
  
    
      
    
  


		
			The Tenant of Wildfell Hall

			By Anne Bron­të.

			[image: ]
		
	
		
			
				Imprint

				[image: The Standard Ebooks logo.]
			
			This ebook is the prod­uct of many hours of hard work by vol­un­teers for Stan­dard Ebooks, and builds on the hard work of oth­er lit­er­a­ture lovers made pos­si­ble by the pub­lic do­main.

			This par­tic­u­lar ebook is based on a tran­scrip­tion from Project Guten­berg and on dig­i­tal scans from the In­ter­net Ar­chive.

			The source text and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. They may still be copy­right­ed in oth­er coun­tries, so users lo­cat­ed out­side of the Unit­ed States must check their lo­cal laws be­fore us­ing this ebook. The cre­ators of, and con­trib­u­tors to, this ebook ded­i­cate their con­tri­bu­tions to the world­wide pub­lic do­main via the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion. For full li­cense in­for­ma­tion, see the Un­copy­right at the end of this ebook.

			Stan­dard Ebooks is a vol­un­teer-driv­en project that pro­duces ebook edi­tions of pub­lic do­main lit­er­a­ture us­ing mod­ern ty­pog­ra­phy, tech­nol­o­gy, and ed­i­to­ri­al stan­dards, and dis­trib­utes them free of cost. You can down­load this and oth­er ebooks care­ful­ly pro­duced for true book lovers at stan­dard­e­books.org.

		
	
		
			Author’s Preface to the Second Edition

			While I ac­know­ledge the suc­cess of the present work to have been great­er than I an­ti­cip­ated, and the praises it has eli­cited from a few kind crit­ics to have been great­er than it de­served, I must also ad­mit that from some oth­er quar­ters it has been cen­sured with an as­per­ity which I was as little pre­pared to ex­pect, and which my judg­ment, as well as my feel­ings, as­sures me is more bit­ter than just. It is scarcely the province of an au­thor to re­fute the ar­gu­ments of his cen­sors and vin­dic­ate his own pro­duc­tions; but I may be al­lowed to make here a few ob­ser­va­tions with which I would have pre­faced the first edi­tion, had I fore­seen the ne­ces­sity of such pre­cau­tions against the mis­ap­pre­hen­sions of those who would read it with a pre­ju­diced mind or be con­tent to judge it by a hasty glance.

			My ob­ject in writ­ing the fol­low­ing pages was not simply to amuse the Read­er; neither was it to grat­i­fy my own taste, nor yet to in­gra­ti­ate my­self with the Press and the Pub­lic: I wished to tell the truth, for truth al­ways con­veys its own mor­al to those who are able to re­ceive it. But as the price­less treas­ure too fre­quently hides at the bot­tom of a well, it needs some cour­age to dive for it, es­pe­cially as he that does so will be likely to in­cur more scorn and ob­lo­quy for the mud and wa­ter in­to which he has ven­tured to plunge, than thanks for the jew­el he pro­cures; as, in like man­ner, she who un­der­takes the cleans­ing of a care­less bach­el­or’s apart­ment will be li­able to more ab­use for the dust she raises than com­mend­a­tion for the clear­ance she ef­fects. Let it not be ima­gined, how­ever, that I con­sider my­self com­pet­ent to re­form the er­rors and ab­uses of so­ci­ety, but only that I would fain con­trib­ute my humble quota to­wards so good an aim; and if I can gain the pub­lic ear at all, I would rather whis­per a few whole­some truths therein than much soft non­sense.

			As the story of “Ag­nes Grey” was ac­cused of ex­tra­vag­ant over-col­our­ing in those very parts that were care­fully copied from the life, with a most scru­pu­lous avoid­ance of all ex­ag­ger­a­tion, so, in the present work, I find my­self cen­sured for de­pict­ing con amore, with “a mor­bid love of the coarse, if not of the bru­tal,” those scenes which, I will ven­ture to say, have not been more pain­ful for the most fas­ti­di­ous of my crit­ics to read than they were for me to de­scribe. I may have gone too far; in which case I shall be care­ful not to trouble my­self or my read­ers in the same way again; but when we have to do with vice and vi­cious char­ac­ters, I main­tain it is bet­ter to de­pict them as they really are than as they would wish to ap­pear. To rep­res­ent a bad thing in its least of­fens­ive light is, doubt­less, the most agree­able course for a writer of fic­tion to pur­sue; but is it the most hon­est, or the safest? Is it bet­ter to re­veal the snares and pit­falls of life to the young and thought­less trav­el­ler, or to cov­er them with branches and flowers? Oh, read­er! if there were less of this del­ic­ate con­ceal­ment of facts—this whis­per­ing, “Peace, peace,” when there is no peace, there would be less of sin and misery to the young of both sexes who are left to wring their bit­ter know­ledge from ex­per­i­ence.

			I would not be un­der­stood to sup­pose that the pro­ceed­ings of the un­happy scapegrace, with his few prof­lig­ate com­pan­ions I have here in­tro­duced, are a spe­ci­men of the com­mon prac­tices of so­ci­ety—the case is an ex­treme one, as I trus­ted none would fail to per­ceive; but I know that such char­ac­ters do ex­ist, and if I have warned one rash youth from fol­low­ing in their steps, or pre­ven­ted one thought­less girl from fall­ing in­to the very nat­ur­al er­ror of my heroine, the book has not been writ­ten in vain. But, at the same time, if any hon­est read­er shall have de­rived more pain than pleas­ure from its per­us­al, and have closed the last volume with a dis­agree­able im­pres­sion on his mind, I humbly crave his par­don, for such was far from my in­ten­tion; and I will en­deav­our to do bet­ter an­oth­er time, for I love to give in­no­cent pleas­ure. Yet, be it un­der­stood, I shall not lim­it my am­bi­tion to this—or even to pro­du­cing “a per­fect work of art”: time and tal­ents so spent, I should con­sider wasted and mis­ap­plied. Such humble tal­ents as God has giv­en me I will en­deav­our to put to their greatest use; if I am able to amuse, I will try to be­ne­fit too; and when I feel it my duty to speak an un­pal­at­able truth, with the help of God, I will speak it, though it be to the pre­ju­dice of my name and to the det­ri­ment of my read­er’s im­me­di­ate pleas­ure as well as my own.

			One word more, and I have done. Re­spect­ing the au­thor’s iden­tity, I would have it to be dis­tinctly un­der­stood that Ac­ton Bell is neither Cur­rer nor El­lis Bell, and there­fore let not his faults be at­trib­uted to them. As to wheth­er the name be real or fic­ti­tious, it can­not greatly sig­ni­fy to those who know him only by his works. As little, I should think, can it mat­ter wheth­er the writer so des­ig­nated is a man, or a wo­man, as one or two of my crit­ics pro­fess to have dis­covered. I take the im­puta­tion in good part, as a com­pli­ment to the just de­lin­eation of my fe­male char­ac­ters; and though I am bound to at­trib­ute much of the sever­ity of my cen­sors to this sus­pi­cion, I make no ef­fort to re­fute it, be­cause, in my own mind, I am sat­is­fied that if a book is a good one, it is so whatever the sex of the au­thor may be. All nov­els are, or should be, writ­ten for both men and wo­men to read, and I am at a loss to con­ceive how a man should per­mit him­self to write any­thing that would be really dis­grace­ful to a wo­man, or why a wo­man should be cen­sured for writ­ing any­thing that would be prop­er and be­com­ing for a man.

			
				Ju­ly 22nd, 1848.

			
		
	
		
			The Tenant of Wildfell Hall

		
	
		
			I

			You must go back with me to the au­tumn of 1827.

			My fath­er, as you know, was a sort of gen­tle­man farm­er in ——shire; and I, by his ex­press de­sire, suc­ceeded him in the same quiet oc­cu­pa­tion, not very will­ingly, for am­bi­tion urged me to high­er aims, and self-con­ceit as­sured me that, in dis­reg­ard­ing its voice, I was bury­ing my tal­ent in the earth, and hid­ing my light un­der a bushel. My moth­er had done her ut­most to per­suade me that I was cap­able of great achieve­ments; but my fath­er, who thought am­bi­tion was the surest road to ru­in, and change but an­oth­er word for de­struc­tion, would listen to no scheme for bet­ter­ing either my own con­di­tion, or that of my fel­low mor­tals. He as­sured me it was all rub­bish, and ex­hor­ted me, with his dy­ing breath, to con­tin­ue in the good old way, to fol­low his steps, and those of his fath­er be­fore him, and let my highest am­bi­tion be to walk hon­estly through the world, look­ing neither to the right hand nor to the left, and to trans­mit the pa­ternal acres to my chil­dren in, at least, as flour­ish­ing a con­di­tion as he left them to me.

			“Well!—an hon­est and in­dus­tri­ous farm­er is one of the most use­ful mem­bers of so­ci­ety; and if I de­vote my tal­ents to the cul­tiv­a­tion of my farm, and the im­prove­ment of ag­ri­cul­ture in gen­er­al, I shall thereby be­ne­fit, not only my own im­me­di­ate con­nec­tions and de­pend­ants, but, in some de­gree, man­kind at large:—hence I shall not have lived in vain.” With such re­flec­tions as these I was en­deav­our­ing to con­sole my­self, as I plod­ded home from the fields, one cold, damp, cloudy even­ing to­wards the close of Oc­to­ber. But the gleam of a bright red fire through the par­lour win­dow had more ef­fect in cheer­ing my spir­its, and re­buk­ing my thank­less re­pin­ings, than all the sage re­flec­tions and good res­ol­u­tions I had forced my mind to frame;—for I was young then, re­mem­ber—only four-and-twenty—and had not ac­quired half the rule over my own spir­it that I now pos­sess—tri­fling as that may be.

			How­ever, that haven of bliss must not be entered till I had ex­changed my miry boots for a clean pair of shoes, and my rough sur­tout for a re­spect­able coat, and made my­self gen­er­ally present­able be­fore de­cent so­ci­ety; for my moth­er, with all her kind­ness, was vastly par­tic­u­lar on cer­tain points.

			In as­cend­ing to my room I was met upon the stairs by a smart, pretty girl of nine­teen, with a tidy, dumpy fig­ure, a round face, bright, bloom­ing cheeks, glossy, clus­ter­ing curls, and little merry brown eyes. I need not tell you this was my sis­ter Rose. She is, I know, a comely mat­ron still, and, doubt­less, no less lovely—in your eyes—than on the happy day you first be­held her. Noth­ing told me then that she, a few years hence, would be the wife of one en­tirely un­known to me as yet, but destined here­after to be­come a closer friend than even her­self, more in­tim­ate than that un­man­nerly lad of sev­en­teen, by whom I was collared in the pas­sage, on com­ing down, and well-nigh jerked off my equi­lib­ri­um, and who, in cor­rec­tion for his im­pudence, re­ceived a re­sound­ing whack over the sconce, which, how­ever, sus­tained no ser­i­ous in­jury from the in­flic­tion; as, be­sides be­ing more than com­monly thick, it was pro­tec­ted by a re­dund­ant shock of short, red­dish curls, that my moth­er called au­burn.

			On en­ter­ing the par­lour we found that hon­oured lady seated in her arm­chair at the fireside, work­ing away at her knit­ting, ac­cord­ing to her usu­al cus­tom, when she had noth­ing else to do. She had swept the hearth, and made a bright blaz­ing fire for our re­cep­tion; the ser­vant had just brought in the tea-tray; and Rose was pro­du­cing the sug­ar-basin and tea-caddy from the cup­board in the black oak side­board, that shone like pol­ished ebony, in the cheer­ful par­lour twi­light.

			“Well! here they both are,” cried my moth­er, look­ing round upon us without re­tard­ing the mo­tion of her nimble fin­gers and glit­ter­ing needles. “Now shut the door, and come to the fire, while Rose gets the tea ready; I’m sure you must be starved;—and tell me what you’ve been about all day;—I like to know what my chil­dren have been about.”

			“I’ve been break­ing in the grey colt—no easy busi­ness that—dir­ect­ing the plough­ing of the last wheat stubble—for the plough­boy has not the sense to dir­ect him­self—and car­ry­ing out a plan for the ex­tens­ive and ef­fi­cient drain­ing of the low mead­ow-lands.”

			“That’s my brave boy!—and Fer­gus, what have you been do­ing?”

			“Badger-bait­ing.”

			And here he pro­ceeded to give a par­tic­u­lar ac­count of his sport, and the re­spect­ive traits of prowess evinced by the badger and the dogs; my moth­er pre­tend­ing to listen with deep at­ten­tion, and watch­ing his an­im­ated coun­ten­ance with a de­gree of ma­ter­nal ad­mir­a­tion I thought highly dis­pro­por­tioned to its ob­ject.

			“It’s time you should be do­ing some­thing else, Fer­gus,” said I, as soon as a mo­ment­ary pause in his nar­ra­tion al­lowed me to get in a word.

			“What can I do?” replied he; “my moth­er won’t let me go to sea or enter the army; and I’m de­term­ined to do noth­ing else—ex­cept make my­self such a nuis­ance to you all, that you will be thank­ful to get rid of me on any terms.”

			Our par­ent sooth­ingly stroked his stiff, short curls. He growled, and tried to look sulky, and then we all took our seats at the table, in obed­i­ence to the thrice-re­peated sum­mons of Rose.

			“Now take your tea,” said she; “and I’ll tell you what I’ve been do­ing. I’ve been to call on the Wilsons; and it’s a thou­sand pit­ies you didn’t go with me, Gil­bert, for Eliza Mill­ward was there!”

			“Well! what of her?”

			“Oh, noth­ing!—I’m not go­ing to tell you about her;—only that she’s a nice, amus­ing little thing, when she is in a merry hu­mour, and I shouldn’t mind call­ing her—”

			“Hush, hush, my dear! your broth­er has no such idea!” whispered my moth­er earn­estly, hold­ing up her fin­ger.

			“Well,” re­sumed Rose; “I was go­ing to tell you an im­port­ant piece of news I heard there—I have been burst­ing with it ever since. You know it was re­por­ted a month ago, that some­body was go­ing to take Wild­fell Hall—and—what do you think? It has ac­tu­ally been in­hab­ited above a week!—and we nev­er knew!”

			“Im­possible!” cried my moth­er.

			“Pre­pos­ter­ous!!!” shrieked Fer­gus.

			“It has in­deed!—and by a single lady!”

			“Good gra­cious, my dear! The place is in ru­ins!”

			“She has had two or three rooms made hab­it­able; and there she lives, all alone—ex­cept an old wo­man for a ser­vant!”

			“Oh, dear! that spoils it—I’d hoped she was a witch,” ob­served Fer­gus, while carving his inch-thick slice of bread and but­ter.

			“Non­sense, Fer­gus! But isn’t it strange, mamma?”

			“Strange! I can hardly be­lieve it.”

			“But you may be­lieve it; for Jane Wilson has seen her. She went with her moth­er, who, of course, when she heard of a stranger be­ing in the neigh­bour­hood, would be on pins and needles till she had seen her and got all she could out of her. She is called Mrs. Gra­ham, and she is in mourn­ing—not wid­ow’s weeds, but slight­ish mourn­ing—and she is quite young, they say—not above five or six and twenty—but so re­served! They tried all they could to find out who she was and where she came from, and, all about her, but neither Mrs. Wilson, with her per­tina­cious and im­per­tin­ent home-thrusts, nor Miss Wilson, with her skil­ful man­oeuv­ring, could man­age to eli­cit a single sat­is­fact­ory an­swer, or even a cas­u­al re­mark, or chance ex­pres­sion cal­cu­lated to al­lay their curi­os­ity, or throw the faintest ray of light upon her his­tory, cir­cum­stances, or con­nec­tions. Moreover, she was barely civil to them, and evid­ently bet­ter pleased to say ‘good­bye,’ than ‘how do you do.’ But Eliza Mill­ward says her fath­er in­tends to call upon her soon, to of­fer some pas­tor­al ad­vice, which he fears she needs, as, though she is known to have entered the neigh­bour­hood early last week, she did not make her ap­pear­ance at church on Sunday; and she—Eliza, that is—will beg to ac­com­pany him, and is sure she can suc­ceed in wheed­ling some­thing out of her—you know, Gil­bert, she can do any­thing. And we should call some time, mamma; it’s only prop­er, you know.”

			“Of course, my dear. Poor thing! How lonely she must feel!”

			“And pray, be quick about it; and mind you bring me word how much sug­ar she puts in her tea, and what sort of caps and ap­rons she wears, and all about it; for I don’t know how I can live till I know,” said Fer­gus, very gravely.

			But if he in­ten­ded the speech to be hailed as a mas­ter­stroke of wit, he sig­nally failed, for nobody laughed. How­ever, he was not much dis­con­cer­ted at that; for when he had taken a mouth­ful of bread and but­ter and was about to swal­low a gulp of tea, the hu­mour of the thing burst upon him with such ir­res­ist­ible force, that he was ob­liged to jump up from the table, and rush snort­ing and chok­ing from the room; and a minute after, was heard scream­ing in fear­ful agony in the garden.

			As for me, I was hungry, and con­ten­ted my­self with si­lently de­mol­ish­ing the tea, ham, and toast, while my moth­er and sis­ter went on talk­ing, and con­tin­ued to dis­cuss the ap­par­ent or non-ap­par­ent cir­cum­stances, and prob­able or im­prob­able his­tory of the mys­ter­i­ous lady; but I must con­fess that, after my broth­er’s mis­ad­ven­ture, I once or twice raised the cup to my lips, and put it down again without dar­ing to taste the con­tents, lest I should in­jure my dig­nity by a sim­il­ar ex­plo­sion.

			The next day my moth­er and Rose hastened to pay their com­pli­ments to the fair re­cluse; and came back but little wiser than they went; though my moth­er de­clared she did not re­gret the jour­ney, for if she had not gained much good, she flattered her­self she had im­par­ted some, and that was bet­ter: she had giv­en some use­ful ad­vice, which, she hoped, would not be thrown away; for Mrs. Gra­ham, though she said little to any pur­pose, and ap­peared some­what self-opin­ion­ated, seemed not in­cap­able of re­flec­tion—though she did not know where she had been all her life, poor thing, for she be­trayed a lam­ent­able ig­nor­ance on cer­tain points, and had not even the sense to be ashamed of it.

			“On what points, moth­er?” asked I.

			“On house­hold mat­ters, and all the little niceties of cook­ery, and such things, that every lady ought to be fa­mil­i­ar with, wheth­er she be re­quired to make a prac­tic­al use of her know­ledge or not. I gave her some use­ful pieces of in­form­a­tion, how­ever, and sev­er­al ex­cel­lent re­ceipts, the value of which she evid­ently could not ap­pre­ci­ate, for she begged I would not trouble my­self, as she lived in such a plain, quiet way, that she was sure she should nev­er make use of them. ‘No mat­ter, my dear,’ said I; ‘it is what every re­spect­able fe­male ought to know;—and be­sides, though you are alone now, you will not be al­ways so; you have been mar­ried, and prob­ably—I might say al­most cer­tainly—will be again.’ ‘You are mis­taken there, ma’am,’ said she, al­most haught­ily; ‘I am cer­tain I nev­er shall.’—But I told her I knew bet­ter.”

			“Some ro­mantic young wid­ow, I sup­pose,” said I, “come there to end her days in solitude, and mourn in secret for the dear de­par­ted—but it won’t last long.”

			“No, I think not,” ob­served Rose; “for she didn’t seem very dis­con­sol­ate after all; and she’s ex­cess­ively pretty—hand­some rather—you must see her, Gil­bert; you will call her a per­fect beauty, though you could hardly pre­tend to dis­cov­er a re­semb­lance between her and Eliza Mill­ward.”

			“Well, I can ima­gine many faces more beau­ti­ful than Eliza’s, though not more charm­ing. I al­low she has small claims to per­fec­tion; but then, I main­tain that, if she were more per­fect, she would be less in­ter­est­ing.”

			“And so you prefer her faults to oth­er people’s per­fec­tions?”

			“Just so—sav­ing my moth­er’s pres­ence.”

			“Oh, my dear Gil­bert, what non­sense you talk!—I know you don’t mean it; it’s quite out of the ques­tion,” said my moth­er, get­ting up, and bust­ling out of the room, un­der pre­tence of house­hold busi­ness, in or­der to es­cape the con­tra­dic­tion that was trem­bling on my tongue.

			After that Rose fa­voured me with fur­ther par­tic­u­lars re­spect­ing Mrs. Gra­ham. Her ap­pear­ance, man­ners, and dress, and the very fur­niture of the room she in­hab­ited, were all set be­fore me, with rather more clear­ness and pre­ci­sion than I cared to see them; but, as I was not a very at­tent­ive listen­er, I could not re­peat the de­scrip­tion if I would.

			The next day was Sat­urday; and, on Sunday, every­body wondered wheth­er or not the fair un­known would profit by the vicar’s re­mon­strance, and come to church. I con­fess I looked with some in­terest my­self to­wards the old fam­ily pew, ap­per­tain­ing to Wild­fell Hall, where the faded crim­son cush­ions and lin­ing had been un­pressed and un­re­newed so many years, and the grim es­cut­cheons, with their lugubri­ous bor­ders of rusty black cloth, frowned so sternly from the wall above.

			And there I be­held a tall, lady­like fig­ure, clad in black. Her face was to­wards me, and there was some­thing in it which, once seen, in­vited me to look again. Her hair was raven black, and dis­posed in long glossy ring­lets, a style of coif­fure rather un­usu­al in those days, but al­ways grace­ful and be­com­ing; her com­plex­ion was clear and pale; her eyes I could not see, for, be­ing bent upon her pray­er­book, they were con­cealed by their droop­ing lids and long black lashes, but the brows above were ex­press­ive and well defined; the fore­head was lofty and in­tel­lec­tu­al, the nose, a per­fect aquil­ine and the fea­tures, in gen­er­al, un­ex­cep­tion­able—only there was a slight hol­low­ness about the cheeks and eyes, and the lips, though finely formed, were a little too thin, a little too firmly com­pressed, and had some­thing about them that be­tokened, I thought, no very soft or ami­able tem­per; and I said in my heart—“I would rather ad­mire you from this dis­tance, fair lady, than be the part­ner of your home.”

			Just then she happened to raise her eyes, and they met mine; I did not choose to with­draw my gaze, and she turned again to her book, but with a mo­ment­ary, in­defin­able ex­pres­sion of quiet scorn, that was in­ex­press­ibly pro­vok­ing to me.

			“She thinks me an im­pudent puppy,” thought I. “Humph!—she shall change her mind be­fore long, if I think it worth while.”

			But then it flashed upon me that these were very im­prop­er thoughts for a place of wor­ship, and that my be­ha­viour, on the present oc­ca­sion, was any­thing but what it ought to be. Pre­vi­ous, how­ever, to dir­ect­ing my mind to the ser­vice, I glanced round the church to see if any­one had been ob­serving me;—but no—all, who were not at­tend­ing to their pray­er­books, were at­tend­ing to the strange lady—my good moth­er and sis­ter among the rest, and Mrs. Wilson and her daugh­ter; and even Eliza Mill­ward was slyly glan­cing from the corners of her eyes to­wards the ob­ject of gen­er­al at­trac­tion. Then she glanced at me, simpered a little, and blushed, mod­estly looked at her pray­er­book, and en­deav­oured to com­pose her fea­tures.

			Here I was trans­gress­ing again; and this time I was made sens­ible of it by a sud­den dig in the ribs, from the el­bow of my pert broth­er. For the present, I could only re­sent the in­sult by press­ing my foot upon his toes, de­fer­ring fur­ther ven­geance till we got out of church.

			Now, Halford, be­fore I close this let­ter, I’ll tell you who Eliza Mill­ward was: she was the vicar’s young­er daugh­ter, and a very en­ga­ging little creature, for whom I felt no small de­gree of par­ti­al­ity;—and she knew it, though I had nev­er come to any dir­ect ex­plan­a­tion, and had no def­in­ite in­ten­tion of so do­ing, for my moth­er, who main­tained there was no one good enough for me with­in twenty miles round, could not bear the thoughts of my mar­ry­ing that in­sig­ni­fic­ant little thing, who, in ad­di­tion to her nu­mer­ous oth­er dis­qual­i­fic­a­tions, had not twenty pounds to call her own. Eliza’s fig­ure was at once slight and plump, her face small, and nearly as round as my sis­ter’s—com­plex­ion, some­thing sim­il­ar to hers, but more del­ic­ate and less de­cidedly bloom­ing—nose, retroussé—fea­tures, gen­er­ally ir­reg­u­lar; and, al­to­geth­er, she was rather charm­ing than pretty. But her eyes—I must not for­get those re­mark­able fea­tures, for therein her chief at­trac­tion lay—in out­ward as­pect at least;—they were long and nar­row in shape, the irids black, or very dark brown, the ex­pres­sion vari­ous, and ever chan­ging, but al­ways either preter­nat­ur­ally—I had al­most said diabol­ic­ally—wicked, or ir­res­ist­ibly be­witch­ing—of­ten both. Her voice was gentle and child­ish, her tread light and soft as that of a cat:—but her man­ners more fre­quently re­sembled those of a pretty play­ful kit­ten, that is now pert and roguish, now tim­id and de­mure, ac­cord­ing to its own sweet will.

			Her sis­ter, Mary, was sev­er­al years older, sev­er­al inches taller, and of a lar­ger, coars­er build—a plain, quiet, sens­ible girl, who had pa­tiently nursed their moth­er, through her last long, te­di­ous ill­ness, and been the house­keep­er, and fam­ily drudge, from thence to the present time. She was trus­ted and val­ued by her fath­er, loved and cour­ted by all dogs, cats, chil­dren, and poor people, and slighted and neg­lected by every­body else.

			The Rev­er­end Mi­chael Mill­ward him­self was a tall, pon­der­ous eld­erly gen­tle­man, who placed a shovel hat above his large, square, massive-fea­tured face, car­ried a stout walk­ing-stick in his hand, and en­cased his still power­ful limbs in knee-breeches and gaiters—or black silk stock­ings on state oc­ca­sions. He was a man of fixed prin­ciples, strong pre­ju­dices, and reg­u­lar habits, in­tol­er­ant of dis­sent in any shape, act­ing un­der a firm con­vic­tion that his opin­ions were al­ways right, and who­ever differed from them must be either most de­plor­ably ig­nor­ant, or wil­fully blind.

			In child­hood, I had al­ways been ac­cus­tomed to re­gard him with a feel­ing of rev­er­en­tial awe—but lately, even now, sur­moun­ted, for, though he had a fath­erly kind­ness for the well-be­haved, he was a strict dis­cip­lin­ari­an, and had of­ten sternly re­proved our ju­ven­ile fail­ings and pec­ca­dilloes; and moreover, in those days, whenev­er he called upon our par­ents, we had to stand up be­fore him, and say our cat­ech­ism, or re­peat, “How doth the little busy bee,” or some oth­er hymn, or—worse than all—be ques­tioned about his last text, and the heads of the dis­course, which we nev­er could re­mem­ber. Some­times, the worthy gen­tle­man would re­prove my moth­er for be­ing over­in­dul­gent to her sons, with a ref­er­ence to old Eli, or Dav­id and Ab­sa­lom, which was par­tic­u­larly galling to her feel­ings; and, very highly as she re­spec­ted him, and all his say­ings, I once heard her ex­claim, “I wish to good­ness he had a son him­self! He wouldn’t be so ready with his ad­vice to oth­er people then;—he’d see what it is to have a couple of boys to keep in or­der.”

			He had a laud­able care for his own bod­ily health—kept very early hours, reg­u­larly took a walk be­fore break­fast, was vastly par­tic­u­lar about warm and dry cloth­ing, had nev­er been known to preach a ser­mon without pre­vi­ously swal­low­ing a raw egg—al­beit he was gif­ted with good lungs and a power­ful voice—and was, gen­er­ally, ex­tremely par­tic­u­lar about what he ate and drank, though by no means ab­ste­mi­ous, and hav­ing a mode of di­et­ary pe­cu­li­ar to him­self—be­ing a great des­piser of tea and such slops, and a pat­ron of malt li­quors, ba­con and eggs, ham, hung beef, and oth­er strong meats, which agreed well enough with his di­gest­ive or­gans, and there­fore were main­tained by him to be good and whole­some for every­body, and con­fid­ently re­com­men­ded to the most del­ic­ate con­vales­cents or dys­peptics, who, if they failed to de­rive the prom­ised be­ne­fit from his pre­scrip­tions, were told it was be­cause they had not per­severed, and if they com­plained of in­con­veni­ent res­ults there­from, were as­sured it was all fancy.

			I will just touch upon two oth­er per­sons whom I have men­tioned, and then bring this long let­ter to a close. These are Mrs. Wilson and her daugh­ter. The former was the wid­ow of a sub­stan­tial farm­er, a nar­row-minded, tat­tling old gos­sip, whose char­ac­ter is not worth de­scrib­ing. She had two sons, Robert, a rough coun­tri­fied farm­er, and Richard, a re­tir­ing, stu­di­ous young man, who was study­ing the clas­sics with the vicar’s as­sist­ance, pre­par­ing for col­lege, with a view to enter the church.

			Their sis­ter Jane was a young lady of some tal­ents, and more am­bi­tion. She had, at her own de­sire, re­ceived a reg­u­lar board­ing-school edu­ca­tion, su­per­i­or to what any mem­ber of the fam­ily had ob­tained be­fore. She had taken the pol­ish well, ac­quired con­sid­er­able el­eg­ance of man­ners, quite lost her pro­vin­cial ac­cent, and could boast of more ac­com­plish­ments than the vicar’s daugh­ters. She was con­sidered a beauty be­sides; but nev­er for a mo­ment could she num­ber me amongst her ad­mirers. She was about six and twenty, rather tall and very slender, her hair was neither chest­nut nor au­burn, but a most de­cided bright, light red; her com­plex­ion was re­mark­ably fair and bril­liant, her head small, neck long, chin well turned, but very short, lips thin and red, eyes clear hazel, quick, and pen­et­rat­ing, but en­tirely des­ti­tute of po­etry or feel­ing. She had, or might have had, many suit­ors in her own rank of life, but scorn­fully re­pulsed or re­jec­ted them all; for none but a gen­tle­man could please her re­fined taste, and none but a rich one could sat­is­fy her soar­ing am­bi­tion. One gen­tle­man there was, from whom she had lately re­ceived some rather poin­ted at­ten­tions, and upon whose heart, name, and for­tune, it was whispered, she had ser­i­ous designs. This was Mr. Lawrence, the young squire, whose fam­ily had formerly oc­cu­pied Wild­fell Hall, but had deser­ted it, some fif­teen years ago, for a more mod­ern and com­mo­di­ous man­sion in the neigh­bour­ing par­ish.

			Now, Halford, I bid you adieu for the present. This is the first in­stal­ment of my debt. If the coin suits you, tell me so, and I’ll send you the rest at my leis­ure: if you would rather re­main my cred­it­or than stuff your purse with such un­gainly, heavy pieces—tell me still, and I’ll par­don your bad taste, and will­ingly keep the treas­ure to my­self.

			
				Yours im­mut­ably,

				Gil­bert Markham.

			
		
	
		
			II

			I per­ceive, with joy, my most val­ued friend, that the cloud of your dis­pleas­ure has passed away; the light of your coun­ten­ance blesses me once more, and you de­sire the con­tinu­ation of my story: there­fore, without more ado, you shall have it.

			I think the day I last men­tioned was a cer­tain Sunday, the latest in the Oc­to­ber of 1827. On the fol­low­ing Tues­day I was out with my dog and gun, in pur­suit of such game as I could find with­in the ter­rit­ory of Linden-Car; but find­ing none at all, I turned my arms against the hawks and car­ri­on crows, whose de­pred­a­tions, as I sus­pec­ted, had de­prived me of bet­ter prey. To this end I left the more fre­quen­ted re­gions, the wooded val­leys, the corn­fields, and the mead­ow-lands, and pro­ceeded to mount the steep ac­cliv­ity of Wild­fell, the wild­est and the lofti­est em­in­ence in our neigh­bour­hood, where, as you as­cend, the hedges, as well as the trees, be­come scanty and stun­ted, the former, at length, giv­ing place to rough stone fences, partly greened over with ivy and moss, the lat­ter to larches and Scotch fir-trees, or isol­ated black­thorns. The fields, be­ing rough and stony, and wholly un­fit for the plough, were mostly de­voted to the pas­tur­ing of sheep and cattle; the soil was thin and poor: bits of grey rock here and there peeped out from the grassy hil­locks; bil­berry-plants and heath­er—rel­ics of more sav­age wild­ness—grew un­der the walls; and in many of the en­clos­ures, rag­weeds and rushes usurped su­prem­acy over the scanty herb­age; but these were not my prop­erty.

			Near the top of this hill, about two miles from Linden-Car, stood Wild­fell Hall, a su­per­an­nu­ated man­sion of the Eliza­beth­an era, built of dark grey stone, ven­er­able and pic­tur­esque to look at, but doubt­less, cold and gloomy enough to in­hab­it, with its thick stone mul­lions and little lat­ticed panes, its time-eaten air-holes, and its too lonely, too un­sheltered situ­ation—only shiel­ded from the war of wind and weath­er by a group of Scotch firs, them­selves half blighted with storms, and look­ing as stern and gloomy as the Hall it­self. Be­hind it lay a few des­ol­ate fields, and then the brown heath-clad sum­mit of the hill; be­fore it (en­closed by stone walls, and entered by an iron gate, with large balls of grey gran­ite—sim­il­ar to those which dec­or­ated the roof and gables—sur­mount­ing the gate­posts) was a garden—once stocked with such hard plants and flowers as could best brook the soil and cli­mate, and such trees and shrubs as could best en­dure the garden­er’s tor­tur­ing shears, and most read­ily as­sume the shapes he chose to give them—now, hav­ing been left so many years un­tilled and un­trimmed, aban­doned to the weeds and the grass, to the frost and the wind, the rain and the drought, it presen­ted a very sin­gu­lar ap­pear­ance in­deed. The close green walls of priv­et, that had bordered the prin­cip­al walk, were two-thirds withered away, and the rest grown bey­ond all reas­on­able bounds; the old box­wood swan, that sat be­side the scraper, had lost its neck and half its body: the cas­tel­lated towers of laurel in the middle of the garden, the gi­gant­ic war­ri­or that stood on one side of the gate­way, and the li­on that guarded the oth­er, were sprouted in­to such fant­ast­ic shapes as re­sembled noth­ing either in heav­en or earth, or in the wa­ters un­der the earth; but, to my young ima­gin­a­tion, they presen­ted all of them a gob­lin­ish ap­pear­ance, that har­mon­ised well with the ghostly le­gions and dark tra­di­tions our old nurse had told us re­spect­ing the haunted hall and its de­par­ted oc­cu­pants.

			I had suc­ceeded in killing a hawk and two crows when I came with­in sight of the man­sion; and then, re­lin­quish­ing fur­ther de­pred­a­tions, I sauntered on, to have a look at the old place, and see what changes had been wrought in it by its new in­hab­it­ant. I did not like to go quite to the front and stare in at the gate; but I paused be­side the garden wall, and looked, and saw no change—ex­cept in one wing, where the broken win­dows and dilap­id­ated roof had evid­ently been re­paired, and where a thin wreath of smoke was curl­ing up from the stack of chim­neys.

			While I thus stood, lean­ing on my gun, and look­ing up at the dark gables, sunk in an idle rev­er­ie, weav­ing a tis­sue of way­ward fan­cies, in which old as­so­ci­ations and the fair young her­mit, now with­in those walls, bore a nearly equal part, I heard a slight rust­ling and scram­bling just with­in the garden; and, glan­cing in the dir­ec­tion whence the sound pro­ceeded, I be­held a tiny hand el­ev­ated above the wall: it clung to the top­most stone, and then an­oth­er little hand was raised to take a firmer hold, and then ap­peared a small white fore­head, sur­moun­ted with wreaths of light brown hair, with a pair of deep blue eyes be­neath, and the up­per por­tion of a di­min­ut­ive ivory nose.

			The eyes did not no­tice me, but sparkled with glee on be­hold­ing San­c­ho, my beau­ti­ful black and white set­ter, that was cours­ing about the field with its muzzle to the ground. The little creature raised its face and called aloud to the dog. The good-natured an­im­al paused, looked up, and wagged his tail, but made no fur­ther ad­vances. The child (a little boy, ap­par­ently about five years old) scrambled up to the top of the wall, and called again and again; but find­ing this of no avail, ap­par­ently made up his mind, like Muhammad, to go to the moun­tain, since the moun­tain would not come to him, and at­temp­ted to get over; but a crabbed old cherry-tree, that grew hard by, caught him by the frock in one of its crooked scraggy arms that stretched over the wall. In at­tempt­ing to dis­en­gage him­self his foot slipped, and down he tumbled—but not to the earth;—the tree still kept him sus­pen­ded. There was a si­lent struggle, and then a pier­cing shriek;—but, in an in­stant, I had dropped my gun on the grass, and caught the little fel­low in my arms.

			I wiped his eyes with his frock, told him he was all right and called San­c­ho to pa­ci­fy him. He was just put­ting little hand on the dog’s neck and be­gin­ning to smile through his tears, when I heard be­hind me a click of the iron gate, and a rustle of fe­male gar­ments, and lo! Mrs. Gra­ham dar­ted upon me—her neck un­covered, her black locks stream­ing in the wind.

			“Give me the child!” she said, in a voice scarce louder than a whis­per, but with a tone of start­ling vehe­mence, and, seiz­ing the boy, she snatched him from me, as if some dire con­tam­in­a­tion were in my touch, and then stood with one hand firmly clasp­ing his, the oth­er on his shoulder, fix­ing upon me her large, lu­min­ous dark eyes—pale, breath­less, quiv­er­ing with agit­a­tion.

