ Alas! how brief our
visit has appeared.”

“You have sadly changed your mind, my
cousin, concerning this intended week at
Loder; but I fear there is disappointment in
it. Is there, Mary, despite thy confused phi-
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losophy, as you ‘yourself termed it an hour
ago?” and while she spoke Gertrude read her
answer in the deep sigh, and subdued mirth,
of the sweet girl beside her.

“T will follow, Gertrude,” she answered,
reluctantly viewing the packages around her,
telling, as they did, of the morrow’s leave
taking. She had received the jnformation
that Mr. Harold Dentnoris would not form
onc of the party at the castle, and clung to
the spot wherein he would shortly stand, with
rassionate tcnacity; the path before her was
clouded and obscure—the sun her heart had
lighted was removed—blank, desért, seemed
the Eden of her thoughts—one hour previously
cven the dismal portmanteaus wore theif cou-
leur de rose, and looked happily enough.
Alas! how their colours and their forms had
‘changed, and to poor Mary’s heart seemed
more like _mufﬂed effigies of funereal rites; all
things had been transformed, for Mary’s heart
was sad. She longed to communicate the in-
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telligence to her cousin, yet the dread of the
quiet sympathy with which Gertrude would
assail her, prevented it.

The luncheon of that short day being over,
Miss Clairlowe proposed that George should
accompany her for a ride, and accordingly
flitted off with her admiring equerry.

By some mysterious intuition, the young
gentleman had discovered that to talk of his
brother, and please his companion, were syno-
nymous in the end; consequently half a mile
was scarcely traversed when her silence was
broken in reply to George's observation.

“ Miss Clairlowe, you have been so dull all
the morning, I could not tell you something I
wished so much to say. I have the merriest
letter from Harold that he ever wrote—to me,
at lcast—here it is, read it for yourself, if you
like;” and the boy evidently requested no heavy
task by intreating her to read the well remem-
bered characters of his brother’s hand. Once,
and once only, when in Venice, a note of accepte

L3
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ance to an invitation had fallen into Mary
Clairlowe’s hands, ang still remained buried in
the depth of her writing case.

. Why did she fear that othe1 eyes should
trage the words of that simple document?

In that now before her there was but a
small share of infoxmation; albeit, the affec-
tionate girl saw beauty in each line, and
wisdom in each sentence—especially in the
concluding page, which, after all, seemed
scarcely to possess a meaning to an uninterested
observer; it ran thus:—

T never permit such large men as your-
self, or Charles Bacon, to give very kind mes-
sages to young ladics; so you need only deliver
formally my kindest compliments to Miss
Clairlowe, to Miss Grey of all people, and re-
collect, my dear boy, never to call your lovely
friend ¢ Mary.’”

The heart that thrilled at the perusal of her
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own name, written by the Joved hand of one
whose ¢ fickle liking” hgd made up that day’s
dream, was warmly beating a responsc to * the
kiudest compliments,” when George, fancying
his impertinent mention of her to his brother

had caused displeasure, deprecatingly intreated
her to speak again. o

“ Really, Miss Clairlowe, you must not be
offended at that last part, where Harold accuses
me of calling you by your Christian name. I
only did it because I thought it a good excusc
to use the name he likes best of all in the
world; and Aunt Marianne told me to write
everything that would please and interest him
in his anxious solitude.”

“ Anxious solitude, George! Why is he
anxious ?”

“ I cannot tell; Aunt Marianne would have
told us if we ought to know more about it. She
knows how dearly we love Harold.”

Mary hushed her breath; the words ap:
peared to sound as though they had passed
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from her own heart to echo in the ambient air}
a melody of distant music waked in her bo-
som—again a question roused her.

“ Ah, I can see plainly you are pretending
to be angry, but your nice true cyes will not
tell a story; lesides, now you huve heard the
reason, and like me,well enough to like my
brother, you ought not to be sorry—thut's all,
Miss Clairlowe.”

Mary’s eyes assuredly would have belied
her feelings had she felt disposed-to quarrel
with the animated speaker.

“ And can you forgive me,” continued her
companion. ‘ Shall we talk again, or cunter?”

“ Talk, talk,” answered Mary, rapidly;
“but ought I not to scold you for such extreme
forgetfulness of my dignity! Nevertheless, I
will show you that I am nat injured beyond
remedy, by desiring you henceforth to write
¢ Mary’ instead of Miss Clairlowe.”

“ Now, I am really glad, and shall acquaint
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Harold that I understand what will please a
lady almost as well as ke can tell me,” ex-
claimed George, playfully.

“ Tell him, too,” added Mary,  that if we
had leisure, we would send him a homily,
addressed to a gay wanderer.”

Miss Clairlowe had, during the past week,
been schooling her imagination to receive Mr.
Harold Dentnoris into her heart, upon the
same terms that Lodwick lived there. She had
drawn her multitude of thoughts to a conclu-
sion, determining to be his warm unchanging
friend, aware that one insuperable impediment
existed to the idea of any nearer tie.

Alas! Mary Clairlowe, such resolutions
have been framed before—how fruitlessly.

% What a singularly impulsive girl Charlotte
Herberton is,” said Miss Grey, hastening to
meet her cousin as the equestrians dismounted
on their return. ¢ She deeclines aécompany-
ing us to-morrow, as the marriage is to take
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place to-morrow week. It is hurried on account
of some domestic concern relating to Lord
Delvor’s family.”

“Indeed! how suddenly determined on,
after such repeated delays.”

“ And Mrs. Clairlowe has written to post-
pone our visit to Loder, so that we have only
to pass the two days at Hatfield, and return
here.”

“ How glad I am,” exclaimed George; * and
so will Sarah be.”

The morning of the appointed day rosc
clear and bright, and beautiful, although cold ;
tranquil nature still wore her hard and silvery
garment of Loar frost, her bleak front had lost
its chillingness, the bared forest trees had dis-
carded their draperies of snow, the birds sang
more Dblithely, the village tenantry donuned
their gala dresses, while plumes of spring
flowers, which had apparently been forewarned
to struggle into beauty in the close corners of
the humble cottages, mingling with the healthy
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floral gifts of the happy ¢ Grange gardencrs,”
were ranged into glad tvophies to grace the
pathway of Lord Delvor’s bride.

In the ancient hall of the Herbertons were -
assembled many a noble scion of our land—
beauty, wealth, renown, brave and honourable
men, women in mute holiness helped to form
that circle of proud high hearts and ele-
vated greatness. The Conqueror, England’s
dearest friend and patriot, moved in that
sparkling throng, and the brilliant genius of
Love’s poetess smiled upon the lot of the
beloved one.

The bridal veil énveloped the rich form of
Miss Herberton, the diamond aigrette’s blaze
dazzled upon the brightness of her brow, her
long black tresses of heavy curls beamed
glossier in their bright and half-concealed
magnificence. Her round and tapered fingers,
ringless, save for one glittering gem, escaped
their blonde imprisonment to show more dis-
tinctly how very beautiful they were.
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The maiden spoke her vows, and the proud
old lord placed the hand of his only child in
the burning clasp of her betrothed. The signal
link united them! Charlotte Delvor blushed,
kneeled, and rose again, a bride. The last
sigh was Lreathed upon her father’s name, and
the merry bells pealed forth as the splendid
cortége left the portal of the venerable pile.

Once more at home, Lady Herberton stole
tv her daughter, kissed the varying cheek, and
led her darling from friends who pressed too
eagerly around. Man's ceremony of avowal, the
chureli’s rite, was over, the heavy door swung
back-upon its ponderous hinges, for the mother
had relinquished that golden-linked hund,
and, sobbing in jealous fondness, had bidden
her child adieu, and taking the Duke’s offered
arm, passed into the sumptuous banquet hall.
Blessings ware uttered, the voice of gaiety went
forth, yet there were tender wailings on that
solemn morning.

Jest and laughter filled the servants’ hall—
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the foaming tankard was busy in its work of
happiness, and Lethe could scarcely have done
niore in leveiling hopes and wishes; each tone
seemed redolent of. joyousness. In the saloon
the aristocracy of sound was heard, and with
it well-recounted themes of pleasant memory,
so gladsome was that throng, that few could
think a sad heart reigned among them. Yet
onc was wretched, and some were unhappy.
The nuptial ceremony had commenced before
Miss Grey suspected the proximity of Sir
Brook Emmersly. She believed he had not
arrived in England. None had mentioned
him, and she dared not inquire; as usual, she
had returned with her aunt and cousins the
preceding night, and during the morning
lingered in her quiet room—even Mary knew
nothing of his coming; and though Gertrude’s
heart for ever felt him near, and listened to
his voice, the visionary presence disturbed her
not, and she believed it possible she could even
meet him coldly and tranquilly, till an accent,
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too quickly recogrised, responded the “ Amen.”
Gertrude ventured 1tot to turn—she knew the
tone was his, and summoned to her aid the
utmost encrgy of mind to.meet his scrutiny

.with cold indifference. The effort proved

Successful, and she rose from her kneeling
posture to receive upon her heart once more
the look so loved and feared ; but she trembled
not, shrank not from the distressing encounter.
A wild resdlj;e enabled her to baffle the intense
gaze of her persecutor, and Brook Emmersly
wondered unabashed at the dignified rescrve,
over which his smile had no dominion.

The muttered half derisive response to the
holy vow surprised Miss Clairlowe equally with
her cousin, and she turned with fearful appre-
hension, dreading its effect upon the already
suffering frame—but there was no sign of
agitation in Miss Grey’s manner—the uneasy
timid Gertrude stood crect; cven the dark
eyes looked undisturbed, and her lip quiverec
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not as she replied, when the yoice of other days
addressed her.

¢ Miss G;ey, 1 fear you are oppressed by
the heat of this crowded room,” observed Sir
Brook, bending to return the kerchief she had
dropped.

“ No, I thipk it only too agreeablc; yet I
thank you.”

Mary was charmed—she had been an anxious
spectator of the mecting. She “had learned,
too, to understand how much Sir Brook * hated
philosophy in women,” as he termed every
good fecling at variance with his impétuous
inclinations; and now there was rejoicing in
her mind, to see him thus proudly humiliated
by his victim—to see what Gertrude Grey
could not—his composure ruffled, and the
boasted sang-froid dispelled! For the first
time in his ‘“thread of spoils” Brook Em-.
mersly felt himself the entangled!

There was nothing- astonishing in their
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meeting him at the Grange—they expected the
presence of so intimate a friend of the family.
The only surprise emanated from his unan-
nounced reappearance, and the absence of the
Rector’s family. |

According to the order of such assemblies,
the .guests dispersed, while Gertrude, over-
powered by the efforts she had made, shrank
from the idea of answering the inquiries it was
but natural her aunt would make concerning
her hectic cheek and burning brow; yet un-
willing that her movements should indicate «
wish to avoid one who might perhaps express
contrition, and return her sigh for sigh, if not
disdainfully rejected.

Gertrude pictured him as the erring prodi-
gal; ‘and if He who knew no guile received
again the wandering son, ought she to shut up
every pathway to redemption from the sin of
“ so forsaking her?’ Musing on this returning
train of fancies, Miss Grey threw herself on
a couch behind the drapery of the heavy cur-
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tain, remote from the few who had gathered
in a circle to discuss the various incidents of
the day.

A faintness overcame the agltafed girl—her
lips refused their office—she could neither move
nor speak. Sir Brook was the first to perceive
her indisposition, and, scrupling but one mo-
ment, walked hastily towards her. Gertrude
shricked and fell, when, instantly perceiving
the mischief he had done, Sir Brook called for
assistance, and, lifting the fainted form to its
place of rest, discovered that which made even
his adamantine feelings quail—Gertrude Grey
a faded faultless shadow of her former self.
The heart his treachery had wrecked was a
few months since buoyant with healthful pulses.
Brook pitied her, but blamed not the man who
wrought the destruction. No! Sir Brook
Emmersly had made it his profession, and
triumphed in conquest.

Colonel Clairlowe flew to answer the sum-
mons.
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" 4 Si Brook !” said he, angrily, “T am afraid
my little girl may thank your presence for this
death-like swoon. I cannot request you to
leave a house as much your privilege to re-
main in as my own, but I will beg of you, as
a gentleman, to afford me an explanation
of this matter elsewhere. Nay! touch her

“not,” added the enraged soldier, observing Sir
Brook advancing to the sofa; “touch her not,
I say, or, by Heaven, I will destroy you
where you stand.”

Miss Clairlowe and several domestics had
by this time taken charge of the insensible
Gertrude. :

“ Oh, make some sign of life, dearest Ger-
try,” said Mary; “give me some token that
you still live. Oh, do not look so dead and
cold, Gertry. Will no warmth come?” Again
she chafed -the hand of her cousin, and kissed
the marble forehead.

" The author of so much misery leant against
the wall, now a-very statue of Despair and heed-
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less of Colonel Clairlowe’s appeal. He seemed to
have concentred thought, mo"tion, and feeling,
into one hard, labouring sigh of miserable so-
licitude; he spoke not, but mutely, as if in
terror, gazed upon his work.

The deception succeeded.

Miss Clairlowe witnessing the assumed agony
of sorrow, and almost repenting her denounce-
ment of him, implored her father also to relent,
and respect the tribute of a lover's grief.

“Ile gricves not!” muttered the Colonel,
turning to speak to the physician, who that mo-
ment entered the room; then, taking the clay-
cold palm of his beloved niece within his own,
whispered rather than spoke, ¢ Perfidy !”

Nevertheless, with all their watching and
their love, Brook Emmersly was the quickest
to discern returning animation.

“ She breathes ! by the bright sky,” he ex-
claimed, “she breathes !” and, clasping hishdnds,
he sank on his knees, gazing fondly on the
opening eyelids of the doomed one, till a faintly
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articulated ¢ Brook” invited him to her side;
then, in stilly pa:ssionate tones, he demanded
pardon for his apparent indifference.

She thought not of the past; that pale
beautiful girl remembered a dreamy something
about joy and him; there was no harsh resent-
ment; her dormant senses had not yet re-
awakened to the mémory of slight, sorrow, ané
(iesertion; he was near, and all the world was
one glad sun.

“ Do you forgive me, Gertrude?” asked the
perjured. '

“ Oh yes! yet why forgive? Where—where
am [—can I forgive? Mary, are you there?”
asked a scarcely earthly tone. ¢ Lift me up;
are we in heaven? have we left the carth? is
Brook here? Mamma! and—you here! near
poor lorn Gertrude once again. No! oh no!”
screamed the pale victim, sinking again into
insensibility. _

‘Colonel Clairlowe’s rage burst forth afresh
on hearing the delirious wanderings, notwith-
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standing the mild responses of the young Ba.
ranct to his repeated maledictions.

tertrude again rallied from her unconscious
«vi .mings; whereupon the irritated Colonel
resolutely determined to vent his resentment
in full on the obnoxious Sir Brook.

1 request you will be good cnough to af-
terd me cvery necessary explanation as soon
ag possible, sir,” exclaimed the stern soldier,
walking towards the door.

< accompany you with the greatest plea-
sure, my dear sir;” and once more the unre-
sisting hand of the invalid was carried to his
lips; a few whispered words of kindness, a
graceful acknowledgment of gratitude to Mary,
and, with that air of elegant ease for which he
was celebrated, the heartless  traitor fofJowed
the affectionate but imperious Colonel Clair-
lowe to the library.

The result of this conference was never as-
certained; the old soldier looked unsatisfied,

VOL. I. M C
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yet consoled; and Gertrude, with her heart
re-lighted into love for the destroyer, snatched
from the lacquey a sealed note, out of which
hope had already read a thousand prayers for
pardon—a thousand thoughts more exquisite
for their long silence.

She read the words of that brief missive,
shuddered, and strewed its fragments on the
ground. No faintness overcame her—affection
had again resigned its empire—Gertrude’s
heart’s last chord had broken. “ Suffice it, that
I can tell you no more, dear Mary, but that
we shall never meet again,” was the single
remark.

“ Not you and I, Gertry?”

“Not Sir Brook Emmersly and Gertrude
Grey,, she murmured, in the low, hollow ac-
cents of unmitigated despair.

“ Cruel, wicked man!” sighed Mary.

“ Yillain! wretch!” was the only echo; and
the name of Brook Emmersly became a pro-
hibited sound.
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“Alag! that man shoulil ever win
So sweet a shrine te death and sin
As woman's heart,”

When Lodwick returned from witnessing
the diversions among the villagers, he was
painfully affected to find his cousin suffering
from the recent agitating interview ; sincerély
upbraiding himself for the jealous madness
which had driven him from her side, when his
arm might have assisted, and his presehce pre-
cluded the opportunity, he instinctively felt
convinced that Sir Brook would seek for a re-
newal of his protestations to his neglected love,
Lodwick Clairlowe had too warm a heart to
blame him for such an effort to regain what
he esteemed beyond sll price; he knew also
equally well, that he could not act the calm
beholder of their affection; therefore, for the
purpose of aveiding the misery of looking
.sadly upon Gertrude, he took refuge among a
party of gentlemen who were issuing forth on

M2
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a visit to the SOl‘OOlb and sports of the pean’
santry

Lodwick Clairlowe was impetuous, but trust-
ful; he had that morning, for the first time,
been introduced to Sir Brook, and confessed
himself singularly prepossessed by his stately
pride and undeviating blandness.
- The ardent temperament of our young
Afriend took alarm at the prospect of the odds
against this formidable rival, when, more in
sorrow than despair, he left him in the field,
uncompeted with and alone. .Now, however,
he heard that for the second time Sir Brook
had rejected the golden sceptre within his
reach, his sorrow changéd to firm determina-
tion; resentment heated every vein, despite
the lurking sentiment of gratitude and relief,
arising from the certainty of his absence and
rehnqu;shment of the prize he hlmse”lf would
have died to gain. -
" And, burning with one wild hope, that by
-“:patient devotion he might at no very distant



1HE CHRONICLES OF A LIKE. 245

period become the declared and accepted lover
of Gertrude Grey, he botinded up the vast
staircase to the drawing-room. :

Ida Deschamps was to have been numbered
among the wedding guests, and the where-
fores concerning her non-arrival were soon
forgotten; she was not present, and few la-
mented it.
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"CHAPTER XIV.

1¢ likes us well :
And, at our more convenicnt time we'll read,
Answer, and think upon, this business.
. SHAKSPEARE,

Such were thy fathers ; thus prescrve their name ;
Not heirs to titles only, but to fame

The hour draws nigh, a few brief days will close
To me this little scene of joys and woes.

BYRON.

IMMEDIATELY after the departure of Mr.
Dentnoris from Norton Valence, Harold, as he
had promised the sexton, betook himself and
portmanteau to a cottage adjoining his rustic
dwelling, in which a small room had been pre-
fiared for his uncle, and another, even more
limited in its dimensions, for himself.
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To the great sorrow of our hero, he found
the old man unable to riw{rom his bed ; a cold,
from which scarcely recovered, when he ven-
tured out for a gossip with Jim Sloe, on the
previous day, had alarmingly increased, and its
ravages were but too apparent. Night arrived
—still no improvement; the next morning his
feeble limbs hung useless. Harold Dentnoris
watched with unremitting anxiety till the
fourth day, when a decided improvement took
place, and, supported on soft cushions, supplied
by the assiduous Harold, the veteran sat up
to resume the tale of ¢ long ago,’ inexpressibly
important to the now sanguine heir.

“1 wish I could live to sce ye fairly done
by, your lorship,” said the dying man; ¢ but
that's neither here nor there, if I put yein the
way afore I slips off to the world above.”

‘ Talk not thus, my friend, though the dearest
ambition of my life be crushed, and your :ﬁ‘orts
to redeeth my worldly portion prove of no
avail.”
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“ No avail!” repeated the old peasant. * No,
no! I have got sontewliat to reveal which will
tame a difficulty and settle the business for
Ilumpy; if I remember rightly, you said as
"twas he who'd got the title. Ah,ah! his comen
here never roused the wisdom o’ my old brain;
I couldn’t a thought o’ your lordship alongside
such an old sketch of the wicked one;—I'd a
rectified the mistakes, long before; but sure I
never guessed anything could go wrong about -
your name and wealth.

“TIs Jim Sloe here?” asked Joseph; ¢ cause
he must he witness—and there’s Paget, too, as
might be coming in; I Would be more glad-
like to have a second o’ your side, your lor-
ship, for I fear I shan’t last long: seeing I've
been ninety-four year a climben up the narry
road to the skies—ay, to the skies!—for
God’s mercy will save the contrite sinner for
the Lord Jesus’ sake,” continued the faltering
old man, raising his thin +bony hand$ prayer-
fully.
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“Is Paget come in? for my sight is failing
fast.”

“ Yes, here am I, Joe,” replied a fine-looking
farmer’s lad; “and sorry enough to see the
rheumatis teazing ye again.”

¢ | was remembering we,” said the weaken-
:igg voice, unmindful of the neighbowrly ad-
dress, ‘your lorship, of that night when your
father called me up, at ten o'clock, and says,

.says he—* Come now, Joe, let me sit by your
fire, and chat a bit; there’s old Ilurry to play
at home. My lady mother has found out that
I returned to England on account of my old
flame’s widowhood, and not to court the Duke’s
daughter.’ .

“ ¢ Aye,’ says I, ¢ and why shouldn’t ye?’

* ¢1can't tell; but will you help me?’

“ ¢Lhelp you! Well, this is a pretty go.’

‘ ¢Yes, you know Fhave 10,000/, a-year,
independent.’

‘¢ Oh, for the matter o’ that,” says I, ¢ the
lady have got enough for both, let alone

M3



250 GOALS AND 'GUERDONS; OR,

two more; but tisn’t right to bafle against
duty.’

“¢Duty,’ says his lorship—* Duty, my good
fellow,’ (them was his words,) ‘I ¢an’t exactly
love according to duty, when the duty is to
consist in marrying a wife chosen by any one
but myself.* I surely am old enough to choose
without my mother’s assistance.’

« ¢ And plenty o' time to think about it,’ I
makes answer, ¢ seeing that Mrs. Wilson must
wait a twelvemonth and a day, and there’s
only five months gone yet.

“¢Qh! says he, replying, ¢ That's just what
I came to talk about.’

“ You looks, your lorship,” continued the
old man, addressing Harold, * most frequent
as your father did then.

“¢Well, says he, ‘you know, Joe, how
near 1 broke my heartfwhen Miss Barrington’s
ﬂmage came off; was it not for this distress

.’ﬁ,hat I left the kmgdom when I heard she
l,qged him, and was cold as driven snow to me;
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and does it not seem Providence who has freed
her once again to make mg happy.’

¢ ¢ It do seem somehow providential,’ says I;
‘ and if you like to marry her for love, I'll
make it bear that paintin in my mind.’

“ ¢ Now you see, Joe,’ says his lorship, ¢if
we are not quick, something may prevent it
again; so I want you and your wife to go to
Norton Valence in ——shire with us, and be
witnesses to the marriage. I will go first and
secure a snug cottage for you, and you shall
have ten shillings a week for life afterwards.
The Duke of —— was my father’s friend, and
I can stay in his empty house very copmfortable
till all is over, without exciting suspicion, the
family being gone into foreign parts, all but the
best of them, Lord Tom.’

“ Well, we discoursed on the subject till the
break ofa bright dawn, and I thought that the
token proclaimed it a good cause; so we settled
all our scores, and away went his lorship,
who got the sexton’s place for me, and this here
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cottage. Nor from that day to this have I
seen my uative soil; or the place where your
people dwells, your lorship, and where ye shall
dwell long and gladsomely, please Almighty -
God. Sure Sally’s in her cold grave, awaiten
for the Judgment day; will ye put me eclose
beside her mound, your lorship ? Promise me
that onc solemn thing afore I changes into
clay ?”

“Ah, yes, that and more, when it shall
please God to take you, my father’s good and
faithful friend ; but I pray you may be spared
long yet, for both our sakes.”

“ Now I likes that speech, and I trusts ye
for 1t—-you would not fling a curtain ’fore my
cyes as the last warning’s coming.”

A few minutes’ silence followed, when the
narrator again resumed his tale.

“I'wo days after we got here, we had direc-
tiops to look ont for Mrs, Wilson’s coming to
that little house above the hill, and to send
bits o’ paper to the minister directly they come
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to hand-—which we did—and next day, true
to time, a carriage drives up the road you
sces from this window, turnen {o that same
dwellin house yonder. Sally calls put to me,
¢ Why, Joe, Mrs. Wilson’s all alone of herself
in the black carriage.” ¢ Ob,’ says I, answer-
ing, *his lorship ain’t far behind, then, 'm
pretty sure, so yoﬂ best clap on your bonnet
and stand in the porch till they draws up.’
Well, away she sped like flame. 1 went up
to the place to see all right by the time they’d
come from church, for his lorship told me
aforchand ’twant no use to ask the lady to
rest there first; so straight to that church they
went,” said the old man, carnestly, pointing
with his attenuated finger to the spire just
discernible between thick branches of gnarled
oaks, “the curate'stood father, and he is
liven now to tell.”

“ But where ?” inquired the thankful Harold.

“Thrat'’s more nor I can say. Well, by
waiten, I gets a sight of the beautifullest lady
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a8 ever stepped in Britain, His lorship came
shinen down the weod side wi’ her, as though
he followed a dropping star, and they two was
tied as tight as God and man could bind um,
and their names was writ in the parish book,
and a copy of that same my Sal had some-
where. ¢ For,’ says she, ‘it isn't likely that
TN see the likes of sucl kind gentlefolks
beneath the high firmament no more.’”

“And where is the certain proof of my
legitimate birth?”’ inquired Harold, endeavour-
ing almost in vain to speak tranquilly to the
nearly exhausted Joseph.

“I got it somewhére. No! Anne has
taken it along with her mother’s books—them
the minister gave her— poor Sal! Well, your
lordship, don’t be dashed ; we’ll find them easy,
any how.”

“ Oh, forgive my painful anxiety,” replied
Harold. .

“Forgive! I understand ye, your forship
No need of forgiveness when never, a harm's
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been done. Well, to continue,” said the
trembling voice, “ I have-little more to say,
but that your lorship jumped into the world
a long time arter that. Howsomever, it was
at that same dwellin house you ﬁrst unclosed
your eyes upon your mother.”

“ Good bless and prosper you for the joy you
have given my almost failing hope. God bless
you,” repeated Harold, grasping the hand of
the veteran.

He felt the pressure gently returned—a
chill and sudden shudder succeeded, and the
head of the old man fell heavily on one side.
Harold clasped the chilly hand of death. Joe’s
thread of existence had broken—he was dead !

Dismayed and oppressed, Dentnoris busied
himself by attending to the call of humanity.
The physician quickly arrived, but alas! the
blameless life had ceased. The heart so lately
panting in warm devotedness to Harold’s cause
was, still—its beating done.

For one long anxious week our hero gazed
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on the inanimate features, us it vainly hoping
to mark some sign~of motion in the decaying
corpse. None came—it lay still in the cold
sleep of Death, and at the same hour in which
the Rector’s remains were embosomed in a
costly tomb, the aged sexton’s humble mound
was raised beside it.

Harold turned from the melancholy spot,
about to uit the precincts of his friend’s last
quict bed, when his attention was arrested by
the strauger of the * Travellers’ 1nn.”

“1 have been seeking you throughout the
town, sir,” said he, ¢ and hope you will pardon
my intrusive address. F merely wish to inquire
it the gentleman I had the pleasure of sceing
in your compuny some days since was Mr.
Beverley Dentnoris ?”’

“Tt was,” rcplied Harold, relieved to find
one among the peopled crowd to pronounce the
name of a relation. * Mr. Dentnoris will be
here to-morrow gvening, I hope,” rejoined the
nephew. * Will you in the mean time favour
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me with your name, that I may inform you of
his arrival?”

After further conversation, IIarold learned
that important bequests of the late Rector
waited to be delivered to his uncle.

Good afternoons were exchanged, and the
gentlemen separated, each to fulfil most oppo-
site errands—Harold to bewail the loss of
every living witness to his father’s marriage,
cxcept one, who unfortunately could only be
reached through the medium of advertisement,
and this at a moment when the most cau-
tious measures were necessary, in order to
prevent the injurious’ machinations of his
inveterate, though unknown, cnemies — the
barrister to comfort and console a widowed
sister.

The next day passed, and with its evening
came the expected companion of his hopes and
fears, who, fatigued and weary, gladly hailed
the cheerful preparations for dinner.

The events of the preceding week were
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quickly told, and a note written, intimating to
Mr. Slade the retirn of the newly appointed
Rector, at the same time saying that business
of the utmost importance made his presence
immediately desirable.

The worthy barrister, impelled by the
fantastic visions of a bottle of old port, &ec.,
sent a verbal reply, that he would join them
with all possible expedition; and forthwith
mounting his pony, galloped off to the cottage
of his incipient clients, having previously
requested the county attorney to attend him
there.

Facts as they had ocourred were related,
the result of which seemed to the insignificant
looking personage attending Mzr. Slade, alonc
satisfactory. The learned man entered into
abstruse technicalities, viewing thecase through
a vatiety of medin, rapidly glancing at the
mysterious disappearance of all living wit-
fﬁées, ridiculing indirectly the idea of so im-
portant a secret being accidentally kept—
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distressing the two cager listeners with nume-
rous anccdotes of absurd inventions, and finally
throwing the whole subject into & chaos of
objectives, he quaintly commenced cross-ques-
tioning Mr. Beverley Dentnoris. Harold,
enraged beyond control at the tortuous ver-
boseness of the lawyer, paced to and fro, unable
to reply calmly.

Not so the Rector—he felt an extraordinary
prepossession steal upon his mind on their first
introduction at the inn, and read in the changes
of the stranger’s benevolent exterior, virtues
irreconcilable with his present denunciation
of the ocase at issue—he simply wished to
assure the man of law that he had formed an
erroncous judgment, and peacefully awaited
the convenient moment for so doing, convinced
that prejudiced excitement in his profession
concealed the humanity of his heart. Never-
theless, malgré this generous conclusiop, he no
longer resolved to trust the affuir to his hands.

ST am sorry that the lateness of the hour
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M me¢ to request the subject may be
deferred to some- futwre day. DPerlmps the
difficulties arc not so insuperable as you
suppose, sir,” continued he, turning to the
barrister. “T confess to you my mind is more
sanguine on the subject.” .

¢ So entire a labyrinth of opposing facts do
I perceive, begging your pardon, sir,” replied
that gentleman, “ that I must revoke even the
indefinite hope, inadvertently given, prior to
the development of minutie, which appear ab-
sardly self-evident against the probability of
cstablishing your claims; and really, gentle-
men, may I be pardoned,” added he, turning
a meaning smile to the crabbed little solicitor
—* may I, T repeat, be in consequence par-
doned, for declining to interfere in so chimeri-
cal and complicated a business? I am by far
too idle snd wealthy to undertake difficult
cases, and my hands, too, are quite full, very
full, at present. It is usual, Mr. Dentnoris,”
he continued, facetiously, ¢ to remunerate every
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man for his work, be it nover so unimportant
a service with which we brief-makers have the
gratification to accommodate you: this cele-
brated gentleman, therefore, will do himself
the honour to make his charge—as for me, I
must be going.”

A sinister expression of wondering com-
placency covered the usually dull face of
the obnoxious little drudge, when Mr. Dent-
noris placed the remuneration on the table by
which he stood, declining at the same moment
his future services. The door-closed, and the
sordid ¢ limb of law” departed.

Mr. Slade lingered in the comfortable cor-
ner, till assured of the man’s welcome exit.
There was something in the bearing and tone
of the individual now standing before them,
(for the barrister had risen to take his leave),
which, notwithstanding Harold’s former re-
pugnance, commanded admiration.

How incomprehensible, thought he; T have
the most utter contempt for the opinion of this
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worthy, and yet I am actually contemplating
his gestures and tone, even his wérds, with
ahgolute liking.

“J fear that I infringe on good manmers,
by remainiug after your unequivocal hint to
take myself off, my dear sir,” said the object
of his meditation; ¢ moreover, I am detaining
you from rest, after a tedious journey; but if
you will allow me to visit you, concerning the
fixtures, &e., at the Rectory, at eleven o’clock
to-mérrow morning, I will appear on my own
responsibility; and I trust the information I
will bring may decide you respecting them, at
once, as my poor sister is anxious to get them
taken at a valuation.” A slight bow from
Mr. Dentnoris, & half-muttered response from
his nephew, the cottage-door creaked on its
hinges, and again our travellers were alone.
¢ Harold, do not look oppressed; there is a
sincerity, void of hypoorisy, in that stranger’s
manner, that, in defiance of his reasoning,
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draws my better thoughts towards him; do
you know I felt comforted by those few words
of his adieu ¢

¢ Comforted,” exclaimed Harold—* com-
forted, uncle! You surely could not have clearly
understood that lazy ignominious speech of
hig?”

“ I Delieve I heard, and understood it,
ITarold, my dear boy; and if you will listen
calmly, will give my opinion of it also.”

«1 listen,” replied the desponding nephew.

“In the first place, Harold, did you catch
the true cxpression of Mr. Slade’s intelligent
countenance ?”

“T saw the smile he turned to the sneaking
wretch who accompsnied him.”

“ That smile was only assumed. I am a
faulty physiognomist if, beneath his naturgl
smile, lighting that open brow, there be .not a
soul of integrity and lofty facultiés, of which
we have felt the severer and professional part
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only. What was his purpose in -dismissing
lris attendant so unexpectedly ? Let us know
him better before we condemn him, Harold.”
¢ Well, dear sir—and your defence of the
subtle Norton Valence solicitor ?”’

¢ Of him, Harold—why, I must see him no
more: and in allowing the recollection of his
unpleasing manner to escape my memory, avoid
the judgment my sinful heart longs to award

him.” '

“Yes, yes! his face and form at least forbid
an equal commendation. Would that I had
never entered this fatal village; T might have
enjoyed a few pleasurable hours, and learned,
perhaps, to bear with magnanimity an unavert-
able doom,” said the young Dentnoris.

¢ Harold, we have hope and faith in One
who never left the fatherless unfriended, if
they seek His help. - I have much to relate con-
cerning home. The Clairlowes—” (Harold
started; his uncle had chosen the surest theme
to divert him from the deep hopelessness of his
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disappointments,) “ have left ns—they remain
at the Grange until March ; all are quite well,
and desire their best wishes to the truant
Lion.” )

A sigh and brightened look rewarded the
good Rector for this kindly scheme to dissipate
melancholy, .and bring returning summer to
his nephew’s mind.

¢ And Aunt Marianne! Sarah! George!”
replied Harold: ¢ they, too, are well ?”

