. She and I, we flew 1o the house door. The moon
’
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I feltin desbair at my blonder, and T felt my
aves fill with tears. My distress give me an
idea. - .

« Mrs. Meredith,”” I said. ¢ I cannot see you tor-
ment vourself ihus, and remain by your side una-
ble to console you. I will go and seek your hus.
hand ; I will follow at random one of the paths
through the forest: I will search everywhere and-
shout his name, and go if ne¢essary to the town
imelf.”

" ¢ Oh thanks, thanks, kiod friend!” eried Eva
Meredith, “take the gardener gith vou, and the
servant: and search in all direct'™s !

We hurried back into the drawing room. and ;

[va rang quickly aad repeatediy’. All the inhabi-

taats of the cottage opened at the same time atthe
Jifferent doors of the apartment. .
' ¢ Foliow Dr. Bamaby,” cried Mrs. Meredith, .

AY that moment a-horse’s gailop was distinctly
Leard o the gravel of the garden. FEva uttered a !
ery of happiness that wert home 1o every heart.— '
Never shall [ forget the divine expression of joy |
thatilumined her face. still inundated with tears !

passing trom behind a cloud. threw her whole hight

voona riderless foamed covered horse. whose
bnile drazged upon the ground, and whose dusty :
flanks were galled- by the empty surrups. A sec-:
ond erv. this ume of intenge horror.burst from Eva’s |

> ‘beeast * then she turned towards me, her eves fix-

¢ %er mouth half open, her arms hanving pow. ;
o e, . - i
- The servants were in consternation. |
< Gettorches my friends '™ cred 1. “and fol-
wwme' -Madam. we shall geen return, I hepe,
and vour husband with vs.  He has received some
~:zht hur. a strained ancle, perhaps. Keep your
couaze  We will soon be hack.’? . .
[z~ with you!™ murmured Eva Meredithin a '

Rty el ' !

1 ened. 5 We must go fast,
“ape fasaint . vour state—it wonld be risking ¢
peraay . ,

v
REFRSPOLL L by

- vac- e, agd that of yvour child—"

“1zywih you!” repeated Eva.
Toen (i1 feel ho® cruel was this poor woman's i
|
wwiaon' Had a father. a mother, been there, :

—— —— ———

to behold a sorrow which one feels is beyond con-
solation! Silence, I thought, seemed like a want
of pity for this unfortunate creature : on the other
band verbal condolence was a mozkery of so migh-
ty a grief. I*had found no words to calm her un-
easiness ; could I hope 1o be more eloquent in the
hour of her great' suffering? [ took the safest
course, that of profound silence. I will’ remain
here I thonght, and minister to the physical suffer.
ings, as is my duty; but T will be mute and pas-

| sive even as a faithful dog would lie down at

her feet. "My maid once made up, I felt calmer;
I let her live a life which resembled death:’ Afier
a few hours, hawever, I put a spoonful of lotion to
heslips. Eva slowly averted her bead. In a few
moments | again offered her the drvg.

“ Driok, madam,” 1 said gently touching her
lipﬁ with the spoon. They remaiued clased.

““ Madam, your child!” [ persisted 1 a low
voice. .

Eva opened her eyes, raised hersell with eflont
upon her e.bow, swaliowed the medicine and fell
back upon her pilow.

¢ 1 must wait,” she murmured * il anotLer life
is detached trom mine '’ ’

Thenceforward Mrs. Meredith spoke no more,
but she mechanically followed all my prescriptions.
Stretched vpon her bed of sufiering, she seemed.
constantly 1o sleep ; but a: whatever moment I sayd
to her, even in the lowest whisper, ¢ Drink this,™
she instantly obesed : thus proving to me that the
soul kept its weary waich in that motionless body,
without a eingle momeut of oblivion and repose.

There were none beside mysel} 10 attend to the
interment of William. Nothing positive was ever

