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"1 slept, and dreamed that life was Beatity. 
1 woke, and found th1t life was Dnly." 
'' \Vas then thy dream a shadowy lie? 
Toil on, sad soul, courageously ! 
Ancl thou shall find thy dream lo be 
/\ noon-day light and strength to tllCl~ ! " 
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.SOPHIA AUGUSTA COTTRELL. 

To thee, friend of many years ! 
From whom distance hath not parted ; 

\Vhom time's changes, griefs, hopes, fears, 
II ave but left the truer hearted : 

In remembrance of the days, 
\Vhich first taught my heart love's gladne,s; 

Of life's later-trodden ways, 
\\'here lo\'e holier shone through sadness; 

Of the ties so closely twined, 
Ere on sc\'ercd paths we started ; 

Of pure hopes yet unresigned, 
J\ncl of all our dear departed : 

As a pledge, that ever true 
To the vows long since recordcd, 

- Still the goal to keep in view-
! have journeyed, well rewarded ; 

'J hat the seeds of truth then sown,­
l'recious seed borne forth with weeping 

')llcath Heaven's mercy-beams upgrown, 
Ripen to11ard the joyful reaping; 

That the dreams, dreamed long ago, 
I >reams of joy and Jove and beauty, 

Ilave borne fruit, e'en here below 
Nourished from the soil of duty; 
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That the heaven-lent staff and gui<le, 
Lent when first life's storms assailed me, 

Never since, though sorely tried, 
Hath in joy or sorrow failed me : 

Thus mine offering I make! 
Prizing it no whit less lowly, 

Though thou prize it, for my sake, 
More than dear, scarce less than holy. 

All Fame's triumphs missed, no less 
Love may grant more dear ovation ; 

Crowning, not the poor success, 
But the worthy aspiration. 

M. C. H-R. 
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rflll~ WEDDING GUESTS. 

CHAPTER I. 

Tl!E URIUE .\ND THE HRIDE'S·MAIDS. 

It is !Japlislc arnl his aflinncccl maiden, 
\\'ith garlands for the hrirl.tl laden. 

LO\Cl-1·.LLU\\",/iwn th,: "Cas,·,m." 

"TllERF, Cissy; this is my last," said Lady Emlyn, throwing 
one of thost.: dt.:licate concoctions of orangt.:-llowers and white 
satin ri'.,l,on y<"kpt "favours," across the table to her pretty 
young sist.:r, almost too young sht.: looked for a bridc­
ckct. 

"The smallt.:st contributions gratefully accepted ! " replied a 
young man, standing so close by Cissy that it was impossible 
to doubt his being the happy lon:r. 

" Sec, Cissy, I just wanted this one for that side of my 
wreath," he added, arranging it so as to complete the bridal 
garl a nd which lw had for the last ft.:11· minutc:s bt.:en employed 
in t.:x tl:mpori sing. A num!Jer of tht.: favours wreathed into 
her pretty brown curls anti braids, and others disposed as 
shoukkr knots, ancl c lusten;d on the skirt ancl bodice of her 
prt.:lly mu:;lin drt.:ss, testilit.:d alike to tlw indu~Lry of the favour-
111 aker, and L11t.: ingenuity of the de('oralor. 

" Now come and look at yourself/' he continued, leading her, 
laughing and blushing, to the nearest pier-glass. "I don't 
!Je lit.:1 t.: you 11 ill luok ktlf as well the d;1y after to-morrow. You 
had much !Jt.:tter t.1ke my a(h 1cc, and st.:nd your fine lady's­
ma id about hu- l> l's iness. ' 

'' So I would iJ 1 did not care to be fit to be seen,'' returned 
Cissy; "lrnL "-

,, Fit to !JI! set.:n ! I appeal to you, Lady Emlyn ! " But 
B 
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before he could take her hand to lead her into the middle of 
the room, Cissy escapccl lO\\'ards the open window, though she 
was, of course, overtaken before she had gone many steps ; 
11·hen, after a little make-believe <1uarrclling, and much laughing 
and whi~pering, they proceeded amicably to remoye Cissy's 
adornments, and replace them in the basket from which they 
had l.Jeen taken. 

"Such a pair of children!" exc:laimed Lady Emlyn, watching 
them with an amused, affectionate smile. "Such a pair of chil­
r,lren, Horace! We ought not to have let them marry these 
seven years ! " 

The gentleman addressed as Horace raised himself slightly 
in the luxurious chaise-longue, from which, though pretending 
to read, he, too, had b.:en watching the young pair. Ile ,rns 
an elegant-looking man, a year or so older than Lady Emlyn. 

But she, though really alJo,·e thirty, might l1a\'e passed ror 
much younger, her l.JrighL eye and smile, and smooth, fair skin, 
bespeaking health ancl spirib as brilliant, still, as those of early 
) outh. llis face, on the other hand, wore a languid, half-dis­
satisfied expression, not wholly pleasing notwill1stancling 
handsome features, and the air of refinement "hich springs 
from intellectual tastes and cultirntion. He laid down his 
book as Lady Emlyn spoke, and taking a more undisguised 
survey of the loYers, replied, "Well, on the whole, I dare say 
they would have given us more trouble if we had not Jct them, 
Louisa!" 

"To he sure we should," said the young Lord Castleton. 
"'.Ve should have had to run mrny, should" e not, Cissy? ,\ml 
then llorace would hin-e had to run after us. \\'e must han! 
Jet you into the secret, Lady Emlyn; we nen:r could haYe 
frightened you ; but l conkss I should h;i.Ye enjoyed giYing 
Horace a chase ; he does grow so incredibly laz1 ! " 

"My dear Frederick," said Mr. Horace Carysfort, rising to 
his full height, but lounging the next moment against the 
mantelpiece, as if it were quite too much trouble to stand up­
right, "when you are as old as I am. you will wait to exu-t 
yourself, till you find something worlh doing it for, ,1hich is 
just the cxtent of my laziness.·, 

"Yes,'' said Frederick, laughing; "hut then I will take care 
tliat I <lo find something "·orth exerting myself for. at least just 
now and then-won't we, Cissy?" 

"For instance, ' said Mr. Carysfort, pointing to the heap of 
favours Ly this time restored to their appropriate basket ; 
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· '· perhap., I might e.·ert myself so far as that, if I could per­
suade ~ome channi116 young lady to stand block for me. ~hall 
I try Miss Forrcskr when she arrives, Cissy?" 

"Flon:ncc sta111] block for you ! " e.·cl:1imed Cissy, indig­
nantly. "l slwulcl like to hear you only ttlk of such nonsense 
to her! I Iowevl'r, I am not afraid of your trying, when you 
sec wh:tl she is like." 

" Why what is she like?" asked I I 01w e. "Not so very 
U"ly th,LL I -;hall be afraicl of her, I hope. I do not think I 
could take her in lo the weckling-breakfasl, if she is so very 
ugly." 

"She is not ugly; she is very pretty ! " said Cissy. ",\ml 
y1Ju shall not take her into breakfast, if you Ltlk so of her 
beforehand." 

'' llut \\'hy shall I be afr.1id of h<.!r, then ? \\'h, should she 
not stand block for me, as wdl as you for Freel ? " inc1uin.:d 
lfor,tcc, with provoking coolness. 

'' Ikea.use J<lorence i,; nol such a little goo.,e as I am," said 
Cis,;y, < olouring, ancl almo,L with tear,; in her eyt>, "liJorcn< e 
i,; so sensible and dignified, no, not exactly dignified, 
Intl" -

'' l 11 short,'' said the young lord, coming to her assistance, 
"likely Lo reljuire more perstt:tsion than Hor.tee could ever 
excrl him ;elf to administer." 

'' l\11t a little of some people's persuasion goes a great way, 
Cissy," s,tid ,\I r. Carysfort, affecting a coxcom !Ji,·al air; "and 
you have 110 idea how fasci111tin~ I <'.111 he when I try. Let 
1111,; just sho11· you. \'ou lnll lie 1"lorenc,: ;',fiss Forrcstcr, I 
lieg y,1ur parclo11 ! an I Ii re, we s:1y llrL! the wedding-fa,our.-;, 
\\'hich shL! will IJL: pensively conteinp!Jting "--

" She will tlLVl'r lie doing any such nonsense ! " cric<l Cissy. 
'' Tht.:n l ~hall dr.tw her attention to them,'' pcViiste<l Hor,1cc, 

who ran.;ly exerted hi111sclf so llluch for anything as for the 
sah! or leasing his little '· lull:siskr in law elect," a,; he callc<l 
her. •· l",tircst Florence, (I slnll sty) -no, for,,iv<.: mc ! l\Iiss 
Forre.-tt;r the.,c fai11 like f.1vo•1r~ n:,em 1,!l' yuursdf. Their 
ekg:inc,·, th<.:ir pure, unsullied l1.:.1ul) --the: lik1,;ne,s is 1,e_rfcct ! 
L..:t 111 · 01111 siH)\1· y,,u (thtn I hall Lal e one up in,inu n111gly) 

p rmit me Jor on" m<m1ent, ll1} dear ;\Liss l'orre~kr '' 
lust at tl11 111<J111Cnt-whc11 Jiurate 11;i; ,q,p10·1rhin,; Ci,,y 

with one of the favom.-;, repeating, as he did no, '' For one 
mo1nc11t only, my dear Miss I orn:sler ! "she, watching him, 
divided l1cl\\"i.;<:ll strugglin.:,;- bughtcr and thL! indignation ,he 

H 2 
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wished to express, and the two othcrs looking laughingly on, 
-the door was opened by a servant, whose lower-toned an­
nouncement of Miss Forrester, they were all too engrossed to 
hear ; and before any of them were aware of it, a young lady 
had advanced into the middle of the room, and stopped short 
with a look of half-amused embarrassment. 

"Florence," exclaimed Cissy, darting past 1he discomfited 
Horace, who retreated almost into the chaise-longue again. 
" Dear Florence, I am so glad you arc come ! " And a burst 
of merry greeting followed with introductions which Lady 
Emlyn tried to begin gravely, but failing egregiously, ended 
amid fresh merriment. 

"It is really no good trying lo look grave and proper, clear 
Florence, when you caught us all like a set of great babiLs at 
play, just now," said she, with the pleasant, conlial smile and 
tone which rendered her so universal a fayourile. " l\Ir. 
Carysfort is so fond of teasing Cissy, especially about her 
being so fond of you; and he was just making belicye to show 
her how he should set about persuading you to be as merry and 
ridiculous as the rest of us." 

"I hope I am not often so ridiculous as I was just now, 
Miss Forrester," said Horace, recovering a little from the 
shock he had sustained, but still looking some" hat annoyed, 
partly, perhaps, at Lady Emlyn's frank explanation; "and if 
you will pardon me this time for taking your name in vain, I 
promise to bcha\'e better in future." 

"Indeed," said Florence, conquering her shyness lest she 
should be thought to have ta.ken offence, "I am ready to lie 
as merry and ridiculous as any of you ; and I heard no harm 
of myself, so ha\'c nothing to forgive any one for yet.'' 

" ThLre, Cissy," \\'hisperecl Lord Castleton ; " she will stand 
block yet, you will see ! " 

"She will not," exclaimed Cissy; and then looked round in 
alarm lest Florence should ha\'e heard. 

But Florence had moved towards the op-:n window, attracted, 
a~ a new comer from London could scarcely fail to be, by the 
Jo1·ely prospect of park and gardens, hill and wood, without; 
and in a few minutes they were all sauntering and chatting in 
the "ar<.len. Cissy \\'ent darting ancl ~kipping a.bout like any 
young killcn at play, picking the lffeltiest flowers she could 
Jind to make a nosegay for Florence ; her bctroth-:d, of course, 
in close attendance, while the others walked and talked more 
gravely. For :'.\fr, Carysfort was by no means inclin-:d lo Le 
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thought" merry and ridiculous," and Lady Emlyn's ready good 
nature and tact seconded his wishes. If it must be confessed, 
she wa, very anxious he should like Florence (perhaps she 
might be the least tnfle given to match-making, with the 
kindest possible intentions), and was, therefore, doubly desirons 
that the little awkwardness of their first meeting should be 
speedily effaced. 

So they walkl:d and talke<l, and had just sat down upon a 
slndy gankn seal, when they were saluted by Sir ·william 
1':mlyn's cordial voice, inr1uiring what they meant by smuggling 
his guest out into the garden in this way, instead of either 
bringing her lo sec him in his library, or taking her upstairs 
to rl:sl after her journey, like sensible people? Hereupon 
Florence, confessing, on cross-examination, to some slight 
degree of fatigue, was carried off to the house by the ladies, 
ancl the gentlemen were left to shift for themselves till dinner­
time. For, once alone, there was no end to all that had to be 
said by the ladies, on the absorlJing subjects of Cissy's wed­
ding, and Florcnce's arrival. Louisa and Cissy had to rejoice 
over Florence, whom they had not now seen for some months, 
ancl to confide to her numbt:rless interesting particulars, such 
as ladies are wont to confide to l:ach other on such occasions, 
concerning the engagt:ment, the impending festivities, and the 
wedding trip. And Florence, who had not seen the bride­
groom dect before, had to submit to an examination as to 
what she thought of him,-not a trying one, fortunately, as he 
was not only V<.;ry prepossessing in appearance, but so obvi­
ously devoted to his !Jctrothccl as to render it impossible not 
to like him. Then Florence had to unpack, in order to ex­
hibit her bridl:srnaid's dress, and the final additions to Cissy's 
trousseau, which she hacl been commissioned to bring from 
town; ancl then the trousseau itself had to be inspcctecl, and 
all in the midst of such laughing, kissing, and chattering, as 
would have been delightful to witness, had there been any 
disengaged spectator. 

They Wl:rc still deep in laces, satins, and orange-flowers, in 
Louisa's dressing room, when Sir William put his head in at 
the door, to ask if that was what they callecl dressing for 
dinner, or whether they meant to dine upon finery to-day for a 
change? 

All the ladies declared that Sir William seemed determined 
to leave them 110 peace on this particular day, and that they 
coulc.l not have been upstairs ten minutes; till, on looking at 
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tl1eir watcl1es, they found it would be best to discuss that point 
no further; and, surrendering at discretion, dispersed to their 
se,·eral apartments. Sir \\.illiam followed the two girls out 
into the passage, to see, as he said, that they did not go toge­
ther, as otherwise they would certainly never be ready for 
dinner at all; upon which, Cissy declared that he was growing 
perfectly tyr:rnnical, and he called her hack to remind her, in 
a whisper, loud enough for Floren e to hear, th:it she might 
as well begin to practise a little obedience beforeh:ind. But 
Cissy protested she never meant to ob~y a bit. One only 
said that just for form's sake. Sir William might tell Fred­
erick so, if he liked. And off she ran, with the prettiest look 
and smile of defiance irnaginablL', and disappeared from the 
scene. 

"Ah ! " said Florence, as she shut her door when the l::tst 
glimpse of Cissy was lost, "what a child to be married ! I 
wonder if she will be happy? Dear little Cissy." 

For Cissy, though neither really little, nor so young by some 
years as she looked, being in fact, nearly twenty, was one of 
those pretty, playful creatures, whom everybody always calls 
liltle; and whose childlike manners and undeveloped minds 
rtnder it hard to realize that they have become women in 
years. l)etted and almost idolized hy ht:r sister, from her 
earliest youth, she had neYer felt the loss of the mother who 
had died in her infancy; and Lady Emlyn, ha\ing no children, 
ha.cl con tinned to concentrate upon her, :iftcr her own marri::tge, 
the same affectionate solicitude as before. Thus Cissy h:itl 
kno,rn no trouble in her sunshiny life, to force upon her any 
thought for the future, or knowledge of the realities of life: 
and was now fluttering merrily into the most serious of all 
human engagements, ,rith about as much conception of its 
importance or significance, a.s a. kitten might han: been bur­
dened with under similar circumstances. 

\Vhen we ref1ect on the countless m:irriages thus thought­
lessly entered on, and those enkred on with still more culpable 
recklessness (for Cissy, at least, ,rns marryinl.\ for loYe, chikli;;h 
and thoughtless love though it were), by the numLers of both 
sexes, who marry for money, or for position, or for marrying's 
sake, for anything, in short, but that which alone justifies mar­
l iage, -when we look round upon all this, we should be in­
clined to marvel that ninety-nine out of c,·ery hundred marriages 
do not turn out hopelessly miseraule, did ,re not remember 
"hat infinitely better care God's Providence is ceaselessly 
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taking of each ancl all of us, than even the best and wisest can 
cv ·r take of thcrnsclvcs. It is not, therefore, surprising, if 
many ri.re guiclcd to f:ir safer anchorage amid the storms of life, 
than any to which their own wisdom or forethought could have 
l'lllitled them. 

Sir William and I ,:uly E111ly11, howe,·cr, were not only ri. happy 
p:1ir, lmt, humanly s1,eakin,;, desen·ed to be so. From the 
d 1y, \\'hen \\ illi m1 l•'.1nly11, the t:tll, sturdy son of the jJOOr 

cur:1tc' widow, h,1,l been lirst per111iltcd to shake <lm,n the 
mullll'nies :111d ·1ppl,, in tht· wealthy rector's g·ud<.!n f,ir the 
n:c tor's liright littl,• cla11ghkr l ,ouis:1, a faithful attachment ha<l 
grnll'll II[' with tlH;ir grnwlh and slrc11gthe11, d \\'ith theirstn:ngth, 
notll'ithstanrling the :q,parent hopekssncss which precluded its 
,IC knowlL-clg111e11t even [() ca•·h other. 

\ , \l1s; l.011i a 1;rew 11p, indeed, the ,illagc gossips an(! 
]' rh :i p, th1: rcct,ir hin1 Llf set th ·ir notions on q•1ite a differ­
' 1t I ivn for her. 'I h0 grc:.it Jiqu~..: of the 11eigh!Jourhc,wl had, 
fCJr s 11 1' ye 1rs p I t, I, ·en ocr:upi ·cl hy the t1r1< e \\'ido11·etl I, trly 
( ·a,tl, 1011, wh<Jsc t Iciest. on, 1\1 r. I I orac-c Carysfort, inhnitccl a 
:rnfli, i, nl fqrt11111· fr,im his f:ither to make him quill' a grr·at 
1111t, I, for 1\lis., I ,011i .;1; ll'hile th,· young ,·i~unmt, some tl'n 
r e 11 s )CJ1111 ,. r tlun his l!l'ulhcr, was hy un:minwus assenl 
a, i,:nc 1 t little \[;ss lis~y, the pet and pLlythint'. or the 
vilhgc. J:ut notl\'ith landing the intimv:y hcmc n the two 
fa11tiliLs, ye·1rs 1,ass d on, and nr, marriage ramc to p:iss to 
ghcl1k11 an<! exc·itc th,· expectant ncigl1Jiourhoo<I. \\ illi:tm 
1,:111lyn hacl long sinn: lwcn phn:cl in a mcr<'hant's coun1ing­
ho11sc in J,cJ11dCJ11, ;111cl only appean:rl al rare intc:n·als, for two 
or thrLc cl:1ys al ;1 l1111c, to visit his moth,·r :incl see his old 
friLncl,: anrl lr. ('·1ry,fort's univcr ity vacations, 11r~t, and 
lhL11 his resi<k1wc~ with his 1,1nther, altcmaling ,nth London 
sc,i on~ :incl c·ontincnt.11 travellings, slippecl .tll":iy one after the 
other, nncl m:tlkrs still stood on the same friendly, liut uncx­
citin6 foc,ting as <'\'er . 

.'111,;, 1,,Juis:t was po,itively li,·e and-twenty, and already 
<'011,iclerecl liy S<J111e alarmist~ in 1bngL·r of becoming an old 
111ai<I, ,1 hen \\'illi:un J<:1nlyn unexpectedly inherited a li:1ronetry 
ancl a fCJrtune from a distant rLlalive; and coming down to he 
congntulah·cl liy Iii,; friends--his !llfJther was now dead-pro­
posc·cl and wa, ,H·c· ·['t<:d, on the Vl'l")' night of his arrival, as 
w·1s k1101r11 all 01·,•r the village the next day. Whereupon 
everyone immediately declared that this was exactly what 
might have been expected; and that he, or she, had long felt 
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secretly convinced that a hopeless affection for the absent 
merchant's clerk, was the true cause of Miss Louisa's coldness 
to poor Mr. Horace. Of course, she could not marry them 
both, and had a right to take whichever she chose. Moreover, 
Sir William was a baronet, and probably much richer, too, than 
Mr. Horace, who suddenly fell fifty per cent. in the village 
sympathies ; whereas the long-absent, but now successful 
suitor, was with e(}ual suddenness discovered to hm·e always 
been everybody's favourite, and rose to a height of popularity 
among his old neighbours, which would greatly ha\'e astonished 
him had he been able to spare time to think about it. 

But now arose new perplexities. Instead of rushing oft 
distractedly to the continent, or at least to Londcn, to escape 
from the scene of his rival's success, " poor l\Ir. Horace" 
remained as composedly on the spot as if there were no rival 
in the question. And if he suffered at all from the unexpected 
turn of affairs, it was certainly more for want of knowing ho"· 
to dispose of the spare hours he had been used to loiter away 
at the rectory, than from any of those acute pangs of disap­
pointed love, under which the sympathising ommunity were 
looking, if not absolutely longi11g, to SC(' him pine and lan­
guish before their eyes. ·whether, in fact, l\Ir. Horace had 
never entertained any warmer feelings towards Louisa than 
those of brotherly kindness, so likely to arise in their position 
of unrestrained intimacy; or, with the pride and J1011cha!a11r,· 
partly natural to him, ancl partly acquired in the world of 
fashion to which he belonged, had merely refrained from any 
betrayal of love, which he had the tac-t to percei1·e would have 
lll(;t with no response, the village-gossips could never decide. 
1t was dear he intended to bcl1a,·e as if the former were the 
case, ancl acted the part of a brother, during the courtship 
ancl at the wedding, as naturally as if he hacl been horn 
to it. 

Six or seven years hacl passed since the marriage, and ench 
found Louisa and her husband, if possible, ha1,pier than the 
preceding one. The life of a country gentleman afforded Sir 
William full scope for the activity congenial to his energetic 
and practically benevolent, rather than intellectual mind ; 
and there was no kinder landlord, more active magistrate, or 
eager politician in the county. Louisa would have been 
happy with him in any position or circumstances; but none, 
perhaps, could have been so entirely suited to her tastes and 
character as that in which her marriage placed her-as the 
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mistress of a country residence, just fitted for the gratifica~ion 
of her warm-hearted hospitality, in a pleasant and social neigh­
bourhood. The command, too, of an ample income, enabled 
her to exercise to all around her, that easy liberality which the 
kindness of heart clictate<l, without entailing those sacrifices of 
Lime and personal enjoyment, which might have clemanckd 
more energy ;rnd steadiness of self-denial than one who had 
known so little of trial and suffering in her own life could per­
haps h;we been expected to possess. 

The death of the rector had early settled the question 
whether he coul<l best live alone, or the sisters apart; and 
transplanted Cissy Lo Emlyn l'riory as her natural home. 
Nor did the lapse of Lime \\'eaken old ties of friendship, or 
diminish the intimacy existing between Mr. Carysforl and 
his brother, ancl their old neighbours of the rectory. The 
l>rothers, too, by the dcath of Lady Castleton, had been 
11proolccl from thc quiet village neighbourhood in which so 
many or L11eir early years hacl been passed; and now that one 
J>ortion, al least, or 1 he prediction of the village sages was 
about to be reali1/.ed, in the marriagc of Cissy with the young 
vi srnunt, it \\'as to !Jc feared that the prophets might scarcdy 
he enai>lecl to enjoy this triumph of their sagacity, till its 
actual annrrn ncemcnt in the papers should reveal the gratify­
ing evl'nl. Su< h arc the ups and clowns of life ! The match, 
which had ll<.:<.:n so long looked forward to, as the crmrning 
glory and the twelvemonths' wonder of the quiet village of 
Ji - , took pla!'C at last, when it did take place, in a distant 
!'ounty, from \\'hCnC'e the gossips of F-- had small chance 
of so mLwh as hearing what might lie the form an<l colour of 
the travcll ing carriage, or how many bride's-maids there were 
at the wcdding. 

Their cstimate of the grandeur of the match might have 
been somewhat lowered, however, had the humiliating fact 
rcad1cd them, that these latter were but two in number! 
Florence Forrester, the one already introduce<! to our readers, 
\I as an intimate friend of J ,ady Emlyn and Cissy, who were 
both inclined to believe there was no one like her in the 
world. ,\ nd she was, indeed, truly lovable in disposition, 
gentle and deeply affectionate, but shy in her feelings, and 
retiring in her manners. She resided in London with her 
father, a man who moved much in literary and scientific 
circles, well calculatcd to d<.:velop her naturally intellectual and 
studious taslc:s, Ile:r sisters being both married and in India, 
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she had for years past stood in the position of an only child; 
and having but little intercourse among young people, her 
father's friends being chiefly of the older generation, her natural 
shyness had worn off but little; and only those who knew her 
intimately even guessed at the intense capacities of affection, 
and the real superiority of mind, veiled beneath her gentle 
unassuming exterior. .. \\'ith her, as with Cissy, little had ever 
arisen to ruffie the surface of external life; but the effect on 
their characters had been very opposite. As much thought 
and reflection had been crowded into every one of the four or 
five years of peaceful life, by which Florence was older than 
Cissy, as would have provided ample mental occupation for 
the l::ttter during her whole past nineteen years and a kdf, and 
as many more to come; and the somewhat dreamy tentlcnr.y 
of her mind, encouraged ancl fostered by circumstances, 
threatened to render the former, perhaps, too theoretical and 
speculative, in the absence of such trial:; as bring theories to 
book by necessitating their reduction to practice. 

She now sat musing over the child-like gaiety and thought­
lessness, doubly strange to a thoughtful mind like hers, with 
which Cissy was preparing to enter 11pon married life, till the 
di 11ner-bell startled her, just as her meditations had reach eel 
the point of wondering ,rhether it would eyer he possible for 
herself, under any circumstances, to contemplate so a\\'fully 
serious a step, with any appro:1ch to confidence and satisfac­
tion? She thought it, to say the lc:1st, \'cry improbable. 

Who was to be the other bride's-maid? was one of the first 
questions asked by Florence herself, when, dinner being over, 
the parly were re-asscm bled in the drawing-room in th:i.t 
pleasant state of idleness and freedom from restraint, only 
enjoyable to perfection on a fine summer's cvu1ing in the 
country. There one may sit with open ,rinclo1Ys, moonlight 
without and lamplight within, and saunter in arnl out at will; 
talking, not as if talking were a business, which must lJc 
energetically performed to keep up the credit of the establish­
ment-as one talks at a party in a London drawing-room­
but after a desultory, agreeable fashion, speaking when one 
has anything to say, aml l1olcling one's tongue if one 1,refer~ 
doing so; feeling, in short, off duty, and at liberty to enjoy 
one's self as one likes. 

"The other bride's-maid? Oh did I not tell you?" s:iid I .acly 
Emlyn. "Helen Montagu; you must have heard us speak of 
her, I think." 
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"Helen .i\Ionlagu, of whom Cissy used to be w afraid?" 
sairl Floren< e. " 1 ri:member her name very well, but I <lid 
not fancy you were intimate enough to ask her." 

" Well, to say the truth, I hardly thought \\'e were," returned 
Lady Emlyn; "but lhercwa.s no one Cissy cared to ask besides 
you; :rnd William likes Mr. :\lontagu very much, they are 
l,rother magi. traks, and ,o on ; ancl he thought it would be 
liut frienclly lr> ask 1\1 iss .i\f onlagu." 

'• \nrl 1:mlyn like, \Iiss ,\Jontagu vi:ry much, too," said :\fr. 
( 'aryslort; "do not kave that ont, 1,ouisa." 

•· So I do," said Sir William, no ways disconcerted by the im­
putatitJn : "I lclen l\l1Jntagu is a very fine girl, and a very 
sensible one; a!J()ut the only girl in the neighbourhood worth 
talking to; for she can not only talk sense, but knows how lo 
listen besirks." 

'' I never quite understood why Cissy should be so afraid of 
her," saicl I• lorcnce. 

"Oh, she is su ckver," said Cissy, in a tone of alarm. 
" Very clever, indeed," said Lady Emlyn; "ancl though we 

ha.vt.' never een mtwh of hn, -they live a. mile or two on the 
other side of X--, too far off to :111,iw or our mcc:ting very 
often, we have alwa) s fancied she cared more for clever men 
;111(! clevicr hooks, than for the society of unlearned ladies like 
Cissy and Jllic." 

" ( 'i ·sy is ::t little goose ! " said Sir William. " Ilow should 
Jlelen \lontagu care for hc1 sociel), while she looks frigbtcne(l 
as soon a.s a sensible person comes near her? And the only 
reason for your not lihng her, rny dear Loui;;a, is just your 
11<;\ er havinor seen enouvh of her. I will answer for your liking 
l1cr \'ery much before she has been a week in the house.'' 

" I dare say you arc right, dear Willia.111," saicl Lady Fmlyn, 
with her ~wcct smile ; "but I belic,·c I am ha.If a i;oose, too, 
fi,r I feel rather afraid lll)~clf: She is to stay with us for ::t 

lillil' while after the wedding, as well as you," she adder!, in 
ex11l,mation to l•lorcnce. 

" llut do 1ou not like hu· only l>erause she is devcr?" said 
J• lon:nce. "I think tha.t woulcl be rather hard; or is she con­
< eited ur disagreeable in any way?" 

" ( )h dear no," said l ,ady Emlyn ; "and pray do not think 
l dislil c her, dear J•lor nee; only l know so little of her. I 
believe many people think her e;trcmely agreeable; especially 
gentlemen." 

" Especially gentlemen ! " cxdaimed ::\lr. Carysfort. "That 
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depends on their taste in such matters. For my part, I think 
her extremely disagreeable. She sets up for being clever and 
sarcastic, and different from other young ladies." 

"Very much so," interrupted Sir William, laughing. " I 
assure you, Miss Forrester, she was positively insensible to our 
friend Horace's attractions, a short time since, at our county 
hall at X--. He went there, I suppose, intending to patro­
nize her, as a fine girl with twenty thousand pounds of her own, 
and a wealthy father besides, naturally deserved! and perhaps 
she did not like being patronized, for somehow the acquaint­
ance did not prosper, and he has never been able to say a civil 
word of her since." 

"Pshaw, Emlyn," returned Mr. Carysfort, reddening slightly, 
as he drew his chair a little nearer to Florence. " You must 
not believe me such a conceited fool as all that comes to, Miss 
Forrester; but I like to sec a girl dancing like other girls, and 
not standing about, talking, in the middle of knots of gentle­
men. And she talks politics like a man, l\Iiss Forrester ; and 
went about canvassing at the last X-- election." 

"A libel ! a pure X-- libel ! Not a word of truth in it!'' 
exclaimed Sir William. "I sifted the matter to the bottom, 
and it all resolved itself into her having imprudently gone into 
a shop to buy something she wanted, on one of the polling 
days. I could not allow my fayourite to be slandered, Miss 
Forrester, you know ; and pray don't believe a word Horace 
says about her; I am (juite sure you will like her when she 
comes." 

"Well, if she does _not go about can\'assing, she does talk 
politics," persisted l\Ir. Carysfort, "for I ha\'e heard her my­
self; and a woman may just as well clo one as the other. I 
cannot bear a woman's meddling in such matters." 

"l3ut, Horace, did Miss l\Iontagu talk politics to you? " 
inquired Lord Castleton. 

" Of course not ! " said Sir William. " The real grievance 
was, her preferring the society of two okl politicians, like my­
self and her father, to his. It is nothing but jealousy; and 
to tell the truth, I think he is getting up politics on purpose 
to cut me out. I saw him very hard at the newspaper this 
morning." 

" Horace get up politics ! " exclaimed Frederick in ecstasy : 
" Just imagine such a thing ! " 

"Freel, don't be a goose," said Mr. Carysfort, good-naturedly, 
-I<'rcdcrick might say anything,-" but I shall certainly never 
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do so for Miss illontagu's benefit. I hate a woman's pre­
lending to understand such things, as I mean to kt her kno,y. 
I fancy, because she is an heiress and cuts a sort of figure 111 

the neighbourhood, she thinks she may do or say anything." 
" I do not believe she thinks much about it," said Sir 

William; "but I should like to hear you give her a lecture on 
the subject of talking politics, Carysfort ! I doubt your getting 
far with it; she can hold her own." 

" But when is she coming?" interposed Florence. 
"To-night," said Lady Emlyn. "She was engaged to dine 

out with her father and mother, not far off, and they arc to drop 
her here on their way home." 

"So you will have a whole day to get over the shock of the 
first introduction, before you are called on to act bride's­
maid in concert with so terrific a personage," added Lord 
Castleton. 

"Mr. Carysfort's account is certainly rather alarming," said 
Florence, with a smile. 

"\\ ell, here comes some one who will be delighted to ad­
minister ,i composing draught, if you feel it1 any danger of a 
night of sleepless apprehension," said Sir William rising, as a 
lithe, active figure crossed a strip of bright moonlight on tile 
lawn in front of the windows. "Always glad to sec you, 
Frank ! " he added, shaking hands with a young man \\'ho 
entcn:d the moment after. 

" Never safe fr<Jm me, yon mean," replied the new comer, in 
a voice whose sweclncss instantly struck florenre's car. "J ,acly 
Emlyn, I ought cerlainly to apologise for al\Yays taking you by 
storm in this way; but if people leave Ll1eir windows open on 
such eyenings as this, moths and all sorts of things will come 
in, you know '." 

The speaker was about the middle height, but so slightly 
!milt as to look tall ; fair complexioned, with almost golden 
hair, ancl delicate fealures which would have been thought very 
handsome, but that the beaming, sunshiny expression of his 
< ountcnancc, and the grace ancl animation of his l)c:tring, made 
one quite forget whether they were handsome or not. I I is 
fcalurcs 111ight have been p<Jsitively ugly and rnatlc little differ­
en, e in him; the s1,hu-c and whole prcsenc..; of the man was at 
once kit lo lie so delightful and enjoyable. ,\Cler he line! 
shahn hands ::tll round, Sir William introduced him to Florence 
as "my friencl I >octor Lillleton," with a marked emphasis on 
lb-: " Doctor," and the title surprised her not a little. 
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" How do you feel now, Miss Forrester?" pursued Sir Wil­
liam; "tolerably composed? Or shall Littleton administer? 
Cuysforl has been giving l\liss Forrester such terrific accounts 
of some of our neighbours, Frank, that we fear her constitution 
will scarcely stand it.'' 

"I hope I "·as not one of the terrific neighbours described, 
or I shall have to prescribe---the speediest possible flight, and 
take it myself! " replied Frank Littleton, casting a glance of 
laughing alarm towards the window b:..:hind him. 

"No, we hall not got so far a, you yel," said Lord Castleton, 
" or I would not have answered for the consequences. Horace 
is nuite ferocious this evening, but bappily it was only a lady 
he was attacking, so we may escape a duel this time." 

"Oh ! we shall have it," said Sir William; "substituting 
,rnrLls for pistob. I will hack my friend l\Iiss "--

" Ilush, hush ! " said Lady Emlyn, nervously, and just in 
time, for Miss l\fontagu was announced the next moment. 

Florence looked with some interest towards the subje< t of 
so much discussion. She was a fine girl, tall and stylish, with 
a very intellectual counten:rnce, and decided expression; but, 
Florence thought, very cold, till she caught the bright smile 
which lighted up and quite changed the whole character of 
Uelen's face, as she responded to Sir William's cordial " Very 
glad to sec you here, l\Iiss Helen ! " 

"My dear Sir William, very glad to find myself here, I 
assure you ! " The tone was so frank and warm-hearted, 
Florence liked her immediately. 

Iler manner to Lady Ernlyn anti Cissy was not quite the 
same; she might not feel so sure of their welcome; and her 
bow to l\Ir. Carysfort was far from ingratiating. With l\Ir. 
Littleton she sho,Jk hands cordi::illy. 

"i\fy sister-bride's-maid, are you not?" she said, with some­
thing of the same bright smile, and a fr::inkly offered hand, as 
Lady Emlyn introduced her to Florence. 

}'lorcncc felt quite relieved. She h::id begun to catch the 
infection of Cissy's fears; and enjoying, as she dicl so much, 
the society of warm hearted people like I ,ouisa and Cissy, 
whose affectionate, demonslr::itivc natures drew out and c:,; 

pandetl her own shy, deep fcelin 6s, had felt as if the p1-csLnce 
of a cold, sarcastic, perhaps unfeminine, woman, "·ouhl Le a 
discord introdurcll into so congenial a sphu·e. llut she was 
soon convinced, as she w::tlchecl and listened to Helen J\1011-

tagu, that she was not really cold. Her manner was liYely, 
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1.Jul not in the least conceited, nor did Florence detect any tcn­
t!en, ·y lo sarcasm in her tone or conversation; and the frank, 
fearless self.reliance with which she seemed so naturally Lo 
Lake her place in a circle in which all but Sir William were 
colllparative strangers to her, was rather attractive than not, 
to oni.: whose own character was so opposite as that of the 
timid, retiring Florence. She was fast deciding that Mr. 
Carysfort was very much prejudiced, when a turn was given 
to llie conversation which rather modified her impressions, and 
showed that Ilclen could certainly be sarcastic if she pleased. 

Lord Castleton, who was not at all disposed to be afraid of 
Miss I\Iontagu, and might, perhn.ps, be actuated by a mischiev­
ous ',piril of opposition to his brothc.;r, hacl been doing his 1.Jcst 
to second l Ielen's elforh to draw Cissy, wh()}n she was mud1 
inclined to like, if the btter would Jct her, into conversation. 
Finding it rather uphill work, he had recourse to a little 
teasing; 11 hich succ-eeded so well tint, before long, the three 
were e11gagcd in an animated dispute, in which the rest of the 
party joinecl, on the cleqily interesting c1uestion, Whether 
ladies or gelltlemen oftenest had their own way, and which 
ought to hrwe it? 

I ,ortl Castleton said that as la<li..:s always had their own way 
before marriage, gentlemen ought to after. Helen would not 
agree that they ought ; but thought they generally did, be­
cause ladies were so much the more amiable and yielding. 
She was sure Sir \\'illiam would confess that. Dut Sir \\'ilfom 
w,,ulcl < on fess nothing of the sort; he was sure Lomsa would 
ad111it that he always gave up in everything. Lady Emlyn 
,1-cJ111lcrL"cl at his audacity, and proteste<l that husbands always 
had th, ·ir OIi'!\ wn.y; !nit Cissy, looking as prettily obstinate as 
J>O~silile, 111:1intailled stoutly, that ladies ought always to have 
their owll way : and she meant to have hers. l\Ir. Cary~fort 
came to her assistance. 

"<,.)uite right, Cissy, so they ought; and mind you do. Send 
for 111e to help you keep Fred in order, whenever he is unruly. 
l\lake him take you to as many balls as you please every night, 
or drive yqu in the park every clay; in short, do just as you 
JJit.:ase. Turn fashionalJlc, or musical, or literary, or - no, 
th ere is one thillg I bar'. If you turn political, I will ne,·er 
t,1ke your part agaill; for, if I hate anything, it is a political lady." 

Tlie , 011cl11sio11 of this speech hu<ldcnly enlightened the 
majority of its hearl.!rs, as to ib real drift. Whether impelled 
by !:iir William's defiance, or, p-:rhaps, additionally nettled by 
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Miss Montagu's distant llow-for, however much he himself 
disliked her, he might not lie quite prepared for her so cor­
dially reciprocating his feelings-Mr. Carysfort bad lleen lying 
in wait, in something of a malicious mood, for an opportunity 
of making his threatened attack. Dut Sir William had been 
right as to its probable success. 

"Then, of course, you know nothing of politics yourself, 
Mr. Carysfort," said Helen, with a slight curl of the lip, llut in 
the most careless, natural tone imaginable. 

"May I ask why you suppose so?" returned Horace, colour­
ing, in spite of himself; the observation had so exactly hit the 
mark. 

"Oh, I have so often observed," said Helen, in the same off­
hand tone, "that men cannot bear women to know more of 
anything tban they do themselves." 

"Now, Miss Helen," said Sir William, generously coming to 
Horace's assistance, though not without a sly side-glance of 
triumph towards him, "you do not mean Lo say you really 
think that? " 

"Not of all men ; not of you, certainly, Sir ·william," 
replied Helen, with her frank smile. 

" Horace did not take much by that motion, did he, Miss 
Forrester? " whispe1·ed Lord Castleton, a few minutes later, 
stealing up behind her and 1Ir. Carysfort, ,rho had taken 
refuge in conversation with her. But his brother, putting his 
hands on his shoulders, bade him go back to Cissy, which, 
having had his say, he was ready enough to do; and then 
Florence's ob:-;erYations on IIelcn came to a close for the 
evening. She could not do less, especially after his discom­
fiture, than give her attention to l\Ir. Carysfort's pleasant con­
versation on books, pictures, scenery, and the like, all of 
which he was well qualified to discuss. Lady Emlyn cast 
well-pleased glances at them from the larger and rncnier 
group near at hand; and Frank Littleton, "ho sat near her, 
suddenly asked if l\Ir. Carysfort were engaged, as well as his 
brother. 

"Oh, dear, no," said Louisa, with a smile. "He ne\·er saw 
l\Iiss Forrester till to-day. Is not hers a sweet face, l\fr. 
LiLtlclon ? " 

"I was just thinking so," be replied, abstractedly. 
" A Ycry sweet face," he repeated to himself, as he walked 

homewards, across the park, an hour later. " I can hardly 
fancy Horace Carysfort the man to please her seriously, eithc:r." 



CIIAPTER IT. 

TJII'. IJ\Y DEFORE THE WEDDINr;, 

J\n,I we l~lkccl-oh ! how we L,,lkc<l ! 
lllRS. lll(OWNl~G. 

"Dr-:AR Florence," said Lady Emlyn the next clay, in con­
clusion of a pleasant talk ahout Cissy and her prospects, "I 
shall lie wanted now for the signing of the settlements; so take 
your parasol, and explore that little path clown the steep slope 
through the shrublx:ry. It leads to such a pretty glen and 
waterfall, and you can sit and read there till I come to show 
you the rest of the grounds; or, if I cannot come myself, I 
will svnd one of the genllclllen." 

"If tl1crc is a waterfall, I could stay there all cla,y," said 
Florc·nce; "but ought I not to ask Miss J\[ontagu to go with 
me, perhaps?" 

"~he is out already; 1Villiam told me, an hour ago, that 
hl1e had set off on a long ramble when he came in," said Lady 
Emlyn. 

"Well, I must confess I like best going alone," returned 
Florence; " T never can help feeling shy of stranger3." 

"Only you always think first of what others like best, clear 
Floru1< c; y0u arc so unselfish." 

l•'lorcnre turned aw::t} to pursue the path indicated !Jy Louisa 
from the drawing-room window where they parted, thinking 
ho\\' plc:1sant it was to be among su<'h kind, p:utial friends, 
who saw, <ir fan,il'd, all possiule good qualities in those tlicy 
loved. V t;ry plc·1s:rnt; but it would not clo for long, lest one 
shoul,l begin to 1,cli,;ve all tl1al tl1eir partiality suggt;stecl. 1\s 
to !Jeing 111i,;dfish, liJr i11,L.rnce? I low coul(l she po;,sibly !Je 
unst!li'ish, who had known so 1-...:w trials in her life, when yet so 
much oC tri:il \\,lS needful to corre, L the inborn selfishnl'ss of 
human nature? ,\s lo being unselfish here, where every one 
was thiuking of her plc:1surc, there was no room for it; and 
though it was different at home, where she was used to think 
of nothing 1,ut her fath<.;r's wishes and convenience, that had 
nothing lo do with unselfishness. How <"ould one be selfish 
towards a father, or :rnybody one loved ? The difficulty would 
\Jc, if thrown among those one coul,J not love. \Vas that, 

C 
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perhaps, to be her future trial-since trials there must come 
in life? at least, if the life were to be a long one-and so 
Florence follo"·ed the downward path in one of her dreamy, 
musing moods. She had yet to prove, by experience, that 
there is passive as well as active selfishness; a selfishness of 
the affections, as well as of thought and action. To the latter 
she was not inclined ; the former she might hereafter need to 
combat seriously. 

The path soon led her to a little glen, down which a stream­
let came brawling on its rocky bed, between precipitous banks, 
with jutting boulders of grey limestone, between and in the 
crevices of which sprung luxuriant vegetation. Foxglo,·e leaves 
almost hid many a block, and tall feathery ferns waved over 
their most ragged edges and boldest projections ; and all be­
neath the shade of tall trees which crowned the banks on each 
side, broken here and there a little, to let in the sunlight upon 
the dancing water, the very sight of which almost persuaded 
Florence to feel thirsty, it looked so cool, so clear and refresh­
ing. She followed the now reascending path to the head of 
the glen, and turning an angle of rock, came suddenly upon a 
little waterfall, a mere cascade in fact, but so beautiful ; plash­
ing full upon a large boulder and then rebounding again in a 
second fall, till down it went all foam and spray towards the 
clear, dark pool which formed the head of the stream. Florence 
could have stood there for hours, looking and listening. \\'hat 
a spot for a reverie ! 

But there was to be no reverie this time. 
" Miss Forrester! oh, I am so glad ! " exclaimed a voice from 

above Florence's head; and down bounded Helen over rocks 
and ferns, with a look of such bright welcome, that Florence 
could not find it in her heart to be disappointed. " l have 
been wondering if I might go back to try and bring you here, 
but I thought they might want you all to themselves," she 
added, smiling. 

" Everybody is busy about settlements, so Lady Emlyn sent 
me here to explore," answered Florence. 

" I am very glad everybody is busy, then," returned Helen. 
"Come up to my nest in the rocks; there is such a beautiful 
view of the waterfall from it." And with some scrambling, 
and a little help, florence soon found herself on a sort of 
natural rocky scat nnder a ledge of the cliff, with forns waving 
round and almost hiding it from the path some twenty feet 
below. 
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" Is not this delicious?" said Helen, when they had sat 
looking at the fall for a few minutes. " I :1lways feel, here, as 
if I shoul.d like to spend the rest of my life as a wood or water­
nymph. Is it not odd what clifferent lives one is able to live 
in different places, among different people, and yet enjoy them 
all so much? Not exactly all though," she acldecl, " for there 
are some not pleasant, of course." 

"Mine an.: always pleasant, I think," said Florence; "or 
perhaps I ha,·c not come to my unpleasant lives yet," she 
added, smiling. 

" I dare say not,'' said IT ckn ; "you look as if your life 
ought always to be pleasant. Perhaps I ought not to say so, 
but I have a !.lad habit of saying what I think." 

"Not such a very !.lad habit either; though, of course, one 
may carry it too far," said Florence, smiling again. She could 
not help liking Helen's frank, decided tone. 

" I am glad you do not think it such a very bad habit," said 
Helen, " because I want you to like me. I have got no sisters 
or friends near my own age, and as we are to be sister-l.lride's­
maicls, I think we ought to be friends; don't you?" 

"Indeed I do," said Florence, quite won oy the straightfor­
ward question, and the smile which accompanied it. "I have 
no friend near my own age, either; and no sisters, at least in 
England." 

"A sudden thought strikes me. Let us swear eternal friend­
ship ! " exclaimecl l lelen, laughing gaily, but looking very much 
in earnest, as Florence, amused and pleased, willingly shook 
her extended hand. "I am so glad," she continued: "I was 
sure I should like you; and you arc just what I expected ! " 

Florence looked up surprised. She did not ask, as Helen 
would ha\'c done, "\Vhat made you expect anything about 
me ?"-but Helen answered her look. 

" I askecl Lacly Emlyn all about you the other day," she said, 
"and when I heard your name, I was sure it must be you­
oh ! I forgot to tell you that I fell in love with you first at a 
great party in London, in the spring of the year llefore last. 
We were all waiting for carriages, and I watched you talking 
to your father and brother, and settled in my own mind that 
you were just the sort of sister I wanted. Then when your 
1 arriagc came, I foun<l out your name; so you see I knew all 
about you." 

" I have no brother," said Florence; "it must have Leen my 
cousin, lkrnard I lunllcy, whom you saw with us. But I do ne 
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remember seeing you in the least; still," she added, smiling and 
hesitating, "you are not at all "·hat I expected." 

"Am I not?" said Helen, eagerly. "Whal did you expect? 
Tell me what they told you about me. Do, please ! " 

There was something so winning, so half-childlike, in her 
merry look and tone, that Florence did not know how to refuse, 
though she bardly knew what to say. 

" They said you were very cle\'er," she answered after a 
moment's hesitation. 

"Clever!'' said Helen indignantly. "Just what they all say! 
'Miss Montagu is so very clever!' in a tone which just implies 
'so very disagreeable : ' Why can they nl!ver say anything but 
tl1at? If they would only say 'good temperccl,' or 'agreeable,' 
or anything but that! J\ncl I do not think I look so very tlis­
a-greeable, or ill-tempered either'" she added, with a half­
vcxcd, half-merry look at Florence. 

"No, nor do I," said Florence, with a smile, l1er resen-c 
fast yielding to the infection of 11 cl en's frankness; "but per­
haps people think more of your being clever because it is less 
common." 

"But, then, why should they dislike me for it?" said Helen, 
much more gently. "I assure you, dear Florence-I beg your 
pardon"--

" I like best to be called Florence, I assure you." 
"Do you indeed? Then I shall always call you Flon.:nce,'' 

returned Helen. "I was going to tell you, if you will not 
laugh at my troubles, that three-fomths of the people here, the 
ladies especially, always look and talk as if they were afraid of 
me. Even that sweet Lady Emlyn, of whom I could lie so 
fond, always seems as if she would rather talk to any one in the 
room but me. I should not mind the others very much; per­
haps they think, as country people often do, that I must be 
conceited because I was in London so much while papa was 
in parliament; but with Lady Emlyn I do feel it hard. If I 
am clever I cannot help it; and !>.:sides, I belie, e it is much 
more that, having been a great deal with papa, I learned dif­
ferent things from him to what most girls are taught." 

" Dut do you not think," said Florence, timidly, '' that 
perhaps" -

" O please say it! I shall not mind anything you say." 
"Well, then, that perhaps you yourself help to make people 

afraid o[ you?" said. Florence, gently. " l'eoplc arc always so 
sensitive to anything like sarcasm." 
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"llul nm l snrcasti, ? " a:-;ked l Jelen in surprise. "I nm sure 
I <li<l nrit know it. Il,tve you heard me say anything you 
thought S::tJT::tstic?" 

"Do ) ou not think that what you snirl last night to Mr. 
C1rysfort was n little so?' said Florence, smiling. 

" Was it?" snitl II ekn. " \'on rne:.in about his not liking 
hrlies to unch:rstancl politics. I w,1s not meaning Lo be sar­
castic; it was only just what I re1lly thought must he the 
n ;ason of his clislih:. Jlut I mu~t oll'n,'' she added cleprecat­
i11g ly, as if confessing a fa1tlt, "that i\lr. Cary fort is the sort 
of lll:111 I cannot liear ! A thorough iclle, nne gentleman, who 
never dot.:s anything hut amuse him~dl. I \\'Oncler \\'h:i.t the 
use of such 111en cnn lie?" 

" I clo not like usele,s men either, I nssun:: you ; but I 
think it is hardly their fault sometimes. l'erhnps .\1r. Carys­
fort \\'as brought 11p to be n fine gentleman, ancl may have 
li·,ed most of his lile among others who wen.: idle too, ,o that 
he c<mld h,udly help it, any 1110re than you can help being 
clever, you know," said Florence. 

"\\'ell, there may lie s<imething in that," said IIelcn. "But 
I think, ir he \\'ere mucl1 inclined to !Je of use in the ,rnrld, he 
would line! out the way; and l have so often chafed at being 
a woman, anrl able to be of no use, that il makes me harder 
upon mc1,, who might lie and are not. And it is not only that; 
1111.: 11 like ;\I r. Cary,fort always seem to wi,;h ,rnmen to be mere 
dolls ;rnd pLiything,, for fear, I suppose, as I said last night, 
of thi.;ir bc,ng wiser than they will Lake the trouble to he 
themselves; and one feels swh contempt for that petty sort 
of jealousy." 

"Ah ! you would like my c-ousin Bernard, then,'' said 
Florence. " I Ie thinks so highly of womcn's abilities, and 
admires so deeply those who arc superior and intdlectual." 

"'J hen I ha\'e no doubt he is a superior man himself," said 
liclt:11. 

" IIe is," said Florence. " He is thought a great deal of as 
a writer, and writes very deeply and learnedly on many sub 
jects. But I thinl· it was owing to his mother, that he has 
suc-h n reveren, e for women. She was a most superior woman; 
ancl when his father died early-under very melancholy circum­
s tances, whi, h 111a<lc a deep impression on him, poor fellow­
she was t.verylhing to him; comforted him and studied with 
him, and saved him, he always says, from all sorts of mischief; 
ancl he almost worshipped her.'' 
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"No wonder!" said Helen, with enthusiasm. "·who would 
not worship such a mother? Ah, if my mother had only lived ! 
Is your cousin's mother alive ? " 

"No; she cliecl al.lout two years ago; and he misses her 
sadly," said Florence. 

"I am very sorry she is dead," said Helen. "It would have 
clone one good to know such a woman. I am very sorry she 
is dead!" 
. "No; you do not mean that," said Florence, gently. "Is 
it not wrong to grieve for any one's going to a happier and 
better world ? " 

"\\'rong?" said Hc::len. " But one must grieve for the 
death of those one loves or admires!" 

"One must suffer undcr their loss, aml miss them dceply," 
returned Florence; "llul only selfish love could repine, or wish 
them I.la.ck here, to we know nol what sorroll' or pain." 

"But how can one help it? l\1amma died when I was quite 
a child, and I have never done wishing hcr I.lack again, ever 
since," said Helen. 

" Perhaps because you were a child, and had not learned to 
think seriously then." 

"If you mean religiously," said Helen, with a sigh, "I am 
afraid I have not learned yet." 

"But do you not think you would be happier if you had?" 
saicl Florence, timidly, but earnestly. 

"Indeed I do," said Helen, sadly. "I often feel so at sea 
about c,·erything; what one ought to do, or to think, and "hat 
is to l.lecome of one all one's life long, not to speak of after­
wards. Of course I bclie\'e we ought all to be good, and that 
we shall go to heaven if we are; but there arc such different 
opinions al.lout what being really good is, that I hardly know 
how to set about it. For instance, I ne\'er knew any one 
before 1Yho thought that we ought not to grieve for the death 
of those we love." 

"Yet I think you would agree with me, if you considered 
the subject seriously,'' said Florence. 

"I dare say I should. I feel as if I could agree with you in 
most things," returned Helen. "But do you think that ,re ma;• 
think for ourselves as to what we ought to believe?" 

"If we did not," said Florence, "how could we know, 
among so many different opinions, if what we believe is 
true?" 

"Just what I say ! '' exclaimed Helen, delighted. "I can-
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nol believe things because I am told I ought to ; I want to 
underntaml them. Ah ! we must have such long talks," she 
continuecl, eagerly. "I am sure you coulcl help me so much, 
and I have no one to help me. I hav~ no mother-no own 
mother, I mean," and a cold, somewhat antagonistic expression 
crossed her face as she checked herself, but resumed in an 
instant--" Do you know I have so often wished [ had some 
old, wise person to tell me the exact truth about everything; 
or else that l were different from what I am ; less clever, 
perhaps, ant! more content not to knoll'." 

"Are we not permitted to feel the want of some one to lean 
upo11, to teach us to look np where we are sure of help?" 
saicl Florence. "And yon must not wish yourself diff<.:r<.:nt 
from what you are; evcryho<ly's gifts arc those of which they 
can make the best use." 

" V cry likely," said I lclen. "Of course th<.:re must be some 
reason why we have just those, an<l no others. So I will 
promise not to wish even my 'ckverness' away,-though I 
assure you it has been a p<.:rfect nightmare to me, - provided 
you will promise not to believe it is the best part of me; for 
indeed, indeed, it is not ! " 

" I am quite sure it is not, now ! " said Florence, watching 
with admiration the intense earnestness which lighted up 
I kleu's face as' •~he spoke; for what is more beautiful in any 
fa<'e, or any character, than earnestness? Those who do not 
possess the gift, we may pity, or even love, but can we ever 
trust them? 

Not llclcn's earnest frankness only, but her unequivocal 
humility, so different from anything Florence looked for, had 
won more and more upon her, till, by the time they rose to 
leave their rocky nest, Helen's mirthful proposal of eternal 
friendship seemed to have taken effect, and they felt as if they 
had Ileen friends all their lives. 

"But I promised to wait here till Louisa came, or sent some 
one Lo fetch me," said Florence, stopping short. 

"Oh, then sit down again; I could stay here all day," said 
I [clen; "if only Lady Emlyn docs not send Mr. Carysfort ! 
[f she does I shall escape directly. You would say I have no 
right to dislike him," she added, laughing, "but indeed I can­
not help disliking those fine gentlemen ! " 

" lJut if we always showed our dislike of every one we can­
not in all respects approve," said Florence, "we could never 
exert any influence to improve them; and I think we have a 
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very serious responsibility as to the influence we exercise in 
socidy. \\·e should try and make everybo<ly like what ,re 
think right, instead of making them <lislike us." 

•· \\'ell that is a responsibility, and a ,ya.y of being of use, 
that I never thought of before," said IIelen; " but I am afra.id 
1 could never influence anybo<ly. One ought either lo be very 
gentk like you, or else to have <lone something reall) to win 
people's respect, like-now there is a man I do admire-Sir 
\Villia.m's friend, l\1r. Littleton." 

"Delighted to hear it, l\liss Helen! You justify my high 
opinion of your discrimination. 1''rank Littldon is a man 
worth any one's falling in lo,·e with," called out Sir William 
himself from below. He had come down the glen l>y another 
path, unpercei1·e<l by the two girls. 

"Oh, as to falling in love," excbimetl Iklcn, laughing, as 
she sprang clown to join him, " that is an a.111userncnt l ne,·u 
in<lulge in. Dut I do admire a m:.in who docs not think i<llc­
lll!SS an<l uselessness a necLssary part uf a gentleman's, or e1 ell 

~l nobleman's, (1ualifications. l was just going lo tell l\Iiss 
Forrester alioul him." 

"Dut is he really Dr. Littleton?" aske<l Florence, as she 
joLned them. " lle docs nol look Eke a doctor ; is he a 
clergyman ? " 

" He is our country doctor here, I alll 1,roud to say," said 
Sir William; "and does as much good in the nc:ighbuu'.·hootl, 
young an<l gay a;; he looks, as a dozen clergymen, 111 my 
opinion. ,\nd yet he is an earl's son, l\Iiss Forrester-the 
llonc,urable Frank I ,ittldon only just too honourable to live 
on his wib an<l his handsome face, or rorswear himself for the 
loaves and fishes, as most men ,rould ha,·e done in his po. i­
tion. Ile \\'Orks away in this c1uiet place, as nalur,11ly as if he 
were a country apothecary's son ; and I believe he is as h(lJl]>Y 
at it as the clay is long, as if he ha<l never been flattcrc:<l aml 
courtcll by match-making mammas in fine London society. 
In short, I do not know his match-among men, at least '" 
llc turned laughing to llelcn,-" In the fair sex I might find a 
match for him. Could you not make an exception in Frank's 
favour, Miss Helen?" 

"Certainly not," said Helen. "In the first place, he wou!(! 
never fall in love with me; I am not half good enough for him ; 
and in the second place, much as I admire him, I do not think 
he is quite-quite bo/Jkislt enough for me. I like a man to 
ha\'e read a11d thought a grL:at deal; and should want a h11s-
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band who could expbin everything to me that I do not under­
stand." 

" \ rrn arc really unreasonable ! I thought you understood 
cverylhing already, J\fiss I fekn. But as to the bookishncss, 
I confess il i-; noL Frank's gift; he feels ancl understands things 
l>y intuiLion, l always s:ty. llut now I h101v what sort or a 
111,m you woul,I like, 1 shall be able to provide samples for 
your approbaLio11. You shall sec ! ]\I iss Forrester, where 
did. you k,1.Vl: I Iunllcy? Coul<l you not extract him from his 
books afLcr all, or did you Jose him al a bookstall at any of 
the stations? ,\11,l what ar1.: we lo ,lo for a groom',H11an for 
i\l iss J f clen in.,tead of him ? ff lie had only sent a large folio, 
or quarto, to rq>res1.:nt him, it would hav1.: !J1.:en something." 

'' I k is , Ollling to d iy," said Jilorence, smiling. "Papa had 
a shed hi111 t•J g<J to a pu!Jlie dinner ,rith him, and he did not 
lik1.: to lL·fttSl:." 

"/1. p 1d,li, clirnwr I" said Sir William. " I am afraid he will 
not lJL: bookish en<rngh a.fter all. But I must decoy him into 
the lil1rary the rnom1.:11t he arrives, i11veigle him into pulling 
down some hundred of the largesl volumes, and then idch 
Miss J lden in. There is no calculating the results of a first 
favournlilc impression.'' 

"Yon are quill: nonsensical to clay, Sir William!" sai<l 
J Iden, pretending to look dignified . " But they say a wedding 
al way~ turn, p1.:oplc's heads, more or less. l clo not know 
what the effect may be on myself by to-morrow, when the ex­
citement has had time to work, so I must not be hard on you 
to day. < >h clcar ! " she eil:claime, I, as they reached a fresh turn 
in the walk along whi<"h they Ind been sauntering, " there 
come L,uly Emlyn ancl Mr. Carysfort "---she glanced half­
ruefully asicle at Florence--" and-who is that with them? 
Sonw one I do not know." 

" 11 untley ! bravisoimo ! " cxclaimecl Sir William . "Some 
one you shall know very shorLly, .Miss l lelen," he added, in a 
wh_ispcr, as the parties met; and gr1.:etings and introduction" 
bemg duly exclnnged, they all proceeded together on a stroll 
througl1 the grounds. 

/1.s a natural consequence of Sir William's raillery, Helen 
had firmly clet1.:n11ined to keep as far from Mr. Huntley as 
possible ; but such resolutions sclclom come to much . Flo-
1 cnr.e was clr.twn forward with Lldy Euilyn and :\I r. Carys fort, 
who kcl the way; and Sir William entering into conversation 
wiLh l\lr. Iluntlt-y, the latter unavoi<lably joined him and 
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Helen ; and before she had the least suspicion of his mis­
chievous intentions, Sir William had contrived to shift the 
onus of the conversation on her, launched them fairly into a 
discussion on the subject of the first book that c::mie into his 
head, and was off lo join the party in front, leaving Ilelen 
already too eagerly interested to observe, or reflect on, his 
desertion. 

Bernard Huntley was a man whom few could have over­
looked, or passed without remark. Uc was tall and noblc­
looking, very dark, and might have passed for considerably 
more than his real age-some two or three and thirty partly, 
perhaps, from the melancholy expression of his face when at 
rest. In conversing, however, it passed away; and, then, the 
earnestness of his keen, dark eye, and the low tones of a 
pc uliarly musical voice, rendered his countenance and man­
ner attractive as well as impressive. His life had been chiefly 
that of a student; but as a writer on various subjects, both 
social and philosophical, he had escaped the danger which be­
sets great students, of becoming a mere bookworm, absorbing 
knowledge, but putting it to no use; while, on the other hand, 
pecuniary independence placed him above the dangerous and 
irksome necessity of writing for a subsistence. His mother 
had been for years his sole and idolized home-companion; 
and since her death, he bad only drawn back the more into 
himself and his studies; and the shade of melancholy natural 
to his countenance had deepened and darkened, and already 
a few silver threads might be traced in his rich black hair. 
Altogether, one could sc:irccly help fancying him a man 
somewhat prematurely aged by lonely study, or some secrc:t 
grie( 

The stroll was a long one; but it came to a close before tlic 
conversation so adroitly initiated bet,recn Mr. Huntley and 
l\Iiss Montagu had either dropped or flagged; and as they 
chanced to be seated next each other at dinner, the conversa­
tion was renewed with no apparent diminution of interest, and 
lasted all dinner-time. 

"What can Miss l\fontagu be talking about to 1'.fr. Huntley, 
all this time?" whispered Lord Castleton to Cissy, at dessert. 
" I do not think he is a great politician, is he?" 

"Oh, they are talking on general questions of human hap­
piness and duty, I dare say," said Cissy; "Miss Montagu 
generally does." 

"Except when she talks politics? Well, her society ought 
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to be improving," said Frcckrick. "We must certainly culti­
vate h<.;r, Cissy ; ask her to pay us a visit next spring, and get 
1 lorn.cc to meet her-though I doubt there is some one else 
he hacl rather meet," he added, directing her eye to another 
quarter, where 1 Iorace was making himself extremely agrec­
abk, between Lady Emlyn and Florence. "What will you 
\Jct me Wt; do not hear of another wedding by the time we 
come back, Cissy ? " 

" JI oracc is 11ol good enough for Flor<.;ncc," n.:plicd Cissy, 
sententiously; C<.;cling, with her woman's instinct, the "·ick gulf 
Letwn:n two charac[(.;rs, neither of which she al all under­
stood. 

"Not good enough! Nonsens<.;; I [orace is a fine fellow; 
good enough for any one; b<.;sides, the use of a wife is to im­
pro,·e a man. You have no notion how ddightful I shall Le 
when 1 hav<.; be<.;n married a year." 

Cissy's blue eyes suffici<.;ntly answered how delightful she 
thought him alr<.;ady; and J ,ady Emlyn ros<.; from table at the 
lll011l(.;llt. 

"Miss Helen," whispered Sir William, as she passed him in 
leaving the room, "has the excitement begun lo work?" 

" r onsense, Sir William," rc\plied Helen, "we have only 
b<.;en talking!" 

Jlut she was conscious, for all that, that the talk had been 
an unusually interesting one. Like herself, l\Ir. lluntly prc­
f<,;rrcd grave topics, and the similarity of taste drew them Loth 
out. Already he had told ber of books which were to help 
her on various points that had been touched on between 
them; and she felt that they had far from exhausted the sub­
jects, on which his superior powers and cultivation of intellect 
could throw new light for her naturally inquiring mind ; so, 
perhaps, the pleasant anticipation of other such conversations 
during the next few days, had not a little to do with her pecu­
liarly happy frame of spirits that evening. 

~he (]Uite won Lady Emlyn's heart by the interest with 
which she enkr<.;d into the examination of Cissy's trousseau, 
to which, after some h<.;sitation, they had, at Flownce's rec1ucst, 
invitee! her; confessing herself fond of all pretty things, in an 
unaffected manner, which greatly diminished Cissy's dread of 
her. Lady E1nlyn was already catching up Sir William's less 
formal " Miss I I den ; " and on II den's at last asking, in her 
odd, frank way, if she did not think she could say " Helen" 
to-morrow, laughed and kissed her, and promised to do so in 
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honour of the wedding; and from that time forward, steadily 
progressed in the cordial liking for her which Sir William had 
predicted. 

And another talk in Florence's room that night, confirmed 
ll1e friendship lletween the two bride-maidens elect; drawing 
out still more the warm feelings, almost childlike in their guile­
lessness, which Jay concealed llenealh Helen's decided and 
seemingly cold exterior. 

Much of this was attrillutable lo circumstances. IfaYing 
early lost her mother, she had been chieOy educakt.l by her 
father, ,rho had highly cultivated and developed her intellect; 
lint seeking rather to dr:.w her into his own life and pursuits 
than to enter into hers- as men in general are apt to do-had 
left her heart untrained and unawakened, except as to Llw 
warm affection for himself, cordially reciprocated, but little 
demonstrated on his side, which, therefore, remained hut little 
demonstrative on hers. llut he bad carefully guarded her, on 
the other band, from all mischievous inOuences and associ;t­
tions; so that her heart, if untrained, hacl abo remained un­
tainted : and if all her yonng girl's yearnings and aspirations 
remained a sealed llook to him, pent up as they were, and 
their place, in part only, supplied lly intellectual excitements 
and enthusiasm, they had never been frillered away on un­
worthy objects, or drowned in the whirl of fashionable fri­
volity. 

When she was just six.Leen, her father achieved the great 
ambition of his life, by o1itaining a seat in parliament; and 
keenly did she enjoy the new and brilliantly intellectual world 
opened to her in London society. The enjoyment might han: 
become dangerous, and resulted, perhaps, in making her loo 
intellectual to be entirely feminine, I.Jut for one of those crosses 
which so often, impatiently endurc.:d at the time, arc, later, 
gratefully recognised as lllessings in disguise. 

Her father married again, persuading himself, as fathers are 
prone to do, that it was, at least in part, for the sake of the 
"clear Helen," for whom l\Irs. J\farston manifested such strong 
partiality and admiration ; but towards whom Mrs. Montagu 
proved as selfish and as regardless of her feelings and likings, 
as though no such person had existed. She was, in fact, a 
seliisl1, worldly woman : nor was it long before 1Ir. :\Iontagu 
found out his mistake; I.Jut he was too sensillle a nnn, and too 
attentive to worldly appearances, not to make ~he best_ of it ; 
and as he more and more absorbed himself 111 public and 
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privat..: affairs, the brunt of it fdl on Ikkn, as is usual in such 
cases. Hut, for her father's sake, she, too, cmkavoured to 
make the J,e. t of it; and thus unconsciously learned more of 
the se11:t1enial so essential to a lornl,le female character, than 
she had ev1:r before had occasion to e.·l!rcise, or leisure to 
rdlect on. 

She tried to find some compensation for the loss of freedom 
and lH.:ace her home-life had sustained, by more earnest study 
and more zealous participation in her father's pursuits, in so 
far as she was still permitted to share them. But here her 
step-mothl!r's jealousy of her stronger influence with lll!r father 
often interfered, and she was more and more thrown back upon 
herself and <·0111pelled to listen to those inner voices, which 
always speak, however lowly, in a woman's heart, of something 
higher and holier and purer than ··L:ven the loftiest intellectual 
pursuits. Outwardly, she grew colder anrl rnrire reserved, as 
to her feelings at least, in the uncongenial atmosphere around 
her; while her natural frankness asserted itself in the unre­
strained expression of thought and opinion, which often tended 
to neate a 1J1·1:judice against her that nearer acquaintance 
would have dispelled. 

But Mrs. i\lontagu by no means f::tvourecl intimacy on her 
step-daughter's part, either with her own friends, from jealousy 
or her, or with others, from dislike of any independence on her 
part; and so Helen had of late lived a very lonely life; espc­
c i:llly sin, e her father, disappointed perhaps in his expectations 
of distinction in a \\'ider field, had retired from parliament to 
his old sphere of country politics and avocations. For two 
years she had known no more exriting change than the few 
w1:eks' visit to some fashionable watering-place, which Mrs. 
M ontagn :rnnually insisted on as a substitute for the gaieties 
of the metropolis, "·hich her husband, for reasons of his own, 
deniL:cl her. But these visits were Helen's especial detesta­
tion ; the more so as her father generally remained behind : 
ancl hl!r prcscnt visit to Ernlyn Priory-arranged to her sur­
prise and satisfaction, betwccn Sir \Villiam and her father­
was her lir,t taste of liberty for so long a period, that she fe lt 
like a bird escapccl from the cage. No wonder, then, that she 
was ready to like everything and everybody who would let her; 
but mo~t of all Florence, whose gentle, loving, yet thoughtful 
nature, just fitted her to afford all the warm sympathy for 
which I lei en's heart longed, and, at the same time, to enter 
into her intellectual aspirations and difficulties, and to direct 
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her inquiring, energetic mind to higher things and surer 
guidance, than she had as yet been wont to ponder or to 
rely upon. 

Helen, on her side, responded no less to certain wants of 
Florcnce's character. She had the fearless energy, the prac­
tical, progressi\'c turn, which Florencc's more clinging, qui­
escent nature lacked; for where the former might <riye offence 
by too unsparing condemnation of what she disap1)roved, the 
latter, though it should be better lo speak, would perhaps be 
silent for fear of gi\'ing pain. Moreover, Helen coulu yielu 
the intellectual companionship which Louisa and Cissy, much 
as she loved them, and they her, could not; and so in the 
space of four-and-twenty homs, the l\vo had glided, insensibly, 
into a more genuine sisterly sympathy and relation than often 
subsists between less congenial characters, bound by all the 
ties of consanguinity and life-long association. 

for if characters are uncongenial, mere proximity but tends 
to increased estrangement; and it is so much taken for 
granted, that the so-called natural affections must naturally 
grow of themselves, that their cultivation is too often neg­
lected; and the plant withers and dies, or lives on, stunted and 
sickly, for want of the nurture so hvishly bestowed on far less 
important objects. 

Helen's last renection before she fell asleep that night, was, 
what a delightful phase of life this new one at Emlyn Priory 
bade fair to be. She did not know when she had felt half so 
h::ippy ! 

---------

CHAPTER III. 

TllE WEDDTN'G. 

Sages ha,·c s:iitl -and fools have foun,1-
That life is bul a joyless round. 

l\I1ss IL\1.FORn. 

IT was but a small party which met for the early bre:i.kfast 
on the all-important wedding-day, which proved as lovely as 
such a day should be. Lord Castldon had been handc~ _over 
in charge to Frank Littleton the rnght before, and 1~os1t1vely 
prohibited from showing his face, till he met the wed<lmg party 
at church. Cissy, of course was invisible; and Lady Emlyn 
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remained with her young sister to preside over the bridal 
adorning, and, if necessary, compose the spirits of the bride; 
though, in truth, her own required it most. For to Cissy, her 
we<ltling-day was only the brightest and happiest of a bright, 
happy lire; she had as little fear, as thought, for the future. 

"1 lappy ! " she exclaimed, rising and executing a pirouette, 
to the rnnnifest discomfiture of her half-arranged hair, in 
answer to the tenclc:r expression of her sister's hopes for her 
happiness " Of r-ourne I shall be happy ! As happy as the 
clay is long ! " 

The party below lingered meanwhile in the breakfast-room; 
for as no one felt willing to intrude on the sisters, there was 
nothing to be done till the wheels of the carriages appointed 
to convey them to church should be heard. The marriage was 
to be quite private; the festivities due to the neighbourhood 
being resolved into a ball in the evening, a dinner to the 
tenantry, and a tea-feast for Lady Emlyn's school-children. 

" Charming, Miss Helen ! " said Sir William, as she rose and 
crossed the room to stand beside Florence at the open window. 
"You look to great adv,,ntage sicle by side, I assure you ! Two 
liride'smaids could not be better got up! I hardly know which 
to prder, fair hair braided, or dark hair in curb." 

Mr. Carysfort's eye rested approvingly on Florence's soft, 
dark curls; and Helen rejoinecl gaily: "The misfortune of 
our being side by side, Sir William. If one were uut out of 
the room, how easy it would be to flatter the other ! But both 
at once must of course be perplexing.'' 

"Extremely so," said Mr. Huntley, mechanically; for it had 
just crossed his mind, how fair and stately Helen looked in 
her simple white bridal dress, and how fair and stately a bride 
she would make. Ile wondered what the bridegroom would 
lJe like? And feeling singnlarly inclined to assent to anything 
ahe might say, he did so, without at all knowing to what. 

" l•:xtremcly perplexing it seems lo you, Huntley ! " said Sir 
William, laughing. " I lay any bet you die! not hear a word 
Miss llekn said. Never mind! She will excuse you this 
time," he adckd, as Mr. Huntley started, a dark shade crossing 
his race, as if sucldenly awakened from a pleasant dream to 
some unpleasant consciousness; "but pray be on the alert the 
rest of the morning, or you will hardly prove an efficient co­
adj11t<Jr Ill her onerous and important duties." 

'· I luties?" saicl Helen. "Shall I have anything to do? I 
never hL"anl thal i>ride's-maicls had." 
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"l\Iiss Forrester has lo hold the glove," n.:lurned Sir ,rilli::1111, 
gravely, "assisted by :;..Jr. Carys fort's sympathy. ll::wing to 
look after the bridegroom, for fear of his running a\\'ay, he 
cannot assist her other\\'ise till the eYeuing; when, to make 
up, he will carry her bouquet during fi,·e-ancl-t\\'enty dances, 
and be permitted the six-and-twentieth himst.:lf, as a re,rard." 

"Six-and-twenty dances, Sir William! Must I dance six­
and-twenty?" remonstrated Florence's sweet voice. 

"Certainly," rejoined Sir William; "holding the glove is 
such light work, it cannot tire you. Dut :Miss ] Ielen wili have 
to hold the book; and that being very hs.a.vy"--

" The book ! What hook?" said Helen. 
Sir William paused for a moment. "There is a custom in 

this little village of ours," he then pursued gravt:ly, "that the 
parish register-book should be held behind the bride and 
bridegroom during the ceremony; and as it is very hea,y, 
lllr. Huntley is to help you-that is, unless he falls into 
another reverie." 

"What an odd idea!" said Helen. "Sir William, you arc 
making game of me!" she exclaimed, suddenly enlightened by 
a hint from Florence\; eye, and flinging at him, in pretended 
wrath, a. white rose-bud she had in her hand, ran out on 
the lawn. 

"Don't be ungrateful, l\Iiss Helen!" said Sir William, 
following her; "was not I making it as hookish as I could 
for you?" 

"You will allow me some earlier clance than the six-ancl­
twentieth, I trust!" said l\rr. Carysfort to Florence, as they 
joined the others on the lawn; am! Florencl! hardly kne\\· 
why, but she blushed as she replied. 

l\I r. Iluntly caught the white rose which l Ielen flung; hut, 
though he looked after the rest, did not follow them. 

Dut now the sound of wheels was lward, am] the bride's• 
maids disappeared hastily from the scene; while l\Ir. C:,rys­
fort and Mr. Huntly, as groom\-men, hurricd off to join Lor<l 
Castleton, and accompany him and Frank l ,ittleton to church. 
The latter, as he had himself ohsen-ccl, could scarcely be con­
sidered a groom's-man, Lady Ernlyn having shamefully neg­
lected to pro\·ide a bride's-maid for him; hut he announccd 
himself ready to be generally useful, and to supply the place 
of bridegroom, or groom's-man, on a moment's notice, should 
either not be forthcoming at the right time. 

Dut for all his gay spirits, there was not one of those who 
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witnessed the i-ite whose holy purpose is to m'.1.ke two one, 
who more deeply and sympalhisingly felt its significance _and 
seriousness, than did Frank Littleton. He stood a little 
apart, and his eye turned from the bright, blushing, childlike 
face of the bride, and that of the proudly happy bridegroom, 
to scan the countenance of the rest of the circle, as if he de­
sired to read the feelings of each, seeking some in unison with 
his own. 

Lady Emlyn's face was full of tender sympathy; but her 
own experience of married life had been very happy, and her 
nature was rather a bright lhan a serious one ; and Mr. 
Carysfort, though he looked fondly and proudly at his young 
brother, with an expression of genuine feeling which rendered 
his countenance far more pleasing than usual, stole sidelong 
glances ever and anon at Florence, which somehow jarred 
upo11 Mr. Littleton. Mr. lfontley stood with folded arms, and 
a fixed, almost stern look, which he never removed from the 
clergyman's face; but Frank noted a white rose which he 
held crushed in one hand the whik. Helen looked deeply 
interested, even excited, as if some new, delightful page of 
life were being freshly unfolded to her perceptions; but Frank 
J ,ittleton's glance rested last and longest on the gently serious 
face of Florence, the deep composure of whose attention 
seemed to show, that she, at least, was fully impressed with 
the holiness and the supreme significance of the rite she was 
witnessing. 

The unison of feeling seemed found at last; he fancied he 
could read the very thoughts within;. at least he was sure they 
were as pure from selfish or earthly taint as he could wish his 
own wife's to be, if he ever married, and he felt as if she were 
joining peculiarly with himself in the solemn prayers which 
closed the .;ervice. But he started, with a smile at his own 
fancy; for the ceremony being over, Mr. Carysfort led Florence 
pasL him down the aisle, closely following the new-made pair, 
who, emerging from the church porch into the chequered shade 
of the lime-tree walk, passed down it through crowds of the 
neighbouring villagers, who strewed flowers before the young 
bride's feet ; while a stray beam from above, every now and 
then alighting on her head, added a richer flush of beauty to 
her orange- blossoms and her blushes. 

Of course, there had never been a lovelier bride, a happier 
bridegroom, or a prettier wedding! 

And, in one respect, certainly, a country wedding has a 
I) 
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great advantage over a London one. \Yho bas not expe­
rienced the ineffable sense of dulness and stupidity which de­
scends on a family circle in London, when the breakfast is 
over, the bridal pair have departed, and nothing remains to be 
done but to sit and look at one another, amid faint struggles 
to keep up the com·ersation, to which reaction, after the morn­
ing's excitement, disinclines everybody? Then it is that the 
pleasant grounds of a country house are felt to be invaluable; 
and pleasant hours were spent in those of Emlyn Priory on 
Cissy's auspicious wedding-day-hours often reverted to in 
after-days, Ly more than one who had shared in them, with a 
smile or a sigh, as pleasure or pain might predominate in the 
picture retraced by memory. 

The new married pair being fairly gone, the rest of the 
party sauntered out together, keeping up a desultory general 
conversation ; and though Mr. Carysfort might have preferred 
a tete-11-tf:tc, he was fain to content himself with ,rnlking beside 
Florence in the general procession, somewhat annoyed because 
Mr. Huntley walked on her other side, but, in a silent mood, 
seldom opening his lips. Frank Littleton, on the contrary, 
was full of fun and spirits. He had given himself a whole 
holiclay, he said, in honour of the occasion; and he was de­
termined to enjoy himself, by being as idle and nonsensical as 
possible. 

"Something new to see you idle," said Mr. Rawdon, the 
rector, who had joined the party at breakfast; "but, I assure 
you, when you came among us first, I set you down as having 
more fun than work in you." 

"Judging by appearances, Mr. Rawdon," returned Frank. 
"You are fitly punished, by the impossibility you have ever 
since experienced of extracting so much as a smile from me. 
I assure you, Lady Emlyn, I pass for a very Solon in this 
neighbourhood. Just observe me at your school-feast this 
evening, and you will see that I no sooner approach one of the 
children than a gravity overspreads the youthful countenance, 
which-will surprise you.'' 

" It will indeed, Mr. Littleton ! " said Helen. "I have not 
forgotten the tricks you played at the school-feast in the 
rectory-garden last year, till the children were half wild with 
delight." 

" If you attack my character, I must retaliate," rejoined 
Frank, quickly. "Did you notice Miss l\fontagu's conduct 
that day, Mr. Rawdon? Lady Emlyn will hardly credit it; 
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but I give you my word, that I detected her in a shady corner 
of the garden"--

" A shady corner! Go on, Frank ! That sounds interesting," 
said Sir William, maliciously. 

"A very shady corner," continued Frank, looking gravely 
round ; "and there was Miss Montagu, who arraigns my 
behaviour, actually making daisy-chains for a lot of the little 
ones!" 

" ls that all? " said Helen, laughing. " I could not think 
what was coming. I believe you would give a great deal to 
know how to make daisy-chains yourself!" 

"I think Miss Montagu is the last person I should have 
expected to sec making daisy-chains for little children," said 
Horace aside to Florence. 

' ' Why so?" said Florence. "Do you not think a woman 
may be very gentle and kind-hearted, as well as clever?" 

" Indeed I do," returned Horace; "but scarcely in Miss 
Montagu's style. I dare say, however, you understand her 
better than I do." Not that in his heart he thought so, in the 
least. 

"Mr. Rawdon," said Sir \Villiam, "what do you say to this 
charge against Miss Montagu? Must we not condemn her 
to some punishment, commensurate with the enormity of the 
offence?" 

"Certainly," rejoined Mr. Rawdon, gravely; "she must be 
condemned to give Mr. Littleton lessons in making daisy­
chains against the next school-feast." Mr. Rawdon was an 
old friend of Helen's, and grave and far from young as he 
looked, was always ready, when he left his books and his 
duties, to enter into any joke or amusement that might be 
going forward. 

" Miss Montagu, you hear ! " said Frank, with a solemn 
bow. 

"I have no objection," said 1 Ielen, "on one condition; 
here is a delightful shady place under the lime-trees. I propose 
that we all sit down ancl make daisy-chains together; and Mr. 
Littleton shall pick the daisies, because they arc growing in the 
sun. The seat will clo for Lady Emlyn and Mr. Rawdon, this 
sofL green knoll for Florence ; I shall take this old stump, and 
the rest must get on as they can.'' 

There is nothing grown-up people enjoy more, once in a 
while, than genuine child's play; so the whole party sat down, 
laughing, under the trees, while Frank Littleton submissively 

D 2 



THE WEDDING GUESTS. 

proceeded to pick the daisies. .Even LaJy Emlyn, who had 
been looking somewhat grave since the parting with Cissy, 
brightened up to ask for a lesson; and Sir William set to work 
with as much zeal as if he were acquiring a knowledge of some 
highly useful process. Mr. Carysfort, having speedily learned 
the rudiments of the art, proceeded to teach Florence, whom 
hl! would not allow Helen to instruct; while Frank Littleton, 
having finished his gatherings, sat down and challenged Helen 
to try who could make daisy-chains quickest, and soon beat 
her hollow; and, his duplicity in feigning ignorance having 
bl!en duly commented on, he was crowned with a daisy-chain 
by Sir William in honour of his victory. 

"As an antiquarian and classical scholar, l\Ir. Rawdon," 
said Helen, mischievously, "you can probably tdl us whether 
a wreath of daisies be in strict keeping with the character of 
Solon?" 

" l\Iiss l\Iontagu," replied l\Ir. Rawdon, '· if you have a fault, 
it is that of asking inconvenient questions. You must learn to 
repress your thirst for knowledge." 

"Yes, Miss Helen," saiJ Sir William, "take example by 
Carysfort. He never takes the trouble to ask questions, and 
represses his thirst for knowledge with the most admirable self­
denial. Don't exert yourself to answer, Horace, Miss Forrester 
reads your modest disclaimer in your countenance ; but your 
humility cannot blind us to the praise you deserve." 

" Of course," said Mr. Carysfort, who was lounging back on 
the grass beside Florence, the very picture of graceful laziness, 
"I am aware that few better examples than myself, in most 
rl!spects, could be proposed; but some unpleasant doubts of 
my absolute perfection have lately crossed my mind, and I 
think I must persuade some one to take me in hand and com­
plete my education." These last words sel!me<l, by a sort of 
si<le-glance which accompanied them, to bear peculiar reference 
to Florence ; but they elicited no response, except a quick, 
approving smile from Lady Emlyn. 

" If you think my experienced tuition can be of any service 
to you, Mr. Carysforl, I shall be most happy to offer it," said 
Mr. Littleton. '' Is it in daisy-chain-making that you propose 
to perfect yourself? Or what other elegant accomplishment 
excites your ambition ? " 

" I will tell you what, Littleton," said Mr. Carysfort, looking 
round at him, and speaking in earnest; "if you could teach 
me one thing, I shall be infinitely obliged to you ! Where do 
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you find your sunshine? I would give anything to enjoy life 
as you always appear to do; but I confess, to me life seems a 
sorry enough affair, at best. One gets a bright day now and 
then, to be sure, like this; but how little happiness there is in 
the world, as a whole ! " 

"Why, Horace, you are surely not going to be misanthropi­
cal to-day ! " said Lady Emlyn, in surprise. 

" How litll<' happiness, 1Ir. Carysfort ! " exclaimed Helen. 
"Smdy none of 11s ought to say that ! I can fancy that poor 
people might, who have to work hard all their lives for a mere 
exbtcnce, and, perhaps, are half-starved at last; but those who 
have everything the world can give-you do not really mean 
it ? " 

Mr. Huntley's eye kindled at the feeling earnestness with 
which she spoke; but he remained, as before, leaning with 
folded arms against a tree, a listener only. 

" l clo not know if hard work is such a bad thing," said Sir 
William ; "Lut starvation assuredly is ; though philosophers 
have tried to persuade us that poverty is the happie~t ..:ondition, 
and wealth ruinous to happiness which, Ly the way, must 
have ruined Carysfort's ; being, I imagine, about his heaviest 
afniction." 

" I have certainly not considered the subject from your 
point of view yet, Miss Montagu," said Horace, drily; "but it 
seems to me that there being numbers of people still much 
worse orf than ourselves, goes to prove my proposition of there 
being very little happiness in the worlJ." 

" How can you say so, Horace 1" remonstrated Lady Emlyn. 
" I am sure there is a great deal ! " 

"You mean that you are happy," snicl Horace, smiling; 
" !Jut then I suspect you, too, have a sunshine-recipe of your 
own. I want you to impart it for the benefit of us shady 
people." 

" f suspect every one must find a recipe for themselves," 
said Sir William. "I cloubt ir one man's would help another. 
Now mine is-plenty of work to <lo, and Louisa to consult in 
all my difficulties; and it answers admirably, I assure you." 

"A first rate recipe, especially the last half," said Frank 
Littleton, Lowing gallantly to Lady Emlyn. " I do not know 
that I have any precise recipe myself. I think, being happy 
r.omes natural to me, without my ever troubling my head 
about it. 

"But I suppose we must not expect to be always happy," 
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said Helen. "I think, what one wants is some great object in 
life ; and then I can imagine intense satisfaction in bearing 
even all sorts of unhappiness in any good cause." 

"But, dear Helen, three-fourths of mankind have to be con­
tent with small objects, have they not?'' said Florence. 

" Exactly so, Miss Forrester,'' said Horace, eagerly. " If I 
had any grand object for which to get up an enthusiasm, that 
might be the very recipe I want; but as I have not, what is to 
be done?" 

"I think small objects are sufficient for happiness, if pur­
sued in a right spirit," said Florence, gently. "It only depends 
on ourselves to be always engaged in a good cause -do you 
not think so?" she added, looking to Helen for assent, as ir 
shy of speaking unsupported. 

"Perhaps," said Helen, slowly; "but tell me how?" 
"Everybody may be of some use in the world, however 

humble," said Florence, though it was evidently an effort to her 
to speak before so many people; "and if they do what good 
they can in an unselfish spirit, they are giving their mite 
towards the good of all." 

"If we might always be engaged in a good cause, then," 
said Helen, "ought we always to be happy?" 

"At least," said Florence, "I think"-- but there she 
stopped short. 

"Do not cheat us of your opinion," said Mr. Carysfort 
"pray say what you think." 

"I think," said Florence,-with a hesitation which, implying 
as it clid a fear of seeming to censure him, quite made up to 
Mr. Carysfort for the degree of blame it conveyed-" that 
when we are not happy, it is generally our own fault. I do not 
mean perfectly happy, but enough so always to feel that there 
is much more good than evil in our lot, even here." 

"But things may happen to make any one-to make your­
self, even-utterly miserable," said Horace, "without any fault 
of your own." 

" I do not think so," said Florence, in a low voice. 
"I think not, either," said Frank Littleton, with a bright, 

meaning smile ; but Mr. Carysfort reclaimed Florence's 
attention. 

"But, Miss Forrester," said he, "you might lose your health, 
your eyesight, all the friends you love, not to speak of the 
minor worries which often make life such a sorry affair. 
Would that be your own fault?" 
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"In one sense it might," said Florence; "and it certainly 
would bl! my own fault, if I suffered any loss to make me per­
manently unhappy, as I believe that Providence permits no­
thing to happen which is not for our good, an(l which will not 
make us happier in the end, if we use it rightly." 

" I think," said Mr. Rawdon, rising with a good-natured 
smile, " that Miss Forwster's must have been a very happy 
experience of lifL! so far. If she lrn.d seen as much suffering 
and misery as we sometimes see, Sir William, her theories 
would be less Utopian. But we can agree with her on one 
point; it must certainly be Mr. Carysfort's own fault if he is 
very unhappy to-clay ! I must be off now," he added, " to 
see all things in readiness at the school; and if you can tear 
yourself from the daisy-chains, shall be glad of your help, 
Littleton." 

"Lady Emlyn and I will walk with you," said Sir William; 
and Frank Littleton followed, looking back reluctantly at the 
group left behind under the trees, talking earnestly. 

"Yours is a delightful theory of life, dear Florence," said 
Helen, enthusiastically. "Ifwe could only feel sure that nothing 
happens to us but for our good, for the sake of making us 
happier in the end, we could go through any suffering without 
its making us unhappy." 

"Just what I think," said Florence, with her gentle smile. 
"I am sure you could,'' said Mr. Huntley to Helen; but it 

seemed as if the remark had escaped him against his will, and 
he would have relapsed into his previous silence, but Helen 
looked up with such a bright, pleased smile, that somehow or 
other he found it impossible; and the conversation, to Mr. 
Carysfort's great satisfaction, was suddenly converted into a 
sort of double duet, between himself and Florence on the one 
side, and Helen and Mr. Huntley on the other. 

Nor was the latter duet at all the least interesting. Mr. 
Huntley, if not positively a man of genius, was possessed of 
such scope and powers of mind, that Helen had never yet met 
with any man whose conversation so engrossed and satisfied 
her; while to one of his lonely and thoughtful habits, her eager 
interest in many subjects which but few minds care to approach, 
her frank expression of her own views, and a certain nobility of 
tone aud thought which characterized them, could scarcely be 
less than fascinating. And though Helen would have been 
shy of holding such prolonged conv~rs:i.tions with any other 
young unmarried man-having a horror of any impL1tation of 
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flirting, and somewhat of contempt for young men in general, 
which led her systematically to discourage their conceit, so as to 
earn, from many besides l\Ir. Carysfort, the reputation of being 
very conceited and disagreeable in return-she felt quite safe 
with Mr. Huntley. There was nothing of the young man, or 
of conceit, about him; and their talk was on such grave ancl 
abstract topics as naturally withdrew her thoughts from self, 
and everything but the earnest prosecution of the discourse 
which entailed so happy an oblivion of the rest of the world. 
But this by the way. 

" I do not know what to say about suffering without being 
unhappy," said Mr. Carysfort to Florence ; "but you do think, 
then, that people may suffer very much for a time, without its 
being their own fault ? " 

" Is not all suffering, like all other evil, man's own fault?" 
said Florence, timidly still, but speaking with less effort now 
her audience was lessened. 

" I cannot say I have ever made all that out to my satisfac­
tion," returned Horace, shaking his head; " and I am afraid I 
never shall-unless I get some one to help me," he added 
quickly, as he caught Florence's grave look. "I wish I could; 
it might make life better worth having than of late years I 
have been inclined to consider it. Do not you think you might 
give me some instruction in the art of happiness, Miss For­
rester?" 

Helen would, in Florence's place, have felt sorely inclined to 
suggest that idleness lay at the root of the worthlessness of l\Ir. 
Carysfort's existence, and another girl might have blushed at 
the implied gallantry of his last words; but Florence replied, 
gently and gravely as ever, "I think one great requisite for 
happiness is unselfishness; for selfishness is the source of all 
our faults, which I regard as our only real misfortunes." 

" Our only real misfortunes ! " exclaimed Horace. " But 
what of sickness, poverty, death-which surely are most real 
misfortunes?" 

"I do not call anything a real misfortune which, like all you 
name, is permitted to befall us only for the sake of making us 
better and happier eventually," said Florence. 

"But how can we be sure of that?" said Horace. "And 
even if we were, surely they must make us very unhappy mean­
time." 

" Not if we form a right estimate of happiness, and learn to 
look above and through these passing shadow!<," replied Flo-
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rence. " I can imagine people being very h:ippy in sickness and 
poverty, and even under the most painful separations death can 
entail. At worst, we can always look forward for comfort to 
our own death, which must end them." 

" l ,ook forward to death for comfort ! I could imagine 
people's suffering so dreadfully in body or mind, that death 
might seem an escape; but that is my idea of despair, not 
comfort. Every human being has an instinctive horror of death 

-you will aclmit that-and we look al it as an inevitable evil, 
which it is no good thinking about lo poison present enjoy­
ment, and so we make the best of it. But can you really 
imagine any one's looking to it for comfort hoping for it, as it 
were, Miss Forrester?" 

"Not while they still feel that instinctive dread of death, 
which is very-though I am afraid it almost sounds rude to say 
so," added Florence, with a quitt smile-" very like a child's 
fear of the dark." 

" Miss Forrester," said Horace, sitting very upright for him, 
"1 beg your pardon for being personal, but have you no fear of 
death yourself? '' 

" No," said Florence, in a low voice, looking up to the trees, 
and the sunshine, and the blue sky, as if :isking herself whether 
she could unrepiningly bid adieu to the ueautiful world around 
her ; "no, I do not think I have any fear of death." 

"Well, if you can seriously say that!" said Horace, wonder­
ingly. " But then, Miss Forrester," he continued, after a pause, 
" will you tell me how you define happiness ? For if sickness 
and poverty-we will put death asiclc for the present-are not 
real misfortunes, I suppose you will scarcely admit that wealth, 
or any such trifks, can have much to do with h:ippiness?" 

" lfo.s your experience proved that wealth and such-like 
tri!les ensure happiness?" asked Florence, with a gentle, arch 
smile. 

"No," said Horace, laughing; "Have I not confessed my 
doubts of there being any happiness worth having, notwith­
standing my having a fair share [of those tri!les? ." (Horace 
foll a not unpleasant consciousness of possessing among other 
trifles, a , cry fair share of good looks and attractive manners.) 
" And :is we agree so far, perhaps, if you were to instruct me as 
to what would ensure real happiness, I might learn to agree in 
that, too." 

"Then.: arc so many kinds and degrees of happiness," said 
Flon:nce, evasively. 
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"But your own kind of happiness?" pleaded Horace. "Your 
ideal would help me, I feel sure; and we can take other people's 
into consideration afterwards." 

"My own ideal of happiness," answered Florence, thus 
pressed, and slightly colouring as she spoke, "consists chiefly in 
the exercise of unselfish affection, which is open to everybody; 
but to become really unselfish, I think one must first have 
strong religious convictions, and act up to them." 

" A truly beautiful feminine ideal," said Horace, "such as I 
might have expected from you. But I fear it is almost too 
feminine to apply to men ; and, besides, your conditions are so 
difficult of attainment." 

"They might be attained with half the time and energy which 
many men devote to "·orthless objects," said Florence, earnestly. 
"But your idea of unselfish affection must be a very narrow 
one, if you regard it as peculiarly feminine. The love of one's 
country, of doing good, of searching out and diffusing truth, 
all come within my ideal." 

"It is a far more comprehensive one, I see, than I supposed," 
returned Mr. Carysfort ; " but the unselfishness is a great 
stumbling-block. Is not one's very wish to be happy, selfish, to 
begin with ? " 

"Yes, to begin with," said Florence ; "so long as we only try 
to do our duty, and to be unselfish, for the sake of being happy; 
but by degrees we should learn to love duty and unselfishness 
for their own sakes, and to prefer the happiness of others to 
our own." 

"Ah, I am afraid you expect too much of liuman nature," 
said Horace, deprecatingly. "No one can ever come up to 
your standard ; I trust you are indulgent to those who fall short 
of it? " 

" All must fall short of the true standard," returned Florence; 
"but the great thing is to have the standard, and to try to work 
towards it; for that supplies the great object amid the seeming 
trifles of daily existence, which may convert them all to sources 
of happiness." 

"And how high do you set your standard of possible good­
ness and unselfishness? " 

Florence coloured and hesitated. She was little used to 
speak so unreservedly with strangers : yet to withhold anything 
which might possibly influence another mind for good, would 
have been culpable in her conscientious view, and she therefore 
forced herself to speak. 
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"I only know of one standard: 'De ye perfect, as your Father 
which is in heaven is perfect,'" she said reverently,-as such 
words should be spoken. 

"Ah, a beautiful standard," said Horace; "if"--
Ilut the "if," with its variations, might prove tedious. Suf­

fice it to say, that before the conversation was interrupted, 
the gentle seriousness and high tone of Florence's character 
ancl views, made no slight impression on Mr. Carysfort's mind. 
He found himself wondering whether he might not have been 
a happier man, had he earlier adopted the standard proposed 
by Flon.;nce, and thus secured the " great object," the lack of 
which (little as he felt disposed to agree with Miss Montagu) 
he could not help suspecting might have something to do with 
that flatness and hollowness of life, which had of late begun to 
obtrude itself unpleasantly upon him. Indeed for nearly four­
and-twenty hours afterwards, he went so far as to speculate 
upon turning over a new leaf even now; but then his thoughts 
drifted into a new channel, and turned towards another ob­
ject, which, to him at least, seemed at once more definite, and 
easier of attainment. 

The interruption came in the form of a message from Lady 
Emlyn, rec1uesting Mr. Carysfort to pilot the rest of the party 
across the grounds to the school-house, where she would 
be awaiting them, if they felt inclined to look in upon her 
treat to the children: an invitation which they hastened to 
accept. 

Such festivities were a novelty to all but llelen; and even 
Horace thought the long schoolroom, decorated with flowers 
and foliage, and the long tables, with rows of very grave, but 
very pleased, young faces on each side of such piles of cake 
and bread and butter as delight the eyes of children of all 
ranks, really a pretty sight. Sir William and Frank Littleton 
were quite in their clem.::nt; the latter especially, whose pre­
sence, wherever lw might be, proved, for the moment, an 
unfailing corrective of the gravity alluded to. Lady Emlyn 
had a kind word and a smile for all; and Mr. Rawdon cast 
well-pleased glances down the agreeable perspective, and said 
grace when tea was r.::ady. 

Then Mr. Littleton (nobody ever called him Doctor, he 
looked so little like it) distinguished himself highly by his ex­
treme discernment and celerity, in supplying all the smallest 
children with a new piece of cake, as soon as the first had 
vanished; and Ilekn emulated his activity, chiefly confining 
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herself, as she remarked, to the tea branch, for fear of trench­
ing on his privileges. After a time, she was agreeably sur­
prised to perceive Mr. Huntley making himself similarly useful, 
and unconversant as he must be with child-nature, seeming 
able intuitively to adapt himself to the occasion. He was 
even reported by Frank Littleton to have deserved a medal 
from the Humane Society, for rescuing a small girl from a 
state of drowning-in tears-in consequence of having broken 
her mug. Mr. Hur,tley had consoled her by a profound sug­
gestion, that the child sitting next her should let her drink in 
turn out of its mug, and by securing for them the promise of 
a double allowance of tea in consideration of the p:utncrship. 
Two men, more different in most respects, than Frank Little­
ton and Bernard Huntley, could hardly have been met with; 
but they struck up an alliance on this occasion, which, com­
mencing in jest, leJ to a friendship that exercised an abiding 
influence on the happiness of more than one of those present 
at its inauguration. 

Florence was too shy, and Horace too much of the fine 
gentleman, to take any active share in the proceedings; but 
Florence found interest enough in watching others-envying 
a little, perhaps, Helen's happy freedom from shyness, which 
enabled her to make herself so useful-and Mr. Carysfort 
filled up his time to his own satisfaction, by paying her polite 
attentions, and encouraging her to thread the narrow passages 
between the tables, under his escort. 

The more serious business of the tea. being over, Frnnk 
Littleton was deputed to cut the Brobdignag wedding-cake, 
of which a piece was distributed to ev..:ry child; and of which, 
as Helen to her great amusement discovered, a portion was 
reserved for dreaming upon by the greater number, of the girls 
especially, even down to those of five years of age. Then Sir 
William made a speech in honour of the llridc and bridegroom 
in particular, and the festivities in general, interspersed with 
a few moral remarks suited to the capacity of his hearers, ,i ho 
all listened with deep attention, and eyes, if not mouths, very 
wide open; and l\Ir. Rawdon made a speech too, in his pas­
toral capacity; the chief tend..:ncy of which, was to enjoin the 
company to enjoy themselves as much as possible, and be very 
good children for ever afterwards. 

The party from the Priory then withdrt.:\\', and \\'er..: no 
sooner fairly 011t of th..: school-room, than the decorous silence 
which had hitherto prevaikd, \\'as succeeded by a uni\·crsal 
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burst of chatter and laughter refreshing to hear-at a little 
distance, Mr. Carysfort thought. 

But there was now no time to be lost : and threading the 
heautiful woods of the Priory once more, not without casting 
some "longing, lingering looks behind,'' they soon regained 
the house, to hurry over dinner, and dress for the ball. 

CHAPTER IV. 

TIii•. B,\LI.. 

The queen of these gay sporh, 
II not in beauty, yet in sprightly a,,. 

]•,x,· URSIO'-. 

What wa, I that I shoul,1 love her, sal'e for feeling of the pain? 
MRS. BPOWNJ1'G. 

N0TWJ'I 11sTANDJN<; Mr. Carysfort's insinuation, already on 
record, as to J\Jiss Montagu's neglect of a young lady's duties 
in respect of dancing, she entered the l>all-room with vivid 
antici]Jations of the pleasure she e\pccted to derive from that 
unintelleclnal pastime. Moreover, the atmosphere of Emlyn 
Priory h::v.l already asserted its inf1uence over her, and she 
looked far less cold and more attractive, than on her first ap­
pearance there, two evenings before. She was the last to make 
her ap]Jearance of those who had been present at the wedding, 
and hastened to excuse hersd( 

She had been looking en.:rywhere for her wedding-favour, 
nnd could not find it. Could Lady Emlyn give her another? 
Or had Sir William stolen it to tease her? 

Lady l•:rnlyn had none left; her school-girls had had one 
1.:ac·h, to complete the felicity of witnessing the wedding from a 
side-aisle, and not one remained; and Sir William was loudly 
disclaiming the theft, and insinuating that Miss Helcn had 
probably herself bestowccl her "favour" on some fortunate 
individual, wh1.:n Mr. lluntlcy came up and gravely handed it 
to her, with the a~surance that he had not stolen, hut accident­
ally picked it up after she bad left the dining-room. 

"Not stolen it! Pick up a lady's favour by accident! Oh, 
.Mr. Huntley!" exclaimed Sir William ; and "Oh, Mr. Hunt-
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ley ! " was echoed in jest by Frank Littleton and the others 
standing near. 

"Never mind, Mr. Huntley," said Helen, as she restored it 
to its proper position ; "I believe you did not steal it, so you 
need not regard the clamour of the multitude." 

But Mr. Huntley did not seem to relish the jest,-or, per­
haps, as Florence suggested, he hardly understood it, he was 
always so serious himself,--for he withdrew again to some 
little distance, where he stood looking so grave and pre-occu­
pied, that Florence soon went after him, to tell him he must 
not be falling into brown studies at a ball. She had never seen 
him at one in her life before, but being there he must behave 
accordingly, that she might not be ashamed of her cousinship. 
Then he brightened up again, and promised, with a grave smile, 
not to disgrace her. 

Other guests were meanwhile arriving, Mr. and Mrs. Mon­
tagu among the first; and Florence turned, on hearing their 
name, to see what the parents of her friend might be like. 
Mr. Montagu, the principal banker in X-- , and possessor 
besides of large landed property in the neighbourhood, was a 
tall, fine-looking man, just such as Helen's father should be, 
and very like her. Mrs. Montagu's greetings to Sir William and 
Lady Emlyn, were in the extreme of fashionable politeness, so 
much so as to appear quite repulsive; and the profuse tender­
ness of her meeting with her "dear Helen," imparted such a 
sympathetic chill to Florence, that she could not wonder at 
Helen's cold reception of it. Mrs. Montagu was accompanied 
by a small, fair, stiff-looking young man, in uniform, whom she 
introduced to Lady Emlyn as her nephew, Captain Marston. 

" Your cousin, my sweet Helen," she added, "is dying to 
shake hands with you in that most becoming bride's-maid's 
'l.ttire. Quite charming, Gerald, is it not?" 

Gerald, however, might look his admiration, and his desire 
to shake hands, as intently as was consistent with his some­
what inexpressive countenance; Helen looked neither charmed 
nor admiring in return; but passing him, with a careless bend 
of the head, took her father's arm, and effectually baffled his 
determination to ask her hand for the first quadrille, by listen­
ing so intently to her father's conversation with Sir William and 
others, that he never got an opening for word or look till the 
music struck up. 

" Miss Helen," exclaimed Sir William, as he heard it, "what 
are you about? Is this your notion of a bride's-maid's duties ? 
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Where is your partner? No, not this dance, Captain Mar­
ston, I regret to say," added he, as the young ofli.cer stepped 
hastily forward, flattering himself that his fair prey could not 
possibly escape him; "the bride's-maids arc pre-engaged." And 
Uelen was hurried across the room, consigned to '.\Ir. Huntley, 
and placed 11is-1i-11is to Florence and Mr. Carysfort, before 
Captain Marston had recovered from the shock of his disap­
pointment. 

" Say you arc engaged to me, the next time any one you very 
much dislike dancing with asks you," whispered Sir William 
slyly, as he left her; for he had ol>served with some amuse­
ment the young officer\ fruitless manccuvres. 

" I will, Sir William; thank you!" she replied, laughing; 
and she kept her word. 

Between engagements to Sir William, extreme fatigue on 
one occasion, and dexterous evasion, or deep pre-occupation 
with sundry acquaintances, on others, she contrived for a long 
time to defeat poor Captain Marston\ persevering determina­
tion to dance with the lady, who was, al least in his eyes, the 
decided belle of the evening. Florence, who had also noticed 
their firnt meeting, felt quite sorry for him. He seemed so 
impervious to Helen's rebuffs, or so determined not to resent 
them, and watched her <.lancing with more favoured cavaliers 
with sue h patient admiration, that, but for his looking rather 
stupid, and being intensely patronized by Mrs. Montagu, 
I•lorence would have felt inclined to be angry with Helen for 
so systematically slighting bis attentions. But with such an 
aunt lo puff and parade him, Helen might have good reasons 
for keeping him al a distance. 

Helen, meantime, had no thought lo spare for the young 
officer, beyond that necessary for avoiding him. She had 
never enjoyed a l>all so much in her life; and danced and 
talked and laughed so gaily, that she completed the conquest 
of Lady Emlyn 's heart, who was always delighted to see people 
enjoy themsclVL·s; and even 11 r. Carysfort condescended to 
remark to Flon.:m e, that her friend i\Iiss J\.I ontagu was cer­
tainly a line girl, and danced remarkably well. Perhaps, how­
ever, Helen's enjoyment depended, unknown even to herself, 
less on the dancing and the gaiety, than on a secret conscious­
ness how often one grave, seemingly al.isent glance restetl upon 
her, whenever she came within ils range. After the first pre­
scribed quadrille, Mr. Huntley had indeed withdrawn from 
the ranks of the danl'ers, and made no further effort to attract 
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her attention; and was, himself, perhaps, unaware how much 
of his she engrossed. But, involuntarily, he listened as to 
some pleasant sound, when her voice reached his ear; and his 
eye kept following her with the sort of satisfaction one may 
feel in watching the course of a sunbeam along the hills, though 
the sunbeam bears no precise personal relation to the watcher. 

"So you get on pretty well here," said Mr. Montagu to his 
daughter, as she stood leaning on his arm during an interval 
in the dancing. 

" Pretty well!" said Helen, with her bright smile. " I do 
not know when I have enjoyed myself as I do here, papa. I 
hardly know which I like best, Sir William or Lady Emlyn ; 
they are both so kind to me." 

"And Mr. Carysfort? What do you think of him?" said 
her father inquiringly. 

"Not much," said Helen; "I never could bear fine gentle­
men. But my sister-bride's-maid, Florence Forrester, is charm­
ing-the very girl I should like for a real sister." 

"A very pleasing, lady-like girl," said Mr. Montagu; "and 
her father is a man of mark in his own line. I have no doubt 
it will be a very desirable acquaintance for you. And Sir 
William, I think, introduced me to a cousin of hers; I did not 
catch his name." 

"Mr. Huntley," said Helen; "such a superior man! you 
would like him so much." 

" DL1t not a man of Mr. Carysfort's position or fortune, I 
take it; and that always goes a great way in the \\·orld, you 
know, Helen." 

A certain tinge of worldliness was the one point in her 
father's character, which, in spite of her warm affection for 
him, sometimes jarred painfully on Helen. For this is ·a 
foible to which men, even high-minded men, capable on occa­
sion of great personal disinterestedness, are much more prom: 
than women; partly, perhaps, because man\ happiness lies, so 
much more than woman's does, in the external activity which 
narrow circumstances must tend to cramp. But this much 
is certain: many a man who, in his youth, married upon love 
and next to nothing a year, without a thought of "prudence" 
in his choice of a wife, is scandalized, in more advanced years 
of achieved prosperity, al the bare idea of his daughter's doing 
as his wife did ; and turns a deaf ear to any suitor who has 
not "position or fortune" to offer to the lady of his ~ove. The 
fortune of his first wife had, indeed, laid the foundation of Mr. 
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Monlagu 's own; but he was not, therefore, inclined that his 
d:1ughter's should be required to render the same service to 
her husband. 

" I do not find," returned Helen, in a tone of perceptible 
constraint, "that fortune or position makes a man more agree­
able to converse with, or sit next to at dinner; and that being 
the extent of my acquaintance with Mr. Huntley and Mr. 
Carysfort, it would never occur to me to take these points into 
consideration. Besides, clear papa," she added, more gently, 
" I am sure you would not like a man better for being rich, or 
of aristocratic birth." 

"No, certainly not," said Mr. Montagu, whose political 
views were strongly opposed to any undue predominance of 
the aristocratic element in our institutions. "And, besides, I 
can trust you not to commit yourself by any young-lady non­
sense," he added, with a fond, proud smile at his daughter. 

On any previous occasion, Helen would have felt flattered 
by the intended compliment. She had always piqued herself 
on keeping clear of all such affairs as prudent fathers are wont 
to stigmatize as "young-lady nonsense;" and, heiress as she 
was, had never given colour for even a surmise as to her pro­
bable matrimonial destination. But on this occasion, the 
remark fell unpleasingly on her ear, and she was hesitating 
what to reply, when her father went on:-

" Sir William and Lady Emlyn have been speaking to me 
about your stay here; they say they cannot possibly spare you 
while Miss Forrester is here, she would miss you so much; 
and I have promised that you shall stay as long as you and 
they like; so you may consider that settled." 

" Oh, thank you, papa! how kind of you ! " said Helen, 
really grateful for his having ensured her freedom for some 
time to come, at the expense, she well knew, of no pleasant 
acquiescence on his wife's part. 

"And as that is settled," he continued, "just dance with 
that poor devil, Marston, by-and-by, like a good girl, even if 
he does bore you a little. A dance one way or other makes 
no difference; and unless you do, I shall not hear the last of it 
this long while," he added drily. 

Without ever having exchanged a word on the subject, 
father and <laughter understood one another perfectly in re­
spect to Captain Marston. His regiment had lately returned 
from the Cape, and was now quartered at X--; and Mrs. 
Montagu, anxious to secure a fortune for her nephew, and 

E 
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undivided empire for herself at home, had, from the moment of 
his arrival, set herself to compass a match between him and 
Helen, with that surprising want of tact into which Yery 
clever manceuverers sometimes allow themselves to be be­
trayed, when too eagerly bent on a given object. Her nephew, 
indeed, seconded her views to a wish. Whatever might be his 
object in the match, Captain Marslon's devotion to his fair 
step-cousin was too undisguised to be overlooked; but Mr. 
Montagu regarded with contempt this insignificant aspirant to 
his daughter's hand; and though unwilling to embroil himself 
with his wife by openly thwarting her views, smiled with secret 
complacency at his own certainty that Helen was more than a 
match for her step-mother, let alone her step-mother's far less 
clever or dangu-ous nephew. 

That he was her step-mother's nephew, was quite enough 
for Helen. She set him down as a stupid, conceited fortunc­
hunter-his stiff, awkward exterior certainly not belying the 
supposition-and troubled her head no further about him, 
than systematically to slight all his advances. Now, hm,·e\'er, 
well aware to what exordiurns on the subject of her scornful 
impenetrability to "dear Gcrald's" devotion her father \\'Ould 
have to listen, she condescended for his sake to accept Captain 
Marston's next invitation to dance, which no other considera­
tion would have induced her to do. 

Supper, however, intervened; and Mrs. Montagu, finding 
the attempt to interfere with her husband's arrangement for 
Helen's remaining at Ernlyn Priory useless, determined to make 
the best of matters, by securing an invitation for Gerald Marston 
to visit her there. 

"Ah, my dear Sir ·william," said she, as they went in to 
supper together, "it is really too bad of you and Lady Emlyn 
to steal our sweet Helen away for so long ! I was proposing 
to drive over and fetch her to-morrow, and Mr. Montagu tells 
me you will not hear of it." 

" Certainly not," replied Sir William; "we consider Miss 
Helen pledged to us for at least a fortnight or three weeks." 

"Ah, you will be supplanting us entirely. I feel quite 
jealous of Lady Emlyn already," said Mrs. 1fontagu. "And 
I do miss her so dreadfully ! Mr. 1Iontagu's time is of course 
much taken up, and I feel quite lost without her." 

" Miss Helen must be missed anywhere; but I am sure 
while she enjoys herself, you will feel amply repaid for your 
self-denial in sparing her," replied Sir William drily; "and at 
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the first sign of home-sickness, I shall drive her back to the 
Park on the instant." 

" J lomc sickness among the atlrn.ctions of Emlyn Priory! 
No, no; I cannot flatter myself to that extent," returned Mrs. 
M ontagu. "But there is one person who is really to be pitied 
in her absence, Sir \Villiam- my nephew, Captain Marston. 
Poor fellow! I really l>clieve he thought of nothing on return­
ing to England hut making acquaintance with his new cousin. 
Of course L could not help writing to him what a sweet girl 
she was, and now he is always reproaching me for not having 
done her justice. I am sure he thinks her an angel; and when 
she is away, he mopes about as if he had eyes and ears for 
nobody. Poor Gerald ! " 

"Pleas:rnt company the young man must be!" Sir William 
felt inclined to n,tort; out repressing the inclination, replied 
politely, "Lady Emlyn and myself will always he delighted to 
sec any one whom it gives Miss Helen pleasure to 111l:l:t-even 
werl: he not Mrs. Montagu's ncpl1t!w." 

Ancl Mrs. Montagu's object was gained. But though she 
seized the first opportunity of communicating her success to 
her nephew, it did not exactly profit him as she intendecl. 
The waltz which IIden had condescended to promise him, 
arrived at last, and during their first pause in tl1e dance, Cap­
tain Marston adverted to her intention of spending some time 
at the Emlyn Priory. 

"Yes; 1 have no intention of leaving at present," she re­
plied carelessly. 