“ Indeed they are: I have large packets for
you here. Marianne entreated me té allow
Wilson to join you, fearing you would suffer
such continual discomfort without him; the
man himself importuned me to beg you would
send for him. Unfortunately at we could
only procure one hired riding horse, so I left
him to bring on both his and mine to-morrow.
1 hope I have done well in anticipating your
wishes ?"*

“ Decidedly; I shall be glad to see him,”
snid Harold.

YOL. I . N
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“ Now, then, good night, my dear boy !”

Mr. Dentnoris never abandoned this juve-
*nile mode of addressing his nephew, though
the last time he spoke it, Harold was forty-
two, and his uncle just passing to eternity.

“ Good night!”
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CHAPTER XYV.

Would thou hadst less deserved,

That the proportion both of thanks and payment
Might have been mine! only I have left to say,
More is thy duc than more than all can pay.

MACBETIK

Love is & pearl of purest hue,

But stormy waves are ropnd it ;
And dearly may a woman rue

The hour when first she found it.

TrE clock struck eleven; the servant an-
nounced ** Mr. Slade,” and that gentleman
again presented himself.

Harold’s first impulse bade him endeavour
to avoid the encounter: the next, to observe
the proudly kind manner of their visitor,

N2
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“ How strikingly different he looks this morn.
ing,” thought the heir. )

¢ In the first instance, I must engage your
pardoning attention to the ruse I employed
last night, my dear sirs. The facts are these:
—Mr. Arthur Dentnoris (as heis still called in
the neighbourhood) has been twice introduced
to me by the Duke of — —, with whom [ have
enjoyed the honour of dining twice, and on
each occasion a little paltry rattle-trap—a very
fac-simile of Shakspeare’s apothecary — has
found some good cause, or bad, as the event
might have proved, for interrupting our des-
sert, by requesting permission to speak en
urgent business with your relation. Itis a
few years since we met—nor did I understand,
on the occasions of seeing him, that he was
other than a household blemish in Mr. Arthur'’s
establishment; but, last night, supposing the
attorney of this place might be useful to me,
1 desired him to meet me here. On dis-
mounting, I perceived a smhll figure approach
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to hold my horse’s rein. I was wondering at
John’s sudden curtailment of proper duties,
when the creature uttered a sort of chuckle.
The sound grated on my recollection, and the
door at that moment opening, I recognised the _
cringing tool of Mr. Arthur Dentnoris. It was
only that morning I heard of his having assumed
the title of his brother; and you will no longer
be surprised that I should adopt the means I
conceived safest for your cause, in persuading
the creeping rascal that the case could not be
substantiated. The man is perfectly aware that
the question is a just and reasonable one; thus,
by my turning the tables against you, it gives
him lcisure to communicate with Mr. Arthur,
as he imagines, while we are wrangling—albeit,
we shall proceed safely, but slowly. The whole
‘way to my house after quitting you last night,
for the attorney awaited my departure, I
accordingly disputed your title—till at length
the reptile put a question which decided
our contest. Slispecting that his master
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has only revealed a fourth of the affuir, just to
give more trouble and display for the talent of
the workman—but here comes the adder him-
self—the worm——the man-eater—pray, be care-
. ful to confine our debate to the various house-
hold concerns of my brother-in-law. Mum.
“ Will you take the fixtures at a valuation,
or shall they be removed ?” inquired Mr. Slade.
“1I really have not yet even walked over
the preémises,” replied the Rector; * a sudden
recal to , the other day, prevented my

doing so.”

“ Then, will you do me the favour to accept
my escort?” asked the Barrister; I am bent
thitherward at this moment.”

“1I shall be much obliged.”

The fussy little solicitor then came forward
in search of a glove he had dropped the night
previous; and, while this was being restored,
the three gentlemen departed towards the
Rectory. ‘

With a hecart overburdened with grateful
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feclings, Harold turned to speak his thankful-
ness, when the Barrister informed Mr. Dent-
noris, * that a bundle of letters, found among
the papers of his deceased relative, addressed
to the Rev. Beverley Dentnoris, or, in event
of his death, to the heirs of Lord Dentnoris,
occasioned his anxiety to become acquainted
with his companions of the Travellers’ Inn; the
old hostess having spoken rapturously of you,
sir,” said he, looking towards Harold, ‘ declar-
ing you to be the picture of a Mrs. Wilson,
with whom she lived as housemaid many years
agone, and who was afterwards Lady Dent-
noris.”

My own mother,” exclaimed Harold.

“ Yes, young sir! and thus I obtained a clue
to the name required by my brother-in-law;
but your whereabouts being so impenetrably
hidden, 1 could not discover a leading string
to your seclusion; and when we happily did
meet, the bare notion of recognising in the

lawyer I unwittingly employed, to save myself
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the trouble of writidg, the tool of your selfish
relation, naturally led me to induce the suppo-
sition in his mind that I was averse to under-
take the proceedings. I deferred, 'in conse-
quence, the delivering of so important a packet,
réserving it for our conference of to-day; how-
ever, we cannot be too cautious—nor do I yield
my charge till we fairly gain the shelter of the
Rectory ; then the papers shall be yours; but
as long as the panther tracks our path, we will
not seem to be meddling with notes or parch-
ment.” Co ,

The new house of our friends was quickly
guined, and the fixtures taken. ~ “ Now, then,”
said Harold, ““ may we see the letters in your
possession; my dear sir?”

¢ Ah, truly,”said the Barrister, thrusting
his hand into a capacious pocket; * why,
where in the name of Heaven ¢an they be? I
have not got them!” : :
. 'Vainly did they search; no vestige- of ‘their
newly acquired treasure remained. To pro-
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claim the matter publicly would lose them
their advantage, and the hoped-for links to
fortune full, perchance, into the hands of the
detested Mr. Cole, for such was the name of
the county attorney.

So inauspicious an event considerably de-
pressed the mind of Harold Dentnoris; yet
with & heart of pious resignation he endea-
voured, by every means, to cheer the evident
despondency of the Barrister.

Once again seated by that cottage hearth
alone with his nephew, many weeks after
the foregoing interruption to their sanguine
schemes, Mr, Dentnoris commenced narrating
the changes at the Rectory, and movements
of all those whose occupations in this life held
a charm for the spirit of the disappointed
Iarold.

“ The most singular coincidence, during my
brief stay at home,” said the Rector, “ was the
sudden appearance of Ida Deschamps, now the
Countess Estalles. I was musing in my arm-

N3
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chair, by the library fire, when who should
follow the announcement of the latter name
but the young lady herself.”

“No!” ejgpculated Harold,

“Yes, indeed; into the room she sailed, not
with the overweeningly ;;riumphant air of Ida
Deschamps, but with the stateéliness of grief;
she wore a dress of thin muslin, malgré the
piercing air of night, and looked almost ethe-
real, as, with a cold and haughty step, she
beckoned me to a nearer approach.

‘¢ Pray, do not allow me to trouble you,’
said she, ‘further than by imploring one
night’s lodging. My trespass may be cxtenu-
ated by my tale of miserable sorrow. Lady
Wilverton, I feared, would be absent, although
she was not present at the affiancing of Miss
Herberton. Permit me to seek hospitality
from Waynard. I have nothing more to ask;
to-torrow I shall pursue my way.’

“ You can hardly conceive the confusion of
my thoughts. With no attendant, on foot she
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travelled, and in the garb of hottest summer.
Perceiving her pallor increase, and frightened
for the result, I instantly summoned old Way-
nard, bade her do all that was requisite for the
comfort of my unexpected guest, and, turning
again to 1da, asked if she had not better seek
immediate repose.”

“¢When I have communicated all that re-
mains to be told,” she replied, calmly.

‘ It appears that, notwithstanding her appli-
cations to Sir Brook Emmersly, he still deter-
mined to be present at the wedding of her for-
mer rival (Charlotte Herberton); Miss Des-
champs vowed to marry Count Estalles if he
did accept the invitation to the Grange. Not
a week previously, poor Ida had discovered the
Lothario’s engagement to Gertrude Grey ; they
were sitting together at some dinner (I forget
where), when Sir Brook remarked, how vexed
he was that she did not admire Miss Grey ; for,
as for himself, he began to like her excgedingly.
Thus, from one jealousy and another, she con-
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cocted sufficient proof to nerve her resentful
mind to a frenzy of hatred, sought her cham-
ber 80 soon as the guests departed, and, coldly
shaking hands with Sir Brook, hoped he would
spend a pleasant day at the Grange. '

¢ ¢ The moment he was gone,” continued the
agitated woman, ‘I hastened to-the door of
Count -Estalles’ dormitory,. forgot my woman-
hood in maddenif:g revenge, acquainted him
with my resolve to Aly with him, that I.hated
lifc unshared by him, that Sir Brook was less
than liked by me, whereas at ‘that instant I
loved him' with the wildest intensity.” The
enamoured Count eag'erly'met her suggestions,
and the next morning, as the bridal veil fell
over Lady Delvor’s form, Estalles’ bride, in
the bonnet of:a peasant, phghted her irrevo-
cable vows. * Yes,’ added my . visitor, empha-
tically,.* I left my father’s home, and became
the ‘wife of a noble and excellent man—ene
whom I betrayed to dishfhour. - My husband
quitted me ‘at Dorton, to seek General Des-
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champs, explain our marriage, and bring my
maid and wardrobe, already prepared. Mean-
while, I dressed myéelf in the groom’s livery,
-and, with my-own hands, delivered a note to
Miss Grey, even while she lay fainting on the
couch, beside which Sfr Brook had. just knelt
—a farewell billet Gertrude cannot casily for-
get. Nay, look not with horror at the relation,
Mr. Dentporis—better let her yet be saved the
fruitless pangs I bear. Estalles returned—
my father relented not, neither allowed my
woman to join me. We continued on vur
cheerless journey, till illness overtook my cor:-
panion, and rendered him wholly unfit to pro-
ceed; he became alarmed for my sake, and
begged me to assent to his proposal, trusting
that rest might enable him to pursue our tra-
vels on the morrow. Well,’ said the speaker,
tat the loneliest hut in a wilderness we halted
for two days; I watched him with unremitting
care; our habitation"contained but one small
room, an old crone tenanted theé corner of it,



278 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OB,

and my husband, looking more dead than alive,
occupied the centre, stretched on the thread-
bare carpet and carriage cushions. .

“ The next morning the sun shone brightly
as I opened my cyes from a restless sleep, and
Estalles seemed to have slept also. o1 en-
treated him to attempt rémoving—the very
sight of our glaring beldame maddened me.
The Count assented, and I went forth with the
hostess to seek the post-boy and groom; not a
soul presented themselves. .I called in vain, nor
horses, carriage, nor postillion, remained ; in a
transport of indignation I rushed to Estalles—
he too had vanished—I was alone! in that
dark glade alone! Yet, after hysteric sobs and
desperate alarm, weariness surprised me, and
I slept again.’

¢ ¢It was hardly day break,’ said poor Ida,
calmly, ¢ when the features of that fearful hag
gloamed upon me; the agony of that sight
fiends might reveal—1I find expression too faint
.to tell one sentence of its horror. Enough—I
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shall soon conclude. This morning the pos-
tillion who had accompanied us to that grave
of goodness, overtook me on my road. back
to Dorton; he challenged me, and I turned
to learn his mission—this letter was all—all?’

“ ¢Ida, how 1 loved, adored you. Why,
oh why have you thus dealt treacherously with
him who, for your sake, set aside his motions
of honour to please, to comfort you, to satisly
his momentary adoration; the idea -of your
father’s refusal to my demand for an unicu,
Ida, seemed too agonizing. I loved you, ho-
nourably, dearly —you have forsaken me.
Vainly I-wandered, fast as my feeble limbs
would carry me, to strain my vision along the
public road—Ida was gone—Ida had left me,
ill, yet not unhappy=—till thy form, my cruel
wife, had wholly. vanished. Sir Brook was
passing, happily—to him I communicated my
distress. In his caﬁ'iage I sought my bride.
Alas, adieu! Should these few words be
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looked upon by eyes I valued as my life, then
let thy soul hate me not, but pity and forgct
your husband,

“¢PHILIP ESTALLES.””

¢ ¢ Have you read it ?’ inquired the Countess.

“ 1 returned the note in silence—troubled
thoughts entered my mind,” said the Rector,
as he received the written page from Ilarold,
‘“and I could neither comfort nor speak to the
vietim. ¢ You will observe,” added she, ¢ that
Sir Brook was on the spot to relieve my hus-
band.” I was about to reply, when the poor
girl exclaimed, ¢ Stay, 1 want no further
counscl—I sce my path more clearly than your
discernment can — I will be avenged !’ then,
with a piercing shriek, fell upon the ground.
Waynard at length got her to rest. I sent
for Marianne, who is now tending her with
gentle watchfulness—but see, morning peeps
into your windows. Adieu—good night.”
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CHAPTER XVI.

Men's judgments gre
A parcel of their fortunes; aud things outward
Do draw the inward quality after them,

To suffer all alike.
AXNTONY AND CLEJPATRA.

“IN two days more,” said Harold, return-
ing the Rector’s morning salutation, “Lady
Wilverton and the dear children will be here.
The result of Dr. BSlade’s visit to London will
disappoint my aunt. Amongst the arguments
against my cause, is that of its not being im-
possible our party were the purloiners of the
real certificates, in order to allow the oppor-
tunity for establishing our present claims.”

“ Yes, I am very anxious to hear more



282 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

upon the subject; he will accompany us, I
think you said, to the Rectory to-day.”

And to the Rectory our friends were pro-
ceeding, cach engaged with similar commun-
ings on “the vacillating temper of Earth’s
Lady Fortune.” Ifarold had wandered to the
garden, thence to the hall, where a huge spider
exhibited the fruit of his untiring industry.
The Turk’s*head weapon of destruction was
immediately in demand, and a woman from a
neighbouping cottage swmrihoned to make a
careful investigation throughout the rooms.
The unconscious author of the commotion had
just been forcibly ejected from his snng abid-
ing.place, when Wilson exclaimed.—

“Your pardon, Sir, but this is the same
person who was busy herc when you paid the
first visit tb this house, sir; perhaps, sir, she
swept away those papers you were asking for!
Some time ago it is, to be sure, sir, but no one
eldc was in the room at the time. She was
cleaning the windows when you and his re-
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verence took her by surprise—and 1 remem-
ber how flustered the poor creature was when
Dr. Blade bid her take away her horrible
traps quickly.”

“ Yes!” answered Ilarold, ¢ I do remember.
Interrogate her instantly, Wilson, I desire
you.”.

 Why, sure,” said the old dame, *“I was in
such a fright at his worship, that I do not well
know what I stuffed awqy into the old box as
holds the cleaning articles, but I'll see, sir,
immediately.”

Harold followed her bustling steps, anl
there, amid whiting, sand-paper, and a thou-
sand various messes, lay the identical packet.
To reach his uncle, and chokingly relate the
discovery, was the work of a second, although
Mr. Dentnoris had buried himself in a la.by-
rinth of budding shrubs.

Joy now reigned within the bosoms lately so
burdened with “their heavy hopelessness. No
farther barrier to his rights remained, and
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Harold already dreamed himself into the belief
that Mary had consented to be his.

“ Well, dear Lord,” said Lady Wilverton,
during a happy ride to the woods of Valence
Hamlet, T hope you will invite us to Lands-
worth directly you take possession—how I
shall rejoice to see those lovely hills again.”

“Nay! my own aunt Marianne, I beseech
you not to speak thus until my rights are
finally decided, and your prediction be veri-
fied concerning my elegibility to address Miss
Clairlowe.”

Lady Wilverton was silent. To cloud the
opening brightness of Harold’s prosperity
seemed too cruel a task to assign herself: no,
rather would she conceal her fears -of Mary’s
constancy.

The speaking looks of the venerable Lady
Loder—the decepted attentions of Mr. Percy,
which were by many construed into undepi-
oble evidences of a certain ySung lady's en-
gagement, Aunt Marianne would not disturb
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his tranquil day-dreams by relating; and she
felt gratefully relieved when her nephew con-
tinued the conversation by a reference to her
own affairs.

“ Do not regret my having declined the
alliance, IHarold. Sir William Belton has
accepted my terms of friendship, and believe
me, when I assure you, that the idea of loving
another with the fervency of a wife’s devotion,
can never be mine for other than the still
loved form now mouldering in the vanlts of
Wilverton Church. Your uncle, howevcr,
will soon wed another, and be the happier fi-
his proper selection; but here come the chil-
dren—question Sarah about Charles Bacon;
her blushing airs are beautiful.”

As Sarah approached, Harold consequently
Inquired if she liked riding? had her friend
Chartes taught her to hold the reins so cleverly,
and sit so square?

“ Oh, Aunt Marianne, you told Harold—"

“ Told me, what?”
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‘:‘.:D}t, never mind; come, George, another
canter,” and the happy pair flew off like birds
Soroes the free and open plain.

+ 1.4+ OF comse my very reverend uncle espouses
:Mfl. Baoon ?* observed Lord Dentnoris ; ¢ and
“how did you leave the Clairlowe’s? At Loder
Castle, I know—but were all well, and gay,
and happy ¢

“ And, as usual " retorted Lady Wilverton ;
¥ g, little chagrined at your obstinate refusal,
certainly.”

' Did Mr. Percy answer your expectations?
is he hendsome ?”

.- YW No, not the least; his voice is singularly
meHifluous, and, I think, constitutes his only
charm; in other respects he is wanting in man-
Jiness; -his appearance, on the whole, is effe-
nﬂmte to e degree. Poor Gertrude Grey, I
Hiey o w30, figh finished her race in this
Mﬁ‘n precincts. Sir Brook has played her

-a ‘seooud time,~and, I verily believe, Lod-
brick will dhallehge hine yet; it is a horrible
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thought, but coincides with a soldier’s iden
of satisfaction~-when will such a barbarous
custom be- discontinued? Does it mot seem
inconsistent and fearfully wicked, Harold, that
a heart made up of all that is charitable aud
benevolent, & heart that would shrink from the
contemplation of mutrder, whose soul abhors
the wrong done to the fading Gertrude, still
feels no repugnance to ‘the thought of inflict-
ing the deepest, most irremediable wrong on a
human being, a fellow creature! that of ushers
ing him unprepared into the presencs- of a
Judge whose verdiet unchangeable - whose
law as indestructible, as,sure, dooms the fallen
adversary to dark, unfathomable anguish, the
pains of dread eternity?

“Or, on the other side, suppose himself, andq.:
not his adversary, should fall; is there -a. 3¢
ward in Heaven for the breach of a comlnhmlg;
ment ? and how shall the soul appear before ite
Maker, having quitted earth in the . ‘ver.yfw
of offending the Most High? .. “Think how
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great the presumption for insignificant man to
dare the vengeance of an Omnipotent power,
by depriving of life the creatnre into whom
our God had breathed it. Oh, Harold, my
woman’s argument may seem little worth to
you, but from my trembling heart I feel such
sorrow rise, when Lodwick speaks upon the -
subject, that lately I have dwelt long and
solemnly over the demerits of so frightful a
custom. . Tt is not for us of mortal mould to
decide whether or not a man deserves to die
for an offence similar to thatagainst poor Gertry
—only when blood is spilled, when life is
forcibly taken, does our Saviour permit the
punishment ?”’

% Then, dear aunt, Gertry’s case is in point;
she is dying from his treachery.”
" ¢ Maybe, indeed, she is thus decaying,
Harold; but, at God’s will, her grieved soul
will depart, not according to Sir Brook’s
pleasure!”

“ Pardon me, Aunt Marianne, I argued but
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for the sake of hearing your reply ; our
opinions differ not on subjects of this nature.
The accident causing my poor father’s death
taught me to ponder deeply on suicide, and
sudden preparations for a future state.”

“ Yes, my Harold, and at the moment he
was bidden to the judgment seat, his soul might
have been filled with holy thoughts. God in
his mercy seized the ripened fruit ere earthly
toil had withered it again.”

“ Such! such it must have beenl Ever
thou art my comforter, dear aunt,” said th-
nephew, looking into her earnest face with
grateful and venerating fondness.

“ How little I 1magmed ” continued Lady
Wilverton, * that my first favourite, Brook
Emmersly, would have darkened the paths of
so many young destinies, where either a warm
heart cr beautiful face was presented to his guile.
He is now in the artillery, I think you said.
Oh; yes! Irecollect hearing of his appearing to
a lady in a suit of black, so different a costume

VOL. I. o
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to that his acquaintance had usually seen
him wear, upon which she made her best cour-
tesy, supposing him to be a new arrival, when
the pealing laugh of her old acquaintance
betrayed him. She describes him as super-
cilious to a degree, with a stately air of ele-
gance, and a peculiar lighting of the counten-
ance, that induces most people to pronounce
him handsome; his impressive intonation is
all I remember to be striking about him.
Madame Estalles related many unfavourable
instances of his treachery to our sex, and
wondered at his talent for allaying the wrath
of almost implacable cnemies; surely she will
never permit him into her presence again.

“ Mary brought me a card that had once
evidently been the property of Gertrude Gi'ey,
as I hurriedly attired myself to join Beverley
and his unfortunate guest, intreating me to
take charge of it; and if Gertrude, who was to
be my companion, seemed to fear she had
lost any part of her scraps, to drop it in her
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room, so that she might imagine no eye save
her own had seen it. Poor Mary, she is sadly
afraid to mention the name to her cousin—fits
and fainting are sure to succeed.”

“ What did the card possess to render it so
valuable? May I not know.”

“ Only Brook’s name effaced, and the fol-
lowing lines, which, though almost silly to a
third person, plainly evince her mysterious
devotion to him.

¢1f T could learn to love him less,
Because he taught me ill!
And sorrow and deep wretchedness,
I yet must love him still.””

 Only think, dearest aunt, if at the end of
tnis month I may in person risk my suit to
Miss Clairlowe; offer to the proud Mary an
unsullied name—a spotless escutcheon ?”

“ Harold, exult not yet,” thought Lady
Wilverton, as he lifted her from her horse;
¢ how many hopes more near accomplish-
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ment, how many joys half realized, have been
in one dark moment blighted.” ‘
George Dentnoris met his brother in the
hall, his face beaming with exultation, as he
held forth a letter with its superscription in
the hand-writing of the beautiful girl whose
every look and tone was fresh upon our hero’s
heart, brightened 'by the hope now gilding
.the sweet memories.
B “ See, Aunt Marianne, such a long letter
from Miss Clairlowe.”
4 But none for me?”’ asked Lady Wilver-
ton. ¢ No letter for me?”
“ Oh, yes! a short one, though, compared
to mine,” said the happy boy, yielding to
Harold the prize for perusal. It ran thus:—

“ MY DEAR GEORGE, »

“ We all leave Marchmont next week',*ysﬁ
as the Spring’s first beauties hold us closer to
our native land. Yet I must not repine; it
is believed that these proposed wanderings of
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ours, if immediately begun, will assist to re-
store dear Gertry. I fear they will not—can-
not have so happy a result. She would prefer
remaining necar your aunt, who, by this same
post, will receive mamma’s earnest invitation
to make one of us. Gertry misses her society
even now; indeed, Lady Wilverton’s presence
seems necessary to the poor sufferer’s peace.
How I wish you would come too. You may
be vain, ad libitum, if I tell you I want to
have you for my attaché. Has Sarah finished
her rosary for Mrs. Bacon? Little pagun
that she is, to compose a pendent of perfume:l
beads. Write me every particular about your
party; who you visit, and who visits you;
how many times your uncle walks abroad;
how often you all ride. I had forgotten to
say that Mr. Percy Loder goes with papa.
We spend one month at Clarens, if the climate
suits Gertrude. The Delvors are there —
thence proceed we to Florence. Remember
Mary Clairlowe to all your circle—to Sarah,

02 .
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the dearest love—and all best wishes for your-
self. Should Mr. Harold Dentnoris be with
you, dear George, please make our compli-

ments to him.”
« Marchmont.”

Lady Wilverton’s acquiescence was con-
veyed by the next hour’s post—how differ-
ent emotions the one just passed had elicited.
The dreaded truth appeared to he revealed by
Mary’s own confession! Harold read the con-
firmation of his fears. Ile saw—he felt—
Percy had been accepted, and hiwself, the
disinherited, forgotten, perchance despised.
Ah! yes, thought he—Why should I have
dreamed it possible, the admired and gifted
Mary Clairlowe, the wealthy heiress of so
many fortunes, should love a wretch, forlorn
ag: 1 am-—a gloomy type of man’s unhappi-
r"féss. Let it be—I am restored to rank, my
name is of proud lincage—all I want I have,
friends, home, and land—wealth, too, ’I have
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more than doubly hers. She knows it not;
she still retains, alone, the mecmory of a
discarded Illegitimate! One who gratcfully
accepts a pittance for support—the mainte-
nance none dare withhold. And for a spirit
sordid as this shall I pine? Shall my heart
yearn for sympathy from such an ‘one? No!
Mary Clairlowe, thine eye’s blue gentleness was
not mine own. Obh! vainly did I watch the
purple shadows decpening into thought, and
blessed my mournful gloominess for bringing
me thy kind, thy blessed charity, thy oncc
untainted, as beloved, consideration. Now al!
is changed—go and be glad—go wed with the
much envied Percy. Would to Heaven I he-
lieved him fitted for the lord of thy proudly
noble heart. With a sigh of desolute wilful-
ness, Harold turned from the characters on
the wuite perfumed note. Oh! how sadly
.ungenerous the blind deity induces people to
be sometimes, when absent hearts are full of
love and profound recollections, each for each,
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the sightless god forswears his own creations
if the lover or the loved one be apart, Ah,
yes! And vain must that one be, who firmly
trusts to absent faith.

The day and hour approached when Lod-
wick must leave the quiet joys of home, its
beloved circle,—more than all to him now,
the wan girl, by whom and for whom he had
watched and prayed; who had taught his soul
to love, passionately and despairingly.

The shade of parting sorrow shrouded the
laughing beam of his handsome face, as he
carelessly trod the hall, entered a few months
previously in almost boisterous happiness.
Oh, change of heart! How singularly and
painfully things, familiar things, objects loved
of old, grow dark or light, as its influence
comes over us! Yesterday the thunder-cloud
of life’s reality scarce dimmed the haunts we
traversed, for then the adored one journeyed
with us. To-day, the sun shines gaily on the
self-same spot, yet dreariness and obscurity
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are there; darkness encompasseth it, while
dismal vacancy wastes the lone heart of
thought, and sighs away its comforting com-
munions. The cye rests not upon the form
beloved, the car hears no the peal of gladness.
The heart of the mourner is desolate. Lodwick
Clairlowe was an altered man: he loved in
utter hopelessness; and the fecling once con-
demned by him as pusillanimous, now became
his glory. He lived upon a phantom-dream,
yet he was happy — if not happy, at least
contented to love on, and paint the future
with his own warm rainbow colours of vivid
enthusiasm.

END OF VOL. I.
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CIIAPTER T

“ (iriefs of mine own lie heavy in my hreast;
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it presy’d
With more of thine: this love, that thou hast shown,
Doth add more grief to too much of my own.”
« SHAKSPEART

“ TIe took her hand; a moment o’cr his face
A tablet of unutterable thoughts
Was traced, and then it faded, as it came?
He dropp’d the hand he held, and with slow steps,
Retired,”
Tine Drram.

WEe must quit the scenes enacting at the
Rectory and Marchmont, and return to a de-

scription of the visit to Loder Castle. A few
YOL. II. 14
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days subsequent to the arrival of the Clair-
fowe's, Percy Loder was closetéd with his
merry old mother, endeavouring almost vainly
to make her understand the slight encourage-
ment Miss Clairlowe gave' to his addresses,
adding, that Lord Delvor had intimated some-
thing about Mr. Dentnoris.

“ And if,” said the disappointed son, * Miss
Clairlowe really admires that handsome fellow,
small reason have I to think of ultimate suc-
cess in winning the race.”

‘ But, Percy, recollect, nothing would in-
duce her father to permit his advances: fancy
reading in the Morning Post, the marriage of
Colonel Clairfowe’s charming daughter, heiress
of so-and-so, and so-and-so, and what else they
know, to Harold Dentnoris, Esq., natural son
and disinherited heir of Lord Dentnoris,
&c. &0.”

% No, no! they could not word it so un-
manneredly.”

“ Hold, my dear child; T am aware that the
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insertion after my supposed fashion, would be
impossible, yet truth will out; besides, I do
not credit her regard for him to such an ex-
tent. I was present the other morning when
Lady Wilverton announced, that both the
Rector and his nephew had business which
precluded their coming here—I saw nothing
particular in her manner.”

The loquacious lady talked on, unable to
interpret the silence of her inattentive listener.
Ile had marked the effect of the above infor-
mation on the quiet Mary. Pergy Loder had
2 gooEl and truthful heart, warped, it is true,
by prejudice and old forms, yet his mind
ronmed free from the dissembling sophistry of
the world—he rendered right to every man,
and too soon acknowledged the influence of
Miss Clairlowe’s graceful mirth and continual
good humour. Ilimself reserved and moody,
her smiles subdued by the one thought she
dared not reveal, her thousand attributes of
pleasing enslaved him ecompleétely, much to the

B2
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satisfaction of the parent, who fondly wished
her son’s wife to be all that Mary Clairlowe
was. :

“Your meditations over, sweet sir, then
maybe you can afford to answer yea or nay, to
my proposal.”

¢ Say on, my mother.”

“ Well, now, since you cannot, I will dis-
cover how your hepes may or may not be
supported in that quarter.”

“ How ? not surely by questioning her?”

¢ No, no, }eave me alone—I understand.”
And away trotted the busy old lady in imme-
diate search of the object of their conversation,
and ﬁvﬁtg made the ecircnit of the conser-
vatories, found her intended companion to
Alverton leisurely overlooking a Led of spring
violets.

“ Will you take a sent in my carriage, Miss
Clairlowe? T want a campanien—some onc
who ean devote two .hours to charity, and an
Qld woman !



1HE CNRONICLES OF A LITE. 5

“ Willingly ; but upon what mission are we
going?” inquired Mary. ¢ And may I go as
Iam?”

‘ Just as you are,” replied Lady Loder. “1I
am going to wifness the children’s annual
dinner at the Lodge, and nothing can be
prettier than that coquettish-looking straw
affuir upon your head at this moment. So off
let us be.”

“It is an unfair advantage I am about to
tuke with this young girl,” thought Lady Loder,
as she followed her glancing step into the
carriage, *but for my son’s sake I will hazard
it;” while poor Mary felt glad as the horses set
off, whirling her from the insipid society of
that very son: and, despite her firm resolve,
there was something in the parting scene
between Miss Clairlowe and Percy which
nearly drove the officious mother from her
purpose, for¢ing her reluctantly to adopt the
fears she till then beliecved impossible to be

-entertained.
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“ Mary, do you think my dear boy as Liand-
sonie as ITurold Dentnoris?” said®she, suddenly
addressing her young friend.

“ No,” was nearly responded, but the lips,
though still silent, had told the truth, and
again Lady Loder’s heart misgave her.

_“ There is no similarity in their appear-
ance,” replied Mary, sorry for the near ecom-
pletion of the ungumarded negative. ¢ Your
son is much younger, too, than 1larold—Mr,
Harold Dentnoris,” she added, blushing at the
familiar appellation she had heard herself
pronounce.

“ Younger, I confess; but do yon, my love,
like ITarold—Mr. Harold Dentnoris,” said the
(uaint old lady, imitating Miss Clairlowc’s
embarrassment. ¢ Delvor told me many.tales
of. Venice, its commerce, population, and in
fuct the occupation of some strangers there—
partics at the English ambassador’s, &o.”

“If{ he related anything of onr movements,
it could not have been very cntertaining or
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instructive. We passed a tedious two months
there,” observed Mary.

“Yet one memory, my little sophist, must
have left the scent of its flowers upon your
heart.” .

* What memory, dear lady?”

“ Come now, Mary Clairlowe, I will frankly
avow the object of these questious. I wish to
find otit something necessary to the peace of
my son.” ]

“1 know not what discovery you wish to
make, my dear lady; but of course it is the
greatest nonsense in the world.”

“ No, dear Mary, not the greatest nonsense
—let us be ingenuous to one another.”

¢ But what concerning? Nothing connected
with Venice can possibly interest your son!”

% It does though, Mary ; and concerns Harold
Dentnoris.”

Miss Clairlowe’s brow suffused. An angry
expression flitted over her countenance. S8he
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could not reply. Yet what cause for so un-
equivocal an agitatioﬁ? '
“ My son—my poor boy, already loves you,
Mary,” added the mother, taking advantage
of her victim's silence; ¢ while I and bis father
heartily approve his choice.”
Mary trembled. She had read determination
inthe mild exeof Percy Loder. Shehad thought-
lessly elicited little services from his effeminate
disposition—she had received his many praises
smilingly, perhaps indifferently—for “love” and
“ him” scemed wholly incompatible. Another
was in that heart—its sole, lone occupant.
“ Dear Lady Loder,” said she, after recover-
ing from the sudden surprise; I have known
Mr. Percy but seven short days, counting from
the moment of our meceting, and if we both
sloved to distraction, the feeling would be as
"cvanescent as first-sight love gengrally is.

He end I could ‘eure ourselves, I think, with-
. out the loss of anythmg, tuve 8 sngh of two.”
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“ Mary, you do not speak like yourself. My
son loves you. You love Harold Dentnoris.”

It was too much. Miss Clairlowe felt really
indignant, and raising lLer head proudly,
coldly replied —* Lady Loder, I am not at
liberty to answer for your son, it is true. Nor
am I vain enough to imagine I can have
sccured his kindliness on so short an acquaint-
ance—sufficient for me to hope he does not
love me. I have nothing to offer in cxchange.”

1 have offended you, my dear Mary. Pity
your old friend if I have taken an injudicious
method. of settling all my best hopes—of
crushing a mother’s sincere desire.”

The warm-hearted girl felt reproved. Ac-
(uainted with the character of Lady Loder—
aware of her overwcening love for her only
child, although conscious of the impropriety of
the catechist’s mode of acquiring a sure proof
how far his hopes might be cstablished, Miss
Clairlowe acknowledged to her own c¢onscience
that other than the ochilling sentence just

B3
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uttered, might have tranquillized the old lady,
and answered her own purpose. Hastening,
therefore, to rectify her error, she turned one
of her irresistibly enchanting smiles to her
companion, and gently kissing the wrinkled
forehiead, begged to be forgiven, that as yet
her heart had been unwon. * And I firmly
believe,” she continued, ¢ I shall be reckoned
among the stiffest old maidens of my day.”