			“I was not harm­ing the child, madam,” said I, scarce know­ing wheth­er to be most as­ton­ished or dis­pleased; “he was tum­bling off the wall there; and I was so for­tu­nate as to catch him, while he hung sus­pen­ded head­long from that tree, and pre­vent I know not what cata­strophe.”

			“I beg your par­don, sir,” stammered she;—sud­denly calm­ing down—the light of reas­on seem­ing to break upon her be­clouded spir­it, and a faint blush mant­ling on her cheek—“I did not know you;—and I thought—”

			She stooped to kiss the child, and fondly clasped her arm round his neck.

			“You thought I was go­ing to kid­nap your son, I sup­pose?”

			She stroked his head with a half-em­bar­rassed laugh, and replied—“I did not know he had at­temp­ted to climb the wall.—I have the pleas­ure of ad­dress­ing Mr. Markham, I be­lieve?” she ad­ded, some­what ab­ruptly.

			I bowed, but ven­tured to ask how she knew me.

			“Your sis­ter called here, a few days ago, with Mrs. Markham.”

			“Is the re­semb­lance so strong then?” I asked, in some sur­prise, and not so greatly flattered at the idea as I ought to have been.

			“There is a like­ness about the eyes and com­plex­ion I think,” replied she, some­what du­bi­ously sur­vey­ing my face;—“and I think I saw you at church on Sunday.”

			I smiled.—There was some­thing either in that smile or the re­col­lec­tions it awakened that was par­tic­u­larly dis­pleas­ing to her, for she sud­denly as­sumed again that proud, chilly look that had so un­speak­ably roused my aver­sion at church—a look of re­pel­lent scorn, so eas­ily as­sumed, and so en­tirely without the least dis­tor­tion of a single fea­ture, that, while there, it seemed like the nat­ur­al ex­pres­sion of the face, and was the more pro­vok­ing to me, be­cause I could not think it af­fected.

			“Good morn­ing, Mr. Markham,” said she; and without an­oth­er word or glance, she with­drew, with her child, in­to the garden; and I re­turned home, angry and dis­sat­is­fied—I could scarcely tell you why, and there­fore will not at­tempt it.

			I only stayed to put away my gun and powder-horn, and give some re­quis­ite dir­ec­tions to one of the farm­ing-men, and then re­paired to the vicar­age, to solace my spir­it and soothe my ruffled tem­per with the com­pany and con­ver­sa­tion of Eliza Mill­ward.

			I found her, as usu­al, busy with some piece of soft em­broid­ery (the mania for Ber­lin wools had not yet com­menced), while her sis­ter was seated at the chim­ney-corner, with the cat on her knee, mend­ing a heap of stock­ings.

			“Mary—Mary! put them away!” Eliza was hast­ily say­ing, just as I entered the room.

			“Not I, in­deed!” was the phleg­mat­ic reply; and my ap­pear­ance pre­ven­ted fur­ther dis­cus­sion.

			“You’re so un­for­tu­nate, Mr. Markham!” ob­served the young­er sis­ter, with one of her arch, side­long glances. “Papa’s just gone out in­to the par­ish, and not likely to be back for an hour!”

			“Nev­er mind; I can man­age to spend a few minutes with his daugh­ters, if they’ll al­low me,” said I, bring­ing a chair to the fire, and seat­ing my­self therein, without wait­ing to be asked.

			“Well, if you’ll be very good and amus­ing, we shall not ob­ject.”

			“Let your per­mis­sion be un­con­di­tion­al, pray; for I came not to give pleas­ure, but to seek it,” I answered.

			How­ever, I thought it but reas­on­able to make some slight ex­er­tion to render my com­pany agree­able; and what little ef­fort I made, was ap­par­ently pretty suc­cess­ful, for Miss Eliza was nev­er in a bet­ter hu­mour. We seemed, in­deed, to be mu­tu­ally pleased with each oth­er, and man­aged to main­tain between us a cheer­ful and an­im­ated though not very pro­found con­ver­sa­tion. It was little bet­ter than a tête-à-tête, for Miss Mill­ward nev­er opened her lips, ex­cept oc­ca­sion­ally to cor­rect some ran­dom as­ser­tion or ex­ag­ger­ated ex­pres­sion of her sis­ter’s, and once to ask her to pick up the ball of cot­ton that had rolled un­der the table. I did this my­self, how­ever, as in duty bound.

			“Thank you, Mr. Markham,” said she, as I presen­ted it to her. “I would have picked it up my­self; only I did not want to dis­turb the cat.”

			“Mary, dear, that won’t ex­cuse you in Mr. Markham’s eyes,” said Eliza; “he hates cats, I daresay, as cor­di­ally as he does old maids—like all oth­er gen­tle­men. Don’t you, Mr. Markham?”

			“I be­lieve it is nat­ur­al for our un­ami­able sex to dis­like the creatures,” replied I; “for you ladies lav­ish so many caresses upon them.”

			“Bless them—little darlings!” cried she, in a sud­den burst of en­thu­si­asm, turn­ing round and over­whelm­ing her sis­ter’s pet with a shower of kisses.

			“Don’t, Eliza!” said Miss Mill­ward, some­what gruffly, as she im­pa­tiently pushed her away.

			But it was time for me to be go­ing: make what haste I would, I should still be too late for tea; and my moth­er was the soul of or­der and punc­tu­al­ity.

			My fair friend was evid­ently un­will­ing to bid me adieu. I ten­derly squeezed her little hand at part­ing; and she re­paid me with one of her soft­est smiles and most be­witch­ing glances. I went home very happy, with a heart brim­ful of com­pla­cency for my­self, and over­flow­ing with love for Eliza.

		
	
		
			III

			Two days after, Mrs. Gra­ham called at Linden-Car, con­trary to the ex­pect­a­tion of Rose, who en­ter­tained an idea that the mys­ter­i­ous oc­cu­pant of Wild­fell Hall would wholly dis­reg­ard the com­mon ob­serv­ances of civ­il­ized life—in which opin­ion she was sup­por­ted by the Wilsons, who test­i­fied that neither their call nor the Mill­wards’ had been re­turned as yet. Now, how­ever, the cause of that omis­sion was ex­plained, though not en­tirely to the sat­is­fac­tion of Rose. Mrs. Gra­ham had brought her child with her, and on my moth­er’s ex­press­ing sur­prise that he could walk so far, she replied—“It is a long walk for him; but I must have either taken him with me, or re­lin­quished the vis­it al­to­geth­er; for I nev­er leave him alone; and I think, Mrs. Markham, I must beg you to make my ex­cuses to the Mill­wards and Mrs. Wilson, when you see them, as I fear I can­not do my­self the pleas­ure of call­ing upon them till my little Ar­thur is able to ac­com­pany me.”

			“But you have a ser­vant,” said Rose; “could you not leave him with her?”

			“She has her own oc­cu­pa­tions to at­tend to; and be­sides, she is too old to run after a child, and he is too mer­cur­i­al to be tied to an eld­erly wo­man.”

			“But you left him to come to church.”

			“Yes, once; but I would not have left him for any oth­er pur­pose; and I think, in fu­ture, I must con­trive to bring him with me, or stay at home.”

			“Is he so mis­chiev­ous?” asked my moth­er, con­sid­er­ably shocked.

			“No,” replied the lady, sadly smil­ing, as she stroked the wavy locks of her son, who was seated on a low stool at her feet; “but he is my only treas­ure, and I am his only friend: so we don’t like to be sep­ar­ated.”

			“But, my dear, I call that dot­ing,” said my plain­spoken par­ent. “You should try to sup­press such fool­ish fond­ness, as well to save your son from ru­in as your­self from ri­dicule.”

			“Ru­in! Mrs. Markham!”

			“Yes; it is spoil­ing the child. Even at his age, he ought not to be al­ways tied to his moth­er’s ap­ron-string; he should learn to be ashamed of it.”

			“Mrs. Markham, I beg you will not say such things, in his pres­ence, at least. I trust my son will nev­er be ashamed to love his moth­er!” said Mrs. Gra­ham, with a ser­i­ous en­ergy that startled the com­pany.

			My moth­er at­temp­ted to ap­pease her by an ex­plan­a­tion; but she seemed to think enough had been said on the sub­ject, and ab­ruptly turned the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Just as I thought,” said I to my­self: “the lady’s tem­per is none of the mild­est, not­with­stand­ing her sweet, pale face and lofty brow, where thought and suf­fer­ing seem equally to have stamped their im­press.”

			All this time I was seated at a table on the oth­er side of the room, ap­par­ently im­mersed in the per­us­al of a volume of the Farm­ers Magazine, which I happened to have been read­ing at the mo­ment of our vis­it­or’s ar­rival; and, not choos­ing to be over civil, I had merely bowed as she entered, and con­tin­ued my oc­cu­pa­tion as be­fore.

			In a little while, how­ever, I was sens­ible that someone was ap­proach­ing me, with a light, but slow and hes­it­at­ing tread. It was little Ar­thur, ir­res­ist­ibly at­trac­ted by my dog San­c­ho, that was ly­ing at my feet. On look­ing up I be­held him stand­ing about two yards off, with his clear blue eyes wist­fully gaz­ing on the dog, trans­fixed to the spot, not by fear of the an­im­al, but by a tim­id dis­in­clin­a­tion to ap­proach its mas­ter. A little en­cour­age­ment, how­ever, in­duced him to come for­ward. The child, though shy, was not sul­len. In a minute he was kneel­ing on the car­pet, with his arms round San­c­ho’s neck, and, in a minute or two more, the little fel­low was seated on my knee, sur­vey­ing with eager in­terest the vari­ous spe­ci­mens of horses, cattle, pigs, and mod­el farms por­trayed in the volume be­fore me. I glanced at his moth­er now and then to see how she rel­ished the new-sprung in­tim­acy; and I saw, by the un­quiet as­pect of her eye, that for some reas­on or oth­er she was un­easy at the child’s po­s­i­tion.

			“Ar­thur,” said she, at length, “come here. You are trouble­some to Mr. Markham: he wishes to read.”

			“By no means, Mrs. Gra­ham; pray let him stay. I am as much amused as he is,” pleaded I. But still, with hand and eye, she si­lently called him to her side.

			“No, mamma,” said the child; “let me look at these pic­tures first; and then I’ll come, and tell you all about them.”

			“We are go­ing to have a small party on Monday, the fifth of Novem­ber,” said my moth­er; “and I hope you will not re­fuse to make one, Mrs. Gra­ham. You can bring your little boy with you, you know—I daresay we shall be able to amuse him;—and then you can make your own apo­lo­gies to the Mill­wards and Wilsons—they will all be here, I ex­pect.”

			“Thank you, I nev­er go to parties.”

			“Oh! but this will be quite a fam­ily con­cern—early hours, and nobody here but ourselves, and just the Mill­wards and Wilsons, most of whom you already know, and Mr. Lawrence, your land­lord, with whom you ought to make ac­quaint­ance.”

			“I do know some­thing of him—but you must ex­cuse me this time; for the even­ings, now, are dark and damp, and Ar­thur, I fear, is too del­ic­ate to risk ex­pos­ure to their in­flu­ence with im­pun­ity. We must de­fer the en­joy­ment of your hos­pit­al­ity till the re­turn of longer days and warm­er nights.”

			Rose, now, at a hint from my moth­er, pro­duced a de­canter of wine, with ac­com­pani­ments of glasses and cake, from the cup­board and the oak side­board, and the re­fresh­ment was duly presen­ted to the guests. They both par­took of the cake, but ob­stin­ately re­fused the wine, in spite of their host­ess’s hos­pit­able at­tempts to force it upon them. Ar­thur, es­pe­cially shrank from the ruby nec­tar as if in ter­ror and dis­gust, and was ready to cry when urged to take it.

			“Nev­er mind, Ar­thur,” said his mamma; “Mrs. Markham thinks it will do you good, as you were tired with your walk; but she will not ob­lige you to take it!—I daresay you will do very well without. He de­tests the very sight of wine,” she ad­ded, “and the smell of it al­most makes him sick. I have been ac­cus­tomed to make him swal­low a little wine or weak spir­its-and-wa­ter, by way of medi­cine, when he was sick, and, in fact, I have done what I could to make him hate them.”

			Every­body laughed, ex­cept the young wid­ow and her son.

			“Well, Mrs. Gra­ham,” said my moth­er, wip­ing the tears of mer­ri­ment from her bright blue eyes—“well, you sur­prise me! I really gave you cred­it for hav­ing more sense.—The poor child will be the veri­est milk­sop that ever was sopped! Only think what a man you will make of him, if you per­sist in—”

			“I think it a very ex­cel­lent plan,” in­ter­rup­ted Mrs. Gra­ham, with im­per­turb­able grav­ity. “By that means I hope to save him from one de­grad­ing vice at least. I wish I could render the in­cent­ives to every oth­er equally in­nox­ious in his case.”

			“But by such means,” said I, “you will nev­er render him vir­tu­ous.—What is it that con­sti­tutes vir­tue, Mrs. Gra­ham? Is it the cir­cum­stance of be­ing able and will­ing to res­ist tempta­tion; or that of hav­ing no tempta­tions to res­ist?—Is he a strong man that over­comes great obstacles and per­forms sur­pris­ing achieve­ments, though by dint of great mus­cu­lar ex­er­tion, and at the risk of some sub­sequent fa­tigue, or he that sits in his chair all day, with noth­ing to do more la­bor­i­ous than stir­ring the fire, and car­ry­ing his food to his mouth? If you would have your son to walk hon­our­ably through the world, you must not at­tempt to clear the stones from his path, but teach him to walk firmly over them—not in­sist upon lead­ing him by the hand, but let him learn to go alone.”

			“I will lead him by the hand, Mr. Markham, till he has strength to go alone; and I will clear as many stones from his path as I can, and teach him to avoid the rest—or walk firmly over them, as you say;—for when I have done my ut­most, in the way of clear­ance, there will still be plenty left to ex­er­cise all the agil­ity, stead­i­ness, and cir­cum­spec­tion he will ever have.—It is all very well to talk about noble res­ist­ance, and tri­als of vir­tue; but for fifty—or five hun­dred men that have yiel­ded to tempta­tion, show me one that has had vir­tue to res­ist. And why should I take it for gran­ted that my son will be one in a thou­sand?—and not rather pre­pare for the worst, and sup­pose he will be like his—like the rest of man­kind, un­less I take care to pre­vent it?”

			“You are very com­pli­ment­ary to us all,” I ob­served.

			“I know noth­ing about you—I speak of those I do know—and when I see the whole race of man­kind (with a few rare ex­cep­tions) stum­bling and blun­der­ing along the path of life, sink­ing in­to every pit­fall, and break­ing their shins over every im­ped­i­ment that lies in their way, shall I not use all the means in my power to in­sure for him a smooth­er and a safer pas­sage?”

			“Yes, but the surest means will be to en­deav­our to for­ti­fy him against tempta­tion, not to re­move it out of his way.”

			“I will do both, Mr. Markham. God knows he will have tempta­tions enough to as­sail him, both from with­in and without, when I have done all I can to render vice as un­in­vit­ing to him, as it is ab­om­in­able in its own nature—I my­self have had, in­deed, but few in­cent­ives to what the world calls vice, but yet I have ex­per­i­enced tempta­tions and tri­als of an­oth­er kind, that have re­quired, on many oc­ca­sions, more watch­ful­ness and firm­ness to res­ist than I have hitherto been able to muster against them. And this, I be­lieve, is what most oth­ers would ac­know­ledge who are ac­cus­tomed to re­flec­tion, and wish­ful to strive against their nat­ur­al cor­rup­tions.”

			“Yes,” said my moth­er, but half ap­pre­hend­ing her drift; “but you would not judge of a boy by your­self—and, my dear Mrs. Gra­ham, let me warn you in good time against the er­ror—the fatal er­ror, I may call it—of tak­ing that boy’s edu­ca­tion upon your­self. Be­cause you are clev­er in some things and well in­formed, you may fancy your­self equal to the task; but in­deed you are not; and if you per­sist in the at­tempt, be­lieve me you will bit­terly re­pent it when the mis­chief is done.”

			“I am to send him to school, I sup­pose, to learn to des­pise his moth­er’s au­thor­ity and af­fec­tion!” said the lady, with rather a bit­ter smile.

			“Oh, no!—But if you would have a boy to des­pise his moth­er, let her keep him at home, and spend her life in pet­ting him up, and slav­ing to in­dulge his fol­lies and caprices.”

			“I per­fectly agree with you, Mrs. Markham; but noth­ing can be fur­ther from my prin­ciples and prac­tice than such crim­in­al weak­ness as that.”

			“Well, but you will treat him like a girl—you’ll spoil his spir­it, and make a mere Miss Nancy of him—you will, in­deed, Mrs. Gra­ham, whatever you may think. But I’ll get Mr. Mill­ward to talk to you about it:—he’ll tell you the con­sequences;—he’ll set it be­fore you as plain as the day;—and tell you what you ought to do, and all about it;—and, I don’t doubt, he’ll be able to con­vince you in a minute.”

			“No oc­ca­sion to trouble the vicar,” said Mrs. Gra­ham, glan­cing at me—I sup­pose I was smil­ing at my moth­er’s un­boun­ded con­fid­ence in that worthy gen­tle­man—“Mr. Markham here thinks his powers of con­vic­tion at least equal to Mr. Mill­ward’s. If I hear not him, neither should I be con­vinced though one rose from the dead, he would tell you. Well, Mr. Markham, you that main­tain that a boy should not be shiel­ded from evil, but sent out to battle against it, alone and un­as­sisted—not taught to avoid the snares of life, but boldly to rush in­to them, or over them, as he may—to seek danger, rather than shun it, and feed his vir­tue by tempta­tion—would you—?”

			“I beg your par­don, Mrs. Gra­ham—but you get on too fast. I have not yet said that a boy should be taught to rush in­to the snares of life—or even wil­fully to seek tempta­tion for the sake of ex­er­cising his vir­tue by over­com­ing it;—I only say that it is bet­ter to arm and strengthen your hero, than to dis­arm and en­feeble the foe;—and if you were to rear an oak sap­ling in a hot­house, tend­ing it care­fully night and day, and shield­ing it from every breath of wind, you could not ex­pect it to be­come a hardy tree, like that which has grown up on the moun­tain­side, ex­posed to all the ac­tion of the ele­ments, and not even sheltered from the shock of the tem­pest.”

			“Gran­ted;—but would you use the same ar­gu­ment with re­gard to a girl?”

			“Cer­tainly not.”

			“No; you would have her to be ten­derly and del­ic­ately nur­tured, like a hot­house plant—taught to cling to oth­ers for dir­ec­tion and sup­port, and guarded, as much as pos­sible, from the very know­ledge of evil. But will you be so good as to in­form me why you make this dis­tinc­tion? Is it that you think she has no vir­tue?”

			“As­suredly not.”

			“Well, but you af­firm that vir­tue is only eli­cited by tempta­tion;—and you think that a wo­man can­not be too little ex­posed to tempta­tion, or too little ac­quain­ted with vice, or any­thing con­nec­ted there­with. It must be either that you think she is es­sen­tially so vi­cious, or so feeble­minded, that she can­not with­stand tempta­tion—and though she may be pure and in­no­cent as long as she is kept in ig­nor­ance and re­straint, yet, be­ing des­ti­tute of real vir­tue, to teach her how to sin is at once to make her a sin­ner, and the great­er her know­ledge, the wider her liberty, the deep­er will be her de­prav­ity—where­as, in the no­bler sex, there is a nat­ur­al tend­ency to good­ness, guarded by a su­per­i­or forti­tude, which, the more it is ex­er­cised by tri­als and dangers, is only the fur­ther de­veloped—”

			“Heav­en for­bid that I should think so!” I in­ter­rup­ted her at last.

			“Well, then, it must be that you think they are both weak and prone to err, and the slight­est er­ror, the merest shad­ow of pol­lu­tion, will ru­in the one, while the char­ac­ter of the oth­er will be strengthened and em­bel­lished—his edu­ca­tion prop­erly fin­ished by a little prac­tic­al ac­quaint­ance with for­bid­den things. Such ex­per­i­ence, to him (to use a trite simile), will be like the storm to the oak, which, though it may scat­ter the leaves, and snap the smal­ler branches, serves but to riv­et the roots, and to harden and con­dense the fibres of the tree. You would have us en­cour­age our sons to prove all things by their own ex­per­i­ence, while our daugh­ters must not even profit by the ex­per­i­ence of oth­ers. Now I would have both so to be­ne­fit by the ex­per­i­ence of oth­ers, and the pre­cepts of a high­er au­thor­ity, that they should know be­fore­hand to re­fuse the evil and choose the good, and re­quire no ex­per­i­ment­al proofs to teach them the evil of trans­gres­sion. I would not send a poor girl in­to the world, un­armed against her foes, and ig­nor­ant of the snares that be­set her path; nor would I watch and guard her, till, de­prived of self-re­spect and self-re­li­ance, she lost the power or the will to watch and guard her­self;—and as for my son—if I thought he would grow up to be what you call a man of the world—one that has ‘seen life,’ and glor­ies in his ex­per­i­ence, even though he should so far profit by it as to sober down, at length, in­to a use­ful and re­spec­ted mem­ber of so­ci­ety—I would rather that he died to­mor­row!—rather a thou­sand times!” she earn­estly re­peated, press­ing her darling to her side and kiss­ing his fore­head with in­tense af­fec­tion. He had already left his new com­pan­ion, and been stand­ing for some time be­side his moth­er’s knee, look­ing up in­to her face, and listen­ing in si­lent won­der to her in­com­pre­hens­ible dis­course.

			“Well! you ladies must al­ways have the last word, I sup­pose,” said I, ob­serving her rise, and be­gin to take leave of my moth­er.

			“You may have as many words as you please—only I can’t stay to hear them.”

			“No; that is the way: you hear just as much of an ar­gu­ment as you please; and the rest may be spoken to the wind.”

			“If you are anxious to say any­thing more on the sub­ject,” replied she, as she shook hands with Rose, “you must bring your sis­ter to see me some fine day, and I’ll listen, as pa­tiently as you could wish, to whatever you please to say. I would rather be lec­tured by you than the vicar, be­cause I should have less re­morse in telling you, at the end of the dis­course, that I pre­serve my own opin­ion pre­cisely the same as at the be­gin­ning—as would be the case, I am per­suaded, with re­gard to either lo­gi­cian.”

			“Yes, of course,” replied I, de­term­ined to be as pro­vok­ing as her­self; “for when a lady does con­sent to listen to an ar­gu­ment against her own opin­ions, she is al­ways pre­de­ter­mined to with­stand it—to listen only with her bod­ily ears, keep­ing the men­tal or­gans res­ol­utely closed against the strongest reas­on­ing.”

			“Good morn­ing, Mr. Markham,” said my fair ant­ag­on­ist, with a pity­ing smile; and deign­ing no fur­ther re­join­der, she slightly bowed, and was about to with­draw; but her son, with child­ish im­per­tin­ence, ar­res­ted her by ex­claim­ing—“Mamma, you have not shaken hands with Mr. Markham!”

			She laugh­ingly turned round and held out her hand. I gave it a spite­ful squeeze, for I was an­noyed at the con­tinu­al in­justice she had done me from the very dawn of our ac­quaint­ance. Without know­ing any­thing about my real dis­pos­i­tion and prin­ciples, she was evid­ently pre­ju­diced against me, and seemed bent upon show­ing me that her opin­ions re­spect­ing me, on every par­tic­u­lar, fell far be­low those I en­ter­tained of my­self. I was nat­ur­ally touchy, or it would not have vexed me so much. Per­haps, too, I was a little bit spoiled by my moth­er and sis­ter, and some oth­er ladies of my ac­quaint­ance;—and yet I was by no means a fop—of that I am fully con­vinced, wheth­er you are or not.

		
	
		
			IV

			Our party, on the 5th of Novem­ber, passed off very well, in spite of Mrs. Gra­ham’s re­fus­al to grace it with her pres­ence. In­deed, it is prob­able that, had she been there, there would have been less cor­di­al­ity, free­dom, and frol­ic amongst us than there was without her.

			My moth­er, as usu­al, was cheer­ful and chatty, full of activ­ity and good-nature, and only faulty in be­ing too anxious to make her guests happy, thereby for­cing sev­er­al of them to do what their soul ab­horred in the way of eat­ing or drink­ing, sit­ting op­pos­ite the blaz­ing fire, or talk­ing when they would be si­lent. Nev­er­the­less, they bore it very well, be­ing all in their hol­i­day hu­mours.

			Mr. Mill­ward was mighty in im­port­ant dog­mas and sen­ten­tious jokes, pom­pous an­ec­dotes and orac­u­lar dis­courses, dealt out for the edi­fic­a­tion of the whole as­sembly in gen­er­al, and of the ad­mir­ing Mrs. Markham, the po­lite Mr. Lawrence, the sed­ate Mary Mill­ward, the quiet Richard Wilson, and the mat­ter-of-fact Robert in par­tic­u­lar—as be­ing the most at­tent­ive listen­ers.

			Mrs. Wilson was more bril­liant than ever, with her budgets of fresh news and old scan­dal, strung to­geth­er with trivi­al ques­tions and re­marks, and oft-re­peated ob­ser­va­tions, uttered ap­par­ently for the sole pur­pose of deny­ing a mo­ment’s rest to her in­ex­haust­ible or­gans of speech. She had brought her knit­ting with her, and it seemed as if her tongue had laid a wager with her fin­gers, to outdo them in swift and cease­less mo­tion.

			Her daugh­ter Jane was, of course, as grace­ful and el­eg­ant, as witty and se­duct­ive, as she could pos­sibly man­age to be; for here were all the ladies to out­shine, and all the gen­tle­men to charm—and Mr. Lawrence, es­pe­cially, to cap­ture and sub­due. Her little arts to ef­fect his sub­jug­a­tion were too subtle and im­palp­able to at­tract my ob­ser­va­tion; but I thought there was a cer­tain re­fined af­fect­a­tion of su­peri­or­ity, and an un­geni­al self-con­scious­ness about her, that neg­at­ived all her ad­vant­ages; and after she was gone, Rose in­ter­preted to me her vari­ous looks, words, and ac­tions with a mingled acute­ness and as­per­ity that made me won­der, equally, at the lady’s ar­ti­fice and my sis­ter’s pen­et­ra­tion, and ask my­self if she too had an eye to the squire—but nev­er mind, Halford; she had not.

			Richard Wilson, Jane’s young­er broth­er, sat in a corner, ap­par­ently good-tempered, but si­lent and shy, de­sirous to es­cape ob­ser­va­tion, but will­ing enough to listen and ob­serve: and, al­though some­what out of his ele­ment, he would have been happy enough in his own quiet way, if my moth­er could only have let him alone; but in her mis­taken kind­ness, she would keep per­se­cut­ing him with her at­ten­tions—press­ing upon him all man­ner of vi­ands, un­der the no­tion that he was too bash­ful to help him­self, and ob­li­ging him to shout across the room his mono­syl­lab­ic replies to the nu­mer­ous ques­tions and ob­ser­va­tions by which she vainly at­temp­ted to draw him in­to con­ver­sa­tion.

			Rose in­formed me that he nev­er would have fa­voured us with his com­pany but for the im­por­tun­it­ies of his sis­ter Jane, who was most anxious to show Mr. Lawrence that she had at least one broth­er more gen­tle­manly and re­fined than Robert. That worthy in­di­vidu­al she had been equally so­li­cit­ous to keep away; but he af­firmed that he saw no reas­on why he should not en­joy a crack with Markham and the old lady (my moth­er was not old, really), and bonny Miss Rose and the par­son, as well as the best;—and he was in the right of it too. So he talked com­mon­place with my moth­er and Rose, and dis­cussed par­ish af­fairs with the vicar, farm­ing mat­ters with me, and polit­ics with us both.

			Mary Mill­ward was an­oth­er mute—not so much tor­men­ted with cruel kind­ness as Dick Wilson, be­cause she had a cer­tain short, de­cided way of an­swer­ing and re­fus­ing, and was sup­posed to be rather sul­len than dif­fid­ent. How­ever that might be, she cer­tainly did not give much pleas­ure to the com­pany;—nor did she ap­pear to de­rive much from it. Eliza told me she had only come be­cause her fath­er in­sisted upon it, hav­ing taken it in­to his head that she de­voted her­self too ex­clus­ively to her house­hold du­ties, to the neg­lect of such re­lax­a­tions and in­no­cent en­joy­ments as were prop­er to her age and sex. She seemed to me to be good-hu­moured enough on the whole. Once or twice she was pro­voked to laughter by the wit or the mer­ri­ment of some fa­voured in­di­vidu­al amongst us; and then I ob­served she sought the eye of Richard Wilson, who sat over against her. As he stud­ied with her fath­er, she had some ac­quaint­ance with him, in spite of the re­tir­ing habits of both, and I sup­pose there was a kind of fel­low-feel­ing es­tab­lished between them.

			My Eliza was charm­ing bey­ond de­scrip­tion, coquet­tish without af­fect­a­tion, and evid­ently more de­sirous to en­gage my at­ten­tion than that of all the room be­sides. Her de­light in hav­ing me near her, seated or stand­ing by her side, whis­per­ing in her ear, or press­ing her hand in the dance, was plainly legible in her glow­ing face and heav­ing bos­om, how­ever be­lied by saucy words and ges­tures. But I had bet­ter hold my tongue: if I boast of these things now, I shall have to blush here­after.

			To pro­ceed, then, with the vari­ous in­di­vidu­als of our party; Rose was simple and nat­ur­al as usu­al, and full of mirth and vi­va­city.

			Fer­gus was im­per­tin­ent and ab­surd; but his im­per­tin­ence and folly served to make oth­ers laugh, if they did not raise him­self in their es­tim­a­tion.

			And fi­nally (for I omit my­self), Mr. Lawrence was gen­tle­manly and in­of­fens­ive to all, and po­lite to the vicar and the ladies, es­pe­cially his host­ess and her daugh­ter, and Miss Wilson—mis­guided man; he had not the taste to prefer Eliza Mill­ward. Mr. Lawrence and I were on tol­er­ably in­tim­ate terms. Es­sen­tially of re­served habits, and but sel­dom quit­ting the se­cluded place of his birth, where he had lived in sol­it­ary state since the death of his fath­er, he had neither the op­por­tun­ity nor the in­clin­a­tion for form­ing many ac­quaint­ances; and, of all he had ever known, I (judging by the res­ults) was the com­pan­ion most agree­able to his taste. I liked the man well enough, but he was too cold, and shy, and self-con­tained, to ob­tain my cor­di­al sym­path­ies. A spir­it of cand­our and frank­ness, when wholly un­ac­com­pan­ied with coarse­ness, he ad­mired in oth­ers, but he could not ac­quire it him­self. His ex­cess­ive re­serve upon all his own con­cerns was, in­deed, pro­vok­ing and chilly enough; but I for­gave it, from a con­vic­tion that it ori­gin­ated less in pride and want of con­fid­ence in his friends, than in a cer­tain mor­bid feel­ing of del­ic­acy, and a pe­cu­li­ar dif­fid­ence, that he was sens­ible of, but wanted en­ergy to over­come. His heart was like a sens­it­ive plant, that opens for a mo­ment in the sun­shine, but curls up and shrinks in­to it­self at the slight­est touch of the fin­ger, or the light­est breath of wind. And, upon the whole, our in­tim­acy was rather a mu­tu­al pre­dilec­tion than a deep and sol­id friend­ship, such as has since aris­en between my­self and you, Halford, whom, in spite of your oc­ca­sion­al crusti­ness, I can liken to noth­ing so well as an old coat, un­im­peach­able in tex­ture, but easy and loose—that has con­formed it­self to the shape of the wear­er, and which he may use as he pleases, without be­ing bothered with the fear of spoil­ing it;—where­as Mr. Lawrence was like a new gar­ment, all very neat and trim to look at, but so tight in the el­bows, that you would fear to split the seams by the un­res­tric­ted mo­tion of your arms, and so smooth and fine in sur­face that you scruple to ex­pose it to a single drop of rain.

			Soon after the ar­rival of the guests, my moth­er men­tioned Mrs. Gra­ham, re­gret­ted she was not there to meet them, and ex­plained to the Mill­wards and Wilsons the reas­ons she had giv­en for neg­lect­ing to re­turn their calls, hop­ing they would ex­cuse her, as she was sure she did not mean to be un­civil, and would be glad to see them at any time.—“But she is a very sin­gu­lar lady, Mr. Lawrence,” ad­ded she; “we don’t know what to make of her—but I daresay you can tell us some­thing about her, for she is your ten­ant, you know—and she said she knew you a little.”

			All eyes were turned to Mr. Lawrence. I thought he looked un­ne­ces­sar­ily con­fused at be­ing so ap­pealed to.

			“I, Mrs. Markham!” said he; “you are mis­taken—I don’t—that is—I have seen her, cer­tainly; but I am the last per­son you should ap­ply to for in­form­a­tion re­spect­ing Mrs. Gra­ham.”

			He then im­me­di­ately turned to Rose, and asked her to fa­vour the com­pany with a song, or a tune on the pi­ano.

			“No,” said she, “you must ask Miss Wilson: she out­shines us all in singing, and mu­sic too.”

			Miss Wilson de­murred.

			“She’ll sing read­ily enough,” said Fer­gus, “if you’ll un­der­take to stand by her, Mr. Lawrence, and turn over the leaves for her.”

			“I shall be most happy to do so, Miss Wilson; will you al­low me?”

			She bridled her long neck and smiled, and suffered him to lead her to the in­stru­ment, where she played and sang, in her very best style, one piece after an­oth­er; while he stood pa­tiently by, lean­ing one hand on the back of her chair, and turn­ing over the leaves of her book with the oth­er. Per­haps he was as much charmed with her per­form­ance as she was. It was all very fine in its way; but I can­not say that it moved me very deeply. There was plenty of skill and ex­e­cu­tion, but pre­cious little feel­ing.

			But we had not done with Mrs. Gra­ham yet.

			“I don’t take wine, Mrs. Markham,” said Mr. Mill­ward, upon the in­tro­duc­tion of that bever­age; “I’ll take a little of your home-brewed ale. I al­ways prefer your home-brewed to any­thing else.”

			Flattered at this com­pli­ment, my moth­er rang the bell, and a china jug of our best ale was presently brought and set be­fore the worthy gen­tle­man who so well knew how to ap­pre­ci­ate its ex­cel­lences.

			“Now this is the thing!” cried he, pour­ing out a glass of the same in a long stream, skil­fully dir­ec­ted from the jug to the tum­bler, so as to pro­duce much foam without spill­ing a drop; and, hav­ing sur­veyed it for a mo­ment op­pos­ite the candle, he took a deep draught, and then smacked his lips, drew a long breath, and re­filled his glass, my moth­er look­ing on with the greatest sat­is­fac­tion.

			“There’s noth­ing like this, Mrs. Markham!” said he. “I al­ways main­tain that there’s noth­ing to com­pare with your home-brewed ale.”

			“I’m sure I’m glad you like it, sir. I al­ways look after the brew­ing my­self, as well as the cheese and the but­ter—I like to have things well done, while we’re about it.”

			“Quite right, Mrs. Markham!”

			“But then, Mr. Mill­ward, you don’t think it wrong to take a little wine now and then—or a little spir­its either!” said my moth­er, as she handed a smoking tum­bler of gin-and-wa­ter to Mrs. Wilson, who af­firmed that wine sat heavy on her stom­ach, and whose son Robert was at that mo­ment help­ing him­self to a pretty stiff glass of the same.

			“By no means!” replied the or­acle, with a Jove-like nod; “these things are all bless­ings and mer­cies, if we only knew how to make use of them.”

			“But Mrs. Gra­ham doesn’t think so. You shall just hear now what she told us the oth­er day—I told her I’d tell you.”

			And my moth­er fa­voured the com­pany with a par­tic­u­lar ac­count of that lady’s mis­taken ideas and con­duct re­gard­ing the mat­ter in hand, con­clud­ing with, “Now, don’t you think it is wrong?”

			“Wrong!” re­peated the vicar, with more than com­mon solem­nity—“crim­in­al, I should say—crim­in­al! Not only is it mak­ing a fool of the boy, but it is des­pising the gifts of Provid­ence, and teach­ing him to trample them un­der his feet.”

			He then entered more fully in­to the ques­tion, and ex­plained at large the folly and im­pi­ety of such a pro­ceed­ing. My moth­er heard him with pro­found­est rev­er­ence; and even Mrs. Wilson vouch­safed to rest her tongue for a mo­ment, and listen in si­lence, while she com­pla­cently sipped her gin-and-wa­ter. Mr. Lawrence sat with his el­bow on the table, care­lessly play­ing with his half-empty wine­glass, and cov­ertly smil­ing to him­self.

			“But don’t you think, Mr. Mill­ward,” sug­ges­ted he, when at length that gen­tle­man paused in his dis­course, “that when a child may be nat­ur­ally prone to in­tem­per­ance—by the fault of its par­ents or an­cest­ors, for in­stance—some pre­cau­tions are ad­vis­able?” (Now it was gen­er­ally be­lieved that Mr. Lawrence’s fath­er had shortened his days by in­tem­per­ance.)

			“Some pre­cau­tions, it may be; but tem­per­ance, sir, is one thing, and ab­stin­ence an­oth­er.”