"Sir William Emlyn has Leen kind enough," said Captain 
Marston, colouring up to the roots of his hair as he spoke, "to 
ask me-I mean to say, he will be glad to see me, or any one 
it gives you pleasure to meet, at Emlyn Priory. May I-will 
you he angry if I avail mysdf of his permission?" 

"What possible right can I have to be angry, because any of 
Sir William Emlyn's guests accept his invitations?" returned 
Helen, coldly. 

"I-yon know I dill not mean that," said the young officer, 
reproach folly. 

" Excuse me," said Helen ; "I replied to what I understood 
you to say." 

Her meaning, at kast, was clear enough ; and her partner 
Lit his lips as he proposed to continue the waltz; but there 
was further mortification in store for him. IIe was not a good 
walltcr, and had only_sclectcd the dance Lecause he had once 
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heard Helen say she liked it best ; and, disconcerted as he 
was by her ungraciousness, was now less equal than ever to 
steering through the perils of a crowded ball-room. They had 
made but a few turns before the shock of a collision with 
another couple flung them roughly apart and he measured his 
length on the floor, while Helen was only saved from the same 
fate by Sir William, who, happening to be standin:; by, caught 
her in his arms. 

Helen joined, with perfect good humour, in Sir William's 
laughter, while he professed his gratitude to Captain Marston, 
good-naturedly wishing to divert him from his confusion, for 
giving him the opportunity of rendering her so timely a service. 
But Captain Marton was in no laughing mood. Extremely 
bashful by nature, he felt as if this accident had been expressly 
and maliciously designed to make hlm ridiculous in the eyes 
of everybody, but especially in Helen's; and when she laughed, 
he thought she was laughing at him, which he felt as insult 
added to the injury of her studied coldness. 

But Helen was far too well-bred to be capable of such rude­
ness ; and feeling really sorry when she saw his intense annoy­
ance, declared herself quite ready to renew the waltz. "Acci­
dents would occur, even on the best chalked dancing-floors ! " 
But Captain Marston was not ready. 

"If I could flatter myself," he replied, in a voice of sup­
pressed passion, too low for any but herself to hear, "that 
waltzing with me could afford Miss Montagu the slightest 
pleasure, I should be only too happy. But as it is"-- He 
bowed profoundly, and retreated, leaving Helen scarcely more 
surprised than indignant at his behaviour. 

She had actually volunteered to continue dancing, and he 
had refused ! Was he imagining, in his stupid conceit, that 
she cared to dance with him, and intending to retaliate on her 
for the coldness which he, perhaps, supposed to be assumed ? 
She had heard that men, especially in uniform, could never 
believe a woman really indifferent to their admiration. It 
should be long indeed before he had the chance of rejecting 
any courtesy from her again. 

"What-eh ! too much cowed to try again?" said Sir Wil­
liam, as he gave her his arm, on her partner's sudden retreat. 
"That is what I call showing the white feather, do not you?" 
But seeing that she was annoyed, and not quite under~tanding 
why, he proceeded to talk on other subjects; and, in the 
course of a short talk with him, and a longer one with Mr. 
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Huntley, into whose charge he adroitly contrived to transfer 
her, Ilelc.:n soon recovered her equanimity. And when, to­
wards the close of the ball, the unlucky offender, having re­
covered from his momentary exasperation, approached to take 
leave of her, with a humble apology for his rudeness, she was 
pleased to ignore all cause of offence, and bade him good­
night with precisely the same dignified indifference to which 
he was accustomed on her part. So he might at least flatter 
himself he had made matters no worse than they were before, 
which, indeed, as regarded his hopes of success, they scarcely 
could be. 

It is strange and painful to reflect how often one human 
being's whole plans ancl hopes for future happiness are ab­
sorbed and centred in another, who bestows as little thought 
and sympathy in return as though the two dwelt on dif­
ferent planets, or belonged to different orders of creation. So 
often docs; the shell in which most of us live shut us out from 
each other, veiling from us the value of that for which, if we 
read it aright, we could not but fed deeply grateful, even at the 
cost of pain to ourselves; for what can be more painful to a 
true heart, than to recognise the existence of sincere love 
which it is unable to reciprocate? 

Small thought had I Ielcn of any such pain in store for her 
future, as she d:mcc<l gaily on through the last few dances, 
always the most enjoyable, while Captain l\Iarston rode slowly 
home to his quarters at X--, in a half-bitter, half-hopeless 
mood, in which the very idea of dancing was hateful. If 
there were a thought which interfered with her perfect enjoy­
ment, it was one which had occurred to her several times 
during the evening-lI01> extremely attentive Mr. Carysfort 
was to Florence I 

A stranger in the neighbourhood, Florence knew but few 
people present, and not caring to dance as often as Lady 
Ernlyn would have provided her with partners, she gratefully 
acceptl:d Mr. Carysfort's assiduous guardianship when disen­
gaged, feeling really obliged to him, in the shyness of her 
nature, for taking so much trouble to amuse her, when she 
must otherwise have been shrinking from absolute strangers. 
And not knowing, as Helen did, how little he usually exerted 
himself to be agreeable, she saw no significance in the atten­
tions of one who, perhaps, like herself, knew few people in the 
room. 

But Helen felt fretted every time she saw them together. 
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l\Iuch less in her eyes, than even in Cissy's, was Horace '· good 
enough" for Florence; and she was jealous of her learning to 
like him, e\'en as tl1e companion of an evening. She was 
provoked that l\Ir. Littleton, who had been called away early 
in the evening, dicl not return ; her quick eye had already 
noted how his rested on Florence ; and it was only a small 
consolation to her for his re-appearance after Florence was 
alreacly engaged for the final country dance, to find that she 
was about to dance it with her cousin, instead of with Mr. 
Carysfort. She afterwards observed, however, that being him­
self lefl out for want of a partner, Mr. Littleton stood watching 
Florence in the dance, as if he had something very pleasant 
indeed to look at. 

Finding Florence alreacly engaged, l\Ir. Carysfort had 
meantime yielded to Lady Emlyn's entreaties to ask Helen to 
dance; and Helen, satisfieu at his separ.,tion from her friend, 
accepted his tardy attention with a better grace than she 
might otherwise haYe done. It must be confessed that he 
had yicldecl the more willingly to Louisa's suggestion that it 
would be quite rude not to dance wiLh Hden at all, from the 
consideration that a country dance involves very little exertion 
in the way of talking, or making one's self agreeable to one·s 
partner; a few fragmentary remarks, during the "hands across," 
or " down the middle," being the utmost that can be expected 
from the most determined votary of conwrsation. A few dis­
jointed questions and answers, like the following, accordingly 
passed. 

"Then are you really fond of dancing, l\li,s Montagu?" 
asked l\rr. Carysfort, as right hands were joined for the first 
movement of" hands across." 

"Very," returned Helen, as left hands were substituted, and 
the retrograde movement commenced. " Is that anything sur­
prising?" 

"I thought you wonld not condescend to enjoy such unin­
tellcctual amusements," he obsen-ed, during their temporary 
approximation in "poussette." 

" Dancing does not in ilstlj imply condescension," she re­
plied, with emphasis; but happily they were safe landed on 
their opposite sides before she had time, if so inclined, to add 
more. ·when their next turn of duty came, it was she who 
spoke first. 

" May I ask which is your favourite dance, Mr. Carys­
fort?" 
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"I think I prefer a quadrille, when I am obliged to dance," 
said 11 orac:c, not at the moment perceiving the very left­
hancled nature of his politeness as well as of his position. 

"What a pity you should ever be obliged to dance ! " said 
Helen. "I am <1uite sorry for you. But of course you would 
prefer a quadrille." 

"l'oussette" was so nearly over, that llorace had to lean 
forward from his place in the opposition to say, " Why should 
I ' of course' like a quadrille best?" 

"Because it gives you the least trouble," said Helen ; and 
they relapsed into silence. 

" Glad to sec you dancing with Mr. Carysfort, Helen," whis­
pered her father, as he passed behind her. J k bad resisted all 
attempts to inveigle him into the dance, which Mrs. Montagu 
had been easily persuaded to lead off ,rilh Sir William. 

" T low go on politics, Carysfort?" whispered the latter, as 
the progress of affairs placed them next to each other ; but 
Horace deigned no reply. 

"Rcally, Sir William, standing next our sweet Helen makes 
me feel asl1:u11ed of dancing," sairl Mrs. Montagu, affectedly . 

"N 01r, bow very oclcl ! I feel, on the contrary, quite proud 
of dancing so near her," returned ~ir William, extending his 
hand to II clcn, as in duty bound. 

" It is odd how people's tastes differ, Sir William," said 
I lelen. " I !ere is Mr. Carysfort dancing under compulsion; 
he has just been telling me so. llut I will let you off' pous 
scttc this time," she added, to Horace, relapsing into her 
place as she spoke. 

"You arc most <'onsideratc," said that gentleman, by no 
means attempting to remonstrate. But he did not let the next 
"poussetle" escape him, ancl said as it began, " I cannot 
think whcrc you learned to nnke daisy-chains, Miss Montagu. 
Arc they ever used al elections, or with a political significa­
tion?" 

"Not that T know of," s:ticl 11 elcn ; •· but if you will stand 
for the county at thc next election, I will manufacture any 
!luanlily you may require for the decoration of your supporters, 
as cml)lcmati,· of the useful and consistent services you may 
be expected to render to your country." They were now 
going down the miclcllc. 

"I am afraid lam not worthy of the honour," said Horace. 
"I am only sorry you cannot yourself represent che county, 
and pleacl the 'rights of ,rnm-:n' in Parliament." 
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"It is not my idea of women's rights that they should do 
the men's work for them," returned Helen. 

Several series of " hands across," "poussette," and "down 
the middle," had been achieved before either spoke again; but 
Mr. Carysfort was in a provoking mood, and presently he 
returned to the charge. 

" But how are we to distinguish men's work from women's? 
For instance, I always thought talking politics was men's 
work." 

"I always thought talking was no work at all," said Helen 
disdaining the allusion. " If you call talking work, I wonder 
what you call idleness?" 

"There are two sorts of idleness," said Horace, too indolent 
to persevere in the line of attack which she ignored-they had 
now reached the bottom, and he was improving their interval 
of repose by leaning against the wall-" pleasant idleness, and 
unpleasant idleness." 

"No, Mr. Carysfort," interrupted Helen, with eyes brimful 
of fun and mischief, "you do not mean to tell me that you 
think idleness can possibly be u11pleasant?" 

"Not absolutely unpleasant, perhaps," he replied, laughing, 
positively provoked into good-temper, she looked so bright 
and arch as she stood there; "but it may be more or less 
pleasant. For instance, it is not unpleasant idleness to stand 
here, watching the dancing and listening to the music ; but 
you must admit it would be much pleasanter if we had two arm­
chairs to sit in." 

",veil, that is a matter of taste," said Helen; "and-oh,­
there are papa and mamma going; I must bid them good-bye; 
and there, positively, is an arm-chair for you ! How lucky ! " 
And she was half across the room already. Mr. Carysfort 
looked after her for a moment, doubtful if politeness might 
now require him to follow; but then he looked at the arm­
chair, and the question was decided ; and he sat there watching 
Florence's graceful movements, till the cessation of the music 
announced the close of the country-dance and the ball at once. 

When the guests had all taken leave, Sir 'William drew up 
the blinds, letting in the full daylight, to convince the young 
laclie~, as he said, of the enormity of their conduct, in thus 
spending whole nights in dissipation; and Lady Emlyn, pitying 
them for the extrC::me fatigue she was sure they must both be 
suffering under, prepared to hurry them off to bed, regardless 
of Helen's suggestion that it was quite a waste of time to be 
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going to bed now. But the good-nights were not completed 
before Helen had heard another suggestion on the part of Mr. 
Huntley treated with equal disdain. Sir William would listen 
to no proposal of taking leave that night, in order to return 
to town by an early train next morning. Mr. Huntley might 
reside in the library, and write or deliver any amount of 
essays or lectures, on ethics, or metaphysics, or whatever "ics" 
he pleased - -and might be tolerably sure of an audience, Sir 
William added, with a sly glance at Helen,-but as to escaping 
from Emlyn Priory for at least a week to come, he need not 
flatter himself. An early train ! Sir William hoped Miss 
Forrester was ashamed of her cousin ! 

So Mr. Huntley was obliged to give in-not, perhaps, at 
heart, unwilling to do so,-ancl to bid the ladies "good-night," 
instead of" good-bye." 

"Good-morning ! '' was I Ielen's reply, certainly with a 
brighter smile than had she been called on to answer good­
bye. 

1\fr. Littleton seemed of Helen's opinion, in one respect; 
for he proposed to his new friend, Mr. Huntley, to come and 
take a lesson in fishing instead of going to bed, till such time 
as he should himself need to set off to visit his patients; and 
though Mr. Carysfort shrugged his shoulders, the invitation 
was accepte<). 

About an hour hter, Frank Littleton awoke with a smile 
out of a long reverie in which he had been indulging on the 
banks of the clear, dnrk pool in the stream, in which he and 
Mr. Huntley were fishing in silence. 

"I never thought much about su<'h things before," he said; 
"I suppose the wedding must have put it into my head; but 
I really begin to think I want a wife myself." 

" Ah," said Bernnnl Huntley, raising his eyes to the 
speaker's face, with a strange expression of sympathy and 
interest, "well, I have thought a good deal about such things, 
at one time or another, and have come to the conclusion "-a 
cloud settled down over his fine face, as he dropped his eyes 
upon the wnter again-" that I shall do without one." 



CHAPTER V. 

THE ACCIDENT. 

An accident-lo use the common phrase, 
Although, in sooth, I deem what men call such 
]fat links which catch the eye in Heaven's complete, 
Though Yeilcd, chain of Providential care. 

'ouNT STEPHEN. 

·WEEKS passed on at Emlyn Priory, as a dream of delight to 
I Ielen. The kindness of all n.round her, the freedom from so 
much which annoyed her at home, the pleasant life, such as 
one may lead in summer weather at an English country-house, 
removed from the restraints of town society, and enliYened by 
excursions and wanderings, boatings and picnics, as may 
please the fancy of the moment, might have sufficed to satisfy 
a far more fastidious disposition than hers; and yet these were 
among the shaJlower sources of her enjoyment. 

Her friendship with Florence, and "·e may add with Mr. 
Huntley, not only answered all her anticipations, but ac<1uired 
a deeper and more delightful influence over her with every 
succeeding day. Helen had one great want in life; and if 
her new friends could not precisely supply it, they were aule 
to do better, by putting her in the way of finding what she 
wanted for herself. 

She had not hitherto found the clue without which it is 
impossible for an earnest and thoughtful mind to thre;i.d, 
safely and happily, the mazes of life; the clue, namely, which 
a clearly defined faith and religious convictions afford. Not 
that we here allude to any specific system of religious convic­
tions exclusi\'ely. Each varying form of faith is, doubtless, 
adapted to one of the many varying forms of human mind and 
character; but without a firm religious faith to bear us up, 
Jest we clash our feet against the stones, life must too often be 
merely a labyrinth of suffering, error, and perplexity, to all but 
such as arc content to skim the mere surface of existence. 

There are, indeed, some happily constituted persons whose 
faith is of the heart; and who believing though they ha,·e not 
seen, do the duties and enjoy the blessings actuaJly assigned 
o them, seeing the bright side of everything, and unassailed 
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hy the cloulits, the r ra, ings, and the questionings, which have 
occupied the awakened intdlect in all ages. But Helen was 
not one of these. ll er m.turally inr1uiring mind had been 
subject to none of the intellectual restraints usually imposed 
on fcmah.: education, and it disposed her, as it developed, to 
search into, and require a solution for, every problem which 
presented itself to her observation or imagination, in the 
social, moral, or physical worlds. Such researches and spe­
culations had long led her past the usually prescribed bounds ; 
and she had as yet met with no one who could enter into, and 
he! p her out of her diffirulties. 

The discords of her outer home-life had, on the other hand, 
awaku1ed a cleepl"r ch:sire, of lale, for some clearer ligl1t and 
harmony within, to alone for and to reconcile them; and now, 
for the first tinw, she found kindred minds, who could not only 
sympatbi~e in and underst:mcl lier doubts and perplexities, but 
were ;tbk lo open the way for her to the desired solution of 
tl1em. For of e,·ery doubt which can perplex the creature, the 
Creator holds a satisfactory solution in the treasuries of His 
wisdol)J, J {appy they \Yho, like Helen, are led to its discovery, 
before doubt degenerates into disbeiief. 

Flon.:nce Forrester and Bernard I Iuntlcy were the children 
of mothers who, having been warm friends as well as sisters-in­
bw, and both superior women, had brought them up in similar 
principles and views, which each imbibed with a difference, 
according Lo their respective temperaments and circumstances. 
Doth, for instance, believed, as Florence had said, that it must 
be our own fault if we fail to attain happiness in life, notwith­
standing the necessity of endurance under inevitable struggles 
and sufferings. But Florence knew little of these, except in 
theory, and her views and feelings were naturally tinged with 
the happiness att:1inable. Bernard's life had been very different 
from hers; and his mind dwelt rather on the suffering and en­
durance through which happiness must be achieved. 

lkh:11 stood, as it were, between the two. Her naturally 
joyous temperament accorded, on the one hancl, with Florence's 
sunny, or, as Mr. l' awdon hacl called them, Utopian views of 
life; while, on tl1e other, her enthusiastic admiration of all that 
was good and noble, of the martyr-spirit which suffers and de­
votes itself for high objects, led her to sympathise intensely 
with the ckep and almost mournful earnestness of Bernard 
Huntley's tone of thought, which Florence was inclined lo con­
sickr Loo gloomy. I Ielen felt that hen.: w.1.s a man capable of 
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true marlyr-heroism ; little foreseeing how much suffering was 
in store for herself, from that very self-devotion to his ideal of 
duty, which she so much and so justly prized in him. 

With these two friends she experienced the deep happiness 
of that sense of moral progression, which has been said to be 
the most exquisite of human enjoyments, and is certainly one 
of the purest. In her conversations with them, in the books 
they lent her, and in the new world of thought so opened to 
her, Helen's real life was lived, amidst all the pleasant outward 
distractions which might have appeared to engross her. It 
generally happened that she and Mr. Huntley were thrown to­
gether in their walks and rides ; for though he never appeared 
to seek her society, Mr. Carysfort's inclination to monopolize 
Florence naturally led to such a result, which was often indi­
rectly promoted by Sir William. For he liked Helen too much 
not, man-like, to consider her thrown away, because she was un­
married ; and if she would not be persuaded to fall in love 
with his friend Frank Littleton, he could desire nothing better 
than the apparently prospering friendship between her and 1\fr. 
Huntley. 

Yet a deeper observer might have noted something in Mr. 
Huntley's manner, which was far from bespeaking a man likely 
to fall in love ; an unwavering, self-controlled restraint of tone 
and bearing, as of one who felt himself not wholly in his proper 
sphere ; among his present companions, bul not of them ; 
and this even in his most animated conversational moods. 
Perhaps this sort of self-controll<!cl energy, indicating a steadi­
ness as well as strength of character, which Helen's enthu iastic 
temperament was peculiarly calculated to appreciate, 11':1S one 
of the points that most strongly interest(;d her in llcrnard ; 
while his inclination to melancholy awakenc<l the softer 
womanly sympathy, which L::tsily ripens into love. 

Yet neither bad she, as yet, any thoughts of love; r,Jr it was 
scarcely a diminution of her enjoyment, when l\Ir. Huntley, 
resisting all furlher pressing to remain, took his departnre for 
London at the end of about a fortnight. She only read and 
thoughl the more; had a little more leisure, perhaps, for chafing 
at Mr. Carysfort's assiduities to Florence; and if Sir William, 
at the close of one of the discussions on political and other 
subjects which they now held tf:te-a-tcte, sometimes remarked : 
"We want Huntley back again to help us, l\Iiss Helen,'' she 
answered, indeed, with a smile, but without any blush of 
awakened consciousness. Life was too full and too delightful 
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in the present, to leave much room to hope or fear for the 
future, or time to analyze all its sources of enjoyment. 

There was, however, one little cloud upon Helen's horizon, 
which grew more threatening as the weeks passed on; and this 
was Florence's passive reception-acceptance it could scarcely 
be called-of Mr. Carysfort's devoted attentions, to which 
Helen was right in assigning a most decided significance. 
These attentions hacl originally, perhaps, been only prompted 
by that inclination for ladies' society which so often influences 
idle men of fashion, who, like Mr. Carysfort, possess a certain 
degree of refincmenl and intellectual cultivation, and who find 
that it adds piquancy to their enjoyment of it, to make some 
one lady the object of special gallant attentions. But Mr. 
Carysfort was not altogether wanting in higher aspirations and 
capacities than his idle, frivolous course of life had hitherto de­
veloped ; and Florence's bright yet serious views of life, ren­
dered doubly attractive by the sweetness and gentleness of her 
disposition, soon made a deep impression on him. For nearly 
four-and-twenty hours, indeed, after their conversation on the 
day of Cissy's wedding, he indulged, as has been said, in 
speculations as to the possibility of turning over a new leaf in 
life, and trying to act up to such a standard of duty and unself­
ishness as she proposed, in order to see whether such a course 
might prove more conducive to happiness, than the sort of 
struggle he had of late years been somewhat wearily maintain­
ing, between ennui on the one hand, and the endeavour to 
avoid any superfluous exertion on the other. Then, however, 
it flashed convincingly upon him, that a shorter and far less 
trouulesomc road to happiness was open to him. 

Florence's views might be visionary; but Florence herself 
was an unmistakable and most engaging reality; and he had 
quite sufficient confidence in the power of his own attractions, 
not to be troubled by much apprehension of finding it difficult 
to win her. Thenceforward his attentions had a definite object; 
and the very fact of his having something definite in view- an 
object in life, in fact-rendered him so infinitely more animated 
and agreeable than his wont, that Sir William smiled and won­
dered how long it would last : and his kind-hearted wife 
rejoiced in this corroboration of her belief, that Horace only 
wanted a wife like !ilorencc, to make him everything he should 
1.Je. She already regarded her favourite scheme as secure of 
success; and if Florcnce's invariable gentleness of manner 
sometimes betrayed a degree of almost painful constraint, 
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there was notl1i11g in it that might not be ascribed to her 
natural timidity, or which need damp Mr. Carysfort's hopes 
and anticipations. 

Helen looked on in a state of incredulous alarm. She coulJ 
not, she would not believe, that so high and pure-minded a 
woman as Florence, could for a moment contemplate marriage 
with a mere fashionable man of the world like Horace; and 
yet there was a something in her grateful, passive reception of 
kindness from everybody, a clinging dependence on those she 
loved, which led Helen to dread whether she might have the 
firmness to withstand his suit if strongly urged, especially as 
preferred by the adopted brother of her dearest friend. Louisa 
would certainly use all her inAuence in his favour. Besides, 
Florence judged so leniently of everylJody; might she not hope 
to improve him? Gratitude for his attachment and affection 
for Lady Emlyn, woulcl naturally point to such a hope, and so 
induce her to commit the fatal error of marrying a man she 
could not either respect or love-that she possibly could respect 
or love him, Helen would not for a moment admit. Of course 
he migl1t really improve, as candour suggested; but sbe felt as 
if Florence would be lost lo her, as if Florence would Le 
Florence no longer, should she unhappily consent to this 
dreaded proposal. 

Helen felt quite provoked with Mr. Littleton. She was 
sure he admired Florence; whenever he joined their party, he 
looked and listened to her more than to all the rest put toge­
ther; yet he scrupulously avoided placing himself in competition 
with Mr. Carysfort. He did not, as Helen indignantly remarked 
to herself, give Florence even a cbance of knowing bow infi­
nitely superior he was to his rival, but usually joined herself 
and Sir 1Villiam in conversation, even if his attention some­
times strayed to what the others might be saying. Things 
seemed verging towards a crisis, and still be made no sign ; 
and day by day Helen grew more hopeless and more anxious 
on Florence's account. She had an inward perception th:1t 
Florence was ill at ease, though all approach to the subject 
was scrupulously avoided in their own conversations; and she 
feared and grieved the more lest Florence should be yielding 
against her own better judgment. 

Thus matters stood, when an incident occurred which trifling 
in itself, proved serious in its consequences, and altered the 
whole aspect of affairs at Emlyn Priory. 

Sir William Emlyn returning from a ride into X-- one 
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fine day, about luncheon time, met Helen coming out of the 
library. 

"Ah ! Miss If elen, there is such a pleasure in store for you!" 
said he. "I met Captain Marston in X---, aud he said he 
was coming this afternoon to pay his respects-he did not say 
to whom!" 

"How unfortunate!" said Helen, gravely. "When I expect 
to lie out all the afternoon ! " And off she went to find 
l• lorcnce. 

The result of her conference with the latter became apparent at 
the lunch-table, when she announced, that as Lady Emlyn would 
be busy this afternoon writing a long letter to Cissy, she and 
Florence were going on a private expedition to row and r<!ad 
upon the lake-a small piece of water artificially formed by the 
expansion of the stream rnnning through the grounds, which, 
with its tiny boats and shady l>anks, afforded a pleasant resort 
in the sultry August weather. Lady Emlyn suggested some 
faint objection to trusting them on the water by themselves ; 
but Helen asserted her perfect capability of taking care of 
Florence and herself too, and Sir William offered bis guarantee 
of her "Jakemanship." Mr. Carysfort tried to persuade 
Florence that it was not safe, ancl then that it would be too 
hot; and, lastly, spelled hard for an invitation to join the 
party; l>ut Helen was inexorable. Go she would, and have 
Mr. Carysfort's company she ec1ually would not ; and lau<rh­
ingly inviting Lady Emlyn to come, when she had finished her 
letter, and see whether they were drowned or not, carrted oft 
Florence in triumph, to the secret amusement and satisfaction 
of the latter, who could hardly help sighing as she contrasted 
Helen's good-tempered, energetic manner of carrying her 
point, with her own tendency to passive compliance in the 
wishes of others. She had so carefully schooled herself 
against self-will all her life. Might not there l.Jc danger in the 
opposite direction? 

But such reflections were soon merged in the pleasure of 
Helen's soriety, and of the beautiful afternoon. Mr. Carys­
fort's face, as he lounged in the arm-chair, would scarcely have 
worn an air of such unruffled, contemplative composure, had 
he known how much Florence was enjoying herself in her 
unwonted liberty. The lake, tiny as it was, was very pn.:tty; 
with steep, rocky banks overhung by trees, and a soft 
stretch of turf on one side, which afforded the easiest approach, 
allowing a C'arringe-road to pass within a few yards of the Jake, 
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for those who would avoid the fatigue of the pretty path 
through wood and dingle by which Florence and Helen found 
their way. 

After rowing about the lake till they were tired, they moored 
their tiny skiff under the shadows of a rocky creek, and had 
sat for hours in the very height of enjoyment-in deep con­
ference over some favourite author, with bonnets discarded for 
coolness' sake, and white hands dipping luxuriously into the 
clear, dark water-when the sound of wheels upon the road, 
and then of voices on the bank, warned them that their tete-d­
tete holiday was over. 

" Helen ! Florence, dear! " called Lady Emlyn's sweet voice; 
and loosening the boat from the stump to which it had been 
moored, and taking up her oars, Helen paddled out into 
the lake into full view of Lady Emlyn and Mr. Carysfort, who 
had driven her down in his phreton, which stood waiting close 
at hand. 

" I am sorry to disappoint Mr. Carysfort," said Helen, when 
within convenient hearing, "but we are neither of us drowned 
yet ! Do let me give you a row, dear Lady Emlyn; we have 
just got room for you." 

"Pray change places with Miss Forrester, then, Louisa," 
said Mr. Carysfort ; "that nutshell cannot possibly hold three 
of you.'' 

"Will you, dear Florence?" said Lady Emlyn. 
" Oh, certainly, if you wish it," said Florence, rising and 

colouring as she spoke. 
How it happened nobody could say; whether Florence 

caught her foot in something as she rose, or forgetting where 
she was, rose more hastily than consisted with the equilibrium 
of so frail a vessel; or whether its movement, as Helen re­
sumed her oars to row ashore, threw her off her balance, could 
never be decided; but the boat gave a sudden lurch, she en­
deavoured unsuccessfully to regain her balance, Helen, with a 
scull in each hand, could do nothing to help her, and, with a 
splash, she disappeared into the water. Lady Emlyn gave a 
little shriek, and, with Mr. Carysfort, ran hastily to the point 
nearest the boat ; while Helen, with perfect presence of mind, 
sat quite still till the boat had steadied from the shock, and 
then leaning gently over, extended her hand just in time to 
catch Florence as she reappeared on the surface. The water 
was little, if at all, beyond Florence's depth; and Helen, ex­
claiming, "No harm done!" was considering what to do next, 



Tim AccmE~T. 

when she was savecl from further deliberation by J\lr. Carys­
fort. Without p:rnsing a sec oncJ, he had made straight for 
the boat, and taking summary possession of Florence, half­
assisted ancl half-carriecl her to the l>a11 k, where-I kl en mean­
while pushing tl1e boat hastily ashore they all stood, in 
anotlu;r minute, looking at one another in some slight bewil­
<lennent, till they suddenly joined in :m irresistible burst of 
hughter. 

"My darling Florence," said Lady Emlyn, checking herself, 
"what a shame to laugh ! Are you sure you arc not hurt? 
Arc you sure you feel none the worse?" 

" Quite sure that I only feel very wet," said Florence; "and 
I am afraid," she added, half-laughing, and blushing in spite of 
herself, " that Mr. Carysfort docs too." 

"But Mr. Carysfort must bear in mind, that it is not when 
young ladies arc left to themselves that they tumble into the 
water," said Helen. "Now, Florence, clear, you must walk 
home as r1uick as possible, only !t.:t me wring a lillle water 
out of you first ; " and she knelt clown, laughing, to wring 11ot 
a little water out of l•lorence's muslin flounces. 

Dut Mr. Carysfort would not hear of Miss Forrcstcr's walking 
home. His ponies would take her home in half the time; 
and she would catch no cold, if a dry cloak (which he hastily 
procluced from the phaeton) were wrapped outside her wet 
clothes, upon well-known hydropathic principles. Helen 
protested in vain. Lacly Emlyn, though half fearful of the 
consc<iuences, did not like to vex IIorncc by opposing his 
wish; and Florene,·, still somewhat bewild(.;recl by the shock 
of her cold bath, was even kss equal than usual to resisting, 
with any effrct, the strong determination of another. She 
submiLted to the cloak, faintly urging that she had beller 
walk, but Horace was determined to have his way this time; 
and I ,acly Emlyn, having tcnclerly tied on her bonnet over her 
dripping hair, and put her own parasol into her hand, she was 
assisted into the phaeton, and driven off at full speed l.Jy l\lr. 
Carysfort. If den, shaking her head over men's ignorance and 
obstinacy, walked home quickly with Lndy Emlyn. 

Though the drive round was considerably longer than the 
footpath, the pr,nies wu1t so well, that Florence was already 
half Jressecl in drier garments by the time Lady Emlyn and 
Helen rcjoinecl her ; the hllcr h:td barely 1x1uscd, as she 
crossed the hall, to ohsnve, ,\'ith sudden amusement, that 
Captain Marston's card lay on the table. 

p 
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Florence laughed on receipt of a message from Sir William, 
who had joined them by the way, to the effect that had he 
known her intention of tumbling into the water, he would 
certainly have attended lo witness the performance, and an­
swered all Lady Emlyn's tender inquiries by repeated assur­
ances that she was none the worse for it ; but the laugh and 
the answers required an effort, so preoccupied was her mind 
on a different subject. She excused herself from appearing 
at table on plea of the necessity of drying her hair, which 
hung in long, wet masses round her; and prevailing on Louisa 
and Helen not to linger with her, lest they should keep Sir 
'William waiting for dinner, dismissed her maid as soon as pos­
sible, and sat clown to think. Lady Emlyn little divined the 
mental perturbation which she did but increase, as she paused, 
before she left her, to whisper with a smile-" ,veil, if you had 
to tumble into the water, I am glad Horace was there to help 
you out!" 

For there had been something in Horace's eye and manner, 
as he handed her into the phaeton, wrapping coverings so 
carefully round her, and as he lifted, more than handed ber 
out, trusting so earnestly, that though the first, this might be 
neither the last nor the pleasantest drive be should have the 
pleasure of giving her,-there had been a proud, gratified 
smile on his lip, as he accompanied her to the very foot of the 
stairs, watching the blush which would gather as she somewhat 
nervously thanked him at parting,-which was unmistakable 
even to Florence's unwilling perception. Irresistibly had the 
conviction forced itself upon her of that to which, for weeks 
past, she had-with culpable cowardice, she now admitted­
been trying to blind herself; the decisive significance, namely, 
of Mr. Carysfort's attentions. 

What must she do? It was too late now to do that, which, 
unless she intended to accept him, she should have done much 
earlier; that is, to avoid the risk of the proposal she instinc­
tively felt to be impending, by showing in her manner to Mr. 
Carysfort that his attentions were unwelcome. It was impos­
sible to requite his services on occasion of this unlucky ad­
venture by assuming an ungracious bearing ; and, short of 
positive ungraciousness, :my slight change of manner would 
probably be ascribed to embarrassment arising from an oppo­
site source. She felt, too, that her long passi\'t~ acceptance of 
Mr. Carysfort's attendance and gallantry on all occasions, 
might well be construed into decided encour:-igement; and if 
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it hail before secmecl impossible to vex him and Louisa, by 
shrinking back t<Jo rn:1rkedly from the kindness for \\'hi, h she 
felt so grat<.:ful, ancl which she harl tried to natter hersdf did 
not mean what she knew the latter hoped it might, how far 
more di11icult must it not now seem, to di. appoint them both, 
with th(; ad<lecl fear of blame for what 11rn,t :1ppcar intentional 
coquetry on her part? I low wrong, too, I I clen would tllink it, 
who coulcl never have been so weak herself! 

But what could shc do, then? Could she marry him? She 
certainly dill not love him, according to her idea of \\'hat love 
should be; ancl to marry without love was against ;ill her prin­
ciples. llut, on the oth(;r hand, woulcl it ever Ii,; possible to 
feel, bdon.; marriage, all the love which ought eventu:1lly to 
belong to the choscn help-meet for life? llow little ll'as it 
possible really to know another befor, rn:irriagl! 1 .Might it not 
be safer to try and decide rather according to the standard of 
duty th:m that of frding, C(;rtain tlut where duty led, love 
must follow? She \\'as a\\·are th;i.t she already exerc:i,cd a cer­
tain l,cnelir ial inlh1ence upon IIora,-e; he took such evident 
plcasure in drawing her into conversation on serious subjects, 
and regretted so frankly the frivolous h·iliits of his past life. 
His attachment, t1io, must be quite cli,interestccl ; perhaps he 
felt she was the partna fitter] to help him in becoming much 
which he was learning that he ought to be. ;\light not this ]Jc 
the turning-point in his life? Ancl could she be d(Jing right in 
throwing him hack upon himsclf, pcrhaps to the permanent 
injury of his char,1<:tcr? De~ides, she certainly liked him, and, 
till Sollie dread of his intentions had begun to trouble her in 
secret, had mu, h enjoyed his <:onversation :rnd society; and 
Louisa, who knew him so well, thought highly, anrl was very 
foncl of him, too. :\I ight all this not be sunicicnt foundation 
for a. sincere ancl enduring affection? ,\ml perhaps it was not 
in her nature to fall deeply in love. 

Yet, on the other hand, she could not ignorl! a. secret con­
sciousness of far deeper and more ..:nthusiastic capacities of 
love within her than had ever yet been awakened. Iler dreams, 
when slll' had indulged in such -and fL·w wolllen could say that 
they have never <lunt: so-lncl always been of a husband to 
whom she should look up with rev,•rcnce as well as love; 
better and purer than herself; capable of raising her to a 
higher level, not in a worldly, !Jut a spiritual sense. With 
1 I emu c this dream must r,tther be TC\'L-rsc, I ; and her timid 
nature shrank alarmed from the i<lea of !Jc:111g the one to lead, 

I·' 2 
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to gL1ide, lo be looked up to. Still her dreams might have 
been the outbirlh of an ambilion more subtle than that of 
worldly ek:vation; and the opposite lot might be the needful 
corrective of fears which sprang perhaps from weakness instead 
of humility. What was she to do ? 

The more she thought, the more perplexed she grew; till 
Helen's wish for "some old, wise person, to tell her the exact 
truth about everything," occurred to her mind, with a momen­
tary thrill of regret at its impotence. But with it recurred her 
own answer abo, as to the lesson such a want is designed to 
teach; and Florence rose from her seat with a sigh of relief, 
feeling as if a weight had been lifted from her bosom. "To 
teach us lo look where we are sure of help." 

Florcnce's religious opinions were not theoretical alone, but 
formed the standard by which she really desired to guide her 
actions, little as she l1ac1 yet encountered to put them to a11y 
severe trial; the thought, therefore, brought her incalculable 
relief. She felt thal she earnestly desired, above all things, to 
be guided aright, and to be guarded from any but a true mar­
riage-union; and the guidance of l~rovidence, when sincerely 
desired, can never fail. Some ray of light would surely be 
sent to her aid before the dreaded hour of actual decision 
should arrive ; and with a lightened heart she passed to the 
open window, where she stood gazing dreamily out upon the 
trees and the sky tinged with the beauty of the summer sun­
set, forgetful alike of the late subject of so much perplexity, 
and of certain uncomfortable shivering sensations which began 
from time to time to creep over her. She was wondering how 
people ever get through the troubles of life, who seek no 
higher strength to lean on than their own. And truly, it is 
wonderful. 

\Vhen Helen came up after dinner to fetch her, it was no 
longer an effort for Florence to talk, or e,·en laugh, which they 
did gaily, over the afternoon's adventure, as they went down 
together. But the sound of Mr. Carysforl's voice, as they 
entered the drawing-room, awoke a nervous tremor at the em• 
barrnssing necessity of meeting him again; and it wos quite a 
relief to her, that the required courte ·y of turning to shake 
hands with Mr. Littleton, who had joined the circle in her 
absence, cut short Horace's assiduous greetings, and hopes ot 
her feeling none the worse for her mishap. 

" Lady 1-:mlyn is ,cry anxious that I should prescribe an 
antidote againsl the effects of your cold bath, Miss Forrester," 
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said Frank Littleton, with his bright smile; "hut I trust it is 
unnecessary, as you certainly look none the worse for your 
accident." 

She certainly did not. A faint tinge of bloom on her usually 
clear, colourless complexion producer! (tuite a contrary effect; 
for Mr. Carysfort h:1.<l follo1ved her to the sofa, where she seated 
herself beside I .arly Emlyn, ancl now took a chair in the closest 
possible proximity lo them. 

"Quite unnecessary, thank you," saitl Florence to Mr. 
Littleton; though a re<:um.:nce of the shivering sensations 
before mentioned, raised a momentary <loubt whether she were 
speaking truth. "But l do nol," she contmueJ -determined to 
resist the impulse to hold her tongue, and shrink, m..:ntally, 
into the smallest possible: corner-" l do not bdieve in acci­
dents, Mr. Littleton." 

"Nor I either, I assure you!" he replied with a quick, 
pleased glance of intelligence. "I carelessly used the common 
phrase; but no one believes more firmly than I, that there is no 
sL1ch thing as an accident in life." 

I le spoke eagerly, and as if momentarily convinced that 
Florence would understand him, as though her remark had 
established a rapport between them ; and though he did not, 
when Mr. Carysfort seized the thread of the conversation, 
attempt to join in it, he sat by listening, ancl sometimes assent­
ing l>y a wonl lo Florence's ol>servations, with a more undis­
guised interest in them than he usually betrayed. 

"I do not quite unrlerstand," srii<l Mr. Carysforl, "what you 
mean hy not believing in accidents, l\fiss F<Jrrester." 

"l only mean that I do not think anyl11ing happens by 
chance," said Flon.:ncc. 

" Do you think, then, thal we bring them all upon ourscl ves?" 
sai,l florace. 

" No doubt ire du, in one sense,'' said l•lorence, coloming 
u11eaaily, as she Cm111d herself drifting into one of the discus­
sions into which ;\lr. Carysforl was so fond of Leguiling her; 
'· ]ml what l meant just now wa,, that [ bdieve Pro\'idence 
din.:cls an, l o,·crrulcs all the thillgs people generally think of as 
nH.:re an:idenls.'' 

" l'rovidcn,,c?" said I I oracc. " Do you really think Provi­
clc11ce inlerfon:s in all the trifles which happen lo and concern 
individuals?" 

"If Providence did not concern itself with little things," said 
Florence, "how could it help us in great things, when such 
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serious consequences often arise out of seeming trifles? How 
coulcl Providence eYen overrule the destinies of nations, which 
are so powerfully affected by the acts and fortunes ot indi­
viduals? Docs not the greater include the Jess?" 

" Perhaps--'' said Horace, hesitating ; "and yet how can 
one suppose-what would be the good of supposing that Pro­
vidence had anything to do with such trifles as-for instance, 
your fallin~ in Lo the lake this afternoon?" he added, with a 
smile. " I think it would do harm, by making people fancy 
themselves special objects of Divine protection, ' elect vessels,' 
and so on, as some people really do; but I am sure you have 
no sympathy with them." 

"lf they believed the same care to be extended to all people, 
and to every moment of their existence," said Florence, " they 
could not suppose then1selvcs to lie special favourites, or 
any particular events to be special interpositions of I>ro\'i­
dencc." 

" But if ,ve supposed such continual care to be taken of us,'' 
sairl Horace, "might it not, on the other hand, lead us to be 
,·ery careless ourselves?" 

"Nol unless we supposed Providence to work in a merely 
arbitrary manner, without reference to our mvn conduct and 
actions," returned Florence; "but I do not think that. I only 
believe that the results of our actions are shaped and overruled 
as is best for us ; and if we do ,n-ong we must still suffer for 
it, though Providence may mercifully shape C\'cnts so as to gi,·e 
us the lmst possible suffering; whereas, if we do right, Provi­
dence ensures our greatest possible happiness. And smcly 
nothing could make us more careful, than to believe that every­
thing, however trifling, which we do, is either right or wrong, 
and will i.nevitably conlribute either to our happiness or to our 
suffering in the future.'' 

"But there are so many things we have no control o,·er, 
"hich have no connection with our doing right or wrong,'' said 
l Iorace. 

"I think not," said Florence, gently. "If we could only see 
into the bpiritual causes of such things, we might find strangely 
intimate connections between them and our doing, or our loving 
to do right or wrong." 

,. Spiritual causes?" said Horace. 
"l mean causes existing in the states of our mm mind, or 

spirit," answered florence, blushing again, and secretly wishing him 
much less anxious to elicit her opinions. " I believe that events 
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and circun1stanc-cs always bear a certain reference to ourselves, 
not as we seem outwardly, but as we really arc, inwardly or 
spiritually; and that they arc, therefore, the consequences, 
strictly speaking, not of other events or circumstances, but of 
causes within ourselves." 

"Then you think there is a distinct cause, or re1s011, for 
every triOc that happens to us?" said Horace. 

"Yes,'' saicl Florence, "because I l>elievc that everytbing 
happens for our goocl; and how r:oultl that be, unless whatever 
happens to us were adapted to the peculiar things in each of 
us which nee<l correction or development, in order that we 
111ay become lJc:tter and happier." 

"Just so!" said llelen, who had also been listening atten­
tively. "And it is Ll1c most beautiful idea ! One could never 
he afraid of anything that might happen, if one really believed 
that." 

"I <lo not think you are much afraid of anything, as it is, 
Miss IleLn," said Sir William, wlv>, approaching to hand her 
some coffee, ha<l overheard the last few sentences. "Miss 
Forrester, to what peculiar fault, or undeveloped excellence in 
yourself, do you ascribe your ltunble into the water this after­
noon?" 

The fun in Sir William's eye was irresistible, and they all 
laughed. 

"I dicl not say \\·e < ould always discover the cause, Sir 
\Villiam," returned Florence, with her gentle smile, when the 
laugh hacl subsided; "but, perhaps, I may find out a reason 
for it some day, though I cannot just now." 

"Well, when you do, be sure you let me know,'' rejoined Sir 
William; and the conversation, to Florence's great relief, 
p:i.ssed off to lighter topics. 

"I have no doubt you will discover a reason some clay, even 
for your tumble into the water," said Frank Littleton to 
Florence, as he harle her good-night; and such a soft, sweet, 
c1uite radiant smile rcll upon her :1s he spoke, that she involun• 
tarily raised hl'r eyes to meet it with a thrill of va~ue satisfac• 
tion, as though it were a ray of sunshine. Hut then Mr. 
Carysfort came up, and Frank was gone in a moment. 

"Whatever reason there might be for your falling into the 
water, I trust there will be none for your catching cold; but 
I shall not feel quite at case till I see you perfectly well to­
morrow," said I lorace, with a very different, IJlll very meaning 
smile, and a slight emphasis on the last word, which drove 
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e,•erything else out of Florence's head, and re-awakened all 
her perplexities. And despite her utmost efforts to dismiss 
them as before, they continued to haunt and distract her 
mind throughout a balf-sleepless and feverish night, mingling 
even with her dreams in strangely distorted fashion. 

For l\fr. Carysfort was not clcstinccl to feel at ease, even on 
the morrow. Florence ,ras so unwell the next morning, that 
though she rose as usual, she was ohliged to lie down again 
before she was half-dressed; but, when Lady Emlyn proposed 
sending at once for Mr. Littleton, she would not hear of it, 
feeling sure she had only caught a bad cold, and should be 
better by evening. Condolences and hopes of seeing her by 
dinner-time, were duly transmitted to her by Louisa from Sir 
"William and Horace, the hopes of the latter being expressed 
with much significance; but they were none the less doomed to 
disappointment. She felt no better by cveniJJg; and when, 
without consulting her, Lady Emlyn brought up l\Ir. Littleton 
to sec her, he found her with so much fever, that she was at 
once ordered from her sofa to bed, "·ith injunctions not to think 
of leaving it again till the fever should be subdued. So l\lr. 
Carysfort was forced to content himself with hopes of her being 
beller the next day. 

But the next clay she was worse; and l\Ir. Littleton began 
to look grave, and to talk of inflammatory symptoms on the 
1 ungs. There cuuld no longer be any hope of its proving a 
mere cold ; and 11 elen shook her head, and, in secret, bid all 
the blame on l\ I r. Carysfort. She had not as yet made much 
progress in practising, howcvu- she might admire, Morence's 
philosophy of looking for causes beyond the mere surface of 
event,;; one inevitable result of which is, that \\'e must cease 
to resent the consequences of acts, however selfish or thought 
Jess in themselves, against their authors ; ,rho become mere 
instruments, in our eyes, of something permitted. for good. 
Perfect lm·e docs not more surely cast out fear, than firm and 
enlightened faith the very possibility of resentment. Dlind 
as the a11ger of a child against the table which hurts its head, 
is all vindictive feeling against those who may seem to haYe 
injured us, but who could "have had no power at all, except it 
were given" them "from above." 

A few days, during which the usual remedies were resorted 
to, went by before either Lady Emlyn or ]\fr. Carysfort began 
to entertain anything beyond regret al Florencc's indisposi­
tion, which deprived them so long of her society. Horace, 
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indeed, was like a fish out of water, and not in the best pos­
sible temper. T [ckn hoped this arose from self-reproach; but, 
in fact, it had not yet occurred to him, that his insisting on 
driving Flon.:nce home might have anything to do with the 
matter. It was quite natural a lady should catch cold after a 
fall into the waler, !Jut it was very provoking just now; and he 
fretted and fumed, till l1is favourite d1aise-longue could hardly 
conlain him. llden might have enjoyed his discomfiture, 
but for the growing anxidy she fancied she saw in Frank 
LiLtleton's face after every fresh visit to his patient, and the in­
creasing suffering, which all Florcnce's gentle patience was 
unable wholly to disguise. 

At length one evening, after the third visit he had that day 
made to his patient, Frank Littleton, ,l'ilh obvious reluctance 
and hesitation, informed Sir William and Lady Emlyn, that 
lw must suggest the propriety of sending for further advice 
from London, and communicating with Miss Forrester's rela­
tives. Lady Emlyn's consternation and distress were extreme; 
she had never drcamecl of danger. But Sir \Villiam, who under­
stood helter the probable rnnse<tuences of continuous fever and 
inflammation, assented instantly, and prepared to send off a 
messenger l>y the night train. Dut a difficulty arose as to 
writing to Ill r. Forrester. They knew he was in Ireland, but 
nothing more; an<l it must be learne,l from Florence herself. 
Lady Emly11 w:1s more distrcsse<l than ever at the idea of 
asking her so ominous a question, an,l pleaded hard for delay­
ing it al k:1sl till the next clay; but Frank Littleton shook his 
head, and Sir \\'illiarn, certain that he would not lightly urge 
surh measures, supported him. 

With a heavy heart, therefore, Lacly Emlyn returned lo 
l•lorence's rooll1, when:! llelcn was sitting beside her friend, 
am! put the <1uestion :t., indire<tly as possible, asking whether 
she would not like some one Lo write to her father, as she 
was un:tl,le Lo do so h(;rself. Con,lcrnation was painted on 
J !den's face, an<l she retreated a step or two, lest Florence 
sl10ulcl catch its expression; hut that was not needed. The 
suppressed agilati,m in I ,ouisa's voice would have told Florence 
her rears, even without tlie n:ady < lue supplied by her own 
feelings. llut she :mswere<l quite calmly, though Lh<.; increasing 
ililliculty with 11hi< Ii ~he spoke, almost ,1ord by word, struck 
painful!, on Lady l•:ml;n's awakl:ned appn:hension. She did 
not her~df know where to write lo her father, not having 
heard from !um for some clays. Ile ha<l been attending 
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the meetings of the British Association in the North of 
Ireland, ancl was moving from place to place. But if they 
would write to her cousin Bernard, in London, he ,rnuld find 
out the latest address from the servants at home charged with 
forwarding his letters. 

Lady Emlyn was already leaving the room, hoping she had 
con_ccalcd the real motive of her mission, when Florence spoke 
agarn. 

"Helen, dear," she whispered, "I must speak to Mr. Little­
ton again for a moment, before he goes." 

"Oh no, clear Florence ! " said Lady Ernlyn, turning back 
hastily. "You had better be quiet, dearest." 

" 1\ftenrnrcls," said Florence. "I must speak to him first, 
clear Louisa." 

Louisa could ~ay no more; and hastening from the room to 
hide the tears gathering in her eyes, returned in a few moments 
\Yith l\Ir. Littleton. 

"I want you to tell me," said Florence, in the same slow, 
painful whisper, '' if you onsider me in danger. You need not 
be afraid of its hurting me; I am not afraid of dying." 

Frank Littleton did not shun the sweet, serious glance fixed 
up n him, but his lips r1uivcred visibly as he replied, "Y cs; in 
danger, undoubtedly." 

"Tell me the exact truth, will you?" said Florence. " Is it 
hopeless?" 

" Certainly not," he returned, quickly. "But your state is 
serious; and unless the inOammation yield in a day or two, 
the danger could scarcely be greater than it will then be. I 
tell you the exact truth," he added, with a look that spoke 
volumes to Helen's observant eye, and in a voice almost lower 
than Florcnee's own, "because 1 should feel it wrong to deceive 
you, and I know it will not hurt yo11." 

'· Thank you," said Florence. "Helen, dear, please open the 
curtains a moment. I should like to look out at the sky and 
trees-before it is quite dark-in case I am worse to-morrow," 
she added, won\ by word drawn out more slowly and feebly, 
but not less calmly. 

Helen and l\lr. Littleton quickly withdrew the curtains, 
ancl tears gathered in l Ielen's yes, but a sharper pang 
tightened at Frank Littleton's heart, as they watched the 
half-wistful, loving glance \Yhi h Florence raised to the clear 
blue sky, from which the last hues of sunset were slowly 
fading. 



Tin: Accr1Jr·:~T. 75 

"I low slrange ! " she said, in a few moments. "Mamma 
· rlicd of the same illness." And again her eye fixed and dilated 
in its earnest gaze on the blue heavens, as if rather yearning 
10 the bright home beyond, than fearing the shadows that lay 
between. 

Frank T ,illlcton dropped the curtain somewhat hastily. 
" Life :111d death arc equally uncertain," he said, "and we 
nrnst negh:< l n<Jthing in our power. You must, therefore, let 
me enjoin complete <1uict now." 

" Y cs," said 1• lorcnce, "thank yon.'' llut her thoughts were 
elsewhere; and Mr. Littleton lcavi ng the room with Lady 
Emlyn, I Iden resumed her seat besidt.: the imalid. 

Vlorenr-e had said truly, that she was not afraid of dying. 
She had carly lcarncd to realize the existence and pnpelual 
proximity of that spiritual world, which death must sooner or 
later open lo us; and regarding it as the home when: the 
desin:s of all hearts shall he granted, was not dismayed at the 
prospect of an early close of her journey thither. And to the 
young, \\'ho have yd taken hut slight holtl on life, it often 
seems easier to clctach themselves from earthly ties, than it 
might prove at a later period. Their faith, if 1111confirmed, is 
also un foucled by trial ; and, without effort, gilds the future 
with the bright hut.:s cle:n to youth an<l hope. Just now, too, 
this seemed Lo Florence th(; answer to her earnest desire for 
guiclan<"e, the rekase from her perpl<lxities; and a sense of 
deep thankfulness was her predominant feeling as she recom­
posed herself to n·st. At another time, regret for the sorrows 
of others her father, Louisa, Helen, Mr. Carysfort must 
have intruckd to rume the peace which no clinging to earth 
of her own clisturued; !Jut stilled by the exhaustion of bodily 
suffering, an(l the semi-bewilderment of intense fever, her 
thoughts tra\'elkcl no farther than to wlrnt was forced on her 
noti, c; and holding Ilelcn's hancl, pressing it every now and 
then instinctively .is ~he felt it tremule in hers, she sank by 
degrees into a half' ,lumber, half-stupor, still seeming lo feel 
Frank Littleton's lo()k upon her, with a v:1guc sense of enjoy­
ment in the fL·(;ling. 

Very clilTcre11t, mc:anwhile, were l Ielen's feelings as she sat 
beside her; at first, almost in despair. What if Florence 
shoulcl really clit.: ? as her scc:ming willingness to depart made 
Helen shiver to think too probable. It seemed as if the whole 
new, bright life she had been enjoying so intensely, must be 
lost, too, for ever. Not that this ought to be. All Florence 
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had taught her, by example and precept, must do her good, 
make her lastingly l1appier. But how little good in com­
parison! She wanted so much more help and love! Florence, 
she knew, would have assured her they could not be parted 
unless it were for the good of both, and that other help would 
be sent her if needful; and with that the image of Bernard 
H_untley flashed across her, as one through whom the help 
might come. That was a brighter thought; but she wanted 
Florence, too, oh, so much ! She had so far imbibed her 
friend's views, that she did not tl1ink of regretting the im­
pending change on her account; but as she could not per­
suade herself to feel that their separation could be for her own 
good, she by degrees took refuge in hope. The danger might 
be averted. Florence had youth and a good constitution on 
her side, and Mr. Littleton had said it was not hopeless. And 
,Yith youth's natural shrinking from a painful present, she 
turned presently to dreams of the future, when Florence should 
be quite well again ; and found some comfort in reflecting that 
she could not really be attached to Mr. Carysfort, or the pros­
pect of parting must be more painful to her. So, perhaps, after 
all, Frank Lillie ton-- but there she suddenly checked herself, 
trembling at the rashness of her anticipations. 

The danger was not over yet ! 

ClL\l'TEI' \'I. 

TIU, CRISIS. 

lll oon or Ll,c summer-night! 
Far clown yon western steeps, 

Sink, sink in silver light! 
l\I y lady sleep ! sleeps ! 

l ,<l'.\< ,l FI.I.(;\\ . 

LADY E,1IY'S and :Mr. Littleton sikntly rejoined Sir \\'il­
liam uelow; and while the former poured out to her husuand 
all Lhe grief and alarm she had with dilliculty repn:sscll so 
long, Frank Littleton paced the room in a slate of agitation 
which iL required all his efforts to wrestle down. That look 

Florence's upwards, haunted him with the most painful of 
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presentiments; an,l it \\'as well for his selfconlrol that some 
minutes elapsed before Lacly Emlyn appealed to him on the 
s_ubject. 

"And oh, William," said she, "1the worst of it is, that she 
seemed so -so-not the least nfraicl, l mean. Surdy that is a 
bad sign, Mr. Littleton." 

" It might seem so, in one sense," he replied, pausing in his 
walk, :111<l sp,·:tking in the low, constrained voice which be­
trays grl!at inward emotion. " But yd, if it prove so," he 
conlinul!<I, fixing his ·yes in deep thought on the lllue sky on 
which Floren<·l!'s had rested so lovingly, "who dare wish it 
otherwise?" 

" Nol wish it otherwise ! " exclaimed J ,ady Emlyn, the tears 
starting again as she spoke. "You surdy cannot mean any­
thing so unfeeling as that. My poor dcar Florence! I thought 
every one nm t wish h<.:r to get well." 

" Unfeeling, Lady Emlyn ! Smely you must misunderstand 
me," said Frank, starting, and turning absolutely white. l Ic 
had spoken his thoughts unconsciously, forgetting that they 
might sound strange lo olhcrs, unaware of the train of feeling 
which prompte<I them. But instantly recovering himself, he 
added, " I only meant, dcar Lady Emlyn, that, should Pro­
videncc st.:e fit lo lo realize our worst apprehensions, we dare 
not be selfish enough to wish back from heaven to earth, one 
seemingly so lit for higher than earthly bappint.:ss. But if you 
knew," he continued, in :t less steady voice, "what it cost me 
to say so, you woul<l har<lly considcr me unfeeling." 

Iris words sounded cold in Louisa's car; for, good and lov­
able as she was, she was naturally of an unreflecting turn, and 
had enjoyed too mu< h of the happiness of this world to have 
been led to realize any very clear perception of the superior 
happiness of another, her religious convictions being, though 
sincere, passive rather than active influences in this respect. 
Full of her own anxicty, moreover, she did not catch the pur­
port of his last words; but Sir William, who was betkr 
acquainted with his friend's turn of thought, and the deep 
feelings hidden beneath his joyous, playful exterior, under­
stood in :t moment. !le put his hand kindly upon Frank's 
shoulder, and with a look :i.nd tone of th<.: warmest sympathy, 
said quickly, " Never 111incl, Frank; Lou i. a will understand you 
better anothcr tillll'. lk irks, I must prnt, sl :1gainst your citht.:r 
of you louking on the lib"k sirJe of thinJ:!S in this way. Our 
uusincs. 1. to get our paticnt well :1gain, not to take it for 
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granted she is going to die, whateYer she may fancy herself, 
dear Louisa." 

Louisa looked up with a grateful smile and a heart lightened 
already : hers was naturally a hopeful disposition. 

"And now about further advice," said Sir \Villiam. "You 
had better write for your friend Sir Charles Alton, Frank; there 
is no better man,-you will find pe.ns and paper on that table, 
-and Louisa must write to Mr. Huntley. \Vell, well, then," 
he added, seeing by her countenance how she shrank from the 
task, " I dare say Helen Montagu will do it. They were great 
friends, and she will do it better than I should; 11·omen always 
do such things best. Go up yourself, and ask her; she will 
know what lo say; and tell her I will come to the library for 
her note in a few minutes." 

" Poor Horace ! " said Louisa, stopping short as she left the 
room, after lingering a minute or two beside ber busb::md, 
whose hopefulness comforted her so much, "what 1Yill he say? 
Where is he ? " 

"Never mind Horace just now; I will look after him pre­
sently, when I have got these notes off," said Sir William; and 
Frank Littleton, who had meanwhile heen writing in silence, 
rose to hand him his, which was glanced over and pocketed 
approvingly, and a hand laid on his arm to detain him. But 
Frank shook his head, and silently grasping his friend's hand, 
passed out, turning back to mention at what hom he should 
return, if not previously sent for. 

" I don't sec what is to come of this business," said Sir 1Vil­
liam, half aloud, when left to himself. " I took it for granted, 
Louisa and Carysfort knew what they were about; but if Frank 
wants her, Frank must have her-that's clear; she must like 
Frank best. Louisa will be sadly disappointed. However, we 
must get her well again to begin with." And off be went to 
make sure of his messenger's being ready in time. 

The idea of writing to inform Mr. Huntley of his cousin's 
danger, and of the necessity of immediate communication with 
Mr. Forrester, threw Helen back from hope to fear; and her 
face was so pale and serious as she entered the library, that its 
expression struck Mr. Carysfort, who, deserted by th...: rest of 
the party, was lounging away the time there over a book. 

"Is anything the matter? Is Lady Emlyn in the dra,ving­
room?" he askec.l, somewhat unconnectedly, it may seem; but 
there was so little sympathy between himself and Helen, espe­
cially as regarded his inclination at all times to monopolize 
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Florence, that he always addressed his numerous inquiries con­
cerning the latter to any one else in preference. 

"No," replied Helen, somewhat abruptly. 
It would Le painful to give utlerance to the fears weighing 

so heavily at her heart; yet, harLouring a vague feeling of re­
sentment against I lorace as the cause of all the mischief, she 
was not inclined to spare him from participation in the general 
anxiety, and forced herself lo speak. 

" Lady Emlyn is in Miss l•orresler's room. Mr. Littleton 
thinks her in such danger, that a messenger is to be sent off 
directly to London for further advice, and to inform ;,fr. For­
rester." 

Her voice tremLled in spite of herself; and without looking 
up, she seated hen;elf to begin writing. 

" Miss Montagu ! " said I loracc's voice at her elbow, "do 
you really mean what you say?" 

J Jelen looked up. She had never believed, perhaps because 
she disliked him, that be entertained any feeling for Florence 
deserving of sympathy or consideration; but she could not 
resist the appeal made to her own really warm feelings by the 
distress and dismay conveyed in his voice and countenance. 

"I do indeed," she said, with tears in her eyes; "and oh ! 
I am very sorry, Mr. Carysfort ! " 

Her precise meaning was regret for the abrupt, not to say 
unfeeling, manner in which she had conveyed such painful in­
telligence; but the manner had been quite lost in the matter. 
He walked away to the window without saying a word; and 
I [elen wrote her first letter to Mr. Huntley, explaining, in a 
hurried manner, the untoward state of affairs, and the neces­
sity of his communicating with his uncle as speedily as pos­
sible. Before she finished, Horace had come back, and sat 
down near her, watching her write, but without speaking. 
Unable to withstand the impulse to console him a little, she 
said, as she laid down her pen :-

" Sir Charles Alton, who is to be sent for, is a very clever 
man; and of course everything is to be hoped from liis 
advice." 

" Of course," said Horace, so testily that one might have 
thought he felt himself personally injured in the matter, by 
the world in general, and Helen in particular. "Why was he 
not sent for days ago? I dare say Littleton knows nothing 
about it." Having said which, he got up and walked straight 
out of the room. 



80 T!lE \VEl>lJL:-H; GUESTS. 

But he left Helen more in charity with him than she had 
ever felt before. He must care for Florence very sincerely, 
to forget all his usual languid nonchalance so completely. 
But it was uncomfortable to be obliged to feel sorry for him. 
She could not think him worthy of Florence, and must still 
wish him to be disappointed. Perhaps, however, a little 
salutary disappointment might do him no harm, provided 
only it did not come in the one way she could not bear to 
think of. 

Horace betook himself to the consolations of a cigar, his 
feelings divided between dismay and half-petulant irritation; 
and first combated, and then rejected, the idea of any serious 
eventual danger to Florence. She had l.)ecome interwoven 
with all his future plans and prospects; he had begun to love 
her, as for years past he had not believed he could love any 
woman; and give her up he could not. No doubt Littleton 
had been croaking. They would hear a very different story 
when the London physician arrived. But, in the meantime, he 
could not help feeling extremely uncomfortable and out of sorts 
with himself and everybody else. 

Frank Littleton, meanwhile, was walking homewards in a 
very different frame and temper of mind; such as few men, 
perhaps, could have commanded, in face of the impending 
overthrow of their most cherished dream of happiness. But 
his was no common character. Gifted by nature with a gentle, 
affectionate disposition, and that refinement of mind which, if 
less striking than great intellectual powers, is far rarer and 
more valuable, he had, through early training and later oppor­
tunities rightly used, developed into a man possessed, not of 
good natural gifts alone, but of tho~e higher qualities of heart 
and soul, which win the affection and respect even of those 
who, not having themselves cultivated, can but inadequately 
appreciate them. 

Nor was his history a common one. He \\'as the son of a 
spendthrift peer, who had perverted, and wasted in dissipation 
and profligacy, naturally fine qualities and endowments. His 
beautiful countess-mother was weak and self-indulgent, and 
had early learned to seek excitement abroad, to compensate 
for the lack of happiness in her married life. But the extreme 
delicacy of his health in infancy saved Frank from the evil 
influences of the neglect to which the children of such parents 
arc unavoidably exposed. It remlerecl him a burden and a 
source of anxiety to his mother, in the brid inter\'al; of time 
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ancl thought which she devoted to her nursery; an<! she was 
loo happy lo allow him lo be adopt<:<! by an invalid maiden 
aunt, who residecl wholly in the <"'>Unlry, ancl who, estranged 
as she was liy h:tbib an1l sympathies from his father, her 
brother aml only 11<.:ar relative, welcomed the charge of her 
little nl..!phew as a go<l,enrl. She was a gentle, pure-minded 
wom:tn ; anrl, in the peaceful atmosphere of her retirement, 
lhl..! <klicall..!, sensitive child strengthened ancl throve in bodily, 
mental, a1ul spiritual health; repaying with interest her care 
and soliritutlc, by gratl..!ful love, which became the sunshine of 
her existence. I le never went to school; for his gentle Aunt 
Mildred clreadecl the infiuences of the public school his parents 
would cloublless have insisted on; and her means were suf1i­
cient to enable her to provid(.; the best of tuition at home for 
her darling (without net:ding to have recourse to her brother, 
of whose growing emharras,ments she was well aware), till the 
time came for him to go lo Oxfonl. For in her heart she had 
always clcstincd him for the Church, ancl hoped he might 
eventually succeed to the family living long held by the friend 
who was her con~tant aid and adviser as to Frank's studies. 
But her wishes were not destined to be realized. 

liis thrt:e years at Ox.ford passed away uneventfully and 
happily. 11 is was a sunny disposition, which seem eel to be 
filtecl Lo imbibe the good ancl the brightness of every sphere; 
anc.l his aunt's ever watchful influence assisted in guarding 
him from thc temptations of college life. Without highly dis­
tinguishing himself, he won a sufficiently honourable standing 
to gratify her, and somewhat surprise his parents; who, sud­
cknly rcmindccl, as it were, of the existence of the son they 
had not seen for years, summoned him, on kaving Oxford, to 
present himsdf in the family cirdc in London, that they might 
sec, as his father said, if he were likely to turn out fit for any­
thing after all. 

c;n~aL was the ddight an,l surprise of lhl..! counkss, at thl..! 
grace ;1.11cl rdincmenl of hl..!r son's a<lclrcss and manners-the 
very pcrli.:ction, as it seemed, of aristocatic breeding, though 
it sprang in him from a very <lilf..:rcnl sourcl'. 1I1s personal 
beauty, loo, even enhanct:rl by the appearance of ddicacy 
which remained to tell uf the ill health uf his childhood, was 
a powerful additional recommendation in the eyes of one 
whose own beauty had unfortunately rt:maine<l her greatest 
attraction. Moreover, she had a heart which still at times 
yearned to her children ; and her daughters, though handsome, 

Q 



THE WEDDI G GUESTS. 

and admired in the world, were nothing at home, or to her­
. he had always lived for herself, and they had learned to live 
for themselves ; and her eldest son was an apt follower in his 
father's footsteps. Frank's gentleness and unselfishness, there­
fore, might well achieve the conquest of all the aff'ej:tion she 
was still capable of bestowing. Blended with vanity and selfish­
ness, it doubtless was, in no small degree; but it was much 
more than he had looked for; and he returned it with all the 
wam1th of his amiable and loving disposition. 

His aunt's death occurred shortly after, during the first visit 
he paid to what he could not but feel to be his true hon;ae; so 
that her last days were made happy by his Wlditniniah aff'eo. 
tion, and by the renewed conviction of his haring to 
be all that her fondest hopes desired. And for she 
was not afraid to trust him to the same Hand to bich she 
tranquilly commended her own departing spirit. 

:Frank was thus thrown back entirely upon the new-found 
home, "hich now became his only one. For his mother's sake, 
he soon learned to find amusement in her amusements, and 
pleasure in the happiness his society and attendance ob-
viously afforded her; and for a couple of years he her 
consta, t companion in the fashionable, butterfly-life led 
His light-hearted, joyous temperament disposed him to ter 
gaily into it; but he enjoyed it innocently, as mere amuse­
ment,-which becomes pernicious only when it degenerates 
into vice, or is exalted into the business of existence. Every 
sphere affords scope for the exercise of unselfishness and self. 
denial, and Frank found it even in this, hich also mm 
opportunities of cultivating those refined, · tic __ ,-so,onn 
genial to his nature. 

How long this might have lasted- hether such a I moat 
not eventually have lowered his standard of excellen and 
enervated, if not perverted, the high principles he had imbibed 
from his aunt, it is difficult to say; but before the influence of 
her early training, and of his abiding love and reverence for 
her memory, had at all lost their hold upon him, a long­
impending crash in the earl's affairs again changed th t 
of Frank's fortunes. 

The earl's estates fell into the hands of his 
an annual allowance made by these was all t 
support his family in the life of fashion 
abroad, to which they decided on betaking 
family living, formerly alluded to, having 
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to 
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•anrl been gi\Cn to a cli t.rnt rdatiun to hole! for a time, Frank 
was inrormecl hy his father that the best thing he could do 
would be to go back to Oxford, and prepare for orders. There 
would be no possil>lc provision for him but this living. His 
weak mother urged her utmost against a plan which must 
separate her from her favourite, l,ut Frank eagerly welcomed 
tlw rl'lninrler that life mu t nr,t l>e spent in mere allluscment; 
feeling that the opportunity of set uring a ~phcre of permanent 
usefulness, that, too, which his aunt had o earnestly de. ired 
for him, ought not to he rejecll:rl, ev,.;n to please his mother. 
After doing all he could, therefore, to 811100th for her the 
annoy:rnces allencbnt on the breaking up of all her old associa­
tions, and on her remov,11 abroad, he returned lo O ford, to 
enter earnestly on his career. 

But his w,1s not a mind to take up s,.;rious things lightly; 
nnd the studies to whi< h he now turnccl, led him in a different 
din.:t Lion from that whiC"h he intcntkcl. That \\ hich he was to 
i11c u]c,1te upon others, he clcsirrd first thorou rhly to unrler­
stancl and lll:tkl! his own; but he so,m found that the heart­
religion instilled by his aunt's leaching a11cl e ample ,1-.1s quite 
compatilile with great intellectu,ll doubts :ts to many of the 
cloc trin,.;s of the Church to whil h she had unquestioningly 
belonged. The farther he went, the greater his clifticulties be­
came ; till he ut last lai l a idc the studies undertaken with a 
view to ordination, to commence a vigorou search after truth, 
whcn.:soc, er it might be found. Belie~ ing firmly in the pro­
mi e, that nil 1Yho seek shall find, it happened lo him according 
to his belief; and through a train of cin umstancc, ncedless to 
record, he was le<l lo a satisfactory solution of the mysteries 
which had perple eel hi 111. llut the solutifln came from "with­
out the pall! ; and \\ hen, fully s 1tisfiecl in himscll~ he turned 
again to the ·tlfair of outward life, he wrote to inform his 
father, tl1.tt, hwing b.cn led to adopt views diss,.;nting from 
the ( '1nm h of Lngl.lllcl, he must gi1 e up the idea of taking 
orders. 

A storm of family indignation, ridicule, and r..:monstrance 
followccl. His father was furious at his methodistical folly; 
his mother lamented and entreated, equally incapable of com­
prehending thl! principles which actuated him. Even his cider 
brother, who had seld"m bestowecl much notice on him, from 
the moment he had found it impossible to dr,iw him into his 
own circle of dissipated and vicious associates, exerted himse!t 
to write a curt fraternal lecture, entreating him not to make 

C 2 
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a fool of himself, by throwing up fifteen hundred a year; but 
just to hold his tongue, take orders and the living, and then 
keep a curate and do what he liked afterwards. 

Nor was there wanting more specious advice from other 
quarters, as to the cloulitful expediency of rejecting a charge, 
the spirit of which he was so well fitted to act up to, on 
account of mere difii.culties as to the letter. The signing of 
articles was but a form ; the real engagement entered into by 
a clergyman was to minister, to the best of his abilities, to the 
spiritual instruction and welfare of his flock. If prepared to 
fulfil the latter, it was surely supererogation to make a stumbling­
block of the former. 

This might, perhaps, be regarded as the great temptation 
of Frank Littleton's life. Nol that wealth, in itself, was any 
temptation to him ; but a life of ease and refined luxury could 
hardly have been enjoyed so long without inspiring some desire 
for its continuance; and though the line of remonstrance 
adopted by bis family was not calculated to effect its object, 
other considerations must carry weight with one of his earnest, 
affectionate nature. lle was really grieved at the necessity of 
paining his mother, the only surviving relative to whose hap­
piness he seemed of importance; and, though he could not 
sacrifice duty to her wishes, it would have been no small relief 
to be persuaded that duty did not oppose them. And the idea 
that he might, on the whole, clo more good by securing the 
elevated sphere of usefulness which lay open to him-that he 
would, after all, only be giving up the letter to preserve the 
spirit of what conscience dictatecl,-that forms were, in truth, 
of no moment,-was to him a most alluring one. 

But, happily for him, his long habit of simply doing what 
he believed he ought to do, had kept the sight of his inner eye 
too single to admit of its being thus blinded. Forms might, 
indeed, be of minor significance; but form and substance, 
lclter and spirit, must be duly appreciated and both preserved; 
neither sacrificed to the other. It is precisely by acquiescing 
in false or faulty forms that these arc rendered valueless, be­
muse meaningless. What the spirit dictates must, indeed, be 
clone· but the injunctions of the letter not be "left undone." 
And l1ow could he hope to be of use in the diffusing ol 
truth, if he began by doing an untruth himself? He remem­
bered, in brief, the injunction, to "do no evil that good may 
come." 

The announcement that his decision was irrevocable pro-
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a~ a ti~11~ when relief had become imperatively necessary, that 
Sir Wilham Emlyn-a friend made in earlier days, when the 
earl's son had availed himself of an opportunity of showing 
some kindness, never forgotten, to the poor merchant's-clerk­
suggested, after much hesitation, that if he did not consider 
it loo much beneath him, Frank should for a time take up a 
practice lately fallen vacant in tl1e neighbourhood of X--. 
The mild climate, combined with the comparative freedom of a 
country life, might, perhaps, save him from the alternative of 
throwing up his profession altogether, at least for the time. 
Frank adopted the suggestion unhesitatingly. He was loth to 
resign his hopes and means of usefulness, and the small private 
income-his aunt's bequest-which had enabled him to pursue 
his medical studies without the aid his father withheld, rendered 
him also, in some degree, independent of mere profit in his 
practice. 

And he soon found himself happier in his new life than he 
had ever been since the clays when his home was with his aunt 
in her quiet country retreat. He recovered his health; his 
benevolent clisposition, and love of making others happy, ren­
dered the closer contact with patients and neighbours which 
country life involves, peculiarly congenial to him, and he soon 
found as many friends among both classes as e,,en Sir William 
could desire. With Emlyn Priory, too, as a second home, 
whose inmates were always eager to welcome him, it had never 
occurred Lo Frank that his own home wanted anything, till the 
new idea dawned upon him-which he had imparted to :tllr. 
Huntley on the morning after the weclcling--that he wanted a 
wife. The idea, it may easily be imagined, sprang from a feeling 
that Florence Forrester was ~)recisely the wife he \l'anted. 

Day by day in her society, the feeling had strengthened 
upon him, though he refrained from placi11g l1er in a position 
which, with instinctive delicacy, he felt must be painful to a 
pure-minded, sensitive woman; that, namely, of being the 
object of open attentions from rival suitors. For lo a mind 
duly impressed with the sacred unity of true married love, the 
mere thought of two in reference to such a possible future tie, 
must be painful. And he could afford to wait; as all can, 
whose idea of love is of a mutual affinity inherent in the: very 
warp and woof of two characters, fitted by their integral con­
stitution to harmonize and blend in one. If she were really 
what he deemed her, she could not love, and would not marry, 
I\1r. Carysfort. If, on the other hand, she could really love 
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him, or m:i.rry him from worldly motives withoL1t love, she could 
not be the Florence he lovetl ancl lJelievecl in. But this last 
"if" he ha<l little dwelt on; he jdt that it was otl1erwise, and 
waited patiently for the disentanglement of the relations between 
them, looking forward with pure delight to the time when she 
shouhl be fre<' for himsl'lf to appro:-ir.h openly. 

lluL now a s11<ld1.:n , lcrnd, al rirsl "no hig-g-, r th:111 a man's 
han<l," hacl ov1.:rsprea<l ancl tlarkc111.:cl his 1.:nlin· h1)1izon. For 
the first time in his life, he felt as if all hi, hop,'s, wishes, :-ind 
aspirn.tions Wl're centre,! in one object, and tint one about to 
he taken from him. J le could not even, as he ~:tl alone that 
evening in the pretty little drawing-room overlooking the 
Priory ground<;, whicl1 of late he hatl so often tilled with her 
imaginary presence, find comfort in the hope that such sorrow 
wottld be averted from him. In such emergencies a hope he­
side which its opposing fear stands in threatening contrast, 
involves the distraction of suspense, but can afford n,) substan­
tial relief. His very love, too, for Florence 111.1de him rate 
her danger the higher. Why should one so fit for heaven be 
held back to earth for him? But what then? l >icl he, or 
Providence, know best whether the fruition or clisn.ppointrnent 
of his wishes might prove good for him? I Ic hacl enjoyed so 
much happiness in life already; now, perhaps, it was neetlfol 
he should suff,•r in his turn, an,! prnve himself worthy of wh:tt 
he alr1.:ady poss1.:ssed. \Vas his life, :.tlonc, to be all sunshine? 
And how coulcl he lie selfi,h enough, as he had said to Lady 
Emlyn, lo repine, if she were called away Lo be far happier 
than he coul<l have 111ade her? or ungralefol enough to he 
miserable, amicl so many blessings, al any clis1wnsation of that 
Providence which liesLOll'ed them all? Perlnps so much hap­
piness as he hacl dreamed of mi6ht have bound him too closely 
to earth, or r..:ndercd him, in ~dfish enjoyment, a less careful 
anti active lal,ourcr in the f"ieill assigned to him. And, al 
worsl, her llH!lllf)ry ancl her im:tg,' would h..: one lilessing still 
added to what had hitherto suffi<:ed for his h:1ppiness-ouc 
hope the more in the: future! For the l<J\"1.: in which Frank 
I ,iLtleLon I dieved was not "of the c:uth, e.trthy," born anti 
nurlurecl below lo I,,.; b:rnishcd from abov..;; where•, i[ there be 
indeed no "m,trrying or giving in marriage," it is rather because 
there two arc :.tlre,tdy one, "as the angds" are, than because 
the mosL holy anti blissful of all human ties is banished from 
the resurrection-sphere of all true hnm:rn l11ppine ;s. 

So wh,~n hi.; al la-;t rose, and luok..;d ont upon the pur..;, 
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calm, moonlit sky, the stillness around was not deeper than 
the stillness within him. He had resigned his dream of hap­
piness into the keeping of Infinite Love and Infinite Wisdom, 
and he knew, as those only can know who are capable of simi­
lar self-abnegation, that, come what might, his future path 
would not bck sunshine lo bless it, whether or no t!,c sun­
shine his heart desired were seen to be such as he might safely 
enjoy. And Frank could sleep now, undisturbed by fears for 
the morrow. 

The morrow brought no improvement. Inflammation was 
passing rapidly into congestion, aml danger increasing rather 
than diminishing. Anxiously did all await the arrival of the 
London physician, but Frank less hopefully than the rest. He 
knew that nodiing more could !Jc done than he was already 
doing, though it would be a certain relief to his feelings espe­
cially on account of Florcnce's friends, lo have Sir Charles's 
opinion in confirmation of his own. 

It was still early in the afternoon when the physician arrived, 
accompanied, as Helen had unconsciously half-expected, by 
Mr. Huntley. The latter had been greatly shocked and startled 
at the news of his cousin's danger; and, prone to forebode 
the worst, had hurried down, almost expecting that on his arrival 
he might need to start off in pursuit of her father (whose letters 
might take days to reach him), to convey the worst intelligence 
to him in person. He was relieved lo find things no worse ; 
and he brightened a little at Sir William's hopeful prognosti­
cations that they would soon be all right again, now Sir Charles 
Alton had :1rrived. 

It was some time before the opinion of the latter could be 
ascertained. First there was a conference between him and 
Mr. Littleton, then a joint visit to the patient, then another 
long conference; and the opinion, when at last given, could 
convey but little satisfaction. The danger was undeniably 
great, and nothing more could be done than Mr. Littleton was 
already doing. All depended on the patient's strength of con­
stitution; but she had youth, and, it would appear, general 
good health in her favour. Her present state of alternate 
stupor and wandering might last for hours or days ; it was im­
possible to say; bt1t if it did not prove fatal, it might be hoped 
that her recovery would prove rapid, when once the congestion 
passed off. And having given some trifling directions, and with 
great kindness of"manner, which won the liking of all, exhorted 
the ladies not to despond, as it was always a duty to hope for 
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· the best, he walked oft with Frank Littleton, declining all in­
vitations at the Priory, to spend an hour with him before his 
return to London. 

"Your patient will get over it, Littleton," he said, as they 
walked across the park; ancl then as Frank looked up in sur­
prise, added: " I do not mean that she is less ill than you think 
her; but I often have a sort of intuition, which of rnurse I 
cannot announce professionally, whether my patients will get 
well or die ; :rncl it seldom clen:ives me. So, take my word for 
it, ill ns; she is, she will get over it yet." 

Frank owed much kindness to the speaker ; but he had 
never foll more grateful to him than for the few words thus 
spoken. 

"Littleton, ,rhy do you not marry?" said Sir Charles, hall 
an hour later, after declaring that he envied him his pretty, 
quiet country nest. "Every man ought to marry as soon as he 
can afforcl it, especially in the country. What on earth do you 
do with your winter evenings ? Take my advice, and look out 
for a wife directly." 

"Perhaps I may,'' said Frank, in a low voice, "if-ic you 
should prove right, Sir Charles." 

"Oh ! " returned the physician. "So l>lows the wind ! " And 
he turnt:d and looked out of the window with his hands in his 
pock •ts for some minutes, in cll'ep thought. "Never mind, 
Frank ! " he adckd, turning sucl<lenly round on him again; 
"she will get over it! And now give mc some dinner and let 
me be off!" 

Mr. lluntley had, meanwhile, acceded without opposition to 
Sir William's suggestion that he had better remain at the 
Priory. It would save the trouble of sending him perpetual 
bulletins to forward to Mr. Forrester, which he might just as 
well remain ancl himself despatch upon the spot; and he 
would be at hand should a personal express unhappily pro,·c 
nen.:ssary. 

T\\'o or three (days passed, in intense anxiety, without any 
change, either for better or for worse. llut to Helen their 
suspense was much alleviated by Mr. Huntley's presence. 
Though she spent many hours of ea< h day in Florence's room, 
there were hours, too, during which I .acly Emlyn took her 
place and insisted on her seeking r freshmcnt and air else­
where ; and too utterly restless and anxious to do anything, 
she was also less inclined than usual for Sir William's cheerful 
society. 1 lorace was perfectly unapproacbalJle. Even Lady 
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Emlyn hardly knew what to do with him ; and was fain to leave 
him to himself, to spend best part both of day and evening, in 
a state of perverse self-aggravation, in a boat, or on the hanks 
of the little lake, which he declared he hated the sight of. 
Helen he avoided to the utmost; for it had dawned upon him 
now, that had her sensible advice, that Florence shoul<l walk 
home after tlv: ~1.1:cident, been followecl, all might han'! been 
well. 

But for Mr. Huntley, therefore, Helen woul<l have spent 
many weary hours, and their common anxiety was a new link 
between them. For though Dcrnard ancl Florence were not so 
closely united by sympathy as their relationship might have 
warranted, they had been used lo look on each other in a 
brotherly and sisterly sort of way; and besides his mother had 
been fond of her; anri-as he said to Helen, so mournfully 
that it made her heart ache-if she were taken, it would yet be 
one thing less in the world to care for and cling to. Her illness 
and danger, too, naturally reminded him of the sad days of his 
mother's last illness; and so by degrees he began to talk to 
Helen about his mother, her matchless goodness, and the 
bitter blank her loss had made in his life; till the sort of con­
straint which had formerly marked his manner, quite vanished 
as regarded her; and Sir William would smile, as he watched 
them pacing the lawn side by side, in deep converse, with such 
serious faces as if both were wholly unconscious of the spell 
which was weaving, so visibly to his eyes,. 

I ,ovc's bright enchantments rounJ them. 

And so indeed they were. The one pressing anxiety was 
too absorbing to leave leisure for reflection on any secondary 
subject; and, if it e,·er flashed upon Helen's mind, how 
changed from its former, purely intellectual footing, was now 
her intercourse with, and interest in, l\1r. Huntley, she explained 
it to herself as the natural result of seasons of sorrow, ,Yhich 
inevitably bring out people's better and warmer f-=elings, drawing 
them out of mere conventional life, and thus nearer together. 
At present, at least, she could look no farther into the future, 
than to the issue of Florence's illness. 

At last a crisis came. One whole night, the terrible suspense 
of which Helen neYer forgot, there lasted a struggle between 
the apparently reviving powers of nature, and the enemy 
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which had so long held them in subjection. At intervals 
Florence would talk rapidly and incoherently, sometimes to 
her mother, as if she were stnnding beside her; and then fits 
of exhaustion W'111ld follow, <luring which the others held 
their breath, 1, st the sound of hers should fail. But towards 
morning tht.: long-hoped-for, now almost<lespain.:d-of, signs of 
improvuncnl be, ame apparent. The inf'ohercnl talk, the 
se<.;ming struggle• sulisiclcd ; the hreathing lwl'allle gentler :rncl 
mort.: regular; ant\ at last, after a lengthened interval of al­
most hrealllless i;ilenc c ancl suspense, Fr,111k l ,ittleton lifted 
his eyes with a look which woulrl have made his meaning 
clear without words, and breathed rath<.;r than said, "Asleep ! 
Safe!" 

It may he imagined with what feelings J ,ady Ernlyn and 
IIeh.:n, obeying Frank's signal, followed him noiselessly out of 
the room; ancl h.:aving safe watch by the sleeper, went down 
together their common gladness forbade the idea of their 
separa.ting-to look for Mr. Huntley, who, as Helen knew, 
had been sitting np, like thernsi.:lves, all night, awaiting the 
issue. 

They found lii111 pacing the lawn in front of the windows, 
and, emerging gladly into the fru;h 111orning air, 111ct him as he 
turned hastily on < ;itching sighl of lhcm. llul the expression 
of his c<rnnlc:nanr.e betrayed his sudden alarm lest a different 
cause hat! relcasecl lht.:111 all fmm their watch. 

"Uh ! no," exr.laimed Helen, answering his look; "she is 
better! She is asleep ; out of clanger, l\lr. Littleton thinks." 
And these first words which had been sp<>ken since Frank 
Litlleton's mngical "Asleep ! Safe ! " were !,Jllowecl, ,Yhether 
she would or no, by a gush of tears, in which Lady Emlyn 
heartily joined. 

"Y cs," saicl !•rank I ,ittleton, rccol'ering his IJOll'ers of speech, 
and drawing a cleep breath, "I trust the dang<.;r is over now. 
A fell' hours of su< h sleep will be worth all the doctors in the 
world." 

And the spell of silence once broken, there ensued a burst 
of mutual felicitations, r1uestions, and recapitulations of the 
past night's alarms, such as might naturally lie expected in the 
circum,tances. 

But Lady Emlyn's weary looks soon attracted l\Tr. Littleton's 
attention, and he earnestly insisted on her going to bed at 
once, lest he shoulcl have, as h1.• said, more patients on the 
111orro1r ; and slic: ) icldcd to his advice, Oil his promising not 
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to leave the house, and to let her be called instantly should 
Florence awake. 

" How glad I am I did not tell Horace last night that she was 
worse ! " said she lo herself as she went upstairs; but she took 
care, before she retired to rest, to provide for his hearing the 
good news as soon as he should awake. 

But it was useless to try and persuade Helen to follow her 
example. Helen had no power of rest in her ; and so for a 
time the three wandered up and down the lawn, in a state 
of intense, though chiefly silent, mutual sympathy and en­
joyment, such as can only follow on a similar sudden release 
from some great common anxiety. Then Frank rous..:d him­
self, and said he must go in again, in pursuance of his promise 
to Lady Emlyn: and Helen would fain have returned to 
resume her place beside florence. Dut this was so strongly 
opposed by both of her companions, as utterly inconsistent 
with a. due regard for her own health, that she was obliged to 
yield . 

"Then you must take me for a walk till breakfast-time," 
she said, turning to Mr. Huntley; "for as to sitting still any­
where, except in Florence's room, I am perfectly incapable 
of it." 

Nor could Mr. Huntley find it in bis heart to regret her 
disregard of needful repose, as they rambled away through the 
dewy glades of tlie park, which had never \Jefore seemed half 
so beautifol in Helen's eyes. She told him, light-heartedly 
now, all the particulars of her expedition with Florence, and 
of the incident which had given rise to such serious conse­
quences ; and then of their first meeting and contraction of 
eternal friendship at the waterfall, expressing the deep admira­
tion and affection which had since been graclually awakem:cl in 
her, by Florc:nce's purity and sweetness of ch:.nackr ; and 
rendered as expansive by joy as Mr. Huntley had bec.:n by 
anxiety, she unconsciously allmYcd him to sec so far deeper into 
her real warm-hearted, single-minded self than he had ever be­
fore done, that on their return to the house-just in time to 
join a more cheerful breakfast circle than had, for days past, 
assembled at Emlyn Priory-he awoke with a sigh, as from n 
happy dream. He had been dreaming of one brighter ray of 
sunshine left in the world than he had eYer bc:fore hailed, and 
that one shining, in some mysterious way, on and for him. 
Alas' that it should be only a dream 1 

And ,ls he took a sc:at bcsick lier at ta!Jlc, a shadc: of the olLl 
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conslrn.inL reLurnecl lo his manner; but lJelcn was Loo full of 
oLher LhoughLs Lo notice it then, ancl gradually, like a shadow, 
it passed away. 

f'l lAl'TEI' Vlf. 

Jl,\Y-JJREA\!S, 

--A time, when mea,lo\\', grove, and .,lrcam, 
The earth awl every common sight, 

To me did seem 
App:ncllcd in celestial Jighl; 

The glvry and the frc,;hnc,s of a drrnm ! 
\V ORD., \\'ORTH, 

8MOOTrtLY atlll swiftly now sped on the days of l◄'lorence's 
convakscence. The physician's prediction of her rapid re­
rovery was fully justified ; and life was even brighter than 
before for II t:len. 

lL now comprised two specific phases of enjoyment. The 
one consistul in Lending Fl<>reIH'L', reading to her, decking her 
room with nowers, ancl employing :ill the nmnberless devices 
for rcnderin~ a sick room agreeable in which female ingenuity 
delight.;; Lhe other in long rides and walks in Lhe freshening 
autumnal atmosphere, sometimes with Sir 1Villiam and Mr. 
Ilunlley, always with the latter as escort. For this time, Mr. 
Huntley lingered on at Emlyn Priory, needing no pressing to 
detain l1im. Perk1ps he fancied that, in the al;sence of his 
uncle, iL was only right he shuulcl remain till his cousin could 
he <kdar(;cl <Jnite co11ralesccnt; or perhaps he yielded con­
sciously to thi; fas< ination of llclen's society. At any r::tle he 
stayed; and Sir \Villiam would hare lJeen rc;ady with a very 
good n:ason "hy, h::t<l a1,y Oil(; c. pres,ed surprise on the sub­
je~t to him; but other people were taken up with other 
thmgs, and d1C! not trouble their heads about the matter. 

Lady Emlyn was t::tk<·n up with Florence, and with her 
hopes for J loracc when Florence should be well again; and 
her thoughts of others wi;re chiefly in rel::ttion to tlwse two; 
as when she sometimes wished that Mr. Huntley and Horace, 
likely to be so closely connected, could draw a little more 
together; and grew daily fonder of Helen for her affectionate 
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devotion to Florence. Horace, restored to equanimity and 
his beloved chaise-longue, was taken up with his own affairs, 
and the perpetual sending, through Lady Emlyn, of books, 
messages, or flowers to Florence. He now and then exerted 
himself to write a few lines to Fred or Cissy-from whom 
pleasant accounts were regularly received-but most often in­
dulged in a state of luxurious, meditative indolence, such as an 
Arab, according to Eastern travellers, designates his "kaif," 
while the less dignified Italian undisguisedly characterizes it, 
in his lazily-musical tongue, as "ii do!Ce far nimte." Nor, 
though Frank Littleton went in and out, with a serene satis­
faction in his countenance, which might well have given rise to 
a suspicion of his feeling some more than professional interest 
in his fair patient, did any idea of danger from that quarter 
intrude, to disturb Mr. Carysfort's meditations. His noble 
birth and marked personal attractions notwithstanding, Horace 
somehow looked on the country doctor as quite out of the 
pale of possible rivalry; nor did any diffidence as to his 01111 

qualifications, trouble him with doubts as to the success he 
anticipated. 

Letters had meanwhile been receiYed from J\Ir. Fon-ester, 
expressing his satisfaction at the favourable turn in his 
daughter's illness, the news of which he had fortunately re­
ceived simultaneously with that of her danger. He expressed 
himself deeply indebted to Lady Emlyn for her kind care of 
his daughter, and much distressed at the trouble and incon­
venience her illness must have occasioned to her kind host 
and hostess; and trusted that by the time he returned to Lon­
don, some weeks l1ence, she would be well enough to join him 
there as originally intended. But the letter conveyed little 
idea of the deep affection and solicitude "·hich Helen fancied 
Florence's father must certainly have felt; though it was ap­
parently as much as Florence was used to, for she seemed per­
fectly satisfied, and eager to write in return as soon as she 
could possibly sit up to do so. So Helen concluded that all 
fathers were not so fond of their daughters as was her own. 

Visits of condolence and inquiry respecting Lady Emlyn's 
interesting young friend, had of course not been wanting from 
residents in the neighbourhood ; and on occasion of one such 
paid by Mr. and J\Irs. Montagu, Captain Marston, accompany­
ing his aunt, achieved the meeting with Helen, to cheat him 
of which the memorable boat-expedition had been planned. 
But Captain Marston might, save for looking at Helen, have 
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spent his afternoon c1uite as profitably anywhere else ; _so 
dutifully clicl she sit by her father in the house, and walk with 
him in the grounds, -an excursion into which Mrs. Montagu 
contrived, for the sole purpose of giving him a chance of 
making himself agreeable. I !chm did it so naturally, that 
Gerald could not but admire her filial affection even at his 
own expense, till .:\lr. Huntley happening to join the party, 
he found that cven while hanging on her father's arm, she 
could sometimes have cars ancl eyes for other people. Then 
he drC;\v at once into the l.n:ickground, never, however, taking 
his eyes off them during the remainder of the visit. Nor had 
Jlelen more thought to bestow on him after his departure, 
than on a previous occasion. 

The day at length came on which Florence could safely be 
promotcd, for a few hours, from the sofa in her own room to 
the sofa in Lady Emlyn's boudoir; and great was the re­
joicing thereupon. The usual order of proceedings was aban­
doned, and the party having dined early, adjourned for coffee: 
to the boudoir, where they founcl Florence, looking sweet and 
c:i.lm :i.s cvcr; her extreme p:i.lcness, anti the almost transparent 
whiteness of her hanrls, bearing witness how severe had been 
the illness which had kept her so long from her place in the 
circle. But this was not the only effect of her illness which 
an observant eye might trnce. A ch:i.nge he could scarcely 
define, w:1~ yet distinctly felt by one, at least, who thus saw 
her again for the first lime. 

There was less of the shrinking passiveness of rn:i.nner, the 
manifest Limitlity, ,rhich had before been so obvious, especially 
of late. It might seem as if the near presence and contem­
plation of clcath, had elevated her into a higher region, in 
which the petty embarrnssmcnts of inexperienccc.l 1rom:1nhood 
found no pl:i.ce. With the gl"l1tlest self-possession, she re­
ceived the gredings :i.nd congratulations of the Lhrce gentle­
men alike. l\Ir. Carysfort coulcl not even flatter himself that 
a rising colour on the check, or a trcn1or in the yoice, be­
trayed the peculiar satisfaction in seeing him which he wished 
to discern. He felt for a moment as if a veil had fallen be­
tween them; but soon recovering from his momentary disap­
pointment, :i.ttril,uted it Lo her still cvident weakness; anrl 
taking, :1s usual a sc;1t near her, bore part with a good grace 
in the gener,tl hilarity ; l lclcn, in the highest possible spirits 
talking all imaginable nonsense, partly to amuse Florence' 
p:i.rtly for very glee, till even Mr. Huntley was inspired b; 
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l1er gaiely, ancl for the first Lime in his lile grew positively 
merry and amusing, 

"I cannot think what you have been doing with Bernard 
while I have been ill, Sir William," said Florence; "I never 
heard him make a joke in my life before." 

" All the air of Emlyn Priory ! Nothing else, I assure you ! " 
lie replied, with a mischievous glance at Helen, which, how­
ever, she was too much occupied to see. 

" I am sorry to tell you, dear Florence," said she, sitting 
down beside her friend, and pretending to look grave, "that 
we shall never be able to visit our lake again. I do not know 
if it was done on purpose, but Mr. Carysfort has smoked so 
many cigars there lately, that the last time I went by, the 
smoke hung in wreaths about the rocks, and quite hid the 
water; and I am afraid the place will never recover from it." 

" Now, dear IIelen," exclaimed Lady Emlyn, "you are 
joking!" 

"Well," said Helen, gravely, "it certainly was rather a damp 
morning, and it might be a mist from the water. But then, 
what became of the smoke?" 

"If any number of cigars will keep Miss Forrester from the 
lake in future, I will smoke as many there morning and even­
ing as may he necessary, with pleasure, even at the risk of a 
reprimand!" added Horace, with what his brother would have 
called one of his insinuating glances at Florence; but it 
elicited no answer. 

"I am surprised at your want of consideration for my wishes, 
Carysfort ! " said Sir 'IVil!iam, "when you remember my desire 
to see a young lady tumble into the water?" 

"William, how can you?" said Lady Emlyn. "I am sure 
we han; all had enough of tumbling into the water ! " 

"Quite enough ! " said l lorace, energetically. 
"Sir William!" said Helen, rising to approach him, with a 

confidential air, "would my tumbling into the water do as 
well? I dare say I could manage it to please you, and I 
promise not to catch cold, unless you wish to get rid of me; 
but then, to be sure, you need not pull me out!" 

"No doubt you could manage any mischief you were inclined 
for, Miss Helen," returned he, with an eye as full of mischief 
as her own. "And, of course, I should be delighted to sec 
you tumble into the water, and to leave you there, moreover; 
but then, you see, there might be dissentients to such a pro­
ceeding. For instance," he continued, lowering his voice, to 
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restrict the circle of his hean;rs, '' tlwre i~ l\fr. Huntley; and 
young men arc so positive when they arc in love ! Just listen 
to llorace about Mi, s Jiorn.:stcr ! " 

"Sir William!" excbimed Helen, struggling to repress her 
intense confusion, for l\Ir. Huntley sat close by, and her first 
impulse was to hide that such a jest could in any way affect 
her feelings; so, dra.wing herself up, she continued, "I am not 
in Lhe habit of consulting Mr. I [untley, or any young men, as 
to my proceedings. I am surprised ! " 

And with a gesture of dignified astonishment she turned 
away, fecling more provoked than she could have thought it 
possible to be with kind Sir William, yet hardly able to resist 
a smile of delight, as the conviction irresistibly flashed upon 
her, that he had, nevertheless, hit the truth as to the nature 
of Mr. IIuntley's feelings to\\'arcls her, \\'hich suddenly cn­
Jightene<l her, also, as to the nature of hers for him. II er 
heart bolmded \Yithin her, coldly as she, to appearance, turned 
aw:1y; and ,d1cn Sir William, fearing that his remark might 
somewhat have passell the bounds of discretion, followed to 
the opposite side of the room, lo m::i.ke sure she ,rns not really 
angry, she coulu not Ctnd it in her heart .to be so, ancl only 
reill!ratcrl, in laughing reproof, that sh1.: 11·::i.s quite ashamed of 
him. But she was glad of the cfo·ersion occasioned by Mr. 
Litlleton's entranc<.:, and hastened to greet him and join in 
the gratulations on florence's being so perfectly able to bear 
the ( hange of room and scene, to which his coming, to judge 
or the fact for himself, hacl gi\'en rise anew. 

Nor was it by llelcn only that Mr. Littleton's corning was 
felt to be opportune. l\Ir. J lunlley hacl heard Sir William's 
jesting remark; and even IIden's co::ifusion was trilling c01n­
parecl to his. He had started up in a state of pcrturuation, 
whic.h could scarcdy ha\'e escaped observation long ; but 
I1rank ent<.:ring at the moment, he turned hastily to shake 
hands with him, and evading the gbnce of inquiry which the 
dark dolH! on his brow called up, retreated to the most dis­
tant window the room afforded. From thence, unobserved, he 
stood, with compn;ssc<l lips, "·at< hing the others, or rather 
I fclcn, as she stor;rl ];y Frank Littleton nm! Florence, gaily 
proposing a testimonial to the former, as instrumental in the 
reccn 1.:ry of the lady all ,1 ere so glad to sce again among them. 
There waa a s1nile on ll<.:kn's lips, strnngcly compounded of 
the new, in ward joy she ,1 as doing her best to smother, and of 
the sympathy she wish1.:d mirthfully lo insinuate to Frank, in 

H 
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the feelings she was sure he entertained for Florence ; and 
Mr. Huntley thought bitterly that he had never seen her look 
so bright, so irresistibly attractive. His thoughts wandered 
back to the wedding-morning, when he had so admired her in 
her white, bride-like dress, and had wondered what the bride­
groom would be like, when she in her turn became a bride. 
What mattered it? He knew whom the bridegroom would not 
be like. Why had he suffered himself to forget it, even for a 
moment? 

He neither spoke nor moved till Mr. Littleton took his 
leave,-observing, with his sunshiny smile, that Miss For­
rester's court was large enough, for this first day of her re­
ception, without hirn,-and then, saying he would walk with 
him, Mr. Huntley joined Frank, and they left the room 
together. 

Helen was not sorry. It was impossible they should look 
one another in the face again just then; and was she not her­
self longing to be alone, to calm and disentangle the strange, 
pleasant tumult of thought and feeling within ? She rattled 
on, indeed, for a few minutes, more gaily than ever with Sir 
William, making Florence and Lady Emlyn laugh till the 
latter declared herself quite tired; but when, reminded thereby 
that Florence must be tired too, Louisa pronounced that the 
three others must go and walk, or dnvt!, as they pleased, but 
lea,·e her alone with their invalid, it was a positive release to 
Helen. She evaded Sir William's offer of giving her a drive, 
and slipping out by herselt; stole away to her favourite retreat 
at the waterfall, to try and bring her ideas and sensations into 
something like order again. 

Mr. Carysfort lingered behind in the boudoir a moment, to 
say to Florence how deeply he regretted, how earnestly he 
entreated her to forgive, his so foolishly insisting on driving 
her home, which had caused such terrible mischief. 

Nothing could be kinder than Florence's tone and manner, 
as she assured him that there could be noching to forgive. 
Knowing her opinion, that all things are overruled for our 
good, he might feel doubly sure that she could not regard him 
as responsible for any untoward consequences of what had 
been so kindly intended, to save her from an unpleasant walk. 
She begged he would never again think of it in that light. 

Yet, kind as her manner and answer might be, Horace felt 
chilled and disappointed as he took leave of her, trusting she 
would be none the wortie for the afternoon's exertions. It was 



D,\Y-DREAMS. 99 

not the kind of answer he desired or expected. Iler halJit of 
referring everything to higher causes might be very beautiful, 
theoretically ; lmt it was provoking to find himself and his 
agency thereby set aside, as of mere secondary importance, 
just where he wished to be of the very first. He had cal­
culated on being very gently and blushingly forgiven, and did 
not relish being assured there was nothing to forgive him for. 
llc had smoked two cigars and a lrn.lf before the consoling 
idea occurred Lo him, that it was only natural the impression 
mack by all his former attentions should have worn off a little 
during so severe and depressing an illness. A few days would, 
no doubt, soon set all right again, especially as she regained 
her strength anrl spirits. 

But whatever might h1.\ c lJecn the ea Ilse, jestingly inr1uired 
after by Sir ,vil!iarn, of Florenre's immersion and subsequent 
illness, the ri:su!t was clear to her mind ; at least as regarded 
the perplexities of that memorable evening. The guidance 
she so earnestly desired had not failed her. The needful light 
had dawned upon her, through suffering indeed, mental and 
physical; but her path was now clear before her. Whether 
the presence of the great reality, Det,th, l1ad alone sufficed to 
sweep away the seemings of duty and kindnl!SS to others which 
had before bewilckred her; or \Yhether light from another quar­
ter-the light of that look and smile, which, long after they 
were withdrawn, always seemed to dwell on her, in suffering or 
in slumber, like sunshine-had aided in quickening her percep­
tions, maltl!rs not for the moment to inciuire. 

But as soon as she could think coherently, she became 
aware that the question which had perplexed her was a ques­
tion no longer. She did not, and felt sure she never could, 
love Ilorncl! Carysfort ; and no sophistry could now blind her 
lo the profanation of the holy marriage tie involved in marry­
ing without love. 

Sl1e had been wrong, no doubt, in so long yielding a tacit 
encouragement to his attentions, l.Jy 1nssivcly accepting them, 
but that would not be menclecl by committinr; a greater wrong; 
:111,l she was mr)st thankful for the I mg sec! 1siun of her illness, 
wlw h must rcncler less striking the unavoidable cl11.nge in her 
ma.n11er towards him. Sensitive, and deeply averse to giving 
pain, sill! woulcl have given much to ensure the hoped-for po,;­
sibility of his having himself clunged, or coolecl in his inten­
tions meantime : and at worst she must trust that it would 
prove no lasting disappointment. Enlightened perhaps by un-

11 2 
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conscious comparisons, she could not help fancying that his 
was not precisely that ideal of devoted, unsdfish affection, 
which it would be the most painful to wound. 

Lady Emlyn, meanwhile, had no suspicion of the disappoint­
ment which awaited her; and sorely it grieved Florence to 
think that such must be the return for all her love and kind­
ness; but she knew her too well to doubt that, once convinced 
it would really not make her friend happy, Louisa was too 
truly kind-hearted to cling to her own wish; and consoled 
herself meantime by being doubly affectionate and grateful for 
all her care. 

" Dear Louisa, how good you are ! you re.1lly quite spoil 
me," she said, when Lady Emlyn, left alone with her, 1,ro­
ceeded to arrange pillows and shawls for the repose she pre­
scribed. 

"Well, I think the least we can do, after making you ill, is 
to make you well again," said Lady Emlyn. "And it was 
quite as much my fault as Horace's, you know, for letting him 
drive you home." 

"No, indeed," said Florence, earnestly, "it was nobody's 
fault at all,-except my own," she added, in a 10\,·er tone. 
But Lady Emlyn ,rns drawing down the blinds, and did not 
hear this last remark, from which she would have strongly 
dissented. 

Helen's undertaking, meantime, of bringing her ideas into 
proper order,-which implied a summary condemn:ition and 
rejection of the nonsense, as she tried to consider it, which 
Sir William bad put into her head,-proved more difficult than 
she anticipated. She had always entertained a sort of half­
contempt for the "falling in love," which she regarded as 
something sentimental and missy-ish, never indulged in by 
sensible people ; and though, of late, among other new ideas 
imbibed from Florence, she had begun to think that it might 
not be love, but only its counterfeits, and the ha.bit of trifling 
and toying with so serious and beautiful a reality, "·hich should 
be held unworthy of sensible people, she had not yet quite 
shahn off her old feelings. Her first impulse, therefore, on 
escaping into the open air, was to scold hcrsdf for being so 
silly, and try to laugh at it as a mere joke. But it was too late 
for that now. Do what she would, that strange, new feeling of 
uncomprehended, incomprehensible happiness ,,·ould rise again, 
putting all her self-chidings to flight, till, fairly vanqui~hed, she 
resigned herself unresistingly to the bright dreams "'11ich forced 
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themselves upon her, blending present and future in a maze 
of delight which excluded all fear, and all distrust of their 
realization. 

And hers, to do her justice, were unselfish dreams. Her 
new joy was the joy of loving; of feeling, for the first time, 
how willingly, how trustfully, she could resign all other bless­
ings-home, friends, country-for the one friend whose love 
she exullingly felt could never tempt her to sacrifice duty, 
which alone, :i.s Florence had saicl, must be preferred even to 
the holiest of lrnman affections. For Bernard was so noble, so 
self-denying, so infinitely better than herself. Her future, too, 
was an unselfish one. Her thoughts dwelt on the happiness 
she was to afford, rather than that she was to expect. She was 
to brighten Bernard's home, chase the sadness from his brow, 
hdp him in his labours, cheer him in his weariness,-filling the 
place of the mother whose loss he had felt so bitterly. For the 
first time, she rejoiced in her possession of wealth. It would 
be Bernard's, and help to save him from all those harassing 
and petty cares by which one so often grieves to see men of 
high gifts and genius fettered, or diverted from their true 
sphere ; though the grief is doubtless a mistake; such harass 
ancl struggle being the discipline appointed by l'rovidence, for 
purifying and developing to the highest excellence the gift 
Itself bestows. J Ier father, too, if perhaps a little disappointed 
al first, how foncl ancl proud he would be of Bernard when he 
knew him ! ancl llernard would appreciate her father-new 
lrnppincss for each. And then Florence-but that involved a 
whole fresh chapter of dreams and delight. She had observed 
the rhange of manner towards Horace, and had interpreted it 
rightly; ancl now all woL1ld be sunny for her friend as for her­
self. In short, she had never believed there could be so mnch 
happiness in the world ; it was c1uitc too good to be true. Dut 
she sat and dreamed on, none the less, to the choral music of 
the waterfall. 

I Iappy they who, in the after-struggles of life, when deepen­
ing trials and temptations shake and threaten· to overwhelm 
their early faith in the beauty and brightness of life, can look 
back to such hours of pure, unselfish joy as Helen thus 
dreamed away, to revive their conviction that the bliss and 
harmonics of heaven hover ever above and within all the dis­
cords ancl miseries of our earthly probation; and that it needs 
hut the agency of a ~pure, unselfish affection to bring them 
vividly forth to our perception, and for onr enjoyment. Even 

FI\''~.;· ': iOTHE:.K FUR 
Al' l(~L 1 ]"1 !: ' t 1r1rl AM,.Til:,.. ANISTIK 

an d1;.;r U1\JiVEHSITAT WIEN 



102 THE WEDDING GUESTS. 

should such dreams have proved delusive, who but would will­
ingly have paid the price of all after-disappointment and 
anguish, for the actual experience, the sure knowledge, that a 
capacity of love lies within us, of which such bliss is the natural 
element and life-sphere, even as splendour is of the sunshine, 
and fragrance, of the flower? None, certainly, who believe with 
us, that every capacity of the human soul, unless perverted by 
its possessor, must ultimately find free scope for the exercise 
of that activity which is at once the perfection of its powers and 
the fruition of its felicity. 

Such dream-hours, however, are the rare and costly luxuries 
of life, seldom to be enjoyed, and then but for a little space; 
and the time soon came when Helen must emerge into the 
outer world again. But she doubtless carried with her some 
faint gleams of the inner sunshine which had entranced her; 
for when she met Sir William and Mr. Carysfort at the door, 
just returned from the drive they bad been taking, for the lack 
of other companions, by themselves, the former exclaimed, 
"Radiant as Hebe, Miss Helen ! I shall insist on your making 
tea to-night, convinced that it will taste like nectar. But Helle 
never had a taste for solitude; don't tell me you have teen out 
all this while by yourself." 

" Not by myself, but by the waterfall," returned Helen, 
gaily. "Other company-alas ! for the gallantry of Olympus 
-have I had none. But my own company is not so very 
disagreeable that I cannot put up with it for a couple of 
hours." 

"Well, that is odd," said Sir William, with one of his quiz­
zical glances; but Helen would not sec it, and laughingly 
replying, "Very odd," ran upstairs, leaving him no time for 
another word. 

But Helen herself thought it rather odd, when the evening 
passed away witl1out Mr. Huntley's making his appearance. 
He might, indeed, as Lady Ernl}n suggested, be spending it 
with Frank Littleton; but why need he have clone so this very 
evening ?-which wore somewhat heavily a,rny in contrast to 
the gaiety of the afternoon meeting. Whatever she might think 
or feel, however, Helen rallied the others on their clulness, 
and maintained an appearance of perfect unconcern, which 
puzzled Sir 'IVilliam, who "·as no less surprised than herself at 
l\Ir. Huntley's absence. He began to be afraid he had clone 
mischief. 

Mr. Huntley had not yet returned when all retired; but 



RUINS. 103 

Helen consoled herself by inventing all sorts of good reasons 
for his freak. Perhaps he was dreaming, too, as she was quite 
aware she could have beLn content to do for many more hours; 
and men care so much less for appearances than women; he 
would not be afraid, as she was, of ~laying out beyond the pro 
per tea hour. Or, if he had stayed \Yith Frank Littleton, perhaps 
-she wonclcrul what they would be talking of. And then her 
thoughts glicled off into clreamhncl again, till she found hersel[ 
speculating on their meeting next morning; upon which she 
roused herself with a start, scolded herself once more for being 
, illy, and went to lied ancl to slu:p; but with a smile still 
hO\·ering on her lips, as if her waking-dreams rl:lained their 
sway even in slumucr. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

R1 I. ' S, 

\Ve two stood there with never n. third, 
But each by ench, n.s each knew well, 

* * ~ * 
The trouble grew n.ml stirre,I, 

BRO\\'.Nf. ·c, 

I lELEN awoke next morning with that vague consciousness 
of something new and delightful, which it is so pleasant to 
trace to its source as full wakefulness returns. She lingered 
lJefore she left her room, and again in Florence's before she 
went do,1n; with the unwillingness to face the reality of that 
her imagination was delighting in, which is so often experi­
enced and so variou~ly interpreted : either as a presentiment 
of evil, or a shrinking from almost too great joy, according as 
the one or the other may prove to have been in store. 

As to which was in store for Helen, she was not kept long 
in doubt. When she entered the breakfast-room, l\l r. Huntley 
was not there, which of itself gave her an uncomfortable chill; 
an<l when he came in a few minutes later, there was that in his 
face and his morning greetings, which told her in a moment 
that something was wrong. Instinctively she braced herself to 
maintain a semblanl'c of unconcern, though conscious of such 
a tumult of feeling within as dismayed and astonished li .. r, lf 
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this new, delicious dream should prove but a dream? The 
question shot such a thrill of pain to her heart, that she felt it 
could be faced only in solitude; and resolutely silencing it, 
she forced herself to attend to what was going on. 

Mr. Huntley had not shaken hands with her, as during all 
this second visit it had been his morning custom to do; but 
had merely bowed as to the rest, and was now sitting opposite, 
instead of beside her at the breakfast-table, with a heavier cloud 
upon his brow, and a sterner expression on his lip, than she, at 
least, had ever seen there. He conversed as usual, however, 
evading Sir \Vil\iam's raillery on the subject of his last even­
ing's desertion, with a slight apology to Lady Ernlyn ; and 
Helen was trying to persuade herself that his not shaking 
hands with her might have been unintentional, when at the 
close of breakfast he said rather abruptly to Lady Emlyn, that 
now his cousin was so much better, he could not longer trespass 
on the kind hospitality of Ernlyu Priory; and that he proposed 
returning to town the next day. 

Sir William glanced quickly at Helen, to see if she looked in 
any way cognizant, or guilty, of this sudden move; but what­
ever she might feel, her face betrayed nothi11g; and Sir William 
commenced a vigorous remonstrance in aid of Lady Emlyn's 
kind dissuasions. It was ridiculous-it was impossible ! Miss 
Forrester was but just recovering, and her cousin was in duty 
hound to stay and see l1cr quite well again. Besides, who ever 
heard of returning to London at such a time of year, when 
there was nobody there, ancl notl1ing to I.Jc done? If he said 
another word about it, they woulJ have to hold a commission 
"de lnnatico;" and Sir William was on tlie verge of asking 
Helen, \\·hat lady present would charitably undertake the office 
of keeper, when the strangely darkening expression on l\fr. 
Huntley's brow warned him to desist; and he suddenly stopped 
short. 

Mr. Huntley hastened to avail himself of the pause, to 
thank him warmly, though hurriedly, and rather as pained than 
annoyed by such friendly importunity; but his business. he 
added, with a slight touch of bitterness in his tone, lay at home, 
at all seasons of the year; and he had already neglected it too 
long. 

Further pressing was evidently useless. Sir William was 
sure now that Helen must have been refusing him ; hut what 
could she mean, after the way they had been going on these 
last few weeks? He felt quite provoked to see her looking so 
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unconcerned, and a little uneasy lest his foolish joke of the day 
before should be at the bottom of some misunderstanding be­
tween them; for he was quite sure she loved Mr. Huntley; no 
one could doubt it who had watched them as he bad done. 
There was evidently no hope of dou1g anything with l\Ir. 
1 I untley, but he must try and get some light upon the subject; 
S() he contri\'erl to intercept Helen, when--breakfast being 
over at bst---shc was slipping out through the library into the 
garden, nnc.l said reproachfully, "Miss Helen, what have you 
been doing to I I untky? Whal is this new freak of being off 
to I ,ondon all of a sudden ? " 

"1\fy clear Sir William!" replied Helen, affecting extreme 
surprise, "what should I have to do with l\Ir. Huntley's going 
to London?" 