¢ A probable result to be achieved by the
blueness of your pretty eyes, my love,” re-
sponded her friend; “but you will never care
for my poor boy, I can sce,” and the heavy
teardrop verified the fervent cjaculation.

“ Lady, dear Lady Lodor, to say I shall not

carc for anything that belongs to you, would
{alsify my affectionate regard.”
”"““Say, then, will you try to think of Percy
kindly, dearly if possible? Tell me, Mary, will
you or will you not? Tell me, as you best
dctermine. I see,’I see you hate him. Toor
Percy I” '
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“ Hate him, dear lady. Nay, for your sake
I could not.”

“ And will you let me tell him thug—that
you think more of him than the rlval he fears
to compete with?”

 No more then for Lodwick, I never can,”
answered Mary.

“ And my boy’s heart so wholly yours?”

“Ilis love has, indeed, been quickly won,
dear lady.” .

“Mary, 1 have done. T plead no more for
him, yet I ask you (since you esteem me your
friend) who it is you do love? It is an im-
pertinent question, 1 confess.

“ It is ITarold Dentnoris; and believe an
honest old woman.when she tells you, Mary,
that we all hope it may not be so ; you have
your pride of birth, and so have we; forgive a
vexed mother—better that you wedded my son
than the handsome Harold, the Illegitimate.”

¢ Lady Loder—1I will not, may not, listen to
your suspicions, but merely assure you that
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Mr. Dentnoris has not even paid me the com-
pliments of common attention ; on the contrary,
Le avoids Gertrude and myself.”

“I expect Gertrude has very little to do
with the’ matter,” observed Lady Loder, in
o subdued accent. ¢ You may trust me, Mary;
I am a rude old woman ; do not rest your hopes
on young Dentnoris—hc is engaged elscwhere.”

¢ Llsewhere!” exclaimed Miss (lairlowe,
¢ompletely surprised.

“ Nay, I hardly know; but do not love
him, Mary.”

“ Lady Loder, we will cease; this discus-
sion is not well, it is painful.”  °

The irritated old lady was silent, as the
carriage door flew open, and, notwithstanding
Miss Clairlowe’s cold reception of her wishes,
she flattered herself pretty considerably that no
marriage ever could tuke place between Ifarold
Dcltnoris and the daughter of Colonel Clair-
lowe.

When.the agitated girl returned once more
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to the quict of her own room, how much she
longed for her cousin’s soft voice, to yield cou-
rage and comfort to her wonnded mind. Lady
Loder, it is true, had songht and received un-
conditional forgiveness, ‘still the memory sat
upon her spirits like a warning nightmare.
The idea, too, that Gertry's musings ought
not to be interrupted by silly tales of worldly
passion, while all her own particular thoushts
dwelt only on eternity, calmed the yearning,
and bade our gentle heroine resolve to think
no more about it.

The dinner-bell at length summoned her
again to the crowd, as she sighed forth the sum
of all her present heaviness ! Gertrude evi-
dently dying, or soon to die—Lodwitk leaving
lome for active service—herself! ah, yes! and
Mary confessed it felt not the lightest of her
grievings, quitting England without the chance
of an interview with one on whom her tears
and joy so utterly depended for diminution or
cnhanceinent.
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On entering the drawing-room, Miss Clair-
lowe felt the discomforting assurance that the
son of a proud old man had been rejected by
her, even to his mother; that reasons, the least
complimentary in the world’s opinion, would
be ascribed to her decision; then the worst
fear, her conscience acknowledged, was that the
babbling, though kind old lady, might reveal
to Lady Wilverton, or her own mother, the
suspicion of her devotion to the disinherited.

She knew not that Lady Loder had bidden her
son to hope on, and that this feeling dictated
the frank kindness which tended considerably
to remove the more unpleasing impressions
‘from her oppressed mind. Had she overheard
the report given by her friend to Percy Loder,
concerning the result of their painful con-
ference, Mary would have repelled his atten-
tions, rather than have looked so beautifully
grateful for the gentle manner in which he re-
ceived her rejection of his suit.

Far otherwise was it with the admirer ; his
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mother saw the impassable gulf between Harold
Dentnoris and Mary Clairlowe, and strength-
ened his love with hope to bear away the prize.

Lady Loder knew not, understood not, wo-
man’s well tried love, its might upon the heart,
or its depth within the temple of the soul.

The hour had actually arrived! Lodwick
was prepared to leave Marchmont; yet, thought
he, do I go unblessed by one parting pledge
from Gertrude Grey.

With anxious haste he despatched a request
to be admitted to the boudoir of his cousin.

Gertrude, seated as usual on her softly pil-
lowed chair, welcomed him cheerfully; around
her lay many a relic of Lodwick’s affection; he
entered, the door closed, and the young soldier
knelt beforc his earthly deity—to rise again
unrewarded as ever.

¢ Lodwick !” gaid the invalid, in the calm
cold tonos she had lately assumed towards
him.

“ Oh, speak not like dropping ice, my pre-
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cious, precious love, or you will kill me; you
know not how you sting my brain, and drive
almost its tendertless away, by your mjserable
care to seem moré than marble to me, Ger-
trude.”

“ Lodwick, I am dying! I lave loved you
always as I love you now.”

The warm heart of her lover thrilled ! falsely
deeming that the earnestness of his words had
overcome her fixed frigidity ; and, carrying the
long white fingers to his lips, kissed them in
rapturous gladness.

¢ Lodwick !” repeated the low voice of Ger-
trude, * as a brother I love you; you mistake
me,” added she, marking his lodk of irresolute
disappointment; ¢ I want you to tell me when
you are likely to return—if in time for us to
meet again on earth!”

¢ On earth! meet again, Gertrude?”’

“ Even so, Lodwick ; I fear our next meet-
ing cannot be at Marchmont ; my doom, or—
no—my peace, 1y joy! will soon be yonder,”
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said she, pointing to the sky, which then
beamed through the trees in glorious blue.

“ Kill me! kill me, Gertrude! Oh, how I
have loved, adored, aye, worshipped you;
whilst you, oh Gertrude, you drag me to the
poisonous goal, and then tranquilly survey its
rank certainty; and I, poor {ool, treasure each
weed of memory, each gentle look, with fever-
ish fondness! But say, Gertrude,” continued
Lodwick, turning calmly towards her, “if I
return more worthy of you—if honour and re-
nown be mine—wealth, you know, alrcady is
—Dbut if to this [ can add glory! will your
hLigh spirit look upon me then?”

“ Lodwick, We shall meet again—1I know it.
Yes, upon this earth! wan and drooping as
you see mc now.”

“ Stay, staf, Gertrude! 1 cannot bear the
idea of your fading life.”

 Yet 1ot me gpeak, dear Lody,” 1eJomed his
cousin, in the accents of their younger®days.

“ Repeat not those tones of kindngss, Ger-
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trude—they drive me mad; it is not in your
power to pity me.”

¢ Lodwick, listen,” said the feeble girl;
“ the world may smile upon you—the praiscs
of woman be yours. Your trophies may be
blazoned by unprecedented triumphs; ay,
Lodwiek, your wind, filled to surfeiting, may
revel in a labyrinth of ambitious designs—
deeds achieved and deeds premecditated—yet,
by all I suffer, by the love still sacred in my
breast, by my prayers, my tears, a cousin’s un-
fathomable interest for your future weal,—1I
implore no more than blessings, supplicated
from Heaven's throne, for you,rden,r Lodwick.
I cannot be his—1I will not be another's.”

« Gertrude, had you this regard for me, you
could not gall me thus!”

¢ Such love as angels bear youn, Lody——such
love take from your poor cousin. It js my
truthful affection, Lodwick, that adjures you
to restrain the wishes I cammot share. Be-
member, once I pledged my troth to one!
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How unworthy he has proved himself, they
tell me, Lodwick. Can you, then, believe,
that, notwithstanding his derision and ne-
glect, whole worlds of lovers could break the
bond, or loose the golden chord that fastens
round my heart, ahd binds ife to that faith.
Oh! heed me, when I say, that your untried
disposition, dcar Lody, hath peril yet before
it. Let not human worship for the great, or
beautiful, displace the Christian’s first and ho-
liest adoration.”

“ Gertrude Grey!” cxclaimed Lodwick in-
dignantly, “I fecl your crushing colduess.
May God blcss you!” And in another few
‘moments the wxetched Lodwick was far be-
yond the nelghbourhood of Marchmont.
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CHAPTER 1.

Alns, for the bright promise of our youth !

How soon the golden chords of hope are broken—
How soon we find that dreams we trusted most
Are very shadows !

I1aroLD DENTNORIS attended Lady Wilverton
to the home whence its heir had just departed,
while Mary Clairlowe still lingered at the win-
dow, watching the lust glimpse of her brother's
forn, '

They had been unexpectedly summioned from
Yoder Castle; and since their return no per-
ceptible improvement had- taken place in Miss
Grey’s health; it becatne, thevefore, & matter
of urgent necessity for them to quit England
immediately.
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A carriage at length interrupted her medi-
tations; and, all roseate with the hope of mect-
ing her constant dream once more, she turned
with a buoyant step to welcome the arrivals.

Scarcely daring a look at the opening door,
her car waited to catech the sound of a long
estranged voice.

Harold, however, had departed, and Mary
felt that—he was gone.

The despairing youth had simply left his
aunt, grasped the friendly hand of the Co-
lonel, caught one glance of the happier Perey
—and vanished.

For the first time Mary’s heart deccived
her; in its struggle for repose and pre-occupa-
tion with her brother’s sorrow, she vainly an-
ticipated tranquillity for her own bosom.

Iler mother and Gertrude observed her al-
ternating colour—the pale cheek, the listless
dropping of the arms—and guessed too well
the cause,

Mrs. Clairlowe congratulated herself that
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change of scene would remove the image of
the fascinating Harold; Gertrude sighed; and
Lady Wilverton followed with her eyes the
anhappy girl, who moved silently from the
withdrawing-room. .

Is this the heroism of which she thought
herself capable—tears, floods of tears, burst-
ing sighs, and spiritless despair? Alas for
woman’s tenderness—

To see the once 8o clear hlue orh

Its summer light and warmth forget——
Darkening beneath its tearful lid,

Like a rain-beaten violet.

¢ Is this thy fdte, sweet Mary,” thought the
wondering Percy—* No! I woo thee no more;
my mother’s kindness has deceived me!”

No one whispered a' reference to her sorrow;
no one seemed to heed her misery, despite the
universal sympathy so tacitly awarded by every
member of that circle.

And Mary sealed anew the gushing fountain
of her momentarily unlocked feelings.

Harold’s last visit had convinced her how

t
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little he cared for her; and in the sad hour's
communion, she trembled to remember how
nearly her lone secret had been extorted.

% Ah, yes!” murmured Mary, ¢ the hand-
some rich Percy in our train is well—'tis better
that it should be so. I will school my spirits—
come, excellent dissemblance, aid my poor heart
in this bitterness!” Then, calming her mind,
with a bent knee, she wept in contrite sadness,
to think how wilfully she had questioned the
ordingnces of the Most 1ligh—**If it be His
will to try me, why should I repine?’ and
Mary Clairlowe rose healthfully comforted.

Then the hope that Harold yet might recol-
lect the looks of intense inquiry he had so fre-
«(uently bent on her, stole into the wily re-
cesses of memory, and gave to her step and
tone the lightness it had lost. Mary had not
prayed in the brief moments of her kneeling
posture; her mind was merely seeking a hal-
lowed influence over the thoughts within it—
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she wished to free herself from the engrossing
devotion to the only being who had intuitively
wakened her to love thoroughly and unvary-
ingly; ‘she felt more assured in her Maker's
presence in her kneeling posturc—He saw and
comforted her.

Another month, and our friends were all
dispersed! Mr. Slade continued in London,
having encountered serious opposition from
the deposed Lord Dentnoris. June arrived,
and with it & kind repetition of the invitation
from Loder Castle for IIarold, his sister, and
brother, notwithstanding the absence of Mr.
Loder.

Upon entering the park gates, ITarold and
his companions were surprised to hear their
names distinctly pronounced, followed by an
Javitation to join the ladies. A pretty Miss
Belton supported the arm of Lady Loder, to
whom the newly arrived party were speedily
introdnced; but one of George's letters to
Miss Clairlowe will better describe the un-
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deviating monotony of their amusements du-
ring the first week :—

¢ This is a most stupid place, my dear Miss
Clairlowe, without you; however, I do think
Harold is at last in love,—and I am sixteen;
why I think he is really in love, is for this
reason: they say people are very quiet, and
absent, and care for nobody clse when that is
the case. ~ T hope Miss Grey continues to get
better.  Sarah and T both were so glad to
hear she had walked across the room twice.
1 only know if Charles Bacon had heen pre-
sent, he would not have admired the sereech
Sarah- gave when I read that part of your
letter. ¢ Ah! she screamed, ‘I know she
will come back to us soon, and well. Oh!
how happy it will make me; tell her so,
Georgy, when you write Tell Mr. Loder,
too, please, that Thave had ‘Leopold’ confined.
You would have langhed at an incident the
other day, when we all went to look at the dog.

YOL. II. ¢
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Miss Belton, of whom I have told you before,
dropped her handkerchief; Harold quietly
picked it up, and put it into his pocket. I
was going to tell him of the mistake, when
Lady Loder said, ¢ No! no! my dear, don’t
interfere.’” Well, I did not; but a very little
while afterwards, Sir William came back on
your beautiful horse, that Mr. Percy keeps
for you. Well! T hardly know how to de-
scribe it, because you cannot see kind, fussy
Lady Loder, open her eyes and say, ¢ Fie, Mr.
Dentnoris !” nor Miss Mary Anne Belton blush,
a thing she does not often take the trouble
of doing. Sarah and I were sorry at first, but
from laughter we were soon reduced to gravity,
by the affronted young lady snatching away the
pocket-handkerchief fréom my brother. I never
samrher moveso agilely before. Ilarold had wiped
the foam from the bridle and knees of his horse
with it, and was in the act of throwing it to
the groom, when Miss Belton discovered it.
Ile was very much annoyed, and asked how
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he came by the handkerchief at all? but he is
always so dreadfully forgetful now, and so,
low spirited. T shall be glad when we return
to Norton Valence; we have great news for
you, but I must not tell it; indeed, the un-
certainty about ITarold’s success, even still,

makes me afraid to tell it before it happens.”
* * * *

G. DENINORIS.”

When it scemed impossible any more bpposi-
tion could take place, Mr. Beverley Dentnoris
had communicated the glad tidings of Iarold’s
restored title, &e., to his younger charges. Sub-
sequently, however, obstacles and impediments
had arisen of a novel and serious nature, frus-

t trating even Mr. Slade’s clever perseverance;
and the discomfited heir was once again sub-
jected to the fluctuating, hopes connected
therewitk.

Mary Anne Belton was a pretty blonde, apa-
thetic, amiable, and very willing to obey any
orders, without a dissentient thought.

c2
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She was desired to be constantly with
Harold ; while he, whose memory was ab-
sorbed by the clever, animated, joyous Mary,
felt no other cwmotion in the society of his
harmless companion, than that she seldom dis-
turbed his musings by conversation,—in fact,
she was preciscly the person he would have
selected, since some one must be thrown to
his lot. Every when, and almost everywhere,
therefore, Harold and Mary Annc Belton were
inseparable; at the harp, in song, at work,—
indeed at all seasons, save at her toilet, to
which, if Lady Loder had requested his ad-
mission, the gentle spinster would have de-
sired her equally apathetic abigail to request his
presence.  Yet I much question whether the
unfeminine notion would not have roused

Harold Dentnoris from his lethargic habits.
As for the god Cupid, he never thought it

worth while to squander his artrows on such
unprofitable game. Miss Belton would have
-wondered, and gently extracted the ruffling
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weapon, and slept away its sting by the very
next morning. ‘

Miss Clairlowe passed the letter to her
father, who, with the rest of the breakfast
party, had been mutely watching the tran-
sient suffusions on the lovely reader’s face.

% Why, Lady Wilverton!” cried the merry
Colonel, “ your nephew is in love at last.”

“ In love, Colonel Clairlowc?”

“Ay! yés, inlove! Its odd, very odd,though,
it should be with Mary Anne Belton. Why, she
cun’t say ¢ Boh to a goose.” ITow, in the nathe
of Egypt’s kings, did she manage to fascinate
such a clever fellow as Ilarold Dentnoris?
He is the finest fellow I ever saw. What the
devil does he marry her for ?”

¢Ts he really to be married—and shortly ?”
asked Gertrude. ‘ But, Mary, may not I
read the letter?” g

Her cousin had left the room, yet break-
fast had scarce begun,

“T am as likely to proffer my services for
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a Lady Abbess’s appointnent, or you for a
Friar's, my dear sir,” observed Lady Wilver-
ton. Yet she,-as ‘well as others, interpreted
the change alluded to in George’s communi-
eation into.the marriage about to take place.

Lady Wilverton was not acquainted with the
fact of the Rector’s having made known the re-

. cognition of Harold’s title to the children. She
would most certainly have condemned his trust-
ing the information until every path to litiga-
tion had been closed; so that the idea of the
concluding paragraph’s bearing reference to
that subject never occurred to her.

“ Why shouldn’t he wed who he likes?”
said the Colonel, provokingly. '

% Why should he not, my dear sir? I
know the accused,” rcjoined Lady Wilverton,
good umouredly; “but I will go and see
W hat ails Mary.” '

“ The sylpathising Marianne Wilverton well

" knew the cause of her retirement from the

table, and sighed to think of the darkened
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aspect to Harold’s ¢ future,” if the blushes of
Mary Clairlowe were insincere. At times it
was impossible not to believe her engagement
to Mr. Loder. At others, the sound of Ha-
rold’s name called forth the sigh, hushed in its
breathing-passage from the heart, and half con-
soled Aunt Marianne.

¢ Mary,” said she, bending over Ler, as the
troubled girl sat listlessly gazing from the
casement over the broad, clear waters bencath.
“ Mary, love, what arc you thinking of ? and
what book is this in your hand, but none of
its contents in your little head, I am sure?”

“ Oh! Lady Wilverton! my head aches; I
am dispirited, and begged from mamma to be
excused.” -

“ Dear Mary! is there no other Childe
Harold of whom you would know something,
besides the hero of this volume?” :

“ Lady Wilverton—I know—at least—"

“ Never mind, my dear Mary, what you
know ; do not raise your eycs, if you wish not
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to look upon one who sees your warm heart
plainer than you conceive, my dear girl; at

. all events, I hope I do. And I tell you, Mary,
that other hearts arc faithful, too.”

Mary Clairlowe raised her eyes, but Lady
Wilverton had quitted the apartinent.

The conviction of her imprudent revelation
pained, yet gratified the aunt; she felt that
now or never was the moment to save her
nephew from despair ; and cost what it might—
provided she infringed not on what was just or
right—Lady Wilverton felt determined to im-
part at lcast an intimation of Illarold’s un-
swerving attachment.

Miss Clairlowe quickly recovered her com-
posure; there was something in her kind friend’s
announcement that chased the demon from her
funcy, and bade her still steal from recollection
courage to support her through the approach-
mg ordaal, ‘

1“"75[ have a letter also,” sald Mr. Loder, meet-

_ging the object of his ambitious love; * it is
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from my wother.” The billet was passively ac-
cepted, with a coldly uttered—*yes, thank
you.” Percy could no longer endure this dis-
tant manner, but, bursting into woémanlike
tears, exclaimed, “T leave you, Miss Clair-
lowe, to-night—my mether, you perceive, re-
quires my presence and. assistance, to nurse a
rival—a man I like too weil to hate——and now
can scarcely cenvy. Ah, Mary Clairlowe,
look kindly into these poor eyes once more,
pour comfort into my soul through them, and
then farewell to all my prayers. Mary, dear
Mary—ny first, my last love—the first and
only moment I have ever thus addressed you,
forgive me—thoughts must have vent to-day.
My diminutive form, my cffeminate pallor, you
taught me by your kindness to forget; I am
punished; the goal I aimed at is not won, but
certain and sincere will he my everlasting
petitioné for you both. Rely on my care for
Mr. Dentnoris. Mary, he shall be cherished
like gemm'ed gold for your dear sake.” -
¢ 3 '
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¢ Mr. Loder,.I beseech you not to detain me
longer; I assure you it is only the friendliness
of years I feel for Mr. Dentnoris; I could not

‘bear to tell Aéne even this.”

“ Miss Clairlowe, time and opportumty
have wrenched your seeret from you—not from
your lips, but from your actions—stay, I in-
treat you; let me say, that none save a disap-
pointed man could dare to tell you thus ntuch.
I sought your love, and would have given up
cvery other thing to win, to blessed thought
—to keep it. It is over! not my love—that

must dic away in wasted spirits, and humbled
thought—I will see to that.- Assure me that
you perfectly understand my feelings, and
cuard my secret. I am ‘a very woman in my
jealousy of ridicule, and here I confess what
shall henceforth die with me. Farewell.—
Yet stay,” he crled forcing a change of theme;
“can you allow Wllson, or Johnson, to rectify
this ugly purse?”

“Oh, yes; but it is indéed too old,” answered
his agitated listener.
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“ Whence can I obtain its substitute, Ma-
demoiselle ?” :

“I will find you a better,” said Mary,
glad that the interview had terminated with
nothing further for her to speak regarding the
overpowering theme. She drove away her
burthening thoughts, however, and hastened
to bring her own purse for Mr. Loder’s use.

“ It is my best, and made by dear mamma,”
said Mary, * so prize it for her workmanship,
at least as much as being my gift.”

" Percy took the hand which held it, and’
" pressing both to his lips, replied, ¢ And this
gift, Miss Clairlowe, seals more than a lover’s
faith to you. I labour on without a guerdon

in prospect; my goal, that Heaven above us.

May I add one word ?” '

“ Say on; but I implore you, do not rencw
the subject of love,” my good Mr. Loder.”

¢ Ttis of love that I would speak, Miss Clair-
lowe—of regzard, unassociated with my own vain
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hopes—it is of your consideration for another
~—the road is dangerous to both—Miss Clair-
lm.ve cannot marry Zim !”

¢ Mr. Loder! again I say I would not—but
this is not for me to determine; I know him
so little that »

“Fie, Miss Clairlowe—treat me less insin-
cerely ; you know his character, his worth, his
high aspirings, aye, his devotion.”

“ Indeed, yes; and since he will marry Miss
Belton, I am glad of it.” .

“ No, you are not, though. Miss Clairlowe
could scarcely speak an untruth—our false
minds portray a thousand things in lights and
shades at times, and you, ere to-morrow week,
shall hear of the truthfulness or falsehood of
the repowt. Your heart shall be tranquillized
by your rejected, yet earncst friend, Percy
Loder. Oh! my mother, how thy heart will
mourn for despai_r_. Adieu! adieu! Miss Clair-

lowe.” . .
- That night Lady Wilverton and Mr. Loder
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left' Florence for England; Harold had been
- taken alarmingly ill, and symptoms of brain
fever had beg{m to show themselves.

Mary Anne Belton was his only nurse—
" nor would he take anything from other hands
during his delirium.

On Percy he continually pronounced solemn
benedictions, till at length the kind old mother
resolved to hasten her son’s return; the man-
date was obeyed, and not many hours after
the decrease to their party, Colonel and Mrs.
Clairlowe also decided on returning to dear
England, greatly to the satisfaction of the
young ladies; Gertrude having wonderfully
revived, and no one supposing that the flicker-
ing beams of apparent strength were but the
precursors of prostration, more scvere with
each returning day.

At Paris the pale girl’s health again rapidly
changed, and a halt was proposed by her
good uncle: the [;]iysician in their suite pro-
nouncing it impossible to continue the journey
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until several days’ entire rest had been ob-
tained.

In the gay metropolis of France, nothing was
heard of more than the enchantment attending
the sayings and doings of the beautiful Countess
Estalles, and the exquisite Englishman in her
train. At the same time it was reported that
the Count, her husband, had fled to America
to avoid the intrusions of dunning credi-
tors, his charming wife being considered an
all.sufficient recompence for her lord’s mis-
deeds. At the embassy the brilliant woman
reigned exclusively supreme among her dis-
tinguished compatriots.

Mary and her mother were now completely
occupied by the dying Gertrude, whose pass-
port to the realms of Ileaven appeared so near.

“Can we not leave earlier than Mr. Tor-
rend implies?”’ asked the sufferer; ‘it would
be gladness to die in my father's country,
since I have quitted my mother’s land, dear
aunt. See, there is nothing in the sky or on
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the earth to, speak of death, but my own wan
face, and in this giddy town 1 feel unmeet
to go direct to the great judgment seat.”

“When you like, my treasure, you shall go
on,” said the Colonel—‘ whenever my poor
Gertry feels strong enough.”

“ Now, then, this very day ?”

“ Alas, the time will not permit it; suppose
we tix on the day after to-morrow, and I will
summon Dentnoris and Lady Wilverton to
meet us at Boulogne, if 1larold is better, my
dear, shall 1?” asked the warm-hearted soldier.

“ Thank you, thank you!” breathcd the
exhausted invalid, and sank on her pillow in
sleep. o

¢ Here is a note of inquiry from ¢ La Belle
Anglaise,”” said Colonel Clairlowe—* it is like
her impertinence. *Say ‘my compliments.’ ”

¢ Nothing more, sir?”

“ Nothirg 'more.”

Dear old man, he little knew the resentful
temper of the woman he affronted, nor suse
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.pected it possible that for his offenge she would
embitter the last few moments of his beloved
niece’s sojourn in the neighbourhood.

Miss Clairlowe had passed each day in read-
ing or conversing with her cousin;. and often
the early memories of their youth were reverted
to, and each sad retrospect carefully omitted
from the rosary their fancies threaded, steal-
ing from the past its flowers, imploring from
the * to come” its own pure heavenly guerdons.

The next morning was unusually resplen-
dent, and all Paris seemed to be in Sunday
dress; as the bells of the numerous churches
pealcd through the streets.

Gertrude intreated them to leave her in
Johnson’s charge, and attend the chiming of
the Sabbath call. She begged so earnestly
that they would seek the *public worship of
their God, it was impossible to reject her,
pleading voice; consequently, though not with-
out a strong desire to stay, and many a sigh
at doing ber. bidding, the good Colonel led off
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“his wife and child to the pretty Protestant
charch

“ Bring the large Bible and read it to me,
Johnson,” said Miss Grey. A scream suc-
cceded to-the wish—Brook Emmersly knelt be-
fore her. Gertrude fuinted; kindly, and with’
gentleness, he bore her through the hall, and
again pressed to his bosom the form once so
fondly loved. Sir Brook had watched the hotel
containing his victim for many days, hoping
to find some moment when Gertrude might be
approached alone. The Countess entertained
suspicions concerning these pedestrianisms of

"her sworn atjaché ; and she it was who stood
before the two—Gertrude inanimate! Brook
haughty and composed to herself! tender and
yearning to his lost neglected love. -

- Ida noted this tenderness.

“ Brook Emmersly, I will be revenged!”
vjaculated the wild devoted woman; and, tear-
ing her glove from ber hand, scized a pen and
paper, wrote a few ‘words, and fled.
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“ Your revenge, my bright-eyed Countess!”
sarcastically muttered the cruel man; * your
revenge! ha! ha! Gertrude, are you better ?”’
asked Sir  Brook, pressing the cold hand.
“ Hath my presence tortured you, my love?
‘Hath Gertrude Grey forgotten me?”

“ No, Sir Brook! no! I have not,” whispered
the reviving girl; “but, Johnson, why have
you admitted any one?”

% She merely allowed me to see you, in pity
to my intreaties,” replied the betrayer.

“ Oh, Sir Brook, why do you thus belie the
truth? why run your present course of folly,
and, perchance, of vice? I look upon you, and
forget your treason.”

. ““ My treason, most beautiful ?”

“ Nay, Sir Brook, I am near to death—my
fleeting hours are numbered. Hear me; leave
poor Ida ; she loves you dearly, it is told,
agd you—you - treat her cruelly., . She is

-wedded, too, and yet resents your care for
others. I have no jealousies. Do not look
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suspiciously on a dying girl. I pray you, leave
me now. Thank you for remembering poor
Gertrude Grey. Pray, leave’ me; my uncle
must not meet you here.”

“May I see you once again in his pre-
sence, Gertrude ?” inquired the .perfidious
lover.

“ Never!” she replied, mournfully. It was
her last effort; the lids droéped heavily. Sir
Brook felt really agitated; he feared to be
alone with death, for nothing less could pos-
sibly have thus wholly overpowered the lifeless
form within his arms. Laying her again on
the couch from whence she had risen, he waited
in agonized impatience for the doctor’s arrival;
and the moment Johnson entered, accompanied
by Mr. Torrens, hurrigdly withdrew.

Imagine the dismay of our party on seeking
their cherished sufferer. The maid’s excuses
were but jusp begun, when a note from the un-
welcome visitant was put into ‘Colonel Clair
lowe’s hand, its contents as follows ;—
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“ MY DEAR Sk,

“ I have this instant left your hiotel. 1t was
not my intention to intrnde on your family
while your niece ¢ontinued so alarmingly ill;
and, therefore, I purposely refrained from per-
mitting myself the pleasure of visiting you;
but understanding that the Countess Estalles
meditated s few ‘moments’ conversation with
Miss Grey, on the first opportunity of her be-
ing left alone, and seeing all depart for church
service, I hastened to the Rue , in order,
if possible, to prevent “the admission of Ma-
dame Estalles. You can conceive my horror
when a loud scream greeted me ; I almost
forced a passage into the room where Miss
Grey’s inanimate form lay, requested the in-
truder to absent herself, sent for your physi-
cian, and withdrew. I must apologise for
troubling you with this; but really, dear sir,
my oppressive anxiety to hiear of the beautiful
snfferer overcbmes every other consideration,
and in haste do I herein beseech you, to ren-
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der me eternally grateful, by despatching a
linc assuring me she is better.
“ Your most obliged,
“B. E.”

There was a fecling in the kind old Colonel’s
heart, demanding belief for these written sen-
timents—thankfulness to all who cared for his
fading fuvourite.

An immediate reply was consequently vouch-
safed.

“ And now, love,” said Mrs. Clairlowe to
lier husband, “we must rise with the lagk to-
morrow.”

“Yes, yes; and if, dear Gertry, yon hear
my morning song of pleasure at the prospect
of leaving Paris, do not mistake it for chanti-

1o V)

cleer’s,

The patient cousin smiled a feeble smile;
yet even that was recompence to Mary.
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.CHAPTER III.

No night so dark and sad
But hath its gleam of light ;
No soul 8o cold or bad
But hath its touch of right.
Avxon.

Partout on trouve en son chemin
La peine attachée  la vie ;
Mais.on ne sent le vrai chagrin
Qu'en souffrant loin de sa patrie !
- LE Carprir.

Mz. Harold Dentnoris made his first appear-
ance in the drawing-room at Loder Castle on
- the evening the beautiful Lady Delvor paid
her passing visit. Neither Percy nor Ha-
‘rold had seen her for many years; and each
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seemed equally attracted by her transcendant
beanty.

“ She is indeed remarkably handsome,”
thought ITarold, “ beyond any degree of love-
liness I ever witrnessed—those flashing eyes
and deep full gaze, thank Ileaven, Mary Clair-
lowe hath not. Oh for one look, my Mary,
into those dove-like orbs of gentleness. Yet,
fool that I am, her betrpthed now stands to
chide my heart’s fidelity. If sin it really be
to love thee, dear Miss Clairlowe, that culpa-
bility ever must be mine.”

The imagination of the bride soon formed
her plan of conquest. TIIarold had impressed
her vanity with golden hopes of a flirtation,
by his ardent look of undisguised astonishment
at her loveliness. She knew not that even
then, possessing her exclusive attention, as she
ministered to his passion for music, and then
in almost equal harmony spoke of the invalid
party—those kindred spirits tending the dy-
ing hours of Gertrude Grey—Lady Delvor img-
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gined not how his soul then wandered to his
first, last, and only thought conneoted with
passionate devotion—intense love.

The next morning.on the breakfast table
were several letters waiting the -guests ex-
pected; among them one addressed to ¢ Lord
Dentnoris, late Harold Dentnoris, Esq.,” con-
spicuous for its lawyer-like envelope gnd parch-
ment speaking penmanship. The compassion-
ate old lord hesitated to send such a quiz
upon his fortunes to the invalid; Lady Wil-
verton, however, to the surprise of all present,
undertook the task most gladly, anticipating
news (which did not disappoint her), instead
. of & dun, according to Percy’s interpretation
of the mysterious inclosure.

“ May I send this to Mary Clairlowe?”
exclaimed Lady Wilverton, holding the huge
letter towards her nephew. '

% To whom?” said he.

“To Colonel Clairlowe, and Gertrude,” said
Aunt Marianne, laughing.
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¢ Not till they arrive at Marchmont, dear
Marchmont,” replied the heir. ¢ Yet if you
will communicate it to the Loders, I shall be
glad. You see that the transfer of the twelve
thousand pounds has induccd the old man to
relinquish his- unlawful claims — that last
sentence is worth all. Clever fellow Mr.
Slade, ta. make him confess and sign, the
important statement.”

“I go to do my lord’s blddmg, Harold.
May God bless you for the patient fortitude
thus long sustaining you. You know we quit
the Castle to-day I will be retzdy to attend
your summons.’

The intelligence confirmed Pewy Loder’s
despair. Lady Loder herself felt vanquished
in her still existent hope; the generous lord
alone exulting unrestrainedly in the fortune of
his admired young friend.

“ Harold,” said he, grasping his hand, ¢ your
history is complete. Mary'now will learn to
love.”

YOL. IL D

.,-}
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The half whispered tones in which, the
fervent thought was uttered, the smile on
Marianne Wilverton’s face as her quick ear
caught the sound of a dear name, staggered
poor Harold, He knew no reply o offer—he
felt that Mary and wealth still, perhaps, were
destined to be his, then dashed the blissful
thought away, as too much joy would pvemonle
him quite.

Percy took leave of Dentnoris in happier
spirits than his lamenting mother expected,
and our hero, perceiving no glance of trouble
on the countenance of his supposed rival,
anxiously reverted to his first conception—
that it was too late for himself to hope the
heart of his  remembered love” free to suffer
his devotion, or accept his addresses. The
certainty of his birth and title conld not
;}rperate with them now, Alas!-—he pondered
—they come too late.

The carriage rolled away, when Percy Loder
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mounted his. horse, vainly dreaming that a
sunny day’s exercise might regain for him «
portion of his lost. serenity. - Heigho! could
any memory be found to fling a pall over the
melancholy past.