' known as 10 the caose of his death. The sum he ' her that my soul
_ was lo bfing from the town was not found upon |
“him: perhaps Le had been robbed and murndered - " hi

pethaps the money. which was in notes, had jallen
from bis pocket when Le was thrown from his
horse. and, as it was some time before any thought
of seeking it. the heavy rain and trampled mud
mighit account for its disappearance. A fruitless
wveslization was made and soon drapped. 1 en.
deavored to icam from Eva Meredith if her fami-
ly or that of her husband should not be written 10,
I had gifficnlty in obtaining an answer. At last she
gave me to understand that I had merely 1o inform
their agent who would do whatever was needful.
T hoped. that at least, from England, some com-
munication wouoll arrive decisive of this poor crea.
ture’s lot.  But no; day fullowed day, and none
seemed 1o know that the widow of Wiiliam Mere-
dith lived in utter jsolafion, in a poor French vil-
lage. To endeavor 1o bring back Eva 10 the sense
of her existence, 1 crged ber to leave her bed.—
Upon the morrow | found her up, dressed in black :
but she was the ghost of the beadtiful Eva Mere-
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the old priest bad formerly tinght me, glided
through my imagination as | sat at eveutide betore
the open window. * The doctrine of the old care,”
T said to myself, # was wmore comforting than the
cold realities science has revealed 1o me.” Then
T looked at Eva, who still looked 10 heaven , whilst
the bells of. the villaze church sounded sweetly in
the distance, and the rays of the setting sun made
the steeple-cross glitter against the eky.. I ofien
returned tn oit opposite the poor widow, persever-
ing in her grief as in her holy hopes. :

¢ What!” Lthongbl,“‘ can s0 much love address
itselt to a few particles of dust, already mingled
with the mould: all these sighs wased on empty
air!  William departed in the treshness of his age,

| his affections yet vivid, his heant in_its early bloom

¢ She loved him but a year, one little year—ang is
all over for her? Above our heads is there notk-
ing bt void? Love—that sentiment so strong
- within as—is it but a lame placed in the obscure
| prizon of our body, where it shines, burns, and is
' finally extinguished by the full of the frail wall
surrunding it 7 Is a lutle dust all that, remalns of
our loves, and hopes, and passions—of all that
moves, amitates and exalis us 77

There was deep silence in the recesses of my
soul. 1bhad ceased to thick. I was as if slumber-
| ing between what I no longer denied, and what 1
i did not vet believe. At last, one night, when Eva
joined her hands to pray, beneath the most Leauti-
tul starlit sky possible to behold, I know not how
it was, but | fouad my hands also glasped, and my
lips opened 10 murmur a prayer. ' Then by a hap-
py chance, and for the first time, Eva Meredith
: looked round, as if a secret instinet had whispered
harmonsed with hers.
“Thanks:” said she, holding out her hand, “keep
m in yovr memory, and priy for him some-

times.” -
“Ohb, madam:!” 1 exclaimed, “may we all

! meet again in a better work!, wkether our lives
have been long or shoit, happr or fell of 1rial.”

¢ The immorial soulof Witham looks down up-
on us!” she replied 1a a srave vowe, whilst her
gaze, at once sad and bnght, reverted to the sar-
spangled heavens,

Since that evening when performing ihe duties
of my profession, 1 have ofien witnessed death :
but never without speaking. to the £0ITOWING sor-
vivors, a few consoling wo.ds 0oa a betier life than
this one ; and those wonris were words of coavio-
uon.

At last, a month after these incidents, Eva Mere-
| dith gave birth 10 a son.  When they broughit her

child,—+ William ! exclaimed the poor widow ;|
| the tears, soothing tears too long demed 10 her grief |
from her eyes. The child bore .

" escaped in torrents
fthal much-loved name of Wiltiam, and a lLitle

:tey would have retained her by force: but she : duh.  Her hair was parted in bands upon her pal'e ‘cradie was placed cloe to the mother's bed.

- . .
wad aiwne upen the earth, and to all my humed

N ot
erreaues ehe suii rephed 1o a hollow voxce. -1

g0 with vou '’ ;
We set cg*  The monn was amain darkened by |

- . . i
. dense clouds : thére wag ligh. neither 1n the hea- '

.-

- vens nor on the earth.  The uaqenain radiance of |

ot torches barely showed us the path. A servant .
wentin front lowering his torch te the right and to
tie lefi. to illuminate the ditches and bushes bor
leung the road. Rehind hum Mrs. Mer&hlh,.lhei
mardvner and myself followed with our eves the

scam of light. From time to time we raised cur
vowes and called Mr. Meredith. Aner us a stitled
<oh murmured the name of William, asif a__hean i

-1 ad reckoned on the instinct of love G hear its-

tears better than our shouts. We reaclied the for- :

"est. Rain began to fall, and the drops paﬁer_ed;

" a~d plenzed into the byshes

+ ¢ian. ¥ Dactor,” said she, ¢ | implore you to con-

LT

upon the foliage with a mouraful noise. as i ev-
ervthing aronnd ns wept. Eva’s thin Jress was'
soan soaked with with the cold flood. The water

sreamed from Bér hair over her face. She brumis- |
od ber feet with'the <tones of the road. and repealJ

ally sumbled and fell npon her knee: but she : T must tell you therefore what [ have thought and ; calied one of her women,
rose azuin wath an ecergy of despair, apd pushied ; fel beneath us bumble roof. Forgive me ladies, , son that he may

iorward. It was ageuizing to behold her.
scarcely dared ook a1 her, lest | should see her
fall dead beforé my eves. At last we were mov-
"3 m silence, faigued and discouraged —Mrs.