"Wl1y you migl1t have a great deal," returned Sir William, 
staggcred, but not convinced, by her manner. "Now don't 
scold mc, l\liss I Iclen ; you know I never mean mischief, 
though I do like to tease you now and then ; but I was afraid 
l might have made mischief between you somehow yesterday, 
though how, for the life of me" ---

" No, no ! " exclaimed Helen, catching his drift, and guess­
ing well enough what he supposed her to have been doing to 
Mr. Huntley; "you arc all on a wrong tack, my dear Sir 
\Villiam, :incl must not take such romantic ideas into your 
head ! Perhaps l\[r. II untley had letters from town this morn­
ing, which ol;lige him to go to London. At any rate, if it will 
make you ea:,icr, I can assure you I know no more about it 
than you clo; fur I have had no communication of any sort 
with your refractory guest since we were all laughing and talk­
ing to1,;ether yesterday afternoon. So pray do not fancy you 
h:we made mischief, or that there is any. I declare, men arc 
more curious than women, after all ! " 

A ncl, furring a smile, she was off into the garden, leaving Sir 
Willimn thoroughly mystificcl. 

But she dirl not stay long in the garden; she dared not trust 
herself to think just now. Bernard was going the next dar, 
and going, she felt certain, without a word to her. IIe seemed 
to have retin:cl to an unapproachable distance ; and she was 
sure, now, it was intentional. Her dream, she said bitterly, 
lwd hccn only a dream; and all she had now to clo was to prc­
vrnt any onc suspc cting that it had ever existed. She was too 
proud ancl too much used to conceal hcr fcclings, to find the 
task as diftirnlt as some women might have done; but, as she 
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nerved herself to do so-gathering flowers, meanwhile, in full 
sight of the windows, that no one might suppose her to be 
seeking solitude-she was conscious of the actual physical 
pain which makes a heart-ache no figure of speech, and of the 
nervous tension of brain which a prisoner may be supposed to 
feel, when unflinchingly awaiting sentence of death. 

When she rejoined the others, she found Sir William organiz­
ing an expedition-which had been talked of earlier, but put 
aside by Florence's illness-to visit a beautiful ruin at some 
considerable distance ; and though he met but little support, 
and some slight remonstrance, he carried his point, as the 
master of a house usually does when determined on anything. 
It was already getting full late in the season, and postpone­
ment was, therefore, not to be thought of; besides, Mr. Huntley, 
1Yho was-or ought to be--something of an antiquarian, must 
not leave the country without seeing the ruin; and Sir William 
was sure Miss Forrester, if appealed to, would say she was 
quite well enough to spare her nurses for a few hours. In 
short, Helen found they were to go, and to be ready in half an 
hour. They were to ride there on horseback, lunch among the 
rnins, and be back again to a late dinner. 

So Lady Emlyn and Helen went to announce the proposed 
plan to Florence, who quite justified Sir William's confidence, 
and was eager they s11ould all go. Had she not spoiled every 
one's pleasure long enough already? 

Lady Emlyn protested she had not; and then added, "Do 
you know, your cousin insists on running away from us, ha k 
to town to-morrow ? " 

"He did not tell me so," said Florence; "but I am not sur­
prised. He hardly ever leaves home ; and I think it must 
have been a great effort of self-denial which has kept him 
away from his study and his books so long; but he is always 
very kind." 

Helen had lingered a moment, as she left the room, on 
hearing Bernard's name ; but now she walked quickly away. 
She had heard nothing which could throw any light on the 
subject, and must not allow herself time to think till he should 
be fairly gone. Gone ! How her heart sank at the idea! Dut 
she hastened to prepare for ber ride, and was the first to join 
Sir William in the hall. 

"Frank is coming with us," he said; "he is going to cut 
his patients for this one day; and I have sent him up for a 
minute to see Miss Forrester, that he may make Louisa easy 
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as to her being well enough to be left. They will be down 
directly. 

But Sir William refrained from adding, that he and Frank 
had with difficulty been overruling Mr. Huntley's attempts to 
excuse himself, on various picas, from joining the party. The 
last thing Sir ·william intended was to take Helen out for the 
whole of the day, and leave Mr. Huntley behind. 

The party assembled and mounted. They had some fifteen 
miles to rick; the clay was fine and cool, the roads still good, 
the horses in spirits, the country beautiful; everything, in 
short, seemed combined for enjoyment, and yet hardly one of 
the party set forth with any idea of real enjoyment. Frank 
Littleton was the exception. The long leisure day among 
pleasant companions was a rare treat to him, and though flit• 
companion he might have chosen was not of the number, he 
was now quite free from anxiety about her; while the few 
words he had exchanged with her before starting, and her 
sweet voice and smile, dwelt so pleasantly on his remembrance 
as to render the sunshine without, doubly brilliant. Mr. 
Carysfort, on the contrary, voted it a decided bore; and won­
dered, as he rode on beside Lady Emlyn, what could be the 
use of people's riding all those miles to look at a stupid old 
ruin, and cat lunch on damp grass, instead of at home com­
fortably? Lady Emlyn could hardly help smiling, when she 
thought of his alacrity in promoting similar expeditions a few 
weeks before, when Florence could join in them; but though 
she understood his ill humour, it vexed her, nevertheless 
and she could not help wishing William had not set his 
heart upon this excursion, which nobody seemed to care 
about. 

Ilclcn was certainly not in a mood for enjoyment; but any­
thing to pass away the time was a relief; and a tremor would 
now and then threaten her self-possession, at tbc idea of the 
possible INt'-il-tNt, which had so often before fallen to her lot 
and Hernarcl's on similar occasions. Mr. Huntley's looks left 
no doubt as to his indifference, to say the least, to the proposed 
pleasures of the clay; and Sir William was vexed at the outset 
by his inability to effect the arrangement of the party, with a 
view to which he had in fact planned it. IIe had meant to 
tak<.: Frank for his riding companion, and so leave Helen and 
Mr. I luntky at full leisure to clear up the misunderstanding 
which he supposed to exist; but when the ladies were mounted, 
and Helen, who must not seem to be waiting for her usual 
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companion, rode off after Lady Emlyn and Horace, who led the 
way, Mr. Huntley hung back; and, Helen looking round to in­
quire "if her society was so disagreeable that Sir William 
meant her to ride by herself?" he was obliged perforce to join 
her, and leave the two younger gentlemen to follm,·. Nor 
throughout the ride, in the various changes that took place in 
tl1c order of the cavalcade, had he once the satisfaction of 
seeing the pair he was so anxious to throw together, riding side 
by side. 

But Helen did her best to afford no colour for the idea that 
she, at least, was dissatisfied with existing arrangements ; and 
more than once did she and Frank Littleton make the lanes 
ring with laughter and gay voices, from which no one could 
have discerned that one heart was as heavy as the other was 
light. Still Sir William, firm in previous impressions, concluded 
that she must be acting a part. They had quarrelled, perhaps, 
and she was braving it out; but if so, a lovers' quarrel would 
surely not outlast such a day as this ! If even Mr. Huntley had 
been offended, or misled, by Helen's mock-indignant reply the 
day before, to suppose he was really indifferent to her-though, 
if it did not deceive Sir William, why should it deceive him?­
surely no man who really cared for a woman would take off on 
such a trifle as that, without trying whether it had been really 
meant ! Sir William was rapidly getting quite cross with both 
of them, when they came in sight of their destination; upon 
which he consoled himself with reflecting on the proverbial in­
comprehensibility of lovers, and determined to trouble his head 
no more about them. Jlut he hoped for better things on the 
ride home. 

The ruins they had come thus far to visit were very exten­
sive, and were beautifully situated on the cro\\'n of a steep, 
wooded hill, up which the riders wound by a tortuous forest­
path, and emerging at the top, found themselves on soft green 
sward, before the ruins, which, partly buried in trees and partly 
open to the sunshine, almost covered the summit of the hill. 
On a shady spot commanding a. beautiful view, they found 
lunch laid out for them on the grass, and the grooms, who had 
ridden on before, ready to hold or picket their horses ;-all 
unromantic enough, as Lady Emlyn observed, but practically 
viewed, both useful and agreeable, as was unanimously decided. 
1 raving dismounted, they held a consultation, whether to begin 
hy taking lunch, or by exploring the ruins-a question which 
Sir William settled, by observing, that as a bird in the hand was 
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worth two in the bush, they hacl better eat their lunch while 
they were sure of it, and take their chance of a second edition 
later, slioukl they be much exhausted by their explorings. 
This itka of a second edition was scouted by every one as a 
degree of voracity not to bl.! contemplated; however, they 
proceeded to eat the first in accordance with Sir William's 
suggestion. 

It was a lovely spot at which they were seatl.!d, commanding 
a view of alternate hill and valley, down and wood ; while the 
sound of the stream in the hollow beneath, rushing musically 
over its rocky bed, concealed by the luxuriant vegetation which 
partly clothed and r1uite encircled the base of the hill they 
sat on, lent its charm to the prospect, which every one 
acquainted with our bcautiful south-western countics will readily 
picture to themselves. The pleasant influences of the scene 
were frlt by all; and a greater degree of harmony and enjoy­
ment diffused itself over tl1e party, as they ate and talked, and 
rose ever ancl anon, one by one, to admire or point out some 
new !calurc in the lanclscapc. Mr. JI untley alone, stretched on 
the grass at the farthest extremity of the group, remained im­
movable, and as silent as was eonsistent\vith the claims of cour­
tesy. But even his sternness of bro,v relaxed, and a more 
peaceful expression replaced its painful contraction, as he gazed 
clrearnily over the prospect, losing consciousness, perhaps, of 
the discords jarring within, by absorption in the harmonies of 
sound and sight without. 

I Iclcn, meanwhile, appealed to Sir William for the tradition 
attached to the ruins. She knew there was one, but had for­
golten it; an<l Sir William told how, at the fatal termination of 
the last siege of the castle,-which had once stood where these 
more modern ruins now remained to tdl of later vicissitudes, 

two brothers, its last lords, and last scions of an ancient 
house, resolvcd to die rather than surrender or IJc taken by the 
foe, with the fortress whic:h had so long been the pride and 
strongholrl of their race. Embracing each other, and mounting 
their horsl!S, they flung their swords over the ramparts, and 
kaping their steeds after them, were cfashed to pieces at the 
foot of the hill, on whose precipitous summit the party now 
sat. A little to the right, the hill was bare of trees, and the 
smoolh turf sloped down so steeply, that they might easily ima. 
gine this to !Jc the very spot from which the ill-fated Lrothers 
took their last look of all they had so long gloried in, before 
mging their horoes to the desperate k:ap, which was to Lear 
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them for ever beyond the reach of relentless foes, dishonour, 
and captivity. 

The story seemed to impress Mr. Huntley's imagination; for 
he roused himself from his reverie to listen, and when it was 
told, rose and walked to the Yery edge of the steep descent, 
where he stood with folded arms, lost in thought ; as if realiz­
ing to himself what must have been the feelings of the brothers 
as they stood there, side by side, for the last time. 

" And yet," he said, returning to his former position, but 
speaking to himself rather than to his companions, "it was a 
sort of cowardice after all. They could not face what life 
might have in store for them, and they fled from it. They 
might as well have fled from their enemies." 

Helen's eye kindled as she listened; but what had life in 
store for Bernard, that he should speak in tones of such con­
centrated, gloomy energy, as if prepared to endure to the end, 
and conscious that his powers of endurance would be taxed to 
the utmost? Her heart swelled, and her eyes filled with tears, 
so that she was forced to rise and look out over the landscape, 
in her turn, to hide them. Only the day before, she had 
dreamed of making his life all happiness-and now? What 
cloud was it that had fallen between them? But she dared not 
stand to indulge in such reflections ; and in a minute ~he 
turned round, proposing herself, with forced gaiety, as leader 
of an exploring expedition, to all who would follow her 
guidance. 

So they started, together at first, but scattering by degrees, 
to explore the ins and outs of the ruins, and then of the sur­
rounding woods, for new points of view; having agreed, should 
they miss each other, to meet again at the spot where thq had 
been sitting, in time for the start homewards. 1'Ir. Huntley, 
indeed, only made a faint show of accompanying the rest, and 
soon turned back to the edge of the steep slope, which seemed 
to possess strong attractions for him; for he might have been 
seen standing there ,vith folded arms, long after the others 
had disappeared in the woods. 

In the scattering process, which by degrees took place, O\l'ing 
to the diversity of tastes, as to shade and sunshine, climbing 
and descending, llelen,-having quarrelled in jest with her last 
companion, Sir William, and really given him the slip, ,vhilc 
pretending to do so-found herself alone in a densely wooded 
dell near the base of the hill they had been ramblin6 over. 
Her watch warned her that it was time to be thinking of the 
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rendezvous ; and making her way upwards to the summit, from 
any point of which it would be easy to get round to the ap­
pointed spot, she emerged, sooner than she expected, close to 
it, before any of the rest had arrived. Too restless to sit down 
and wait patiently, she wandered along the open brow of the 
steep slope already described, and her eye was presently caught 
by a tuft of fern, of a kind she had heard Florence admire, 
growing beside a stone some way down the side of the hill; 
and cager for anything Lo occupy herself with, she commenced 
the descent to gather it. 

She proceeded slowly and cautiously at first, but her 
thoughts were wandering, and inward restlessness involun­
tarily (1uickened her movements. The grass grew slippery 
as she descended. She had chosen, as she thought, the 
easiest portion of the slope, but it grew more abrupt lower 
down ; and by degrees, she found herself slipping, sliding, 
running almost, towards the little boulder of rock by which the 
fern grew. But a slight change in the incline deceiving her 
eye, she missed the stone on which she had counted to stop 
and steady herself, and had lost the power to do so by any 
effort of her own. She caught a glimpse below of a stone­
quarry, along the edge of which a tiny sheep-track led ; but 
would that suffice to arrest her descent? A little to the right 
she saw a tree, by a low knoll overgrown with underwood. If 
she could direct her steps to that, she would be safe-but 
could she? It did not, in the confusion of the moment, occur 
to her to try and throw herself back against the hill; and 
probably her downward impetus was too great already. The 
knoll was too far to the right ! She would miss it! Her 
head swam, her eyes dizzied, and involuntarily she uttered a 
faint cry. 

Suddenly a dark shadow St!emed to start up between her and 
the precipice, emerging from the bushes which fringed the­
knoll. In another moment she was clasped by powerful arms, 
and it seemed for a second as if both must go clown together ; 
but when she was able again to collect her thoughts, and look 
up, she was safely leaning against the tree at the foot of the 
knoll, and Mr. Huntley was standing by her, with lips sternly 
compressed, and a face pale as death. 

For there was no trace in his countenance, of the tender­
ness, the joy, which a lover, or even a friend, might be ex­
pected to feel and to evince under such circumstances ; and 
Helen felt a chill creep over her beneath his dark, strange 
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glance. Dul for her woman's prick, she must have covered 
her face with her bands and burst into tears. 1Vbat had she 
done that he should look so coldly on her, even at such a 
moment ! It was hardly worth saving her for that ! 

But a woman's self-possession rarely deserts her in such 
emergencies, much less that of a woman like Helen; and 
though her lip quivered, that might be from her recent 
alarm; and she was ready to speak calmly quite as soon 
as he. 

" I fear you must have been greatly alarmed," l\Ir, Huntley 
said at length, very gently, but in a tone of painful constraint. 
" I trust you feel none the worse for it?'' 

" 0 no, indeed ! " replied Helen, hardly knowing what she 
said, or ,rhal to say. How could she thank him, with those 
stern, dark eyes upon her, ancl ,rith surh feelings as she was 
conscious of within? " But I fear I should have been much 
the worse for my silly whim of gathering a fern up yonder, if 
you had not been "--

"Just in time," said l\Ir. I I untky, trying to force a smile, 
uul with very poor success. "You must not try such dangerous 
experiments again. Arc you able," he addecl, as Helen moved 
from the tree she had been leaning against, " to attempt the 
ascent of the hill? There is a little path by the edge of the 
wood there, by which I came down"--

" 0 yes," said Helen, "thank you ; I am not frightened now, 
and I fancy it is getting late." 

"Take care-this ,rny-you see the track bending up to­
wards the wood-the grass is slippery," said l\Ir. Huntley, 
unable wholly to silence the anxiety which the. tremor vf his 
voice also betrayed, and keeping jealously between her and the 
edge of the stone-quarry till they reached the edge of the 
wood, at a safe distance above it. But he neither offered bis 
arm, nor endeavoured to assi5t her, though her knees trembled 
under her as she went. She concealed it as best she might; 
to claim unproffered assistance would be humiliating indeed ; 
and they wound up through the wood in silence, broken only 
bv occasional suggestions from l\1r. Huntley, when the path 
oiTercd any difliculty. They stood, at last, on the top of the 
hill, in sight of the open sward and the ruins beyond, where 
the party was lo meet. 

"You arc safely landed now," said l\Ir . .Huntley, pointil'lg to 
the ruins- "You will not Yenture near the slope again?" 
"\ntl \vithout waiting for an amwer, he turned suddenly and 
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disappeared in the wood, leaving Helen to proceed alone to 
the rendezvous. 

Had it come to that? Was he afraid even to be seen in her 
company, or ashamed of the service he had rendered her? 
Half stunned, and divided between indignation and pain, she 
stood rooted to the spot where he had left her, till the sight 
of some one moving near the ruins reminded her of the in­
creasing 11eed of self-control. Then she walked on to meet Sir 
William, slowly at first, but gathering strength, as she proceeded, 
from the feeling of desperation which was stealing over her. 

"0 Sir William, I am so tired ! " she exclaimed, as they met, 
in order that the paleness she was conscious of might not excite 
surprise. 

"Serve you right, Miss Helen ! " said Sir William, giving her 
his arm. "If you had not run away from me, I would have 
brought you back the shortest way ; and now, I suppose, you 
have been all round the hill. But you had better adopt my 
proposal of a second lunch, to restore you; Louisa and the 
others arc here aln.:ady." 

"I must confess that I punished myself this time," said 
Helen, seating herself by Lady Emlyn, and really thankful 
to sit down, she still trembled so much. " I was only pretending 
to run away from you, Sir William, and lost you in reality." 

" And lost your way too, I suppose, dear?" said Louisa 
kindly, as she gave her some wine to refresh her. 

"Yes,'' said Sir William ; "Miss Helen always wants to make 
out that young ladies can take care of themselves. But I hope 
she will know better now." 

" I certainly did not make much hand of it to-day," said 
Helen, and she could almost have shrieked at the picture which 
rose before her of the danger she had escaped; "but I dare 
say gentlemen lose their way too, sometimes." 

'' Oh, sometimes, Miss Helen ! I dare say everything 
happens sometimes. But to be sure," added Sir William, 
looking round, "Huntley seems to have lost his. Did you not 
come across him in your wanderings?" 

"Now do you think," returned Helen, in a tone the involun­
tary sarcasm of which passed for jest, "that if I had, one 
of the gentlemen, whos;e protection you think so precious, 
would have left me to find my way back by myself? " But her 
heart smote her for indulging even a feeling of bitterness, when 
she rc:called Bernard's pale, agitated countenance, as he had 
stood beside her at the foot of the tree. 



114. THE WEDDING GUESTS. 

"No, certainly! That would have been impossible," re­
turned Sir William. "Well, he must find his way back for 
himself, for we cannot wait for him. It is late now, so we must 
leave his horse with one of the grooms." 

"Shall I stay for him?" said Mr. Littleton. "We could soon 
overtake you." 

"No, no, Frank; come along," said Sir William. "You 
and Huntley must have had talk enough all last eyening; 
and I am not going to let you be unsociable, if he is. Now 
then, Louisa, let me put you up ; one of the grooms shi ll 
stay." 

Helen saw by Frank's surprised look, though he was clis­
creet enough to say nothing, that l\1r. Huntley had not spent 
the previous evening with him; but she was past surprise on 
the subject; and, all mounting their horses, they set off home­
wards. 

They had not long disappeared in the woods through which 
their path !eel, when l\Ir Huntley might hase been seen stand­
ing once more on thP edge of the green slope, which had lured 
Helen to her perilous descent. Dut he was not now looking 
out upon the prospect, gilded though it was by the slant rays 
of the sinking sun, but down upon his folded arms, with a 
mournful tenderness in his eyes, as if they still dwelt in fancy 
upon some treasure which had lately rested there. 

"Never again ! " he muttered ; "never again !-But I will 
be no coward," he added, raising his eyes and fixing them 
on the scene of the tale Sir \\'illiam had narrated. "\\'ho 
would refuse to bear his share of humanity's great burden 
of struggle and sorrow? I, at least, will not shrink from 
mine." 

When he rejoined the party, which he did before they ha<l 
ridden far, it seemed as if some weight hacl IJeen lifted from 
his spirit; some hard battle fought and won. His brow was 

• clearer, and he apologi:.:ed frankly for having overstayed the 
time of meeting; and conversed on v:uious subjects as was 
his wont. Dut he did not join, or address Helen · ~nd she 
felt that whatever cloud might ha.1·c passed away, i't was not 
that which had withdrawn him from her. Still the c01wersation 
carried on between him and the other gentlemen, relieved her 
from the necessity of exerting herself to talk ; and she rode 
home almost in silence, thankful for the bodily fatigue which 
dulled, and half-overpowered, the painful thoughts and feeling;; 
oppressing her. 



CIL\PTER IX. 

LE.\VE•TAKIN(;S. 

An,\ i, it Lhns we part? Enou~h, enough! 
Pllilip van Artevdd~. 

F,ircwc\l ! .\ word which must be nncl hnth been; 
A word which makes u, linger -yet, farewell! 

Chit,!r1 llarofd. 

"How tired you look, dear Jielcn," said Florence, as Ilclen 
followed L1.dy Emlyn up to her sofa, with kind inr1uiries as to 
how she had passed her lonely day. 

"Oh, so tired," said Helen, seatin~ herself, and leaning her 
head against her friend's pillow, with that faint-hearted ciesire 
for ·rest ancl oblivion whicl1 young, untried spirits feel, when 
some prospect of deep pain and struggle first opens before 
them. Then, fearing to betray hernelf, she started up again, 
aclding, " llut we have had a charming clay. Will you not be 
able to come clown this evening, to hear all about it? " 

"If it would not be too much for you. Ancl after your quiet 
clay, tkar,"-said Lady Emlyn, never forgetful of IIorace's 
interests. 

"Oh, I shall certainly come down," said Florence; "it will 
not tire me in the least; and I could not let Bernard go with­
out bidding him good-byt·." 

"I must go and dress for dinner," said IIelen, turning hastily 
away. llcrnart! would not go, it was true, without her seeing 
him; but she had almost rather he shoul<l, than meet him 
again under the miserable restraint his changed manner im­
posecl upon her. She had half a mind to pretend fatigue, an<l 
not go down al all, and he would be gone in the morning, the 
tram he was to travel ]Jy being an early one. But when it 
came to the point, she could nrJt bear really to miss seeing him, 
and went clown, wearing, as best she might, her u~ual disen­
gaged and lively air. 

The evening passe,l away, though it seemc<l to her that it 
woulcl never encl; nor was Mr. Carysfort much better plcasc<l 
with it than she. Of course it was quite natural that .l\Ir. 
IInnlley should, on this last evening, sit by his cousin's sofa, 
and that she should be chicfly occupied. with him, in the 



I 16 Trm \VEDDI'.\fG GUESTS. 

intervals of more general conversation. Still he felt fretted 
at not being able to monopolize her, and could only hope for 
a clear field the next day. 

Helen, meanwhile, played at chess with Frank Littleton, 
and allowed herself to be shamefully beaten, in absence of 
mind which did not escape her antagonist, though he was far 
too considerate to notice it. She grew desperate, as the hours 
passed away, and Mr. Huntley maintained the same unac­
countable reserve and distance towards her. It was poor con­
solation that, since her adventure on the hill, she felt sure he 
must be suffering as well as herself. That only disarmed the 
pride which might have risen to her aid, could she have per­
suaded herself that she only had been dreaming a dream of 
love. How could she part from him thus, uncertain when 
they might meet again, without so much as having thanked 
him for saving her from such imminent danger, from worse, 
perhaps? She could not. She would at least thank him; and 
if they did not part friends, it should not be her fault. 

.Accordingly, when the time arrived for retiring, and during 
the stir occasioned by l\Ir. Carysfort's insisting on wheeling 
Florence's sofa to the foot of the stairs, that she might have 
less far to walk, though she assured him it was unnecessary, 
Ilelen approached Mr. Huntley, who, having bid his cousin 
good-l>ye, had drawn as usual into the back-ground. 

"I have never yet thanked you, Mr. Huntley,"-she began, 
holding out her hand that she might seem to be only bidding 
him "good night," should Sir William's lynx-eyes be upon 
them. 

"Never do 1 " interrupted Mr. Huntley, earnestly, taking 
her hand for a moment, while his lip quivered with some irre­
pressible emotion. But instantly controlling it, he added in a 
lighter tone, with a courteous smile, ,rhich, howeYer pleasing 
it might have been . in tbe earlier days of their acquaintance, 
now setmecl almost like mockery to Helen : " You would not, 
I am sure, humiliate me by supposing I claim thanks for as­
sistance which any churl must have rendered you. I only 
trust you will avoid such risks in future." 

"Good-night, then," said Helen; chilled and repulsed, she 
yet could not bring herself to say, "Good-bye." 

"Good-night," he returned, as their hands again met, but 
with cold, constrained touch; how different from the cordial 
pressure which they had of late been wont to exchange ! 
"And good-bye ! "t he added internally, as Helen, turning 
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slowly away, crossed the room, feeling like one in a painful 
dream, and hardly conscious of the smiling good-night she 

. instinctively bestowed on Sir William as she passecl him at the 
, door. Mr. Carysfort, indeed, she passed in the ha!! without 

seeing l1i111; !Jut that was not a circumstance calculated to dis-
tress his feelings, so he never paused lo reflect on it. 

Mr. lJ untlcy watched Helen till she was out of sight; and 
then, with something like a sigh of relief, moved away to take 
lc:1ve of Sir William and Lacly Emlyn, and make his acknow­
lcclg111enl:i for their hospitality to hi111sclf, and their extreme 
kindness Lo his ('ousin, fur which he as,ured them his uncle 
woulcl feel deeply grateful. 

Sir William would fain, even now, have pressed him to re. 
main; but feeling it would be useless, could only impress on 
him how extremely happy they would be to sec him again at 
any future period, and trnsted that something pleasanter than 
his h,;t summons might bring him next time. "But all is well 
that ends well, you know," he added, and was somewhat sur­
prised at the grnvity of the rejoincler. 

" Yes,'' replicd Mr. Huntley, abstractedly, "all is well that 
ends well; lire as well as the rest. But I am detaining Lady 
Emlyn," he arlclecl, checking himscH, and, shaking hands, was 
gone in :i. moment. 

"\I/hat a q111.:cr [1,;llow th:i.t I [unlley is, Loui:,a," said Sir 
Will.iam to hi, wire, when they wcre alone th:i.t night; and 
then proceeded to confide to her his perplexities as to that 
gentlennn ancl IIelcn, and his misgivings lest he should have 
been the c-wsc of their appar1,;nt m sunderstanding. 

L'.tcly Emlyn was quite surprised at the idea of any sort of 
attachment between the two. They talked a good deal, to be 
sure ; but Helen's manner was so off-hand, not the least like a 
girl in love ; and Mr. Huntley, from all Florence said, was a 
most unlikely man for anything of the sort. She was sure 
William _might be quite easy as to his saucy speech; for if 
r lclcn did not mind it, Mr. Huntley was not likely to. She 
felt sure he ha,\ only been in 011e of his mehncholy fits, and 
that all the rest was a little romanr.c of William's. Could 
Helen possibly remain so unconcerned it anything had gone 
wrong between the two? And L·trly Emlyn passed on to the 
subject of the little romance she was herself interested in; 
and whcn her husband warned her not to be too sanguine as 
to Iloracc's success, she declared she was quite glad i\Ir. 
Huntley w.ts gone; he had certainly b-:cn infecting William 
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with his low spirits, for here he was croaking about every­
thing ! Ho11·ever, she promised to obse1Tc and report whether 
she could detect any traces of low spirits in Helen · but this, 
it may be imagined, she failed to do. For not only Helen's 
pride, but her real affection for Sir William were interested 
in disguising, at whatever cost, mental snffering for which he 
might certainly seem in some degree responsible; and she 
succeeded so well in keeping up the semblance of her usual 
spirits during the remainder of her visit, that Sir William 
was obliged to admit Louisa might be right. Dut he long 
retained a feeling that there was something which rcc1uired 
explanation . 

.l\Ir. I Iuntley's secession proYed tl1e prelude for other de­
partures. A fortnight, indeed, passed away, <luring which 
Florence recovered her health, if not as yet quite her usual 
strength; but to none of the party <lid this seem at all like a 
continuation of their former pleasant phase of life. A damp 
bad fallen more or less on all. Louisa, since her husband's 
warning, could not feel quite satisfied as to the prospects of her 
pet scheme ; and :Mr. Carysfort was daily growing more dis­
satisfied, though he tried to persuade himself there was no real 
cause for it. It was natural, as autumn came on, and she l1ad 
less company for out-door exercise-for r;ot only was Mr. 
Huntley gone:, but Sir William and l\lr. Littleton were unusually 
engrossed by their respective avocations-that Helen should be 
more within, and thereby interfere with his desired monopoly 
of Florence. And it was natural that one so shy as Florence 
should be well-pleased to be protected, as it were, by her 
friend's presence; but it vexed him none the less. Day by 
day, he resofred to speak the next; but when the next came, 
some new trine put it off. Then he took counsel with Lady 
Emlyn, who did not know what to advise. Florence was so 
reserved, it was impossible to guess her real feelings ; and it 
might only be that her illness had somewhat "·ithdrawn her 
thoughts from such things, she was serious -minded at all times; 
and Louisa certainly knew of nothing that could have changed 
her feelings in the interim ; Horace had perhaps better wait a 
little longer: and so he did, but very impatiently. 

Over Florence, too, there hung a feeling of constraint, 
though she flattered herself that, after all, her fea rs would 
prove to have been groundless ; and, to Helen, the constant 
effort of simulating a gaiety, as repugnant to her real feelings 
as was dissimulation to her truthful nature, was becoming so 
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painful that she was already talking of the necessity of return­
ing home, and not trespassing too far on her father's indulgence, 

· when a lett<.:r from :\lr. Forrester to Florence scaled the dis­
persion of thl! parly. 

Uc ::urnouncecl his arrival at home, and his wish tl1at, as 
she reporled herself quite well again, she should join him in 
Lonrlon in a d,1y or Lwo. There was a general feeling of sur­
prise that he clirl not propose ,·oming down lo frtch his daughter, 
and exprl!ss his thanks to Sir William and Lady Emlyn person­
ally, insll!ad of llll!rdy by polite mess;iges; but Florence did 
not seem to share it. She arnmged to comply with his wish 
the next day but one; would not hear of Sir William's accom­
panying her; and, perhaps guessing the impression made on 
the rest, alluclcd to her father's not having bl!en quite well, 
an,l needing rest, :111<1 hu· desire to take care of him. Hut 
Lady Emlyn still hoped she might have an escort to Lown, for 
all Lhat. 

11or whi!l! Florence w;is secretly congratulating herself that 
her clcp;irture from such kind friends would, at least, relieve 
her from her Ii ngcring une:1.sincss about Mr. Carys fort, in whose 
society she could never hre;ithe quite freely, a note was brought 
Lo her, whi<'h instantly sent her off to seek Lady Emlyn in a 
state of perturbation which, to Lhe latter, needc<l no explana­
tion. It was, in fact, a note from Jlornce, requesting a private 
inll!rvicw; an<l l ,ouisa, at first, augured favourably, from the 
agitation it ronsccl. 

But her 1-indness soon cncomnged Florence to confide her 
real feelings to her, an<l her earnest desire to avoi<l this pro­
posed interview, which could only be painful to both. To that, 
however, Louisa could not agree. Dear Florence must, of 
course, consult her own happiness first; and if she really could 
not fed that Horace was likely to make her happy, of course 
she must refuse him. But she was sure Horace would take no 
answer except from her own lips; and she thought his warm 
attachment clcservc<l thus much consideration. He ought to 
know ,vhy he was refused; and ,vho could tell him so well, or 
so kindly, as FlorcnCl!? Lady Emlyn ,rns, in truth, the firmer 
on this point, becaus1.: she fancied 1,·1orencc's gentle, tearful re• 
sistancl! to her pleadings in I Iorar:e's favour, no bad augury for 
the still possible success of his own, if he only got a fair oppor­
tunity of speaking. So with a half-smile, and a tender kiss of 
sympathy ancl cncouri1gem~nt, she left Florence in her boudoir 
to await the dreaded mtl!n1e11·. 
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It proved, however, little more satisfactory to l\Ir. Carys­
fort than to Florence herself. Some demur and hesitation he 
was prepared for, both by her own manner of late, and Louisa's 
report on leaving her; but not for the immovable, though 
gt:ntle resistance which all his protestations and remonstrances 
encountered. Her womanly self-respect, and the conscious­
ness that now, at all events, she was doing right, gave Florence 
more firmness and composure than she could manifest to so 
tender and ~ympathizing a friend as Louisa; and her very 
gentleness was in itself a shield against too great urgency in 
pressing his suit, at least from a man of really gentlemanly 
feelings like Horace. Still, it rather consoled him for present 
failure with hopes of ultimate success; so much gentleness 
must eventually yield to a persevering lover; for he, not un­
naturally, flattered himself that it was from some idea of duty, 
and not from inclination, she was refusing him. He did, in­
deed, take the precaution of asking, with many excuses for his 
presumption, whether he ought to attribute his rejection to her 
having met him with pre-engaged affections; but her hasty dis­
claimer satisfied him on that point; and he overlooked the 
half-uttered, blushing " but," which a secret consciousness 
brought, involuntarily, to her lips, and which might have thrown 
a new light upon the subject, had her suitor been less pleas­
ingly impressed with his own immeasurable superiority to any 
of her late associates. 

He took his leave, therefore, vexed and disappointed indeed, 
but as determined as before to succeed nltimately, and as con­
vinced that he should; and greatly die! it distress Florence, 
that while humbly submitting to his present rejection from 
one of whom he owned himself far from worthy, he still per­
sisted in expressing hopes that she would hereafter see cause 
to look more favourably on his suit. She could only hope they 
might not meet again, before he had had time to change his 
mind; and was partly right in not supposing his to be a cha­
racter from which very deep or constant love under discourage­
ment might be expected. But she did not estimate the strength 
of the self-love, which blends largely with, and sometimes gives 
stability to, the feelings of spoiled children of fortune like 
Horace Carysfort, who are so used to have their own way in 
things they care little about, that they cannot realize the pos­
sibility of disappointment in anything they have really set their 
hearts on. 

But Lady Emlyn felt far less sanguine a5 to the future than 
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l-loracc did, when she heard the result of the interview. She 
had hoped much from his personal appeal to Florence's feel­
ings, and could not now repress some secret misgiving lest an 
incipient prderence for Frank Littleton (whose opinions and 
d1aracter, ~he could noL buL feel, were more in accordance 
with l•lorence's own) might have something to do with her 
rcjc< tion or llorace. IL was a great disappointment to Louisa. 
l lor;H·e had Ion~ been like a brother lo her, and she perhaps 
fdL the warmer interest in his happiness, from a consciousness 
thaL it hacl formerly been in her power Lo influence it more 
closely. She hail always felt grateful to him for sparing her 
the pain of an open i.Jreacb, by the tact with which he ac­
quiesced in her choice of another. And this match with 
Florence was to have made up to him for all ! It was really 
very unfortunate ! 

Once convinced, however, that for the present, at least, there 
was no help for it, she set about smoothing matters with her 
usual sense ancl kindness. She comforted .Florence with assu­
rances of her being (]Uite right in adhering· ~o 'l•hat she really 
felt Lo be a necessary decision, and with the welcome advice 
to try and forget all about it. Distressing herself could do 
I Lorac.: no good, but only grieve him the more at having given 
her p:1.1n. And 1 [oracc she persuaded to go on a visit for a 
couple of days to tl1e other side c,f tlw county, which he agreed 
to clo; hut not till the next morning; that, meeting Florence 
at clinnt:r and in the evening, he might demonstrate in his 
behaviour how far he was from either ta.king offence, or relin­
qui~hing his attachment. 

So all went to dinner as usual; and l fclen, who guessed \\'ell 
enough what had been going on, could not but admire the 
gentlemanly self-possession of his manner to Florence, from 
which no llninitiated observer could possibly have divined 
that anything had occurred to ruffie the stream of their long­
established intercourse. But Florence, to save her life, could 
not have looked as usual, so thoroughly had the events of the 
morning discomposed her; and few were the words, and fewer 
the looks which Horace, or any one else, so long as he was 
present, succeeded in extracting from her. 

Sir William, while apparently ignoring it all, and speaking 
of Mr. Ca.rysfort's intended departure as a matter of course, a. 
long-promised visit, and so on, was secretly by no means so 
disappointed as would have gratified Louisa's desire for sym­
pathy. But he could not help wondering to himself what 
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could have become of Frank, and what he would say when he 
heard Florence was going? Happily, however, at least for 
Florence, who needed no addition to her present embarrass­
ment, Mr. Litlleton did not make his appearance that evening; 
and she contrived to make her escape before the "good-night" 
hour arrived, so as to elude any farther leave-taking on Mr. 
Carysfort's part, from which she felt she must fairly run away, 
should he refer, e,·er so remotely, to hopes of seeing her 8µ;ain. 
Horace flattered himself that this evident embarrassment looked 
by no means like indifference, and was not altogc:ther displeased 
at her evasion. 

Helen could not help feeling some degree of triumph over 
J\Ir. Carysfort, especially as he did not seem entirely over­
whelmed J,y his disappointment; for she had always felt-not 
unnaturnlly, considering his far from friendly disposition to­
wards her-that his winning, would be her losing, of Florence. 
And as he, 011 his side, by 110 means felt sure that her in­
fluence might not have had some share in Florcnce's rejection 
of him, it is neccdle'ss to say that their mutual farewells were as 
cool, and on his part, at least, as expressive of well-bred dislike 
as they could have been even on occasion of the famous X-­
ball, to which Sir William attributed Helen's loss of his good 
graces. 

The next day was chiefly spent by Florence and Helen in 
preparations for their respectiYe departures (Helen ha,·ing 
8rrangccl to leave the same day as her friend), in which la~t 
walks and talks, and plans for future meetings, bore a large 
share. It was rather a melancholy day, as last clays often are, 
hut to Helen, at least, it was quite a relief to have so good an 
excuse for relaxing the effort to keep up appearances, which 
grew day by day more irksome; for the reaction of ,reariness 
becomes by degrees even harder to bear than the more acute, 
active pain of the first days of suffering. At home she ,rnuld 
have leisure to brood over the past, and extract from it ,rhat 
hope she might for the future. Besides, she was of late ycms 
so little used to indulge her natural buoyancy of spirits, that 
at home no comparative depression would be likely to attract 
observation; whereas, here, the perpetual struggle not to think, 
not to seem unhappy, made her more wretched inwardly than 
she ,rell knew how to bear. She was but a novice, as yet, in 
the school of real endurance. 

Florence, on the other hand, relieved from Horacc's pre­
sence, had recovered her composure and cheerfulness, and was 
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disposed as usual to look on the bright side of things. She 
scolded Ilelen affectionately for her depression; argued that 
the pleasure of their friendship was by no means to terminate 
because of this separation; and reminded her playfully what 
numberless good resolutions she had to work out, and books 
to read, before they should meet again. She was sure Bernard 
hacl long ago prescribed a list o[ the latter, which would last 
for a Lwelvemo11th. 

llclcn wince,! nt Ikrnarcl's name, lmt admitted that it would 
lie l'(;ry ungratdul of her not lo be happy when she bacl so 
much Lo make her so ; "And cowardly besides," she added, 
with a /lash at the remembrance of his words on the subjcct of 
co\\'ardice. 

" Uut the real fact i,, ck,1r l lorence, one feels it kud to 
have lo bring down all one's fine resolutions, and romantic 
imnginings, lo little every-day duties and matter-of.fact trifles.'' 

" But is it not just for want of that bringing down of 
romance to reality," said Florence, "that the former, which 
embodies such high ideals and aspirations, gets looked upon 
and scouterl as visionary, dear Tlelen? Unless we practise 
sclfsacrilice in little things every day, we shall fail in great 
things; and then people may well say, 'Sec what their romance 
was worth ! ' " 

" Yes," saicl I I clcn, "and J mean to do my best, and lo be 
hajipy in doing it, for fear you should scold me," she added, 
trying lo force a smile, while her brow contracted as she mea­
sured in thought the se<.:ming impossibility of feeling happy, or 
even contented, under present circumstances. "l•or it is so 
pleasant to believe that one ought lo be happy, and that 
everything is ordered for our good," she continued, after a 
pause, "because then one may always hope that, if we only try 
lo do right, we must get happy in the encl, - which is a great 
thing." 

"A great thing, indeed ! " said Florence; "and when we arc 
sure of being happy in the encl, surely it cannot be so very 
bard to be happy in the meantime?" • 

She smiled brightly and playfully as she said so, half.chiding 
1 Iclen, as it were, for l1er inclination to sadness; little dream­
ing how "very hard" it might yet prove in practice to be 
"happy in the rne:rntimc," even though her faith were fixe<l on 
the true happiness which cannot fail us; whereas IIden's idea 
of happiness "in the cnd" pointed to an earthly object. If 
she did her 1.iest to deserve it, surely her "true love" would 
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some day be permitted to "run smooth" once more ! How 
man_y, like I ~elen, while sincerely resolving henceforn·ard t_o 
sacrifice happmess to duty, pleasure to principle, yet set the~r 
hearts secretly on some special happiness or pleasure as. their 
eventual rewanl ! It is well for us that the habits of obetltence 
to duty tlrns formed, often lc:i.d us much farther than in the 
outset we could have endured to contemplate. 

Helen was not, however, too selfi,hly absorbed to look for­
ward with some interest to Frank Littldon's probable evening 
visit; but though he came, as he usually did when leisun: 
allowed, and seemed rather surprised on hearing of Florence\; 
impending dep:irture, he neither spoke nor acted as if that de­
parture peculiarly affected himself. Perhaps Florence's pained, 
conscious look when Ilorace's absence was alluded to, en 
lightened him sufliciently as to its crnse ; and he might appre­
ciate the awk\\'ardness it would in,·ol\'e for her to recei\'e e1·en 
welcome addresses from another, so immcdi;1tely on her rejec 
tion of her friend Lady Emlyn's especial favourite. At nny 
rate, he went, and "made no sign." 

Only when he took leaYe at night, he said to Florence, " I 
trust we shall have the ple:i.sure of seeing you again in this 
part of the world before long, :'lliss Forrester; or we shall 
certainly ha.Ye to invent some unanswerable reason for visiting 
London.'' 

The look \Yhich accompaniecl his words, bore perhaps some 
secret meaning to Florence ; for she lookc<l up as she replied, 
with such a S\\'cet, half-shy, half gr,ttdul expression, that !Iclen 
coulrl fed no <loul.Jt that :\lr. Littlcton's visit to London, should 
he cleci<le on making one, ,1·ould prove of no unsatisfactory 
nature. So there \\'as one bright spot, at least, to look to in the 
future. 

Early the next day, Florence parted from Helen and the 
Emlyns at the neighbouring railway station, and :.Ir. 1Iontagu 
dro,·e over the same afternoon to fetch his daughter. It was 
a relief to her that he came alone ; it ensured her two hours 
more of freedom from the annoyance she must expect, in 
returning to the society of her step-mother and Captain :,Jar­
ston. She left Emlyn Priory with a far hea\'icr heart than she 
had brought there, little cheered C\'en by the warm hopes her 
friends expressed of seeing her soon and often again. One 
wor<l of the sort, had 1Ir. Huntley uttered it at parting, might 
have had a marvellously stronger influence. But she forced 
h1;rself to conjure up a parting smile and j,..:st for Sir William, 



LEAVE-TAKI 'GS. 125 

lest, even at the eleventh hour, his old suspicions should 
revive. 

"What lrns become of }.fr. Carys fort?" said her father, as 
they drove home. 

" II e went away yesterday, to pay a visit at some distance," 
replied l lelen. 

"Yesterday?" said Mr. Montagu. ",Vdl, and how have 
you got on with him all this time?" 

"Not at all," said Helen, unable to repress a smile at 
remembrance of their formal adieus; "but then it was quite 
unneccss,uy. I suppose I may tell you -you will not let it go 
farther that he proposed to Florence Forrester the other clay, 
and was refused." 

"To Miss Forrester?" said her father in a tone of extreme 
surprise, which unmistakeably implied his wonder that anyone 
should have bestowed much attention on another young lady, 
when his own highly appreciated "J\Iiss i\fontagu," was in the 
way. "Well, that strikes me as odd ! And she refused him? 
Su< h an agreeable, gentlemanly man, with such advantages 
in every way ! " 

" I do not tl1ink his proposing to her was at all odd," said 
1T clen. "If T were a man I should fall in love with her 
directly; !.Jut I shoul<l have thought it odd had she accepted 
him. You would not like him so much if you knew more of 
him, dear papa ;-however, we are never likely to, so it does 
not signify.·• 

"No, certainly; in that case it does not signify,'' said l\Ir. 
l\[ontagu, reficctivcly; "hut -but it would !.Jc a great comfort 
to me to sec you well married, 1 felen." 

"J\le married, papa ! " she answered hastily; "pray do not 
set about wishing that ! I dare say I shall never marry at al l. 
You know how fastidious I am in my likes and dislikes; and 
besides, l am sure you could never do without me, papa." 

"N oL for my own pleasure, you may be sure,'' returned her 
father; "hut I should wish to sec you in a suitable and assured 
position before" he paused somewhat gloomily. 

"You ha,·c not been well, papa ! " exclaimed Helen, looking 
anxiously in his face. 

"No, no, I <lid not mean that," said he; "but one never 
knows what may happen." 

" Oh ! ' suflkient for the day is the evil thereof,' papa," said 
Helen, with a heavy consciousness that she had at present as 
much on her hands as she felt aule to cope with. "You have 
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been getting out of spirits for want of me to amuse you." And 
she exerted herself to carry on a lively conversation during the 
rest of the drive; thankful that her father's inquiry had not 
been as to how she had got on with Mr. Huntley instead of 
.\Ir. Carysfort, and glad that she had had the opportunity of 
putting the latter out of his head, for good, as she supposed. 

But neither father nor daughter had quite done with l\fr. 
Carysfort yet. 

A few days later 1Ir. Carysfort returned to Emlyn Priory, but 
lie could not long endure what he was now pleased to term its 
stupidity; and though Louisa quite forgave his ill-humour in 
consitleration of his disappointment, she was not sorry when he 
one morning set off suddenly, talking of going abroad, but 
m1:ntioning that letters might, for the present, be directed to 
his chambers in London. 

And thus one by one, the Wedding Guests departed on their 
s1:\·eral ways, uncertain when or where, any, or all of them 
might mel!t again; but pretty certain none of them to forget 
the brief period, checkcrcd for each with sunshine and shade, 
which they had spent together beneath the roof of their kind 
hosts at Emlyn Priory. 

CHAPTER 
WI.'TER \.'D SPRING, 

'Ti, p:ist, new pro peels ri c. 
Nii;hl TI, 11 M ·. 

First came the genial, hopeful spring, 
\\'i~1 bur tin~.l,nds nn<I 2>inl thnt ;ing. 

\\ hat next! 
F,iilip z•a11 A rt. ·clde. 

WIIAT sudden changes a few days sometimes bring forth! 
Not a fortnight after Florencc's departure from Emlyn Priory, 
Lady Emlyn \1as journeying hastily to join her in London, in 
consequence of a kttcr she had that morning received from 
J\lr. Huntly, informing her of his uncle's sudd1:n death from 
apoplexy; which, he adcled, h;i,tl thrown 1' lorence into such a 
stall.: of nerrnus distress and bewilderment, that he was quite 
uneasy about her. If Lady Emlyn could possibly come to her, 
he should feel more grateful than he could express; and 
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Louisa needed no second entreaty to hurry to town, in order 
to bestow all the comfort her presence might afford. 

She found ], lorence in the state Mr. Huntley had described; 
he doing his best, but fruitlessly, with almost womanly kind­
m.:ss, to persuade her to cat or sleep, both of which seemed 
l>eyond her power. It was more the suddenness of the blow, 
than the event itself, which had, in her still delicate state of 
health, so ovcrwhclinecl her for the time. The loss of her only 
smviving pnrcnt would, indeed, nt any time have been deeply 
felt by the gentle, affectionate daughter, who hacl always en­
tirely devot1·cl herscll" to him; though Latly Emlyn was inclined 
to agree with l\lr. I luntley, that the removal of one who had 
ah1ays been n!J~or!Jed in hims1.:lf and his own pursuits, could 
not evcntu:illy prm e as deep a trial ns the separation from 
some fathers might have been. llut under ordinary circum­
stances, Florcn<'e's sorrow, like herself, would have been gentle 
ancl patient. Viewing death, moreover, as she did, her suffer­
ing would km . .: licen additionally chastenecl Ly the knowh:dgt.'! 
thnt grier for the rlcparkcl is only selfi sh. 

llut hcsiclcs the shoe!· whic·h Jiloren<'e inevitably sustaineJ 
from this IH.:r first recognition of the physical aspect or death, 
always cal< ulalc1l to make! so deep an impression, her whole 
system was unhinged by the momentary 1rnture of the alarm, 
hcr father's illness :rncl its fatal termination having been com­
rnunir~1tc1l to her almost in a breath. l\lu, h has heen said 
and written on the awful impressiveness of sutlc.h.:n tleath, l>Ut 
there is, to sen:.itive natures, a more painful view of it; a sense 
of i.tarlling incongruity in the hasty, and, as it were, almost 
irreverent, acl'omplishment of that holy an<! all'ful transition, 
fraught with such transcendent significance, both to those who 
clepart, in peace or in pain, ancl to them that arc left, clasping 
the closer those rords of love which the strong, still hand of 
cleath seems,-hut, praise be to God, ONLY seems,-to wrench 
in twain for ever. For it is never death which parts us, even 
when the <kath-parlin.; is a fmal one. 

But for the timely arrival of Lady Emlyn, who knew better 
than hu· < ousin how lo cope with her present state of nervous 
:;uffcring and distress, Ji'lorenr;e would probably have suffcrecl 
severely from the nnvous fever, which, as it was, she narrowly 
escaped ; but \UHier J ,ouisa's gentle an,\ soothing care, she be­
came, in a few days, so nrnch better that, though still ill and 
extremely "·cak, she could uegin to consider the arrangements 
which her friend proposed, and, in which Mr. Huntley was 
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most anxious she should acquiesce. Had his mother l>een 
still alive, she would have found a home and the warmest of 
welcomes under his roof; but now it was, of cour~e, out of his 
power to offer it; and as the idea of joining either of her 
sisters in India was one which neither she nor her friends 
could be inclined to entertain, there was no present plan for 
her half so desirable as the one Lady Emlyn urged; namely, 
that she should make her home with her, to make up, as she 
kindly put it, both to herself and her husband, for the loss of 
Cissy. 

Florence's grateful acquiescence could scarcely be a matter 
of doul>t. To her Louisa's affection was in itself a home, and 
she would have agreed unhesitatingly to almost anything her 
kind friend might have proposed; so the affair was quickly 
settled. Mr. Huntley undertook to relieve his cousin of all 
trouble in the breaking up of the establishment, and other 
matters of business, which, as her father's executor, he could 
the better do. The funeral, therefore, being over, and Flo­
rence having been duly informed of the disposition of her 
father's affairs, which, when settled, would leave her and h~r 
sisters ten to twelve thousand pounds each, she was carried off 
by Lady Emlyn to her own house, in Grosvenor Sciuare, where 
Sir ,villiam, who had, meantime, followed his wife to town, met 
her with as warm a welcome as even her sensitive nature coukl 
require to make her feel really at home. 

" Only I must insist on your getting well ; I can 110! allow 
people to be ill in my house," he ndded, with so cordial a smile 
that Florence could not refrain from an answering smile, as 
she faintly promised to do her best. 

Dut notwithstanding all that kindness and perfect quiet could 
do,-for, in spite of Mr. Carysfort's remonstrances, Lady Emlyn 
kept her promise that Florence should not even be asked to 
see any one but herself and Sir William till she felt quite equal 
to it,-she gained strength so slowly, and seemed so shakcn, 
both in health and spirits, that it was soon decided to take her 
abroad for the winter, as a more entire change than returning 
to Emlyn Priory. A scheme for meeting Cissy and her hus­
band in Italy had been previously formed, and was now re­
vived, with the additional inducement it offered in the probal>le 
benefit to Florence. Sir Charles Alton, whose advice Lady 
Ernlyn called in, strongly recommended the plan, as complete 
change of air and scene were the best possible remedies for 
her present merely nervous debility. 
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'' nlc , ~I is. Furr, ler prefers a return to Emlyn Priory: 
in, li1ntion has gnat i111luencc in nervous ailments," Sir Charles 
considcratdy added; re< ailing, perhaps, certain passages of 
conver :1tion bet\\'et.:n himself and J< rank J ,ittleton, on the 
oc< a!;io11 of her previons il111ess. 

But Flore1H'L' rc•ally 1m·fc rn,d going aliroad; though, had 
she not, she would cntainly never have owned it, knowing 
with what 1,lcasure Louisa looketl for1rard to joining her 
si,Lcr. Slw shr.i 11k from thus early :1 rdurn to Emlyn Priory, 
11 here she: h. d latdy pass ... <l throu!-(h so much agitation ; and 
though sc< retly conscious that there might lie in store for her 
that which would -venlually more than comp<:ns:1te for past 
suffering, ;-;he fdl the urgent IH.!.d of rest and refreshment both 
for l>ody and mind, l>eforc she should Le called on to face any 
fresh changes cir ex< itemenls in her life, even II ere these to 
result i11 her high, st possible happiness. 

< J11e < ause of e nlcment, of no pleasant nature, was indeed 
forced upon her notice. . lr. Cary foil 11as eager to seize the 
earliest oppurlunity of rent.:\\ing the attentions which he fan• 
cicd her latr.: liert.:m·cnH;nl and consequent depression would 
dispose her to re< ei\'C mon.: favourably; and when the going 
abroatl 11 as dc<'irlcd on, he became so urgent to be permitted 
tc) join the party, that Louisa < ould not !,ear to refuse him. 
lkllcr 1crjt1:1i11tecl than he \l:lS with the shrinking sensitiveness 
of l'l ll"\.'11< \..1 feeling,, ,rnd nrJL \Yholly blincl to the want of 
deli< :icy e\ 111< cd by his C:t"1.:rnc.,; to fornard his personal 
vie\\'S ·1t s11, h a time, she wish._.d him to ,l<"cmnp:rny them as 
n 111atle1 of, <Jur~c, as if merely av,1iling himself ur their society 
on the ju11rnc.y Lo llli:el his brother, wl11ch l1ad previously bt::en 
c011le111ph1ted. llut, like most men, I loruc e wa~ \\ilful; an<l, 

er retly p1.;rsu,1clccl that, kt her own it or not, Florence must 
lw flatlerc<l liy hi., constancy :md perseverance, he insisted on 
I ,011i a' definitely a,kin~, as from him,elf, Florcnce's permis• 
sirm li,r him Lo at< ornpany the party. 

\Vhen she, al la l, with gr1.:at relw Lance, yielded to his wish, 
and conveyed th request, even I• loren< <.: could not overlook 
the infercnc e lo he clr<1wn from it; and h1.:r <li~trcss nncl con• 
fusion s 1tislied I .1J11isa, th, L ellher hhe w:t~ right in c- 1i11 idcnn~ 
l lor.tc·t:'s 1111J\'\! very prcm tlure, or that his c:t.se w,1s entirdy 
hopL·l s. 

" \I y plrmi~ :on, dc,1r Loui • ! '' c.xdaimed l• lorcncc, with 
te irs in h -r ,~yes, nn<l rnlouring tl...cpl), " How tan he?-­
wh,11 right , an I have-and lo 1-;,·qi him nwny from hi~ 

1· 
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brother, too? Oh, dear Louisa, could I nol slay at home~ 
any1Yht..:re? '' 

"Dear Florence, please do not say thnt. You know 'nt 
home ' is lo be with me," returned Lady Emlyn, kissing her 
tenderly; "and pray do not distress yourself about it, dear. 
You have the best right in the world to settle it as you please. 
It is not- l lorace would make me say it," she added apolo­
getically-" it is not to see Frederick that he cares to go." 

"Then please say, I had rather he should not go, Louisa," 
said Florence, in a low, constrained voice, deeply alive to the 
selfishness of an attachment which could prompt him to disre­
gard the claims of her already sufficiently suffering state; but 
mstantly repenting the slightest implied reproach to Louisa, 
she looked up quickly to add, "Pray forgive me-I am sorry­
but I really could not bear it." 

"Forgive you, my darling Florence I I am sure you ought 
to forgive me, rather," said Louisa, penitently, as she tenderly 
smootherl the soft, dark hair, which made the pale face before 
her look paler still. "I am so sorry I should have teased you 
about it. Please forget all about it, dear, or I shall not forgive 
myself." 

And, rather than pain Louisa, Florence forced a ~mile, and 
promised to forget its having even been named. 

J\Ir. Carysfort was deeply mortified at the result of his 
m:rn~uvre, and, paying little heed to Louisa's gentle reminder, 
that she had warned him of the mistake of renewing his ad­
vances to Florence till the latter had recovered from her 
present debility and depression, he determined to drown the 
sense of his discomfiture by a hasty mo,·e in a different direc­
tion. Starting off to Liverpool forthwith, he took ship for a 
tour in the United St:ites; and, to the great relief of all parties, 
was heard of no more for seyeral months. 

Relieved from the prospect of his dreaded society, Florence 
began to look forwarrl with pleasure to her winter auroad. 
Nor did it tend in any way to damp her anticipations, that, 
on the eye of departure she received a few lines from Frank 
Littleton, expressing the gentlest sympathy in her loss, and 
his hope th~t she would dcriYc benefit from her journey 
:ibroad, in the society of friends, the value of whose kindness 
he himself had such good cause to know; and jnst hinting at 
the pleasure with which he should look forn-:u-d to seeing her 
on their return to Emlyn Priory, in the spring. She did not 
answer the letter, nor had the wnter expected any reply_; but 
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charged, to brood upon, and think over in every possible light, 
the unaccountable change \l·hich, from the moment of Sir 
William's unlucky jest, had come over Bernard Huntle1·. But 
11 ekn could arrive at no plausible ronjec.ture as to tl{e cause 
of that change. Ilis agitation on the occasinn of her adven­
tun; on the hill, excluded the humiliating idea. she might 
otherll"ise have entertained, that he, at least, was guiltless of 
any dreams of lon:-, and had th~refore adopted his abrupt 
change of manner to discourage, either in her or others, e. • 
pcctations ,rhich he was not ['repan:d lo justify. · or couhl 
~he belie,e that her hasty answer to Sir William-made, as it 
was, in the confusion ()f the moment could have been taken 
Ly him as per onal, or at least decisive, in regard to any fod­
ings he might entertain towards her. Besi<les, reserved as she 
111ight generally he in the expression of her feelings, and far as 
he might therefore be from guessing how warmly she returned 
his attachment, it 1ras impossible he could doubt the friendly 
reg~.rcl, and the high respect for his opinions and abilities, to 
which the whole tone of her intercourse with him testified. 
Jlis a.bn11,t rejection of her profcrrccl thanks, too, sounckd 
rather as if he were afraid to receh e, than doubtful of the 
sinc1:rity which prompted them. 

I le \\"as, mun;o1er, incapable of the false pride which might 
have d terre<l some men from seeking the han<l of an acknow­
leclged heires~. 11 is estimate of tht: real treasures of life, of 
the dignity of true affection, \\"as far too exalted for him to 
ha Ye acted, c1 en for a mo111ent, as if her money were "orth 
mor..: th:in herself'. • ·or would she admit any supposition <le­
rogat,JI") to her high estimate of hi~ character. \\"hate\"cr had 
inlluenced him, she \\"as n:rtain it was nothing he need be 
ashamed of; and was fain to fall hack on conjectures of i:;omc 
misunderstanding, though of 1rhat nature she l oulcl not ima­
gine. :--ume, howerer, th,t:re must ha,-~ been; and 11i_th the_ 
natural tendency of youths unuroken spmb, and especially ot 
energetic characters, she, ere long, l>cg:m lo dwell on the hope 
th,it the future 1rnuld dear up the mystery, and that all would 
come right at last. .\s I• lorcncc's cousin, she mu t surely b..: 
l ruught in contact \I ith him again,. before so \"cry long,-thoul?h 
nen a few months ~eemed long mdcecl to look forward to, m 
her pre~ent suspen~: and_ uncertainty,-and then the misunder­
standing, whatever it might h:we been, could scarcely outlast 
many meetings I 

\\'ith this gleam of hop,~ to chn~ll on, the winter and early 
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spring passe<l away less heavily for I lclen than she could, 
at the outset, h:i.vc believed possible; :rnd she daily realized 

, the new value illlparted to life, the: wider significance infuse<! 
into all its duties ancl aspirati<Jll,, by the vic:1rs she had im 
l,ibecl from Florence and l\lr. l [untlcy, which became clearer 
and more sali~factory the longer she dwdt on them, and the 
more she applied herself lo II ork them out, ]Hith intelkr.tually 
and pm('ti,·,tlly. 

,\lrs. \lonugu, me:rntimc, herself unchan.,ecl, w<t,; hy 110 

mean cons, io11s of any < ha11• 1e in I I ·len, especi.illy as the 
latter remained immov:ilJle 011 the one point she hacl so much 
at heart, her project, n:undy, for her nephc:11·. I nclc,:d, things 
seemed more unprorni ing than e1\_r; for thr,ugh, on l lelt.:n'~ 
first return home, Cnptain Marston n:doubled his former atten­
tions, yd, when he found them trealetl \\'ilh the same slighting 
indifference, -1 lclen persisting in ignoring all his arlvan< es, 
and often his very presence at her side,-a change carne urcr 
his manner towarcls her. 11 e rem:1ined, indeed, lillle less 
assiduous than before in his visits Lo hi~ aunt's huu,e; but therL' 
was a tlegrc..; of bitterness in his tone, an<\ sometime~ even in 
his 11·orrls, which indicated, to her experienced eye, th:tl he was 
well-nigh weary of his bdyc-lovc's disdain. .\lorco1·er, if lw 
hoped thereby to pique her 1·:inity, his change of tadir· .ivaiktl 
him nothing; for l lt:lcn never sc:e>11e<l <:(Jnscious ol any altc:ratio11. 

ll11t, to de> lum jusli('e, he h:1d no such intention ; and had 
it o,-curred Lo 11 lt.:n tri louk at her rel:ttirms ll'ilh ( :aptain 
i\l:tr.,tun from the new point of vi1;w in whi, h she w.1s le:u ninir 
to l'L'gard things in gc:ncral, she might, pt.:rhaps, have ]1t,;ITe1veJ 
a field for s If-improvement in her stuclicd anrl almo~t scornful 
incliffi.;rl nrc lo him. l'ricle and \Hl·r·nnrcin•tl prt-judw,: might 
have a ½hnre in dictating it, no Jes~ Lh,Ln the cun,L ientiou, pnn 
cipl..: she Lelievu.l herself to be ar·ting on; that, namdy, of not 
encouraging attentions from a m:in she coultl 11<.;\'cr think of 
rnarrying. S ·lf impron:ment, however, especially at f'1rst, often 
procet:cls pil!('elllc,il; ancl this 1r.1s a branch of her < onduct sh..: 
hacl not yet drea111ed ol' scrutinizing. 

It need s, ain,;ly l,c said, that one of hc.:r greatest pleasure;; 
< onsistcd in curresponding \\'ilh J<lorence; and it 11·.1s plt.:asant, 
in her occasional \\lcetings with l\lr. Li!Llcton, to l>e alilt.: lo 
give him rnor..: minulL' infonnalion as to the proceedings of the 
travcllerg, th:1n Sir William's lirief, ln1siness-l>ke letter,< oulrl lie 
cxpeclc<l to afford; and Frank 1vell undcrsl1Jod, and gratefully 
appreciated, tlw sympathy in his r,·, li11gs, which di, tater! her 
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free communications on the subject. He did not, however, 
requite it in kind, as Sir William would probably have done ; 
for, possessing more delicacy of tact than his equally kind­
hearted friend, he felt unwilling even to name Mr. Huntley to 
Helen, while doubtful, from observations he too had made, 
whether his doing so might not give more pain than pleasure. 
It was, therefore, merely by a chance remark that she became 
aware of the correspondence he maintained with Mr. Huntley ; 
for the friendship, which Mr. Carysfort had once declared they 
must have struck up for the sake of contrast, had not dropped; 
and Helen was glad to think of it for Bernard's sake. sides, 
it might prove another link between herself and him, if-as 
she more than hoped-Frank and 1'1orence ere eventually to 
blend their fates and interests together. 

About the beginning of April, having remained in ndon 
only long enough to see Cissy and her husband established in 
the pretty Belgravian residence which was in future to be their 
home, the Emlyns and Florence returned to the Priory ; Flo­
rence with restored health and spirits, looking sweeter and 
lovelier than ever in the eyes of one, who was not long, it need 
scarcely be said, in welcoming the party on their arrival. 

"Well, Frank, here we are again!" said Sir William, greeting 
him, if possible, more cordially than ever. "We saw your 
friend Sir Charles the other day ; and he says neither he nor 
you need be ashamed of your patient now, we have taken such 
care of her abroad." 

" I never was ashamed of my patient," replied Frank, shaking 
hands with Florence with the old sunshiny smile ; "but I shall 
be delighted to take a long farewell of you in that capacity, 
Miss Forrester." either his looks nor his tone conveyed the 
idea of his feeling inclined to take a long far ell of her in any 
other capacity. 

The days of opening spring were now spring indeed to 
Florence. 

It warmed Helen's heart each time they met-which as not 
seldom, though Helen self-denyingly resisted all persuasion to 
pay another visit to Emlyn Priory at present, feeling h If 
wanted at home-to watch the dawning tinge of co on 
Florence's usually pale cheek, telling of a warmer richer 
spring of life within, than had ever before been ber 
And Florence, though she would sometimes say much 
she had lost by never passing the spring-time the country 
before, well knew that the real source of her happiness lay far 
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deeper, The love, the confidence, which she had once thought 
il impossible she should ever feel strongly enough towards any 
mnn, to enahle her to contemplate, with calmn(;SS and satisfac­
tion, the knitting of the sacred Lie whiC'h sl1e hnd seen Cissy 
contract so lightly and thoughtlessly, were deepening and 
strengthening within her day by clay. Day by day in unfettered 
intercourse with Frank Littleton, she grew more susceptible to 
the inlhtcnce of his ten<lerness and refinement of feeling, his 
stca<lfast earnestness of purpose and principll', which rendered 
him as deserving of admiration and respect, us did his winning 
manners, and sunny, loving disposition, of the liking and affec­
tion of all who knew him. 

Nor was the innnence of his loYe for herself-now no longer 
disguised unfelt or unacknowledged. If his pn:se11ce was 
hailed as a sort of moral sunshine by all, what must it not lie 
to her, on "hom be had centred the deepest and holiest affec­
tions of his nature? And often, after they had parted of an 
evening, she \\Oniel sit dreamily by the window, "·here she and 
Helen h:ul been wont lo talk of life's trials and realities, feeling 
as if this deep, new happines~ could not possibly be true and 
real, and almost <heading anything that rnif.\"ht break in, e\·en 
to heighten it, upon the bliss of this sweet, dreamy spring-time 
of love, in which it \\'ould have seemed liliss cnough to live on 
for ever. 

It was additional happiness, meantime, to find, from her un­
diminishing kindness and affection, that Louisa was prepared 
to acr1uiesce in that to which she coul<l not lie blind. For 
whatever she might feel, Lady Emlyn was much too kind­
hearted to betray a shade of regret which might have given 
pain to her dear Florence. Secretly she could not help grieving 
over IT orace's prolonged absence. If he hacl only joined 
them in Paris, instead of arriving there from N cw York just 
after their departure for London, or had followed them at once 
to l~nglan<l, instead of lingering on, talking of coming, she 
fancied that gratitude for his attachment might still have 
secured to him the warm response of feeling which Florence, 
in the elasticity of n:ncwed health an<l spirits, was yielding so 
unresistingly to a rival he little dreamed of. For dearly us 
she loved Florence, Louisa did not quite appreciate the depth 
and steadiness of feelings, somewhat slow, perhaps, to a\\'aken, 
which her genlle yiel<ling disposition and manners veiled; 
and little used to analyse even her own feelings, she had not 
realiicd the truth, that love, such as hc;r own for her hnsbancl, 
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or such as she now saw awakening in Florence for Frank Lit­
tleton, must spring from a deeper source than mere gratitude. 
But days and \\'Ceks passed on, an<l l\Ir. Carysfort had still nut 
made his appearance. 

At length one evening in the encl of ;\lay, when Sir \\'illi::im 
and L_ady Emlyn and Florenre, taking their usual evening 
stroll 111 the grounds, to enjoy the sweet spring twilight out 
of doors, had been joined, as usual, by Frank Littleton, the 
latter suddenly proposed, that as it was long since L::icly 
Emlyn had honoured him with a visit, they should come :111d 
see how pretty his garden looked in its spring dress, try whether 
a bachelor could gi,·e 1::ttlies tea fit to drink, nnd 11·alk home by 
moonlight. 

Nobody seeming inclined to dissent, Sir William quirkly 
ruled acreptanc:e of the invitation, observing that it was quite 
necess:iry he should go and st:e in what repair Frank kept his 
premises, and whether he had been making any improvunenls, 
upon which one might raise the rent. 

"Two new nowc::r beds, a path through thr shruubcrics, and 
a new summer-house besides! Quite time y011 sl1ould come 
and look after me ! " returned Frank, gaily ; antl proceeded to 
marshal them along the little path through wood and lawn, 
which he so often traversed, to the pretty little house and 
garden, situated on the edge of the Priory Park, ,Yhich Sir 
William had provided as a residence for his friend, when the 
latter first came to the neighbourhood. It was in order not to 
have too far to send for his doctor when he rhose to be ill, 
that he located him so near at hand, Sir William averred; hut 
really, in order that Frank migl1t feel as much as possible that 
his true home was by his friend's hearth. 

"Much too pretty for a bachelor," Sir William now mali­
ciously declared both house and garden to be; adding, that he 
had a great idea of turning Frank out to make room for worthier 
occupants. 

"Very good, Sir William," returned Frank. "But I shall 
make a point of going at least ten miles off; and as your health 
is so very bad, you had better think twice about it." 

"And he has actually got vases of flowers in his dra11·i11g­
room !" exclaimed Sir William, as they entered, by the window, 
a room which, in all its simple arrangements, betrayed the taste 
and refinement of its owner. "Pretty hauits for a bachelor, 
Louisa. I Lelieve it to be all a plot to cntrap us, and he has 
made the nosegays on purpose,'' 
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"Nol a bit of it ! " said Frank. "I could not live without 
flowers for company; I always ha Ye them when I can persuade 

· any to !Jlow. llut no\\·, Sir "'illiam, as my house is my "astle 
till I am turned out, and I die! not invite you in yet, you must 
all go round the garden, and inspect my summer-house, while 
1 ,cc if I can manage anything like tea for Lady Emlyn an<l 
.\! iss I•'orn.:ster." 

ll was not long before he joined them, and csrortell them 
hack to the house, where much pleasantry ensued, on the 
neatness, and, as Sir William declared, the unwarrantable 
luxuriou~m:ss or Frank's bachelor arrangem<.:nts; and Lady 
Emly11 assured him she should have invited h<.:rsclf to te:t long 
ago, hacl she thought he could <lo the honoms so well. She 
should certainly set Sir William to make tea at home, lo sec how 
he could 111:111agc it. Ilut Sir William saicl he had had enough 
of that in his li:Hhclor day~ in London lodgings. Then he and 
Frank rcrurrul lo olcl da}·s,and their first acquaintance, when Sir 
\\ ill1a111 was a Jl"Or merchant's clerk, and Frank was an earl's 
son, :111,l a f:1 hi,rn:tble young man in aristocratir circles. 

"\\'<.:II, Frank," said Sir\\ illiam after awhile, "it is something, 
for /,r1//1 of us, to be alJlr.: to say, that we would not exchange 
these ti111es for those, even for the sake of lieing eight or ten 
years younger." 

":-lost c<.:rtainly not," saicl Frank. "I, at least, am ready 
to concur in the opinion of a great divine, that the best time is 
1101,,, the best place is /w·,:;'" he added, with something very 
like a 1,lu h 011 his ha11dson1e, delicate features. 

"Oh ! " said Sir \V1lliam, with mischievous emphasis, as he 
rose from the table. " I dare say the divin<.: was quite right; I 
wonder if he spoke prophetically?" 

"Truth is always prophetic, because it never grows old," re­
joined hank;" hut, Sir William, how about the dilapidations?" 
And l•lon.:nre inwardly thanked him for the delicacy which 
sought to spare her even the slight confusion of Sir William'~ 
kind raillery. 

"I have been ke..:ping my eyes about me," returned Sir \\'il­
Jiarn, looking round with a business-like air; "and seeing 
things, on the whole, not in such execrable order, I have been 
speculating 011 certain improvements. Come here, Frank. 
·what shoulcl you say t<> a little conserYatory out here? Just 
the thing for a bachelor 1 " 

Frank ro. c to join his friend, and drew him outside the win­
dow, but soon stepped in :igain to t<;ll Lady Emlyn she ,,·a~ 
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very much wanted, as Sir William had got all sorts of wild ideas 
into his head. He turned to apologise to Florence for the rude­
ness of le~~i'.1~ her alo?e ;, h,ut she, d_readi1!g nothing so mur,h 
as the poss1b1hty of a td, -a.tde mth h1m,- Just there :i.ml then, 
at least,-hastily begged that he would not think of her for a 
moment. 

"Well," said Frank, pausing to look back at her with his 
joyous, playful smile, "for one moment, I will try ! " 

How different were the musings in which Florence, left alone, 
sat there indulging, quite unconscious how time might be passing, 
from those with which Frank's head and heart had been busy, 
when he sat, almost in the same spot, struggling to resign her, 
if such should indeed be God's will. 

She was summoned, in due time, to the garden, to ohscn-e 
the effect of the rising moon through the glades of the parl· ; 
and Sir ·william, suddenly discovering how late it was, walked 
off homewards with his wife, at a rapid pace, leaving the others 
to follow as they pleased. 

Frank immediately offered his arm to Florence, and, some­
what more slowly, they followed the others; but before they quite 
reached the garden-gate, he stopped, and asked if she would 
not gratify him by picking a fiower in his g::irdcn. 

"Which shall it be?" said Florence, without a thought of 
opposition. 

" There, that one, any one," said Frank ; " and one for me, 
too?" Which being done, he thanked her by a smile only, 
and they pursued their way in silence. 

They had proceeded some little way into the park, and were 
threading a glade in the wood that bordered it, chequered with 
alternate moonlight and shadow, \\'hen ;\fr. Littleton suddenly 
dropped Florence's arm, and taking a quick step in advance, 
so as folly to face her, said, with a smile \\'hich, on Florence at 
least, fell warmer and brighter in its loving, human radiance, 
than sunlight or moonlight of earth could ever fall,-" Will you 
tell me what you think of my little nest, ).liss Forrester? Do 
you think one might live happy in such a home?" 

"I dare s::iy one might," returned Florence in a low voice, 
and unable to refuse an answering smile to the infection of his, 
though she trembled so that the moonlight seemed to c1uin;r a~ 
it rested on her. 

" ·will you try? " 
The answer was longer in coming this time, ::ind then was so 

low as to be scarcely audible; bt1t nQ doubt it w:is sati~facton 1 
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for Florence found her hands suddenly seized in both of 
Frank's; and the strangest possible sensation came over ber of 

• having given herself away, an1l of possessing no further right 
of dissent, IL'l what would happen. 

But whale\ er might have heL·n his first impulse, when Frank 
felt how cxcessivcly the imprisoned hands trembled, he only 
kissc(l them very gently and tenderly, and then clrawing one to 
its rormcr rcsting placc on his arm, allowed her, nothing loth, 
to resume the walk whiC'h had IJeen thus brieny interrupted, 
rnerely observing that he shouhl have a great many things to 
say to her the 1iext day. 

I [e probably mmrnge<l to say some of lhem on the way home, 
for they did not arrive for a good half.honr after the Ernlyns ; 
and Florence hacl recoyered from her trembling fit, at least for 
the Lime. 

"Lost your way in the woods, of course:," exclaimed Sir 
William :i.s they entered. "l\1 oonlight is very deceptive, to he 
sure ! " 

"On the contrary, I flatter myself that we found it!" saitl 
Frank, glecfully. "Hut everybody cannot go ahead at your 
paie, Sir William." 

"Good, good," rcpliecl his friend; "whalever pace you find 
answcr besl ! Sit dmrn; Louisa has betn providing more 
tea ; and I am sure l\I iss Forrester must want some, for she 
seems quite tired-of you, I mean, Frank! " 

Morence gladly accepted the Lea, and shrank into the small­
est possible spare on the sofa beside Lady Emlyn, feeling 
deeply indebted to Frank for tnlking lo everybody just as usual. 
Only, in taking leave, he whispered to her, that he should go 
on his rounds as early :i.s possible next morning, and be with 
her between eleven and twelve-if he might ?-and receiving a 
silent assent, added "Good-night," ancl was gone. 

"Well, Frank?'' said Sir William, following him into the 
hall for that especial purpose. 

"Bcgin the improverncnh lo-mc.,now," said Frank, laughing, 
and extending his hand for thc hearty shake of congratulation 
he immecliatdy received. 

"To morrow at <lay-brcak ! " returned Sir William ; and 
Frank obscrving that he had hclter walk I.Jack part of the way 
with him, and h:we a talk, cspel'ially as Florence he called 
her by her name \\'ith a tourh of such proud happiness as was 
pleasant to hear- would ccrtaiuly want Lael)'. Emlyn to herself 
for a little, the two fnenr.ls sauntereJ all'ay agam ar.ross the park. 
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"Then I am lo wish you joy to-night, darling?" said l ,:i.dy 
Emlyn when they were left alone, all her womanly instincts 
so roused to sympathise in the rich new happiness which even 
Florence's shyness coul<l not entirely veil in her looks ancl her 
voice, that she felt quite glad, for the moment, Ilorace w:is 
away, to relieve her from the necessity of feeling sorry for 
him. 

"Dear Louisa, I did not think it possible to be so happy,'' 
said Florence blushing, but looking up brightly in her frienJ's 
face without rising from her seat. "Ilut are you sure," she 
added, with a slight change of countenance, "are you sure that 
you arc pleased, dear I ,ouisa?" 

"Naughty girl, for asking me such a question ! \'uu did 
not think I could help being pleased that you are happy, did 
you?" returned Louisa, seating herself beside her with a most 
convincingly loving embrace; and thus relieYCd from her la~t 
fear, Florence could unreservedly share her new joy ll'ith her 
kind friend. 

They were still sittin~ side by side, deep in pleasant talk, 
when Sir William returned. 

" I have the pleasure, '.\Iiss Forrester," he Legan, \Yith a 
good-humoured smile; and Florence started to her feet, pre­
pared to escape from the first sound of congratulations, but Sir 
William was not to be escaped so easily. 

"No, 1\liss Forrester," said he, still smiling, and backing 
before her to the door, barring her way; "no, c\liss Forrester; 
I have got something to say, and I am going to say it. I have 
known Frank Littleton these many years," he continued, los­
ing lh,: door without taking his eyes off ht.:r, and standing right 
before it while he spoke, "and I ha,-e reason to know him 
well ; and there is no man on earth for \\'hom I haYe so warm 
a regard, such deep respect and admiration. I am not sure 
that I think any woman in the world quite good enough for 
him ; but since he is going to be married-as I understand­
now do you think, l\Iiss Forrester, that I am 110/ goi11g to wish 
his wife-that-is-to-be joy? Very likely ! " 

And walking close up to her, and extending bis hands, he 
waited for a moment with an air of comical, half-indignant de­
termination, till Florence, thoroughly won by his cordial tone 
and warm appreciation of Frank, volt1ntarily placed both her 
hands in his, trying not to blush as she answered, thnt she 
c1uite agreed with him as to Frank's deserts ; whereupon, wish­
ing her all possible happiness, and kissing her" ith a cordiality 



it was impossible to shrink from, he released his prisoner, and 
opened the cloor for her escape. She made it (JUickly; not, 
bowever, without another voluntary shake of the hand, and a 
"Thank you, Sir William ! " which said much more than the 
mere words implied. 

H men be indeed attended by an evil genius on the one 
hand, and a guardian angel on the other, prompting and infiu­
e1wing their thoughts and actions, it must surely have been 
,l)lll[Jli,mr:e with the promptmgs of the former which brought 
:\lr. Carysforl to E1nlyn Priory that night! 

CHAPTER XI. 

\lR. CARYS[10RT'S RIDE. 

Unless abov~ himself he can 
Erect himself, how poor a thing is man! 

l:.'.,01rsio11. 

T11AT very night! And so late, too-having spent some 
hours at a friend's house half way from London-that all the 
l:1mily had retire<\ before he arrived; and not being very early 
in hi, morning movements, he consequently joined the assem­
bled party at the breakfast table, without Louisa's having had 
an opportunity of enlightening him as to what had occurred. 
Florence', natural ncrvousness at this unforeseen appearance 
of her former suitor, \\'as not diminished by his manner towards 
lienclf, whi< h said, as plainly as mmrner could, that he had 
returned unchanged in his determination to persevere in 
making himself agreealJle, 

For though lit.: had al fir,l been deeply mortified by the ill­
succcs,; of his ',c, ond attempt, he had soon found consolation 
in Louisa's :,uggestion, that he had liecn over-precipitate in 
making it; and had only been lingering on his return, divided 
between eagerness trJ rejoin I• lorence, and fear of again peril­
ling the success he still reckoned on, by too hasty a. renewal of 
his suit. Louisa. saw t.:nough at a glance to destroy her faint 
hope that his lengthened absence might possibly arise from a 
disnnery of some new ol,je, t of preferenr·,;:; and earnestly did 
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she wish thal he had eilher come some weeks sooner, or kept 
away jusl then ! 

Florence. made her escape as soon as possible after break­
fast; and S!f William sympathising in the embarrassment, and 
dread of inevitable explanations, which he read in his wife's 
face, kepl up a vigorous conversation on the subject of :\lr. 
Carysforl's American tour, questioning him as to the different 
parts he had visited, and as to his opinion on many more 
points than Horace had taken the trouble to form one upon. 
But a pause must come, and Horace was not slow in availing 
himself of it, to express to Louis:i. his delight at seeing :\Iiss 
Forrester look so well; better, he Lhought, than he had ever 
seen her. 

Then, in pity to his wife's imploring glances, Sir William 
came to her assista.nce. 

"1\h ! yes, Miss Forrester is looking remarkably well," he 
said; " but there may be a reason for that this morning." 
Louisa felt positivdy angry with Horace for the faint smile 
which seemed to imply that he took the remark as a compli­
ment to himself; but, without looking at him, Sir William went 
on, "You have come just in time to hear of our prospects of 
another wedding." 

" Indeed ! " said \Ir. Carysfort. " Ilas l\Iiss Montagu taken 
compassion on Captain ::"lfo.rston, or has Littleton been caught 
in the llaisy-chains ! I ,rould have wished him better luck ! " 

"I do not know that any man need have better luck than 
that of winning such a wife as :iiiss :ilontagu," returned Sir 
William, drily, by no means pleased by the allusion to his 
favourite H.1,;len; "but I am not aware that she has taken com­
passion on any one yet. Littleton is going to be married, 
however,-to :\Iiss Forrester." 

So saying, Sir William gathered up his papers, and ldt the 
room. Be had spared his wife the unwelcome announcement, 
but Horace's surprise or disappointment she must make the 
best of. 

" Louisa ! " exclaimed l\Ir. Carysfort, in :i. tone of mingled 
amazement and incredulity, rising to his full height in a way he 
seldom took the trouble of doing, "what does Emlyn mean? 
or is it one of his jokes?" 

"No, it is no joke," said Louisa, in a. tone of distress; "it 
was only settled last night. Why did you stay a1rny so long­
though I am not sure you were not better away-I am so sorry 
-I 1111.:an, on your account." 



There ,,as ::tn indesnihablc con fusion or feelings painted in 
,\I r. ( 'ary fu1 t's face, a, he looked at her for a moment without 

. speaking or mciving a mu,de, and a darker look gathered there 
than she rnuld have heliencl him capable of~ nonchalant and 
indilferent a he gcner::tlly was in l!verything, even in the self­
islrne s for 11 hie h she always found such kind excuses. There 
11as so 1m1< h good in } !,,race at bottom! And perhaps she 
wa n<Jt wrong; liut when goocl :111<1 evil arc too closl!ly blended 
in a , k1r,1cter, by the b:vl habits which pervert naturally good 
disposition,, thi; n.!sults arc sometimes more disastrous, for a 
time, than where there is less latent goocl to redeem the ::tc­
quirccl evil. Ilur,u:c's best and worst feelings-his capacity 
of apprcci,1ting what was pure and a<lmirabll! in others, an<l 
the selflovc which was set upon the carrymg of his point­
were alike enli tcd in the success of his suit to Florence; and 
this ~ll(ldcn lilow to all hi hopes and schemes aroused such 
a storm within, as only its very intc.;nsity restrained from out-
11anl expression. 

"I must sec l\Ii s I~oncster ! "he said, in a tone of smothered 
vehcmcn< c, and turned to leave the room. 

" Oh 110, J Iorace ! 11 hy should you? Not just now, at least ; 
she is cxpt.!cti11g "--

" .Mr. Littleton, nu duuut ! ' he n·joine<l, haughtily. "I will 
see her, Loui a." 

11 e I ll her, 11,dr Ill c onskrnation, and half in grief; but 
when a 111 n 1,•ill have his 11ay, few women have the mornl 
c-ou1,1g t,, oppo~c him, and Louis.1 11a, not one of them. She 
Jcun;d it ,,uuld c.li~tress Florence; I ut still Horace was too 
111uch uf a g ·ntli.!man to <;,ty anything that rnuld really wound 
her; h,; could only wi,h to make sure of her cler·ision from her 
own lips. .\nd then she was so grieved for him; she had not 
thought ht: would be so very bitterly disappointed ! 

J\1 r. C arysfort walked straight upstairs to the boudoir, where 
he rightly clivme<l that he should find Florence, who started 
up, as the door opened, with a smile and blush which clearly 
!Jctrayccl whom she w.1s expecting to sec, and with a propor­
tionate ch;111ge to <iurpri c and confusion, as Horace, dosing 
the door behind him, walked resolutely up to the t..1.ble behind 
11 hidi she was standing, without any attempt at apoiogy for hi, 
intrusion. 

"I have trJ < ongratulate you, I understand, l\liss Forrester" 
he said, in ,1 tone of h.: 11ghty elf possession, which howev~r: 

<Julil ll/Jt Jisgui c the cflorl it co t him. 
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"Ye ," said Florence, very quietly, even her gentle nature 
somewhat stirred to womanly indignation at the tone and 
bearing of her questioner. 

"And I may not even flatter myself"-the quiver of sup­
pressed emotion in bis voice went far to appease her momen­
tary feeling of anger-" that my return some few months earlier 
might in any way have influenced your decision?" 

" No ! " said Florence, so low that it was scarcely more 
audible than her "Yes" of the previous evening, and scarcely 
daring to )ift her eyes from the table, lest her self-command 
should forsake her. 

"Then I have only to wish you all possible happiness ! " he 
rejoined, in a tone of suppressed bitterness, which gave his 
words all the import of a sneer; and, with a formal Low, he 
turned on his heel and left the room. He strode downstairs, 
snatched up his hat in the hall, with a fierceness of manner 
which it would hnxe terrified Louisa to witness; then, seeing 
Sir \Villiam's horses at the door, mounted one without a word, 
signed to the groom not to follow him, and rode off at full 
speed, without caring in what direction. 

Florence, left alone, had hard "·ork to restrain her tears ; but 
Frank was coming, and these were early days to be confiding 
her troubles-at least, this trouble-to him; so put aside it 
must be, that he might see no traces of it on his arrival; and 
she succeeded so well, that when Louisa looked in, uneasily, 
some few minutes later, her answering look and smile sent her 
friend away quite relieved, under the impression that Horace 
had relented in his purpose. 

"I ,oui~a, my dear ! " cried her husband, as she went down, 
nnd on her joining him, went on in a low tone of more than 
surprise,-" Philip tells me that Carysfort rode off just now on 
my horse, which was waiting for me to ride into X--, and 
that without a word of explanation. Philip thought, that as 
his own hor~es have not come yet, mine might have been 
orclerccl for him; but how he could think so, when he kno\\"S 
I never let any one ride Snowb~ll 1" added Sir William, quite 
in a fidget; for like most good nders, he was very chary of hi~ 
own horse. 

"II ow very strange of Horace!" said Louisa, uneasily. "He 
could not have been thinking-he left me quite in a-I mean 
be is very"--

" Oh '. he is in a great way, is he? Serve him right for 
being so conceited ! " returned Sir William ; but added, good• 
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naturedly, perhaps in consideration of Louis,'s feelings: "Still 
I am very sorry for him. It must be uncomfortable enough to 

. find himself cut out in this way; but why need he have taken 
my horse to ride off this <li:;appointment? There are plenty of 
others in the stable ! " 

"Yes, I am very sorry," said Lady Emlyn; "but he was­
sadly put oul." 

"Well, well, never mind; I ':•ill take another horse," said 
Sir William. "I only hope he 1s not off on any fool's errand 
to call Frank out; for, on my honour, I won't stand it! Frank 
i,hall not be meddled with; and [ will bind them both over to 
keep the peace, if I h<.:ar a wonl----to be sure, I don't believe 
Frank would fight, for any man; that is one good thing." 

" o, I <lo not think he would," said Louisa, mu<:h relieved 
\Jy the idea, for her husband's suggestion had not a little 
startled her; and, on his leaving her, she composed herself to 
her morning's avocation., trusting that Horace would return 
fro}11 his ride in a more manageable mood. 

1•rank I ,ittleton after getting through hi, most pressing 
visits, and postponing the rest till the afternoon, started early 
to cross the park, in anticipation of a spell of such pleasant, 
confidential communion as becomes the privilege of betrothed 
lovers ; and had not got many steps from his own gate, when 
he saw, as h suppost.:d, Sir William on his favourite white 
horse, reined up by a knoll a little aside from the path, and 
turned r,ff through the underwood to join him. But pre­
occupied with pleasant thoughts, he clicl not look up, or narrowly 
observe the rider, till, laying his hand on the bridle, and 
exclaiming gaily, " Come to look after the improvements? 
Jlartlly by (bybrcak though!" he looke<l smiling up into l\lr. 
Carysfort's face. 

"l\lr. ~arysfort ! " he exclaimed, hardly noticing at fir~t the 
frown whwh gatht.:rcd almost to fury on Horace's brow at 
Frank's unlucky and sug~estive word "improvem<.:nts?" " I 
had not hearcl of your arrival; I took you for Sir William ! " 

Few things more exasperating could, it is true, have been 
encountered by Mr. Carysfort-who, having in his headlong 
ride come sucldcnly in view of Mr. Littleton's house, had 
checked his horse to gne with biller feelings on what would 
henceforward be Florence's home-than this sudden appari­
tion of his rival, racliant with exultation in his new happiness. 
Frank's very uncons< iousness vf the feelings his presence 
excitt.:d sce1ued a fresh insult; and madd-:ueJ beyond all rc:-

L 
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collection of gentlemanly self-restraint, he raised his whip with 
a fierce gesture and exclamation; but, as Frank instinctively 
drew back in amazement, he brought it down vehemently on 
his horse's shoulder, and dashed off at a gallop. almost brush­
ing Frank as he passed. 

Frank Littleton reddened for a moment to his very temples, 
but the next, the secret of suc-h passionate indignation flashed 
upon him; and he, of :111 men, could afford to be generous. 
So he resumed his walk, in a frame of spirits sobered and 
really saddened lJ}' the kno\\ ledge thus forcell on him, that 
his O\\'n joy must be productive of bitter disappointment to 
another, the friend of his friends, too, and one with whom lie 
had always been on friendly terms. For Horace, like every 
one else, had been unable to resist the liking Frank universally 
inspired, and was snre, in calmer moments, to regret what had 
passed. 

Sad thoughts, however, could not long absorb a lover hasten­
ing to visit his newly betrothed bride; and Frank's step and 
smile were lighter and brighter than ever as he entered­
though not without awaiting her gentle " Come in," in ans\\·er 
to his tap-the pretty boudoir where Florence awaited him. 

They were still too happily engaged to notice sounds denot­
ing some unusual stir both \\'ithin and without the house, 
though a couple of hours had already elapsed, when the door 
was hastily opened, and Sir William appeared. 

" Here, Littleton ! I want you-quick ! " And seizing him 
by the arm, as he started instantly to his feet, Sir "William 
whispered something in his car, "·hich sent him out of the 
room and downstair~ with more than professional speed, and 
was following almost as fast himself, when Florence sprang 
forward to detain him. 

"Sir William-pray! Wliat is the matter? Louisa?" she 
exclaimed, almost breathless with alarm. 

"No, no, nothing is 1Yrong with Louisa," he replied, turning 
round. "Do not alarm yourself," he added, kindly, then fir~t 
remembering how startling hi~ unceremonious summons of 
Frank must be; "Mr. Carysfort has met with an accident, 
that is all. Go back quietly, and don't come clown just nmr, 
there's a good girl." And Sir William was off and dmmstairs 
in a second. 

Florence went back, as she was bid, to the l.Joudoir, with a 
weight c.f terror and distress upon her, all the harder to hear 
for its following on so different, so happy a mood. She hardly 
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knew 1yhy an accident to Mr. Carysfort should so distress her : 
but Sir William himself looked much disturbed, even pale, and 
she had caught the expression of grave alarm on Frank's face, 

· as he hurried off, without waiting for a word, or adieu to her. 
Something very serious must be the matter. \Vas Horace 
dead? What sort of an accident had hl! met with? Terrible 
surmises, dimly connected with thl! stall! of suppressed passion 
in which she lwrl last seen him, flashed across her mind; ancl 
though slw dismissed them with a shud<kr, she was haunll!tl 
hy the undd111ecl foar, that whall!vl!r ha<l happl!ne<l, it was 
sornl!how her f:111lt. With the Sl!t1'itivl! snupulousness of her 
nature, she had <keply reproac lt(;d herself" for tlw too long 
encouragement, however passin:, which 1,he haJ gin~n to his 
pref\:renn.: for her, an<l whif'h might, in some dcgn.:e, justify 
the sense of ill-usage he hart so clearly betrayed lhal morning; 
and she n:111embt:n.:d the dark look in his face, from \\'hich she 
had inwardly n:coikd. 

Even w..:re th..: accicknt entirely fortuitous, would it not be 
terrible to think of his having been killed, entertaining such 
feelings as that look and his tone harl re,ealecl? And Louisa? 
-But Louisa's grief at such a catastrophe she could not hear 
to think of, so tried to hope he was only hurt. Sht: paced 
the- little room in a state or almost intolerable suspense, 
listening to every sound below. Therl' was :in O]J<'ning and 
shutting uf doors, a shuffling of many feet in the hall. Once 
shl! heard Sir William's voice ord..:ring som..: on..: to rid..: off to 
X , for what, she coLtlcl not catch; and then Louisa's voice 
in tears, and Frank's assuring h..:r -but there the sound \\'as 
lost again. Ancl so more than an hour passed by. 

Mr. Carysfort was not <lead, tl11rngh when Sir William 
frtched l•rank, he thought so. Sir \\'illi::u11, having been 
detained a couple of hours by a person on business, had met, 
just as he gr>L outside the park-gates, a party of laboun.:rs, 
headed by a n:sjie< tabk farmer uf tht: neighbourhood, carrying 
home Mr. Carysforl, apparently lifeless, on a hastily con­
strut led litter; and all he had lime to karn was, that an 
accident havin~ happ1·111.:d to the gentleman riding Sir William's 
horse, and there being no surgt:on nearer than l\1r. Littleton, 
they had thought it best to bring him home lo the Priory 
at once. Sir William rode hastily b~ick to brt:ak the intel­
ligence to Iii<, wife, and to order some room on th..: ground-floor 
rnadc ready for 11 oracc, in case he should prove to b..: still 
alive. In her distress and his confusion, they had forgotten 
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Frank's being in the house; and were sending messengers 
off right and left for him, till some one suggested that he 
had been seen to come in and not to go out again; when 
Sir William fetched him down just in time to set: Horace 
carried in. 

Mr. Littleton soon assured them that Horace was not 
dead, but only insensible, either from a concussion of the 
brain, or from loss of blood-which had been great, from cuts 
about the back of his head and neck; he having apparently 
been thrown on some sharp stones. There were also fractures 
and contusions of a serious nature, but no injury that seemed 
necessarily dangerous to life; and if there proved to be no 
concussion, the whole :1ffair might turn out less alarming 
than it at first looked. B11t nothing could !Jc done, l>eyonJ 
administering occasional stimul::tnts, till the arrival of another 
surgeon with such appliances as the hospital at X - - could 
afford. 

Jn the dreary pause which now ensued, \\'hile the three 
watched and 11·aited,-Louisa hanging in tears 01Tr the death­
like face resting on its blood-stained pillow, and refusing to 
lea,·e the room lest Horace should die in her absence, not­
withstanding 11rr. Littleton's more hopeful assurances,-Sir 
William naturally lJetook himself to learn all that he could 
about the accidt.:nt, which proved unsatisfactory enough. 

The house of the farmer above alluded to, looked down into 
one of the deep, narro11· lanes common in the neighbourhood, 
standing perhaps some twenty feet abon: it. The proper 
entrance to the house w:is from behind, lrnt a narrow zigzag 
foot-path led u1> fro111 the lane to a stile at the top of the 
steep, rocky !Jank, and fanned a side-entrance to the farm­
house garden. lip this bank, and at this stile, Mr. Carysfort 
was ~cen riding, lJy a child, who ran in, frightened, and called 
her father, out just in time to sec horse and rider go clear over 
the low boundary hedge, :i.ml roll over each other on to :i. heap 
of ~tones, prepared for mending the road bdow. The farmer 
naturally concluclecl that the horse had run away, and shiecl 
in leaping the stile, when the rest would follow as a matler of 
course • Gut though all were gl::td enough this should be 
taken for granted, it by no means explained matters to Mr. 
Carysfort's friends. . 

Thal any horse, at least his horse, should have run away up 
the bank instead of along the lane, was more than Sir William 
could belieYc; e\'en setting aside the antecedents to this un-



fortunate ride. :.fr. Carysfort's taking tlu.: hor. e \\as in itself 
extraordinary; nor coulc..l Frank Littleton now withhold the 
particulars of hi'j nH.:cting with l lorace in the park; and 

'fon ibly ancl desper,1tely must his horse hayc bt:en urgt:d, Sir 
William felt surt:, to t,1kc that track up the Lank, ,,hich he 
well kne11. And then to go leaping into a farm-house garden! 
It wou\cl see111 that l Ioracc's passionate resentment must 
ll.lve lransporlt-d him for the ti111e, beyond all bounds of self­
guidance, if not of sanity. ll ,ras \\'ell, perhaps, that nothing 
,rnrst: !ta, l ha ppt:1H:d. 

ll may ]Jc thought slr,rnge that a man of Il orace Carysfort's 
habitually , areless, inclolent disposition, should thus be thrown 
off his lialan< e by resentment and disappointed affection. But 
when passions mewly slumber for lack of cxcilement, insle:ul 
of l,t:ing steadily held in sulijection lo principle, and when 
the moral rein over the whole characlt:r is slackened ancl ent:r­
vatecl i,y a 1011g course of self i11clulgence and self-exaltation, 
there is no saying whither the moral tempest may hurry us, 
which, unforeseen and unguarded against, we ha\'C nu power to 
control on its suddl'n ouLIJUrst. That llorace committed no 
t n11w, as llll!n of mon.; violent passions might have done, was 
c-onsistent with thl' LLnor of his faults and follu.:~; which, on 
tlw whDlt:, ,n:n.: ratht:r those <Jf olllission than c-0111lllis~1on -
of c,u-ekssness as to doing good, than love of doing positive 
evil, Lo others. The fatal weakness or self-will had poisoned 
the springs of true manly strcnglh within him, and this first 
severe shocl· lo his self-estt:l!tll, a, well as to his ar<lcnt 
though st:llis!t passion for FlorclH'l', st1f11C'ed to work him to a 
pitc-h of u11co11lrollalilc excite111c11t, the only redeeming feature 
of 11 hi, h lay in its l,eing as nearly ai111less and purposeless as 
the general 1·c>11rse oC his e."iste11< e. 

ll seems hu111iliati11g, in<lecd, that hu111a11 rea~,,n and powers 
of self, <1nlrol shoukl hang l>y so slender a thread; but if men 
\\'ill paltcr 11 ith their true human dignity, enslaving themselvt:s 
to self-love, and frittering away life in fri,uliLies unworthy of 
r,itional and imm<Jrl,tl beings, neglecting the truth and the 
strt:ngth ,yhic-h :done can sd them free, what 11 under if their 
degradation /1011/d bear bitter and humiliating fruits ?-still 
happy, as we must <"onsiclcr them, be) ontl their <lcserts, if the 
.ery ],itlcnn;s., of these .,upply a Loni, l<Jr their spiritual 
healing, bl'fore "thc night cometh, in which n, 111;111 <.an work.' 

B11t nu :,lH h thoughts a, thest: mingled i11 Louisa's affec­
tionate sorrow over the companion of her girlhood, and adopted 
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brother of her maturer years. In her eyes, it ,ms but the 
intensity of his love for Florence which had led to the catas­
trophe, for which she therefore only pitied him the more ; 
and, re\'erting to her previous impressions, and forgt:tful of 
Frank's personal interest in tl1c matter, could not refrain from 
expressing what she so strongly felt. 

"0 William, if he had only come to us directly he returned 
from America ! A few weeks sooner, and all this might never 
have happened. And now, if he should-she would never 
forgive herself-poor Florence ! " 

The colour rose slowly in Frank's face, but he said nothing, 
nor did his eye lose the expression of sympathy with which he 
regarded Louisa's unfeigned distress. 

"My clear Louisa," exclaimed Sir William. Dul it ,ms im­
possible to expostulate \Yith her just then; and he turned to 
Frank with a deprecatory look, ,yhich the latter perfectly un­
cl~rsto_od, and answered by a quiet nod, which quite satisfied 
his fnencl. l\Ioving a step nearer to the couch "·here l\lr. 
Carysfort still lay without signs of consciousness, though he 
mechanically swallowed the stimulants administered, Frank 
stood watching him intently for a minute or two. Then he 
turned, and said to Sir William, "If you will not leave the 
room, I think I ought to go and speak to l\1iss Forrester for a 
moment. She must be uneasy." 

"By all means," said Sir 1\'illiam, holding open the door for 
him; and slowly ancl gravely Frank took his way to the bou 
doir wl1ich he had entered a fe\\' hours before with wch differ­
ent feelings. 

"Is he dead?" was all Morence could say, with white lips 
and in\'Oluntarily clasped hands; for Frank's grave face re­
a\\'akened her worst fears. 

Frank hastened to reassure her. He was certainly seriously 
hurt, but not dangerously, he trusted, unless the brain should 
prove to ha,·e been injured in the fall. 

"His fall 1" said Florence, somewhat relieved; "pray, tell 
me what happened to him, and how?" 

Frank considered for a moment; but if unbroken confidence 
\\'Crc henceforward to subsist between them, why l;egin by 
concealing any portion of the truth? So he told her, in as 
few words, and as gently as possible, all that was known 
of the matter; and though he did not allude to the supposed 
cause of Horace's excitement, that needed no explanation to 
Florence's distre,sed perceptions. 



!~lR. C,,1zvs1-otzT's RmE. I 5 I 

"0 Frank," sht: sai<l, with lips whiter than ever, '' how 
terrilJlt: ! " 

But it was towards him, not away from him, that she shrank, 
as, for the first time, unasked, she c::tlle<l him by his name; 
and his eye lightt:d with a glow or gratified feeling, as he put 
his arm round her in token of the mental support she seemed 
instinctively to seek from him. Perhaps, in spite of himself, 
Lady Enilyn's words had awakened a faint echo ot· doubt in 
his rmn heart, as lo what might have been the result of Mr. 
C,uyslort earlier return; but, if so, the echo, now died away 
for ever. 

" But oh, l•r.111k,'' s:tid Florence, unable to resist tl1e impulse 
10 cnn!icle lo hilll 11 hat wa~ to her lhc worst part of th<.: matter, 
'· do you hww "hy \I r. Carysforl w,1s '"'.'ffY? I Je c:n.mc up­
l>cfore he Wl nt out" The recolkctron • r his !ierce, dark 
lo()k quite overcame her, and she burst into tc1rs. 

"Yes, I knoll'," an.,wercd Frank, very genll1. rompassion­
alely lelti11g her ny in peace for a minute or tll'o; "but dear 
11lorcncl', I do not think you ought, therefore, lo fed as it this 
were in any way your fault. l\lr. Carysfort had no p1rscriptive 
right to you, you !·now," he arlcled, trying to cxtran a smile 
from her. 

"No," sai<l Flore1we, fiiintly ; '' lrnt I have always fel: I was 
s,, ,vrong last ye:.u, to-I think you know what I meat.' She 
paused, blushing deeply. 

"Yes," sai,l Frank," and no doubt it was a pity; lllt as you 
refused him :1ftcrwards clid you not?" 

"But he 11ottld not believe me," said Florence; "he.bought 
it was on!) fro111 so111c idea of duty. And whcn I had Jeen so 
wL·nk in li1L'. l,..:gi1111ing, he might naturally think I shml<l be 
weak in the e11CI, loo." 

,. \\'ell," said l•rnnk, "f "·ould not say or think aiything 
unkind or hi111 now for the world; hut I cannot foe\ tht this 
r.riuld h:we happen..:d, had he been use<l lo take thi~s in a 
right spirit. 1 lowever, clear Florence, even if you feel o have 
ha<l some 5harc in this misfortune, you must remembc that 
conscc1ucn< cs are not in our hands, but are ovcrrnl{l for 
goo<l; and, having r1:grelted and done your best to. rpair 
your error, you must trust for the rest. TI,. do not bel1ev- in 
arbitrary punbhrncnls, evcn for errors we lwve com1mtte<l." 

It was so strange, but so pleasant, to hear Frank counse\. 
Jing anrl reminding her of what was right, instead of met,ely 
soothing her distress, as most lovers would have done, that 
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Florence looked up greatly comforted. This, surely, was the 
partner she had dreamed of-better and purer and more 
trustful than herself. And when Frank left her, after a fe" 
more words of tenderness and sympathy, promising to bring 
or send her further intelligence as soon as possible, her heart 
was much lightened, though still sad ; and she thought more 
of Frank than of Mr. Carysfort, during her next spdl of: 
solitude. 

On the arrival of the surgeon from X--, Sir William 
presently brought up Lady Emlyn to bear Florence company, 
with earnest entreaties to the latter not to Jet Louisa go on 
croaking. Horace was better ,tlready, had opened his eyes, 
and spoken; so there coulJ han: been but a very slight con­
cussion of the brain. ir any; and as the fractures were now 
going to he set .,nd i_t w~uld _be_ long lH.:fore Louisa could be 
allowed to r..;curn to him, S11 I\ ilham hcggcd them both to go 
into the gardei:, and try and look a little l~ss like ghosts. If 
they did 110~ he declared he woui-d go directly and put on 
mourning ior his horse, which had had to be shot, all because 
Iloracc d1ose to ride up a sheep track; and he was not sure 
that wodd not prove the worst part of the business ! They 
knew, i1clced, th:i.t he only talked in this strain to cheer them, 
and nul.e them think more lightly of the nrntter; but it h:icl 
its eff<.:e\ all the same; and they went out together to recover 
somcthi1g more of composure, and to try and hope for the 
best. 

But ,either Sir \\'illiam nor Louisa told Florence what 
llornce had said when he opened his eyes, looking full up at 
Frank, vho was bending over him . 

" Litlcton ! " he said with a painful contraction of the brow 
" what lid I do lo you?" ' 

"Tome! Nothing; nonsense 1 '' said Fr:ink, in a cheerful 
voice. "You have been tumbling olf your horse, and fri"ht-
cuing Jtdy Emlyn, that is all! !.Jut we shall do nmr." " 

" I rn gl:id of :hat ! " ~nullered Horace, his brow relaxing; 
and, J,; ~yes closrng a~arn, he swallowed the draught Frank 
off ere l11m, as mechamcally as before. 

Bt- this was a good. sign, showin~ his rccollet tion, though 
slig]cly confused! of !1IS meetmg with Frank, with sufficiently 
a:vikcn_ed consc1ousn_ess to regret whatever might ha, e 1.Jeen 
hi, feelmg towards him. Ile had, 111 fact ridden off towards 
X-- with some_ va~ue idea of fetching Captain Marston, 
whom he knew siightlv. to call out Frank; but in the ·despe-
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!all: w1'ath whicl1 might well, in his case, l>c called short mad­
ness, he missed the road, and found himself riding along the 
deep, narrow lane already llescribecl. A feeling of suffocation 

_ 111 its damp, conlinecl :1llnospherc, impelled him Lo urge his 
horse up a Lrac k whi<'h he caught sight of on the bank, and 
he thought he ren11.:llll>erecl its rearing at something, as he 
afterwards Loh.l them; but that was all he did remember, 
except :1. shriek, prohal>ly that of the child; and he awoke 
witl1 an impression -to whi<'h he neYer confessed-that it 
wa:, l•lrnc1w,• wh,, i,hrickerl, and that he must Ii.we killed 
Frank J ,itllelon. 

The insensibility int,i 11hich he had relapsed was not lasting; 
and long l1cfure tlw weary ln1siness of 11Hning him, setting 
fra< lures, ,rnd dre~sing 1rnnnds, was complctccl, he was quite 
h1m-,cJf ;1gai11, and .nviire of what was going on ; as appeared 
fru111 o, c:asional muttered, impatient e~clamaliuns, as to what 
they could 1,c h<Jth(•ring about so long-a relief to his feelings, 
under the pain he must be suffering, "hich nobody grudged 
him. Jl11t he kept his eyes closed, and asked no specific 
<1ucstions. I I is predominant feeling was that he had made an 
egrcgious fol/I or himself, though he did not quite know how, 
and was far fro111 inclined for any elucidation. 

JI,· w,Ls so 111twh ,·,haustecl that he fainted again before they 
had dcme ; Intl tlw surgc<m from X agreed wilh l\Ir. 
Lillielon, that the great l<JSS of liloocl su. Lainc(l woul<l probably 
l.Je or materi d benefit, in keeping down the fever which must 
lie expe< Led with sue h fractmes and injuries as he had received; 
th,rngh none or these appeared necessarily dangerous, if fever 
could lie ]·cpl under. 

Sir William's report lo the ladies ,ras thcrefon.: on the whole 
favourable; and the surgeon from X-- being gone, after 
appointing the hour for Lhc next visit an<l consultation, the 
four friend., wcr,~ left LI/ themselves to talk over all minute par­
ticuhr~ of the accident which talking m·cr always beems a 
great ( onsolation in su< h < ircumslances-ancl Lo make all those 
n1inor, indispens;ible arrangen1cnls for attendance, etc., in the 
si< k room, 11hic-l1 when i11 titutecl, as now, with forethought and 
prcc i~ion, tell pl.ti11ly ,1r the lenglh<.!ned need of them expected, 
or at least hoped for, as the most favourable of pro~pect1ve 
contingencies. 



CHAPTER XII. 

CONVALESCENCE. 

Yet his moods of pain 
\Vere keen as those endured by teller men; 
Nay, keener, as his fortitude was less. 

Excursi(Jll. 

Two clays passed over, and no cause for increased anxiety 
supervened. 

A degree of fever had indeed set in, but not enough to be 
alarming, though it involved an amount of delirium most dis­
t ressing to Lady Emlyn's tender heart. Possessed, apparently, 
with the same delusion as before, in regard to Frank J ,itlleton, 
1\1.r. Carysfort, in his wanderings, was constantly addressing 
Florence, entreating her to forgive him, and assuring her lie 
had not meant Lo hurt him; all of which impressed Louisa 
more and more with the intensity of his attachment, and with 
the fear that its disappointment would prove a life-long grief. 

Her husband vainly argued that it must be rather anger than 
love which could have so exasperated him ; and that when 
once he was well again, he would soon find some one ebe who 
\\·ould suit him quite as well as Florence : few men were incon­
solable in such matters; least of all a man like Horace. But 
Louisa was one of those women, who feel too acutely to listen 
to any reasoning which runs counter Lo their excited kelings : 
though no one would be more candid in owning how unreason­
able she had been, when the temporary excitement should have 
passed away. So her husband was fain lo wait till time coulu 
convin e her; doing his best, meanwhile, lo guard against her 
hurling the feelings of his friend, by excess of her compassion 
for Horace. 

But of this there was no fear. Frank Littleton was one of 
those who, when they love and appreciate the main features 
of a character, cannot quarrel with, and carp at, its minor 
defects, even when these jar upon themselves; and he knew 
enough of Lady Emlyn's kind-heartedness and feeling nature, 
to be sure that had his and Horace's position been reversed, 
she would have bestowed, if not quite as much sympathy and 
tender care upon him, yet more than enough to satisfy any 
reasonable man. And being quite sure she now intended no 
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unkindness lo him, he let pass whatever might appear as such, 
as if it had no existence. 

Nor c:oulcl Louisa herself be gentler or more tenderly con­
siderate towards her sick friend than was Frank Littleton. It 
has been said, that the practice of the medical profession must 
tend to make men callous to the suffering which is constantly 
hefore their eyes; a theory which would go to prove that 
benevolent occupations make men hard-hearted, and which 
forms a lit pendant to the proposition, that the profession 
whLcl1 binds men Lo commit bloodshed and murder, and to 
Jcstroy the dwdlings and the very existence of defenceless 
families, when callecl on to do so by their commanders, tends 
to render them more tender hearted and more noble-minded. 
\Vere this the case, we must recommend habits of drunkenness 
as the best means of pro111oling temperance; and a constant 
indulgence of every selfish inclination, as the true mode of 
fostering unselftshness. I Tappily lor humanity, nothing can be 
more delusive than either or these ideas. 

Thal a hard and unfeeling man may become still more so, 
notwithstanding the pursuit of a calling especially calculated to 
mrnken commiseration for the woes of fallen humanity, because 
it involves the privilege of affording them relief; or that a 
man may become better, and even more tender-hearted, amid 
the deeds and ,cenes of horror which attend upon war, is no 
doubt true ; and results from that law of Divine permission 
wl1ich enables the human will to bend and dispose to its own 
aims and purposes, things in themselves incongruous, or even 
antagonistic. J usL so docs the bodily organism assimilate to 
its own living uses, dead substances which are in themselves 
dust, and, if left Lo themselvl!s, must shortly become cor­
rn ption. 

But as there is no good which may not be turned to eYil, 
so is there no mercy of God's Providence which may not be 
al;used ; and because Ile, in the exercise of Love's Omnipo­
tence, cleigns ever and anon to bring good out of evil, there­
fore men, in their ingenious perversity, bow down and worship 
the evil, ascribing to it that good which was worked, through 
it indeed, but in despite of itself. In the same way, when 
good is turned to eYil by man's misuse of it, it is too often not 
the man, nor yet the misuse, they l>lame; but they lay the fault 
on the abused blessing, and thus indeed convert it into a curse. 

But Frank Littleton had been so far from abusing the 
privileges of his calling, that few women could have been so 
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tender of pain, mental or physical, in a sick-room, or out of it, 
as he; and Lady Emlyn, in after years, often recalled, with 
affectionate gratitude not unminglecl with some self-reproach, 
his unwearying patience and kindness to herself, as well as to 
Mr. Carysfort, during this trying time of the illness of the 
latter. 

A happy lover, newly accepted, he was called on to give up 
almost every moment he could spare from other professional 
duties, to attendance, night and day, in conjunction with Lady 
Ernlyn,-who could not Lear to leave Horace unless Frank 
were with hirn,-upon a rival who had long stood in his way, 
and whose irrational indulgence of passion bad brought, for 
the time at least, so henxy a cloud upon the joy of her, whose 
happiness wns dearer to him than his own. Yet no one would 
ever have guessed, from his manner or Learing, that he was not 
attending on a friend as dear to him as to Louisa herself; nor 
did he hesitate to sacrifice even more than his om1 feelings, 
where he thought it could possibly be of use. 

It was on the third evening, that IIorace's delirious talk 
aLoul l<'lorence inspired Lady Emyln with the idea that it might 
possibly do him good to see Florence, and be assured Ly her 
of her entire forgiveness for whatever offence~, either real or 
irnnginary, appeared lo weigh so heavily on his mind. Sir 
William strongly combated the suggestion, saying thnt he 
would not know her,-besides it might distress Florence, and 
it was not right to consider Horace only,-his real objection, 
however, being, that lie thought it could not be pleasant to 
Frank. Dul the latter at once said, that it might be worth 
while trying, and went himself to propose it to 1''lorence; 
Louisa calling after him rcpentingly, " Not, oh ! not if it dis­
tresses clear Florence 1 " and Sir William muttering that Frank 
was certainly the Lest of fellows. 

"Oh, Frank, I cannot! indeed I cannot!" exclaimed 
Florence, shrinking and tremhling, when he had explained the 
oLjecl of bis mission. 

'' Dearest Florence, you may believe that I would not 
wantonly cause you a moment's pain," he replied, with a look 
of such earnest tenderness as it was impossiLlc to doubt;'· but 
I really think you ought to." There was a faint emphasis on 
the last words, which conveyed full confidence that the argu­
ment would be irresistible. 

"Do you?" said she, with a trusting, inquiring look, pleasant 
to see i for these last fell' clays of trouble had linked them 
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more closely than weeks of uninterrupted, happy intercourse 
might have done. 