Percy would have given many worlds to
find the echarmed recollection—his heart sank
within him. Even Iarold might have con-
‘doled with the guileless sourrow;/ there was no
envy towards his old acquaintance; far from
it~—he had masked his cheek in smiles, daring
not to trust his voice, that Harold should read
how little anght but joy in his friend’s joy he
experienced: IHow inconsistent is hurfan
nature! A sigh of deep despondency would
have accomplished more for this desire than
oll his glad expression.

Percy never contemplated a chance, but
that Harold's accession to rank would prove
the guarantee to Miss Clairlowe’s regard—he’
had not mused upon any unexpected embar-

D2
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rassing circumstances, or conjured up any of
the dull earth’s obstacles to their immediate
union.

Thep, again, the careful manner with which
Lord Dentnoris had eschewed every conversa-
tion leading to the mention of one name, dis-
turbed his opinion, and induced a fresh argu-
ment.

Dentnoris appeared to admire Lady Delvor,
and, perchance, thought Perey, this change of
fortune may influence his views—peradventure
he may seek a different sort of wife to that
sweet girl. “ No, no, Harold, you are a lucky
msh,” murmured the soliloquist.

“ And why ?” asked a voice from among the
brushwood.

“ You invariably take one by surprise,
Emmersly. A man never knows when or
where, or even how, to expect you.”

“ Nor woman, neither,” replied the Baronet.
“'Tis the very art of life. Lady Wilverton
is at the Castle, is she not?”
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“ No; she and Dentnoris left ouly an
hour ago.”

“ Al, indecd; I hear that ¢the lucky dog’
you were apostrophising has secured his title
to birth legitimate, and wealth proportionate,
arid weds most happily (if wealthily in Padua)
the fair Mary Anne Belton.”

«, “Ohy no. No such thing. You are hand-
sumnely mounted, Emmersly,” observed Mr.
Loder, willing to change the subject.

“Yes, pretty well. I brought ¢ Gentleman,’
the nume of my steed, I beg to say, from Indin
with me. He is good for nothing now——some
fellow lamed him for me. But say, T intreat
you, does not Harold Denthoris mean to marry
Miss Belton?”

“ I think not; why, she is half a small
donkey, rude though it be tfo apply such
Jerusalem epithets to a lady.”

“But what of the donkeyism? T never con-
sidered him particularly wise,” retorted Sir
Brook.
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“ Too wise for that, Emmersly.”

“Why, it will not be his first broken en-
gagement if he departs from it, I belicve.”

Perey Loder indignantly rejoined: “ Were
you never guilty of similar forgetfulness?”

“Such events occur sometimes—fortunately
it is always the woman’s fault.”

“ Not so, my dear sir. Poor Gertrude!”

The profligate started. ¢ Is she dead?” he
inquired.

“ Not absolutcly dead, but dying, I fear.”

“ Ah, for love of young Clairlowe!”

“1 must quicken my pa'ce," said the annoyed
Pergy.

“ To the park gate of Squire Bailey I may
accompany you. I lunch there,” remarked
a‘: Brook, quictly putting his horse into a
canter.

At the entrance to some thickly wooded
grounds the two gentlemen separated, each
glad to be rid of an uncongenial companion.

JLeroy, delighted to commune with his ahnost
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obliterated thought, cre his meditations were
unpleasingly interrupted, while Sir Brook
Emmersly equally rejoieed in the prospect of
a great luncheon party.

Wakeful with the hope of aguain seeing her

beloved country, Miss Clairlowe was the earliest
riser in the hotel, long before the drowsy
domestics thought fit to leave their slecp,
wlﬁ‘ojing her husy occupation -— collecting
séhttered bijouterie and precious volumes, dear
for the various givers' sakes, when hef atten-
tion was arrested by a torn half sheet of note
paper, written in a female hand, though the
pen had shed the ink over the pure white
in traces of unquestionable passion. Mary
looked and read—read again. The cold dews
gathered on her brow-—she did not faint; her
mind wag too alive to the task before her,
and ‘summoning her utmost courage, she
calmly folded up the note, and pursued her
faltering way.

Miss Clairlowe had discovered Madame
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Estalles’ hasty adicu, and again she read its
dismal record.

“ I CALLED to give you the information, but
Sir Brook Emmersly prevented my protracted
stay at your hotel. Lodwick, your brother,
fell in a ducl on Thﬁrsday morning last. Mr.
Dentnoris was married on the same day. 1
have the English paper containing & more
explicit account, if you would like to have it.”

Here was the very refinement of persecu-
tion—her brother dead, her lover married!
revealed, too, by the rclentless Countess. The
unconsciousness of despair at length over-
powered poor Mary—her surcharged heart
refused its office, ccasing almost to beat, as
she sauk listlessly on the sofa. '

It happened that Lady Wilverton had be-
sought Harold, cither personally or by letter,
to acquaint their friendg with his brighter fate;
he, however, pertinaciously resisted the in-
treaty, compromising the matter by despatch-
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ing his valugble Wilson with a note’ frotn
George, and a budget from his aunt. 'The man
had arrived late at night, and yet was astir
with the daybreak, intending to hurry the idle
menials in preparing for departure.

In the drawing-room™ he perceived the
death-like figure of his lord’s ¢ beloved one.”

Servants, especially valets, have a quick’
perception in matters concerning their masters’
hearts; and as Wilson quictly approached the
suffering girl, his eye rested on the strangely
blotted note, still clenched in icy rigidity.
Wilson was'a husband and & father, with good-
nes¢ and honourable principle to grace & noble-
man; his first care was to restore suspended
animation, his next gently to extricate the pa-
per from the relaxing hold, to read, and deposit
it in his pocket.

The step of Colonel Clairlowe was heard ap-
proaching, while a shudder from his daughter
told of reviving sense; the considerate servant
gladly availing himself of the fortunate monient,

D3
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whispered into her ear, *1t is all false, dear
young lady—all false, false as herself!”

Colonel Clairlowe at length ascertained that
poor Mary hyd fainted; and, supposing it o¢-
casioned by her early, unusual toil, harassed
as she had been fof the last few weeks, bade
Wilson call her mother; “and then,” said the
blunt soldier, * come back to me, man, and tell
me how you came here; for it’s odd, to be sure,
Mary should faint like this; my poor darling,”
muttered her parent, as & suspicion of some-
thing wrong crept into his generous mind.

Wilson did not lag over his errand one brief
instant, and he returned to relate the manner
in which he had found-Miss Clairlowe. * Here
is the ugly note, if you please, sir,” continued
he, taking from his pocket the defaced billet;
“but if you will wait a little, sir, I will fetch
the letters T brought from the Rectory; not
believing any of the family would be astir so
early, I left them in my portmanteau, sir.”

“ Yes, certainly; be quick! Are they all
well ?”
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“ Quite well, sir 1 hope Miss Grey is
better.”

“We did think she was better yesterday,
but this morning 1 hear she has passed a very
restless night.”

“My Lord is very —"

“ Your Lord! who is he?”

“He was Mr. Ilarold Dentnoris, sir; how=

.ever, the Almighty pushes truth foremost in
%ite of evil-doers, and it has been discovered
that the old Lord Dentnoris’ brother held the
title u little wrong, sir. So it now comes to
his eldest son, who is my master; that's it, sir.
I shouldn’t wonder but the letters has some-
thing to say about it, sir,” said Wilsen, assum-
ing the air of & satisfied comforter, sceing the
eyes of Miss Clairlowe riveted on his lips, as
though she would have snapped at each word,
let alope swallowing them—at least such was
Wilson’s description of her looks, when the
happy Harold became his listener, many long
months after these events.



*GO GOALS AND. QUERDONS; OR,

“ Papa, I cannot comprehend Wilson’s story,”
said Mary, scarcely having regained sufficient
composure to judge tranquilly of sound or scenc
before her. '

. ““He says, my child, the letters will explain;
here they are, too—bring them here, Wilson.”

The father was desired to read George’s for
her.

“ My pear Miss CLAIRLOWE,
“ Harold is a Lord at last. Do muke haste
home. We shall all be huppy then.
“ Your affectiondte,
“G. D.”

But the poor girl still remembered the dread-
ful intelligence conveyed in Madame Estalles’
note ; and consciousness once more forsook her.

Lodwick’s letter must be trauscribed ; it
cmbraces much that is unintelligible, and ex~
plains the mysterious witkedness of Sir Brook’s
vigiti—
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‘ My DEARLY ESTEEMED FaTner, MoTuEe:,
SisTER, AND CoOUSIN,

*I can hardly wish Gertrude to hear how
headstrong I have lLeen lately, yet leave my
Sharacter to your discretionary use.

“You know I left Marchmont, on the day
you quitted England, with the intention of
joining my regiment. I went to London, and
prosented myself at the Horse Guards accord-
ing to the Duke’s direction; he positively re-
fused my joining with such a pale face—bade
me take six months extension of leave, for such
a specimen of an Englishman would be laughed
at by the Afghans. Upon this I ran down to
Dentnoris; poor fellow, he is sadly fullen ofl.
By the way, there’s a change over the spirit
of his dream with a vengeance!—a title, and
£20,000 a-year, bang — I'say, Mary! Well, at
the Custle I spent a pleasant week ; was glad to
sce Percy again. The Delvqrs joined the party
for a few days, so we had a merry time of it;
the lady is & most confounded flirt, though.
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Emmersly came occasionally, but fought rather
shy of one Lodwick Clairlowe. And now stop,
till you swear to keep my seoref, all of you
dear ones—if any soul tells it to Gertrude it
shall be myself. Excuse me, dear mother. The
facts occurred in thisway : At dinner, one night,
(I suppose he had miscounted his glasses), he
chose to speak slightingly of our pufe, good,
spotless cousin. Of course I instantly rose from
table, making -apologies to Lord Loder and
Percy. The ladies had quitted us a few minutes
previously.. Loder followéd me very quickly,
volunteering his services; they were, .I can
assure you, gratefully accepted; and, after
quietly talking over matters connected with
this world’s fairings, I was alone. About twelve
o’clock a most insulting misnamed apology ar-
rived; Loder had not come back, consequently
I could do nothing farther than say, an answer
#ould be vouchsafed if my friend approved,
but that my firm belief was, he had not seen
the note just received in an unsealed cover. I
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was sorry for having read it in Loder’s absence
—it was n6t right. Well, two o’clock brought
him; and what do you think the monster had
done? irritated Loder almost to frenzy. Aquar-
ter of an hour more, and we sallied forth toge-
ther, determined to constrain the man to fight.
1 wish you Had seen the demoniac countenance
presented to us, my dear old sire. Wounld you
wish me to conclude the tale briefly; I will
soon finish it. Well, the man promised to meet
us at fonr o’clock, behind Salter’s hill. Until
six we stayed on the ground; at seven Loder
sought him-——himself, his horses, groom, all
were gone, and & simple note left for me! it
ran thus :—

“¢Do not®allow such rancour to put your
life in jeopardy, Clairlowe ; T like you too well
to be accessory to such a proceeding.

“ ¢ (Signed), ‘B. E.

“ This is the story; and although I was
outrageously mad at the disappointment, still
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the episode removes kim from our haunts—he
never dare see England move.
* And now, my dear good mother, precious
Gertry, and Mary, good bye.
“ Believe me, dear sir,
“ Your affectionate son,
¢ L. C

1t secmed well nigh impossible for our tra-
vellers to comprehend the hidden wickedness
8t Sir Brook Emmersly’s disposition.

The father of Lodwick, the guardian of Ger-
trude, had sympathized with this man’s griefs
but yesterday, at o period when he was flying
from the just indignation of his son!

+Sternly the soldier took his,place by his
*daughter—his brow bent, and hands clenched,
as if exemplifying iu his posture the crushing
inclination of his resolve to demand, to obtain
satisfaction. ‘

“ Oh, papa, do not look so wretched,” said

his daughter; * Lodwick, thank - Henven, is
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preserved for us. Gertry, our darling, must
leave us soon; but we will teach him to con-
trol the sclfishness of his sorrow—even, per-
haps, he shall rejoice in her heavenward flight.
She will be happier there. And,, dearest fa-
ther, does she not appear so peacefully to await
death’s cold coming? Let us, thercfore, abstuin
from allowing our giiefs to disturb her; yet,
papa, she will not inquire—she will be silently
unhappy to »ee you thus.”

“ That villain!”

“Come, dear papa, remember, he has been
effectually driven off now. Ah, yes; how -
measurably more will the announcement of her
death punish him than the infliction of our
hitterest revenge. Shall I take mamma the
letters ?”

“No, nu! I will, in a minute,” replied Colo-
nel Clairlowe. '

“ And you will sce, papa, how heroically
mammna will take this business.”

“ Ye arc women, only women, Mary,” said
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the father, as she bent over his broad lngh fore-
head.

Miss Clairlowe had not read the character
of Sir Brook correctly; in her store of sad pro-
phecies she had never calculated that he would
gladden at the news of Gertrude’s death.

In the chronicles of his inward thought was
graved the gratifying thought that ere long
such must occur.

“Yes,” soliloquised this *merchant of ill,” I
must arrange this last affair with all speed; I
must conciliate this ‘sou of York; I would
not be entirely off with the Clairlowes; they
are commodious appendages to a man’s society
in England—a substantial pair of old Danes;
thus, I, being Dane, like them, since I love
myself. If the young fellow won't come round,
why T'll try the old one and his obsequious

‘ﬂdlf Thejy shall see tears from ¢ poor Brook
meersly ; the old soldier’s heart is soft,
thank God. Gertrude living! Succumb a little
longer, fluttering heart, to the minion in my
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bower; the Aius Locutius of my soul! Mar-
ried she is, 'tis true, and better it be truc—
a splendid point gained, lending her my pretty
sca-bordered cot; and if the Count’s sails are
not suddenly furled bencath my windows, some
day, I'll bargain to prevent her flirting with
any other one.  After all, she is not the sworn
coquette Charlotte Delvor is-—Charlotte loves
nobody well-—Estalles, you were a good sort of
fellow—my scheme for carrying you off’ at first
was fine,” muttered the exulting man. 8o
you thought, silly fool, she really had left you,
and in the carriage taken flight. Alas, she
slept, while I was up and doing! If I can help
it, you have no more happy days before you.
But rouse thee, gentle sif, methinks I need
much care in the adjustment of my dress to-
day. By Jove, the eaglet looked amazing
jealous, noi two hours ago, Alas, poor Gertrude,
why not be kind and die? and Mary—but with
all my wooing, she certainly was most ocbdurate.
Then my beautiful aunt—Devil and buttercups!
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but, cnough of her.  Yet, yes ; say on, Brook
Emmersly —I have never loved since that
Abbey business—no! not even Gertrude’s love-
liness won from my heart one beat of passion
since I saw Marianne Wilverton that night.
Why now, &till do I dread to hear her chilly
acceuts, or bear the sparkle of those fathomless
blue orbs addressing me in the tones of polite-
ness. Iam indeed degraded; few besides thy-
self, my good fellow, arc acquainted with that
fuct. My recollection brings the curdling fare-
well again,  Out upon my memory—that love
was truly sure-—1 still respect her fervently:
and when my proud heart's quailing seems
abont to terminate, none other shall plead foi
me at the footstool*of the Heaven she taught
me when a wayward boy to reveremce and
adore Brook Emmersly, these namby pamby
mqﬁmesses suit you not—I shall forgéh- my
«calhng, Ida~bless thy fiery heauty! fear not I
" revel in aught else, exeept: tho delight of con-
ﬁquenng its inextinguishable fires. John,” con-
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tinued Sir Brook, ¢ send ¢ Gentleman’ at three.
1 ride and dine with Madame Estalles; and
now for dinner and wine.”

Ido, dressed in black vclvet, looked quiet
and less angry than her tormentor antici-
pated. )

“ Two wine-glasses,” observed Sir Brook
Emmersly, pointing to the decanter, &e., on
the table, ¢ visitors, I suppose?”

“ Yes, Sir Brook.”

“ Sir Brook! What, rufiled still ?”

¢ Not ruflled, only tired : I have been laugh-
ing at a lady; onc who preaches to me about
gaiety in Estalles' abgence; she tells me that
society condemns me for your frequent visits.”

“ Fudge! nonsense. Who said this?”

¢ Mirs. s your friend 1’

¢ Has she been endeavouring to poison your
mind ?”

“ Poison my mind, Sir Brook! That is too
perfect a dissemblance—my mind! but she
fears you mfny be jealous, too, of Mr. Ichell, he
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whom -you brought yourself, and singled out
as a foil.”

¢ Stuff—ridiculously absurd,” remarked her
visitor, attributing the advice most justly to its
proper cause, yet anxious to divert the mind
of kLiis viotith from any creed that might inter-
fere with his convenience.’ ‘It is an immense
pity,” continued he, “that women do not dis-
cern their own blemishes in lien of a frail
sister’s.”

“ A frail sister’s, Sir Brook! do not torture
me again, or you may rue the attempt,” ro-
joined the Countess, warmly.

¢ Nay, nay! Ida, love, my anger was not for
thee.”

% Your anger I despise.”

‘“ Alas! but what did you say?” asked the
Baronet in his blandest accent.

“ Oh, I invented a mournful thought or two,
to relieve myself from her admonitory pre-
sence, and at the evidence of a contrite spirit,
the lady walked away,” o
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Sir Brook’s system of humbling his prey
seldom proved effectual with Ida Estalles; she
affected meckness in moments of necessity,
and willed not that the subject of the wine-
glasses should be renewed. Ter natural fond-
ness for intirigue exceeded his to ,an extraor-
dinary degree. The wife of Estalles often
outwitted him, without his having the slightest
suspicion of defeat; upon this occasion she
succeeded equally. Ida knew, that although
her admirer approved les favoris, black and
cxtensive, none would ever thrive upon his own
smooth check, to which the fierce growth of
several sfraggling hairs beneath the lower lip
gave sufficient demonstration.

“ Would you drive me from you, my charm-
ing Countess ? verily you look as bright as here-
tofore, notwithstanding last night's hot tears,”

¢ Oh, dear me, no! Habit has rendered your
presence indispensable |”

Brook was fairly puzzled.

“ And the recollection of past hours,” added
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Madam Estalles, with a sigh, “frequently pene-
trates through that habit, half eliciting a wish
that neither of us had changed—grown thus
indifferent.” .

¢ Indifferent, love! Yet if those vanished
hours have power to yield thee dreams of hap-
piness, let us build from present reality histo-
ries of joy, for fancy’s blest lrereafter. Come,
my beautiful! come give me once again, for
this intense appealing, a sigh so full of love—
you scarce can breathe it? No tears—mno, all
merry wit, and flashes from the bowl. Letus
to dinner ¢”

% Stay, Brook Emmersly—I am changed, if
you are not; I only on my knees beseech yon
to forget we loved each other then. Nay, no
more empty speeches; you fled from my in-
treaties—you avoided my urgent wish for our
marriage.” . '

, ¢ Ida, why it was the very interest of my
life—what I sought most earnestly.”

“ Yon sought to marry me, Emmersly ? You
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spoke not the remotest word of marriage, ex-
cept when answering my solicitations, and then
your negatives crumbled up my pride, till death,
aye, death or Estalles, were my resources.”
-4 A man could scarcely be bullied into wed-
lock, Ida: thotigh I longed to make you mine,
my pride also took alarm. Come let us be
friends; déar friends, I meet you hert a mother
and a wife, we will recall only the happy past.”
“ To make,the present sadder by the
coiitrast,” said the lady.
«No, no. Even should I think proper to
marry Gertrude—" i . .
“ Brook, do not name her—it is not in
‘the power of woman to listen to'ydur idolatry
- fori her, nor admit the living memory of
. that time, when all your passionate raving,
your words, your looks, your tenderness, all,
“gll were mine.” And in the violence of her
resentment the Countess burst into hysteric
sobs. " o
Sir Brook did not trouble himself to soothe
YOL. 1I, ’ E
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her rending sighs, but sauntered idly into the
garden, thence back to dinner—dined alone—
passed into the library, inscribed a petition
for a ride, which was answered by a verbal
¢ oui,” sank into a sleepy hollow to muse upon
the drudgery of a lover’s exXistence, while
Ida’s tears, undried by sounds of sympathy,
were brushed away—the singular consolation
for her grief emanating from the success of
her ruse, to banish every tracg of that morn-
ing’s quest.
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CIIAPTER 1V.

O, those are tears of bitterness,
Wrung from the breaking heart,
" When two, blest in their tenderness,
< Must learn to live apart.

Yet there was light around her Lrow,
A holiness in those dark eyes,
Which show’d, though wand’ring carthward now,
v Her gpirit’s home was in the skic.
Moore.

“ TIERE they are, here they are!” exclaimed
George, as the heavily laden coach entered the
_ green park.

Lodwick, Sarah, all were assembled to wel-
come back, more in sorrow than in joy, the

faded cousin.
- ’ E 2



70 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

Lady Wilverton, however, considerately
despatched the avant courier to request no
one of the expectant party would show them-
selves until the excitement of Gertrude’s happy
return subsided.

The wasted girl’s flushed cheek betrayed
how great her gladness was, to sce the fine
old home again.

Lodwick gazed with distracting impatience
while his father bore the fragile form of his
aimless love into the house. IIe had prepared
himself to witness the havoc of disease, but
never conceived it pessible such cruel inroad
could have been made in the few weeks of
absence—wasted, withered thus! O, no, his
mind foretold no mournful wreck like this
before him. Iler long black hair floated over
a neck, too softly white for any save the ha-
bitants of Heaven, the once so full black cyes
now shining in their hollow darkness; the
hands, the small white hands, emaciated and
lank, yet dearer hy a millionfold than in their
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rosy-tipped beauty; ho scized them in his owl,
and in that pressure, in the glance she gave,
read deuth to his hope, but cverliving life to
her half-parted soul. )

Mis. Clairlowe disengaged her son from his
excruciating distress, intreating him to combat
with his worldlier feelings, and sparc the dying

sufferer.a knowledge of his agony.

It was a melancholy re-union.

“JI see neither Mr. nor Lord Dentuoris,”

‘said the invalid.

“ My brother will return’ to-morrow, and
Harold waits only for the welcome summons,”
replied Lady Wilverton, calling up anangel
smilg, to cheer her sobbing friend, poor Mary.
‘] sent George and Sarah to mcet me here,
but Harold is too big for my orders now.”

-4 Ab, truly, dearest lady. Is he well?”’

Gratefully Miss Clairlowe acknowledged her
cousin’s goodness — these questions were for
her heart’s peai:e,

“ Sweet Gertry, repose thyself, my darling,’
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said Mary. ¢ An hour’s sleep will rest your
poor eyes—do try it. Sarah, bring me a book.
I will read you to your dreams, Gertry, and
then sit quiet by your side. Aunt Marianne
is going to speak to mamnma.”

“ A book. Ah, dear Miss Grey, that book
you used to like has stains of tear-drops on it
now—it is quite spoiled.” .

The flush re-crimsoned the pale face, and
one deep sigh succecded.

¢ Will she never cease to startle at the sound
of any theme connected with that wicked
mgn ?”’ thought Mary.

¢ The Bible, love, is better; it is best, Sarah,
for your dying playmate,” said Miss Grey,
still longing for another touch of the favourite
volume, for, had not Gertrude’s last interview
with the owner of it given a fresh beam of
changeless love to her—had not his last words
to her becn, as ever, full of hope, and fixed
devotedness ?

Believe it all, frail sufferer, wake not from
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such pleasunt phantoms to truth’s sterner
dictates. Mary, let the blighted mourner
think not the work of sure destruction is his
glory.

.. Day by day the worthy pastor discovered
:@w traits of heavenly resignation in the dying
Christian. Her more than parents watched
the flitting life with ceaseless care. Lodwick
and Harold were at length denied access to
her chamber. The physician trembled lest the
son might be present at his cousin’s last
sigh.

Poor Lodwick—he sat apart; he mourned,
not as passionate young lovers sometimes
mourn—no word escaped him ; he felt that she
must die, and the stony draught of hopeless-
ness had choked the well of soothing emotions
—he had no tears, no sighs, his bursting heart
no intercourse with other thoughts than those
that helped to build up barriers against hope
and resignation. Pale and cold, he stalked
across the passage near her door, a shadow of
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despair. DPeace came at last, it that can be
culled peace, which, after toilsome tutoring,
bids the heart's-aching hide itsclf in sole com-
munion with the doom awarded. Lodwick
tried to picture Gertrude among the angels of
that high world where sorrow and disorder
reign not.

- One morning he had nearly realized the con-
ception—he looked upon the door separating
him only from the form he pictured in the
glorious firmament of heaven! its brightest
star, and efrthly hope came back upon his
memory. His eyes fixed there, where rcally
Gertrude Grey existed. A -second step, and
his hand grasped the handle of the lock—it
was turned, the nurse only issued therefrom.
Her cyes were tearful, yet wlose were not so
at times? ' . -

Alas! Lodwick Clairlowe, why did the cer-
tainty of her departure cleave to your tenacious
soul. He reached. his room again, and "sank
upon & chair, None told him she was dead,
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quite dead—none told him that the lids had
closed for ever—none bid him look to the
clear heaven, and feel it brighter! My heart’s
life is there. Be calm! the soul hath left its
clay-made dwelling upon earth. None said——
Entomb her! . : :

. Oh, there are clear presentiments in love,
and Lodwick knew his mind must brook the’
hearing she was dead. He had prepared it—
at least humanly he thought his tempered
despair could bear to hear the revelation.

The damp dew of death seemed gathering
on his own white brow, wlicn the door opened;
Ilarold advanced towards him, his voice for-
bade mention of the event he had becen de-
puted to reveal. Lodwick moved not, but'
gazed sorrowfully on his friend, who silently
accepted the chair opposite, to which a heavy
sigh directed him. No word -escaped. At
length, to.Harold’s relicf, Mr. Dentnoris joined
them; his dark eyes laden with brimming tears
as he took the young soldier’s passive hand.

E3
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¢ She has left qur earthly sphere, Lodwick,”
at length articulated the Rector, ¢ and waits
among the blest for us to meet her in that
purer home, and be her dear companions inte
Heaven. Lodwick!” repeated Beverley Dent-
noris.

The young lover started.

“ Gertrude,” was all the answer.

‘ Be consoled, dear Lodwick; have we any
goal on earth so worthy of your sainted love?
have we among the beauties of our world,
guerdons such as she hath won? Glory such
as her incorporeal loveliness receiveth at
His hands, who gave and who hath taken
away? '

* % Why repine, that she hath left all suffer-
ing and sorrow here, to .reign among the
beatified elect ? .

¢ She hath been tried, severely tried, during
her sojourn here. Shall we mourn that she
hath ended every grief, and ga.med the great
reward—Lodwick !”



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 83

“ Gertrude,” again responded the hereft
mourner.

“ See her, my young friend, as she now i,
clothed in robes of purity and joy — smil-
ing——"

o “Does she smile—still smile—and yet
gone, quite gone from——"

A deep sigh— harrowing, heart-breaking
groans, impeded his utterance and relieved his
bursting sorrow.

Iarold quitted the chamber on the entrance
of Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe, whose anxious
cars had caught the long low moanings of
their afflicted son.

The kneeling figure of Mary Clairlowe at-
tracted Lord Dentnoris, as he passed poor
Gertrude’s room.

Yet at such a moment, above all other
times, he dared not cast on the picture more
than one hurried look. Lady Wilverton saw,
and beckoned him to the sleeping image of
the corpse.




84 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

Mary’s prayer had been brief; she had
not scen her cousin since life had fled, and
fea}ing to trust her sorrow in the presence of
those so dear to her, quietly withdrew; but
soon hearing steps descending the stairs, and
conjecturing that Lady Wilverton and Lord
Dentnoris had retired, ventured back to muse
by her loved companion’s untended remains.
She touched the half open door, and her heart
beat quickly on vic;ving the group within.

Gertrude Grey extended on the white bed,
clothed still in the garments of gay life,
the canopy of snowy linen buspcnded from
above her. On the opposite side knelt Lady
Wilverton; near her; on the other, Ilarold,
grasping the chill fingers of the newly dead.
She looked upon the group—it was most sadly
beautiful.

- That form! the form of the dead girl—
surely death has stolen nothing from it yet—
surely breathing life is yet existent, only still
and gentle as the soul of Gertrude Grey for
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ever was, and will be. 1f aught has quitted
these -fair features, it has crept away too
gently even to rob the dead one of her bloom.

These were Miss Clairlowe’s first impres-
sions; her second grieved her: she looked,
however, kindly upon both, and again re-
treated. Lady Wilverton’s movement caused
"Lord Dentnoris to observe her approach; and
his listless attention when rising to make
place for a new arrival, pained poor Mary;
who, bending in token of mute thankfulness,
stole from the scene. .

The meeting of Harold and Mary had been
uncheered by even the slightest re-assurance
of their reciprocal attachment; and both
shunned the changed munner, each fancied
only ussumed. _

Mary dreaded to encounter him; a thousand
conflicting arguments presented themselves;
the fear that he might ascribe her readiness
to receive his addresses to his increase of
wealth, or confirmed title to his futher’s name,
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restrained her, when she longfad to show hew
dear his presence was—Ilonged to sct aside his
gloomy contemplations, which, spite of him-
self, were paling his face, and wasting his
health.

While Harold, on the other hand, remem-
bering how timid, yet glways warm-hearted,
she had been to the untitled—the disinherited ;
and attributing to a patronising consciousness
of superior good fortune, that which had been
sincére and holy in its frank truthfulness,
shrank with pride from the idea that Miss
Clairlowe’s present conduct indicated her dis-
like to his attentions.

“ Would I had assured myself long ago that
somewhat of friendliness was indicated in those
shy looks, replete with comforting beams,
that they were really kindly meant. They
never shine for Lord Dentnoris; and, maybe,
were but intended to commiserate the un-
fortunate.”
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The day of solemn burial arrived; Lodwick
promised to be calm!

Colonel Clairlowe and Harold stood on
either side of him; tranquilly the young
soldier marked the coffin containing the dead,
till the sable attendants commenced lower-
Ing it into its narrow cell; he made no sign,
his dilated orbs alone dropped tears like lead
upon the marble floor. Nothing remained of
that which held the body. Without a mo-
tion, cxcept the one hard sigh, a sigh that in
bursting scemed to break away the soul’s
communion with humanity, he drooped his
Lead upon his breast, to look no more on the
all-hallowed spot. They dragged him to his
home, and bade his lonely heart find comfort
in her better lot.
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CHAPTER V.

Fortune reigns in gifts of the world,

Not in the lineaments of nature.
. SHAKSPERE,

But ask thou not if happiucss be there,
11 the loud laugh disguise convulsive throe,
Or if the brow the heart’s true livery wear,
Lift not the festal mask ! enough to know
No scene of mortal life but teems with mortal woe.
Sir WALTER Scorr.

“YEs! Aunt Marianne, I feel too certain that
Miss Clairlowe will accept the Duke.”

“ No! her friend may, but Mary never. No!
T wish she could remember Landsworth. Yet
she was so young when they left England,” said
Lady Wilverton, pacing to and fro in her fa-
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vourite old breakfast-room at the Manoxr IIouée,
whence the presumptive heir had ¢jected her
brother several years before, and to which she
had returned with its present lord on the
morning alluded to.

“ The coronet has no charm for your love—
“her heart is bound in iron links by a geni, and
until he loosencth the aforcsaid bonds, captive
it must remain; this geni, be it known, is a
sad tyrant in affairs of love, and, if I were
Mary, when freedom and power were allosted
e, I would use them.

“No affirmative will a dukedom win from
her, if simply depending on its own attrac-
tions; and in this instance, even provoking,
you must admit that nothing else has the Duke
of St. to offer!. Ah, you shake your
head—ineu do not understand mute aflection.”

“Js my poor worship then not mute?”

“ Yes‘ yes, Harold, to the world, but not to
me! Now tell me, do you think Mary ever
spoke of her affection ?”
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“ She has none for me, or I—her worse than
slave—had years ago discovered it.”

“ I have something to say, Harold. Do you
remember, the other evening, when you re-
uested me to favour you with the result of
my hallucinations, at & moment when Lucy
Ashmore forbade the opportunity for reply?
Did T not perceive a slight colouring of jea-
lousy, when she made her attack on little thin
Mr. Cottar's heart?”

¢ By Heaven, no! Acquit wme, lady, of the
daring interference! I aspire not to the tender
notice of any individual. When I pay Miss
Ashmore the compliment of a sigh, then de-
nounce me as a blind fool!”

“ A conceited speech, Lord Dentnoris.”

“ When I sclect my wife, she will .not ex-
pect me tamely to submit to the disposal of her
time after the fashion of that vacant-hearted
woman.”

“ Do not flatter yourself, Harold, that you
will enjoy such monopoly.
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“ Aunt Marianne,” retorted her nephew in
surprise, ¢ you astonish me by this new doc-
trine!” )

“ Forgive me, I look around on man’s vari-
ability, and, expecting nobler actions from the
nobler race, wonder at the vacillating crowd.”
+ “Peradventure, lady mine, I can divine the
thoughts unuttered, yet hanging on your lips,
and longing thencé to leap, just for the crucl
purpose of confoundedly confusing your sub-
missive hearer.” "

“ You really speak so vainly, Harold,. I can
scarcely find patience to answer you, although
your supercilionsness is merely assumed; but
tell me, sage diviner! what mysteries lie undis-
closed, connected with the compliments I have
in wiser keeping for you?”

¢ Lister;, Aunt Marianne. -You would say,
there is the Rev. Beverley Dentnoris at the
head of the ¢changeables; he, forsooth, has
wedded Mrs. Bacon. Then Lodwick Clairlowe

is himsclf again, and, some affirm, sgain in
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Jeopardy. Then little Sully has already grieved
over the blush of a m.uden heartach. You
and I, Aunt, are the’ only two exceptions to
such deviating faith.”

“You and I, Harold! You give yourself
more credit for adherence to your Venetian
flame than any other person allows you.”

¢ No soul shall read the fondness of my re-
collections, dear Lady WilVerton. Miss Clair-
lowe shall not have my name to grace her list
of conquests.”

‘“ Harold, you arc unjust. I tell you that
Mary Clairlowe is decidedly the most superior
woman I ever met; and you may learn to think
so when it will be too late!”

“ Speak net in such.displeasure; I respect
Miss Clmrlowe beyond any one.”