			“But I have heard that, with some per­sons, tem­per­ance—that is, mod­er­a­tion—is al­most im­possible; and if ab­stin­ence be an evil (which some have doubted), no one will deny that ex­cess is a great­er. Some par­ents have en­tirely pro­hib­ited their chil­dren from tast­ing in­tox­ic­at­ing li­quors; but a par­ent’s au­thor­ity can­not last forever; chil­dren are nat­ur­ally prone to hanker after for­bid­den things; and a child, in such a case, would be likely to have a strong curi­os­ity to taste, and try the ef­fect of what has been so lauded and en­joyed by oth­ers, so strictly for­bid­den to him­self—which curi­os­ity would gen­er­ally be grat­i­fied on the first con­veni­ent op­por­tun­ity; and the re­straint once broken, ser­i­ous con­sequences might en­sue. I don’t pre­tend to be a judge of such mat­ters, but it seems to me, that this plan of Mrs. Gra­ham’s, as you de­scribe it, Mrs. Markham, ex­traordin­ary as it may be, is not without its ad­vant­ages; for here you see the child is de­livered at once from tempta­tion; he has no secret curi­os­ity, no hanker­ing de­sire; he is as well ac­quain­ted with the tempt­ing li­quors as he ever wishes to be; and is thor­oughly dis­gus­ted with them, without hav­ing suffered from their ef­fects.”

			“And is that right, sir? Have I not proven to you how wrong it is—how con­trary to Scrip­ture and to reas­on, to teach a child to look with con­tempt and dis­gust upon the bless­ings of Provid­ence, in­stead of to use them aright?”

			“You may con­sider laudan­um a bless­ing of Provid­ence, sir,” replied Mr. Lawrence, smil­ing; “and yet, you will al­low that most of us had bet­ter ab­stain from it, even in mod­er­a­tion; but,” ad­ded he, “I would not de­sire you to fol­low out my simile too closely—in wit­ness where­of I fin­ish my glass.”

			“And take an­oth­er, I hope, Mr. Lawrence,” said my moth­er, push­ing the bottle to­wards him.

			He po­litely de­clined, and push­ing his chair a little away from the table, leant back to­wards me—I was seated a trifle be­hind, on the sofa be­side Eliza Mill­ward—and care­lessly asked me if I knew Mrs. Gra­ham.

			“I have met her once or twice,” I replied.

			“What do you think of her?”

			“I can­not say that I like her much. She is hand­some—or rather I should say dis­tin­guished and in­ter­est­ing—in her ap­pear­ance, but by no means ami­able—a wo­man li­able to take strong pre­ju­dices, I should fancy, and stick to them through thick and thin, twist­ing everything in­to con­form­ity with her own pre­con­ceived opin­ions—too hard, too sharp, too bit­ter for my taste.”

			He made no reply, but looked down and bit his lip, and shortly after rose and sauntered up to Miss Wilson, as much re­pelled by me, I fancy, as at­trac­ted by her. I scarcely no­ticed it at the time, but af­ter­wards I was led to re­call this and oth­er tri­fling facts, of a sim­il­ar nature, to my re­mem­brance, when—but I must not an­ti­cip­ate.

			We wound up the even­ing with dan­cing—our worthy pas­tor think­ing it no scan­dal to be present on the oc­ca­sion, though one of the vil­lage mu­si­cians was en­gaged to dir­ect our evol­u­tions with his vi­ol­in. But Mary Mill­ward ob­stin­ately re­fused to join us; and so did Richard Wilson, though my moth­er earn­estly en­treated him to do so, and even offered to be his part­ner.

			We man­aged very well without them, how­ever. With a single set of quad­rilles, and sev­er­al coun­try dances, we car­ried it on to a pretty late hour; and at length, hav­ing called upon our mu­si­cian to strike up a waltz, I was just about to whirl Eliza round in that de­light­ful dance, ac­com­pan­ied by Lawrence and Jane Wilson, and Fer­gus and Rose, when Mr. Mill­ward in­ter­posed with:—“No, no; I don’t al­low that! Come, it’s time to be go­ing now.”

			“Oh, no, papa!” pleaded Eliza.

			“High time, my girl—high time! Mod­er­a­tion in all things, re­mem­ber! That’s the plan—‘Let your mod­er­a­tion be known un­to all men!’ ”

			But in re­venge I fol­lowed Eliza in­to the dimly-lighted pas­sage, where, un­der pre­tence of help­ing her on with her shawl, I fear I must plead guilty to snatch­ing a kiss be­hind her fath­er’s back, while he was en­vel­op­ing his throat and chin in the folds of a mighty com­fort­er. But alas! in turn­ing round, there was my moth­er close be­side me. The con­sequence was, that no soon­er were the guests de­par­ted, than I was doomed to a very ser­i­ous re­mon­strance, which un­pleas­antly checked the gal­lop­ing course of my spir­its, and made a dis­agree­able close to the even­ing.

			“My dear Gil­bert,” said she, “I wish you wouldn’t do so! You know how deeply I have your ad­vant­age at heart, how I love you and prize you above everything else in the world, and how much I long to see you well settled in life—and how bit­terly it would grieve me to see you mar­ried to that girl—or any oth­er in the neigh­bour­hood. What you see in her I don’t know. It isn’t only the want of money that I think about—noth­ing of the kind—but there’s neither beauty, nor clev­erness, nor good­ness, nor any­thing else that’s de­sir­able. If you knew your own value, as I do, you wouldn’t dream of it. Do wait awhile and see! If you bind your­self to her, you’ll re­pent it all your life­time when you look round and see how many bet­ter there are. Take my word for it, you will.”

			“Well, moth­er, do be quiet!—I hate to be lec­tured!—I’m not go­ing to marry yet, I tell you; but—dear me! mayn’t I en­joy my­self at all?”

			“Yes, my dear boy, but not in that way. In­deed, you shouldn’t do such things. You would be wrong­ing the girl, if she were what she ought to be; but I as­sure you she is as art­ful a little hussy as any­body need wish to see; and you’ll get en­tangled in her snares be­fore you know where you are. And if you marry her, Gil­bert, you’ll break my heart—so there’s an end of it.”

			“Well, don’t cry about it, moth­er,” said I, for the tears were gush­ing from her eyes; “there, let that kiss ef­face the one I gave Eliza; don’t ab­use her any more, and set your mind at rest; for I’ll prom­ise nev­er—that is, I’ll prom­ise to think twice be­fore I take any im­port­ant step you ser­i­ously dis­ap­prove of.”

			So say­ing, I lighted my candle, and went to bed, con­sid­er­ably quenched in spir­it.

		
	
		
			V

			It was about the close of the month, that, yield­ing at length to the ur­gent im­por­tun­it­ies of Rose, I ac­com­pan­ied her in a vis­it to Wild­fell Hall. To our sur­prise, we were ushered in­to a room where the first ob­ject that met the eye was a paint­er’s easel, with a table be­side it covered with rolls of can­vas, bottles of oil and var­nish, palette, brushes, paints, etc. Lean­ing against the wall were sev­er­al sketches in vari­ous stages of pro­gres­sion, and a few fin­ished paint­ings—mostly of land­scapes and fig­ures.

			“I must make you wel­come to my stu­dio,” said Mrs. Gra­ham; “there is no fire in the sit­ting-room today, and it is rather too cold to show you in­to a place with an empty grate.”

			And dis­en­ga­ging a couple of chairs from the artist­ic­al lum­ber that usurped them, she bid us be seated, and re­sumed her place be­side the easel—not fa­cing it ex­actly, but now and then glan­cing at the pic­ture upon it while she con­versed, and giv­ing it an oc­ca­sion­al touch with her brush, as if she found it im­possible to wean her at­ten­tion en­tirely from her oc­cu­pa­tion to fix it upon her guests. It was a view of Wild­fell Hall, as seen at early morn­ing from the field be­low, rising in dark re­lief against a sky of clear sil­very blue, with a few red streaks on the ho­ri­zon, faith­fully drawn and col­oured, and very el­eg­antly and artist­ic­ally handled.

			“I see your heart is in your work, Mrs. Gra­ham,” ob­served I: “I must beg you to go on with it; for if you suf­fer our pres­ence to in­ter­rupt you, we shall be con­strained to re­gard ourselves as un­wel­come in­truders.”

			“Oh, no!” replied she, throw­ing her brush on to the table, as if startled in­to po­lite­ness. “I am not so be­set with vis­it­ors but that I can read­ily spare a few minutes to the few that do fa­vour me with their com­pany.”

			“You have al­most com­pleted your paint­ing,” said I, ap­proach­ing to ob­serve it more closely, and sur­vey­ing it with a great­er de­gree of ad­mir­a­tion and de­light than I cared to ex­press. “A few more touches in the fore­ground will fin­ish it, I should think. But why have you called it Fern­ley Man­or, Cum­ber­land, in­stead of Wild­fell Hall, ——shire?” I asked, al­lud­ing to the name she had traced in small char­ac­ters at the bot­tom of the can­vas.

			But im­me­di­ately I was sens­ible of hav­ing com­mit­ted an act of im­per­tin­ence in so do­ing; for she col­oured and hes­it­ated; but after a mo­ment’s pause, with a kind of des­per­ate frank­ness, she replied:—

			“Be­cause I have friends—ac­quaint­ances at least—in the world, from whom I de­sire my present abode to be con­cealed; and as they might see the pic­ture, and might pos­sibly re­cog­nise the style in spite of the false ini­tials I have put in the corner, I take the pre­cau­tion to give a false name to the place also, in or­der to put them on a wrong scent, if they should at­tempt to trace me out by it.”

			“Then you don’t in­tend to keep the pic­ture?” said I, anxious to say any­thing to change the sub­ject.

			“No; I can­not af­ford to paint for my own amuse­ment.”

			“Mamma sends all her pic­tures to Lon­don,” said Ar­thur; “and some­body sells them for her there, and sends us the money.”

			In look­ing round upon the oth­er pieces, I re­marked a pretty sketch of Linden-hope from the top of the hill; an­oth­er view of the old hall bask­ing in the sunny haze of a quiet sum­mer af­ter­noon; and a simple but strik­ing little pic­ture of a child brood­ing, with looks of si­lent but deep and sor­row­ful re­gret, over a hand­ful of withered flowers, with glimpses of dark low hills and au­tum­nal fields be­hind it, and a dull be­clouded sky above.

			“You see there is a sad dearth of sub­jects,” ob­served the fair artist. “I took the old hall once on a moon­light night, and I sup­pose I must take it again on a snowy winter’s day, and then again on a dark cloudy even­ing; for I really have noth­ing else to paint. I have been told that you have a fine view of the sea some­where in the neigh­bour­hood. Is it true?—and is it with­in walk­ing dis­tance?”

			“Yes, if you don’t ob­ject to walk­ing four miles—or nearly so—little short of eight miles, there and back—and over a some­what rough, fa­tiguing road.”

			“In what dir­ec­tion does it lie?”

			I de­scribed the situ­ation as well as I could, and was en­ter­ing upon an ex­plan­a­tion of the vari­ous roads, lanes, and fields to be tra­versed in or­der to reach it, the go­ings straight on, and turn­ings to the right and the left, when she checked me with—

			“Oh, stop! don’t tell me now: I shall for­get every word of your dir­ec­tions be­fore I re­quire them. I shall not think about go­ing till next spring; and then, per­haps, I may trouble you. At present we have the winter be­fore us, and—”

			She sud­denly paused, with a sup­pressed ex­clam­a­tion, star­ted up from her seat, and say­ing, “Ex­cuse me one mo­ment,” hur­ried from the room, and shut the door be­hind her.

			Curi­ous to see what had startled her so, I looked to­wards the win­dow—for her eyes had been care­lessly fixed upon it the mo­ment be­fore—and just be­held the skirts of a man’s coat van­ish­ing be­hind a large holly-bush that stood between the win­dow and the porch.

			“It’s mamma’s friend,” said Ar­thur.

			Rose and I looked at each oth­er.

			“I don’t know what to make of her at all,” whispered Rose.

			The child looked at her in grave sur­prise. She straight­way began to talk to him on in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters, while I amused my­self with look­ing at the pic­tures. There was one in an ob­scure corner that I had not be­fore ob­served. It was a little child, seated on the grass with its lap full of flowers. The tiny fea­tures and large blue eyes, smil­ing through a shock of light brown curls, shaken over the fore­head as it bent above its treas­ure, bore suf­fi­cient re­semb­lance to those of the young gen­tle­man be­fore me to pro­claim it a por­trait of Ar­thur Gra­ham in his early in­fancy.

			In tak­ing this up to bring it to the light, I dis­covered an­oth­er be­hind it, with its face to the wall. I ven­tured to take that up too. It was the por­trait of a gen­tle­man in the full prime of youth­ful man­hood—hand­some enough, and not badly ex­ecuted; but if done by the same hand as the oth­ers, it was evid­ently some years be­fore; for there was far more care­ful minute­ness of de­tail, and less of that fresh­ness of col­our­ing and free­dom of hand­ling that de­lighted and sur­prised me in them. Nev­er­the­less, I sur­veyed it with con­sid­er­able in­terest. There was a cer­tain in­di­vidu­al­ity in the fea­tures and ex­pres­sion that stamped it, at once, a suc­cess­ful like­ness. The bright blue eyes re­garded the spec­tat­or with a kind of lurk­ing drollery—you al­most ex­pec­ted to see them wink; the lips—a little too vo­lup­tu­ously full—seemed ready to break in­to a smile; the warmly-tin­ted cheeks were em­bel­lished with a lux­uri­ant growth of red­dish whiskers; while the bright chest­nut hair, clus­ter­ing in abund­ant, wavy curls, tres­passed too much upon the fore­head, and seemed to in­tim­ate that the own­er there­of was prouder of his beauty than his in­tel­lect—as, per­haps, he had reas­on to be; and yet he looked no fool.

			I had not had the por­trait in my hands two minutes be­fore the fair artist re­turned.

			“Only someone come about the pic­tures,” said she, in apo­logy for her ab­rupt de­par­ture: “I told him to wait.”

			“I fear it will be con­sidered an act of im­per­tin­ence,” I said, “to pre­sume to look at a pic­ture that the artist has turned to the wall; but may I ask—”

			“It is an act of very great im­per­tin­ence, sir; and there­fore I beg you will ask noth­ing about it, for your curi­os­ity will not be grat­i­fied,” replied she, at­tempt­ing to cov­er the tart­ness of her re­buke with a smile; but I could see, by her flushed cheek and kind­ling eye, that she was ser­i­ously an­noyed.

			“I was only go­ing to ask if you had painted it your­self,” said I, sulkily resign­ing the pic­ture in­to her hands; for without a grain of ce­re­mony she took it from me; and quickly restor­ing it to the dark corner, with its face to the wall, placed the oth­er against it as be­fore, and then turned to me and laughed.

			But I was in no hu­mour for jest­ing. I care­lessly turned to the win­dow, and stood look­ing out upon the des­ol­ate garden, leav­ing her to talk to Rose for a minute or two; and then, telling my sis­ter it was time to go, shook hands with the little gen­tle­man, coolly bowed to the lady, and moved to­wards the door. But, hav­ing bid adieu to Rose, Mrs. Gra­ham presen­ted her hand to me, say­ing, with a soft voice, and by no means a dis­agree­able smile—“Let not the sun go down upon your wrath, Mr. Markham. I’m sorry I of­fen­ded you by my ab­rupt­ness.”

			When a lady con­des­cends to apo­lo­gise, there is no keep­ing one’s an­ger, of course; so we par­ted good friends for once; and this time I squeezed her hand with a cor­di­al, not a spite­ful pres­sure.

		
	
		
			VI

			Dur­ing the next four months I did not enter Mrs. Gra­ham’s house, nor she mine; but still the ladies con­tin­ued to talk about her, and still our ac­quaint­ance con­tin­ued, though slowly, to ad­vance. As for their talk, I paid but little at­ten­tion to that (when it re­lated to the fair her­mit, I mean), and the only in­form­a­tion I de­rived from it was, that one fine frosty day she had ven­tured to take her little boy as far as the vicar­age, and that, un­for­tu­nately, nobody was at home but Miss Mill­ward; nev­er­the­less, she had sat a long time, and, by all ac­counts, they had found a good deal to say to each oth­er, and par­ted with a mu­tu­al de­sire to meet again. But Mary liked chil­dren, and fond mam­mas like those who can duly ap­pre­ci­ate their treas­ures.

			But some­times I saw her my­self, not only when she came to church, but when she was out on the hills with her son, wheth­er tak­ing a long, pur­pose-like walk, or—on spe­cial fine days—leis­urely ram­bling over the moor or the bleak pas­ture-lands, sur­round­ing the old hall, her­self with a book in her hand, her son gam­bolling about her; and, on any of these oc­ca­sions, when I caught sight of her in my sol­it­ary walks or rides, or while fol­low­ing my ag­ri­cul­tur­al pur­suits, I gen­er­ally con­trived to meet or over­take her, for I rather liked to see Mrs. Gra­ham, and to talk to her, and I de­cidedly liked to talk to her little com­pan­ion, whom, when once the ice of his shy­ness was fairly broken, I found to be a very ami­able, in­tel­li­gent, and en­ter­tain­ing little fel­low; and we soon be­came ex­cel­lent friends—how much to the grat­i­fic­a­tion of his mamma I can­not un­der­take to say. I sus­pec­ted at first that she was de­sirous of throw­ing cold wa­ter on this grow­ing in­tim­acy—to quench, as it were, the kind­ling flame of our friend­ship—but dis­cov­er­ing, at length, in spite of her pre­ju­dice against me, that I was per­fectly harm­less, and even well-in­ten­tioned, and that, between my­self and my dog, her son de­rived a great deal of pleas­ure from the ac­quaint­ance that he would not oth­er­wise have known, she ceased to ob­ject, and even wel­comed my com­ing with a smile.

			As for Ar­thur, he would shout his wel­come from afar, and run to meet me fifty yards from his moth­er’s side. If I happened to be on horse­back he was sure to get a canter or a gal­lop; or, if there was one of the draught horses with­in an avail­able dis­tance, he was treated to a steady ride upon that, which served his turn al­most as well; but his moth­er would al­ways fol­low and trudge be­side him—not so much, I be­lieve, to en­sure his safe con­duct, as to see that I in­stilled no ob­jec­tion­able no­tions in­to his in­fant mind, for she was ever on the watch, and nev­er would al­low him to be taken out of her sight. What pleased her best of all was to see him romp­ing and ra­cing with San­c­ho, while I walked by her side—not, I fear, for love of my com­pany (though I some­times de­luded my­self with that idea), so much as for the de­light she took in see­ing her son thus hap­pily en­gaged in the en­joy­ment of those act­ive sports so in­vig­or­at­ing to his tender frame, yet so sel­dom ex­er­cised for want of play­mates suited to his years: and, per­haps, her pleas­ure was sweetened not a little by the fact of my be­ing with her in­stead of with him, and there­fore in­cap­able of do­ing him any in­jury dir­ectly or in­dir­ectly, de­sign­edly or oth­er­wise, small thanks to her for that same.

			But some­times, I be­lieve, she really had some little grat­i­fic­a­tion in con­vers­ing with me; and one bright Feb­ru­ary morn­ing, dur­ing twenty minutes’ stroll along the moor, she laid aside her usu­al as­per­ity and re­serve, and fairly entered in­to con­ver­sa­tion with me, dis­cours­ing with so much elo­quence and depth of thought and feel­ing on a sub­ject hap­pily co­in­cid­ing with my own ideas, and look­ing so beau­ti­ful with­al, that I went home en­chanted; and on the way (mor­ally) star­ted to find my­self think­ing that, after all, it would, per­haps, be bet­ter to spend one’s days with such a wo­man than with Eliza Mill­ward; and then I (fig­ur­at­ively) blushed for my in­con­stancy.

			On en­ter­ing the par­lour I found Eliza there with Rose, and no one else. The sur­prise was not al­to­geth­er so agree­able as it ought to have been. We chat­ted to­geth­er a long time, but I found her rather frivol­ous, and even a little in­sip­id, com­pared with the more ma­ture and earn­est Mrs. Gra­ham. Alas, for hu­man con­stancy!

			“How­ever,” thought I, “I ought not to marry Eliza, since my moth­er so strongly ob­jects to it, and I ought not to de­lude the girl with the idea that I in­ten­ded to do so. Now, if this mood con­tin­ue, I shall have less dif­fi­culty in eman­cip­at­ing my af­fec­tions from her soft yet un­re­lent­ing sway; and, though Mrs. Gra­ham might be equally ob­jec­tion­able, I may be per­mit­ted, like the doc­tors, to cure a great­er evil by a less, for I shall not fall ser­i­ously in love with the young wid­ow, I think, nor she with me—that’s cer­tain—but if I find a little pleas­ure in her so­ci­ety I may surely be al­lowed to seek it; and if the star of her di­vin­ity be bright enough to dim the lustre of Eliza’s, so much the bet­ter, but I scarcely can think it.”

			And there­after I sel­dom suffered a fine day to pass without pay­ing a vis­it to Wild­fell about the time my new ac­quaint­ance usu­ally left her her­mit­age; but so fre­quently was I baulked in my ex­pect­a­tions of an­oth­er in­ter­view, so change­able was she in her times of com­ing forth and in her places of re­sort, so tran­si­ent were the oc­ca­sion­al glimpses I was able to ob­tain, that I felt half in­clined to think she took as much pains to avoid my com­pany as I to seek hers; but this was too dis­agree­able a sup­pos­i­tion to be en­ter­tained a mo­ment after it could con­veni­ently be dis­missed.

			One calm, clear af­ter­noon, how­ever, in March, as I was su­per­in­tend­ing the rolling of the mead­ow-land, and the re­pair­ing of a hedge in the val­ley, I saw Mrs. Gra­ham down by the brook, with a sketch­book in her hand, ab­sorbed in the ex­er­cise of her fa­vour­ite art, while Ar­thur was put­ting on the time with con­struct­ing dams and break­wa­ters in the shal­low, stony stream. I was rather in want of amuse­ment, and so rare an op­por­tun­ity was not to be neg­lected; so, leav­ing both mead­ow and hedge, I quickly re­paired to the spot, but not be­fore San­c­ho, who, im­me­di­ately upon per­ceiv­ing his young friend, scoured at full gal­lop the in­ter­ven­ing space, and pounced upon him with an im­petu­ous mirth that pre­cip­it­ated the child al­most in­to the middle of the beck; but, hap­pily, the stones pre­served him from any ser­i­ous wet­ting, while their smooth­ness pre­ven­ted his be­ing too much hurt to laugh at the un­to­ward event.

			Mrs. Gra­ham was study­ing the dis­tinct­ive char­ac­ters of the dif­fer­ent vari­et­ies of trees in their winter na­ked­ness, and copy­ing, with a spir­ited, though del­ic­ate touch, their vari­ous rami­fic­a­tions. She did not talk much, but I stood and watched the pro­gress of her pen­cil: it was a pleas­ure to be­hold it so dex­ter­ously guided by those fair and grace­ful fin­gers. But ere long their dex­ter­ity be­came im­paired, they began to hes­it­ate, to tremble slightly, and make false strokes, and then sud­denly came to a pause, while their own­er laugh­ingly raised her face to mine, and told me that her sketch did not profit by my su­per­in­tend­ence.

			“Then,” said I, “I’ll talk to Ar­thur till you’ve done.”

			“I should like to have a ride, Mr. Markham, if mamma will let me,” said the child.

			“What on, my boy?”

			“I think there’s a horse in that field,” replied he, point­ing to where the strong black mare was pulling the roller.

			“No, no, Ar­thur; it’s too far,” ob­jec­ted his moth­er.

			But I prom­ised to bring him safe back after a turn or two up and down the mead­ow; and when she looked at his eager face she smiled and let him go. It was the first time she had even al­lowed me to take him so much as half a field’s length from her side.

			En­throned upon his mon­strous steed, and sol­emnly pro­ceed­ing up and down the wide, steep field, he looked the very in­carn­a­tion of quiet, glee­ful sat­is­fac­tion and de­light. The rolling, how­ever, was soon com­pleted; but when I dis­moun­ted the gal­lant horse­man, and re­stored him to his moth­er, she seemed rather dis­pleased at my keep­ing him so long. She had shut up her sketch­book, and been, prob­ably, for some minutes im­pa­tiently wait­ing his re­turn.

			It was now high time to go home, she said, and would have bid me good even­ing, but I was not go­ing to leave her yet: I ac­com­pan­ied her halfway up the hill. She be­came more so­ci­able, and I was be­gin­ning to be very happy; but, on com­ing with­in sight of the grim old hall, she stood still, and turned to­wards me while she spoke, as if ex­pect­ing I should go no fur­ther, that the con­ver­sa­tion would end here, and I should now take leave and de­part—as, in­deed, it was time to do, for “the clear, cold eve” was fast “de­clin­ing,” the sun had set, and the gib­bous moon was vis­ibly bright­en­ing in the pale grey sky; but a feel­ing al­most of com­pas­sion riv­eted me to the spot. It seemed hard to leave her to such a lonely, com­fort­less home. I looked up at it. Si­lent and grim it frowned be­fore us. A faint, red light was gleam­ing from the lower win­dows of one wing, but all the oth­er win­dows were in dark­ness, and many ex­hib­ited their black, cav­ernous gulfs, en­tirely des­ti­tute of glaz­ing or frame­work.

			“Do you not find it a des­ol­ate place to live in?” said I, after a mo­ment of si­lent con­tem­pla­tion.

			“I do, some­times,” replied she. “On winter even­ings, when Ar­thur is in bed, and I am sit­ting there alone, hear­ing the bleak wind moan­ing round me and howl­ing through the ru­in­ous old cham­bers, no books or oc­cu­pa­tions can repress the dis­mal thoughts and ap­pre­hen­sions that come crowding in—but it is folly to give way to such weak­ness, I know. If Rachel is sat­is­fied with such a life, why should not I?—In­deed, I can­not be too thank­ful for such an asylum, while it is left me.”

			The clos­ing sen­tence was uttered in an un­der­tone, as if spoken rather to her­self than to me. She then bid me good even­ing and with­drew.

			I had not pro­ceeded many steps on my way home­wards when I per­ceived Mr. Lawrence, on his pretty grey pony, com­ing up the rugged lane that crossed over the hill­top. I went a little out of my way to speak to him; for we had not met for some time.

			“Was that Mrs. Gra­ham you were speak­ing to just now?” said he, after the first few words of greet­ing had passed between us.

			“Yes.”

			“Humph! I thought so.” He looked con­tem­plat­ively at his horse’s mane, as if he had some ser­i­ous cause of dis­sat­is­fac­tion with it, or some­thing else.

			“Well! what then?”

			“Oh, noth­ing!” replied he. “Only I thought you dis­liked her,” he quietly ad­ded, curl­ing his clas­sic lip with a slightly sar­cast­ic smile.

			“Sup­pose I did; mayn’t a man change his mind on fur­ther ac­quaint­ance?”

			“Yes, of course,” re­turned he, nicely re­du­cing an en­tan­gle­ment in the pony’s re­dund­ant hoary mane. Then sud­denly turn­ing to me, and fix­ing his shy, hazel eyes upon me with a steady pen­et­rat­ing gaze, he ad­ded, “Then you have changed your mind?”

			“I can’t say that I have ex­actly. No; I think I hold the same opin­ion re­spect­ing her as be­fore—but slightly ameli­or­ated.”

			“Oh!” He looked round for some­thing else to talk about; and glan­cing up at the moon, made some re­mark upon the beauty of the even­ing, which I did not an­swer, as be­ing ir­rel­ev­ant to the sub­ject.

			“Lawrence,” said I, calmly look­ing him in the face, “are you in love with Mrs. Gra­ham?”

			In­stead of his be­ing deeply of­fen­ded at this, as I more than half ex­pec­ted he would, the first start of sur­prise, at the au­da­cious ques­tion, was fol­lowed by a tit­ter­ing laugh, as if he was highly amused at the idea.

			“I in love with her!” re­peated he. “What makes you dream of such a thing?”

			“From the in­terest you take in the pro­gress of my ac­quaint­ance with the lady, and the changes of my opin­ion con­cern­ing her, I thought you might be jeal­ous.”

			He laughed again. “Jeal­ous! no. But I thought you were go­ing to marry Eliza Mill­ward.”

			“You thought wrong, then; I am not go­ing to marry either one or the oth­er—that I know of—”

			“Then I think you’d bet­ter let them alone.”

			“Are you go­ing to marry Jane Wilson?”

			He col­oured, and played with the mane again, but answered—“No, I think not.”

			“Then you had bet­ter let her alone.”

			“She won’t let me alone,” he might have said; but he only looked silly and said noth­ing for the space of half a minute, and then made an­oth­er at­tempt to turn the con­ver­sa­tion; and this time I let it pass; for he had borne enough: an­oth­er word on the sub­ject would have been like the last atom that breaks the camel’s back.

			I was too late for tea; but my moth­er had kindly kept the teapot and muffin warm upon the hobs, and, though she scol­ded me a little, read­ily ad­mit­ted my ex­cuses; and when I com­plained of the fla­vour of the over­drawn tea, she poured the re­mainder in­to the slop-basin, and bade Rose put some fresh in­to the pot, and re­boil the kettle, which of­fices were per­formed with great com­mo­tion, and cer­tain re­mark­able com­ments.

			“Well!—if it had been me now, I should have had no tea at all—if it had been Fer­gus, even, he would have to put up with such as there was, and been told to be thank­ful, for it was far too good for him; but you—we can’t do too much for you. It’s al­ways so—if there’s any­thing par­tic­u­larly nice at table, mamma winks and nods at me to ab­stain from it, and if I don’t at­tend to that, she whis­pers, ‘Don’t eat so much of that, Rose; Gil­bert will like it for his sup­per.’—I’m noth­ing at all. In the par­lour, it’s ‘Come, Rose, put away your things, and let’s have the room nice and tidy against they come in; and keep up a good fire; Gil­bert likes a cheer­ful fire.’ In the kit­chen—‘Make that pie a large one, Rose; I daresay the boys’ll be hungry; and don’t put so much pep­per in, they’ll not like it, I’m sure’—or, ‘Rose, don’t put so many spices in the pud­ding, Gil­bert likes it plain,’—or, ‘Mind you put plenty of cur­rants in the cake, Fer­gus liked plenty.’ If I say, ‘Well, mamma, I don’t,’ I’m told I ought not to think of my­self. ‘You know, Rose, in all house­hold mat­ters, we have only two things to con­sider, first, what’s prop­er to be done; and, secondly, what’s most agree­able to the gen­tle­men of the house—any­thing will do for the ladies.’ ”

			“And very good doc­trine too,” said my moth­er. “Gil­bert thinks so, I’m sure.”

			“Very con­veni­ent doc­trine, for us, at all events,” said I; “but if you would really study my pleas­ure, moth­er, you must con­sider your own com­fort and con­veni­ence a little more than you do—as for Rose, I have no doubt she’ll take care of her­self; and whenev­er she does make a sac­ri­fice or per­form a re­mark­able act of de­voted­ness, she’ll take good care to let me know the ex­tent of it. But for you I might sink in­to the grossest con­di­tion of self-in­dul­gence and care­less­ness about the wants of oth­ers, from the mere habit of be­ing con­stantly cared for my­self, and hav­ing all my wants an­ti­cip­ated or im­me­di­ately sup­plied, while left in total ig­nor­ance of what is done for me—if Rose did not en­light­en me now and then; and I should re­ceive all your kind­ness as a mat­ter of course, and nev­er know how much I owe you.”

			“Ah! and you nev­er will know, Gil­bert, till you’re mar­ried. Then, when you’ve got some tri­fling, self-con­ceited girl like Eliza Mill­ward, care­less of everything but her own im­me­di­ate pleas­ure and ad­vant­age, or some mis­guided, ob­stin­ate wo­man, like Mrs. Gra­ham, ig­nor­ant of her prin­cip­al du­ties, and clev­er only in what con­cerns her least to know—then you’ll find the dif­fer­ence.”

			“It will do me good, moth­er; I was not sent in­to the world merely to ex­er­cise the good ca­pa­cit­ies and good feel­ings of oth­ers—was I?—but to ex­ert my own to­wards them; and when I marry, I shall ex­pect to find more pleas­ure in mak­ing my wife happy and com­fort­able, than in be­ing made so by her: I would rather give than re­ceive.”

			“Oh! that’s all non­sense, my dear. It’s mere boy’s talk that! You’ll soon tire of pet­ting and hu­mour­ing your wife, be she ever so charm­ing, and then comes the tri­al.”

			“Well, then, we must bear one an­oth­er’s bur­dens.”

			“Then you must fall each in­to your prop­er place. You’ll do your busi­ness, and she, if she’s worthy of you, will do hers; but it’s your busi­ness to please your­self, and hers to please you. I’m sure your poor, dear fath­er was as good a hus­band as ever lived, and after the first six months or so were over, I should as soon have ex­pec­ted him to fly, as to put him­self out of his way to pleas­ure me. He al­ways said I was a good wife, and did my duty; and he al­ways did his—bless him!—he was steady and punc­tu­al, sel­dom found fault without a reas­on, al­ways did justice to my good din­ners, and hardly ever spoiled my cook­ery by delay—and that’s as much as any wo­man can ex­pect of any man.”

			Is it so, Halford? Is that the ex­tent of your do­mest­ic vir­tues; and does your happy wife ex­act no more?

		
	
		
			VII

			Not many days after this, on a mild sunny morn­ing—rather soft un­der foot; for the last fall of snow was only just wasted away, leav­ing yet a thin ridge, here and there, linger­ing on the fresh green grass be­neath the hedges; but be­side them already, the young prim­roses were peep­ing from among their moist, dark fo­liage, and the lark above was singing of sum­mer, and hope, and love, and every heav­enly thing—I was out on the hill­side, en­joy­ing these de­lights, and look­ing after the well-be­ing of my young lambs and their moth­ers, when, on glan­cing round me, I be­held three per­sons as­cend­ing from the vale be­low. They were Eliza Mill­ward, Fer­gus, and Rose; so I crossed the field to meet them; and, be­ing told they were go­ing to Wild­fell Hall, I de­clared my­self will­ing to go with them, and of­fer­ing my arm to Eliza, who read­ily ac­cep­ted it in lieu of my broth­er’s, told the lat­ter he might go back, for I would ac­com­pany the ladies.

			“I beg your par­don!” ex­claimed he. “It’s the ladies that are ac­com­pa­ny­ing me, not I them. You had all had a peep at this won­der­ful stranger but me, and I could en­dure my wretched ig­nor­ance no longer—come what would, I must be sat­is­fied; so I begged Rose to go with me to the Hall, and in­tro­duce me to her at once. She swore she would not, un­less Miss Eliza would go too; so I ran to the vicar­age and fetched her; and we’ve come hooked all the way, as fond as a pair of lov­ers—and now you’ve taken her from me; and you want to de­prive me of my walk and my vis­it be­sides. Go back to your fields and your cattle, you lub­berly fel­low; you’re not fit to as­so­ci­ate with ladies and gen­tle­men like us, that have noth­ing to do but to run snook­ing about to our neigh­bours’ houses, peep­ing in­to their private corners, and scent­ing out their secrets, and pick­ing holes in their coats, when we don’t find them ready made to our hands—you don’t un­der­stand such re­fined sources of en­joy­ment.”

			“Can’t you both go?” sug­ges­ted Eliza, dis­reg­ard­ing the lat­ter half of the speech.

			“Yes, both, to be sure!” cried Rose; “the more the mer­ri­er—and I’m sure we shall want all the cheer­ful­ness we can carry with us to that great, dark, gloomy room, with its nar­row lat­ticed win­dows, and its dis­mal old fur­niture—un­less she shows us in­to her stu­dio again.”

			So we went all in a body; and the mea­gre old maid­ser­vant, that opened the door, ushered us in­to an apart­ment such as Rose had de­scribed to me as the scene of her first in­tro­duc­tion to Mrs. Gra­ham, a tol­er­ably spa­cious and lofty room, but ob­scurely lighted by the old-fash­ioned win­dows, the ceil­ing, pan­els, and chim­neypiece of grim black oak—the lat­ter elab­or­ately but not very taste­fully carved—with tables and chairs to match, an old book­case on one side of the fire­place, stocked with a mot­ley as­semblage of books, and an eld­erly cab­in­et pi­ano on the oth­er.

			The lady was seated in a stiff, high-backed arm­chair, with a small round table, con­tain­ing a desk and a work­bas­ket on one side of her, and her little boy on the oth­er, who stood lean­ing his el­bow on her knee, and read­ing to her, with won­der­ful flu­ency, from a small volume that lay in her lap; while she res­ted her hand on his shoulder, and ab­strac­tedly played with the long, wavy curls that fell on his ivory neck. They struck me as form­ing a pleas­ing con­trast to all the sur­round­ing ob­jects; but of course their po­s­i­tion was im­me­di­ately changed on our en­trance. I could only ob­serve the pic­ture dur­ing the few brief seconds that Rachel held the door for our ad­mit­tance.

			I do not think Mrs. Gra­ham was par­tic­u­larly de­lighted to see us: there was some­thing in­des­crib­ably chilly in her quiet, calm ci­vil­ity; but I did not talk much to her. Seat­ing my­self near the win­dow, a little back from the circle, I called Ar­thur to me, and he and I and San­c­ho amused ourselves very pleas­antly to­geth­er, while the two young ladies baited his moth­er with small talk, and Fer­gus sat op­pos­ite with his legs crossed and his hands in his breeches-pock­ets, lean­ing back in his chair, and star­ing now up at the ceil­ing, now straight for­ward at his host­ess (in a man­ner that made me strongly in­clined to kick him out of the room), now whist­ling sotto voce to him­self a snatch of a fa­vour­ite air, now in­ter­rupt­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, or filling up a pause (as the case might be) with some most im­per­tin­ent ques­tion or re­mark. At one time it was—“It amazes me, Mrs. Gra­ham, how you could choose such a dilap­id­ated, rick­ety old place as this to live in. If you couldn’t af­ford to oc­cupy the whole house, and have it men­ded up, why couldn’t you take a neat little cot­tage?”