" I do, indeed," said Frank. "It might possibly calm this 
excitement, which would be of great use; and besides, if it 
only satisfied Lady Emlyn that everything possible had been 
clone"--

" Oh, how selfish of me not to think of that before ! Pray 
do not think me very selfish. I will go direclly ! " said 
Florence, earnestly. 

"I knew you would, because you are not 'very selfish'," 
said Frank, smiling; and listening to his explanations and 
advice as to what it would be best to say should Horace re­
cognise her, Florence nerved herself to an effort as severe as 
any which could have been required of l1er. 

But, so far as Mr. Carysfort was concerned, the experiment 
proved fruitless. IIe did not recognise Florence in the least, 
or heed the mention of her name l>y Lady Emlyn ; still talking 
on as incoherently and much to the same purport as before. 
But Louisa\ thanks and praises made Florence rejoice to have 
been able to clo something to gratify her friend, toll'ards whom, 
as towards Horace, she could not help feeling a sense of secrl!t 
guiltiness, for having disappointed them. And the delight of 
realising, during the lonely hours that ensued, how ,vholly she 
might henceforward trust to Frank, not for love only, hut for 
that guidance and help in life's great struggle against evil and 
selfishness for which her timid nature so yearned, was more 
than compensation for any pain which the sight of Ilorace's 
pale, suffering countenance, and the touching helplessness or 
his shattered frame, stretched motionless on "the couch of his 
unrest," must unavoidably have inflicted. 

The next day l>rought Lord Castletoli, in great concern for 
his brother. No one had remembered, till the day after the 
accident, to write and inform him of it; and, when informed, 
he had to go cautiously to work, for fear of alarming Cissy, who 
was in delicate health. But he had dreaded lest Sir William's 
assurances of no immediate clanger might be attributable to 
Louisa's fears for her sister, and was greally relieved to find 
matters going on favourably. 

He was soon prepared to hope for the best, and only trusted 
there would be no eventual lameness, which he was sure 
l lorace could never stand. Lady Emlyn scolded him for 
thinking his brother would be so foolish; but Frederick main­
tained there could uc nothing more galling than being a marked 
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man all the rest of one's days. Such a fine elegant fellow as 
Horace, too ! And by-the-by, what did Miss Forrester say to 
this accident ? 

"Say? What should she say, dear Frederick?" said Louisa. 
" Of course she is very sorry, as we all are ; but I may as well 
tell you, perhaps-but only tell Cissy, for it is scarcely more 
than settled yet-that Florence is engaged to Mr. Littleton." 
The trouble in her voice spoke volumes. 

"Whew ! " whistled the young lord, drawing a long face : 
"Then that was what set I Iorace off riding Snowball like mad, 
was it? I could not imagine-when he knew it was against 
all the laws of the :tlledes and Persians ! But I know, when he 
came down, he had just as much idea of :\1iss Forrester's being 
engaged to any one as of flying. And when he does explode-­
which is not often-poor Horace! What a confounded nuisance 
it i., two people cannot always agree about marrying one 
another!" 

"My dear Frederick ! " said Lady Emlyn, with tears in her 
eyes, "pray do not think of saying that had anything to clo 
with this accident ! Nothing could be more unpleasant than 
to have it known-supposed, I mean "--

" No, no, dear Lady Emyln, I am not quite such a scatter­
brain as that," he replied. " You know I say things to you I 
would not say to any one else, even to Cissy; and you may be 
sure I will take care. Besides, Horace will soon enough get 
over the love part of it ; and I never thought much of that 
match myself, though I used to tease Cissy about it. I want 
him to marry Miss Montagu; she would shake him up, and do 
him all the good in the world." 

" Helen Montagu, my dear Frederick ! What could put 
such a strange idea into your head? " 

"Not such a bad idea either," said Sir William, who had just 
joined them; "that is, if she would have him. But we may 
wait a bit yet, before making matches for Horace, poor fellow ! 
Littleton says you may come in now; and he is better to-day, 
wandering less, so perhaps he may know you." 

"Why, old fellow," said Frederick,in true fraternal fashion, as 
his brother opened his eyes and looked up at him; ""·hat have 
you been about here, tumbling off your horse, and breaking 
your bones in this way ? " But there were tears in his kind, 
bright eyes, for all his unceremonious greeting. The ans\\ er 
was in much the same strain, but in a very different tone. 

"What on earth arc you doing here, Fred?" said Horace in 
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no amiable voice. "Go back to town, and take care of your 
wife!" 

"Well, well, I shall go back and take care of my wife, of 
course," saicl Fred, good-naturedly ; " but I thought I might 
just come and see that you had not broken your neck outright, 
old fellow; and I am glad you have not quite managed it this 
time." 

"Morc:'s the: pity, Fred," returned Horace, relaxing in spite 
of himself; for he was very fond of his young brother, though 
the sense of humiliation which haunted him, made him wish 
Fred anywhere but within reach of his sick-bed. "If I had, I 
sltoL1ld be out of the way, instead of lying here, with every one 
wishing me at Jericho for the botheration I give them." 

"Oh Horace ! " exclaimed Lady Emlyn. 
"Well, not you perhaps, Louisa," he replied with a bitter 

smile; "I did not know you were there. Now, Fred, just 
olJlige me by going home and looking after your wife, and 
leave me alone, there's a good fellow ! I'll send for you when 
I want you ; good-bye." Nor could anything further be ex­
tracted from him. 

So Fred went back to town ; and Lady Emlyn's perplexity, 
as to whether it would be worst to leave home under present 
circumstances, or to be away from Cissy on the occasion of an 
important event shortly expected, was speedily set at rest, by 
the arrival, two days afterwards, of the son and heir sooner 
than had been looked for. The event was duly announced by 
I ,ord Castleton, with a message from Cissy to her sister not to 
think of leaving Horace, as Frederick was such a good nurse, 
she realJy wanted no one else; and another to Horace, begging 
him to get well as soon as possible, to stand godfather to the 
baby. 

This intimation was received most ungraciously by Horace. 
Such nonsense as godfathers and godmothers were ! And if 
they must have them, could they find no one but him? And 
such a name as I Iorace, too ! 

For as Horace's state improved, so it must be owned, did 
not his Lempcr; and it often needed all Lady Emlyn's patient 
tenderness, and all the allowances even she could make, to 
enable her to bear with, without blaming him. As for Frank 
Littleton, Louisa, and still more her husband, wondered at the 
unruffled kindness with which he put up with all Horace's un­
gracious and ungrateful sallies. Yet by a strange perversity, 
perhaps because his sunny, kindly presence was really irresistible, 
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in the oppressive stillness of the sick-room, there was no 
one Horace was so glad to see there, and to be tended by, as 
Frank. If he was absent rather longer than usual, Horace 
grumbled and scolded even more than had it been Louisa her­
self, though he carped at and quarrelled with everything Frank 
said or did when present. 

But even this ill-humour and captiousness distressed Louisa 
less than the long fits of silent depression, which showed that 
deep thought and suffering were at work within. 

How should it he otherwise? If, in full command of health 
and strength, with every path of pleasure open to him that he 
might fancy to pursue, he had already began to feel the hol­
lowness of life, and the paucity of real happiness in the world, 
what must it not now appear to him, under the combined in­
fluences of bitter disappointment and mortification, and of that 
bodily suffering and lmrniliating helplessness, which so few 
men know how to bear? What was the use of getting better, 
with only the prospect of the old, hollow life to return to, the 
more hateful now because of late he had been looking forward 
to such a different one? And then not even to have been abk 
to swallow his disappointment like a man ! To have made 
such an utter fool of himself, not only in the eyes of Louisa 
and Emlyn, but of Florence,-and even Littleton ! And then 
he would be so savagely cross to the latter the next time he 
came near him, that he felt more ashamed of himself than 
ever; and would relapse into another fit of depression, in 
which it was scarcely possible to get a word out of him. 

There was, moreover, a deeper and bitter conviction dawn­
ing on his mind, that it all served him right. How should 
life seem of any use to him, who had never made any use of 
life? And as to Florence, how could he ever have expected 
her, with her high standard of duty and principle, to care for 
such a careless, idle, good-for-nothing fellow as he? 

He should have looked out for some i;impering miss, who 
would have married him for his fortune, and his handsome 
whiskers ! And then he would startle Louisa with a Litter 
laugh, and such a writhe in his bed as terrified her lest he 
were in great pain, or moving so as to do himself harm. 

Truly those were sad weeks poor Horace passed on his un­
easy bed, in his sick-room, notwithstanding the unwearied 
kindness of all around him. Many a long review or news­
paper article would Sir William read aloud to him to beguile 
the time, often interruptt;J befon.: he l,1ad half done, by 
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Horace's testy exclamation, " Do for any sake, Emlyn, leave 
off that stuff! It's enough to bore one to death!" And good­
natured Sir William would go away, shrugging his shoulders, 
and wondering whether he should make no better an in­
valid himself. But he always came back the next day, as if 
nothing had happened. 

Florence, meanwhile, greatly comforted by the steady pro­
gress of Mr. Carysfort's recovery, and happy beyond expres­
sion in her new prospects, did not find the time hang heavy 
on her hands, litlle of Louisa's or Frank's society a,s she could 
enjoy. Perhaps it rather eased her conscience that some of 
her pleasures should be sacrificed to Horace ; and a half 
hour's walk with Frank, morning or evening, and brief occa­
sional talks, on the staircase, or in the boudoir, as might befall, 
afforded pleasant anticipation and retrospection for the rest 
of the day. The delight, too, of feeling that she had a right 
to Frank's leisure, was so deep, that the precise amount of 
the leisure could not very much signify. She, in her turn, 
could afford to wait till he should be at liberty to bestow 
more time upon her. 

Besides, Sir William took great care of her; as indeed he 
would have done of any young lady in such circumstances, but 
Frank's betrothed was doubly sure of his kind attentions; and 
he was always taking her for rides, or walks, or to inspect and 
pronounce upon the improvements he was carrying on at the 
Priory Cottage. With Helen, too, she spent many pleasant 
hours, sometimes with her at the Park, her father's beautiful 
residence, and sometimes at the Priory. For though Helen 
had declined staying there, on her father's account, she often 
drove over in her own especial little pony-carriage-her mascu­
line practice of driving which had been one of Mr. Carysfort's 
old grounds of accusation against her-and spent with 
Florence the hours which her father devoted to his banking 
and other business, which now engaged him much. She would 
have driven over still oftener, but for Mrs. Montagu's dis­
pleasure; who, having once met with a "not-at-home " on 
calling, would not understand why she should be Jess welcome 
there than Helen ; and as it did not suit her to quarrel with 
Lady Emlyn, she, of course, vented her ill-humour on her 
step-daughter. 

But Helen was less sensitive than usual to the annoyance. 
She was the first, and almost the only person to whom the en_ 
gagement between Florence and Frank had as yet been con. 

M 
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tided; and she was so happy in her friend's happiness, present 
and future-without very much compassion to spare for Mr. 
Carysfort, for she thought it very tiresome of him to come 
down, tumbling off his horse, and putting everything in con­
fusion just then-that these few weeks glided away much 
more cheerfully for her than any since the previous autumn. 
Besides, she was to be Florence's bride's-maid, and must not 
she meet Mr. Huntley at the wedding? Might not something 
occur to set things right between them? And thus some 
da1vn of spring seemed to have come to Helen's heart, as well 
as to her friend's, though somewhat later, and, like the spring 
of our insular climate, uncertain and still chilly at times. 

But when six weeks had passed, and, the fractures having 
safely united, it became desirable that Horace, who was now 
able to be moved on to a sofa for some hours at a time, should 
have further change, things could hardly go on as heretofore; 
and to avoid any suspicion of the real reasons for such a move, 
it was arranged that Florence's engagement should be duly 
announced in the neighbourhood, conjointly with her intention 
of paying a long-promised visit to Cissy in London,-to make 
indispensable preparations being, of course, taken for granted. 
It was also conditionally settled that the wedding should take 
place in September, from Lady Emlyn's house in town, pro­
vided Mr. Carysfort were able to leave the Priory by that time ; 
for as Frank was to bring his bride home at once, considera­
tion for him would not allow them to think of it otherwise. 

So Lord Castleton came down to fetch Florence ; and was at 
first much more graciously received than before by his brother, 
who inquired with considerable interest after Cissy and the 
son and heir. But when Lord Castleton,-by agreement with 
Lady Emlyn, in order that Horace might at once learn 
Florence's departure, and deem his brother innocent and 
ignorant on the subject,-let fall that he had come to fetch 
Miss Forrester to pay Cissy a visit and arrange her trousseau, 
then Horace grew, if possible, more ungracious and captious 
for the rest of the visit than Louisa had yet seen him. To do 
him justice, however, it was with himself he was angry. But 
for him, he well knew that Lady Ernlyn herself would have 
been in London long since, and Florence would have had her 
company and assistance, which she must now miss so much; 
and her going reminded him how he had spoiled for her the 
pleasure of these weeks, which should have been among the 
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happiest of her life. With every such reminder, his bitter 
mortification at having "made such an utter fool of himself," 
returned in double force ; and then, to mend the matter, of 
course he was cross! It is wonderful how many persons adopt 
a similar expedient ! 

It was two or three <lays after Florence's departure before 
he could be persua,kd to leave his room; but the ice once 
broken, he improved rapidly, and spent daily more and more 
hours in the drawing-room; though still unable to rise from 
his sofa. I3ut if Lady Emlyn nattered herself that the change 
of room and scene would improve his spirits and temper, she 
was grievously disappointed. I le felt his hdplessness as even 
more humiliating, now that he returned to the accustomed 
family apartment; and he was beginning to awaken to the pro­
bability- none the more palatable for his vowing that he did 
not care a pin's head about it--that he might always remain 
more or less lame; one fracture having liecn too near the 
knee-joint to leave much hope for the latter remaining quite 
unaffected. J\T oreover, the pleasant prospect of the lawn and 
park in the beautiful summer sunshine, on which Louisa had 
counted for him as so refreshing and cheering, awoke any­
thing but pleasing recollections in his mind; and half the 
times he insisted on having his sofa turned with its back to the 
window, till, weary of the prospect of the opposite wall, he 
would declare he might as well be in his own room. And 
poor Louisa, with tears in her eyes, would have him wheeled 
round again, too gentle to remind him it had been his own 
doing. 

Then, too, the more hours he was able to spend out of his 
room, the heavier the time hung. He did nut < hoose to be 
read to, and could not well hold a book himself, his left arm, 
which had been broken, being still too weak to use; and Sir 
William having contrived a reading-desk for him, attachetl to 
the side of his sofa, he was always managing to upset it, and 
throw it clown upon his face, and then abusing it as the clum­
siest thing that ever was; yet was beyond measure indignant, 
if Louisa offered to turn over the leaves for him. Occasionally, 
indeed, he would try to express his contrition to her for being 
so cross; but such concessions were always followed by one of 
the fits of silent depression which made her heart ache, and 
whiLh mostly lasted till .\I r. Littlcton's nc xt visit, ,1hcn he 
woke out of it as cross as before. 

l'oor I ,ouisa was at her wits' end. She was as far as evf;r 
ll 2 
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from feeling :iggricvccl i>y his ill-temper; and, indeed, he gene­
rally contri\'ed to vent it upon something or some one else, 
even when quarrelling with what she herself had done ; out 
the less she blamed, the more she grieved over him. Sir 
William, indeed, was less indulgent, and, especially when his 
wife looked more harassed than usual, would sometimes lose 
patience ; and more than once walked fuming into the invalid's 
room, resolved to read him a lecture on his unreasonable and 
intolerable humours and caprices. But somehow there was a 
settled expression of pain in the lines about Horace's brow 
and lip that always disarmed him, and it invariably ended by 
his offering to read the newspaper to him instead. 

On one occasion, Lady Emlyn bethought herself of trying 
the effects of a little society, and began the experiment with 
Mr. Rawdon, one of whose frequent calls she contrived to re­
ceive, as if by accident, in the drawing-room, while Horace was 
there; but the result was discouraging, for he could scarcely be 
prevailed on to open his lips, not only during the visit, but all 
the rest of the day. 

At length one morning, when Louisa had been caught by 
her husband escaping from the drawing-room in tears, Sir Wil­
liam, after meditatively pacing the library for some minutes, 
turned to her abruptly, and said, " I'll tell you what, Louisa, I 
can't stand this any longer ! I am going to act on Castleton's 
idea, and ride over at once to see if I cannot get Helen l\Ion­
tagu to come and stay with us. At any rate, she will be com­
pany for you. I will not see you worried and moped to death 
in this way any more ; and by-and-by," he added, with a smile, 
"perhaps we may contrive to put your patient in better humour 
with himself and young ladies in general." 

Louisa shook her head at the implication conveyed in the 
last words; but it would be delightful to haYe dear Helen, if 
she could be persuaded to come. She would be quite a trea­
sure, with her good temper and liveliness; that is, if-would 
Horace like it? 

" Like it ! I am not going to ask him ! I shall tell him I 
will not keep my house empty any longer on his account, if he 
says a word!" retorted Sir William. "As to her coming, I 
am sure I can manage it with her father; and you need only 
persuade a woman she is wanted on a charitable mission, to 
get her directly-that is, a. woman worth anything. I don't 
know about its being 'the whole duty of woman,' but I 
am sure it is their esoecial pleasure and recreation, to nurse 
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sick people and babies ; and, upon my word I begin lo think 
there is not much difference between the two ! " 

So saying, Sir William took his departure, and riding off 
to the Park, prospered in his enterprise. l\lr. .\lontagu, as he 
experted, was easily won ; he would have been anxious to 
gratify the Emlyns at any time; an<l .\Ir. Carysfort's share in 
the matter did not probably render him less so. It was 
qui< kly settled that 1 lden should come to the Priory the next 
day; an<l Sir William coulcl not help fancying, as he rode 
home, that then.: hacl been a much brighter look and smile on 
her face than he hacl lately seen there, as she ratified her 
father's accepl:rncc of the invitation, with the assurance that 
she should be most glad to be of any use to Lady Emlyn. 
What did that bright smile mean? Surely he had not been 
wrong all the time as to the objer.t of Helen's liking? Ilad 
Frederi< k seen farther than himself through her apparent dis­
like of \lr. Carysfort? It would certainly be an odd Benedick 
and Beatrice sort of affair should these two eventually make a 
match of it; but Shakespeare was deeply read in human na­
ture; ancl his Benedick and Beatrice did make a match of it ! 

But with all due deference to Shakespeare, we cannot for­
bear remarking, by the ,iay, that, however amusing a courtship 
bet\\'een sm h a pair as Benedick ancl Beatrice might be, it 
may well be doubted whether the frequent encounters likely 
to arise between two such keen wits and ready tongues, would 
be remarkably conducive to harmony in married life.:. The 
dramatist, however, has discreetly left the married life that 
fo11owed to the imagination of his readers. 

'1 he espet ial ray of sunshine which had indeed fallen on 
J Iden ,\lontagu that morning, emanatcJ from an innocent 
little paragr.iph in a letter received from J<lorence, which ran 
thus,-" Bernard is ,·cry kind, and has undertaken all the un­
pleas.tllt business with the lawyers about the settlements, 
whith 1'rank insists upon . But clo you know, dear Helen, he 
was so suprised when fir~t I told him. I Ie had always fancied 
you would marry Frank ! So I tolrl him what you said about 
Frank's not being bookish enough that first day, do you 
remember?" 

It would have been a picture to see l Jclen's face, as she 
involuntarily started to her feet, on reading these words; and 
then she sat down again, and covered her face with her hands, 
while the bright rosy hue might have been seen rising to her 
very temples. 
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"Was that it? Oh, for September!" was pretty nearly the 
upshot of her musings, till she began to retrace in memory 
many trifles which might have inspired Mr. Huntley with such 
an idea. Above all, she remembered how she had forced her­
self to talk and laugh with Frank Littleton, that unlucky day 
as they rode to the ruins, with such an ache at her heart the 
while ! No wonder poor Bernard did not care to be thanked ! 
And yet he lrn.d always so liked and appreciated Frank all the 
time-just like him ! But never mind ! He knew all about 
it now ! No, not all, Helen suddenly remembered; only one 
half of his mistake had been explained to him; but surely he 
would soon contrive to unriclclle the rest when they met. And 
down went the bright, blushing face upon the hands again; 
and Helen dreamed on-for the second time. 

No wonder she seemed to move in the light of a sunbeam 
that morning, and looked so bright as she expressed her de­
light in being of the slightest use to Lady Emlyn. She would 
have been delighted to do anything for anybody. But as to 
Mr. Carysfort, she never gave him a second thought; she could 
think of but one person in reference to her last year's visit 
to Emlyn Priory, and that one w:i.s not Horace. 

Mr. Carysfort was far from receiving the news of her pro­
posed visit with such indifference; it gave him something new 
to rail at for at least half an hour. All his old allegations 
against her, and some new ones, were raked up with a seeming 
of malice prepense which quite distressed Louisa, who gently 
defendecl clear Helen, assuring him he would like her so much 
better when he knew more of her. No ! Horace declared ; 
the more he saw of her, the more he should dislike her; he 
always had, and he always should. And he was not obliged 
to like everyone Louisa did, especially when she took them up 
just to humour Emlyn's fancies ! 

Sir ·william, who was sitting by, pretending to read, but 
really listening in great amusement, could, at this side attack 
upon himself, refrain no longer. 

"Never mind, Horace! You know what 1Irs. :.Ialaprop 
says, 'It is best to begin with a little aversion ! ' And it may 
not be a bad plan; at any rate it might be worth trying." 

It was worth while to see the look of indignation on Mr. 
Carysfort's face. But he vouchsafed no answer, and Lady 
Emlyn hastened to change the subject. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

MAKING FRIENDS. 

Stripped as I am of all the g0Jdcn fruit 
Of self-esteem, an<\ by the culling blasts 
Of self-reproach familiarly assailed, 
r would not yel be of such wintry bareness, 
Hut that some leaf of your rcganl should hang 
Upon my naked branches. 

Excursion. 

IlELEN ha<l certainly not been three days at the Priory, 
before the beneficial results of her presence became apparent. 
A new face is always a new amusement to an invalid; an<l the 
shock to his feelings, occasioned by being seen by Miss 
Montagu in his still invalid, half-helpless state, once over, 
Horace could not help feeling less dull while she talked away 
to Sir William and Lady Ernlyn, or even moved about at her 
ordinary avocations, drawing or working, which she had the 
tact to pursue at first, without paying much attention to him. 
Besides, when she was there, he must perforce restrain his ill­
ternper. Who has not ollserved the difference of a man's 
behaviour to his own, and to "other people's sisters"? And 
Helen, dislike her or not, stood in the latter position, as did 
Louisa in the former. Soon seeing, too, how affairs stood, and 
that Lady Emlyn was, as she considered, spoiling Mr. Carys­
fort dreadfully, IIelen took quite a different line, as they began 
to get more at home together, and it became her tacitly under­
stood occupation to help to amuse him. 

If he was ungracious, so was she. If he was unreasonable, 
she argued with him, and persisted in demonstrating how 
entirely in the wrong, or how whimsical, he was. If he 
quarrelled with what she was reading, slic would reply that she 
was reading to Lady Emlyn, or for her own amusement, and 
read on all the same ; but having a better idea than Sir William 
of the kind of reading that would amuse him, she was more 
often politely asked if she felt inclined to read a little more. 
Withal she was really so good-tempered, and so kindly desirous 
of making his time pass more pleasantly-in the philanthropic 
spirit engendered by her own secret happiness-that Lady 
Emlyn could not feel sufficiently grateful to her. It did Louisa's 
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heart good to hear Horace laugh again, as he soon learned to 
do, in spite of himself, at Helen's remarks and sallies, even 
when they told against him ; and by degrees he would begin to 
admit that she was right and he wrong, and to promise better 
behaviour. 

Then she would beguile him into arguments, by expressing 
opinions diametrically opposed to his, till before long he began 
to count on his daily skirmishes with her, with more pleasure 
than, a few weeks earlier, he would have believed he should 
ever feel in anything again. Lady Emlyn could take her 
walk or drive now, with a heart at ease, satisfied that Horace 
would be well entertained if Helen only stayed with him the 
while ; and Sir William looked on in silent amusement ; but if 
he ever alluded to a little aversion, it was only to his wife 
now. 

Thus, in the space of one fortnight, affairs had assumed a 
surprisingly more cheerful aspect. Horace was already begin­
ning to walk from room to room with a crutch, instead of being 
wheeled in a chair; and to be assisted into the carriage for a 
drive when the day was fine : and though he was still "cantan­
kerous "-a word too expressive to demand an apology for its 
use-it was generally half in fun. He would now, too, watch 
Lady Emlyn's gentle little attentions with a more grateful eye, 
and often say- if they happened to be alone-" How 
can I ever than 1• you enough for all your kindness, dear 
Louisa?" 

But if he ventured to say to Helen how deeply indebted he 
felt for her taking so much trouble to amuse him, her answer 
would be something to the effect, that he need not take the 
trouble to be rn very grateful ; she would do anything for Lady 
Emlyn. \Vhich, indeed, was true, but not very complimentary; 
and Horace would feel proportionably insulted, till, finding she 
took no notice of his sulks, and beginning to grow amused 
again, he forgot all about it. 

One day, when sulking over one of her unceremonious re­
plies, he said discontentedly to Lady Emlyn, " I wish girls 
would let alone marrying ! " And on her looking up in sur­
prise, he added, "There is Cissy now; she could sing at any 
rate, and if she were here she might do something to amuse 
one ; but now she has got a husband, and a baby, and heaven 
knows what, to worry about." 

"But, dear Horace"-- remonstrated Louisa. 
" Oh, of course," said he, " I know they will marry; and I 
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suppose it can't be helped; but it just makes them of no use, 
for all that." 

"Except to the husbands and babies; but that, of course, 
is not worth mentioning," said Helen, gravely. "Lady Emlyn, 
you used to be fond of singing; shall I give you a song?" 
And sitting down to the piano, she sang a lively ballad, in a 
sweet soprano voice quite pleasant to hear, though her singing 
betrayed no great cultivation or finish. 

Horace had listened, at first, determined to find fault, and 
with a malicious hope that she would sing out of tune ; but he 
had heard no singing for a long ti;ne, and, pleased in spite of 
himself, applauded very politely at the close. 

"I never knew you could sing, Miss Montagu ! " he said, 
when she rose from the piano. 

"When did you devote yourself to the investigation of my 
accomplishments?" she returned, trying not to smile. 

"Really, Miss Montagu, you are too''-- He paused for 
want of an adjective, colouring at the reminder. Special little 
had he devoted himself to her, or her accomplishments either ! 
Recovering himself, however, he added: "Well, remember you 
provoked me to say it ! The fact is, your politics frightened 
me." 

"My politics ! " said Helen, in a tone of partly affected sur­
prise. "What do you know of my politics ? I am sure I 
never confessed my political creed to you." 

"No; but I heard you talking politics," said Horace, 
"and"--

" Well ! " said Helen, determined not to understand. 
"Well, if you will have it," said Horace, reluctantly, and 

wondering if she had really forgotten his speech on the subjP.ct. 
"It seems to me-I always think it sounds so unfeminine-I 
mean, that ladies have nothing to do with politics!" 

"JJo you mean," cried H<:len, suddenly enlightened," that a 
certain speech of yours on that subject was made at me? I 
never guessed that ! " 

"Really?" said Horace, looking incredulous. " I confess it 
was very rude-but"--

" But now tl1at I do know it, let us argue the point," 
said Helen, settling herself, with a determined face, at a 
convenient distance from his arm-chair. "Allow me to re­
quest you, Mr. Carysfort, to define your idea of 'woman's 
mission.'" 

"Why, I suppose," said Horace, slowly,-for he had very 
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little idea on lhe subject, and was obliged to fall back on the 
hackneyed commonplaces which every one has heard laid 
down-" I think my ideas are very ordinary ones: that women 
should chiefly cultivate the affections in themselves and 
others, and be good mothers and wives"--

" Why, I thought you objected to their marrying, just now!" 
said Helen. 

"Now, Miss Montagu, you know I was not in earnest!" 
said Horace, laughing. 

"Oh, indeed ! "said Helen. "Still there is often an interval 
between their growing up and their marrying, and some never 
do marry. What especial duties do you assign to unmarried 
ladies-beginning with the young ones? " 

"They should be good daughters and sisters," said Horace, 
growing bolder; "and "-for he had a flickering idea that 
Helen's political accomplishments had not made a bad daughter 
of her-" and make themselves agreeable in society." 

"Good!" said Helen again. "I was my father's only com­
panion at home, and he was intensely interested in politics, 
especially about the time I grew up. I will not say, how 
could I help getting interested in them too, but as a good 
daughter, was I not bound to interest myself in what en­
gaged him, to make myself as pleasant a companion as I 
could?" 

"Well-certainly," said Horace, somewhat posed; "still, 
Miss Montagu, that might be all right at home, but "-it was 
very awkward this carrying on of a personal attack upon a 
lady; Lut he was in for it, and was far from deficient in argu­
mentative pertinacity, so he went on-" but still I think-young 
ladies should not talk politics in company." He bolted out the 
last words with desperate determination. 

"You probably think, that, by way of making themselves 
agreeable in society, young ladies should be seen and not 
heard?" said Helen. 

"Quite the contrary ! " returned Horace. "I should prefer 
the plainest girl who could talk agreeably, to the prettiest 
mute in the world ! " 

"I suppose, then, that to talk agreeably, young ladies should 
have some tact in conversing on such subjects as are likely to 
interest those they meet?" she inquired. 

"Exactly! You could not express my meaning better!" 
said Horace, approvingly. 

"Very well, then," said Helen. "If I chanced, as was the 
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case, occasionally to meet in society persons who took more 
interest in politics than in any other subject, was I not acting 
in precise accordance with your views, in talki11g politics with 
such persons when I met them?" 

Horace was fairly caught, beaten with his own weapons. 
In former days, had he found himself so worsted, he would 
never have given in, but would have retired into a shell of 
formal politeness, with a sarcastic admission, that Miss 
Montagu must always be in the right; but those were former 
days, and he now laughed at the defeat he would then have 
borne with a very ill grace. 

"Miss Montagu, it is quite too bad of you," said he. "You 
arc always making me out to be in the wrong ! " 

"How can I help that," said she, "if you will be in the 
wrong? Dut you have not answered my question; shall I 
state it again? Was I not acting"--

" Oh no, please ! " said Horace, with a rueful air. " If you 
will have an answer, I suppose I must admit that you were." 

" And that it is not necessarily unfeminine to talk politics 
even in company, provided "--

" Oh, I shall admit everything now ! " interrupted Horace. 
"And, therefore," persisted Helen, "that you had no right 

lo be afraid of me, because you might hear me talking politics 
with persons interested in the subject?" 

"None in the world!" Mr. Carysfort confessed. "Dul why 
do you by such an emphasis on ' afraid' ? " 

" Because that was the word you used. I never saw any 
symptoms of fear myself," said Ilelen, smiling in most pro­
voking amusement. 

"Miss Montagu, you have no mercy on the conquered ! " 
said Horace, too conscious of his former dislike to doubt her 
meaning. "But I will submit to any penance for the past; 
only clo not be obstinately unforgiving." 

"Oh dear, no," said liclen carelessly; "but I never inflict 
penances. Indeed, I will candidly confess now, that no investi­
gation of yours could have discovered my vocal accomplish­
ments earlier, for I never tried to sing till last autumn ; some 
one put into my head that I could sing if I tried, and I have 
picked up a few little songs in the winter. Shall I sing you 
another?" 

She turned away to the piano, to hitle a faint rising colour 
which set Horace wondering, who " some one" might be; half 
tempted to wish it had been himself, which he knew it had not. 
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If only he had not been so obstinately blind when Florence 
first refused him, as to overlook tl1e significance of that omi­
nous "but," which he well remembered! And then, perhaps,­
but what was the good now? No doubt l'viiss I\lontagu knew 
what a fool he had made of himself,-which indeed, she did, 
for Sir William had let it all out, perhaps with a view to ex­
cite her compassion,-and, of course, looked down on him 
with twofold contempt. He was not going to make a fool of 
himself any more, that was certain. So Horace relapsed into 
a fit of moodiness, while Helen sang little German songs, one 
after the other; and very affectionate little songs some of 
them were, too, had either of her hearers understood the 
words; but Helen's thoughts had never been less with Horace, 
than while she sat singing those tender little songs, nominally 
for his amusement. 

But though Horace was so determined not to make a fool of 
himself any more, his old habit of making himself lazily agree­
able to the young lady he might like best for the time being, 
was strong; and now that his old dislike had vanished-Sir 
William had not been far wrong in guessing its cause-he 
could not help endeavouring to win her to a little warmer 
friendliness, and a rather more gracious reception of the at­
tempts at gallantry which it was not in his nature to repress. 

" Miss l\fontagu," said he, the next day, on returning from 
his first attempt at a walk on the lawn, aided l,y Sir \\'illiam's 
arm; "I think you owe me some reward for my humble con­
fessions yesterday. You dro\·e Emlyn in your pony-carriage 
twice last week, and it would be so conveniently low to get 
into!" 

"Sir William does not consider it unladylike of me lo drive 
my own ponies," returned Helen. 

"Really, Emlyn, I must call you out for telling tales, ,Yben 
I get strong again ! " exclaimed Horace. " Did Emlyn tell 
you that, Miss l\Iontagu? Why do you believe him? Why 
not suppose he invented it? You never have the least charity 
for me!" 

"But the invention bears such truth on the face of it;" said 
Helen. 

"Then I recant," pleaded Horace. 
"Very good," said Helen. 
"And you will give me a drive?" 
" Certainly not ! " And say what he would, she remained 

inexorable. 
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Not that she attached any importance to the fact of giving 
him a drive in present circumstances; nor had such an idea as 
Lord C:tslleton's evt:r crossed her mind. She was merely act­
ing on l<'lorence's principle, of exercising a good influence on 
all with whom she <'::une in contact; and as Horace had been 
spoiled all his life, it followed that nothing could be so good 
for him, as learning that he could not always have his own way. 
So she persevered in keeping him in order, as she phrased it ; 
and, after all, he liked her none the less for it. 

August was now rapidly passing away, and Mr. Carysfort, 
if not very strong, was certainly well enough lo move; but 
Lady Emlyn, though very anxious that matters should lle 
arranged so as to enable Florence's marriage to take place as 
planned, could neither bear the idea of sending Horace away 
alone-for Sir William could not be absent from the wedding, 
nor would Cissy like Frederick to be-nor even of opening a 
consultation with him as to what could be arranged. And she 
was lingering on in some perplexity, when, one morning, Mr. 
Carysfort suddenly announced that, Littleton having pro­
nounced him well enough to travel, he intended to go abroad 
early in the ensuing week. l Ic had neecled no enlightening as 
to the expediency of his absence. 

"Dul, dear Horace, I cannot bear your going away alone," 
said Louisa; "and quite lame still." 

"That I may always be," returned he, somewhat gloomily. 
" However, I do not consider myself hero enough to travel with­
out my valet yet, so I shall not be quite alone, Louisa." 

"William and I were thinking if you would like us to join 
you afterwards?" said Lady Emlyn, unable further to oppose 
the only feasible arrangement. 

"Thank you," said Horace; "tell Emlyn I feel it most kind 
of him to propose such a thing, Louisa; and pray do not let him 
fancy I am really such an ungrateful fool as he well may from 
my behaviour-though as to the fool he is right enough," he 
added, llitterly. "But probably he found that out long ago, 
whereas I have only lately been making the cliscovcry; and a 
confounded discovery it is to make, I can tell you, when a man 
has grown full old to change ! And that has, I know, made 
me very unbearallle of late"--

" Dear Horace," saicl 1 ,acly Emlyn, quite touched by the tone 
of deep and painful feelinf~ in which he spoke, "how can you 
talk so? Who expects a man to be always wise and good­
tempered, especially when he is ill? I am sure"--
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"I am sure you have been a good angel to me, Louisa ! But 
about your coming abroad-do not think it ungrateful of me­
but I had rather be quite by myself, and play misanthrope for 
a little." 

"Play misanthrope ! Oh, Horace, I am sure you have no 
right to do that," pleaded Louisa ; "and only because of one 
disappointment, when"--

" Well, never mind," said Horace; "I dare say I shall be 
none the worse for my misanthropy when I come back. I 
indulge some vague idea of trying to turn over a new leaf, and 
see if I can turn out worth something one of these fine days. 
But though I know what you mean, Louisa, by only one 
disappointment," he added, colouring, "take my word for it, 
Miss l\1ontagu would no more have me than she would fiy. And 
besides, though she is a very fine creature, she is not Flo-­
Ah ! there is Em lyn; tell him what I have arranged, will you?" 

And, possessing himself of his crntehcs, he hastened off; 
for he was always shy of unfolding himself in the least to Sir 
·williarn, who was too downright and practical for him, and, 
moreover, not intellectually refined enough to command his 
fastidious sympathies. 

But Sir William was pleased with Lady Emlyn's report of 
their conversation, and delared Horace was a good-hearted 
fellow after all ; it was only a pity there was not a little more 
stuff in him. And as to what he had said of Helen, Horace 
must indeed be coming to his senses rapidly ! Louisa might 
scold him, but he asked ber, l1ad Horace ever before been 
known to entertain a doubt of a young lady's susceptibility to 
his attractions ? Sir William himself was not quite so sure of 
Helen's hard-heartedness, but that Horace should believe in it ! 
If he went on improving at this rate he would certainly turn 
out good for something after all! ·wonderful effect that tumble 
must have had ! 

Happily as Helen's head and heart were engaged in antici­
pations of her approaching visit to London-she was to ac• 
company Lady Emlyn-she could not help feeling sorry for 
Horace when the day was actually fixed for his departure, 
though it was only a preliminary to her own. She had not 
spent these weeks in constant intercourse with him, in the 
exercise of kindly attention towards him, though bestO'-'"ecl 
after her own indepe~1dent fashion, without acquiring a real 
interest in and regard for him ; though it might be only that 
half-compassionate regard, which is not the most flattering to 
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its object. And it seemed very sad for him to be going away 
alone, still lame, and perhaps always to remain so, just while 
they were all going to be happy at the wedding, in itself such a 
bitter disappointment to him. He was in such low spirits, too, 
that she really had not the heart to tease him during the last 
few days, and relaxed somewhat of the severe order in which 
she prided herself on keeping him. So when, after thanking 
Louisa, on the last day, for divers of those trifles which ladies 
arc so handy in making for travellers in whom they take an 
interest, he turned to Helen and asked whether she would not 
give him something; she answered quite amiably, "\Vell, 
what is there Lady Emlyn has not given you already 1 Shall I 
give you a sketch-book? or my last sketch of Emlyn Priory?" 

"I shall remember Emlyn Priory without the sketch," said 
Horace; "give me that drive you were so relentless about the 
other day." 

"Very ,\'ell; I will," said Helen. "Perhaps I was rather 
vindictive; but consider the insult my feelings had received.'' 

So Mr. Carysfort had his afternoon drive that day in Helen\ 
pony-carriage. 

It was a very quiet, uneventful drive, though IIclen, in com­
passion to her companion's depressed spirits, made as much 
talk as she could, discoursing clo<1ucntly about a continental 
trip she had made years ago, with her father, and which she 
had enjoyed exceedingly; but Mr. Ca1ysfort could not be lured 
to express any expectation of enjoying his. The drive was 
nearly over, before he originated a single remark ; but then, 
after a pause in the very one-sided conversation, he said, "Miss 
Montagu, you never permit me to express any gratitude for 
your kindness; but I wish I could persuade you that I am 
capable of feeling grateful; and that the infinite contempt with 
which you look down on me-though I may deserve it in some 
degree''--

,, Contempt ! That is a hard word," said Helen, reddening. 
"Pray do not think that; I only answer you saucily sometimes, 
because I never like fine speeches." 

" But you have looked down on me with contempt ever since 
you knew me, Miss Montagu; ever since that ball at X--," 
replied Horace. 

The accusation was so near the truth, that Helen hesitated 
for a moment what to say ; but her natural frankness con­
quered. 

" I am afraid you are partly right," said she, gravely and 
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apologetically. "I know now that it is very wrong ; but I 
have a tendency to look down on those whose habits and 
characters differ from the standard I have learned to look up 
to. And I was brought up so entirely among hard-working, 
business people, that I am afraid I did learn to look down on 
fine gentlemen and idle men-I beg your pardon-men without 
a profession." 

" And right enough, too ! " said Horace, in his bitter tone. 
"Fine gentlemen are contemptible enough ! " 

"But I forgot," pursued Helen, "that, had I been differently 
brought up, I might have been as idle and frivolous as any one; 
and besides, that I have no more right to look down on other 
people for their faults than they to look down on me for mine, 
though mine may be different. So, as you 'confessed' the 
other day," she added, with a smile, "it is only fair I should 
confess that I had no right to look down on fine gentlemen, 
and I promise not to be so conceited again. Will that do?" 

"Do, Miss Montagu? You do not, surely, think I imagined 
myself entitled to an apology!" said Horace, more surprised 
at her frank admission of being in the wrong, than flattered by 
finding how little personal to himself, either her original dis­
paraging estimate of him, or her present modification of it, 
had been. "But supposing it was really rather the contempt 
than the politics that I was afraid of? " 

" Then it was n:iy fault that we were not good friends before," 
said Helen, frankly; "but no ! we never could have got up 
such a very cordial and polite dislike quite all on one side ! " 
She laughed so archly, with such a sparkle of mischief in her 
eye, that Horace was obliged to laugh too. 

"I shall be quite content if I may hope that we shall be 
good friends in future,'' said he, "and if you will believe how 
gratefully I shall remember these few last weeks." 

"Good friends ! It would be hard if we were not good friends, 
after all our fighting and quarrelling of late," said Helen. "And 
have I not given you a drive after all? I expect you to be 
deeply grateful for that, I assure you." 

She sprang lightly out, as they reached the hall-door, where 
Sir William and Lady Emlyn met them ; and Sir William, 
helping Horace out, inquired if he was duly grateful for Helen's 
not having upset him, in revenge for his former strictures on 
her driving. 

"By the way," exclaimed Helen, turning round before he 
had time to answer, "there is another thing I expect you to 
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be deeply grateft1l for, Mr. Carysfort ! Would you I.Jelieve it, 
dear Lady Emlyn, I never talked a word of politics the whole 
way!" 

" Miss Helen, you really are vindictive; I shall be quite 
afraid of you myself!" exclaimed Sir \Yilliam. " There, come 
and take a walk with me, and repent of your ill-nature. I 
want you to look at the improvements," he added, in a whisper. 

"Oh, Mr. Carysfort knows I am only in jest," said Helen, 
holding out her hand to Horace, fearing lest in his present 
mood he might possibly think her ill-natured. 

"I am not ungrateful enough to pretend to doubt it," he re­
plied, shaking hands with a smile and a sufficiently good grace, 
though he would certainly have preferred a less offhand 
friendliness on Helen's part. However, he had expected 
nothing else-that was one comfort-he reflected, with some 
slight bitterness, as he followed Lady Emlyn's kind advice to 
come an<l rest himself in the drawing-room before dinner. 

But the bitterness merged in a graver feeling, while she 
busied herself in making him comfortable in his chair, with 
cushions an<l footstools, as naturally as if it were nothing 
but what he had a right to expect. And then Sir William 
followed them in to observe, that, as he had some little busi­
ness in Southampton, he had made up his mind to go so far 
with Horace next day, and to meet Louisa and Miss Helen 
in London. For even Sir William had not, in the long run, 
escaped the infection of that inclination to make much of 
the invalid of the household, which is so irresistible among 
kindly-natured people ; and though he had not the faintest 
belief that Horace would long prove inconsolable, he was 
quite alive to the probability of its being extremely un­
exhilarating for him to be starting off alone in present 
circumstances. 

And as Mr'. Carysfort was acute enough to perceive that 
the business was a pretext, it so happened that the idea, 
wl1ich had of late been dawning upon him, now flashed fully 
and clearly upon him for the first time in his life,-how infi­
nitely kinder than he deserved was everybody round him; and 
how little right he could have to feel even a shade of bitter­
ness, let what might be withheld! That it must really, after all, 
be his own fault if life seemed so empty and worthless to him, 
was certainly no very consoling train of thought; but the plea­
santest trains of thought are not always the most wholesome; 
and Horace might have carried much worse ones away with 

I\ 
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him, to brood over and work out in his solitude, than that on 
which he now entered. 

Mr. Carysfort took his departure next day; and having been 
seen safe on board at Southampton by Sir William, was next 
heard of from Paris, whence he despatched a christening-gift 
for his little nephew and godson (whose christening had also 
awaited Lady Emlyn's presence), and a splendid wedding-gift 
for Mr. Littleton to present to his bride, the intention of 
which was warmly appreciated by all. A few weeks later, 
letters received from him stated that he sent his address-at a 
village on the banks of the Lake of Geneva-in case of any 
necessary communication ; but only on condition of being let 
alone. He was quite well, and able to take care of himself; 
and when he was tired of solitude would come home. After 
which, months passed away without his reappearing on the 
domestic horizon of his friends in England. 

Before Helen accompanied Lady Emlyn to town, she went 
home for a couple of days, and found things there much as 
usual, only her father looking, if possible, still gloomier than 
of late, though he would not listen for a moment to the pro­
posal it cost her such an effort to make, of remaining at home 
for the present, instead of going away again directly. She found, 
moreover, that Mrs. Montagu would shortly follow her to 
town, and proceed to spend some weeks at Brighton, whither 
she was to accompany her after the wedding. She would have 
remonstrated as to her father's remaining at the Park by him­
self, but he shook his head, when she proposed returning to 
join him, with the peculiar expression which she knew referred 
to her step-mother's certain opposition to such a plan ; for 
"a little society for dear Helen,'' was one of Mrs. Montagu's 
standing pretexts for resorting to watering-place gaieties. 
Helen wondered if her father's depression could arise from 
an increasing sense of the want of congeniality between him­
self and his wife. 

She found Mrs. Montagu rather more gracious to her than 
usual ; for, in the first place, that lady was alway; in a better 
temper when she had for a time been freed, by Helen's ab­
sence, from the tacit condemnation of her own friYolous and 
worldly-minded habits and ideas which her step-daughter's 
very different tone of thought and conduct conveyed ; and in 
the second place, having awhile lost sight of Helen's inexo­
rable indifference to Captain Marston's devotion, she was again 
flattering herself that "things might be brought round," espe-



MAKING FRIENDS. 179 

cially as Helen had evidently not succeeded in " catching Mr. 
Ca1ysfort," as she phrased it; and was greatly astonished at 
the burst of indignation her remark to that effect, in his hear­
ing, elicited from her nephew. The Brighton scheme had, in­
deed, been devised chiefly with a view to throwing him and 
Helen more exclusively together. 

" And if I were you, Gerald," she continued, after talking on 
for half an hour, with but little response from him, after l1is 
vehement repudiation of her insinuation about Helen, "I 
should pluck up a little more spirit, and talk of exchanging 
to India, or something of that sort. It is often the best way 
with these saucy young ladies." 

"Exchange to India!" said Captain Marston, turning sharply 
round. "I might do that ! Anything better than"-- And 
he knitted his brows and compressed his lips, with a mingled 
expression of pain and determination. 

"Yes, yes, my dear Gerald, take my advice, and we will 
manage matters yet ! " Gerald smiled a bitter smile, but he 
said nothing. 

Dut the shade of bitterness in his manner to Hckn had 
passed away during her long absence; and he was constantly 
at the Park during the two days of her stay, hovering about 
and following her with his eyes, and honoured by even less 
notice than usual. She really hardly knew if he were in the 
room or not, occupied as she was with her bright dreams of 
such different society before long. Poor Gerald! 

She was moving about in the drawing-room on the last day 
of her stay, selecting and arranging songs and music to take 
with her, Captain Marston meanwhile standing by the window, 
watching her every movement with an earnestness of expres­
sion which c1uite redeemed his face from its usual insignifi­
cance. At last she sat down, to correct a few notes in some 
manuscript music, at a little writing table, not very far from 
where he stood ; and .is she did so, he moved nearer and sat 
down opposite her. But, though inwardly annoyed, she took 
no notice of him. 

"So you are going to town to-morrow, to be bride's-maid at 
your friend Miss Forrester's wedding, Cousin Helen?" said 
he, in so sad and earnest a tone as must have touched her 
kinder feelings, but for the obnoxious " Cousin Helen," which 
from the first she had steadily resented, and never recipro­
cated. He had innocently adopted the familiar epithet at his 
aunt's instigation ; and even when he found that it displeased, 

N 2 
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he could not bear to giYe it up-it seemed to afford a sort of 
link between them, though an imaginary one. 

"I am, Captain Marston," replied Helen, not looking up to 
see the expression of pain called up by her formal rejoindcr. 

"And you will doubtless meet Mr. Huntley at his cousin's 
wedding?" he pursued, in a tone of suppressed eagerness, and 
with a searching look which Helen involuntarily raised her 
eyes to meet. 

"Excuse me, Captain l\Iarston ! " she rejoined, colouring in­
dignantly, and too much thrown off her guard to maintain her 
usual baffling coolness, "I cannot conceive why it should in­
terest you whom I meet ! " 

"You cannot conceive!" he exclaimed, almost fiercely; but 
then, rising from his seat, with a look of mournful intensity 
which must, had she met it, have entirely altered the impres­
sion his words made on her, he added, in a low tone-" Do 
not, for Heaven's sake, say what you know to be so false ! 
Leave me, at least, my ideal!" and he strode out of the room. 

Helen started to her feet, crimson to her very temples. 
False ! To tell her to her face that what she said was false ! 
If her words were not strictly true, as conscience hinted, he 
knew quite well what she meant, and that was truth itself! 
She did not choose he should interest himself in her concerns ! 
She could really bear it no longer ; she would speak to her 
father ! But again conscience whispered, " Doest thou well to 
\.Jc angry?" and soon cooling, she reminded herself that pa­
tience was of no value till provocation arose; and that if she 
could not help disliking Captain l\Iarston, and reprobating her 
step-mother's want of delicacy and consideration for her feel­
ings, in exposing her to this system of silent persecution, she 
could refrain from resenting their conduct, and learn to bear 
with them patiently, especially when she had so much happi­
ness lo J;e grateful for, and to look forward to ! 

And therewith Helen's anger was gone; and even her re­
membrance of the offence and the offender. She had a fairy­
land of her mrn to retrea~ to; and took leave of her step­
mother on her departure with eyen more than usual cordiality 
and good-humour. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

~IEETINC AGAIN. 

And sometimes I am hopcrul as the spring, 
And up my l1uttering heart is borne alort, 
As l1ir.;h an,l gladsome as the lark at sunrise; 
An<l then as though the fowler's shaft had pierced it, 
It comes plump down, with such a dead, dead fall. 

J'hilip van Art,velde. 

HELEN seemed suddenly to have emigrated to another 
planet, when she found herself the next day, waiting for dinner 
in Lady Emlyn's London drawing-room. Florence was sitting 
beside her, looking deeply, calmly happy; Cissy frisking about, 
looking as pretty, and almost as childish as ever; Lady Emlyn 
eagerly sympathizing in Lord Castleton's rapturous affection 
for his baby-son ; and Frank Littleton-who was now taking a 
fortnight's holiday before, instead of after, his wedding-was 
deep in conversation with Sir William, on matters of import to 
himself and his bride, if one might judge hy the occasional 
references made to her opinion. 

It was as happy and bright a little party as need be; and 
Helen tried to scold down the feeling of unrest fluttering at 
her heart, which spoke of something yet wanting to make her 
enjoy it like the rest. It could not be long before she would 
see Bernard ! Perhaps this very evening. And if there were 
really such happiness in store for her, as -each in her own 
degree-Florence and Louisa and Cissy seemed already to have 
found, how earnestly would she not endeavour to deserve it, 
to make a right use of it ! In sight of the happiness of all 
these friends, it seemed hard, almost impossible to live on 
alone, with no one to kan upon and to look up to. 

In spite of herself, she was so absent all dinner-time that, 
on the ladies rising, Sir William, seeing her start as they 
moved, inc1uirecl whither her thoughts were flown, as he was 
anxious to send an express to fetch them back; and Flo­
rence and Lady Emlyn, on the way upstairs, agreed that it 
was most suspici01.1s to see :t young bely disappear into cloud­
land in such a way. Lady Emlyn then obst:rved that she 
coulcl tell tales about pony carriages, and gentlemen driven in 
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them, whereat Helen opened most innocent eyes, and laughed 
merrily at Florence's look of feigned concern ; and so they 
lovingly teased her back from cloud-land to earth again. 

Much talk followed as to the arrangements for the wedding, 
which Florence wished to have as quiet, Cissy as grand and 
gay, as possible. A ball in London, in September, was of 
course impossible; but a dinner-party there must be, and a 
wedding breakfast, and veils and orange flowers, too, or Cissy 
would never believe there had been any wedding at all! She 
seemed likely to carry the day, Florence, as usual, being more 
anxious to please others than herself; and if she could win the 
faintest assent from Frank Littleton, her victory was certain. 
So as soon as the gentlemen joined them, Cissy seized on 
Frank and carried him off to a corner, where she kept him in 
consultation till Lord Castleton interfered, and summoned 
them before Sir William as judge, on a charge of flirting ; and 
much laughing ensued, when Sir William acquitted her on the 
ground of her extreme youth and foolishness, and sentenced 
Frank to be married, in sight of all present, within fourteen 
days at farthest. 

Helen could not tell why, but the merriment seemed to jar 
upon her, and she stole away upstairs to be quiet, and to 
dream a litlle more, nnd scold herself for being so silly and 
restless. 

A few minutes after she quitted the room, l\1r. Huntley 
made his appearance; and having shaken hands with all pre­
sent, looked round gravely, as if for some one else. It was 
with an expression of relief in his countenance that he sat down 
at the close of the scrutiny; but as he did not ask for Helen, 
no one observed her absence. Some half hour later, however, 
she came down again, armed with some work, in case of an 
attack as to her desertion; but when she recognized Bernard's 
voice, she would have given the world to escape the meeting 
she had been expecting so eagerly. It was not in her nature, 
however, to yield to such weakness; and no one could have 
divined the tremor within, as she walked straight into the 
room, looking as dignified as ever. 

Sir William was just saying : "Why, dear me, Louisa, where 
can Miss Helen be flown? Not off into cloud-land bodily, I 
hope?" 

"No hope of getting rid of me so easily, Sir William," said 
Helen, with a thrill of strange music in her voice; and thollgh 
she could not possibly look up at Mr. Huntley, she passed on 
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to where he was standing, and shook hands with him with 
perfect self-possession. 

But even that passing shake of the hand, and the few words 
of common greeting exchanged between them, had been enough; 
and as Helen seated herself-as far off as possible from Ber­
nard-the clouds of life closed round and over her again, chilling 
and stilling with their frigid influence, the pulses of love and 
hope which l1ad been bounding so high within her but a mo­
ment before. The touch, the tone, the very sphere of Mr. 
Huntley's greeting had told her, plainly as words could have 
spoken it, that it was the Bernard of the hill-side she now met 
again, not the Bernard of those happy days ere the cloud had 
fallen between them. Thankful for the resource, she instantly 
applied herself to her work, with such apparent zeal, that the 
keenest observer could have detected no sign of emotion in her 
countenance, unless it were in the compression of the lips, 
which she felt as if no effort could have enabled her to open; 
but, happily, others were too much engaged to notice her. 

She felt at first as if she must leave the room, should any 
one so much as look at her; but after a time, when the occa­
sional sound of Mr. Huntley's voice would force itself upon 
her attention, and the sudden strain on all her faculties, of the 
first effort of self-command, relaxed, she became conscious of 
such a dull, deep aching of heart and head, as it seemed almost 
impossible to sit and endure passively-her very ears aching 
with intensity of listening for Bernard's words-and she looked 
round for some one to talk to, something to do, to deaden the 
sense of misery which oppressed her. But as she raised her 
eyes from her work, she met Mr. Huntley's fixed upon her, 
with a mournful earnestness which vividly reminded her that 
the suffering was not hers only, whatever might be the mystery 
of the cloud between them. She dropped her eyes again 
upon her work, with such softened feelings, that the worst 
sting of her disappointment seemed removed. Her sorrow 
for self seemed merged in sorrowing sympathy for him; and 
the hardness of wounded pride, the bitterness of the moment, 
was gone. 

" Miss Helen ! " said Sir William, planting himself before 
her with a determined face; " I must know what you have left 
behind you I Your tongue only, or"--

" Not- my tongue certainly," said Helen, trying to force a 
smile, and unconscious, till she saw the surprise in his eyes, of 
the tears which had gathered in her own, 
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"Really, Miss Helen," said Sir William, with a look of 
serious reproof, which made her smile more naturally, "I can 
scarcely find words to express my opinion of your conduct this 
evening ! First you spend dinner in cloud-land, heedless of 
my brilliant conversation ; and now-you sit working away 
as if for your livelihood, without opening your lips," he added, 
forbearing allusion to her tears in compassion to her depre­
cating look. 

"I am very tired, Sir ·william,'' returned Helen, humbly ; 
"shall I make tea as a punishment?" 

"Certainly ; and I hope it will rest you,'' said he, placing a 
chair for her at the tea-table. He was quite astonished; he had 
never seen her with tears in her eyes before. \Vas some secret 
regret for her parting with Horace troubling her? 

To be hidden behind the urn in a quiet corner was some 
relief; and pr sently Frank Littleton came to talk to her, and 
to hand the cups, which prevented ber listening so painfully 
to Bernard's voice, as he sat talking to Sir William ; and she 
felt really grateful to him. But her misfortunes this evening 
were not yet over. 

After tea, Cissy made Florence sing; and Frank looked so 
happy as he sat listening, that Helen almost forgot her private 
clistresses in watching them. Then Cissy sang too; but after 
that Lady Emlyn turned suddenly round to say : 

" Now Helen must sing. Did you ever hear her sing, Mr. 
Huntley? She pretends she never did till last winter, when 
she took lessons, because- Florence, was it you said, dear?­
told her she would certainly be able to sing if she tried ; but I 
have a great idea that is only an excuse for having cheated us 
before. I mean to make her sing all the more now ! " she 
added playfully. 

At the beginning of this unlucky speech, Helen had risen 
and looked up eagerly, hoping to stop what she knew was com­
ing; but she only met :Mr. Huntley's eye involuntarily turned 
on her with a keen glance of inquiry; and, hardly knowing 
whether to be provoked or pleased, she sat down again in ~ 
state of conflicting feeling which absolutely choked her utter­
ance. She could not get out the words that she was too tired 
to sing. 

" No, I never had the pleasure of hearing Miss Montagu 
sing," replied Mr. Huntley, gravely; but he said no more. 
Could he not even say that he wished to hear her, when he 
knew whose "·ish hacl prompted her lc:uning? 
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"Nor I either, dear Helen ; how naughty of yon ! " s~id 
Florence's sweet voice. "You must really come and smg 
directly." 

Not knowing how to refuse, Helen passed Mr. Huntley by 
a great effort, and without a look in his direction ; and sat 
down at the piano, determined that sing she would, though 
she felt 'as if the notes would never come out. Dut after a 
somewhat lengthened prelude, she dashed off into a lively 
French ballad, which everybody applauded at the conclusion 
--except Mr. Huntley. 

" Not so very tired, I sec, after all ! " said Sir William, 
mischievously. 

"Not nearly tired enough to be let off yet!" said Florence, 
playfully intercepting her retreat. 

"Oh! dear no ! " said Lady Emlyn. " Dear Helen, you must 
sing that pretty little German song we used to like so much. 
I cannot repeat the words, but"--

" Or shall I give you an English one? 11 said If elen evasively. 
"No, no, Louisa's favourite!" said Cissy and florencc. 

" Which we used to like so much," added Lord Castleton. 
What could Jielen do but try, at least, to sing the song 

thus urgently required of her? But not only was it a touching, 
mel::tncholy song, which she felt as if it would be impossible 
to sing now without the tears of which it spoke, in a simple, 
though not highly original refrain about parting and pain ; 
there were other reasons why this was the last song she would 
willingly have sung in Mr. Huntley's presence. Begin, how­
ever, she must; and she accomplished the first verse, and its 
sad little refrai11, with a real, tremulous pathos, which admi­
rably suited the melancholy music. But when she came to the 
second refrain, a full, manly voice chimed in, with such a swell 
of mournfulness in its deep, rich notes, that her fingers trem­
bled, her voice faltered. Not another note could she bring 
out, but hurried through the closing accompaniment, too 
thankful that her defalcation passed unnoticed amid the 
general surprise at Mr. Huntley's beautiful singing. 

"Yes, he sings beautifully when he chooses," said Florence, 
smiling kindly up at him, pleased to hear him praised. 

"I beg your pardon," said Mr. Huntley, bending forward to 
Helen as she rose, and colouring deeply; "it was, I assure you, 
an involuntary rudeness on my part; hut-I was fond of that 
song long ago." 

Diel lie need to tell Ii er that? ·was not that the very reason 
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why she had welcomed the discovery of it in an old collection 
of German songs so eagerly, and sung it so often ? He had 
sung a snatch of it in one of their rambles in the happy days 
of Florence's convalescence, having fallen into a reverie after 
talking of his mother; and then, too, he had apologized when 
he caught himself singing, telling her it was a song his 
mother had loved, especially in the days of her last illness ; 
but touchingly as he had sung it that day, the feeling it then 
conveyed was poor and cold to that which he had now thrown 
into the few simple words, which seemed to Helen's excited 
feelings to be bidding her an eternal farewell. She could 
really bear no more; and passing him with merely an inclina­
tion of the head, she stood silent beside Lady Emlyn, while 
Mr. Huntley was steadfastly resisting all solicitations to sing 
again. But when Florence at last sat down to the piano in­
stead, she whispered a hurried request to Lady Emlyn to take 
no notice of her departure, as she was really very tired, and 
slipping away, hurried to her own room; where, covering her 
face with her hands, she sat down and cried as she had never 
cried since the days when she was a little child, crying broken­
heartedly for her dead mother. 

For there was little weakness in Helen's character; and 
even now she soon rose, and choking down her sobs, opened 
the window which looked out upon the green square-garden, 
where the lamps glimmered like glow-worms among the trees; 
ancl leaning her forehead in her clasped hands against the win­
dow-frame, she stood there forming high resolutions to endure 
and be happy through endurance, since the other happiness 
was denied her- such happiness as breathed in the sweet notes 
which floated up to her from below. \Vas she to murmur for 
lack of that which human love could afford, while Divine love 
watched over her, and withheld only what might prove hurtful, 
since it bestows all that can be helpful upon its creatures? 
Could she be so ungrateful-or, as Bernard had said, so 
cowardly? The thought of him, and of the strange, impalpable, 
but impassable barrier he had raised between them, almost un­
nerved her again; but she would not give way. Florence would 
be coming presently for one of their wonted evening talks; and 
Florence must not see, must never guess her trouble. Florence's 
happiness she would not cloud for the world ; and when 
Florence did come, to pity her for being so tired, and to 
unfold the fulness of her loving heart, which seemed to grow 
less shy with its growing happiness, they had a long talk 
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without Florence's gathering a suspicion of the grief which lay 
so heavy at her friend's heart; betraying itself only in a gentler 
and more serious sympathy, which was doubly congenial to 
one whose own happiness was no less still and chastened than 
warm and l>right. 

But the effort of self command was not over for Helen with 
that night. How long and torturing in prospect did the days 
now look, which must elapse Lefore Florence's marriage could 
relieve Helen from that unceasing guard over word and look, 
that studious dissimulation, which felt so wretchedly like hypo­
crisy, towards so true and loving a friend! Yet the more she 
saw and felt of the sunshine which seemed to be expanding­
Florence's whole nature with its pure warmth, the more she 
felt that it would be sacrilege to cloud it, even for an hour, l>y 
betraying that a cloud had fallen upon herself. Sir William's 
keen, partial eyes must l>c l>lincled, too; the more so, because 
she had nearly betrayed herself to him already; and she well 
knew that if he perceived any further signs of her being ill at 
ease, he would not rest without trying to unravel the cause, 
and to help her in her trouble. And who could help her? 
IIe must not perceive it ! 

Fortunately, so much was going on around her, that there 
was little time for others to observe her, or even for her to 
sit down and think; and when, with the restlessness of misery, 
she entered eagerly into all Cissy's schemes of amusement for 
passing away the time, it passed with her friends for genuine 
high spirits and enjoyment, and Sir William was pleased lo find 
that his favourite was all right again. It must have been a 
litlle tender reminiscence surely ! 

Mr. Huntley was graver, and more taciturn than usual 
with all, so that his being the same with Helen excited no 
remark; but his constant presence was Helen's worst trial. 
Never to have seen him, or heard his voice, would have been 
notl1ing, compared to the necessity of meeting and greeting 
him with such hypocritical unconcern, doing her best to seem 
to ignore both her trouble and his, while it yet was torture to 
imagine that this seeming might really deceive him too. Had 
he pcrhaps taken some morbid idea into his head that she dis­
liked him ? Yet, if she relaxed towards him, and watched, as 
she sometimes did, an opportunity of giving him a kind word 
or look, though he might sometimes eagerly respond for a 
moment, he i111·ariably drew back more nervously than ever 
afterwan.ls. Then llclen would feel indignant, both with her-
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self and him, till she caught the next stray look resting on her 
sadly from the opposite side of the room or of the dinner-table, 
to which he so carefully kept that she often wondered nobody 
remarked his strange avoidance of her. 

With natural inconsistency, too, while doing her utmost to 
conceal from every one what absorbed her, she would, some­
times, feel so bitterly the want of sympathy, as to be tempted 
to ascribe to indifference and self-absorption the unsuspecting 
blindness of all around her, and to feel so utterly desolate 
among the kind, bright faces always haunting her with their 
happiness, that she would steal away alone, to scold herself 
for her ingratitude. But then, unable to keep away-especially 
if Bernard were there, or likely to be-she soon restlessly 
returned to rejoin the circle as before. 

At times, however, especially if they chanced, as would 
sometimes happen, to be unavoidably thrown together, there 
would be momentary flashes, on Mr. Huntley's part, of the 
old, confidential, unguarded tone and manner, which, though 
they seemed involuntary, and were always quickly repented 
of, were delight to Helen, as proving that, whatever might 
influence him to repress it, he did, nevertheless, feel that 
towards her which he felt for no one else-a conviction to 
which she tenaciou5ly clung. Yet the relapse, after such 
moments of hopeful excitement, was worse th:m all. 

One day they had all driven to Richmond. Mr. Huntley 
had, indeed, declined joining them, as he often tried to do ; 
but Frank, at the l::tst moment, had walked off and brought 
him round, declaring that he should not be unsociable in these 
days of general festivity. So Helen somehow found herself 
walking with him under the beautiful trees of Richmond 
Park; and though, at first, they talked less than they walked, 
it was pleasant and soothing to be walking together in the 
sweet, sunny air, as she had feared they would never walk 
again. Mr. Huntley seemed to feel the influence equally, for 
his brow relaxed a little of its sadness, and by degrees they 
fell into something of the old strain of talk. 

" It is indeed a refreshment," said he, lifting his eyes from 
the sunny park to the free blue sky through the leafy screen 
above them, "to escape from the bustle and turmoil of a great 
city to peace and stillness like this. If we could only leave 
behind us, as easily, all the doubts, the strug~lcs of our inward 
life ! " IIe spoke as rather wishing to find it possible, than as 
feeling it hopeless. 
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"Struggles, I suppose," said Helen, "we musl not hop~ to 
leave altogclher, till we leave earth, behind us ; and there 1s a 
something noble in struggling on perpetually, without which, 
life, after all, might be poor." She fell at the momenl stronger 
and worthier of Bernard, for all her late suffering. "Dut surely 
dollbts do not trouble you, who believe so firmly?" 

"Not doubts in the widest sense,'' replied Mr. Huntley, 
earnestly; "nor yet doubts that the surest road to happiness 
lies in the fulfilment of our duty to Goel and man, at whatever 
cost. But at times," he continued, and a shade of pain crossed 
his brow, which drew Helen a step nearer to him, as if in sym­
pathy- " at times doubts will trouble us, whelher we may not 
have been mistaken in laying down this, or Lhat, to be our 
duty? Head and heart sometimes fall out; and I own it does 
perplex me, how far we may allow our feelings to inriuence our 
judgment, or may be wrong in allowing the latter absolutely to 
silence and sacrifice the former? " 

"I think," rejoined Helen, promptly- always quick and de­
cided in her opinions, she little dreamed what question in his 
mind she was answering-" that our feelings must and ought to 
inriuencc us in forming our judgments; we often feel, better 
than we can sec, what is riglit. Dut our conviction once deli­
berately fixecl, I think we should never reverse or renounce it 
under the influence of excited feeling, because that, in fact, 
only blinds us as to the sufficiency of the grounds on which our 
calmer judgment was based." 

It was strange to sec the change which passed over Mr. 
Huntley's countenance, from the suppressed expectancy which 
had hovered there a moment. 

"You arc perfectly right; I ought to have seen that before," 
he answered, in a low, almost stern voice, after a marked 
pause ; and as he folded his arms, and walked on again beside 
her in silence, the cloud settled down on the Lwo more heavily 
than ever. Perplexed and pained almost beyond endurance, 
it was a relief to Helen to join some of the others at the next 
turn, and make a feint of sharing in the gayer talk carried on 
amongst them. 

Some half hour afterwards, they were rowing up the river, 
in one of the pretty awned boats well known to metropolitan 
pleasure-seekers, when Lord Castleton, sitting beside Helen, 
directed her attention-which had he known it, was quite 
superfluous-to Mr. Huntley, who sat at the farther end of the 
boat, watching the lovely river-bank, but obviously seeing 
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nothing of it, with a look on his face which her heart ached to 
see. 

" Miss M ontagu," said Lord Castleton, "what is the good 
of a man coming on parties of pleasure to look like that? 
\Vhy can he not stay at home?" 

" I fancy Mr. Littleton would not let him, to-day at least," 
said Helen, defending him instantly, though a moment before 
she had been asking herself, what was the good of his coming 
to torture her in that way? 

" Ah ! great mistake ! " said Frederick. " When you want 
to arrange a party of pleasure, Miss Montagu, be sure you 
always select pleasant men, like me-or Horace. Now confess 
we do want poor Horace, do we not? " 

"I hardly know what to say about 'we,'" returned Helen 
kindly, for the mutual affection of the two brothers was one of 
the things she liked best in them; "of course you do, but" 
--she paused, not knowing how far he might be initiated 
into matters relating to Horace, and others of the party. 

"Might be awkward, no doubt," said Frederick, shaking his 
head sagely. "Well we must get this pair married out of 
hand ; and then get Horace back for some more water-parties 
next year." 

"ls he so fond of water-parties?" asked Helen, without the 
remotest idea of the young lord's drift. 

"Well, I fancy it might depend a good deal upon who com­
posed the party," he returned, with a comical smile; but Helen 
did not look up lo see it. 

"I dare say; the pleasure of parties often does," said she ; 
reflecting, however, that the presence of wished-for companions 
might not always suffice. 

"And so you find this a very dull one?" said he, in a tone 
of jesting sympathy. 

" I ! What can make you fancy that? " exclaimed Helen, 
with a start and look of confusion which delighted him ; for 
she forgot, as one often does for a moment, that he could not 
read the thoughts and feelings which absorbed her. 

"Oh ! nothing, nothing! Lady Emlyn," said he, leaning for­
ward and whispering loud enough for all lo hear, " I am sorry 
to tell you Miss Montagu finds the present party very dull ; so 
I am going to do my best to cheer her, by gathering some for­
get-me-nots, and presenting them-not on my own account, of 
course!" 

And in spite of Helen's disclaimers, and Lady Emlyn's dis-
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suasions, Lord Castleton ordered the boat to be pushed to the 
bank, and gathering a handfol of forget-me-nots; presented 
them to Helen on bended knee. 

" Don't be jealous, Cissy 1" he turned to her to say; "an 
absent spirit animates my form ! " 

" An absurd spirit seems to have taken possession of you, I 
think," said Helen quickly, wondering if he dared to be making 
game of Bernard to his face in this way; and yet unwilling to 
refuse what was even feigned to be offered from him. However, 
Mr. Huntley was anything but absent just then, had she dared 
to look towards him as she took the forget-me-nots. 

"Yes, I really think we shall have to give Fred a fool's cap 
to wear at the wedding, if he goes on like this," said Lady 
Emlyn. 

"With plenty of belles round it, I can have no objection ! " 
he replied, bowing gallantly. 

" Oh ! yes, a cap and bells ! Fred shall wear a cap and bells ! 
It will be so becoming ! " cried Cissy, clapping her pretty 
hands ; and to Helen's relief the tide of conversation drifted 
away from her, and left her in peace for a time. 

She had quite forgotten the flowers which she was twisting 
in her fingers, till on leaving the boat, the last of the ladies, 
and pausing a moment for Sir William, who was dismissing the 
watermen, she saw Mr. Huntley stoop and pick up some that 
she had dropped on the bank. 

" Let me keep them!" he said hurriedly, as their eyes met; 
but instantly checking himself, he added: "There arc some 
clays one likes to remember ; and I do not often take such 
holidays as this." 

" Whose fault is that, Mr. [ luntlcy? " said Sir William, 
catching the last words as he turned round to give Helen his 
arm. "We will not pity you a bit. Did not Frank fetch you 
by force or arms even to-day?" 

" Nobody's fault, Sir William," he replied, in the firm, deep 
voice, which Helen always felt to correspond so well with the 
steadfast earnestness of his character, " or, indeed, misfortune 
either. Some men•~ paths lie one way, some another; and I 
was not complaining of mine ; I know it suits me best." But 
firm as his voice might Ix:, his countenance, at which Helen 
could not refrain from stealing a glance, paled with the inten­
sity of some repressed emotion. He might acknowledge the 
path allotted him to be the best, but he was certainly not then 
feeling it to be so. 
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That evening Helen felt really dcsper:i.te. On their return 
home, she sat before her dressing-table, unable to command 
herself sufficiently to finish her toilet for the evening. To hear 
Bernard talk in this way, and not dare to ask him why his path 
must be so different from that of other men ! Had Sir William 
not been by, she must have made some effort to pierce the 
mystery which inrnlrecl him, even al risk of betraying herself; 
yet how could she? No, ~he must bear it ! Oh ! that this 
were over, and she were away, away, never to see or hear of 
him more, and to forget-drown, this passionate longing to 
brighten his lonely path with the sunshine and music of love ! 
But it would not be over, even with the approaching parling­
il would never be over ! He was Florence's cousin, and meet 
they must! II er thoughts flew back to the evening when she 
had prayed so earnestly that Florence might be spared to her, 
and spared to be happy with Frank, with scarcely a dream of 
Bernard in the distance, feeling as if that would be happiness 
enough for a life-lime. And now it had all come true, and was 
all as nothing; the very relationship then so prized, between 
Florence and Bernard, seeming only one drop the more of bit­
terness in her cup. The dream had overshadowed it all ! 

She started as Florence's sweet face looked in. 
"What, not ready yet, dear Helen? And looking so grave 

there with your face on your hands ? I shall begin to think 
Lord Castleton was right as to your missing some one from the 
party to-day?" 

" Oh no, dear," said Helen, not moving, but smiling back, 
perforce, in answer to the loving, playful smile upon her. "I 
assure you I missed no one; but you know, dear, I shall have 
to be going away all alone so soon-you must let me be sad a 
little bit," she said, wearily. 

"Naughty child ! " said Florence, tenderly smoothing her fair 
hair, " I shall not let you ! An<l you must not say alone, though 
your dear father will not he ,rith you." 

"No, I mean to be a good chil<l," said Helen, looking up 
with a strange, pleased, yet patient look in her eyes. The soft, 
tender chiding was pleasant, though it could not reach the real 
trouble of her heart. 

"And you will not be away long," continued Florence; "and 
when you come back to the Park, I know a pair of ponies that 
will soon be scampering across the country to the Priory Cot­
tage ; and do you expect that people there will have forgotten 
you naughty child ? " and she lovingly kissed the upturned 
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fnre; lialfhypocrilically, though, to hide her own blush. Still 
J Iden dicl nol move, but when Florence exclaimed, m real un­
eas iness al lhe sight of tears she could no longer keep back, 
she started lo her feet. 

" No, 110, dearest; I am only a litllc bit silly, doing my 
bride's-maid's crying beforehand. To tell the truth, too, your 
crJaxing makes a goose of me, dear; I miss a little making 
much of me so bitterly sometimes," S-'.titl poor Helen, truth­
fully enough, though it was not Florence's tenderness only 
thal she missed. "But if you will go down now, I will be 
a good chilcl, and come after you in two minutes in first-rate 
spirits." 

"You pr()111ise?" 
"Y cs; l promise ! " J\ncl she kept l1er word. Though she 

stoo(l for a 1110111enl after l1lorence was gone, ,1 ith her hands 
clasped 011 her head, feeling as if it musl burst if she choked 
do1rn the !Jilter tears slruggling to find way, she did choke 
them down ; and, when she joined the party lJelow, exerted 
hersdf so Yigorously to share in the general rncrrimcnt-i\J r. 
II untley's alisenn: was a measure of relief· -lhat Florence's 
uneasiness w:ts qHite dispelled, and she whispered to Frank, 
what a treasure dear I [den's el:.tstic spirits and lively temper 
would be in any household. Dut perhaps he saw somewhat 
deeper, for he only nodded, and s:iicl nothing. And Helen 
went to !Jed tlmt night weary to the heart's core, yet con­
sciuus th:tl she hacl made some progress that clay in one of 
lifi_.'s gri.:~l lessons-namely, in the learning to bear, bravely 
ancl unselfishly, that whicl1 we must suffer, whether we will or 
11(). 

1\ncl ask those \\ho h:tve learnt thal lesson bcsl, whether in 
~ulferings 011 the world\ wide stage, or in Lhc noteless oil­
sninty of their •>wn hearts and homi.:s, 11hat they would least 
willingly spare from their past lives I Ask, and they will tell 
you :-those very sufferings, that very endurance. For lo 
th, m the tree is kno1111 !Jy its fruils; and if the root struck 
clcep in d:11-l-nl'ss ancl in p:un, ( ;oc] sent JJ is sunshine and His 
!·ain upon the foli~gc allll the flower, and ripened the bkssing 
m If 1s own iood t 1 me. 



CHAPTER XV. 

JOINED AND PARTED. 

Go forth upon the sea o[ life, 
Oh, gcnllc, loving, trusting wife ! 
Ami safe from all adversity, 
Upon the bosom of that sea, 
Thy comings and thy goings be l 

Lo~GFELLO\\", 

Oh, there is healing in the bitter cup ! 
Go forth then, ancl, beneath the unerring \\'ill, 
Bow, ancl have comfort! 

SOUTJIE\'. 

TIVT lwo days now remained : the third would be the 
wedding-day, and the last, also, that Helen would pass with 
the Emlyns; for l\Irs. llfontagu had so timed her movements 
as to arrive at a friend's house at Clapham the day before, in 
order to proceed to Brighton the day after the wedding. She 
had even proposed to send in her friend's carriage to fetch 
Helen on the afternoon of the wedding-day; and Helen would 
have passively consented; but such a universal outcry was 
r:i.ist'd in the circle at Gros,·enor Squ:ue, at the bare idea of 
the only bride's-maid's leaving before the dinner-party given in 
honour of the wedding, that she was obliged to relinquish the 
idea; and the matter was compromised by the Emlyns 
arranging to send her out to Clapham in their own carriage at 
night, when the wedding festivities should be duly accom­
plished. Sir William's proposal to accomp:i.ny her, or, if she 
would stay, lo take her down to Drighton himself in a day or 
two, she ste:i.dily declined: for, on the one h:i.nd, she was 
longing to escape, to free herself from the torture of present 
associations; and, on the other, she w:i.s desirous of thwarting 
~J rs. l\Iontagu's arrangements as little as possible. 

Mrs. Montagu, indeed, bad framed these latter with a view 
to securing ::m invitation lo the wedding, or wedding dinner­
party at least; liut though :i.t another time Ikkn might have 
seen, and perhaps secured the a complishrnent of the object of 
the m:i.no.::L1vrc, she w:i.s now too much absorbed c,cn to give a 
thought lo such things. It was all lost on her, and, therefore, 
on the Emlyns :i.lso. Nor did she pay more atlcntion to the 
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innuendos of its being all her fault, which accompanied Mrs. 
l\lontagu's announcement of Captain Marston's exchange into 
a regiment now quartered at Brighton, but under orders to 
proceed, in two or three weeks, to Portsmouth for India; the 
ostensible reason for the peremptory necessity of going to 
Brighton so soon. She barely took in the fact, which, by the 
way, her step-mother unwittingly told truth in communicating; 
for .Mrs. Montagu believed the intended exchange to be merely 
the feint she had suggested. 

On the wedding-day, therefoce, as the last she would pass 
in Mr. Huntley's society, Helen now began to concentrate 
all her thoughts and expectations, with a feverish excitement 
which she tried vainly to reason down by asking herself what 
she expected from it? It was no good; what, she could not 
tell, but something might, must happen ! It seemed im­
possible that this state of terrible suspense should end in 
nothing; that this intense strain on all her energies, this pitch 
of wretched excitement to which the last fortnight had 
wrought her, should be destined to exhaust itself without vent, 
withollt relief. Surely something must happen, if not to 
make her and Dernard happy in each other, at least to throw 
some light on the cause of this miserable eslrangrn1ent. If 
there were some insuperable barrier between them, she only 
desin:d to sec it-it would be so mnch easier to suumit then. 
If, only, it were nothing to Bernard's discredit ! Dul the 
idea was instantly rejected. She was not ignorant enough of 
the world's ways and vices to be unaware that such things 
might be-often, too often, were. Only not with Bernard ! 
Dul why, then, could he torture her thus? Surely he must 
know! or must /ind it out before they parted ! They could 
never part in this way. It was impossible but what something 
must happen ! 

And whose h<.:arl has not sometimes felt, and dcspcratt;ly 
clung to, such an impossibility? 

Florence, meanwhile, in happy ignorance that anything 
beyond a somewhat keener feeling than usual of the discords 
of her home-life, lay behind the momentary depression her 
friend had betrayed, saw her wedding-clay approach with feel­
ings of such deep and unalloyed happiness, as she gratefully 
n1::1.rvellcd should have hcen bestowed upon her. She had been 
happy all her life, in her calm, loving way, ancl now this grcas 
happiness was added to all th1.: rest! She felt-as many otherl 
have kit, when life's trials wert: in fact still to come-as if all 

U 2 
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possibility of deep grief or trial were over and gone. ,Vere 
not she and Frank heart-linked beyond all possibility of part­
ing, since all that is truly joined on earth is more perfectly 
joined in heaven? Ancl with such a source of deep, inde­
structible happiness within, must it not be easy to bear even 
the sorest trial she could picture to herself, the external 
transient parting which death involves? 

And comparatiYely easy, no doubt, it is-far easier still it 
ought to be-to part, whether for earth or heaven, from those 
we love, in the possession c.•f that sure faith in the undying 
blessedness of pure human love (as de1frccl from the one 
Eternal Fount of 10\-c and bliss) in which Florence rejoiced; 
but even snch faith needs trial to make it sure. That "hich 
to most men seems difficult or impossible, 111aJ' be easy to 
some ; but it only seems easy to them, till they have con­
qnered its dirticult1cs, its impossibilities, in practice as well as 
in theory. 

As for Frank Lillldon, being sunshine al all times, what 
could he !Jc now !Jut " sunshine doullle-distilled," as J ,orcl 
Castleton jestingly called him ; and the deep seriousne~s, 
more than el'er perceptible beneath the joyous light-hearted­
ness of his natural disposition, might bear out the comparison, 
::is parallel to the cleep shade which is proportioned lo the 
brightness of the sunbeams. Helen used to think, as she 
,ratchccl the serene, thoughtful smile on his face,-when, 
seated beside Florence, he would look round upon the rest, 
talking nnd laughing gaily, himself perhaps joining in the talk 
and laughter a moment later,-that there was something 
almost angelic in its expression, so bright and yet so still. 
And if man \\'ould dwell hereafter as an angd in heaven, must 
not the angel be born \Yithin him on earth? 

Kno,Ying far more tl1an florence of the realities of human 
suffering, he \\·as far more ali,c than she to the probnbilities 
of trial in store for them. Perhaps, a monitor within ·might 
already whisper from what quarter the cloud "·as likely to 
arise; but if so, the presage (Jill not dim, rather, perhap~, 
enhanced the brightness of the present joy. "As thy day, so 
i,hall thy strength be,'' was a promise which, tried and 1iroved 
already; he had not found ,ranting : he could trace, step by 
step, in looking back, the help and guidance e,·er at hand; 
not, indeed, superseding the necessity for efforts of his own, 
but sustaining, secomling, and hringing forth fruit of them, 
Then how should he fear for the future? 
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And if we only knew !tin,, to look ha< k, we, too, must look 
forward with the same just conficlcncc. 

The eve of the wcclding-thy had come at last, and Frank 
Littkton, J, lorcnce, and II clen, ,1cre sitting togcther in the 
l>ack thawing room, lill\1<.:1.:n li~ht and dark; Flor1.:ncc and 
1-r.tnk side by sidt.: anrl hand in hantl; llelt.:n, a, she loved lo 
sit, on a footstool at I lorenct.:'s fcd: someti1ncs looking up 
anrl joining in tlwir talk, sometimes leaning her head against 
Florcncc, whose arm was twined lovingly round h1.:r ncck, 
wcary indeed at heart, but yd focling 111orc at r1.:sl th:111 shc 
ever now fclt, by <lay or night, in any co111p::1.1Jy but theirs. 
Thcre wa. somethin~ so oothing, so rcfre hing in thc sphere 
of their pure, deep happiness; for whu1 deeply suffering our­
selv1.:s, the sight of happiness in otht.:rs keeps up our faith in 
happiness in the abstract, ancl our hop1.:lessncss does not weigh 
so hcavily, or sccm so a}J,;olutc. It w.1s a. crimfort, too, to fccl 
that she could rejoir e 11 ith them, not11ithst.rnding hn 01111 
grief: and hcr sore, chillcd hcart felt doubly grat<. ful for the 
fricndly aff1.:ction whi< h was always blending her with their 
future plans an l prospccts. 

llut lilllc w,1s said this cn;ning among the thr1.:c. There an: 
ti111cs and sea ·ons when wonh arc well-ni Th supcrOuous : an 1 
I I elen was half-wishing that this could last for e1 er, and that 
she coultl dream out her life in the soft, tranr111il shadow of hn 
friends' happine~s-she could almost be content then, without 
any of her own-wh1.:n Cissy peeped in from the front roo111, 
tht.: doors or whi< h she had not Jong before mystcriously doscd, 
and catching sirrht of IIclcn in the bright ray of lamp-light 
now aclmittecl, danced fearlessly in to say they were all wanted 
110w. She hacl been selling out the wedding pr1.:sents for every­
body to scc; and they must come anti look at them "ith the rest. 

"And Mr. I lunlley has just brought his," said she, "such a 
splcndicl diamond bracclet, which he says was his mother's; 
and there he is, looking like a lJad l>oy put in the corncr, lie­
cause I woulcl make him stay till you had seen it. I ~uppose 
hc is afraid of being thankcd; so I told him it was vcry ugly, 
ancl you should not thank him much." 

l lelen's clr1.:,un of oblivion was over, and she woulcl ha,c 
slippcd away upstairs; l>ut Cissy, who harl grown much lc:s 
afraid of her sine e she founrl she knew how lo nurse the li:lliy 
an<l wa vcry fonrl of it, seizec\ hold of her luncl, whispering 
that Florence ancl .\I r. Littleton must go in tort.:thcr, so there 
was nothing for it but lo submit, 
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The presents were very numerous and beautifol ; for both 
Florence and Frank had some few friends beyon<l the present 
circle, intimate enot1gh to make bridal offerings on the occa­
sion ; among them Sir Charles Alton, who had not failed to 
pay his respects to his former patient, and congratulate her on 
the complete cure he and his friend Littleton had effected, 
"between them." Cissy, too, had really been disposing, with 
great taste, all gifts which could be considered in the least 
degree ornamental; and conspicuous, on a gilt fire-screen, 
hung the beautiful lace veil, and '1Teath of orange flowers, 
which, to settle the question of the bridal toilet, Cissy herself 
had brought home, as a present, one morning. Sparkling 
among the rest, and almost more valuable than any, lay l\Ir. 
Huntley's diamond bracelet. 

Sir ,villiam's wedding present was not in the ornamental 
line, being no less than a deed of gift of the Priory Cottage and 
the little Priory Fann which from time immemorial had been 
attached to it; and as Frank Littleton was free from that fierce 
pride of independence, which resents, even from the nearest 
and dearest, a favour which can, by any ingenuity, be con­
strued to imply a pecuniary obligation, he never dreamt of 
grudging his friend the pleasure of making him somewhat more 
independent than could his own small means. So \\'hen Sir 
William, on occasion of the settlement-signing, proffered his 
gift, it was accepted as frankly as offered, with a smile and a 
grasp of the hand, which fully recognized the deep obligation 
Frank was not too proud to owe his friend, for thus enabling 
him- according to the tenor of the papers just signed, in 
which he had settled all he possessed in the world upon her­
to secure to Florence, whatever might be their future circum­
stances, the home which must surely be dear above all others 
to a happy wife ; the home which had been the scene, and re­
mains the abiding witness, of her early married happiness. 

" There now, Miss Helen ! " said Sir William, when the pre­
sents had been duly admired, "see what a young lady loses by 
neglecting her duty ! " 

"Who has been neglecting any duty, Sir William?" said 
Helen, not inclined to understand the allusion. 

"England expects every young lady to do her duty," replied 
Sir William, gravely; "that is-to get married ! " 

"Yes, Miss l\Iontagu," broke in Lord Castleton, "only 
imagine the satisfaction with which we should prepare a second 
edition of all that you see before you, if only"--



JOINED ANU PAR'llW. 

"Only the lace veil must be bigger," said Cissy, in a half­
whispcr, not <tuitc clear yet if she might venture to help tease 
Ilek:n a lillle; "and T wonder if you have got another clmmoncl 
lnacelct like this, Mr. Huntley?" 

" And lace veils arc most becoming, Lady Castleton says," 
interposed (,'rank J ,ittleton, most opportundy. "She has a 
vision of something she saw in her looking-glass about this time 
last year." 

"I have not, Mr. Littleton ! " exclaimed Cissy, indignantly; 
"but a vision of something I meri.n to sec in n, lace veil this 
year, ::tnd very soon, too ! '' And catching up the veil with a 
merry laugh, she m::tcle for Florence; but Florence drew back 
behind Frank and Lady Emlyn. 

" Then I must put it on you ! I must put it on some one!" 
said Cissy lo Helen, with a prdty, uesecching look it was im­
possible to refuse. 

So the beautiful lace veil was thrown over l [elcn as she stood 
there in her while summer dress, ancl Lady Emlyn playfully 
::tdclecl the orange wreath; ::tnd then a cry was raised, half in 
jest, h::tlf in earnest, hy all ]Jrcscnt, Mr. I I untk:y excepted. 

"Most becoming ! Channing ! Perfect ! " 
"If you could hut sec yourself in the glass," acldecl Fred.;­

rick, "your natural oLcluracy, Miss .Montagu, "oulcl melt away 
like snow in the sunshine." 

" Come and look ! " said Cissy, growing bolder as Helen 
rem::tim:cl passive, and catching up a c::tnclle to light her to a 
mirror. But when Helen hacl moved a step, she suddenly 
slopped short. She had caught Bernard's eye fixed on her 
with its saddest, tenderest look, ancl there was a quivering 
about the muscles of his mouth, the sight of which maclc hcr 
heart almost stop beating. 

"Please take them off, dear Cissy ! " she said, very humbly. 
" Oh ! not yet," said Cissy, who, seized with a new iclca, Intel 

set clown the c:.mcllc. "I must put you on some more prdty 
thlngs, you look so nice in them." 

" Yes, yes ; we must make quite a bride of you ! " saicl 
Florence; ::tn<l little dreaming of the pain she was inflicting, 
she lifted the rich lace veil to cl::tsp a pearl ornament rouncl her 
neck, while Cissy substituted ::t splendid sevigne for Helen's 
simple brooch, anrl then began clasping on one bracelet after 
anoth<.:r. 

" That is enough, clear Cissy ! " pkacled Helen once 
more, 
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"No, no; we must show off Mr. Huntley's, it is the hand­
somest of all ! " said Cissy. 

But the clasp was old-fashioned and pernliar, and Cissy 
could not mann.ge it ; \\·hile Helen stood there, feding Ber­
nard's eyes upon her though she neYer lifted her own, and 
trembling internally till she felt as if she could b(;ar it 110 
longer. 

"l\Ir. Huntley," so.id Cissy, sudc.knly, "you must come o.ncl 
show me how this fastens." 

Little did those ,vho stood round, laughingly applauding 
the completion of the bridal toilet, dream of the feelings with 
which Bernard II untley, ,Yho had no pretext for refusing, bent 
over Helen's hand to fasten on her arm the resplendent 
braf'elet, which as a child he had often cl::isped, by way of 
amusement, on his mother's. Yet it was no rcgn.:lful emotion 
stirred by memory of her, "hich m.1de his hanu lrembk so 
that he could hardly hold the familiar clasp; :md by an irre­
sistible impulse, when the bracelet was clnsped at last, he sud­
denly bent and kissed, as if in homage, the extended hand 
which was like ice to his touch. Doth he and l lelen started, 
and their eyes met for a moment, but as Ilf r. 1T untley drew 
haslily back-with an expression on his face that petrified 
Helen, so different was it in its dark consternation, from lh«t 
she kid for the moment half hoped to sec there,-Frank 
Litllelon started for1Yard and followed the example; and then 
one hy one the others took up the cue, and pressed fonranl ·10 
kiss Helen's l1ancl, Lord Castleton, doing it twice over, for 
himself and "somebody else," as he took care to mention. 
And as I Iden's hand was warm eno11gh again by this time 
ancl her checks too, but luckily the veil scrcentxl them no 
suspicion was awakened that J\Jr. Huntley's homage had been 
paid otherwise than in sport; ancl Florence was ple«sed to 
think 1lcrnard should have been in such good spirits that even­
ing. Ilow often lookers on see no more of that ,rhich passes 
before their eyes ! 

A foll minute ebpsecl before Helen regained pmrcr of 
speech or motion; but roused lo the perception that it passed 
as a joke, she suddenly, in the midst of Lord C«stleton's 
second gel1uflexion, flung veil and wreath together o,·er his 
head, and in the burst of laughter llHlt ensued, escaped to the 
farthest corner of the room, leaving him kneeling in comic 
surprise, and calling for Cissy lo come and unveil him, or some 
one would take him for the bride and marry him by mistake ! 
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An<l before the chase which they then gave Helen-pretending 
that she was feloniously making off with Florence's pre~ty 
things-and her consequent imprisonment in a corner, while 
she g:wc them up one by one, hacl terminated, i\fr. I I unlley 
had taken lea.l"e of La<ly Emlyn, and was scen no more that 
evening. 

For the rcst of the evening, I lden might talk and laugh with 
the rest; hut she felt stunned, an<l did not know, five minutes 
later, a word slw had said. She dared nol steal a look even to 
Frank ancl Jilorcncc's quiet sofa; the very thought of quietness 
was tcrriule. A moment's check to the false cxcitemcnt she 
was keeping up with such inconceivable effort, :i.nd she must 
have l,rokcn down utterly; and in the strange contrast between 
the outward and the inward, she felt imprisoned, as by a spell, 
in some unreal world of enchanlmcnt, and was only conscious 
of an alJsorbing wish that tl1e spcll would break and leave hcr 
alone. 

Shc was really alone at hst, and dawn still found her strug­
gling slecplessly with the Liller certainty that last look of 
Dcrnarcl's hacl force cl upon hcr. I I e had recoiled, as if in 
terror, from the mere passing suspicion, llashecl on him by her 
appealing cyes, of her attaching importance to the involuntary 
l,Llrayal of his fcclings; and never must word or look of her~ 
awakl'n such a suspicion again! Now, indeed, there was 
11olhi11g lefr 1ml to bear it. Nothing more could possibly 
l1appen now ! 

A ncl so the wedding-clay came at last. 
All passed off auspiriously. No bridal pair ever looked 

h:tppi<.:r, or Lo better advantage, than Florence and Frank 
J.itLleton were univer~ally adjudged to do. lfe;len sal and 
watched Florcncc's sweet face, so Llushingly, yet gravcly, 
happy; while Lacly Emlyn was lovingly arranging wrcath and 
vcil, ancl Cissy was dancing round them to help, darting off 
every now ancl then Lo bestow a kiss and a toss upon the 
baby, which thus early in its little life was assisting in its 
nurse's arms at the bridal toilet. IIelen herself looked fair 
and stately as ever; and bcing hauilually pale, her pale cheeks 
would allract no attention; nor could the keenest observer 
have cletcctccl in her face anything but a deeper shade of 
thought than usual. Ilut she was quieter than even Florence 
herscl f_; and though she too kissed and smiled on the baby, 
"hen 1t was brought near her, she could not, lo save her liCe 
have tossed and danced it as usual. ' 
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But she could still listen, with the deepest sympathy, to the 
solemn words which made one, in the eyes of the law and the 
world, those whom love and mutual consent had already united, 
and must continue to unite, more and more closely, day by day 
and year by year, and would re-unite in a better world, to grow 
more perfectly one through progressive ages of eternity. For 
Helen, at least, felt no doubt that the union she was now wit­
nessing was a true one, calculated so to endure; and what 
earthly blessing, she asked herself, could equal the felicity of 
such a union? what earthly trial possibly mar it? 

But such happiness would never be hers-never ! Then she 
would be content with the lesser blessings assigned to her lot, 
not counting at least the priYilege of sharing their higher bless­
ings. She would never repine ! And a l1igh ancl noble spirit 
of acquiescence in her lot raised Helen's heart for the time 
above the consciousness of pain; and if her face were serious, 
almost to sternness, while the ceremony lasted, she could relax 
to the tenderest, if not the brightest of smiles, in her greetings 
to the newly-married pair at its close. Nor could any but her­
self divine the intense effort it cost her to refrain from stealing 
so much as a glance at Bernard; though she somehow knew 
he had all the while been standing with folded arms, ancl a 
depression in his very attitude which her heart long afterwards 
ached to remember, though at the time she was simply conscious 
of it as a fact. 

The wedding breakfast, too, was over at last; an,l the un­
avoidable contact it involved with Mr. Huntley had been pas­
sively endured, and Florence and Helen found themselves alone 
for a few minutes, when the former went up to change her dress. 
Helen remembered afterwards, as if it had passed in a Jr..:am, 
Florence's tender embraces and loving words; while she her­
self stood smiling down upon her, and stooping her head for 
Florence to kiss her, and smooth her bright, fair hair, with a. 
composure she herself wondered at, and which might well 
deceive her friend. Then that, too, was over- being alone 
with Florence was almost harder to bear than anything,-for 
Lady Emlyn and Cissy joined them, and after a few more 
minutes of bustle and stir, the adieus had been made, and the 
pair had departed. Then Helen's heart sank indeed, feeling 
that her one ray of sunshine was gone from her. And foolish 
as it seemed, it ,Y:1.s, nevertheless, additional pain to see 1\Ir. 
Huntley take leave of Sir William and walk away, as soon as 
he had seen his cousin into the carriage. [t \\':l~ true Sir 
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Charles Alton did the same; but was Bernard's time so 
precious? She would see him again at dinner, indeed; and 
resist il as she might, the miserable restless feeling stole over 
her anew. There must be still some hours passed together; 
and was it not possible? No, it was /lot possible! She would 
not so much as give it a thought! It was all over. 

She forced herself to join in Lady Emlyn and Cissy\ em­
ployment of despatching wedding-cards and cake, and laughed 
when she could at Lord Castleton's nonsense, as he lounged 
beside them, getting scolcled perpetually for playing with this 
or that between his fingers, while it was being looked for 
eyerywhere, and then inventing some ridiculous excuse. 

"Miss Montagu gave it me to hold, I assure you! She is 
not quite herself again yet, you know, after witnessing tl1e 
awful ordeal through which she will herself one day pass." 

"How do you know? Perhaps I shall be an old maid ! " 
said Helen ([uickly. 

"Miss Montagu ! " exclaimed Frederick, with a face of hor­
ror, shrinking into the farthest corner of his cl1air. "If you 
use such a word again, I shall be obliged to leave the room, 
or send off an express for some one to bring you to your 
senses. Only I don't exactly know where to sencl," he addecl, 
in a tone of confidential perplexity. 

"Frederick ! Frederick ! what are you doing with that en­
velope?" exclaimed Lady Emlyn; but she need not have 
feared Helen's perceiving his drift. Helen only now and then 
heard what he \\·as saying; and when, with a demure face, he 
promised to behave better, she had no idea the announcement 
affected herself. For all t11" while her ears were straining at 
every step or sound, though she knew Bernard would not return 
before dinner-time; and she caught herself perpetually looking 
at the clock, though there were hours still to spare. 

By the aid, however, of their various occupations, visits from 
the baby, and an afternoon tea, the long <lay was got through 
at last, ancl, with a sigh of relief, Helen escaped to dress for 
dinner. She woulcl have given the world to lie clown and hide 
herself from everybody till the carriage should come at night 
to take her away: but the beating pulse must be sti ll ed and 
the aching heart dissembled for yet a few hours more. Yet, 
by a strange perversity, as she went down, she stood still and 
positively trembled at the idea, that after all Bernard might 
possibly not come ! 

He was there, however, as well as several other guests, when 
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she entered the room; and her thoughts reverted to the eyen­
ing on which she first joined the Emlyn Priory circle. Little 
more than a year ago ! And yet she seemed to have gro\\'n old 
in the interrnl, old with the suffering which at that moment 
might well outweigh all the rest in memory. Yet would she, 
if she could, efface that year of her life, or e,·en that portion of 
it with which Mr. Huntley had been blended? 

There he stood, talking to Sir Charles Alton and another 
gentleman, as she had often delighted to hear him talk, with 
all the eloquence of earnestness, and the flash of intelligence 
in his eye, which for the time banished his melancholy. His 
whole presence corresponded so well to the noble sentiments 
and high thoughts of which she had learned to regard him as 
a living crnliodiment. 1Vould she give up the having known 
l1im, having loved him-the having licen loved, as her heart 
\\'hispercd-for all the \\'orld could gi,·e? N' o; come \\'hat 
might, she could 110! wish that last year of her life unlived, or 
]lcrnarcl unknown. 

l\Ieanwhile, the rest of the party had assembled; and Helen 
could h:udly help starting, though she might have knO\rn it 
would occur, when she heard Mr. Huntley desired to take her 
down. She almost hoped he might contrive to escape to the 
other side of the table, as he had always done of late; l iut in 
a formal party it \\'as not so easy, and they ,rere soon seated 
side hy side, to get through at least a couple of hours as best they 
might. :Mr. Huntley made no attempt at conversation, though 
he was scrupulously attentive, as indeed, except in an absent fit, 
he always was to every one; and she felt that he watched her 
slightest mo,·ement, so that neither word nor look escaped him. 
Her neighbour on the other side began to worry her. He was 
a young acquaintance of Lord Caslleton's, who bad been anrns­
ing himself before dinner by impressing on Lord Drayton, what 
a very charming, elegant girl the bride's-maid was, not to speak 
of her being an heiress. For Lord Castleton loYed teasing, 
and had mane,euvred to place his friend beside Helen, and 
himself directly opposite, to watch the result of his promptings. 

Helen might, at another time, have enjoyed the opportunity 
of putting clown a silly, conceited young man, but she was in 
no mood now to listen to inane compliments and condescend• 
ing attempts at conversation; and after a time, feeling she 
could stand it no longer, she turned resolutely away, and 
plunged desperately into conversation with :t-.lr. Huntley, on 
the fast abstract <1ucstion which presented itself. quite un. 
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consrious of the ineffable astonishment and disgust of her 
other neighbour, which threw Lord Castleton into a state of 
delight for the rest of the evening. 

J)y degrees her conversation with Jlernard flourished. Per­
haps it was a relief to him, as well as to her, to talk, instead of 
; itling, feeling every minute of silence; ancl the infectious 
congcnialiLy of their ideas drew them on into one of their old 
talks, so that for a time Helen almost forgot all but what tl1cy 
,1·ere talking of, though still feeling dumbly at her heart the 
weight which would be conscious suffering if she but permitted 
her thoughts to turn to il. J3ut even this sort of truce with her 
troul;lc was not destined to last. 

"I am grieved to interrupt a lady so agreeably engaged," 
Lord Castleton leaned across the table to say, with a provoking 
smile, "but my friend, Lord Drayton, bas been waiting these 
five minutes to offer you some wine, Miss Montagu." 

r f elen turned hastily to decline the attention, which her 
neighl,onr had, in fac:t, been sulkily deliber:i.ting with himself 
whether he should pay lH.:r, or merely push on the ,rine; but 
before she could resume the thread of the sentence in whi<"ll 
Lorcl Castleton harl interrupted her, lie leaned forw:i.rd again: 

"I really ought to apologise for the word I used so thought­
lessly jusl now, .I\Iiss Montagu. I assure you I meant nothing; 
but on such festive occasious people's heads nm so naturally 
on weddings and engagements, that I confess one rnnnot Le 
too careful to convey no false impressions." 

It w:i.s a mere random joke ; and, dcligh ted to sec II elcn 
colour and look confused, he turned aw:i.y to devote himself to 
the lady next to him, without perceiving that it was not only 
1 lclen who coloured, or detecting the deeper feeling which con­
tracted the brow of :;\fr. 1 [untlcy, who threw a fierce glance 
across the table as if he would have annihilated the speak<.:r. 
Jlul l lcle11 caught the look, and to sp1..:ak another word was 
impossible, if she had to sit there for :111 age. She leant h:i.ck 
in her ch:i.ir, and felt positi,cly faint \Yith the effort of 
self comm:rnd. 

It seemed as if I ,:i.cly Emlyn woultl 11ever rise from table; 
and when at last they rose, it w:i.s fresh p:i.in to feel that her 
going must be a positi1·e relief to Jlernard. Yet she must 
walk upst,lirs, anrl t:i.lk and smile as if nothing were ,rrong with 
her. Lady Emlyn aff~ctionatcly whispered how becomingly she 
was dressed, and how mtwh she was admired; while her heart 
sicken<.:d within her, as so many yonng hearts have sickened in 
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their anguish, at the idea of having to live out years of life amid 
these "vanities of vanities," with this dreary aching within, the 
more intolerable because it must be dissembled. 

But the time for dissimulation, at least, was drawing to a 
close ; and a sense of exhaustion began Lo steal over Helen, 
to struggle against which taxed her powers to the utmost. 
She went through the talking to the ladies, and then after­
wards the singing, and the turning over leaves while others 
sang, all in that state of mental tension which precludes the 
reception of impressions from without, unless they strike the 
one chord strung to such a pitch of racking susceptibility. 
She listened impassively to Lord Castleton's jests, and his 
friend's renewed attempts at civility; for Frederick had mali­
ciously been persuading him it was all shyness on Helen's 
part, and her monosyllabic answers might seem to justify the 
assertion; for Bernard ,ms in the room now, and her whole 
faculties were again absorbed in the miserable suspense into 
which his presence now always threw her. He did not come 
near her, even when she sang, but remained in the back 
room, listening to the talk of the other gentlemen. But he 
was not talking himself now, and his eyes were constantly 
following her, though instantly withdrawn if she chanced to 
meet them. 

At last it was all over, and Helen found herself taking leave 
of Lady Emlyn, and Cissy and Lord Castleton pressing round 
her, and Sir William offering his arm to escort her downstairs. 
But Dernard stood immovable at some little distance, not even 
making a pretence of not watching what went on. Would he 
really let her go withoLit the ordinary courtesies of leave-taking? 
She felt faint and dizzy as the minutes went by; and when 
there were no more last words to be said, and she must perforce 
take Sir William's arm to leave the room, there was a cloud 
before her eyes as she moved to do so. 

Dut just as they reached the door, near which I\Ir. Huntley 
was standing, she stopped by a sudden impulse, and as if just 
observing him, held out her hand. "Good-bye, Mr. Huntley," 
said she, wondering how she could speak so calmly. 

He started forward, just touched the hand she extended, 
lJowing low as he did so, and fell back to his former position. 
Helen passed quickly out, leaning on Sir William's arm. 

" 11 unlley in a brown study again ! " said he, but she did not 
hear him. It was all she could do to walk downstairs, trusting 
to his gui<lance; she could see nothing for the mi~t before her 
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U) cs. \\ iLhollt :1 word she let him \\Tap her carefully in the 
shawl wiLh which her maid was in waiting, and it was with the 
grcalcst possible effort that she said faintly, as they reached the 
carriage-door : "Good bye, and thank you, Sir 1Villi::un." 

"Ah ! I don'L helievc you are so very glad to leave us, lVIiss 
IIelcn, though you woLtld go to-night ! Are you sure you would 
not like 111e Lo drive out with you ? " 

"Oh, 110, indeed!'' sail! Helen much more energetically, and 
Lh<.! carriage drove off. 

lt 1ras fortunal<.: that Miss Montagu's maid had preferred a 
se::tl outsicl<.: with Sir William's own man, who was deputed to 
i;ee her young mistress safe to her dcslin::ttion; for thus Helen 
was ::tt least alone, and tears must have their way now, if never 
again. A gentleman on horseuack, who met the carriage as it 
turned the corner of the square, could see by the lamp-light 
which stream<.:d in upon her, that her head was bent upon 
her hands, and lwr whole form drooping in the unconscious 
abandonment of grief. The sight affected the rider strangely, 
to judge by the working of his features, as he put spurs to his 
horsl!, with a Oash, not wholly of displeasure, in his eye. 13ut 
before he had ridden far he turned his horse's head, and 
followed the carriage, al some distance, uut constantly keeping 
it in sight. 

The carriage reached its destination; one of those pretty 
suburban residences, ,vhose small plots of ground in front, with 
the smaller green plot for the drive to sweep round, are so 
thickly encircled with trees as to render the house almost 
invisilJk till you pass within the guardian screen of foliage. 
In the deep shadow of sud1 a screen, Gerald Marston reined 
up his horse lo watch Helen alight. She paused at the door 
for a motnenl, and turned round Lo look up at the clear, high 
moon. She was perfectly calm both in bearing and feature 
now, but so pt,le, with a countenance of such utter weariness 
and dcjellion, that in the real warmth of his honest affection, 
(,erald woul<l have given his right hand to spring to her side, 
with words or the humblest devotion and tenderness. Dut 
how would he be received ? A bitter smile replaced the ex­
pression of fond admiration and sympathy with which he had 
at first regarded her; and as JI elen turned to enter the house, 
he vehct11<.:11tly turned his horse's head, and spurring fiercely, 
as a relief to his excited feelings, galloped off on the road to 
London. 

Helt.:n, meunwhill!, wcnt wearily upstairs-it had been 
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seltled Lhat, as she rnighl be late, no one should sit up to r'"• 
ccive her-and dismissing her maid as soon as possible, was no 
sooner freed from her unwelcome presence, then she thre1v 
herself, half-dressed as she was, upon her bed; and utterly 
worn out, by mental suffering and sleepless nighls, sank heavily 
into the deep sleep of exhaustion, which sometimes comes thus 
opportunely to our relief, when our overtaxed powers of 
endurance must inevitably fail us, but for the blessed interval 
of refreshment and oblivion thus afforded . 

And such refreshment comes most often to novices in suffer­
ing. It is when sleep fails us, though most deeply needed, 
that a. more interior phase of suffering is enlcrecl on, and the 
necessity of a higher strength and fortitude realized, than we 
have any conception of in our earlier trials. 

There was no sleep for Bernard Huntley that night. In 
his lonely study, in bis desolate home, he sat hour after hour, 
wilh teeth set, and folded arms, and brows contracted, like a 
man in some extremity of physical :i.gony; battling ,rith dark 
thoughts, and terrible suggestions of the e,il mice within, 
which threalened to overwhelm all better counsel of the sLill 
small voice that speaks ever of peace and comforl, even in 
darkesl hours, would men but listen and hearken to it. 
Happily for him, he had long been used, not only to listen, but 
to hearken : and though the large drops rolled down his fore­
head as he sat there, oulmudly rigid and motionless as a ror k; 
though his spirit might quail and shiver in its anguish, before 
Lhe gloomy, spectre-haunted loneliness of the path liis inner Lye 
was shaping and dwelling on amid Lhe misls of the unccrlain 
future; though the struggle might be fierce -the ,ictory \\'as 
sure. For he kne\\' where slrcngth alone lies,-who it is th;,t 
treads down our enemies, in the biller connicts which teach 
us how far harder it is to live bravely on, than to \\'ekome 
"the beautirul angel, Death," so falsely named the king of 
terrors. 

It was o,er rl last; the dark hour had passed a\\'ny, aml he 
could think calmly a.gain, though wiLh a pang at his heart the 
\\'hile, of Helen, a.s she had stood the 1>re\'iou~ evening in all 
her maiden queenliness, drooping her head benea.Lb the light 
weight of the bridal tiring they had decked her ,rith in sport­
drooping, till she felt the touch of his lips upon her hand, aml 
gave him-that look! He held his breath to think of iL o ! 
it was only surprise; she might well be surprist:rl. J low should 
she dream of the anguish it had cost him to sLifk-no, to hide 
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-l1is love; resigning all hope, without seeking so much as a 
look of love or sympathy from her? 

Ile thought he could have been content with sympathy. If 
she could only know all that he had suffered and must suffer, 
and feel for him, and speak comfort to him, as he knew she 
would-dic.l he not remember her sympathy when he told her 
of the blank his mother's loss had made in his life ?-he fancied 
it would be comparatively easy to submit and to endure. If she 
could but know how he loved her! 

He snatched up a pen to write; but it was soon flung down 
again. What sort of love could it be which thus urged him to 
pain her with even an echo of his misery? Selfish ! And 
what if she-- The deathly pallor of his countenance, as 
the thought suggested itself, proved that his misery might be 
evcn deeper yet; but he must face the question. What if her 
answer should bctray that the S'uffering was not his alone? 

With convulsive energy he tore the paper to shreds, and 
flung them from him as if he would fling away, for ever, the 
thought which involved a temptation he might not be able to 
bear. There must be no looking back from the plough, no 
pallering with temptation. lf, :i.s he trusted, as he would trust 
and believe, the suffering were all his own, Jct it remain so! 
Suffer he must himself, but God forbicl that he should aclcl a 
grain of sand's weight to the burdens of another, much less to 
hers! Y\Tould he not rather die no! that wcre a poor sacri­
fice-rather live out a life of thousandfold suffcring, if so he 
mighL acid one clay of happiness to her life-his Helcn, his 
darling, his whitc rose! 

I Ie laid his hand with a sort of reverence on the \\'itherecl 
white rose, which h<.! had caught as she flung it the morning of 
the wedding at Emlyn Priory, and which now lay before hilll 
with the forgt.:t-me-nots-she had not so much as given him 
those, either and vowed deeply in his heart yet once again, 
that, 11ith Gocl's help, he 11ould be no coward. 

For I Iclen was not mistaken when she deemed, in hcr 
enthusiasm, that Bcrnarcl J luntlcy bore "ithin him thc spirit 
of a martyr; a spirit no less needful ancl admirable now, 
though somewhat clifferrntly exercised in our clay, than when 
men wcre callcd on to endurc martyrdom al the stake, in 
dd(.!JlC(.! of a persecutcd crced. 

p 



CHAPTER XVI, 

CTERI\LP MARSTON, 

God be praised, the mennest of IIis creatures 
llas l wo soul-sides: one, to face the world with ; 
One, to show a woman when he loves her. 

IlROWNTNG, 

TnE next day Helen accompanied Mrs. Montagu to 
Brighton; but she was too utterly depressed to notice the 
extra ungraciousness of that Lady's manner towards her, 
occasioned by the discovery just made, that her nephew was 
negotiating his exchange in earnest, a step which would de­
stroy her last hope of compassing the match she was so bent 
on. But when a few days had betrayed to Mrs. Montagu 
Helen's unmistakable depression of spirits, her hopes revived. 
Something had gone wrong. l)erhaps Helen had been expect• 
ing Mr. Carysfort to return to the wedding, and was thus dis­
appointed in that and other expectations. A disappointment 
often brought a young lady to her senses, however saucy she 
might be; so Helen might, after all, prove more manageable 
now. She only trusted Gerald would soon join them ; and, 
doubtless, the exchange might easily be cancelled. 

So Mrs. Montagu suddenly became most affectionately con­
siderate to her step-daughter, pitying her tenderly for the bad 
headaches which she pressed her to acknowledge as the cause 
of her apparent indisposition. She had been doing too much, 
Mrs. Montagu said, and knocking herself up in town; but 
quiet and the sea-air would soon strengthen l1er ! Driving up 
and down the parade would do her good ! 

How Helen hated the very sight of that paradt:: ! She fdt, 
indeed, rather grateful for l\lrs. Montagu's unusual kindness, 
and clid her best to respond to it; for in Captain Marston's 
absence it did not occur to her to connt::ct it with him ; and 
she ascribed iL to that sympathy for illness, which some women 
feel who have but little to spare for other more grieyous ills. 
But she had much rather have been left to herself. She was 
sickening for rest, for solitude. Fields and woods to roam in 
by herself-there to face and fight out the struggle between 
her crushed affections, and her earnest desire to accept and 
acc1uicsce in the lot assigned hcr-\\·ould lrnYe been luxury, 
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happiness in comparison. For the dreary monotonous routine 
of a place like Brighton, in society like Mrs. Montagu's, was 
absolute torture heaped on her previous wretchedness. l\forn­
ing walks and afternoon drives; visits to and from watering­
place idlers, no peace, no rest, no shade, either for soul or 
sense, in that remorseless glare and bustle, by which, above all 
oth1.;r fashionable English watering-places, Brighton stands 
prc-cminenlly distinguished. 