Meradih pushed us suddenly aside, sprang forwand

: We followed ber |
upea raising the torcRes—alas ! she was upon

Lerhnees qestde the bady of Wilham, whe was |
Srewched motionless upon” the ground. e eyes;
Jared and lus brow covered with blood which
“ywel fom a'wound in the let temple.

" Doctor ! sand Eva to me. That oue word ex- !
rressed—+ Does Witham live !

Tstnoped and felt the pulse of William Mere-
7ith 1 placey] my hand od bis heart. 1t remained
tuent  Eva sill gazed at me: but, when my si-
lezce was prolonged, 1 saw her bend. waver. and
hen. withom a word, of cry, fall seaseless upor
Ler Lusband's corpse. -

¢ Bet ladies.” said Dr. Bamaby, tomiag to his
sudience, “the sun shines again: you can, go
cui now. Let us leave this 2ad story where it now

Madame de Moncar approached the old physi-

unge: oaly look atus, and you will nx doulx the
interest with which we listen
Thore werte no more smites of mackery uvpon
the young faces that surrounded the village doctor.
In some of their eves he might even distinzuish
the zlifening of tears. He resumed his carrative,
 Mrs. Meredith was carried bome, and remaun-
&d for several hours senseless;upoa herbed. | fek
1t atooce a duly and a cruelty 1o use every efion
v recall ertolife. 1 dreaded the agonizing scenes
inat would follow this etate ef immobilty. I re-
maned beside the poot woman, bathing  her tem-
i*es with fresh water, and awaiting with anxiety
% sad and-yet bappy momeant of returning con-
scwousness. | was mistaken with my anticipitions,
¥ | hal peter witnessed great grief Eva half
“hened her eves and immediutely closed them
Uz po tear escaped from beneath their lids.—
¢ remaned calm, moticaless, silent; and bua,
¥¢ (be beart which again throbbed bensath my
A4, 1 shocid bave deemed her déad. Sad i is

forehead, and she sat near a window motionless.as
she had ladd in bed. . . .

I passed long silent evenings with her, 2 .book
in my hand for apparent occupativn. Each day on
my arnival, [ addressed 1o her a few words of sy:m-
pathy.”” She replied by a thankful look ; then we
remaned sileut. | awaited an oppertunity to open

suflered it to escape when it occorred. Linle by
hittle 1 grew accustomed 1o this. mute intercourse -
and, besides what could I have said to her? My
chief object was 10 prevent her feeling quite alone
in the world: and obscure as was the prop remain-
ing. it sl wissomedxing. 1 went to see her mere-
Iy that my presence mightsay, 1 am here.”

It was a sinzular epoch in my life, and had a
greal influevce on my future existence. Had lnot
shown so much regret at the threatened destruction
of the white cottage, I would bury to the conclu-
sion of this parrauve.  Bat you have insited npon
knowing why that building is hallowed to me, and

sometimes a litile saddened; it has so much
10 langh and forget.

The son of a rich peasant, I was sent to Paris to
complete my studies. Duning four years passed
in that great city, | retained the awkwardness of
my manners, the simplicity of my language, bot
rapidly lost the ingeniousness of my semiments.—
I retumned to these mountaing, almost learned. bat
almostincredulous in all those points of faith which

tme

! enable a man to pass his life contentedly beneath a

thatched roof, in the society of bis wife and chil-
dren, with caring 1o look beyond the cross above
the village cemetery. ;