			“Per­haps I was too proud, Mr. Fer­gus,” replied she, smil­ing; “per­haps I took a par­tic­u­lar fancy for this ro­mantic, old-fash­ioned place—but, in­deed, it has many ad­vant­ages over a cot­tage—in the first place, you see, the rooms are lar­ger and more airy; in the second place, the un­oc­cu­pied apart­ments, which I don’t pay for, may serve as lum­ber-rooms, if I have any­thing to put in them; and they are very use­ful for my little boy to run about in on rainy days when he can’t go out; and then there is the garden for him to play in, and for me to work in. You see I have ef­fected some little im­prove­ment already,” con­tin­ued she, turn­ing to the win­dow. “There is a bed of young ve­get­ables in that corner, and here are some snow­drops and prim­roses already in bloom—and there, too, is a yel­low cro­cus just open­ing in the sun­shine.”

			“But then how can you bear such a situ­ation—your nearest neigh­bours two miles dis­tant, and nobody look­ing in or passing by? Rose would go stark mad in such a place. She can’t put on life un­less she sees half a dozen fresh gowns and bon­nets a day—not to speak of the faces with­in; but you might sit watch­ing at these win­dows all day long, and nev­er see so much as an old wo­man car­ry­ing her eggs to mar­ket.”

			“I am not sure the loneli­ness of the place was not one of its chief re­com­mend­a­tions. I take no pleas­ure in watch­ing people pass the win­dows; and I like to be quiet.”

			“Oh! as good as to say you wish we would all of us mind our own busi­ness, and let you alone.”

			“No, I dis­like an ex­tens­ive ac­quaint­ance; but if I have a few friends, of course I am glad to see them oc­ca­sion­ally. No one can be happy in etern­al solitude. There­fore, Mr. Fer­gus, if you choose to enter my house as a friend, I will make you wel­come; if not, I must con­fess, I would rather you kept away.” She then turned and ad­dressed some ob­ser­va­tion to Rose or Eliza.

			“And, Mrs. Gra­ham,” said he again, five minutes after, “we were dis­put­ing, as we came along, a ques­tion that you can read­ily de­cide for us, as it mainly re­garded your­self—and, in­deed, we of­ten hold dis­cus­sions about you; for some of us have noth­ing bet­ter to do than to talk about our neigh­bours’ con­cerns, and we, the in­di­gen­ous plants of the soil, have known each oth­er so long, and talked each oth­er over so of­ten, that we are quite sick of that game; so that a stranger com­ing amongst us makes an in­valu­able ad­di­tion to our ex­hausted sources of amuse­ment. Well, the ques­tion, or ques­tions, you are re­ques­ted to solve—”

			“Hold your tongue, Fer­gus!” cried Rose, in a fever of ap­pre­hen­sion and wrath.

			“I won’t, I tell you. The ques­tions you are re­ques­ted to solve are these:—First, con­cern­ing your birth, ex­trac­tion, and pre­vi­ous res­id­ence. Some will have it that you are a for­eign­er, and some an Eng­lish­wo­man; some a nat­ive of the north coun­try, and some of the south; some say—”

			“Well, Mr. Fer­gus, I’ll tell you. I’m an Eng­lish­wo­man—and I don’t see why any­one should doubt it—and I was born in the coun­try, neither in the ex­treme north nor south of our happy isle; and in the coun­try I have chiefly passed my life, and now I hope you are sat­is­fied; for I am not dis­posed to an­swer any more ques­tions at present.”

			“Ex­cept this—”

			“No, not one more!” laughed she, and, in­stantly quit­ting her seat, she sought refuge at the win­dow by which I was seated, and, in very des­per­a­tion, to es­cape my broth­er’s per­se­cu­tions, en­deav­oured to draw me in­to con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Mr. Markham,” said she, her rap­id ut­ter­ance and heightened col­our too plainly evin­cing her dis­quiet­ude, “have you for­got­ten the fine sea-view we were speak­ing of some time ago? I think I must trouble you, now, to tell me the nearest way to it; for if this beau­ti­ful weath­er con­tin­ue, I shall, per­haps, be able to walk there, and take my sketch; I have ex­hausted every oth­er sub­ject for paint­ing; and I long to see it.”

			I was about to com­ply with her re­quest, but Rose would not suf­fer me to pro­ceed.

			“Oh, don’t tell her, Gil­bert!” cried she; “she shall go with us. It’s ——— Bay you are think­ing about, I sup­pose, Mrs. Gra­ham? It is a very long walk, too far for you, and out of the ques­tion for Ar­thur. But we were think­ing about mak­ing a pic­nic to see it some fine day; and, if you will wait till the settled fine weath­er comes, I’m sure we shall all be de­lighted to have you amongst us.”

			Poor Mrs. Gra­ham looked dis­mayed, and at­temp­ted to make ex­cuses, but Rose, either com­pas­sion­at­ing her lonely life, or anxious to cul­tiv­ate her ac­quaint­ance, was de­term­ined to have her; and every ob­jec­tion was over­ruled. She was told it would only be a small party, and all friends, and that the best view of all was from ——— Cliffs, full five miles dis­tant.

			“Just a nice walk for the gen­tle­men,” con­tin­ued Rose; “but the ladies will drive and walk by turns; for we shall have our pony-car­riage, which will be plenty large enough to con­tain little Ar­thur and three ladies, to­geth­er with your sketch­ing ap­par­at­us, and our pro­vi­sions.”

			So the pro­pos­al was fi­nally ac­ceded to; and, after some fur­ther dis­cus­sion re­spect­ing the time and man­ner of the pro­jec­ted ex­cur­sion, we rose, and took our leave.

			But this was only March: a cold, wet April, and two weeks of May passed over be­fore we could ven­ture forth on our ex­ped­i­tion with the reas­on­able hope of ob­tain­ing that pleas­ure we sought in pleas­ant pro­spects, cheer­ful so­ci­ety, fresh air, good cheer and ex­er­cise, without the al­loy of bad roads, cold winds, or threat­en­ing clouds. Then, on a glor­i­ous morn­ing, we gathered our forces and set forth. The com­pany con­sisted of Mrs. and Mas­ter Gra­ham, Mary and Eliza Mill­ward, Jane and Richard Wilson, and Rose, Fer­gus, and Gil­bert Markham.

			Mr. Lawrence had been in­vited to join us, but, for some reas­on best known to him­self, had re­fused to give us his com­pany. I had so­li­cited the fa­vour my­self. When I did so, he hes­it­ated, and asked who were go­ing. Upon my nam­ing Miss Wilson among the rest, he seemed half in­clined to go, but when I men­tioned Mrs. Gra­ham, think­ing it might be a fur­ther in­duce­ment, it ap­peared to have a con­trary ef­fect, and he de­clined it al­to­geth­er, and, to con­fess the truth, the de­cision was not dis­pleas­ing to me, though I could scarcely tell you why.

			It was about mid­day when we reached the place of our des­tin­a­tion. Mrs. Gra­ham walked all the way to the cliffs; and little Ar­thur walked the great­er part of it too; for he was now much more hardy and act­ive than when he first entered the neigh­bour­hood, and he did not like be­ing in the car­riage with strangers, while all his four friends, mamma, and San­c­ho, and Mr. Markham, and Miss Mill­ward, were on foot, jour­ney­ing far be­hind, or passing through dis­tant fields and lanes.

			I have a very pleas­ant re­col­lec­tion of that walk, along the hard, white, sunny road, shaded here and there with bright green trees, and ad­orned with flowery banks and blos­som­ing hedges of de­li­cious fra­grance; or through pleas­ant fields and lanes, all glor­i­ous in the sweet flowers and bril­liant ver­dure of de­light­ful May. It was true, Eliza was not be­side me; but she was with her friends in the pony-car­riage, as happy, I trus­ted, as I was; and even when we ped­es­tri­ans, hav­ing for­saken the high­way for a short­cut across the fields, be­held the little car­riage far away, dis­ap­pear­ing amid the green, em­bower­ing trees, I did not hate those trees for snatch­ing the dear little bon­net and shawl from my sight, nor did I feel that all those in­ter­ven­ing ob­jects lay between my hap­pi­ness and me; for, to con­fess the truth, I was too happy in the com­pany of Mrs. Gra­ham to re­gret the ab­sence of Eliza Mill­ward.

			The former, it is true, was most pro­vok­ingly un­so­ci­able at first—seem­ingly bent upon talk­ing to no one but Mary Mill­ward and Ar­thur. She and Mary jour­neyed along to­geth­er, gen­er­ally with the child between them;—but where the road per­mit­ted, I al­ways walked on the oth­er side of her, Richard Wilson tak­ing the oth­er side of Miss Mill­ward, and Fer­gus rov­ing here and there ac­cord­ing to his fancy; and, after a while, she be­came more friendly, and at length I suc­ceeded in se­cur­ing her at­ten­tion al­most en­tirely to my­self—and then I was happy in­deed; for whenev­er she did con­des­cend to con­verse, I liked to listen. Where her opin­ions and sen­ti­ments tal­lied with mine, it was her ex­treme good sense, her ex­quis­ite taste and feel­ing, that de­lighted me; where they differed, it was still her un­com­prom­ising bold­ness in the avow­al or de­fence of that dif­fer­ence, her earn­est­ness and keen­ness, that piqued my fancy: and even when she angered me by her un­kind words or looks, and her un­char­it­able con­clu­sions re­spect­ing me, it only made me the more dis­sat­is­fied with my­self for hav­ing so un­fa­vour­ably im­pressed her, and the more de­sirous to vin­dic­ate my char­ac­ter and dis­pos­i­tion in her eyes, and, if pos­sible, to win her es­teem.

			At length our walk was ended. The in­creas­ing height and bold­ness of the hills had for some time in­ter­cep­ted the pro­spect; but, on gain­ing the sum­mit of a steep ac­cliv­ity, and look­ing down­ward, an open­ing lay be­fore us—and the blue sea burst upon our sight!—deep vi­ol­et blue—not deadly calm, but covered with glint­ing break­ers—di­min­ut­ive white specks twink­ling on its bos­om, and scarcely to be dis­tin­guished, by the keen­est vis­ion, from the little seamews that spor­ted above, their white wings glit­ter­ing in the sun­shine: only one or two ves­sels were vis­ible, and those were far away.

			I looked at my com­pan­ion to see what she thought of this glor­i­ous scene. She said noth­ing: but she stood still, and fixed her eyes upon it with a gaze that as­sured me she was not dis­ap­poin­ted. She had very fine eyes, by the by—I don’t know wheth­er I have told you be­fore, but they were full of soul, large, clear, and nearly black—not brown, but very dark grey. A cool, re­viv­ing breeze blew from the sea—soft, pure, sa­lu­bri­ous: it waved her droop­ing ring­lets, and im­par­ted a live­li­er col­our to her usu­ally too pal­lid lip and cheek. She felt its ex­hil­ar­at­ing in­flu­ence, and so did I—I felt it tingling through my frame, but dared not give way to it while she re­mained so quiet. There was an as­pect of sub­dued ex­hil­ar­a­tion in her face, that kindled in­to al­most a smile of ex­al­ted, glad in­tel­li­gence as her eye met mine. Nev­er had she looked so lovely: nev­er had my heart so warmly cleaved to her as now. Had we been left two minutes longer stand­ing there alone, I can­not an­swer for the con­sequences. Hap­pily for my dis­cre­tion, per­haps for my en­joy­ment dur­ing the re­mainder of the day, we were speedily summoned to the re­past—a very re­spect­able col­la­tion, which Rose, as­sisted by Miss Wilson and Eliza, who, hav­ing shared her seat in the car­riage, had ar­rived with her a little be­fore the rest, had set out upon an el­ev­ated plat­form over­look­ing the sea, and sheltered from the hot sun by a shelving rock and over­hanging trees.

			Mrs. Gra­ham seated her­self at a dis­tance from me. Eliza was my nearest neigh­bour. She ex­er­ted her­self to be agree­able, in her gentle, un­ob­trus­ive way, and was, no doubt, as fas­cin­at­ing and charm­ing as ever, if I could only have felt it. But soon my heart began to warm to­wards her once again; and we were all very merry and happy to­geth­er—as far as I could see—through­out the pro­trac­ted so­cial meal.

			When that was over, Rose summoned Fer­gus to help her to gath­er up the frag­ments, and the knives, dishes, etc., and re­store them to the bas­kets; and Mrs. Gra­ham took her camp­stool and draw­ing ma­ter­i­als; and hav­ing begged Miss Mill­ward to take charge of her pre­cious son, and strictly en­joined him not to wander from his new guard­i­an’s side, she left us and pro­ceeded along the steep, stony hill, to a lofti­er, more pre­cip­it­ous em­in­ence at some dis­tance, whence a still finer pro­spect was to be had, where she pre­ferred tak­ing her sketch, though some of the ladies told her it was a fright­ful place, and ad­vised her not to at­tempt it.

			When she was gone, I felt as if there was to be no more fun—though it is dif­fi­cult to say what she had con­trib­uted to the hil­ar­ity of the party. No jests, and little laughter, had es­caped her lips; but her smile had an­im­ated my mirth; a keen ob­ser­va­tion or a cheer­ful word from her had in­sens­ibly sharpened my wits, and thrown an in­terest over all that was done and said by the rest. Even my con­ver­sa­tion with Eliza had been en­livened by her pres­ence, though I knew it not; and now that she was gone, Eliza’s play­ful non­sense ceased to amuse me—nay, grew wear­i­some to my soul, and I grew weary of amus­ing her: I felt my­self drawn by an ir­res­ist­ible at­trac­tion to that dis­tant point where the fair artist sat and plied her sol­it­ary task—and not long did I at­tempt to res­ist it: while my little neigh­bour was ex­chan­ging a few words with Miss Wilson, I rose and can­nily slipped away. A few rap­id strides, and a little act­ive clam­ber­ing, soon brought me to the place where she was seated—a nar­row ledge of rock at the very verge of the cliff, which des­cen­ded with a steep, pre­cip­it­ous slant, quite down to the rocky shore.

			She did not hear me com­ing: the fall­ing of my shad­ow across her pa­per gave her an elec­tric start; and she looked hast­ily round—any oth­er lady of my ac­quaint­ance would have screamed un­der such a sud­den alarm.

			“Oh! I didn’t know it was you.—Why did you startle me so?” said she, some­what testily. “I hate any­body to come upon me so un­ex­pec­tedly.”

			“Why, what did you take me for?” said I: “if I had known you were so nervous, I would have been more cau­tious; but—”

			“Well, nev­er mind. What did you come for? are they all com­ing?”

			“No; this little ledge could scarcely con­tain them all.”

			“I’m glad, for I’m tired of talk­ing.”

			“Well, then, I won’t talk. I’ll only sit and watch your draw­ing.”

			“Oh, but you know I don’t like that.”

			“Then I’ll con­tent my­self with ad­mir­ing this mag­ni­fi­cent pro­spect.”

			She made no ob­jec­tion to this; and, for some time, sketched away in si­lence. But I could not help steal­ing a glance, now and then, from the splen­did view at our feet to the el­eg­ant white hand that held the pen­cil, and the grace­ful neck and glossy raven curls that drooped over the pa­per.

			“Now,” thought I, “if I had but a pen­cil and a morsel of pa­per, I could make a love­li­er sketch than hers, ad­mit­ting I had the power to de­lin­eate faith­fully what is be­fore me.”

			But, though this sat­is­fac­tion was denied me, I was very well con­tent to sit be­side her there, and say noth­ing.

			“Are you there still, Mr. Markham?” said she at length, look­ing round upon me—for I was seated a little be­hind on a mossy pro­jec­tion of the cliff.—“Why don’t you go and amuse your­self with your friends?”

			“Be­cause I am tired of them, like you; and I shall have enough of them to­mor­row—or at any time hence; but you I may not have the pleas­ure of see­ing again for I know not how long.”

			“What was Ar­thur do­ing when you came away?”

			“He was with Miss Mill­ward, where you left him—all right, but hop­ing mamma would not be long away. You didn’t en­trust him to me, by the by,” I grumbled, “though I had the hon­our of a much longer ac­quaint­ance; but Miss Mill­ward has the art of con­cili­at­ing and amus­ing chil­dren,” I care­lessly ad­ded, “if she is good for noth­ing else.”

			“Miss Mill­ward has many es­tim­able qual­it­ies, which such as you can­not be ex­pec­ted to per­ceive or ap­pre­ci­ate. Will you tell Ar­thur that I shall come in a few minutes?”

			“If that be the case, I will wait, with your per­mis­sion, till those few minutes are past; and then I can as­sist you to des­cend this dif­fi­cult path.”

			“Thank you—I al­ways man­age best, on such oc­ca­sions, without as­sist­ance.”

			“But, at least, I can carry your stool and sketch­book.”

			She did not deny me this fa­vour; but I was rather of­fen­ded at her evid­ent de­sire to be rid of me, and was be­gin­ning to re­pent of my per­tinacity, when she some­what ap­peased me by con­sult­ing my taste and judg­ment about some doubt­ful mat­ter in her draw­ing. My opin­ion, hap­pily, met her ap­prob­a­tion, and the im­prove­ment I sug­ges­ted was ad­op­ted without hes­it­a­tion.

			“I have of­ten wished in vain,” said she, “for an­oth­er’s judg­ment to ap­peal to when I could scarcely trust the dir­ec­tion of my own eye and head, they hav­ing been so long oc­cu­pied with the con­tem­pla­tion of a single ob­ject as to be­come al­most in­cap­able of form­ing a prop­er idea re­spect­ing it.”

			“That,” replied I, “is only one of many evils to which a sol­it­ary life ex­poses us.”

			“True,” said she; and again we re­lapsed in­to si­lence.

			About two minutes after, how­ever, she de­clared her sketch com­pleted, and closed the book.

			On re­turn­ing to the scene of our re­past we found all the com­pany had deser­ted it, with the ex­cep­tion of three—Mary Mill­ward, Richard Wilson, and Ar­thur Gra­ham. The young­er gen­tle­man lay fast asleep with his head pil­lowed on the lady’s lap; the oth­er was seated be­side her with a pock­et edi­tion of some clas­sic au­thor in his hand. He nev­er went any­where without such a com­pan­ion where­with to im­prove his leis­ure mo­ments: all time seemed lost that was not de­voted to study, or ex­ac­ted, by his phys­ic­al nature, for the bare sup­port of life. Even now he could not aban­don him­self to the en­joy­ment of that pure air and balmy sun­shine—that splen­did pro­spect, and those sooth­ing sounds, the mu­sic of the waves and of the soft wind in the shel­ter­ing trees above him—not even with a lady by his side (though not a very charm­ing one, I will al­low)—he must pull out his book, and make the most of his time while di­gest­ing his tem­per­ate meal, and re­pos­ing his weary limbs, un­used to so much ex­er­cise.

			Per­haps, how­ever, he spared a mo­ment to ex­change a word or a glance with his com­pan­ion now and then—at any rate, she did not ap­pear at all re­sent­ful of his con­duct; for her homely fea­tures wore an ex­pres­sion of un­usu­al cheer­ful­ness and serenity, and she was study­ing his pale, thought­ful face with great com­pla­cency when we ar­rived.

			The jour­ney home­ward was by no means so agree­able to me as the former part of the day: for now Mrs. Gra­ham was in the car­riage, and Eliza Mill­ward was the com­pan­ion of my walk. She had ob­served my pref­er­ence for the young wid­ow, and evid­ently felt her­self neg­lected. She did not mani­fest her chag­rin by keen re­proaches, bit­ter sar­casms, or pout­ing sul­len si­lence—any or all of these I could eas­ily have en­dured, or lightly laughed away; but she showed it by a kind of gentle mel­an­choly, a mild, re­proach­ful sad­ness that cut me to the heart. I tried to cheer her up, and ap­par­ently suc­ceeded in some de­gree, be­fore the walk was over; but in the very act my con­science re­proved me, know­ing, as I did, that, soon­er or later, the tie must be broken, and this was only nour­ish­ing false hopes and put­ting off the evil day.

			When the pony-car­riage had ap­proached as near Wild­fell Hall as the road would per­mit—un­less, in­deed, it pro­ceeded up the long rough lane, which Mrs. Gra­ham would not al­low—the young wid­ow and her son alighted, re­lin­quish­ing the driver’s seat to Rose; and I per­suaded Eliza to take the lat­ter’s place. Hav­ing put her com­fort­ably in, bid her take care of the even­ing air, and wished her a kind good night, I felt con­sid­er­ably re­lieved, and hastened to of­fer my ser­vices to Mrs. Gra­ham to carry her ap­par­at­us up the fields, but she had already hung her camp­stool on her arm and taken her sketch­book in her hand, and in­sisted upon bid­ding me adieu then and there, with the rest of the com­pany. But this time she de­clined my proffered aid in so kind and friendly a man­ner that I al­most for­gave her.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Six weeks had passed away. It was a splen­did morn­ing about the close of June. Most of the hay was cut, but the last week had been very un­fa­vour­able; and now that fine weath­er was come at last, be­ing de­term­ined to make the most of it, I had gathered all hands to­geth­er in­to the hay­field, and was work­ing away my­self, in the midst of them, in my shirtsleeves, with a light, shady straw hat on my head, catch­ing up arm­fuls of moist, reek­ing grass, and shak­ing it out to the four winds of heav­en, at the head of a goodly file of ser­vants and hire­lings—in­tend­ing so to la­bour, from morn­ing till night, with as much zeal and as­siduity as I could look for from any of them, as well to prosper the work by my own ex­er­tion as to an­im­ate the work­ers by my ex­ample—when lo! my res­ol­u­tions were over­thrown in a mo­ment, by the simple fact of my broth­er’s run­ning up to me and put­ting in­to my hand a small par­cel, just ar­rived from Lon­don, which I had been for some time ex­pect­ing. I tore off the cov­er, and dis­closed an el­eg­ant and port­able edi­tion of Marmi­on.

			“I guess I know who that’s for,” said Fer­gus, who stood look­ing on while I com­pla­cently ex­amined the volume. “That’s for Miss Eliza, now.”

			He pro­nounced this with a tone and look so prodi­giously know­ing, that I was glad to con­tra­dict him.

			“You’re wrong, my lad,” said I; and, tak­ing up my coat, I de­pos­ited the book in one of its pock­ets, and then put it on (i.e. the coat). “Now come here, you idle dog, and make your­self use­ful for once,” I con­tin­ued. “Pull off your coat, and take my place in the field till I come back.”

			“Till you come back?—and where are you go­ing, pray?”

			“No mat­ter where—the when is all that con­cerns you;—and I shall be back by din­ner, at least.”

			“Oh—oh! and I’m to la­bour away till then, am I?—and to keep all these fel­lows hard at it be­sides? Well, well! I’ll sub­mit—for once in a way.—Come, my lads, you must look sharp: I’m come to help you now:—and woe be to that man, or wo­man either, that pauses for a mo­ment amongst you—wheth­er to stare about him, to scratch his head, or blow his nose—no pre­text will serve—noth­ing but work, work, work in the sweat of your face,” etc., etc.

			Leav­ing him thus har­anguing the people, more to their amuse­ment than edi­fic­a­tion, I re­turned to the house, and, hav­ing made some al­ter­a­tion in my toi­let, hastened away to Wild­fell Hall, with the book in my pock­et; for it was destined for the shelves of Mrs. Gra­ham.

			“What! then had she and you got on so well to­geth­er as to come to the giv­ing and re­ceiv­ing of presents?”—Not pre­cisely, old buck; this was my first ex­per­i­ment in that line; and I was very anxious to see the res­ult of it.

			We had met sev­er­al times since the ——— Bay ex­cur­sion, and I had found she was not averse to my com­pany, provided I con­fined my con­ver­sa­tion to the dis­cus­sion of ab­stract mat­ters, or top­ics of com­mon in­terest;—the mo­ment I touched upon the sen­ti­ment­al or the com­pli­ment­ary, or made the slight­est ap­proach to ten­der­ness in word or look, I was not only pun­ished by an im­me­di­ate change in her man­ner at the time, but doomed to find her more cold and dis­tant, if not en­tirely in­ac­cess­ible, when next I sought her com­pany. This cir­cum­stance did not greatly dis­con­cert me, how­ever, be­cause I at­trib­uted it, not so much to any dis­like of my per­son, as to some ab­so­lute res­ol­u­tion against a second mar­riage formed pri­or to the time of our ac­quaint­ance, wheth­er from ex­cess of af­fec­tion for her late hus­band, or be­cause she had had enough of him and the mat­ri­mo­ni­al state to­geth­er. At first, in­deed, she had seemed to take a pleas­ure in mor­ti­fy­ing my van­ity and crush­ing my pre­sump­tion—re­lent­lessly nip­ping off bud by bud as they ven­tured to ap­pear; and then, I con­fess, I was deeply wounded, though, at the same time, stim­u­lated to seek re­venge;—but lat­terly find­ing, bey­ond a doubt, that I was not that empty-headed cox­comb she had first sup­posed me, she had re­pulsed my mod­est ad­vances in quite a dif­fer­ent spir­it. It was a kind of ser­i­ous, al­most sor­row­ful dis­pleas­ure, which I soon learnt care­fully to avoid awaken­ing.

			“Let me first es­tab­lish my po­s­i­tion as a friend,” thought I—“the pat­ron and play­fel­low of her son, the sober, sol­id, plain-deal­ing friend of her­self, and then, when I have made my­self fairly ne­ces­sary to her com­fort and en­joy­ment in life (as I be­lieve I can), we’ll see what next may be ef­fected.”

			So we talked about paint­ing, po­etry, and mu­sic, theo­logy, geo­logy, and philo­sophy: once or twice I lent her a book, and once she lent me one in re­turn: I met her in her walks as of­ten as I could; I came to her house as of­ten as I dared. My first pre­text for in­vad­ing the sanc­tum was to bring Ar­thur a little wad­dling puppy of which San­c­ho was the fath­er, and which de­lighted the child bey­ond ex­pres­sion, and, con­sequently, could not fail to please his mamma. My second was to bring him a book, which, know­ing his moth­er’s par­tic­u­lar­ity, I had care­fully se­lec­ted, and which I sub­mit­ted for her ap­prob­a­tion be­fore present­ing it to him. Then, I brought her some plants for her garden, in my sis­ter’s name—hav­ing pre­vi­ously per­suaded Rose to send them. Each of these times I in­quired after the pic­ture she was paint­ing from the sketch taken on the cliff, and was ad­mit­ted in­to the stu­dio, and asked my opin­ion or ad­vice re­spect­ing its pro­gress.

			My last vis­it had been to re­turn the book she had lent me; and then it was that, in cas­u­ally dis­cuss­ing the po­etry of Sir Wal­ter Scott, she had ex­pressed a wish to see Marmi­on, and I had con­ceived the pre­sump­tu­ous idea of mak­ing her a present of it, and, on my re­turn home, in­stantly sent for the smart little volume I had this morn­ing re­ceived. But an apo­logy for in­vad­ing the her­mit­age was still ne­ces­sary; so I had fur­nished my­self with a blue mo­rocco col­lar for Ar­thur’s little dog; and that be­ing giv­en and re­ceived, with much more joy and grat­it­ude, on the part of the re­ceiv­er, than the worth of the gift or the selfish motive of the giver de­served, I ven­tured to ask Mrs. Gra­ham for one more look at the pic­ture, if it was still there.

			“Oh, yes! come in,” said she (for I had met them in the garden). “It is fin­ished and framed, all ready for send­ing away; but give me your last opin­ion, and if you can sug­gest any fur­ther im­prove­ment, it shall be—duly con­sidered, at least.”

			The pic­ture was strik­ingly beau­ti­ful; it was the very scene it­self, trans­ferred as if by ma­gic to the can­vas; but I ex­pressed my ap­prob­a­tion in guarded terms, and few words, for fear of dis­pleas­ing her. She, how­ever, at­tent­ively watched my looks, and her artist’s pride was grat­i­fied, no doubt, to read my heart­felt ad­mir­a­tion in my eyes. But, while I gazed, I thought upon the book, and wondered how it was to be presen­ted. My heart failed me; but I de­term­ined not to be such a fool as to come away without hav­ing made the at­tempt. It was use­less wait­ing for an op­por­tun­ity, and use­less try­ing to con­coct a speech for the oc­ca­sion. The more plainly and nat­ur­ally the thing was done, the bet­ter, I thought; so I just looked out of the win­dow to screw up my cour­age, and then pulled out the book, turned round, and put it in­to her hand, with this short ex­plan­a­tion:

			“You were wish­ing to see Marmi­on, Mrs. Gra­ham; and here it is, if you will be so kind as to take it.”

			A mo­ment­ary blush suf­fused her face—per­haps, a blush of sym­path­et­ic shame for such an awk­ward style of present­a­tion: she gravely ex­amined the volume on both sides; then si­lently turned over the leaves, knit­ting her brows the while, in ser­i­ous co­git­a­tion; then closed the book, and turn­ing from it to me, quietly asked the price of it—I felt the hot blood rush to my face.

			“I’m sorry to of­fend you, Mr. Markham,” said she, “but un­less I pay for the book, I can­not take it.” And she laid it on the table.

			“Why can­not you?”

			“Be­cause,”—she paused, and looked at the car­pet.

			“Why can­not you?” I re­peated, with a de­gree of iras­cib­il­ity that roused her to lift her eyes and look me stead­ily in the face.

			“Be­cause I don’t like to put my­self un­der ob­lig­a­tions that I can nev­er re­pay—I am ob­liged to you already for your kind­ness to my son; but his grate­ful af­fec­tion and your own good feel­ings must re­ward you for that.”

			“Non­sense!” ejac­u­lated I.

			She turned her eyes on me again, with a look of quiet, grave sur­prise, that had the ef­fect of a re­buke, wheth­er in­ten­ded for such or not.

			“Then you won’t take the book?” I asked, more mildly than I had yet spoken.

			“I will gladly take it, if you will let me pay for it.” I told her the ex­act price, and the cost of the car­riage be­sides, in as calm a tone as I could com­mand—for, in fact, I was ready to weep with dis­ap­point­ment and vex­a­tion.

			She pro­duced her purse, and coolly coun­ted out the money, but hes­it­ated to put it in­to my hand. At­tent­ively re­gard­ing me, in a tone of sooth­ing soft­ness, she ob­served—“You think your­self in­sul­ted, Mr. Markham—I wish I could make you un­der­stand that—that I—”

			“I do un­der­stand you, per­fectly,” I said. “You think that if you were to ac­cept that trifle from me now, I should pre­sume upon it here­after; but you are mis­taken:—if you will only ob­lige me by tak­ing it, be­lieve me, I shall build no hopes upon it, and con­sider this no pre­ced­ent for fu­ture fa­vours:—and it is non­sense to talk about put­ting your­self un­der ob­lig­a­tions to me when you must know that in such a case the ob­lig­a­tion is en­tirely on my side—the fa­vour on yours.”

			“Well, then, I’ll take you at your word,” she answered, with a most an­gel­ic smile, re­turn­ing the odi­ous money to her purse—“but re­mem­ber!”

			“I will re­mem­ber—what I have said;—but do not you pun­ish my pre­sump­tion by with­draw­ing your friend­ship en­tirely from me—or ex­pect me to atone for it by be­ing more dis­tant than be­fore,” said I, ex­tend­ing my hand to take leave, for I was too much ex­cited to re­main.

			“Well, then! let us be as we were,” replied she, frankly pla­cing her hand in mine; and while I held it there, I had much dif­fi­culty to re­frain from press­ing it to my lips;—but that would be sui­cid­al mad­ness: I had been bold enough already, and this pre­ma­ture of­fer­ing had well-nigh giv­en the deathblow to my hopes.

			It was with an agit­ated, burn­ing heart and brain that I hur­ried home­wards, re­gard­less of that scorch­ing noonday sun—for­get­ful of everything but her I had just left—re­gret­ting noth­ing but her im­pen­et­rab­il­ity, and my own pre­cip­it­ancy and want of tact—fear­ing noth­ing but her hate­ful res­ol­u­tion, and my in­ab­il­ity to over­come it—hop­ing noth­ing—but halt—I will not bore you with my con­flict­ing hopes and fears—my ser­i­ous co­git­a­tions and re­solves.

		
	
		
			IX

			Though my af­fec­tions might now be said to be fairly weaned from Eliza Mill­ward, I did not yet en­tirely re­lin­quish my vis­its to the vicar­age, be­cause I wanted, as it were, to let her down easy; without rais­ing much sor­row, or in­cur­ring much re­sent­ment—or mak­ing my­self the talk of the par­ish; and be­sides, if I had wholly kept away, the vicar, who looked upon my vis­its as paid chiefly, if not en­tirely, to him­self, would have felt him­self de­cidedly af­fron­ted by the neg­lect. But when I called there the day after my in­ter­view with Mrs. Gra­ham, he happened to be from home—a cir­cum­stance by no means so agree­able to me now as it had been on former oc­ca­sions. Miss Mill­ward was there, it is true, but she, of course, would be little bet­ter than a non­entity. How­ever, I re­solved to make my vis­it a short one, and to talk to Eliza in a broth­erly, friendly sort of way, such as our long ac­quaint­ance might war­rant me in as­sum­ing, and which, I thought, could neither give of­fence nor serve to en­cour­age false hopes.

			It was nev­er my cus­tom to talk about Mrs. Gra­ham either to her or any­one else; but I had not been seated three minutes be­fore she brought that lady on to the car­pet her­self in a rather re­mark­able man­ner.

			“Oh, Mr. Markham!” said she, with a shocked ex­pres­sion and voice sub­dued al­most to a whis­per, “what do you think of these shock­ing re­ports about Mrs. Gra­ham?—can you en­cour­age us to dis­be­lieve them?”

			“What re­ports?”

			“Ah, now! you know!” she slyly smiled and shook her head.

			“I know noth­ing about them. What in the world do you mean, Eliza?”

			“Oh, don’t ask me! I can’t ex­plain it.” She took up the cam­bric handker­chief which she had been beau­ti­fy­ing with a deep lace bor­der, and began to be very busy.

			“What is it, Miss Mill­ward? what does she mean?” said I, ap­peal­ing to her sis­ter, who seemed to be ab­sorbed in the hem­ming of a large, coarse sheet.

			“I don’t know,” replied she. “Some idle slander some­body has been in­vent­ing, I sup­pose. I nev­er heard it till Eliza told me the oth­er day—but if all the par­ish dinned it in my ears, I shouldn’t be­lieve a word of it—I know Mrs. Gra­ham too well!”

			“Quite right, Miss Mill­ward!—and so do I—whatever it may be.”

			“Well,” ob­served Eliza, with a gentle sigh, “it’s well to have such a com­fort­able as­sur­ance re­gard­ing the worth of those we love. I only wish you may not find your con­fid­ence mis­placed.”

			And she raised her face, and gave me such a look of sor­row­ful ten­der­ness as might have melted my heart, but with­in those eyes there lurked a some­thing that I did not like; and I wondered how I ever could have ad­mired them—her sis­ter’s hon­est face and small grey op­tics ap­peared far more agree­able. But I was out of tem­per with Eliza at that mo­ment for her in­sinu­ations against Mrs. Gra­ham, which were false, I was cer­tain, wheth­er she knew it or not.

			I said noth­ing more on the sub­ject, how­ever, at the time, and but little on any oth­er; for, find­ing I could not well re­cov­er my equan­im­ity, I presently rose and took leave, ex­cus­ing my­self un­der the plea of busi­ness at the farm; and to the farm I went, not troub­ling my mind one whit about the pos­sible truth of these mys­ter­i­ous re­ports, but only won­der­ing what they were, by whom ori­gin­ated, and on what found­a­tions raised, and how they could the most ef­fec­tu­ally be si­lenced or dis­proved.

			A few days after this we had an­oth­er of our quiet little parties, to which the usu­al com­pany of friends and neigh­bours had been in­vited, and Mrs. Gra­ham among the num­ber. She could not now ab­sent her­self un­der the plea of dark even­ings or in­clement weath­er, and, greatly to my re­lief, she came. Without her I should have found the whole af­fair an in­tol­er­able bore; but the mo­ment of her ar­rival brought new life to the house, and though I might not neg­lect the oth­er guests for her, or ex­pect to en­gross much of her at­ten­tion and con­ver­sa­tion to my­self alone, I an­ti­cip­ated an even­ing of no com­mon en­joy­ment.

			Mr. Lawrence came too. He did not ar­rive till some time after the rest were as­sembled. I was curi­ous to see how he would com­port him­self to Mrs. Gra­ham. A slight bow was all that passed between them on his en­trance; and hav­ing po­litely greeted the oth­er mem­bers of the com­pany, he seated him­self quite aloof from the young wid­ow, between my moth­er and Rose.

			“Did you ever see such art?” whispered Eliza, who was my nearest neigh­bour. “Would you not say they were per­fect strangers?”

			“Al­most; but what then?”

			“What then; why, you can’t pre­tend to be ig­nor­ant?”

			“Ig­nor­ant of what?” de­man­ded I, so sharply that she star­ted and replied—

			“Oh, hush! don’t speak so loud.”

			“Well, tell me then,” I answered in a lower tone, “what is it you mean? I hate en­ig­mas.”

			“Well, you know, I don’t vouch for the truth of it—in­deed, far from it—but haven’t you heard—?”

			“I’ve heard noth­ing, ex­cept from you.”

			“You must be wil­fully deaf then, for any­one will tell you that; but I shall only an­ger you by re­peat­ing it, I see, so I had bet­ter hold my tongue.”

			She closed her lips and fol­ded her hands be­fore her, with an air of in­jured meek­ness.

			“If you had wished not to an­ger me, you should have held your tongue from the be­gin­ning, or else spoken out plainly and hon­estly all you had to say.”