Helen's only hours of freedom were before breakfast; and 
how she rejoiced now in l\Irs. l\1ontagu's love of late hours ! 
Rising early herself, from restless and broken slumbers, she 
would steal forth to her favourite resort, that lower storey 
among the piles at the head of the chain-pier, where only she 
was sure of being able to sit alone, and listen to the plashing of 
the waves at her very feet; undisturbed save by the dulled 
sound of steps and voices overhead, and that only when the 
waves were at the stillest. When they clash and foam among 
the piles, even but a little, thunder would scarcely be heard 
there, much less steps and voices. Dut for the hours she spent 
there, I Ielen felt as if she could never have got through the 
weary wretchedness of the rest of the day. At ten o'clock, 
or even later, she coulcl return to the hotel, not far from the 
head of the pier, at which they were staying, without meeting 
many idlers, at least of the class among which Mrs. Montagu's 
ac<1uaintance lay, ancl still be in time for breakfast. And what 
company so good as the plashing waves for a strugglmg, heavy 
heart like hers? l•:specially in the gales prevalent at that 
season, when the waves roared like thunder among the piles, 
and the wind well-nigh took away her breath if she faced it, 
it was almost pleasure, it was certainly balm to pain, 10 sit there 
in a somewhat sheltered nook, yet within reach of the clash of 
th1.; spray, which seemed to cool her for1.;heacl as it fell there, 
anrl almost lose sense of her inward disc1uie1, surrendering 
herself to exkrnal impressions, sootl1ed by the tunrnll of winds 
and waves. 

But one morning, as she was tinguiclly rl!lurning along the 
pier, she met C;11,tain Marston. J le had, no doubt, come to 
join the regiment into which he had exchangec.1 ; and now that 
he had found her on the pier before breakfast, ther1.; would be 
no more peace ! She would have to stay at home ! She was 
feeling too ckpressed to be angry, or provoked; hut her heart 
sank like lead within her, though this was but a straw added 
to her burden. She could not help herself. Walk home she 

]• 2 
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must, with him beside her, taking all the care of her that an 
escorl can take of a lady, who will not honour him by accept­
ing his arm ; and that Captain Marston had long since learned 
it was in vain to offer. He troubled her, however, with little 
conversation, and her words, when compelled to speak, wtre 
the fewest possible ; but it was humiliation and bitterness to 
be compelled so to walk on beside him, when the one she 
would have given worlds to see guarding her with the same 
jealous attention, was far away, and severed from her by more 
than earthly distance. 

Then his question as to Mr. Huntley's presence at the 
wedcting recurred to her, with the exasperating idea that he 
might now be come to observe the effects of their meeting in 
London ; and her pride rose in arms at Lhe possibility of his 
perceiving Lhat she was unhappy. So she tried to harden her­
self to the inward consciousness of suffering, that she might 
wear her old semblance of haughty indiffereuce ; und Mrs. 
Montagu flattered herself, when the two came in together, that 
Helen was really looking in l.Jetter spirits already. Charming ! 
It would do, after all ! 

But Mrs. Montagu was reckoning without her host; aml 
great was her dismay on learning from her nephew, when 
Helen, at the earliest possible opportunity, left them to enter­
tain eacb other, that he had not only completed the exchange, 
but, having obtained leave to join in India, instead of accom­
panying the troops out, intended to pass tbe interval in 
travelling, and was going to leave England in a week. Remon­
strance was useless ; and when, in her wrath, she declared he 
was a fool, to l.Je taking off in this way, just when the best 
possible chance of success offered, he answered bitterly, Lhat 
he knew he was a fool; but it was for having stayed playing the 
fool so long, not for being sick of it now! Nor would he 
allow her to relie\·e her feelings by al.Jusing Helen. She might 
call him a fool or wl1a,t she pleased; but not a word should she 
say against Helen in his hearing, or he would go straight off 
to London, and not come back again. And as this was the 
last thing Mrs. Montagu wished, she immediately took the 
other tack, assuring him it was only her affection for himself 
which could prompt a feeling against their charming Helen. 
Gerald must stay as Jong as he possibly could. She was sure 
Helen was relenting in her heart. Gerald listened with some­
thing between a smile and a sneer, and replied hoarsely that he 
was fool enough to intend to stay as long as he could, if she 
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would but let him and Helen alone, which she was fain to 
promise she would. 

A few days passed, and Captain Marston's presence affected 
Helen but little. She was too much engrossed by her heavy 
sorrow to mind his mere presence, and it even enabled her to 
escarc some of the wearisome walks and drives on which he 
could now accompany his aunt, who, with the dread of Gerald's 
threat before her eyes, was forced to let Helen's defection pass, 
however little she might like it. And when, after much debate, 
she had ventured forth again to her favourite resort, and passed 
her interval of self.indulgence undisturbed, she felt once more 
comparatively at case. But when, morning after morning, she 
met him, as the first, upon the pier on her return, she merely 
rejoiced that he had not discovered her retreat : little dream­
ing how he followed, and watched, and waited, all for the sake 
of that brief walk home by her side, or what it cost him not to 
follow her to the retreat which he had discovered the very first 
clay, before she suspected his vicinity. 

The week went by, and one morning at breakfast, Captain 
Marston abruptly observed that he should return to London 
that evening; and to his aunt's deprecating inquiry when they 
might expect him back, he replied, even more abruptly, "Not 
at all." 

Mrs. ;,[ontagu could scarcely contain herself till breakfast 
was over; and then, not caring to trust to Helen's lea\'ing 
them, which she might safely have done, told her nephew she 
would take his arm for a stroll on the parade, and hurried off 
to prepare for a walk . Helen took her usual seat by the 
window; ancl though she opened a book, her eyes strayed a,rny 
to the white-capped ,rnves, and she longed for the rocking and 
tossing upon them, which might lull and deaden the strife 
within. She wondered whether she would be frightened if she 
were on them in a storm-in great danger? Why should she? 
A brief struggle-and scarcely that--it would be pleasant to 
sink into the cool, white waves-and then peace, rest! For 
VCJ'Olld, there could surely not be this desperate clinging to for­
lJidden happiness ; there, surely that must be Jdt to be goo<l, 
which here is only k11ow11 to be so, because permitted by 
Goodness Divine. Yet must not the unrest, the repining, be 
conquered, the heart-trust in Providence be realized here, 
before peace could be attained even in heaven? 

She had so lost herself in thought, that she had been un­
conscious of Captain Marston's leaving the room, and of sundry 
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sharp words interspersed in the colloquy carried on, m an 
under-tone, between him and his aunt outside the door. 

"Be satisfied ! I am going to speak lo her ! " were his last 
l;itterly-spokcn words as he turned to re-enter the room ; l;ut 
even then Helen did not look up as the door closecl, and he 
harl placed himself close in front of her, before she awoke 
to the consciousness of his presence. Then she started and 
coloured with surprise, but said, as carelessly as she could, " I 
thought you were gone out "·ith rnamma." 

"My aunt is gone out," replied Captain ?lfarston, colouring 
far more deeply than she had clone, with the effort of speaking 
calmly; " I remained to re(J\1est the honour of a few minutes' 
conversation with you." 

Helen did not colour this time; but the change in her face 
as she rose hastily to her feet ! She could not now summon 
at command the haughty coldness, bel1ind whi<h, a few weeks 
since, she would ha Ye sheltered herself; and besides, she had 
felt as if that danger were o,·er. 

" Do not Le alarmed, .'\[iss l\Iontagu ! " said Gerald, with a 
glance in which a half-bitter triumph was strangely blended 
with passionate admiration. "Pray resume your seat for a 
few moments I Do not be afraid! You haYe taught me my 
place!" 

Ile spoke in such l;itkr earnest, pointing so n.:solutc:ly lo a 
seat he had placed for her al a little clistance from her former 
one, which was all too much exposed to the scrutiny of passers­
liy, that she involuntarily yielded to the strength of his will, 
and seated hcrsc:lf, almost bewildered between the reverie from 
which she was still but half-roused, and the strangeness of 
Captain Marston'!; looks and manner. He remained stand­
ing on the other side of the table, looking her full in the 
face. 

"I am not going to annoy you, 1\fo;s i\fontagu, with pro­
testations of the love it has pleased you to s orn so supremely," 
: ai I Gerald, his features working convulsiYely with the injured 
and passionate feelings which must be kept down, that he 
might for once giYe them vent in words. "I have no wish to 
excite either your compassion or your anger. I am going 
away-to forget my dream," he added hoarsely, in a lower 
Yoice. "Grant me only the poor indulgence of knowing why 
my love should have been deemed so utterly contemptible­
or should I say, so utterly heneath contempt? "'hy you, 
who can l>e an angel of goodness and patience to every one 
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else, shoukl, from /irsl to last, have treated me-like a dog! 
Yes, like a dog, Miss Montagu ! Me, who would have died 
lo plcasl! you! " 

liden was pclrilil!d. 
" I dare say I am not worthy of you," he continued, vehe­

mently; " I never thought [ was! I Dl!Vl!r thought about it', 
till your scorn half maddened me, and set me ml!asming my 
own worth lcssness to justify you if I could. But I liavc never 
disgraced my station or calling as an oHkcr and a gentleman, 
and I was not s•.tch a fool but I knew your worth, and your 
incliffl!rencl! to the hanl>les which the world makes its gods. 
Ancl r lovecl you, lJekn l\lontagu; no man on e::uth could 
havl! lovecl you i>l!ltcr; ancl you have tr:unpled 011 my lovl!, 
ignored iL as ]Jl!lleat!1 your Vl!ry notice, disdaining even Lo 
rcjert it ! " 

What could Ilckn say? She was growing paler every 
moment. 

" rs love w snJH.:rabunclant in the world?" he went on ; 
"arc a man'8 fcdings so utterly unworthy of consideration, as 
never to have deserved one gentle thought, or word, or look, 
in return for the life's devotion you contemned? Even now," 
he adcled, his voice softening involnntarily, "when I was weak 
enough to hope your own unhappiness might inspire some 
shade of symp:tthy for mine-- Did you suppose I did not 
know you were unhappy?" he continued, more gently still, 
moving nearer to her as she dropped her face upon her hands. 
" Did you think you coul.d he unhappy, and I not feel it? 1 
dare say yon will not believe it; I thought myself that nothing 
could have bccn worsc than to sec you as I would give my 
right hancl to sec you now ralli::rnt with happiness of your 
own, if ever so careless of mine; for, believe me, Fate docs 
not wreak hl!r worst spite upon a man, till she shows him 
tl,c woman he loves 11nlia;,py-hc knowing that the consola­
tion he would lay clown his life to offer is not only out of 
his power to give, !Jut that the very wish would be scorned, 
despised"---

1 Iis voice had sunk to a hoarse whisper, and Helen raised 
her head with an exclamation. 

"Oh, Captain Marston, pray do not s::.y that I I am so 
sorry ! I never knew, 1 never believed, that you really cared 
for me ! " But she could not bear his look, and hid her fact 
in her hands ag::.in. 

"You never believed I really loved you! Perhaps you 
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tl1ought I wanle<l your money?" returned Gerald, m a low 
tone of intense billerncss. 

"Pray forgive me-it was very wrnng-but-mamma-your 
aunt"-- was all Helen could say. 

"Mercenary enough, I grant you," said Captain J\Iarston, 
his voice softening again at her evident distress. "But must 
I be like her? Could you not have judged me hy any more 
merciful standard-by yourself, for instance? But never mind, 
it is all over now 1 Only, for God's sakc,-and for your own 
sake, too, for it was not worlhy of you, Helen !-never treat 
another poor fellow as you have treated me; and God bless 
you, notwithstanding ! " 

He was standing quite close to her no"·, looking down on 
her with such deep, sorrowful tenderness, as if waiting for some 
answer, which Lhe Lears she was struggling to choke back would 
not allow her to make. 

"You will say good-bye to me? You arc not angry with me 
now, Cousin Helen?" said Gerald, very humbly; for his resent­
ment had exhausted itself, and he loved her so deeply! 

A desperate temptation flashed a ross Helen's mind, to say 
the word, to give the look, which her woman's instinct told her 
would sufnce to bring him to her feet, and then to marry him, 
and go away-away,-and forget all this wretched dream! She 
fdt so inexpressibly desolate at heart, and to be loved is so 
alluring ! But happily hers was too upright a mind to be 
blinded to the treachery of deceiving, with the mockery of ::t 

loveless marriage, the man to whom she had already giYcn 
such just cau ·e of upbraiding-even had no vision of Bernard 
risen up between them-and the thought was rejected as soon 
as recognized. But speak she must; and offering him her 
hand, while tears trembled on her downcasL lashes, she said, 
eyen more humbly than he himself had spoken:-" Can you 
forgive me all my unkindness, Cousin Gerald?" 

"Cousin Gerald ! " What would he not have given in past 
days to win her to such a concession? And, even now, though 
he knew just how much it meant, she could hardly have made 
a more ,relcome atonement to his feelings. 

" Forgive you ! As if I could help it ! " he exclaimed, pas­
sionntely kissing tbe hand she extended, and imprisoning and 
pressing it all the more tenderly, because Helen, unable in 
!1cr present state of mental and physical depression longer to 
c0ntrol her agitation, had covered her face with her other 
hand, and burst into tears. 



GERALD MARSTO~. 217 

"Cousin Ilelcn ! Do not-pray <lo not! I would not 
trouble you for the world ! Indeed, I did not mean"--

" Cousin Cer::tld," said I [clen, recoveriug herself by a great 
effort, "you make me more ashamed of myself than ever; and 
the worst of it is, I can do nothing to atone to you. I cannot 
even say, ' Do not go away, anrl I will liehave very differently 
in foture;' for it is besL yon should go. But if you come I.Jack 
years hcncl'., and will let me, I will be a good cousin and sister 
to yon then, if you will forgive and forget all you have known 
of me this time." 

She looked up steadily now, with such a deprecating expres­
sion in her cli.:ar, lrntbful eyes, that even a man less adoring in 
love than ( ;ernld Marston, rnusl h:we forgiven her for not being 
able lo Jove him in return. 

"Thank you, Cousin l fclen," said he, very gratefully; " I 
dare say that will be best after all. I am not fit, I know, for 
an angel like you; and not to have made you happy, would 
have been worse than anything. But I could not forget you 
if l triell; anrl I am not going to try. I shall lie quite con­
tent if you will only think kindly of me sometimes. And 
there is one thing more"- he hesitated, hut Helen's eyes 
encourngecl him to go on: " if -if ever you should be-very 
happy "-his voice dropped and tremlilcd painfully-" will you 
let me hear it from yourself? I could bear it better that 
,vay." 

"Oh, Cousin Ceralcl, I would indeed!" said Helen, turning 
red, and then white again; "but-it will never happen!'' 

"Yes, it will; l know it will ! " returned Gerald. "Good­
bye, then, and God bless you again and again, and for ever ! " 
I k had seized both her hands, pressed them to his lips, and 
was gone, !Jcfure she could articulate a word in reply; and 
entirely overrnme, she buried her face in her hands, and sobbecl 
long and bitterly. 

She saw no more of Captain Marston, though he did not 
leave Brighton that evening till he had hovered about for 
hours, vainly trying to catch a glimpse of her. No more was 
set:n of Helen that day, either at the window, or on the stair­
case, or on the esplanade. When Mrs. Montagu returned 
from her walk, she was informed that Miss Montagu was lying 
clown, witl1 a !Jae! headache, and had given orders not to be 
clistmbed; nor did she face her step-mother again till she 
had braced herself to the effort by her usual morning walk 
next day. 
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Ceral<l contented himself, therefore, by vowing to his aunt 
that if she annoyed Helen after he was gone, he would never 
come back lo England at all; and mystified her by darkly in­
timating that he would be sure to hear of it, though when she 
hastily caught up the hint, inquiring if he meant that Helen 
had promised to write to him, he only retorted that he meant 
nothing, except that she should treat Helen properly. He took 
his departure, consoling himself, as best he might, by the re­
flection, that, after all, he had rather remember her as he had 
last seen her, with tears in her eyes, calling him " Cousin 
Gerald" so kindly and gently. Since he could ne\'er be more 
to her, even that was something; ancl he "·ould try anrl think 
of her as "Cousin Helen," in return. No, it was no good ! If 
he livecl a hundred years, he should always fed the same lo 
her. How coul<l he help it? Who in the worl<l had he ever 
known to compare to her? And how was it to be expccte<l 
she should ever ha\'e cared for an insignificant fellow like him? 
Though if she bad not cared for some one else, who could tell? 
But she did; and he knew for whom !-Poor Gerald! 

The effects of Gerald's threats and mystifications,-some­
what increased by Helen's bad headache,-lasted for a clay or 
two; and l\Irs. Montagu forebore, at first, to annoy her step­
daughter by covert innuendoes or direct reproaches; but failing 
to extract from her the remotest allusion to the mysterious 
last interview, she gradually worked herself into a worse fit of 
ill-humour than usual, which added, as much as it was possible 
for such trivialities to add, to Helen's aggravated mental 
distress. · 

For it needed no unkindness or reproaclws from without, to 
sharpen the sting which the remembrance of that parting scenc 
with Gerald l\Iarston daily and hourly rene1Yecl to Helen's feel­
ings. She saw clearly, now, how unjustifiably she had acted ; 
and that, moreover, it ,ras not only prejudice against her step­
mother's nephew, which had blinded her to the honest warmth 
of his feelings, and to what was due to them. It had been 
<1uite as much a tacit resentment of what she regarded as his 
presumption in seeking her; looking down on him, as she was 
now conscious she had always done, for his lack of intellectual 
superiority, and insignificant exterior; never deigning to in­
quire if he might bear a true, warm heart beneath it? Had 
she really dared to despise-to treat like a clog, as in bitter­
ness of spirit he had told her-a man capable of such ardent, 
humble, unselfish love as his parting words betrayed? She 
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who had prided herself on the warm feelings and sympathies, 
whi< h, in her eyes, were-what she bad entreated Florence 
not to believe "cleverm:ss '' to be,- "the best part of her!" 
She who had fiatlercd l1ersdf, as she told Horace Carysfort, 
that she had seen and abjured the error of undervaluing others 
because they did not come up to her standard ! She who had 
fancied herself for months past to be emulating Florence's 
gcnlleness and kindness to all around her ! That she should 
all this wl1ile h:ive been pursuing, towards one thus invariably 
ancl paticntly devotcd to her, such a system of behaviour as 
fully to justify the bitterness of upbraiding which it wrung 
her heart to recall ! She was shamed, humiliated beyond ex­
presswn. 

And be would never even know how her heart ached in ils 
loneliness for the misery she had caused him ! If only he had 
n0t loved her ! If he had l.Jut told her that her haughtiness, 
her heartless injustice, had cured the infatuation which first 
maclc her lovable in his eyes ; instead of welcoming her 
slightest, her first and only words of courtesy and kindness, 
as something for which to be as grateful as most men would 
have been for a return of their attachment. "\Vas it surprising 
her own love should not have prospered? Had she not, per­
haps, thus wrecked Bernard's happiness too, since her punish­
ment must necessarily involve his suffering ?-how she clung 
to the lJelicf that he did suffer like herself! 

And further, if she were capable of such supercilious, un­
fcel ing rontlurt towards one, might she not have given others 
also just cause of complaint, in a less degree? Might there 
not have been reason for that fear or dislike of her in society, 
"hich she had attributed solely to her reputation for "clever­
ness"? \light not Miss l\fontagu have been justly considered 
"S<> very disagreeable," as she had once complained to Florence 
th:1.t the wonted remark, "so very clever" seemed framed to 
imply? 

Little did Geralrl Marston dream, in his humble, self.abasing 
sorrow over his lost love, of the powerful and salutary effect 
upon II cl en's character, wl1ich the indignant outburst of his 
bitter sens<.; of her injustice was destinc<l to work. Could he 
have rightly cstimatecl it, he need scarcely have grudged the 
hitlerest moments he hacl known, during the period of his 
hopeless, but thus not wholly wasted, devotion at the shrine 
of his heart's idol. It rec1uires, indeed, no ordinary elevation 
of mind and feeling to lie susceptible of genuine, sincere hu-
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rniliation; but when really experienced and accepted, as now 
by Helen, there is no balm in Gilead so powerful for the 
healing and purification of the soul's sicknesses and corrup­
tions, which all spring from the one root-inordinate self­
love. For this requires only to be seen and felt in its reality, 
stripped of the false glosses which habitually invest it, to be 
abjured and battled against "·ith that sincerity and earnestness, 
which, under God's blessing ensure the victory. Not that 
any of us see, or that Helen now saw, this wholly at once; but 
the true light once let in, she, at least, was not one to shun or 
turn from it. Yet such lessons as she was now learning are 
a heavy tax upon the spirits; and when, some fortnight later, 
her father came to spend a couple of days at Brighton, he 
was struck by her pale and altered appearance. He was not 
a man of many words, and his own natural reserve of feeling 
indisposed him to inquire openly wl1at ailed her. But he 
watched her anxiously, and finding his wife in no gracious 
mood after her nephew's departure, came to the conclusion 
that Helen had been annoyed on that score. His determina­
tion was soon taken and announced to her the same day, 
during an afternoon walk. 

"Helen, you are not looking well," said he. "I should 
think Brighton cannot agree with you. Do you like being 
here i'" 

" Like it ! '' said Helen. " I should say I could not bear it, 
only of course one can bear anything," she added, forcing a 
faint smile. 

"Good; then I take you home with me the day after to­
morrow." 

"0 papa," exclaimed Helen, "I should be so thankful to 
go ! And I think you must want me at home; I am sure I 
want you!" Iler eyes filled with tears at the thought of the 
desolation of spirit, to which his arrival had brought the first 
glimpse of relief. 

" I want to see you without such pale cheeks, child ! " said 
ber father, but there was a sound in his voice which instantly 
recalled Helen's anxtety about him ; and perceiving for the 
first time how careworn he looked, she reproached herself for 
her absorption in her own troubles. 

" Oh ! do not mind my pale cheeks, dear papa," she re­
turned, trying to speak cheerfully. "I shall be all right when 
I get home to the Park with you. I am so fond of the dear 
old place." 
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"Are you?" said Mr. Montagu, smothering a sigh: and 
tl1cn added quickly, as if to change the subject : "Can you be 
ready by the day after to-morrow?" 

The announcement of Helen's intended return was far from 
pleasing to Mrs. Montagu. She always professed that solici­
tude for Helen's amusement was her reason for exerting her­
self to go so much into society; and must now resign either 
this favourite fiction, or else any further Brighton dissipation 
for herself. But a hint that she also could return home, if she 
really expected to feel her solitude at Brighton too oppressive, 
had the desired effect, and Helen's rekase was no further con­
tested. 

When fairly seated in the train, about to leave Brighton, 
I fclen fell, though sl1e could h::udly tell wl1y, as if th<.; worst 
were over. 

CHAPTER XVII. 

HELEN AND IDA, 

All through life there nre wny-sicle inns 
\Vhere man may refresh his soul with love, 

Even the sad,k,t m:ty quench his thirst 
Al rivulets fed hy springs from :thove. 

LO!'(r.F1;1.r.nw. 

\VJTAT a welcome refreshment both to body and mind even 
a single clay's journey often prov<.;s, especially, as was now the 
case with Helen, wlwn it removes us from the scene of some 
painful occurrence, over which we have brooded till the very 
air seems identified with the nightmare of suffering that 
oppresses us. 

Debarred from all sympathy, and struggling vainly with the 
bitter and sorrowful feelings which for th<.; time completely 
overwhelmed her, Helen had been in danger of adopting a 
morbid view of things ; and the first beneficial result of the 
welcome change of scene was a somewhat lightened sense of 
the wrong inflicl(;d on another, which is to a generous mind, 
of all burdens the most crushing. 

,vrong and unkindness she had, indeed, recklessly, culpably, 
inflicted; but to reproach herself as having wrecked Gerald 
M arston's happiness in life, had been an exaggeration of ex­
cited feeling. Under no circumstanc<.;s could she have re­
turned his love, and for his unfortunately fixing his ardent 
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affections on her, she could in no way be held responsible. 
For his ultimate happiness or unhappiness in life, moreover, 
who, indeed, could be responsible but himself? s\nd might 
she not hope, that, endowed with such capacity of warm and 
generous attachment, with such a humble estimate of his own 
merits, he must eventually meet with some adec1uate compen­
sation for present suffering? 

That she had needlessly aggravated that suffering, and erred 
from a conceit of her own fancied superiority, must indeetl 
remain a humbling remembrance, though a salutary lesson 
also; and it would be long, no doL1bt, before she could hear 
the name of Gerald Marston without a pang of painfully acute 
self-reproach. Dut this was, after all, not the question for 
her future ; not the real sorro1v and struggle of her life ; and 
it was clearly a case in which regret for the past could only 
safely be manifested by a better performance of all her duties 
henceforward; the first and dearest of which-to do her best 
towards contributing to her father's happiness-was now re. 
stored to her. She entered with him the home which she had 
left a few weeks before, with a sharp pang indced, at remem­
brance of the bright hopes she had then carried with her, yet 
with a heart somewhat lightened of the load she had since 
been well-nigh sinking under. 

As to Bernard Huntley, she could no 1uore cease to love, 
than penetrate the mystery which hung over him. She could 
not even try to 1mlove him-if the exprcssion may be per­
mitted -for she had learned nothing to show him less worthy 
of love, less congenial to her ideas of true manly excellence. 
BL1t since they were thus severed, she could school herself to 
accept the trial bravely and unmurmuringly; nor woulJ she 
even dwell upon vague hopes for the future. She must achieve 
contentment, nay, happincss, amid the realities, the many bles­
sings of her actual life ; not se · k false solace from dreams and 
imaginings, destined, in all human probability nevcr to. be 
realized, and the disappointment of which might make her un-. 
grateful for whatever should be granted in their stead. The 
struggle might be severe, but, 1f she persevered, it must surely 
prove successful. 

A few days passed; but, truth to tell, each weighed heavier 
than the preceding one, as the first renewal of energy spring­
ing from change of air and scene wore off by degrecs. With 
her father, indeed, she could exert hcrself to bc cheerful, and 
it was a rest from her sad thoughts to cxcrt hcr::ielf for his 
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sake; but she saw little of him, save at breakfast and dinner. 
All day long he was at the bank in X-- ; and even in the 
evenings, despite her persuasions, he would retire, wearied 
and jaded as he looked, to his library, and bury himself in 
business-papers, assuring her that she could not help him ; 
and then Helen would sec no more of him till she stole in to 
bid b im good-night, and beg him not to sit up too late. 

The whole long days at least, therefore, she was alone ; and 
though at first it was a relief to wander about solitary in the 
beautiful grounds which contrasted so refreshingly with the 
detested parade at Brighton, yet now that there was no 
further change or aid from without to look to, her depression 
soon returned with increasing weight. The ques'tion began 
to force itself upon her, whether it were practically possible 
to achieve, under such sorrow as hers, the happiness, or even 
the contentment and serenity, which she had learned to regard 
it as a duty to attain? She could endure, of course ; she was 
enduring: but while the very sunshine brought tears to her 
eyes hy its contrast to the gloom of her spirits; while shefdt 
as if she could never again know a moment of true heart­
happiness, how coLtld she believe in reality what she had been 
so ready to accept in theory, as to suffering and yet not being 
unhappy; enduring, and finding recompense in the very dis­
cipline of endurance ? 

This doubt whi h threatened the whole foundations of her 
faith-for if the yoke of duty prove not easy; the burden of 
those who take it freely upon them not light; if, in brief, one 
promise fail us, how may we trust any ?-this doubt became 
so torturing, that Helen was forced to rouse herself to seek 
distraction from without. She was beginning to feel almost 
afraid of the lonely brooding ovc:r her sorrow, which seemed 
leading to worse than sorrow itself. 

The Emlyns were still away; but were there not Frank 
and Florence at the Priory Cottage, little dreaming of her 
being near them? She longed for a glimpse of their happi­
ness, yet shrank from meeting Florence, partly from her dis­
taste lo the sort of hypocrisy towards her, which the continued 
concealment of her feelings seemed to involve ; partly from 
the opposite dread of betraying them. Go, however, she 
must, since it would be high treason indeed to friendship, to 
kt them hear by chance of her being at home ; so one day, 
when she had been more than a week at the park, the ponies 
were onlered al twelve o'clock, and Helen smiled sadly as she 
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found them fulfilling Florence's prophecy of their " scamper­
ing across country to the Priory Cottage." 

She found no one in the pretty little drawing-room she was 
shown into; but all looked so lovely and home-like, with the 
signs of its young mistress's occupation scattered about­
work, books, music, and even a letter, just begun, to "Dearest 
Helen "-and the little garden so bright in the soft October 
sunshine, backed by the woods of the Priory Park, rich in 
autumnal hues and opening glades dim in the distance with 
soft, faint purple mists, that Helen felt as if transported to 
some little fairy paradise. Penetrated with the atmosphere 
of peace and beauty diffused around her, she stood looking 
out, while tears involuntarily gathered in her eyes, when arms 
were thrown gently round her, and the "Dearest Helen," was 
uttered in tones of surprised but unfeigned delight. 

"Naughty child! not to let me know you were coming, and 
give me the pleasure of expecting you ! " said Florence. 

"Dear Florence, it does my heart good to see you! You 
look like happiness itself! " returned Helen, kissing her again 
and again ; and they were still standing, entwined in most 
loving embrace, when another pair of arms was thrown round 
them both, and Frank's beaming face looked in between 
them. 

"I must see who can be kissing my wife at this rate ! " 
Had any other man in the world, her father excepted, 

greeted her in such fashion, Helen would certainly havc bowed 
him back into his proper place again; but there was no re­
sisting the appeal of Frank Liltleton's playful tones and 
sunny smile, and she turned to offer him both her hands, with 
a smile almost as bright as his own. 

"Dear l\1r. Littleton ! I am so glad"- she began, but 
Florence's hand was placed playfully on her lips, and Frank 
rejoined, laughingly threatening her with his eyes-

" We have already been passing laws to regulate your future 
behaviour. There is no knowing what I shall do, unless you 
call me 'Frank' directly. I cannot allow my wife to ha\'c a 
sister who is not my sister too ! " 

"\Vell, Frank! I am sure I have no objection," said Helen, 
smiling; and frank, suddenly kissing and releasing her 
hands, clapped his own in triumph, and then putting his arm 
round Florence, whispered, quite loud enough for Helen to 
hear-

" I think we shall be able to manage her, do not you ? " 
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'· Who 1s to m~nage you?" replied Florence, pretending to 
scold him. " Dear Helen, you must not be shocked at him; 
he is just like a boy at home for the holidays. Now come and 
sit down, and let me make you at home." 

So Helen was led to a sofa, and Florence began to take off 
her bonnet, kissing and rejoicing over her meanwhile; and 
IIelen let her do it, it was so pleasant. 

"What may I take off?" said Frank, pretending to help. 
"Why you must take yourself off, and have the ponies put 

up directly," said Florence, looking up at him archly and 
lovingly, though half-shyly still. 

"La reinc le veut I ancl I am her slave ! " exclaimed Frank, 
bowing profoundly, and disappearing instantly, followed to 
the door hy Florence, who whispered a few words, probably of 
household import; while Helen looked after them with swim­
ming eyes and a full heart. Oh ! the blessing of such life­
sunshine as theirs ! 

She was no longer afraid of betraying herself. She still, 
indeed, fdt conscious of her unhappiness; but it seemed to 
have rctre:1tccl before their loving, joyous smiles and greetings 
into the deep n.:n_•sscs of her hc:1rt. No fear of its obtrud­
ing itself now on the ple:1sure of Lhcir meeting; the spell was 
too potent which had charmed it to rest. 

They were uoth uack again in a moment ; and she must 
face their surprise, and Florencc's gentle chidings, when forced 
to confess how long she had been near them without corning 
to sec them. She could only apologise humbly, and promise 
Letter beh[l,viour in future, allowing them to suppose that she 
had felt fearful of intruding on them too soon; a distrust of 
their friendship, for the heinousness of which Frank confessed 
himself unable to devise adequate punishment; so as Florence 
suggested, they must perforce forgive her this time. 

Then she was introduced anew Lo the "est:1te," as Frank 
c.:tlle<l it with an air of comical importance, and lunch fol­
lowed, and the hours flc\\· so swiftly, th:1t all were surprised 
whr;n five o'clock arrived, and she rnusl needs return home, to 
be in time for her father's dinner-hour. She was not allowed 
to depart ,1ithout faithful promises lo come again soon, and 
often ; ::md tender admonitions from Florencc not to catch cold 
on the way home; and hints from Frank, that if she did not 
coml.! often enough, he knew where to fetch her from now; and 
good-bye was said many times over, and then rendered fruitless 
by more last words. Her last look left the two standing mm-
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in-arm at the liLtle garden gale, Florence looking up at her 
huslxmd wilh such a fulness of loving satisfaclion, as must 
alone have assured Helen of the realization of her highest 
wishes for her frieno's h:tppiness. 

Dut as she lost sight of them and their happiness, the cloud 
of her own sorro,Ys seemed to close round her in deepened 
gloom ; the torturing doubt and question awoke more dis­
trnctingly from its transient charmed slnmber :-Was it possible 
to slruggle through life, to be happy, eyen content, without a 
hope of similar happiness?- that one happiness which, to a 
woman's heart, is the central object of all its best and purest 
aspirations and yearnings. 

No ; their happiness might soothe her trouble to sleep for 
a season; might warm her heart with unselfish sympathy and 
gratitude for Lhe blessings vouchsafed to them ; but it <lid not 
help her to solve the question which weighed upon her spirit 
like a night-mare, till she felt afraid to face, while unable lo 
banish it. And yet she needed help sorely. 

Nor did help fail her. 
A few more days passed, and though she kept her promises 

to her friends at the Cottige, each successive Yisit only re­
newed the impressions of the first; and day by day, the effort 
of wearing the semblance of cheerfulness to her father, became 
more difficult and more exhausti11g. The weary hours dragged 
through, she hardly knew how. Unable to apply her mind 
either to study or recreation, she was still less able to rest, 
struggling faintly and desperately with the despondency 
which she was ashamed to yield to, yet powerless to over­
come. 

One day she made a great effort, and went to pay some 
duty-visits in X-- ; more especially to some of the un­
fashionable acquaintances of her father's early lik, on whom 
the present Mrs. Montagu looked slightingly, keeping them as 
much as possible at a distance. One of these, a l\1rs. Smith, 
a good motherly woman, h~d shown 1Iele1~ kindness in the 
clays of her motherless ch1klhood; and the cordial, grateful 
feeling the laller retained, led her to persist in keeping up for 
herself the aec1uaintance her step-mother di:;daincd. 

As Helen enterecl Mrs. Smith's parlour-suggestive in ap­
pearance of its liability to the presence of a large family of 
children-a young lady, but very few years older than herself, 
was taking leave ; and Mrs. Smith seemed perplexed between 
her desire to receive the one with all possible honours of 
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welcome, and to part from the other with all imaginable 
kindness. 

"So delighted to see you, my clear Miss Montagu ! l\Iust 
you really go, dear Ida?" Then turning to Helen again : "It 
is only too seldom I do sec you, hut I know whose fault that 
is 11ot; though I mean no disrespect I assure you !-\Vell, if 
you really must, dear Miss Merton, tell your good mother I 
shall be round to see her some day very soon; and I hope she 
will spare you to-morrow evening." 

"She will be only too glad that I can be of the least use to 
you. I will come by six o'clock. Good-bye." 

She shook hands and was gone ; but it was such a pleasant 
voice that spoke, such a bright, pleasing, sensible face which 
was turned towards Helen for a moment as she left the room, 
that Helen could not forbear remarking on it. 

" What a sweet, bright face and voice ! " she said, as Mrs 
Smith :-;at clown beside her. "Who is she ? I surely never 
saw her al your house before?" 

" l dare say not, dear Miss Montagu," returned Mrs. Smith ; 
"I did not know her in the days I had the pleasure of seeing 
most of you; l1ut she is, as you say, one of the sweetest, 
brightest, pleasantest creatures in the world, though she was 
but a pale, drooping bit of a girl when I first knew her ; and 
she has gone through a great deal since then, and has but a 
hard life of it still, dear Miss Montagu, I am afraid." 

"A hard life?" said Helen inquiringly. 
" Y .:s, she is a music-teacher, poor girl," said :Mrs. Smith; 

and willingly yielding to Helen's curiosity, proceeded to explain 
that Ida .\ferton was the daughter of a minor canon of X--, 
who had died suddenly a few years before, leaving this <laughter 
and his wife, quite an elderly woman, almost destitute among 
comparative strangers; they having come, only a year or so 
before, frolll a distant part of the country,-J ,incolnshirc, l\Irs. 
Smith believed; and why the father should have left his living 
there, she clid not know; liut perhaps on account of Ida's 
health, who looked very delic::tte then. \Vhen he diccl and 
they were left quite unproviclcd for, howeYcr, Icla had eagerly 
caught at J\frs. Smith's practical suggestion, that she might turn 
her beautiful singmg to account; ancl though she had had a 
hard struggle at first, slw had contrived, with what little they 
had in hand, and what little help friends could give, to support 
herself and her mother all along ; and now she had plenty of 
pupils, and they were pretty comfortable. 

I~ 2 



TIIE WEDDIKG GUESTS. 

" And she is always bright and cheerful as you saw her just 
now," ::idded Mrs. Smith; "and quite a treasure when anything 
is going on-like my little girls' party to-morrow, for instance. 
She will come and help to amuse them all, and sing to them­
though of course it can be no amusement to her; for she 
was very well educated and connected, and her father was a 
proud man and a very superior one. I wonder what he would 
have said to her getting her livelihood by music-teaching, poor 
thing ! I have heard her mother hint that he broke off some 
grand match for her, because the gentleman was rather too 
gay; but Ida cannot bear it to be alluded to, so I do not know 
the rights of it. However, as I was saying, there she will 
come to-morrow, and seem to enjoy herself as much as any of 
them. I do assure you she is quite a pattern, Miss Montagu ! " 
concluded good l\Irs. Smith, quite out of breath. 

"Indeed she must be ! " said Helen, warmly. " How I 
should like to know ber ! Do you think she would give me 
some singing lessons ? " 

"You, my dear Miss Helen? No doubt she would be 
delighted; but are you serious?" 

" Indeed I am," said Helen ; "you have made me quite 
wish to know her, and that will be the best way of making 
acquaintance." 

Nor did she leaye I\Irs. Smith's without obtaining the need­
ful direction ; or X--, without paying a visit to the neat, 
quiet lodgings in the Close, where she found Ida Merton with 
her mother; a quiet little old lady, primitive and countrified 
in her dress, lJut unmistakably a lady, and apparently very 
proud as "ell as fond of her daughter. 

Ida ;,Ierlon looked pleased, as well as surprised, to receive her 
visitor, and Mrs. Merton looked highly gratified when her errand 
was explained; for it was no small tribute to her daughter's 
talents that I\Iiss l\Iontagu, of the Park, ,Yho could, of course, 
command the very first instructors, should select her as a teacher. 

"Oh ! Ida will be delighted," said the old lady, in a tone 
slightly fluttered, as well as dignified; for she had never quite 
got over the idea that it was beneath Ida to give lessons, and 
tried to regard it as a favour to her pupils. "Ida, my dear, 
look to your engagement-book, and see what hours you have 
to spare; and I am sure if they should not suit l\Iiss l\fontagu, 
you would make any exchange to accommodate her." 

"Alme>st any hours would suit me," said Helen, bowing to 
:\frs. Merton, but speaLing to Ida, and they settled it between 
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them in a few words, very little assisted by Mrs Merton's 
lengthy ol>servations. 

When Helen rose to take leave, and Ida followed her to the 
door to open it for her, the former stopped and said, rather 
abruptly, awkward al offering a favour, " It is a long way for 
you to walk to the Park, may I send my pony-carriage for you ? " 

I<la looked up surprised, with frank, inquiring eyes. "You 
arc very kind but"--

,, Let me ! " said IIelen, cordialiy. "It must tire: you walk­
ing lo give all your lessons; and why should I not s:we you 
the extra fatigue of coming so far to me ? " 

"If you an.: really so kind, I shall be Ycry much obliged," 
said Ida, frankly. " I do get very tired sometimes." 

"Thank you ! Good bye!" said l Ielen. And they shook 
hands with a pleasant cordiality, wl1ich boded well for the 
acquaintance Helen desired. 

"Is Ida '.\lerton meant as a lesson to rne?" thought Helen 
as she drove homewards. "lf what Mrs. Smith hints be true, 
what have I to bear compared to her? And yet she cannot be 
unhappy with such a countenance!" 

The singing lessons and the acquaintance prospered. Natu­
rally open-hearted, and cut off in a great measure by her 
position from congenial society, how could Ida l\Ierton but 
respond readily to the frank kindness proffered by Helen, 
and rec1uite it with grateful, warm regard? l\[rs. '.\[ontagu's 
absence left 11 elen free to show kindness and attention as she 
pleased, and the services of the pony-carriage soon ceased to 
be confined to taking Ida to and from the Park. Pleasant 
drives with l lelen followed, when Ida could spare an hour; 
and game and fruit and flowers found their way to the lodgings 
in the Close, so that good l\Irs. Merton could not sufficienlly 
rejoice over her daughter's last new friend and pupil. She 
always looked anxiously for any possible opening for Ida, into 
such society as she had earlier been accustomed to. 

"Who knows, lcla," she would say, "seeing how very, very 
kind Miss ~Iontagu is-Mrs. Smith always diJ say she was 
neither cold nor haughty as people called her, I remember­
who knows what may come of it? I dare say, now, she will 
ask you to some of the dinner-parties at the Park, and to sing 
in the evening; and then who knows-I always thought your 
poor, dear father quite wrong about that, but to be sure he 
always managed things his own way-who knows but you may 
ll1Gel ~!,."--



230 TIIE \VEDDI:1\'G GUESTS. 

"Mother! pray ! " exclaimed Ida, colouring crimson; but 
checkiDg herself, added more gently : "pray do not thiDk of 
such a thing, dear mother. I should be very sorry to meet 
him, there or anywhere." 

"W 11, well, I will not, then," said the old lady, n a dis­
appointed tone; "though I never could make you out about 
that, Ida dear; you and your father settled it as you pleased. 
But any how, there may be other people worth meeting at the 
Park ; and then, who knows ? " It was pleasant to see the 
mother's look at her daughter, whom it needed no mother's 
partiality to admire ; for she was more than pretty in face, and 
pleasing, and lady-like in manners ; but now her bright 
countenance was slightly clouded, and she hastened to change 
the subject. 

Several singing-lessons had been given and taken, diversi­
fied, indeed, by much talking, walking in the grounds, and the 
like, when Helen, on receiving her young instructress one day, 
observed that she looked unwell; and on her confessing to a 
bad cold, instantly shut up the piano, and carried her off to 
her own sanctum, where settling her in an arm-chair by the 
fire, and giving her some work, to ease her conscience, as she 
said, on the score of idleness, she seated herself opposite, and 
declared that they were now going to be comfortable. 

" Comfortable indeed ! " said Ida, smiling gratefully. " I am 
afraid you think more of my comfort than your advantage, if I 
may flatter myself that my instructions help you." 

" I care very little about the singing, Ida," said Helen, leav­
ing her chair and sitting clown on a low stool before the fire. 
"Shall I confess-or have you never guessed-that the singing­
lessons were only a pretence to get to know you?" 

"No, indeed ! " said Ida. " ·what could make you wi.sh to 
know me?" 

"I fancied-was it very selfish of me ?-that you could help 
me more than by teaching me to sing," said Helen, looking 
down. 

"I help you? Only tell me how ! " said Ida, warmly. "I 
would give much to do something in return for your kindness ; 
only tell me how I can help you, dear Helen!" For Helen 
had already proscribed "Miss Montagu." 

"I will tell you," said Helen, not without effort, "what it 
was made me wish to know you, Ida." Looking away from 
her, she went on speaking, in a low, resolute voice. " I haYe 
been fighting over a question in my mind lately. I believed 
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firmly, that it is a real duty to be happy and content, in what­
ever circumstances; because Providence knows best, and 
always sends what is really good for us. And I meant to !Je 
very brave when any trial came to me -and then the trial did 
come," she addecl, her lips riuivering with the effort to speak 
calmly. 

" Il was sure to come ; and I tried-but when it comes to 
looking forward to a whole life-time without happiness, I mean 
tlte happiness one's heart is set on, it seems, it fcds so im­
possible c,·cr to be anything but miserable again. And I was 
growing <jllite frightened at myself-it seemed so wicked of 
me-when r s:i.w you that chy at Mrs. Smith's, and she told 
me about you-what made me think you had gone through 
the same, perhaps worse. And I felt that if you had, and can 
yet be so bright and happy, it would help me; because then I 
should know that it is possible to be happy, even when utterly, 
hopelessly separated-Now you know how I thought you ould 
help me, Ida," said IIelen. ,-:,louring, and springing to her feet. 
" Is it possible?" 

"Yes, Helen, clearest," said Ida, taking her hand, with the 
elder-sister-feeling naturally excited by the appeal to her ex­
perience. " But then I have so much else to make me happy ! " 

"So have I, clear Ida," saicl Helen, reseating herself, but 
leaving her hand Jinked in I<la's. " Dut the great thing would 
!Jc to feel sure it was possible under any circumstances. It was 
the doubt which was 1rorse than anything. I wonder, dear, if 
you would mincl "-- she hesitated to ask what she could not 
give in return. 

" T would not mind anything for you ! " said Ida, gently. 
"Because I should not like you to do it if it would pain 

yon," said Helen, earnestly; "but if you really would not mind 
telling me your history?" 

" Mind telling you ! " said Ida, with tears trembling in her 
bright eyes. " Do you think that after Leing shut out for years 
from sympathy-such sympathy as I could accept, I mean -it 
is not like new life to meet some one capable of entering into 
my feelings, whom I may confide in?" 

"Dear Ida," returned Helen, "I was afraid it was selfish to 
ask you to call up your old sorrows." 

"When we have got over our sorrows, as the phrase goes, 
I believe we should be sorry to forget them," said Ida, with a 
smile. "And if our experience can in any way lighten the 
troubles of others, it would indeed be selfish to grudge sharing 



Tm; W.1.WIJI!\G GUESTS. 

it with them. I do not know that mine is worth much, but such 
as it is I will gladly give it to you.'' 

Ida's story was soon told. The only daughter of a clergy­
man whose noble patron and friend was abo his near neigh­
bour, she had early been used to mix in the brilliant sccit:ty 
which at certain seasons of the p.:ar assembled at the Castle. 
One autumn, when Ida was scarcely eighteen, a young man of 
family and fortune came to stay there, who was attracted by 
her singing, and-though Ida did not say it-by her beauty 
and winning openness of manner. He soon became attached 
to her, proposed and was accepted; for Ida, in the first glow 
of youthful feeling, could scarcely but respond with grateful 
enthusiasm to the flattering devotion of a man possessed of all 
the qualities likely to charm a youthful imagination : good­
looking, good-tempered, with the peculiar polish and culti,·a. 
tion so doubly fascinating by contrast with the men of the 
country circle she moved in; and abo\'e all, so disinkrested 
in his love for the portionlcss daughter of a poor country clergy­
man. How happy she then was, as a betrothed liridc, in this 
her first young dream of love, Ida could not, 1f she would, lw.vc 
told; but what she did not say told Helen more than words 
might haye done. 

For once, it seemed, the course of true love had really run 
smooth; and in three months they w<.!re to be married. But 
Mr. l\Ierton's views were extremely stricl-narrow, many would 
doubtless have called them-and, on closer acquaintance, he 
soon discO\·ered his intended son-in-law to be too much a gay 
man of the world, to square with his ideas of what a Christian 
gentleman should be. His opinions were, to say the least, 
latitudinarian; and though he certainly came lo rhurch once, 
at least, every Sunday, 1\Ir. l\Ierton was shrewd enough to guess 
it might be the daughter rather than the sermons which brought 
him there. But when lie endeavoured, possibly with more zeal 
than discretion, to impress on the mind of Ida's lover-to whom 
Ida, by the way, gave no name-that system of faith which lie 
held to be the only true and acceptable one, he found him by 
no means disposed to accept a creed as his liride's dowry, or to 
brook interference with his own fret.: habils of thought and 
action. Naturally good-humoured, he tried at first to laugh it 
off, but that made matters only worse, with a man of stern, un­
compromising seriousness, like l\lr. l\Ierton; and grm·er admo­
ni~ions led to cold or angry rdoru. Ida diJ hl:r best to con­
ciliate; but deeply in love, on the one hand, and, on the othi:r, 
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almosl a child in years, still greatly under the influence of her 
father, whose conscientious though rigid training had not failed 
to secure deserved respect as well as love from his children, 
what could she do-but suffer? Before many weeks had 
passed, an open quarrel was followeu by Mr. Merton's with­
drawal of his consent to the match, and positive commands to 
his daugl1ter to think no more of it, on pain of his utmost dis­
pkasure. 

Then came Ida's biller trial. Her lover thought lightly of 
parental sanctions, and tried to persuade her to elope, and 
marry him in defiance of her father's wishes. But Ida had 
been trained in strict ideas of filial duty. Moreover, she could 
not blind herself to the j usticl! of some of her father's grounds 
of censure on her betrothed; and though, in the pure confi­
dl!nce of woman's love, she would gladly have married him, 
trusting to time and influence to correct errors which she 
deemed merely those of habit and education, yet to do so in 
the face of a positive paternal prohibition appeared too sinful 
in her eyes to be hazarded with even a hope of the Divine 
blessing on their union. But might they not wait, and tru~t 
to her father's relenting? And, sincerdy attachl!d to her, her 
lover would probauly have acceded to her wishes, hacl he 
dreamed of the strength of principle veih.:<l by her child-like 
openness of feeling and manner; but Lelil.!ving himself sure of 
his point, ancl inOuenced partly by man's lordly impatience or 
opposition, partly exasperated by further harsh interference 
from her father, he insisted that there was no middle course; 
long engagements were only productive of mischief, and it must 
Le " Now or never." 

Distracted between her father's anger, and her lover's alter­
nate entreaties and upbraidings, Ida could only cling, in her 
desperation, to what she believed her duty; and herself pro­
nounced the "Never," which was to part, and did part, them 
finally. Even now Ida covered her face at rememhrance of the 
tl.!rrible struggle it had cost her, to seal her own misery by her 
own ar:t. Thal had, at least, been spared to Helen ! 

" Dut Ida, clearest," said Helen, tenderly pressing the hand 
which returned to hers after the lapse of a few moments; " he 
could not really have loved you, to give you up so!" 

"I do not know," said Jda, sadly; "he would not Lelieve 
th;1t J could love him, if I did not prefer him to the feeling of 
duty he <lid not undl!rstanrl.'' She could not yet have outlived 
h<.:r love; she <.:xcnsc;cl him still. 
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The rest was soon told: her own failing health and spirits; 
the loss of a younger brother; her father's removal to X--, 
relinquishing, by permission of bis patron, the larger living he 
held to his remaining son, in hopes that change of sccne might 
revive his drooping girl; her more utter depression and rejec­
tion when thus removed from all old associations; a year or 
two of wearing misery; then her father's sudden death, her 
mother's helplessness, their almost utter destitution. J fer 
brother, burdened with a large family, was ill able to afford 
them assistance, and l\irs. Smith's suggestion as to music and 
singing-lessons, seemed the only available resource. Roused 
by these later misfortunes to a sense of ingratitude, in having 
yielded to her previous apathetic dejection while so much still 
remained, Ida thankfully exerted herself, for her own and her 
mother's sake, beginning by teaching l1er friend's little girls ; 
and though, at first, it had been a mere hand-to-mouth struggle, 
she had succeeded by degrees, till she ha<l plenty of pupils and 
was enabled to raise her terms; and was now, with her mother, 
as tolerably comfortable as their moderate habits and wishes 
required. 

"And oh! the blessing of having had to work, and learning 
to feel that I was of use to my mother; that I had something 
again to live for!" said Ida. "First I forgot to be wretched; 
then I enjoyed an hour's leisure as I had not enjoyed anything 
for years. A walk in the sunshine became positive happiness; 
a kind face and welcome like dear Mrs. Smith's, and other 
friends whom we had found in our trouble, such a blessing as 
one could hardly be grateful enough for. Not to speak of the 
Sundays, of which I always say no one knows the blessedness 
who has not worked hard the six days of the ll'eck. And now," 
concluded Ida affectionately, "that I have found you, or rather 
that you have found me out with all your generous kindness, I 
hardly believe that there is a creature on earth who is, or ought 
to be, happier than I am." 

And her grateful, heartfelt looks and tones could not have 
left even the most sceptical listener in doubt as to the sincerity 
of her words. 

"But, Ida, have you never seen him again?" said Helen, who 
for the time, at least, bad forgotten everything but sympathy in 
her friend's sorrows. 

"Never ! " said Ida quickly; and colouring, added in a lower 
tone : " But I have beard enough to know that he is not much 
changed, and th;,i.t he has quite forgotten me." 



IIELE •.• \ !) ID,\. 2 35 

When Helen was alone that evening, her father having, as 
usual, retired Lo his library, looking harassed ancl c::ireworn, 
an<! sl1e l1ad sighed and wonclerecl ,vhat could he weighing so 
herwily on his spirits, she sat clown to think over what Ida had 
told her. 

Yes, Ida had hdped her! Her torturing clouhb "·ere sd 
al rest. It 1,,as possible, practically as well as theoretically, to 
struggle through, as well as unrler, the bitterest heart-sorrow; 
to resign the heart's chosen happiness, and yet be content, 
happy; able to enjoy gratefully all the good, as well as to 
accept without murmuring all the ills, which life might clay by 
clay bring forth. Now she could struggle on again bravely; 
could hear the weary aching al heart, the weight upon her 
spirits, even the desperate craving for impossible happiness, 
si nee she might hope to subdue them all at last, ancl realize the 
beautiful creecl she had learned to cling to: that all are created 
to be happy, and that all may be happy, even here, if they 
will. Not perfectly happy of course, here; but happy enough 
to foel, with trustful gratitude, how greatly the blessings out­
weigh the trials of earthly life, if both be accepted in a right 
spirit. 

Nor was it only hope for the future she had gainecl with Ida. 
Another ln11nan being to love, is a new treasure to a warm, 
hungering heart; and one whose comfort anti happiness she 
might have it in her power to promote so gn.:atly, was a tenfold 
blessing. She would not indeed be able to do it as much, 
or as openly, when Mrs. l\Ionlagu returned ; but Ida would 
1111dcrstand how that was, and she would still be able Lo do 
much towards lightening the rnrious hardships of her lire. 
And to make any one happier was something to look forward 
to, bitterly as she must fcc:l her inability to do anything 
towards promoting the happiness of the one dearest to her, 
who seemt.;d, moreover, most dee1ily in need of light upon his 
path. 

As for Gerald Marston, she was already dreaming that he 
and Ida might console one another, when he should n.:turn 
from India. 

Iler present and more practical plans for Ida's benefit, 
however, received a shock, but a ft.:w days later, from a 
proposal, too digible to be refused, for Ida to accompanv 
abroad the parents of one of her pupils, who were about to 
spend the winter in Italy. ']:he mother was in delicate health, 
and unable to take the entire charge of the youngest child 
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she was unwilling to leave behind ; and appreciating Ida's 
amiable qualities, made the most liberal arrangements for 
enabling her to join the party on the footing of a friend or 
sister, and, at the same time, to provide amply for her mother's 
comfort <luring her absence. Mrs. Merton, al\yays looking to 
her daughter's position in society, was eager for the plan; and 
Ida could feel no reasonable fear of her suffering during her 
absence ; the landlady of their lodgings being very kind, and 
engaging to look to her comfort in every way. The tempta 
tion to Ida of a holiday with kind friends after years of suffer­
ing and labour, and of seeing It:ily, perhaps Swit;:erland on 
their return, was so great, that it needed only Helen's decisive 
-" Yes, Ida, you ought to go; it will clo you good in every 
way "-to settle the question. But little <lid Illa guess, when, 
all her doubts and fears being kindly scolded clown by her 
firmer friend, she set out at last on the journey-the delight 
of 1vhich in prospect, to one so situated, it would be clinicult 
to estimate-what a sense of loneliness ancl depression sank 
down upon Helen's he:irt, when all the leave-takings, and 
grateful thanks for kind assistance in numberless trifles which 
Ida's limited means could ill have afforded, were really over, 
and her new friend was gone. 

Dut this time Helen was better able to cope with her 
depression. Her doubt, her question, whether it were possible 
to realize permanent consolation and cheerfulness, had been 
answered; and it was now only a question of time and her 
own exertions. She fancied, too, that she could see why it 
was that Ida should be removed for a time. It was, doubtless, 
within the sphere of her own home duties that the struggle 
must mainly be fought out; and Ida's presence and grateful 
sympathy might have tempted her to le:i.n too much on this 
new pleasure, too little on the real stay of duty. It might be 
worse for the time; but suffering and loneliness of spirit 
would only last till she had extracted from them the blessings 
of which they were designed to be the channels ; then peace 
would come. That more than peace should come, in the life 
of separation from Bernard Huntley to which she was school­
ing herself to look forward, she did not even yet compass in 
imagination; but to those who have known the restless misery 
of such mental conflicts as Helen's of late had been, who can 
measure the relief which a prospect of eventual peace :iffords? 
And to those who, like her, hrivc felt the very foundations of 
their faith, tren1bling beneath th<:m in time of tri:i.1, tl1e comfort 
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experienced, when these arc once again felt to "stand sure," 
is something far hcyonrl any mere happines,. 

And had she nol indeed much to be thankful for, even in 
the meantime? II er father, her beautiful home, and such 
unnumbered blessings; and then the sighl of Frank and 
I< lorcnc-c's happiness to refresh her, when her O\\'n heart 
should he \\'eary with its consl.1nt struggle? 

She only felt tempted to desin: some more stirring calls 
upon her for exertion anrl self-denial ; for there arc times 
when the mooth flqw of life, to which the prosperous of this 
world arc c-ondcmned, lie, omes .1n n<lclitional burden. She 
could even re;ilize, now, thnt to work hnrd clay hy clay for 
d:iil1 bread might nol be so wholly pitiable a lot. What 
would she not have giHm for any drudgery, during the hours 
of the d:w, whi< h slioultl have forced hu· mind from dwelling 
on its sor;·ow,;, ancl secured resl and oblivion during the hours 
of the night ? for even her sleep was broken and haunted 
by a consciowncss of the suffering "hich had laid its stern 
grasp on all her hitherto comparati,dy untried cnergics of 
mind and bc,cly. 

or was th i, inst inrtivc yearning tor external coercion to 
aid in her cl torts a rainst yicldmg to morbid and selfish 
despondency, destined to remain unsatisfied ; though the 
necessity of ,rorking for bread, like Ida, was not her allotted 
portion. 

CIIAPTEP XVIII. 

l·Afl!ER A>;D DACGII'!I,R, 

"And for this it wn 
111011 would t have \\eaned me f10m thee?" 

. . . . Dntie,, paid 
,IIardly at first, at length will bring rcpo,c 
To tl1c ad m111tl "I ich truggle tu perform then 

'J" \Ll Ol I ,'s fv11. 

0. r., a fe, · da} ~ after Ida's departure, ,'.\Jr. l\Iontagu stood 
watching his daughter, as she movl.:d aLout the room, one 
evening ~fter dinner, gcttrng ready her work and her music, 
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in order to sit dmrn, at a moment's notice, to whichever might 
seem most likely to detain him from his library. 

"Helen," he said at last, " if you are not busy this evening, 
come to me in the library-in five minutes," he added, as she 
turned quickly to accompany him; and left the room as he 
spoke. 

There must certainly be something the matter ! But with 
tlu.t strange pre-occupation which often blinds us, she could, 
at the moment, connect the something only with Bernard 
Huntley, and shivered at the idea of something wrong with 
him; though how her father should have heard of it, or guess 
her interest in him, she could not so much as conjecture. 
Even when sf1e recalled the improbability of such a supposi­
tion, oddly enough it did not occur to her, that her father's 
late extreme pre-occupation and depression must have some 
definite cause, which she was now about to learn; and having 
been used from her childhood to regard him as a man of large 
and assured fortune, no suspicion of the truth crossed her 
mind. 

"Well, dear papa?" said she, with growing uneasiness, 
when she found him in the library, standing as before, and 
"'atching her fixedly as she adrnnced towards him. There 
was certainly some anxiety about her in that look. 

Mr. l\Iontagu seated himself in his easy chair, and looked 
hard at the fire while he spoke. 

"Do you remember, Helen," said he, speaking slowly and 
with effort, "my surprising you, last year, by wishing to see 
you ,Yell married? " 

"Yes, papa," said Helen, in a low rnice, looking into the fire 
herself now, her first idea only confirmed. 

"I had a reason for wishing it," he continued, speaking with 
increased effort. "I wished to see you in a home, and an 
assured position of your own, before"--

" Oh! before what, dear papa?" exclaimed Helen, turning 
p:tle with alarm. 

"lily dear Helen," saitl l\Ir. l\lontagu, rising and speaking 
more freely, "it is of 110 use to mince the matter. This is 
Friday; on :-loml::ty the bank must stop payment; and, 
though I trust no one \Yill en:ntually be a loser by me, it will 
swallow up my whole forlune, estates, the Park, and all, to 
meet the claims upon me. l\ly umemitting exertions have, I 
trust, availed to avert disgrace, but"--

" Oh ! dear papa, then t!l!lt has been troubling you all thi5 
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vhilc, and 1 never guessed what it could be!'' said Helen, 
1 crnly aliv1.; lo what hc must have suffered in looking forward 
Lo this c;atastrophe. ·' But, dear papa, if there is no disgrace, 
never mind! \\'e shall havc enough, no doubt, to live on 
so111chow, and what lloes it signify how or where?" 

" But I thought you would be so sorry to lose the Park?" 
said ;\ 1 r. ;\lontngu, looking at her doubtfully. 

'· Oh, y<.:s; sorry in one way," saicl I klen ; but, if it be 
ne<'<.:ssary, I shall 11<.:v<.:r think twice of that. What are places 
in comparison to p<.:opl<.:? '' l t was with a mingkcl feeling, 
nrn< h as she strove to banish all thought but of him, that she 
put her hancl through l1<.:r father's arm, and lookecl up to him 
for assent. 

" I am very glad yOL(foel it so," saicl her father; "I feared it 
might fall h<.:avily upon you. For myself the worst is ov<.:r. 
011<.:':; mind one<.: mack up as to what must be done, and the 
d<.:< i ion taken to do it, th<.: rest is little in comparison. Jlut 
the prosp<.:ct, the suspens<.:, has, I confess" -- he paused, 
an<l r<.:s<.:ated himself wearily, as if the remembrance exhaust<.:d 
hilll. 

" l><.:ar papa,'' said Helen, kneeling clown l>y him, with tears 
in hcr ey<.:s, '' do not look hack th<.:n, now it is over. But to 
think that you should have wished me away from you for that! 
J uni} wish I were a son to be abk to help you ! " 

"\\'ell, it was :t foolish ifka, at least as far as I am con­
c<.:rned," said her father, smoothing her hair lightly with his 
hand, and fore ing a faint smile. " I would not exchange you 
for a son, I klen; one w:mts daughters more than sons as one 
g<.:ts old." It 1ras <1uit<.: true, as Helen had sometimes thought, 
that her father lor,ked years older for the last few months. 

"Do you? I am very glad,'' said Helen. "llut though I 
nm a girl, papa, please tell me now how it all happened, and 
all al>out ll, and what there will i,e left. There will be-my 
nwnt.:y left, will there not?" she ask<.:d; hesitating, not for 
fear he should mi.,interprct the qu<.:stion, but b<.:cause she 
knew how it would 1,ain him if tl1<.: answer must be in the 
nerati \ e. 

'' Y <.:~, of , ourse," replied her fath<.:r; "yours cannot be 
toll< hed, nor y,,u1· moth<.:r's jointure; but the settkment I made 
<Jr1 her -I am afr:iiu that will be a sore point, l lclcn; but go 
it shall if the liabilities require it; for 1 hav<.: gn.:at doubts 
if the bank 1rct5 solvent even then. 1 had been used to trust 
everything to tlat fdlow Smedley, nnrl, till he died, I had no 
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idea of anything wrong : and then I found he had been spe• 
culating with my capital, and all sorts of things-however, 
never mind that now." 

"But, papa, we shall be quite rich still, at that rate," said 
Helen. "My own money, I have heard you say, gives more 
than a thousand a-year; and the jointure was surely seven 
hundred?" 

"'Ne have been used to spend nearer seven thousand than 
seven hundred a year, Helen," said her father ; " at least till 
within the last two or three years, when I have kept expenses 
under as much as possible, without doing what might rouse 
suspicion." 

"Is it possible?" said Helen. ""\Yell, never mind what we 
used to spend. No doubt the Park is enormously expensive 
to keep up, with all its gardens, and hothouses, and buildings 
and improvements always in hand ! " 

"I meant it for you, IIelen, hereafter," said l\fr. l\Iontagu, 
with a sigh. 

" Oh, never mind me, papa ! '' said Helen, eagerly. " Houses 
and lands make no one happy; and we should be most thank­
ful there will be so much left. Why Frank and Florence have 
not above half as much ! " 

"Yes, if it were only you and I," returned her father, with a 
heavy sigh. " However," he added, rousing himself, "we must 
just make the best of things as they are. To-morrow I go and 
fetch your mother home, that we may set about doing what is 
to be done. I have had time enough to think about it, and I 
have arranged all in my own mind-I reckoned you would be 
safely married first, you know-to live on the seven hundred a 
year; and I still mean to do it; for, when you marry, your 
fortune must be entirely free; and, if we began on a scale to 
require that, the second change might prove harder than the 
first-not to me, you understand"--

" Papa, papa ! " exclaimed IIelen, "you cannot, you must 
not live on seven hundred a year, and leave all my money accu­
mulating for nothing! For I shall never marry," she added in 
a low voice, turning her head aw~; but clearly realizing, for 
the first time, some admixture of blessing in the cloud which 
had seemed to darken life so utterly. Of what use could she 
now hare been to her father, if--

" Never marry? Why not, Helen?" said l\Ir. l\Iontagu, 
laying his hand on her head, and gently turning her face 
towards him ; but, when he saw tears in her eyes, he let her 
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turn it away again, and sighed with the feeling of oppression 
with which the discovery of some new source of trouble weighs 
on a mind whose burden is already hard to bear. 

"I do not think I ever shall, papa," said Helen, rousing 
herself to speak cheerfully, for she instinctively felt the effect 
produced on his mind ; "you know I always s:tid I should 
not; :tnd now I am only too glad that I shall be able to be 
of some real use to you-and mamma," she added, not without 
an effort. "You must use my money, papa, for my sake ; 
that I may feel of use to somebody. And now tell me about 
your plans." 

Mr. Montagu was not easily persuaded; but, eventually, 
he gave in to a certain extent; reserving, however, a much 
larger sum to Ilclen's personal account than she could possibly 
require; and only on condition that in case of her marriage 
the whole should revert to her absolutely, without question. 
On the other hand, she did not leave him that night till she 
had forced a promise from him that should his own fortune 
not suffice to meet all the claims against it, he would allow 
her lo make good the <ldiciency out of hers. He was too sen 
sitive as lo l1is mercantile reputation, to resist her urgency; but 
secretly trusted that no such sacrifice would be called for. 

Strange as it may seem, when J Iden retired to rest al a late 
l1our, she felt, if we may not say happier, yet far less unhappy, 
than she had felt for long. The pro,;pect of being of real use 
to her father, of cheering him by open sympathy, of smooth­
ing the domestic difficulties and annoyances which were cer­
tain to arise from the way in which her step-mother would too 
surely meet this reverse of fortune, was somdhing to look for­
ward lo living ancl working for; and feeling deeply for her 
father's trouble, her own seemed to weigh the lighter. She 
rnight hope, too, for much real, if not very congenial occu­
pation, in ass,isting her fother to carry out his plans, since 
domestic retrenchments and economy were about the last things 
for which Mrs. Montagu could be expected to condescend to 
exert l1ersclf. Worldly and scllish in no small degree, she had 
sacriliced that large portion of her fortune, of which, by her 
first husband's will, her re-marriage deprived her, for the sake 
of the still larger fortune and somewhat higher position Mr. 
Montagu had to offer. The latter he had already, to her great 
cli,pleasurc, abanclonec_l, by his retiremer.it from P~rliament and 
fashionable Lontlon life; ancl her fcclmgs at this new degra­
dation, especially if the sdtlement made on her should Le 

R 
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given up to her husband's creditors, it was easy to imagine. 
Helen might well grieve for her father. 

His plans were simple enough. He still owned a snrnll 
house close on the outskirts of X--, which be had inhabited 
during the earlier years of his first marriage, and there he in­
tended removing at once, it being just such as he could occupy 
with that diminution o[ establishment and expenses which his 
nice sense of honour dictated ; at least, till such time as the 
winding up of his affairs should show whether any surplus of 
his once splendid fortune would remain after the satisfaction 
of all his creditors. As a large portion of the difficulties by 
which he had become entangled, depended on the panic at that 
time created in the money-market by the failure of railway 
speculations, in which the bank had been involved by the con­
fidential manager alluded to, and as some of these concerns 
might eventually recover, there was still hope that such should 
prove the case. Many a man, indeed, would have pushed 
on, and bolstered up his business at whatever risk, for the 
bare chance of some such turn int the scale ; but Mr. Montagu 
was too conscientious to play such a desperate game at the 
expense of others-of his own he had nothing more to lose 
-preferring peace of mind in his declining years, even amid 
comparative poverty, to the perpetual fear of still deeper 
entanglements, and of the irremediable disgrace of inflicting 
wrong on others. 

Helen's equanimity under the misfortune was a great relief 
to her father. For the deep mortification, if not resentment, 
he had to expect on l\Irs. l\Iontagu's part, he felt, it must be 
confessed, comparatively little concern. It had not taken him 
all these years to teach him for what she had married him, 
and she had done but little since to deserve his sympathy; 
and selfishness like hers hardens not only those who indulge 
it, but tl1ose also who come in contact with it; with this differ­
ence, that, in the latter, the life-springs of love and open­
hearted kindliness are but crusted over with ice, which may 
thaw at any moment in a more genial atmosphere, but in the 
former, they are frozen at the very source, and dried up, too 
often, for ever. 

Next morning, when her father had started for Brighton, 
with a weary look in his face, which went to her heart to sec, 
Helen's natural impulse was to drive over, and confide to 
Florence the intelligence of the impending disaster; ancl she 
realized more vividly ~ome of its probabk cfkcts, "·hw it 
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occurred to her, as she drove along, that her beautiful ponies 
and independent equipage, to which she was indebted for so 
many hours of relief from home-worries, would ha,·e to be 
given up. Bu~ such things were all trifk~ now; and when the 
visit had been paid, and the communication received, Florence 
marvelled at the calm, brave spirit in which Ilelen seemed to 
face all contingencies, even the possible sacrifice of her whole 
fortune, should affairs turn out worse than her father at present 
expected. 

" I cannot make myself unhappy about mere money," she 
said with a faint smile, in answer to l· lorence's praise of her 
equanimity. "Papa's trouble is the only thing that troubles 
me. At worst, there would always be mamma's jointure while 
papa lives, and afterwards, no doubt, I should get along some­
how ; Lut that is, I trust, too far off for me to need to think 
about it now." 

It all seemed to I• lorence the very arme of heroism; but 
Fr.ink shook his head. There must have been some heavier 
trouble hcfon.:lw.nd, to cause this to fall so lightly; a year 
since, the loss of fortune and position would not have been 
quite such trilles in Helens eyes. Jlut when Florence hastily 
took up the remark, inc1uiring what he imagined or suspected, 
he turned it off again, reluctant to cloud even one hour's sun­
shine for his sweet wife, by a.wakening fruitless anxiety for her 
friend. 

"Only an idle fancy," he said, "because she has not seemed 
to me in quite her usual spirits of late. But it may probably 
he only, as she :;ays, anxiety for her father, who must doubt­
less, feel this very severely; so I am not going lo make you 
doleful over ':\liss .\lontagn's distresses as imagined by Mr. 
Frank Littleton,'" he added, with his playful smile," espccia11y 
now that I find this real one had escaped his brilliant powers 
of divination." 

" Peal enough," said Florence. "How fond she is of her 
father ! ancl though we might not mind it much,'' - no one, who 
hacl seen the glance exchanged between the two, could have 
doul;ted that wealth had but little to do,, ith such luppiness as 
theirs-" ,\lr . ..\Iontagu must feel it drea<lfu11y. Poor Helen ! 
I am so sorry ! " 

And thus it came to pass, that neither then, nor for long 
year., after, rlicl Frank breathe even to his wife his strong con­
vie tion that something between I Ielen and lkrnan.: Huntley 
harl ca11scd her, at lea t, much !Jitter suffering. 

R 2 
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On the Sunday evening, as pre-determined, Mr. :tl1ontagn 
brought home his wife, in a state of suppressed wrath and dis­
may easier to imagine than describe. That anybody but her­
self should need or deserve commiseration under the present 
untoward circumstances, never so much as occurred to her; 
and though she dared not say it to her husband, of whom she 
stood in some awe, she felt as completely victimized as though 
he ha<l swindled her out of the fortune she had sacrificed to 
marry him. Helen's comparative immunity did not, as may be 
supposed, mend matters; and it did not need her father's stern 
looks and tone to his wife, to tell the daughter how needlessly 
embittered his painful errand had been. How thankful she 
felt once more that she was still beside him ! She had fancied 
indeed that she could make Bernard's desolate home so much 
happier, but it was no matter of fancy how infinitely more com­
fortless her father's must he without her; and if she must still 
grieve and suffer in secret under her estrangement from the 
former, she could yet most gratefully rejoice in the privilege of 
sharing and lightening the burdens of the latter. She was be­
ginning to learn, practically as well as theoretically, that that 
which Pro,iclence does is well done. 

Great was the excitement in X--when the bank next day 
stopped payment; but 111r. Montagu's character stood so high 
among his fellow-townsmen, that, even at first, there was less 
indignation and more sympathy expressed than is often the 
case on such occasions. The sympathy was of course increased 
after the first meeting of the creditors, when it became known 
that there was every prospect that all claims might be paid in 
full, in the course of two or three years, and that the crash was 
mainly owing to the treacherous dishonesty of the late confi­
dential manager, and not to rash speculations on the part of the 
principal. The immediate surrender of the marriage-settle­
ment, moreover, which was open at least to litigation, afforded 
a just theme for eulogy; and circular letters of condolence and 
respect, expressing the fullest appreciation of his honourable 
conduct, afforded Mr. Montagu the soothing a~surance that 
disgrace, at any rate, had, as he hoped, been averted. 

Nor was sympathy for !IIr. 11 ontagu's n.;,·erses confined to 
his creditors. The residents in the neighbourhood in which 
he had so long played a leading part, hastened to testify their 
concern by visits and letters of condolence to himself, his wife, 
and daughter; and some even hy offers of assistance, none the 
less gratifying because he was able lo decline them. Sir Wil-
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liam Emlyn, indeed, came straight from town to do his best to 
persuade Mr. M ontagu to make use of him in any way. If any 
sum of money he could command would enable Mr. l\[ontagu 
to hold over for some two or three years, till matters might 
mend, it was at his service; and five years sooner the offer 
might proual>ly have been accepted. Dut now, in the wane of 
life, and greatly worn uy the last two or three years of intense 
harass and anxiety, Mr. l\lontagu was only anxious to get quit 
of the lmsinc:ss entirely, and far more alive to the risk that 
woL1ld be incurred, than sanguine as to the possiuility of rein­
stating matters. Sir William's invitation for :\T rs. and l\liss 
J\1 ontagu to pay Lady Emlyn a visit in London, or lo make the 
Priory their home, during the unpleasant period of the sale and 
giving up of the J'ark, Mr. Monu.1.gu also declined. l le had 
taken care tl1at IIawk's Nest should be quite ready for their 
reception, and had no wish that \1 rs. Montagu should have the 
opportunity of figuring in the London gaieties she was so fond 
of, al such a time. 

Sir \ Villiam's remark, that I I elen looked pale and worn, 
dicitecl, in<lc:ecl, immediate permission for her to accept the 
invitation; but she would not hear of it. l fer ostensiule 
reason -that she could not think of leaving her father under 
prc:sent circumstances-was a true ancl suflicient one. To <lo 
so would, imlec:<l, have ueen to throw away the one substantial 
consolation to which she clung, the being of use and comfort 
to him; but had no such reason existed, the invitation would 
ec1ually have been declined. After suffering as she had <lone 
<luring her last strty in London, how could she voluntarily put 
herself in th<.: way of similar suffering again? And much as she 
lovecl the Emlyns, she felt almost glad they were to spend this 
winter in London, so closely were they associated with the <lays 
and hours of mentrtl torture endured under their roof, the sting 
of which time and patience were s(ill only beginning to softm. 

Sir William, therefore, went back to town alone, admiring 
his favourite more than ever for her filial devotion, as she soon 
learned by a lettc:r from I ,ady Emlyn, full of affectionate praisc:s, 
which she put aside with a w<.:ary smile, thinking how little 
others can judge of the motives which actuate us. They praised 
her for sdf-denial, while she was simply dinging lo that which, 
under the circumstances, was capable of affording her the most 
satisfaction, or perhaps the least possible suffering. 

Yet Sir William was not wrong, either; for, had she not 
already made some progress in unselfishness, Helen could not 
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now have found comfort in trying to forget herself and her 
sorrow in that of her father. It has long been admitted, that 
"honesty is the best policy;" when will it be recognized, that 
unselfishness is the truest practical worldly wisdom? Yet how 
can Christians doubt it, who arc enjoined to do good and lend, 
hoping for nothing again ; nay, to do good to those who can­
not requite it, if they would be rewarded of their heavenly 
Father? Is it supposed that he mn not, or will not, give the 
reward here, as well as hereafter? 

The winter that followed was indeed a trying one for Helen; 
but who can estimate how incalculably more so it would have 
proved, had she met its calls upon her patience in a selfish, in­
stead of an unselfish spirit? She had not over-estimated the 
difficulties and annoyances likely lo arise from her step-mother's 
unamiable disposition. Every successive step that had to be 
taken in the carrying out of the needful sacrifices, and the re­
lllOYal to their smaller abode at Hawk's N" est :Mrs. ::'I I ontagu 
opposed and contested to the utmost, with angry or tearful 
remonstrances, or both, as the case might be. What she abso­
lutely refused to do herself, she was then indignant beyond 
measure at Helen's doing by her father's direction ; and when 
she took matters into her own hands, constantly arranged them 
rn a manner so opposite to her husband's declared intentions 
that all had to be undone. Her indignation al the surrender 
of her marriage-settlement, was a standing grievance, on which 
the changes were wrung perpetually; and every fresh reminder 
of Helen's exemption from such calamities as the sale of horses 
and carrini;es, jewels and pictures, made matters ten times 
worse. It "·as a man-eJJous relief, when about a fortnight after 
her return from Brighton, she took to her room with real or 
feigned indisposition ; whereupon Helen and her father, having 
the field dear, so rapidly completed all necessary preparations 
that, on her recovery, she had nothing to do but to step into 
the vehicle which conveyed her to her new residence. It may 
easily be imagined what endless resources she found in quar­
relling with all they had done ; with 11 elen's ignorance and 
presumption; her father's weakness and injustice in selling her 
up to manage affairs; and, finally, their utter want of considera­
tion for her feelings-so devoted, too, as she ,ras to both of 
them, and caring for nothing on her own account. 

l\lore and more Mr. Montagu withdrew to the retirement 
of the study, which he had been careful to reserve to himself, 
as a retreat from the ceaseless irritation of his wife's ill-
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temper; and it was comparatively seldom that Ilelen dared 
join him, to help in his endless and wearisome labours of cor­
respondence and accounts, for fear of making matters still 
worse with bl'r step-mother; one of whose standing themes 
of worry was Mr. l\Ionlagn's making a favourite of his 
daughter. 

Still, Helen ha<l the comfort of feeling that her presence and 
her efforts were not wholly useless ; and there was real plea­
sure to lJe enjoyed, whenever, by some act of self-denial or 
conciliation, she had chanced to soothe Mrs. Montagu into 
good humour, and thus produced a temporary calm, in which 
her father's brow never failed to brighten ; or when some 
trifling act or word from him would give her to feel how much 
he felt his happiness and comfort to depend upon her. Even 
when things had gone worst throughout the clay, and she went 
to her room al night weary anrl sick at heart, there was still 
some comfort in feeling, that, but for her, things must have 
been still worse for her father. And if her own secret sorrow 
remained a burden still, it was a burden she would not have 
parted with for the world's wealth. It was luxury to dwell 
on past happim:ss; on thoughts of Bernard's noble cha­
racter, an<l cl reams that hereafter, if not here, they might meet 
al last in full confidence and love; luxury, indeed, to retreat 
to su<'h an inner sphere of pure affection, and though deep, 
yet submissive regret and suffering, from all the miserable 
dissonances, the petty jarrings and selfishness which filled her 
outer life with discord. 

Of Frank and Florence she could see bnt little; for though 
her father hacl insisted on the retention for her use of her own 
pony-carriage, yet practically she profited little by it. She 
wa, but too happy, by ceding it almost daily to her step­
mother, to remove one cause of displeasure and lamentation; 
and weary work though it was, often submitted to the long 
rounds of gossiping visits, which, unable to live without 
excitement, Mrs. l\Iontagu very soon resumed. 

lt was no longer possible, indeed, to cany on such extensive 
visiting in the county society; but there were still many 
within a s111aller compass, and many town families whom for­
merly she hacl scarcely deigned Lo notice, among whom she 
could still play the fine lacly, r,nd receive the deference she 
expected; anrl except on the point of entertaining, every ap­
proa<'h to which he positively interdicted, her husband inter­
fered with none of her proceedings. She was welcome to 
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accept invitations as she pleased, if she did not expect him to 
go with her, and provided she kept, as to expenses, within the 
limits he had fixed; and then for the sake of peace, Ilelcn 
must accompany her; for how else could Mrs. l\l ontagu have 
enlarged, to all who would listen, on the sacrifice she made in 
leaving Mr. Montagu so much of an evening, to keep up a 
little society for their dear Helen? 

Still, however, there were days when Helen could refresh 
her spirit with a few hours spent at the Cottage; and Frank 
could look in pretty often on his rounds, with a note or a mes­
sage from Florence; and even a glimpse of him was enough 
to brighten Helen's day with thankfulness for the happiness 
which had fallen to her friend's lot. Even Mrs. I\Iontagu 
owneJ the influence of Frank's genial presence, and always 
received him as graciously as if he were still moving in aristo­
cratic circles, instead of having descended to the position of a 
hard-working country doctor. 

There were pleasant letters, too, from Ida l\Ierton, which 
often beguiled hours that might else have hung wearily on 
hand. lJ den could not but sympathise in her friend's vivid 
enjoyment of the pleasures of continental travelling, cnhanee<l 
as they \\·ere to Ida by contrast with all she had gone through 
for years; and with such sympathy a vague hope must awaken, 
that some day the sunshine might still return to her 01yn lot, 
as now to Ida's; even if it were not tlie sunshine she most 
yearned for. Nor did Helen forget, among the duties which 
sl1e really now felt to be her best pleasures, to show such 
kind attentions as she could to Ida's mother; which, as shown 
for Ida's sake, were received with twofold gratitude. 

Thus the winter passed, and the opening spring brought a 
sense of peace and subdued brightness to Helen's mind, such 
as none can appreciate till they have passed through winters 
of real suffering like hers. Her previous winter had not 
been wholly a bright one; but in looking back, its dreamy, 
hoping, fearing sadness, seemed, by contrast \Yith that wl1ich 
had succeeded it, more like a child's playing al being unhappy, 
than like the stern reality. But such reality, though stern, is 
strengthening; one such winter endured, made her feel 
stronger for all winters to come ancl doubly susceptible to 
all spnng beauties and blessings, which had been well-nigh 
overlooked in clays of more abundant prosperity. She would 
1 ot now, if she could, have called back the days in which the 
tkepest feelings and best energies of her nature lay yet un-
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~Lirrcd, like w::i.lers on whose face the S1)irit h::tlh not yet 
lllOVecl. 

Spring was verging to summer-it was June alre::i.dy-::tnd 
I lclcn could now look forward without shrinking to the ap­
proaching arrival of the Emlyns ::tt the Priory. Sir William's 
society would do so much to cheer her father; and having 
hcgun to wish for them on his account, she was soon able to 
do so on her own. Bcsi(les, Florence was looking anxiously 
for Lady I•:mlyn, who could now be spared from town­
Cissy's sc<'oncl baby being already a fortnight old, and both 
she and it thriving. I felcn was, therefore, daily expecting 
tidings of J ,ouisa's arrivnl; and when Frank Littleton called 
in to sec her earlier than usual one morning, Hclell's first 
<Jtteslion \\'as, whether Florence had he::trcl from town. 

But she had not; anti not being very well, Frank said 
Florence wanted l I clcn to come and spend the day ,vith her, 
as he hi111self was obligecl to he absent for a gooLl many hours; 
and :1s his patients lay chiefly in the opposite direction, he 
had got J\lr. ]'11.1,clon to give him a lift into X--, and 
mrntecl I Iclcn to drive him back in her pony-carriagc-tbat 
is, if 2\lrs. Munt:igu could spare her for so long. 

i\Irs. !1.lonlagu, propitiated by the appeal, acceded gra­
ciou~ly; and the ponies being ready almost as soon as their 
mistress, l•rank and Helen drove off towards the Cottage, 
J Ielen's spirits rising, at the prospect of the unlooked-for 
holiday, till her heart fell lighter than it almost ever did 
now. 

i\lr. Littleton also seemed in unusually bright spirits, even 
for him; and leant back in the place of idleness Helen 
assigned Lo him she would drive herself with every appear­
ance of enjoying il extremely. 

" Sec whal one gets by being a married man ! " said he. " I 
could JH;vcr have got a young lady to drive me in her pony­
carriage this Lime last year ! " 

"No doubt as to the advantages of being a married man," 
said I Iclcn, laughing; "but as to the drive, I do not know, if 
you had askecl at a propitious moment. I dicl drive Mr. 
Carysfort once bsl year ! ·, 

" And do you know the consequences ? " said Frank, with a 
comical smile. 

"No; were there any?" said Helen, surprised. 
"Why, only reports on tbe best foundation throughout the 

neighbourhood, that .Miss Montagu and Mr. Carysfort were 
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-engaged ! " said Frank, looking up at her with playful 
sauciness. 

"I engaged to Mr. Carysfort! Nobody could have imagined 
anything so ridiculous ! I believe you invented it yourself!" 
said Helen. 

" I assure you, it was all arranged," said Frank, " and I am 
still sometimes asked, in confidence, if the match has gone off 
since the failure of the Bank, or when Mr. Carysfort is 
coming back ? " 

" Poor Mr. Carysfort ! If he could only guess how his 
name was being taken in vain behind his back ! But there 
might be more mischievous reports; one may afford to laugh 
when a story is absolutely devoid of foundation, like this one," 
said Helen. 

"Well, I would not advise you to give him another drive 
when he does come back, or you will have it in all the county 
papers, I give you warning," said Frank; "meantime, I shall 
contradict the rumour, 'on authority;' and now I can add: 
'Besides, Miss Montagu gave me a drive the other day, and 
she cannot be engaged to me.'" 

" How can you be so ridiculous ! " said Helen. "Florence 
does not half keep you in order; I must begin to look seyere 
and dignified." But for all that, they laughed and talked 
most of the way, Frank now and then relapsing into a reverie, 
from which lie quickly roused himself, as if unwilling to betray 
preoccupation. 

Towards the end of the drive he grew restless, kept looking 
at his watch, and even asked Helen to drive faster, as he was 
in a hurry to be off for his day's work. And he seemed in a 
hurry, indeed, as he hastened her alighting on their arrival, 
preceded her into the house, and saying, with a glance at the 
vacant drall'ing-room, that Florence might, probably, be in her 
own room, ran noiselessly upstairs, never pausing a moment 
for her to detect the suppressed smile on his face, till he 
turned short round, with his hand on the lock of Florence's 
door, his finger on his lips, and a look of such ineffable de­
light and pride as made Helen's heart bound in sudden sym­
pathy, understanding it all in a moment. The next minute 
she was standing at Florence's bedside, in the darkened 
room, bending breathlessly down with clasped hands, to 
see, as her eyes accustomed themselves to the half-light, the 
inexpressible peace and happiness on Florence's sleeping coun­
tenance, and a tiny something wrapped in flannels beside her. 
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If elcn was so absorbed, that for a minute or two she forgot 
that Frank was standing by eagerly awaiting congratulations; 
hut whcn she <lid look up, her look fully satisfied him, and the 
silent grasp of the hand they exchanged spoke volumes. 

"A girl'" he whispered, leaning over Helen to open a crevice 
in the folds of flannel. " I shall have two Florences now ! 
She would have it beside her. Do not let her talk much if she 
wakes; she must be as quiet as a mouse; but I promised to 
fetch you if she would go to sleep like a good child, ancl I 
thought you would like to sit beside her, even if she sleeps 
most of the time. [ shall be back the first moment I can, you 
may be sure." 

And after a few low-voiced words with the nurse in attend­
ance, Frank was off again, and a mile away, before Helen had 
so much as removed her charmed eyes from the face of the 
sleeper. Frank's instinctive sympathy had rightly divined that 
to one whose inner and outer life had of late been fraught with 
so much of suffering and discord as Helen's, he could afford 
no richer enjoyment, than the quiet watch in the atmosphere 
of deep pean; and pure happiness IJreathccl around the sleeping 
forms of the mother and child, both shiddccl, for the time at 
least, from all earthly sorrow and trouble; the one by the ada­
mant shield of tbe highest and holiest earthly felicity; the 
other, by in lancy's hlcssecl unconsciousness of coming good 
anrl ill alike. 

It seemed to If elcn as if she had ncver liefore known what 
peace meant; as if it would be impossible for evermore to 
doubt or to despond as Lo the future, since life held such hours 
as this in store, to he shared and rejoiced in with others; even 
though their highcsl happiness 11-crc denied to herself. And 
the tiny r:reature besiclc Florence seemed to re-open a future 
for her, from the dreaded blank of which she had of late pain­
fully shrunk. Frank and Florcnc's children-chilclren, of 
course, would follow, now that this first little one was really 
come-would be something to cling to and look forward for, in 
that vague, distant loneliness, which must one day be hers. 

It hardly needed Florencc's wakening and Frank's return, 
an<I the sight of their deepened Joye and joy, to fill her heart 
with such gladness and thankfulness, that when sbe met her 
father al the door on her return, he asked, with an involuntary 
smile, where she ha(! been to pick up a sunbeam by the way. 

"To sec Florence -and her baby, papa ! " said she, feeling 
the answer sufficient to account for any degree of sunshine. 
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"Ah ! I l1eard of the event from your friend Mr. Rawdon, 
who inquired most kindly after you, by the bye; but I had 
forgotlen what a strong interest young ladies always take in 
babies," said her father. 

Dut it pleased him to see her look so pleased; and even 
Mrs. Montagu-conciliated by Frank's diplomacy, in confiding 
the secret of the surprise to her while Helen was putting on 
her bonnet-seemed propitiously affected by the occurrence 
which had so raised Helen's spirits. She thought, however, 
the latter must have found it very dull, sitting there while 
Florence was asleep and her husband out; and soon proceeded 
to a narration of the several visits she had received in Helen's 
alJsencc, and which had not a little contributed to keep her in 
good-humour. Dut Helen could listen \\·ithout any sense of 
weariness this evening; and it passed off more l1armoniously, 
for all, than any they had spent together during the last six 
months. 

A couple of days brought the Emlyns dow11; Louisa almost 
as cager about Florence's baby, as though Florence were Cissy 
herself; and two or three weeks brought Ida back, looking 
years younger and prettier, Helen delightedly declared; and 
strengthened and refreshed for the labours to which she re­
turned, though had all her pupils been like Helen, they would 
certainly have been labours of love. 

And now, with Ida close at hand, the fine weather, which 
enabled her to sec Florence more frequently; and the frequent 
society of the Emlyns, whose friendly and delicate attentions 
did so much to lighten the gloom which still hung over her 
father's spirits,-things had greatly brightened for Helen. She 
could not, indeed, hear without a pang, that l\Ir. Huntley 
steadily declined all invitations to the Priory or the Priory Cot­
tage, on plea of absorption in literary pursuits ; but she felt 
that he was right. Unless the barrier between them, be it 
what it might, should one day be removed, she could not even 
wish to see him again; at least, till she should have gro\\ n 
older and wiser, as she phrased it to herself. 

But, notwithstanding this one abiding sorrow, she had 
enough of other happiness to enable her to look forward with 
hopeful contentment to the coming summer and autumn; and 
beyond that, she was learning not to look. Sufficient to the 
day is the good as well as the evil thereof. 
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~rn. C.\RVSFORT's RETl RN. 

[f lime past 
A11<l time p<>ssest both pain us, what mny profit? 
Time used. .Night Tltough/;, 

MR. Ct.JffSFOR'I ' had, meanwhile, spent his autumn, winter, 
and spring in solitary musings nnd wnnderings by the lake of 
Geneva. He gradually regnine<I his strength ; nnd nfler the 
con/inement of his long illness, begnn to /in<I more enjoyment 
in the henlthf11l activity of out door exercise tl1an he had had 
nny idea. it could afford. Tic remained, indeed, slightly lame, 
hut not enough so to occasion much inconvenience; and 
riding and boating offered pkasanl resources when his peclcs­
tri:in powers were exhausted. llein/!, moreover, a man of 
liternry tnstes, rending whiled awny many l11rnrs for him, when 
hitter rdlcr.tions and comfortless reminisccnrcs might else 
have become almost intokra.ble company. Jle was not, how­
ever, disposed to banish these; and more ancl more clearly 
the conviction forced itself upon him, that his previous life, if 
not a positiv<.:ly vicious, had been certainly a worthless and 
wasted one. 

It had not so much as secured his own happiness, still less 
promoted tba.t of nny of his fellow-creatures; since for years 
past, though in possession of nil which the m:ijority of mn11-
kind toil life long to attain, he h:Hl hel!n simply !Jnttling ,rith 
growing dissnti~faction and ennui, and learning lo clouhl the 
existence in life of anything worth living for. Ancl this, he ha.d 
karnecl to suspect, must, in some way, be his own fault. 

l'l!haps idleness lay at the root of the eril. Helen l\Ion­
tngu's respect for 1,,orl:i11g men might have something. in it, 
after a.II; and he was much inclined to try whether scltmg to 
work at 5omething in real earnest might not ma.kc him happier, 
if only by relieving him from the humbling sense of useless­
ness and worthlessness, which harl been forcing itself painfully 
11pon him ever since his nearer au1uaintnnrc with her. Suffer­
ing a.nd disappointment h:wing made him a.t once more sen-
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sitive and more candid, he had perceived how unconsciously 
and half-compassionately, she looked down on him ; and 
though she might apologise for it as a fault, Horace knew very 
well by this time, that it was by no means all her fault. What 
had he ever clone to win respect from any one, much less from 
Helen, whom he had been guilty of the littleness of disliking 
-he could admit it to himself now-on account of that ele­
vation and energy of character, which contrasted so unfavour­
ably with his own indolence and self-indulgence. He must do 
something to rid himself of the feeling that he deserved her 
contempt, and probably that of others, too. 

What he should do, remained the question. Two courses 
suggested themselves. Many years ago, he had thought of 
going to the bar, and nearly "eaten his terms," as the phrase 
goes in preparation. He might now complete his terms, and 
set to study law in earnest. He was too old to have much 
chance of dislinction before him; but that was not so much 
his object as the restoration of the self-respect which had been 
so rudely shaken of late, and the acquisition of a claim to the 
respect and better opinion of others, among whom Helen 
Montagu by no means ranked last. Not that he was by any 
means in love with her ; but he could not help thinking about 
her a good deal, and had a dim idea that if he could some day 
make her think better of him, he could be very proud of such 
a wife. But there would be much to do first; he w:is utterly sick 
of the weary aimlessness of the idle life which had become so 
laborious to him. In the law, he would want neither for friends 
nor interest; and he was conscious of abilities which had too 
long been wasted. No doubt the drudgery of it would be 
hateful; but, in his present mood, he felt a cynical inclination 
to be nailed to something disagreeable, just lo have the pleasure 
of hating it. 

On the other hand, Louisa Emlyn had often urged him to 
buy an estate, and sit down as a useful landlord upon it, like 
her own husband. But Horace hated the idea of a country 
life, and the contact with unpolished people it must entail, 
even more than the prospect of dusty law-books and tiresome 
precedents. Only Lady Emlyn's partiality, indeed, which led 
her to believe he could fill the position which, as being her 
husband's, she preferred above any other, could have so much 
as contemplated the transformation of the refined, fastidious, 
unprnctical Horace, into an active, useful, dignified country 
gentleman. Still this wish of Louisa's afforded an excuse for 
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yieldiug a little longer to his natural indolence and indecision 
-faults more difficult, perhaps, to overcome than others far 
more actively obnoxious ; and so Horace lingered on, dream­
ing away th1,; lovely spring weather on the Lake of Geneva, 
ol>liviou~ of the fact that doing nothing for so many months was 
an odd ,ny of l>cginning to set to work in earnest. 

llut one d:ty, n.:turning in his boat from a long day's idling 
on the lake, a trilling inci<knt roused him to action. Ilis boat, 
floating lazily homcwards-propdled by the soft lm.:ezt: which 
was almost lo,t in the large white latteen saib, and by the 
occasional languid oar-strokes of a boatman, little more incli11ecl 
for exertion, after the heat of the day, than Horace himself­
driflecl near another boat. 

A sweet feminine voice, singing an English song, suddenly 
attracted his altl.!ntion. I le had surely heard both voice :me! 
song before ! Many years before-in times of which the 
remt;mbrance slumbered so deeply, that its sudden awakening 
thrilled him like pain. Ik leaned over, and fixed his eyes on 
the approaching boat, slouching his broad straw hat over his 
face the while, that he might see unse<.;n ; at least should it so 
please him. The boat came near enough for him to discern 
faces and features perfectly. In the stern s::it a young lady, 
whose sweet, fair English face must ::inywhere h::ivl.! attracted 
admiration. She mighl l>1,; five or six: and twenty; but, as 
English girls ofkn are, was probably more attractive and lovely 
now, than she might have been seven years before, from the 
d<.;cpened and soften<.;d expression which flows from the ma­
tt1ri ng of heart and mind. A stranger might have guessed all 
this: Horace knew it. 

l le slouched his hat still more over his face, ancl extended 
his survey. A pretty fair-haired child, not many summers 
old-how many h1,; was not learned enough in children to 
guess-stood nestling hesicle the fair singer, with one little 
h::intl lovingly clasped in hers ; and opposite them, on one of 
the <.:ros~-benchcs, sat a gentleman, verging on middle age, 
thoroughly enjoying, to all appearance, the sailing, the sun­
shine, the singing, and all. Hor::ice had seen enough. He 
drew hastily back behind the white sail, and asked the boat­
man, somewhat sharply, if he ex:pecte<l to reach the land by 
midnight or not? Startled from his pleasing conviction th::it 
the gentleman was in no hurry, the boatman applied himself 
with ala<'rity to his oars, and soon reached the landing-steps. 

" • farried too ! Y .. ars ago ! " mutten.::d Horace to himse:lf, 
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as he paced the little terrace in front of his hotel in the soft 
summer-moonlight that evening. " Every one can take root 
and flourish in life except me ! " he added bitterly; and betook 
himself, no less gloomily, but far more seriously than in days 
of old, to his cigar and his musings. 

But this time the result of his musings was practical, being 
no less than an order for a conveyance to Geneva next morn­
ing; and, there arrived, he started at once for Paris and 
London, which he reached in a shorter space of time than 
he had ever before been known to accomplish snch a 
journey in. 

Having taken possession of his own chambers at the Albany, 
his first expedition was, of course, to his brother's. Being 
told that Lord Castleton was not at home, he asked for Lady 
Castleton; and, being shown into the drawing-room, founcl 
Cissy on a sofa wrapped in delicate muslins and ribbons, 
looking prettier than ever; with her four-weeks-old baby 
asleep beside her, in a bassinet all mother-of-pearl and blue 
ribbons and lace. It was quite a pretty picture; but some­
how it conveyed the impression, that the pretty young 
marnrna was little less of a child than the babe in the bassinet 
beside her. 

She sprang up delighted at seeing Horace. They had really 
thought he never meant to come back at all; and it was quite 
shamefol that he had never seen his godson yet; and little 
Horace was out just now. But he might look at the baby. 
The baby's name was to be Louisa Emlyn, and it was to be 
christened at the Priory, as soon as Fred was ready to take 
her and the children down. The Emlyns were gone already; 
Louisa coul<l wait no longer when she heard-ah! Horace 
had, perhaps, not heard yet-that Florence's Lahy was born. 
So nice for Florence to have a baby, too ! The dear little, soft, 
pretty playthings ! 

·where was Fred? Oh ! gone out somewhere; he had 
been out more than usual the last few days ; he was busy 
about something, she thought. She had no idea about what, 
though he did say something about railways, or railway meet­
ings the day before, when she wanted him to stay at home ; 
but she wondered why he should go, for he did not look as 
if it had been at all amusing when he came back. But he 
would be home to dinner, and of course Horace would stay. 
Oh, there was little Horace just come in, so his god papa 
should see him at last. 
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So Horace sat for some little time talking and listening to 
Cissy, and admiring his god-son to the best of his very limited 
bachelor-abilities; hut it kept running in his head : What 
could Freel have to do with railways, or railway meetings? It 
made him feel uncomfortahk ; and at last he said he would go 
down to the club, and see if he could find Frederick there; if 
not, he would return to dinner at any rat•~-

When he got clownstain;, however, he noticed that the door 
of his brother's lihra ry-his smoking-room, it might better 
have been calkd--was shut; and suddenly remembering that 
the servant had probably not known him from an ordinary 
visitor, proceedecl to investigate for himself. On opening the 
door, he founrl that his brother was indeed at home; sitting, 
with a perplexed and worried look, quite strange on his face, 
among business papers over which he was poring, cigar in 
mouth; but just as H oracc entered he flung his cigar away, 
as if suddenly exasperated by the conviction that it was not 
helping him in his dilemma. His face brightened instantly 
at sight of Horace, and he sprung to his feet with his usual 
boyish alacrity. 

"l lorace, old fellow! Is that really you? Are you quite 
well ag;1 in ? So glad to sec you ! " But there was a doleful 
cadence in his last words which confirmed his brother's appre­
hensions. 

"Perrcctly well, Freel," said Horace, taking the chair which 
the fon,1cr perceiving his slight lameness, had instantly placed 
for him ; " lmt what is the matter here? I know by your 
face there is something wrong. \\'hat have you been about? 
Out running your income, a11d getting into debt, and wanting 
me to ht..:I p you out?" 

"Something wrong, confound it ! " said Freel, dolefully; " I 
shoulcl think there was: Talk of debt, and out-running of 
incomes, why it's a perfect joke to the infernal hobble those 
rascally fellows have contrived t<> let me in for! And as for help­
ing me out, old fellow, why I am afraid that's more than you can 
manage, or any one else either!" Freel leaned back in his chair 
with a rucful look, twisting a lock of his curly hair, extended 
to its utmost length, between his fingers, so as to convey a 
forcible impression of his feeling himself at his wit's end. 

"llut what sort of a hobble; and what could you be at to 
get into the hands of rascally fellows?" said Horace, drawing 
his chair nearer to get a side-look at the ominous papers. 

s 
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"Cissy sai<l something about a railway meeting; but surely, 
Fred, yon never went speculating in shares? ' 

" Wish I had, or anything but just what I did do, like an 
ass as I was ! There, never mind those confounded papers,'' 
said Lord Castleton, gathering them all in a heap and tossing 
them across the table ; '' I can tell you all about it in two 
minutes, and you shall have as much of the papers afterwards 
as you like. And I'll tell you what, Horace, though you can't 
help me, I don't know that I ever was so gla<l to see yon 
before, as I was when you came in just now." 

"Instead of settling that I cannot help you, just tell me 
what is the matter," said Horace ; "and then, if you will not 
be helped, you shall not." 

"Will not!" said Frederick with a grim smile. "Just look 
here then ! Do you remember hearing about a branch line, 
two or three years ago, that was to run near Heathlands? '' 

"Yes," said Horace; "and I remember asking at the time, 
what it could signify to you, as you never lived there, and 
Cissy was not likely to take a fancy to a place in York­
shire?" 

"I know you did," said Lord Castleton penitently. "But 
some time after that-I suppose I forgot to tell you about it 
-when I went down there, just before I was married, there 
was a great fuss in the neighbourhood about it, and some of 
the fellows got hold of me, and got up a deputation from 
A--, and palaYered about the good of the neighbourhood, 
and the value of my name, and the little the line "·as to cost, 
and how it would amalgamate with the main line, and a lot of 
stuff; and they actually followed me up to London, and I was in 
a hurry to get down to Cissy, and so at last I let them put down 
my name as a director, and took a few shares to get rid of them." 

Mr. Carysfort began to look very grave. 
"Yes, I know I ought to be ashamed of myself," said Fred, 

ruefully; "knowing I knew nothing about it, and didn't mean 
to learn ; no one need tell me that ! Then I forgot all about 
it again till I heard last autumn that it was not flourishing ; 
and then I wrote and desired my name to be taken off the list 
of directors, and thought, of course, I was clear of it; and now 
the whole thing has gone to smash, and they come dO\rn on 
me as a director-nobody ever received my letter, of course_; 
infernal rascals as they are !-and I may say what I please, 
it seems they can make me responsible-for any amount!·, 
concluded he desperately. 
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"llut Fred, how long have you known this? Whom have 
you consulted?" said Mr. Carysfort, anxiously. 

" I laughed at them at first," returned he, " and told them 
they might whistle for anything beyond the purchase-money of 
the shares thcy had swindled me out of already; hut when I 
found it was getting serious, I went to old Savage, and he has 
been at it tooth and nail, and got the very first opinions, and 
it seems there is no help. I have not got so much as a copy 
of the letter I wrote, and if I had, I believe it would be no good. 
And of course the shareholders must get some satisfaction out 
of somebody; and as half the directors have nothing to pay up 
with, and the rest han: bolted, they pounce upon me and one 
or two others; and the liabilities arc perfectly frightful!" 

"\\'hat docs Emlyn say?" inquired Horace aghast. 
"He does not know; I did not want Cissy or Louisa to know, 

and I knew no one could help if old Savage could not." 
"But Fred, Cissy must know! What do you propose-what 

docs Savage advise? The estates are all entailed; you cannot 
sdl if you would ! " 

'· Sell ; no ! But they-the creditors, the shareholders, I 
mean, or whatever they please to call themselves "-said Fred, 
in a tone of exasperation, almost amusing in its boyish petu­
lance, "generously propose to take charge of my estates for me 
-a thing done every day, as they kindly assure me, when noble­
men get into such little scrapes-and allow me a thousand a 
year till the claims arc liquidated (which will be never), or till 
the heir comes of age and we can cut the entail ! A thousand 
a year ! Their generosity really"--

,. But what on earth docs Savage say I" asked Horace in a 
tone of growing dismay. 

"That I can't help myself! That is just the worst part of 
the business ! " 

"A bad business, indeerl I" sairJ l\fr. Carysfort, musingly. 
" It seems I <lid not come home before I was wanted, however 
little use I may be now I am here, Fred ; but we must see 
what we can do"--

,, Do! I shall emigrate to Australia, and sec what I can do 
there, I think," returned Lord Castleton. " Though to be sure, 
Ci. sy "-- The ludicrous contrast between the idea of Cissy 
:incl of Australia overcame his trouble, and he fairly laughed. 
His brother was glad he could laugh still. 

"No, I am afraid you will not manage much in that line," 
be said, kindly; "but don't be down-hearted, Fred. We must 

S 2 
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go and have a long talk with Savage to-morrow morning, and 
see if there be no possible way of managing matters; and if 
the worst comes to the "·orst, ,re must set up house together. 
I should think we might get on with a thousand a year of yours 
and what I have, which is a great deal more than is of any use 
to me." 

" To, no, Horace; you arc a good fellow!" said Frederick, 
gratefully; "but that will never do. I am not going to stand 
in the way of your marrying and doing as you like"--

" Well, never mind just 110\\'; \\'e will see what Sarnge says 
to-morrow," returned l\Ir. Carysfort, pursuing some thread of 
reflection in his Olrn mind apparently; for after a minute or 
two's thought, he looked up suddenly, and said, "Dut now, 
Fred, don't sit ,rorrying- over those papers any more; you look 
so fagged and bothered " -

" \Vell I may!" he replied dcspondingly. "I am sick of 
the very sight of them ! " 

"Then come down to the cluh with me; Cissy thinks I am 
gone there to look for you; and you shall bring back some 
excuse for my not returning to dinner : and I will go to see 
Savage this evening, and learn if there be really no glimpse of 
light to be got into the 1.msincss. And then to-morrow '"e "ill 
have a grand consultation with him and his' very first opinions.' 
Come along, Fred." 

So the two brothers went out together; and after they hacl 
parted, as proposed, al the club, l\Ir. Carysforl ,rent straight 
to the chambers of the old family solicitor, who had manngccl 
the Castleton property for many years-for many generations, 
Frederick always asserted. l\lr. Savage recei,·cd his , isitor 
with a face scarcely less dismal than Lord Casllclon's own, and 
a doleful, "Oh, l\fr. Carysfort ! A pretty mess you have come 
back to find us in ! " 

It was not easy, at first, to bring him to the point of explain­
ing his views of the sai,l mess, and the hopes and possibilities 
of extrication that might remain. He feelingly lamented Lord 
Castleton's extreme imprudence in ever letting his name be 
made use of without first taking legal advice, which would h:we 
]1indered all the mischief; and his inconceivable carelessness 
in not making sure of the \Yitbclrawal of his name: but young 
men always would go trying to manage their own affairs-the 
last thing they ought ever to think of! l\Ir. Carysfort's cordial 
assent to the implied proposition that it would have been much 
better for all parties had Mr. Savage been consulted, smoothed 
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matters considerably; and proceeding to business, the old 
lawyer soon put the whok case before him in very few words, 
like the shrewd, clear headed man of business he really was. 
ll was pretty much as Lord Castleton had ~tated it. Enormous 
liabilities incurred by reckless management, if not absolute 
swindling; and no escape from legal responsibility, several 
similar cases having lately been decided against nominal direc­
tors in the same situation. It would be throwing away money 
to go into court against the claim. 

But when questioned as to the necessity of assigning over 
the estates, that, Mr. S:i.vage said, was decidedly open to con­
sideration; only he had never been able to get Lord Castleton 
to listen to reason. f lorace could not help smiling as he 
thought with what degree of patience poor Fred, in his present 
mood, ,rns likely to li:-;ten to reason prefaced by homilies on 
his own imprucknce and carelessness. 

There ,ras another expedient, l\lr. Sarngc said, which might 
possibly save the estates and the family from this infra dig. 
ser1ucstration. The offer of a large sum of money down might 
possibly be accepted as a compromise by the creditors, in the 
present desperate position of affairs; but it would need to be 
a very large sum ind ,cd, and being raised on mortgage, the in­
tcn:,;t would reduce I ,ord Castlcton's revenues almost as much 
as the sequestration, till the entail could be cut, and something 
clone in that way-though .Mr. Savage shuddered at the thought 
of such a sacrifice as any sale of the time-honoured acres of the 
Castleton property. Still the property would meantime remain 
in the hands of its rightful owners, and any improvements that 
coulcl be effected on it -a good deal might, perhaps, be done 
in that way, if l\Ir. Savage's advice were listened to-would 
redound to their advantage, and something might still tum up 
before it came to cutting the entail. 

l\l r. Carysfort C"aught gladly at ~he idea of a compromise, 
and a long conference ensued as to the means of raising 
money, during which Mr. Savage was induced, by suggestions 
of 1\1 r. Carysfort's, to open his eyes very wide indeed; yet 
then.: must have been something satisfactory to his mind in the 
turn the consultation took, to judge from the placid, benevolent 
glanc e-vcry different from the doleful, business face with which 
he had received his visitor,-with which he at last took leave 
or hilll, 

"Well, really, Mr. Horace, I can only say that I shall foci­
that is, if Lord Castleton can be induced "--
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"Leiwe me to manage Lord Castleton," sai<l Horace; "only 
keep counsel to-morrow, and I will answer for the rest. Good 
night." And ,vith a pre-occupied, somewhat gloomy expression 
of countenance, 1\Ir. Carysfort returned to his chambers at the 
Albany. 

The next morning, when his brother came by appointment 
to breakfast with him, and eagerly inquired the result of his 
interview with tbe lawyer, Mr. Carysfort assured him that he 
thought matters did not look quite so black as he had feared, 
and dilated on the advantages of the proposed compromise, if 
it could be effected, which would at least keep the management 
of the estates in their own hands. 

" No great thing, either, with nothing left to manage them 
on I '' said Lord Castleton, grimly. 

·' \\'e ,rill see about that afterwards," said Horace; "let us 
get out of this scrape fir~t. What I want you to do is this. 
Savage thinks be would have a better chance of dealing with 
these people, if you would leave the matter entirely in his 
hands for a little while. He thinks you get a little excited 
sometimes, and that does harm"--

" I should like to know who wouldn't," said Frederick, try­
ing to speak sulkily, but smiling, in spite of himself, at the 
remembrance of Mr. Savage's efforts to restrain his excitement 
on more than one occasion. 

"Cissy wants change of air," proceeded his brother, '· and if 
you will take her and the children down to the Ernlyns', and 
stay a week or two, leaving Sayage and me full power to act, 
I believe we shall have mended matters by the time you come 
back. Will you let us try? At any rate, we can hardly make 
things worse." 

" No, I defy yon to ! " returned Lord Castleto11 ; " and if you 
like to try your hand at mending them, I am sure I shall be 
\'Cry much obliged to you, and, moreo,·er, think it Yery good 
of you to bother your head about my business, when I know 
you hate trouble so." 

"Oh, SaYage shall haYe the trouble," said lllr. Carysfort; 
and they proceeded to further arrangements. 

Immediately after hrcakfast, Frederick returned home, and 
delighted Cissy by telling her he should be ready to take her 
down to her sister's the next day, and then hastened to :\lr. 
Savage's to meet Horace, who had thus secured another pri­
vate conference before his brother's arrirnl. All was then 
speedily arranged according to the proposed plan. The affair 
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was to IH.; ldl entirely in the hands of the law) er and l\lr. 
Carysfort, J ,onl Castleton giving them full powers lo act for 
him, an<l promi•ing not to interfere or return to town till they 
should hwe fairly tried the experiment of m:rnaging the oppo­
,,ite party in his absence. \fr. ~avage look leave of his noble 
client with sanguine predictions of a more promising stale cf 
affairs al their next meeting; and considerably relieved by 
these ancl his brother's assurances, though he could not him­
sclf sec how they were going to mend matters so greatly, Lord 
Castleton proceeded, with rapidly rising spirits, to assist Cissy's 
preparations for their departure next day. This being happily 
ace omplishecl, :\I r. Carysfort, with the field clear, pro< ceded, 
in rnnccrt with ~Jr. Savage, to carry out the plans they had in 
urntem11lation. 

T110 or three weeks ehpsed, during whid1 Lorcl Castleton 
was constantl) informed that malll;rs were progressing favour­
ably : and with the natural carelessness r,f his disposition, he 
lirm: the suspense lightly enough, betraying only ,1 little extra 
restlessness, which caused Lady Emlyn to remark that she did 
not i.Jcli,;ve Frederick could be still for half an hour together if 
he tried. Then he was summoned back, and went up to 
London to look after Horace, as he averred. He left Cissy 
and hn babe., 11·ith the Emlyns, and was charged to bring 
!Jora<:c down on l1is return. 

llis ,ense of tht.: gravity of his position increased in propor­
tion as h1.: ,1pproa< hcd the scene of action, and he reached 
J ,onclon in very low spirits indeed. He went straight to l\Ir. 
S,1vage, and was :;omewhat relieved to hear that the compro­
mise had lieen cffectc<l, the creditors having agreed to accept 
a given sum d<mn, in lieu of all claims present and prospec­
tive; !Jut the stttu was so large, that his countenance fell again 
when ht.: heanl its amount. The Castleton property was by no 
means large for the position of its .owner, and of late only dis­
encumbered; the accumulations of a long minority having 
b:1rcly sufficl,;cl to counterbalance the extravagance of the last 
possessor. And what would be left when the interest of such 
mortgages as must now be laid on it was annually provided 
for? < lr ho,, else was the money to be raised? 

That, \lr. S;l.\age said, was a point for future deliberation. 
The present question was, whether Lord Castleton would ratify 
the compromist.: made in his name. lie could talk matters 
over with his brother, "ho was in possession of all the 
inform:1tion necessary, and then, if no objection arose, they 
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could proceed to further business when they all three met next 
morning, as Tllr. Carysfort had appointed . Finding that, for 
some reason or other, no more was to be got out of the lawyer 
at that sitting, Lord Castleton drove off to his brother's cham­
bers in a very desponding mood. IIc supposed, as he went 
along, that he and Cissy must go and li\·e abroad, as it would 
be impossible for them to exist in England on anything he 
could hope to save out of his income; and truly it was a poor 
look out both for them and their children, the only possiuility 
of ever bettering their position lying in the unpromising pros­
pect of improving estates, almost tbe whole revenues of which 
would be irrecoverably tied up. And all through his own 
reckless folly ! 

By the time he reacbed the Albany, he felt as much repug­
nance to approaching the distasteful subject as he had felt 
anxiety to enter on it before. Nor did Mr. Carysfort show any 
alacrity in opening it, and dinner bad been over some time 
before eLtlier advertcd to business. At last, after fidgetting 
restlessly on his chair, and wishing Horace would have the 
charity to begin, Lord Castleton took the plunge himself. 

" I saw Savage on my way up this afternoon." 
"You did?" said Horace, on his side rousing himself to meet 

the emergency. "And I suppose he told you"--
" Yes, he showed me the terms agreed on," continued Lord 

Castleton, "and I have no doubt you and he have made the 
best possible of a very bad business. Do not think me un­
grateful for looking so black on it; but, you see, it is such a 
frightful sum of money to have to raise, and I do not see what 
is to become of us-Cissy and the children I mean-while I am 
paying such interest as there must be on the mortgages. And 
I am sure Savage thinks it a very bad joll; I could not get a 
\\·ord out of him as to what the money could be Lorrowed at, -
in short, it seems such a look-out as a fellow must take some 
time to get over!" he \\'Ound up, growing desperate again. 

"My dear Fred!" Mr. Carysfo1t began,-bnt there he 
stopped, and Frederick had to look Ycry hard at him for a full 
minute before hc went on-" the fact is, there will be no need 
to borrow the money at all." 