“ Yet, Haxold you can ascribe to hcr a
motive ‘unworthy of t‘~e most confirmed co-
quette ”

“ T did most unhappily utter the sentiment.
Oh, Lady Wilverton, I feel soured, galled, tor-
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tured, to believe that, when she considered .
herself safe from my proposals, she tolerated
me ; nay more, resented not the only look" I
cver gave of love as uncontrollable as inextin-
‘guishable ; but now, however—now——the wretch
is free! avoids him, Lady Wilverton, I have
sought her eyes in vain—ever have they been
averted.” ]

«“ Ah! gentle Mary, this was love’s timi-
dity. You are the dullest lover I ever knew,
Harold.” '

~ “ Timidity or not, you will acknowledge it

. was not kind. Perchance her very sﬁperiority
is beyond my dull comprehension. Oh that 1
could read the only heart I covet.”

“ Proverbially selfish men are! Your pride
would sooner wreck a heart like Mary’s, than
suffer’ a brief pang yourself; and most unen-
durably provoking is it when you add inten-
tional blindness to the failing.”

¢ Lady Wilverton, the crisis is ‘at hand, and
I am serious in this last confession. T have
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never for one moment loved any other than
Mary Clairlowe ; yet she rejects the simplest
act of kindness from me.” .

“ You mistake her,” said Lady Wilverton.

“ Stay, dear aunt, I know she loves me not!
and, therefore, long since yiclded my fate into
His hands, who will direet all things rightly.
I hope no more for myself in the affair.”

“ Philosophy, perhaps,” observed Lady Wil-
verton; ‘ certainly not piety.”

¢ Neither one nor the other,” replied Ha-
rold; “but it is another imperfection added
to the many. At least, Aunt Marianne, you
would not have me condescend to woo one who
cared not for Harold Dentnoris, and avoids,
moreover, the new-found heir. Bring proof
that Mary's kindlier thoughts were mine in
obscurity and poverty, and then — "

“ What then, Hayold ?” '

“I would ask her, on my knees, to be my
wife.” - .
“ But, Harold, did you not say you had un-

»
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equivocal assurance that her marriage with the
Duke was already ‘settled ?” )

“ True! and when I read the newspaper’s

announcement of- the detestable union, I fear,
my: shadow will quickly fall away. My oracle
plays me false if that event be not speedily
consummated.”
« ‘“There is a little fable about *a dog in a
“manger,’ and another about another and the
shadow of his dainty morsel, which the betray-
ing streamlet, like the rivers of pride, magni-
fied into a greater prize—a more satisfying
portion than the tangible reality !”

‘“ Ah, yes!” responded Harold, ¢ there«are
other fables, too, of Cinderella’s lost slipper;
so, as it is on the stroke of ten, I needs must
off to breakfast with the Ferbertons—this dé-
jeuner a la fourchette .is & novel treat from
them, and I have a long drive bofore me."

Lord Dentnoris thought himself incapable
of an idea derogatory to his attachment to Miss
Clairlowe, and was, therefore, blissfully insen-
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sible to the fascination every one else perceived
" Miss Ashmore exercised over him. He had
been induced, from the intimacy existing be-
tween the inmates of the Grange and his home,
to render his presence a sort of necessity to
Lady Delvor; and, in doing so, had wantonly
expressed admiration for her volatile friend.
Nevertheless, not one iota of love had escaped
the casket wherein it lay—devoted to dearer
reminiscences, and sacred as his soul.
The world and Charlotte Delvor attributed
his attentions to a motive, far remote from
mere amusement ; while Mary heard the reports
of his gallantries, and wept at a lover’s apos-
tacy. .
The name of Lord Dentnoris resourided so-
lemnly from the hall to the ante-room, passing
from one to the other of the powdered menials.
Harold felt unaccountably oppressed at the
echo of his title; cohintless memories rushed
throngh his mind, and one, the most intrusive,
that ere this, Mr. Slade had concluded the pre-
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parations in Grosvenor-square, and that the
approaching month would enrol his name among
the senators of our land, and be moreover de-
voted to thoughts distinct from his daily dreams
of Mary and her pride, busied him, when the
fhispering sounds of softer voices mingled
ﬁlth the well-known hum of announcement.
Lord Herberton and his daughter approached..
“(300d morning, Dentnoris—glad, uncommonly
glad, to see you ; breakfast waits, and if the long
drive has sharpened your appetite, as much as
the loixg waiting has rendered our lxungry spi-
rits keén, you'll be all the better an hour hence,
I think,” exclaimed the good-humoured old
man. ‘ :
¢ I really have many apologies to make,”
said Harold, hurriedly.

% No, no! no, no!—oh, no! There are few
people I would wait for—you are one of them,
young man, and thus I leave Charlotte to your
care, while I pursue-the gloriously fine Mnrs.
Ashmore.” o

YOL. II. F
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“ Papa insisted on waiting for you, Lord
Dentnoris,” said his companion, * although we
ladies unanimously opposed so egregious a
mistake.” ~ |

“ And why was not the opposition victo-
rious? your wise éuggestion ought to have
been immediately carried into effect; however,
surely you could resist the temptatidn of
hunger to wait your most devoted slave,” re-
marked Harold, playfully. '

T could have patiently withstood its cravings
to convince myself of that happy consideration,
or for the sake of telling you, I cared less for
it without you—but others waited ; besides, as
you are all self-sufficient enough to ask the ques-
tion, I will say no more on the subject.”

“You possess an imperfect opinion of my
accomplishments—self-gufficiency would be too
desirable a study, could I hope to attain pro-
ficiency in it,” replied our hero.

¢ The good folks here are so averse to fun,
now-a-days, that to make them stare a little
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would be worth any trouble—no matter who
plays the martyr-part.”

¢ Well, I am inexpressibly thankful for the
complimentary distinction. Will you allow
me to deposit you in this corner while I do
your bidding, and bow good-morrow to your
noble mother, lady ?”

“Pray leave me; I apprehend no sadness
will overtake me for your absence—prolong it
till doomsday, if you please—I form a tiny
item in the price current of your friends!” said
the beautiful woman.

“ Pardon me! I go to confess my dereliction,
and hear forgiveness for occasioning the break-
fast’s delay; you are quite sure there is no
other person present for whom I would leave
your side.”

Dentnoris meant no more nor less than he
said; yet the vanity of Lady Delvor led her to
interpret his ingenuous candour verydifferently,
and the magnificent daughter of that house
furned laughingly away, to hide- the chagrin

F 2
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but fruitlessly concealed from her neighbouring
guest. ’

Lady Herberton delightedly shook hands
with the favoured visitor, as Miss Ashmore,
with many a witeching blandishment- ready for
the field, timidly advanced to receive her share
of greeting.

Noon had long since passed when Lord Dent-
noris re-entered the door of his country home.

¢ Any post to-day?” he inquired.

“ None at all, my lord, except a letter for
Miss Dentnoris, from Clarens.”

The heart of the questioner beat quickly,
and the impassioned lines of his namesake mur-
mured on his lips. ¢ Clarens, sweet Clarens,
birthplace of deep love ! Where is Lady Wil-
verton?”’ .

“ Gone into the village, my lord, and de-
sired, if you came before her return, I was to
tell you, if you possibly could, to join her there,
my lord,” said Wilson.

Our hero deliberated: he must see Sarah ih
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the first place. * Where was she?” he again in-
quired. .
“In the garden, my lord; would you please
I should call the young lady ?”
“ No,” replied the master, I will scek her
there.” ' :
He was not long in discovering her retreat.
Sarah, at the sound of footsteps, vaiuly crum-
bled the fragments of a letter into her little
hand; but Lord Dentnoris, having been fore-
warned of the prize, quizzed the blushing girl,
till she felt obliged to confess “ the post
brought a silly letter from George—too silly,”
added she, *to show you, Harold; but I must
do as he desires me, and give you all the news
in it. Some of the information will prove
Aunt Marianne (uite wrong. Miss Clairlowe
is married. Oh! Harold, what is the matter?
You will fall—sit down here—do, pray, sit
down—how pale, and yet how red you look
again—dear me, dear me, I will call Wilson.”
“ Noj only lend me your letter, Sarah,” said
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the brother, kissing the white little arm, cling-
ing round his neck.

¢ Shall I read it to you? It will tire you to
read such nonsense—the wedding has turned
George’s head.”

Harold took the fatal billet—albeit, sne!l

I3

comfort thence ensued. )
‘hen Lord Dent-.

«is country home.
“You arc growing .ired.

age—send me longer letters, opt o letter for
them now twenty times more »

“ DEAR SARAH,

at home. This place is as . peat quickly,
Castle was. Poor Miss Clairloygmesake mur-
so depressed at the wedding, yweet Clarens,
very nearly fainted twice. Herig Lady Wil-
that Lady Delvor never looked ha.
and now that business is over, and Mary Clair-
lowe gone, I try to ’scape the riding parties.
Mary Anne Belton is more simple than ever;
she always prates of my handsome brother, and
at the wedding whispered to Mary, ‘what a

- .’ .
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handsome Dridegroom Lord Dentnoris would
make;” I could have stung her. Mr. Clarke
talks of leaving this to-morrow, for Rome—I
"Qhall hail the change with gincere delight. Co-
loncl;q(,lalrlowe says, Mary was not wise; but
she, poor dear lady, had not spirit to refuse
any one, particularly the one who wanted her.

¢ Tell me, Sally, how you all are? Ask
Harold to come to us; he has nothing to do,
and it is such prosy work to have only one's
tutor’s society.

“ Give my compliments to Charles Bacon,
unless he gets too many from you. Uncle
Beverley has all particulars.

% Your affectionate, G.D.”

“ Thank you, Sarah,” said the unhappy lover,
in a tone of deep despondency, ¢ that willdo;”
and Harold Dentnoris sat fixed in musings on
the mutability of human nature.

It was a lovely afternoon; the cool western
breeze portended rain, after many days of dearth,
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while the firmament beamed radiantly through
the wandering olouds. The scene appeared
adapted to assist the mood of a heart beyond
despair.—a heart breathing its latest hope over
the gravestone of its fancied idol.

The reports of the few preceding months,
and the changeful flights of George’s diction,
all had been disregarded ; by this letter all was
confirmed.

* What now is my wealth tome? where now
the glory of my honourable name ?” sighed Lord
Dentuoris—*“Baubles luring me on to mad-
ness. Mary, my beloved one! mine in dreamy
thought no more. Shall I repeat this vainly,
and my soul refuse belief ? Must I quench
the vital spark of my lone being ? Go,
vision—the Duchess of St. . Welcome,
killing certainty, I hug you cheerily ! compared
to the suspense of years, thou art the healthier
visitant by far. Oh, Mary ! my far off star—
my prayer! guide of my soul! fayewell. Fare-
well, Duchess of St. .’ repeated 1larold,
aloud. ) '
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“ Duchess of 8t ——: Who is she?” asked
Lady Wilverton, approaching her nephew.
“ She is married "
“1 suppose so; but what of that? You
mean Miss Belton, do you not—Mary Anne’s
sister?”’ .- :
¢ Alas! no. My prediction is verified—DMiss
Clairlowe wears the coronet.”
¢ And who has communicated the auspicioys

c\.r.cnt, may I ask? Colonel Clairlowe, or her
mother ?” -

“1t is stated in a letter from George to
Sarah,” replied Dentnoris. ¢ Smile no more on
the subject, lady ; there is no alternative, save
firmer credence. I cannot watch-your laugh
of incredulity-—it will drive me distradted,
Aunt Marianne,” cried he, darting away, and
dashing his hand to his brow—*it will destroy
my senses. Oh, Heaven! every deed is of
Thy will. T bow—I am content.”

Lady Wilverton glanced distressedly at the
melancholy calm of his maniler, then turned

F 3
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in search of Miss Dentnoris. The merry girl
had, however, heard the carriage stop,mand
hastened (her arms laden with a packet) to
meet her aunt.

“ Look, dear 11arold ; may not these b(, ‘the
particulars?’ ”’ she inquired.

Lady Wilverton opened the treasures, be-
ginning with the Reetor’s brief summary of
continental news. A scream of surprised
delight recalled Harold to her side.

- 4T knew it!”

“ Knew what, dear Aunt Mariannc? What
doe she say ?”

“ Mary‘Clairlowe’s love to you, Sarah, and
myself; her kind remembrances to you, Lord
Dentnoris, who,” added she, * certainly do not
deserve them.”

¢ But of the marriage what is said ?” gasped
the agitated lover. ¢ Ts she really gone?”

“ Gone, Harold; what do you mean? Yes,
she is gone—gone to visit the dying Countess
Estalles!”
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“ But married?” -

¢ No, she is not married. You ought not
to wrong her by the question.”

Harold answered not—there was too deep
a flood of thankful joy o’erburdening his heart,
too great a knowledge of his love’s unchained
cxistence, too tumultuous a sense of hope
within his breast to be poured out—the great
.revulsion scemed too much to bear, even the
dark grief preceding wakened him not to
such perfect knowledge of his affection, as did
this flashing joy.

“ Take the letters,” said the considerate
monitress;  the head and front of their long
theme is this—dJane Belton is the Duchess of
St . Mary and Lady Belton, accompanied
by Sir William, are on a visit to poor Ida.
Join us soon, Ilarold. Come, Sarah, let us
leave Othello, and thank his bright presiding
star. We leave him time *to act contritqu.‘
Harold, your friend Iago is at a place near
Clarens. 1 saw the post-mark inadvertently
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on an empty envclope you had cast aside, and
well I knew he wrote not to console the
wretched. - The initials B. E. ever arc conspi-
cuous.”



THE CIIRONICLES OF A LIFE, 109

CHAPTER VI

« Slight arc the outward signs of evil thought,
Within—within—"twas there the spirit wrought,
. Love shows ull changes—Hate, Awbition, Guile,

" Betray no farther than the hitter smile;
The lip’s least curl, the lightest paleness thrown,

Along the govern'd aspeet ——"
Consalr.

“ Alas! shic’s cold ;
Her blood is scttled, and her joints are stiff;
Life anud these lips have long been separated :
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost

Upon the sivectest flower of all the ficld.”
RoxEeo Axp JuLiEr.

RAIN descended *in torrents . from the un-
eppeasable looking sky, as the Countess Estalles
took her work to the little picture gallery,
trusting that the diversion might enliveri her
mind.
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The Count had; desired her to expect his
return—her child was drooping fast—and she
only waited the result of its illness to accom-
plish her intentions.

Scandal had driven her from Paris, Florence,
and now from Sir Brook’s ¢ bower” she must
hastily depart—her quondam friend had
learned to view the boy, ¢ Tchell,” with
jealous cyes, and lda Estalles felt how difficult
it was to bear the perverse spirit of the stately
Emmersly.

Yet, with all her innate coquetry, Ida
Estalles was not degraded enough to cnsnare
his youthful competitors.

The sickly infant perished, unmourned save
by the Count, its father, whose unexpected
return awakened the mother to a sense of its
danger.

Alas! Ida had too late discovered the extent

-of Sir Brook’s deceit, and proved beyond a
doubt the superiority of the man she wedded.

The death of his son, upon whom the un-



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 111

happy Count depended for some few years of
comfort, till Ida should leave the world and
its intricate wickedness, roused him from his
torpid admiration of her beauty, and rent from
his darkened eyes the bandage they had worn
so long.

Separation ensued, and the remembered
¢ past” was all of consolation Ida Estalles
carried from the Parisian multitude.

Of Ttaly or England the child of General
Deschamps dared not think.

The i)age of childhood’s memories was less
faulty, less turbulent, but too.calm and pure
for present enjoyment.

To Hungary she turned! She could not
mecet the angry, unforgiving brow of a stern
father—oconsequently, with a slender income,
reduced from extravagance, she found a refuge
in the retired district of <. .

A few nights subsequently to the introduc-
tion of the Countess to her * solitude,” she
was startled by a quiet tapping at the latticed
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window. Concluding it was some poor bird,
or a branch of the tv}ining woodbine, she
removed the rude latch to prevent further
annoyance, when, to her horror and disgust,
Brook ‘Emmersly presented himself.

" With gentle force he displaced the arm that
would have arrested his advance, and then
bounding over the low sill, deposited his un-
welcome person in the comfortless sitting-room.

Amazement and indignation stifled any
expression of resentment, when the silence
was broken by Sir Brook —¢ You are glad to
see me, my love?”

Startled a little, no doubt, Ida could not
realize this cruel temerity—her tongue clave
to lips whose hueless colouring betokened the
internal struggle of the vietim; coldly but
haughtily she gazed on the lineaments once so
beloved ;-then, with the violence of pent seve-
rity, bursting from her passion’s prison house,
answered the man who thus so boldly braved
the misery of a wretched woman.
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“8ir Brook, I charge you to begone—too
well I know you now!”

“ Not too well, dear,” replied Sir Brook,
with supercilious precision.

“ Nay, speak, I intreat you, beautiful Paa.
I thank you for not reproving this testification
of my devotedness.”

With an austere, penetrating glance, the
astonished woman looked again into the face
of her former lover. 1T can imagine no occu-
pation more degrading than my own, in afford-
ing you a reply, Sir Brook,” she said.

“ Nay, I require no ceremony—treat me as
ever—call me Emmersly ~— Brook — love—
slave. Oh, anything save that by which cach
passionless devotee addresses me. Nay, neither
frown on nor scorn your protector.”

“8ir Brook Emmersly, you oblige me to
practise the lessons of disdain  yourself in-
structed me how to use. '

“ When Ida Estalles discovered your. deep
interest in her concerns, she learned to hate,
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condemn, thoroughly despise you. You live
only to fathom woman’s love; for your own,
and virtue’s sake, stay not to speculate upon
her hatred.” '

8he had quelled the ruffian in her look of
bitter irony; and for the second time during
his wanderings on the earth, Brook Emmersly
quailed beneath a woman’s eye—the flashes
of a revengeful soul fixed him to the spot.

The Countess then raising her exquisite
figure to its full height, curling her proud lip,
that once in rich ripe loveliness nothing ex-
ceeded ; her black hair loosely hanging in
p;'ofuse clusters upon her neck, and her form
enveloped in a capacious robe of costly, trans-
parent muslin, approached the door. Brook
Emmersly anticipated the movement, and
stepping forward to obstruct her way, ob-
served-——

“ By the god Mars! here is a Bible.
Lady, I fear I interrupted you at your de-
votions ?” '
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It was not as he supposed. The flood of
fury had not passed; Ida had .stayeci it for
her purpose. This thwarted, she renewed her
rending sarcasms.

“ Nay—I have travelled far,” said Sir
Brook; ¢ have left the Clairlowes at their
favourite Clarens—have, day and night, pur-
sued you, for the sake of ascertaining how 1

uld augment your pleasures, or diminish
yom poverty.”

The Countess could endure no farther;
again her attempt to-reach the only door
failed.

“ Ida, did you ever love me ?” inquired
Emuersly, in an accent of calm collected-
ness. )

¢ To what purpose should I confirm my pre-
sent hate?”’ asked she. ‘

“ Your hate? — Nay, dear! Speak more
blandly,” continued Sir Brook, plainly per-
ceiving her mind was busy in arrangmg some
plan of escape.
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“ 1f this be love!” responded the powerless
womun: “ you have my perfect wishes—shall
1 name them?—I would my look could rend
your thread of life, and send you quietly,
traitor, to the judgment scat.”

The wife of Estalles was too proud to shrink,
and knowing that to yield was her only
alternative, she sat despairingly waiting her
guest’s pleasure. .

% Proceed, lady,” said he, imitating her
chilling tones.

* T saw you first, young sir, just as the re-
pugnance of my heart began to lessen towards
my projected union with Major 1larris. Yes,
welcome tears of dropping gall,” continued
Ida. “Your voice seduced me from my father’s
command. 1 was not very young, but love,
false love, till then lay dormant in my bosom:
it bloomed, perhaps, more passionately for its
long nurturing.

I loved—would that I could blot out the
memory with your blood, as man to man
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might do. In those bright hours I judged
your actions by my own. My bosom held
not a thought of harin to dissipate my un-
alloyed gladness. You would not allow my
father to be informed of my reasons for break-
ing the engagement—it was our first domestic
trial. Necither would you permit me to re-
veal our mutual attachment to him; and
when we met, it was with cold formality; as
I grew, the spell encircled my growth.”

Sir Brook smiled malignantly — however,
the power to annoy his captive had departed.

“T refused to fly with you, unless even a
secret marriage first was consummated. Since
that time what have I not felt of misery and
distress? What has not Estalles suffered? 1
cannot speak the hatred burning within every
recess of my stung spirit, though see how
easily I deseribe the love which hath passed.
This, then, shall decide how disproportion-
ately great is my aversion. Now, leave me,
sir.  Obey, Emmersly,” added she, perceiving
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that her visitor rather composed himself than
prepared to depart. “I see you intend to
pursue your own inclination, Sir Brook, but
as far as I am concerned, you must permit
some impediments.” The Countess attempted
to reach the bell.

Her persecutor remarked the effort, and
with intuitive apprehension, arrested her arm,
muttering—

“ Silly, .ridiculous woman! Mark how
frail you are.”

“JTam!” said she, in an agony of passion.
“T am frail!” and by an unexpected jerk,
her attenuated arm snapped within his hold.
Sir Brook relinquished it in alarm—Madame
Estalles fainted! her eyes opened no more
from their gla.zed fixedness, to bear the know-
ledge -of her tormentor’s presence.

Life - was spared for many weary months,
when unskilful amputation finished the work
50 wantonly begun. The number of her days
was told, and in certainty of approaching dis-
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solution, Ida penned a few hurried words to
her - friends at Clarens, bidding them be
speedy, and catch the parting breath of her
repentant soul.

Mary Clairlowe insisted on accompanying
Lady Belton, and happily arrived several
days ere the young Countess’s painful pilgrim-
age terminated.

The two ladies still lingered over the relics
of the unfortunate lda, when a .ragged boy,
thrusting a letter into Miss Clairlowe’s hand,
rushed abashed from the “ great'people," as

they were called by the peasantry, and was out
of sight instantly.

“ To LADY BELTON AND Miss CLAIRLOWE, _

“ Pardon, Madame and Mademoiselle, the
intrusion of this epistle. My holy depth of
gratitude will not be restrained—you tended
my poor Ida well, may the God of our fathers
reward you. Long months ago, I entered
the Protestant church. 1 soothed and com-
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forted my wife, and redoubled my thankful-
ness to Heaven for my own conversion. You
knew me not again, in the priest’s garb.
Lady, T am changed. At that altar whence I
took my bride, I felt my soul relax from the
strong hold of Popery; and though my knee
first bent clandestinely to my Father’s throne,
its homage hath outlived the world, its scan-
dal, and its sorrows; my gladdencd heart
bends in humble adoration to Iim, and in
heartfelt thankfulness to your generous selves.
These thoughts make all the riches on earth
to your grateful—
“ I. ESTALLES.”

There was little remaining to detain poor
Ida’s visitors at . They hastened, there-
fore, to collect the small property of the dead;
and carefally locking up the whole, despatched
a messenger to the Count, begging him to
take immediate possession thereof. Among
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her papers the following letter was dis-
covered :—

“ When the first pause after your inter-
ment bids the conscience of survivors recall
only the blest moments of their companion-
ship with the departed — when only remi-
niscences of happiness come over one’s heart,
then Ida, my wife, I will remember thec. 1
have not been the ¢ guilty inventor of a
tale,” of which your letters accuse me. 1
madly loved yon—the serpent ¢ jealousy’ tore
my gentler thoughts from you.—Say, had I
no cause? My child—our child, Ida, had
heen forgotten! You ruthlessly smiled upon
my grief. did" more — called me ¢dupe,’
and—but enough! We scparated. I have
watched you until now-—would I had known
the visitor had dared molest your solitude. I
discovered this too late. Friends have been
—still are, near you, Ida, who, from a chain
of circumstances, are of more value to you

VOL. II. G
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than your unworthy husband. They, I feel
assured, will guard you from intruding visitors
in future. I shall be near you when you
die. Ay, more! I will pray to be with your
spirit in its flight. Rely, my wife, on Him
to whom we have appealed. Give onc other
mercy—thought to me. Then go, Ida—go to
meet your God—your Redeemer! whose saving
intercession will be yours. Go seek our babe,
and when I enter Heaven’s gates, let me see
Ida and our child together; the sight will blot
out all the past, but love.
“ P. ESTALLES.”
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CHAPTER VII.

« She fuilgy—she sinks—as dies the lamp,
In charnel airs, or cavern damp,
So quickly deo his baleful sighs,
Quench all the sweet light of her eyes!”
PARADISE AND THE PERL

(1]

"Twas he

Gave heat unto the injury,,which return’d
Like a petard ill lighted to the bosom

Of him who gave fire to it.”

FAIR MAID OF THE INN,

WE left Lord Dentnoris alone, revelling in
the delight of dreams, varying as the clouds
above him—till, like them, vanquished by the
summer sunshine—when, with a lightened
spirit, he blithely quitted the gardens to join
his better angel, Lady Wilverton. '

G 2
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“ One word, Harold,” said Aunt Marianne,
meeting him; ¢ there yet remains an hour
and twenty minutes to seven—will you take
this money, or as much of your own if you
prefer it, and a message for me to a cottage
close by? I must tell you, in the first place,
that I was sent for in great haste this morn-
ing, to visit a poor woman who had just arrived
from Treland with her family, I imagine.

“ At all events she is accompanied by a
wretched trio, a man, woman, and child, mak-
ing in the whole four, according to my compu-
tation; and the reason I speak so gladly about
them is this—I made each squalid face look
happier in the morning, you go and add to the
cheerful work to-night.”

“ But why should not Wilson do this ser-
vice for me?” inquired Dentnoris.

“Ever thus! Oh, it is ever thus! Ah,
well, T see I must discover all my secret,” said
Tady Wilverton. ¢ Yoit must know, ITarold,
that the sick woman is Villiers—she who
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brought the children to England—and has
much information to.reveal concerning your
interests. I wish you would see her soon—she
is certainly very ill.”

L1 will do your bidding immediatcly,
though fain would I have enjoyed more selfish
thoughts just now. Where lives this woman,
and for whom should I inquire?”

“ Good old Bradford has given them his
ouly out-house; the cottage you know—then
instead of going in at the door near the road,
pass to the right. Good bye.”

- Nellie!” shricked a most unseemly le-
raldress, as Harold Dentnoris inquired for ‘the
sick person Lady Wilverton had that morn-
ing relicved.  Nellie, I say, yow'll be in
your best, I suppose, aforc I lets in the big
gentle as waits to see you?”

“ Nomore! No, never more, O’'Brien; dc-
sire Lord Dentnoris to walk in. 1 feel it can
be no other gentleman who thus could brave
the miscries around me, unless indeed he wear
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a pastor’s garb, and feels religion’s law con-
strain him to act generously. Approach, my
lord,” continued she, * I have but scanty
space for shrift.”

The gentlencss of the woman’s address, her
correct intonation and graceful movement, as
she raised her arm, signifying a desire to be
obeyed, formed a strange contrast to the care-
less combination of squalidness and miscry
settled on every part of the room, and the
creatures within it.

¢ Be seated, my lord!” said the invalid;
¢ T have more to communicate than my hours
are sufficient for; yet till the burthen be re-
moved, I must suffer pangs which, if patiently
enduréd, may appease the wrath of an offended
God. No prayer will come till shattered me-
mory hath rest. Wine, Jane!—more wine!
—more !” she ejaculated, as the wooden spoon
was emptied, ¢ more!” and for the eighth time
a wretched nurse replenished the ladle, and
again the wine was drained from its uninviting
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deposit: then lifting her haggard countenance
to Harold, she commenced a history of her life,
motioning him to place his seat still nearer to
the bed side.

“ My father,” said the unfortunate nar-
rator, * was a hedger on the Wilverton estate.
These people bear no connexion with me, more
than this; that ruined man, the wretch you

_see in the corner, was a sailor on board the
ship in which we left Calcutta, and faithfully
discharged a trust, even to starvation—but of
this hereafter. My mother died in giving me
birth. A sister of my poor old father’s brought
me up, till I was of an age to undertake the
care of our little cottage; poor, dear father, he
was proud of me—he married as an old man—
my wother, too, was forty, and consequently I
was very precious to him, and every spare
farthing was put by to afford me the harmless
vanities of youth. I was one of Lady Wil-
verton’s school, and there learned to read and
write, perhaps too well; but I don’t know.
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My joy and comfort was in onr frugal home,
and when ¢ The Lady’ used to praise its
order and neatness, the clever mending of
father’s and my own clothes, my young heart
bounded with gladness, and tears would trickle
down the one dear old face, as he sat beside
the well swept hearth, looking in transport at
the moving lips, and speaking eyes, of our
benefactress.

¢ Morning after morning, night after night,
we knelt together at the log-table, and blessed
the Lord who provided us such happiness.
I loved my father and adored my God—I
venerated ¢ the Lady,” and my old aunt’s kind-
ness was a continual theme-—indeed 1 liked
cvery onc! Oh, how gleesomely I used to
work a little with my needle, helping the
housckeeper at the Abbéy, when father did not
know of it, and turn my carnings into a warm
jacket or new shoes for him, or even a new
plate or wooden spoon, as far as it would go,
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and prepare the little surprise by the tiwe he
came home from hedging.

~ % Al, my lord, does it not appear impro-
bable that the guilty wretch before you could
have been so pure? I am dying—believe,
therefore, each word I utter. But to continue,
nor waste the fleeting time.

“ We went on in this way till my fourteenth
year, when the spring dinner Lady Wilverton
always gave the villagers, came round. The
weeck before father bought me a blue print,
almost, I thought, looking like ¢ the Lady’s’
silks, T showed it to Waynard, the Abbey
housekeeper, who got it made for me, and
‘the Lady’s’ maid gave me a little lace cap
to wear with it, assisting my vanity to the
very utmost.

‘“ My father’s voice warned me repeatedly
er¢ 1 turned from consulting the sixpenny
mirror; and when I joined him he looked so
satisfied with my appearance, calied me his

G3
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smart young Nellie, and hobbled off so gaily,
that my silly self grew half bewildered with
an intuitive importance.

“ The feast was o merry one, though ¢ the
Lady’ was not there; she staid at home, they
said, for fear of increasing a sad cold. The
laughter loving crowd at length were about to
disperse, when I felt, rather than saw, a gen-
tleman standing on the opposite side of the
dance; his look was fixed on ‘mc; I blushed,
intreated my father to leave, feeling frightened
rather than flattered by the attention my new
gown drew upon me, for my head was filled
with the recollection of its silky appearance,
and believing only the gentleman’s astonish-
ment proceeded from the same cause, hastened
to move away.

¢ Notwithstanding the numerous village
beaux who flocked -around us bLoth, father and
I were very grave; albeit we listened to the
topics of feasts and fun, and the settling of a
party for May-day, and the decision to make
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me its Queen. Father had his reasons for dis-
senting; however, it was given against him,
and ¢ Nellie Ryder’ was unanimously shouted
by a boisterous chorus. '

“ We reached our comfortable room—father
seemed disturbed—closed the door, and took
his seat at the window. I went to put the
Bible down before him, when he pulled me to
his side, and in mournful accents exclaimed—
¢ Nelly, give up being ¢ Queen of the May’ this
once; that lot don’t suit a hedger’s daughter—
it’s above ye’—but I tire you, my lord ?”

“ Oh, no; I beg you speak on.”

“I cried till my heart seemed breaking, and
answered : ¢ Well, father, T don’t mind, if you
don’t like me to take the place, I won’t be
Queen.’” -

¢ ¢ There’s a dear good girl,’ said father ; but
I cried on, feeling that my resignation of the
expected honour would deprive me of a proud
position in the village circle.

“ The next day, in consequence, my cheek
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was paler, and my father suddenly altered his
opinion.

“1 could not suppress my joy, for which
my father thanked me, saying, ¢ the more glad
you seem, Nellic, the more I know what you
would have given up for my sake.’

¢ Alas, I was the Queen! A band of young
girls, dressed in wreaths and white muslins, for
which the ¢ Lady’ always supplied the funds,
walked behind me to the Bower. I ‘wore no
crown as yet; my auburn hair—see it now, my
lord, white as driven snow, and yet [ am not
aged—fell in profusion oyer my bare and
blanched shoulders.

I had been cherished from infancy—the hot
sun had never bronzed my clear complexion—
I heard the loud huzzas, the murmured praises,
and at that moment, bending with an excess of
excitement, I would willingly have changed my
queenship with the meanest of my appointed
vassals.-

“My father was too proud of his child’s
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triumph to imagine her distress. On—on—
went the merry throng; I was dragged and
pushed by turns, until arriving at the May-
pole, when I heard the voice of a lady, deputed
by our Lady, who a second time was absent,
proclaim me Queen of the day’s revels—hoping
that the morrow would teem with pleasant re-
cnllectlons, induced by order, sobriety, and
merriment, unmingled by the common errors
fvlnch sometimes occurred, and which cver
gbrourrht with them contempt from man, and
dl&plcwsul&} from God. ‘Be happy and be
wise,” said the speaker; ¢ and now, beautiful
queen, the dance awaits you, and many a happy
return of this sweet May season to you all.’

" 1t was a glad, a merry sight. I looked
down as she bound the rosy wreath over my
brow, and bid me wait one moment for my
laurel sceptre. . At length the coronation
was completed, and I lifted up my eyes again
—those grey eyes of the spring dinner threw
their steadfast gaze upon me—1I blushed, and,
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too subdued to share my partner’s mirth—he
was a scion of a proud line, and—human too,
proud, I quitted the string of dancers, and
there, amid the noble spectators, for all the
wealthy of the neighbourhood joined the fa-
voured Mayings in those- days, collected the
mystic thoughts that second look had .altoge-
ther unsettled. -

“The Queen was to sing—* Oh, yes! Oh,
yes!” was vociferated by the peasantry.

“¢Do? procecded from a deep voice near; it
was my partner, the young Earl C 1
sang an old ballad—my voice was rich and
powerful—praises followed—a thousand things
were vowed—other songs followed.

“ My composure regained, I once more lifted
my eyes from the ground, and met the
stranger’s unchanged admiration. I fancied

every mysterious thing.

“ He spoke not to those around, and I began
to imagine the figure one of the great
lord’s ghosts seen in ruins, Mrs. Waynard
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having lent me several of Mrs. Radcliffe’s
works.

“ Whoever he might be, I frightened myself
into a fever of conjecture, and started with a
half-suppressed shriek, when a hand lightly
touched me on the shoulder. The surprise was,
however, most agreeable.

“ The mother of the Earl had come to make
an offering to ‘the Queen of May.’ ¢ Here,
young queen,’ said she, ‘I am to reward you
for your song, and request a favour for my son
—will you have this?” added the lady; throw-
ing a pretty chain of gold over my neck—*1
have nothing more suited for you here.’” .