			She turned aside her face, pulled out her handker­chief, rose, and went to the win­dow, where she stood for some time, evid­ently dis­solved in tears. I was astoun­ded, pro­voked, ashamed—not so much of my harsh­ness as for her child­ish weak­ness. How­ever, no one seemed to no­tice her, and shortly after we were summoned to the tea-table: in those parts it was cus­tom­ary to sit to the table at teatime on all oc­ca­sions, and make a meal of it, for we dined early. On tak­ing my seat, I had Rose on one side of me and an empty chair on the oth­er.

			“May I sit by you?” said a soft voice at my el­bow.

			“If you like,” was the reply; and Eliza slipped in­to the va­cant chair; then, look­ing up in my face with a half-sad, half-play­ful smile, she whispered—“You’re so stern, Gil­bert.”

			I handed down her tea with a slightly con­temp­tu­ous smile, and said noth­ing, for I had noth­ing to say.

			“What have I done to of­fend you?” said she, more plaint­ively. “I wish I knew.”

			“Come, take your tea, Eliza, and don’t be fool­ish,” re­spon­ded I, hand­ing her the sug­ar and cream.

			Just then there arose a slight com­mo­tion on the oth­er side of me, oc­ca­sioned by Miss Wilson’s com­ing to ne­go­ti­ate an ex­change of seats with Rose.

			“Will you be so good as to ex­change places with me, Miss Markham?” said she; “for I don’t like to sit by Mrs. Gra­ham. If your mamma thinks prop­er to in­vite such per­sons to her house, she can­not ob­ject to her daugh­ter’s keep­ing com­pany with them.”

			This lat­ter clause was ad­ded in a sort of so­li­lo­quy when Rose was gone; but I was not po­lite enough to let it pass.

			“Will you be so good as to tell me what you mean, Miss Wilson?” said I.

			The ques­tion startled her a little, but not much.

			“Why, Mr. Markham,” replied she, coolly, hav­ing quickly re­covered her self-pos­ses­sion, “it sur­prises me rather that Mrs. Markham should in­vite such a per­son as Mrs. Gra­ham to her house; but, per­haps, she is not aware that the lady’s char­ac­ter is con­sidered scarcely re­spect­able.”

			“She is not, nor am I; and there­fore you would ob­lige me by ex­plain­ing your mean­ing a little fur­ther.”

			“This is scarcely the time or the place for such ex­plan­a­tions; but I think you can hardly be so ig­nor­ant as you pre­tend—you must know her as well as I do.”

			“I think I do, per­haps a little bet­ter; and there­fore, if you will in­form me what you have heard or ima­gined against her, I shall, per­haps, be able to set you right.”

			“Can you tell me, then, who was her hus­band, or if she ever had any?”

			In­dig­na­tion kept me si­lent. At such a time and place I could not trust my­self to an­swer.

			“Have you nev­er ob­served,” said Eliza, “what a strik­ing like­ness there is between that child of hers and—”

			“And whom?” de­man­ded Miss Wilson, with an air of cold, but keen sever­ity.

			Eliza was startled; the tim­idly spoken sug­ges­tion had been in­ten­ded for my ear alone.

			“Oh, I beg your par­don!” pleaded she; “I may be mis­taken—per­haps I was mis­taken.” But she ac­com­pan­ied the words with a sly glance of de­ri­sion dir­ec­ted to me from the corner of her disin­genu­ous eye.

			“There’s no need to ask my par­don,” replied her friend, “but I see no one here that at all re­sembles that child, ex­cept his moth­er, and when you hear ill-natured re­ports, Miss Eliza, I will thank you, that is, I think you will do well, to re­frain from re­peat­ing them. I pre­sume the per­son you al­lude to is Mr. Lawrence; but I think I can as­sure you that your sus­pi­cions, in that re­spect, are ut­terly mis­placed; and if he has any par­tic­u­lar con­nec­tion with the lady at all (which no one has a right to as­sert), at least he has (what can­not be said of some oth­ers) suf­fi­cient sense of pro­pri­ety to with­hold him from ac­know­ledging any­thing more than a bow­ing ac­quaint­ance in the pres­ence of re­spect­able per­sons; he was evid­ently both sur­prised and an­noyed to find her here.”

			“Go it!” cried Fer­gus, who sat on the oth­er side of Eliza, and was the only in­di­vidu­al who shared that side of the table with us. “Go it like bricks! mind you don’t leave her one stone upon an­oth­er.”

			Miss Wilson drew her­self up with a look of freez­ing scorn, but said noth­ing. Eliza would have replied, but I in­ter­rup­ted her by say­ing as calmly as I could, though in a tone which be­trayed, no doubt, some little of what I felt with­in—“We have had enough of this sub­ject; if we can only speak to slander our bet­ters, let us hold our tongues.”

			“I think you’d bet­ter,” ob­served Fer­gus, “and so does our good par­son; he has been ad­dress­ing the com­pany in his richest vein all the while, and eye­ing you, from time to time, with looks of stern dis­taste, while you sat there, ir­rev­er­ently whis­per­ing and mut­ter­ing to­geth­er; and once he paused in the middle of a story or a ser­mon, I don’t know which, and fixed his eyes upon you, Gil­bert, as much as to say, ‘When Mr. Markham has done flirt­ing with those two ladies I will pro­ceed.’ ”

			What more was said at the tea-table I can­not tell, nor how I found pa­tience to sit till the meal was over. I re­mem­ber, how­ever, that I swal­lowed with dif­fi­culty the re­mainder of the tea that was in my cup, and ate noth­ing; and that the first thing I did was to stare at Ar­thur Gra­ham, who sat be­side his moth­er on the op­pos­ite side of the table, and the second to stare at Mr. Lawrence, who sat be­low; and, first, it struck me that there was a like­ness; but, on fur­ther con­tem­pla­tion, I con­cluded it was only in ima­gin­a­tion.

			Both, it is true, had more del­ic­ate fea­tures and smal­ler bones than com­monly fall to the lot of in­di­vidu­als of the rough­er sex, and Lawrence’s com­plex­ion was pale and clear, and Ar­thur’s del­ic­ately fair; but Ar­thur’s tiny, some­what snubby nose could nev­er be­come so long and straight as Mr. Lawrence’s; and the out­line of his face, though not full enough to be round, and too finely con­ver­ging to the small, dimpled chin to be square, could nev­er be drawn out to the long oval of the oth­er’s, while the child’s hair was evid­ently of a light­er, warm­er tint than the eld­er gen­tle­man’s had ever been, and his large, clear blue eyes, though pre­ma­turely ser­i­ous at times, were ut­terly dis­sim­il­ar to the shy hazel eyes of Mr. Lawrence, whence the sens­it­ive soul looked so dis­trust­fully forth, as ever ready to re­tire with­in, from the of­fences of a too rude, too un­con­geni­al world. Wretch that I was to har­bour that de­test­able idea for a mo­ment! Did I not know Mrs. Gra­ham? Had I not seen her, con­versed with her time after time? Was I not cer­tain that she, in in­tel­lect, in pur­ity and el­ev­a­tion of soul, was im­meas­ur­ably su­per­i­or to any of her de­tract­ors; that she was, in fact, the noblest, the most ad­or­able, of her sex I had ever be­held, or even ima­gined to ex­ist? Yes, and I would say with Mary Mill­ward (sens­ible girl as she was), that if all the par­ish, ay, or all the world, should din these hor­rible lies in my ears, I would not be­lieve them, for I knew her bet­ter than they.

			Mean­time, my brain was on fire with in­dig­na­tion, and my heart seemed ready to burst from its pris­on with con­flict­ing pas­sions. I re­garded my two fair neigh­bours with a feel­ing of ab­hor­rence and loath­ing I scarcely en­deav­oured to con­ceal. I was ral­lied from sev­er­al quar­ters for my ab­strac­tion and un­gal­lant neg­lect of the ladies; but I cared little for that: all I cared about, be­sides that one grand sub­ject of my thoughts, was to see the cups travel up to the tea-tray, and not come down again. I thought Mr. Mill­ward nev­er would cease telling us that he was no tea-drink­er, and that it was highly in­jur­i­ous to keep load­ing the stom­ach with slops to the ex­clu­sion of more whole­some susten­ance, and so give him­self time to fin­ish his fourth cup.

			At length it was over; and I rose and left the table and the guests without a word of apo­logy—I could en­dure their com­pany no longer. I rushed out to cool my brain in the balmy even­ing air, and to com­pose my mind or in­dulge my pas­sion­ate thoughts in the solitude of the garden.

			To avoid be­ing seen from the win­dows I went down a quiet little av­en­ue that skir­ted one side of the en­clos­ure, at the bot­tom of which was a seat em­bowered in roses and hon­ey­suckles. Here I sat down to think over the vir­tues and wrongs of the lady of Wild­fell Hall; but I had not been so oc­cu­pied two minutes, be­fore voices and laughter, and glimpses of mov­ing ob­jects through the trees, in­formed me that the whole com­pany had turned out to take an air­ing in the garden too. How­ever, I nestled up in a corner of the bower, and hoped to re­tain pos­ses­sion of it, se­cure alike from ob­ser­va­tion and in­tru­sion. But no—con­found it—there was someone com­ing down the av­en­ue! Why couldn’t they en­joy the flowers and sun­shine of the open garden, and leave that sun­less nook to me, and the gnats and midges?

			But, peep­ing through my fra­grant screen of the in­ter­woven branches to dis­cov­er who the in­truders were (for a mur­mur of voices told me it was more than one), my vex­a­tion in­stantly sub­sided, and far oth­er feel­ings agit­ated my still un­quiet soul; for there was Mrs. Gra­ham, slowly mov­ing down the walk with Ar­thur by her side, and no one else. Why were they alone? Had the pois­on of de­tract­ing tongues already spread through all; and had they all turned their backs upon her? I now re­col­lec­ted hav­ing seen Mrs. Wilson, in the early part of the even­ing, edging her chair close up to my moth­er, and bend­ing for­ward, evid­ently in the de­liv­ery of some im­port­ant con­fid­en­tial in­tel­li­gence; and from the in­cess­ant wag­ging of her head, the fre­quent dis­tor­tions of her wrinkled physiognomy, and the wink­ing and ma­li­cious twinkle of her little ugly eyes, I judged it was some spicy piece of scan­dal that en­gaged her powers; and from the cau­tious pri­vacy of the com­mu­nic­a­tion I sup­posed some per­son then present was the luck­less ob­ject of her calum­nies: and from all these tokens, to­geth­er with my moth­er’s looks and ges­tures of mingled hor­ror and in­credu­lity, I now con­cluded that ob­ject to have been Mrs. Gra­ham. I did not emerge from my place of con­ceal­ment till she had nearly reached the bot­tom of the walk, lest my ap­pear­ance should drive her away; and when I did step for­ward she stood still and seemed in­clined to turn back as it was.

			“Oh, don’t let us dis­turb you, Mr. Markham!” said she. “We came here to seek re­tire­ment ourselves, not to in­trude on your se­clu­sion.”

			“I am no her­mit, Mrs. Gra­ham—though I own it looks rather like it to ab­sent my­self in this un­cour­teous fash­ion from my guests.”

			“I feared you were un­well,” said she, with a look of real con­cern.

			“I was rather, but it’s over now. Do sit here a little and rest, and tell me how you like this ar­bour,” said I, and, lift­ing Ar­thur by the shoulders, I planted him in the middle of the seat by way of se­cur­ing his mamma, who, ac­know­ledging it to be a tempt­ing place of refuge, threw her­self back in one corner, while I took pos­ses­sion of the oth­er.

			But that word refuge dis­turbed me. Had their un­kind­ness then really driv­en her to seek for peace in solitude?

			“Why have they left you alone?” I asked.

			“It is I who have left them,” was the smil­ing re­join­der. “I was wear­ied to death with small talk—noth­ing wears me out like that. I can­not ima­gine how they can go on as they do.”

			I could not help smil­ing at the ser­i­ous depth of her won­der­ment.

			“Is it that they think it a duty to be con­tinu­ally talk­ing,” pur­sued she: “and so nev­er pause to think, but fill up with aim­less trifles and vain re­pe­ti­tions when sub­jects of real in­terest fail to present them­selves, or do they really take a pleas­ure in such dis­course?”

			“Very likely they do,” said I; “their shal­low minds can hold no great ideas, and their light heads are car­ried away by tri­vi­al­it­ies that would not move a bet­ter-fur­nished skull; and their only al­tern­at­ive to such dis­course is to plunge over head and ears in­to the slough of scan­dal—which is their chief de­light.”

			“Not all of them, surely?” cried the lady, as­ton­ished at the bit­ter­ness of my re­mark.

			“No, cer­tainly; I ex­on­er­ate my sis­ter from such de­graded tastes, and my moth­er too, if you in­cluded her in your an­im­ad­ver­sions.”

			“I meant no an­im­ad­ver­sions against any­one, and cer­tainly in­ten­ded no dis­respect­ful al­lu­sions to your moth­er. I have known some sens­ible per­sons great ad­epts in that style of con­ver­sa­tion when cir­cum­stances im­pelled them to it; but it is a gift I can­not boast the pos­ses­sion of. I kept up my at­ten­tion on this oc­ca­sion as long as I could, but when my powers were ex­hausted I stole away to seek a few minutes’ re­pose in this quiet walk. I hate talk­ing where there is no ex­change of ideas or sen­ti­ments, and no good giv­en or re­ceived.”

			“Well,” said I, “if ever I trouble you with my lo­qua­city, tell me so at once, and I prom­ise not to be of­fen­ded; for I pos­sess the fac­ulty of en­joy­ing the com­pany of those I—of my friends as well in si­lence as in con­ver­sa­tion.”

			“I don’t quite be­lieve you; but if it were so you would ex­actly suit me for a com­pan­ion.”

			“I am all you wish, then, in oth­er re­spects?”

			“No, I don’t mean that. How beau­ti­ful those little clusters of fo­liage look, where the sun comes through be­hind them!” said she, on pur­pose to change the sub­ject.

			And they did look beau­ti­ful, where at in­ter­vals the level rays of the sun pen­et­rat­ing the thick­ness of trees and shrubs on the op­pos­ite side of the path be­fore us, re­lieved their dusky ver­dure by dis­play­ing patches of semitrans­par­ent leaves of resplen­dent golden green.

			“I al­most wish I were not a paint­er,” ob­served my com­pan­ion.

			“Why so? one would think at such a time you would most ex­ult in your priv­ilege of be­ing able to im­it­ate the vari­ous bril­liant and de­light­ful touches of nature.”

			“No; for in­stead of de­liv­er­ing my­self up to the full en­joy­ment of them as oth­ers do, I am al­ways troub­ling my head about how I could pro­duce the same ef­fect upon can­vas; and as that can nev­er be done, it is mere van­ity and vex­a­tion of spir­it.”

			“Per­haps you can­not do it to sat­is­fy your­self, but you may and do suc­ceed in de­light­ing oth­ers with the res­ult of your en­deav­ours.”

			“Well, after all, I should not com­plain: per­haps few people gain their live­li­hood with so much pleas­ure in their toil as I do. Here is someone com­ing.”

			She seemed vexed at the in­ter­rup­tion.

			“It is only Mr. Lawrence and Miss Wilson,” said I, “com­ing to en­joy a quiet stroll. They will not dis­turb us.”

			I could not quite de­cipher the ex­pres­sion of her face; but I was sat­is­fied there was no jeal­ousy therein. What busi­ness had I to look for it?

			“What sort of a per­son is Miss Wilson?” she asked.

			“She is el­eg­ant and ac­com­plished above the gen­er­al­ity of her birth and sta­tion; and some say she is lady­like and agree­able.”

			“I thought her some­what fri­gid and rather su­per­cili­ous in her man­ner today.”

			“Very likely she might be so to you. She has pos­sibly taken a pre­ju­dice against you, for I think she re­gards you in the light of a rival.”

			“Me! Im­possible, Mr. Markham!” said she, evid­ently as­ton­ished and an­noyed.

			“Well, I know noth­ing about it,” re­turned I, rather dog­gedly; for I thought her an­noy­ance was chiefly against my­self.

			The pair had now ap­proached with­in a few paces of us. Our ar­bour was set snugly back in a corner, be­fore which the av­en­ue at its ter­min­a­tion turned off in­to the more airy walk along the bot­tom of the garden. As they ap­proached this, I saw, by the as­pect of Jane Wilson, that she was dir­ect­ing her com­pan­ion’s at­ten­tion to us; and, as well by her cold, sar­cast­ic smile as by the few isol­ated words of her dis­course that reached me, I knew full well that she was im­press­ing him with the idea, that we were strongly at­tached to each oth­er. I no­ticed that he col­oured up to the temples, gave us one furt­ive glance in passing, and walked on, look­ing grave, but seem­ingly of­fer­ing no reply to her re­marks.

			It was true, then, that he had some designs upon Mrs. Gra­ham; and, were they hon­our­able, he would not be so anxious to con­ceal them. She was blame­less, of course, but he was de­test­able bey­ond all count.

			While these thoughts flashed through my mind, my com­pan­ion ab­ruptly rose, and call­ing her son, said they would now go in quest of the com­pany, and de­par­ted up the av­en­ue. Doubt­less she had heard or guessed some­thing of Miss Wilson’s re­marks, and there­fore it was nat­ur­al enough she should choose to con­tin­ue the tête-à-tête no longer, es­pe­cially as at that mo­ment my cheeks were burn­ing with in­dig­na­tion against my former friend, the token of which she might mis­take for a blush of stu­pid em­bar­rass­ment. For this I owed Miss Wilson yet an­oth­er grudge; and still the more I thought upon her con­duct the more I hated her.

			It was late in the even­ing be­fore I joined the com­pany. I found Mrs. Gra­ham already equipped for de­par­ture, and tak­ing leave of the rest, who were now re­turned to the house. I offered, nay, begged to ac­com­pany her home. Mr. Lawrence was stand­ing by at the time con­vers­ing with someone else. He did not look at us, but, on hear­ing my earn­est re­quest, he paused in the middle of a sen­tence to listen for her reply, and went on, with a look of quiet sat­is­fac­tion, the mo­ment he found it was to be a deni­al.

			A deni­al it was, de­cided, though not un­kind. She could not be per­suaded to think there was danger for her­self or her child in tra­vers­ing those lonely lanes and fields without at­tend­ance. It was day­light still, and she should meet no one; or if she did, the people were quiet and harm­less she was well as­sured. In fact, she would not hear of any­one’s put­ting him­self out of the way to ac­com­pany her, though Fer­gus vouch­safed to of­fer his ser­vices in case they should be more ac­cept­able than mine, and my moth­er begged she might send one of the farm­ing-men to es­cort her.

			When she was gone the rest was all a blank or worse. Lawrence at­temp­ted to draw me in­to con­ver­sa­tion, but I snubbed him and went to an­oth­er part of the room. Shortly after the party broke up and he him­self took leave. When he came to me I was blind to his ex­ten­ded hand, and deaf to his good night till he re­peated it a second time; and then, to get rid of him, I muttered an in­ar­tic­u­late reply, ac­com­pan­ied by a sulky nod.

			“What is the mat­ter, Markham?” whispered he.

			I replied by a wrath­ful and con­temp­tu­ous stare.

			“Are you angry be­cause Mrs. Gra­ham would not let you go home with her?” he asked, with a faint smile that nearly ex­as­per­ated me bey­ond con­trol.

			But, swal­low­ing down all fiercer an­swers, I merely de­man­ded—“What busi­ness is it of yours?”

			“Why, none,” replied he with pro­vok­ing quiet­ness; “only,”—and he raised his eyes to my face, and spoke with un­usu­al solem­nity—“only let me tell you, Markham, that if you have any designs in that quarter, they will cer­tainly fail; and it grieves me to see you cher­ish­ing false hopes, and wast­ing your strength in use­less ef­forts, for—”

			“Hy­po­crite!” I ex­claimed; and he held his breath, and looked very blank, turned white about the gills, and went away without an­oth­er word.

			I had wounded him to the quick; and I was glad of it.

		
	
		
			X

			When all were gone, I learnt that the vile slander had in­deed been cir­cu­lated through­out the com­pany, in the very pres­ence of the vic­tim. Rose, how­ever, vowed she did not and would not be­lieve it, and my moth­er made the same de­clar­a­tion, though not, I fear, with the same amount of real, un­waver­ing in­credu­lity. It seemed to dwell con­tinu­ally on her mind, and she kept ir­rit­at­ing me from time to time by such ex­pres­sions as—“Dear, dear, who would have thought it!—Well! I al­ways thought there was some­thing odd about her.—You see what it is for wo­men to af­fect to be dif­fer­ent to oth­er people.” And once it was—“I mis­doubted that ap­pear­ance of mys­tery from the very first—I thought there would no good come of it; but this is a sad, sad busi­ness, to be sure!”

			“Why, moth­er, you said you didn’t be­lieve these tales,” said Fer­gus.

			“No more I do, my dear; but then, you know, there must be some found­a­tion.”

			“The found­a­tion is in the wicked­ness and false­hood of the world,” said I, “and in the fact that Mr. Lawrence has been seen to go that way once or twice of an even­ing—and the vil­lage gos­sips say he goes to pay his ad­dresses to the strange lady, and the scan­dal­mon­gers have greed­ily seized the ru­mour, to make it the basis of their own in­fernal struc­ture.”

			“Well, but, Gil­bert, there must be some­thing in her man­ner to coun­ten­ance such re­ports.”

			“Did you see any­thing in her man­ner?”

			“No, cer­tainly; but then, you know, I al­ways said there was some­thing strange about her.”

			I be­lieve it was on that very even­ing that I ven­tured on an­oth­er in­va­sion of Wild­fell Hall. From the time of our party, which was up­wards of a week ago, I had been mak­ing daily ef­forts to meet its mis­tress in her walks; and al­ways dis­ap­poin­ted (she must have man­aged it so on pur­pose), had nightly kept re­volving in my mind some pre­text for an­oth­er call. At length I con­cluded that the sep­ar­a­tion could be en­dured no longer (by this time, you will see, I was pretty far gone); and, tak­ing from the book­case an old volume that I thought she might be in­ter­ested in, though, from its un­sightly and some­what dilap­id­ated con­di­tion, I had not yet ven­tured to of­fer it for per­us­al, I hastened away—but not without sun­dry mis­giv­ings as to how she would re­ceive me, or how I could sum­mon cour­age to present my­self with so slight an ex­cuse. But, per­haps, I might see her in the field or the garden, and then there would be no great dif­fi­culty: it was the form­al knock­ing at the door, with the pro­spect of be­ing gravely ushered in by Rachel, to the pres­ence of a sur­prised, un­cor­di­al mis­tress, that so greatly dis­turbed me.

			My wish, how­ever, was not grat­i­fied. Mrs. Gra­ham her­self was not to be seen; but there was Ar­thur play­ing with his frol­ic­some little dog in the garden. I looked over the gate and called him to me. He wanted me to come in; but I told him I could not without his moth­er’s leave.

			“I’ll go and ask her,” said the child.

			“No, no, Ar­thur, you mustn’t do that; but if she’s not en­gaged, just ask her to come here a minute. Tell her I want to speak to her.”

			He ran to per­form my bid­ding, and quickly re­turned with his moth­er. How lovely she looked with her dark ring­lets stream­ing in the light sum­mer breeze, her fair cheek slightly flushed, and her coun­ten­ance ra­di­ant with smiles. Dear Ar­thur! what did I not owe to you for this and every oth­er happy meet­ing? Through him I was at once de­livered from all form­al­ity, and ter­ror, and con­straint. In love af­fairs, there is no me­di­at­or like a merry, simple-hearted child—ever ready to ce­ment di­vided hearts, to span the un­friendly gulf of cus­tom, to melt the ice of cold re­serve, and over­throw the sep­ar­at­ing walls of dread form­al­ity and pride.

			“Well, Mr. Markham, what is it?” said the young moth­er, ac­cost­ing me with a pleas­ant smile.

			“I want you to look at this book, and, if you please, to take it, and per­use it at your leis­ure. I make no apo­logy for call­ing you out on such a lovely even­ing, though it be for a mat­ter of no great­er im­port­ance.”

			“Tell him to come in, mamma,” said Ar­thur.

			“Would you like to come in?” asked the lady.

			“Yes; I should like to see your im­prove­ments in the garden.”

			“And how your sis­ter’s roots have prospered in my charge,” ad­ded she, as she opened the gate.

			And we sauntered through the garden, and talked of the flowers, the trees, and the book, and then of oth­er things. The even­ing was kind and gen­i­al, and so was my com­pan­ion. By de­grees I waxed more warm and tender than, per­haps, I had ever been be­fore; but still I said noth­ing tan­gible, and she at­temp­ted no re­pulse, un­til, in passing a moss rose-tree that I had brought her some weeks since, in my sis­ter’s name, she plucked a beau­ti­ful half-open bud and bade me give it to Rose.

			“May I not keep it my­self?” I asked.

			“No; but here is an­oth­er for you.”

			In­stead of tak­ing it quietly, I like­wise took the hand that offered it, and looked in­to her face. She let me hold it for a mo­ment, and I saw a flash of ec­stat­ic bril­liance in her eye, a glow of glad ex­cite­ment on her face—I thought my hour of vic­tory was come—but in­stantly a pain­ful re­col­lec­tion seemed to flash upon her; a cloud of an­guish darkened her brow, a marble pale­ness blanched her cheek and lip; there seemed a mo­ment of in­ward con­flict, and, with a sud­den ef­fort, she with­drew her hand, and re­treated a step or two back.

			“Now, Mr. Markham,” said she, with a kind of des­per­ate calmness, “I must tell you plainly that I can­not do with this. I like your com­pany, be­cause I am alone here, and your con­ver­sa­tion pleases me more than that of any oth­er per­son; but if you can­not be con­tent to re­gard me as a friend—a plain, cold, moth­erly, or sis­terly friend—I must beg you to leave me now, and let me alone here­after: in fact, we must be strangers for the fu­ture.”

			“I will, then—be your friend, or broth­er, or any­thing you wish, if you will only let me con­tin­ue to see you; but tell me why I can­not be any­thing more?”

			There was a per­plexed and thought­ful pause.

			“Is it in con­sequence of some rash vow?”

			“It is some­thing of the kind,” she answered. “Some day I may tell you, but at present you had bet­ter leave me; and nev­er, Gil­bert, put me to the pain­ful ne­ces­sity of re­peat­ing what I have just now said to you,” she earn­estly ad­ded, giv­ing me her hand in ser­i­ous kind­ness. How sweet, how mu­sic­al my own name soun­ded in her mouth!

			“I will not,” I replied. “But you par­don this of­fence?”

			“On con­di­tion that you nev­er re­peat it.”

			“And may I come to see you now and then?”

			“Per­haps—oc­ca­sion­ally; provided you nev­er ab­use the priv­ilege.”

			“I make no empty prom­ises, but you shall see.”

			“The mo­ment you do our in­tim­acy is at an end, that’s all.”

			“And will you al­ways call me Gil­bert? It sounds more sis­terly, and it will serve to re­mind me of our con­tract.”

			She smiled, and once more bid me go; and at length I judged it prudent to obey, and she re-entered the house and I went down the hill. But as I went the tramp of horses’ hoofs fell on my ear, and broke the still­ness of the dewy even­ing; and, look­ing to­wards the lane, I saw a sol­it­ary eques­tri­an com­ing up. In­clin­ing to dusk as it was, I knew him at a glance: it was Mr. Lawrence on his grey pony. I flew across the field, leaped the stone fence, and then walked down the lane to meet him. On see­ing me, he sud­denly drew in his little steed, and seemed in­clined to turn back, but on second thought ap­par­ently judged it bet­ter to con­tin­ue his course as be­fore. He ac­cos­ted me with a slight bow, and, edging close to the wall, en­deav­oured to pass on; but I was not so minded. Seiz­ing his horse by the bridle, I ex­claimed—“Now, Lawrence, I will have this mys­tery ex­plained! Tell me where you are go­ing, and what you mean to do—at once, and dis­tinctly!”

			“Will you take your hand off the bridle?” said he, quietly—“you’re hurt­ing my pony’s mouth.”

			“You and your pony be—”

			“What makes you so coarse and bru­tal, Markham? I’m quite ashamed of you.”

			“You an­swer my ques­tions—be­fore you leave this spot I will know what you mean by this per­fi­di­ous du­pli­city!”

			“I shall an­swer no ques­tions till you let go the bridle—if you stand till morn­ing.”

			“Now then,” said I, un­clos­ing my hand, but still stand­ing be­fore him.

			“Ask me some oth­er time, when you can speak like a gen­tle­man,” re­turned he, and he made an ef­fort to pass me again; but I quickly re­cap­tured the pony, scarce less as­ton­ished than its mas­ter at such un­civil us­age.

			“Really, Mr. Markham, this is too much!” said the lat­ter. “Can I not go to see my ten­ant on mat­ters of busi­ness, without be­ing as­saul­ted in this man­ner by—?”

			“This is no time for busi­ness, sir!—I’ll tell you, now, what I think of your con­duct.”

			“You’d bet­ter de­fer your opin­ion to a more con­veni­ent sea­son,” in­ter­rup­ted he in a low tone—“here’s the vicar.” And, in truth, the vicar was just be­hind me, plod­ding home­ward from some re­mote corner of his par­ish. I im­me­di­ately re­leased the squire; and he went on his way, sa­lut­ing Mr. Mill­ward as he passed.

			“What! quar­rel­ling, Markham?” cried the lat­ter, ad­dress­ing him­self to me—“and about that young wid­ow, I doubt?” he ad­ded, re­proach­fully shak­ing his head. “But let me tell you, young man” (here he put his face in­to mine with an im­port­ant, con­fid­en­tial air), “she’s not worth it!” and he con­firmed the as­ser­tion by a sol­emn nod.

			“Mr. Mill­ward,” I ex­claimed, in a tone of wrath­ful men­ace that made the rev­er­end gen­tle­man look round—aghast—astoun­ded at such un­wonted in­solence, and stare me in the face, with a look that plainly said, “What, this to me!” But I was too in­dig­nant to apo­lo­gise, or to speak an­oth­er word to him: I turned away, and hastened home­wards, des­cend­ing with rap­id strides the steep, rough lane, and leav­ing him to fol­low as he pleased.

		
	
		
			XI

			You must sup­pose about three weeks passed over. Mrs. Gra­ham and I were now es­tab­lished friends—or broth­er and sis­ter, as we rather chose to con­sider ourselves. She called me Gil­bert, by my ex­press de­sire, and I called her Helen, for I had seen that name writ­ten in her books. I sel­dom at­temp­ted to see her above twice a week; and still I made our meet­ings ap­pear the res­ult of ac­ci­dent as of­ten as I could—for I found it ne­ces­sary to be ex­tremely care­ful—and, al­to­geth­er, I be­haved with such ex­ceed­ing pro­pri­ety that she nev­er had oc­ca­sion to re­prove me once. Yet I could not but per­ceive that she was at times un­happy and dis­sat­is­fied with her­self or her po­s­i­tion, and truly I my­self was not quite con­ten­ted with the lat­ter: this as­sump­tion of broth­erly non­chal­ance was very hard to sus­tain, and I of­ten felt my­self a most con­foun­ded hy­po­crite with it all; I saw too, or rather I felt, that, in spite of her­self, “I was not in­dif­fer­ent to her,” as the nov­el her­oes mod­estly ex­press it, and while I thank­fully en­joyed my present good for­tune, I could not fail to wish and hope for some­thing bet­ter in fu­ture; but, of course, I kept such dreams en­tirely to my­self.

			“Where are you go­ing, Gil­bert?” said Rose, one even­ing, shortly after tea, when I had been busy with the farm all day.

			“To take a walk,” was the reply.

			“Do you al­ways brush your hat so care­fully, and do your hair so nicely, and put on such smart new gloves when you take a walk?”

			“Not al­ways.”

			“You’re go­ing to Wild­fell Hall, aren’t you?”

			“What makes you think so?”

			“Be­cause you look as if you were—but I wish you wouldn’t go so of­ten.”

			“Non­sense, child! I don’t go once in six weeks—what do you mean?”

			“Well, but if I were you, I wouldn’t have so much to do with Mrs. Gra­ham.”

			“Why, Rose, are you, too, giv­ing in to the pre­vail­ing opin­ion?”

			“No,” re­turned she, hes­it­at­ingly—“but I’ve heard so much about her lately, both at the Wilsons’ and the vicar­age;—and be­sides, mamma says, if she were a prop­er per­son she would not be liv­ing there by her­self—and don’t you re­mem­ber last winter, Gil­bert, all that about the false name to the pic­ture; and how she ex­plained it—say­ing she had friends or ac­quaint­ances from whom she wished her present res­id­ence to be con­cealed, and that she was afraid of their tra­cing her out;—and then, how sud­denly she star­ted up and left the room when that per­son came—whom she took good care not to let us catch a glimpse of, and who Ar­thur, with such an air of mys­tery, told us was his mamma’s friend?”

			“Yes, Rose, I re­mem­ber it all; and I can for­give your un­char­it­able con­clu­sions; for, per­haps, if I did not know her my­self, I should put all these things to­geth­er, and be­lieve the same as you do; but thank God, I do know her; and I should be un­worthy the name of a man, if I could be­lieve any­thing that was said against her, un­less I heard it from her own lips.—I should as soon be­lieve such things of you, Rose.”

			“Oh, Gil­bert!”

			“Well, do you think I could be­lieve any­thing of the kind—whatever the Wilsons and Mill­wards dared to whis­per?”

			“I should hope not in­deed!”

			“And why not?—Be­cause I know you—Well, and I know her just as well.”

			“Oh, no! you know noth­ing of her former life; and last year, at this time, you did not know that such a per­son ex­is­ted.”

			“No mat­ter. There is such a thing as look­ing through a per­son’s eyes in­to the heart, and learn­ing more of the height, and breadth, and depth of an­oth­er’s soul in one hour than it might take you a life­time to dis­cov­er, if he or she were not dis­posed to re­veal it, or if you had not the sense to un­der­stand it.”

			“Then you are go­ing to see her this even­ing?”

			“To be sure I am!”

			“But what would mamma say, Gil­bert!”

			“Mamma needn’t know.”

			“But she must know some time, if you go on.”

			“Go on!—there’s no go­ing on in the mat­ter. Mrs. Gra­ham and I are two friends—and will be; and no man breath­ing shall hinder it—or has a right to in­ter­fere between us.”

			“But if you knew how they talk you would be more care­ful, for her sake as well as for your own. Jane Wilson thinks your vis­its to the old hall but an­oth­er proof of her de­prav­ity—”

			“Con­found Jane Wilson!”

			“And Eliza Mill­ward is quite grieved about you.”

			“I hope she is.”

			“But I wouldn’t, if I were you.”

			“Wouldn’t what?—How do they know that I go there?”

			“There’s noth­ing hid from them: they spy out everything.”

			“Oh, I nev­er thought of this!—And so they dare to turn my friend­ship in­to food for fur­ther scan­dal against her!—That proves the false­hood of their oth­er lies, at all events, if any proof were want­ing.—Mind you con­tra­dict them, Rose, whenev­er you can.”

			“But they don’t speak openly to me about such things: it is only by hints and in­nu­en­does, and by what I hear oth­ers say, that I knew what they think.”

			“Well, then, I won’t go today, as it’s get­ting lat­ish. But oh, deuce take their cursed, en­ven­omed tongues!” I muttered, in the bit­ter­ness of my soul.

			And just at that mo­ment the vicar entered the room: we had been too much ab­sorbed in our con­ver­sa­tion to ob­serve his knock. After his cus­tom­ary cheer­ful and fath­erly greet­ing of Rose, who was rather a fa­vour­ite with the old gen­tle­man, he turned some­what sternly to me:—

			“Well, sir!” said he, “you’re quite a stranger. It is—let—me—see,” he con­tin­ued, slowly, as he de­pos­ited his pon­der­ous bulk in the arm­chair that Rose of­fi­ciously brought to­wards him; “it is just—six-weeks—by my reck­on­ing, since you darkened—my—door!” He spoke it with em­phas­is, and struck his stick on the floor.

			“Is it, sir?” said I.

			“Ay! It is so!” He ad­ded an af­firm­at­ory nod, and con­tin­ued to gaze upon me with a kind of ir­ate solem­nity, hold­ing his sub­stan­tial stick between his knees, with his hands clasped upon its head.

			“I have been busy,” I said, for an apo­logy was evid­ently de­man­ded.

			“Busy!” re­peated he, de­ris­ively.

			“Yes, you know I’ve been get­ting in my hay; and now the har­vest is be­gin­ning.”

			“Humph!”

			Just then my moth­er came in, and cre­ated a di­ver­sion in my fa­vour by her lo­qua­cious and an­im­ated wel­come of the rev­er­end guest. She re­gret­ted deeply that he had not come a little earli­er, in time for tea, but offered to have some im­me­di­ately pre­pared, if he would do her the fa­vour to par­take of it.

			“Not any for me, I thank you,” replied he; “I shall be at home in a few minutes.”

			“Oh, but do stay and take a little! it will be ready in five minutes.”

			But he re­jec­ted the of­fer with a majest­ic wave of the hand.

			“I’ll tell you what I’ll take, Mrs. Markham,” said he: “I’ll take a glass of your ex­cel­lent ale.”

			“With pleas­ure!” cried my moth­er, pro­ceed­ing with alac­rity to pull the bell and or­der the fa­voured bever­age.

			“I thought,” con­tin­ued he, “I’d just look in upon you as I passed, and taste your home-brewed ale. I’ve been to call on Mrs. Gra­ham.”

			“Have you, in­deed?”

			He nod­ded gravely, and ad­ded with aw­ful em­phas­is—“I thought it in­cum­bent upon me to do so.”