"No need!" echoed Lord Castleton, in amaze. 
"None at all," replied l\1 r. Carysfort, quickly. "You must 

only leave me to arrange matters as I told you. I have for 
some time been intending to go to the bar-I am sick of doing 
nothing, Fred !-so several thousands a year would be utterly 
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USL k ,., I (J 111e now; ancl my money ha\'ing al\\'ays been in the 
J, und ,, is easily got at, and, in short, the sum required is placed 
at Sa\',lge's disposal, ancl you have only lo sign the papers 
to morrow n101ni11g." 

•· llor,t<'l.! ! " exclaimed FrcrleriGk, springing to his feet, "you 
<lo not illlaginl.! l would allow" --

" !le q11ict, Fred, and sit down," inlerruptl.!cl his brother, in a 
tone or suppressed irritation, which forcibly recalled to Freel 
his ungr.tc1ous reception when he went <lown to see Horace 
after his accidl'nl. "I tell you you will allow it, if you are not 
an o!Jstinate fool, which I do nol lake you for. Just tell me 
what goo<l wealth has evl:r done me since I had it? Has it 
made me such a particularly happy man, or have I made such 
a first rate use of it that you should thwart llll: ,d1l.!n I have 
founcl a satisfactory ll'ay of applying it? Besides, I shall still 
hav<: qnile as much as./ want. I have no wife and children, to 
say nothing of a peerage to k<:ep up!" 

Thl:re was a touch of such bitter emphasis on the word 
"11·if<:," as it quite grieved Fred to hear. 

" llul, 11 or.u c', old fellow, though you have not gol a wif<: 
now, you may h:\\c some day; and l doubt you need not go so 
very lar lo Jouk for 01w, wl10 would be well worth having, too 
-politics and all!" sai<I Fre<lu-ick, with a smile. "Auel I 
cannot you must sec yours<:lf that l could not possibly kt you 
ruin yourself in that way ! l t is not l.!\'l!n as if I could hope to 
1<:pay you in any rl.!asonabk number of years"--

" I sec· 110 impossibility in the matter,'' returned l\lr. Carys­
fort, more gt:ntly; '' bl.!siJes, you gave us mrtc bla11che, and you 
c:innot help yourself. Ancl I mean you to repay me in part. 
Thal is, you will every year set aside so much, lo be employed 
- with other 111onc·J W<: purpose to borrow, as Savage will tell 
yon lo impro1·e the l:States, which have been sadly ncg!l.!clecl; 
and as the improvements pay, you will gel a considernble in­
creas,~ 011 your prese11t income, which you may 1nilc off to me 
as f:tst as you pleas". If I should ever marry-which I have 
110 idea or doing al present; l should not like having a wife lo 
look down on me as an idle, usdcss fellow-I may, perhaps, 
want 111ollL:) by that time; if not, it will revl.!It to littk 
J loracc, or go towards a pro1·ision for the young<:r children· -
you m;ty look out for a dozen now, Fred ! " 

",\11d it it will case your co11scil:ncc," he continued, seeing 
his l,rother about to interrupt, "you may give me a mortgage 
over the property to any amount you please; out I will take no 
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interest beyond the thoussnd, or perhaps two, a year, ,1hich I 
mean to i1west in the improvements. And I shall put seYeral 
disagreeable stipulations into the agreement, as to your li,·ing 
down at Heathlands at least half the year, learning to manage 
your own estates, and so forth. I am afraid I have a good deal 
to answer for, Fred, in bringing you up to be as idle and 
good-for-nothing as myself; and I vote we both turn over a 
new leaf, and do better in future." 

" Good-for-nothing as you ! The oddest sort of good-for­
nothingness I eyer met with, then, I can tell you," said Fred, 
huskily. "But, on my word, old fellow, I cannot think it can 
be right'' --

" Then think no more about it," said his brother. "I never 
was a very peremptory elder brother, but I must have my will 
this time. I am quite in earnest about going to the bar, and 
shall have quite as much left as I can want to get on with, till 
I make something for myself; so it is positively only turning 
money to account which would be of no earthly use to me." 

"All very well to say that," muttered Frederick, \\ringing 
his brother's hand, with tears in his eyes, deeply touched by 
the generosity which tried to make light of the obligation 
conferred; but, contest the point as he might, he was forced 
to give in at last, ancl walked home that night to his empty 
house, with a heart strangely full, and yet strangely lightened. 

The brothers had always been warmly attached to each other; 
and :Frederick was more alive than any one, unless it were 
Lady Emlyn, to the kindness of heart and native generosity 
of character which the idle, frivolous life of a man of fashion 
had tended to obscure and suffocate in Horace ; but even he 
liacl been far from imagining how strong his brother's affection 
for him really was, or how unselfishly and energetically, once 
thoroughly roused, Horace might be capable of acting. 

"Ah I I told Cissy once that Horace was a fine fellow, good 
enough for anybody," said he to himself. "She will believe it 
now." 

Nor was the sacrifice thus made, so slight to \ lr. Carysfort's 
feelings as he tried to make it appear. Ilc had, it is true, no 
idea of marrying at present-perhaps the feeling stirred by 
his encounter on the Lake of Geneva helped to disincline him 
to it for the time-but that was quite another thing from 
putting it absolutely out of his power to do so for years, at 
least, to come. And, though several thousands a year would 
indeed be of no special use in forwarding his present views,-of 
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gdling on at the bar, so as to ac(lnirc some definite root and 
UC( upation in lift:.--it would be neither so very easy, nor so 
very pleasant, to livl! on Lut few more hundreds a year than 
he had been used to sc1uamlcr thousands, he really did not 
know how. Still it was something to have had his previous 
ind<!< ision thus overcome liy the force of circumstances; and 
however dihtasteful the results might practically prove, nothing 
could bl! worse than his past mock and habits of life, which 
the e:perience of the last year or two had led him to regard 
with positive disgust; so h<! was determined, somewhat cyni­
cally perhap., to make the best of it. The impulse from without 
had indeed come opportunely, and naturally too, through the 
( hanncl of his really sin('erl! affection for his brother; for 
in transition epod1s, such as ,\Jr. Caryfort'~ mind was now 
passing through, the rnlue of any good and unselfish point of 
charact\.!r is sure to make itself felt. 

The compromise \\'as carried out: the money realized, and 
paid over; and, grievous as .\lr. Savage pronounced the sa ri­
fice, it hardly went to his heart so much as the sale of a single 
acre of the Castleton property, had sale l>cen possible, would 
have done. \I r. Carysfort, in concession to his Lrother's scrn­
plcs, accepted ,t mortgage over the properly to the full amount 
laid down-lrnt privately assigned it on the ~pot, by will, to 
his god son and promi,ed really to consider as his own, and 
draw a. much as he should require of the two thousand a year, 
which was all even Frederick could persuade himself he might 
be able to set a;ide from his income. llut I lorace took care 
it hhould still lie applied as originally 1,roposed. 

lt ,1·as ,;t:ltkd, also, that the Castletons should giYe up their 
town house, and reside at J leathlands, al least for the present. 
.:. r early ten years younger than his brother, and endowed by 
nature with urn< h more physical energy, there seemed no 
reason why Frederick should not settle clown into an active, 
practical, resident proprietor; and though Cissy's inclinations 
had not yet been consulted, neither of the brothers had much 
u11easincsss on her account. It might cost her a few tears to 
give up her pretty London house; but not,vitbstanding her 
occasional assu111ption of wilfulness in trifles, she was too 
< hildlike and pliant in disposition, :mcl much too fond of Fred, 
tr> offer any serious opposition to his wishes; especially as 
lJoth her sister's and Sir William's influence was sure to be 
<.!XCrcisecl to the utmost in support of the plan. And with her 
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flower-garden and her country neighbours lo take the place 
of London gaieties, she would soon be quite as happy as 
before. 

So Lord Castleton, when he found that Horace could not 
be induced to go with him, went down alone to Emlyn Priory, 
to communicate the state of affairs, before proceeding to 
Heathlands, to put it in order for the reception of his family. 
For Horace might talk as he liked of the inexpediency of pub­
lishing such strictly private family arrangements, Frederick 
was determined that Cissy and the Emlyns, at least, should 
be fully informed as to Horace's noble conduct. He jour­
neyed down with a strange new sense of duties and responsi­
bilities upon him. He felt as if he had suddenly turned a 
corner in life, :mcl found himself face to face with its n:alities. 
And deeper still, though not oppressive, to his affectionate 
heart, was the sense of obligation to his brother. He had 
al ways been fond of Horace; but now, for the first time, he 
felt really proud of him. 

Lady Emlyn's gratification at Horace's vindication of her 
good opinion w;i.s unbounded; aud Cissy's gratitude amounted 
almost to awe, when she was made to comprehend the extent 
of the sacrifice. Sir William declared that the effect on II ora e's 
character of that fall from his horse had lJeen marvellous ; 
but he looked very grave on Frederick's recklessness, which 
had brought matters to such a pass; and begged him to 
remember that it might not be so easy to get out of a second 
scrape, as l lorace had made it for him with this first. 

When l lclen J\Iontagu heard the story, which Frerlerick 
took care she soon should, she frankly confessed to having 
done 1 lorace great injustice in her former opinion of him; 
and applauded his conduct far more warmly than she would 
have clone had she felt any of that peculiar interest in him 
which his brother wished she might, and, in his masculine 
ignorance, thenceforth flattered himself that she did. 

While his brother proceeded to his preparations at Heath­
lands, l\lr. Carysfort meanwhile exchanged his chambers at the 
All.Jany for chambers: in Lincoln's Inn, and addressed himself 
seriously to the new mode of life he had chosen. It might not 
prove either agreeable or prosperous; but, at any rate, he was 
now setting earnestly to work, to solve, after his fashion, the 
problem which has JJCrplexed, and doubtless ,vill perplex, so 
many, before and after him; whether, namely, there be, after 
all, happiness in life worth living for, to be found by those 
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who set about seeking it, to the best of their several abilities, 
by aid of such light as each may possess? 

Of 111orence Littleton and her husband we have said little. 
It seems superfluous to dilate on happiness such as theirs; 
happiness as pure and cloudless as can be looke<l for on earth. 
Not, indeed, that they possessed all earth can give; and Frank 
might sometimes wish for a moment that he could surround 
his Florence with some, or all, of the luxuries which graced 
the lot of her wealthier friends; or that he had more leisure 
to dt.!vOtl! to her and their child; and Florl!nce might sometimes 
sigh that Frank should have to work so hard, or coml! hnme 
looking pale and \\'l!ary at times; hut thesl! and other tritles 
no more obscurl!d their happiness, than bright, while clouds in 
a sun11ner-evening sky clim the bl!auty and radiance of thl! 
sunset which gilds them. l'erhaps they rather enhanrl!d it, liy 
('Ontributing that sonwthing to wish for and look forward to, 
wh:ch <loulJtkss as indicative of the progressive element in 
finite human nature seems insqiaral,le from the full reli~h of 
any actu:11 enjoyment. 

i\nd should it lie asketl whether such happiness as we ha,·l! 
ht:re indicated (to <ksnihe it were impossible) be not the fig• 
mcnt of our own imagination whether surh may really be found 
on earth-we answer : But too seldom, trul), an<l never for long 
together; but found, neverlhl!lcss, it sometimes is, like a green 
oasi~, d1l!ering the hearts, and confirming, with a forctastl! of 
heavenly bliss, the faith of human wanderers, in the deserts of 
their l!arthly pilgrimagl!. Ancl found morl! often it would he, 
and enjoyed more widely, if men but knew how to e,timate 
more rightly, and to seek more steadfastly, the true and 
imperishable happinl!ss of life. 

CHAPTER XX. 

CANVASSING 

Time passes on ; 
The healing work of sorrow is complete; 
All vain regret~ s11hd11cd. 

Sm;·11rnv's R~derid·. 

J\loRE than thrl!e years had elapsed, without bringing forth 
any striking events to chel1t1cr the fortunes of tho~e whom 
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we left addressing themselves, with more or less of hopeful­
ness, energy, and contentment, to their various paths of life; 
some rejoicing in the brightest blessings of life's sunshine; 
others winding their less-farnured way in the shadow of ~uch 
clouds and trials as must beset all paths at one time or 
other. 

And surely it is one of the most beautiful laws of Divine 
Providence, which so breaks and chequers both clouds ancl 
sunshine, that neither can fall unbroken on the life-horizon of 
any. I Iowever gloomy our own path, we can still-if ,ve ha Ye 
learned to look beyond self-always find some sunny spot in 
other lives within our ken, to remind us that the sun is still 
shining, if not immediately on ourselves; whereas, if our own 
lot be cast in pleasant places, we can never-unless selfish­
ness have hardened our hearts to the sorrow of others-lack 
the wholesome reminder that all earthly happiness is uncer­
tain and fleeting; and that it will be well to be laying up 
against our own day of need, that treasure in the heavens 
which faileth not. 

Helen l\1ontagu's life had flowed smoothly on, with as little 
of outward change as could well be. Iler father's affairs had 
gradually been wound up ; and, shortly before the date at 
which the thread of our story is resumed, the last dividend to 
his creditors had been paid; leaYing still some surplus for his 
private benefit, which might yet, there was good hope, afford at 
least an equivalent for the marriage-settlement, the relinquish­
ment of which had been such a grievance to .\lrs. 11Iontagu. 
:.lr. Montagu had declined more than one advantageous 
opportunity of re-entering business, which the high respect 
entertained for his character and al.Jilities procured him; and 
occupied himself chiefly in the local politics and magisterial 
business which he had gradually resumed, as he freed himself 
from the harass of his pecuniary entanglements. Sir William 
Emlyn's friendship and society had pro,·ed an unfailing re­
source; and now that the Priory was seldom unoccupied­
the continued residence of the Castletons at their own seat 
removing Lady Ernlyn's former attractions to Lond n-there 
were few clays that the two gentlemen did not meet, either on 
the bench, or at some of the local boards at which they sat 
together, or at the home of one or the other. Helen's intima<'y 
at the Priory had likewise far from diminished; and though 
it was not possible any real intimacy should subsist between 
Lady Emlyn and I\Irs. i\lontagu, the former always contrived, 
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for Helen's sake, to keep up such a show of attention and 
cordiality, as satisfied both the expectations and the vanity of 
the latter lady. 1lrs. l\Iontagu ha~ of late been, or fancied 
herself, in somewhat delicate health; and had taken to beguil­
ing her time IJy the close attendance, now growing fashion­
able, on cathedral services ; and by mixing herself up ,Yith 
divers of the charital>le societies and sisterhoods, with which 
X-- and its neighl>ourhood al>ounded. Helen steadily 
resisted every attempt lo draw her into similar circles and 
occupations; but as they tended greatly to her father's peace 
anrl comfort, l>y occupying i\Irs. l\[ontagu's mind, and gratify­
ing her sense of importance, she could sul>mit, with a good 
grace, to the strictures which not unfrequently reached her, 
directly or inclirectly, on the worlclly and frivolous tnrn of 
mincl, "natural enough, to be sure, in so young ancl attractive 
a person as dear Helen." 

Helen's remaining unmarried, and her steady avoidance of 
evl'ry acr1uaintance which might seem to threaten matrimonial 
overtures, di1l not, of course, pass without the usual amount of 
wonder and remark, among her private friends, and in the 
neighl>ourhood in general. Sir William, indeed, when her re­
covered spirits had quite removed his uncomfortable idea that 
something ha<l gone wrong with his favourite, could not al­
ways resist teasing her on the subject; and, one day, confiden­
tially announced that he had at last discovered her secret to be 
no less than a hopeless attachment, of many years' standing, 
to their respected rector, Mr. Rawdon; and the joke remained 
a standing one against her for many a day. 

The neighl>ourhoo<l was divided in opinion as to whether 
the engagement to l\Tr. Carysfort had really existed, but been 
postponed, or broken off, by his own, as well as 2\Ir. l\Iontagu's 
loss of fortune; or whether Miss Montagu's heart had been 
secretly given to Captain Marston, though pride might h:.i.ve 
prompted her to reject him, when her father's prosperous 
position seemed to entitle her to a more l>rilliant match. 
Mrs. Montagu secretly countenanced the latter theory, till 
she almost believed in it herself; and nothing but the reflec­
tion how inconvenient it might be to lose the benefit of Helen's 
fortune, urc,·ented her writing to urge her nephew's return 
from India, to avail himself of the advantages afforded by pre­
sent circumstances. 

As often happens, the truth remaint:d unsuspected, exccvt 
1.Jy the one or two JH'rsons who had far too much respect and 
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affection for Helen to take part in such gossiping speculations. 
She had never seen Mr. Huntley again. While he declined 
all invitations to the Prio:cy or the Cottage, she had as sedu­
lously avoided any such stay in London as might have brought 
them in contact; nor had they as yet been thrown together 
by any of those seeming chances which so often defeat all 
such prudent precautions. She heard of him occasionally 
from the Littletons and the Emlyns, and had learned to hear 
his name mentioned with more pleasure than pain. It was 
with deeper pleasure that she met himself, as it were, in the 
writings which, from time to time, abundantly testified Lhat 
his secluded life was not spent in idleness or aimless self­
absorption; and each of which seemed to strengthen and vivify 
the hidden links l.letween them, lly the expression of thoughts 
and feelings which spoke so home to hers, that it almost 
seemed, for the moment, as if the old days had returned, in 
which Bernard had been wont to unfold himself to her as to 
none other. She had nel'er seen anyone who could so much 
as tempt her to transfer her love to another; and vague and 
visionary as any lingering hope must be, that time would yet 
solve the mystery and prosper her affection, she had nen:rthe­
less learned to feel her life the richer for the disappointed 
love which, unprosperous as it was, remained a well-spring of 
happiness within her, cheering many a hea\'y bour. For tht! 
giving of love-of such love, at least, as deserves the name-is 
happiness in itself; and unselfish love for a worthy object 
refines and softens; awakening a deeper susceptibility to all 
tender and generous sympathies, in the exercise of which so 
much true happiness may at all times be found. 

This softening and refining infl11ence might have heen traced 
in the indefinable softening of countenance and manner, which 
made Helen, if not al.lsolutely younger, far more winningly at­
tractive and feminine, in appearance, than of old; and so much 
less obviously self-reliant, that society in X-- and its neigh­
bourhood bad begun to forget how "very clever" Miss Montagu 
was, and more often remarked on her sweet smile, or her ele­
gance, or her affectionate devotion to her father. Lady Emlyn 
now positively disbelieved that she ever could really have felt 
doubtful about liking dear Helen; and on occasion of a late 
visit to the Priory, Lord Castleton had taken the opportunity 
of writing to his brother, that he did not believe Miss Montagu 
could talk politics now, if she triecl. To lJe sure, if he really 
did not, he must have strangely shut his ears to some of the 
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convt.:rs.tL1uns in which he joined with Sir William and her 
I 1tlier ; but as, on th,_ otht.:r hand, he assured IIelen that 
l I ora ·e wa gro11 i11g r1uitt.: a politici.tn, he was probably not 
111u< h in earnest i11 th, .i. sertiun . 

• \Ir. C.1rysfurt, shorLly ,tft<;r 111s c t!l to the Chancery bar, 
had obLained tht.: appointment uf secretary to ont.: of the law 
lords, which at least effected his object of getting something 
to do, by way of contrast to former idlencs,;. No one was 
much surprised that he had not yet rt.:visited the neighbour­
hoorl of X--, the scene, for him, of such unpleasant remi­
niscences. 

"Well, pap:i.?" said I Ielcn, one afternoon, early in the au­
tumn, on .:irr. Montagu's entering the room when.: she sat, 
with a . omewhat unusual alacrity of step, ancl a face which 
betrayed that he had something pleasing to communicate. 

" I have been hearing some news," said her father, placing 
him elf in front of her, and looking at her with a peculiar 
gleam of satisfa tion in the smile with which he answt.:red 
hers. "\\'ho do you think is coming down to contest the 
Lorougl1, after all ? " 

"!low can I gucs~, papa?" s·1id Ilden. "It cannot 1,e Sir 
\\'ilhalll, as \\C wi~hed, or you woukl not say' coming down.' 
.,_ or yoursdf, for the same reason." 

" 'o, no, I have had enough of it; and Sir William is ob­
stinalt.:. (.?_uite a mislak1.:-just the man we \\'ant-but he 
vows he 1Yould as soon hang himself as go sitting in that 
I louse night aiter night. But, Helen, it is an old friend of 
your~." 

"I cannot think of any one likely," s:i.irl Helen; for the only 
name which -always at hanrl -presented itself, was one which 
she could not commit to speech to risk an astonished negativt.:. 

"I lave you quite forgotten ;\Ir. Carysfort?" said her father, 
smiling. 

"\lr. C''.1rysturt'" cried Helen, springing up with a laugh. 
'' o,v, pap,t, } ou nre joking .. , 

". ot in the least," said her fatht.:r, with a shade of dis• 
:11,pointm nt 111 his tone; "why should you think so?" 

'' Oh, you do not know how he used to hate politics, papa," 
s 1id 1I elen. "Poor .:irr. Carysfort' To think of his being 
reduced to such extremities ' Why, do you know, he took a 
vehement dislike lo me, becau. e he Ind heard me talking poli­
tic · but I suppose he has refonnerl on that point too. I ha\·e 
grc;t respect for him s'nce that affair of Lord Castleton'~." 

T 
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"If you mean as to his dislike, he reformed on that point 
so me Lime since, I imagine,"' said l\Ir. J'\Iontagu, with the same 
ocld smile, and an inri_uiring glance at his daughter, which made 
he1 feel uncomfortable. Was her father beginning again with 
his ulJ fancy aboul l\Ir. Carysfort? 

"Yes, we got pretty good friends together after his accident," 
said Helen, carelessly-her father must 11ot take those fancies 
into his head again. " But now tell me, papa, how it happened. 
I thought the borough was not to be contested, when Sir William 
declined." 

"Well, it had very nearly fallen through," said her father; 
"but when Sir William positively declined, some of l\Ir. Carys­
fort's London friends suggested that he might have as good a 
chance, if Sir William would back him. He was not very 
willing; but being strongly urged, both on personal and poli­
tical grounds-it will be a good thing for him, you know, put 
him in the way of employment, and so on-he wrote down to 
Sir William, who caught at the idea instantly. One does not 
like the seat to go without a struggle, and we are going to set 
to work immediately. Mr. Carysfo1t comes down to-morrow 
night, and we are all going to dine at the Priory to meet him 
the day after." 

"Well, papa, he is quite sure to be beat," said Helen, shirk­
ing allusion to the dinner engagement. "Sir William might 
have carried it; but nobody else has a chance, I believe." 

"Now, my dear Helen, how can you say so?" remonstrated 
:Mr. l\1ontagu ; and proceeded to a long exposition of all the 
prospects and chances of the contest. 

"Well, he will not be long in suspense," said Helen, in con­
clusion; "there is just a week to the polling-day, and that is 
all." 

Mr. Carysforl's arrival al the Priory next e, ening was duly 
notified by a special messenger to J'llr. l\Iontagu, who mstantly 
rode over to join a conference preparatory to the commence­
ment of operations; and next morning, after an unusually 
early breakfast, he again started off to meet the other gentle­
men, and to commence the canvass in earnest. But beyond the 
interest she took in the proceedings on her father's account, 
and an public grounds, Helen had, at the moment, none to 
spare for any subject but one. A letter received that morning 
)1ad touched the string of the one gro\l'ing anxiety, which 
Jormecl, at this time, the rising cloud on her horizon. 

This was caused Ly tbe delicate-she could not bear to call 
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it, even to herself, the dangerous-stale of Frank Littleton's 
health. I I e had never been strong, and once, as has been 
mentioned, had been in danger of total loss of health; and 
though the removal to the milder air of the neighbourhood 
of X--, and the less arduous duties of his country practice, 
had, for the time, availed to check the symptoms of uul­
monmy disease, yet, even from the earlier days of his married 
life, his delicacy of constitution had again made itself appa­
rent. For a couple of years, indeed, there was nothing to 
warrant any pc< uliar anxiety on the part of his friends, till 
the third winter he had sustained a severe attack of illness, 
from which, ho,l"ever, he rallied so completely, as lo deceive all 
around him as to its nature. But the fourth winter, without 
any definite attack of illness, his health had failed so much as 
to compel him almost entirely lo relinc1uish his practice to an 
assistant; and he had now, with Florence and their two chil­
dren, been spending some months in the f sle of \Vight, pre­
paratory to trying a winter abroad, should the first change not 
sullicicntly restorc him. 

Yet l•lorence had no fears for him, or none that she harl 
cvcr owned even to hersdf. J fer intense and absorbing devo­
tion to hcr husband made it, pcrhaps, impossible for her to 
dre::un of a separation. She thought him very delicate; urged 
all possible care; herself first proposed the gradual relinquish­
me11t for a time of the professional fatigues, of which their 
united private means, small as these comparatively were, en­
aulctl thcm lo dispense with the emoluments; and pressed the 
projcct of spending the next winter in a milder climate. Uut 
she ncvcr seemed to admit a thought but that all this care and 
precaution would result in a complete restoration of health; 
and her own hopefulness so inllucnced all around her, that 
11eitl1er the Emlyns, 1;or any one Lise, seemed as y<.:t to indulge 
any .,crious apprchensions; ancl I 1-clen, too, always spoke like 
the rest. JlLtl in her secret heart, there was of late a pang of 
fear, especially when thcre rose to her mind a certain look of 
Frank's which rested at times on Florence, when her eyes were 
not upon him. It haunted Helen like a spectre, fraught, as it 
was, with not more of love than of tender, half angel-like com­
passion, stirring the fear, the <111estion which she .fdt, without 
venturing to ask herself,-\\'hal would ]J,;come of Florence if 
-she lost him? 

The letter she had now rL:ceived from Florence, hopeful as 
cver in its tonc, info ·med her, nevertheless, that Frank being, 

'j' 2 
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on the whole, not materially better, she had persuaded him, 
when they should leave the Isle of Wight in two or three weeks 
to go up to town, to take his friend Sir Charles Alton's advice, 
as to the winter abroad, which she was sure would do him so 
much good. Was she really feeling so sure? thought Helen. 
Not better-and not better! IIelen, at least, knew that mu:;t 
mean worse; and tl1e thought pained her so, that towards the 
lunch hour she set out in hopes oI finding Ida,-her usual con­
fidant in all her anxieties, except the one she confided to 
nobody-who was generally at home about that time. 

Ida and her mother still resided in the neat lodging in the 
Close, and Ida still gave music lessons; though a small legacy, 
lately left by a distant relative, now enabled her somewhat lo 
curtail her labours and choose her pupils; an improvement in 
circumstances, which gave Helen almost as much pleasure as 
it gave comfort to Ida. Their mutual friendship had remained 
a source of much happiness to Helen; for though Ida was not 
one to whom she could look up, as in many respects she did 
to Florence, but was, on the contrary, one who must herself 
cling and lean, still she had always loving sympathy to give, 
and there were few of Helen's thoughts and feelings which 
Ida was not permitted to share. To no one else had Helen 
ever breathed her uneasiness about Frank; but this time she 
was disappointed of her expected sympathising listener, for 
Ida had been detained at her friends' the Singletons, and only 
the old lady was at home. 

Helen chatted with her for a few minutes, feeling rather 
surprised at the great interest l\Irs. l\Ierton seemed to take in 
the proposed new member and the coming election. What 
could make her so curious abont J\l r. Carysfort ? Had the 
foolish old report, of which Frank had once told Helen, been 
revived hy :\Jr. Ca.rysfort's re-appearance, and reached the old 
lady's cars? She really hoped not, it would be too sLupid to 
have such ideas a.Ooat; but she was too much engrossed with 
a weightier anxiety to give this more than a passing thought 
as she walked slowly home. 

She found .\lrs. .\[ontagu in high good humour, having 
just l>cen propitiated by a flying visit from Sir William and 
i\lr. Carysfort-" to secure the vote and interest of the ladies," 
the former had charged her to tell Helen-and a request not 
to wait for i\Ir. J\Iontagu, who would be late, and go straight 
to the Priory with the other gentlemen, but to dri,·e over in 
good time, as Lady Emlyn would be alone all day. Heh:n 
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felt litlle in tune for the delightful cn:ning her step-mother 
was so eagerly anticipating; but when the time came, she did 
her best to wincl herself up to be pleasant company during the 
drive, ancl appropriately interested in electioneering matters 
afterwards. 

They found Lord Ca~tleton with Lady Emlyn. He had 
come poste-haste from Yorkshire at the first intimation of his 
brother's intention of standing for X -- ; and his lively 
t,1lk and obviously brilliant spirits did murh to dispel Helen's 
pre-occupation. I Ie was delighted; it was the Ycry thing for 
Horace! Would gi1·e him such a standing; and probably open 
the way for oflicial employment, which would suit Horace 
admirably. Lord O hacl been I cry kind already, and this 
would put it in his power to do much more for him. Lord 
Castleton was determined Horace should 1rin the election, 
"and all sorts of things besides,'' he added, with a sly, saucy 
glance at Helen, which suddenly recalled his habit of teasing 
her at the time of Florence's wedding, which had then so 
puzzled her. Was it possible he had then been aiming at 
I forace, and the famous tac-1)-tde drive? Surely lie could not 
think of such nonsense ! 

" lly the way, how do you think I lorace is looking, :\I iss 
:\Tontagu? It is some time since you saw him before, 1 
helie1·e," was Lord Castlelon's next remark, 

"I have not seen Mr. Carysfort," said Helen. 
"Not seen him! Why, dear Lady Emlyn," exclaimed Lord 

Castleton, turning hastily to his sister-in-law, who was mean­
time occupied with Mm. l\fontagu, "I thought you told me 
1 loracc was especially bent on canvassing \fiss Montrtgu 
when he started this morning? Why we nwy as well give up 
d1e election for lost at once, if I forace is to neglect his in­
terests in this fashion ! " he added, turning again to I I elen, 
without waiting for an answer from Lady E!lllyn, his eyes 
sp:ukling with suppressed fun, notwithstanding his tone of 
grave concern. 

"I should certainly a1lvisc Mr. Carysfort to give up the 
election for lost, unless he wishes to be disappointed. I do 
not believe he ha~ a chance against his opponent," said Helen, 
as unconcernedly as might be, but secretly wishing Lord 
Castleton would not be so ridiculous. 

I Ie looked sharply at her for a moment, perhaps to see if 
she, like himself, meant more than she said, but seeing nothing 
suspi< ious in lll'r fa <', went on : ", rot a drn,nre ! Do not 
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say that, Miss l\fontagu ! Do not dash our hopes at the 
very outset ! And I am sure more wonderful things happen 
every day. Just to think now of IIorace's taking to politics 
after all ! " 

His merry laugh and the reminiscences he called up were 
irresistible, an<l Helen laughed with a gleam of the mischief 
of old days in her eyes, as she replied: "You remind me, Lord 
Castleton, that I once made your brother a promise of valuable 
assistance, in the eyent of his standing for the county. Do 
you think it binding now he stancls for the borough?" 

"Unquestionably," replied Lord Castleton; "but I shall not 
tell poor Horace that you needed me to remind you of your 
promise ! Such a confession for a lady to make ! " 

Helen was quite glad to see her father and Sir 'William 
enter; she was tired of this : but Sir William's first words 
scarcely mended matters. 

" I must really quarrel with you to-day, Miss Helen; not on 
my own account, of course; an old married man like myself 
docs not expect a young lady to stop at home for him; but 
when I brought such-well, such an old friend of yours, 
Miss Helen !- hoping to see you after all these years, I did 
expect to find you at home ! " Sir William's smile was scarcely 
less provoking than Lord Castleton's. 

"l\Iy dear Sir William," said Helen, gravely, excessively 
annoyed at the apparent conspiracy to insist on her taking 
peculiar interest in l\Ir. Carysfort, " I assure you, had I known 
that you were coming"- -

But her conscience pricked her. With her present feelings, 
had she known who were coming, she would certainly have 
gone out, as she had done; and first she hesitated, and then, 
confused at having done so, could get no farther. 

"Your apology is perfectly satisfactory, Miss Hden," said 
Sir William, with a good-natured air of coming to her assist­
ance, which provoked IIelen more than ever ; and it was at 
this unpropitious moment tbat Mr. Carysfort, who, with other 
guests, had meanwhile joined the circle, advanced to claim 
the recognition to which old acquaintance entitled him. 

She felt sorely tempted to draw herself up, and giyc him 
one of her old stiff bows, to annihilate Lord Castleton and 
Sir William's nonsense on the spot; but she was conscious 
that it would be both childish and unjust, on such a score, to 
ignore the friendly terms on which their later intercourse had 
placed them ; and so perforce shook hands, with a smile from 
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which, under the influence of Lord Castleton's mischievous 
eyes, she could not !Janish some shade of confusion. 

" How I wish Cissy were here!" said Lord Castleton to him­
self, walking off highly ck:ligbtcd, lmt sadly in want of some one 
with whom to share his glee. 

But Mr. Carysforl was far Loo well bred to increase, if he 
noticed, l lclen's involuntary embarrassment ; an<l, notwith­
standing the marked cordiality of his greeting, she felt per­
fectly at case the moment his brother was at a safe distance, 
and coulcl even lie glad to sec him again. For it was impos­
s ibk to forget the kindly feelings their companionship during 
his recovery had awakened between them, and his subsequent 
conrlnc t had greatly rai~ed him in her opinion ; his steady a p­
plication to a profession, not less than his unlooked for gene­
rosity to his brother. 

Horace was called off again directly to join in di,cussions 
on the al.Jsorbing topics of the impending election, the n.:sult 
of the day's crnvass, and the like; and then Helen had 
leisure to ohsen e what < hange these three years had made in 
him. TI e was decidedly improved. I fc ha<l, in a great 
measure, lost the look of languor and indecision which had 
fonncrly marred the expression of his otherwise handsome 
features, uncl the listlessness an<l indolence of his mon:ments 
was gone; the barely perceptible lameness which rem'.lined 
from his accidl.!nt, by no means interfering with a more en.:ct 
carriage than he haJ been wont to assume. A touch of 
cyniutl expression might betray itself al times, but that was 
cxcusahle in a man whose patl1 had, of late years, lain more 
in tl1e shade than the sunshine 0f life; and Helen conclnded 
with a smile, that a little disappointment had certainly done 
him good. It was only 11 hen, escaping from the politicians, 
I Iorace lounged bar.k in his favourite arm-chair beside Lady 
E111ly11, that he looked like the Horace of old; and then he 
might safely carry on the low-toned conversation with Louisa, 
which, from various stray looks at a fair face opposite, dirl not 
seem to he on political matters ; for the irresistible reminder of 
old days, had c'.1.lled up in If elen's mind the image of another, 
mon' indissolubly connected with them; and all present were 
for the time forgotten in cro1vding thoughts of the absent. Was 
Bernard changed too, and how? 

I r elcn roused herself with a faint, smothered sigh, when Mr. 
Carysforl offered his arm to take her in to dinner, without so 
much is a thotl"ht wh tlwr it were strictly according to etir1uctte

1 
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or whether Lord Castleton's mischievous eyes might be upon 
them. 

Mr. Carysfort's first question pleased her; it was an inquiry 
after her friend Mrs. Littleton. She felt that it showed good 
feeling, and it led them into friendly talk directly; and seated 
near Sir William, whose near neighbourhood was always a 
pleasure, she soon brightened lo a fair degree of her usual 
vivacity. 

"By the way, Carysfort," said Sir William, presently, "I 
trust you have not neglected to secure Miss Helen's 'vote 
and interest,' now we have been fortunate enough to catch 
her. I need not remind J'Ol( how influential ladies always are 
-especially when they are so well versed in politics." 

"Now really, Emlyn, is it not barbarous of you to be 
reminding !\Iiss l\Iontagu of all my ancien l impertinences ? " 
said Horace, with perfect good humour. " Especially as I 
recanted, ancl was forgiven long ago; was I not, :\Iiss 
Montagu?" 

"Yes," said Helen; "and l\1r. Carysfort has evidently made 
such progress in his education since those days, Sir 1\'illiarn, 
that I think we may forget, as well as forgive, some of tho:se 
early delusions of his." 

" I am very glad you think so," said Horace, in a low voice, 
which Frederick would have called insinuating; but he was 
safe at the other end of the table. 

"Then we may consider ourselves secure of your interest, 
Miss Helen?" said Sir William, gravely. 

" Of course ; you do not suppose I am going over to the 
enemy!" replied Helen. "But, l\Ir. Carysfort, I really a111 

inclined to exert myself on your behalf," she continued, 
unable to resist the tempting allusion to old antagonisrn, 
"Have you calculated the amount of daisy-chains likely to be 
required? I once promised l\Ir. Carysfort "-she turned to 
Sir William, with a grave, explanatory air-" that if he would 
only stand fo1: the county, I would myself manufacture· any 
quantity of da1sy-chams needful as colours for his adherents; 
and, though it is only the borough, I must keep my word." 

"As emblems of the useful and consistent services I might 
be expected to render to my country, I think you were pleased 
to add?" said Horace, with a smile, gratified at her recalling 
the jest, unflattering as it was, 

"Miss Helen, you really deserve condign punishment ' 
Talking of forgiving and forgetting, too ! " exclaimed Sir 
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William, laughing with infinite relish of the joke notwith­
standing. 

" But may I not hope," continued Horace, "that you may 
now adjudge me worthy of some more honourable colours?" 
There might, perhaps, be a faint tinge of colour on his cheek 
as he spoke. 

"Yes, indeed," said Helen, frankly; "or I should never have 
reminded you of my old sauciness. But I really could not 
help it ' I beh:n e better no,, -at least, generally. One gro\\ s 
older and wiser by degrees-and truly one had need I" she 
added, gravely, for the thought of another person connected 
with the ball at which the promise of daisy-chains had been 
made poor Gerald I-crossed her mind. 

"Yes, one ha(! need, truly!" answered Horace, \\'ith a \'cry 
vivid appreciation of the inconceivable folly of his early dislike 
for IIelen, and a sincere wish that that might be one of the 
delusions she was disposed to forget. 

"But, 1\1 r. Carysfort," said I felen, waking from her momentary 
re\'erie, " I am really afraid you ,,·ill be beaten. Even from 
what 1x1pa tells 111c, it seems to me that things look much less 
promising than he thinks." 

"I am not so sanguine as :\fr. l\lontagu and Sir \\'illiarn,'' 
he replied ; " though, of course, I mean to expect to win till 
I lose; but I believe I shoulcl take a defeat much more 
philosophically than they. For one thing, they would feel the 
disappointmeat much more by remaining on the spot, and 
talking it over perpetually with everybody, till it grows a 
standing grievance; whereas, if I am beaten, I haYc only just 
to go up to town again, and leave it all behind me." 

l\Ir. Carysfort little suspected the pleasing effect on Helen's 
mind of his random remark about just going up to to\\'n again. 
She did n0t care a pin now about Lord Castlcton's nonsrnse 
or Sir William's smiles; Mr. Ca.rysfort was innocent of any 
intention to justify them; and before she left the dinner­
tahle, she felt perfectly safe on the olcl fooling of friendly 
intimacy on which they hacl parted years before. She would 
11ol uc disconcerted at Lord Castleton's ostentatious retreat, 
,rhen Horace and himself happened simultaneously to advance 
to turn over her music during the evening, nor by Sir William's 
sly look of intelligcn~e on finding Horace thus occupied a few 
minutes later. It did trouble her, for one moment, to catch 
the pleased expression of her fathe~'s coun_tenan~c at tl:e s:m1e 
insl,mt; hut that wa" sunply for !us poss11Jle d1sappo111tm~nt 
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when he should find it was a mere fancy of his own; however, 
no doubt he would then soon forget it again, as in old days. 

Neither did the constant invitations to the Priory during 
the week that followed, surprise or annoy Helen. Thtse were 
clays of general excitement and festivity in the neighbourhood, 
and, interested in the cause, she herself shared in the excite­
ment which rendered it natural that all so interested should 
meet as frequently as possible. And, though l\Ir. Carysfort 
and herself were a good deal thrown together, and often talked 
of old times, it was always on the same friendly footing, with­
out any approach on his side to the sort of gallantry which 
might have disturbed or embarrassed her. 

Unconscious how much this depended on hernelf, and on 
the simple, frank, friendly manner, which rendered it impos­
sible for him to approach her with those little gallantries and 
insinuating politenesses to which he might otherwise have 
resorted, she remained perfectly at ease under the satisfactory 
impression that it was really pleasant to extend her circle of 
friends; among whom she would certainly, henceforward, 
number her old antagonist and quondam aversion, Horace 
Carysfort. 

CHAPTER XXI. 

DEFEA'l. 

I cannot l 
" \Vhilhcr my heart has gone, there follows my hand, and 

not elsewhere." Ec•augdi11e. 

HELEN'S prediction was verified. Mr. Carysfort lost his 
election. 

He bore the defeat with great equanimity; observing that, 
after all, it would save lum a de::il of trouble, and he might 
just as well stick to the bar and his secretaryship. Dut J\Ir. 
l\Iontagu and Lord Castleton were terribly disappointed ; and 
though the former was by degrees drawn over by Sir William 
and the general supporters of the cause, to console himself 
with them by the consideration that it was all owing to their 
candidate's haying appeared in the field so late, an<l that they 
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were sure of success at the general election, which could not be 
far off, yet that by no means comforted Lord Castleton, whose 
vexation hat! little to do with political enthusiasm. \Vhcn, 
however, after a long ( onfen.:nce with his brother, the day 
before his return to I leathlands, he rode over to take leave of 
the ladies at ffawk's Nest, he puzzled I lt.:len by the apparent 
recovery of almost more than his usual spirits ; and though 
Mrs. l\lontagu's presenre precluded his giving vent to them 
in his usual manner, he aclderl, when he Lade I lelen good-bye, 
with one of his sauciest smiles-" l dare say we shall soon meet 
again." 

Helen took it as a mere remark of comse, at the time; but, 
before many days r;he wondered, with an uncomfortaule feel­
ing, whether it could really have meant anything? Time was 
passing on, ancl there were no signs of Mr. Cary•fort's ·' just 
going up to town again ; " and, what was \\'or~e, not a day 
elapsed without his somehow or other lind111g his way to 
Hawk's Nest, either to call on Mr. or :\fr. :\fontagu, or with 
a note or message of imitation from L:irly 1'.mlyn, or with tl1·1t 
lady herself, who really must have had a gn':1t deal of business 
in X-- about this time, she so often !'alle<l "just on her 
way in." 1\1 orcover, invitations to the Priory increased rather 
than diminished; and I lckn wa~ constantly finding herself 
drawn into conversation by I lorace; which, but for fears of 
visionary "consequences," she would really haYe enjoyed. 
His more active life, of late years, had improved him mentally, 
as well as externally, and he was a pleasant intellectual com­
p:inion, setting aside the kindly feeling whir h her nl l com­
passi<>n for him h:,d first awakc1wrl, and whic-11 could not be 
diminished l,y the grateful remembrance in whilh he held her 
kindness, as he took ('are she should kn,,w. 

Hut she n,uld not dismiss a ,·ons, io11,ness that in these 
conversations he was covertly Idling her into the secret of a 
gnat 1n:111y of his modified \ iew: and aim~ in life, as if lo 
show her that he wa.; mnch c:hangerl sine.: the chys when, he 
could now :irlmit, he had justifiecl her dislike; ancl an uneasy 
feeling grew upr,n l1er. She tri.:d l1arrl to argue it clown, with 
phrnsil>lc nmsid,·rations of olrl ac-,111aintance hip, and agn:eahle 
sncidy during vac:ilion-tim ·, and ;1t ti111cs almost scolded her­
self for \'anity in encouraging such apprehensions; but she 
uevt·r sul'cecdecl for ],mg togdher. 

One day, aft, r a vig_orous fit of detn111in_ation against dwel­
ling ,m SLl<'h foolish tear,,, she was m<isl disagreeably startle<! 
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by a fragment of conversation between Mr. and Mrs. 1Iontagu, 
which reached her ears, as, walking in the garden, she passed 
the open study window. 

Mrs. l\Iontagu was peevishly remarki11g that she really coulcl 
not see l\Ir. Carysfort's wonderfol superiority to "dear Gerald," 
whose pretensions had been so scouted. 

" Possibly not-but I do;" was ~Ir. Iontagu's dry, decided 
answer; and Helen heard no more. 

But that was loo much already; she could not doubt what 
matter was under discussion, and the mere fact of its being 
discussed was disconcerting in the extreme. She could only 
trust that it arose simply from some unwary betrayal, on her 
father's part, of the fancy she knew he entertained ; and fur­
ther, she reminded herself how extremely absurd it would be 
for a man who had been devotedly in love ,rith Florence, e,·en 
to think of marrying one so very unlike her. 

But when, a day or two after, J\Jr. J\Iontagu announced at 
breakfast, that .i\lr. Carysfort would dine with them that c.lay 
-he had asked Sir William, loo, but he was engaged-Helen 
felt as if things were really growing serious. She did her best 
to secure some company for the occasion, feeling a vague 
desire for protection as from impending danger, by pressing 
Ida to dine and spend the evening with them; but Ida excused 
herself. She was very busy, and her mother was not quite 
well, and she had rather come some other day; and as Helen 
could not explain the feeling she was half ashamed of admit­
ting even to herself, she was obliged to let it pass. 

13ut when the evening had come and gone, she was again 
ready to laugh at herself for her dread of it. ;\lr. Carysfort 
had been just as usual, friendly and pleasant ; hut his atten­
tion to l\Irs. l\l ontagu had been fully more marked than any 
shown to herself; and he had talked politics as earnestly "·ith 
her father as if he came for that express purpose, which no 
doubt he did; for they had stayed so long below, probably 
talking over election matters that Mrs. ~Iontagu had almost 
taken umbrage at their incivility. So l lelen bid her father 
good night, and went up to bed, humming an air in the live­
liest manner; he looking after her, meanwhile, with a peculiar, 
proud, pleased smile, which it was quite as "'ell for her lightened 
spirits that she could not sec. 

But next morning, when conning O':er another letter from 
Florence, conveying similar intelligence to all the former ones, 
her father called to her fro 11 his study, to bring him the news-
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paper from the breakfast-room ; and when, after hastening to 
do so, she was about to leave him again, he called her back. 

" ' o ; hut the door, my dear ; I want ) ou for a few 
lllinutcs." 

Jn sudden di may, Hekn did as she was bid, and returnee\ 
to where her father was standing. He did not leave her long 
in u pen e. 

" I had some conversation last night-sit down, my dear,"-
1 lekn obeyed; th re was no help for it now!-" with Mr. 
( 'arysfort, on a uhject for which I think you cannot be 
unprepared · and I have only to ay, Helen, that-I shall be 
only too pleased to receivt: l\Ir. Carysfort as a son-in-law." 
1 k looked at her with an inquiring smile as he aid thest: last 
words. 

" Dear p.1pa," aid Hden, with kars in her eyes, w vexed 
" as she to think of her father's disappointment, "I am very 
sorry. I hoped it would come to nothing "--

" But why, f lclen? I hope quite the contrar) ," interrupted 
her father, came tly. "I always liked Ir. Carysfort, and 
110w that he has settled down to a profe sion-I admit that 
his being an idle man was an objection-I cannot see why 
an} young lady should not b proud of such a suitor. And I 
imagine tint you would hardly like him the \\Orse for having 
once Leen attached to your particular friend, Mrs. Littleton, 
a you told me ? " 

'' Oh, no ! " aid T lclen; "not that"--
" I thought not,' proceeded i\Ir. i\Iontagu; "and I know 

that, con idering the cause of it, you will only like him the 
bdter for the comp,uativcly small income he ran now offer you 

which might ha\e staggered me some years ago, Helen; but 
I believe 11e men of business are apt to think too much of 
mere money as the means of happiness. Moreover, from what 
ht: tells me, I gather, that 11ith his <nm, and what he need not 
now , ruplc to draw from his brother, on the mortgage re erved 
t,1 him en er the Castleton property, and your own fortune, 
)'O tl need not n.:ckon on less than a clear three thou and a 
) e 1r; s,, there is not mu, h to be said on that score. And no 
wan < ould peak more handsomely in every way; if anything 
surpriso.:d me, it 1\as the diffidence "ith 'l'ihich he spoke in 
rq;:ml to } ourself. I can see no reason . I told him so why 
it should not pro~c a most happy match m every respect; and 
I am sure, my dear, you are too sensible to let any silly pique 
about former di like s 111d in the way of it." 
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"0 yes, papa," said Ilclen, who had listened in patient resig­
nation to her father's long speech; "besides, that was as much 
my fault as his. Dut-I am very sorry to disappoint him, and 
you too, papa-but I really cannot marry him. I "--

" :My dear Helen," said her father, " I confess that I, years 
ago, suspected some fancy or attachment-though I could not 
understand for whom, as I cannot imagine that poor Marston 
was a man"--

" Oh no, poor Gerald ! " said Helen, colouring. 
"Well, but wl1atever it might be,-and l have no wish to 

distress you for a moment by inquiring," proceeded her father, 
" that was years ago ; and you will not, 1 am sure, be childish 
enough to sacrifice your real happiness, which I cannot imagine 
sarer in any hands than .I\Ir. Carysfort's-you have no idea 
how highly he thinks of you, Helen-to a dream, or fancy of 
that sort?" 

A dream or fancy of that sort! The worcls struck Helen 
with a pang. If it should be but a dream after all? She 
covered her eyes with her hands for one moment, as if to shut 
out all disturbing influences while she asked herself the que:; 
tion; but it was only for a moment. 

" It is more than that, papa. I like J\Ir. Carysfort, and have 
bad a sincere respect for him these last few years, but I could 
not marry a man unless I could really love him, and look up 
to him; and I cannot feel that I could do either with J\fr. 
Carysfort." 

'· \\ hy, as to that, llelen," said her father, ,rith his fond, 
proud &mile, " you must remember that few women might be 
so little able as yourself to find a man they could look up to 
intellectually; and as to !on, l do not suppose you are ever 
likely to be violently in love like some sentimental young 
ladies; I think you too sensible for that; but if you llki:! a 
man and respect him, and be is attached to you, and places 
you in a suitable and congenial position, l imagine that all the 
rest follows Yery naturally, Helen." 

Hdcn shook her head. Ilow could she, without confessing 
her secret attachment-a thing few women, and Helen less 
than most, would willingly do, where it subsists unjustified by 
the certainty of reciprocal affection-even hope to make com­
prehensible to her father the impossibility of her acceding to 
his wishes? 

" Rut, my dear Ilelen, do not imagine I wish to hurry your 
decision. l\l r. Carysfort by no means presses for an imme-



DI;l•b\.'l. 

cl1atc a11J11er; in fact, he only wishes for the opportunity of 
overcoming the hesitation which he fully expected on your 
part; anr.l I think you shoulcl give him some credit for his 
dillirlence ; 111cn arc rarely given that way. Take time-take 
lime and l a111 sure that, after a little, you will sec, as I could 
wish, th:1t tl1is rnatc·l1 has everything for ancl notl1ing against 
it. There - I must he off lo meet Sir William al the board of 
g11:mli:ms, so good-bye for the present." 

" llut, papa," said llelcn pleadingly, rising lo detain him for 
a monH:nt, " ii: al last, J should not be able lo see it as you 
wish you are not tired of me at home, pap:i.?" 

·' Helen!" said her father <Juickly. "You have not got any 
romantic ideas into your head about my not being able to do 
without you -your fortune, I mean? Because that would be 
loo absurd ; now e.;pecially" -

" Jndecd not, papa," said Helen earnestly; "besides if that 
were all, J would as soon marry on two thousand a year as on 
three, or on less than either; but if I really cannot-promise 
me not lo be very 1nu, h disappointed, papa!" 

" I do not I.now that I < an promise that," said he; " still it 
is your CJWll h 1ppiness I wish you lo consult in the first place, 
and we can settle about the rest afterwards. But all in good 
ti1ne-all in good lime! You need think no more about 
it just no1v, my dear ! " and stooping to kiss his daughter, 
;\lr. ;\lontagu hurried off to the board. 

Nol think alJOut it any more just now! Thal was all well 
enough for her father to say, but quite impossible for Helen to 
do. • 'ot that she thought of it, in his sense, as a <1uestion for 
decision; it offered 110 question to her mind; but think of it 
she 111w;t with :;o mut h of mingled and painful emotion, that 
more than 011cc, as she sat there, her arms resting listlessly on 
till! l,tlJie Lefore her, tears rose lo her eyes, 11·hich were fixed 
uncon -i·iously on the quivering le~ves of the sycamore in the 
garde11, and IllOrc than one drop forcer! its way, and fell 
unheeded O1·er her cheeh. 

For, in the first place, she was thinking of Bernard Huntley 
-whit 11 might seem, indeed, to be needless and irrelevant, but 
was to her feelings by no means so, and of the different 
sensations which such a proposal from him would have 
a wakened. \\'hat a str:wge waste of happiness there seemed 
l<) be in thin ,ubstitulion of what she could not accept, for that, 
the very thought rif which thrilled her with such undefinable 
cmrJtion ! Ilow th,lllkful she felt to know that it could be 
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only seeming ; that there can be no waste, either of happiness 
or suffering, in the economy of Providence. 

Then she was vexed about Horace. l\Iore vexed than 
grieved; for she had an intuitive perception that this would 
not be the bitter disappointment to him which the loss of 
Florence had been; but yet it would both disappoint and 
mortify him, and she was very sorry to have to do either. Be­
sides, she liked him well enough to want to keep friends with 
him, and she feared that would hardly be possible now. She 
did not exactly wish he had never left off disliking her; but 
she did wish he had not taken it into his head to want a wife 
just now, or, at least, to want her as such. 

She was most troubled about her father; he appeared to 
have set bis heart on the match ; and it must seem hard that 
his only daughter, of whom he was no less fond than proud, 
should persist in thwarting his wishes, without being able to 
assign any reason for it, ,Yhich might appear rational or satis­
factory to a man of his practical way of thinking. 

It was natural that Helen's affection for her father should 
thus characterize that, in her father's views, which was uncon­
genial to her own ; but none the less is the too frequent mis­
use of the word "practical," as thus applied, to be protested 
and guarded against. It seems commonly taken for granted 
that those only are to be honoured as "practical" men, who 
labour successfully, because with well adapted means, for the 
attainment of worldly objects, fortune, position, and such like 
"substantial advantages." But, be it remembered, there are 
other objects, other realities, patent and tangible to human 
perception, moreover, though not indeed to the perceptions of 
mere sense, entirely apart from and above the sphere of those 
just alluded to. Such are the spiritual health, wealth, and 
peace, without which the former remain as a body without a 
soul; and those who labour wisely, with well-adapted means, 
for the attainment of these, though they should sacrifice in the 
pursuit, as Htlen was doing, much, or even all, "·hich the 
world deems worthy of possession, are no less truly, not to say 
more wisely, practical-let the world flout their visionary aims 
the while, as it may-- than the most thorough-going man of 
lmsiness who eyer made his way in the world. 

Visionaries enough \Ye meet with, Heaven knows; I.Jut they 
axe confined to no one class of seekers or labourers, whether 
for earthly or heavenly blessings and realities. Too many 
deem they can compass by a single effort, or a single prayer, 
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that which requires long years of self-denying bbour, or self­
c~iscipli~c to attain; and if disappointed in their first expecta­
tum, will turn faint-heartedly to seek some other "royal road" 
to that sucress which they have 11ot the practical wisdom to 
achieve. Visionaries, too, 110 doubt there arc, who mistake 
phantoms for realities, and pursue them as such; but when we 
meet with m u1 who deny all realities, but those which appear 
as such Lno their own limited and imperfect vision, and who look 
with co tcmptuous pity on the earnest striving of all who are 
toiling t owarcls any goal but that which they have themsdves 
in view, how can we refrain from applying to them the words 
of the dreamer born of Shakespeare's genius? " There are 
more things in heaven and earth," truly, "than are dreamt of 
in thdr philosophy ! " 

All honour, therefore, to practical men, i1(whatever sphere, 
or for whatever ends they bbour; but let us not be told that 
those only are practical men who labour for objects which 
would fail, 7<''t' know, to secure our happiness here, to say 
nothing of the hereri.fler. !•or what, in line, must we say of the 
pm.et ical wisdom of those, who labour life-long in pursuit of 
things of which death must for (;Ver despoil th(;m, and held 
so little the things of thri.t life, which R(;velation, reason, and 
intuition alike assure us will-and which the most sceptical 
must admit may-endure eternally? 

\Vithout cons< ious reference to her father, Helen's thoughts 
l,a(l wandered into some such train, rising above the fleeting 
things of the present, into that region of inward peace and 
trustfulness which she would not now hri.ve exchanged, if she 
could, for the brightest dreams of happiness she had ever 
framed in tl1e clays of her undisciplinecl youth; ancl time hall 
passed more quickly tlwn she guessed, when the door of the 
stucly opened, and Mr. Carysfort was announced. 

The frame of mind into which her musings had lccl her was 
too clc.:L'ply serious to admit of the emlxu-rassmcnt she might 
otherwise have felt, and she rcceivecl him only somewhat more 
gravely than usu.al. The real question was, how to guard 
::igainst the continu:rnre of things on their present footing, which, 
now that she knew 1\1 r. Carys fort's intentions and wishes, she 
felt to be impossible and unjustif1able. 

She could see, at a glance, from his manner, that he had, as 
her father said, no intention of claiming any immediate answer 
to the proposals made through Mr. Montagu. He had brought 
her a book, which had been mentioned the prc,·ious e1·(·ning, 

u 
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ancl u note from Lady Emlyn, containing some invitntion for 
the next day; an<l spoke with bis uslwJ pleasant rordiality, to 
which it would have been most agreeable to respond, but for 
the knowledge of what lay beneath it. But go on in this way, 
now, she could not j if he did not approach the subject, she 
must, contrary as it might be to etiquette. To l lorace's 
gentlemanly feeling she knew she might trust; and he would 
surely appreciate the motives which prompted her to put the 
speediest possible termination to hopes and expectations that 
could never be realized. 

Yet how to begin ? She stood with her head bent slightly 
over Lady Emlyn's note, which she had risen to take from 
Horace, reading the words with her eyes without taking in a 
glimmering of their sense, while Mr. Carysfort sat watching 
her covertly, wondering if it contained any allusion which 
called up the faint tinge gathering slowly on her cheek. But 
she was even paler again than usual when she raised her heacl, 
putting the note aside, as something impossible to attend to 
then. 

"Mr. Carysfort," she said, in a voice which, despite her 
utmost efforts, was not quite steady, "my father has been 
speaking to me-telling me"--

" Miss Montagu ! "exclaimed Horace, on his feet and close 
beside her in a moment, " pray do not ! I know quite well 
what you would say now, and I must have a little time to 
persuade you to think better of it ! " 

"Mr. Carysfort," said Helen, looking up frankly, for she had 
quite made up her mind they must part friends, and was not at 
all afraid of him, "I am very sorry it should be so ; hut how­
ever long I think about it, I shall only he able to think one 
way, and it would be both unjust to you and painful to myself, 
to go on"--

" Do not, pray, speak of any injustice to me," said 11Ir. 
Carysfort, contriving to insinuate that she had better sit down, 
which she did; "I need not say that it is quite out of the 
question, though I coulu imagine it might be painful to your­
self if"--

,: But Miss Montagu," he broke off, drawing a chair near her 
and sitting down, twirling and inspecting his riding-cane very 
intently, "I wish you would allow me to look on it as not so 
utterly hopeless. I know you had every reason for thinking 
me a great fool formerly; but I bope you have discovered that 
I found out as much myself about the same tiu1c, and have 
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done my best to turn over a new leaf since. I know I have 
no very brilliant fortune or position to offer you-not even a 
poor l\T. l'. -ship," he added with a smile, and a side-look at 
J-lelen; "but I always fancied that you valued that sort of 
thing very little"--

" It is not that, indeed, Mr. Carys fort," said If elen earnest] y. 
"Your fortune and position arc more than adequate to any 
wishes of mine; but-I dare say most people woukl consider 
me foolishly romantic-but I could not think of marrying 
without some very different feeling than I have for the rest of 
my friends-without real love, in short," she added, dropping 
her voice. 

"13ut, Miss Montagu," pleaded Horace, "would it be quite 
impossible for you to feel anything of that sort-if you were 
to try?" 

"Love docs not come for trying," said Helen, very gently, 
and shaking her head as she spoke. "Besides, <lo not think 
I mean to impute the least insincerity, but I am sure you do 
not yourself I have no doubt you like me, think highly of me, 
perhaps"---

" Perhaps ! " echoed I Iornce, twirling the riding-cane very 
hard indeed. "Have you not taught me to love and admire 
in you all that I was most foolishly prejudiced against? To 
sec"--

" But for all that," continued Helen, steadily, though the 
colour on her check was deepening again, " I do not think you 
have for me-and I know," she added, in a lower voice, "that 
I have not for you-the sort of feeling necessary between 
husband and wife, if they are really to make one another 
happy, to influence and improve each other·,_ -

" Nay, indeed ! " interrupted I Ioruce. "I um sure your in­
fluence has already had u greater effect than anything else in 
the world in improving me, if, indeed, you give me credit for 
any improvement." 

"Not my influence," said Helen. "I may have piqued you 
by my sauciness and unjust depreciation of you, but that, alone, 
improves no one; and, but for the results of a far deeper feel­
ing than any I ever stirred in you, I should prohably have done 
you more harm than good." 

" No, indeed, you would not ! " said I Iorace, eagerly. " You 
c:111not yourself estimate the influence of energy and frankness 
of character like yours. Ancl us for the deeper feeling you 
allude to," he conti11t1cd, colouring in his turn, " I only know 
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it led me to make a greater fool of myself than I ever did 
before, or, I hope, ever shall again. And as to my present 
feelings-I know it would be no good my setting to making 
you violent protestations; you would only laugh at me, and 
it would serve me right-but if a very deep sense of your 
superiority and the infinite good you would do me, not to 
speak of the happiness you "·ould confer-for you cannot 
imagine, Miss !11 ontagu," concluded poor Horace, "what a 
lonely, miserable wretch a man is who has no one to care for 
him; or to keep him up to the mark when he is tempted to 
fall back into old, bad habits ; or to take interest in what he is 
trying and working for-you do not know how hard it is I" 

"Indeed I do," said Helen, kindly; "and it makes me the 
more sorry that I cannot help you." 

"But you could, indeed you could ! " said Horace, persua­
sively. "And-do 11ot think me very presurnptnous--but I 
have sometimes fancied I might, in some respects, make you 
happier than greatly superior men migl1t do. It would often 
be a pleasure and a positi\'e relief to me to be guided 
by your juclgment and opinions, where others would prefer 
to assert their own. I do not llelieve you would repent it, 
if"--

I l elen tnrned suddenly to give the answer his eyes were 
seeking. She could not now pause to analyse the feeling 
stirred by his last words; the feeling which lies, however deep 
hidclen, in every true woman's heart: bow infinitely more de­
lightful it is to yield than to be yielded to, to I.le guided tktn 
to guide ; even though duty may sometimes necessitate the 
reverse. Iler resolution was taken. She could not close the 
matter with a cold " I will not," to one 11 ho was so thoroughly 
in earnest, let the prcci~e nature of his feelings be what it 
might; and she had failed to convey to his apprehension, as 
to her father's, the deep though subtle distinction hetween his 
ideal of love and hers. There remained but one conclusive 
answer to give; and giYe it she must, at whateYer cost to her 
own feelings. 

"Then Mr. Carysfort," said she, speaking quickly to Yeil her 
agitation, " I must tell you the truth. There arc reasons 
wholly unconnected with yourself"-her cheeks, forehead, and 
throat dyed crimson as she spoke-" why I cannot, now or 
ever, even try to feel as you wish. I l1ave no lo\'c to giye 
you, because"-- Turning paler than ever, she rose sud­
denly, and turning towards the mantelpiece, leaned her 
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clasped hands upon it, rigid with the effort to presen-e her 
C:OlllJJOSUn.:. 

l lorace had at first looked up surprised; but as he caught 
the full meaning of her words, he started up, and walked hastily 
tu hcl' siclc. 

";\I is~ J\lontagu I'' he s:1id, in a low voic·c of real concern, 
looking clown, with a feeling of some awe ancl mucli ,cry 
brotherly< 0111passion-for l lclcn was quite right; he was cer­
tainly not in love ,vith her--on the fair, tlrooping head which 
trembled so visibly, "1-1 am very sorry to have forced you 
tcJ such an answer; an<l, indt.:ed, I am not insensible to your 
generosity in giving it. l fad I so mu< h as imagined" - -

lie took a turn or two up and clo11n the room, for the 
moment almost forgetting his own disappointment in S)l11· 

pathy ,1 ith her, and \\'onder that one who sct.:mcd always so 
calm and stately, and so bright withal, should secr\!lly love, 
and as it scemctl unh,1ppily-for elst.: why had she not long 
sin< e 11w.rriecl ? 

"But, ;\lr. Carysfort," said llel\!11, turning round again, when 
she had recCJ\ered herself, "if you will not quarn:I with me on 
that nccuunt, l shoulcl be very sorry not to remain good friends 

now that we h:n e gut used to it," she added, forcing a faint 
smile. "I never co1.1lcl see why people :;hould not, if unhappily 
they cannot do more." 

" l ndeed," said I l orace, "I am only sorry thus to have pressec l 
an turn elcomc subjc( t, ,\I iss ~ I ontagu; and should I ever have 
.in opportunity of showing my st.:nse of the friendship you are 
and have l,cen kind enouqh to honour me with-but I know 
you do not likc line spt.:ec hcs, so 1 ,, ill say nothing about 
that." 

'' Thank you!" said I fekn, looking up with a smile and a 
tear, feeling really gratcful both for his incli,positiun to <JUarrd 
with hcr, and his consideration for her feelings in respect to 
fine specr-hes. "And there is another thing," she continued, 
liesitatingly: "papa has no idca J should not wish".-~~ 

'' Certainly-of c oursc not ! " hc replied quickly. '· Hut do 
not forget your promise of keeping good friends, if it shonlcl 
be some little time before I see you again; for I must be olT 
]Jack to hard work again now, I suppose," he adcled, with some­
thing very like a sigh. '· Good-bye, :\liss :\lontagu." 

" ( ;ood-l>ye, .\l r. Carysfort," returnee! Helen, frankly extend­
ing her hand; •• and, indeed, hard work is at least the second 
Lest thing in the world ! " 
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" I will try to think so," said he ; and with a cordial shake of 
the hand, l lclen was left to muse over the contrasts presented 
between life as it is, and life as our wishes might shape it. Yet 
she would not now have stretched out her hand, could that 
have availed, to substitute the latter for the former. She had 
learned, that what is, is best. 

It was in no very brilliant spirits that Mr. Carysfort returned 
to the Priory; but his disappointment was undoubtedly much 
softened by the manner of it, and by the sympathising specu­
lations he could not help indulging in, as to what could have 
stood in the way of Helen's own happiness, and "·ho could 
have acquired so powerful an influence over feelings apparently 
always heltl in such steady control? It really seemed as if 
everybody were destined to be disappointed in life, thought 
Horace, reYerting to his cynical mood; and as he had brushed 
on for the last few years, he supposed he could brush on still. 
Helen was right in that : hard work was something to fall back 
on; and, at any rate, he was evidenlly no worse off than many 
other people, and he did not know that he had deserved any­
thing better. 

"I am going back to London to-morrow, Louisa," said he, 
somewhat abruptly, on her asking him if he had brought an 
answer to her note. 

" To-morrow ! Dear llorace ! You are not-you have not," 
-- said Louisa, in a voice of concern. 

"Yes I am, and I have," he replied, allowing some degree of 
vexation to betray itself in his tone, for he could bear a little 
sympathy from Louisa. "It can't be helped; and do not tnke 
huff at her on my account, Louisa; I do not like her any the 
\\'Orse for it myself. I am not going to make a fool of myself 
this time; so never mind ! I dare say I shall do very well with­
out a \\'ife. Fred will be in a great way; I think I shall have 
to go round by Heathlands to pacify him." 

So Mr. Carysfort went off to Heath lands the next day; and 
when a sufiicient period had elapsed without his return, to 
show the gossips of the neighbourhood that his supposed suit 
could not have prospered, they fell back "'ith double force on 
their romantic theory about the long-absent Captain J\larston 
-one of those dragoon officers always supposed, in country 
neighbourhoods, to exercise so transcendent an influence over 
the hearts of young ladies. 

:.\Ir. Montagu was greatly disappointed when he received 
Mr. Carysfort's friendly note of leave-taking, which informed 
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hi111, wiLl1 many acknowledgments of his kindness, both in 
publi<: and privnte matters, that the latter had found his wishes 
so :1dverse to l\Iiss J\lontngu's fedings, that he felt it impos­
sible to press tht,;m further,-disappoinkd too, perhaps, that 
Mr. Carysfort hnd not tried the effects of a little more perse­
verri11ce. But, on the whole, when he c:une to realize the blank 
J lclen's loss would have made in his home, he coulcl not long 
feel sorry to keep her; and with a "Well, well, child; it was 
only on your account, and of course you ought to know best!" 
he resigne(l himself to her decision, and dismissed the subject. 
l\1rs. J\fo11t,1gn might wonder, and predict that if Helen went 
on refusing every offer in this w:i.y, she would never be married 
at all cerL:i.inly a prolial>le consequence; but, on the whole, 
she 1ras not displeased that l\fr. ( 'arysfort should have fared no 
better than her own nephew, aml allowed the subject to clrop 
sooner than one coukl have ventured to hope. 

Jlut, anxious as I Jelen might be that the affair should pass 
unnoti( c<l and be forgotten as soon as possible, there were 
one or two friends from whom she had to meet, and could not 
possibly Jed hurt hy, allusions to it. Lady Emlyn, indeed, 
carefully arni<icd any approach to a subject which she knew 
must have given dear I {clen pain; but not so Sir William. He 
was quite \ ex•.d at his favourite's still remaining unmarried; 
ancl, now that J loracc had turned out "worth something after 
al I," he had been reckoning eagerly on the match ; and he felt 
hi1mclf fairly cheated, moreover, out of the pleasant excite­
ment of making wedding-presents, and getting up wedding­
festivities, to which he had been looking forward with all the 
alaCl'it) of his kindly, mirth-loving 11:1.ture. 

"Well, 1\1 iss I lclcn ! " said h<.:, witl1 a vicious little cut of 
the whip al his l10rs,-s' ears, the lir5l day he got her safe out, 
alollL with hims<.:11: li,r a driYe. "So I supposc you never 
rnean to 1111rry al all! I wonde1-what else you suppose the 
usc of young ladies t0 be." 

'' l supposl' it 11111st ]Jc lo take drives with their friends," said 
Jlclcn, laughing and colouring; "and I think it very ungrate­
ful of you to he so anxious to get rid of me." 

"I shan't contradict you, 1\liss Helen! You don't deserve 
it! " said Sir \\'illi:1.111. "Yon need not have been in such a 
hurry to gel rid of some one else ! l'oor I Iornce ! " 

" I do not think he cared very much about it," said Helen, 
involunt:i.rily utt<.:ring the thought with which she always con­
soled herself on his account. 
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"You don't think ! ',\Tell, if that is not the coolest speech ! " 
exclaimed Sir 1Villiam, "·hose own observations had, how­
ever, led to the conclusion that Horace was not absolutely 
desperate. " The next thing will be that you don't think 
any of your friends care much wbat becomes of you, I sup­
pose?" 

"You know better, Sir William," said Helen "armly. "But 
you need not flatter yourself you will get rid of me easily,'' 
she added, mischievously. 

"V cry m.:11. Then I suppose we must make the best of 
you ! " said Sir William, in a tone of mock-heroic resignation; 
ancl they finished their drive the hest of friends, as usual. 

The first day Helen went to see Ida again, she was imme­
diatdy struck with the anxious look in her face, aqd soon 
i11,1uircd, affectionately, \Yhat was wrong? 

"I have l>een--do not be angry, clear r Jelen," she answered 
rery meekly, colouring as she spoke; "I have heard so much 
talk about you, antl-but I thought you would surely tell me 
if there were any truth in it-still it is longer than usual since 
I saw you--" 

"Dear Ida!" said Helen, tenderly, thinking her friend was 
hurt at an imaginary want of confidence, "of course I would 
have told you if there were anytl1i11g to tell ! I wish people 
would give up gossiping ! Anything pleasant to tell, I mean, 
you know, dear ; but I could not-did you not guess what I 
must say ?-That there was a reason why I am not likely to 
marry-at least lllr. Carysfort:" she added, dropping her face 
and her voice together. 

A strange expression of pain flitted across Ida's face; but 
she commanded whatever emotion gave rise to it, and stooped 
to kiss Helen's forehead, bent forward in mournful thought­
but not thought of Horace, or Ida either. 

"I am very glad-no, you know I do not mean that, clear 
Helen, for I am truly sorry there should be any reason--" 
Ida stopped short ; she must not tell untruths, even in self­
defence. 

"No, no, I know what you mean, dear;" said Helen, affec­
tionately, rousing herself from her abstraction. "But you 
need not be sorry for me, either. I have learned that one 
can, as you told me, be very lrn.ppy, even without that on 
which one has most set one's heart; and the lesson is worth 
the learning ! " 

" Indeed it is/' said Ida, doing her best to steady her quiver• 
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in~ lips; lint, perhaps, at that moment she doubted whether, 
for hLr, th1.: lcs~<JII w1.:rc not still to learn. 

" \\'hy sh<Juld I h1.: glad?" said Ida to herself, when alone 
:1g,1i11. "\\ hyshould I grudge hi!ll, or her, happiness because, 
I < :11111ot look lor it myself? \\'hat can it signify to me?" 

,\nd }el, in her sec rct heart, Ida was glad, was deeply 
gratd1tl, cvu1, lo I I den, for ha Ying refus1.:d Mr. Carysfort. 

I lad I lckn don,· wisely? 
'l'h1.: qu, stinn will rcccivc a different answ1.:r according to 

till' clifll:rent 1icws of m,1rriage, and estimal1.:s of happiness, 
,1doplcd l,y tho~e who rcfkcL on it. 

I• rum those who regard marri;1ge as a civil and soi ial con­
tr,Ht, t<J !Jc e11lcr1.:d on for the sake of any, or :ill, of the e. -
tern tl arh,111t,1g1.: · it a!Tords,-\iell'ing as a romar1lic delusion, 
such ex< lu ive and undying love as can b1.: given but once, and 
hut lo 0111.:; and who look on any happiness to be expelted 
beyond and a!Jon.: the sphere of present earthly good, as so in­
definite and prol>lcmatical that it becomes the part of wisdom 
to nat< h a lllll( h as possible from life's favouring hours as 
they fly the <JUestion ,, ill probably receive an answer in the 
negative. 

llut from tho. e who regard marriage as a holy and spiritual 
tic;, d signe,l t<J unite two souls for eternity, not merely to 
fr llcr hand,, or cvcn join hearts, for a time ; who believe in 
the existen, c of a lo\c s,wrcd and inviolable above all human 
affect1011s, lorming this bond of union between two spirih 
Jilted l,y u·c:tlion to l,lend with each other, and \\'ith each 
oth ·r only; and who further lJelieve that the largest measure 
of happine here is ensured hy that strict adherence to duty 
whi< h n1osl rigidly respect·, the claims of the hereafter,- -from 
all sw h the r1uestio11 will receive a fearless and unqualificd 
alfirm..itiv.,;. 

11 elen Ii ,ii d1J11e wisely; wisely for her 1,resL·nl and future 
ll'lpJ>illc,;Ss, ' \ e11 tho11gl1 it should prove her lot-as she was 
fully ,·011s, ious th,1L pru, e it might-never, on this side heaven, 
to sec Ut.:rnard l I untlcy mor1.:. 



CHAPTER XXll. 

HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

Let us be patient ! These severe ::tf1lictions 
Nol from tht earth arise ; 

But ortentimes celestial benedictions 
Assume this dark disguise. 

LO:-SGFELLO\\". 

" Do you think it would be of any use? Or may I stay at 
home with a clear conscience ? " 

Sir Charles Alton shook his head sadly. His negatiYe was 
obviously given to the first question. 

" Do not scruple to tell me if you think I ought to go," said 
Frank Littleton, slightly raising his head from the crimson 
sofa-cushions which contrasted painfully with his extreme 
pallor, relieved only by that faint hectic tinge which spoke, 
even more clearly than the paleness, how fast he was travelling 
on his way to another home. 

"I will not deny," he continued, sin king his head again upon 
the cushions, "that when I first realized the certainty, I was 
coward enough to wish it over as soon as possible; but that is 
past now. Perhaps time may help her to face the prospect; 
and I would not rob her of a moment that might in any way 
soften the parting"-- He had spoken slowly throughout, 
pausing at intervals, and now it seemed as if he could go no 
further, yet scarcely from failure of physical strength. 

The physician did not speak. With a strange sensation of 
p:t.in at bis heart-strange it might seem, in a man daily and 
hourly inured to the contemplation of sickness and death in 
all shapes-he stood steadily wat hing the countenance, so 
beautiful in its fading brightness, of the man, young enough. 
almost, to be his son, and whom at one time he had learned 
well-nigh to regard as such, who was thm asking only the 
assurance that the approach of death was certain and inevi­
table ; in order that, without incurring the blame of curtailing 
his earthly sufferings, he might return to die in peace in the 
happy home to which bis heart still clung; though he was 
rnore ready to depart than many who have nothing left but 
life to cling to. 

" I3ut if you could conscientiously say," resumed the invalid, 
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"that the wear of mind and lJody the journey would entail 
wou!,I prolJalJly countcrlJalance any benefit from the climate­
it would be a great comfort to me, Allon!" 

" l cannot say but what it probably-humanly speaking, I 
may say certainly- would," returned the physician, in a tone 
which spoke far deeper sympathy than his words would imply. 
" Y cars ago it might have answered, but now it is too late, 
Frank too late!" 

" Thanks, Alton ! " said Frank Littleton, extending his 
hand, with a grateful smile, which went to his friend's heart. 

"Thanks to me ! for what? For signing your death­
warrant?" said lie huskily, grasping thl! offered band. 

"No ; that comes from elsewhere ! " returned Frank re­
verently; "out for much, much kindness, both now and in 
past days," he conlinued, turning his head to look his friend 
more fully in the face. "And do not look as if you thought 
it so sacl a thing to be lying here, knowing that it is out for a 
short time. Believe me, I would not wish it otherwise, and 
but for the thought of my poor Florence-- '' 

" Cod help hl!r ! " muttcwd the physician. 
"But it is something," co11tinued Frank Littleton, slowly 

and calmly, after a pause, "to feel that life's work is clone, and 
the haven already in sight, at a period when most men have 
their lifo's l>attlcs before them. And never, I truly l>dieve, 
had man a happier life to look Lack on than mine has been­
and is-yes, is, Alton, believe me!" 

"I believe no man ever deserved to be happier," returned 
the physician; "but I confess it seems poor happiness to me 
- at an :1ge when you might rl!asonably have looked for thirty 
years of life ancl health to come in such a borne-as you de­
servl! ! " he broke off abruptly. 

" 11 appiness would be poor al any time," niplied Frank 
Littleton, "if there was nothing l~etter to look to than thirty 
years of life, in any borne this world can ofTer, Alton!" 

"l don't know; this worlcl is about good enough for me," 
said the other, \\'ith a sigh, half-doubtful, half-regretful. He 
was wondering how life ancl death would look to him, if he 
were lying in the place of his younger friend. 

"You will not say so when we meet again," returned Frank; 
and there was another pause, which the invalid was once more 
the Ii rst to break. 

"I shall not see you again here," he resumed, "so let me 
thank you once for all for all your kindness to me, Alton." 
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The physician turned and grasped the speaker's hand in 
silence. "You may not see your way as clear as some do, but 
you work in the right direction, as many besides myself can 
testify. And I know, should it ever fall in your way, you will 
be kind to my poor Florence and our children--" Again 
he paused with a spasm of pain upon his face, which seemed 
more than even he could \Yholly master. 

" I would go far out of my way for the chance ! " responded 
the other, earnestly. 

"And-if she should speak to you," pursued Frank, faintly, 
"do not deceive her, Alton ! I hardly feel as if I could tdl 
her," he added, raising his h:md to his brow, wet with the 
tkws of exhaustion. 

"I will tell her-Goel help her ! " answered the physician. 
"Goel will help her," rejoined the husband, in a tone of the 

deepest, most tranquil conviction. "Good-bye, and Gotl 
bless you, Alton ! Even the parting is not so hard as you 
think it!" 

The physician made no answer: perhaps his voice failed 
him, unused as he was to betray emotion; but holding Frank's 
hand for a moment, he bent suddenly over him and kissed his 
forehead, received in return a renewed pressure of the hand, 
and a <1uick, bright, grateful smile, which h::mnted him for long 
after, and left the room without looking back. 

But outside the door he paused. He must redeem his 
promise, and sec Florence; and he had scarcely paused a 
moment, when ,mother door opened-how Frank's ears were 
straining for the sound !-and Florence appeared in the door­
\nl}', im·iting him to enter. I I e did so, and the door closed 
after them. 

Florence sat dO\rn, looking anxiously towards him; but as 
he did not speak directly, she began. 

"It ,,as very kind of you to come so soon, Sir Charles," said 
she, witl1 all her wonted sweet cheerfulness of tone and man­
ner ; " allll it is not a good day to sec him, he is over-tired 
with his journey yesterday. But I was so anxious Lo know 
your opinion about our going-abroad ! " She shrank uncon­
sciously from using the name of l\fadeira. " He is not much 
inclined for it, as I dare say he would tell you?" She looked 
up, a little surprised at his still saying nothing. 

"He did," said Sir Charles, clearing his throat; "and I 
should advise consulting his inclinations first of all." 

"But would not the sea-voyage, the milder climate, be of 
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service to him?" said Florence, quickly, in a gentle, pleading 
voice, whose tremulous eagerness betrayed how much she 
built 011 the hope. 

The physician shook his head. The wife's beart caught the 
alarm in a moment. 

" Why?" she asked, breathlessly, and her hanrls quivered 
as she clasped them tightly together rm the tal,le lwfore her. 

" It- -would Le of no use." The reply w,1s scarcely more 
audible than the <1uestion, and Florence's face grew white and 
rigid as she Lent it over her clasped hands. 

"Would to God that, or anything on earth, could he of 
service to him or you ! " said the physician, compassionately, 
coming a few steps nearer ; "and if at any moment I can be 
of the slightest use or comfort, send for me as freely--" 

"Thank you, Sir Charles," said Florence, rising, and speak­
ing as one in a dream; "but-I must go to him ! ., 

"Then I will not detain you now; Lut remcrnLer, you may 
always co11un;111d me." And feelingly he pre~sed the cold 
lrnnd which neither resisted nor returner! his grasp, and left 
h<.;r. 

" Poor child ! poor child ! " he muttered as he des,ende, l 
the stairs; "now she will cry her heart out, and wish she were 
going too! This is indeed a !Jitter 1rorld for some of 11s- if 
one were only snr:: of anything better yon<kr ! " 

Florence stood still on the spot where he had left her, but 
no burst of grief followed; the shock was too terril.Jle for that. 

She had never looked, never, perhaps, allo11 ed herself to 
look at th<.; possibility of any result hut one of the remedial 
measures she urged; and had the physician warned her not 
to be too sanguine, to hear in mincl that the result of all 
remedial resources must be uncertain, she would clonlJtless 
have wept bitterly over the fears such warnings must have 
awakened. But now hope and J.:;ar were alike crushed and 
silenced by the certainty, which countless words an<l looks of 
Frank's, dnring the few last months, started to r<.;mcml,rance 
to make yet more sure. Frank was dying, and nothing on 
earth could avail to save him. 

She stood realizing with fearful clearness the full signifi­
cance of the words which made earth as a blank before her; 
and then, as if in mockery, there floated in upon her brain the 
words years ago spoken to I lclen : '' Is it not "Tong to grieve 
for any one's going to a happier and bett<.;r world? Only 
sel11sh love could r<.;pinc." 1\nd clasping her hands on her 
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forehead, she recalled to mind all the teachings of faith, duty, 
and acquiescence in the Divine will, which she had so often 
dwelt on, so ardently reverenced, and-alas !-was now cal.led 
on lo act up lo. Could she? 

" Impossible ! " was the first despairing cry of her stricken 
heart. " Impossible ! " 

But Florence's faith, though hitherto it had been little tried, 
and, therefore, as yet not fully realized, was nevertheless sin­
cere : and the second and more chastened impulse of reply 
was struck from another chord. " I must ! I will try ! " 

Moving as one in a dream, she unclasped her hands from 
her forehead, and passing out of the room-she felt for the 
handle of the door, as if she were blind-entered that where 
Frank lay waiting for her. 

Waiting--with the large drops gathering on his brow, while 
he measured the seconds of the physician's stay as a man 
might measure the seconds till his beloved should be stretched 
on the rack of the persecutor-and what physical anguish were 
not easier to bear than this ?-and then counted every step of 
his heavy tread as he descended the stairs, though without 
thought of any but her the door had closed on. Waiting­
straining every sense, forehearing, almost the noiseless step 
across the neighbouring room, the opening of the door which 
might have been deemed inaudible; and then-would she­
was she coming straight to him ? The second door opened 
and closed. 

He raised his head, and turned on her a look so sorrowful­
for her sorrow-so tender in its speechless compassion, that 
the spell which had controlled her anguish was broken. She 
forgot all but the impossibility of parting; and throwing her­
self on her knees beside him, she burst into a flood of tears, 
burying her face in his bosom. 

" My own!" said Frank, mournfully folding his arms around 
her; "God knows, had it been His will, I would rather have 
borne the parting than that you should ! " 

" 0 Frank ! Frank! take me with you ! " she sobbed ; "I 
cannot--cannot let you go ! " 

" But the children, my own ? " said Frank, half raising him­
self, and bending over to kiss the drooping head pressed in 
such bitter anguish to his faint-beating heart. 

"The poor children!" murmured Florence, shivering self­
condemned at the consciousness that the children, and all that 
might be left to her, were as nothing compared to the one 
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<'l1erishecl idol of her heart. All, everything but him, she 
could yield without a murmur! Was it therefore the sacrifice 
was claime<l? 

"Cod knows how I have grieved for you, dearest ! " con­
tinllecl Frank, ten<lerly. "It has been the one bitter drop in 
a cnp that would else have been too sweet; but God tempers 
the wind to the shorn lamb, and has given us the children to 
comfort you. J ,ittle treasures in trust to train for heaven ; 
you would not leave them to strangers, my own?" 

Florence smothered a sob, but made no answer. 
"And when you think how happy we have been,"- the 

shiver passed again over the kneeling form, and Frank's lips 
paled and <1uivered fearfully as he again pressed them to the 
drooping he:id-" and what a comfort it will be to go home 
together once more"·-- He stopped short, utterly exhausted; 
his arms rel:ixed their hold, and he sank back half-fainting on 
the sofa. 

"Frnnk ! dear Frank ! " exclaimed Florence, springing to her 
feet in an agony of alarm; and calmed in a moment, she was 
raising his head an<l bathing his brow, almost before the look 
could be lifted to her face, and the hand held out for hers, to 
re assure her. 

" It was nothing, dearest," he said, in a moment; "talking 
to Alton had tired me." 

"Selfish love indeed ! " murmured Florence, swallowing the 
sobs that almost choked her. 

"And I shall be better again in a day or two; I have not 
got over the journey yet," he added, soothingly. 

Florence only kissed his forehead in reply. How could she 
have been so blind till now? And 110w, so sclllsh as to torture 
him, and exlin.ust his failing strength, with the sight of her 
uncontrolled grief? The fond, anxious glance that rested on 
her, while the wearied lids str!rggled with the exhaustion, 
mental and physical, which seemed pressing them down with 
a hand of lead, was the keenest reproach that could have been 
inflicted. 

" Dear Frank, you are quite worn out, and you never slept 
last night," she said humbly, pressing her burning forehead to 
his chill hrow; "do try and sleep now, and I will sit beside 
you-and pray that I may learn to he as good as you "-she 
added in a whisper, for inde1,;d her voice well-nigh failed her. 

"Co(! bless you, my darling!" was the answer, with a sweet, 
faint slllile, which told how differently he estimated her merits 
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and his own; and then the weary eyes closed, and hours 
passed before the hands were moved or unclaspc:d which 
folded one of hers so tenderly to his bosom. 

When, after some time, she knew by bis more regular 
breathing that he was indeed asleep, Florc.11ce, too, closed her 
eyes, and leaned her forehead against the cushions beside his ; 
but who will imagine that she slept? The suffering of years 
seemed compressed into those hours; suffering too intense, 
almost, for thought, ancl far too intense for utterance. No 
sympathy, even of those she best loved, could have comforted 
her then ; she felt dimly thankful that even the children were 
away-sent home already-for only in the deepest stillness 
and solitude can such dispensations be faced and accepted, as 
had thus fallen to her hitherto favoured lot. It was well for 
her that the struggle could be still in some measure fought 
out by her husband's side, wilh bis love to comfort her, and 
his presence and example to shed over her some faint retlex of 
the peace his own spirit had achieved. 

For as he had earlier faced, and answered in the affom:itive, 
the question then forced upon l1im " Could he resign her, if 
such were indeed God's will? "--so also in the sterner struggle 
now forced upon his maturer faith, he h[ld come off Yictorious. 
He could leave her, trustfully and unrepiningly, to hi~ Father's 
care, to complete in loneliness-and that Father only knew in 
how much of sorrow-the earthly pilgrimage which his hrnrt 
had yearned to make a path of sunshine and delight alone. 
And, therefore, Frank could sleep tranquilly and wake pLacc­
fully, feeling the happiness of his earthly lot sobered and 
chastened, indeed, 1.rnt neither embittered nor poisoned, by the 
knowledge that earth and earth's joys wo11ld soon be of the 
past for him. The one bitter drop in his cup harl been, as he 
had said, the fear "hether Florence might be ahle to bear up 
under the parting, \\·hich must fall with such tenfold bitterness 
on the one left behind ; and this it was which remained fur 
her to soften to him, if she would indeed prove that her lo\'e 
was worthy of his. 

Happily for her, though the blow might therefore he the 
more crushing, hers was not a nature prone to struggle against 
and aggravate suffering by those searchings and questionings 
as to the why and wherefore, which torture more energetic 
and more thinking, but therefore more restless, minds. 'l\rn 
things mainly, more as feelings tlian thoughts, were present 
to ber during her motionless vigil by Frank's couch: Frank, 
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her husl>aml, her all, was goin:; from her, ancl for his sake she 
was lo co111mand her sorrow, IJear it patiently, nay cheerfully, 
as if she fell it 110L. No more question if she could-she 
must! The tleepcr her love, and con,e,1uc11Lly l1cr anguish, 
lhe more impossibk it becu11e to permit any signs of an un­
chastenetl or repining spirit, to torture hi111 ll'ith anxieties for 
either her te11qJoL1l or spiritual fuLme. Now, if ever, must 
she live only for him, while still she had It;m; anrl Lo the ajkr­
wards she must 11ot, durst nol look. Again and again the 
shiver passc1l over her, he,p1·akin;.; the intcn~ity of emotion 
supprcssc:d frozen, as it were; lJLtL suppressed it was anu 
must !Jc, menl:dly and physically. The whole force of her 11ill 
was < 0111·entrati11g itself on one subject: to close her eyes lo 
Ll1L· inexorable future fur his sake ! 

Nol that, in a charac ler like hers, higher 111otives could lie 
l\'anling; lrnt she was nol now capable of consciously realizing 
tl1cm. Unconsciously, loo, her love for her husband ha<l 
hecon1e Luo e. 1 lusivc, too absorbing a feeling, to leave full 
scope for lhe proporti(JJ11le growth or a higher ruling love; 
anti thus il h;1rl incurred the: risk of l,ccoming loo selfish, loo 
merely 11:1Lu1·:il a11 alfc1 Li,rn, of slancling between heaven and 
hc:r insLL-ad of drawing her nearer lo hc:aven. Anrl this most 
,ul,Lle and dangerous, 1Je1 ause seemingly lov:ible, selfishness, 
which ('Onsisls in lovmg others betlc1· tlian self,,f,1r the sak,: o.f 
sc(f, is th · pernliar temptation of those gifled with the deepc:st 
capacities of affection. Yet in lhe very temptation-as, iudecd, 
in all temptations lie the elements of cure, the grounds of 
strength for successfully resisting it. If a man love better than 
l1imselr" his brother whom he hath seen," he is at least in the 
way of learning lo love "his Fatlwr whom he halh not seen" 
lJl'lter lh:111 eith1:r, and will surely, if he rc•sisl not the teachings 
a!l(l ch:hlenings of l'roviden, e, attain to the unfailing result of 
su( h love ; not lllcrc submission-sulm1it we must-but a 
rnon l1eroic spirit of genuine ae<1uiescence in all the dispensa­
tions of that Fathc:r's \\ill. 

To this acquiescence, in theory so alluring-for what more 
inspiriting to the young lifc:pilgrim th:rn to b~ told, th:tt no 
sorrow, no trial awaits us but musl lose; its sting anu bring forth 
];les.,ings proporti,mc1l to its severity if we 1ml accept it as 
co,l's rnc;sscng<.:r?-but in practice so dinicult,-so impossible, 
as l!l,1ny bc:siclcs her have fell it in their anguish,-Florence 
hacl Jong since intellectua_lly attained. It remained for her to 
realize it in .iclual c penence. It would be too much tn ex 
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peel that she ~hould at first see the sunshine in the cloud, the 
blessings which this bitterest of trials was destined Lo bring 
forth; enough if she could cling to a belief in their existence 
till the tyranny of grief should be overpasl. And thus much 
she could do; not dwelling on her belief, in Lhe idea of draw­
ing comfort from it now, as some might, but rather burying it 
in Lbe depths of her consciousness, lest she should be tempted, 
in her despair, to fling it from her; and trusting, with the in­
stinctive wisdom of humility, that if she struggled to perform 
the duty she could see before her, the more distant struggle, 
which she dared not now contemplate, would somehow be 
rendered possible and endurable-then ! 

The hours passed on, and it was with a pang, strangely 
blended of joy and pain, that she started at last, in answer to 
the pressure of ber hand, and lifted her head to meet Frank's 
own beaming smile, which sickness had failed to rob either of 
its sunshine or its tenderness, an.d to hear the assurance, 
which his tone did not belie, that he felt more refreshed than 
he could tell her. She had him still ; he was not gone-yet ! 
Thank God for that ! 

li'rom that moment, it would have been difficult to say which 
of the two was the more tenderly watchful to guard from all 
possible pain the feelings and existence of the other. If for 
her sake he exerted himself to dwell upon the future, striving 
gently to lead her thoughts to all that might hereafter yield 
her comfort and support, no less did she school herself, for his, 
to Jive only in the present, even while treasuring up all that he 
so tenderly sought to impress. It was to come home to her 
and I.Jc of use some day; but she would not allow herself to 
think wltm. 

They remained yet a day or two in London, that Frank 
might recover from the fatigue of his first journey ; and, as he 
predicted, be rallied ccnsiderably, and bore the second much 
Letter. l'erhaps the removal of the suspense he bad endured 
while the truth still remained unknown to Florence, told 
favourably on his physical frame; and the feding that he 
was now returning home, to enjoy in peace all that remained 
of life, in the spot inexpressiLly enckared to him by grateful 
enjoyment of life's ricl1est blessings, shed such sunshine of 
tranquil joy over his spirits as soothed even 1' lorence's aching 
heart ; and softened, if it could not still, the pang of re­
entering her chcrished home-for the bst time witlt ltim . 
.i\laternal affection, too, must assert its claims, when little 
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voices greeted " mamma," ancl soft, rosy checks wt:re pressed 
to lwrs; and, if she unb1acecl her little ones with mon.: tears 
than smiles, a feeling of self-reproach, for having counted :mch 
trea urcs as naught, lion.: it, full share in her emotion. And if 
she slept that night with fresh tears wet on her pale checks, 
ancl that expression of sufrering on her lips which, when at 
rest, they must alone uear for long, still she did sleep that 
clct!p, refreshing skep, ~o needful to nerve both !Jody and mind 
for tilt! mission of the coming morrow. 

The morrow woulcl uring Helen, perhaps the Emlyns; how 
should she meet them-tell them? For she h~d only written 
a line to I Jelen to say they were coming home, and not going 
a!Jroad; . he could not fore e herself to write more,-and how 
say it? Jlut she would not think of that; Frank would be 
glad to sec them; and she turned to more immediate duties. 
lJomesti<· affairs had a< cumulated in her absence; an<l, be­
tween them and Frank, she was fully occupied till the hour 
when she generally walked with the c-hildn:n and their muse; 
and l'rnnk urged her to go, saying that she might report if it 
woul<l be \\arm enough for him to try a turn 1,y ancl uye, but 
really hoping that the fresh autumn air and ~unshine might 
e crcist.: their blessed infllH:nce upon her. 

'' .\ ncl I want lo read the book llcrnard g,tve u:s "-the) harl 
t; t;en him in London: and the meeting had cnl him, too, 
hri111e with a heavy heart-" before we luHl it lo I lclen." So 
J•lorcnce ,Ycnt, though she knew the book ,1as a prdt.:xt to 11er­
!:>L1adc her he c oukl pare her. 

She had not long been gone, 11 hen the well-known 1,ony­
< .1rriagc drO\C up, and l lelcn cntLred the drawing-room. 
Fr,mk did not e\'cn attc11q,t lo rise frnm his cas}-chair to meet 
her; and that, ancl the change the last two months-almost 

u111111t;r months had mad<.! in hi, n1,pearancc, strnc k h1.:r pain­
fully. .i. ot going a!Jroad l Surely l1e looked ;1s ;f he ncLckd it ! 
Hut she had too much self command to betray her impression~, 
a ncl greeted h'm a u ual, inquiring for I loren< c. 

"She i gone out 1,itl. the < hildrcn," he replied· " ,o you 
111u,t 1,ut up with only Ill\.: for a little." 

" \\'ell, I \\ ill try," s,,it! . he, 11 ith a bright smile, whit!1 it yet 
pained Iler to give; he felt acl at cl'in him look su ill. 
nut taking off her bonnet, and m 1ki116 ht:1 .,df, a. she aid, at 
home as usual, she sat do ,n with her work bc~idc l•ranK, 
whom she hac! long sin e learned to rc6anl wholly a, a 
brother. 
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" I am so glad you arc come home," she said, after a few 
minules, in which neither had said much beyond a few matkr­
of-coursc inquiries and answers ; " I felt quite lost while you 
wer<.:! away. Dut, dear Frank, arc you really going to stay at 
home now? Did not Sir Charles Alton think the winter abroad 
would do you good ? 

"Did it never occur to you, dear Helen," said Frank gently, 
and looking at her to sec if it ever had, lest the question 
should be too startling, "that it might be too late for anything 
to do me good, in the sense you mean?" 

lI ekn dropped her work, and leaned forward on the arm of 
his chair, grieved far more than startled ; and looked up with 
eyes of tearful inquiry. 

"It is so, dear Helen,'' he said, putting his hand gently on 
liers; "and I am, I cannot tell you how thankful, that I may 
close my life here, where I have been so inexpressibly happy." 

" Oh, Frank, Frank I" whispered Helen, while tears dropped 
fa~l but t1uietly on the hand she held, "But what will become 
of Florence, my precious Florence? IIow, how will she bear 
it?" 

" You must take care of her for me, she looks to you as a 
sister-a dear sister to both of us," said Frank, kindly; "and 
she will be taken care of-but God knows, for her it is-­
You must not make me faint-hearted about her," he added, 
pressing 1 !den's band when he found she did not speak. 

" Indeed I will not," she answered, looking quickly up, and 
restraining her tears in answer to the appeal. "And I am sure 
she will be taken care of, and Yl'ill-bear it-" the. words seemed 
to choke her, hut sh<.:! would not he less brave than he-" better 
than any one t.:be in the \\"orld could, she is so good : and 
l lea Yen, "·e know, never sends any of us more lo bear than we 
can bear, or than we need. And, indeed, I will do all I can, 
little as it may he, to love and comfort her-but oh, J/rank ! I 
shall miss my brotht.:r too ! " 

"Dear I lelcn," said Frank, "if ,Ye missed nothing here, 
when shoultl we turn elsewhere to look for it? And, though 
I may not lie much f~r you Lo miss,_ it is pleasant lo think I may 
be one link in the cham oflo,·e drawmg your heart hea,·enwards.' 

.. Yes; 1 have often thought it would not do to be too happy 
here" said Helen, sadly. 

";\.n<l you must find a brother for Florence some day, you 
know" said Frank, but checked himself suddenly, doubling, 
as he' recalled old suspicions, lest the allusion should pain her; 
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but it clicl not, from bim. Perhaps the halo which surrounds 
those whose days are already numbered, as well as an intuitive 
perception of his long-felt sympathy, might invite her confi­
dence; at any rate she answered more frankly than she could 
have spoken to any other living being on the subject. 

"No, dear Frank, that is past; and I have ceased to regret 
it. It was just what might ha\'C rnacle me too happy; ancl I 
have learned that I may be <Juite happy enough without it. 
A ncl one of my first great comforts -after papa- was the 
idea that I might be of use to yo Lt and FlfJrence, for the dear 
chilJn;n's sake. Oh ! do you n.:member, Frank, the day you 
fclchecl me lo sec little Florence? Y 0L1 never dreamccl how 
it warmed my hearl, and made me feel almost happy again! 
And now that clear Florence will want me more than ever, I 
would nol wish it otherwise for the world ! I sec: that it is all 
right, now." 

" It must be all right with yo Lt, dear I kkn, while you lake 
things in such a spirit," said Frank; "but we cannot read the 
future, ancl it may turn out other than you look for." 

l Ielen shook her head. 
" Jlut never mind me ! " she said in a moment. "Ancl I 

dare say I ought not to let you talk so much; can I do any­
thing lo amuse you till Florence comes back? l' eacl to you, 
or sing to you, or anything?" 

"Talking will not hurt me," said Frank, witl1 a grave, sweet 
smile, which made J {clen's heart ache; "but if you would like 
to read to me a little, here are Huntley's last essays; he gave 
them us the other day." 

J Ick:n took the book silently, but Frank could sec her hand 
tremble, and he knew that his old suspicions had been wdl­
foundcd. What could have come between these two? And 
while, as she read on, I [den's thoughts wandered, even from 
what Bernard had written, back tv Florence and Frank again, 
Frank's thoughts were wandering, even from his Florence, to 
ponder on any possible means of promoting the happiness of 
these others. But what could he or any one do, that might not 
be doing mischief? 

Half an hour, perhaps, hacl passed, and Helen was still 
reading on, almost mechanically, when Frank put his hand 
upon her arm. 

"She is coming," he said, anxiously; "will you not go am! 
meet her?" 

J lekn ros1; ancl !<.;ft the room,: anrl outside she met Flon:ncc, 
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who drew her into another room, and hid her face upon her 
shoulder. 

" You have seen him ? " she whispered breathlessly. 
"Yes," whispered Helen, laying her cheek softly against 

Florence's head, and Florence was ans\\'ered. 
"I-I could not write, dear Helen," she said, still in tl1e 

same breathless whisper; and Helen could only kiss her, tear­
fully, in reply. 

"And, dear Helen, would you tell-ask Louisa-I do not 
think I can bear to speak of it," she continued, after a few 
minutes, pressing Helen's hand convulsively. 

"To-day, as I go home, dearest," returned Helen. 
"She must not think it unkind-but I really''--
" Unkind ! my darling Florence. Who could?" excl::timecl 

Helen. 
"She has always been so kind to me," said Florence apolo­

getically, for she could hardly help blaming herself for her 
instinctive consciousness, that, tender and sympathising as 
Lady Emlyn was, she could not look to her for the strength she 
so sorely needed, and felt sure of in Helen. 

"Yes, much too kind to dream of thinking you unkind, 
clearest," said Helen, comfortingly. 

"And you must come to us very often, dear Helen; it may 
be months they say "-she shivered from head to foot, as she 
breathed rather than spoke it-"and we have no sister but you, 
you know-and we can talk afterwards," she added, shi,·uing 
as before. "But now we must go to him." 

Her voice changerl with the words, and she raised her head 
as with some new strength; and exchanging a close embrace, 
the two went back together to Frank. 

Helen marvelled to see Florence's self-command in Frank's 
presence; she seemed almost like herself again ; all love and 
gentleness, only much stiller; and she asked if Helen had 
taken gO'od care of him, and if he were ready for some lunch 
now, without a trace of anything but tenderness in her tone; 
and moved about the room, and waited on him, as if there lay 
no weight at her heart the while. Helen could only trust, that, 
beneath the magic of Frank's smile, it weighed at least less 
heavily. 

At lunch they were even cheerful, though that was mainly 
Frank's doing; but the presence of the children at their early 
dinner was a great help too; and Helen did her best, and 
afterwards drew the little ones out into the garden, to help her 
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to gather flowers, to make some 11osegays for "dear papa's" 
vases, but renlly bN'aL1se it was obvious. that much of tlwir 
111erry little prattle faligu,:rl him. The h11sh:mcl an,l wife sat 
side liy si<lc antl h:111cl in hand watching thc:m first, a~ they all 
rnovt.:<l ahoul in sight of the winllows; and then II clen only, 
as she moved about the room filling and placing Fr,rnk's 
favourite vases. 

" 1 t is pleasant to have sm:h a nice, kiml sister, is it not, 
dear Flmt.:n<·e?" said Frank, at last, half to her ancl half Lo 
llelt-n. 

" V es, cle::ir Frank," said Florence, gently, knowing well that 
his real Lhoughl was, what a blessing I Iden's love arnl kindness 
would lie to her herearter. 

\Vhen the time came that Helen must leave them, promising­
to come again the next day if possible, Florence fol lowed her 
upstairs, to ht.:lp her prepare for her drive, and leaned her 
hcacl against her so wearily when she bade her good-bye, that 
iL \\'as all flclen could do to help c:rying over her, in a w:iy that 
would have bel!n nnything !JUL real kindness. So she m:id,~ 
haste lo lil! gonl', with a silenl farewell-kiss. 

Then she went to the l'riory to see Lady Emlyn, :incl both 
she ancl Jilon·nce wcn; right. Louisa Jli:vt.:r dreamed of tm -
kindncss in Floren,·1.·'s ll'ish of not speaking, or ht.!ing spoken 
to, on the subject; but her surprise, her grid~ hl!r incredulity, 
her suggestions of all imaginable cxpeJients for turning asidl! 
the inevitable, her disbelief that one so good as llt!r darling 
Florence sh<Juld possibly be visited by such utter clestrtl('tion 
or her life's happinl!ss, showed clearly how little help she could 
be expected tu afford her friend towards en:1bling her to accept 
the impending clispensation; however comforting her affr:c­
tionatc sympathy must hl!rl!after be, when the blow shoultl 
indeed have fallen. Nor \l'Ould she believe that it was really 
hopeless. l I e had been in such ~acl health before he came to 
tht.: country at all, and had he not quite got over it then? 

"Ah ! you have not seen him!" was all Helen could say in 
reply. Was not Frank's smile a thing less of earth than of 
heaven already? 

As Helen was driving slowly away, after quitting Lady 
F,mlyn, pondering with a full heart on the knowledge the day 
had brougl1t forth, a step on the gravel of the drive, and a 
hanrl laid upon her reins, made her look up, and Sir ,villiam 
was standing beside her. She knew by his face th:it he hrH! 
just ,·omc from the r 'ottagc. 
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"Ohl Miss Helen, Miss Helen ! " said he, wringing her 
hand with tears in his eyes, "to think of the hundreds of goocl­
for-nothing fdlows no one would miss if they all died to­
morrow, who will live on these fifty years to come, and then to 
see that noble fellow, whose match you might go the world 
over to find, going-going--without help or hope I What can 
all your philosophy say to that? I confess mine fails me." 

"Only that perhaps he is fit to go, nnd they are not,·' said 
IIelen mournfully. 

"Well-I can't stand talking about it, or I shall make a fool 
of myself, or a woman, or something," said Sir William, 
hastily, after a moment's pause. "There don't break your 
neck on the way home ! \Ve can't stand any more trouble 
just now!" 

"Trouble enough, indeed, for a long while to come!" sighed 
Helen, choking down her own tears as she drO\·e rapidly 
homewards. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

now TO BEAR IT. 

With peaceful mind thy race of duly run; 
Goel nothing tlocs or suffers lo be done, 
But what thou wouldst thyself, ir thou coulcht sec 
Through all events of things as w~ll as He. 

DR. ll\'Rmr. 

As Helen, faithful to her promise, drove over next morning 
to the Priory Cottage, she remembered with thankfulness, that 
but a few weeks had elapsed, since her rather's improvecl cir­
cumstances, enabling him now to phce an equipage again al 
his wife's disposal-not, indeed, so stylish as her former ones, 
but Letter, as he ol.Jserved, than IIelcn's open concern-h:.cl 
thus restored her pony-carriage to her own especial use. How 
different, how almost intolerable would it have been, to have 
been dependent on her step-mother's caprices for the power 
of occasionally visiting the friends who needed her presence 
and sympathy so deeply. 

She wondered if things were so marvellously arranged for 
everybody as they seemed to be for her-help seemed always 
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to come just when she wanted it, in great things and in small; 
-and if so, how could any one possibly doubt the interven­
tion and ce[tscJess care of l'rovidence ovl!r all, individuals as 
well as nations, in trifles as well as in great emergencies? 

llut there an.: two things needful for such recognition as 
Helen's of the perpetual workings of Providence in our be­
half: a willingness to be guiclccl and worked for, and a habit 
or so rclkcling on lifo as it passes, as to discl!rn when and 
how the short-comings of our own weakness and folly arc 
made good, or their consequences softened or avertl..!d, by the 
ever present help of Him who numbers even the hairs of our 
head. The self will which resists, or the carelessness which 
drifts o.n from day to <lay heedless of such aid, necessarily 
blinds us to its existence. 

Even that class of religionists, whose conYersation and cor­
respondence teem with allusions to special providences and 
dispensations, vouchsafed as tokens of Divine grace, err, not 
in believing too much, as may be commonly supposed, but in 
believing too lillle, in Divine providence. They arc not wrong 
in considering such spL:cial events as providential dispensations, 
but in forgclling that all events are so; not wrong in acknow­
ledging pecttliar mercies vouchsafed to themselves, but in sup­
posing such peculiar mercies to be vouchsafed to one class of 
mankind at special seasons only, instead of being freely 
showered on all men al all times. They believe, indeed, in 
l'rovidence, but their belief is too partial; too selfish, it may 
be feared. 

Arn! though it is greatly to be regretted that ridicule should 
ever have been used as a weapon in so serious a controversy, 
there is nevertheless a just ground for the disapprobation so 
widely felt, even among sincere believers in the same Provi­
dence, of thl! habit, above referred to, of perpetually dragging 
forth into the daylight of comm0!1 discourse those holy pro­
vidential influences, the consciousness of which should be 
allrays clwrishecl within us. For when it is considered how 
vcilecl and unobtrusi vc arc the Divine workings, and that no­
thing in the Divine economy can be without design, must not 
the habil in question be chargeable with running counter to 
the design of that very Providence it is intended to honour ? 
Whence, no doubt, the painful feeling of incongruity, nay of 
irreverence, iL awakens. 

llut, for such a faith in Divine providence as we have en­
Ul.'il vonred Lo indicate who that has once realized, would ever 
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barter it for :my imaginable bribe? Who so much as knows 
what true happiness is, till he has learned to sny and to frel,­
" I may enjoy this snfely; it is God's gift;'' or has ever dreamed 
what new and unlooked-for blessings and strength mny be 
developed under the discipline of sorrow, till he hns similarly 
learned to feel, as well as to say,-" I can bear this, since I I(' 
permits it? " 

Deeply and more deeply did such thoughts and convictions 
as these impress themselves upon the mind of Helen, ns she 
drty by clay witnessed and shared the sorrows and the joys, nnd 
was <lay by day drawn more closely into tl1e life-sphere, of tlH' 
friends who became, for the time, her absorbing interest in 
life. It soon becaine an established rule that, unless ab­
solutely wanted at home, sl1e should spend the chief 1,ortion 
of the day with them ; and Frank soon kne,v almost to a 
moment when to listen for the tramp of the ponies' feet at the 
little garden-gate. Inestimable to Florence was the relief 
which she derived from the presence of one who would always 
help her to exert l1erself to cheerfulness for Frank's sake, or 
take her place beside him when other duties called her away, 
or when human weakness triumphed for a moment over her 
utmost endeavours. And to Frank Helen was scarcely more 
welcome for Florence's sake than for his own. 1Jany an hour 
of weakness and weariness she beguiled for both of them, ,1 ith 
her affectionate and ever active sympathy; and entered, in 
return, more and more deeply into that atmosphere of peace 
and tranquil, nay, happy submission, which Frank's unrepinin;:; 
spirit of perfect acquiescence in the lot assigned to him seemed 
to diffuse on all around. 

Even Florence, when the effects of the first terrible shock 
had a little subsided, began to recover more of strength antl 
cheerfulness than Helen could have hoped; and as, little 1.Jy 
little, she nerved herself to hear him talk, and even to talk witl1 
him, of the future, it required less effort to ignore the siknt 
agony at her heart, and to give berself up to the still blessed 
present, leaving the darkness of the future to be \\'rcstled with 
when it should indeed have closed around her. The days and 
nights of suffering, from oppression of breathing and other 
causes incidental to his disease, which at times made Frank's 
life seem to hang by a thread, caused the return of comparative 
ease to be hailed with such thankfulness, as almost banished 
for a season the sense of ultimate danger; and the welcome 
tidings, "Frank is so much better this morning ! " would gred 



I row TO BE.\R IT. 

H clen on her arrival, in tones of more than cheerfulness. 
There were pleasant hours to lH.: spent, then, hesitle the sofa in 
the littlt; drawing-room-the arm-l'hair had needed hut too soon 
to be rclinc1uished-in long talk:; on all such themes ns the 
three had loved to dwL.:11 on in former days, treated now in the 
yet more deeply earnest spirit which the scan::e-vcil<:d pre,L.:nce 
or thL: angel of death could hardly fail to command. Now, for 
tl1e fast time, Florence ancl I felcn learned how Mng Frank 
himself had looked forward to this early tem1ination of his 
happy and usdul lifl.! as prol,able, if not certain; ancl how he 
had even clelJatcrl with himself whethL.:r he ought to marry with­
out imparting his conviction to Florl'ncc, being only dctcrrecl 
from so doing hy th<.; consideration that he might thus be pre­
maturely clouding her happiness with what might after all 
prove a groundless presentiment. Now, at least, she would 
have years of almost cloudless peace to look hack on ; ancl 
deeply Florence thanked him, then and in a[tl.!r clays, for thus 
sparing her years of corroding anxiety. 

Thus we<.;ks passed away, and the three grew daily nearer 
and dear<.;r to each other, in the peaceful communion of such 
sorrow-if sorrow indeed, it must be called as no one among 
them would have exchanged for any joy the oukr world could 
offcr. In llden, indeed, there might arise at times the un­
quencha!Jlc yearning to sec among them one so well fitted by 
his nolJlc, carnest nature, to share in the feelings and the as­
]'irations shedding their elevating influences upon the hcarts 
which might otherwise well have quailed at the prospect of 
parting now before them. But not for Bernard Huntley, 
even, would she have voluntarily relinqui~hecl her pbce in the 
charnwcl circle, hallowed alikt; by love and the approaching 
fool,;teps of the veiled angel. She would but have desired to 
draw him too within its sphere. She felt that there he would 
he at home. 

lt must not, however, be supp0sed that life in other respects 
was standing still for II den. She only passed with her friends 
the hours generally devoted to her reading and her music, and 
J\frs. Montagu's wearisome rounds of visits ; and at home, or 
in general society, little might havL: been discerned of the in­
fluences so strongly at work within. But her whole inner life 
was coloured and ruled by the one ahsorbing fceling ancl sym­
pathy. \rho has not experienced such phases of mental 
absorption in some one object, while t_hc current of_outwarcl 
life llowed on unch.u tied and almost unmfluenced by 1t? 
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Nor were other friends remiss in tendering all the kindly 
offices and attentions Ly which Fr:i.nk Littleton, or his wife, 
could be cheered or solaced in this season of deep trial. 
Already beloved in no common degree by all who knew them, 
the cloud which had settled upon their happy home, such a 
cloud as to command the sympathies even of the most obtuse 
or unreflecting, seemed at once to make them the centre of 
interest in the little circle of their closer friends. Many a 
pleasant drive did Helen take her friend in the sunny mid-day 
hours of the waning year, while Sir William sat with Frank 
the while ; and though the drives were for the most part spent 
in silence-there would be time enough, as Florence had said, 
to talk afterwards-no greater refreshment could have been 
devised for the over-taxed mind and frame of the suffering 
wife, than these silent drives amid woods and fields, under 
the free, cool sky. No day passed without Lady Emlyn's 
either coming herself, or sending fruit, flowers, books, papers, 
-anything that could Le imagined capable of yielding plea­
sure or comfort to the invalid or his devoted nurse; and often 
she carried off the children to the Priory for the whole day, 
thus leaving Florence free to give undivided attention to him 
who might not long need it. 

The young surgeon, originally Frank's assistant, now suc­
ceeded to his relinquished practice, never failed, morning or 
evening, to look in and see if he could be of the slightest use ; 
and more than one night, during Frank's severer fits of suffer­
ing, did he insist on sitting up with him, to spare the strength 
of the sweet, wearied wife, who so sorely needed all the 
strength she could command. l\h. Montagu, too, and even 
]\[rs. l\Iontagu, would make it a point, on those rare occasions 
when Helen was detained from her friends, to make their way 
to Lhe cottage, to report on their return how all farce! in her 
absence; and good Mr. Rawdon, Helen's old friend, found 
many an opportunity for a brief chat, and always went .away 
lamenting to himself that one so excellent and lovable as 
Frank Littleton should be a dissenter. But for :i.11 his ortho­
doxy, he could not help admitting that it might, perhaps, not 
make much difference, where Frank was now going. 