Whilst contemphating 4he love of Willidm and
of Eva, 1 _had reverted 16 my former simple peas-
ant-pature. I bezan to dream of a virtnous affec-
tioate wife, diligent and frogal, embellishmg my
hoase by her care and order. 1 saw mysélf proud
of the gente seventy of her features, revealing to
all the chaste aurd faithfal spouse.  Very different
were these reveries from those that haunted me at
Paris after joyous evenings spent with my com-
rades. Saddenly, homible calamity descended
like a toounderbolt upon Eva Meredith, This time
I was slower to appreciate the lesson 1 daily re-
ceived. Eva sat constantly at the window, her
sad gaze fixed opon the beavens. “The anitude,
common in persons of meditative mbod,gnnﬂnd
my aftentivn bat linle. Her per.szstanee mita
last strock me. My book upon my knees, ] Jook-
ed at-Mrs. Meredith ; and well assured she would
not detect my gaze, | examined” her attentively.—
She still zared at the sky—my eyes followed the
direction of Ifrs. * ¢ Ah,7 | said to myself with a
balt smile, “ she thinks to rejoin him there ¥’—
Then | resumed my book, thinking how fortanate
it was for the weakness of women that such
thoughta came 1o the relief of their sorrows.

1 have already t0ld you that my stdent's Kife
bad put_evil thoughis into my head. Every day,
however, l aw Eva in the same. amitode, and
every day my reflections weve recalled to the,
same subject.  Liflle by little | came o think her
dream a good orie, and 10 regret I could not eredit

-~

| —Then Eva's gaze lonz directed 40 heaven.
. returned earthwards.  She locked ather chiid now,
- as she had previousiy looked to her Gol. She
bent over him 1o seek s father's features. Pro-
: vidence had permitted an exact resemblance be-
1 tween Wilhiam and the sou he was fated not 1o see
. A great change occurred around ps. Eva, .who

! a conversation : but my awiwardness and my re- had consented to live until her child's existence
. spect for her grief preveated mj tinding one, or was detached fiom bers, was now. 1 couid plamly

. see, willing 10 live on, becanse she felt that this
| litle being needed the protection of her love —
! She passed the days and evenings seated beside
his cradle ; and when I went 10 see her, oh ! then
she questioned me as to what she shonki do. for
him, she explained what he had suffered,and ask-
ed what could be done to save him from pain.—
. For ber chifd she feared the heat of a ray of sun,
. the chill of the lightestbreeze. Bendinz over hum.
‘7 she shielded lim with her body. and warmed bim

; with her Kisses. One dav, 1 almost thoogh: | saw’

s ber smile at him. Bat she never would aing,
! whilst rocking s cradle, 10 lull hum 10 sleep: she
and said, “ Sing to my
sleep. Then she listened, letting

1| if my words are grave. It is good for youth to be | her tears flow sofily opon litle William's brow.—

' Poor child ! he was hand<ome, gente. €asy to rear.
But, as if his mother's sorrow had . affected him
even before his bitth, the child was melancholy :

i he seldom cned, but'he vever smiled : he was Gui- |

{et;and that seems 1o desote.sufienng. 1 tanci-
Ced tkat all the tears shed over the cradle troze that
Inde soul. | weuld fain have seen William's arms
twined caessingly round Lis mother's neck. I
would bave hrd him retam the kisces lavished op-
oo him. “Bal what am [ thinking about?’ 1|
then said to myself; is it reasonable 1o expect that
a linle creatore, not yet a year upon the earth,
should upderstand that it is sent thither 1o love and
console this woman 17

It was, | assure you, a tooching sight to behold
this young mother, pale, feebls, and who bad once
repounced existence, clinging again to life for the
sake of a little child which conld nat even sy
“Thanks, dear mother ™’ What a marvel is the
baman heann! Of how small a thing it makes
much! Give it bet a grain of sand, and it elevates
a moantain : at its latest throb show it but an atnm
to love, and again is pulses revive; it stops for
good only whea all is void arousd it," and when.
even the shadow of its affections bad vanished
from the earth ! )

Time rolled oa, and I received a letter from an
uncle, my sole sorviving relative. My uncle, a
mertaber of the facolty of Montpelier, sommoned
me fo his side, to complets in that leanied wwn
my initiation-into the secrets of my art.  This let-
ter, in form an mvitation, was in fact an order. |
bad to set out.  Oue morning, my beart biz, when
1 thought of the isolation in which I left jthe wid-
dow and the ocphan, I repaired to the white cot-
tage to take leave of Eva Meredith. T know not

ber features when [ t0ld her [ was aboot 10 make
a Jong abseace. Sioce the death of William Mer-
edith such profoord melancholy dwel upon ber
countegance that a smile would have been the si’e
perceptible variation : sadoess was always there.