			“Really!” ejac­u­lated my moth­er.

			“Why so, Mr. Mill­ward?” asked I.

			He looked at me with some sever­ity, and turn­ing again to my moth­er, re­peated—“I thought it in­cum­bent upon me!” and struck his stick on the floor again. My moth­er sat op­pos­ite, an awe­struck but ad­mir­ing aud­it­or.

			“ ‘Mrs. Gra­ham,’ said I,” he con­tin­ued, shak­ing his head as he spoke, “ ‘these are ter­rible re­ports!’ ‘What, sir?’ says she, af­fect­ing to be ig­nor­ant of my mean­ing. ‘It is my—duty—as—your pas­tor,’ said I, ‘to tell you both everything that I my­self see rep­re­hens­ible in your con­duct, and all I have reas­on to sus­pect, and what oth­ers tell me con­cern­ing you.’—So I told her!”

			“You did, sir?” cried I, start­ing from my seat and strik­ing my fist on the table. He merely glanced to­wards me, and con­tin­ued—ad­dress­ing his host­ess:—

			“It was a pain­ful duty, Mrs. Markham—but I told her!”

			“And how did she take it?” asked my moth­er.

			“Hardened, I fear—hardened!” he replied, with a des­pond­ent shake of the head; “and, at the same time, there was a strong dis­play of un­chastened, mis­dir­ec­ted pas­sions. She turned white in the face, and drew her breath through her teeth in a sav­age sort of way;—but she offered no ex­ten­u­ation or de­fence; and with a kind of shame­less calmness—shock­ing in­deed to wit­ness in one so young—as good as told me that my re­mon­strance was un­avail­ing, and my pas­tor­al ad­vice quite thrown away upon her—nay, that my very pres­ence was dis­pleas­ing while I spoke such things. And I with­drew at length, too plainly see­ing that noth­ing could be done—and sadly grieved to find her case so hope­less. But I am fully de­term­ined, Mrs. Markham, that my daugh­ters—shall—not—con­sort with her. Do you ad­opt the same res­ol­u­tion with re­gard to yours!—As for your sons—as for you, young man,” he con­tin­ued, sternly turn­ing to me—

			“As for me, sir,” I began, but checked by some im­ped­i­ment in my ut­ter­ance, and find­ing that my whole frame trembled with fury, I said no more, but took the wiser part of snatch­ing up my hat and bolt­ing from the room, slam­ming the door be­hind me, with a bang that shook the house to its found­a­tions, and made my moth­er scream, and gave a mo­ment­ary re­lief to my ex­cited feel­ings.

			The next minute saw me hur­ry­ing with rap­id strides in the dir­ec­tion of Wild­fell Hall—to what in­tent or pur­pose I could scarcely tell, but I must be mov­ing some­where, and no oth­er goal would do—I must see her too, and speak to her—that was cer­tain; but what to say, or how to act, I had no def­in­ite idea. Such stormy thoughts—so many dif­fer­ent res­ol­u­tions crowded in upon me, that my mind was little bet­ter than a chaos of con­flict­ing pas­sions.

		
	
		
			XII

			In little more than twenty minutes the jour­ney was ac­com­plished. I paused at the gate to wipe my stream­ing fore­head, and re­cov­er my breath and some de­gree of com­pos­ure. Already the rap­id walk­ing had some­what mit­ig­ated my ex­cite­ment; and with a firm and steady tread I paced the garden-walk. In passing the in­hab­ited wing of the build­ing, I caught a sight of Mrs. Gra­ham, through the open win­dow, slowly pa­cing up and down her lonely room.

			She seemed agit­ated and even dis­mayed at my ar­rival, as if she thought I too was com­ing to ac­cuse her. I had entered her pres­ence in­tend­ing to con­dole with her upon the wicked­ness of the world, and help her to ab­use the vicar and his vile in­form­ants, but now I felt pos­it­ively ashamed to men­tion the sub­ject, and de­term­ined not to refer to it, un­less she led the way.

			“I am come at an un­season­able hour,” said I, as­sum­ing a cheer­ful­ness I did not feel, in or­der to re­as­sure her; “but I won’t stay many minutes.”

			She smiled upon me, faintly it is true, but most kindly—I had al­most said thank­fully, as her ap­pre­hen­sions were re­moved.

			“How dis­mal you are, Helen! Why have you no fire?” I said, look­ing round on the gloomy apart­ment.

			“It is sum­mer yet,” she replied.

			“But we al­ways have a fire in the even­ings, if we can bear it; and you es­pe­cially re­quire one in this cold house and dreary room.”

			“You should have come a little soon­er, and I would have had one lighted for you: but it is not worth while now—you won’t stay many minutes, you say, and Ar­thur is gone to bed.”

			“But I have a fancy for a fire, nev­er­the­less. Will you or­der one, if I ring?”

			“Why, Gil­bert, you don’t look cold!” said she, smil­ingly re­gard­ing my face, which no doubt seemed warm enough.

			“No,” replied I, “but I want to see you com­fort­able be­fore I go.”

			“Me com­fort­able!” re­peated she, with a bit­ter laugh, as if there were some­thing amus­ingly ab­surd in the idea. “It suits me bet­ter as it is,” she ad­ded, in a tone of mourn­ful resig­na­tion.

			But de­term­ined to have my own way, I pulled the bell.

			“There now, Helen!” I said, as the ap­proach­ing steps of Rachel were heard in an­swer to the sum­mons. There was noth­ing for it but to turn round and de­sire the maid to light the fire.

			I owe Rachel a grudge to this day for the look she cast upon me ere she de­par­ted on her mis­sion, the sour, sus­pi­cious, in­quis­it­ori­al look that plainly de­man­ded, “What are you here for, I won­der?” Her mis­tress did not fail to no­tice it, and a shade of un­eas­i­ness darkened her brow.

			“You must not stay long, Gil­bert,” said she, when the door was closed upon us.

			“I’m not go­ing to,” said I, some­what testily, though without a grain of an­ger in my heart against any­one but the med­dling old wo­man. “But, Helen, I’ve some­thing to say to you be­fore I go.”

			“What is it?”

			“No, not now—I don’t know yet pre­cisely what it is, or how to say it,” replied I, with more truth than wis­dom; and then, fear­ing lest she should turn me out of the house, I began talk­ing about in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters in or­der to gain time. Mean­while Rachel came in to kindle the fire, which was soon ef­fected by thrust­ing a red-hot poker between the bars of the grate, where the fuel was already dis­posed for ig­ni­tion. She hon­oured me with an­oth­er of her hard, in­hos­pit­able looks in de­part­ing, but, little moved thereby, I went on talk­ing; and set­ting a chair for Mrs. Gra­ham on one side of the hearth, and one for my­self on the oth­er, I ven­tured to sit down, though half sus­pect­ing she would rather see me go.

			In a little while we both re­lapsed in­to si­lence, and con­tin­ued for sev­er­al minutes gaz­ing ab­strac­tedly in­to the fire—she in­tent upon her own sad thoughts, and I re­flect­ing how de­light­ful it would be to be seated thus be­side her with no oth­er pres­ence to re­strain our in­ter­course—not even that of Ar­thur, our mu­tu­al friend, without whom we had nev­er met be­fore—if only I could ven­ture to speak my mind, and dis­bur­den my full heart of the feel­ings that had so long op­pressed it, and which it now struggled to re­tain, with an ef­fort that it seemed im­possible to con­tin­ue much longer—and re­volving the pros and cons for open­ing my heart to her there and then, and im­plor­ing a re­turn of af­fec­tion, the per­mis­sion to re­gard her thence­forth as my own, and the right and the power to de­fend her from the calum­nies of ma­li­cious tongues. On the one hand, I felt a new­born con­fid­ence in my powers of per­sua­sion—a strong con­vic­tion that my own fer­vour of spir­it would grant me elo­quence—that my very de­term­in­a­tion—the ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity for suc­ceed­ing, that I felt must win me what I sought; while, on the oth­er, I feared to lose the ground I had already gained with so much toil and skill, and des­troy all fu­ture hope by one rash ef­fort, when time and pa­tience might have won suc­cess. It was like set­ting my life upon the cast of a die; and yet I was ready to re­solve upon the at­tempt. At any rate, I would en­treat the ex­plan­a­tion she had half prom­ised to give me be­fore; I would de­mand the reas­on of this hate­ful bar­ri­er, this mys­ter­i­ous im­ped­i­ment to my hap­pi­ness, and, as I trus­ted, to her own.

			But while I con­sidered in what man­ner I could best frame my re­quest, my com­pan­ion, wakened from her rev­er­ie with a scarcely aud­ible sigh, and look­ing to­wards the win­dow, where the blood-red har­vest moon, just rising over one of the grim, fant­ast­ic ever­greens, was shin­ing in upon us, said—“Gil­bert, it is get­ting late.”

			“I see,” said I. “You want me to go, I sup­pose?”

			“I think you ought. If my kind neigh­bours get to know of this vis­it—as no doubt they will—they will not turn it much to my ad­vant­age.” It was with what the vicar would doubt­less have called a sav­age sort of smile that she said this.

			“Let them turn it as they will,” said I. “What are their thoughts to you or me, so long as we are sat­is­fied with ourselves—and each oth­er. Let them go to the deuce with their vile con­struc­tions and their ly­ing in­ven­tions!”

			This out­burst brought a flush of col­our to her face.

			“You have heard, then, what they say of me?”

			“I heard some de­test­able false­hoods; but none but fools would cred­it them for a mo­ment, Helen, so don’t let them trouble you.”

			“I did not think Mr. Mill­ward a fool, and he be­lieves it all; but how­ever little you may value the opin­ions of those about you—how­ever little you may es­teem them as in­di­vidu­als, it is not pleas­ant to be looked upon as a li­ar and a hy­po­crite, to be thought to prac­tise what you ab­hor, and to en­cour­age the vices you would dis­coun­ten­ance, to find your good in­ten­tions frus­trated, and your hands crippled by your sup­posed un­wor­thi­ness, and to bring dis­grace on the prin­ciples you pro­fess.”

			“True; and if I, by my thought­less­ness and selfish dis­reg­ard to ap­pear­ances, have at all as­sisted to ex­pose you to these evils, let me en­treat you not only to par­don me, but to en­able me to make re­par­a­tion; au­thor­ise me to clear your name from every im­puta­tion: give me the right to identi­fy your hon­our with my own, and to de­fend your repu­ta­tion as more pre­cious than my life!”

			“Are you hero enough to unite your­self to one whom you know to be sus­pec­ted and des­pised by all around you, and identi­fy your in­terests and your hon­our with hers? Think! it is a ser­i­ous thing.”

			“I should be proud to do it, Helen!—most happy—de­lighted bey­ond ex­pres­sion!—and if that be all the obstacle to our uni­on, it is de­mol­ished, and you must—you shall be mine!”

			And start­ing from my seat in a frenzy of ar­dour, I seized her hand and would have pressed it to my lips, but she as sud­denly caught it away, ex­claim­ing in the bit­ter­ness of in­tense af­flic­tion—“No, no, it is not all!”

			“What is it, then? You prom­ised I should know some time, and—”

			“You shall know some time—but not now—my head aches ter­ribly,” she said, press­ing her hand to her fore­head, “and I must have some re­pose—and surely I have had misery enough today!” she ad­ded, al­most wildly.

			“But it could not harm you to tell it,” I per­sisted: “it would ease your mind; and I should then know how to com­fort you.”

			She shook her head des­pond­ingly. “If you knew all, you, too, would blame me—per­haps even more than I de­serve—though I have cruelly wronged you,” she ad­ded in a low mur­mur, as if she mused aloud.

			“You, Helen? Im­possible?”

			“Yes, not will­ingly; for I did not know the strength and depth of your at­tach­ment. I thought—at least I en­deav­oured to think your re­gard for me was as cold and fraternal as you pro­fessed it to be.”

			“Or as yours?”

			“Or as mine—ought to have been—of such a light and selfish, su­per­fi­cial nature, that—”

			“There, in­deed, you wronged me.”

			“I know I did; and, some­times, I sus­pec­ted it then; but I thought, upon the whole, there could be no great harm in leav­ing your fan­cies and your hopes to dream them­selves to noth­ing—or flut­ter away to some more fit­ting ob­ject, while your friendly sym­path­ies re­mained with me; but if I had known the depth of your re­gard, the gen­er­ous, dis­in­ter­ested af­fec­tion you seem to feel—”

			“Seem, Helen?”

			“That you do feel, then, I would have ac­ted dif­fer­ently.”

			“How? You could not have giv­en me less en­cour­age­ment, or treated me with great­er sever­ity than you did! And if you think you have wronged me by giv­ing me your friend­ship, and oc­ca­sion­ally ad­mit­ting me to the en­joy­ment of your com­pany and con­ver­sa­tion, when all hopes of closer in­tim­acy were vain—as in­deed you al­ways gave me to un­der­stand—if you think you have wronged me by this, you are mis­taken; for such fa­vours, in them­selves alone, are not only de­light­ful to my heart, but puri­fy­ing, ex­alt­ing, en­nobling to my soul; and I would rather have your friend­ship than the love of any oth­er wo­man in the world!”

			Little com­for­ted by this, she clasped her hands upon her knee, and glan­cing up­ward, seemed, in si­lent an­guish, to im­plore di­vine as­sist­ance; then, turn­ing to me, she calmly said—“To­mor­row, if you meet me on the moor about mid­day, I will tell you all you seek to know; and per­haps you will then see the ne­ces­sity of dis­con­tinu­ing our in­tim­acy—if, in­deed, you do not will­ingly resign me as one no longer worthy of re­gard.”

			“I can safely an­swer no to that: you can­not have such grave con­fes­sions to make—you must be try­ing my faith, Helen.”

			“No, no, no,” she earn­estly re­peated—“I wish it were so! Thank heav­en!” she ad­ded, “I have no great crime to con­fess; but I have more than you will like to hear, or, per­haps, can read­ily ex­cuse—and more than I can tell you now; so let me en­treat you to leave me!”

			“I will; but an­swer me this one ques­tion first;—do you love me?”

			“I will not an­swer it!”

			“Then I will con­clude you do; and so good night.”

			She turned from me to hide the emo­tion she could not quite con­trol; but I took her hand and fer­vently kissed it.

			“Gil­bert, do leave me!” she cried, in a tone of such thrill­ing an­guish that I felt it would be cruel to dis­obey.

			But I gave one look back be­fore I closed the door, and saw her lean­ing for­ward on the table, with her hands pressed against her eyes, sob­bing con­vuls­ively; yet I with­drew in si­lence. I felt that to ob­trude my con­sol­a­tions on her then would only serve to ag­grav­ate her suf­fer­ings.

			To tell you all the ques­tion­ings and con­jec­tures—the fears, and hopes, and wild emo­tions that jostled and chased each oth­er through my mind as I des­cen­ded the hill, would al­most fill a volume in it­self. But be­fore I was halfway down, a sen­ti­ment of strong sym­pathy for her I had left be­hind me had dis­placed all oth­er feel­ings, and seemed im­per­at­ively to draw me back: I began to think, “Why am I hur­ry­ing so fast in this dir­ec­tion? Can I find com­fort or con­sol­a­tion—peace, cer­tainty, con­tent­ment, all—or any­thing that I want at home? and can I leave all per­turb­a­tion, sor­row, and anxi­ety be­hind me there?”

			And I turned round to look at the old Hall. There was little be­sides the chim­neys vis­ible above my con­trac­ted ho­ri­zon. I walked back to get a bet­ter view of it. When it rose in sight, I stood still a mo­ment to look, and then con­tin­ued mov­ing to­wards the gloomy ob­ject of at­trac­tion. Some­thing called me near­er—near­er still—and why not, pray? Might I not find more be­ne­fit in the con­tem­pla­tion of that ven­er­able pile with the full moon in the cloud­less heav­en shin­ing so calmly above it—with that warm yel­low lustre pe­cu­li­ar to an Au­gust night—and the mis­tress of my soul with­in, than in re­turn­ing to my home, where all com­par­at­ively was light, and life, and cheer­ful­ness, and there­fore in­im­ic­al to me in my present frame of mind—and the more so that its in­mates all were more or less im­bued with that de­test­able be­lief, the very thought of which made my blood boil in my veins—and how could I en­dure to hear it openly de­clared, or cau­tiously in­sinu­ated—which was worse?—I had had trouble enough already, with some bab­bling fiend that would keep whis­per­ing in my ear, “It may be true,” till I had shouted aloud, “It is false! I defy you to make me sup­pose it!”

			I could see the red fire­light dimly gleam­ing from her par­lour win­dow. I went up to the garden wall, and stood lean­ing over it, with my eyes fixed upon the lat­tice, won­der­ing what she was do­ing, think­ing, or suf­fer­ing now, and wish­ing I could speak to her but one word, or even catch one glimpse of her, be­fore I went.

			I had not thus looked, and wished, and wondered long, be­fore I vaul­ted over the bar­ri­er, un­able to res­ist the tempta­tion of tak­ing one glance through the win­dow, just to see if she were more com­posed than when we par­ted;—and if I found her still in deep dis­tress, per­haps I might ven­ture at­tempt a word of com­fort—to ut­ter one of the many things I should have said be­fore, in­stead of ag­grav­at­ing her suf­fer­ings by my stu­pid im­petu­os­ity. I looked. Her chair was va­cant: so was the room. But at that mo­ment someone opened the out­er door, and a voice—her voice—said—“Come out—I want to see the moon, and breathe the even­ing air: they will do me good—if any­thing will.”

			Here, then, were she and Rachel com­ing to take a walk in the garden. I wished my­self safe back over the wall. I stood, how­ever, in the shad­ow of the tall holly-bush, which, stand­ing between the win­dow and the porch, at present screened me from ob­ser­va­tion, but did not pre­vent me from see­ing two fig­ures come forth in­to the moon­light: Mrs. Gra­ham fol­lowed by an­oth­er—not Rachel, but a young man, slender and rather tall. O heav­ens, how my temples throbbed! In­tense anxi­ety darkened my sight; but I thought—yes, and the voice con­firmed it—it was Mr. Lawrence!

			“You should not let it worry you so much, Helen,” said he; “I will be more cau­tious in fu­ture; and in time—”

			I did not hear the rest of the sen­tence; for he walked close be­side her and spoke so gently that I could not catch the words. My heart was split­ting with hatred; but I listened in­tently for her reply. I heard it plainly enough.

			“But I must leave this place, Fre­d­er­ick,” she said—“I nev­er can be happy here—nor any­where else, in­deed,” she ad­ded, with a mirth­less laugh—“but I can­not rest here.”

			“But where could you find a bet­ter place?” replied he, “so se­cluded—so near me, if you think any­thing of that.”

			“Yes,” in­ter­rup­ted she, “it is all I could wish, if they could only have left me alone.”

			“But wherever you go, Helen, there will be the same sources of an­noy­ance. I can­not con­sent to lose you: I must go with you, or come to you; and there are med­dling fools else­where, as well as here.”

			While thus con­vers­ing they had sauntered slowly past me, down the walk, and I heard no more of their dis­course; but I saw him put his arm round her waist, while she lov­ingly res­ted her hand on his shoulder;—and then, a trem­u­lous dark­ness ob­scured my sight, my heart sickened and my head burned like fire: I half rushed, half staggered from the spot, where hor­ror had kept me rooted, and leaped or tumbled over the wall—I hardly know which—but I know that, af­ter­wards, like a pas­sion­ate child, I dashed my­self on the ground and lay there in a par­oxysm of an­ger and des­pair—how long, I can­not un­der­take to say; but it must have been a con­sid­er­able time; for when, hav­ing par­tially re­lieved my­self by a tor­ment of tears, and looked up at the moon, shin­ing so calmly and care­lessly on, as little in­flu­enced by my misery as I was by its peace­ful ra­di­ance, and earn­estly prayed for death or for­get­ful­ness, I had ris­en and jour­neyed home­wards—little re­gard­ing the way, but car­ried in­stinct­ively by my feet to the door, I found it bolted against me, and every­one in bed ex­cept my moth­er, who hastened to an­swer my im­pa­tient knock­ing, and re­ceived me with a shower of ques­tions and re­bukes.

			“Oh, Gil­bert! how could you do so? Where have you been? Do come in and take your sup­per. I’ve got it all ready, though you don’t de­serve it, for keep­ing me in such a fright, after the strange man­ner you left the house this even­ing. Mr. Mill­ward was quite—Bless the boy! how ill he looks. Oh, gra­cious! what is the mat­ter?”

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing—give me a candle.”

			“But won’t you take some sup­per?”

			“No; I want to go to bed,” said I, tak­ing a candle and light­ing it at the one she held in her hand.

			“Oh, Gil­bert, how you tremble!” ex­claimed my anxious par­ent. “How white you look! Do tell me what it is? Has any­thing happened?”

			“It’s noth­ing,” cried I, ready to stamp with vex­a­tion be­cause the candle would not light. Then, sup­press­ing my ir­rit­a­tion, I ad­ded, “I’ve been walk­ing too fast, that’s all. Good night,” and marched off to bed, re­gard­less of the “Walk­ing too fast! where have you been?” that was called after me from be­low.

			My moth­er fol­lowed me to the very door of my room with her ques­tion­ings and ad­vice con­cern­ing my health and my con­duct; but I im­plored her to let me alone till morn­ing; and she with­drew, and at length I had the sat­is­fac­tion to hear her close her own door. There was no sleep for me, how­ever, that night as I thought; and in­stead of at­tempt­ing to so­li­cit it, I em­ployed my­self in rap­idly pa­cing the cham­ber, hav­ing first re­moved my boots, lest my moth­er should hear me. But the boards creaked, and she was watch­ful. I had not walked above a quarter of an hour be­fore she was at the door again.

			“Gil­bert, why are you not in bed—you said you wanted to go?”

			“Con­found it! I’m go­ing,” said I.

			“But why are you so long about it? You must have some­thing on your mind—”

			“For heav­en’s sake, let me alone, and get to bed your­self.”

			“Can it be that Mrs. Gra­ham that dis­tresses you so?”

			“No, no, I tell you—it’s noth­ing.”

			“I wish to good­ness it mayn’t,” mur­mured she, with a sigh, as she re­turned to her own apart­ment, while I threw my­self on the bed, feel­ing most un­du­ti­fully dis­af­fected to­wards her for hav­ing de­prived me of what seemed the only shad­ow of a con­sol­a­tion that re­mained, and chained me to that wretched couch of thorns.

			Nev­er did I en­dure so long, so miser­able a night as that. And yet it was not wholly sleep­less. To­wards morn­ing my dis­tract­ing thoughts began to lose all pre­ten­sions to co­her­ency, and shape them­selves in­to con­fused and fe­ver­ish dreams, and, at length, there fol­lowed an in­ter­val of un­con­scious slum­ber. But then the dawn of bit­ter re­col­lec­tion that suc­ceeded—the wak­ing to find life a blank, and worse than a blank, teem­ing with tor­ment and misery—not a mere bar­ren wil­der­ness, but full of thorns and bri­ers—to find my­self de­ceived, duped, hope­less, my af­fec­tions trampled upon, my an­gel not an an­gel, and my friend a fiend in­carn­ate—it was worse than if I had not slept at all.

			It was a dull, gloomy morn­ing; the weath­er had changed like my pro­spects, and the rain was pat­ter­ing against the win­dow. I rose, nev­er­the­less, and went out; not to look after the farm, though that would serve as my ex­cuse, but to cool my brain, and re­gain, if pos­sible, a suf­fi­cient de­gree of com­pos­ure to meet the fam­ily at the morn­ing meal without ex­cit­ing in­con­veni­ent re­marks. If I got a wet­ting, that, in con­junc­tion with a pre­ten­ded over­ex­er­tion be­fore break­fast, might ex­cuse my sud­den loss of ap­pet­ite; and if a cold en­sued, the severer the bet­ter—it would help to ac­count for the sul­len moods and mop­ing mel­an­choly likely to cloud my brow for long enough.

		
	
		
			XIII

			“My dear Gil­bert, I wish you would try to be a little more ami­able,” said my moth­er one morn­ing after some dis­play of un­jus­ti­fi­able ill-hu­mour on my part. “You say there is noth­ing the mat­ter with you, and noth­ing has happened to grieve you, and yet I nev­er saw any­one so altered as you with­in these last few days. You haven’t a good word for any­body—friends and strangers, equals and in­feri­ors—it’s all the same. I do wish you’d try to check it.”

			“Check what?”

			“Why, your strange tem­per. You don’t know how it spoils you. I’m sure a finer dis­pos­i­tion than yours by nature could not be, if you’d let it have fair play: so you’ve no ex­cuse that way.”

			While she thus re­mon­strated, I took up a book, and lay­ing it open on the table be­fore me, pre­ten­ded to be deeply ab­sorbed in its per­us­al, for I was equally un­able to jus­ti­fy my­self and un­will­ing to ac­know­ledge my er­rors; and I wished to have noth­ing to say on the mat­ter. But my ex­cel­lent par­ent went on lec­tur­ing, and then came to coax­ing, and began to stroke my hair; and I was get­ting to feel quite a good boy, but my mis­chiev­ous broth­er, who was id­ling about the room, re­vived my cor­rup­tion by sud­denly call­ing out—“Don’t touch him, moth­er! he’ll bite! He’s a very ti­ger in hu­man form. I’ve giv­en him up for my part—fairly dis­owned him—cast him off, root and branch. It’s as much as my life is worth to come with­in six yards of him. The oth­er day he nearly frac­tured my skull for singing a pretty, in­of­fens­ive love-song, on pur­pose to amuse him.”

			“Oh, Gil­bert! how could you?” ex­claimed my moth­er.

			“I told you to hold your noise first, you know, Fer­gus,” said I.

			“Yes, but when I as­sured you it was no trouble and went on with the next verse, think­ing you might like it bet­ter, you clutched me by the shoulder and dashed me away, right against the wall there, with such force that I thought I had bit­ten my tongue in two, and ex­pec­ted to see the place plastered with my brains; and when I put my hand to my head, and found my skull not broken, I thought it was a mir­acle, and no mis­take. But, poor fel­low!” ad­ded he, with a sen­ti­ment­al sigh—“his heart’s broken—that’s the truth of it—and his head’s—”

			“Will you be si­lent now?” cried I, start­ing up, and eye­ing the fel­low so fiercely that my moth­er, think­ing I meant to in­flict some griev­ous bod­ily in­jury, laid her hand on my arm, and be­sought me to let him alone, and he walked leis­urely out, with his hands in his pock­ets, singing pro­vok­ingly—“Shall I, be­cause a wo­man’s fair,” etc.

			“I’m not go­ing to de­file my fin­gers with him,” said I, in an­swer to the ma­ter­nal in­ter­ces­sion. “I wouldn’t touch him with the tongs.”

			I now re­col­lec­ted that I had busi­ness with Robert Wilson, con­cern­ing the pur­chase of a cer­tain field ad­join­ing my farm—a busi­ness I had been put­ting off from day to day; for I had no in­terest in any­thing now; and be­sides, I was mis­an­throp­ic­ally in­clined, and, moreover, had a par­tic­u­lar ob­jec­tion to meet­ing Jane Wilson or her moth­er; for though I had too good reas­on, now, to cred­it their re­ports con­cern­ing Mrs. Gra­ham, I did not like them a bit the bet­ter for it—or Eliza Mill­ward either—and the thought of meet­ing them was the more re­pug­nant to me that I could not, now, defy their seem­ing calum­nies and tri­umph in my own con­vic­tions as be­fore. But today I de­term­ined to make an ef­fort to re­turn to my duty. Though I found no pleas­ure in it, it would be less irk­some than idle­ness—at all events it would be more prof­it­able. If life prom­ised no en­joy­ment with­in my vo­ca­tion, at least it offered no al­lure­ments out of it; and hence­forth I would put my shoulder to the wheel and toil away, like any poor drudge of a carthorse that was fairly broken in to its la­bour, and plod through life, not wholly use­less if not agree­able, and un­com­plain­ing if not con­ten­ted with my lot.

			Thus resolv­ing, with a kind of sul­len resig­na­tion, if such a term may be al­lowed, I wen­ded my way to Rye­cote Farm, scarcely ex­pect­ing to find its own­er with­in at this time of day, but hop­ing to learn in what part of the premises he was most likely to be found.

			Ab­sent he was, but ex­pec­ted home in a few minutes; and I was de­sired to step in­to the par­lour and wait. Mrs. Wilson was busy in the kit­chen, but the room was not empty; and I scarcely checked an in­vol­un­tary re­coil as I entered it; for there sat Miss Wilson chat­ter­ing with Eliza Mill­ward. How­ever, I de­term­ined to be cool and civil. Eliza seemed to have made the same res­ol­u­tion on her part. We had not met since the even­ing of the tea-party; but there was no vis­ible emo­tion either of pleas­ure or pain, no at­tempt at pathos, no dis­play of in­jured pride: she was cool in tem­per, civil in de­mean­our. There was even an ease and cheer­ful­ness about her air and man­ner that I made no pre­ten­sion to; but there was a depth of malice in her too ex­press­ive eye that plainly told me I was not for­giv­en; for, though she no longer hoped to win me to her­self, she still hated her rival, and evid­ently de­lighted to wreak her spite on me. On the oth­er hand, Miss Wilson was as af­fable and cour­teous as heart could wish, and though I was in no very con­vers­able hu­mour my­self, the two ladies between them man­aged to keep up a pretty con­tinu­ous fire of small talk. But Eliza took ad­vant­age of the first con­veni­ent pause to ask if I had lately seen Mrs. Gra­ham, in a tone of merely cas­u­al in­quiry, but with a side­long glance—in­ten­ded to be play­fully mis­chiev­ous—really, brim­ful and run­ning over with malice.

			“Not lately,” I replied, in a care­less tone, but sternly re­pelling her odi­ous glances with my eyes; for I was vexed to feel the col­our mount­ing to my fore­head, des­pite my strenu­ous ef­forts to ap­pear un­moved.

			“What! are you be­gin­ning to tire already? I thought so noble a creature would have power to at­tach you for a year at least!”

			“I would rather not speak of her now.”

			“Ah! then you are con­vinced, at last, of your mis­take—you have at length dis­covered that your di­vin­ity is not quite the im­macu­late—”

			“I de­sired you not to speak of her, Miss Eliza.”

			“Oh, I beg your par­don! I per­ceive Cu­pid’s ar­rows have been too sharp for you: the wounds, be­ing more than skin-deep, are not yet healed, and bleed afresh at every men­tion of the loved one’s name.”

			“Say, rather,” in­ter­posed Miss Wilson, “that Mr. Markham feels that name is un­worthy to be men­tioned in the pres­ence of right-minded fe­males. I won­der, Eliza, you should think of re­fer­ring to that un­for­tu­nate per­son—you might know the men­tion of her would be any­thing but agree­able to any­one here present.”

			How could this be borne? I rose and was about to clap my hat upon my head and burst away, in wrath­ful in­dig­na­tion from the house; but re­col­lect­ing—just in time to save my dig­nity—the folly of such a pro­ceed­ing, and how it would only give my fair tor­ment­ors a merry laugh at my ex­pense, for the sake of one I ac­know­ledged in my own heart to be un­worthy of the slight­est sac­ri­fice—though the ghost of my former rev­er­ence and love so hung about me still, that I could not bear to hear her name as­persed by oth­ers—I merely walked to the win­dow, and hav­ing spent a few seconds in ven­gibly bit­ing my lips and sternly re­press­ing the pas­sion­ate heav­ings of my chest, I ob­served to Miss Wilson, that I could see noth­ing of her broth­er, and ad­ded that, as my time was pre­cious, it would per­haps be bet­ter to call again to­mor­row, at some time when I should be sure to find him at home.

			“Oh, no!” said she; “if you wait a minute, he will be sure to come; for he has busi­ness at L——” (that was our mar­ket-town), “and will re­quire a little re­fresh­ment be­fore he goes.”

			I sub­mit­ted ac­cord­ingly, with the best grace I could; and, hap­pily, I had not long to wait. Mr. Wilson soon ar­rived, and, in­dis­posed for busi­ness as I was at that mo­ment, and little as I cared for the field or its own­er, I forced my at­ten­tion to the mat­ter in hand, with very cred­it­able de­term­in­a­tion, and quickly con­cluded the bar­gain—per­haps more to the thrifty farm­er’s sat­is­fac­tion than he cared to ac­know­ledge. Then, leav­ing him to the dis­cus­sion of his sub­stan­tial “re­fresh­ment,” I gladly quit­ted the house, and went to look after my reap­ers.

			Leav­ing them busy at work on the side of the val­ley, I as­cen­ded the hill, in­tend­ing to vis­it a corn­field in the more el­ev­ated re­gions, and see when it would be ripe for the sickle. But I did not vis­it it that day; for, as I ap­proached, I be­held, at no great dis­tance, Mrs. Gra­ham and her son com­ing down in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion. They saw me; and Ar­thur already was run­ning to meet me; but I im­me­di­ately turned back and walked stead­ily home­ward; for I had fully de­term­ined nev­er to en­counter his moth­er again; and re­gard­less of the shrill voice in my ear, call­ing upon me to “wait a mo­ment,” I pur­sued the even ten­or of my way; and he soon re­lin­quished the pur­suit as hope­less, or was called away by his moth­er. At all events, when I looked back, five minutes after, not a trace of either was to be seen.

			This in­cid­ent agit­ated and dis­turbed me most un­ac­count­ably—un­less you would ac­count for it by say­ing that Cu­pid’s ar­rows not only had been too sharp for me, but they were barbed and deeply rooted, and I had not yet been able to wrench them from my heart. How­ever that be, I was rendered doubly miser­able for the re­mainder of the day.

		
	
		
			XIV

			Next morn­ing, I be­thought me, I, too, had busi­ness at L——; so I moun­ted my horse, and set forth on the ex­ped­i­tion soon after break­fast. It was a dull, drizzly day; but that was no mat­ter: it was all the more suit­able to my frame of mind. It was likely to be a lonely jour­ney; for it was no mar­ket-day, and the road I tra­versed was little fre­quen­ted at any oth­er time; but that suited me all the bet­ter too.

			As I trot­ted along, how­ever, chew­ing the cud of—bit­ter fan­cies, I heard an­oth­er horse at no great dis­tance be­hind me; but I nev­er con­jec­tured who the rider might be, or troubled my head about him, till, on slack­en­ing my pace to as­cend a gentle ac­cliv­ity, or rather, suf­fer­ing my horse to slack­en his pace in­to a lazy walk—for, rapt in my own re­flec­tions, I was let­ting it jog on as leis­urely as it thought prop­er—I lost ground, and my fel­low-trav­el­ler over­took me. He ac­cos­ted me by name, for it was no stranger—it was Mr. Lawrence! In­stinct­ively the fin­gers of my whip-hand tingled, and grasped their charge with con­vuls­ive en­ergy; but I re­strained the im­pulse, and an­swer­ing his sa­luta­tion with a nod, at­temp­ted to push on; but he pushed on be­side me, and began to talk about the weath­er and the crops. I gave the briefest pos­sible an­swers to his quer­ies and ob­ser­va­tions, and fell back. He fell back too, and asked if my horse was lame. I replied with a look, at which he pla­cidly smiled.

			I was as much as­ton­ished as ex­as­per­ated at this sin­gu­lar per­tinacity and im­per­turb­able as­sur­ance on his part. I had thought the cir­cum­stances of our last meet­ing would have left such an im­pres­sion on his mind as to render him cold and dis­tant ever after: in­stead of that, he ap­peared not only to have for­got­ten all former of­fences, but to be im­pen­et­rable to all present in­ci­vil­it­ies. Formerly, the slight­est hint, or mere fan­cied cold­ness in tone or glance, had suf­ficed to re­pulse him: now, pos­it­ive rude­ness could not drive him away. Had he heard of my dis­ap­point­ment; and was he come to wit­ness the res­ult, and tri­umph in my des­pair? I grasped my whip with more de­term­ined en­ergy than be­fore—but still for­bore to raise it, and rode on in si­lence, wait­ing for some more tan­gible cause of of­fence, be­fore I opened the floodgates of my soul and poured out the dammed-up fury that was foam­ing and swell­ing with­in.

			“Markham,” said he, in his usu­al quiet tone, “why do you quar­rel with your friends, be­cause you have been dis­ap­poin­ted in one quarter? You have found your hopes de­feated; but how am I to blame for it? I warned you be­fore­hand, you know, but you would not—”

			He said no more; for, im­pelled by some fiend at my el­bow, I had seized my whip by the small end, and—swift and sud­den as a flash of light­ning—brought the oth­er down upon his head. It was not without a feel­ing of sav­age sat­is­fac­tion that I be­held the in­stant, deadly pal­lor that over­spread his face, and the few red drops that trickled down his fore­head, while he reeled a mo­ment in his saddle, and then fell back­ward to the ground. The pony, sur­prised to be so strangely re­lieved of its bur­den, star­ted and capered, and kicked a little, and then made use of its free­dom to go and crop the grass of the hedge-bank: while its mas­ter lay as still and si­lent as a corpse. Had I killed him?—an icy hand seemed to grasp my heart and check its pulsa­tion, as I bent over him, gaz­ing with breath­less in­tens­ity upon the ghastly, up­turned face. But no; he moved his eye­lids and uttered a slight groan. I breathed again—he was only stunned by the fall. It served him right—it would teach him bet­ter man­ners in fu­ture. Should I help him to his horse? No. For any oth­er com­bin­a­tion of of­fences I would; but his were too un­par­don­able. He might mount it him­self, if he liked—in a while: already he was be­gin­ning to stir and look about him—and there it was for him, quietly brows­ing on the road­side.