“ For several moments I resisted the idea of
retaining it; however, finding my efforts to re-
turn it perfectly unavailing, I begged to be
allowed to do everything I could for the kind
lady. ¢ Indeed,’ replied she, ¢ it is not to me
that thanks are due—Lord C , my son,
has bestowed it simply by way ot bribe; and.
this is to be the guerdon for the gift. On
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Monday next that lovely creature,’ added she,
pointing to an clegant girl at the entrance of
the bower, ‘is to become his wife; will you dance
with the servants at her wedding?’

“I could scarcely find language to reply,
beyond 5sserting the fact, that my father was
only a hedger.

¢ ¢QOh, he wmust come, too,” said the Ear],
hastily—in another moment he was gone.

¢ At nine o’clock my father bade me break
up the revels. This I did, according to custom ;
and we sought our home, followed by a band of
girls, as bef'ore, lighted by a brilliant moon.
¢ God save the Queen’ was chaunted at our
door ; good nights were said, and ¢ May-day’
ended. '

“ As the door closed on its creaking hinges,
my father desired me, with austerity never
before assumed towards his darling, to be
quick and change my flaunting gear, for the
honest russet- becomihg a lhedger’s daughter.
¢ Never again,’ said he, ¢shall you have those
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fierce grey wicked cyes fixed on you so holdly,
for all the world as though you were his pup-
pet-show.’ :

“71 started; turned to leave the room—
why did I then wish he had not seen them—
how heedless we ever are of Heaven’s warn-
ngs.

“ My movement displayed the neck-chain—
with a desperate cffort my parent sprang to-
wards me: ‘ Nellie,” exclaimed he, ¢ where, in
the name of our great God, did you get that
chain? My heart leaped, I could not reply
—my hesitation increased his alarm.

¢ Speak ? cried my poor father; ¢ say how
you came by it, ay, even should the truth blast
my doating heart.’

“ Had his lifo depended on a reply, my
parched lips would have remained inunoveable;
the possession of the chain I felt to be a com-
pliment; but the old man’s frown, the frantic
motion of his form, distended eye, and clenched
hand, the other grasping me with wild energy,
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frightened my spirit, and I sank on our only
chair powerless and stupified.

¢ My father spoke not; moments clapsed,
and then he knelt down to pray for the Lord’s
mercy to his weak orphan.

¢ Tears came to my relief; and oh! could I
live again those two succeeding hours, methinks
1 would leave this world in peace and hope,
with God and man.

“T told him all! I had no need for conceal-
1ﬂent-—happy thought—he blessed and kissed
me—bade me change my garments, after which,
in quiet comfort we sat down to our Bible. He
did not perceive my frequent inattention; that
first exaltation rooted every seed of goodness
from my soul.

“ The memory of May-day was frequently
revived, till. the wedding day of the young
carl. Mrs. Waynard begged me to step up
to the Abbey to be dressed. Father trusted
me to the housekeeper’s charge. Lady Wilver-
ton was on a visit to Mr. Beverley Dentnoris.
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At four o’clock I started with my bundle; after
crossing the copse, I turned to the shaded oak
seat to rest myself, thinking that, as I could
sce nobody, nobody could sce me. A gentle-
man approached ; and, still fancying I was un-
perceived myself, I remained motionless. He
stopped. I scarcely breathed, hoping he would
pass on. Contrary to my expectations, he re-
mained, murmuring to himself, at intervals,
¢ that sweet young creature, Queen of the May
—why cannot I forget her? a peasant’s child,
a boor’s, a hedger’s! Silly heart, be still! 1
vow I love the child.” It was the last sentence,
uttered in a deep low tone of pathos, my hus-
band—nay, start not, my lord—knew so well
how to assume -at times. He turned round;
the blaze of those grey eyes were ﬁpon me; in
the confusion of the moment I moved to quit
the spot; I felt abashed at being deemed an
¢ eavesdropper’—I feared to show my burning
face; forcing my trembling knecs to do their
duty, I seized my bundle, and attempted to
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run; cven in my distress I read his gaze of ad-
miration, and dreaded to repeat my look to-
wards the place where he still stood, lest it
might appear a sign for him to join me. On-
ward I walked, till at length a turning hid me
from his view, and I gladly hailed the respite
to my hurried pace, to recover my ruffled spi-
rits, in case I should meet any one from the
Abbey, and there was yet nearly a mile before
me. A gentle step soon overtook me, followed
by words indelibly engraven on my memory.

“¢Did my sudden appearance terrify you,
damsel ?’ inquired the gentleman; °if so, your
swain shall quickly dispel the blushes he has
caused, by taliing leave of you at once.” Ilis
manner indicated a question rather than a re-
solve. ¢ Good bye, dear pretty one!’ he con-
tinued; ‘do learn to hate my presence less;
by-bsre, dear trembler.’ I saw him turn away,
heard the clattering of carriage wheels, and
sighed. I understood not my own emotions—
where he left me, there I remained. '
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“ His words werc unintelligible to me scpa-
rately, but, expressed as he expressed them, I
treasured them above all other records. Five
o’clock struck on my ear like a reproachful
knell, and T hurried forward. Mrs. Waynard
was alarnfed at my late coming, and most de-
lightful were the scoldings I received.

¢ FEarly the next morning we started for the
¢ great house.” My toilet was completed in
‘the Lady’s’ own room, and certainly the glass
confirmed the many voices of applause around
me; but the cfirontery of vulgar pride had not
been acquired, and the alternate suffusions left

“a'ruddier glow upon my cheek and neck than
Waynard considered becoming for the part 1
had to perform, and in consequence came hap-
pily to my relief. The gala dresses astonished
me. I ware appointed to head a train of girls
strewing roses before the footsteps of the bride;
to enhance the cffect, a rich gauze veil encom-
passed my person. The clock struck nine. Oh
that summer morning, how heavenly it was,
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“ The children, with their flower baskets,
were arranged on either side the steps of the
great cntrance; the pathway to the carriage
was lined with peasantry, they having in-
treated their beloved young lady to walk thus
far, and give them the opportunit} to cheer
her in their own fashion, and many indeed
were the demonstrations of joy and fervent
gratitude.

“ The mother of the bride beckoned me to
her, bidding me walk before her graceful
daughter. The slight form of Miss G. then
appeared, leaning on her proud father’s arm.
I preceded them, with a beating heart, strew-
ing rose leaves in their way, while shouts and
blessings made music as they walked along.
My veil shrouded the new won bride as she
entered the carriage.,

“It drove away, others folfowed, and then
our light and happy steps bounded over the
green sward to join the breakfast preparations.
Whispers there were that day that I was a
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forward wench, and no good would come of it.
Evening came, when, tired and exhausted, I
begged Mrs. Waynard to leave early, or send
me home by any cart going our way. *Dear
me!” she exclaimed, ¢ why, we are hardly be-
gun the fun. No, I can’t go home just yet;
but if you are so tired, and you do look pale
to be sure, I'll put you in a snug corner
enough, where no dew can reach, and if yon
like you may sleép there till T am ready.” We
sauntered through the long paths until any
farther progress was impeded by a small wicket
gate. ‘Can you climb? said Waynard, ad-
dressing me; ‘it seems the gate is locked, but
yow'll be all the safer for it; and, though we
have come a roundabout way, you are close to
the kitchen windows, you see.

¢ ¢ Go to the right,’ said Waynard, ¢and you
will find a comfortable summer house, where
many & squire has had a night's rest before
you.’

¢ ¢ Thank you,’ said I, having discovered
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the retreat, scantily, yet, I thought at that
time, handsomely furnished; a red damask
couch, curtains of the same colour, a small
round table, and four chairs, book-shelf, and
writing-table, completed the list of articles
contained in that fatal resting-place.

“T was soon asleep. An indefinite know-
ledge of a person being near me interrupted
my repose ; and can human thought conceive
my unutterable consternation; when I waked,
to find the large and penetrating eyes again
fixed on me.

¢t She fears me still,’ whispered my unknown
companion; ‘I must begone.’

“¢T am afraid I have made some mistake,
sir,’ T replied.

“¢No, no! you are indeed welcome to share
this room.. But are you going?’ asked the
gentleman, observing my intention to depart.
.¢ Pray, lie down again,’ said he, opposing the
‘movement ; ¢I will -hide should any one ap-
proach.” The full assurance of wrong im-
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pressed me; yet I could not make the effort to
rise again. I knew my tacit acquiescence
would be misappreciated; yet how oppose him
more? I strove to leave the sofa. ¢ Sir, I
would rather go home,’ I said.

“¢Tlome, dear?’ asked the same appealing
tones. ¢ Well, let me take you home.’

¢ Oh no, sir, I must wait for Mrs. Waynard;
it is too great a distance to walk.’

¢ ¢ No, child, of course you cannot walk—I
will drive you.” ¢Tell Mrs. Waynard I am
going, then,’ said I, willing to escape on any
terms, having not the slightest idea of accept-
ing the stranger’s proposal. ‘I would not think
of taking you from her charge,’ observed he,
¢ without obtaining her consent to the transfer.’

“In an instant he was gone. I felt imp-
mensely rclieved, and, catching up my shawl,
rushed to the door—it was locked ; to the win-
dows—they were barred outside; in despair, I
stood still pushing at the shutter, when my
acquajntance suddenly re-appeared. I was faint

YOL. II H
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with dread, and other fierce emotions new and
unaccountable. The gentleman brought wine
with him; after much solicitation I took a
draught, assured by him that it would give
me sfréngth for my journey, for I was then a
delicate slight girl. I told you my lord that.
Of that wine I drank—a fall, a struggle, was
all I remembered.

“ Can you listen to me still, dear sir—the
horrors of my tale have yet to come?” asked
the dying woman.

“T can listen, but fear it exhausts you too
much. Had you not better reveal these secrets
to some kind pastor, who will lead you to per-
ceive the wonderful mercy still in store for
your' distressed mind? Do, I beseech you,”
cqntinued he, “ let me send for some one?”

“Lord Dentnoris,” replied Nellie, ¢ Ihave that
to say. which concerns you; but to understand
the character of a man once your friend ——-"

¢“ My friend ——1"

“ Interrupt me no more,” said the woman,



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 147

sternly. “ Bring wine, O'Brien. It is necessary
I should weary your patience thus. For a dying
creature’s sakehearme, I imploreyou; think you
I can sec my Judge face to face, with all these
burdens on my soul? Oh, let me tell them!”

“ Speak on, I beg you, but calm yourself,”
said Harold.

“Day broke; I looked upon it. I had
wakened from a busy dream of gay illumined
halls, glad voices, and one tight caress. Was
it my father who thus pressed me to his
bosom? No. Then who could it have been ?
The stranger? Yes! My face and forehead
crimsoned with shame; but repinings all were
uscless — I found myself in a comfortable
chiiteau—an actress for my governess. I wept
continually for my father. I had as well been
dumb—nonc commiserated me. The stranger
came not; years passed by.' At last I was
considered sufficiently accomplished to be set
more at liberty. What kept my soul on earth
Heaven only knows, for then deep gricf

n2 '
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seemed consuming me. Hed sorrow killed iny
father ?—the thought haunted me night and
day. Had Waynard purposely betrayed me?
Alas! T could have no question answered, no
harrowing thought replied to. '

“Tt was brilliant summer again, hly lord,
when I saw the inmates of our cottage dressed
and going forth, as if to some grand gala.—
They were gone. Another moment 1 was
wandering from room to room.—A portrait
lay on the table; it was too truc a likeness to
mistake it—it was the portrait of your beau-
tiful aunt, Lord Dentnoris !” )

Iarold started—a presentiment that Brook
Emmersly was the hero of the woman’s tale
struck forcibly upon his mind, but as imme-
diately dispelled,.as too unjust, too suspicious.

“ My eyes then rested on a miniature case,”
continued the wretched speaker; ‘ curiosity
induced me to open it.—The grey eyes were
there! I dropped the case and shivered the
glass into atoms, To repair the mischief was
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impossible—1I closed the uninjured cas];ct, and
stole on tip-toc to my rooms again, taking
with me the fragments, and after depositing
them, renewed my survey. A portfolio was
my next attraction.——A masterly sketch of
the summer house scene was plescnted to me,
_..m bencath it, written in his own hand—
ds re 'T tell you, my lord ?” ,

% Yes, speak; I am too anxious to ascertain
the name,” said Harold.

¢ Sir Brook and Lady Emmersly "  Well
you may shrink in horror at my tale—few
kndow the extent of his wickedness, Lord
Dentnoris.  We met, and were married the
next morning!  For several months we lived
in uninterrupted harmony; still the grief for
my father burnt within me. I had not scen
Sir Brook for months. At the period of our
marriage his father lived—the title beneath
the picture was placed there in anticipation of
his parent’s death.” ;

Harold shuddered.
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‘¢ Curiosity again impelled me, and one
morning I determined to ascertain whether or
not my husband had taken with him some few
things I knew he valued—he had, and I felt
desolate. My child was born, and then I
determined to seek my father’s home once more.
The villagers repulsed me! Young faces
laughed within my old home. I asked for the
old man's grave—they pointed to the spot, and
mercifully stayed their curses, fo& his unfor-
gotten sake. My weary soul turned from the
hallowed neighbourhood! to silence and to
Heaven I-left the gra.ve--longmg to be its
tenant also.”

Sobs interrupted the narrative. Ilarold
gazed on the mute features before him, fearing
that the soul had taken flight, but the lifted
lash soon relieved this apprehension, and he
bent his head, at the sufferer’s 'sign, to catch
dfie sounds of the failing voice.

T then sought Lady Wilverton,” continued
the woman, ¢ never dreaming that tny betrayer -
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was her young favourite, of whom I heard no
one speak highly. The ‘Lady’ God had removed
from me. I wandered to Italy, in the service
of one at whose house Mr. Emmersly dined.
I had previously taught my boy to say ¢ Father.’
It was a holy sound to me. My then mistress
was fond of the child, and took him with her
own children more frequently than not, in the
carriage. It happened that on one of thesc
expeditions - the children were chattering to
Sir Brook, when his own accents seemed
echeed from an infantile voice. Ile was
attracted, smiled at our offspring, who, glad
10 be recognised kindly, looked into Emmersly’s
face, lisping ¢ Father.’”

“ The parent started. My mistress in-
voluntarily drew back; an inquiry was made—
disclosures took place. The lady supported
my right, requesting me to show her a certifi-
cate of marriage. Alas! I had it not. Whirled
as I was through an’ iniquitous scheme to the
altar, little my guileless heart conceived of
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harm, or necessity for precaution. My husband
was appealed to; mark the result— that night
my baby and myself fled from our kind pro-
tectress. Wily as ever, Emmersly gained
admittance to my chamber—his arguments
overcame me, and with his assistance, and the
connivance of the porter, we werc beguiled to
a distant home. Aye, despite his former
cruelty, I helped to. cheer his assumed despon-
dent contrition.

“ Emmersly was subject to fits o madness,
and at times would terrify me exceedingly—
be refused also to give me the certificate. €1
will take you to England, if you please, but
not declare our union—Brook Emmersly’s
union with a hedgcr’§ daighter !’ he cjaculated
sarcastically. '

The mild - clear moen beamed over us, as
we sat on the deck of the vessel, bearing us, I
believed, to a happier. country — England.
Emmersly rose to walk; I followed him, and
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dared once again to renew the subject of our
marriage. Angry words ensued—* Well, if
you will not reveal it, I will, said I, impetu-
ously; ¢and to your beautiful Lady Wilverton
the first explanation shall be given.’ The
insanc gaze he turned upon me, the quivering
of his pale passion-revealing lip, haunt me to
this dreary time. Yet I must be calm; I have
still harrowing records to recite: ¢ And the
child’s legit‘;&imacy ?’ said he. ¢ What have I to
say, Lmmersly, except that he is your son?
And I think his father should gladly covet the
title.” ¢ Oh,’ replicd he again with the same
biting scorn. The next moment he caresscd
“our boy.

“ Bring me wine, O'Brien,” shricked the
miserable mother; ¢ wine, for the love of mercy,
or his irfamy will perish in this trembling
frame. I am better now. Make haste to hear
me. Nay, no- sign to temporize my grief.
Have 1 not gnawed my tongue, and gnashed

H3
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my teeth with anguish; have T not done all
but hang my husband? I could not do that—
he was the father of my child!” .

Here the speaker ceased—hot wasting tears
coursed her withered cheek, and calmed the
turbulence of her despair.

“I sat llstlessly gazing on the sparklmg
waters, when a faint scream, a splash, struck
an icy truth deep into my soul. My boy had
perished !” screamed the dying mother, and
with a wailing moan sank back upon her pillow.

“ Come again,” intreated poor Nellie.
“Come close to my side again, Lord Dent-
noris—I have little more to say.”

¢ Yet why not spend your precious moments
peacefully ?” said the alarmed and horrified
Dentnoris.

“ Ah! no peace for me until my history be
completed. When I recovered from my couch
of sickness, I found myself in India; the burn-
ing sun of noonday blazed through the vene-
tians of my bungalow; a native lay on a rug
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near the door—the scene alarmed me. Some
time elapsed before the Hindoo, in broken Eng-
lish, made me comprehend my situation, and
the circumstances attending my illness. ¢You
master com two tree months; me live wid you,
me pay for you, and do ebeleting for ma'am,’
was the sum of his discourse. I asked for Mr.
Emmersly. ‘He find me where ship anchor;
ma’am not got sense, so master say; no use
me com, he stay ; so master send Munoo to tak
carc ma’am, he com Indy by bye—send ma’am
first to wait.’

“ Day after day, month after month passed;
Brook Emmersly came not. He had never
allowed me to adopt his name, since our second
re-union—even my child—Oh!” groaned the
woman—-* even he was called Ryder—I meant
it should be his Christian name. Again I in-
quired from my Hindoo attendant, ¢ When will
my husband come?' the man smiled most pro-
vokingly. ¢ No, ma’am, ‘me understénd—-—gen—-
tleman com to him’s ma’am soon.” My health
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at length became perfectly re-established; I
sent a note to the chaplain of the little church
I had wished to attend; but the pertinacity of
the old Hindoo opposed my repeated attempt
to leave the precincts of our dwelling; it hap-
pened, however, that by a chance, and the in-
dulgence of mutual curiosity, I saw the crea-
ture’s wife} hag as she was, I cnlisted her good
services by petty bribes, and secrctly des-
patched my note to the Rev. P. D.; he recom-
mended my accepting the charge of two children
to England, whose father had just committed
suicide.”

Harold gasped—*False, false,” he exclaimed,

“ Oh, wait,” entreated Nellie; * 1 wished
to make you feel “the hLorrible imputation;’
believe it not, Lord Dentnoris: your father
died by God’s own will; your®brother told
me, sweet boy, that papa had been pray-
ing all night and all day, and in-the act of
rising from prayer had knocked the ttg‘ble where
the pistols lay—the pistols he was abont to
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present to the captain of the vessel in which
the children sailed. I have them, the hox, and
the note, . overlooked by my wicked husband,
who wished, by every possible means, either to
criminate the memory of your father, or leave
it in doubtful mystery, equally as painful to the
survivors. I have, morcover, the conclusion
of the paper, signed by General R., who is
since dead; that sent home by Sir Brook was
a half sheet, begun and quitted for its incom-
prehensibility ; the real will was entrusted to
my care by Lord Dentnoris’s own man. But
how could I discover the wickedness of my hus-
band? I have your father’s diary, my lord.
To my care the man committed money,
jewels, and the dead lady’s wardrobe; the dia-
monds were to be my most especial care; they
all are safe—thanks to that man,” said she,
pointing to the wretch - before alluded to.-
“Lorn!” screamed Nellie; the man turned a
vacant stare towards her, and dropped his un-
intelligent eyes to the floor again.
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“ ¥ you are able to continue, I shall fecl
most grateful to hear where my treasures are
deposited 7’ -

“I am able, but unwilling to make the péin-
ful, the humiliating confession labouring within
my breast : it must be told. More wine, O’Brien?
Shall I, thus guilty, thus abject, look for peace?
However, to my story,” said she, in a louder
tone. “IT assumed the name of Villiers, and
brought the children to England; ask them
how I tended them ; never from a soul would I
permit them to hear aught to pollute their
purity—they, oh! yes, they loved Villiers.
Once I spoke in the presence of my husband ; I
saw his grey eye dilate with astonishment at
the memory of the sound; my tanned com-
plexion and hollow cheek, the spectacles I wore,
and the loss of my once beautiful teeth—the

* greyness of my hair—deceived him. He looked
satisfied, and his wife passed on.”

The toné of the reciter grew harsher. as she
proceeded, as if so much misery had unstrung it.
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“ Immediately after yielding the orphans to
your uncle, Lhastened to Mr. Arthur’s, hoping,
from his intimacy with Brook Emmersly, to
discover some clue to my marriage “certificatc.
My beauty attracted the admiration of the
¢ Humpback,” and I remained with him—for-
getting that in Lorn’s charge was so much of
real value—1I had no need of money. Lorn has.
proved himself too good a Christian to have
thus been intrusted with dishonestly acquired
treasures; he refused to quit the trust, and,
though years have gone by, he still watches
them by night-and day ; the occupation ruined
him, he wasted; by accident—one of those
providential occurrences which puzzle sinful
wretches—I discovered Lorn O’Brien’s family ;
they directed me how to find himself, and on
the return of the vessel, the other day, Lorn
O’Brien came on shore, rejected by the captain
as an insane person, hoarding imaginary trea-
sures; there he s';ts—-—'look upon him, Lord
Dentnoris, and drag him from his dreadful
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insensibility ; he sits upon the trunk contain-
ing your property. While I remamed the pam-
pered slave of Mr. Arthur, he made me his
confidante, and though you will hardly credit
my assertion, it was Emmersly instigated him
to establish claims on the heirship—supposing
no papers existed. Willing to frustratc my
husband’s schemes, I longed to discover the
whereabouts of my trusty Lorn; of course 1
was unsuccessful, till accident, or rather Pro-
vidence, assisted me. I came too late; you
had already been reinstated; illness detained
me two years after Lorn’s return. 1 sce
it now — Providence — the Almighty, chosc
not that such an agent should forward the
work of justice.

“One day Ifound in Mr. Arthur’s escritoire
a few torn fragments, bearing, I fancied, a ro-
semblince to the marriage certificate my kind
mistress, of whom I spoke previously, had
shown me, in order that I might at any time
be able to distipguish my own, should chance
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afford me the opportunity of looking through
Emmersly’s papers. I pasted gach piece on
white paper, and after considerable paticnce
discovered the duplicate of your own parents’
marriage proof—this I have also.” '

“ God be praised,” ejaculated her thankful
listencr. '

“ The first night we came to Landsworth, I
met Sir Brook—a shrick betrayed me; but Lorn
was nigh—honest Lorn—and I quailed no
more to meet my husband’s glancing eye. Ile
spoke to me, even kindly. I drew back, my
soul revolted, my energies became invigorated
in propbrtion to my disgust; a sudden impulse
forced this attenuated arm to strike him; he
looked but once—remounted his horse, and has,
I trust, for ever left my sight. Now, good
night!” said the half-dead woman—* these
people tell me Brook is mad.”"

The sunken lids fell over eyes more gluzed

and dull than even death could muke them.
“ Think now of rest, I beseech you,” said
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Harold, “and of those treasures which lic in
Heaven for yo'u.”‘

. The suffering woman raised her thin hand,
indicating her desire to be alone; and Harold
Dentnoris again trod over the threshold of the
comfortless habitation.

A few days, and the little barn was tenant-
less. Nellie Ryder lay at peace beneath her
humble grave mound; Lorn O’Brien and his
family were comfortably provided for; the
hidden mysteries of Lord Dentnoris’s life dis-
closed, and Hurold’s title perfected.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

So fathomless, so full of gloom,
No eye could pierce the void between ;
It scemed a place where gholes might come
With their foul banquets from the tomb,
And in its caverns feed unscen.
Larra Rooxk.

Clegmences.
Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil;
With them—forgive yourself,

Paulina.

True, too true, my lord.

If, onc by one, you wedded all the world,

Or, from the all that are, took something good,
To make a perfect woman'; she you killed

Would be unparallel'd.
WiNTER'S TALE.

THE evening was oppressive, and the gorgeous
sun boastingly seemed to defy all nature, by
declining more slowly than usual behind the
forest of A——. At length he was obscured,
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indignant clouds flashed forth their rival light,
thunder boomed around , a sudden stroke of
the electric fluid startled the horses, and, ere
thought would come, Miss Clairlowe was pre-
cipitated, through the door of the carriage,
which sprung open, into the abyss beneath—
then one dash, one desperate struggle, and the
machine fell back upon the cliff’s steep side.
Not even a whispered moan could be heard
amid the strife ‘of elements, to direct their
search. The chasm banks werc overgrown
with brier and brushwoodl, while here and there
a sharp projecting ridge held -a huge fir, or root
of the graceful linden tree. In the horrible
blackness nothing was discernible, and cvery
idea of where the lovely girl lay in the stag-
nant pool below was denied them. Clouds
thickened over the frowning vault, and the
dark vapoury mist swept up in, still grandeur
from the grave of their beloved companion.
Every"'limb seemed paralysed with. intense
horror. Sir William quickly recovered himself,
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gazed an instant into the sable hollow, then,
hastily bidding Lis mother be comforted, de-
scended the palpable declivity. ‘ Miss Clair-
lowe” a thousand times reverberated through
the steamy shades; no voice returned his call,
save the fiend-like tone of the cavern dull
echo! With maddening vehemence he hallooed
more loudly, “ Mary, Mary!” No reply. The
deadness of once creative nature alone answered
him.
The increasing noxiousness of the exhala-
tions, as the murky depth fell into heavier
shadow before him, almost exhausted hope.
Myriads of insects danced, and stung the dis-
“turber of their abodes; reptiles trailed their
slimy pathways before his horrified perception.
Again he madly vociferated, ¢ Mary! oh, Mary
Great God! stir but one human sound to an-
swer me, in this murky tomb, I beseech you!”
said Sir William, swinging to and fro, unable
to lodge his weary fect.
“ Am I to die in a fruitless pursuit, or wnlt
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thou,” O Father of Meaven, hear my prayer,
and to my heart deliver her in safety?’ "Sir
William’s hand relaxed its hold—he fell, vainly
attempting to securc a stronger branch. An
old trunk now renewed his courage; he sprang
to it, and on its branch discovered what he
supposed must be Miss Clairlowe’s shawl—the
darkness and his own anxiety preventing the
possibility of inspecting it a second time.
¢ She must have fallen padt this spot.” Oh
agony! and once again the ancient root gave
way—over and over he rolled, the old tree pre-
ceded him, and its dash into the misty deep
was all his whirling senses could distinguish.
Again and again Sir William clutched the frail
weeds—all in vain; deeper he slipped into the
phantom waste, then down to the abyss, whence
none but God could rescue him.

The ravine widened towards its gleaming
depth, and his only chance of safety appeared
in the immediate re-ascent. “Yet no! Out on
the devil who could teach me such a means of
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safety, assured as I am that Miss Clairlowe
rests in this black gloom. No! for Marianne’s
sake I will restore her favourite, or die,”
thought Sir William. The momentary pause
invigorated him, and away, once more, he
went over the repulsive pool; a new difficulty
presented itself on reaching an overhanging
projection.

The moon’s blessed light began to shine
upon his dark haunts, when, on the ground
perpendicularly below, the silvery beams
glanced merrily upon a bracelet. Away he
sprung in frantic gladness—the thick sod
splashed under his tread, when, looking
round, he saw green snakes at play—one
larger than the rest evidently sought greater
sport, as he alternately raised his head, then
darted onwards, manifesting haste and fear in
reaching the opposite corner. A vivid glance
sufficed to exhibit its object.

Strange energy overtakes us when despair
impels, and thence Sir William Belton borrowed
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his wonderful presencé of mind in that engross-
ing moment. The body of Mary Clairlowe
lay on the spot whence the reptile’s attraction
proceeded. The twisting monster recoiled a
second, raised its long body in the noxious air
—erect it poised in green glistening lustre,
then swept its bright length over the slimy
soil, upturned once mgre, and, hissing loudly,
darted to the form of the inanimate girl. A
searcely perceptible rising in the sullen water
diverted the creature from its intention. Sir
William, on the first impulse, had rushed on-
ward to guard the intended victim, but, as he
approached, an indescribable instinct dictated
a safer course, and, by alarming the timid
reptile, successfully drove him from his prey.

When Mary-Clairlowe opened her eyes, re-
called to animation by her kind rescuer, a
‘moment of rending intelligence succeeded.

She ‘had ceased to look upon.the horrors
surrounding lier, more in dread than actual
inanimation, They who have expericenced
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such a feeling alone can appreciate her unut-
terable joy on mecting the friendly orbs of
her travelling companion, or conceive her sen-
sations, when, after the conflict between alarm
and prayer, her cars greeted the sounds of
human kindliness—with the memory of a
home and its enjoyments rushing through the
channel that one instant preceding had been
o’erburthened with its vast despair;—not even
they who have experienced it can describe the
exquisite brimful gladness of the soul at such
a moment.

An duous trial yet awaited Sir William
—Mary was near him, but not in safety.

“ Use your eyes, if possible, dear Miss Clair-
lowe, and these creatures will fly from their
gentle beams, while my strength shall bear you
up these rugged stecps,” said her deliverer.

Continued movements had roused the un-
counted tenants of that drear confine, and the
terrible host glided in wild disorder around
them.

YOL. II. I
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“ This cannot last,” said Sir William; and,
quickly hastening with his burthen through
the mist, commenced the frightful ascent.
A few yards above them their grateful eyes
beheld several figures—stray passers, and his
own men, who had followed him more cau-
tionsly than his tremendous anxiety could
allow.

One more hour, and Miss Clairlowe heard
the voice of Lady Belton thanking and blessing
the name of the Most High.

Our party were returning from their visit
to the unfortunate Madame Estalleifwhen at
the little village 6f L———, a letter from the
widowed Count intreated them to rest at
his friend Madame Cuvier’s, and be the gene-
rous means of saving her daughter from an
alliance as dangerous as profane. They were
within a short distance of her dwelling at the
period of the dangerous catastrophe just re-
lated, and accordingly resolved to hasten there
without logs of time,
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The magnificent-domain of Madame Cuvier
afforded a _ha.bpy asylum to the weary travel-
lers; its mistress, & pretty Frenchwoman, was
a distant relative of Estalles. . )

¢ I must really apologize for this intrusion,”
said Lady Belton; ‘“but your relation lent a
deaf ear to my scruples, and insisted on our
hﬁzarding a welcome from entire strangers.”

“ The Count was right,” returned Madame
Cuvier; ¢ and as soon as the sleepy eyelids of
my domestics will it so, yon shall be made at
ease and comfortable, I trust. In the meantime,
ladies, rest you here. Midnight slumbers
have long since passed—I fear my retainers
are more dull than ordinary on this festal
morning.” Saying this, the happy looking
Frenchwoman bustled away, leaving our weary
travellers in the half-light of early dawn.

“ We cannot start till ten o’clock,” ex-
claimed Sir William, returning from a survey
of the broken wheel; ¢ a mechanic has been.

12
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sent for, and the fracture will occupy some
time in repairing.”

“ Indeed; then, I suppose, we must submit
to be present at this premature wedding, of
which the poor Count c¢ntertains such fear,”
replied Mary.

¢ 1lis own marriage has prejudiced him,”
rejoined Lady Belton; ¢ Madame Cuvier un-
derstands her daughter’s choice Dbetter than
we possibly can.”

‘ How thankful 1 am to you, Sir William,”
at last said Miss Clairlowe; ¢ from what
‘perils you rescued me—how very grateful 1
am,” said the beautiful girl, taking the re-
luctant hand of her preserver, “to God and to
you, for all you endured for my poor sake!”

“ Name it not, Miss Clairlowe—my joy has
equalled yours; my anguish being perhaps as
great, I look forward to a kindlier look from
one, and beaming smiles from Colonel and Mrs.
Clairlowe on our rejoining them.” Sir William
alluded to Harold Dentnoris; for some cause
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he avoided the mention of his old companion’s
name. Mary blushed, and as. her son still
held the tiny hand in. his, Lady Belton ima-
gined her emotion arose from the captivity of
those five small fingers.

“ Well, let us rejoice, my dears; I am quite
sure that little hand must be tired of your
caresses, William.” The truthful observation
startled Sir William, who, for the beloved of
Tlarold, could not bear the thought that cven
his mother should imagine any action of i
attributable to gallantry, more than in bro-
therly affection. -

Mary continued silent— she appreeciated
both parent and son. The brusquerie of the
former frequently perplexed her; while the
genunine candour, the. principles, and high-
mindedness of the latter, awakened no fear
of his kind guardianship.

Qur trio were musing in complacent quict,
when the busy Madamec re-entered, to beg
they would take possession of two small dor-
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m.itories. Mary had already slept on the
couch at Lady Belton’s side.

¢ Telling the truth,” added the sharp voice
of their ‘gay hostess, “ my Toinette will be a
bride to-day—and guests fill up my more spa-
cious rooms—1I am a widow! Toinette is my
only child. You have not seen her—she is a
charming girl. You will witness the nuptials;
I read in your countenance a negative—yet
will I not despair.”

¢ I fear we cannot enjoy the pleasure,” ob-
gerved Lady Belton; ¢ it was but yesterday
We left the dead Countess of your friend.”

“ Ah!” interrupted Madame Cuvier, *is
she really dead—absolutely interred ?”

¢ Too truly!” answered the guest.

¢ Say not ¢ too truly,’ lady; better for her-
self, better for her hushard, for us, for all,
that her spirit is at rest” She has made a
heretic of the unfortunate Count. Ah! is
she dead—absolutely gone? Estalles may re-

turn to his forsaken creed, perhaps. ' Elegant
Estalles!” :
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“ Thus, you see, we cannot be present at
your gaieties,” added Lady Belton.

¢ Not so, lady—not so l—indeed I will not
hear the ugly No!”

The confusion and bustle attending a fite
of one hundred and fifty people, comprising
cvery dialect within the boundaries of France
and Italy, entirely prevented the remotest idea
of repose, and kept our travellers unwilling
listeners to the singing, talking, and tumul-
stuous glee of the servitors. ‘

. The ladies therefore rose from their beds,
and in self-defence attempted to mingle in
the din.

They had scarcely arrived at this wise con-
clusion, when a knock at the door, answered
by “ Come in!” introduced a welcome but
early vicitor. Sir William’s countenance be-
trayed strong emotion; he however suppressed
it, and kindly inquired of the sleepy girl, if she
had found it possible to repeat her nap? _

T fear not,” continued he; ¢ this pale face
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looks sadly weary still,” and again the little
hand was locked in both his own.