“You leave us?* she exclaimed ; “ yolir cire is

wwmchilomy hid®™ " < C 7,
'poot loaely woman foget to regret the de-

-
=

whether an additional shade of sadness came over'

—

~
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partnre of her last friend ; the mother lamented the
loas of the physician useful to herson. I did not
complain. To be useful is the sweet recompense
of the devoted. : :

‘ Adien ! she said, holding ont her hand —
“Wherever you go, may God bless you; and
should it be His will to afflict von, may he a1 least
afford you the sympathy of a heart compassionate
as your own,”’

I bowed over the hand of Eva Meredith ;and |
departed, deeply moved. )

The child was in the garden in front of the house,
lying upon the grass. in the exn. I took him in
my arms and kissed him repeatedly : [ looked at
him long, anemtively, eadly, and a tear started to
my. eye, “ Oh.no. no! | mus{ be mistaken ™ 1|
murmured, and [ hurried from the white cottage.

“Good Leavens. doctor!’ simuitanecusly ex- |
claimed all Dr. Barnaby's aulicoce, © what did you |
app:chend I

* Sufler me 10 fuish my storr my own way,”
teplied the village doctor; - everyibing rhall be X
told in its turn. 1 relate these eveuls in the. order
1w which they occurred,”

Ou my arrival at Montpeliier, 1 was exceeling.
1y well teceived by my uacie : who declared, how-
ever, that he could n#iher lodge nor feed me, nor
lend me money, and that as a stranger, without a
vame, | maust not hope for a patient w_a town so
tull of celebiated physic ans.

“Thea | will teturn to my viilage, uncle,” re-
plied [.

*By no means!” was his answer. ¢ | have st
| you a lucrative and respectable sutvation. An old

X Eongli=hmag, rich, gouty, and restes<, wishes to
have a doctor 10 live with bum. an intelligent voung !

man who will take charze of us ‘health under the
!'superintendence of an older physician. 1 have
progose:d you—you have been acepted~ let us go
to him.”

We took ourselves immeidiately to the residence
of Lord James Kvsington, a’ laige and handsome
i house, tull of servants. where. afier wailing some
time,; first in the anteroom, and thea i ke parlours

"I know not what I was thinking about. In my
village I had heard none but the names of peasants,
hardiy applicable to Lady Mary’s danghter. Mrs.
Meredith was the only ady | had known, and the
child repeating, “ Guess, guess!” | replied at ran-
dom. .

¢ Eva, perhaps ¥

We were speaking very low ;. but when the name
of Eva escaped my lips, Lord James opened his
eyes quickly, and raised himself in his chair, Lady
Mary dropped her needle, and tumed sharply to-
wards me. [ was confounded at the eflect 1 had
produced ; [ looked alternately at Lord James and
at Lady Mary, without daring to utter another word.
Some minutes passed: Lord James agamn let his]
head fall back and clused his eyes, Lady Mary re-
sumed her needle. Harry and 1 ceased our conver-
sation. | reflected for sometime upoa’this strange
incident, uptil at last, all around me baving sunk
into the ‘sstial monotonous calm, 1 rose to leave the
room. Lady Mary pushed away her embroidery
{rame; pasced before me, and made me a sign to
follow. When we were both in another room she
shut the door, and raising her head, with the‘impe-
rioos air which was the most habitnal expression
of her features: ¢ Dr. Barnaby,” said she, * be so
good as never again ‘o pronounce the name that just
now escaped yaur lips. Ttis a name Lord James
Kysington must not hear.” She bowed slightly, and
re-entered her brother-in-law's apartment. *

Thoogits innomerable crowded upon my mind.

This Eva, whose name was not 1o be spoken,
could it be Eva Meredith? Was she Lord Kyeing.
ton’s Janghter in-law? Was 1 in the house of Wil--
liam’s father? Thoped. but sill | doubted ; for,
after all. if there was but one Eva in the world for
me, in England the name was, doubtless, by no
means uncommon.  But the thought that | was per-
haps with the family of Eva Meredith, living with
the woman who robbed the widdow and the or-
phan ot their inberitance, this thought was present
to me by day and by night. In my dreams 1 be.
eld the return ot Eva and her son 10 the patemnal
residence. 1n consequepoe of the pardon 1 had im.

we were al last ushered into the presence of 1he
noble invalid. Seated in a large arm.chair was an
: okl man of cold and severe aspect, whose white
“hair contrasted odMy with his eyebrows, still a jat
black. He was tall and thin, as far as | conld jodae

dresaing-zown.  His kands disappeared under Lis
cufls, and hus feet were wrapped in the skin of a

upon a table keside Lim.