			So with a muttered ex­ec­ra­tion I left the fel­low to his fate, and clap­ping spurs to my own horse, gal­loped away, ex­cited by a com­bin­a­tion of feel­ings it would not be easy to ana­lyse; and per­haps, if I did so, the res­ult would not be very cred­it­able to my dis­pos­i­tion; for I am not sure that a spe­cies of ex­ulta­tion in what I had done was not one prin­cip­al con­com­it­ant.

			Shortly, how­ever, the ef­fer­ves­cence began to abate, and not many minutes elapsed be­fore I had turned and gone back to look after the fate of my vic­tim. It was no gen­er­ous im­pulse—no kind re­lent­ings that led me to this—nor even the fear of what might be the con­sequences to my­self, if I fin­ished my as­sault upon the squire by leav­ing him thus neg­lected, and ex­posed to fur­ther in­jury; it was, simply, the voice of con­science; and I took great cred­it to my­self for at­tend­ing so promptly to its dic­tates—and judging the mer­it of the deed by the sac­ri­fice it cost, I was not far wrong.

			Mr. Lawrence and his pony had both altered their po­s­i­tions in some de­gree. The pony had wandered eight or ten yards fur­ther away; and he had man­aged, some­how, to re­move him­self from the middle of the road: I found him seated in a re­cum­bent po­s­i­tion on the bank—look­ing very white and sickly still, and hold­ing his cam­bric handker­chief (now more red than white) to his head. It must have been a power­ful blow; but half the cred­it—or the blame of it (which you please) must be at­trib­uted to the whip, which was gar­nished with a massive horse’s head of plated met­al. The grass, be­ing sod­den with rain, af­forded the young gen­tle­man a rather in­hos­pit­able couch; his clothes were con­sid­er­ably be­mired; and his hat was rolling in the mud on the oth­er side of the road. But his thoughts seemed chiefly bent upon his pony, on which he was wist­fully gaz­ing—half in help­less anxi­ety, and half in hope­less aban­don­ment to his fate.

			I dis­moun­ted, how­ever, and hav­ing fastened my own an­im­al to the nearest tree, first picked up his hat, in­tend­ing to clap it on his head; but either he con­sidered his head un­fit for a hat, or the hat, in its present con­di­tion, un­fit for his head; for shrink­ing away the one, he took the oth­er from my hand, and scorn­fully cast it aside.

			“It’s good enough for you,” I muttered.

			My next good of­fice was to catch his pony and bring it to him, which was soon ac­com­plished; for the beast was quiet enough in the main, and only winced and flir­ted a trifle till I got hold of the bridle—but then, I must see him in the saddle.

			“Here, you fel­low—scoun­drel—dog—give me your hand, and I’ll help you to mount.”

			No; he turned from me in dis­gust. I at­temp­ted to take him by the arm. He shrank away as if there had been con­tam­in­a­tion in my touch.

			“What, you won’t! Well! you may sit there till dooms­day, for what I care. But I sup­pose you don’t want to lose all the blood in your body—I’ll just con­des­cend to bind that up for you.”

			“Let me alone, if you please.”

			“Humph; with all my heart. You may go to the d——l, if you choose—and say I sent you.”

			But be­fore I aban­doned him to his fate I flung his pony’s bridle over a stake in the hedge, and threw him my handker­chief, as his own was now sat­ur­ated with blood. He took it and cast it back to me in ab­hor­rence and con­tempt, with all the strength he could muster. It wanted but this to fill the meas­ure of his of­fences. With ex­ec­ra­tions not loud but deep I left him to live or die as he could, well sat­is­fied that I had done my duty in at­tempt­ing to save him—but for­get­ting how I had erred in bring­ing him in­to such a con­di­tion, and how in­sult­ingly my after-ser­vices had been offered—and sul­lenly pre­pared to meet the con­sequences if he should choose to say I had at­temp­ted to murder him—which I thought not un­likely, as it seemed prob­able he was ac­tu­ated by such spite­ful motives in so per­sever­ingly re­fus­ing my as­sist­ance.

			Hav­ing re­moun­ted my horse, I just looked back to see how he was get­ting on, be­fore I rode away. He had ris­en from the ground, and grasp­ing his pony’s mane, was at­tempt­ing to re­sume his seat in the saddle; but scarcely had he put his foot in the stir­rup, when a sick­ness or dizzi­ness seemed to over­power him: he leant for­ward a mo­ment, with his head drooped on the an­im­al’s back, and then made one more ef­fort, which prov­ing in­ef­fec­tu­al, he sank back on the bank, where I left him, re­pos­ing his head on the oozy turf, and to all ap­pear­ance, as calmly re­clin­ing as if he had been tak­ing his rest on his sofa at home.

			I ought to have helped him in spite of him­self—to have bound up the wound he was un­able to staunch, and in­sisted upon get­ting him on his horse and see­ing him safe home; but, be­sides my bit­ter in­dig­na­tion against him­self, there was the ques­tion what to say to his ser­vants—and what to my own fam­ily. Either I should have to ac­know­ledge the deed, which would set me down as a mad­man, un­less I ac­know­ledged the motive too—and that seemed im­possible—or I must get up a lie, which seemed equally out of the ques­tion—es­pe­cially as Mr. Lawrence would prob­ably re­veal the whole truth, and thereby bring me to ten­fold dis­grace—un­less I were vil­lain enough, pre­sum­ing on the ab­sence of wit­nesses, to per­sist in my own ver­sion of the case, and make him out a still great­er scoun­drel than he was. No; he had only re­ceived a cut above the temple, and per­haps a few bruises from the fall, or the hoofs of his own pony: that could not kill him if he lay there half the day; and, if he could not help him­self, surely someone would be com­ing by: it would be im­possible that a whole day should pass and no one tra­verse the road but ourselves. As for what he might choose to say here­after, I would take my chance about it: if he told lies, I would con­tra­dict him; if he told the truth, I would bear it as best I could. I was not ob­liged to enter in­to ex­plan­a­tions fur­ther than I thought prop­er. Per­haps he might choose to be si­lent on the sub­ject, for fear of rais­ing in­quir­ies as to the cause of the quar­rel, and draw­ing the pub­lic at­ten­tion to his con­nec­tion with Mrs. Gra­ham, which, wheth­er for her sake or his own, he seemed so very de­sirous to con­ceal.

			Thus reas­on­ing, I trot­ted away to the town, where I duly trans­acted my busi­ness, and per­formed vari­ous little com­mis­sions for my moth­er and Rose, with very laud­able ex­actitude, con­sid­er­ing the dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances of the case. In re­turn­ing home, I was troubled with sun­dry mis­giv­ings about the un­for­tu­nate Lawrence. The ques­tion, What if I should find him ly­ing still on the damp earth, fairly dy­ing of cold and ex­haus­tion—or already stark and chill? thrust it­self most un­pleas­antly upon my mind, and the ap­palling pos­sib­il­ity pic­tured it­self with pain­ful vivid­ness to my ima­gin­a­tion as I ap­proached the spot where I had left him. But no, thank heav­en, both man and horse were gone, and noth­ing was left to wit­ness against me but two ob­jects—un­pleas­ant enough in them­selves to be sure, and present­ing a very ugly, not to say mur­der­ous ap­pear­ance—in one place, the hat sat­ur­ated with rain and coated with mud, in­den­ted and broken above the brim by that vil­lain­ous whip-handle; in an­oth­er, the crim­son handker­chief, soak­ing in a deeply tinc­tured pool of wa­ter—for much rain had fallen in the in­ter­im.

			Bad news flies fast: it was hardly four o’clock when I got home, but my moth­er gravely ac­cos­ted me with—“Oh, Gil­bert!—Such an ac­ci­dent! Rose has been shop­ping in the vil­lage, and she’s heard that Mr. Lawrence has been thrown from his horse and brought home dy­ing!”

			This shocked me a trifle, as you may sup­pose; but I was com­for­ted to hear that he had fright­fully frac­tured his skull and broken a leg; for, as­sured of the false­hood of this, I trus­ted the rest of the story was equally ex­ag­ger­ated; and when I heard my moth­er and sis­ter so feel­ingly de­plor­ing his con­di­tion, I had con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty in pre­vent­ing my­self from telling them the real ex­tent of the in­jur­ies, as far as I knew them.

			“You must go and see him to­mor­row,” said my moth­er.

			“Or today,” sug­ges­ted Rose: “there’s plenty of time; and you can have the pony, as your horse is tired. Won’t you, Gil­bert—as soon as you’ve had some­thing to eat?”

			“No, no—how can we tell that it isn’t all a false re­port? It’s highly im—”

			“Oh, I’m sure it isn’t; for the vil­lage is all alive about it; and I saw two people that had seen oth­ers that had seen the man that found him. That sounds far­fetched; but it isn’t so when you think of it.”

			“Well, but Lawrence is a good rider; it is not likely he would fall from his horse at all; and if he did, it is highly im­prob­able he would break his bones in that way. It must be a gross ex­ag­ger­a­tion at least.”

			“No; but the horse kicked him—or some­thing.”

			“What, his quiet little pony?”

			“How do you know it was that?”

			“He sel­dom rides any oth­er.”

			“At any rate,” said my moth­er, “you will call to­mor­row. Wheth­er it be true or false, ex­ag­ger­ated or oth­er­wise, we shall like to know how he is.”

			“Fer­gus may go.”

			“Why not you?”

			“He has more time. I am busy just now.”

			“Oh! but, Gil­bert, how can you be so com­posed about it? You won’t mind busi­ness for an hour or two in a case of this sort, when your friend is at the point of death.”

			“He is not, I tell you.”

			“For any­thing you know, he may be: you can’t tell till you have seen him. At all events, he must have met with some ter­rible ac­ci­dent, and you ought to see him: he’ll take it very un­kind if you don’t.”

			“Con­found it! I can’t. He and I have not been on good terms of late.”

			“Oh, my dear boy! Surely, surely you are not so un­for­giv­ing as to carry your little dif­fer­ences to such a length as—”

			“Little dif­fer­ences, in­deed!” I muttered.

			“Well, but only re­mem­ber the oc­ca­sion. Think how—”

			“Well, well, don’t both­er me now—I’ll see about it,” I replied.

			And my see­ing about it was to send Fer­gus next morn­ing, with my moth­er’s com­pli­ments, to make the re­quis­ite in­quir­ies; for, of course, my go­ing was out of the ques­tion—or send­ing a mes­sage either. He brought back in­tel­li­gence that the young squire was laid up with the com­plic­ated evils of a broken head and cer­tain con­tu­sions (oc­ca­sioned by a fall—of which he did not trouble him­self to re­late the par­tic­u­lars—and the sub­sequent mis­con­duct of his horse), and a severe cold, the con­sequence of ly­ing on the wet ground in the rain; but there were no broken bones, and no im­me­di­ate pro­spects of dis­sol­u­tion.

			It was evid­ent, then, that for Mrs. Gra­ham’s sake it was not his in­ten­tion to crim­in­ate me.

		
	
		
			XV

			That day was rainy like its pre­de­cessor; but to­wards even­ing it began to clear up a little, and the next morn­ing was fair and prom­ising. I was out on the hill with the reap­ers. A light wind swept over the corn, and all nature laughed in the sun­shine. The lark was re­joicing among the sil­very float­ing clouds. The late rain had so sweetly freshened and cleared the air, and washed the sky, and left such glit­ter­ing gems on branch and blade, that not even the farm­ers could have the heart to blame it. But no ray of sun­shine could reach my heart, no breeze could freshen it; noth­ing could fill the void my faith, and hope, and joy in Helen Gra­ham had left, or drive away the keen re­grets and bit­ter dregs of linger­ing love that still op­pressed it.

			While I stood with fol­ded arms ab­strac­tedly gaz­ing on the un­du­lat­ing swell of the corn, not yet dis­turbed by the reap­ers, some­thing gently pulled my skirts, and a small voice, no longer wel­come to my ears, aroused me with the start­ling words—“Mr. Markham, mamma wants you.”

			“Wants me, Ar­thur?”

			“Yes. Why do you look so queer?” said he, half laugh­ing, half frightened at the un­ex­pec­ted as­pect of my face in sud­denly turn­ing to­wards him—“and why have you kept so long away? Come! Won’t you come?”

			“I’m busy just now,” I replied, scarce know­ing what to an­swer.

			He looked up in child­ish be­wil­der­ment; but be­fore I could speak again the lady her­self was at my side.

			“Gil­bert, I must speak with you!” said she, in a tone of sup­pressed vehe­mence.

			I looked at her pale cheek and glit­ter­ing eye, but answered noth­ing.

			“Only for a mo­ment,” pleaded she. “Just step aside in­to this oth­er field.” She glanced at the reap­ers, some of whom were dir­ect­ing looks of im­per­tin­ent curi­os­ity to­wards her. “I won’t keep you a minute.”

			I ac­com­pan­ied her through the gap.

			“Ar­thur, darling, run and gath­er those blue­bells,” said she, point­ing to some that were gleam­ing at some dis­tance un­der the hedge along which we walked. The child hes­it­ated, as if un­will­ing to quit my side. “Go, love!” re­peated she more ur­gently, and in a tone which, though not un­kind, de­man­ded prompt obed­i­ence, and ob­tained it.

			“Well, Mrs. Gra­ham?” said I, calmly and coldly; for, though I saw she was miser­able, and pit­ied her, I felt glad to have it in my power to tor­ment her.

			She fixed her eyes upon me with a look that pierced me to the heart; and yet it made me smile.

			“I don’t ask the reas­on of this change, Gil­bert,” said she, with bit­ter calmness: “I know it too well; but though I could see my­self sus­pec­ted and con­demned by every­one else, and bear it with calmness, I can­not en­dure it from you.—Why did you not come to hear my ex­plan­a­tion on the day I ap­poin­ted to give it?”

			“Be­cause I happened, in the in­ter­im, to learn all you would have told me—and a trifle more, I ima­gine.”

			“Im­possible, for I would have told you all!” cried she, pas­sion­ately—“but I won’t now, for I see you are not worthy of it!”

			And her pale lips quivered with agit­a­tion.

			“Why not, may I ask?”

			She re­pelled my mock­ing smile with a glance of scorn­ful in­dig­na­tion.

			“Be­cause you nev­er un­der­stood me, or you would not soon have listened to my tra­ducers—my con­fid­ence would be mis­placed in you—you are not the man I thought you. Go! I won’t care what you think of me.”

			She turned away, and I went; for I thought that would tor­ment her as much as any­thing; and I be­lieve I was right; for, look­ing back a minute after, I saw her turn half round, as if hop­ing or ex­pect­ing to find me still be­side her; and then she stood still, and cast one look be­hind. It was a look less ex­press­ive of an­ger than of bit­ter an­guish and des­pair; but I im­me­di­ately as­sumed an as­pect of in­dif­fer­ence, and af­fected to be gaz­ing care­lessly around me, and I sup­pose she went on; for after linger­ing awhile to see if she would come back or call, I ven­tured one more glance, and saw her a good way off, mov­ing rap­idly up the field, with little Ar­thur run­ning by her side and ap­par­ently talk­ing as he went; but she kept her face aver­ted from him, as if to hide some un­con­trol­lable emo­tion. And I re­turned to my busi­ness.

			But I soon began to re­gret my pre­cip­it­ancy in leav­ing her so soon. It was evid­ent she loved me—prob­ably she was tired of Mr. Lawrence, and wished to ex­change him for me; and if I had loved and rev­er­enced her less to be­gin with, the pref­er­ence might have grat­i­fied and amused me; but now the con­trast between her out­ward seem­ing and her in­ward mind, as I sup­posed—between my former and my present opin­ion of her, was so har­row­ing—so dis­tress­ing to my feel­ings, that it swal­lowed up every light­er con­sid­er­a­tion.

			But still I was curi­ous to know what sort of an ex­plan­a­tion she would have giv­en me—or would give now, if I pressed her for it—how much she would con­fess, and how she would en­deav­our to ex­cuse her­self. I longed to know what to des­pise, and what to ad­mire in her; how much to pity, and how much to hate;—and, what was more, I would know. I would see her once more, and fairly sat­is­fy my­self in what light to re­gard her, be­fore we par­ted. Lost to me she was, forever, of course; but still I could not bear to think that we had par­ted, for the last time, with so much un­kind­ness and misery on both sides. That last look of hers had sunk in­to my heart; I could not for­get it. But what a fool I was! Had she not de­ceived me, in­jured me—blighted my hap­pi­ness for life? “Well, I’ll see her, how­ever,” was my con­clud­ing re­solve, “but not today: today and to­night she may think upon her sins, and be as miser­able as she will: to­mor­row I will see her once again, and know some­thing more about her. The in­ter­view may be ser­vice­able to her, or it may not. At any rate, it will give a breath of ex­cite­ment to the life she has doomed to stag­na­tion, and may calm with cer­tainty some agit­at­ing thoughts.”

			I did go on the mor­row, but not till to­wards even­ing, after the busi­ness of the day was con­cluded, that is, between six and sev­en; and the wester­ing sun was gleam­ing redly on the old Hall, and flam­ing in the lat­ticed win­dows, as I reached it, im­part­ing to the place a cheer­ful­ness not its own. I need not dilate upon the feel­ings with which I ap­proached the shrine of my former di­vin­ity—that spot teem­ing with a thou­sand de­light­ful re­col­lec­tions and glor­i­ous dreams—all darkened now by one dis­astrous truth.

			Rachel ad­mit­ted me in­to the par­lour, and went to call her mis­tress, for she was not there: but there was her desk left open on the little round table be­side the high-backed chair, with a book laid upon it. Her lim­ited but choice col­lec­tion of books was al­most as fa­mil­i­ar to me as my own; but this volume I had not seen be­fore. I took it up. It was Sir Humphry Davy’s Last Days of a Philo­soph­er, and on the first leaf was writ­ten, “Fre­d­er­ick Lawrence.” I closed the book, but kept it in my hand, and stood fa­cing the door, with my back to the fire­place, calmly wait­ing her ar­rival; for I did not doubt she would come. And soon I heard her step in the hall. My heart was be­gin­ning to throb, but I checked it with an in­tern­al re­buke, and main­tained my com­pos­ure—out­wardly at least. She entered, calm, pale, col­lec­ted.

			“To what am I in­debted for this fa­vour, Mr. Markham?” said she, with such severe but quiet dig­nity as al­most dis­con­cer­ted me; but I answered with a smile, and im­pudently enough—

			“Well, I am come to hear your ex­plan­a­tion.”

			“I told you I would not give it,” said she. “I said you were un­worthy of my con­fid­ence.”

			“Oh, very well,” replied I, mov­ing to the door.

			“Stay a mo­ment,” said she. “This is the last time I shall see you: don’t go just yet.”

			I re­mained, await­ing her fur­ther com­mands.

			“Tell me,” re­sumed she, “on what grounds you be­lieve these things against me; who told you; and what did they say?”

			I paused a mo­ment. She met my eye as un­flinch­ingly as if her bos­om had been steeled with con­scious in­no­cence. She was re­solved to know the worst, and de­term­ined to dare it too. “I can crush that bold spir­it,” thought I. But while I secretly ex­ul­ted in my power, I felt dis­posed to dally with my vic­tim like a cat. Show­ing her the book that I still held, in my hand, and point­ing to the name on the flyleaf, but fix­ing my eye upon her face, I asked—“Do you know that gen­tle­man?”

			“Of course I do,” replied she; and a sud­den flush suf­fused her fea­tures—wheth­er of shame or an­ger I could not tell: it rather re­sembled the lat­ter. “What next, sir?”

			“How long is it since you saw him?”

			“Who gave you the right to cat­ech­ize me on this or any oth­er sub­ject?”

			“Oh, no one!—it’s quite at your op­tion wheth­er to an­swer or not. And now, let me ask—have you heard what has lately be­fallen this friend of yours?—be­cause, if you have not—”

			“I will not be in­sul­ted, Mr. Markham!” cried she, al­most in­furi­ated at my man­ner. “So you had bet­ter leave the house at once, if you came only for that.”

			“I did not come to in­sult you: I came to hear your ex­plan­a­tion.”

			“And I tell you I won’t give it!” re­tor­ted she, pa­cing the room in a state of strong ex­cite­ment, with her hands clasped tightly to­geth­er, breath­ing short, and flash­ing fires of in­dig­na­tion from her eyes. “I will not con­des­cend to ex­plain my­self to one that can make a jest of such hor­rible sus­pi­cions, and be so eas­ily led to en­ter­tain them.”

			“I do not make a jest of them, Mrs. Gra­ham,” re­turned I, drop­ping at once my tone of taunt­ing sar­casm. “I heart­ily wish I could find them a jest­ing mat­ter. And as to be­ing eas­ily led to sus­pect, God only knows what a blind, in­cred­u­lous fool I have hitherto been, per­sever­ingly shut­ting my eyes and stop­ping my ears against everything that threatened to shake my con­fid­ence in you, till proof it­self con­foun­ded my in­fatu­ation!”

			“What proof, sir?”

			“Well, I’ll tell you. You re­mem­ber that even­ing when I was here last?”

			“I do.”

			“Even then you dropped some hints that might have opened the eyes of a wiser man; but they had no such ef­fect upon me: I went on trust­ing and be­liev­ing, hop­ing against hope, and ad­or­ing where I could not com­pre­hend. It so happened, how­ever, that after I left you I turned back—drawn by pure depth of sym­pathy and ar­dour of af­fec­tion—not dar­ing to in­trude my pres­ence openly upon you, but un­able to res­ist the tempta­tion of catch­ing one glimpse through the win­dow, just to see how you were: for I had left you ap­par­ently in great af­flic­tion, and I partly blamed my own want of for­bear­ance and dis­cre­tion as the cause of it. If I did wrong, love alone was my in­cent­ive, and the pun­ish­ment was severe enough; for it was just as I had reached that tree, that you came out in­to the garden with your friend. Not choos­ing to show my­self, un­der the cir­cum­stances, I stood still, in the shad­ow, till you had both passed by.”

			“And how much of our con­ver­sa­tion did you hear?”

			“I heard quite enough, Helen. And it was well for me that I did hear it; for noth­ing less could have cured my in­fatu­ation. I al­ways said and thought, that I would nev­er be­lieve a word against you, un­less I heard it from your own lips. All the hints and af­firm­a­tions of oth­ers I treated as ma­lig­nant, base­less slanders; your own self-ac­cus­a­tions I be­lieved to be over­strained; and all that seemed un­ac­count­able in your po­s­i­tion I trus­ted that you could ac­count for if you chose.”

			Mrs. Gra­ham had dis­con­tin­ued her walk. She leant against one end of the chim­neypiece, op­pos­ite that near which I was stand­ing, with her chin rest­ing on her closed hand, her eyes—no longer burn­ing with an­ger, but gleam­ing with rest­less ex­cite­ment—some­times glan­cing at me while I spoke, then cours­ing the op­pos­ite wall, or fixed upon the car­pet.

			“You should have come to me after all,” said she, “and heard what I had to say in my own jus­ti­fic­a­tion. It was un­gen­er­ous and wrong to with­draw your­self so secretly and sud­denly, im­me­di­ately after such ar­dent prot­est­a­tions of at­tach­ment, without ever as­sign­ing a reas­on for the change. You should have told me all—no mat­ter how bit­terly. It would have been bet­ter than this si­lence.”

			“To what end should I have done so? You could not have en­lightened me fur­ther, on the sub­ject which alone con­cerned me; nor could you have made me dis­cred­it the evid­ence of my senses. I de­sired our in­tim­acy to be dis­con­tin­ued at once, as you your­self had ac­know­ledged would prob­ably be the case if I knew all; but I did not wish to up­braid you—though (as you also ac­know­ledged) you had deeply wronged me. Yes, you have done me an in­jury you can nev­er re­pair—or any oth­er either—you have blighted the fresh­ness and prom­ise of youth, and made my life a wil­der­ness! I might live a hun­dred years, but I could nev­er re­cov­er from the ef­fects of this with­er­ing blow—and nev­er for­get it! Here­after—You smile, Mrs. Gra­ham,” said I, sud­denly stop­ping short, checked in my pas­sion­ate de­clam­a­tion by un­ut­ter­able feel­ings to be­hold her ac­tu­ally smil­ing at the pic­ture of the ru­in she had wrought.

			“Did I?” replied she, look­ing ser­i­ously up; “I was not aware of it. If I did, it was not for pleas­ure at the thoughts of the harm I had done you. Heav­en knows I have had tor­ment enough at the bare pos­sib­il­ity of that; it was for joy to find that you had some depth of soul and feel­ing after all, and to hope that I had not been ut­terly mis­taken in your worth. But smiles and tears are so alike with me, they are neither of them con­fined to any par­tic­u­lar feel­ings: I of­ten cry when I am happy, and smile when I am sad.”

			She looked at me again, and seemed to ex­pect a reply; but I con­tin­ued si­lent.

			“Would you be very glad,” re­sumed she, “to find that you were mis­taken in your con­clu­sions?”

			“How can you ask it, Helen?”

			“I don’t say I can clear my­self al­to­geth­er,” said she, speak­ing low and fast, while her heart beat vis­ibly and her bos­om heaved with ex­cite­ment—“but would you be glad to dis­cov­er I was bet­ter than you think me?”

			“Any­thing that could in the least de­gree tend to re­store my former opin­ion of you, to ex­cuse the re­gard I still feel for you, and al­le­vi­ate the pangs of un­ut­ter­able re­gret that ac­com­pany it, would be only too gladly, too eagerly re­ceived!” Her cheeks burned, and her whole frame trembled, now, with ex­cess of agit­a­tion. She did not speak, but flew to her desk, and snatch­ing thence what seemed a thick al­bum or ma­nu­script volume, hast­ily tore away a few leaves from the end, and thrust the rest in­to my hand, say­ing, “You needn’t read it all; but take it home with you,” and hur­ried from the room. But when I had left the house, and was pro­ceed­ing down the walk, she opened the win­dow and called me back. It was only to say—“Bring it back when you have read it; and don’t breathe a word of what it tells you to any liv­ing be­ing. I trust to your hon­our.”

			Be­fore I could an­swer she had closed the case­ment and turned away. I saw her cast her­self back in the old oak chair, and cov­er her face with her hands. Her feel­ings had been wrought to a pitch that rendered it ne­ces­sary to seek re­lief in tears.

			Pant­ing with eager­ness, and strug­gling to sup­press my hopes, I hur­ried home, and rushed up­stairs to my room, hav­ing first provided my­self with a candle, though it was scarcely twi­light yet—then, shut and bolted the door, de­term­ined to tol­er­ate no in­ter­rup­tion; and sit­ting down be­fore the table, opened out my prize and de­livered my­self up to its per­us­al—first hast­ily turn­ing over the leaves and snatch­ing a sen­tence here and there, and then set­ting my­self stead­ily to read it through.

			I have it now be­fore me; and though you could not, of course, per­use it with half the in­terest that I did, I know you would not be sat­is­fied with an ab­bre­vi­ation of its con­tents, and you shall have the whole, save, per­haps, a few pas­sages here and there of merely tem­por­ary in­terest to the writer, or such as would serve to en­cum­ber the story rather than elu­cid­ate it. It be­gins some­what ab­ruptly, thus—but we will re­serve its com­mence­ment for an­oth­er chapter.

		
	
		
			XVI

			June 1st, 1821.—We have just re­turned to Staningley—that is, we re­turned some days ago, and I am not yet settled, and feel as if I nev­er should be. We left town soon­er than was in­ten­ded, in con­sequence of my uncle’s in­dis­pos­i­tion;—I won­der what would have been the res­ult if we had stayed the full time. I am quite ashamed of my new-sprung dis­taste for coun­try life. All my former oc­cu­pa­tions seem so te­di­ous and dull, my former amuse­ments so in­sip­id and un­prof­it­able. I can­not en­joy my mu­sic, be­cause there is no one to hear it. I can­not en­joy my walks, be­cause there is no one to meet. I can­not en­joy my books, be­cause they have not power to ar­rest my at­ten­tion: my head is so haunted with the re­col­lec­tions of the last few weeks, that I can­not at­tend to them. My draw­ing suits me best, for I can draw and think at the same time; and if my pro­duc­tions can­not now be seen by any­one but my­self, and those who do not care about them, they, pos­sibly, may be, here­after. But, then, there is one face I am al­ways try­ing to paint or to sketch, and al­ways without suc­cess; and that vexes me. As for the own­er of that face, I can­not get him out of my mind—and, in­deed, I nev­er try. I won­der wheth­er he ever thinks of me; and I won­der wheth­er I shall ever see him again. And then might fol­low a train of oth­er won­der­ments—ques­tions for time and fate to an­swer—con­clud­ing with—Sup­pos­ing all the rest be answered in the af­firm­at­ive, I won­der wheth­er I shall ever re­pent it? as my aunt would tell me I should, if she knew what I was think­ing about.

			How dis­tinctly I re­mem­ber our con­ver­sa­tion that even­ing be­fore our de­par­ture for town, when we were sit­ting to­geth­er over the fire, my uncle hav­ing gone to bed with a slight at­tack of the gout.

			“Helen,” said she, after a thought­ful si­lence, “do you ever think about mar­riage?”

			“Yes, aunt, of­ten.”

			“And do you ever con­tem­plate the pos­sib­il­ity of be­ing mar­ried your­self, or en­gaged, be­fore the sea­son is over?”

			“Some­times; but I don’t think it at all likely that I ever shall.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause, I ima­gine, there must be only a very, very few men in the world that I should like to marry; and of those few, it is ten to one I may nev­er be ac­quain­ted with one; or if I should, it is twenty to one he may not hap­pen to be single, or to take a fancy to me.”

			“That is no ar­gu­ment at all. It may be very true—and I hope is true, that there are very few men whom you would choose to marry, of your­self. It is not, in­deed, to be sup­posed that you would wish to marry any­one till you were asked: a girl’s af­fec­tions should nev­er be won un­sought. But when they are sought—when the cit­adel of the heart is fairly be­sieged—it is apt to sur­render soon­er than the own­er is aware of, and of­ten against her bet­ter judg­ment, and in op­pos­i­tion to all her pre­con­ceived ideas of what she could have loved, un­less she be ex­tremely care­ful and dis­creet. Now, I want to warn you, Helen, of these things, and to ex­hort you to be watch­ful and cir­cum­spect from the very com­mence­ment of your ca­reer, and not to suf­fer your heart to be stolen from you by the first fool­ish or un­prin­cipled per­son that cov­ets the pos­ses­sion of it.—You know, my dear, you are only just eight­een; there is plenty of time be­fore you, and neither your uncle nor I are in any hurry to get you off our hands, and I may ven­ture to say, there will be no lack of suit­ors; for you can boast a good fam­ily, a pretty con­sid­er­able for­tune and ex­pect­a­tions, and, I may as well tell you like­wise—for, if I don’t, oth­ers will—that you have a fair share of beauty be­sides—and I hope you may nev­er have cause to re­gret it!”

			“I hope not, aunt; but why should you fear it?”

			“Be­cause, my dear, beauty is that qual­ity which, next to money, is gen­er­ally the most at­tract­ive to the worst kinds of men; and, there­fore, it is likely to en­tail a great deal of trouble on the pos­sessor.”

			“Have you been troubled in that way, aunt?”

			“No, Helen,” said she, with re­proach­ful grav­ity, “but I know many that have; and some, through care­less­ness, have been the wretched vic­tims of de­ceit; and some, through weak­ness, have fallen in­to snares and tempta­tions ter­rible to re­late.”

			“Well, I shall be neither care­less nor weak.”

			“Re­mem­ber Peter, Helen! Don’t boast, but watch. Keep a guard over your eyes and ears as the in­lets of your heart, and over your lips as the out­let, lest they be­tray you in a mo­ment of un­war­i­ness. Re­ceive, coldly and dis­pas­sion­ately, every at­ten­tion, till you have as­cer­tained and duly con­sidered the worth of the as­pir­ant; and let your af­fec­tions be con­sequent upon ap­prob­a­tion alone. First study; then ap­prove; then love. Let your eyes be blind to all ex­tern­al at­trac­tions, your ears deaf to all the fas­cin­a­tions of flat­tery and light dis­course.—These are noth­ing—and worse than noth­ing—snares and wiles of the tempter, to lure the thought­less to their own de­struc­tion. Prin­ciple is the first thing, after all; and next to that, good sense, re­spect­ab­il­ity, and mod­er­ate wealth. If you should marry the hand­somest, and most ac­com­plished and su­per­fi­cially agree­able man in the world, you little know the misery that would over­whelm you if, after all, you should find him to be a worth­less rep­rob­ate, or even an im­prac­tic­able fool.”

			“But what are all the poor fools and rep­rob­ates to do, aunt? If every­body fol­lowed your ad­vice, the world would soon come to an end.”

			“Nev­er fear, my dear! the male fools and rep­rob­ates will nev­er want for part­ners, while there are so many of the oth­er sex to match them; but do you fol­low my ad­vice. And this is no sub­ject for jest­ing, Helen—I am sorry to see you treat the mat­ter in that light way. Be­lieve me, mat­ri­mony is a ser­i­ous thing.” And she spoke it so ser­i­ously, that one might have fan­cied she had known it to her cost; but I asked no more im­per­tin­ent ques­tions, and merely answered—“I know it is; and I know there is truth and sense in what you say; but you need not fear me, for I not only should think it wrong to marry a man that was de­fi­cient in sense or in prin­ciple, but I should nev­er be temp­ted to do it; for I could not like him, if he were ever so hand­some, and ever so charm­ing, in oth­er re­spects; I should hate him—des­pise him—pity him—any­thing but love him. My af­fec­tions not only ought to be foun­ded on ap­prob­a­tion, but they will and must be so: for, without ap­prov­ing, I can­not love. It is need­less to say, I ought to be able to re­spect and hon­our the man I marry, as well as love him, for I can­not love him without. So set your mind at rest.”

			“I hope it may be so,” answered she.

			“I know it is so,” per­sisted I.

			“You have not been tried yet, Helen—we can but hope,” said she in her cold, cau­tious way.

			I was vexed at her in­credu­lity; but I am not sure her doubts were en­tirely without saga­city; I fear I have found it much easi­er to re­mem­ber her ad­vice than to profit by it;—in­deed, I have some­times been led to ques­tion the sound­ness of her doc­trines on those sub­jects. Her coun­sels may be good, as far as they go—in the main points at least;—but there are some things she has over­looked in her cal­cu­la­tions. I won­der if she was ever in love.

			I com­menced my ca­reer—or my first cam­paign, as my uncle calls it—kind­ling with bright hopes and fan­cies—chiefly raised by this con­ver­sa­tion—and full of con­fid­ence in my own dis­cre­tion. At first, I was de­lighted with the nov­elty and ex­cite­ment of our Lon­don life; but soon I began to weary of its mingled tur­bu­lence and con­straint, and sigh for the fresh­ness and free­dom of home. My new ac­quaint­ances, both male and fe­male, dis­ap­poin­ted my ex­pect­a­tions, and vexed and de­pressed me by turns; for I soon grew tired of study­ing their pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies, and laugh­ing at their foibles—par­tic­u­larly as I was ob­liged to keep my cri­ti­cisms to my­self, for my aunt would not hear them—and they—the ladies es­pe­cially—ap­peared so pro­vok­ingly mind­less, and heart­less, and ar­ti­fi­cial. The gen­tle­men seemed bet­ter, but, per­haps, it was be­cause I knew them less—per­haps, be­cause they flattered me; but I did not fall in love with any of them; and, if their at­ten­tions pleased me one mo­ment, they pro­voked me the next, be­cause they put me out of hu­mour with my­self, by re­veal­ing my van­ity and mak­ing me fear I was be­com­ing like some of the ladies I so heart­ily des­pised.

			There was one eld­erly gen­tle­man that an­noyed me very much; a rich old friend of my uncle’s, who, I be­lieve, thought I could not do bet­ter than marry him; but, be­sides be­ing old, he was ugly and dis­agree­able—and wicked, I am sure, though my aunt scol­ded me for say­ing so; but she al­lowed he was no saint. And there was an­oth­er, less hate­ful, but still more tire­some, be­cause she fa­voured him, and was al­ways thrust­ing him upon me, and sound­ing his praises in my ears—Mr. Boar­ham by name, Bore’em, as I prefer spelling it, for a ter­rible bore he was: I shud­der still at the re­mem­brance of his voice—drone, drone, drone, in my ear—while he sat be­side me, prosing away by the half-hour to­geth­er, and be­guil­ing him­self with the no­tion that he was im­prov­ing my mind by use­ful in­form­a­tion, or im­press­ing his dog­mas upon me and re­form­ing my er­rors of judg­ment, or per­haps that he was talk­ing down to my level, and amus­ing me with en­ter­tain­ing dis­course. Yet he was a de­cent man enough in the main, I daresay; and if he had kept his dis­tance, I nev­er would have hated him. As it was, it was al­most im­possible to help it, for he not only bothered me with the in­flic­tion of his own pres­ence, but he kept me from the en­joy­ment of more agree­able so­ci­ety.

			One night, how­ever, at a ball, he had been more than usu­ally tor­ment­ing, and my pa­tience was quite ex­hausted. It ap­peared as if the whole even­ing was fated to be in­sup­port­able: I had just had one dance with an empty-headed cox­comb, and then Mr. Boar­ham had come upon me and seemed de­term­ined to cling to me for the rest of the night. He nev­er danced him­self, and there he sat, pok­ing his head in my face, and im­press­ing all be­hold­ers with the idea that he was a con­firmed, ac­know­ledged lov­er; my aunt look­ing com­pla­cently on all the time, and wish­ing him God­speed. In vain I at­temp­ted to drive him away by giv­ing a loose to my ex­as­per­ated feel­ings, even to pos­it­ive rude­ness: noth­ing could con­vince him that his pres­ence was dis­agree­able. Sul­len si­lence was taken for rapt at­ten­tion, and gave him great­er room to talk; sharp an­swers were re­ceived as smart sal­lies of girl­ish vi­va­city, that only re­quired an in­dul­gent re­buke; and flat con­tra­dic­tions were but as oil to the flames, call­ing forth new strains of ar­gu­ment to sup­port his dog­mas, and bring­ing down upon me end­less floods of reas­on­ing to over­whelm me with con­vic­tion.