“ Well, well!” said the old lady, “1 think,
William, that the hand you admire so exces-
sively, may as well be drawn within your
arm; or is the secret your face portended
too important for my little girl’s consider-
ation ?” .

“1 knew my surprise would manifest it-
self before T could have time to cxplain its
source,” remarked her son. “1 want you to
see the bridegroom.”

¢ Ilec is not Harold Dentnoris—is he?” was
the malapropos inquiry of Lady Belton.

‘ Decidedly not.”

“ Then we cannot care much about it.
But,” exclaimed Lady Belton, ¢ who do I
seel-—surely that wretch is not to be Toinette’s
husband ?”

¢ Too certainly. Do you perceive his badge ?
—the custorn of this village obliges bim to wear
it.”
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“I will prevent the marringe,” said the
kind old lady.

“ How can you, dear mother 7 What au-
thority have you?” asked Sir William.

“ Sweet victim! Poor Estalles!” sighed
Mary Clairlowe. ¢ Alas, can we not try to
save her! Madame Cuvier told me, her
charming daughter’s betrothed was wealthy,
good, and noble. How pretty—how childlike
she is!  Oh, try to save her!”

It was finally deterinined that a letter
should explain to Madame Cuvier the rea-
sons for their precipitate retreat. “ 1fanything
can save the sweet child, surely this warning
shall,” added Lady Belton, closing the billet.
Yet was there no need for such unhappy tid-
-ings to the disconsolate widow—Sir Brook
and his bride were both sought amid the
laughing crowd, long and unsuccessfully.

18
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CHAPTER IX.

“ That evening, trusting that his soul
Might be from haunting love releas'd,
Ry mirth, by music, and the bowl,
Th’ imperial Selim held a feast
In his magnificent Shalimar;

In whose saloouns, when the first star

Of evening o'er the waters trembled,

The valley’s loveliest all assembled.”
Mooze.

TaE halls of Loder Castle had seldom heen
more brightly illuminated than on the occasion
of Mr. Loder’s triumphant election for the
County of . The idea of adopt-
ing the tendered intreaty to stand against
several competitors, emanated from his mo-
ther’s anxiety to divert his thoughts as much
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as possible from the remembrance of a disap-
pointment, sad as it was unanticipated—the
decided rejection of his suit by Miss Clairlowe.
.The old lady prided herself not a little, as
she witnessed the successive, though reckless
gallantries of her usually taciturn son.

“ Happy to see you—happy to see you !—
hope the loss of that fine animal has not hurt
your race-plans much, L——; an extraor-

inary thing that! Quite right to question it

eply! No scrutiny will ever unravel the
mischief, though!—bad system of betting,
that! Ascot is not what it was! Some
say improved !—truel—yet, no, no—don’t
think it! I wonder who will turn out
clear! Something about the age of the horse
‘twas, 1 fancy. Sad mess— bad job!” and
withouf® waiting a reply, the goodnatur;d,
loquacious Lord of Castle Loder wandered on,
through mazy circles of the great and éay,
giving kind words to some, and smiles of warm
welcome to the rest,
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“ Harold Dentnoris! by all that charms
us!” exclaimed Lady Delvor. “ Why, my
dearest lord, where have you hidden yourself
this long and weary while?” i

“In your memory, I hope, Lady Delvor!”
replied the gentleman addressod.

“ Yes, that of course; but the matter of
fact, ¢ where' the actual terrestriality of your
abode, is what I now inquire for. My heart,
the whole world knows, is so filled up with
will-o’-wisps, it seldom condescends to ask for
mortal destinations, save when I have an end
to gain, or wish to benefit by the information.
T am a whirlpool in affairs of taste; and should
you have been roaming where you ought not
to have been, I will curl away like vapour,
and avoid ye. Apropos of vapours—allow me
to’introduce Mr. Ichell.”

Lady Delvor was almost i;istantly led to
the waltz, when the younger gentleman, deter-
mined to maintain the position of acquaint-
ance with & man so immensely popular, in
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which his splendid ~friend had placed him,
broke the silence by endeavouring to recal the
exact period and place where he had enjoyed
the pleasure of a prior introduction to the then
Mr. Dentnoris. ’

“ In Italy, somewhere, surely it was!”-

A slight movement of surprise followed the
~observation, as the young lord listened to an

‘idea that re-awakened a thousand clear remem-
brances. '

‘ Indecd!” he answered; ¢ then you most
probably are acquainted with my friends
there?” .

“Yes,” added Ichell; “ I knew a few-of those
you appeared to count among that number—
Ida Estalles and Colonel Clairlowe’s family—

[ shonld like to discover the Countess’ retreat :
Sir Brook Emmersly- told me she had become
Lady Abbess at Ursula, but it was wholly a
false report.”

‘“She is in a far happier resting place!”
said Harold.
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“ Say where?” ejaculated the boy-lover.

“ Where! Have you not heard of her
death?”

“ Death! and Ida! No! I had not, in-
deed, heard the fatal intelligence—poor Ida~—
she is at rest now! What made them both
wretched? She so beautiful and high-minded,
Estalles such a perfectly good-hearted fellow,
and exquisitely gentlemanlike. Ah, well!
My regiment and C&airlowe’s have been so
constantly stationed together, that we are
sworn companions—I heard from him yes-
terday.” )

¢ They are all well, I trust?” asked Lord
Dentnoris. .

_“ Well! quite well, with one exeeption;
his sister, it appears, is suffering from debi-
lity, caused by over exertion; he did not say
much about any one else, and domestic eco-
nomy has no charm for me.”

“Btay!” said a gentleman near, interrupt:
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ing the conversation. ¢ For pity’s sake tell
me who that profile appertaineth to—

¢ O’er-picturing that Venus, where wo sec,
The fancy out-work nature.’”

“ Your question I positively cannot an-
swer,” observed Mr. Ichell.

“ It belongs to a Miss Ashmore,” replied
- Dentnoris, * who will thank you for the com-
pliment with a voice

¢ Like the faint exquisite music of a dream '”

“ By the stars of heaven I must be intro-
duced !” rejoined the flippant old beau.

“ And I will with pleasurc undertake the
task of making you acquainted with each
other,” said Harold, smiling at the gentleman’s
admiration of & woman towards whom he him-
self felt an involuntary contempt.

¢ And then, her voice !” exclaimed the roué,
“ you say it is beautiful, my lord ?”

Harold answered,—
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. “"Tis moro than human!
Never, till now, had it heen given
To lips of any mortal woman ~
To utter notes so fresh from heaven,
Bweet as the breath of angel sighs,
When angel sighs are most divine.”

“ Ah!—ah! And what may be her Chris-
tian name ?”

“Lucy! But what is in a name!” sighed
the romancer.

“ And now,” thought Harold, resuming his
fidgetty march, “I have helped onc of your
guests, perhaps two, to an evening’s entertain-
ment, Lady Loder; and established a golden
opinion in that worn out breast of yours, old
sir, by my felicitous quotations.”

Harold Dentnoris often flew away on the
most decided of imagination’s discursive wings
—for imagination has many a pair on which
the proud, the good, the weak, and wicked,
occasionally take flight—those our hero em-
ployed deposited him on the couch whereon
Mr. Ichell had just seated himself; the sudden
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flinging of his elegant person into the neigh-
bouring half of the sofa, startled his young
acquaintance, who immediately rose.

‘ A thousand pardons, Lord Dentnoris.”

«“ A thousand requests that you will grant
them to me with all expedition, my dear sir;
but I thought I saw you dancing!”

%‘ Me! Ob, no! The fates forbid it! Lady
Delvor is forgetful te-night, and I am fool
cnough to be offended! Aye, more—to feel
resentment! T'Il shoot fhat man for bis im-
pertinence !”

“ What man? Tlow is this?” said Dent-
noris, endeavouring to suppress a smile; “I
fear the ladies have yet to teach you despair,
young sir.” .

¢ Not s0, my lord,” returned Ichell, indig-
nantly. “1 am young, but I have learned
despair 1”

He was moving away, when Harold rose,
and putting his arm within his companion’s,
led him again to the ball-room. ¢ A singular
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confidence secems to constrain me as I thus
take the liberty of joining you, and I trust
you will pardon the unconquerable impulse.”

“ Oh, verily, I am much obliged to ¢ your
singularity’ for chasing the ‘blue devils,’” said
the young man.

Lady Loder joined them; “ I must have
five words with you to-mght, truant,” she
observed, speaking laughingly to Harold.

% Iwill do myself the honour of calling to-
morrow on you, my lord,” remarked the
youth, with a friendly bow to Dentnoris, and
a hearly ¢ shake hands’ with the lady; and,
as was afterwards discovered, the offended
licutenant quitted the gay scene, and his fas-
cinating spell;’ to indulge wilder revelriesin a
lonely home. The merry old dame had been
for some moments engaged in conversation
with a circle of * wall flowers,” though still
leaning on Harold's arm, while his own mind
returned to its one vision.

“T wish I could hear something more ex-
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-plicit about her. It seems to me that had
Mary ever loved me, truly, she might have
formed some reason for returning to our once
dear England. I fancy it is as they say—that
good humoured chaperon of hers has besought
her affection for Lady Wilverton’s rejected
Madmirer. Well, if her humility qualify the
ﬁompliment, she is perfectly at liberty to
choose for herself. Women arc as changeful
at heart as in their head gear. Yet, Mary,
you were so gently joyous—so different to the
swarm of giddy butterflies surrounding one
continually—your quiescent manner may be
understood wrongly. Reign on in this bosom,
lovely one; we certainly seemed to make the
world to each other at one past happier time.
Perhaps I am vain. Yet, no; Have I been
exacting? Have I left*the declaration of my
love to be revealed by her? Surely not. Her
woman’s heart would shrink from offering
“apy sign of love unsought. Ah, no!—I re-
member — Harold the Illegitimate was not
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beloved—yet wealth, rank, splendour, could
not win her; the Duke of St. was re-
jected !~—Percy Loder refused! Mary, if you
are not won by William Belton, the trial shall
be made. Cast me off—despise me, if you
will—the winning the blessed guerdon would
be heaven—its loss——" )

“ When will your ruminations cease, Dent-
noris? I have been longing for your attention.
Come, child, come!” said Lady Loder, ¢ 1
have news for you; but first I congratulate
you on having banished the wicked little
deity from your counsels, even as I’ercy has
done; and now for my news. The lovely girl
has accepted Sir William.”

“ What lovely girl, dear lady ?”

% Mary Clairlowe. Lady Belton says that
she has no farther doubt on the subject.
Mary had & narrow escape from a serious acci-
dent, which she will more fully explain another
time~but the cpisode, it appears, hes served
to confirm the hope she entertained.— and
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really it is time Miss* Clairlowe married, she
was twenty last week.”

Did any of my readers gver cxperience the
emotion caused Yy such a piece of news—
given while their own heart-beat was sacred
to the absent; they alone can imagine the
memory of it—they can tell how drear and
enipty the mind fecls—how lone and desolate
seems the brilliant present—how dim and scat-
tered the senses of hearing, secing, or under-
standing; how one stands, from the whole
universe apart, miserable and forlorn. Yet
the o’erteeming sentence has been borne; some
have concealed their stupor and their grief—
some forgotten! others heard the sad decree,
and died!

Iis silence was unnoticed by Lady Loder.

¢ Charlutte ean tell you more, my dear ! said
she; but the panic-struck Harold shuddered at
the mere suggestion; he dreaded to encounter
Lady Delvor’sthrilling laugh ; and only bidding
his inconsiderate, well-intentioned friend ex-
cuse him, and make illness the plea, should any
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one inquire for so unentertaining a personage,
carried off his crushed hopes to dwell on
them aloue.

Sincerely the old lady ggieved for having
made the communication; but nothing could
account for Lord Dentnoris’ unnccessary dis-
tress, as she thought it.

The newspapers gave a flourishing account
of the magnificent assembly at Loder Castle;
they made no mention of the half-broken hearts
it caused, nor the pantomime gaiety of calcu-
lating mammas ; none reported that Lucy
Ashmore had gained a husband by Harold’s
quotations, or consented to wear the coronet
of a profligate old debauchee; they recorded
not that the daughter of the proud Herbertons
would torture the young soldier’s unfixed prin-
ciples into viee; or that the handsome Dent-
noris was unhappy; more than all, that the
hero of the scene supported a counterfeit
mirth. No! the board was gay, and they who
gave it grateful to the guests who met to ce-
lebrate a son’s preferment.
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CHAPTER X,

%@h all that chilling mystery of micn,

M ' . » . . - .
He had (if twere not nature’s boon) an art,

¢ Of fixing memory on another’s heart.
1t was not love, perchance, nor hate—nor aught
That words can image to express the thought ;
But they who saw him did not see in vain,

And, once belield, would ask of him again,
Lara.

“T wisH George would return to us, instead of
waiting for you in Italy, Harold,” was Sarah
Dentnoris’ daily theme, I really cannot be
patient any longer; eighteen months he has
been absent. When are we going abroad,
Aunt Marianne ?”

“ When will you go?” said Lady Wilverton;
“ suppose we accompany Harold ?”
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“ Beautiful! delicious! Oh yes! that, after
all, is the wisest of wise propositions,” replied
the delighted girl. * But I fear you have for-
gotten, dear aunt, your promise to be in Eng-
land for Miss Clairlowe’s ¢ presentation.’”

Alas, poor Dentnoris! he remembered the
engagement, and ascribed Mrs. Clairlowe’s de-
termination to abide by it to the news Lady
Loder had given him. It was only probable
the Colonel wished to hurry her introduction
to royalty, previous to her casting aside his
name for ever!

» ¢ What will Mary’s colours be? I hope blue
and white,” added Sarah. “I thought my sa-
gacious brother would, as usual, know all about
it, and, like the youth by the margin of
Zurich’s fair waters, soon find tongue to
speak‘"

“ Fie, little quiz,” murmured Lady Wilver- ,
ton, not willing to prohibit, yet anxious to
avoid, the subject, * Surely I heard the noise
of wheels in our neighbourhood ?”’



THE . CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 198

Harold heeded not the remark; he had re- ‘
vived every thbught to mar his heart’s rest;
and sunk into a reverie concerning the next
drawing-room.

Who, would introduce her? Of course her
own mother; and Sir William would occupy
her attention. His fancy conjured up ten
thousand ills,

"™ The impression Miss Clairlowe would un-
“questionably make; the consequent introduc-
tions, Almack’s, morning concerts, and the like
matin scenes, where her freshness must at-
tract every eye; the opera! there he painted
his idol decked in the blazing diamonds—
heir-looms—for which her mother had been
celebrated.

It wanted only six weeks of the appointed
‘time. “ Heigho!” sighed the lover; *impe-
tuosity, they tell me, hath proved the bane of
my ancestors; at'all events they find its anti-«
dote in me—1I shall not incur the wild denun-
ciation.”

YOL, 11, S
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These were his musings, when a lond laugh
surprised the little party, and George ap-
peared. - ' ’

“ Just in time, Mr. Clarke. What amusing
companions you must be. Sarah, you are
grown quite a woman. And, Aunt Marianne,
by this, and this,” said the happy boy, kissing
her most fervently, “I return to love you
twenty thousand times more than ever! The
death of Mr. Clarke’s rich uncle changed our
plans altogether,” continued George; *and in
lieu of postihg off to Spain, we embarked im-
mediately from L——a, and, by a steamer,
arrived at Southampton yesterday.”.

¢ Have you not seen your Uncle Beverley ?”
inquired Lady Wilverton.

% Oh, yes; but when I found ybur presence
wanting, I remajned scarsely a moment. And,
Sarah, I -pray you pardon me, I waited not to
see even Charles. My uncle laughed at me;
however, that conld not deter the haste I was
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in to see you; he only turned away, saying,
¢ there goes a Dentnoris,’”

Harold looked at his young brother, amazed
at the strange communion of thought between
them., '

“ Where did you leave the Clairlowes?” in-

quired the aunt. .
" “They were scattered in every direction—
the Colonel at Naples, Ms. Clairlowe and Lod-
wick at Clarens, Lady Belton and Sir William
at Florence, and—and, let me see—oh, Miss
Belton at Constantinople. ¢ Gone to join the
happy pair,’ as the papers say. Ilow rejoiced
I was when Mary Clairlowe refused that horrid
spoon.”

¢ George, what are you saying ?”’ cxclaimed
hig sister. .

Dentnoris looked anxious; he pined to learn
some tidings of the last-mentioned lady; and
his provoking brother had divined the thoughts
hurriedl%passi'ng through his mind; yet for

' K 2
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some reason the intelligence was still with-
held.

“Is that all you have to communicate re-
garding your old favourite, George?” asked
Lady Wilverton.

“ No; but I cannot utter all my information
a la thunderbolt.”

“ This is too absurd,” again murmured Ha-
rold, impatiently.

“No, not in the least. I have very little
to say, and I wish to make that little last.
There, Ilarold, look at that,” said George, offer-
ing a letter to his brother. ¢ People — by
people I mean Lady Belton—declare that ¢ her
son hath won the distingnished Mary’s heart.””

“ What does Colonel Clairlowe say ?”

.4 “Nothing; he only laughs, shakes his head,
“ond gives that odd sigh no one yet ever under-
stood,” replied the boy. ’
" ¢« And Mrs, Clairlowe ——"
“ Looks grave, and hopes not !” said George.
In the meantime Harold Dentnorf"perused



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 197

the contents of Miss Clairlowe’s last epistle.
1t ran thus:—

“ Our heavy task is done. We saw her laid
in the quiet tomb—poor Ida! And now for an
answer to your question ; (by the way, T think
I must send a few restrictions connected with
your interrogating poor me on any subject you
please, since you have so soon begun to deal in
absurdities,) I am as much disengaged al this
moment as when you were near me; nor can I
imagine who could have told you anything
concerning my secrets. Quite enough about
myself, dear Georgy. I most probably shall
die -

‘An old maiden of sixty-thrce,’ .
thcugh without the wish or power to warn
othér ladics from my example.”

We will_read no farther—quite contented
with the ingenuous explanatign of the writer.
Our hero, however, was far from satisfied, and
returned the billet with an’ aching heart. “ Of
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course,” he argued, “she could not make George
her confidant. It is but an cvasion.”

Lady Wilverton and her niece quickly left
the dining-room—the former to muse over the
recollection of the many unavailing hours she
had devoted to the fickle Countess, whose death
Miss Clairlowe's letter described, and Sarah to
receive the gifts contained in George’s port-
manteau.

In the favourite bay-window (where, many
years ago, Lady Wilverton first wept the
disappointment occasioned by the change in
Brook Emmersly) she stood again.

Retrospects filled her mind—some glad, but
many sad thoughts flitted over her imagina-
}ion, and the prodigal of her first tender care
was once more remembered. Ida Estalles had
been his second ; since then & third victim had,
within her own knowledge, swelled the list of
his crimes, and were now registered against
him “in 1léaven. ¢ Three victims!” repeated
Marianne Wilverton aloud. '
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“ Aye, three victims!” uttered a low melan-
choly voice from without.

“ Brook Emmersly !” exclaimed the lady.

“Lady Wilverton,” was the calm reply, as,
with a graceful bow, the figure retreated.

The moon’s light rendered the form too
clearly discernible for mistake, and thick shrubs
hid the departing visitant ere Lady Wilverton

i#ed the idea..

arah had just re-entered the room, laugh-
ing Joyously at George's having become a per-
fect virtuoso by his travels. The attitude of
her aunt instantly dissipated her hilarity;
standing with one hand still holding back the
muslin drapery of the window, (the shutters
of which, on moonlight nights, were always left
unclosed), with a gaze riveted on the lawn.
The subdued shrick, as Sarah suddenly ap-
proached, alarmed the merry girl, who vainly
spoke without receiving even an answermg
look,

The two brothers followed her light step
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into the room, and, ecqually astonished, ad-
vanced towards Lady Wilverton.

“ Was it really Brook Emmersly I saw?” at
length she asked.

¢ Who, my dear aunt?” said Harold.

¢ Brook Emmersly.”

“T am here,” muttered a hollow voice.

¢ Bid him depart, I implore you,” exclaimed
Lady Wilverton. * Not now! I could not bear
his presence now—I am faint.”

¢ Three victims, and no other!” again re-
peated the incognito.

‘ By Heaven, this shall not be borne. See,
ghe faints. Oh, something more than trifling
has overcome Aunt Marianne,” observed her
ncphew, angrily.

“ Ay, take care of [ler, she hath conquered
Me!” uttered the voice in a collected tone.

“Let me relinquish this dear hand to yuu,
George; chafe it still. Waynard, tend her well.”

¢ Farewell, Marianne!” once more echocd
the voice from withofit; ¢ farewell!”
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“ By my life, I will teach that tyrant a les-
son. I recognise the sounds; they proceed
from the greatest villain on earth. I will hunt
him till he dies!” exclaimed Dentnoris, with
passionate vehemence.

George and Sarah both remembered Mr.
Emmersly with a sort of indefinite uncertainty ;
yetpdespite of all, his kindness to themselves
clq&g tenaciously to their young minds, and
they were surprised to think his simple pre-
sence should thus startle their good Aunt Ma-
rianne.

The medical man at length arrived. Lady
Wilverton had suffered a relapse, and broken
a blood-vessel ; he, therefore, kindly intimated
the necessity for a physician’s advice.

Terrible suspense ensued ; both brothers
were abscat,"and poor Sarah had, alone, except
for the-agitated Waynard’s love, to hear the
fatal truth—¢ Fear the worst.”

Morning came. Sir A C stole
into the chamber; he was » personal friend of

K3
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Lady Wilverton, and felt every interest in her
suffering. After listening to the particulars,
he took the cold stiff fingers in his hand.

. “There is life,” whispered he; * there is
still warmth and life, although the feeble pulse
indicates excessive exhaustion. Pen and pa-
per, if you please; or will you send cxpress
for your usual attendant? he ought to have
met me here.”

“It is half-an-hour before the time he said
you would probably arrive, sir,” said Waynard,
willing to excuse the universal favourite, ‘Mr.
W . - v '

Towards evening Lady Wilverton cvinced
less death-like stillness; her colour was ob-
served to change. Sarah watched untiringly;
and while Waynard and the nurse dosed, she
still gazed on, watching for the shghtest sign
to manifest life within the white, mationless
form. She felt at length, 'mid the drowsy
circle, too sensibly alone with the pale clay,
and, overpowered by dread, the timid girl
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hid her face in the pillow near her darling
aunt.

“ Some one surely breathes,” thought Sarah,
raising her eyes. It was Sir Brook. Tranquil
and undismayed, he waved his hand in token
of silence, touched the icy brow of the sufferer,
gazed into Miss Dentnoris’ mute face, turned
once again to the insensate Lady Wilverton,
knelt for a brief space at her feet, breathed
¢ Marianne !” and departed—with the noiseless
heavy tread of dark despair.

Brook Emmersly thought it was indeed the
corpse of his reverenced monitress that lay so
lifeless and so pale before him. The idea be-
wildered him; and, while Harold pursued his
empty carriage, Brook Emmersly bribed the
nurse to admit him to the chamber, whence he
passed, by an opposite door, as the doctor ap-
proached the trembling Sarah, within whose
breast contending arghmen};s came and went
in rapid succession. She dared not betray the
intruder, yet how maintain the secret.
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“ She slumbers,” observed the professional
man. “ Sir A c remains here to-
night, I consequently stay also; take advan-
tage of our watchfulness over Lady Wilverton
to obtain rest yourself, dear young lady. See,
she slumbers.”

“ Slumbers, dear sir! do you call this inani-
tion stumber ?”

“ The faintness has passed off, and a gentle
slumber of delirium has succeeded,” said the
doctor. ¢ You must keep her very still; she
may yet wholly recover.”

“ Stony technicalist,” thought Miss Dent-
noris, “to argue on such a subject coolly thus.”

Night returned ; Sarah sought one moment’s
rest on a sofu in the library; she could not
sleep, anxiety kept her wakeful; and once
more the figure of Sir Drook presented itself.

% Sarah Dentnoris, your murdered Wathesr’s
ghost still haunts a heart long since yielded to
the Evil One. Gertrude Grey is with me
here!” said he, striking his breast ; * Nellie,
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the pure good Nellie, my pride destroyed;
Ida Estalles, too, I vanquished ; but the bright
spirit in your care I worship still. Speak to
me! say she is not dead! If dead, this spot
shall be my last breathing place on this most
abjcct earth!

“ Speak, I say, or ——. No! I will not
madden quite. Miss Dentnoris, I feel my senses
;"‘gradually withering before you. Tell me, is
she dead? is Marianne Wilverton no longer
on this earth? hath her soul, her blessed soul
departed? Your silence, like & thousand trum-
pets, proclaims her death!”

“No!” whispered the affrighted girl, ‘she
is not dead.”

“ Powers of light and life! angels of Hea-
ven guard thee! you have saved my soul!
Away with me! Bless you, Miss Dentnoris
—Dbless you all. Farewell! Tell Marianne
I am at ¢ Bridgewater Hall.’

¢ Oh, Marianne ! where art thou ?
Thou canst not hear my bitter pleading ;
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Ah! couldst thou, thou wouldst pardon now,

Though Heaven were to my prayer unhecding.
Oh, Marianne ! now for thce—

The heart for which thou bled'st is bleeding—
Revenge is lost in agony,

And wild remorso to rage succeeding.’

Remember these words of Byron’s, Miss Dent-
noris—they have tranquillized my burning
brain. Pray her to pardon me. Farewelll”

He was gone. The successful gallant, the
treacherous companion, was defeated! What
were his conquests now? At this period of
our history remorse had begun its work; but
we must not anticipate.

The recovery of Lady Wilverton filled many
a sinking heart with unspeakable joy; but
Harold and George yet wandered on, chasing
the reckless spoiler. No one could render any
clue to his whereabouts; his own domestics at
Bridgewater had learnt no tidings of their mad
master for months, they said, in answer to Ha-
rold’s inquiry.

“ Not really mad, your master cannot be.”
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“ Lor, my lord,” said the groom, ‘ please
your lordship, he have left us all at home, and
is gone gallavanting about, with hired post-
boys, and carriage too, let alone the lacquey
he got from your place, my lord—a man who
knows the turning and corners of every house,
lane, and character in the neighbourhood.”

Lord Dentnoris relinquished the vain pur-
suit, and learned, on his return to Lands-
worth, the sad account of his aunt’s illness.
The name hecame once more a prohibited
sound, and all seemed quiet harmony with the
ruflled spirits of the family circle; yet nightly
was one pillow bedewed with tears for the trai-
tor—one purc heart pleaded for him to God’s
throne, prayed for the Saviour’s mediation, to
gain the pardon his own sonl had not courage
to implore. Thus was Brook Emmersly’s pre-
diction verified—none but that one heart re-
membered him, except to revive his fascinating
tones, or graceful carriage. No other voice be-
sought eternal pardon for his follies and erimes.
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CHAPTER XI.

There blend the ties that strengthen
Our hearts in hours of grief—
The silver links that lengthen
Joy's visits when most brief.
BERNARD BARTON.

“ GOOD-MORROW to you, Miss Dentnoris. Ilow
came you here so eaxlly? Lady Wilverton, too,
looking, 4s I trust she feels, perfectly restored
to health.” -

Such were Pergy Loder’s hasty salutations
to the two ladio#' as he met them on his way
from an early summer ride. * And to what
fortunate hig¥en are your steps directed P
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“To your own home, Mr. Loder,” replied
Aunt Marianne.

“ And,” said Sarah, ¢ when that starc of
amazement has vanished, I will tell you
more.”

¢ Oh, tell me now, then,” observed the gen-
tleman; “I am curious to hear. Come, let me

d you to the breakfast-room. My mother
%not yet awake, I dare say, but the glad sur-
prise will hasten her toilette duties not a
little.

“ Now, Miss Dentnoris, grant me the his-
tory of your travels to be.”

“Upon this hint I speak,” said the lively
girl; “ you must know we are on u pilgrimage
to Wilverton Abbey, and in the evening hope
to welcome the Clairlowes en route to March-
mont, and, more, to insist on our promised
week of their dear company.”

Percy sighed—the prospect of seeing Mary
again darted like lightning through his frame,
and suffused his cheek with blushes; then
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came the remembrance of her rejoction, and
the colour left his brow; he schooled his feel-
ings into calmness, and continued—* You
breakfast here, of course ?”

“ Even so, your honour,” answered Sarah,
who had just heard him so addressed by the
peasantry.

“It is yet very early,” said Percy.

“ And,” replicd the happy Sarah, “if there
be an ohtrusive thought remaining, by which
you would wish to deprecate our unseasonable
appearance, I pray you speak your speeches at
once, and not torture me—at least, if Aunt
Marianne should not care about it—any longer
than you can possibly avoid.”

“You quiz more than ever since your bro-
ther’s return, Miss Sarah.”

¢ Miss Dentnoris, if ycu are determined to
‘miss’ me, Mr. Loder ; but I hate to be
‘ missed’ in every sense of the word, by Percy
the magnificent, this complimentary morn-

ing.”
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‘ Well, shall I tell you why and wherefore
I ¢ missed’ you?” asked Percy.

¥ Yes, instantly do.”

“ Because there was no one among our din-
ner guests yesterday whose presence I would
more have preferred to thine own, fair Sarah,
nor one whose absence could be more deplored.”
. ‘ Hey-day! what! already this morning?
Séc what I have donc—made you repeat your
new glossary! I must hear something more,
if any remain of the soft sentences.”

% Sarahy love, how you chatter,” observed
Lady Wilverton. ¢ Indeed, Mr. Loder, she
was very ridiculous, and would not leave her
convalescent aunt.”

¢ So much for gratitude,” said the laughing
girl.

“ Where is Dentnoris?”

“ Asleep. We lefl him with closed eyes,
instead of practising the sort of somnambnlis-
tic peregrinations he has of late {ried—by way
of chasing nightmarcs, I suppose; in truth,
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my deaf brother is grown a little demented
lately, and the sooner he exerciges his perspi-
cuity the better for his general deportment.
Ahd now I have exchanged long words for
your long speeches, Percy Loder, what say
you?”

“ You are become quite a philosopher,
Sarah.”

“Exactly! in proportion to my brother’s
defalcation; but that is no compliment. I
really feel sure he is a little mystified about
something or somebody. But here cemes Lady
Loder, and my lord,” said Sarah.

“ My sweet little Sally, whence did you
spring?”’ exclaimed Lord Loder. ¢ This is
refreshing to"a man balf-asleep. And why?
God bless you, Lady Wilverton, the cloyds
have been prolific this morning. , What, up
already, Percy!” ; “

 And prepared to revisit his dormitoryy¥
should thinky returped Sarab, *if eonc may
judge by his closed eyes.”.
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Where were his thoughts then roving? To
an expected arrival—the advent of a slight tall
girl, not very tall, but exquisitely formed, with
bright abundant curls, and step of fairy light-
ness—the meek betrothed of William Belton.
These thoughts closed his eyes—not plegsant
sleep, but saddening memories.

“ You were not playing nameless devoirs to
dinner-caters and their daughtérs vesternight,
and can therefore afford to laugh,” retorted
Mr. Loder.

“Ah, hy the calendar, I never saw you
make love so lustily before; by Jove, thunder
and lightning was nothing to be compared to
it., Charlotte Delvor declared you had been
taking a pennyworth of the whirligig, and in-
tended following her precepts for the future,”
said the father.

“Better Lady Delvor took a whirl backwards,
and retuwned from whence she started on her
present frivolous pursuits, dear sir.”

“ Well, don't look dismal, son of mine, but
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give your arm to Sarah, and, let us trip along
to see the red passion-flower in bloom.”

After proceeding a few yards with his joy-
ous companion, Percy injuired how Mrs. Be-
verley Dentnoris and Charles Bacon liked their
new neighbourhood ?

¢ 1 believe both are equally enraptured with
it,” replied Sarah,

“ But they must miss their old friends?”

Percy caught the radiant look of his young
companion, and added,—

“ You have not seen them lately. Does not
Charles write his regrets to your brother ?”

“No, not often; and from all 1 know of
him, of that which he carcs most about he says
the least he can.”

“You are very truthful, Sarah,” remarked
her questioner ; “will you answer me one
question, and think me not impertinent in
making it ?” ) '

“I will answer you, if possible; bnt as to
the impertinence of my confessor, 1 am pretty
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considerably sure his interrogatory will breathe
of his peculiar failing.”

“ Ah, I see my secret must be deferred till
after breakfast, Here comes old John to sum-
mon us.”

When their son and his rosy partner took .
their seats at the breakfast table, the former
laughed into a happy mood by the artless
blandishments of his companion, our ancient
Tost pondered over a few vague notions, which,
spite of himself, reduced the old man’s hopes
into a wish that Percy would wait a while,
and woo little Sarah. '

His wife sat by, and, totally ignorant of her
lord’s speculations, acquiesced in every senti-
ment he was silently enjoying. Her love of
setting things right, and proportioning a share
of happiness .to every individual round her,
was an everlasting ambition with the mother.

While the son, whose stake was thus consi-
dered, smiled, outwardly amused bat inwardly.
trne to the one dear memory, Sarah recallea
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the features of his dresm—her light hair and
richly blue eyes, drooping in beautiful confu-
gion, yet still looking towards one, ere the
shadowing lids concealed them quite, more re-
gembled Mary’s than any other person’s he had
ever met; and, though totally unlike, the
general tournure brought foreibly to his mind
the outline of the girl he loved—the girl who
doomed his life to celibacy.

Breakfast passed, as most breakfasts do;
and, after the departure of their welcome
guests, the venerable couple returned to their
newspapers, perfecfly contented that their
heir would change his mind, and grieve no
more for Mary Clairlowe.
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CHAPTER XII

She watched, yet feared to meet his glance ;
And he shunned hers ; till when by chance
They met, the point of foeman’s lance

Had given a milder pang !
Beneath the intolerable smart
He writhed ; then sternly manned his heart

To play his hard but destined part.

THE LorD oF THE ISLES,

In vain, with mingled hope and fear,

She louks for him, whose voice so dear

Had come like mnusic to her ear—

Strange mocking dream ! again 'tis fled.
Moore.

Lorp DENTNORIS and his young brother were
pacing the terrace of the Manor House, mo-
mentarily expecting Lady Wilverton and her
guests.