My lord, tus is my nephew. Dr. Bamaby.”

Lord Kysingion bowed : that is 1o say. he looked
at me. and made a scarcely percepuble movement
y with his head.
¢ He is well versed in his profes=ion. and I doubt

not that his care will' be most beneficial 16 your
: lordstup.”
| A second movement of the hea.! was the sole re-
ply vouchsafed.

** Moreover,” continued my relation, having
bad a tolerably good edvcauon. he can read 10
vour Jordship, or write under yozr dictation.”

¢ 1 ahall be obliged to hum,"" replied Lord Kys-
ington. breaking silence at last, and then closing

conversation was to drop. | glanced around me.
Near the window sat a lady, very elegantly dress-
ed, who continued her embroidery without once
raising her eyes, as if we were not worthy her no-
uce. Upon the carpet at her feet a litle boy amo-
ted himself with toys. The lady, although young,
did not at first stnke me as pretty—because she
had black hair and eyes: and to be pretty, accord-
! ing 1o my notion, was to be fair, Like Eva Meredith;
and meoreover, in my experiende, | held beauty
j impossible without a certain air of grodness. It
was long before | could admit the beauty of this
woman, whose bro.s was hanghty, her look dis-
dainful, anJ her mouth unsmiling. Like Lord Kys-
ington, she was talf, thin, rather pale. In charac-
ter they were too moch alike to soit each other
well. Formaland mcitom they lived togeth.er with-
. out affection, almost without converse. The child,
too, had been tanght silence ; he walked on tiptoe,
and at the least nojse a severe look from Lonl
Kysington changed him 1o a statue.

1t was too late io0 retarn 1o my village; but it is
never {00 late {0 regret what one bas loved and lost.
My heart ached whea I thoaght of my couage, my
valley, my lLiberty.

What | learned conceruing the cheeriess family
T bad entered was as foliows : Lord James Kysing-.
ton bad come to Montpelier for his health, deteri-
orated by. the climase of India. Second son of the
.Duke of Kysington, and a lord onty by couttesy, he
owed to talent and not to inheritance his fortone
and bis political positions in the House of Com-
mons. Lady Mary was the wife of his youngest
brother ; and Loed James, free to dispose of his for-)
tone. ind nramed her son his heir.

Towards me bis lordship was most ponctiliously
pelite. A bow thapked me for every service I ren-

terrupted either by the sombre old man, whom 1
put o sleep, or by the younz woman, who did not
Listen 10 me, or by tha child, who trembled in his
uncle’s presence. | had never led so metanchaly
a life, and yet, as you know, tadies, the little white.
cotiage had long ceased 1o be gay ; but the silence
of misjortune implies soch grave reflections, that
words are insufficient to exrress them. One feels
the lifapf the soul under the sifllness of the body.
In my own abode it was the silence of a void.
Oue day that Lord Jamés dozed and Lady Mary
was engrossed with the embropdery, Linle Harry
chimbed upon my knee, as 1 sat apartat the farther
end of the room, and bezan to qoestion me with
the artless curiosity of his age. In my tom, aad
withott reflecting on what 1 said, § questaned bim
cooceming his family.
© Have you any brothers or sisters 1. ] iaguired.
“] have a iale sisrer.”? B
"Wh!igh’ahne!"dedllmhlghp-

cinz it the pewspaper, b iy hand. |

his eyes, either from fatigue, or as a hint that the !

dered him. 1 read aloud for hours together, miin. |

i plored and obtained tor them. But when ! raised
|'my eves. the cold impassible physiognomy ot Lord

Kysington frnze all the Lopes of my heart. 1 ap-
, pled myself to the exammation of that conntenance
1 as1f | had never before seen it; 1 analysed its fea-

through the folds of a larze cloth coat. made Jike a | tores and- lines to find a trace ol sensibility. 1

souzht the heart | s0 pladly would have touched.