Many, too were the inquiries made at Dr. Littleton's door, 
on the X-- market days, which brought in, from miles 
round, people of all classes to whom his bright, benevolent dis­
position, even more than his professional skill, had endeared 
him ; and strangely various were the simple offerin1;s which 
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founcl their way to the cottage, far more prized for the (Tratc­
ful feelings they evinced, than for any intrinsic value or°thcir 
own. It was one of Jirnnk's great pleasures when well cnOLwh, 
to receive visits from these his humbler friends, and to ~x­
changc with them a few words of counsei or kindness, as had 
lJeen his wont in former days; and more than one rough­
looking farmer, or labouring man, went away with dimmed 
eyes, muttering l11:1t the doctor was filter for heaven than 
earth, that was the truth ; so no wonder he was going ! One 
old woman, whose gr:mdchikl he had brought through a long 
illness, walked six miles to bring him a pair of woollen stock­
ings she had knitted for him with her own hands, and told 
him slw should be sorely put to it now; for she had always 
reckoned on him when her own time came, ancl she doubted she 
should be almost fcan.:d without him. llut he was not to be 
feared; he had done too many a good turn to many a poor 
body not to go easy; and the Lord would take care of his own, 
there as well as here. 

Towards the end of December, the season continuing re­
markably mild, there set in one of those lulls in the progress 
of Frank's disease, which often occur in the hter stages of a 
decline like his. Lacly Emlyn uegan Lo entertain sanguine 
hopes that the case might not after all IJe hopeless ; and if 
Florence could nol share the illusion, she could at least lie 
<lecply grat.:ful for the reprieve, and for the peaceful enjoyment 
which, in the relief from physical p:lin, brightened Frank's 
spirits almost to playfulness once more. Christmas brought 
the Castlctons and their children to the Priory, which still 
!llorc enlivened the little circle of frienrls; and Lord Castleton 
111usl needs swallow his indignation al 11 elen for her rejccti(,!1 
of I lorace, which she had quite forgotlcn he was likely to 
entertain. II c had, indcccl, vowed lo Cissy, between jesl and 
earnest, that he would nol even ~hake hands; but his first 
111ecting wilh I lelcn hefcl uy Frank's couch, and how could 
he remember :rnything bul the pain his kind heart felt, al 
sc'cing lhc change in his old acquaint:rncc? And afterwards, 
a s he confided to Cissy, l lclcn seemed so utterly to have for­
gotten all about il, that hi, remc.:111 lJering it was of no use. 

On the 1 cw \7 c;ir's Day, Frank w;is unthually well, and it 
proved th,· bri ,JitlSt day that J,,H) been knm:·n at the ~ottage 
for long. 11 ekn and l ,'.l_dy Emlyn ha, I cle\ 1se_<l: a mnuature 
Christ 111:1s-trec for the children of the two famd1cs, and arter 
mur h de]J:1tl', dc<'irlcc.l on venturing to place it at one encl of 
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the dm\\'ing-room Frank always occupied, that he might have 
the pleasme of witnessing the children's delight, at least for a 
litlle time. They could b(; carried off to tea in another room 
as soon as he began to be tired. As, too, there was to be a 
dinner-party al the Priory-the claims of the neighbourhood 
must not be neglected-there could be no fear that the elders 
of the party might stay long enough to fatigue him. So all 
clay long mysterious whisperings and rustlings went on, be­
hind a cmtain hung across the end of the room, while Lady 
Emlyn, J fclen, and Cissy flitted in and out at intervals. Cissy 
-forgetting her usual awe of the invalid, which rarely let her 
venture to the Cottage, and always kept her when there in a 
sort of subdued, half-frightened state-brightened this day to 
her usual childlike gaiety; every now and then stealing up 
to Frank, lo threaten him with all irn:.ginable pen:.lties, if he 
let Florence peep behind the curtain during the temporary 
absences of the conspirators. 

Florence and Frank's two children were meantime spending 
the day at the Priory with Cissy's, and at dusk the little party 
was brought over in charge of Sir William and Lord C<tstle­
ton, who professed themselves much elated by their temporary 
promotion to the dignity of mammas. lVIr. Rawdon, too, had 
recci\ ed a hint which brought him al the right time; and 
when the mysterious curt:.in was raised at last, and the blaze 
of tiny lights ancl glittering ornaments and toys revealed to the 
delighted gaze of tbe six little pairs of bright eyes-Cissy's 
l>aby stared as hard as any of them, and crowed in ecstasy­
the scene in the little drawing-room was as bright and happy a 
one as those \1 ho planned it could possibly have hoped. And 
when Frank saw Florence forgetting herself and her sorrow in 
the intense delight of her little ones, bringing them lo show 
their treasures one by one to "dear papa," and thanking the 
kind conspirators again and again for the treat afforded to her 
darlings, it is probable that of all assembled round him, none 
more thoroughly enjoyeJ the hour, than the invalid stretched 
on the couch, which must only be exchanged for the couch of 
death. 

"She will have happy New Years yet with her children and 
her friends ! " saiu. he to Sir William, as the latter stood beside 
him. 

'· God send she may, hank!" replied Sir William, in a low 
\'oice; " but whcrc will you be?" he added, involuntarily 
speaking his thought. 
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'' \\ iiL:n.: l sh.1ll not want N cw Y ear;i; in the life which is all 
llL:W, Emlyn ! " returned Frank Lilllcton emphatically. 

The littk party had dispersed; and, Florence, having seen 
her t hildrcn safe asleep in their little beds, returned to spend 
wilh !•rank the evening hours she prized so highly, because 
they coul<l always be: dcvoled to him, unclistur!Jed by call of 
111aLcrnal or clomcstic dulic:s. Moreover, even in his worst 
days, his evenings were generally more free from pain, and 
often prolonged far into the night, wllen he felt that it would 
!Jc i 11 vain to lry to sleep. But this evening there was no 
such a1>prehL:nsion in store. Frank was not too tired by the 
lillle L:X< itcnicnt of the day; and, for the fin,t time for many 
weeks, Florence could bring herself to sing lo him some of the 
song~ he loved; and then she came and sat down on a low 
stool beside him, with her hand clasped in his, and told him, 
as young mothers arc wont to do, of her children's various 
little s:1yings and doings, and how they had fallen asleep at 
last, each hugging the gift it prized the most. 

"Y cs, Lhis has IJeen a bright day, has it not, dear Florence?" 
said Fra11k, after a few minulcs' silence. 

"It h:1s, indeed, dear Frank," said she, leaning her head 
against hi111, and looking up with loving, wistful eyes~ into his 
faC<.;. 

"And you must not think-may 1 say it, dearest?" he con­
tinued, looking tenderly down on her. 

" Ye~, dear Frank, I can bear it to-night," she answered 
gently. 

'' Yon lllust not think, tlH.:n, my own, that there will not be 
Jll.tny bright and happy days for you when I am gone. There 
,viii 1,e so rnu< h lt:ft; and you arc not one, dear Florence, to 
cl rise your eyes to Cod's sunshine, when J Ic sends it; or to 
let the, liilclrcn lose more than they need, by clinging to grief, 
i11sle;1<l of con, l'lcring it, for their sa_kcs-and mine." 

"1 o, indeed," s:i.icl Florence, with tears in her eyes; "I have 
s0111et1111es fcl l lately, when you were very ill, how selfish it 
must IH.: of Jlle lo wish to keep you here, instead of being glad 
that you should go \I h..:re there is no pain. I did not know 
how hard it \la<; to be unsdfish till now!" she added, with a 
look tlw.t secmcd ahsolutely to cling to him in thc intensity of 
its 1nournful tenderness. 

•' ,\ncl it would be hard incleed to leave you, 111y own, did I 
not know" said I• rank, "Lhat Lhere must still be work for yon 
to do on :::i.rth, and happines~ to be found in the doing, as yoll 
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will do it with a willing and hopeful heart. Ami, dearest, all 
111y love could never haYe shielded you from sorrow, and our 
Father's love will be as near as ever ! " 

"Yes, dear Frank," said Florence, "I will try. I did frel 
once as if I could not even try without you; but I know how 
ungrateful that was. I have been so happy all this while 
without deserving it; I may surely do my Gest to deserve it 
when it is gone ! " she added, hiding her face for a moment on 
his hand. 

"Not gone," rejoined Frank earnestly, "only hidden for a 
little while, like the sunshine. Unless you could forgl:L all 
our happy past here, and cease to look forwanl to our happy 
future hereafter, what will it Ge, Gut as if I had gone, as so 
many do, to a foreign country for a time, and you were ex­
pecting me Gack any day? Only that you must come to me 
instead." 

"And you cannot miss me, or be lonely and wretched, mean­
while, that is a comfort!" said Florence, gratefully. 

"And it may not be for long, dearest," he continued; "or, at 
least, you need not think so, till you have learned to Ge happy 
again. The burden weighs heavier if we look forward to hear 
ing it long; and, if you give each day only its own "·ork, the 
life's work will be easier." 

·' Give us to-day our daily bread!" murmured Florence. 
"And He will give it, my own ! " said Frank, krvcntly, 

drawing her closer to him, till her head rested on his bosom. 
"Yes, dear Frank, I will not be afraid," she ans,yercd meekly. 
And who shall say that the two were not happier that e, cn­

ing, side hy sick, in the cherished home ,rhich would, they 
knew not how soon, shelter but one of them, than many of 
those who most deeply pitied them, in the friendly circle ll'liich 
the other would never join again? 

The l'riory party had, meanwhile, been unexpectedly in­
creased by Mr. Carysfort, whom Lady Emlyn, on descending 
to the drawing-room, was not a little surprised to find deep in 
coiwersation with Sir 1\'illiam and Lord Castleton, on a grand 
drainarre scheme of the latter's, to be carried out by aid of the 
goven~ncnt loans for. tl1at l!urpose, _of which some neigh h~ur 
of his had Jatdy aya1lecl lnmself mth great adrnntage. Not 
that Mr. Carysfort, as may be imagined, knew much aLout 
drainarre, notwithstanding his visits to Ikathlancls of late 
years ;'\ut he had Leen helping l\Ir. Savage to negotiate the 
matter, and had come down partly, he ~aid, to report progress, 
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'' l li:td just a couple of thys to spare," said he, in answer to 
l ,acly Jo:mlyn's look or surprise; "so I thought I \\'Oulcl run 
do11n and have a talk with Fred, and a peep at you all." 

" You know how glacl we always arc to sec you, 1 [orace, but 
-I Jelen 1s here, do you know?" saicl Louisa aside, doubtfully. 

"\I 1ss l\lontagu will not r1uarrel with my < omin°" said 
l lorace dclil>eratcly. 

0

' 

"\Jiss 1\lontagu quarrel with yottr coming I I should like 
~o. catch her at it ! " exclaimed Frcrlerit k, ov:.:rheariug and 
Jmng instantly. 

'' Now, llly dear J,red !" .~,ml Horace soothingly, between 
Jest and earnest, "I am sure you ought not lo quarrel with 
J\ I 1ss J\I ontagu. l should have bcen 111slituling a rery different 
drain on yo1ir estates by this time, but for her." 

",\ml I ll'ish tu anything you had ! " said Fred, sulkily. 
"Now, now Freel! Come ba1k lo lmsiness," said his brother. 

" What were you saying, Emlyn, when Louisa came in?" 
I J den was far from feeling disposed to tJUarrd with Mr. 

Carysfurl's unloc,kcd for appearan1e; it seemctl an earnest of 
his really me:u1ing- to keep his promise of not quarrelling with 
her; and when, to his bruthcr's provocation, he offered her 
his arm to escort her to dinner, in a matter-of-course way, as , 
:m ulJ friend might do, she felt really indebted to him, and 
only wished she could in any \\'ay make up to him for her own 
involuntary ingratitude; whit h indeed came to pass in time, 
IJut when and as she least ex petted. 

" I ha Ye not told you my real reason for coming down, :\Iiss 
\1 onlagu," srlid he, after a little time. "I did not know when 
J might have two days lo spare again-I believe, by the way, 
there is so1nt.:thin.:.; in your theory about hard work after all­
:ind I could not bear to think of poor Littlcton's dying, per­
haps, without my e1·cr having so much as said to him that I 
can never forget all his kindness to.me; at a. time, too, when 
most 111cn would l1avc wished me at the bottom of the sea. 
Fred binisclf could not have been kinder." 

"It was like him,'' ~aid J Iden; ":inrl I :till truly glad you 
< amc. l am sure it will ple:1sc l1im to sec you." 

"lt \\'as another thing when they wcre wcll and happy," 
said Horace, with a mental glance a.t the reminiscences, which 
might certainly plead his excuse for h_aving hith_erto avoided 
the J ,ittklons ; '' but now-I had no idea how it really was, 
though Louisa had told me hc was very ill, till the other day I 
met I J until'y her cousin, you remember perhaps?" 



Perhaps 1 lclcn did ! But she merely bowed assent. 
"Aml he told me it was quite, quite l1opekss." 
·· \ ' cs," s:1.id l lden wilh :.i. sigh. " Sir Charles Alton ::i.clmitted 

that it was; and Frank himself has known it for long." 
"Now that, J\Iiss J\lontagu," said Horace, in a lower lone, 

"is one of the things which staggers me, wl1en I try to think 
you antl J\lrs. 1 ,ittldon may be right in your theories, which 
we used lo discL1ss in old days. How could such things be 
permitted, if happiness and unhappine>S really depended 
mainly on ourselves? For if ever rn:.1.11 deserl'ecl the reward 
of a really happy life, after all he s:.i.crificecl Lo his convictions, 
::i.nd the way he used to devote himself to such drudgery here, 
surdy Littleton did ! " 

"You cannot think more highly of his deserts than I do," 
saicl Helen ; " but it cloes not follow LilaL lollg life on earth is 
the highest reward that can be given. When you sec him, 
yon will not doubt that he is satisfied with that assigned Lo 
]1i111." 

" But even supposing that possible,-though it is hard to 
believe, of a man who always seemed so keenly to enjoy lift.!., 
-continued Mr. Carysfort, "how can you reconcile such a 
terrible loss as it must be to her, not to speak of the numbers 
who will miss him in a less degree, with your ideas of all being 
for the best here? I can imagine its being mack right :1gain 
ebewhere, but farther than that I cannot gel." 

" I could not," said Helen, "unless I felt sure that even dear 
Florence herself will not really be the worse for it, bitter as 
the trial may be ." 

"Not really the worse for it?" c:-;claimccl 1 T oracc. 
"No," returned Jlelen, somewhat tremulously. "It all 

depends on what we regard as the real object of life; ::i.nd I 
admit, that unless we accept this world as merely a preparation 
for a better, holding its main object to he the correction of 
those evils in ourseh·es which would mar our permanent happi­
ness there, it would be impossible lo reconcile ourselves lo 
many of the events of life." 

"But even so, how could she need such a terrible correction, 
- so good as she always was, and acting up, so conscientiously, 
to the very principles you advocate?" 

"She does, she is," said Ifclcn 1Yith tears in her eyes; "and 
it does seem strange, t1·en to me, that she should be destined 
to such a trial; still I know it could not be, but for some great 
good to her, And ,rhen we sec and trace, in oursch-cs, the 
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good that Ju; come through our own trouLle~ ancl sorrows, 
11 c , an 11101-i:: easily bdien; th1,; same to be the case with others 
whom we love and grieve for; even though we cannot sec the 
rc,tson of their trials, any mun.: than we at first could of 
our own." 

She spoke in a low voic,~, thinking ,if past days, when she, 
to11, had hel.!ll tcmpll!cl lo clishdievc that all could be for the 
l>e:;l, :111d he ar·ceptcrl as such. 

" V CHI speak from experience?" sai, I .:\I r. Carysfort, with 
a look of deeper interest than his Lrothcr would have at all 
approved. 

"Yes," saicl I Jelen, sloll'ly. "Nor do 1 at all despair," she 
rcsu,n,·d in a moment, "of your yet confessing to having 
arrived al the same COJ1( lusions. \Ve learn more lessons in 
life than we expect, once we st t about learning; and though 
some"are hard indeed to learn"-her lips r1uivercrl as I· lorence's 
sweet, patient face rose up before her-" )Cl when we have 
learned them, I run sure we shall nm·er wish them unlearned." 

"1 k,tr I must he a bad srh,1lar," said I lurace, shaking his 
hcad; " I should like to see things as you do, if I could ; it 
would be much pleasanter. Dut it docs not come home to 
11\L' even as r1.?ganls myself, yet; and when I think of po<Jr 
I .ittleton and hi~ wife," he continued, in a tone of such real 
feeling as must hnse 111ade IJclen forgive hi111 for even more 
< ynic::tl sentiments-·-" I confess it seems to me as if things 
wenl just anyhow, and one must only scramble through the 
world as best one can." 

'' They do not think so," said fl clcn, "or it woulrl indeed 
he hard to bear." 

Yel even Helen was far from realizing the degree of comfort 
ancl peace in which her two friends passed the e\·er.ing, 
throughout which her own heart was yearning to them with 
:,u, h sorrowful sympathy. The last- New Year's evening they 
wo11kl ever spend together! JJut as it is most true that none 
can esti1J1ate, Lill they thcmsdvcs have proved, the trials and 
sec ret bitterness of the most sce111ingly enviable lot, so, in the 
deL!pest trials, i.- it no less i111possible for any but the sufferers 
the111sehes to divine the depths uf, onsolation which 111ay be 
open to thc111 ; and in love which, like that of Fr,mk and 
J<'Joren«·L! Littleton, is incleed stronger than death, there may 
well be a joy, deeper than any that life can yield without it, 
"with which the stranger "-sorrow -'· intermeddleth not." 

Nor were ~lr. CarysCurL's views much mo<litied by his sub­
Y 2 



SL'(JUcnt visit to the Priory Cottage. The more admirable 
Frank seemed, in the marvellous serenity with which he 
aclepted and looked forll'ard to the end, to which Horace 
could not have voluntarily alluded in his presence for the 
world, and in the unselfish interest in others which he mani 
fested as ever-Horace found himself talking of his own and 
hi, brother\ progress and prospects, when he had meant to 
tl1ink only of Frank and his-the more inconceivable did it 
appear why such a man should be cut off so early. And, for 
Florence,-Mr. Carysfort was not one to read aright the still­
ness of her countenance, which spoke forcibly of the peace to 
be found even in the thorniest paths by those who rebd not 
agamst the Hand which guides them. It seemed to him to 
indicate the apathy of a spirit crushed beneath an intolerable 
burden. 

·· ~he would not say now, that it must be her own fault if 
she allowed herself to be made miserable by anything which 
l'ro, idence saw good to permit 1 " he muttered bitterly to him­
self, as he walked a1yay. "Iler face tells a history ! " 

Uut :1\1 r. Carysfort forgot how much, in all histories, depends 
on the spirit in which thty arc studied. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

;\[R, HUNTLEY. 

Surely some phantom fright, you, which full soon 
Shall lo the mighty exorcism of truth 
Succumb, nnd vanish into empty air 
If but confronted fairly. Bring it forth, 
That I mny vanr1uish it! 

:NOR~ll'fO~. 

So,rn two months, or more, of the N cw Year had passed 
away. Frank had been much worne. There had been periods 
or such continuous suffering, that Helen had sometimes re­
mained at the Cottage for days together, unable to lean: 
Florence \I ith such fearful anxiety hanging over her that clay or 
night she could hardly be persuaded to rest. row again he 
was 'better ; a period of blessed relief had succeeded ; and it 
was only by comparing this with the prc1 ious one, that the 
inroads made on hi,; wasting strength could be fully re:-ilized. 
But Florence held her breath when the comparison forccd 
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itself upon her, and turned to dwell thankfully on the new 
respite granted-for a time ! 

And where, meanwhile, was Bernard IIuntlcy? 
,verc he and I [clcn never to meet again? as she sometimes 

risked herself, espcr.ially after a brief visit he had paid to the 
Cottage during the winter, which fell in the one only week 
during which a severe cold detained her from her friends. Yet 
as he left the neighbomhood without making any effort to sec 
her, she fdt almost glad they had not met; since whatever 
reasons harl formerly influenced him to :1void her must ob­
viously still rule him-unless, indeed, he h:1cl forgotten her; 
a scarcely less painful alternative. 

I [ow was she to know that, each morning during his. stay, 
Mr. Huntley would sit, his strong nerves quivering like a 
woman\, awaiting the hour at which Florence lookcd for her 
friend; or with what a str:1nge thrill of relief from suspense 
mingled with crushing disappointment, he could listen to the 
remark that it was too late now, Helen could not he coming 
this day. How was she to know the effort it had cost him to 
place himself within reach of the possibility of se ing her, or 
what a still greater effort was needful, to return without having 
sel:n her after all? 

A week of l>eautiful, spring-like weather had so much re­
vived Frank's strength and spirits that Helen had venture<l 
to sacrific:e a day Lo onc of \Trs. l\Iontagu's wearisome rounds 
of visits, without going to the Cottage at all, feeling that she 
would be less missed while he was thus better. The next 
morning was delicious; and as she drove over, through the 
balmy spring air and sunshine,-buds swelling and birds sing­
ing around; grass and tll'igs glittering with recent rain-drops; 
ancl the whole landscape robed and glorified in that exquisite 
faint spring mist, which seems like the very breath of spring 
made visilile,-her thoughts tmnecl. to the heavenly spring time 
which dawns on thooc who have quitted earth and earth's 
winters for ever. If sucl1 were the beauty of spring here, what 
must it not he tht..:re, amidst glories su,h as "eye hath not 
seen" nor heart conceived of; and who coulll wish to hold 
back, from its charmed sphere, any suffering fellow-mortal, 
much less one l>eloved? For the first time I Iclen realized 
how it might be possible for l<'Jort..:nce to let Frank go, not, 
indeed, without tears, but without a murmur. 

I I er thoughts had never been less on hcrsl:'lf than when, not 
heing met hy Florene· in the h,dl as usml, she placed h<;r 
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hand on the handle of the drawing-room door; but then a 
voice $truck her ear, which it rnaile her heart stancl still to 
bear. Bernard was there ! 

She had been too long used to comrn::md her feelings, how­
ever, to fear their over-mastering her now; and pausing but for 
a moment, she entered the room ; and. though her countenance 
and naturally lively manner were by many degrees stiller than 
usual, her "How do you do, l\ lr. Huntley? " as she turned to 
shake hands with him after her wonted loving greetings to 
Frank and Florence, was apparently calm ancl unconstrained. 
Her fingers might tremble as she loosed her bonnet-strings, and 
threw off her shti.wl, but she turned to ask mort! minutely ho" 
Frank had been in l1er absence, just as if the rnbject were 
occupying her exclusively; and when Frank pressed her hand 
as he replied, she had no idea bow it trembled in !,is, or how 
well he interpreted its tremor. 

Dut if Helen's greeting was calm and self-possessed, so m1s 
not Mr. Huntley's. IIe had risen hastily on her entrance, and 
yet advanced scarcely half a step to meet her ; and when they 
shook hands, the words he uttered in reply to hers were 
inaudible. And though l<lorence might not note it, Helen's 
quickened senses were keenly alive to the perception, that, 
while he resumed some indifferent conversation with his cousin, 
his voice trembled with the intensity of repressed emotion. 
Ire h::td not forgotten her! It might seem but a poor comfort, 
if they were to meet under the same incomprehensible estrange­
ment as ever; yet Helen's heart bounded within her in answer 
to the conviction-he had not forgotten her! 

She exerted herself to converse as usual, not even excluding 
him from her conversation; but still, perhaps, it ,ms a relief 
to her wl1en the lunch-hour brought sornetbing to do; and 
then she found ::-.rr. II untley tacitly waiting on her as he had. 
been used to do in the !alter days of their previous ac<1uaint­
a11ce, as if he could not help it, but did not \l'ish it lo he 
observed or acknowledged; and as tacitly she submitted, aml 
felt as if the intervening years 11::td been a dream. It was an 
effort to propose the walk with Florence whit h must roll her 
of even an hour of Bernard's presence; hut Florence must not 
be cheated of the refreshment nf the spring air by any selfish 
reluctance on her part; and Frank's grateful look and words, 
as she carried off his wife, were no slight rcrompcnsc for the 
sclfdenial it required. 

l\lr. l Tuntley sat ,rntching the group, as first Florene e, and 
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then I felt:n --they had long since laid aside any convention­
alities that might remind them Helen was not the dear sister 
hy birth whirh she had become in affer-tion-stoopecl to kiss 
Frank's pale fun:head as they bade him good-bye; and as the 
door closed liehincl them, he involuntarily covered his face 
with his hands, ancl l•rank looked up startlecl, as a sound 
almost like a gro~m escaped him. Then, startled himself, he 
rose l1uniedly, and walked to the farthest extremity of the 
room, where he stood for some minutes, leaning his forehead 
against the 11 indow. Ife soon roused himself, however, and, 
coming back to 1• rank, asked if he should read to him. 

"I had rather lie talked to than read to," said Frank. 
" Huntley," he added, after a moment's hesitation, "you will 
not accuse me of idle curiosity now, at any rate; tell me what 
you were thinking of just now." 

l\fr. Huntley looked <lown 11ith slrangely working features, 
which betrayed the depth of agitation stirred by the question, 
upon Frank's earnest, sympathising countenance, and did not 
shrink from his in'luiring glance. "\\'ho could shrink from such 
sympathy as Frank's? 

"J was thinking -( ;od forgive me ! " returned Mr. I Iuntlcy, 
"\\'hat I would give to lie there as you clo, to he loved and 
tentlecl as you are ! " 

"llut, Jluntley," said Frank earnestly, laying his hand on 
his arm as he was turning hastily a\\·ay, "why should you not lie 
loved and tended as I am, without lying here? I will not pre­
tend that I have not guessed, years ago, that something stands 
between you and yom happiness, as 11ell as what that hap­
piness would lie. I was sure you loved Helen l\Jontagu, even 
sooner, pcrh:1ps, than yourself'' l\Jr. I I unlley's arm trembled 
lJenealh J<'rank's gra~p, lrnt he 11eithcr moved nor spoke "and 
<lo not think I a111 trying to forr e your confidence, Huntley, 
buL I would give much to sec hop<: of your being as happy as 
y()u cleserve. Al any rate, no Lurdcn weighs heavier for being 
shared; ancl your scnct, if it be one, would not long be in 
danger with me." 

\\'arudy ancl gratefully l\lr. Huntley grasp<·d the h::1.11d which 
still rested on his arm, turned hastily away, strode once or 
twice lrnrri<'dly up :rnd down the room, and then came Lack 
a nrl seated h11nsdf near !•rank's s, ,fa. 

" Did l<lorencc nel"er tell yr>u about my father?" he asked, 
in a low tone of rlclermincd selt:c0m111ancl, looking sti.;arlily at 
Frank ,is he spoke·, 
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"Yes, she told me "-- said Frank, and then paused ; as if 
loth to speak on a painful subject. 

"What did she tell you?" asked Bernard, ns before. 
"That your father ended his own life in a fit of despon­

dency," said Frank, thus urged; "but, Huntley, that seems to 
me rather a reason why you should axoid, instead of seeking, 
a. life of loneliness and mere intellectual exertion, and probably 
even over-work ! " 

"That was all Florence kne11, I dan.: say," returned \fr. 
Huntley, with a heavy sigh. "She was but a child at the time, 
and my uncle thought his family credit concerned in hushing it 
up; but that w1s not all, nor the worst of it, Littleton ! But 
you shall hear the rest if you will, thot1gh 1 warn you it is a 
gloomy history." 

"I might care less to he:1r it if it were noL so," returned 
Frank kindly. 

It was with great effort that l\Ir. Huntley began: " Iy 
father came of a family in which insanity had been hereditary 
for generations; insanity born, perhaps, of the wild p:1ssions 
which seemed inherent in the race, and which, even before my 
mother's marriage, had so betrayed themselves in him as to 
alarm the prudence of her relatives. Dut she loved him :-is 
only a woman can love, and was ready to risk anything for his 
sake. She thought, no doubt, that the more he h:1cl gone 
astray, the more he needed a wife's love to g-uard him from 
further evil, and so save him, as she hoped, from the hereditary 
curse of madness. 

"But she hoped in vain; nor was it his first fit of insanity 
by many, in which he r1icd. J\Iy earliest remembrance is of a 
closed room, which I was never allowed to enter, but 11hich J 
used to watch, reeping as near to the d0or as T darecl for the 
welcome sight of my mother's face, as she glided in and out, 
wearing the look of patient anguish for which, child as I was, 
I learned even then to pity her and to love her more clt:eply. 
I was told, of course, that my fat11er was ill, but I had a vngnc, 
childish idea that he must have clone something Yery bad to be 
kept shut up there. Then I remember being told he was 
better, and being taken to sec him in another room; and 
wondering if every one "·ho had been ill looked so strange and 
so beautiful as he did; for he must have been very handsome, 
with splendid dark eyes, and a hand delicate and white as a 
woman's. Ile got quite well again, and I was very glad, for I 
was more with my mother, nml she di<l not look so pale. 
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though I never remember her face with anything hut an anxious 
look when at rest ; yet when she smilecl, or spoke to me of my 
father, I always thought it the loveliest face in the world. I 
think [ was half jealous of my father then, because he was the 
only per.·on she seemed to love as well as me ; ancl perhaps he 
was the same of me; for when he was at home n1y mothcr 
always hacl me less with her, and he never noticed me much. 

",\fti.;r ,l tilllc: there was the olcl story of th,• forl,iddcn room 
again, and my 11wther's face got the: old look l>ac k, nnd I 
used to wat, h liJr her ns l.H.:fore. As I grew older. and the 
s:unc happened again and again, I of course learnecl the truth; 
though I had out a vague, dreadful idea of what insanity might 
lH.:, ancl \\ilS ne\er suffc:recl ne.1r my father till the fit Juel 
passed off: T rememli1.:r my uncle's urging his b1.:ing removed 
from home; out my lllOther would nen.:r hear of it, and the 
doctors sitlecl with her, he,·ause she had more influ1.:11c1.: O\'er 
him than any one, even at hi, 1\·or,t; and his first word, 
when the fit \\ as gone over, and he awoke, as he generally 
did, rational agam after a long stupor, was invariably · Ilelen ! ' 
Y ·s ; hcr name \\ as 11 den too," :1dded ;\Ir. 11 untie!}', with a 
trL'lllor in hi.- H>i< t'; but he c-0111m:111det! it, and went on. 

"'I here must han.: been sonic four or live of these: attal'ks 
before the last, which was preceded by a long inten-al of 
n.:ason nearly two years, which were very different from :111y 
others that I re1neml>er. 1\Iy father stayed much more at 
ho111e, and was very kind tg me, ancl taught me Latin :me! 
(;reek; 11ml 1 grew very fond of him, antl left oft being- jealous; 
for 111} mother looked happier than I had ever known her, and 
\IOtilcl sit and wat< h us together at the books, as if her he.1rt 
were too full for w<!rcls. J l was a sacl day for both of us when 
thc last lit seized him. 1 fancy it hacl been ste:iling on for 
d:t) s, f,,r J had seen my lll<Jther's far·e growing anxious again; 
I.Jut one 111orning he did not kn_ow us, and the cloctors were 
senl for, and from that clay he grew worse and worse. But 
this time it \la a deep despondency, \cry different from his 
fm111er \ iolcnt in anity; and for thc first time: my mother 
}it•ldcd tu my passionate desire to be with him, and help her 
tend him, and at least cheer her by being with them; and 1 
lo t the ~ague fear J had al ways had of him Lefore, and JJitied 
my 1111Jther more: i11t~nsL"l}' than eyer. From tlie first_ she had 
a prcsentim1.:nt how 1t w<Juld end, probably because 1t was so 
unlil·e his pri:vious attacks; and one mormng, after about two 
1,uonths, the ,;nd < ·11ne, h · hacl not left his ron1n t.e 1 minutes 
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when his attendant, with unparclonalile ran:lcssness, laid down 
a raznr within his reach; and while his hack was turned my 
poor father clutched it, ancl the deecl was done past hope or 
recall. Just as he "·as dying, before so much as 111cdical help 
came, he opened his eyes, looked up at my mother, said 
' I lekn,' and was gone. t:,·en while she stooped to kiss his lips 
in reply. 

" How well I remember the horror or tlnt week ! The fear­
ful encl; the hurrying to and fro; the inc1uest; the preparations 
for mourning, and the funeral; and my poor moth1.:r's silent 
agony, and my own grief, and horror perhaps greater than e,en 
hers. Our least wretch1.:d hours were when the house was 
quiet in the evening, m1cl we used to sit together by the fire­
light, and sometimes steal in to look at the beautiful marble 
face in the coffin upstairs; and eYen then I could understand 
my mother's feeling, when once she murmured : 'Thank God, 
it is over now ! ' 

"Up to that time," continued J\fr. Huntley, contracting his 
brow, and lowering his voice, as in remembrance of some ter 
rible blow, "I had never connected my poor father's suffer ­
ings with myself; my mother no doubt had jealously guarded 
me from the faintest whisper of hereditary madness. I was 
then about fourteen, but my mother had nen!r let me go to 
school, fearful of trusting me from under her own eye ; and 
I had grown up a shy, lonely boy, older than my years in 
thought and feeling, quickened •iy the deep loYe and sym­
pathy I bore my mother, little short of an angel as she \\·as. 
I can see her face now, as I first saw it in her widow's weeds, 
more pale and worn, and yet sweeter than c,·er; :rncl aft<.:r th1.: 
funeral, my uncle came inlo the room where 1ye were sitting 
together, and I stole away to the farther cnd,-fur th1.:re was 
something hard and cold in him I never likecl,-and kfl them 
to talk together. But though he was meaning to condole with 
l1er, there was a old, almost cruel tone, it seemed to nH.:, in 
his talk to my mother, that fascinated me to listen, lest he 
should say anything to pain her; for which, boy as I was, I 
believe I should have knocked him do,rn on the spot. He 
spoke of its being a men iful relcuse, and though my mother 
herself had told me we ought lo be th:rnkful my poor father's 
snfferings were over, my blood hoilcd to hear him telling her 
so, in his hard, matter-or- act way. lie remindccl ha that he 
had forewarned her how it would he, wh n ,he persistc<l in 
marrying a man with tl1c taint of ins:rnity in hi~ blond; adding 
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they must on_ly trust there was _11ot yet fL!rthcr misery in store, 
ancl liow anxious he was to give her his earnest advice nn<l 
assistance, in conn.:rting SllC'h 111easures as might hest a,·ert the 
possibility. Thi.; gbnci.; which he directed towards me as he 
spoke was bari.:ly perceptible; hut I heard, and saw and 
understood; and the conviction that I was doomed to i;1herit 
my father's insanity flashi.:cl upon me with an agony, which 
evi.:n now, Lillldon, it chills me to recall. 1 sat rnotionh:~s 
as though a thunderboll Ind fallen at my feet; lrnt though I 
was feigning to reacl, I saw every shade upon my mother's fa<'e 
as if I had been standing bi.:sidc hi.:r. She had been sittind 
pale and silent, listi.:ning patiently to her brother, till that last 
sentence came; lrnt then rising hurrii.:dly, with an involuntary 
glance of alarm towards me, which I was careful not to meet, 
slw led the way to another room, remarking in a tone of 
bitterness I ne,·er heard from her lips bi.:fore or since, that if 
he wished to talk on Lusiness they had Letter be alone. \I y 
unde followed her without a word, and I was alone with my 
llllSi.:ry. 

"l scarcely know how l lived through it till she rdurni.:cl, 
nor hacl I any perci.:ption of thi.: lapse of time; ln1t when at 
last she camc 1,ack alone, she found 111e kneeling on the 
ground, with my face l>uriccl in the chair from which she hacl 
risen, in an agony which tcrrifii.:<l her. Even then, instinct hacl 
drivi.:n mi.; to aeck a shadow of protection on the spot where 
hcr prcscnci.; had last rested ; a prescience, doubtless, even 
then, that she it w::is who should sa,·e me. I low she soothed 
me so that r regaini.:d power of speech and tears, I cannot tdl : 
nor dicl she nct·d to Lc toltl what blo\\' had fallen upon me. I 
only know that from that moment sl11.: was my good angel, 
standing bcl1YL'Cll me and the phantom of madness and doom 
\I hich hacl taken possession of 111y bo) i~h imagination. She 
seemed to Iii c for 11othing else. ,'ihc ,rntchcd me night and 
day. I Tow oft<:n have l opi.:m:d my eyes, at <ka<l of night, to 
meet hers resting on me ,1 ith that look or specchlcss, prayerful 
ti.:nclerness, which never fi-11 l,t1t as s<Jft st1nshine, or snftt'r dell", 
on 111y glo1l111i1 stand mr,st d,·spm1<ling ll11Jods. She rc:id with 
me, she travelled with me; she l:w~hl nw more, l hdicH', th;m 
all my tut1Jr; put together. Sl1t· h:lll res())utcly resistt>rl 1ny 
unclc's advin: to ~end me to schnol, whi,h, though it might 
have lii.:cn the rp1ir kest, ,0111<1, as with her higher, deeper in­
sight shi.: 1n:ll I new, ha\'l' ]'J"O\'L·rl no ri.:nl_ or bsting rnre for 
tlw f<VlT or rln;:td \\ h.ch <i<;vourcrl, or the f.>arful m~bd)' wl11< h 
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might hereafter threaten me. This caused a coolness bet\\'een 
them, an inestimable relief to me. It was years before I could 
see my uncle without shuddering. But for her, I should have 
hated him; but she urged so soothingly and earnestly, that, 
after all, the knowledge must have reached me sooner or later 
which he had been far from intending to convey to me,-and 
that, hall it even been otherwise, it was a first duty to forgive, 
--that I resigned the sense of injmy, and compelled myself to 
fed no evil feeling towards him. 

"But all the more darkly did the idea of a doom hanging 
over me lay hold on my spirit. It was long before my mother 
could work on me so far as to make me admit even the possi­
bility of escape. Dut hers was the faith that removes moun­
tains, and it did work even on me at last. Gently, and often 
unconsciously to myself, she led me to dwell on and recognize 
the beneficent workings of Providence in all the events of life, 
all the operations of nature; and led me at last to tl1e question, 
whether such a curse as I persisted in believing myself victim 
of, "·ere not inconsistent with the goodness of the Creator. If 
all around me were created for a use, how could I alone be 
irrevocably doomed to what must render me worse than use­
less, to say nothing of the misery to me and to her? For me 
she did what no other earthly object could have induced her to 
do; she unfolded to me the whole sad history of her married 
life, and of my father's rniseral.Jle insanity. 

" She confessed that, to all appearance, he had brought it on 
himself, by a return to the wild and profligate courses from 
which their mutual loYc had rescued him for a season; :mcl 
she had learned to look on the fearfol curse which cut short 
his career of excess, as :i blessing sent to withhold him from 
yet deeper sin and ch:gradation; and the anguish with whi< h 
she saw him, on recovery, yielding, time after time, to the 
temptations which threatened his soul's welfare, was a thou­
sand times more bitter than any his mere insanity could have 
inflicted. But nothing wearied out her lo,·e ; and she had 
watched and firayed and hoped on to the encl. And her great 
comfort lay in the belief that it had not IJeen all in vain. 
During his last interval of reason, it seemed as if Heaven's 
merciful chastisements had at last borne fruit; and in con­
templation of the change which then came over him, she hD.d 
enjoyed a deeper, purer, and more grateful happiness than 
even in the days of her young love and early married life. 
E,·en the fearful dose. which would have ~haken t.he faith of 
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vlhl!rs, only < onfirml!d hers; and she calbl the <]uiet ckspon­
clrncy or lhc I.ist months a shield rnst O\ er him by I ll!avcn 
against till! assaults of furtlwr temptation. Sac! as was thl! 
l!nd, he was not wsponsibk for it; and when Ifoaven had in 
mercy rl!moved him from the sphere of his long trials and 
:,utforing~, why clwdl repiningly on tlw road by which he had 
journeyed? Brought face to fac:l! with lhl! most fl!arful rl!ali­
lil!s of life, hl!r noble, loving spirit had kan1l!d, not only to 
a<;c-ept and l!nclure tlwm with paltl!llCl! and faith unshaken in 
( ;od's g<1odnl!SS lo I [is suffl!ring chilc.lren, bul l!Vl!ll to rec·o"­
nizc thl! sunshinl! of mercy through thl! pall of darkness innil~­
ing hl!r l.!:trthly lol. She had learned to regard insanity as a sort 
of asylum afforckd by l'rovilknce to those whosl.! lwreditary 
tcndcncil!S lo evil might presl!nt difiicultics loo great to rl.!sist 
but for such a lcmporary rl!fugl! from lcmptalions, inlo whicl1 
thq might hl!edkssly htl\"e plungecl, 

" But might not such kmptations be altogether avoided? 
Anc.l was it not reasonable to suppose that th..: heavenly Fathl!r 
who prO\ idecl such a refuge in his extremity for one who had 
sinned so ckq,Jy, woulcl aid my endeavours, if 1 would but 
strive l!arncstly w ovl!rcomc the l!vils of my naturl!, and to 
hl!<ome a useful as well as happy memul!r of His family? S/1<: 
had 110 Cears; there was no irrevl!rsiule doom, none but such 
;1s man brought upon himself by sin; and there was help for 
all, precisely proportioned to the difficulties that beset them. 

" Thu., uy lkgrl!l!s, she led me first to hope, then to trust, 
tint il depended Oil myself to secure Divine protection against 
thl.! calamity impending over me, by resisting temptations to 
evil, and ckvoting my faculties to the service of others. Anc.l 
at 1:i.~t, though that was the work of yearn, she !eel me to trust 
that shoul,l it after all overtakl! me, strength would be given 
1ne lo fa('l' and accept the infliction, whi,.J1 could befal but for 
my own good. So for years we :i\ed on together, all in all to 
e;1< h olher. Therl.! were timl!S when her life was threatened 
l>y se\ere ill1ll!sS; all sh<.! had bornl! might well have_ told Oil 

her phys it al frame; and then I used to watch her rnght a~d 
day, keling that 111y more than !if<.! hung upo_n ~ers; and. m 
those night-wat('hes thl! resolve tirst stirrec.l w1thm me, whtch 
was soon 111at11rccl to a solemn \'O\\, that never, never would I 
be instrnml!nlal in inflicting on any woman what my poor 
father hacl brought on hi.:r !Jcluve<l head; never transmit to 
another genepttion the inheritance of such struggle~ and suffer­
ings a•; h,· b,td l,e,~u..:;1tl1l!cl to me. l•rom that tune I grl!w 
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stronger in spirit, seeing a definite p::tlh of self-denial before 
me, in which, if I ,rould submissively adhere to it, I might 
hope to win the bkssing of l leaven on my efforts to lead a 
useful and happy life. 

,, Now ) ou know the secret, such as it is, Littleton," pursued 
l\Ir. Huntley, forestalling Frank's attempt lo speak; "and 
much as it has caused me to suffer, I have never yet repented 
or swerved from my vow! and I doubt not," he added, solemnly, 
"that strength will be given me to keep it still. When I was 
twenty, I went to Cambridge, feeling that the spectre was laid 
al last ; and my mother came and lived there, too, to be near 
me, and there was never a day on which we did not meet. 
l J er intellect had kept pace with my studies, as her love with 
my necessities; and lo tell you how I loved her, Littleton 1-
Lul you may well conceive it. When J left Cambridge, we 
went, back together to the home which, notwithstanding the 
effects on our resources of my poor father's extravagance, we 
were still abk to keep up; and we clung to it the more for all 
we had surrered there together. Then followed happy years. 
With her beside me, and occupation which I soon found in 
writing, I had no wish ungratified; and i( the spectre of my 
boyhood sometimes rose before me, it was only to awaken a 
feeling of profound thankfulness for the mercy which had saved 
me, From how much of evil I was shielded by the lasting 
inOuence of my molher's love and of the phase of horror I had 
passed through, ll'hich brought me to curb my fiery nature, and 
to substilule the rule of God's will for that of selfish impulse, 
He who bestowed her only knows; and while she lived, though 
I sometimes went J. little into society to please her, I was never 
tempted by so much as a thoughl of the love "hich was to me 
forbidden happiness, And when she _died, and I ,Yatchecl 
through the long night-hours her pale angd-face, ,Yhich, fur all 
its sweetness and heavenly peace, bore yet such indelible traces 
of the fiery ordeal she had passed through, I renewed, by her 
conin, the YOW ,rhich it bas ever since, at times, been agony to 
ke..:p." 

A dark shade of pain crossed l\Ir. II untley's features, wdl 
attesting the trnth of his words; but he did not pause. After 
tbe silent endurance of years, it was doubtless a rdicf to pour 
out to a sympathising listener all that hacl so long been pent 
up in his own breast; and Frank LiLLleton did not again en­
deavour to interrupt him. 

"How I missed my mother you may imagine; but still it 



]1·. )111;--.,·11.1,\. 

\Yas tlllspe.1kal1k romforl lo remember that sbe could neither 
111i,s 111e, nur ~ulfer more; and, thanks lo her, my path in this 
"orld ,va, < I ·ar before me, an.ll there \\'as happiness with her 
to look forward ll/ i11 the next. So I worked on, harder than 
before; and iC I 11,1, [()J1ely, I was not unha1,py. I had health 
:rnd the 111ca11s 1Jf usefulness, and was content with my lot. I 
can l1aJ'([ly say liuw l C:lllle '.o accept that illlitalion to Emlyn 
1'1101 )' ; I h:tvl' alwa) s felt 1t \\'as a l11:1l sent to test my sin­
cerity. Jl11L I ]1.id just /Jnishcll a long spell of work success• 
fully; ,l!ld I likcJ the Emlyns, \\hom I lwd met occasio11ally 
al 111y un('le's; and floren!'e pressed 111e to go, and my mother 
h:ul charged 111e lo be kind to J<'lorence, whose life was not too 
bright a one-• for my uncle was a hard, cold man, though up­
rigl1L and goc1d in ]1is own way; so I came and saw-my other 
J Idrn I" :;aid ~lr. Huntley, 1rith deep emotion, pausing as if 
in contemplation of the scenes he recalled. 

"J had so long set aside all thought of love and marriage, 
as things ,1 holly apart from my path, that I clid not al first 
realize what the influcnf'e was which irresistibly attracted me 
towards her. I thought it was her name, and tried to trace a 
likeness lo 111y mother. But when I saw her next day in her 
white, bride-like dress, and Sir William Emlyn began jesting 
:tbout some imaginary duties to be performed by her and myself 
at the wedding <·eremon), it struck upon me, like a blow, that 
the feeling she stirred in me was a yearning to the happiness 
l had al>jnred. As I stood listening to the marriage-service, 
I began for the 11rst time Lo realize the magnitude of the sacri­
fice lo which I was pledged; but I only repeated my vow the 
more fervently, lest I should be tempted Lo bring such a lot as 
1\1} 111othe1's on the fair flower beside me. The earnest look 
in hcr eyes helped me; for it rcmindecl me of my mother's 
brightest look, and so of all that too often c1uenched its bright­
ness; and, clming that first visit, -' never for a moment forgot 
the l>arner between us, but felt that I was reaping strength 
anc! sunshine for my lonely future, in intercourse with one so 
noi>lc-n1indccl, so enthusiastic for all that was good, and true, 
and arlmirahlc. J:ut when I came the second time, it was 
Jiffcrenl. l•lorence's illm;~.,, :md our c,mrn1<m feeling for her, 
threw me off 111y guard; I thought it was anxiety for Florence 
\\'hi< h softened me so strnngely; and when 1 awoke to the 
tr11th, the lllorning you re111cmi.Jer it--when Florence was 
saicl to !Je safo, it w:1s too late. f \ovecl her madly, hopelessly, 
and there was nolhin.; left bul to hide it. 
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" IIow should it be otherwise? If I had failed to trace all} 
personal likeness to my dear mother, so much the greater was 
the resemblance in character. Like her, sl1e had the heart to 
love, the strength to bear, the soul to rise above suffering, and 
work on and trust on in spite of it. Happier than her, she 
had still the brilliant, elastic spirits, which contrasted with 
mine as sunshine with shade. l ler mere presence ,ms like an 
oasis of brightness in the life which now seemed to have been 
a desert indeed, since she had not blessed it. I could not tear 
rnysdf away, and quieted my conscience by the reflection that 
I 11as neither seeking, nor hoping for, a return of my love­
and surely I might enjoy for a little "·hile the bliss of seeing 
and being near her ! It never struck me that others might 
divine my hidden love, till Sir William again broke my dream 
by a jest ; but I was thankful that I could still fo.:l it a comfort 
to scc the queen-like calmness and dignity "ith which she 
rcpclled his insinuation. I had done her no hurt, whatever I 
wight have been storing up for myself; and I wandered over 
tbc hills that night, till I had con<1uered myself and determint:<l 
to fly from temptation. The next day was torture. I felt that 
1 had already been in some degree false to myself, and I fcared 
lest I might fail yet more in self-control. There wa~ one 
moment when I believe fiends tempted me to die with her, 
instLad of saving her; but, thank God, I was not craven 
enough for that; and then the worst struggle was over. Only 
when she would have thanked me, it surged up again for a 
moment; but that passed too, and the battle was won for that 
time. 

"I did not know then that it would ha,·c to be fought again. 
I had schooled myself to expect her marriage with you. for I 
could not wish her not to bc happy, en.:n with another; and 
when Florence told me the truth, adding that Hclcn would 
come to town to be her bride's-maid, I felt as if a whirlwind 
had l.leen let loose upon me when I hacl hclienid all was stilled, 
though with the stillness of dt.:solation. \\'hat l suffered during 
the fortnight preceding your marriage was such ,1s your gentle 
soul, Littleton, rnnnot eYen imagine. The passions, the des­
pair, of a fiery nature "·crc roust.:cl and centred in the struggle 
of those days; and when I tried to avoid her, your kindness 
lured mc back, and I was loo wcak to resist. One day my 
strength was fast failing me, lulled by tht.: magic or her 
presence, when her o\\"n calm, noble wor<ls - little did she 
dream what hung upon them 1-n:called mt: to myself; and 1 
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felt Lhn.t there were still guardian-angels on the earth my 
mother had quitted. So, lJy < ;o?'s help, I li,·e<l through the 
ordeal of those days; hut when 1t w,is over, ancl I had parted 
from her without the power to speak a part111g word, and I 
return\:<! to my <ksolat..: home, you will not think hardly of 
me, Littleton, if I tell you that I believed earth held no such 
other wretch as I ; and for an hour 1 thought that 1 should go 
mad, and th:H this was the fultilmcnt of the old doom. She 
was the angel that 111ight have sa,·ed m..:; and J had thrown 
awny HI} only chan, e of escape. 

"But, thank ( ;od I that could not last; and when I faced the 
horror of the thought that madness would steal upon me un­
awares in my ang11ish and loneliness, and there woultl he none 
to help me- the very horror of it unveiled the tcmptation. l 
ha cl bcen hdped to persevere in the p:ith of duty till now: 
could safety lie in any other? Or should I be deserted for 
still JH.:rsevering? Jt was for times of need like this, that my 
mothcr had foslt:n:d my trnst in a l'roviclcnce of. boundlc.!ss, 
never-sleeping love ; and her life had not l>ecn sacrificed in 
, ain, for the reme111hran< e of her trust and her teachings saved 
me. The hour of lcmplation went by, and kft me strong again 
for the life b..:fore 111e. 

"And clo not hclicvc,·• Littleton, r..:sumcd J\fr. Jluntley, 
eagerly, "that my life is an unhappy one; thnugh a moment 
of wl.!akncss might O\'l.!rtakl• me just now, reali1.ing afresh what 
her pre cncc would have l>..:c11 in the hnme ,1 here her image is 
e ver beside me, it will !J..: like a glimpse of sun hinc for year~ 
in my lcmclincss to think qf her as I s.rn· her to day. Short of 
that one blessing, I have all my h..:art rould ask or wish; 
and the consciousness from whal I have been saved is a 
s,rnrce of grateful ha ppine,s which yc,u cannot cstimatc. Nor 
is my lite one CJf intellectual exertifJn alone, as you s11ppose, 
I ,iltlelon. Thl're is misery in many shapes too near me in 
our great Babylon to lcavc me any lack of ~cope for other 
labours; and long night-wanderings, when I cannot sleep, 
have opened the way to snatch more than one fellow-creature 
from the reckless courses which must have ended in such a 
doom as I myself dreaded, or in worse still ; and weeping 
women have blessed my mother's name for the labours of love 
5hc lavished on her son. It is little enough a man can do; 
!Jn! il plcascs me to think that my mother would sec that her 
son wa, nol quitr• 11n11·orthy of her, were she here with her 
woman's heart ,ri~do111 t help m~-." 

z 
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"And now, Frank," he concluded, rising hastily to grasp the 
hand held out to him, and meeting for a moment Frank's 
glance, expressive of the deepest and warmest admiration 
and sympathy, "if you love me, not a \\·ord ! It will be a 
comfort to remember that you knew and felt for the shadow 
on my path; but I cannot bear to hear you talk of it just now 
-even to say, 'It 7c•as hard; but thank God that you did 
right!' Let me go, Frank! What can you, or any one, srty 
but that?" 

"But believe me, Huntley, you arc wrong!" said Fr:cnk 
Littleton, earnestly. 

"Wrong ! " exclaimed Mr. Huntley, facing round upon him, 
pale with agitation and surprise. 

"Indeed, I trust to convince you that you are adhering lo ::t 
mistaken, though most heroic, sense of duty," returned 
Frank. 

":Mistaken! " repeated l\Ir. Huntley, as if in a dream. 
"Yes," said Frank; "believe me, it is so! And first tell 

me did it never occur to you thal you might be sacrificing 
another's happiness with your own?'' 

" Litlleton ! Littleton ! why should you torture me with that 
idea?" exclaimed l\1r. Huntley, striding to the opposite encl 
of the room. " Have I not shunned it, prayed against it--" 

"I cannot talk to you so for off, Huntley," said Frank, in rt 
faint tone, which instantly recalled the other to his side, while 
a painful fit of coughing bore witness how little equal he was 
to the least exertion. 

"Do not talk at all, Frank," said :.fr. Huntley, bending over 
him with all the tenderness of a woman; "it will do you harm 
-and me no good ! " 

"I must!" said Frank, firmly, as he recovered himself. " I 
could nol die in peace, Huntley, if I ditl not-kno\\'ing what 
happiness you are missing," he added, regaining strength as he 
went on, though speaking slowly, and often with great effort, 
throughout. "Tell me, did your mother know of the vow you 
had made?" 

"No," said l\Ir. Huntley; "why should I tell her?" 
"She "ould hrl\'e helped you to sec your mistake," returned 

Frank. "Did she repent, do you think, of the lot she ha, I 
chosen? Would she, on her death-bed have prayed th::tt no 
other woman might ever do and suffer like her?" 

"No; but she was an angd ! " returned Bernard, huskily. 
"She would have suffered even more for my poor father's 
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sake; an<l she hoped that she had saved him, and she knew 
that she had saved me ! " 

"l\lay there be no other woman who would do the same?" 
continued Frank; "but thal is, perhaps, beside the question. 
Another might be willing to do what was wrong; I wish to show 
you there would not be the wrong you imagine. Listen : you 
do not rcgarcl marriage as a mere earthly tic, but-when it is 
what it should be-as a spiritual union, designed for the per­
fecting of two human beings, each respectively, man and wo­
man, as imperfect apart as arc the will and intellect till they 
have been schooled to act together in harmony?" 

Mr. I l untlcy assented. 
"And you believe, as I do, that the union of will and intel­

lecl, which consists in loving and doing from the heart that 
which we sec and understand to be good and true, is the 
means, and, when ,perfected, the sum of regeneration, which 
consists in the Divine marriage of goodness and truth in the 
soul? H so, you must admit that marriage, a~ the symbol and 
outward embodiment of such a union, is one of the most 
powerful aids afforded us for the work of social ancl spiritual 
regeneration or healing?" 

"And as," continued Frank, pausing at each question for 
Mr. l luntley's silent assent, "you do not consider yourself, or 
those labouring under similar tendencies, to stand less in neecl 
of aicl than others, how can you he even justified in rejecting 
the help of so holy and beautiful a tie?" 

J\I r. JI untlcy macle no answer. 
"I do not say," pursued Frank, "that it might not behove 

you to be doubly careful only that no man can be too care­
ful to contract such a tie from no unworthy or selfish mo­
tives, hut from a true and sincere love, and perception of 
aclaptalJility to your own character and neccssities~just such, 
llunlley, as you have described ym.1r feelings for Ilelcn l\1on­
tag11 ! An insanity being, like all other evils, susceptible of 
counteraction; and originating as it docs, in the dispropor­
tionate predominance of some one form of evil, moral or 
i ntcllcctual, it follows that a true marriage union,-in which 
two hearts and minds blend, so as to supply the lack of 
good,. and co~ntcrbalan_ce, and thus correct, the i:eculiar 
evils mherent 111 each-~1s tl1t means, humanly speakmg, l,y 
which tendencies to insanity may best be counteracted and 
cured." 

" It is not the blcssi•1g to myself that I doubt, God knows I" 
Z 2 
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return eel ]\fr. Huntley. "Dul the selrishncss of invohfog 
another in such a destiny must lie wrong." 

"The destiny is not different, belie\e me, from any other," 
rd11rned Frank, earncslly; " at least, when we haye one<.! 
looked beneath the surface of life, and resolved to striYe, in 
spite of suffering, against the evils which we trace within and 
around us, it can signify but little to what peculiar form of 
strife or sn nering we brace our nerves; and without l11e 
suffering, who would e\'er have known "·hat happiness means? 
And sme I am that any loving \\'Oman would be a thousand 
times happier, suffering and striYing with and for the man she 
loves, than in any life of seeming peace, apart from him, that 
could be secured to her." 

A strange gleam of hope, beautiful to sec, flittc<l O\·er J\fr. 
Iluntley's countenance as he listened; but it faded as quickly, 
an<l his lip quin:red as he replied in a rnice choking with 
repressed emotion : " Dul the children, Frank ? If there were 
children?" 

"Trust for them as your mother trusted for you," returned 
Frank. " Train them as she trained you, to trust in God, and 
lem·c tile rest to Him! 'Would they be less His children, 
because yours? And do we not, after all, transmit, e\'err one 
of us, to our children, a worse taint than that of insanity -
which, unless brought on one's self, is at worst a misforlunc­
the taint of sin and self-love, which 111ay issue in spiritual de­
struction? Yet God permits the propagation of tbc race, 
knowing that evil may be orcrcome of good ; an<l \Yhatever 
heathe11s might, can you, IT untlcy, for an instant, s11pposc, 
that an All-just, All-l0ving Providence could suffer a child to 
be born into the \\'Oriel, for which---cxccpt hy its own fault­
it were helter that it had never been born?" 

Uc p:rnsecl exhausted ; and :Mr. Huntley p::tced the room in 
speechless agitation, slrnggling with the new light opened to 
him; fearing to admit it too liastily, lest the dream of bliss it 
conjure<l up should proyc hut ::t dream at last. 

"I do not expect, I could not wish you," resumed Frank, 
faintly, after awhile, "lo yield the c01wictions, the settlccl 
purpose of years, to my mc:r0 arguments: but go home and 
think o{ them; work them out, test them by your own 
standards, and then come b::tc k and tell me the result." 
. "And one thing mon', TI11ntley," he continued, placing his 
hand on the arm of the latter, ,rho h:i.cl returned, and stood 
lv:iking down on him in deep and [lgit:Hed thought; '' do not 
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s ttppv,1.; I 1an1wt appreciate . I cannot tell you how Llllspeak­
alJly l honour -your hc:roic sacrifice of your love, umler such 
lL'nfold trying ,ircum-;la1wes. llut I think l ;cc what misled 
you~-111iskd I ougltt hardly lo say, , L."cing that, in all human 
proiJa!Jility, your mistake scaled the a,:hicvcmcnl of the sclf­
con<[ttc.;st, which will yd, I trust, provt.: l<> have overcome the 
tainl of insanity lransmittccl in your family; but I think that 
dwelling too much 011 your own burden kcl you to imagine it 
heavier than, and ::t thing di ffc:rcnt from the burden; of others, 
in slcarl of its IJcing only your share of what all alike arc horn 
lo : whc:nce your idea of an especial sclf-sanifice." 

"Coe! knows ib may have IJec:n ! " said Mr. Huntley, humbly 
ancl thoughtfully. 

"And ,vhcn you arc convinced," s:ti<l Frank, more faintly, 
" com-: liack, an<l Id 111c sec that there ar-: days of such happi­
ness in store for yott •• -as mine have been; an, I per hap,; I 
o ught not to say it - llllt I think it rests with yourself." 

A fl11sh passed ov-:r l\lr. l J untlcy's face, and he gra,pecl the 
h t1Hl of his frienc.l ; but Frank sank lxick in another fit of 
cutiglung, distressingly -:xhauslcd. 

"I have.; IJe-:n ldting you talk yoursdf to death, Frank! 
11 ow mul<I I have !J-:en so selfish?" said .i\Ir. Huntley 
anxiously. 

"I ;1m p:isl harm now," rdurnec.l Frank fcc!Jly, as he re­
cov,:red hi,nself, wil11 tlw beautiful smile which took the sad­
ncs:; l'ron1 hi.; worcl~. " A fell' lwurs of suffering, more 1Jr less 

1 woulcl risk more than that for your lwppiness and 
lt, ;rs ! " 

" (;,Jc! IJless you, J1r:111k !" s,ii,I ~Jr. lluntkr, rbsping his 
hand li.:rvently; "1 cannot tell you-[ dare hardly hope or 
!Jl.: lieve it -1 must go and Jight it out al hom-: !Jy myself. 
Jlut if ever it sh<Jttlcl b-: as you say, Cod knows l shall ow-: it 
a ll to you, after Him." 

"And if all marriages were such a-; .yours-will be, I must 
s: iy it, Uernanl !-there would !Jc little insanity in the next 
g(' nernti<Jll ! Go; you are quite right; God bless you! (;ood• 
by-: ; not, I hope, for the lasl time." 

" ( ;od forl,icl ! "rcturn,"d Mr. l luntlcy. "Find sum-: excuse 
for me to 1"lore11,e; [ will , Ollll.' :1g.1in when I cbre; but now 
J c ou Id not 111 L."el ltll', or rc.;t her-: for an hour. (; ood IJy-: ! " 

\Vtlll a fan •11 c.;]I prc.;ssun.; of the.; hand, tht:y parted, ;i.nd 
J, rank J ,ittleton l:ty still, in -:xhaustion of IJ 1Jdy, but in such 
peace, su<.:11 happiness oi mind as only so un~eltish a heart a~ 
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his could taste, in the prospect of joy for others he would not 
even live to witness. 

Mr. Huntley was already crossing the park in the direction 
of the nearest railway station, when he paused to cast, unseen, 
a hurried look at Helen, re-entering with Florence the little 
garden-gate. Then, with a murmured blessing on the fair, un­
conscious head, dearer to him than any upon earth, he went 
on his way praying fervently,-as he had often, but then in 
anguish of spirit, prayed before-that even for her sake he 
might not be tempted to entertain the hope new-stirred within 
him, unless it should clearly approve itself to his conviction as 
consistent with the dictates of duty. 

--------- ---

CHAPTER XXV. 

TWO BROTHERS. 

What is he 
Whose grief bears such an emphasis? 

Jlamld. 

"You have been talking too much, dear Frnnk ! " said 
Florence, bending anxiously over him, on her return. 

" Yes; never mind, dearest," he said, with a serene look in 
ans1rer to her anxious one. "I so seldom have Huntley to 
talk to; and I will be as quiet as you like, now. And Helen 
shall sing to me as a reward." 

" What ! a reward for talking too much ? " said Helen, in a 
tone of playful reproach. 

"No," said Frank, looking at her with a peculiar, pleased 
smile, of which, in after days, she read the meaning; "hardly 
that. Let it be for some imaginary deserts, then." 

" On condition of your behaving better next time," returned 
Helen; and then she sat down, and sang away the time; and 
Florence sat by her hushand, stilling by degrees, under the 
soothing inOucnce of the music, the anxiety stirred by the 
unusual lassitude in Frank's looks. 

Helen went home without hearing more of Mr. IIunlley; 
and she could not help, that evening, dreaming of the past, 
and wondering, while old scenes rose before her eyes, and 
words rang in her ear a5 if they had been spoken anew, if she 
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should scL him ngain m:xt day? Or would this fresh glimp-e 
of him pass aw:1}, too, like a clrca111? 

Jlut the next d:ty all was forgqtten in new nnxicty about 
Frank. \\ hethl'r f'rr,1n overfatiguc, or n sudclcn chnngc of 
wind, or J,oth co111hincd, he hnd been coughing nearly all 
night, and \\~ts 1101v in a state of exhaustion and oppression, 
under whir h, however, he suffered far less keenly than 
Florence; and all I lelen's thoughts and energies were called 
into requisition on behalf of both. In cheering Fl9rencc, help­
ing her to lend Frnnk, seeing she did not absolutely disregard 
her oll'n w:ints of food and rest, and performing numberless 
little duties in the l1ousehol<l ancl for the chilclren, to spare her 
over tasl.ed strength, Helen alll'ays had head, heart, and hands 
full when Fran]• was worse than usual; and they had not yet 
:;ecn him so ill as he now ,ra~. 

Nor ,,as trouble this day nJnfi11erl to the Cottage. Late in 
the :trt(.·rnoo11, when J Jelen allll Frank together had at last 
persuader! Florence to lie cloll'll for a fell' hours, as she would 
nr,t he:ir of le:wing him nt night, Sir William came over from 
the Priory to ~ay that he and Louisa were going off to York­
shire that night, ( 'issy having l,een taken alarmingly ill, in 
conse<Jllenc(.' of an accident:11 fall. Sir \Villiam was doubly 
grieved to hear of !•rank's lieing so llllll h worse, now that he 
must 1,c away for some days al least, e\en should things not 
turn out 'Jllik so desperate as Lord Castleton at present 
feared. 11 e entreated J J clcn to hold :ill the resources of the 
l'riory nt her rnmmand; to send the children there all day, or 
night .incl d,1y too; ancl, :iliove all, to let him knoll' instantly 
should any i1nmerliate ,qiprehcnsion arise for Frank: though, 
s,rng11ine as u~ual, he trustee! to lincling him much better again 
011 his rdurn. 

"Then you must not stay long," saicl Frank, with a faint 
s1nilt:, in answer. 

''Not ;111 hour longer than I cin help, you may be sure; but 
till Louis.i is happier about her sister, I could hardly leave 
her. .And surely, ]•rank," added Sir William, bending sadly 
over him, ")'<Jll do not mean you do not think-- but what I 
shall fiL'e you ag,tin ? " 

" \\'ho can Lell?" saicl Frank, musingly. "I grow weary at 
time., ancl feel as if the rest must he near. Hut never look 
so grieved for me, Emlyn I" he met his friend's eye with a 
],right earnest glance-" Who ever passed through life with 
so little weariness, so much sunshine, as I ? " 
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"But that makes it no easier to spare you, J•rank," returnee! 
Sir William. 

"You \\'ill find some one else lo be kind to,'' replied Frank, 
pressing his friend's hand; "and if I should not see you again," 
he added earnestly, "remember how much of my happiness I 
have owed to you all these long years; and though I have 
never been able to requite"--

" Don't, don't, Frank ! " interrupted Sir William, huskily. 
"If I, like many others, did not owe you more happiness than 
you have ever owed us, should we so much grudge the losing 
you? You will tell me 1l1at is wrong, but I cannot help it. 
Thue-I must lea"e you in better hand~," he added, as Helen 
looked in, fearful le::;t Frank should be talking too much ; 
"good-bye-for the present. I shall soon be back, I hope." 

"God send you and yours a safe journey, Ernlyn ! " said 
Frank, krvently and significantly. "A little longer, or a 
little shorter, what signifies? God speed you ! " 

"God bless you, Frank ! I cannot say God speed yon 1 '' 

returned Sir William, wringing Frank's hand with sorrowful 
energy, and so the friends parted. 

Some hours later, Frank l1acl fallen at last into a compara­
tively quiet slumber, and Helen stood beside him, watching 
the worn, delicate features, brightened even in sleep by tbc 
serene expression which marked the supremacy, over all bodily 
suffering, of the spirit whose earthly joys and trials were so 
soon to end-how soon, Ilelen trembled to think as she 
watched; and then-Florence ! 

Just then a hand was laid gently on l1crs, and, \\'ilhout a 
word, she put her arm gently round Florence, and the two 
stood side by side \Yatching the sleeper, Florence leaning her 
head against J Iclen's shoulder. It might almost seem as if 
she cli\·ined the thoughts passing through the mind of the 
latter; for after a moment, without lifting her heacl, or with­
drawing her eyes from her husband's face, she wl1ispered :­
" I can let him go now, Helen, dearest. I used to feel that it 
would he more than I could bear; but now-last night-I 
felt as if it would be almost better-not lo sec him "-the 
whisper was barely audible now-" than to see him suffer so 
terribly." 

" Dear Florence, it is a blessrn~ you can feel so 1 " returned 
Helen, in the ,ame whisper. "Doubtless it would be selfish 
to wish lo keep him here ; but it seemed more than any one 
could expect you to feel." 
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.. I I he 11cr,· ll•>l s<J un,1_•lli,h," s:iid Florl!n• c, with k,ns in 
!it·r eyes. '' Uut he rn.tkcs me afr,tid to be sellish about him. 
I Ice-I :1s if I sh<H1ld never find him again, dear flelen," she 
adlkd, h,tlffearfull}, '' if l do not grow mort.! like him." 

'' ,\11 ! who can guess how he 111ay help you yet?" ,rhisperecl 
I [elen. " l'crhaps even more there than here. There is no 
help like such love as his and yours!" 

" No ht1111an help, clear," returned Florence, looking up, as 
she pre~sccl her friend's h:mcl with a sympathy whose meaning 
did not then reach Helen. 

"I me:t11t tlut," she ansm.:red, without turning her eyes; she 
harl not been thinking of herself when she spoke. If in former 
days their happiH<.:SS could still and overnhadow her own grie(-;, 
hr1w much 1n,1re their sorrow anrl their impi:nrling scp:1.ratirm ! 
The 111Lding of the previous day seemed already a drt:am of 
the past. 

JJeyond even Jiloren,e's hopes, however, Frank rallied again; 
or, at least, the il<'Cess of acti1·e sufli:ring passed off, and a 
_.11eeler scrcnity than ner diffust:d itself over hi:; whole ueing 
as the prc,sure or pain antl restlessness was once more removed. 
Hut Lile srJfa was, without question, transferred to his own room; 
and thrJuµ_h his sll<.:11glh did not for the moment seem sinking 
further, I lclen shook her head o,·er the sanguine hopes as to 
Fr:wk's even yet getting through the spring and summer, ex­
pressed 111 Sir \\'ill iam's answer tu her an noun< ement of his 
IJeing a lillh.: liclt<.:r. 

"11 e worild not hop,· if he were here," thought IIell!n, as 
,liL I ,ut th,.; letter a,i,k; for there is an instinct which often 
tclls th<.! ka l cxperienccd of the approach of the great mystery 

mystery, inrleerl, lo the L'Y'-' of scnse al<Jne, since it has been 
giren to th, <.:ye of thL· spirit to pier<e the mists that shroud it, 
anrl so dis,.ern the bright rcalitics, the unveiling or all mysteries, 
lieyond. 

s\ fcw d,1ys passed in al111osl 'unnatural pai11kss111:~s anrl 
tranquillity, and all that love could do lo gild the tranquil 
hours :is they sperl, 11 as done liy Florence for her husband, l>y 
1 lclen for lioth. (;ardens and woods were scaffhe,l for the 
earlie,t spring-nowers, which 11 Clen taught the little ones to 
carry in with stwh gc•ntle i,tcps and h11shc<l voices as might 
sarel) gl:1d, I 11, with the 11111si,· of their hu111a11 spring time, the 
,ye ,lllrl tli<? ,·:1~ ,~Iii< h 11ot1ld :;et·, on cartl_1, 110 _su111mer-hlorrn1-
i11" of the,e 111!a11t Jluwers. Notl1111g is r1u1, ker than the 
in~ti11cl of childlwod at su, h seasons, in feeling the awe it 
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cannot comprehend; and it needed but little bidding to insure 
their quietness, when so much as within hearing of tl1e sick­
room. Lady Emlyn's conservatory, too, supplied many a 
fragrant bouquet to gratify Frank's old love for flowers; and 
when he would look round and say, spring had come before 
its time for his sake, his smile was still as of old the sunshine 
to which Helen l1ad been used to say the flowers naturally 
belonged. Again they read, or even sang, to him, but oftenest 
sat near him, talking more with the eyes and the heart than 
with the lips ; yet there was no lack of communion in those 
still hours. 

Jlc recurred a good deal at times to the past, and told them, 
now and then, passages of his life which lie had himself forgot­
ten till they rose up again in the review of old days. l3ut more 
frequently he spoke of the future, dwelling even on trifles that 
might influence the welfare of those dearest to him; and giving 
messages for some of his poorer friends or neighbours, or others 
he would not see again. One day, in the midst of a reminis­
cence of his boyhood, he stopped short, and said :-" Florence, 
I had forgotten; I must write to my brother." 

"Write, dear Frank?" said she. "Will it not tire you too 
much? Do you know whether he is in England?" 

"I dare ~ay not," said Frank; "but it will reach him some 
day- his London lawyer will send it. George had a heart, 
though he made little use of it, poor fellow. I should not like 
him to bear-without a line of farewell from me." 

"Poor George ! " he said, when, with a great effort, he had 
traced the few lines, and given them to Florence to enclose 
and seal. "He was made for bctler things ; I trust he may 
find it out himself yet." 

It was scarcely strange that Frank should ha,·e forgotten 
that he had a brother, to whom some intimation of his state 
might be clue. ·when he had written to inform his father of 
his approacl1ing marriage, the only notice of the announcement 
that followed was a note from his brother, hoping the lady was 
an heiress worth marrying, and adding, that if such were the 
case, and he ,,·ere prepared to throw up his beggarly profes­
sion, "the governor" might perhaps be induced to overlook 
the past, and notice him again. On his father's death a year 
later, his brother wrote from abroad, telling him there was no 
will to be found, but it could not signify as there was nothing 
to leave; and the estates were so heavily encumbered, Frank 
must not expect anything from him. Frank's subsequent let-
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tcrs, intimating that he neither wished nor expected anything 
from the wn.:cl· of hi3 father's affairs, ancl urging his brother Lo 
vi,it him, or kl him meet him elsewhere, any time he might 
l,e in England, remained unans11 L·rccl. His sisters, both mar­
l iecl, !we! long ;;ince <lisdainecl all co111111unication with him; 
and so, by ckgree,, he hacl almost forgotten the existence of 
n:l.ttives, who scemt:d to have quite forgr,tten him. And now, 
the farewell missive dcs1ntched, which his kinclly feelings sug­
gested, the sul>jer:l again passed from a mincl absorbed in far 
nearer and clearer interests. 

Another week or more had passed away, and the stillness 
deepened clay liy day, to J lekn's feelings. on:r the sick-cham­
ber; and clay by day the husl,and and wife seemed clra,ring 
closer those 111utual bonds of love, O\er which death must so 
soon cast a veil, though powerless to se,·er them. 

One evening Frank had been lying, as if asleep, for some 
little time, and Florence ancl f lelen sat anxiously watching 
some indefin:tl,lc change that seemccl, during the last hour, to 
have passed over his countenance, when he opened his eyes, 
ancl asked how long it 11as sin, e Bernard Huntley had been 
with the111? J II his voice, too, there was the same indefinable 
change, ancl he met !ilorenl'e's anxious glance with one of 
such lingering tenderne~s, whi1 h was half compassion, that 
lielcn "'as fain lo turn aw:1y; she read its meaning so 
well. 

"About thret· weeks, is it not?'' saicl Frank; and on Helen's 
assenting, r11ldul, '' \\"ould you mincl, clear I Iden, writing to 
say I should like to sec him again?" 1 [is look towards Flo­
rence said tenderly that he could not ask her to do so. 

"Y cs, dear l• rank," said Ilelen, in a low \'Oice. "It might 
still go i>y the night post from X--, if you wish," she added, 
with an inward tremor, and involuntarily stooped to kiss Flo­
rene e as she spoke. 

"Yes, clear J lclen, thank you;" said Frank; and as Helen 
left the room, Florenc·e hicl her face on the pillow beside her 
husb:1n<l's witl1<iut a ,1orcl. 

"Florene e, 111y mrn, look up," sairl Frank, ,rith anxious ten­
derness. " You are not afraid to let me go? It is but for a 
time." 

"No, clear I• rank; Cod\ will be clone!" returned Florence, 
in a voiCl; no ear l>ul his could have heard. 

"It is not as if death could really part us, my own," saicl 
hank, in a low voir:e, but sweet and clear, as if the fervour of 
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his love Lriumphed m er the languor of disease. "I am not 
leaving you for a Jund of shadows, where your love could only 
follow me ll'ilh vague and trembling hope. Tie know of our 
home \;eyond the veil, and that we shall still be treading side 
by silk, eyer nearer and nearer to each other, even though 
the veil have fallen between us for a season. And the path, 
meantime, will be the happiest God's love can shape for us­
for both of us. You do not doubt it, my own?" 

"No, de::lr Frank," said Florence; "you have taught me lo 
trust. I ne1·er could have- but for you." 

"I taught you! No; you have had a higher and a wiser 
Teacber than I," said Frank, reverently. "And if I have 
helped you, how lrnvc you not helped me, brightening every 
hour of my life since-nay, even before, you promised to be 
mine! God only knows how happy we have been, or hriw 
happy we shall he," he added in a lower tone, drawing her 
closer to him lo kiss away the tears stealing irre~istibly over 
her cheeks. 

"Yes, when we have both done our work," she answered 
meekly; and hand in hand, and hearl Lo heart, the Lwo rested 
silently benc:tth the ~hadow or the great sorrow, which love 
and faith thus transfigured for them to its true likeness, of a 
minislcring angel. 11or sorrow is the angel which ministers 
to those soul-sicknesses which, unbealed by its benignant touch, 
\\'oulcl sap Lhc foundations of that spiritual heallh, without 
which happiness is a phantom, and earth's sweetest security 
but the husli before Lhe whirlwind. 

l Tclen, meantime, having written and despalched her note 
to Mr. IJ untley, had yielded irresistibly to a reverie, strangely 
blended of past joy and pain, recalling the occasion of a simi­
lar summons she had once before senL him, and mingled with 
thougbts of the sadder present, in which the dreaded sorrow 
could no more be turned aside. And oh ! wbat else might not 
yet be in slore? Had she tlim, in those days, but guessed 
what lay before her? Thank God that she had not-that 'She 
could not now ! 

The sound of wheels st;i.rtled her, as a carriage drove clat­
tering up, and before sbc had well time to think that it might 
be Sir \Villimn returned, or Uernard come unsumrnoned save 
by his own fears, a gentleman in deep mourning, an entire 
stranger, was ushered into the room . 

. lie walked restlessly and hurriedly, like a man under tlie 
influence of feelings he was little accustomed to control, and 
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heedless of the servant's murmurs :ibn11l fet<'hing her mistress, 
came straight up to llekn, who harl ri,;cn from lwr scat, :111r! 
bowed slightly as he said in <tuick, uneasy tones, "l\lrn. Little­
ton, I believe?" 

"No, she is upstairn," s~icl Tlelt:n; "but l can let her 
know''- - -

" I licg your pardon; I am not acquainted wiLh .\lrs. Little­
ton. I am Lord North borough," added the stranger, in answer 
to l klcn's inquiring look. "I have come to sec my lirothn; 
I understand he is-very ill," he concluded abruptly. 

I Iclen wondered, as soon ns the strnnger named himself, 
that she had not dctc<'tecl the likeness to Frank. Jiis hnir, 
indeed, was dark, but there \\·ere the same delicate fc:atures, 
somcLhing even of the same nnturally S\\'Cet cxpn:ssion of eye 
and mouth, only marred by lines of wc:ikness and passion, and 
c]()n/led now liy traces of some ill-borne menl:il suf(cring. lt 
was a face m:1dc for l,cltcr things, as Frank had snirl of its 
owner a few cl:iys ht;lurc. 

" 11 e will be very glad to sec you; I will go and tell him," 
said 1 fclen quickly. 

" llut, cxni-;e me," said I ,or<l Northl>orough, with tlw u1wasy 
sharlow , rossing his fa, e again ; "as n friend, I presume" -
I [clen liowc<l-" you c:in perhnps tell 111c is il really tnll' that 
my brother is dying?'' llc .poke wilh ~t11h dlorl that !Jelen 
pitied him, though it sccmcrl str:inge he hhoulrl earl: so much 
for ::i. brother so long neglected. 

" lL is too true," she replied, with the tears in hl'.r eyes, 
which rise so irresistibly when we arc compelled to utter to 
::1.nothcr fears we have long srhooled ourselves to face calmly in 
our own minds. 

"There goes the last chance for me then ! " saicl Lord North­
borougll, \\ith bitter vehemence, utterly forgetful or careless 
of l f clen's presence. "\\That neecl he h:-t\'l' buril:<I himself in 
this hole to work himself to death for, bdore liis time, as if life 
were not short enough and black enough as it is?" Ilc stood, 
treading restlessly with one heel on the floor, as if chafing, yet 
conscious that he chafl:cl in vain, :igainst some vindictive phan­
tom of destiny. 

"Shall I tell Frnnk-your hrothl:r-th:it you \\'ish to sl'C 

him?" said l lclen, aflc:r waiting n minute, 1111<'ertain wh:il to 

do or say. . ,. . . 
"Thallk you, I sh:ill lw grc-1tly ol1l_1:_;f'cl,. hen pl11·rl, hm1111~ 

hasLily, :is if ,urJdcnly rt;calkd to l111mc:l!; and the lll'JillCllt 
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Helen was gone, he flung himself into the nearest chair in an 
attitude of deep despondency. 

A few minutes later he was ushered into his brother's sick­
room, where he found Frnnk alone, Florence having yielded to 
her husband's persuasions to go and rest meanwhile, and to 
her own natural disinclination to see a stranger at such a time. 
Lord Northborough walked straight up to Frank's sofa, and 
took the hand his brother held out to him. 

" I am glad, indeed, to see you once more, George," said 
Frank, faintly but kindly. 

Prepared as he had been, Lord Northborough was dreadfully 
shocked at the change in his brother, which might well be 
startling to one who had last seen him in all the brilliancy of 
youth and health and lmoyant spirits-how many years ago 
he really forgot. He was, moreover, as may be guessed, little 
used to the aspect of sickness and death, and recoiled from 
the unearthly beauty of expression which rendered more un­
mistakable the approaching encl. 

"God of heaven ! Dying, indeed ! " he muttered between 
his teeth, falling back a few steps, and leaning against the 
mantelpiece, but never turning his eyes from his brother's 
face. "Frank, you have been killing yourself with your insane 
ideas of duty, and your beggarly country doctoring!'' he 
exclaimed hoarsely, in a tone wbich spoke more feeling than 
his words. 

"No, George; happiness kills no one," said Frank, calmly. 
" I wish you had been as happy all these years as I have." 

"What do you call happiness ? I don't believe in such a 
thing," rejoined Lord N orthborougl1, bitterly. 

"You are in mourning, George," said Frank, kindly, as he 
glanced towards him for some clue to the mood, so unlike 
anything he had formerly known of the reckless, light-hearted 
man of the world. "You have met with some loss-your wife, 
perhaps?" 

"That would have been a loss ! " retorted his brother, in a 
tone of fierce irony. '' No, Frank," he aclded, in a strangely 
softened voice, "my boy, my only boy ! The only one of my 
children that ever lived a week. I believe she murdered them 
all with her dancing and her follies"-- Something too like 
a curse was muttered between his teeth; he felt, perhaps, that 
in such a presence he could not speak it aloud. 

"But this boy," he resumed, in a passionate, sorrowful tone, 
"was a fi11e little fellow, a noble little fdlow, and my only one, 
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Frank. I went away from Paris for about ten days, leaving 
my boy quite well. Never heard a word while I was gone­
or course ! Carne back one night; found my boy dyino- of 
some infectious sore-throat and fever, and his mothcr-ou1 at 
a ball! I did, upon my honour! I went off to fetch her­
went slraighl into the ball-room, splashed and dirty as I was 
-I had ridden in from Vcrsaillcs,-that it might not be saitl 
she was dancing while her child died; took her out of it, 
whether she would or no-and what do you think she said? 
It was infectious, and she was afraid to go near him; so what 
was the use of her staying at home? The child would soon 
be well again, no doubt. An<l when I got back, he was gone ! 
My boy, my boy ! " 

And, wilh a passionate lmrst of gril.!f, Lord Northborough 
flung himself into a chair near Frank, as if instinctively feel­
ing tl1e sympathy in the eyes he shunned to meet. 

"That was sad indeed, George," said Frank, compas­
sionately; "but surely his mother must have felt it dreadfully 
afterwards ? " 

" Fdt it? l lcll you, she has no feeling," returned his 
brother, vehemently. "But there-she is not worth talking 
of. I h:v 1 comc over to bury my poor boy at the old place, 
Frank, and I found your note but I did not think to find it 
so had as thi,, Frank. I wish you had seen my boy," he 
added, rcve1ting to his own sorrow. 

"I shall sec him soon," said Frank, calmly. "You have 
been to the old place then? \Ve have never seen much of 
each other since we wcrc boys there, George." 

"No," answered his brother, who had meanwhile been 
watching him ,\"ith rcirretful eyes. "Aml you may wonder 
what it lllay signify to me how I find you-and I don't know 
that anything docs signify much," he muttered recklessly,­
" but [ hacl a vague idea I ~houl<l send the boy to you some 
clay. I cli<l not want his mother lo make him such another as 
hcrsdf, or ev,.;n as his father I had grace enough left for that, 
Frank ! And then I thought that some day, when I was quite 
used up, I should come to you to be preached to; I always 
thought you filter for a parson than anything else, Frank-and 
now it is all clone for, every way ! " 

" I trust not, George,'' saicl Frank, kindly and earnestly. "I 
believe you could preach to yoursdf if you would. Why not 
go down to the old plar:e, and try and set things straight there, 

in stead of"-- FACHBIBLIOTHEK FOR 
A~.JGL.1s·r w: l :i 1d AMERll<ANISTIK 

an dur UNIVERSITAT WIEN 



352 TITE WEDDING GUESTS. 

"And take hrr there ! Live tNr-d-tN,, with ber ! I should 
cut my throat in a week ! The heartless, unnatural"--

" But, George," returned his brother, soothingly, "tell me 
honestly, did you ever try to improve her? Diel you ever try 
what a good example might do?" 

" Example ! " said Lord N orthborough, fiercely. "Is a 
woman to wait for an example not to treat her child worse than 
a brute beast would ? I am bad enough myself, but to be 
saddled with such a -- It's enough to make a man a brute 
himself, I can tell you ! " 

"But, George, what did you marry her for?" asked Frank. 
"l\Iarry her for? I was obliged to marry; a man must 

live!" said Lord Northborough, recklessly. 
"Then you married for money, George, and you got money," 

said Frank, significantly. 
"And had no right to expect more than my bargain, you 

mean?" said his brother, with a lmv, bitter laugh. "But grant 
that, cve.n, why should it have fallen on the poor boy? Why 
should he suffer because I sold myself?" 

"He has not suffered : believe me, George, he is belle:r an<l 
happier where he is, though you may miss him Litterly ht:re," 
said Frank compassionately. 

" Better anywhere than with such a mother and s11ch a 
father? Tl1ere may be something in that! " returrn:d Lord 
N orthborough, more bitterly than ever. 

"I did not mean that; I should l1ave said the same h:1cl 
one of my own little ones been taken," answered Frank, 
gently. 

"Y nu have children?" asked his trother, with sudden, eager 
interest. "Boys?" 

"A girl and a boy," said Frank. 
" The boy may be Lord N orthLorough yet ! " returned the 

brother, gloomily. 
" I trust not, George ; I trust you will yet have a Loy of 

your own. And it ,rould hardly make Florence the happier," 
Frank added, thoughtfully. 

"Give me the Loy, and he shall be!" said his brother, 
eagerly. "I would take him down to the old pbce, and leave 
l1er to her follies ! It would serve her right, by"--

" I could not take him from his mother for any earthly 
oLject," said Frank, gravely. 

"I don't believe in mothers 1 " retorted Lord Northborough. 
" Dut how are they provided for, mother and all ? " 
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"Amply, thank you; that is, amply for them, though you 
might not think it much," said Frank, with a faint smile. "Dut 
now, George -I am nearly worn out "-and indeed the feeble 
ness of his voice woulcl long since have betrayed as much to a 
less pre-occupied li:;lener, " tell me what you arc going to do 
with yourself in future." 

"Do?" returned Lord North borough, gloomily. "I shall 
just go hack to the old mill, and pul my neck into the old 
halter, and go round and round till it chokes me. There !­
it's no good preaching to me now, Frank, and you shall not 
kill yourself the quicker for me. If I had not such a mill­
stone round my neck as she is, there might be some hope of 
me; lrnt as it is-I'll just try and do as little downright wicked­
ness as I can, for my poor boy's sake, and drown the rest ! 
Good-bye, Frank ! " 

"You will think better of it yet, George, I trust, for your 
own sake, too,'' said Frank, earnestly. "(;ood-bye, and God 
help you I" 

"And if you do see my poor boy up yonder, Frank,-some 
people think it may be-" said Lord Northborough, in a low, 
choking voice, turning hack as he left the room, "tell him his 
father loved him better than he ever did anything in the world, 
or ever will ! " 

" Poor George ! Pleasure has been a hard task-mistress to 
him," said Frank, with a sigh, when his brother was gone. 
"Goel l1elp him ! " 

Lonl Northborough hurried downstairs and straight for the 
hall-door, but suddenly turned short into the drawing-room, 
ancl rang the bell sharply. 

"The child-the boy is in bccl, I suppose?" he said to the 
servant who answered it. "I want to sec him-ask your mis­
tress ! " he added authoritatively. 

Florence had already ret11rned to her husband ; and If clen 
took in the message, which Frank overheard, as she whispered 
it to Florence. · 

"Let him. He has lost his boy, poor fellow! Helen will 
go, clear," said he, feebly, keeping hold of Florencc's trembling 
hand. His rapidly increasing exhaustion had not escaped 
her. 

So Helen went hack to Lord Norlhborough, and led the 
way to the nursery, where the two children were s_leeping, caC'h 
in its little bed. Uc barely glanced at the girl, as Helen 
pointed out which was which; but over the boy he hent Jon:; 

A A 
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and earnestly, stooping at last to kiss the round, rnft cheek, 
with visible emotion. 

"Would liis mother <lance, do you think, while he was 
dying?" he asked bitterly, as he raised his head; then, as 
with sudden recollection, checking himself and addi11g bur­
riedly : " I beg your pardon-thank you ! " he bowed, and 
passed out of the room and straight downstairs to his carriage; 
departing as he had come ; one last, dark, restless shadow from 
the outer world, flitting for a moment across the sheltered 
sphere of love and stillness, nay, brightness, even, which 
seemed to diffuse itself, as from a centre, around the couch on 
which his brother lay-dying. 

With a passing f~eling of deep commiseration, Helen re­
turned to Frank's room. 

" You must let me stay on the sofa to-night, dearest," Frank 
was saying; "I am too weary to be moved ; and it will not 
signify." 

With the exchange of a silent pressure of the hand alone, 
Florence and Helen prepared to watch through the night be-­
side him ; and hours passed on almost in silence. He did 
not sleep, however. His eyes often rested on Florence with 
their look of ineffable love; and sometimes followed Helen's 
movements, as she went in and out, busied in cares for one or 
both of them'; and once, when she was standing beside Florence, 
he looked up at them, as if to thank them for watching by him, 
yet grieved they should weary themselves for him. 

" But it will not be for long," he said tenderly, and so closed 
his eyes again. 

The serenity or a spirit at peace with heaven, the world, 
and itself, settled down upon bis deatl1-pale features ; and his 
bright hair caught a golden hue in the rays of the single lamp 
which he would not allow them to shade from him-he loved 
light as he loved flowers-and might seem to image the crown 
of life, so soon to drop from the hand of the angel, on the 
brow of the spirit already fiL1ttering to take wing. 

And through the long hours of the night, the hush deepened 
and deepened over the hearts of the watchers and the watched. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

DEAD AND LIVING. 

Two hands upon lhe breast 
Arn! labour's done; 

Two pale feel stretched lo rest, 
The race is won: 
* * * 

Two eyes lhal look above 
Still through all tears; 

Two lips that breathe bul love, 
Never more fears. 

N,:;v.rj>aj>,-r. 

NIGHT had come again. 
The morning had brought-for the last time-something of 

refreshment, and more of enjoyment, in its sunshine and 
balmy brightness, alike to the spirit and the senses of the 
cherished invalid. Once again he could take pleasure in all 
the little arrangements for his comfort and gratification, made 
silently around him. Once again the sunshiny smile rested on 
the Bowers over which Helen's tears had fallen in silence, as 
she grouped them anew to look as fn:sh and bright as possible 
-she could not go out this day, even to gather flowers for 
Frank. Once again the sofa was moved to the spot which 
afforded the favourite view 0\'er the Priory Park; and once 
again the little ones crept in with the few early violets they 
hacl gleaned in their walk, and the little voices and footsteps 
died away as they receded, like echoes of music, from the sick 
chamber. 

The day had passed, Helen hardly knew how. Florence, 
absorbed in him from whose side ~he scarcely stirred-listen­
ing, or answering a few words, when he could still exert him­
self to speak; wiping from his brow the chill dews gathering 
mon.: and more as the day wore on ; clasping his hand with 
the speechless fervour of love which would do all, and can do 
nothing-let J Ielen <lo, for and around her, what she would; 
thanking her at times with a passive, grateful smile. The sur­
geon paid his usual morning visit, and went away shaking his 
head in silence. Helen went in and out to tend on the two in 
the still chamber, sometimes pausing outside for a few minutes, 
to subdue the rising impulse of tears which it might have been 

A A 2 
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hard to check if once let flow. Sometimes she went to see if 
all was right with the children, but she could not stay with 
them; and then again she sat for long hours beside Fro.nk's 
couch, losing the consciousness of time in intensity of concen­
trated feeling. 

It was but a day, but it seemed interminable. The evening 
had renewed the rapid sinking of the previous one. Frank's 
words had grown few and far between, and his languid glances 
had ceased to follow Helen's movements, though she still 
shared the language of love with which they so eloquently 
dwelt on Florence, when she sat or stood for awhile beside 
them. The children had been brought to kiss and be kisst:d 
in silence, and Helen had since seen them safe asleep, in their 
innocent unconsciousness that one who had kissed, anti so fer­
vently blessed them in his heart that evening, would kiss and 
bless them on earth no more. And now it wanted but littlt: of 
midnight, and midnight might bring Mr. J [untley, if he had 
started immediately on receipt of Helen's note. 

II elen could not herself l1ave told why she should so in­
tensely desire his coming; but, standing ·there as she clid, a 
little apart, in the deep shadow the lamp-light did not pene­
trate, her brow resting for coolness on the marble of the 111:111 

telpiece, every ncl'\'e strung to the uttermost by that mental 
tension which excludes all sense of bodily fatigue, she "·as 
dimly conscious, even while no image dwelt on her mind but 
that of the two cherished faces near at ho.nd, that her ear was 
straining for the sound of "·heels, her heo.rt sickening at tht: 
thought that Fro.nk might pass away before Bernard should 
be there to ~tand beside them. Not beside her; how should 
thought of self enter such a presence? Hut to that sphere 
of holy, peaceful influences, beneath the shadowy wings of the 
heavenly messenger about to set Frank's pure, calm spirit free, 
she s .: emed to feel only that Dernarcl belonged, and that his 
plo.ce there was still empty. 

Mr. Huntley was meantimt: hastening fast as steam could 
bear him to obey her summons, in a state of mental tension 
no less intense than her own. At first, on his return home, 
old o.ssociations ho.cl re asserted such influence m·er him, that 
he had well-nigh turned in despair from the hope Frank's 
words had for a moment unve1le<l to him. But by degrees the 
spiritual light of truth asserted its supremacy over a mind 
,rilling to embrace it, even should it crush, instead of crown­
ing his most cheri,hecl desires; :rnrl he found that he might 
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rLirc to trust and nourish Lhe hope which at !ir~t seemed sent 
but to torLure liilll. Still he shrank from stretching out his 
hand to sl!ize Lili :; new tre,Lsure or visioned happiness, lest it 
should collapsl! and vanish in his grasp; and he was lingering 
divided between this unclefmed fear and his yearning to the 
<lying friend, now doubly <!ear, when lhe signal came that he 
must delay no longer. Sac! as was the summons, there was 
comfort in its coming from Ito·,· ancl in his thoughts, as he 
journeyed, she and Frank were as closely blended, as he with 
Frank and l•Jorence in hers, in her motionless suspense in the 
sic k room. 

" Where is llclen?" asker! Frank's faint voice at last. 
"Here, dear Frank," said she, moving lo seal herself on the 

low stool at florence's fed, on which she had passed hours of 
tha t, and many a previous day. 

"Stay there, dear Helen," he said; " I cannot sec you so 
fa r off now." 

" And yon must be so tired, clearest," whispered Florence, 
stooping to kiss her tenderly. 

" No, dear," said I [ ek:n, (J_uictly; and another interval of 
silem;l! followed . 

.1\l last the sound of whel!ls ,ras henrcl. 
" I lunth:y ! " said Frank, in a tone of satisfaction; and, in a 

fe w minull!s, J\lr. !Iuntley l!ntcrccl through the halfopen door, 
pausing a mornenl till Jilorencl! hclcl ont her hand as if to 
invite him lo approach; hut whl!n he di<! so, and pressed hl!r 
l1 and with a look which spoke all the sympathy he felt, she 
turn c,! her head away quickly. Tears must come if she met 
his l!ye, and tl1e time for Le.ns was not come yet. 

J•rorn the same feeling, I Iclen did nol look up to meet the 
moml!ntary glance of deep l!motion which J\Ir. Huntley bent 
o n her as tl1l!y shook hands in silence, hdore he passed rouncl 
to Frank on the other side of the <'ouch. Jlut it was the glance 
Frank ha.cl bl!ell watching for, an,l a faint, bright gh:am of 
pl easure lighted up his face as l\Ir. Ilunth:y bent ovl!r him, ancl 
took the han,1 he fel!bly raised. 

"Then 1 was right, I I untlcy 1 ,. lie said gladly. 
" I hope I trust so ! ( ;ocI bless you for it, Frank ! " re­

turned J\J r. JJu11tk:y in a choked voice. "I will try," he added, 
in a nswer to Frank's glance towards Helen. "llut oh! Frank, 
is it come to f his so soon?" 

'' I was wailing for you," said Frank, with the same pleased 
smile. "And, Huntley," he added, as his friend bent more 
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closely over him, to catch what was intended for his car alone, 
"you must take care of them; they will need it. And you will 
stay and do all you can for my poor Florence; I have left all 
to you and Emlyn to manage "--

" All-everything that man can do," said 11Ir. Huntley, 
earnestly, as Frank paused. 

" I know you ,,ill," said Frank in a tone of perfect reli:mce ; 
"and, IIuntley, may your home be as happy as mine has 
been!" he added, pressing as he relinquished his hand. "Helen, 
clear ! " 

Feeling that these were to be his words of farewell, Helen 
rose and knell beside the couch, taking his chill hand lo,ingly 
in both of hers, ancl looking towards him, tbough \Yith tears in 
her eyes, for she could not bear to miss one farewell glance that 
could be spared for her. 

" I will not ask you not to forget me," said Frank, clearly 
though faintly, and pausing now and then for breath; "for I 
know you will not, dear Helen; only I should like you to 
remember me in joy and not in sorrow,-so try and think of 
me when you are happiest. I will not try to thank you for all 
your love and kindness, dear Helcn,-it would be impossible; 
and I know you will love Florence still, and help her to be 
happy again among you." 

" I will, I will, dear Frank," said Helen, tearfully; " how 
could I help it, for both your sakes?" 

"Thank you, dear Helen," said Frank, drawing her gently to 
him, and kissing her forehead. " God bless you then, till we 
meet again ." 

"Yes, till ,,e meet again ! " repeated Helen, tremulously, 
returning bis farewell-kiss, and then knelt down again and 
covered her face with her hands, nol weeping, but pondering 
the sublime significance of the "meeting again" beyond the 
veil. 

"J\nd what sliall I say to you, my own?" sai<l Frank in a 
lower yoice, turning to Florence with that look of ineffable 
tenderness and almost angelic compassion with which his eyes 
had of late so often resl<.:d on her patient, suffering countenance. 
"What can I say, to e:-.press to you what you have enr been 
to me, that you may take comfort in lhe remembrance-higher 
cornrorl I need not remind you to seck. Words \Viii not do, 
my own, but God will requite it to you I Tell me, dearest, 
Florence, tell me that you are not afraid ! " 

" I am not afraid, dear Frank," murmured Florence, kissing 



DEAD AND LIVING. 359 

n.way the tears which, in spite of herself, foll upon his brow n.s 
hc lookctl up Lo hcr; "do not be afraid for me. God will take 
care or me, and I will try to deserve it, that I may come home 
Lo you at last. Inclcec1, I will wait patiently." 

"Thank Goel ! " saiu Frank fervently. "Truly, I need not 
fem for y,rn, my own !--Florence, dcarest," he added more 
feebly, aftcr a pause, "I am soon going let us-once more­
Our Father,"-ancl lie placed his clasped hands between hers, 
and looki..:d up reverently and earnestly, waiting to follow her 
words. 

But words would not come. "Once more" was a tbought 
which chokcd them; and looking hastily round, as if for help, 
she leaned her forehead, trembling, on the pillow beside 
Frank's. 

There was a moment of utter silence, and then Mr. Hunt­
ley's deep voice took up, in low, reverent tones, the words of 
the simplest ancl sublimest prayer which human lips can offer 
to the Father in I leaven, who condescendeLl to earth to dictate 
it to II is ( hildren; the prayer which involves every petition 
lrnm;i,n frailty can need to prefer, at any season, or in any ne­
cessity: in joy or sorrow, in health or sickness, in the day of 
dm1ger or the hour of death. 

At first Bernard's voi<;e was heard alone then Helen's fol­
lowed low and dear; then even Florence's; all(! when Frank's 
had joined in the Ii nal Amen, the spirit of perfect peace was 
fcll in the silence thal followecl. 

One long, lingering look of love f<rnnk lifted to Florence; 
one kiss morc he pressed on her lips as she bent over him 
when the pni) er was ended; and then lay still, as if asleep; 
his breathing rising :rncl falling on the ears of the listeners, as 
if the universe gave forth no other sound for them. 

Ilour~ passed. The l>reathing grew fainter, fainter yet. 
\Vith eyes rivetterl on those closed eyes, the listeners strained 
their ears for the sound whir h thr~atenecl to escape them, in 
lengthening pauses which oppressed the sense. \Vas it gone? 
No, not <JLLitl! gone! Not yet 1 

Sudclcnly the e} cs unclosed. ,\ radiance of more Ll1an 
earthly sunshine diffused itself over the countenance of the 
deparlmg; and, fixing his glance full on Florence, loving and 
]1right and clc:1r, _without a. trace of the dimness of decay to 
cloud it, he sa1J 1 n tones of unutterable tenderness, "It 1s but 
for a little 11hile, my 0ll'n ! "-and all was hushed. 

The watchers might watch, and the listeners listen in vain. 
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The smile was sLiH upon Lhe countenance, but the spirit which 
lenL iL had gone home . 

.\ lingering, breathless silence-then a low cry, "Oh ! Frank ! 
Frank!" 

* * * * * 
In the silent chamber, where lay, in its calm beauty, the 

form on which death's still grasp had been laid so gently, 
Helen l\fontagu stood lost in thought, in the early twilight of 
another day. To her no feeling of dread was associated with 
the solemn presence in which she slood . With a hushed and 
reverent heart, beneath Lhc influence of the holy awe, the 
ineffable peace, which the angel of cleaLh drops like dew from 
his folded wisgs upon hcarls atLuned to recognize the beauty, 
the sublimity of his benign mission, she stood with clasped 
bllnds, and eyes bent unwa,·cringly on the sLill face before her, 
reading, with the eycs of her spirit, the new page of lifc's 
experience now first unrolled before her. 

Till now she had never stood face to face with death; and 
happy arc those to whom life's great reality reyeals itself, for 
the first time, in such guise as now to Helen. Not by some 
sudden agonizing blow, some torturing wn;nch of the very 
heartstrings, clutching the heart's nearest and dearest treasure 
ere time ]1as been afforded, or applied, to rend and recognize 
in the approaching shadow, the coming of a cloud sent not 
in wrath, but in love. But by a gentle, peaceful unyeiling, 
a tranquil unfolding of the g:i.tes of eternal life, through 
which, while the departing spirit takes its way, some rays of 
cclcstial comfort may descend upon he:i.rts prepared for their 
reception, by a gradual chastening of the blindness whicl1 
~nores, and the self-will which rebels against, God's I)rovi­
j en tial care. 

For it is not to heart, u11preparccl, innocent thou~h they he 
of deep evil or wilful transgression, that death can 'come with 
such a revelation of pe:i.ce, anJ strength, and consolation, as 
had now descended upon Helen. She, like others, could look 
back to the time when death was a thought of gloom and 
terror, from which she only shrank the more because of the 
awful, mysterious eternity it heralds. She had neetlcd first to 
realize the insuf1iciency of earLhly happiness; the impotency 
of her own heart's desires to secure their fulfilment here; and 
then patiently lo tum to the pursuit of higher objccts, and to 
bow her will to the Divine will, before it could be possible for 
her to appreciate the peace, the blessedness which nny attend 



on the transition from earth to heav1,;n, even where all that the 
hearl holds dearest must be left uchind for a season. 

Now it seelllecl to her as if the viewless hand which had 
shed the stillness upon Frnnk\ marble features, had been laid 
on her own hearl also, stilling the tumult of earthly feelings, 
and rendering grief and fear alike strangers to it, in the "great 
calm" of cle;1th's 111:i.king. Jkfore, it had ueen so hard to keep 
b:i.ck tears; now te:i.rs would have seemed an insult to the pale, 
spiritunl l)(;:i.uty of lhe de:i.d, which could but faintly image forth 
the peace into which the LIVING had c11lcred. All that long 
day and night the words had seemed floating through her 
l.m1in,-" Ile is not here, for he is risen." 

It l1acl l>een a long day indcecl; passed, as such days must 
!Jc, between the inclulgcnce of sacred sorrow and the jarring 
routine of external trifles and necessities; but on IIelen 
nothing hacl had power to jar. Occupied in shielding and 
soothing, in every possible way, the feelings of the friend 
gro,1·11 clearer yet in her affiiction; spending l1ours with her 
in tlw ch::un];er where they had already watchc;<l through so 
many togeLh1,;r, she.: had yet been able to do, order, and arrange, 
without sc.:nse of Lffort, fotigue or disinclination, all of which 
l\lr. 1 luntlc;y could not relieve her. 

Florence's grief was lil e hers1,;lf, gentle and patient: but the 
deep suffering in her face spoke more eloquently than her 
quiet tears; and li1,;r touching submission might well deepen 
to rc.:vcrcnce the tender compassion with which 1 Iclen regarded 
her. The only time Ilelcn's composure ha<l nearly failed her, 
was when she.: found Florence patiently btening to Lhc chil­
dren's innoc1,;11t questions, and trying to make, in some degree 
cornprehe11Si!ile to their baby-minds, why <lear papa had gone 
awny, and thc;y could not sec him any more. J\nd now night 
l1ad come t11HI passed; and Morence had al last wept herself 
gently lo sleep, beside the child ,1 hich Helen's feminine in­
stincts had inspirul her to place· beside its mother, as a last 
resoun e to soothe and compose the overtriecl n<:rves, which 
se1,;mcd to render impossibk: the slumb1,;r indispcnsnble to the 
exhau~lcd fo1111e. I lekn would vainly have endeavoured lo 
sleep; aud had returned, drawn by a resistkss fascination, 
to the neighbouring chamlier, where lay, in their mate hless 
beauty Fr:111k's rnort:d J1,;mains. l\Tr. lluntle), whose long 
night-/atd1 she thus reliel'cd, had ':·antlered out into the cool 
morning air, and :;he was now at liberty to surrender herself, 
fredy, t<J tl1e feelings and impr1,;ssions which absorbed her, 
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She had never imagined that death could be so 1.Jeaut1ful. 
Even the sunshine of Frank's most winning smile had 1.Jeen 
but a foreshadowing of that which now shed its marvellous 
spiritual sweetness and serenity over the still, marl.Jle coun­
tenance which would reflect the soul no more. Heaven must 
indeed have been around the spirit, which could shed such a 
farewell-glory on the deserted temple of the body. IIeayen 
might well seem nearer to Helen as she gazed. 

How inexpressibly trifling and insignificant did she not feel 
every possible conjuncture of the life to be, which must inter­
vene between this present and the accomplishment for herself 
of the sublime translation she had now witnessed. All lesser 
changes, from joy to sorrow, from youth to age, seemed dwarfed 
to inappreciable proportions, in presence of the one great 
change to which all are tending, as to life's one great reality 
and certainty. Other ends may disappoint, deceive, elude us; 
this cannot ! Other fancied realities may grow poor and mean, 
this but the grander, the more beautiful and holy, the nearer 
we approach, the more profoundly we fathom it. Death-the 
sanctifier; death-the strengthener; " death-the consoler ! " 

Little had Helen guessed that in the presence of death, she 
would for the first time feel as if all the terrors of life had 
vanished for ever, now that she had looked on the face of the 
misnamed King of Terrors, and found it the face of an angel. 
For now, first, she could grasp and renlize the comfort of the 
thought, that should, hereafter in her pilgrimnge, her burden 
weigh too heavily, the angel might at any moment lift the veil, 
beyond which we enter into the fruition of repose. She felt 
as if, should the summons at this moment overtake her, she 
could at this moment obc) it "ithout a tremor; so far off, in 
that holy presence, did earthly hopes and fears seem removed. 
Such feelings could doubtless prove but transitory; in their 
present intensity could last barely for a season; and there 
would yet be times, impossible as it might now seem, in which 
her heart would cling agnin to earth with all the tremul-0us 
yearnings of natural affection. I3ut to ha\'e so felt, even for a 
time, must ever form an era in life, and leave an indelible, 
salutary impr ssion on the character; and Helen would go 
forth again to the ,rnrl<l, strengthened and purified by the 
glimpse of heaven vouchsafed to her in this sanctuary of life's 
highest and holiest experience. 

Even for Florence she could trust now. If on herself, who 
stood but on the outer verge, as it were, of this sacred sphere 



D1•,,\l) Ai ]J LLVI • <,. 

of love ancl trial, the blessing could descend in sucl1 rich 
measure, how muC'h mon.: must it nol abound for her, who was 
passing in patience through the very heart of the cloud, the 
'' deep watcrn" of life and aflliction? 

'l'he morning ,ms now wearing on, bul Florence still slept. 
J\lrire than on"c 11 clen stole noiselessly into her room, and 
h:LCI long silH c borne away her lilllc sluml,ering companion 
lest its wakening should disturb her; l,ut still, when she found 
all quiet in the darkened chamber where rest was needed so 
sorely, she returned lo her former watch by the bed of death's 
deeper slumber. 

l'resently l\Jr. I Iuntley came in, ancl stood beside her. All 
sense of restraint between herself and him, all uneasy con­
sriousness or agilating rcmcmbrnnce, had vanished from 
I lelen's mind in tbe solemn a\\'e of tbe scene they had lately 
witnessed together. They hacl met upon higher ground, on 
which mere personal feeling could find no footing; and if in 
her secret heart there was a deep satisfaction in his presence 
beside her al such a season, there are times and seasons in 
life, thank C:od ! when self slumbers so wholly within us, that 
its joys and its dictates pass unheeded; and this was one with 
IIelcn. When, therefore, l\l r. II untlcy offered her a handful 
of early violets \l'hich he had gathered in bis walk, she look, 
and strewed them around and over the sleeping image of him 
so dear to both, without a thought of their being offered with 
any other motive. 

"Oh! thank you!" she said, in the sulxlued lone whi<'h i11-
volu11lnrily we use in such a pn:sence, ".l<'lorencc will like lo 
SLC them here: he \\'as so fond of /1011ers." 

J\Tr. I I untley look eel from her face lo that before them, with no 
less of tcndemess in one glance than in the other. "Yes, that is as 
1t should l;c," he said in the same subdued tone; "th:mk you!" 

"Sir William 1-:mly11 is below, ancl \\'Onld like to see you," 
he said, after a lirief silence. " He returned last night." 

"Just too late," saicl I lclen, with :i sigh. "\Viii he not 
c-ollle up? I should like 1.;vcry one who loved !•rank to sec 
that slllilc upon his face." 

" I will tell hi 111,' said !\I r. JI untlq. 
\nd if, wh, n he had left the roo111, l lc:kn galht.!rcd up two 

or three of the viokls, and kissed Lhcm ~uftly, and hid them 
in her boso111, it was with a feeling in which Frank bore to 
the full as large a share as the giver. 

"I lclen, 111y dear girl, why are you here?" said Sir William, 
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as she held out her hand in silence. "I little Lhou;;hl I was 
too late after all. Poor Frank ! poor Frank ! " And Sir 
William brushed the tears from his eyes, as he looked at 
the face which would brighten no more to the sound of his 
friendly greeting. 

"I like to be here ; it does me good," said Helen, in a low 
mice, in answer to the gentl force with which he tried to 
clr.iw her a\\'ay. "And you must not say ' Poor Frank,' Sir 
William, when he could pass away with thal smile upon his 
face!" she added, leaning on his arm as he stood watching, 
more steadfastly, the still countenance in its matchless, calm 
beau Ly. 

" No," he said, drawing a deep breath; "but where shall we 
find another like him, 1\liss Helen?" 

l Iden shook her head. The Lears "'Ot!ld come now, stirred 
by Sir \\ illiam's honest grief; but she soon checked them. 

"\Ve must be content not to," she said, after a pause. 
"And how does she bear it?'' asked Sir William, in tones of 

such heartfelt sympathy, that Ilelen thanked him in her heart. 
" Like an angd of patience and goodness, as she is ! " said 

Ilclen, tears rising again with the words. "Thank God, she 
is asleep now ! " 

" J ,cl her sleep ! let her sleep ! " he replied, earnestly . 
. , Louisa will grieve not to be here, but it is impossible. 
Cissy is out of danger, but will not leave her room for weeks; 
ancl I dare say no one could do more than yon. Come now," 
he added, drawing her out of the room, and closing the door, 
"you look too pale by half, ancl must Lake care of yourself, too. 
Huntley and I will arrange e, crything; and-pr,iy do not go 
back ! " llc fancied that whal was so trying to his feelings, 
must be distressing to hers. 

"No, I must go to florence now, for fear she should wake," 
said Helen; and tl1ey parted with hushed footsteps; he to join 
and consult with J\Ir. l Iuntley below, she to sit and watch by 
her friend. 

She might well dread the re-awakening to consciousness of 
such a loss : but il did not come as she expected. Suddenly 
across the pallid face, so touching in its expression of sorrmrful 
submission, there passed a faint smile; the lips moved for a 
moment, as if in speech, anti then I 'lorcncc opened her eyes, 
and lifLed them, suffused with tears, to l [elen's face. 

"Oh'. dear 1Iclc11," said she, in a soft, tremulous tone, "I 
had never thought of that ! " 



DEAD AND Lrvrnr;, 

"Of "hat, dearest?" said Helen, stooping lo kiss her, 
half.fearing she was still under the delusions of slumber. 

"That I m ighl sec him in my sleep, clenr I Iclcn," she rc:­
plicd, shedding quiel tcnrs which it comforted IIelen to see. 
"I saw him ju,;L now, clear Helen; nnd perhap~ when I grow 
weary sometimes of nol seeing him, his clear face will come 
back to me in my <lrc[lms again, [lS it did now." 

"011 ! surely it will, dearest," said l fclen, touched beyond 
expression by the humble, grateful tone, even more than the 
words. ITow should any comfort be withheld from one who 
found only cause for gratitude, in what so many would have 
treated as a cruel aggravation of their distress? 

"Arc you rested, clearest? I>icl you go to sleep soon?" 
asked Florence, tenderly, after a few moments. 

"I was not at all tired, dear," answered Hekn evasively; 
but Florence's eyes were resling on her face, and a slight tinge 
of colour betrayed her. 

"Oh, Helen ! \'ou have been sitting up all night! And I 
was so selfish, I never thought of you ! " exclaimed Florence, 
in a tone of keen self-reproach. 

" Dear Florence, do not say that! I cannot bear to h,·ar 
you talk of your being selfish," saicl Helen, tearfully, taking 
both her hands in hers, and kissing lhe;m. "I really am not 
tired; you know I am much stronger than you, ancl it docs my 
heart good to help take care of you a little!" 

"Dear Helen, what should we have done without you?" re­
turned Florence; and her tn~mulous "\\'e" thanked Helen 
more expressively than any eloquence. 

All through that clay and the succeeding ones, Helen 
watched, with dec:pening admiration and love, Florcnce's 
patient efforts to pc:rfonn the duties that remained to her, and 
her tender thoughtfolness for others, beneath the heavy burden 
of grief to which her physical weakness so touchingly bore 
witness. And thrnughont that s~cl week, Mr. Huntley stood 
like a brother beside them, watching e\'ery opportunity of 
serving and sol.icing both, without a shade of difference that 
any one coulcl have dctcctccl in his manner lo either. 

The day of the funeral came, ancl hand in hand, in the 
chamber where the spirit hacl taken flight for its lasting home, 
and "hence the dust h:-id been carried forth to its kind reel 
dusl, Florence and Helen passed the interval which the last 
sac\ ceremonies orcupicd. Few words passed lJclween them, 
:-incl few tears wen: shed, even hy Florence. The ~!niggle, 
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the parting, had little in common for her with the removal of 
the coffined clay which was Frank no longer; :md her sorrow 
and her submission l::iy alike too deep to be greatly stirred or 
tried by the outward observances of mourning. ,Yhen all was 
concluded, she patiently acquiesced in Sir William's wish to 
see her, and gratefully received the expressions of kindness 
and sympathy which his warm heart was longing to pour out; 
attending even to some brief communications on business 
which it was necessary for him and Mr. Huntley to make. 

Helen, meanwhile, secured from her father, who had re­
turned with Sir William to the Cottage to see his daughter, 
ready permission to remain with Florence, till Lady Emlyn's 
return to the Priory should in some degree supply her place 
to the friend who needed all that friendship and sympathy 
could afford. 