VOL. II L



218 GOALS AND ,GUERDONS; OR,

The time arrived; the carriages were ac-
tually at the dbor, the steps let dewn, and
Mary Clairlowe’s hand clasped in that of Ha-
rold—it was there but for one instant, yet
had its touch awakcned him to all earth’s
glories—it had chased the abstraction of
years, and sealed the irrevocable faith within
him. Yet, was she not another’s pledged
bride? Yes! thought Harold; and the world
grew dim again.

¢ Dentnoris,” said Sir William Belton, on
the fourth morning of their visit, “ can you
allow me ten minutes’ conversation, while the
ladies are preparing for this survey of your
splendid old church?’

“ Twenty, Sir William, with the most per-
fect pleasure,” replied our hero, attempting to
assume a gaiety he felt not.

“ May our conversation take place in the
balcony ?”
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‘ With all my heart.”

¢ Your look belies your mirth, Dentnoris.”

“ You are pleased to be severe, sir ; or is it
simple pleasantry ?”’

“ Maybe I am earnest in my pleasantry,
my lord ; would that you were equally sincere
with me. But, now, we have only ten mi-
nutes, we must make good use of our time,”

added the baronet.

** ¢ Let me first inquire, are we friends, Dent-
noris?”

‘ Sir William !”

‘ Are we friends, Harold?”

“Indeed, it would seem we were,” retorted
Lord Dentnoris.

“ Well, be it so. I will be more frank to-
wards you, and at once revesl my cause of
annoyance. You invariably leave Miss Clair-
lowe to my charge, in a manner that not only

L2
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affronts her, but deprives me of the only plea-
sure to which I have to look forward. Much as
I esteem Miss Clairlowe, it is not necessary for
me to persecute her with theintrnsive attentions
to which you compel me, or for me to resign

the chances of being able to form my own
schemes occasionally. I cannot see you lead

Lady Wilverton off so regularly, without in-'
quiring your motive. The brotherly attach-

”

ment I have for Miss Clairlowe
¢ Brotherly !” said Dentnoris, impatiently;
‘ do not dupe me, Belton.”
‘“ Mine is unaffected worship, Dentnoris, for
; but here come the ladies. When we
return we can renew the subject, if you please.”
“ Oh yes, certainly; this interruption is ill
timed; and now I go to put the arm«of Lady
Wilverton within my own again.” .
“ Harold —~~my lord —1I sce we are not
friends; yet heatr me once—I wish to accom-
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pany Lady Wilverton. Can you yield your
triumph for one hour ?”

“ My triumph!” exclaimed Harold ; but
only Mary heard the ejaculation—S8ir William
had vanished with the widow of Sir Tuunton
Wilverton.

“ Miss Clairlowe,” said Harold, “ I am glad
to find our revelry last night has not impaired
your bloom.”

There was o hacknied coldness in the com-
pliment that struck poor Mary to the heart.

“ IIe »is not my Harold of former days, I
fear,” thought she, and the look that sought
his averted gaze was soon cast down in tears.

When the two reached the door, they found
that all hut George had departed. Kindly he
assisted her to mount, and vainly essayed to
cheer his depressed favourite ; then galloped on.

“You leave Landsworth to-morrow, I fear,
Miss Clairlowe?”
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“1 belicve so,” replied Mary, coldly.

A profound sigh startled his companion.

% Say how I have displeased you, Lord
Dentnoris? I am not anxious to sustain the
evident mistake.”

Mary spoke more coldly even than at first;
she trembled lest he might impute to boldness
that which her honest nature constrained her
to say.

“ Mary, I implore you to forgive me. Miss
Clairlowe, according to report, you are soon
to change your father’s name for that of your
friend.”

“Lord Dentnoris, would you retain my
friendship ?” ’

Harold gazed on the face whence the ques-
tion proceeded. '

“ You know too well, Miss Clairlowe, your
esteem is life to me.”

“ One is generally more tenacious of exist-
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ence, Lord Dentnoris,” said Mary, almost in-
audibly, * than you have made me acutely feel
you were of my esteem—our estecem, I ought
to say.”

“ Do not say ‘our, Miss Clairlowe. Hea-
ven knows, I understand you.”

“ Hareld,” said George and Sarah in a
breath, “ I have seen such lovely deer in Percy
“Park, oh much more beautiful than any other.”

“ Well l”

“ Well!” said his sister, echoing his reply,
“ig that all I am to receive for my informa-
tion?” then, riding close by his side, whispered
a few words, laughed, looked archly at the
blushing Mary, and soon rejoined her party.
George remained by the beautiful girl, fear-
ing she had been offended by his brother'’s
silence. )

¢ Miss Clairlowe, do not look so grave,” at _
length he murmured.
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T shall not look gayer, if you address me
so reverentially, George.”

“ Well, Mary, my wife,” said the happy
boy, returning to his privileged appellation,
“shall we pass on—see, this poor little peasant
is waiting with the open gate?”

_Harold threw sixpence to the grateful child,
and they passed into the churchyard.

How sad are those feelings that bid us dread
to cultivate the only love, the only attraction
our hearts yearn to gratify. Dentnoris feared
his changeless love might betray him to re-
veal his passionate tenderness to the woman
he supposed engaged to Sir William Belton.
Honour forbade it, and he shrank from the
ordeal; his bright dream must pass away—
the spirit ‘Sf,"ti:e dreary fatire hovered over
him; and he stood far off from the group
within the chitrch, musing sorrowfully.

" George led Miss Clairlowe to the organ loft,
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wherc the organist awaited them. Singing
commenced.

The sacred songs of the Messiah followed.
The choristers consisted of Lady Wilverton,
Sir William Belton, Sarah, and Charles Bacon.
Colonel Clairlowe was speil-bound. “ Surely
such strains proceeding from such hearts must
find sure welcome in Heaven,” thought he.

The music ceased.

““Now for the chorus! the chorus!” was re-
echoed by each; and Sarah pleaded for Ha-
rold’s rich mellow hass.

% Dentnoris has left us’f; said Mrs. Clair-
lowe; “he looked as if he thought us hum-
drum folks, upon whom it was not worth while
to waste his time.” )

‘ Something is the matter with that brother
of mine,” observed Miss Dentnoris; * and know
the cause T vill, or look as sulky as a cloudy
night.” (

L3
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Away ran the sister. However, the concert
had received a_ check, and each one seemed
willing to survey the monuments instead of
continuing it.

Mary wandered alone to & retired spot near
the altar, and had placed one little foot on the
step, when a boot in immediate approximation
presented anything but a fair match.

The property which had startled her be-
longed to Lord Dentnoris; and, however far
off and separated their paths might be here-
after, each felt they had stood there together.

.% Mary, dear,” said Co.lonel Clairlowe, draw-
ing his daughter’s arm affectionately through
his own, “this riding-dréss fatigues you; 1
never saw you look so thin'and white. Come
with me; my darling, and lis down & minute
or two on this bench. There, see what &
nurse I make,” observed the father, bringing
cushions from the seat of & neighbouring pew.
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“ Now, I suppose, I must finish my office by
singing a lullaby.”

“ And no more riding for you to-day; you
have not recovered sufficiently, my love,”
added her mother. ,

Mary was glad to avoid the chance of meet-
ing Harold again. She hoped he loved her;
yet, if so, why torment her thus unceasingly?

“ Oh,” thought she, *if he would but give me
one word, like those of old—one look to trea-
sure with that moment of long ago. I think
I copld be happier. Heaven knows-—I cannot
tell—what, what can his sadness, his aversion
mean ?”’

" The party regained the Manor House, and
almost immediately Wilson was inquiring for
his master. Dinner was announced without
their host, and the evening had far ad-
vanced.

4 Where can Harold be?” asked Lady Wils"
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verton, in vain; her anxiety increased as
night approached.

Many causes for his absence were adduced
in the minds of the guests; yet only one of the
opinions expressed  an accident must have
happened ;” and, malgré all their guesses,
this last reason proved correct. He had been
thrown from his horse when galloping, and
was now only waiting for a carriage to take
him home.

The little apothecary himself communicated
the intelligence; and but few moments were
lost ere the warm-hearted Colonel and George
rolled away in a barouche to learn the nature -
of the unfortunate mischance.

“ Good-morrow to you, Dentnoris,” said
Colonel Clairlowe; “I am sorry to leave you
such an invalid; but Lody wonld be horridly
disappointed if we did not meet him according
to our promise.”
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“ The idle fellow has not been to any of the
levees yet, but waits, he says, for Mary, who
really is not half well enough for a London
scason; the racket and bother of it wont do
her much good, I'm thinking, Well, good bye.
We have had a happy week of it; and as soon
as you are well enough, come up to town. The
debates will be amusing enough if P

goes
on in the same way as he did last week—it
is the only thing worth going to London for.
Good bye.”

A hearty grasp and kindly look passed be-
tween them. On ecither side there were mis-
givings; and the good old soldier lamented
bitterly the* consequences of his mistaken
pride.

“ Had I,” thought he, *but encouraged
their love, who knows but they both might
have been as happy as her mother and myself
by this time? Too speculative humanity !”
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London was crowded and gay; brilliant
saloons spread their mazy snares before the
lovely girl; glad hearts were many ; and nought
but the glory of delight, the flowers of happi-
ness, were around her. She was courted, ad-
mired, beloved—the triumph of the * most
beautiful ” awarded to her, and splendid al-
liances proposed.

Percy Loder gazed abstractedly upon the
star of his mute admiration. Meteor-like she
swept through the giddy polka, then the grace-
ful waltz, glided gently as & fairy queen in the
calm quadrille; yet no other than Lodwick per-
formed the envious task of encircling her waist :
she had old-fashioned notions in this respect.

Lady Wilverton at length arrived, and
Mary’s heart removed the veil beneath which
gaiety had concéaled itself—she smiled, for
he, the beloved of her young heart, would look
with her on the scenes around.
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“ And now,” said Aunt Marianne, ¢ you
must spend to-morrow with me; 1 have so
much to say, so much to hear, that, indeed, I
hope you have no cruel refusal to give me.
Do not think we shall be tao grave a party!
Lady Beltou, Mary Anne, and Sir William are
to arrive by the latest train.”

% When shall I come ?” asked Miss Clairlowe.

“ At day-break — our day-break — cight
o’clock,” replied Lady Wilverton.

The promise given, Mary half-repented hav-
ing made it.

Lord Dentnoris hagd evinced no sign of love
—his demeanour to herself, cold as ever, had
unbent more to the worldly crowd, and ren-
dered him an immense attraction. And, though
Mary’s eye looked bright, and her cheek roseate
with the hue of apparent health, Harold Dent-
noris feared the hidden canker beneath——he
knew not how the heart pined for him! How
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more than galling were the chains she wore—
the jealonsies, the heart-burnings, the tearful
night and cheerless morning, the sickening
spirit und rebuked hope, the never-ceasing
wish to see, to hear, the well-beloved voice,
the sorrowing adicu!

Harold saw her as the promised wife of
another ; and, though day by day they met
and, parted the secret was too fatally concealed ;
Mary's only joy consisting in being within
hearing of a monosyllable from his lips.

“ My dear,” said Mrs. Clairlowe to her hus-
band, ¢ Mary is gone; I have just sent her off
with a kiss for you. You felt ber touch you,
didn’t you? She would not have you waked.”

“Is she gone already? yes, I suppose so—
it is past eight. How was she looking ?”

“Very flushed —more 5o than usual,” replied
the anxious mother. “ Do you know, Clajr-
lowe, I have resolved,.if Dentnoris does not
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offer to our child, to ask him what he is about.
T am certain good will proceed from my inter-
ference.”

“ Good never came of anything of the sort,
my dear,” said the Colonel; “wait, and all
will go straight enough.”

‘“ But Mary suffers too much, my dear; in-
deed she does,” again continued the mother.

“ Well, -mayhap to-day will bring forth
something. We dine there, don’t we?”

The breakfast bell sounded a second time—
Dentnoris heeded it not, but lingered still over
a glossy curl. Fruitlessly Wilson knocked at
his door, with the information, * Breakfast
waiting, my lord.”

“ How can I see them ?"* he muttered ; ¢ how
can I meet her? A look would reveal all I
feel. T will not do it; yet there is no escape.
Out ixpon my selfishness! Nay, I am not en-
tirely destitute of consideration for others.”

-
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“ Lady Wilverton begs to ask if she may bo
admitted, my lord ?” said Wilson.

“ By all means,” exclaimed Ifarold, retain-
ing in his hand the beloved tress, and hastily
approaching his aunt.

¢ Harold, why do you not join us ? you have
been ready this half hour, Wilson tells me, and
perfectly well, I am nearly or quite vexed
with you. Come,” said the lady, * I beseech
you; do not sit here in moodiness, apart from
all who expect you.”

“1 attend you, lady. When I can, I will
explain the cause of the delinquency.”

 Why not on our way now ? but whose curl
is that hanging from your ruthless grasp, Ila-
rold? Surely it is Mary Clairlowe’s—no other
hair was ever like hers.”

% No lw—yes |—at least, frankly, I dare not
say.”

“ This to, me, Harold! this mystery about a
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curl! You cvidently had no wish to cox‘xceal‘
ity or Aunt Marianne would not impertinently
have inquired into your sccret. Let us join
our party. I am unamiable, and intreat you
to pardon the ill humour.”
“ Dear lady, hear me. It is not my secret.
#Acquit me of keeping undue silence on a sub-
ject too dear-to my soul, and through the trials
of which you have cheered and supported me.

If the curl were mine, you should have heard
my truthful confession.”

“ Not yours, Harold?”

“ Not mine, nor meant for my possession.”

“Yet certainly it once was Mary Clair-
iowe’s,” observed Lady Wilverton, thoughtfully.
There wos sorrow in her mind as she spoke;
and the next moment brought her into the
presence of those whose ¢ future” seemed in-
scrutably mysterious.

That breakfast-room was in itself beautifuly
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though the group scattered over it may have
enhanced its charms and perfected perfection.

Soft lilac silk drooped over the windows on
one side, while curtains of rich muslin floated
on the other, with fringed drops of snowy
whiteness ; clusters of lilac and laburnum
blended together strewed the white grounded
carpet.

The walls had many recesses, ornamented
with the choicest china and bits of vertu;
while in the centre of each stood a vase of
blooming perfumed exotics, Miss Clairlowe’s
favourite flowers. Mary loved flowers, and
heath flowers more than all; they reminded
her of hearts at ease—hearts free from anxiety,
unheeded by folly, dispossessed of ambitious
hopes, %movying no chances of despair, and
they must be sought, they who cared for
must toil to win,

* The quiet Mdry Anne Belton sat on the
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ottoman, asking no question ; Sir William,
reading the paper, seemed tranquilly happy;
Sarah already at the breakfast table, busy in
destroying a rose; and Mary, half-hidden by
the window-drapery, appeared to entertain
some hope of tcaching the caged birds to re-
turn her sigh for sigh. Lord Dentnoris stood
beside her; gladness for one instant lighted his
beaming countenance, and Mary looked no
more; she would not dissipate the fond illu-
sion, and therefore marked not the hacknied
smile return as they\assen.lbled round the table.

Miss Clairlowe spoke. ¢ Sir William, here
is a paragraph that 1 hope will amuse you;
and T beg you, if you will be good enough, to
proclaim its admirable suggestion.”

The request was unanimously seconded.

“Qh, no! mark my avocation,” said the
blushing girl; and, gently withdrawing the
paper from Lord Dentnoris, who had taken it



238 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR,

up, curious to see the passage alluded to, she
observed,—

“ Not now, my grave lord; remember I
came from afar this morning, and was ready
for breakfast, therefore deserve some reward
for so unfrequent a coincidende—all T ask is
obedience,” said she, playfully lifting her eyes
to his face.

He looked on. her a cold, deep, longing gaze,
and turned away.

¢ Well, Dentnoris,” said Sir William, as the
door closed upon the ladies’ exit, * are you not
still curious to know the subject of our laugh ?”

“I can only imagine it very interesting to
you at least, Belton, since it suffused Miss
Clairlowe’s face with such evident indications
of pleasure.”

“ Read for yourself, Dentnoris.”

' Among the manifold chat{ges of our hemi-
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sphere, there is one in contemplation, long
anticipated, and we are glad to state, from the
very best authority, about to be speedily con-
summated. Sir William Belton will, during
the approaching autumn, lead to the hymeneal
altar the lovely and accomplished daughter of
Colonel Clairlowe, of Marchmont, Devonshire.
The bride elect has, it is well known, refused
many splendid offers.”

Harold rose from his chair, intending to
leave the room ; his hand rested on the handle,
he felt it stir, threw it suddenly open, and en-
countered—Sarah.

“ Harold ! dear Harold ! what is the matter ?”

He struggled from her affectionate hold.

¢ Lord Dentnoris, I have no right to betray
the secrets of another; I can only say that
Miss Clairlowe and I shall both laugh heartily
, over the mistake, and with undisturbed friend-
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liness forget it, or remember it, as accident
brings other nonsense to divert our memories.”

“ What say you, Belton? my mind is filled
with perplexities, strange and miserable; my
bitterest enemy could scarce invent more suf-
fering than I now endure; but she is yours ?”’

¢ Mine, Dentnoris? No! her heart and
soul are, though not free, ———-"

“ Whose?” ejaculated the lover, fiercely;
“ and whence came this?” taking from his
breast the morning treasure.

“ That! was it in an old envelope?” in-
quired Sir William, calmly.

“ It was.”

“ Then, pray restore it; it is my mother’s
property, although severed from Miss Clair-
lowe's beautiful head, on that night of adven-
ture—the night we rested at Madame Cuvier's.
I had no other thing to wrap it in, no other
deposit but that recommended by my mother,,
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my waistcoat pocket, no other weapon to dis-
sever it than my penknife.

“ Mary was sleeping, and is to this hour
ignorant of our theft. Lady Belton would be
sorry to lose it, notwithstanding my careless-
ness. Ah! now I see—I worc the identical
tmvellmg waistcoat last mght

"% Wilson had allowed the fire in my dress-
ing-room to go out; and, as it was too damp
and cold to dress without one, he introduced
me to yours. The curl dropped, I suppose,
from the pocket then.” ‘

“ Enough,” said Harold, with a lo8k of al-
most tearful gratitude, extending his hand in
fellowship.

“ Well, gcntlcmen;” said Sarah, “ I saw youn
had mysteries to unravel, consequently retired,
but really I can wait no longer. Harold, your
colour has returned again; I congratulate yon,
for, indeed, just onc minute ago, you were not
. VOL. Il M
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looking alive. See how you have detained me.
Mary is going to read ¢ The Prisoner of Chil-
lon’ to me on the Terrace, while I finish the
last chair-arm for you, Ifareld.”

¢ Where is she, did you say, Sally?”

“ Why, who invited you to mecet us?” in-
quired his sister, merrily.

“ Where is Mary? I pray you tell me,” said
Dentnoris.

“What a confusion of drollery! Mary, for-
sooth, after all your dignity! I cannot permit
such familiarity. Miss Clairlowe,” said the
sweet girl, raising her little figure on tiptoc,
and endeavouring to look grand, “is on the Ter-
race, waiting for your interrogations to cease;
but if you really wish to find her, take this
book, ‘ please—tell her, tell ¢ Mary ’—remem-
ber, Harold, tell ¢ Mary,’ I am afraid you have
discarded ‘all the dignity she disliked at once,
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and fear she will not recognise you in your
new character.”

Harold Dentnoris had reached the Terrace
ere Saral’s speech was half completed.

Miss Clairlowe was scated on a prie diew,
her white small fingers clasped upon her knees;
a slight and graceful bend averted her full
face, the profile only remained visible to the
agitated lover. Mary was meditating sadly.
The last look of the man she prized was still
present to her mind, and the unpromising re-
collection weighed down every other hope be-
neath it.  She tried to join in Saruh’s mirth;
she essayed a jest herself—mournful retribu-
tion for her eare. '

A sigh—not the breath breathed heavily—
but a happy, quick sigh, from a young full
heart, aroused her; and “Lord Dentnoris!” was
again nttered in the accent of polite surprise. .

M2
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She felt sorry to be alone with him-——sorry
to be alone with her heart's lord. Contradic-
tion—Mary Clairlowe feared to betray the
fondness yet sacred within the tabernacle of
her inmost thoughts.

¢ Lord Dentnoris !” said she, willing 1o break
the painful silence.

“Mary!” answered her lover; * Mary! 1
have been mistaken !”

His arm was accepted, and the two walked
nearer to the sheltering trees.

“ Mary !” agnin whispered Harold, as thongh
the sound of the dear name gave him fresh life
to feel and prize his happy fortune.

The blue and grateful eyes met his—no word
was spoken, no vow was teld—their hearts and
souls commingled in that look—they breathed
at last in blesscd union.

“ Mary!” but in a different tone, echoed
through the walk.
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“ Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe are here, and
inquire for you, dear wife.” }

Harold’s bosom thrilled—his brother’s words
were eclioes of his own thoughts; silently he
had said, o thousaud times in that brief while,
“ Mary, my wife!” ‘
¢ Sarah bade me fly to you and bring the
_ tidings. I see now why she deputed me. You
have been weeping, Mary.”

«m I,” said the too happy girl; “but you
go, Lord Dentnoris ; I will follow soon.”

‘The appellation chilled him for an instant;
but he turned towards the speaker, and felt
reassured—remembered their position one hour
since, and acknowledged the natural justness
of her formal address.
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CHAPTER XIIL

Cheer thee! thy sister’s heart and faith are high ;
Our path is one—with thee I live and dic!
Mus, HEMANS.

But thou, my bright one! thou shalt he
Where farewell sounds are o'cr ;
Thou, in the eyes thou lov'st, shall sec
No fear of parting more.
REcorDs oF WOMAN,

Alack, ’tis he ; why, he was mot cven now,
As mad as the vex'd sca, singing aloud.
LEAg,

. “ Norton Valence.
¢ DEAR MARIANNE,

“] feel that I am dying; Beverley will re-
quire some person more than my poor Charles
near him, when it pleaseth One above to call
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my spirit from this cowfortable howe, Can
you be here without inconvenience by Wed-
nesday? I shall scarcely Yast so long; yet my
husband knows not the truth. He has been
generous to me, Marianne. We have led a
happy life together. His only love, his carly
lost Leila, and my heart’s treasure, to whom I
now depart, have been our jo&ful themes—the
glad bond of union between us; und I leave
my%, my Edward’s heir—a guardian in
whose care he loves to be.  Cherish him, dear
Marianne ; the orphan otherwise had been
most desolate.

“ God ever watch thee!

| « ApA DENTNORIS.”

Over the foregoing lctter Lady Wilverton
sat weeping, when Iarold, with a countenance
of supreme happiness, begged admittance to "
her room.
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“ Wecping, dear aunt! Let me know I
bescech you, the source of grief?”

““ You look happy, Harold ; may T first learn
the cause of your great gladness?” replied the
lady, mournfully.

“T am the most blessed of men!”

¢ Ah, I sece, Mary has consented.”

“ Not so; I merely feel assured she loves
we, and have spoken to Colonel Clairlowe on
the subject.” .

“Is it Harold Deutnoris who thus flatters
hiwmself?”

“ Oh, lady, yes! and fly abushed from your
presence,” he exclaimed, “after uttering such
a vain compliment to myself. Yet suy why
arc your cyes so tearful? Indeed, Aunt Ma-
rianne, let me share your sorrow.”

Harold tm;ned away, saddened more ut the
delay the circumstance would occasion to his
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warriage, than regret for the near approach of
death to the dying. '

Long and frequently he had marked thé
hectic burning of the hollow cheek, and fever-
ish excitement of his uncle’s wife, and knew it
was best for her to die. Magnanimous in every
position of life, the widow of Edward Bacon
sunk bencath the effort to support a show of
honest Jove for the happier Beverley Dentnoris.

She't almost tranquilly convinced, before
her second marriage, that gratitude to the
friend and guardian of her darling boy was but
the harbinger of affection; that duty would
becomé a pleasant thing, if' borne for Charles’
suke; love—a wife’s unswerving fidelity—must
cnsue,

~ Alas! cach pulse-throb was another’s. She

bore the pain, and gaily smiled ; yet pined in

broken-hearteduess beneath the burthen of her
' M3
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task. Yes! every sigh was fuithless to the
living. She learned, too late, to feel the
scourge of a remorse, pure as it was sceret.

On Wednesday night, Lady Wilverton and
her nephew arrived at the Rectory. No sound
greeted their approach——the spirit of the wifc
had passed from earth; the widower pointed
to the silent clay; the orphan moaned.

They placed her tomb by Leila’s, in the old
church at Landsworth, and Norton Wicuce
was forsaken.

The Rector once more tenunted the Manor
IIouse on the original terms, and his sister
again became its beautiful hostess. Many
winters had left few traces on her charmed
brow-——the exquisite perfection of womanhood
remained peculiarly her own ; veterans es-
teemed, and younger men admired her.

“ This is an affronting production; yet, poor
fellow, he is mad, evidently mad, beyond reco:
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very,” said Lord Dentnoris, one morning, to
his aunt. “Ever since the visit of his mother
to Bridgewater, we have heard‘nothing of him;
T speak of Emmersly.”

“A horrible ides this moment possesses me,”
observed Lady Wilverton. * It cannot be that
he is the person alluded to in the ¢ Times’ the
other day. Mary said she heard the Colonel
read it with a shuddering presentiment that
such ™ fate must cventually terminate Sir
Brook’s carcer of wickedness. Yet, no! I
tremble at the fear. Oh, Heaven! shield him
from the dreadful judgment. It surely cannot
be so0.”

“ This letter is dated from India, but bears
the post-marks of Lambeth and our village,”
replied Harold. “I do not ask you to read it;
it is too terrible. Yet, Aunt Marianne, you
ever held powerful influence over him, and
might do much to save a sinking man. It
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is a dire officc for you; but your soul cun
compass many an effort from which a weaker
mind would shrink.”

“ May I not see the letter?” asked Lady
Wilverton. .

“It could answer no useful purpose,” said
IMarold; *that which is cssentinl must be
speedily attempted.”

“I ask no more; 1will write to his mother
and himself. If he be really mad, surely some
lucid intervals may occur,” rcjoined the gentle
woman.

Harold kissed the white brow, quitted the
apartment, andy for the second time, perused
the following commuunication :—

“To IIAROLD, NOW LORD DENTNORIS,
“My pen is filled with Dlackest ink; my
heart, as dark, drags from its damp charncl-
house the memory of past years. I fling them
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back upon you-you .planted my path with'
thorns—you hung thereon the blight of a
whole life—Dentnoris, I abhor you! The
sound curdles my life’s blood—with your de-
grading name comes the demon of my shattered
youth, I whisper Harold , fiend avaunt
—Ida, Nellie, Gertrude, poor Toinette ; yes,
poor Toinctte, she called herself—poor Toi-
uctte, how cold she was, and hungry. Out,
vision! Now, I dance—seec how I.skip—
there, ’tis gone; I summon it again. They
tell me I am mad! Is Marianne dead? did I
not see her cold and stiff! She is in that
sea; I love to stand on the green sea’s bauk,

and listen to its boisterous sounds; I strug-
gle to out-sing its bursting, splashing song,
and then they strike me, and I cry morc
fiercely, They bind me—ha! ha! I break my
chains. I kissed that sea last night; the child
looked on me—on me, its father. Will not the
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monsters thank me—meet banquet for the
large-eyed fish—her child. I shricked at her;
where is ghe? Mad! yes, I know it. Ilow
white and waxen it looked in the moon’s light.
No! ’twas a demon’s eye lighted all i’ the
world then. The moon’s light !—that was kept
reserved, to watch-pale Marianne’s corpse.!
Marianne, you were mad to die! 1 would
not have killed -thee, save through Harold—
fiend. .Ah, no! 'twas Nellie’s child, mauled
and torn and dragged apart, by the beautiful
mad creatures in the deep sea. Harold, in
the moaning of the winter blast! in voices
from the covered graves, and dank dew from
unburied dead, I hear my Marianne shrick,
‘Bid him depart;’ I he;yr her cry, ¢ Another
vietim—three victims !’ ' No!" the babe’s white
arm holds her off. They tell me I am mad;
am not—I am not. | |

" ¢« BROOK EMMERSLY.”
* * » *» *
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“ When will you visit Marchmont, aunt,
dear aunt?” said George Dentnoris. ¢ Now
 Uncle Beverley is so much better, shall we not
see their dear faces soon again ?”
“1 shall certainly grow jealous of you,
young sir, if you continue thus solicitous of
f%%ﬁﬁng Miss Clairlowe’s heart,” retorted Ila-
rold. ¥ .
¢ Miss Clairlowe! indeed, we are ncither of
us to ‘miss’ her more. I'am glad you will be
‘married soon, ITarold—next Thursday week;
how very near. Hurrah!” and the brothers
separated—
Lord Dentnoris to fill pages with a tale oft
told, and George to bid their orphan friend
accompany him in his ride.
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CHAPTER XIV.

The bLride comes forth ! no more her tears are fulling,
To leave the chamber of her infunt years ;

Kind voices from a distunt home are calling—
She comes like day-spring—she hath done with tears.,

Onee, when 1 looked along the luughing carth,
Up the blue heavens, and through the middle air,
Joyfully ringing with the skylark’s song,

1 wept ! and thought how sad for one so young
To bid farewell to so much happiness,

WiLsox.
“Inokep, Mamma, I have not wept, my eyes
arc heavy only with wutching for the break of
duy. Sorrowful my waking hours have been,
dear mother, for all my thoughts are filled
with that one recollection—* I must leave you.’
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Even happiness like mine cannot, cannot lessen
that keen memory. Nay, do not ehide me, my
s.wcct mother; Harold would not love me if I
felt not saduness in leaving you aund my dear
father.  All these things—Ilook upon them,
mother mine—all these will be Mary Clair-
lowe’s no more !”

“ But they will still, will ever be the pro-
perty of Mary Dentnoris,” Sdld the fond old
lady.

A vivid Dblush mantled the young bride’s
cheek, at this allusion to her husband’s nawe,
and silence succeeded.

Mis. Clairlowe had sought her daughter
with the morning’s dawn, proposing to hersell
the dehght of watching her in peaccful slum-
ber once afrum, cre she passed thu sacred
rubicon, and changed the hopes and fears of
girlhood for the anxious carcs, and the intense

devotion of ¥ a wife.”
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Miss Clairlowe was already sitting at her
window, when her mother entered. Lodwick
and the Colonel svon joined them. Not a tear
was shed except the holy tear of too much joy.

Colonel Clairlowe looked upon his “loveliest
one,” the last time he might call her his own,
all his own. . The brother blessed her with his
hearticst prayer, and mused on Harold’s for-
tune to win that sister. The mother! oh, first
and last, and deepest, was her fear, her hope,
her love.

In the wedding preparations more had been
done to gratify the happy tenants on the es-
tate than to enrich the bridal cortége, yet was
it a goodly sight to see; and, though they
could not.pledge the solemn vow at the altar
where first their footsteps met, it was deter-
mined that Landsworth should be the temple
honoured by their first visit on a return to
England.
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And Ilarold Dentnoris at last stood by that
beloved girl—a few moments ouly to clapse
ere he would clasp her to his breast, his wife
for ever. )

The words were uttered, ;nd the ring be-
stowed ; the merry peal rang forth; the Guer-
don of their trials was awarded, and their
carthly (/oal won.

With almost jealous anxiety, the father
watched the small white hand us it inscribed
his name! it was her resignation of it; he
sighed, and then the old man wept.

Sir William Belton gave his arm to Lady
Wilvefton, and passed onwards to the car-
riages. -

“ Oh, Lady Wilverton,” said he, scarce
audibly, ¢ would that your heart could relent
—would that the devotion of ycars might be
repaid with hope! Oh, leaven! you know
not my decp love for you. Forgive, and do
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not rebuke me; I see by your manner I have
offended. Do not misunderstand me; 1 appre-
ciate your heart, your goodness. Pardon my
transgression—I have trampled on my promise,
given though lo;;g before I learned to watch
you, Lady Wilverton, and mark your every
thought, and sec no trait but those ITeuven
values and human na.tfxrc loves. You cun-
not condemn me, dear lady. 1 have, by nei-
ther sign nor word, spoken of my love; yet I
reproach myself, and would have quulified my
forbearance with approval rather than fly your
presence, and deprecate my selfish, uncontrol-
lable affection. I see Lord lHerberton waits
for you. May the choicest of Heaven’s bless-
ings be thine, thine for cver! We meet, but
the great gulf lies between.”

“ lHappy Mary!” said Sarah Dentriors ;
“who but hér could have won Iarold. Looked



THE CIRONICLES OF A LIFE. 261

she not heautiful!” continued she, addressing
Percy Loder.

“ Teavenly !” was the warm response.

It breathed his last longing sigh; and many
a dreary month suceeeded till, schooled and
overcome, the memory of a something brighter
that had been and passed was the only ray
existing of his former love.

In the wife of Dentnoris he weleomed o nen
friend, and in that friendliness he lived and
died. .

One week after the marriage, Lady Wilver-
ton received a letter of farewell from Sir Wil-

liam Belton :—

“T do not quit Europe, dear Lady Wilver-
ton, and every scenc connected with my hope-
lo.s aspirations, in any belief that time may

diwinish or change my feclings. It is only
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that, perchance, far from you—distant from
the sound of your praises—remote {rom those
w@ovc you—I may teach myself to conceal
ennétit)‘ns reasonably annoying to you. My
healtli is impaired, which proves sufficicnt
cause for thus absenting myself.  Your sum-
mons to return alone can be obeyed. Say not
again, your years outnumber mine—so do your
virtnes! Say no more that T am yonng, and
require alone the patience of endurance for a
while, to rest my hgart beside a fitter shrine.
The dispensations from the only other, whence
I learned my love for you, alrecady bow me
down. Tt is the living gods! Dearest Lady
Wilverton, I have seen yourself, and, next to
Ileaven, love you; nor will it be imputed sin
to breathe, with my latest sigh, the remem-
brance of my tenderness.

;% God bless you.

' “ WILLIAM BELTON.”



THE CORONICLES OF A LIFE. 263

“TlIe merited a hetter fate,” said Lady Wil-
verton, pondering sadly over the incidents of
the past week.

It had brought wnequal happiness and
misery 3 yet Ile who reads our souls makes
trnthful record of their strength to sufler and
receive. “Bless yon, e will, dear Sir William,
amd vender you that happiness ten thousand
fold, which 1 only seem to have a thought to-
wards withholding.  Taunten, come to my
dreamg! and say you long for our reunion.”

And again the widow and the widower lived

tranguilly at Tandsworth.

- Wreapt in a cloud of glovious dreams
She breathes and moves along,
Pining for those bright howers and streams
Where her belaved is gone.

FINTS.
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