Alas! 1found it not! Putlhad 0 good a cause
white bear. A number of medicine vials were ' that ] was pot 10 be discouraged. ‘. Paljawr 17 |

said to my=elf, ¢ what matters the expression of
!thelace? why heed the esternal envelope? May
. uot the darkiest cofler contain bright gold? Must
: all that 1s within us reveal iseélf at a glance ! Dces
not every man of the world learn to separate his
" mind"and bis thoughts from the habiteal expression
. of his countenance !’ ,
1 resolsed to clear vp my doubts, bat how to do
. 50 was the difficuity.  Imposaible to question Lady
Mary or Lord James ; the sejvanis were French,
. 30d ha lately come 1o the house. An FEnglish
valet-de-chambre had just been despatched to Lop-
{ don on a confidential mission. I directed my io-
vestizations to Lord James Kysington. The severe
. expreseion of his countenance ceased 10 intimidate
me. | said to myseif; ‘- Wheun the forester meets
with a tree apparently dead, he strikes his axe into
the trunk 10 see whether sap does not still spreive
beneath the withered bark ; in like maoper will {
strike at the heart, and see whether life be not
somewhere hulden.™ And 1 only waited an oppor-
taaity.

To await an opportonity with impatiénce is to
accelera’e its coming.” Instead of depending on cit-
comsiances we subjugate them. ~ One night Lord
James sent for me. He was in pain. Afier ad-
. ministering the necessary remedies, I remained by
, bis bedside, to waich their effect. The room was
dark ; a single wax candle showed the outline of
objects, without illuminating them. The pale and
noble head of Lord James was thrown back upon
| his pillow. Riseyes were shot, according to his
 custom when suflering, as if he concentrated his
moral energies within him. He never complain-
ed, but lay stretched ont in his bed,—straisht and
motionless as a King’s statne upon a. marble tomb:
In general he got somebody to read to him, hoping
either to distract his thoughts from his pains, or to
be lulled 10 sleep by the -monotonous ssund.

Upon that night he made sion 1o me with his
meagre hand o take a book and read, butI songtn
one in vain ; books and newspapers had ail been
removed to the drawing-room; the doors were
locked, and unless I ranz and aroused the house,
a book was not to be had. Lord James made 2
gesture of impatience, then one of resignation, aml
beckoned me o resame my seat by his side. We
remained for some time withoat speaking, almost
ia darkress, the silence broken only by the ticking
of the clock. S'eep came not Suddenly Lord

ames opened his eyes. .

tSpeak to me,” he said. & Tell me something;
whatever you like.” - : . N

His eyesclosed, and be waited. My heast beat
violently. Tbe moment had come. ' '

“ My Lord,”7said I, 1 greatly fear | know noth.
ing that will interest your lordship. 1 can speak
bat of my=elf, of the events of my life,—alid the
history of the great oves of the eaith were neces.
sary to fix your attention. What can a peasant
have to sxy, who haslived contented with fittle, m
obscority and reposet T have scarcely quitted my
village, my lord. Itisa pretty moontsin hamles
where even those pat bomn there might well be
pleased 1o dwell. Near it is a country house, which

bave lett 2 if they had* liked, bot who ‘remained,
with fiowers, the streams bright and rapid in their
tocky beds. * Alas! they were two in that hovse—
and 5000 3 poor woman ‘was theve alone, mtl the

of yoars, an Englishwoman, of besuty -such as is
seldom seen either o England or in France; good

¢ She bas a beautitul same. Gueé'n,'.l)mdh A

I bave known inhahited by rich people who could |

birth of herson. My lord, she is a comntrywoman

as, besides ber, caly ibe angels in beaves ean be!

¥ left her, fatherlesa, motherless, and already wid-
owed of arr adored husband’; she is feeble, delicite,
almoet ill, and yel she must live :—who would pro-.
tect that linle child? Oh! my lond, theré are very
unhappy beinge of this world! To be wakapty in
middle life or.old age, is doubtlesssad, but étill you
have pleasant memories of the past to remind you
that you have had yoor day, your share, your hap-
piness; but 1o weep before you are eighteen is far
sadder, for nothing can bring back the dead, and
the futore is dim with tears. Poor ereatare. Wa-
see a beggar. by the road side suffering from coid
and bunger; and we give hwm alms, and look spon
him withput pain, because it is in our power to re-
lieve him ; but this unhappy, broken-hearted wo-
man, the only relief to give her would' be to love
her—and none are there 10 bestow that aims .upon
het! ’
“Ah! my lord, if you knew what a fine young
tman her husband was !—hardly three-and-twenty ;
a nobte countenance, a lofty brow—like yout own .
intelligent and proud ;" dark biue eyes, rather pen-
sive, rathersad. I knew why they were sad. He
loved his father and his native land, and he was
doomed to exile from both! And how gosd and
gracefol was his smile! Ah how he would have
smiled at his Liule cbiid, had he lived long encugh
1o see it. He loved it even before it was bomn : he
took pleasore in looking at the cradle that awaited
it. Poor, poor young man !~1 saw bimon a stor-
my night, in the darkest forest, stretched upon the
wet earth, motionless, lifelese, his garments cover.
ed with mud, his temple shattered, blood eseaping
in torrents from his wound. 1 saw—alas § saw
William—7 '
“ You saw my son's death! cried Lord James,
raising himsell like a spectre in the midst of his
pillows, and firing me with his eyes so_distended
and piercing, that I started back alarmed. Butrot.
witstanding the darkness, 1 thought I saw a tear