Then, too, when they were alone again, Helen admired 
afresh Florence's gentle acquiescence in her arrangement of 
dining early with the children, made with a view of some­
what breaking for her friend, that return to the ordinary 
routine of life which jars so painfully upon the unspeakable 
change within. 

Only when dinner was over and the children were gone, 
and Helen would have persuaded her to lie down and let her 
read her to sleep, she looked so worn and wan and weary, 
Florence for the first time refused her kind care. 

"No, dear," she whispered, kissing,her, "I must be alone this 
afternoon. And Bernard must take you for a walk; •you do 
not know how those pale cheeks reproach me." 

"If you really wish to be alone, dear Florence ? " said 
Helen, suddenly conscious of an intense craving, menial and 
physical, for fresh air. 

But she did not go till she had seen Florence comfortably 
settled, with pillow and footstool and book, in the room where 
her hours of solitary indulgence would always henceforth be 
passed. Nor could she fear to leave her there. Florence's 
tears might fall as she received and returned her friend's fare­
well kiss, but so gently, so calmly, that they must soothe 
instead of exhausting; and Helen left her, pondering, as in 
the last week she had often done, on the man-ellous strength 
mere submission can give, even where no great strength of 
character would warrant the expectation of unusual fortitude . 

Aln.s ! that this should be a lesson seldom learned; that 
few among those who suffer beneath afflictions which seem 
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intolerable, shoulcl guess thn.t not in the aflliction, but in their 
hearts' rebcllinus chafing against it, lies the worst bitterness 
of thcir lot. " It is hard to kick against the pricks;" but once 
we r1cr,'f'I the rlispcnsati<>ns we cannot evade, their stin<Y is 
removed ; ancl energies no longer cxpcndecl in fretting against 
the b:us or the cag,· or c:in umstance, mn.y bo devoted, with 
gain till then undren.mt of, to the seeking out o[ blessings and 
consolations which arc always to be found-unless we close 
0L1r hearts against them-within the circle of grief's straitcst 
prison. 

CHAYrER XXVII. 

JOY-SPRINGS IN SORROW. 

Oh ! could my heart, mountain-rcgionc,l in bliss, 
Thy life with love's aITTucncc <lower, 

Thou sltoul,lst have heaven in a world e'en like this, 
Anrl the joy o( a life in each huur I 

GERALD MASSEY. 

IIELEN found Mr. Huntley waiting to walk with her. In 
silence he offered his arm, and she accepted it ; and almost 
without a word they passed into the woods of the Priory Park 
-now l,eginning to put forth the tender beauties of early 
spring through which, in a bygone spring, Frank Littleton 
hacl so oftcn passed on his sunny way, to meet her whom they 
hacl now left in her solitary chamber, schooling her loving, 
aching heart to realize and humbly accept the loneliness of her 
earthly wiclowhood. 

Their hearls might well be full of sad thoughts of him who 
had left her ancl them, and of her to whom they could so little 
supply his place, as they trod sileritly through the brown woods 
and grcen glades of the park; now over the dead leaves, whose 
mournful rustling might seem to speak of decay and death; 
now over velvet sward, which might remind them of the 
freshness and peace of the new life beyond. 

Sunk in such thoughts, and unconscious in what direction 
they were wandering, I Iclen simply followed Mr. Huntley's 
guidance; and he, unwilling to break in upon_ her musings, 
merely followed such paths as seemed most pleasmg Lo the eye, 
or lea<,L likely to prove fatiguing to his charge. It was so 
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pleasant to feel her entrusted to his charge; ancl her face, as 
his stolen glances dwelt on it from time to time, looked lovelier 
to him in its pensive paleness, than even as he recalled it on 
the bright morning when, freed from anxiety for Florence, she 
had rambled with him through the woods in her blithest, 
happiest mood, shedding brighter sunshine than earth's around 
her, till he forgot all, and dreamed a dream. Was it only 
another dream he was dreaming now? 

Suddenly Helen stood still, and dropped his arm. They 
had come unawmes upon the very spot, where, on Cissy's 
wedding-day, they had all seated themselves at her word in 
such careless gaiety. There were the lime-trees-leafless now; 
the scat she had sportively assigned to Lady Emlyn as the place 
of honour; the tree against which l\Ir. Huntley had leaned, 
watching them; Florence's green knoll; the very spot, not 
far from her, where Frank had sat upon the grass; and beyond, 
on the open stretch of sunny sward, the daisies were springing 
by thousands where Frank had gathered them at her bidding 
in his light-hearted glee, to be crowned with them afterwards 
in sport,-it was too much for her. All the joy, and all the 
sorrow, past and present, her own and theirs, of which that 
spot re-opened the long vista, rushed o,-erpoweringly on her 
mind; and, leaning against a tree, she covered her face with 
her hands, and burst into tears. 

l\fr. Huntley stood silent beside her, conscious of one im­
pulse only: to clasp her to his breast, and let her weep there 
the tears which must be shed to lighten the overcharged heart; 
but that he had not the right to do. It was no use-he must 
win it! Ile could not stand there to see her sorrow; he must 
risk it, win or lose ! 

'· Miss l\Iontagu," he said, in a tone of desperate effort, "it 
must seem a strange time to you-but I must tell you-must 
ask you-Helen"--

Dut with the utterance of her name, his old sense of the 
magnitude of the sacrifice he would he asking her to make, and 
of the hopelessness of her granting it, rushed back upon him, 
and he stopped short with a feeling of despair. 

But he had said enough. 
The first sound of his voice had thrilled upon Helen with a 

feeling of vague alarm-the heart recoils almost as fearfully 
from some strange, new joy, as from some dreaded sorrow­
which scemecl to freeze the flow of her tears, and make her 
shrink from looking up. JJut when he callccl ht:r lly her name, 
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she could nol, to sare her life, have resisted the simple, pas­
sicmate entreat) thl! word and the tone conveyed. Look up 
she mu,l, and his face said the rest. 

" Bernard!" shL: exclaimed, with a look and start of such 
sutlrkn, tn:mulous joy and hope, as struck on him almost like 
a pang with the intensity of answering joy it stirred; and then 
-she coulcl 11ot have toi<l ho,1 it happl!ncrl, Lut the burst of 
tears was linisliecl 011 13L:rnarcl's shoulde1. 

"Helen! my O\rn ' my treasure!" exclaimed l\Ir. Huntley, 
bending over her, and soothing her with every tender expres­
sion of love he could command. "You must not yet you do 
not kno1v '' lll1t it was to no purpose. It was vain to 
struggle with the blessed conviction that they had found each 
other, and that nothing on earth could part them now. 

"Thank ( :od ! " he murmured to himself; "thank Goel ! 
How have I ever desen er! such blessedness as this ? Look 
up, my darling, my Helen, or I shall not believe it! Look up, 
and tell me it is true ! " 

" 0 Beman! ! " said Helen, lifting her head from its resting­
place, and hending it for a moment unresistingly to the tender, 
reverent kissc·s he showered on her forehead, her hands, her 
hair; "why were you so unhappy? \Vhy dicl you never tell 
me before? " 

" For the same reason whiC'h, now I h(lvc told you," returned 
Bernard, a touch of pain shadowing the deep tenderness of 
his tone, "now l feel that 1ou will dare the worst with me, 
makes me almost grieve over you, my darling, lest I should be 
lJringing sorrow upon yoL1, in return for such happiness, as'' 

" Jlut what worst, clear Bernard?" said Helen, half-anx­
iously, half-soothingly. "1\l any rate, must it not be bdtcr 
together than alone?" 

"Ah! Frank said so," said l\Ir. Huntley looking down on 
her with eyes of grateful, mournful love. 

"Frnnk ! did dear Frank know?." said she, tremulously, her 
eyes filling again. 

"I should never have dared but for him; what shall I not 
owe him ? " returnee! Mr. Huntley, with deer feeling. " I 
thought it would be wrong--lrnt I am wrong now!" he inter­
rnptecl l1i111sclf, sudrlenly withdrawing the arm which pressed 
her closely Lo him, and taking hoth her l1ancls reverently in 
Jiis. "I mu:;l tLII you all, l lclen, hefore I let myself feel or 
fancy that you arc mine; and if you can then say--' at any 
rntc, must it not he b.:tter tog<'ther?' - may Corl reward you 

JI JI 



!or the heaven on earth which those blessed words will open 
to me!" 

'' But tell me all now, then ! " said Helen, imploringly. "If 
you only knew how the mystery has tortured me-no, I do 
not mean that,'' she added hastily, catching his grieved look; 
'' but I used to think it would be so much easit.:r to bear, if I 
only knew what stood between us, Bernard ! " 

" Alas ! that I should ever have caused you what was hard 
to bear ! " said Mr. Huntley, with the same grieved, tender 
look. "But tell you now, indeed, I must: how could I delay, 
with such a stake?" 

Helen sat down on the seat, which yielded a welcome relief, 
trembling as she was with the bewilderment of sudden joy; 
and, placing her hand in his as he sat be:,ide her, waited for 
him to speak, with the trustfulness of a love which neither 
doubts nor fears. 

He raised her hand to his lips, aml nerved himself to the 
effort, on which hung more than life, to his feelings. He told 
her all, as he had toW Frank, softening only the allusions to 
what he himself had suffered, lest he should be unduly biass­
ing her by exciting her compassion-but his tones said much 
he would fain have left unsaid-and then related his unpr<.:­
meditated confidence to Frank, and Frank's arguments to 
convince him that he had been looking at things from too 
morbid, and al marriage from too earthly a point of view. 

l lelen ljstened in silent sympathy, and her hand rested, un­
withclrawn, in his. It may be, that had such a prospect as this 
been placed before her years sooner-when her spirit, untried 
an<l unchastene<l, had as yet not learned to trncc the ueneficent 
purpose or alJ earthly trials and the peculiar adaptation of 
each to the heart it is permitted to o,·ertake-it may be, that 
she would have shrunk from facing it; or that, eYen had her 
love o\'ercome in the struggle, and linked her to Bernard to 
abide the \\'Orsl with him and for him, she might yet haYe 
quailed in secret beneath fears ancl forebodings which she had 
not then learned to cast upon the lap of Providence, and which 
might have gone far lo realize and attract the very evil from 
which she shrank. Hut now it was othern·isc. Iler lot, and 
his whom she loved, must be of (jod's ordering, and, therefore, 
must be good. What then was there to shrink from? And 
the insight :;he thus gained rnto the nolJility, the true h1;roism 
ot' Bernard's character, de<.:pening and justifying her most 
enthusiastic love, nay, reverence, seemed cheaply purchased, 
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now, al the price of years of separation and patience. When 
he enclecl, lier heart was too full for words, and she neither 
spoke nor stirred, not dreaming that he could doubt her heart's 
answer lo that which was truly no question to her. 

"And now," he said, kissing and releasing her hand after 
a moment's pause; then rising to stand Lefore her, and pro­
ceeding in tones of deep but controlled emotion, "do not suffer 
yomsclf to be swayed for a moment by any consideration of 
disappointment lo me, or of the momentary betrayal into which 
l led you of feelings for which, though we should never meet 
again, I shall feel eternally grateful to you. It will be happi­
ness enough for me lo know, that but for "--

" Bernard, Bernard ! " exclaimed Helen, holding out both 
her hands, and looking imploringly in his face. "What can 
you think of me, that I shoulcl love you less, because you need 
il more because you deserve love worth a thousand times 
more than mine?" 

"J\ nd you arc not afraid ? " said he, taking the tremulous 
hands in his, and pressing them tightly as he bent over 
her. 

"Only of being too happy, Bernard," she answered in a low 
voice, meeting his eyes as she spoke. 

" Thl.!11 ( ~ocl has indeed been gracious lo me ! " said J\lr. 
I1u11tley, as he folded her fervently lo his heart. 

"To 1rs," whispered Helen softly; "say to 1ts, Bernard 1" 

Who shall describe the new spring-glory that seemed to 
have fallen on all around, as the two sat side by side, in the 
still, swed spring sunshine, under the leafless but budding 
lime lrl.!cs; reading ea<".h other's hearts deeply and freely for 
the lirst li111e, knowing that henceforward in each the earthly 
!Jlessedness of each must ccnlre? Not this "the glory and 
freshness of a dream," early found, to fade from their path ere 
they had galherl.!d slrenglh to be1r the burden ancl heat of 
the day; but ralher, the glory of ;oul true lovl.!, malurccl and 
pmilied by trial and Sl.!lf-almegation; such luvl.! as alone may 
auiclingly brighten the dark passages of life here, and be found 
worthy of seal and acceptance in heart-searching day-beams 
of the life lo come. . 

" O Bernard," said I lckn al lasl, her eye falling, as she 
lookl.!d up, 011 the daisies springing in the sunshine before 
them, "how little I knl.!w, when I used lo think that happi­
ncs, like this would be too bright for earth,-what the cloud 
would be wl1ich should lernper it! Ilow liLLle I guessed, 
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when Frank bid me think of him when I was happiest, what 
deep cause we should haYe lo do so 1 " 

'' Yes, it has been his doing," returned nlr. Huntley grate­
fully; "all bis doing, under Providence." 

"Under Providence, indeed," said Helen in a low voice. 
"Is it not marvellous tu look back and tra e how all that 
seemed so hard to bear l1as been nothing but the path leading 
us nearer to each other? Dut for these long years of doub1 
and loneliness, I should never have Leen half good enough to 
make you happy "--

" Not good enough!" exclaimed Mr. Huntley. 
'- No, Dernard; you do not know," she continued; "but it 1s 

quite true for all that. And but for the terrible dread which 
fell upon you in your boyhood, who knows that even your 
mother's influence might have saved you from being led away 
like your poor father? You would not wish to have escaped 
even that, now, Bernard?" 

"Now!" said Mr. Huntley, with a brighter smile than 
Helen had ever guessed he could smile before. "That would 
be a poor test ! But I felt sure, long before I could frame a 
reason for it to my mind, that without some deep need so 
terrible a trial would never have been permitted. No doubt, 
the words of my uncle's which I was tempted to resent, as a 
cruel injury, were one means of saving me from the doom, the 
horror of which they first brought before me. And your words 
saved me once, too ! " he added. 

" Mine ? " said Helen in surprise. "When? From 
what?" 

'· Have yon forgotten what you said that day in Richmond 
l'ark, about never yielding our convictions to excited feeling, 
which only blinds us?" replied Mr. Huntley. " Had I then 
yielded, unconvinced as I was, I believe I should have gone 
mad from the feeling that I must deserve to." 

" How lillle I dreamed what you were thinking of! I am 
glad I did not dream," said Helen with a sigh of retrospective 
relief. " I will never again think I could bear things better if 
I could know what is hidden from me I If I ha,l known all 
these years, how could I have borne to think of you, struggling 
and suffering alone? " 

"Or if I had known," said 1\tr. Huntley, looking tenderly 
into the face upturned in such compassion to his, " that I was 
torturing you as well as myself,-instead of rejecting the very 
idea as intokrablc ! " 
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"But you <lo not know how you have helped me, too, all 
these years," sairl I [elen eagerly. " Do you rcmemLer what 
you said that <lay upon the hill, al>out its being cowardly"-­

" Do not talk of the hill!·, said l\Ir. Iluntley with a shudder. 
"And what must you have thought of me that day, Helen?" 

" 1 did not know what to think; I was sure you were un­
happy ; ]J11t that is all past now," :111s wercll 11 den gratefully ; 
"and it is worth while to be unhappy, when srirrow ends in 
such happiness as ours ! " 

".\lay you alll'ays be able to say so," returnee] l\Tr. I luntley 
earnestly. "And doubtless "hat God sends mu,t he good for 
us both; so why should I fe:.ir it for you? It is man's foolish 
p1·i<le, I suppose," he added with a halfmonrnf11l smile, "which 
would fain have his love, unlike all other gifls uestowcd on 
morlals, bring unmixed happiness to her to whom he devotes 
it. But you must teach me to love you mor' humhly, dearest, 
and lo trust you to a higher love th:111 mine. You need not 
teach me to love you gratefully, If den ! " 

The brief brightness of the spring sunshine had already 
faclccl, whcn the two re-enten;cl the little gatc, which they had 
passed with such different fcclings a f,~w hourn before. l lclen 
iclt as if she hacl sincc then li1·ed a lifetime, in whi,.J1 hr.:r life 
and llcrnard's had so ine\trir·alily lilt:nrlcd that sh..: could haYc 
parted with him that momcnl for months, years, for a real 
lifctimc, without a shadow of doubt or fr.:ar as to their certain 
and Jina! re-union. 

"YoLL must Jct me go now," she said, pausing at the g;1te, 
arnl extending her hands in farewell. " I musl go to dear 
Florence. And you must not call me ' I I den' for hr.:r to 
hear now," shc whispered, with a faint l>lush, and a tremor in 
her voice. 

"Nevr.:r, till you permit me," he rr.:plied. "Cod forbi<l l 
should intrude my happincss on hcr sorrow." 

"But I am gbcl clear Frank kn-cw it," shc whispr::retl :l'{Hin, 
tears springing afresh as shc named him. 

With a silent kiss on thc hands he held, 1\ I r. I I untley released 
her; ancl whcn she h:i,l disappeared into the house, turncd 
l>ack to the woods again to endr.:avour, in the cool frr.:shness 
of the evening twilight, to attune his spirit, long nerved to 
struggle and r.:nclurance, to sober contr.:mplation of the purest 
and dcl'pesl lnppiness that life can afford. 

l lclen pau,ccl for a nwmcnt, to dry the tears which might 
attr:i.d Florence\ :1ttr;ntion, l1r:f;1n· she w·nt upstairs t0 rejoin 
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her. Florence must not dream, now, of the revolution in her 
whole life this brief interval had effected. But Helen did not 
calculate on the impossibility of concealment, where so close 
an intertwining of sympathies has place, as existed between 
herself and Florence. Our joys may indeed be shared with 
those from whom our sorrows would be jealously kept sacred ; 
but when hearts have been drawn together in the holy and 
intimate communion of such sorrow and such sympathy as stir 
and interweave the deepest and purest feelings of which they 
are susceptible, then reserve becomes, not only treason to 
friendship, but impracticable treason; for that which a-fl'ccts 
the one, is instincfo·ely felt by the other. 

Helen found Florence sitting where she had left her, "·ith a 
countenance of tearful, rapt serenity, which spoke the impos­
sibility of any consciousness on her parl of the time that hacl 
elapsed. She had been thinking of Frank, and-

" Into her thoughts o[ him time enlcrc,l no!, for il wns nol." 

"Thank you, dear l Iclen," said she, stooping to kiss her as 
Helen sealed herself, according to her wont, on the footstool 
at her friend's feet; "thank you for letting me stay by myself 
this afternoon. I have been thinking '.over all he told me ; 
and though I know he would say it was best to bring down 
the thought of him into my daily life with the little ones, and 
among others, and not to shrink apart to indulge it-and I do 
not mean to, indeed, dear Helen-yet it has done me good for 
once." 

Helen kissed the white, thin hands placed lovingly in her~, 
but she said nothing. Iler heart was swelling with aching pity 
for Florence, with her own happiness, and a passionate yearn­
ing for Frank's sunshiny smile to crown it; and it was all she 
could do to command herself. 

"And have you had a nice walk, dear? Let me see if you 
have got a little colour into those poor, pale cheeks?" said 
Florence, after a few minutes, lifting Helen's drooping head 
between her hands ; but in the twilight she could see little of 
the deep blush her words called up. 

"Yes, dear, it was very pleasant," said Helen, steadying her 
voice with a great effort; "and I have been to see after the 
children ; they have had their tea, and are happy at play dmrn­
slairs. Let me sit quiet with you a little, dearest." 

"Yes, we will sit and think of Frank together," said Flo­
rence, in a whisper, stooping to kiss Helen's forehead again, 
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" Your heacl is hot; you have been walking till you are too 
tired, dear?" she added. 

"No, indeecl," s:1i<l Ifelen, tremulously; but as &he rested 
her arm on Florence's bp, shading her face from her, ancl 
l• lorence kept pa.'ising her rnol hand lightly over her brow and 
hair, the tender affection the touch conveyed unnervecl Helen 
more and more. ft seemed to make it still more unnatural 
for her to have been welcoming such happiness, when the veil 
had just fallen over that of so loving ::tnd beloved a friend ; 
and though she strove with her tears, it was to no purpose 
while that soft touch on her forehood continued. Faster and 
faster they came, and she dropped her face lower and lo\\'er 
to hide them; till at last a sob startled Florence, who bent 
over her in sudden alarm. It was no trille that con kl stir such 
emotion in Helen. 

" Helen, dearest ! wliat is the matter? ,vhat has hap 
pened?" she exclaimed, fearfully, trying to lift up the face 
closely hidden on her knees. 

"Nothing, nothing, indeed! Please do not mind me, cle:u·; 
it is only that I :1111 foolish," said Helen, '.,truggling with he~· 
sobs; but check them she could not, and Florence wali not to 
he so satisfied. 

"Jlut l lelen, clarling, I nm sure sonwthing is the m:itter." 
said Jilorcnce, in a tone of tremulous alarm \\'hich spoke of 
nerves already sorely shaken. "You :ire nol foolish, anrl 
unless you tell me, I shall think something tcrril>k is the 
mntter. 1\ nrl h:ive I not a right to your sorrows, you who 
have shared nil ours?" she whispered, kissing her tearfully. 
"You must tell me -for Frnnk's snkc ! " 

"0 dear Florence, it is nol sorrow!" murmured Helen, 
unal,le, thus adjured, to resist longer. "It \\'as-Uernar<l," she 
added, in the faintest possiule whisper. 

"Hernarcl ! " exclaimed Florence, in a tone of tender tremu­
lous gladness, that went to II eleR's hcnrt. " 0 clenr Helen ' 
I am so glad, w thankful ! It rejoiced dear Frank even to 
think of it ! " And Florenc-e's tears llowcd as fast as Helen's 
now, bLtt still it ,ras she spoke first again. 

" Dear IT elen ! pray! I shall think you arc not happy if 
you cry. Show me a lffight face ! Can you not fancy what 
good it would do me?" And she folded her arms lovingly 
round her. 

"O dear Florence!" said I I ekn, lifting her head at last 
itllll pressing her cheek, bright enough too, wet with tears ,1,, 
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it was, closely to her friend's; "indeed I am very happy about 
Bernard-- but it really pained me to Le happy just now ; and 
I would not have told you for the world--" 

"Not have told me, dear Helen ! " interrupted Florence in 
accents of tenderest reproach. "You did not think I could be 
so selfish as not to be glad for you-and when Frank would 
have been so glad, too ! He told me about it, dearest, the 
night Bernard went away before-though I had almost for­
gotten it again. And he knew how happy you would be. IIe 
was sure you cared for Bernard." 

"Dear Frank ! it was his doing ! " said Helen. "But it 
seems almost cruel to me now, dear Florence, to be happy 
without him." 

"Not without him, dear Helen," whispered Florence; "our 
love will keep him with us, thougb his face is hidden from us. 
I have been thinking of him all the afternoon, and he docs 
not seem far away. And besides, clearest, it does me good; it 
makes me feel as if all bappiness had not gone out of this 
world with my Frank. Even in very selfishness I must be 
glad!" 

"Selfishness ! You do not know what it means," said Helen, 
in a voice almost inarticulate with emotion. 

Little do those who allow their own joys or their own sor­
rows to shut their hearts to the sorrows or the joys of others, 
know how much of pure gladness, how much of deep comfort, 
they forfeit, for lack of those sacred influences of true sym­
pathy which take the narrowness of self from joy, the sting 
of loneliness from sorrow; and \\'hich may be likened to soft 
mists in the atmosphere, now gathering at noon-day to temper 
and soften the burning radiance of the meridian sunshine ; 
now falling at eventide in gentle dews, to revive drooping, 
heart-stricken children of earth. 

When J\Ir. Huntley returned from a long wandering, he 
found Florence and Helen together in the drawing-room ; the 
former lying on the sofa, the latter sitting beside her. Helen • 
did not look round to him as he entered, but Florence held 
out her hand. 

"Dear Bernard," said she, " I have made her tell me, and 
I am more glad than I can tell you, for both your sakes and 
my own besides. And for Frank's sake, too," she added, with 
an effort ; "it was one of his last pleasures to think of it, 
Bernard!" 

l\Tr, Huntley would have found it difricult to reply; hut lw 
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stooped down and kissed Florence for the first time in l1is 
lire; and notwitl1stancling their relationship and long mutual 
inter< hange of l inclness, it nevertheless proved in after-days 
that If den had, a· Frank foretold, indeed found a brother for 
l•lon.:nce. J lelen's frank affection for both supplied a link 
wanting between the two, "·hose characters were somewhat 
too simibr in natural reserve and intensity of feeling to under­
stand one another fully without such intervention. An,l as in 
former years she had thankfully accepted the happiness of 
others as a halm for her own suffering heart, so now was it per­
mitted her to shed, from her own joy a cheering ancl softening 
light upon the deep shadows which the earthly wreck of that 
very happiness had cast upon the lot of her sister-friend. 

Yet it was not on Bernard and Helen's future that the three 
fricnrls dwelt that evening as they communed together in the 
chastened sorrow and chastened joy, between" hich there is 
no gulf, no dissonance. It is selfishness alone which severs 
and jars, and when this is laid to sleep for a season, amid the 
lv,lier and helter emotions of our nature, these may all alike 
meet upon .hallowed ground; some hushed, and others sub­
dued, to peace. 

They talked of Frank-of his goocln<.:ss and his love; of 
his life here, and his life above; of the blcsserl influences dif­
fused by such a spirit, such a life as his, whether that life be 
Jived on earth, or in heaven; and of the duty and the pleasure 
it \\ ould he to treasure and court those influences in their 
hearts, to cl i ffllse them again more widely in their lives; thus 
drawing ever spiritually nearer to him, while the stream of 
tiu1e, too, narrowed between them. 

I loubtlcss there were, in the heart of the bereaved ,rife, 
depths of love and sorrowful yearning which no \\'Ord might 
profane, no friendship fathom; yet even on these a balm mnst 
des<encl from the atmosphere of tenrler sympathy whir h 
encirclecl her; anrl with the friends beside her who so warmly 
loved and appwciatecl him, she could feel, even more comfort­
ingly than in l1er solitary chamber, that he whom her heart 
ar-hed for. was " not far away." 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

SUNSHINE AT LAST. 

·wrap as a mantle round thee 
The gloom thou hast 11ot known, 

Until another's sufferings 
Seem for a time thine own. 

The11 t:J.ke lhc memory with thee 
Into the world again; 

The cloud shall on thy gladness 
l\Iclt in refreshing rain. 

Lays of the S,·a. 

THREE more weeks elapsed before Cissy had sufficiently 
recovered lo allow of Lady Emlyn's return home. Helen 
felt most grateful for the respite; a rdurn to the "·ork clay 
life o[ the outer world must needs be painful, in proportion to 
the depths of feeling stirred by the events which h:we for a 
season secluded us. And now it was not only this, and her 
reluctance to leave Florence to struggle on alone-but for her 
children-in her widowed home, but a more personal feeling 
superadded, which made her shrink from quitting tl1c little' 
sanctuary of love, sorrow, and peace, from whence all petty 
cares aucl worldly fecliugs seemed excluded. Iler affection 
for Bernard Huntley had so loug been treasured in the deepest 
recesses of her heart; her new happiness seemed so sacred, 
no less than precious, up-springing as it did in such different 
scenes from any which generally usher in the realization of a 
long-cherished dream of love, that she shrank, almost as from 
a profanation, from the idea of bringing it forth into the day­
light of common life, to encouuter possibly opposition, cer­
tainly matter-of-fact discussion, surprise, congratulation. Yet 
this must be done a.s soon a.s she should lea.ve Florence. She 
felt almost guilty, as it was, in her silence towards her father 
when he occasionally rode over to see her; and once at home, 
his sanction must be sought. She would not dwell beforehand 
on the fears which old reminiscences called up, as to his 
possihle disapprobation. 

But the time must come, and it came, all too soon to Helen's 
feelings. Florence wisely declined Lady Emlyn's affectionate 
importunities to remove with her children to the Priory for 
weeks, months, tiH she should be better able to face the 
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comparative loneliness of her life-how was this to be hoped 
from seeking to escape it ?-but still her constant visits and 
kindness would do more to break the change of Helen's 
departure than anything else that could be looked for. Flo­
rence did her best to hide how deeply she in her heart felt 
that she should miss the one who harl been beside her through 
all her sorrow; and talked the more, the last evening, of her 
and Bernard's future prospects, and of her own anxiety to hear 
of Mr. J\Iontagu's acquiescence in his daughter's choice, lest 
her friend should sec too nrnch of the l>lank her departure 
would lcavr·. 

Helen, as thc time approached that she must think of it, 
grew more and more uneasy as regarded her father. I fi., 
careless words years since about "young lady nonsense," spoken 
in reference to Mr. l Iuntley, returned to h,uass l1er with ap­
prehension; and might not, must not, his disinclination to 
such a malrh be immeasurably heightened l>y that wl,ich Ber­
nanl himself had all this while regarded as a bar to their 11nion? 
Not that she feared any ass11111ption of parental authority to 
prohibit her marriage. I !er father was too fond of her, ,1s 
well as to() liberal in his views of individual rights uf action, 
for that: l>ut woulcl it not he most painful if his only and 
beloved da11ghkr's m:uriage were to prove a soun:e of unc.1si 
11ess instead of happiness to him? There would he no rest for 
I I elen now, till this point should bi.: sl!ltle<l. 

J\I r. II untley, in compliance with Helen's wish, liad rdurnecl 
to town after a few days and a few more such walks ancl talk~ 
as made I I clen feel that she had never before <lreamecl what 
happiness meant--ancl was occupying l1imsclf in arranging 
l>usiness-matters for Florence. But it was arranged that he 
should accept the old standing anti lately renewed in\'itation 
to the Priory, so as to be there the day after II elen's return 
home. 01,e day she must reserve to open the matter to her 
father; nor was Mr. Huntley t<, make his appearance at 
1 Ia.wk's Nest without permission duly intimakd. Theri.: 
should be no appearance, even, of seeking to force her father's 
consent. 

So, bidding Florence a tearful farewell, and promising, in 
answer to her last reminder the very thought of it would 
else have been swallowed up in the deep emotions stirred 
afresh al parting-lo bring or sencl her the first intelligence 
of the fate of her communication to her father, I I clcn entered 
the carriage sent for her, with lht; feeling of going forth to som,.: 
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new, untried world, from the shelter of a sanctuary which tho 
world entered not. 

It was pleasant, however, to feel how welcome she was at 
home. Her father's greeting-" Well, Helen, I was beginning 
to feel quite lost without you "-spoke volumes; and even 
Mrs. 1Iontagu seemed pleased to have her at home again, and 
asked so compassionately about Florence, and all the par­
ticulars of her loss, that llelen forgot her usual dislike to 
the gossiping tendencies which might haYc some sharc in the 
interest rnaniiestecl. A Yisit from Ida Merton, the same 
afternoon, afforded more full and genuine sympathy. Ida 
could always enter into all her feelings so warmly and deeply, 
that it needed an effort to reserve from her the secret of 
wl1ich the first communication was due to her father; but, 
feeling this, she ontented herself with promising Ida a visit 
next clay. 

Helen hardly knew whether to feel glad or sorry, that an 
engagement of Mrs. Montagu's, to one of her charitable com 
mittees, left herself and her father alone in the evening. The 
nearer it came, the more she dreaded entering on the subject 
which she must open to her father. And as he had much to 
tell her of matters in which he had been engaged during her 
absence, there was ample leisure for her apprehensions to 
magnify themselves before she coul<l find resolution and op­
portunity to begin. At bst, growing desperate, she rose from 
the tea-table, at which she had been seated, not hearing half 
her father was saying; stirred the fire needlessly, while he 
drew his chair nearer to it, still talking about a prospecti,·e 
election; and stood absently leaning on the mantelpiece till 
he paused. 

"Well, that looks well, don't you think?" said he. "\Ve 
may carry Carysfort next time, after all." 

The name somewhat encouraged IIclen. Surely her father 
must recognize, when he fairly considered the subject, :-lr. 
1 Iuntley's indisputable superiority of mind and character, 
which in her estimation placed such a gulf between the two. 
She nerved herself to the effort. 

"I am very sorry, dear papa, I was not listening; I-have 
something to tell you." 

Her suppressed agitation did not escape her father, but his 
wish guided his thoughts-back to l\fr. Cary~fort. 

"\Veil," he said, smiling, "I will forgive your not listening, 
if you will tell me something pleasant." 
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"BuL-I am nfraicl, papa,-] clo noL know," she answered 
in a tone or distress; "and I should be grieved, if you were 
not plcast:d, papa! " 

\Jr. :\Jonlagu lllighl be a lilllc disappointed, seeing clearly 
there was no question of :\ I r. Carysfort; but he did his best to 
hdp her, when nothing more came. 

'· Collle, somclhing maLrilllonial, i; iL? ., said he kindly. 
",\ nrl why ,hould I noL be pleased, if ymt arc? Only J can­
not guess who your knighL may be; he musL certainly have 
kept himself invisible Lhis long while. Or, stay," he added, as 
a sud<lcn IighL flashed upon him; "shall I give a guess, 
I lelcn? \' our friend's cumin, \l r. Huntley? '' 

"Yes, papa,'' sai<l Helen,in a low voice, but somewhat re­
I ieved hy l1cr father's penetraLion. 

"Well, I confess I am surprised, Helen; I cannot fancy 
your preferring him to-howe,·er young ladies, as ,Yell as their 
fatl1ers, must have fancies," said l\Ir. J\I ontagu good-naturedly. 
'' And he is no doul>t a very superior man, if a little too much 
of a book-worm; sound political views, too; I know Sir '\Vil­
l iam thinks highly of him; if he were rather more practical -­
and I suppose through your having been a good deal thrown 
with him latcly,-thcre ! l won't <1uarrcl with you about it, 
I Jelen." 

"Dear papa!'' said Helen, venturing Lo his side and kissing 
him; "but it was not," she added, resorting Lo thl! mantelpiece 
again, feeling Lhat Lhc worst ,rns yet to come, and speaking 
with great effort; " it was not lately alone; it-it is an old 
sLory, papa." 

"Was that the old story?" said her father in surprise. 
"Corne then ' I knew there was one, and J never teased you 
,Yith qucstions then, IIclcn; so the lca,t you can do, is to tell 
me all about it now. ))id you refuse him, or quarrel with hi1n, 
IJefore you went to Brighton that time, and why have yuu 
waiLcd all these years to make it up? I only hope he is no 
lukewarm ',uitur; no one shall have you, I Iden, who docs not 
knuw what I am giving up in parting with you. There 1-I 
must have it all out; sit down on your olcl stool, and I promise 
not to l,Jok at you till you give me leave." 

Mr. Montagu pointed, with a smile, to the stool on which 
I Iden had been used, in her childish days, to sit at his fcet, as 
she would still sometimes do ,, hen they were alonc together; 
cind kclin' that iL musL inrlced ;,\] come out, and that the 
so<mcr it w.1s orcr the bt:tlcr, Helen s tt down and told him 
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the whole story. Iler father's remark as to lukewarm suitors 
led her to dwell more than she might otherwise have done, 
on the struggle and the suffering it had involved to Mr. 
Huntley; and her low, tremulous voice sufficiently told how 
deeply her own feelings were and had been interested. Long 
before she had finished, her father rose from his seat, and 
stood looking down on her with closely rivetted atlention, 
which bespoke no lack of sympathy in that which moved her 
so deeply. 

"And you mean to tell me, Helen," said be in a low, some­
what constrained voice, when she Im.cl broken off with the 
simple "And then be told me," which conveyed so much,­
" you mean to tell me, that, ignorant as you were of the 
motives which prompted such apparently unwarrantable treat­
ment of you, you ha,·e loved l\fr. Iluntley all these years, 
refusing on his account most eligible offers ; and that you are 
willing, desirous, to run the risk-I admit it to be but a risk; 
I always regarded insanity as the disease of weak and ill­
balanced minds-but say, the bare risk, for his sake, of such a 
lot as his mother's ? " 

Ile looked intently at her, as if awaiting the solution of 
some mysterious problem. 

"0 papa, if there were any risk," said Helen, lifting her 
eyes in tearti.11 deprecation to his, "must it not be a thousand 
times worse to think of his having to face it alone?" 

"Then marry him, child, in God's name ! " said l\Ir. l\Ion­
tagu with deep feeling. "God forbid I should come between 
you and a man who loves you, and whom you love, after that 
fashion ! They say men love on<.'! way and women another; 
and on my soul I believe it ! When should I have thought­
but there," he added, returning Helen's tearful kiss of thanks, 
"if he does not consider himself eternally indebted to me for 
giving you up of my own accord in this ,rny, \\·hen I might 
have fought him about you these six months to come, I shall 
never believe in man's gratitude again ! " · 

"I do not think he will be very ungrateful, papa," said Helen, 
smiling Lhrough her tears. 

"Well, and what have you done with your paragon?" asked 
l\Ir. Montagu, smiling. "Is he to be found in the neighbour­
hood, or must I sentl off an express to London after him?" 

"He is coming to the Priory to-morrow, papa," s:.i.id Helen, 
licginning to realiic that her happiness was really safe after 
all i "and I should like you to go over to med him at dinner. 
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1 coulcl arr:111ge it with Lady Emlyn; I must not let her hear 
from any one else"--

" Certainly, very good ! '' said Mr. l\Iontagu. "I am not 
sure, r I ekn, that l shall not feel quite proud of so distin­
gt1ished n. litcmry son-in-law. I should have been vexed if 
you had chosen a man I could not feel proud of for some­
thing!" 

Perhaps this had more to do than even Mr. Montagu knew, 
in reconciling him to a match which he certainly would not 
have seh.:ctcd for the daughter he cherished with pardonable 
pride. 

"And you Lnow, Ilclen," he continued, with a slight return 
lo his man of the world lone, "tell the Emlyns what you like; 
they are people to be trusted; but, beyond that, take my advice. 
Your having been formerly acquainted, and thrown together 
again lately, is r1uite explanation enough for the rest of tl1e 
world. The worst mischief of such things often lies in their 
being talked of." 

1 kkn would not have cared that all the world should know 
that for which sht.: hcrsdf most deeply revcn.:nced Bernard; 
!Jut she could have 110 wish in opposition to her father's, and 
could not !Jut feel that Mm. l\lontagu's talk, to which she well 
knew her l~1ther alluded, woulrl be well escaped on such a 
sul,jecl. flow far it might !Jc possible to induce :.Irs. I\Ion 
tagu lo adhere to I Lclen's wish, that her engagement should 
not yd be announced in the neighbollrhood, was indeed pro­
l,lematic;1 I, but her father promised lo do his best; and, after 
all, if even Florence could rejoice lo hear it, why need any 
sc< rct be n1ade of the matter? So l Iclen resigned herself, 
n1entally, to the probability of .\Irs. l\l onlagn's immediately 
spreading the news among all her acquaintance, as "a thing 
11ut LrJ lie talkl'd of on any account," and, therefore, sure to 
be Lall·ccl of the more; anrl ,vent up to bed, feeling that the 
outer world was not, after all, so tery chilly as she had feared 
to find it. 

J t need scarcely be said with what tender congratL1!ations 
l•lorencc next morning receivt.:d her friend, on her arriring to 
impart the good news before procecJing to tlw Priory, having 
ldt her fatl1cr lo enlighten Mrs. l\Iontagu. I lclen fonnd Flo­
n·n, e in the garden with lier children, helping them to make 
d,1isy-chain.;, :111r! ,1·onclererl if she rc1uem1Jered the incident 
,1 hie h linked I· rank in l1<·r 111111d 11ilh the starry blossoms; 
till Florence said, in the .,oft, tn;mulou.-; lon1.:s in which she 
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always named bim: "Dear Frank used to make daisy-chains 
for the childrell in the Isle of Wight last year ; and they must 
not forget anything he did for them." 

Helen felt thankful to realize, that where every remembrance 
is alike treasured up and dwelt on, instead of shunned, the 
sting is taken from those flashes of memory, "·hich might else 
seem loo grievous for a loving heart to endure. Like all other 
trials, these pangs of remembrance need but be accepted, to 
turn to an absolute ulessing. 

Florence would not let Helen stay with her at all this morn­
ing. She was anxious Louisa should hear of Helen's happiness, 
she said with the faintest shadow of a smile, which half-pained, 
half-comforted Helen; making her think that, perhaps in time, 
Florence might be able to smile one of her own sweet, bright 
smiles again. 

"·what makes you smile, clearest? Have they any suspi­
cion?" said she, a little nervous at the idea of Sir William's 
probable greeting, should he have learned her secret. 

"Not that I know of, dear Helen, or why should I be 
anxious for them to hear? Good-bye, dearest, and be very 
happy!" 

"five weeks to-day!" murmured Florence to herself, look­
ing with serious, tearless eyes after Helen, when the latter had 
driven off, with her eyes full of tears for the friend to whom she 
must not say, "Be very happy ! " in return. "Frank would be 
so glad that I can really feel the happier for their happiness ! 
He said I should !-God bless him ! God bless him!" 

And then tears must come, and the sweet, pale face was 
l1idden in trembling hands, till little hands pulled at her gown, 
and little voices called "mamma" back to her remaining trea­
sures and the daisy-chains again. 

At the Priory, Helen was sho\\'11 into Lady Emlyn's morning­
roorn, the servant saying that he would let his mistress know; 
and she was advancing to Sir William, as she supposed, sitting 
reading behind the newspaper, when the paper was suddenly 
dropped, and her hand seized, but not by Sir William, as the 
reader started up. 

" Bernard ! " she exclaimed, with a tone and look of such 
unmistakable delight, that his grasp and greeting must needs 
redouble their tenderness ; and though she blushed, she by no 
means resented his involuntary lover-like salute. 

"You have seen Florence? That was what made her smile 
just now?'' she asked, smili11g herself, 
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"Yes, last 11igl11 ; I could not help coming a day sooner," 
said l\l r. 11 untky, apologetically. 

" l'a pa was 111usl kind," continued Helen, not se~m1~g 
gn.:ally angered by his disobedience; "he is going to 111v1te 
himself lo dine hen: to-day lo meet you; I came to tell Lady 
Ellllyn." 

"Oh!" said a voice behind Mr. IIuntky-l lelcn had for­
gotten lo look beyond him whl!ll the dl!Cl!itful newspaper was 
wilhclrmrn- " l am sure Lady Emlyn will be Jelighted-rl.·­
lil(lt!l'li, l\l1ss Ikkn ! " ,\nd Llwre stood Sir \rilliam, IJuwing 
and smiling. his eye positively dancing ,1ith glee at her cor:­
fusion. 

!Iden instincti,ely snatched away her hand from Bernard; 
llllt she could nol get out a word. 

"1-I forgot Sir William. 1 beg pardon!" stammered Mr. 
II unlk-y, sc,ucely less confused than hersl!lf. 

"Forgot Sir William! No wonder! Something to forget 
him for, it Sl!ems 1" said that gentleman, maliciously. 

"Sir \Villialll, you arc really too bad ! " said I Iden, trying to 
renn·t,;r herself; hut colouring desperately as she held oul her 
hand lo him, k11uwing it would Le useless to try and run out of 
thc room. 

"./ too l,ad, J\li~s !Jelen!" said he, keeping her hand 
prisoner. " 1\s if I had been doing anything improper ! 
Huntley, my good fcll01r," added he, with a comical face, 
"your presence --·don·l you sec ?-cmbarrasscs Miss J\lontagu. 
I )o me the favoLtr to hasten to the conservatory, and tell Lady 
Emlyn she is wanlccl here directly! " 

"Now do you 1rcan to tell me," said Sir William, when Mr. 
l lu11Lley, nothing lolh had clepartcd to execute the commis­
:,ion, '' that my old romance is coming true, Miss Helen?" 

"\Vhat can I knuw a!Jout your old romances, Sir 1Villiam?" 
she replicd, reco,ering a little now Bernard was out of sight, 
and trying \:tinly to extricate Iici: hands, which Sir William 
kt;pl hukl of: lo secure a full luqk of her face. 

" I )on'l equivocate, 1\1 iss I I clt:n ; that is wrong ! " said Sir 
\Villialll. " I lave you repented of neglecting your Juty all 
these years, and arc you going to marry I I untley after all ? " 

"l don't know; I have not said anything about marrying 
yet ; " said I lcll!n with an air of grave consideration. 

"Miss J fdcn ! Don't exasperate me!" exclaimed Sir Wil­
liam. "Are you engaged to him?" 

"Why ~omething like it I belit;ve ! " said Helen, \\ith a. 
( <,; 
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sparkle of the old mirth in her eye ; the fun m Sir William's 
was irresistible. 

"You arc ! Then -dear me 1 " said he, suddenly rdeasing 
her, as Lady Emlyn and lVIr. Huntley entered the room. "I 
must take care what I am about now ! You came in a great 
hurry, I think;" he added, turning lo his wife. 

" I thought you wamted me directly," said she, turning with 
a smile to greet Helen, pleased to see her husband in his 
wonted gay spirits, which the loss of his friend had greatly 
over-shadowed of late. "What is the matter, Helen, 
clear?" 

" 0 dear Lady Emlyn, it is all Sir William ! " said Helen, 
half-amused and half-distressed. 

"All Sir William! Huntley, I appeal lo you ! " exclaimed 
Sir William in tones of injured innocence. "Now I leave it 
to you to state the case "--

" Sir William," cried Helen, if you do not go away this 
rnoment, I will not speak to you for a week ! I came to sec 
Lady Emlyn and not you!" 

"Not me-oh I know that!" he returned. "Well, let me 
know when I may come back; I will take all possible care of 
him ! " and he followed Mr. Huntley, who, exchanging a glance 
with Helen, had already left the room. 

"Why really, dear Helen, there seems a mystery this morn­
ing!" said Lady Emlyn, with her bright, pleasant smile, when 
they were left alone. 

The mystery was soon unfolded; and Lady Emlyn was as 
delighted as Helen's natural liking for sympathy could desire. 
Nor was it very long before the gentlemen were re-admitted, 
when a slight change was made in Helen's proposed plan; she 
being herself kept prisoner at the Priory-whether she would 
or no, Sir William said-and an invitation despatched to l\fr. 
and J\lrs. 1\Iontagu to dine at Lhe Priory. Helen added a note 
for Ida, brief enough, but quite sufficient to more than make 
up to Ida's affectionate feelings for the loss of the promisc(l 
visit; and Mr. Huntley proposed to be the bearer of both 
missives, if Sir William would lend him a horse. 

"A horse ! A dozen ! Only loo happy ' " returned Sir 
William. "I must make hay whilst the sun shines, now ! But 
don't be jealous, Huntley; I promi c good behaviour,-when 
you are not here lo set me a bad example." 

"Really, William, I hope you will recover a little before this 
evening," said Lady Ernlyn; or what will l\Irs. :tliontagu 
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think ? Ue is worse than usual to-clay, 1s he not, dear 
!Iden?" 

" If possible ! " said l\Ir. Huntley, with a smile, coming to 
1 kkn's assistance. 

"Two to one ! I must look out now ! " said Sir "William. 
"Come, Huntley, let me despatch you, before I am utterly 
annihilated ! " 

So Mr. Huntley was carried ofl~ and duly despatched, and 
Sir William returned to !Joast of having expelled the enemy. 
In the afternoon, he insisted on having Helen to take a walk 
with him, and sending Louisa to sec Florence alone; and 
finding him, as they said, perfectly unmanageable, the ladies 
gave him his own way, Louisa charging Helen to get him into 
better order by dinner time. 

"Now, J\Iiss Helen," said Sir William, before they had 
walked very far, "don't call me very imperLincnt; but I shall 
have no peace till 1 know why you were not engaged to 
II untky ages ago? If you do not tell me, I shall only have 
to whcedh: it out of Louisa, or get at it in some underhand 
way; so ha<l you not better save me the trouble?" 

J [ dvn laughed, almo~t in spite of herself, at Sir \Villiam's 
air or comic clctermination, but only for a moment. 

"l\ly dear Sir \Villi;i,m," said she carneslly, "you must know 
I could not call anything impertinent that you might say or 
do ; you have long been too kind a friend for that." 

"\Veil, I hope so," said Sir William, pleased. "Then tell 
me, like a good girl, what the hitch was. To lcll the truth, I 
lw.ve been owing Huntley half a grudge all these years, not 
sure whether he hacl behaved quite well to you,-though you 
know, at first, I thought it was you ill-using him-and, you 
sec, I should not like to owe your husband a grudge for 
anything." 

"No, indeed yrm must not," said Helen, with tears in her 
eyes, at the bear thought of Bernar:d's being blamed for what 
did him SLlt h honour, and premising her father's wisl1 that it 
should go 11!/ farther, she told Sir William in a fow words what 
he II i.,hccl lo h1ow. 

f J e look eel very grave at first; but when she came to Frank's 
intervention, his face !Jrightcnecl again. 

"So Frank thought it was safe for you? \\'ell, r know no 
one whose opinion I would sooner have Ltken on any point," 
said he, when she had clone. "Besides, if we once begin shy­
ing at possibilities, we might soon all make ourselves miserable 

C r· 2 
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for the rest of our lives. No; Hope, or as Frank would have 
said, Trust, is the true motto ! Poor Frank, to think of his 
not being here to help us all make merry over you, l\liss 
Helen. His was always the brightest face among all the 
bright ones ! " 

" It was, indeed," said Helen, tearfully. 
" Now, now, Miss Helen, I am not going to have you cry 

to-day," said Sir William, kindly; ":1nd I promise to owe 
Huntley no more grudges. On my word, knowing what men 
are, I don't believe there is one in ten thousand that ,rould 
have acted like him. Frank was :1nother who would, bnl I 
don't know a third. There, are you satisfied ? " 

"And I will not make any speeches about yourself, l\Iiss 
Helen,"-he continued, sufficiently answered by her pleased, 
grateful look. 

"No, pray, Sir Wilham,'' interrupted Helen, imploringly. "I 
really could not st:md any just now." 

"Ah I by-the-by, I may keep them for Huntley," he re­
turned, with the merry look in his eye again, and having no 
idea of producing his prisoner with pale cheeks at dinner-time, 
proceeded to talk ber into spirits again; and led her such a 
ram blc through ,mods and fields, as effectually brought back 
the rnses he desired to see. 

The dinner, which Helen rather dreaded, passed off most 
happily. A few words which her father contrived to whisper 
to her before it was announced, together with his manner to 
l\Ir. Huntley, set her quite at ease, as to the footing on which 
he already stood with his future son-in-law; and i\lrs. '.\Ion­
tagu, who was at first doubtful how to receive the news of the 
engagement, had been so much flattered by l\Ir. Huntley's 
peculiar! y courteous and deferential manner, and by the invita­
tion to the Priory, that on her arrival she was only waiting to 
be talked Ol'er by somebody into a state of genuine approba­
tion. For l I den's refusal of l\Ir. Carysfort had been a set-off 
against the similar insult to her nephew; and she had some­
what softened to I Iden of late, and was not wholly insensible 
to the romance: of the long ~ecret attachment which might 
now be inferred; so Lady Emlyn's sincere and assiduous 
congratulations, and polite attentions to herself, finished the 
business; and when the ladies retired togetl1cr, after dinner, she 
very cordially embraced and wished her step-daughter joy, con­
siderably to the relief of the latter, for any jar must have been 
painful on such an occasion. 
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Nay, when the genllemen joined them, Mrs. l\fontagu 
actually deigned to intimate most gmciously to l\Ir. Huntley, 
tlulL she believed their dear Helen to he in the adjoining 
music-room ; and no one was much surprised that music did 
not follow his adjournment thither. 1l wa~ not till coffee had 
come ancl gone, anrl tea was server!, that .\fr. l\fontagu looked 
n, as if by chance, lo the silence of the musi<' room. 

"Birds 11own 1 " said he lo Lady Emlyn, coming back with a 
sm ile. "1\rt.: you in the st.:cret? '' 

"No, indeed,' saicl she, a little surprised. 
"Oh ! dear,'' sairl Mrs. J\lontagu, with her little affected 

laugh, of whir·h it was too much to hope that she should 
ever lrJse the habit now. "A romantic moon light walk, I 
suppose!" 

" Romantic! I doul.Jt not," said Sir \\"illiam, shaking his 
head. " r can guess where they arc gone. Over to the 
Cottage to poor Littleton',," he added, in explanation to ;\Tr. 
;\lontag11, "to sec her, poor thing!" And he turned away to 
the window, 1.Jy which Frank had so often "taken them by 
storm," as he called it, in just such moonlight as thi~. 

Sir William was right; and Hc:len and l\Ir. Huntley were 
now retracing their steps in the bright moonlight, as hlowly 
ancl .ilmost as silently :1s they had threaded the glark:; of the 
park, on the afternoon whid1 rn.:ithcr of them woul<l ever 
forget. But if silent, they were nol sad. Their happiness, 
deep and serious in its tone, made them feel more thoroughly 
at home, than as yet, at least, they coulcl elsewhere fed, in the 
atmosphere of 1'lorencc's bereaved, hut not desolate, home, 
and of her sympathy chastened, but not chilled, by grief; and 
!Iden purposely directed their walk, that they might return 
by the litLle stretch of chisicd sward beneath the lime-trees. 
Both paused, almost on the self-same spot as once before, and 
Mr. 1 lllntley laid a hand tenderly on that which rested on ]fr; 
arm, hut neither spoke for some mrnules. 

" Bern:11 d,'' said I I clcn, al length with tremulous earnest­
ness, "if l were to lose you, or you me, could we bear it as 
Florence docs?" 

" I )ea.rest, there arc partings far worse than death! " he re­
plied, looking down on her with the serious smile which always 
seemed to her lo be shining from the depths of his soul. 
"\Ve coulcl never lose each other now!" 

" No, that is true ! '' she returned, in a voice tremulous no 
l.01wcr; :rnrl thry walker] on, in the pmc, still moonlight 
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across the little spread of daisied sward, with its countless 
night-closed blossoms. 

* * * * * 
A few months later, Helen Hunlley sat, for the first time, 

beside the fire in tlie old home-no longer desolate now-to 
which its master had brought his Lride, after six weeks' ramble 
among Swiss mountains. Her husband stood near her, before 
the fire, but not looking at that. 

"Now I do feel as if I had just dropped into my proper 
place in the world," said she, looking up with a quick, bright 
smile. " Those books and papers of yours look like some­
thing to work at for our livelihood-we have no right to be 
happy on idleness-and this very arm-chair feels as if made 
for me, Uernarcl ! " 

"l\1y mother's arm-chair!" said Mr. Huntley, with his 
serious smile and look of deep love, answering Helen's bright 
one. 

"Oh, I am glad ! " said Helen, laying her hand reveren­
tially on the arm of the chair, feeling almost as if it wen: on 
the hand which must so often have rested there. "I am only 
afraid of one thing, Bernard," she added, looking up after a 
moment. "You almost frighten me sometimes; you must 
promise not to spoil me ! " 

" Indeed I could not afford to," he returned, taking both her 
hancls in his, as she stood up beside him, looking up into his 
face, half pleadingly, half in jest. "Even though I may think 
there is not much danger, it will be as well not to try. But 
how ahout me; am I to be spoiled?" he added with a smile. 

"Would you like to be?" she returned, playfully. 
" No ! " said Mr. Huntley, kissing her, gravely anc.l tenderly. 

"We will do better than spoil each other; "·e will help each 
other in our home here, to grow fit for our home beyond, 
Helen!" 

"Vve will, we will, Bernard 1 " was Helen's tearful reply; 
but it is well with them who are as happy when they smile, 
as Helen was, notwithstanding her tears. 
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TIIE WIDOW AND llli.R CHILDREN. 

Let the ,oul deeply engrave in its belief this answer to the oft-recurring 
question, "\Vhy am [ lhtt> tried?" /!,•m11st !his a///idion, and 110 otlw·, 
C{lll/d S<IV<! lhtl', 

MRS. IT. 13. STO\\'E, 

,vi,: must now return to Florence Littleton, striving, in the 
loneliness of her early wiclowhood, to subdue her aching heart 
to that full acq11icscence in the lot assigned to her, which she 
clecmcd it an imperatin: duty to yield. 

Nor \\'as thc struggle the sorest in the early days of her trial. 
On her heart, too, after Frank's death, had fallen that hush of 
more than carL11ly stillness, which we may well believe to be 
diffused liy the presence of the angels whose mission it is to 
\\ekome the freed spirit 011 the threshold of its new lifc, ancl 
whi"h so softuh the grief it cannot wholly heal, that we arc 
al first tcmptecl to ask if this indce<l be grief, or no. But the 
blcs~ccl calm must f.idc aftcr a scason, as she returned to the 
sphcre of outward life: .md especially \\'hen Helen's marriage 
and rc1110\'.tl ucprived hcr of the comfurt of sympathy such as 
none else could afford, there were hours when she again felt, 
with little short of despair, that it was impossible to realize 
in her he,nt ::md hcr life the comfort of the truths her intellect 
acknowledged. 

Still these were only hours, and the unwavering acknow­
lulgmcnt was mu, h ; and she struggled on, not forgetting 
,\ here an<l how to seek thl' help which is never sought in vain, 
against the selfishness of sorrow which alone could poison the 
possession of the many treasures still left to her; while her 
one chief lreasurc had but le(t her for a home in which sorrow 
could not touch him, and sin of hers alone sever him from her. 
There arc, indeed, ,1s eYen she could feel, partings far, far worse 
than death ; and the dread lest shortcomings of her own 
should build up a harrier between them, proved often a stronger 
incentive than any other to exert herself against the indulgence 
of grief, which she ad111itted to be a practical repining against 
Providence. It was such comfort, too, to think of Frank's 
happiness ! She needed but the command of a few hours of 
solitary thought, to !?ring back her spirit to submission and 
thankl'ulm ss for the ltme, 
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She had been long accustomed to look to the other world as 
to a home,-a home not shrouded in the vague mist of uncer­
tainty, which, to many, renders it a land of shadows indeed, 
wrapping the loved one from sight, and almost from thought, 
of those left behind ; but a home of many mansions, with 
all the familiar features and realities of this 1rorld restored, 
only transfigured and spiritualized like those who enter it; in 
which the desires of all hearts lind fruition, anrl all faculties of 
every individual mind find that scope for free and fruitful 
exercise, in which-and not in inaction-lies their true rest. 
In this home, Frank was not, therefore, as one lost to her. 
She could still think of him as leading a life of active ancl 
progressive usefulness in the wider and purer sphere which he 
had now entered ; as devoting, there, as here, hut more 
perfectly, his affections and energies to the sen ice of l Iim 
who reigns here as there, would men but learn to recognise the 
workings of His providence; as living, loving, and labouring 
like herself, though apart from hers If, save only that he was 
freed from the thraldom of pain or weariness ; and perpetually 
treading on in the path which would blend again with hers 
when l1cr earthly probation should be accomplished. It needed 
but time to think this out, to secure afresh a glimpse of heayen­
like peace, even amidst her darkest hours; and these glimpses 
sustained the flagging hope that such peace might, in due time, 
be lastingly achieved. 

And as she struggled on, there dawned upon her mind by 
degrees a new light, unveiling the need within herself of 
this, the great trial of her life. Not till Frank was gone, 
and she began to address herself without him to her remaining 
duties, could sl1e be led to feel how completely she had allowecl 
the qucst10n, "\Yould Frank like it?" to supersede the true 
touchstone, "\Vould it be right?" Not till her e:wthly prop 
had been removed, could she discern how much, in relying 
upon his counsel and guidance, she had lost the habit of 
trusting to and seeking that higher guidance, \Yhich alone can 
never fail. She had, in fact, been well-nigh making an idol 
of her husband ; ancl from such idolatry how should she ha,e 
been saved, except by one of two trials-either by losing him, 
as she had lost him; or by awakening to discover the weak­
ness, the worthlessness, of the staff she leaned on? And who 
that has ever loved, will doubt that the former must he rccog-. 
niscd as Heaven's tenderest blessing, when comp:ired ,yith the 
agony of the latter? Florence never donbte<l; and seeing 



TJTE \Vmow ANJJ HER CHILDREN. 393 

clearly now what specifir, evil in herself she must strive to 
overcome, lidort! she could hope for rt!union with Frank-that 
she must lt!am to put him second, and God's will first-it 
ht.:came easier to strive ; and by slow degrees the heavy cloud 
began to lift and lighten, till she could again feel her love for 
Frank, ancl her remembrance of their past happiness mingled 
wilh hopt.: in the future, to be the richest and choicest of her 
earthly blessings. 

Il may well bt! imagined, how, as the strife of soul subsided, 
which all must in some degree t!xpcrience when called on to 
part from those they truly love, Florence's affections entwined 
tlwmsdves with tenfold fervour round the children in whom 
Frank's love and Frank's smile seemed anew to shine upon 
her; and, IJy degrees, all her earthly hopes ancl aims centred 
in them with an absorbing tenderness, which scarcdy left 
room for any void in her life, lint what was ea,y to till with the 
aid of palien<"'.c and of prayer. 

\Vlwn I lelen and her husband came, in the early spring, 
to spu1d with her the anniversary season of her loss, lklen 
1nnrvcllccl at the sncnity and cheerfulness, the power of 
l'nll'ring into her childn:n's enjoyments, which this one year of 
steadfast, patient endeavour had achieved for Floren<"'.e. 

"But is it not very hard sometimes, dearest?" asked Hekn, 
tearfully, one day, when they had been talking of the past. 

"No, dear, not now: it was at first," said Florence, the tears 
sl'1rling in her eyes as she spoke; " but now, when I cannot 
think happily of him, I go to the children, to teac:h them, or 
play witb them ; and if they are asleep, I sit and look at them, 
and think or all I mu£t do for them, to make up for his being 
gone : and how could I be so ungrateful as to repine, with so 
much left? Especially when I know how it would grieve 
Frank lo think of my saddening Franky and Florry's bright 
little faccs, l,y always wearing a sad one myself. Look ! here 
they come! Mamma's darlings! • My own!" 

And when I lelen saw the look of loving delight with which 
she kissed and caressed her living treasures, she could better 
rcaliw that it was not so very hard! To love and be loved is 
lht.: heart's great want; a sphere of usefulness, the healthy 
spirit's great need : and in both of these respects her friend 
was still blessed above many who yet are happy in life ; without 
counting the treasure laid up for her in heaven. 

If Helen had a fear for her friend at this time, it wa,; lest 
\1t.:r intcnsl.! lov(: for her childrl!n should hereafter spoil tht.:m, 
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by blinding her to the possibility of their lnving faults; but 
as yet they really seemed unspoilabk. In little Frank's eyes 
there beamed his father's almost angelic smile; and a similar 
sweet seriousness of disposition heigbtenccl the magic of the 
resemblance. Florry seemed to have inherited more of Frank's 
playful buoyancy of spirits; and the two together formed as 
charming a picture of childhood's innocent beauty, as mother's 
heart and eye could desire. No wonder that Florence almost 
worshipped them ! 

With what self-reproach she now looked back to her first 
selnsh wish to die with Frank, which would have left these 
treasures to the care of strangers ! With what a pang, when 
she hau asked and won Helen's cager promise to be as a 
mother to her darlings, should anything remove herself, she 
realized what must yet be the gulf between any love even her 
dear Helen could possibly bestow, and her own love for them ! 
\\'ere they not her ow11 ! 

Helen left her friend with a lightened heart; and as tlic 
spring and summer passed on, and Florence's letters ,,poke of 
her little ones' felicity in childhood's paradise of cowslip-ba 11s 
and strawberry-gatherings, and pony-rides--Sir William's kind­
ness had provided the ponies-it might really seem as if 
she were no less happy than tbemscll'es in their lwppincss, 
and in the thought how it would please Frank to :-;cc lhem 
enjoy themselves together. 

The summer passed on; and early in A11gust the Emlyn, 
must needs leave the Priory for a time, to join the Castletons 
in a yachting excursion, to which Frederick said that he had 
treated himself as a reward for his long derntion to agricul­
tural pursuits; and as Cissy and the "encumbrances" were 
sure to be sea-sick, al least at first, Louisa must perforce 
come and help him take care of them. She was loth to leave 
florence; but the latter would not hear of her staying on her 
account. What would Frank think of her, if she could not Le 
happy with their children for a couple of months? 

It always puzzled Lady Emlyn that Florence could speak 
of Frank as she did. It could not be want of feeling, for wl10 
ever loved more devotedly? Yet were she to lose her own 
husband, Louisa felt as if she could never speak of him without 
anguish; and must it not needlessly sadden the children's 
little lives to hear everything associated with their dead father? 
However, it was dear Florence's way, and must doubtless 
be right; and so she took leave of her with kindness re 
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doubled, to ::itonc for the tr::insient reeling Florence's words 
hacl stirred. 

"No, I want nothing else," murmured Florence, her eye 
resting 011 the little p::iir at 1,lay in the garden. '' Nothing 
else, my own treasure, ! " 

,vas lhat loving, gentle heart henceforlh to rest at peace, in 
the shadow of th(: comfort so grntefully (:mlirace<l? 

It might seem strange that it is just such as Florence whom 
we so often see exposed to repeated shocks o{ severest trial, but 
for the rememLrance that the higher and purer the nature, the 
less can its internal necessities of purification be judged of from 
without. Ami it has been mistakenly supposed, that a mother's 
love is less exposed to the taint of selfishness th::in other lrnman 
affe, tions. "The trail of the serpent is over them ::ill ;" and 
it may well Le doubled, \\'l1ether maternal Jon:, as involving 
the slrongesl possible sense of property in its oLject, is not 
more especially open than ::iny other to the danger of being 
thereby misled. Not that a child can be 10\·ed tocJ \\·ell, 
but il may he loved too selfishly: too much as 011,,.s 01, 111; too 
little ::is one of lhe children of lhe Father in he:iven : too 
much as a source or present happiness; too little ::is a sacred 
trust, to be rl'nclere<l ;H'< ount of in the end. 

But few days had elapsed after the departure of the Emlyns, 
Lefore Florenr-e was 111::icle uneasy l>y lhe sudden indisposition 
of her little girl; and the s;1me evening, little Frank was simi­
larly, though more slightly, attacked. Cholera had been 1,re­
vaknt that su11imer; and though little beyond the milder 
fo11ns of lhe disease h::id bt·cn lnown in the neighLourliood of 
X--, there had been enough of sickness, and even death, 
from these, to rcnclcr the mother's heart keenly alive to the 
first lhrob of alarm. N CJr 11'aS her alarm decreased lJy the in­
junrtions of .\Jr. .\lorlinwr, Frank Lillleton's 1111.'()ical successor, 
to l,eqJ up tlw <'hilclren's strength, as he did nrit think them 
constitulionnlly very strong; thaugh, he arldcd, they were 
Loth so slightly attacked, th::it there was no present cause for 
une::isiness. 

But their indisposition continued and increased, especially 
little Florence's; and though CVL'n hers was still not very 
severe, it was (IIJvious, from the mpid wasting of her strength, 
that the doctor was right, ::it least as regarded her. Little 
Frank 11•::is so much more still :mcl patient a child, that the 
illness seemed to take less hold on him; but the vague feeling 
or alarm, whi<'h had from the first possessed itself of Florene~, 



T1rn \V1•:un1Nc; GUESTS. 

tightened at her heart as she watched and tended her eldest 
child-the "second Florence "-whose advent had been so rap­
turously hailed, as the crowning joy in the cup then full even 
to the brim. Yet for all that, though she might not yet know 
it herself, it was little Frank, the image of his father, the last, 
choicest pledge of their deep mutual happiness, who lay nearest 
to the mother's heart; and thankfolness for his slighter suf­
ferings helped to sustain her hopes. Perhaps she feared the 
less for little Florence, because the fear would not have been 
so terrible as that which she was thus far spared. 

Three more days passed away, and who shall describe their 
sadness to the tender mother? No more pattering of fairy 
footsteps, no more ringing of childish laughter about house or 
garden; no more rosy night-long slumbers, deep and calm as 
none but childhood's are. Little faces clouded and paled by 
suffering and weariness; restless tossings; tearful petitions to 
get up and run about, or go into the garden-" for a little, just 
only for a little;" broken slumbers scarcely less restles,; than 
the long, sleepless hours; and little hands growing thinner an(l 
whiter day by day. 

Yet there were still, through all, gleams of such pr cious 
joy as only a mother's heart, so tried, could eYer know. '' Poor 
Florry is so tired of lying in lled; go and sil lly her, mamma, 
she wants you most!" or, ' 1 will lryto be 11uid, dear mamma; I 
am not so goodas Franky, though he is lhe least ! "-were words 
which must bring tears of grateful tenderness to the loving 
eyes, which rested with such mournful, passionate tendernesss 
on each of the little treasures by turn. 1\ncl happily, she had 
little time to think; she had barely time to snatch. now :1rnl 
theu, a needful hour of rest, when both rhanced to he asleep 
at once; but if Franky chanced to w:1ke before her, he neYer 
failed to promise to be so, so good, if only nurse woul,l nut 
wake poor clear rnamma ! 

On the fourth day, there could be no doubt that little 
Florence was sinking fast. All that ]\fr. l\Iortimer, and another 
medical man, whom he had of his own accord brought over 
from X--, could say, was, that while the child could t:1ke 
the nourishment that was given her, there was still hope that 
she might rally. Florence well knew how slender was the 
thread of hope thus held out to her; and sat down, with des­
perate calmness, to write the truth to fielen, to whom she had 
as yet told nothing more th:1.n that her children were unwell ; 
l◊-th to stir the an.'iety, or cloud the happiness, of her friend, 



T,m \V1uow Ahl) 1rnR Cu1L1>1rn::--. 397 

in her joy over her own firstborn treasure, bnrely a month 
old. ]Jut now, if her fear were to come true, Helen must be 
prepared to learn it. 

" I hope it is not wrong," she added, after briefly explaining 
how things stood, "but I feel as if I could bear it better than 
if it \\'ere little I• rank. I le alwa) s seems my own Frank over 
again ; nnd Corl will help me to comfort him and myself, if 
this sorrow comes upon us." 

lt may well be guessed how little such words expressed the 
pang at the heart of her ll'ho wrote them ; but she felt the 
need of keeping herself firm and strong for her darlings' sake, 
and barely trusted herself Lo tl1ink as she wrote. Then she 
hurried back to her post. 

".l\fammn," snid little Frnnk's wenk, gentle voice ns she 
went in ; "is I• lorry asleep? She does not answer me to-day." 

"No, darling, not asleep," said Florence, tremulously; "but 
she is very wenk, and it tires her too murh to talk." 

The childn.;n's beds had both been brought into the room in 
which their father had died, as the pleasantest and airiest the 
house afforded ; and their mutual aflection hacl rendered it so 
great a pleasure, when well enough, to talk to each other and 
share their little amusements, that there had been no thought 
of p.:irting them, especially as Florence could thus l>e with both 
at once. But now she turned to ask Mr. l\Tortimer, in a voice­
less whisper, if one of them had not better be moved into 
:mother room? II is assent and ad\'ice that it should be little 
I· Iorence, as she was hardly conscious enough to feel it, she 
felt as a death-warrant. 

But when little Frank discovered their intention, his pathetic 
entreaties frustrated it. fie feared he had been naughty in 
calling to Florry, ancl nothing could pacify his remorseful tears, 
till they promised not to move her. 

"\Vhen he is asleep, by-and-by," 1\Tr . .l\fortimer whispered; 
lrnl Flo1n1ce forgc>t the injunction.in the breathless night-watch 
that followed. 

Sinking, sinking, sinking! Florence knew too well that 
gr.1dual ebbing aw;1y of life; she had watched it in that room 
before; and somehow, through that dreary night, it seemed 
dimly to comfort her that it was there she was watching. The 
S[>herc of Frank'., presence which, to her feelings, always per­
vaded it, seemed lo soothe the throbbing agony at her heart. 
There, better than elsewhere, she could picture him by her 
side, whispering words of comfort in her ear; telling of the 



Trrn WEDDING GUEST:-;, 

child's bright waking in the pure and sinless atmosphere of the 
better land; reminding her once more that it was " but for a 
little while." And who, in sooth, dare mourn for a child, fall­
ing asleep so to awake? How durst she even pray that it 
might be averted, or offer any prayer but one? " Thy Will be 
done!" 

Then she would steal aside for a moment, to comfort herself 
by a glance at her safer treasure. Little Frank was often awake 
that night; but he ne,·er sought to detain her from "poor 
Florry;" and his serious, half-pitying eyes, reminded her more 
than ever of his father's, when he said, " Kiss Florry for me, 
l\lamma," as if he knew that he should himself kiss her no 
more. 

:'llorning found Florence raining silent tears over the wax­
like form, from whence the child-spirit had slumbered gently 
away into eternity; silent tears, lest her grief should disturb 
the slumbers of her other treasure; but resistless, till little 
Frank's voice called " Mamma." 

"I will go and speak to him," said :.'llr. l\Iortimer, compas­
sionately. IIe had been in and out many times during the 
night, having other patients; and had just returned when all 
was over. Florence profited by the respite to wipe away the 
kars which Franky must not see, till she could nerve herself 
to break the truth to his chiklish apprehension; and then, with 
one long kiss on the little lips that could return it no more, she 
turned away to little Frank's bedside. 

"Here is l\Iamma, darling," said she, kissing him, and he 
opened his eyes with a smile of pleasure, but so languidly, that 
she looked hastily at the doctor, who was feeling the child's 
pulse on the other side. He did not meet her eye ; and 
whispering a few directions to the nurse, turned to leave the 
room. 

Dut Florence was beside him in the passage in an instant, 
her white lips framing the question she had no power to 
utter. 

" I am afraid your little boy is not so well this morning," he 
said, with so much reluctance, that the words bore double 
meaning to the mother's ear. " But let me advise you to lie 
down now; you must be quite worn out," he continued, feel­
ingly. "1 have told the nurse all that is needful, and you 
may find him beller when you wake." 

Florence shook her head. Sleep, ,1 ith this new, unspeak­
able dread upon her! But she thanked him mechanically for 
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lhe kindm:ss intcnd1::d, and returned to little Frank, feeling as 
if a lw.ml of ice had been crushed down upon her heart. 

It was but too true that, in the last twelve hours, the boy 
had grown r.tpidly wor,e, as the broadening daylight now 
more plamly ~howecl her; hut who could have had the heart 
to intimate it to the mother, watching the last moments of her 
otlwr child? She shed no tears now; the very power of 
111::eping scemed frozen within her. 

"!llamma,'· whispered the child--how faint the little voice 
was growing !-" Nurse told doctor Florry was gone. Is she 
gone to dear papa?" 

" Y l!S, my darling," answered Flon::nce, breathlessly. 
"AlHl <lid you go with her, Mamma?" asked the child. 
"No; I stayl!d to take can: of Franky," she replied, in the 

same lireathl<:ss whisper. 
" llut how could she go all that way by herself, Mamma? 

She was so little ! " said Franky, with a look of half-awed 
compassion in his grave little eyes. 

" Not hy hcrsclf; darling," said lilorenc<:, her heart wrung 
with growing fears by tlw child\ strange questioning. "God 
:;ends I l is IJ<:autiful angels to take care of little chilcln.:n on the 
way." 

"Ilow nice! So then you could stay with me, l\Jamma ! " 
s;tid the child, nestling his ch<:ek to hers, and closing his eyes. 
Jlut presently he opened them again. 

"\\'ill Lhe beautiful angels come for me, Mamma, when I go 
to dear pap:1 ? " 

"\'es, dearest," whispered Florence, the agony tightening at 
l1et heat t with every worcl. The little eyes closed again with 
a pleased smik, and the child said no more. 

\Ve pass over the hours that followed; hours during which 
the mother felt as a swimmer may feel, dinging for life to the 
last spar of the wn.:ck; conscious that with every moment his 
power or grasping it is chi.Jing slowly, but surdy, away. 

l >ay was ag.iin waning when Fi-anky opened his eyes, and 
rntirmur<:d: '' The angels are coming, l\Iamma.'' 

\Villi ice-cold lips, l• lorence ]Jent over him yet closer, and 
pressed a long, long kiss to tlw little fluttering lips which even 
th<:n secmc(l trying to meet hers; but when she rose up again, 
they wc11' still. 

Un, onsci()us of the lap,e of time, Florence was standing, 
late thal night, b<:sidc Lhe bcd on which now lay, side by side, 
l<Jvclicr if pr)';sible in death than in life, th<: tender forms of 
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her heaven-claimed treasures. She had shed no tear, and was 
conscious of no definite feeling but the death-like chill which 
had fallen upon her heart in the morning, deepening and deep­
ening till all seemed numbed within her. But before her there 
seemed passing the while two distinct trains of thought, almos 
like pictures unrolled to her sight. 

Above, she seemed to see the bright, new life into which her 
little ones had entered; the flower-wreathed, music-gladdened, 
angel-guarded path, which stretched far away into the tearless 
future before them. 

Below, she seemed to see herself in her desolate home, 
wandering from room to room, from house to garden, looking 
everywhere, and listening, as if oeeking the little faces and the 
little voices which had filled it with sunshine and music-look­
ing, listening, in vain ! 

·' Alone ! " she said, at last, in a low, still voice, covering 
her face with her hands, as if to shut out a picture. "Alone ! 
God help me ! " 

" Florence ! Florence ! My poor darling Florence ! " And 
Helen's loving arms were twined closely round her, and tears 
fell faster than kisses upon the pale, still face which was in­
stinctively laid upon her shoulder, as on some ,velcome, un­
looked-for pillow of rest. 

" Dear Helen!" whispered Florence, in answer. "God for­
give me for saying I was alone ! " 

"Come away, dearest; you must, indeed l" pleaded Helen, 
imploringly. "You look so white, you frighten me l" 

" Yes, dear," said Florence, in the same submissive whisper; 
"but kiss them first; they look so lovely!" 

But though she stooped to kiss away the tears which be­
dewed the little angel-faces when Helen's kiss had been given 
-the new-born mother's love at whose heart was quickening 
it to tenfold acuteness of sympathy in her friend\ anguish­
Florence still sbed no tea1 herself. And though she suffered 
Helen to draw her away into another room, and Lo tend her as 
she would, she sat there so pale and tearless still, that Helen 
was terrified. Iler own words and tears were powerless to 
break the unnatural calm, which spoke of powers of endurance 
overstrained to the uttermost, and at last she suddenly left the 
room ; but, quickly returning, knelt down by Florence, and 
laid something on her lap, while she looked up into her face 
with swimming eyes. 

"Love it, dear Florence ! It shall be yours, too I It shall 
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love you and comfort you"-- She could say no more for 
tears, hut she had touched the right chord. 

Clasping the sleeping lmlie in her arms, and covering it with 
true mother kisses, "too soft to wake the sleeper," Florence 
burst into a flood of tears. The trnnr.e of tearless agony was 
broken. 

Differently, indeed, had things turned out from Helen's an­
ticipations, when she Imel looked forward-as one of the bless­
ings of the solitary life to which she was resigning herself-to 
the prospect of being of use to these very children, whose 
forms she 11:id now seen reposing in the deep death-slumber, 
which plar,cs al onr,e beyond the reach and beyond the need 
of all earthly ministration. 

CHAPTER XXX. 

NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

Our early loved! IJnth their after-path 
From our steps far parted been? 

ll:ith the hand of prudence, power, or wrath 
Raise,! barriers our love between'! 

Yet still in our dreams their sh:i<lows come, 
Through the waste of parted years; 

Though the pall, be markcl hy many a tomb, 
Or its sands be wcl with tears. 

FR.IN<"ES BROWN. 

Yr.:1.Rs had again passecl on, when the New Year's Eve found 
a numerous party assembled in Bernard and Helen Huntley's 
home -the old home sLill, but so changed that its master 
sometimes clcclari:<1 lie sc::trcely knew it again, since his life's 
sunshine had come to gl::i.dden it-. 

"Filling it full of loYe and the rosy faces of chilrlren." 

There were many children there this evening, mixed with 
ciders of all ages. The grand "tree " of the evening had now 
burned out ; and the juniors of the party might be seen and 
heard engaged 111 merry games; while the seniors talked in 
groups apart, or mixed in the children's amusements. 

Sir William and Lady Emlyn might be seen, ear,h looking-, 
perhaps, a little older than before, but each full as ever of the 
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warm kindliness of heart, and the cheerfulness of spirits, which 
made them ever and everywhere favourites. Sir William's 
eye had not lost its fnn, and he still occasionally committed 
himself by addressing his present hostess as " l\Iiss Helen," 
for the sake of reminding her that it was all her fault, for 
having taken so long to get married. Lord and Lady Castle­
ton ·were there too, with a whole tribe of cl1ildren, who might 
easily be recognised by their likeness to their bright-eyed, 
frank-h ·arted father, and their pretty, gay, but rather too doll­
like mamma. Lord Castleton bore some slight tracc..:s, in 
manner and appearance, of his long country residence; but 
his affection for his brother had known no diminution, and he 
had had much difficulty in forgiving Helen for becoming l\.lrs. 
Huntley, especially as Horace's cynical turn did not decrease 
as years wore on. 

Helen, herself, looked almost younger than in former clays, 
from the gentler, brighter expression born of years of 11'ifehood 
and motherhood; and her eye never failed to light \Yith pecu­
liar pleasure when it rested on her father, conversing earnestly 
and confidentially with her husband, whom he had long since 
learnt to estimate as highly as even she could desire. Mrs. 
Montagu was not of the party. Her health somewhat failing, 
she now seldom left X--, whereas Mr. J\fontagu's lrnsiness 
in London seemed perpetually to increase. 

In the midst of the merry groups of children, romping with 
them, leading their games, and enjoying himself seemingly as 
much as they, might be seen a gentleman, whose fierce mous­
tache suggested his military profession. l\bjor l\Iarston had 
returned but a few weeks since to claim Helen's promise of 
friendship and cousinship-her other promise, duly observed, 
had led to a correspondence for years past-and '· Cousin 
Gerald" was already a household \\;Ord in the mouths of her 
children. He had, on his first arrival, looked with keenly 
scrutinizing eyes, to see if Helen were as happy as she de­
served; and thereupon extended his cousinly amity to her 
husband as warnily and fully as to herself. For though he 
had never fallen in love again, and Helen might still in his 
secret heart remain his ideal of feminine perfection, he had 
got over his disappointment ; and afforded a creditable in­
stance of the triumpl1, so rare in man's love, of the unselfish 
surviving the selfish part of his attachment. Children had 
become his passion now ; and Helen's eldest girl, some three 
or four years of age, was his especial darling. J Jc at once 
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detected a likeness to her mother, which no one else had ever 
seen; and devoting h imsclf to her as the l>est of playfellows, 
never failed, if she were naughty, to assure her gravely, that 
unless she were quite good, and minded all her mamma said, he 
would never lie able to lllarry her when she grew up ;---a threat 
terrible, of course, in proportion to its incomprehensibility. 

llekn, n11.;anwhile, hncl not forgotten l1er plans for his con­
solation; an<l smiled, well-pleased to see him and Ida Merton 
making friends together over the children's games, whir:h they 
vied with each other in leading and inspiriting. 

Florence I ,ittlelon, too, might l>e seen, mixing among the 
younger children especially, till Helen, watchful of her easily 
overtaxed strength, rescue<! her 1.Jy gentle co111pulsion, and 
placing her on a quiet ottoman in a sccluded corner, gave her 
in charge to J\fr. Carysfort, who had just come in, " to keep 
hcr out of mischief," she said. l'ale and sweet, Florence's 
was a face which few would pass without a second glance. If 
it bore deep traccs of suffering and palieni:c, they were traces 
of suffering passed through, and patience no longer felt as 
pain ; :rnrl all who had known l•rank Littleton in his last 
illness, deemed that something of the morc than earthly 
serenity of his gl:111ce and smile was repn,cluced in hers. It 
might be secn, to<>, from the smile and carcss ll"hich she 
sto .ipcd, now and then, to 1.Jestow on a child as it passed her, 
that she had learned to diffuse on other children the warm 
maternal affection which had suffered so fcarful a trial in the 
loss of her own treasures. The trial had purified, not crushed 
he"r. Since that time her home had been with IIclen and her 
husband, in \\'hose affection and congenial society she found 
solace even from the first; and in whosc busy life and growing 
family she found scope for thc c:. ertio11 nee<lful to the resto­
ration of cheerfulness. The Priory Cottage was not deserted: 
they all spent some months of every summer there; I.Jut few 
werc ( he days of precious solitary ~ndulgence which Florence 
therl.' permitted hcrself, fearful lest Lroocling on the past 
should 11 cakcn her for life in the present. At the Priory and 
at I kathlands she II as ever a welcome and courted guest; 
but her heart's home was with the friends who had 1ratched 
with her by Frank's deathbed. 

Mr. Carysfort and she met often, for he was as frequent a 
visitor at the Hunlleys, as his now busy life would allow; 
anrl they always met as friends; she retaining the kindly 
feding whir h a gentle-hearted woman must needs bear to a 
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man on whom she has, ever so innocently, inflicted pain; and 
he the high respect of former years, deepened and softened by 
compassion for her heavy trials. 

But now he sat ~ilent hcsicle her; for he was always 
ashamed of feeling cynical 11ear her, and yet this evening he 
did peculiarly so; contrasting his lonely bachelor-chambers 
and dull lawyer's life wilh tl1e homes and lives of men who 
had wives like Louisa, or Helen, or even Cissy, to gladden 
them. Florence, too, really tired as Helen had guessed, was 
glad lo be quiet, till, as some gayer burst than usual from the 
children struck her ears she said :-

" It does one's heart good to sec all those dear, merry chil­
dren so happy," 

"Well, yes," said Mr. Carysfort slowly; "I suppose chil­
dren may be happy." 

"You do not mean that you think only children may? 
Surely you have given up those old heresies of yours ? " said 
Florence, with a faint smile. 

"Now that I have become a useful and respectable memLer 
of society, as .rvirs. Huntley tells me?" returned he, smiling 
too. "But I am afraid I grow more confirmed in them; how 
few people one ever sees really happy ! " 

"So much depends on our estimate of happiness," said 
Florence. 

"I am sure mine is not an immoderate one," said he. "I 
do not suppose one need have all one \\ ishes or \\·ants, to be 
happy; but C11011g/1-enough to feel content with what one 
has, and not to feel how gladly one would exchange with 
almost any one. Besides," he added with a toucl1 of bitter­
ness, "setting myself aside, I do not see that those people 
are happy who ought to be, even according to their own 
theories. Now I can imagine that 11m. Huntley is really 
very !1;.1.ppy-while it lasts-but why should she be so much 
happier than--" 

He stopped short, having quite forgotten in this. little 
cbuHition of cynical feeling to whom he was talking. 

"Than I am, you mean?" said Florence, gently. "But 
perhaps--" 

"Mrs. Littleton," said Horace, quickly, "I did not mean­
pray forgive me-I forgot that I was talking and not think­
ing. But believe me, little as your theories ever came home 
to myself, I always thought tJ1em so beautiful, that there is no 
one I had not rather ha\·e seen disenchanted than yourself!" 
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I k spoke with such real feeling, that no offence could possiuly 
Ul' fdl. 

" llul indeed I am not clisl.!nchant..;d ; I think as I always 
clicl," said Florence, eagl.!rly though tremulously: "auout hap­
piness, and its licing within our own reach, I mean." 

J [orace looked at her in surprise. 
"But <lo you then-if you can forgive such a <1uestion -do 

you think ;'\lrs. Huntley has done and deserve<l so much hdter 
than--" 

" !)car Ilelen ! I dare say she has,'' said Florence, affection­
ately; "though I had not thought of comparing in that way. 
·what I meant, is "-she spoke with some little effort, as in 
old days, and yet fcding that to speak was a duty-" that 
perhaps she may not be so much the happier, as you suppose. 
At least, when f sometimes si.:e lhc look of anxiety on her 
face, if she sees lJernarcl looking over-worked and wearied, or 
little llernard giving way to one of his Lursts of passion, or 
,rhen any of thclll arc ill, I feel that no one knows the 
blessing it is, lo think that all my treasures are safe-safe 
frolll suffering and sinning; and I can most truly say, that 
nol only would l not wish lO change my lol for hers, hut that 
I clo nul, dare not, wish my own had been differently 
ordered." 

She paused with tears in her voice, though not in her eyes; 
and Mr. Carysforl looked at her in silent wonderment. 

" And when one remembers," continued Florence, fearful 
lesl sl1e should fail in doing justice lo her long-cherished faith, 
"lo how many the thought of sickness or of death co111es like 
a cloud of terror across their brightest hours, it is no small 
privilege that even sickness and death should become actual 
blessings to look forward lo, since the one may always lead to 
the other which holds all my treasures in store for me." 

"I can understand that, in one who uclieves as you do," 
said IIorncc in a low voice; "but then how can life be any­
thing but a I.Jurden?" 

"A burden ! " said Florence, her voice trembling with emo­
tion, "\Ylwn I have much more lo make me happy than many 
have all their life long! Such a brother and sister as Bernard 
and I lei en, and all their dear children lo Jove me, and let me 
Jove them; nol to speak of so many other kind friends and 
blessings ! 1\ ncl all my own happiness l.Jesides," she aclclccl in 
a low voile. 

She was silent for a moment; then recalling what had led to 
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the conversation, resumed :-" But, perhaps, I ought to con­
fess one mistake which I made, unconscious! y, in those days of 
old. Perhaps I expected, that because I believed all trials to 
be Sl!Dt as blessings, I was therefore to be spared the experience 
through which they really become blessings; forgetting how 
much there must be in myself, as in every one, of the self-will 
which makes it difficult to accept the good provided for us­
the happiness which, I still think, we may all find if we seek it 
in a right spirit, and neither throw away, nor underrate, what 
we possess." 

" Then I suppose I underrate what I possess," said Horace, 
with a sigh; "for I cannot accuse myself of ever having thrown 
away my happiness." 

Suddenly there rose before Mr. Carysforl a vision of a pair 
of soft, pleading eyes dimmed by tears; while he seemed to 
hear himself saying, angrily and recklessly, "Now, or never!" 
And the vision called up the fresh, warm feelings of long-past 
years, which had first taught him that his liking for Louisa had 
been merely fraternal ; feelings never stirred since he had 
allowed pride and petulance to suffocate, and frivolous ex­
citements to supplant and wither them ; for even his love for 
Florence had been selfish and passionate, and Helen, as she 
had truly discerned, he had only admired. But why should 
these old memories recur to him now, when he had not so 
much as seen or heard her face or Yoice for years? So vividly, 
too, that he could fancy he heard that same sweet voice 
singing--

" What a pretty old balled, is it not?" said Florence Little­
ton's soft tones beside him. 

He started up; the voice at least was no dream. Casting a 
hurried glance at the face of the singer, seated al the piano in 
the adjoining drawing-room, he turned back and inquired, in a 
voice he could hardly command, if Florence knew the name of 
the lady singing. 

" Ida Merton," said Florence; "a great friend of Helen's. 
Have you not met her before? She has been staying with us 
for some weeks." 

"Ida J)Jcrton .1 '' repeated Horace. The dream-mists were 
thickening round him; and turning slowly away, he wound his 
way through the rooms, so as to approach the singer from 
behind, unseen. 

"Now another, dear Ida," said Helen ; "you shall choose 
your own this time." 
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'' Srng the song you sang on the Lake of Geneva, on the 
tw<.:ntil'lh of June, in the year Forty''--, said a voice behind 
lda, loo low for any one but her lo hear. 

\ViLh a scarcely perceptible slarl, I cla mechanically began 
playing the air of the song-some old as,ociation was doubt­
less con nectecl with it-but the prelude was a long ·one. Not 
that the 111<:eling was a surprise to her, and she hacl felt glad 
it should tlrns occur in a large party where il might pass 
almo,t unnoticed. But she ha<l schoolcJ herself to e.·pcct a 
fonn:tl lJ<nv, a scarcely cnncedetl recognition; and now l<J hear 
hi111 arldn.:s, her in the way best calculated to stir all the 
1ui.:morics of those old <lays, in which he had been wont to 
stand !Jchincl her <"hair, and say, "Sing this song" or "sing 
l11al,''-jmplyi11g loo, thnl he had seen and listeni.:d to her when 
~he ltacl little dre;imcd of it-was almost tuo much. 

Exerting, lw11ever, her utmost efforts, slw threw out her 
voice lo its ful I pitch of power and s,1·eetnes,, in the rising 
str;1in or the air; IJUt there it suddenly l'ailctl her. She fal­
terc·d, struggled for a mo11wnt with the choking sensation in her 
throat, burst into tears, and rising hastily, escaped through a 
side-door near whi, h the piano stood. 

"She has not long lost her mother; and this is the first time 
site has sung in company since," said flclcn, apologetically to 
those who stood near; I.Jut hastened then to follow l<la, by no 
means satisfl<.:d with her own explanation. 

" Ida, dearest ' "'hat is the matter?" she said, anxiously 
closi11g the <1001 of the little boudoir adjoining, in which Ida 
harl ta! en rc/'ug,:. "\\'hat is it, clear, tell me?" she added 
e,1rnestly, a~ Ida n.:maiue<l leaning against the mantel-piece, 
her face hid in hL·r hancls. 

"Nothing, nothing, dear I lclen," she replied in a moment, 
stooping to stir the fire as a l"·etext for turning her face away. 
" It was n:ry for,lish of 111t•- -an old song I usccl to sing long 
;ig-o--lhat was all." B11t she coloured so at the untruth im­
pli1;cl in the· last ,ronls, that I lelen was not to he clecei1ed. 

" J da, l am sure that was not all; your c..hceks always tell 
lrnlh, if you do not," shc remonstrated, in a tone of affee­
tionalL' s< olcling. "\Vhat was it?" 

"JJc;ir Ill kn, 1 cannot tell yon no\\'," said hb, so humbly 
a11d gently that I l..:len w:1s sure it was 110 trille had disturbed 
ht:r; '· !)lit littlc thing~ somcti1nl's l>ring l>a,k old troubles; 
nnrl lint w.is all, I ,lssure you. !'ray go back, rlear; il will be 
m<Jt~ uoliccd if we arc both away; and do not be angry if I 
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do not come back just now. Pray go, dear," she entreated, 
tearfully . 
. "Well, I suppose I must; and never mind coming back at 
all if you had rather not," said Helen, kissing her, only half 
convinced; and wondering, as she left the room, what could 
possibly have so distressed her, she was just closing the door 
when a hand was laid on hers; and, looking up, she met l\Ir. 
Carysfort's eye, full of such agitated, imploring earnestness, 
that she fairly started in amazement. 

"Mrs. Huntley-I beg, I entreat of you-I must speak to 
her! I-I knew her long ago," he added, colouring, as he 
became aware of Helen's extreme surprise. 

A whole flood of light broke upon Helen at once; and with­
out word or look, she passed on and re-entered the drawing­
room, with a burst of such positive glee at her sudden dis­
covery, that she hardly knew how to behave herself discreetly, 
and answer, as a matter of course, the inquiries made as to 
her friend's indisposition. She was obliged to sit down and 
sing the merriest air she knew, by way of safety valve for her 
delight. 

" Poor Gerald ! " said she, with a smile and a sigh, as her eye 
fell on Major Marston, a few minutes later, still in the midst 
of his little playfellows. "So this is the end of my match­
making for his benefit ! Well, I suppose there must be some 
old bachelors; and he is much too good and unselfish not to 
be happy somehow ! " 

Ida, meanwhile, left alone, had reverted to her former 
posilion; and was bitterly chiding herself for her weakness 
and folly, as she tried to think it. Was it possible that she 
could still be so childish, after all these years ?-and when a 
footstep close behind her startled her to look up, her first 
impulse, on seeing Mr. Carysfort, was unmistakably betrayed 
by her hasty glance towards the door as an escape. 

"Ida, Ida! for the sake of old days ! " said Horace, in a 
tone of earnest remonstrance, "Will you not even speak to 
me-shake hands with me?" 

Ida recovered herself, and held out her hand, though she 
coloured as she did so. If she were foolish, he must not 
guess it. 

"Indeed, I am very glad," said she, gently; "but I was so 
surprised." 

" Not more than I was," he returned quickly. " I thought 
you were married years ago ! " 



"\\'l1al could make you imagine that?" said Ida, colouring 
again, in spill.! !Jf herself. 

l l was impossible, notwithstanding the lapse of years, for 
either tr, speal· to the other as a stranger. They had parted, 
i11 a 1no1ne11t as it were, with no time to cool or diminish the 
aflixtionate intimacy of bdrothed lovers, and meeting again 
for the first Lime, seemed carried back lo the point at which 
they hacl scparated ; standing side by side, neither looking at 
the other, and speaking in low, constrained voices, much as if 
they were meeting after a quarrel and parting of the previous 
day. 

"l saw you with a gentleman and a child in the boat, that 
day you sang the old song," said I Lora.cc. 

"I was travelling with so,ne friends, and l\lrs. Singkton was 
not well that day," said lcla.; ancl there was a pause. 

"1\nd you an.: in mournin:,;-," said Horace, presently, "for­
your mother, I am afraid l\lr,;. Huntley said." 

" Yes," said 1 cla ; "she hacl been failing for some time ; I 
could not regret it 011 her acc/Junt, though'' . But she would 
not say to him, that it ldt her alone in the world. 

" i\ nd your fathl:r ?" he asked hesitatingly, looking desirous 
somehow to express sympathy, but fearful how it might be 
received. 

" Ile dil:d many years ago," replied J cla. 
" Not bcftHl: 1 saw you that time ? " asked Horace, as if 

hoping for :in answer in the nl:gative. 
"Yl:s, ye:irs before; soon after we went Lo X--." 
" To X ? " cried llorace, starting. "But you have not 

been al X-- since then, surely?" 
" Yes, all the time," said Ida in a still lower voice. 
'· Fool ' fool! that I l1ave IJccn ! " he muttered between his 

tcdh, half stamping with irrepressible vexation. "But how 
slwuld it happl:n I never met you, never heard of you there, 
Ida ?-I beg your pardon, iL was the old habit," he apologized, 
colouring deeply. 

"You were not likely to," said lda tremulously. "You have 
lJcen little there since I knew J\lrs. II untley, and as a poor 
musi,· ll:acher I < oulcl scarc,~ly" -

" 1\ musi< teacher!" l:choed I I orace, in a tone of such dismay 
as rousl:d Lill' little 1,ride Jda possessed. 

"1\1 y father's death left us without other llleans of support," 
shl: said, culclly; "and I was most thankful to be enabled so 
to provide for my mother and myself." 
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" God forgive me ! And you have been actually working for 
bread-while I-O Ida, Ida! But I deserved it, I deserved 
it ! " And quitting his stand by the fireplace, he paced the 
little room in uncontrollable emotion. 

" But-that was no fault of yours; and indeed it made me 
much happier to feel of use to my mother," said Ida, quickly 
perceiving how deeply she had mistaken his feeling; " and­
you have been working, too, all these years,-and rather for 
your brother than for yourself." 

" No fault of mine ! " said Horace, stopping suddenly beside 
her. "Why did I throw away my right to prevent the possi­
bility of such a thing? What right had I to dictate to you? 
To insist on disobedience to your father as a test of your love 
-for you did love me in those days, Ida, little as I deserved 
it," he added, sadly. "It has all served me right ! " 

There was so much truth in his words, and Ida had suffered 
so bitterly from his reckless injustice, that she knew not how 
to gainsay them; but she looked after him as he ]_Jaccd the 
room again, so regretfully and compassionately, that, meeting 
her eye by chance, he could not help reading her inclination 
to excuse him both to her and to himself. Coming back, he 
said in a very different tone :-" I will not ask you to forgive 
me now, Ida; I do not deserve it; but you will let me-­
You are not going back to X--? You surely-you must not," 
he added, interrupting himself with sudden apprehension. 

"No, not at present," said Ida, colouring painfully. It was 
pleasant to hear him say "You must not," just in his old, half­
peremptory way; but did he mean anything by it? 

" Then will you let me come to see you sometimes, as-an 
old friend?'' s::iid he, very humbly. 

'' Yes," said Ida, faintly. It was all she could do to help 
bursling into tears again. 

Helen did not perceive exactly at what juncture Mr. Carys­
fort re-entered the drawing-room, but presently she found him 
standing near her, "'.aiting for an opportunity to speak. 

"I-I have asked l\Iiss Merton\ permission," said he, in a 
state of embarrassment of which Helen had not believed him 
capable, " as an old friend-to come sometimes "--

., Whenever you like!" she returned cordially, with a bright, 
mirthful smile, which sent him away more than at ease as to 
her goodwill. 

Yet never in his life had II orace Carysfort fell more tho­
roughly humiliated, than as he walked home that night to his 
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bachelor abode in Lincoln's Inn. ·w1iat a comparison was 
that forced upon him, bdween his own course of life since 
they had parted, and that of which he had gleaned the out­
lines from lda ! 'J he comiction he could not resist-Ida could 
nut feign even when she "·ished it - that notwithstan<ling 
his heartless trL:atrnent of her, she had never forgotten him, 
scarcely, perhaps, ceased to love him--only increased the bittcr-
11css of his rcllcctions. \Vhat had he Lo offer her-should she 
really l>l! clisposl!d to forgive the past in return for such 
muchcn,luring :1fti.!ction? J:Iow should ht; ever b<.: al.Jlc to 
confide to her llu: long story of the folly, th<.: weakness, the 
vice even, from wl1i! h no hie like his is ever wholly free? 
I !is love for l•lorence, hi:-; suit to [Jelen, might rank among 
the things lie had least reason to be ashamed of; and yet what 
was a heart worl/1, which had thus been the very shuttlecock 
or his selfish, Jickle vanity, 11 hich must now St;em to return to 
her only when other hopes had failecl him ? Part of this no 
doubt she I new already; all perhaps! Jn X-- all those 
years, while he was pla} ing the fool under her very eyes ! He 
foll as if he should never lie able to look her in the face 
again! 

N everthelt;s~-it wits 11ot very many days after the New 
Year's Eve in question, that he and Ida might again have Lel!n 
fouud together, in the sdf-:;ame little boudoir; sitting side by 
side, lda forgetli11g to work, and Horace speaking low and 
earnestly, whde pLLying with the silk which had dropped from 
her fingers. There was a soft glow meantirne upon her check, 
which restored all the l.Jloom, if it could not the soft, roun<led 
outlines, of her early yonth. 

'' 1\11cl can you, \\'ill you really forgive ml!, Ida, and try to 
love 111e again a. if I had always deserved it?" 

"l I-am af1,1id l 11evt:r left oft/' murmurcd l<la. 
"llut I shall never forgive myself, Ida ! " he exclaime<l 

earn<.;stly, seizi11g and kissing her lmresisting hand. "To thi11k 
that t;Ven when I saw you on the lake, I might, by making a 
si11gle inquiry, have saved you years of drndguy "- -

'' No, yuu could not have married the11; at least if you were 
to help your brother; aud I could not have left mamma. 
lnde(;(J it was all right!" said Ida, simply. 

Some half' hour later, a light tap was heard at the door, and 
in answer lo J da's low ' < :ome in," I lt:len's bright face looked 
in half anxiously, half archly. I fer welcome was not doubtful. 
l\lr. Carysforl rose instantly, and taking her hand to lead her 
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to the seat by Ida which he had just quitted, drew a chair 
close in front of lhem for himself, and sat down again. 

A kiss, a whisper, and a warm pressure of the hand, saicl 
all thal was needed between Helen and Ida; and the former, 
retaining Ida's hand, turned lo Mr. Carysforl, while Icla leant 
back on the sofa, her eyes filling with tears of such exquisite 
happiness as those alone may know, who have sorrowed, 
doubted, despaired, endured, resigned, ere the hour of rich 
corn pensation for all past suffering strikes unexpectedly for 
them. 

" Mr. Carysfort," said Helen, trying to look grave, though 
her eyes were dancing all the while, "I must ask if you still 
retain your old opinions as to the paucity of happiness in the 
world?" 

" I retract, I confess e,erylhing ! " said he, deprecatingly; 
" but let me first thank you "--

" And are you ready lo admit that you would not even wish 
your past life to have been ordered differently?" persisted 
Helen. 

"Except it were as lo my own conduct,'' said lie, though he 
coloured as he spoke. "Aud, further, I confess, if you will 
have it," he added, with a smile, "that I, at least, have found a 
thousand times more happiness than ever I deserved ! " 

"Ah ! we may all say that!" said Helen, feelingly. "But 
now I really am satisfied, l\fr. Carysfort. You know I told 
you, you would iind it oul some day, and you have justified 
my confidence after all ! " she added, gaily. 

" 13ut having confessed, l\Irs. Huntley, you musl let me 
thank you for all your kindness to Ida." 

" I will not be thanked ; I owe her quite as much as she can 
me,'' interrupted Helen. 

"Dut indeed you do not; and indeed you must be thanked!" 
said Ida, lovingly. 

" Then I must run away," said Helen; but, it need scarcely 
be said, she was not allowed to put her threat in execution. 

And had Ida l\Ierton, it may be asked, really kept unsullied 
anu unbroken, through all these long, long years, the heart's 
love and faith, so early pleclgecl and so ill-re<J.nitecl? 

\Ve answer: Ida Mcrlon is not the first woman, by many, 
who has done as much or more. Many a one has carried, ,Ye 
will nol say lo her grave, but to her home beyond it, the love 
which, ouce given, she had no power to recall. For though 
of love, as of all realitie~, there are many counterfeits -selfish 
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passions, fickle fancies, misplaced affections, which are to love 
as the mirage to the life-giving poob of the desert-oasis, and 
arc pnmittcd in mercy to pass away from the hearts they 
degrade ancl desolate-sw h counterfeits aflonl no standard for 
judging of the n.:ality they nH><'k. The true C'hord once struck, 
be it early or late, in rt true, purL' hL'art, thrills on for ever; 
alike n111id the <liscorcls or disappointment, or the hca1·cn lent 
harmonics of heart suflicing happiness. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

IIO~II-: ! 

The modem arlist clues not hc.;itatc to lay his hanrl upon the deepest and 
most solemn chorrls or the human heart; for the echoes they a\\ a ken arc 
not returned from the chambers or tlw to1nb, l,ul rrnm thl' , .. utlt of heaven 
that l,l'nd, nycr them. 

ff111.1A1;1i's .Si, .'1/011!/ir in Italy. 

'1'111,: bright Septc1111Jcr sun was scorching p:11·e111cnls an,l 
dazzling eyes without; but all was pleasant coolnc>ss in I lckn 
I I unlley's chamller, where green j,tlousies, softening tht: glnn·, 
gave passage to the plt:asanl frt:shncss of a light Ln:czt: 11hid1 
11·as stirring in st rt:ets and S<JUarcs, 11 hert:vcr it found spact: to 
flutter its airy wings. 

Then.: was a fulness of tranquil joy in Ilelen's bright, pale 
face, as sht: lay on her sofa, looking round from time to time at 
the tiny slt:t:ping occu]Jant of a cradlt: plact:d near her, while 
her huslx111d sat reading aloud to her, on the other side. 

" Bernard," saicl she prt:scntly, interrupting him, "you shall 
not read any more. I know you arc tirccl, fur I am sure you 
have not the least idea what you are reading about." 

" I must plead guilty to the latter part of the < barge," said 
Mr. T Iuntley, laying down the book with a faint smile in 
answer to hers, "but I am not in the lenst tirt:d" 

"Your mind is, if not your tongue," said Helen; "an<l 
besides, I want to talk to you a little. I am getting quite im­
patient for Florence to come homt:." 

" You have not Leen feding lonely without her?" asked 
l\fr. lluntlcy, with a look of tender anxiety in the serious dark 
eye, which had long, howcl'er, ct:ase<l to be melancholy- at 
lt:ast wheu they rested on l lelen. 
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"Lonely, Bernard! With you and the children) Not to 
speak of my new baby!" she added, with a proud, pleased 
glance in its direction, and a smile which amply refuted his 
supposition. "Besides, Ida came to see me to-clay, while you 
were out. It always does me good to see how young and 
prelly she looks since her marriage. Now just think, if I l1ad 
spoiled tlwt match ! " She gave an arcl1, saucy smile to her 
husl.Jand, who returned it fondly, but gravely still. 

"No, I only want Florence to sec her namesake," she con­
tinued. "I should bave been quite disappointed if it had not 
been a girl, to be called after her. Bul, Bernard, I do not 
believe you are hearing half I say, and I r~al!y cannot put up 
with that ! You must tell me what you are thinking about," 
she added playfully. 

" I was thinking of a dream I had this morning, and whether 
I should tell it to you or not?" said !\fr. Huntley, drawing his 
chair near to her. 

"Tell it rne-of course!" said J Iden. "Was it a real dream, 
or a waking dream?" 

"You shall judge," said Mr. liunlh'y, with still some shade 
of anxiety in the glance which rested tenderly on her. 

Perhaps he was in the habit of exercising his inventive 
powers for her amusement, for after another glance at the 
little sleeper, Helen settled herself on her pill◊1rs, with a face 
of pleased expectation directed towards her husband; "·ho, after 
looking at her half-sadly for a moment, withdrew his eyes, which 
gradually assumed an indrawn expression, as if the dream he 
was about Lo narrate were to be wrought forth from some ,i\'id 
picture floating mentally before him. A minute or two elapsed 
before he began :-

" I dreamed that I awoke in tlie spirit \\'Orld. I knew it to 
be so, rrom the peculiar quality of tl1c light diffused around; 
not so much dauling, as so inlinitcly pure and penetrating, 
that I seemed to feel it to the innermost recesses of my hearl. 
It was light in and from which nothing could be hid; nor \\'as 
its quality, in this respect, affected by the shadow in which I 
myself stood. I \\'as standing under a vast, oak-like tree, on 
the verge of a magnificent grove or forest, which, as I gazed 
into it, presented the appearance of a boundless cathedral or 
temple. I, at least, could see no limits Lo the shadowy aisles of 
living tracery 5tretching in endless perspective, intersected by 
transept-like spaces, and beautified by arches, and domes, and 
fountains of bright waters, such as no earthly architect ever 
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designer], even in imagination. The vaulted roof seemed high 
and ethereal as the vault of the sky itself, and yet I knew that 
it was not the sky ; and though the whole seemed shadowy at 
fir t, I perccivccl, as my eyes grew accustomecl to the scene, 
that the whole precincts ,,ere filled with the same marvellous 
light, only brighter and purer still than that around me 
w1tho11t. 

"Ancl in endk,ss motion, througl1 aisles ancl transepts, be­
neath clomes and arches, a perpetual stream of human life was 
flowing in e\·cry direction. fen anrl women, superhuman 
only in the b auty and grace of their countenances, forms, and 
:1pparel, in pair , in groups, :1nd even in crowds, were passing 
to ancl fro, even :is men and women in the streets of a great 
city on earth. Yet the impression still dwelt on my mind that 
this w:1s a vast temple, and that all I saw within were engaged 
in worship; and I fancied this might be a type of the true 
life-worship, which can render every act, nay every breath, a 
prayer. 

" Hut either because I stood without, or because my spirit 
was not fitly attuned to the strains of heavenly music which 
floated < east lcs ly through the aisles of the matchless fane, I 
w,1s conscio11 of a chill as I gazed on its exquisite brauties; a 
sense as if som ·thing were wanting-in myself, doubtless. Only 
in the extreme< entr,11 distance I percei,ecl a ,1armer glow gra­
dually diffusing itself~ as if some train were slowly approaching, 
who bore sunshine such as I could appreciate-in their pre­
sence. l would gladly have watched the approach which seemed 
about to complete for me the ch:mn of the whole, but I felt 
irre,i til>ly impelled to turn my eyes in the opposite direction, 
to explore the S( cne which lay without, beyond the verge of the 
shadow cast l>y the tree beneath which I stood. 

'' It was a scenc of unspeakable beauty; more earth-like, 
perhaps, than that I had recently been gazing on; and yet his 
pcr"eptions must have been dull ii.1decd, who should have mis­
taken it for an earthly landscape. I looked out over a garden 
or p,trad1se, bathed in sunshine ; radiant with flowers and bril­
li:mt insects of every hue and dye; diversified with undulations, 
sparkling str ams, and woods and shrubberies of aromatic per­
furne and luxuriant growth; and bounded by a soft horizon-line 
of hills, whi, h might indeed be but a mountain-like boundary 
of aerial mists, so delicate was their outline, so changeful the 
blending, of light and shade and colour they presented. On 
my le ft, and seemingly near one portion of this mountain 
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boundary, I discerned a graceful rustic dwelling, wreathed with 
flowers and creepers, more lovely than even flowers can be on 
earth; and near and around, and passing in and out, I saw 
bright beings clothed in white, like the others, human in all but 
their superior beauty, and an aspect of more plastic, yet more 
intense, vitality than any human face or form presents on earth. 
Their very garments seemed instinct with the sphere of life 
diffused by each; I felt that no one could have worn the garb 
of another. 

"As tl1ey passed in and out, they spoke to each other; and 
though too distant to have heard their words through any 
earthly atmospheric medium, I could hear, or perhaps rather 
feel, the words they uttered. Some said, 'Is she awake?' and 
others answered, ' She will soon wake now.' 

"In the intervening space between this dwelling and the 
sylvan spirit-fane, troops of lovely children were sporting under 
the trees, or beside sparkling streams, on the flowery, velvet 
sward; and twining garlands of flowers, and talking as they 
twined them. Some said, 'Ours are for him;' and others re­
plied, 'Yes, and ours are for her.' It seemed to me that a 
negative was thus carefully avoided, because it would have 
jarred on the universal spirit-harmonies which sensibly per­
vaded the scene. 

"Suddenly there flowed forth from the entrance of the 
temple-like fabric near which I stood, a flood of radiance, a 
swell of music; and when I recovered from the delicious s,,·oon­
like sensation which rapt me, I perceived that a stately train, 
or procession, had passed forth on my right. I felt it to be that 
which I had descried in the temple; and, bending like a river 
round some turn in its bed, it now advanced to meet another 
train which must have issued from the rustic dwelling on my 
left; so that the point where their meeting must fall lay nearly 
in front of me,-and was defined, I now perceived, by an oasis 
of beauty outshining even the beauty around it. I could thus 
perceive the countenances of several in each of the advancing 
trains; but one in each at once so fascinated my glance, that I 
looked only from one to the other, forgetful of all beside. 

" And, yet more strangely, between his countenance who 
had come forth with the train from the temple, and hers who 
drew near with that from the garden-dwelling, I recognised at 
once, not a likeness, but an affinity, a mutual correspondence, 
which proclaimed them to my quickened perception l1usband 
and wife, or rather bridegroom and bride, since there, as I in-
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-;tinctivdy realized, all thing,; arc perpetually new. .\nd as 
the two trains met, like two strains of music flowing into one, 
and the huslxmd and wife embraced, all but thcmsclvc,;, even 
the chilclrcn strewing their garlands around, vanished from my 
sight, and the two alone wcr..: before me in their oasi of ten­
< kr beauty. This see111c1l to me to image forth the fulncss 
.rnd completeness of that conjugal love, "hich is the ~um and 
the crown of all human bonds of affection. 

"I saw that as they met, th..:: countenance of each a sumc,l 
a fuller radiance ancl beauty; and as they wandered tog..::ther 
among sunshine and flowers, they seemed less two than on..:, so 
pcrfet.;t was the harmony of their motions. I felt that their 
discourse was too mutual to reach me, till she, pausing, look..:d 
up inquiringly to him. 

"' Our children?' she said. 
"' These arc all to be our children,' he replied; and a~ he 

pointed, l saw a valley open beneath and in front of them, 
peopled with countless chilcln:n, before each of whom, whether 
sitting or standing, at re t or at play, I di.-cerned an air-drawn 
path, now tortuous, now straight, or nearly so, ascending to 
the higher level or the paradise-plain above. J knew that 
these were earthly chil<lrcn, and the paths, their paths to 
heaven. 

"i\s the two gazed on the scene, the) ~cemccl drawn c en 
·more c loscly together, as if by the contemplation of a joint 
sphere of use their union were rendered ) et more p1.:rft:, t. 
And I marked a blended ray, like a faint sunbeam, shining 
from their eyes on one child in particular, who was stra) ing 
from hi. upward path. It dwelt on him as with a magnetic at­
traction, such as the subtle influence of Ion! may exercise over 
those whom it softens and bend~ to its will; yet at fir;t the chilcl 
,seemed to resist its power and strayed downward~ still. Hut 
when it stumbled in a dark place, and saw no light hut that 
which fell on its heart from the pure, loving eyes above­
though I felt th:1t the light was only shed through them, and 
w,lS not their own it yid<led to the heavenly influen, l!; ancl 
wearied and weeping, yet led by the ray as by a clue, was soon 
afcly treading its own prescribed path. 
"' You sec!' he said, turning upon her a glance of pure 

<lclight. 
"' I s1.:c ! ' she replied, "ith a smile of ineffable joy; and 

e\ en as they spoke, a path of light defined itself before them 
to the entrance of the mystic fane; and as if gently attractccl 

I· l. 
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towards it, they drew near. And now I perceived that through 
the whole of its marvellous precincts ,rns diffused that warmer 
glow, that heart-filling radiance, which I had missed there at 
first. The pair on whom I had been gazing with such absorb­
ing interest, had, in their approach, brought me spiritually 
nearer to that which had before too much transcended my 
mortal perceptions. 

"They had already reached the threshold, from which light 
and music seemed flowing forth to receive and indraw them 
as in a stream of delight, when I felt her glance, in passing, 
sweep over me. It did not rest on 1ne, or take cognizance of 
my presence; but it seemed that the earthly sphere at hand, 
stirred to faint vibration some lingering chord of earthly feel­
ing or memory; for pausing once more, a space so brief as 
scarcely to break the onward flow of their progress, a faint 
shade passed over her countenance, as of thought extending 
back into the far past; and then, lifting her face to his-a sun­
burst of radiant tenderness flooding every line and feature­
' It was but for a little while!' she said"--

" Bernard!" exclaimed Helen, who had long been listening 
with more and more rapt attention, and now st::i.rted forward 
with cl::tsped hands outstretched trembling tmrnrds him; 
" Bernard ! Florence is gone ! " 

"Home!" returned Mr. Huntley, in a low soothing voice, 
as he bent forward to support his wife in his arms, fearing the 
possible effects of agitation on her frame. 

"Yes, home," murmured Helen, laying her cheek to her 
lmsband's, while the bright tears fell from her eyes like rain. 
" Home, God bless her!" 

"God has blessed her!" was the earnest rejoinder. 

'l'l!E I:.XD. 
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