moisten the old man'seye-lids. ,

“ My lord,” I replied, 1 was present at your
son’s death, and at the bisth of his ehild ¥’

There was an instant's silence. Lord James
looked steadtasily at me. At lasthe made a move-
ment; his trembling hand songht miae, pressed .it,
then his fiugers relaxed” their grasp, and he feil
back apon his bed. .

“ Enough, sit, enough : I sufler, I need repose.
Leave me.” )

1 bowed and retired. ) L

Before | was out of the room, Lord James had
relapsed into his habitual position ; into silence and
immobility. - .

T will not detail 1o you my nomerous and re.
speciful representations to Lord, James Kysington,
his indecision and recret anxiety, and how at last
his paterna love, awakened by the details of the
hotrible catastropbe, his pride of race, revived by
the bope of leaving an heir to his name, tnumph-
-ed over his bitter resentment. Three months afier
the scene’l have described, Fawaited, on the thresh-
old of the hotse at Montpelier, the Parrival of Eva
Meredith anJ her son, summoned 1o their family. '
and 1o the resumption of all their rights. k was a
proud and happy day for me. '

Lady Mary, perfect niistress of herself, had con-
gealed her’joy when family. dissensions bad made
her son beir 10 her wealthy brother. Still better
did she conceal her regret and anger|when Eva

Meredith, or rather Eva Kysington, reconciled
to her father-in-aw. Nota cloud gpon
Lacy 3Mary’'s marble forehead. But beneath this

external calm how many evil passions|fomented !
Whea the cariage of Eva Meredith entered the
court-yard of the house, I was there 1o receive her.
Eva beld out her hand—‘*Thanks, thanks my
friend!” she muumured. - She wiped the tearsthat -
were trembling in her eyes, and taking her boy,
now three years old, by the hand, she entered her
! new abode.. “1am afraid I said. She was
! still the weak woman, broken by affliction, pale,
sad and beautiiul, incredulous of earthiy hopes,
firm in beavenly faith. I walked by herside; -
as she ascended the steps, her gentle countenance
bedewed with tears, her slender and feeble form -
inclined towand the balustrade, her extended arms-
{ assisted the child, who walked siill more slowly
than berseli; Lady Mary and ber son sppeared at
the door. Lady Mary wore 2 brown velvet dress,
tich bracelets encircled lier arms, a sle goid
chain encircled bex brow, which in trath ‘was of
those on which a diadem sits well. Shead

with an assured step, her head high, her fall

of pride. Soch was the first meetng of the two
mothers, < . e

* You ars welcome, madam,” said. Lady Mary,
bowing 10 Eva Meredith. . - -

Eva tried t smile, and answered by s fow af.
fectionate words. How could she forebode hatred,
she who only knew love? ‘We proceeded to Lord
James’ soom. Mrs. Meredith scarcely able tosup-
port herself, entered first, too a few steps and knelt
beside her grand-father’s arm-chair. Taking ber
child in her arms, she placed him on his grand-
father’s knee, - -

" “His son"" she 52id.® Then the poer woman

wept and wassileat. - N

he zradaally recoznized the ledtures of the son be

badlost,hiseyubmmemoinan&ﬁneifetpms-

sion aflectionate. T‘beteamsqmqu, when

bme,hedmmedhxmﬂfbwkagdnh&ehp- .
Py day when be first pressed his infant son 0 his

beart ‘ William, Wiliiam ™’ he mormured. &My
d;ngha”added*,mqndh;hi;-hadhﬂn

Meredich. ;

My eyes filled with tears. Eva had a family
protecior, a fotuae, 1 was happy; perhaps that

Dox’r Gxt ¥ 2 Passiox2:Is very well,”
says M. Dobbe, “for the moral ‘fapers 10 keep
ayiag doa’tget in-a pamion ; bot for my pen,
 'when the nasty creatire Mr. D, goss 10 bed with
his boots, 1 kthd o’ bile over.”