			But there was one present who seemed to have a bet­ter ap­pre­ci­ation of my frame of mind. A gen­tle­man stood by, who had been watch­ing our con­fer­ence for some time, evid­ently much amused at my com­pan­ion’s re­morse­less per­tinacity and my mani­fest an­noy­ance, and laugh­ing to him­self at the as­per­ity and un­com­prom­ising spir­it of my replies. At length, how­ever, he with­drew, and went to the lady of the house, ap­par­ently for the pur­pose of ask­ing an in­tro­duc­tion to me, for, shortly after, they both came up, and she in­tro­duced him as Mr. Hunt­ing­don, the son of a late friend of my uncle’s. He asked me to dance. I gladly con­sen­ted, of course; and he was my com­pan­ion dur­ing the re­mainder of my stay, which was not long, for my aunt, as usu­al, in­sisted upon an early de­par­ture.

			I was sorry to go, for I had found my new ac­quaint­ance a very lively and en­ter­tain­ing com­pan­ion. There was a cer­tain grace­ful ease and free­dom about all he said and did, that gave a sense of re­pose and ex­pan­sion to the mind, after so much con­straint and form­al­ity as I had been doomed to suf­fer. There might be, it is true, a little too much care­less bold­ness in his man­ner and ad­dress, but I was in so good a hu­mour, and so grate­ful for my late de­liv­er­ance from Mr. Boar­ham, that it did not an­ger me.

			“Well, Helen, how do you like Mr. Boar­ham now?” said my aunt, as we took our seats in the car­riage and drove away.

			“Worse than ever,” I replied.

			She looked dis­pleased, but said no more on that sub­ject.

			“Who was the gen­tle­man you danced with last,” re­sumed she, after a pause—“that was so of­fi­cious in help­ing you on with your shawl?”

			“He was not of­fi­cious at all, aunt: he nev­er at­temp­ted to help me till he saw Mr. Boar­ham com­ing to do so; and then he stepped laugh­ingly for­ward and said, ‘Come, I’ll pre­serve you from that in­flic­tion.’ ”

			“Who was it, I ask?” said she, with fri­gid grav­ity.

			“It was Mr. Hunt­ing­don, the son of uncle’s old friend.”

			“I have heard your uncle speak of young Mr. Hunt­ing­don. I’ve heard him say, ‘He’s a fine lad, that young Hunt­ing­don, but a bit wild­ish, I fancy.’ So I’d have you be­ware.”

			“What does ‘a bit wild­ish’ mean?” I in­quired.

			“It means des­ti­tute of prin­ciple, and prone to every vice that is com­mon to youth.”

			“But I’ve heard uncle say he was a sad wild fel­low him­self, when he was young.”

			She sternly shook her head.

			“He was jest­ing then, I sup­pose,” said I, “and here he was speak­ing at ran­dom—at least, I can­not be­lieve there is any harm in those laugh­ing blue eyes.”

			“False reas­on­ing, Helen!” said she, with a sigh.

			“Well, we ought to be char­it­able, you know, aunt—be­sides, I don’t think it is false: I am an ex­cel­lent physiognom­ist, and I al­ways judge of people’s char­ac­ters by their looks—not by wheth­er they are hand­some or ugly, but by the gen­er­al cast of the coun­ten­ance. For in­stance, I should know by your coun­ten­ance that you were not of a cheer­ful, san­guine dis­pos­i­tion; and I should know by Mr. Wilmot’s, that he was a worth­less old rep­rob­ate; and by Mr. Boar­ham’s, that he was not an agree­able com­pan­ion; and by Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s, that he was neither a fool nor a knave, though, pos­sibly, neither a sage nor a saint—but that is no mat­ter to me, as I am not likely to meet him again—un­less as an oc­ca­sion­al part­ner in the ball­room.”

			It was not so, how­ever, for I met him again next morn­ing. He came to call upon my uncle, apo­lo­gising for not hav­ing done so be­fore, by say­ing he was only lately re­turned from the Con­tin­ent, and had not heard, till the pre­vi­ous night, of my uncle’s ar­rival in town; and after that I of­ten met him; some­times in pub­lic, some­times at home; for he was very as­sidu­ous in pay­ing his re­spects to his old friend, who did not, how­ever, con­sider him­self greatly ob­liged by the at­ten­tion.

			“I won­der what the deuce the lad means by com­ing so of­ten,” he would say—“can you tell, Helen?—Hey? He wants none o’ my com­pany, nor I his—that’s cer­tain.”

			“I wish you’d tell him so, then,” said my aunt.

			“Why, what for? If I don’t want him, some­body does, may­hap” (wink­ing at me). “Be­sides, he’s a pretty tidy for­tune, Peggy, you know—not such a catch as Wilmot; but then Helen won’t hear of that match: for, some­how, these old chaps don’t go down with the girls—with all their money, and their ex­per­i­ence to boot. I’ll bet any­thing she’d rather have this young fel­low without a penny, than Wilmot with his house full of gold. Wouldn’t you, Nell?”

			“Yes, uncle; but that’s not say­ing much for Mr. Hunt­ing­don; for I’d rather be an old maid and a pau­per than Mrs. Wilmot.”

			“And Mrs. Hunt­ing­don? What would you rather be than Mrs. Hunt­ing­don—eh?”

			“I’ll tell you when I’ve con­sidered the mat­ter.”

			“Ah! it needs con­sid­er­a­tion, then? But come, now—would you rather be an old maid—let alone the pau­per?”

			“I can’t tell till I’m asked.”

			And I left the room im­me­di­ately, to es­cape fur­ther ex­am­in­a­tion. But five minutes after, in look­ing from my win­dow, I be­held Mr. Boar­ham com­ing up to the door. I waited nearly half-an-hour in un­com­fort­able sus­pense, ex­pect­ing every minute to be called, and vainly long­ing to hear him go. Then foot­steps were heard on the stairs, and my aunt entered the room with a sol­emn coun­ten­ance, and closed the door be­hind her.

			“Here is Mr. Boar­ham, Helen,” said she. “He wishes to see you.”

			“Oh, aunt!—Can’t you tell him I’m in­dis­posed?—I’m sure I am—to see him.”

			“Non­sense, my dear! this is no tri­fling mat­ter. He is come on a very im­port­ant er­rand—to ask your hand in mar­riage of your uncle and me.”

			“I hope my uncle and you told him it was not in your power to give it. What right had he to ask any­one be­fore me?”

			“Helen!”

			“What did my uncle say?”

			“He said he would not in­ter­fere in the mat­ter; if you liked to ac­cept Mr. Boar­ham’s ob­li­ging of­fer, you—”

			“Did he say ob­li­ging of­fer?”

			“No; he said if you liked to take him you might; and if not, you might please your­self.”

			“He said right; and what did you say?”

			“It is no mat­ter what I said. What will you say?—that is the ques­tion. He is now wait­ing to ask you him­self; but con­sider well be­fore you go; and if you in­tend to re­fuse him, give me your reas­ons.”

			“I shall re­fuse him, of course; but you must tell me how, for I want to be civil and yet de­cided—and when I’ve got rid of him, I’ll give you my reas­ons af­ter­wards.”

			“But stay, Helen; sit down a little and com­pose your­self. Mr. Boar­ham is in no par­tic­u­lar hurry, for he has little doubt of your ac­cept­ance; and I want to speak with you. Tell me, my dear, what are your ob­jec­tions to him? Do you deny that he is an up­right, hon­our­able man?”

			“No.”

			“Do you deny that he is sens­ible, sober, re­spect­able?”

			“No; he may be all this, but—”

			“But, Helen! How many such men do you ex­pect to meet with in the world? Up­right, hon­our­able, sens­ible, sober, re­spect­able! Is this such an every­day char­ac­ter that you should re­ject the pos­sessor of such noble qual­it­ies without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion? Yes, noble I may call them; for think of the full mean­ing of each, and how many in­es­tim­able vir­tues they in­clude (and I might add many more to the list), and con­sider that all this is laid at your feet. It is in your power to se­cure this in­es­tim­able bless­ing for life—a worthy and ex­cel­lent hus­band, who loves you ten­derly, but not too fondly so as to blind him to your faults, and will be your guide through­out life’s pil­grim­age, and your part­ner in etern­al bliss. Think how—”

			“But I hate him, aunt,” said I, in­ter­rupt­ing this un­usu­al flow of elo­quence.

			“Hate him, Helen! Is this a Chris­ti­an spir­it?—you hate him? and he so good a man!”

			“I don’t hate him as a man, but as a hus­band. As a man, I love him so much that I wish him a bet­ter wife than I—one as good as him­self, or bet­ter—if you think that pos­sible—provided she could like him; but I nev­er could, and there­fore—”

			“But why not? What ob­jec­tion do you find?”

			“Firstly, he is at least forty years old—con­sid­er­ably more, I should think—and I am but eight­een; secondly, he is nar­row-minded and big­oted in the ex­treme; thirdly, his tastes and feel­ings are wholly dis­sim­il­ar to mine; fourthly, his looks, voice, and man­ner are par­tic­u­larly dis­pleas­ing to me; and, fi­nally, I have an aver­sion to his whole per­son that I nev­er can sur­mount.”

			“Then you ought to sur­mount it. And please to com­pare him for a mo­ment with Mr. Hunt­ing­don, and, good looks apart (which con­trib­ute noth­ing to the mer­it of the man, or to the hap­pi­ness of mar­ried life, and which you have so of­ten pro­fessed to hold in light es­teem), tell me which is the bet­ter man.”

			“I have no doubt Mr. Hunt­ing­don is a much bet­ter man than you think him; but we are not talk­ing about him now, but about Mr. Boar­ham; and as I would rather grow, live, and die in single blessed­ness—than be his wife, it is but right that I should tell him so at once, and put him out of sus­pense—so let me go.”

			“But don’t give him a flat deni­al; he has no idea of such a thing, and it would of­fend him greatly: say you have no thoughts of mat­ri­mony at present—”

			“But I have thoughts of it.”

			“Or that you de­sire a fur­ther ac­quaint­ance.”

			“But I don’t de­sire a fur­ther ac­quaint­ance—quite the con­trary.”

			And without wait­ing for fur­ther ad­mon­i­tions I left the room and went to seek Mr. Boar­ham. He was walk­ing up and down the draw­ing-room, hum­ming snatches of tunes and nib­bling the end of his cane.

			“My dear young lady,” said he, bow­ing and smirk­ing with great com­pla­cency, “I have your kind guard­i­an’s per­mis­sion—”

			“I know, sir,” said I, wish­ing to shorten the scene as much as pos­sible, “and I am greatly ob­liged for your pref­er­ence, but must beg to de­cline the hon­our you wish to con­fer, for I think we were not made for each oth­er, as you your­self would shortly dis­cov­er if the ex­per­i­ment were tried.”

			My aunt was right. It was quite evid­ent he had had little doubt of my ac­cept­ance, and no idea of a pos­it­ive deni­al. He was amazed, astoun­ded at such an an­swer, but too in­cred­u­lous to be much of­fen­ded; and after a little hum­ming and haw­ing, he re­turned to the at­tack.

			“I know, my dear, that there ex­ists a con­sid­er­able dis­par­ity between us in years, in tem­pera­ment, and per­haps some oth­er things; but let me as­sure you, I shall not be severe to mark the faults and foibles of a young and ar­dent nature such as yours, and while I ac­know­ledge them to my­self, and even re­buke them with all a fath­er’s care, be­lieve me, no youth­ful lov­er could be more ten­derly in­dul­gent to­wards the ob­ject of his af­fec­tions than I to you; and, on the oth­er hand, let me hope that my more ex­per­i­enced years and graver habits of re­flec­tion will be no dis­par­age­ment in your eyes, as I shall en­deav­our to make them all con­du­cive to your hap­pi­ness. Come, now! What do you say? Let us have no young lady’s af­fect­a­tions and caprices, but speak out at once.”

			“I will, but only to re­peat what I said be­fore, that I am cer­tain we were not made for each oth­er.”

			“You really think so?”

			“I do.”

			“But you don’t know me—you wish for a fur­ther ac­quaint­ance—a longer time to—”

			“No, I don’t. I know you as well as I ever shall, and bet­ter than you know me, or you would nev­er dream of unit­ing your­self to one so in­con­gru­ous—so ut­terly un­suit­able to you in every way.”

			“But, my dear young lady, I don’t look for per­fec­tion; I can ex­cuse—”

			“Thank you, Mr. Boar­ham, but I won’t tres­pass upon your good­ness. You may save your in­dul­gence and con­sid­er­a­tion for some more worthy ob­ject, that won’t tax them so heav­ily.”

			“But let me beg you to con­sult your aunt; that ex­cel­lent lady, I am sure, will—”

			“I have con­sul­ted her; and I know her wishes co­in­cide with yours; but in such im­port­ant mat­ters, I take the liberty of judging for my­self; and no per­sua­sion can al­ter my in­clin­a­tions, or in­duce me to be­lieve that such a step would be con­du­cive to my hap­pi­ness or yours—and I won­der that a man of your ex­per­i­ence and dis­cre­tion should think of choos­ing such a wife.”

			“Ah, well!” said he, “I have some­times wondered at that my­self. I have some­times said to my­self, ‘Now Boar­ham, what is this you’re after? Take care, man—look be­fore you leap! This is a sweet, be­witch­ing creature, but re­mem­ber, the bright­est at­trac­tions to the lov­er too of­ten prove the hus­band’s greatest tor­ments!’ I as­sure you my choice has not been made without much reas­on­ing and re­flec­tion. The seem­ing im­prudence of the match has cost me many an anxious thought by day, and many a sleep­less hour by night; but at length I sat­is­fied my­self that it was not, in very deed, im­prudent. I saw my sweet girl was not without her faults, but of these her youth, I trus­ted, was not one, but rather an earn­est of vir­tues yet un­blown—a strong ground of pre­sump­tion that her little de­fects of tem­per and er­rors of judg­ment, opin­ion, or man­ner were not ir­re­medi­able, but might eas­ily be re­moved or mit­ig­ated by the pa­tient ef­forts of a watch­ful and ju­di­cious ad­viser, and where I failed to en­light­en and con­trol, I thought I might safely un­der­take to par­don, for the sake of her many ex­cel­lences. There­fore, my dearest girl, since I am sat­is­fied, why should you ob­ject—on my ac­count, at least?”

			“But to tell you the truth, Mr. Boar­ham, it is on my own ac­count I prin­cip­ally ob­ject; so let us—drop the sub­ject,” I would have said, “for it is worse than use­less to pur­sue it any fur­ther,” but he per­tina­ciously in­ter­rup­ted me with—“But why so? I would love you, cher­ish you, pro­tect you,” etc., etc.

			I shall not trouble my­self to put down all that passed between us. Suf­fice it to say, that I found him very trouble­some, and very hard to con­vince that I really meant what I said, and really was so ob­stin­ate and blind to my own in­terests, that there was no shad­ow of a chance that either he or my aunt would ever be able to over­come my ob­jec­tions. In­deed, I am not sure that I suc­ceeded after all; though wear­ied with his so per­tina­ciously re­turn­ing to the same point and re­peat­ing the same ar­gu­ments over and over again, for­cing me to re­it­er­ate the same replies, I at length turned short and sharp upon him, and my last words were—“I tell you plainly, that it can­not be. No con­sid­er­a­tion can in­duce me to marry against my in­clin­a­tions. I re­spect you—at least, I would re­spect you, if you would be­have like a sens­ible man—but I can­not love you, and nev­er could—and the more you talk the fur­ther you re­pel me; so pray don’t say any more about it.”

			Whereupon he wished me a good morn­ing, and with­drew, dis­con­cer­ted and of­fen­ded, no doubt; but surely it was not my fault.

		
	
		
			XVII

			The next day I ac­com­pan­ied my uncle and aunt to a din­ner-party at Mr. Wilmot’s. He had two ladies stay­ing with him: his niece An­na­bella, a fine dash­ing girl, or rather young wo­man—of some five-and-twenty, too great a flirt to be mar­ried, ac­cord­ing to her own as­ser­tion, but greatly ad­mired by the gen­tle­men, who uni­ver­sally pro­nounced her a splen­did wo­man; and her gentle cous­in, Mili­cent Har­grave, who had taken a vi­ol­ent fancy to me, mis­tak­ing me for some­thing vastly bet­ter than I was. And I, in re­turn, was very fond of her. I should en­tirely ex­clude poor Mili­cent in my gen­er­al an­im­ad­ver­sions against the ladies of my ac­quaint­ance. But it was not on her ac­count, or her cous­in’s, that I have men­tioned the party: it was for the sake of an­oth­er of Mr. Wilmot’s guests, to wit Mr. Hunt­ing­don. I have good reas­on to re­mem­ber his pres­ence there, for this was the last time I saw him.

			He did not sit near me at din­ner; for it was his fate to hand in a ca­pa­cious old dow­ager, and mine to be handed in by Mr. Grimsby, a friend of his, but a man I very greatly dis­liked: there was a sin­is­ter cast in his coun­ten­ance, and a mix­ture of lurk­ing fe­ro­city and ful­some in­sin­cer­ity in his de­mean­our, that I could not away with. What a tire­some cus­tom that is, by the by—one among the many sources of fac­ti­tious an­noy­ance of this ul­tra-civ­il­ised life. If the gen­tle­men must lead the ladies in­to the din­ing-room, why can­not they take those they like best?

			I am not sure, how­ever, that Mr. Hunt­ing­don would have taken me, if he had been at liberty to make his own se­lec­tion. It is quite pos­sible he might have chosen Miss Wilmot; for she seemed bent upon en­gross­ing his at­ten­tion to her­self, and he seemed noth­ing loth to pay the homage she de­man­ded. I thought so, at least, when I saw how they talked and laughed, and glanced across the table, to the neg­lect and evid­ent um­brage of their re­spect­ive neigh­bours—and af­ter­wards, as the gen­tle­men joined us in the draw­ing-room, when she, im­me­di­ately upon his en­trance, loudly called upon him to be the ar­bit­er of a dis­pute between her­self and an­oth­er lady, and he answered the sum­mons with alac­rity, and de­cided the ques­tion without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion in her fa­vour—though, to my think­ing, she was ob­vi­ously in the wrong—and then stood chat­ting fa­mil­iarly with her and a group of oth­er ladies; while I sat with Mili­cent Har­grave at the op­pos­ite end of the room, look­ing over the lat­ter’s draw­ings, and aid­ing her with my crit­ic­al ob­ser­va­tions and ad­vice, at her par­tic­u­lar de­sire. But in spite of my ef­forts to re­main com­posed, my at­ten­tion wandered from the draw­ings to the merry group, and against my bet­ter judg­ment my wrath rose, and doubt­less my coun­ten­ance lowered; for Mili­cent, ob­serving that I must be tired of her daubs and scratches, begged I would join the com­pany now, and de­fer the ex­am­in­a­tion of the re­mainder to an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity. But while I was as­sur­ing her that I had no wish to join them, and was not tired, Mr. Hunt­ing­don him­self came up to the little round table at which we sat.

			“Are these yours?” said he, care­lessly tak­ing up one of the draw­ings.

			“No, they are Miss Har­grave’s.”

			“Oh! well, let’s have a look at them.”

			And, re­gard­less of Miss Har­grave’s prot­est­a­tions that they were not worth look­ing at, he drew a chair to my side, and re­ceiv­ing the draw­ings, one by one from my hand, suc­cess­ively scanned them over, and threw them on the table, but said not a word about them, though he was talk­ing all the time. I don’t know what Mili­cent Har­grave thought of such con­duct, but I found his con­ver­sa­tion ex­tremely in­ter­est­ing; though, as I af­ter­wards dis­covered, when I came to ana­lyse it, it was chiefly con­fined to quizz­ing the dif­fer­ent mem­bers of the com­pany present; and al­beit he made some clev­er re­marks, and some ex­cess­ively droll ones, I do not think the whole would ap­pear any­thing very par­tic­u­lar, if writ­ten here, without the ad­ven­ti­tious aids of look, and tone, and ges­ture, and that in­ef­fable but in­def­in­ite charm, which cast a halo over all he did and said, and which would have made it a de­light to look in his face, and hear the mu­sic of his voice, if he had been talk­ing pos­it­ive non­sense—and which, moreover, made me feel so bit­ter against my aunt when she put a stop to this en­joy­ment, by com­ing com­posedly for­ward, un­der pre­tence of wish­ing to see the draw­ings, that she cared and knew noth­ing about, and while mak­ing be­lieve to ex­am­ine them, ad­dress­ing her­self to Mr. Hunt­ing­don, with one of her cold­est and most re­pel­lent as­pects, and be­gin­ning a series of the most com­mon­place and for­mid­ably form­al ques­tions and ob­ser­va­tions, on pur­pose to wrest his at­ten­tion from me—on pur­pose to vex me, as I thought: and hav­ing now looked through the port­fo­lio, I left them to their tête-à-tête, and seated my­self on a sofa, quite apart from the com­pany—nev­er think­ing how strange such con­duct would ap­pear, but merely to in­dulge, at first, the vex­a­tion of the mo­ment, and sub­sequently to en­joy my private thoughts.

			But I was not left long alone, for Mr. Wilmot, of all men the least wel­come, took ad­vant­age of my isol­ated po­s­i­tion to come and plant him­self be­side me. I had flattered my­self that I had so ef­fec­tu­ally re­pulsed his ad­vances on all former oc­ca­sions, that I had noth­ing more to ap­pre­hend from his un­for­tu­nate pre­dilec­tion; but it seems I was mis­taken: so great was his con­fid­ence, either in his wealth or his re­main­ing powers of at­trac­tion, and so firm his con­vic­tion of fem­in­ine weak­ness, that he thought him­self war­ran­ted to re­turn to the siege, which he did with ren­ov­ated ar­dour, en­kindled by the quant­ity of wine he had drunk—a cir­cum­stance that rendered him in­fin­itely the more dis­gust­ing; but greatly as I ab­horred him at that mo­ment, I did not like to treat him with rude­ness, as I was now his guest, and had just been en­joy­ing his hos­pit­al­ity; and I was no hand at a po­lite but de­term­ined re­jec­tion, nor would it have greatly availed me if I had, for he was too coarse-minded to take any re­pulse that was not as plain and pos­it­ive as his own ef­frontery. The con­sequence was, that he waxed more ful­somely tender, and more re­puls­ively warm, and I was driv­en to the very verge of des­per­a­tion, and about to say I know not what, when I felt my hand, that hung over the arm of the sofa, sud­denly taken by an­oth­er and gently but fer­vently pressed. In­stinct­ively, I guessed who it was, and, on look­ing up, was less sur­prised than de­lighted to see Mr. Hunt­ing­don smil­ing upon me. It was like turn­ing from some pur­gat­ori­al fiend to an an­gel of light, come to an­nounce that the sea­son of tor­ment was past.

			“Helen,” said he (he fre­quently called me Helen, and I nev­er re­sen­ted the free­dom), “I want you to look at this pic­ture. Mr. Wilmot will ex­cuse you a mo­ment, I’m sure.”

			I rose with alac­rity. He drew my arm with­in his, and led me across the room to a splen­did paint­ing of Van­dyke’s that I had no­ticed be­fore, but not suf­fi­ciently ex­amined. After a mo­ment of si­lent con­tem­pla­tion, I was be­gin­ning to com­ment on its beau­ties and pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies, when, play­fully press­ing the hand he still re­tained with­in his arm, he in­ter­rup­ted me with—“Nev­er mind the pic­ture: it was not for that I brought you here; it was to get you away from that scoun­drelly old prof­lig­ate yon­der, who is look­ing as if he would like to chal­lenge me for the af­front.”

			“I am very much ob­liged to you,” said I. “This is twice you have de­livered me from such un­pleas­ant com­pan­ion­ship.”

			“Don’t be too thank­ful,” he answered: “it is not all kind­ness to you; it is partly from a feel­ing of spite to your tor­ment­ors that makes me de­lighted to do the old fel­lows a bad turn, though I don’t think I have any great reas­on to dread them as rivals. Have I, Helen?”

			“You know I de­test them both.”

			“And me?”

			“I have no reas­on to de­test you.”

			“But what are your sen­ti­ments to­wards me? Helen—Speak! How do you re­gard me?”

			And again he pressed my hand; but I feared there was more of con­scious power than ten­der­ness in his de­mean­our, and I felt he had no right to ex­tort a con­fes­sion of at­tach­ment from me when he had made no cor­res­pond­ent avow­al him­self, and knew not what to an­swer. At last I said—“How do you re­gard me?”

			“Sweet an­gel, I ad­ore you! I—”

			“Helen, I want you a mo­ment,” said the dis­tinct, low voice of my aunt, close be­side us. And I left him, mut­ter­ing mal­edic­tions against his evil an­gel.

			“Well, aunt, what is it? What do you want?” said I, fol­low­ing her to the em­bras­ure of the win­dow.

			“I want you to join the com­pany, when you are fit to be seen,” re­turned she, severely re­gard­ing me; “but please to stay here a little, till that shock­ing col­our is some­what abated, and your eyes have re­covered some­thing of their nat­ur­al ex­pres­sion. I should be ashamed for any­one to see you in your present state.”

			Of course, such a re­mark had no ef­fect in re­du­cing the “shock­ing col­our”; on the con­trary, I felt my face glow with re­doubled fires kindled by a com­plic­a­tion of emo­tions, of which in­dig­nant, swell­ing an­ger was the chief. I offered no reply, how­ever, but pushed aside the cur­tain and looked in­to the night—or rather in­to the lamp-lit square.

			“Was Mr. Hunt­ing­don pro­pos­ing to you, Helen?” in­quired my too watch­ful re­l­at­ive.

			“No.”

			“What was he say­ing then? I heard some­thing very like it.”

			“I don’t know what he would have said, if you hadn’t in­ter­rup­ted him.”

			“And would you have ac­cep­ted him, Helen, if he had pro­posed?”

			“Of course not—without con­sult­ing uncle and you.”

			“Oh! I’m glad, my dear, you have so much prudence left. Well, now,” she ad­ded, after a mo­ment’s pause, “you have made your­self con­spicu­ous enough for one even­ing. The ladies are dir­ect­ing in­quir­ing glances to­wards us at this mo­ment, I see: I shall join them. Do you come too, when you are suf­fi­ciently com­posed to ap­pear as usu­al.”

			“I am so now.”

			“Speak gently then, and don’t look so ma­li­cious,” said my calm, but pro­vok­ing aunt. “We shall re­turn home shortly, and then,” she ad­ded with sol­emn sig­ni­fic­ance, “I have much to say to you.”

			So I went home pre­pared for a for­mid­able lec­ture. Little was said by either party in the car­riage dur­ing our short trans­it home­wards; but when I had entered my room and thrown my­self in­to an easy-chair, to re­flect on the events of the day, my aunt fol­lowed me thith­er, and hav­ing dis­missed Rachel, who was care­fully stow­ing away my or­na­ments, closed the door; and pla­cing a chair be­side me, or rather at right angles with mine, sat down. With due de­fer­ence I offered her my more com­mo­di­ous seat. She de­clined it, and thus opened the con­fer­ence: “Do you re­mem­ber, Helen, our con­ver­sa­tion the night but one be­fore we left Staningley?”

			“Yes, aunt.”

			“And do you re­mem­ber how I warned you against let­ting your heart be stolen from you by those un­worthy of its pos­ses­sion, and fix­ing your af­fec­tions where ap­prob­a­tion did not go be­fore, and where reas­on and judg­ment with­held their sanc­tion?”

			“Yes; but my reas­on—”

			“Par­don me—and do you re­mem­ber as­sur­ing me that there was no oc­ca­sion for un­eas­i­ness on your ac­count; for you should nev­er be temp­ted to marry a man who was de­fi­cient in sense or prin­ciple, how­ever hand­some or charm­ing in oth­er re­spects he might be, for you could not love him; you should hate—des­pise—pity—any­thing but love him—were not those your words?”

			“Yes; but—”

			“And did you not say that your af­fec­tion must be foun­ded on ap­prob­a­tion; and that, un­less you could ap­prove and hon­our and re­spect, you could not love?”

			“Yes; but I do ap­prove, and hon­our, and re­spect—”

			“How so, my dear? Is Mr. Hunt­ing­don a good man?”

			“He is a much bet­ter man than you think him.”

			“That is noth­ing to the pur­pose. Is he a good man?”

			“Yes—in some re­spects. He has a good dis­pos­i­tion.”

			“Is he a man of prin­ciple?”

			“Per­haps not, ex­actly; but it is only for want of thought. If he had someone to ad­vise him, and re­mind him of what is right—”

			“He would soon learn, you think—and you your­self would will­ingly un­der­take to be his teach­er? But, my dear, he is, I be­lieve, full ten years older than you—how is it that you are so be­fore­hand in mor­al ac­quire­ments?”

			“Thanks to you, aunt, I have been well brought up, and had good ex­amples al­ways be­fore me, which he, most likely, has not; and, be­sides, he is of a san­guine tem­pera­ment, and a gay, thought­less tem­per, and I am nat­ur­ally in­clined to re­flec­tion.”

			“Well, now you have made him out to be de­fi­cient in both sense and prin­ciple, by your own con­fes­sion—”

			“Then, my sense and my prin­ciple are at his ser­vice.”

			“That sounds pre­sump­tu­ous, Helen. Do you think you have enough for both; and do you ima­gine your merry, thought­less prof­lig­ate would al­low him­self to be guided by a young girl like you?”

			“No; I should not wish to guide him; but I think I might have in­flu­ence suf­fi­cient to save him from some er­rors, and I should think my life well spent in the ef­fort to pre­serve so noble a nature from de­struc­tion. He al­ways listens at­tent­ively now when I speak ser­i­ously to him (and I of­ten ven­ture to re­prove his ran­dom way of talk­ing), and some­times he says that if he had me al­ways by his side he should nev­er do or say a wicked thing, and that a little daily talk with me would make him quite a saint. It may he partly jest and partly flat­tery, but still—”

			“But still you think it may be truth?”

			“If I do think there is any mix­ture of truth in it, it is not from con­fid­ence in my own powers, but in his nat­ur­al good­ness. And you have no right to call him a prof­lig­ate, aunt; he is noth­ing of the kind.”

			“Who told you so, my dear? What was that story about his in­trigue with a mar­ried lady—Lady who was it?—Miss Wilmot her­self was telling you the oth­er day?”

			“It was false—false!” I cried. “I don’t be­lieve a word of it.”

			“You think, then, that he is a vir­tu­ous, well-con­duc­ted young man?”

			“I know noth­ing pos­it­ive re­spect­ing his char­ac­ter. I only know that I have heard noth­ing def­in­ite against it—noth­ing that could be proved, at least; and till people can prove their slan­der­ous ac­cus­a­tions, I will not be­lieve them. And I know this, that if he has com­mit­ted er­rors, they are only such as are com­mon to youth, and such as nobody thinks any­thing about; for I see that every­body likes him, and all the mam­mas smile upon him, and their daugh­ters—and Miss Wilmot her­self—are only too glad to at­tract his at­ten­tion.”

			“Helen, the world may look upon such of­fences as ve­ni­al; a few un­prin­cipled moth­ers may be anxious to catch a young man of for­tune without ref­er­ence to his char­ac­ter; and thought­less girls may be glad to win the smiles of so hand­some a gen­tle­man, without seek­ing to pen­et­rate bey­ond the sur­face; but you, I trus­ted, were bet­ter in­formed than to see with their eyes, and judge with their per­ver­ted judg­ment. I did not think you would call these ve­ni­al er­rors!”

			“Nor do I, aunt; but if I hate the sins, I love the sin­ner, and would do much for his sal­va­tion, even sup­pos­ing your sus­pi­cions to be mainly true, which I do not and will not be­lieve.”

			“Well, my dear, ask your uncle what sort of com­pany he keeps, and if he is not ban­ded with a set of loose, prof­lig­ate young men, whom he calls his friends, his jolly com­pan­ions, and whose chief de­light is to wal­low in vice, and vie with each oth­er who can run fast­est and fur­thest down the head­long road to the place pre­pared for the dev­il and his an­gels.”

			“Then I will save him from them.”

			“Oh, Helen, Helen! you little know the misery of unit­ing your for­tunes to such a man!”

			“I have such con­fid­ence in him, aunt, not­with­stand­ing all you say, that I would will­ingly risk my hap­pi­ness for the chance of se­cur­ing his. I will leave bet­ter men to those who only con­sider their own ad­vant­age. If he has done amiss, I shall con­sider my life well spent in sav­ing him from the con­sequences of his early er­rors, and striv­ing to re­call him to the path of vir­tue. God grant me suc­cess!”

			Here the con­ver­sa­tion ended, for at this junc­ture my uncle’s voice was heard from his cham­ber, loudly call­ing upon my aunt to come to bed. He was in a bad hu­mour that night; for his gout was worse. It had been gradu­ally in­creas­ing upon him ever since we came to town; and my aunt took ad­vant­age of the cir­cum­stance next morn­ing to per­suade him to re­turn to the coun­try im­me­di­ately, without wait­ing for the close of the sea­son. His phys­i­cian sup­por­ted and en­forced her ar­gu­ments; and con­trary to her usu­al habits, she so hur­ried the pre­par­a­tions for re­mov­al (as much for my sake as my uncle’s, I think), that in a very few days we de­par­ted; and I saw no more of Mr. Hunt­ing­don. My aunt flat­ters her­self I shall soon for­get him—per­haps she thinks I have for­got­ten him already, for I nev­er men­tion his name; and she may con­tin­ue to think so, till we meet again—if ever that should be. I won­der if it will?

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Au­gust 25th.—I am now quite settled down to my usu­al routine of steady oc­cu­pa­tions and quiet amuse­ments—tol­er­ably con­ten­ted and cheer­ful, but still look­ing for­ward to spring with the hope of re­turn­ing to town, not for its gaiet­ies and dis­sip­a­tions, but for the chance of meet­ing Mr. Hunt­ing­don once again; for still he is al­ways in my thoughts and in my dreams. In all my em­ploy­ments, whatever I do, or see, or hear, has an ul­ti­mate ref­er­ence to him; whatever skill or know­ledge I ac­quire is some day to be turned to his ad­vant­age or amuse­ment; whatever new beau­ties in nature or art I dis­cov­er are to be de­pic­ted to meet his eye, or stored in my memory to be told him at some fu­ture peri­od. This, at least, is the hope that I cher­ish, the fancy that lights me on my lonely way. It may be only an ig­nis fatuus, after all, but it can do no harm to fol­low it with my eyes and re­joice in its lustre, as long as it does not lure me from the path I ought to keep; and I think it will not, for I have thought deeply on my aunt’s ad­vice, and I see clearly, now, the folly of throw­ing my­self away on one that is un­worthy of all the love I have to give, and in­cap­able of re­spond­ing to the best and deep­est feel­ings of my in­most heart—so clearly, that even if I should see him again, and if he should re­mem­ber me and love me still (which, alas! is too little prob­able, con­sid­er­ing how he is situ­ated, and by whom sur­roun­ded), and if he should ask me to marry him—I am de­term­ined not to con­sent un­til I know for cer­tain wheth­er my aunt’s opin­ion of him or mine is nearest the truth; for if mine is al­to­geth­er wrong, it is not he that I love; it is a creature of my own ima­gin­a­tion. But I think it is not wrong—no, no—there is a secret some­thing—an in­ward in­stinct that as­sures me I am right. There is es­sen­tial good­ness in him;—and what de­light to un­fold it! If he has wandered, what bliss to re­call him! If he is now ex­posed to the bane­ful in­flu­ence of cor­rupt­ing and wicked com­pan­ions, what glory to de­liv­er him from them! Oh! if I could but be­lieve that Heav­en has de­signed me for this!

			

			Today is the first of Septem­ber; but my uncle has ordered the game­keep­er to spare the part­ridges till the gen­tle­men come. “What gen­tle­men?” I asked when I heard it. A small party he had in­vited to shoot. His friend Mr. Wilmot was one, and my aunt’s friend, Mr. Boar­ham, an­oth­er. This struck me as ter­rible news at the mo­ment; but all re­gret and ap­pre­hen­sion van­ished like a dream when I heard that Mr. Hunt­ing­don was ac­tu­ally to be a third! My aunt is greatly against his com­ing, of course: she earn­estly en­deav­oured to dis­suade my uncle from ask­ing him; but he, laugh­ing at her ob­jec­tions, told her it was no use talk­ing, for the mis­chief was already done: he had in­vited Hunt­ing­don and his friend Lord Low­bor­ough be­fore we left Lon­don, and noth­ing now re­mained but to fix the day for their com­ing. So he is safe, and I am sure of see­ing him. I can­not ex­press my joy. I find it very dif­fi­cult to con­ceal it from my aunt; but I don’t wish to trouble her with my feel­ings till I know wheth­er I ought to in­dulge them or not. If I find it my ab­so­lute duty to sup­press them, they shall trouble no one but my­self; and if I can really feel my­self jus­ti­fied in in­dul­ging this at­tach­ment, I can dare any­thing, even the an­ger and grief of my best friend, for its ob­ject—surely, I shall soon know. But they are not com­ing till about the middle of the month.

			We are to have two lady vis­it­ors also: Mr. Wilmot is to bring his niece and her cous­in Mili­cent. I sup­pose my aunt thinks the lat­ter will be­ne­fit me by her so­ci­ety, and the salut­ary ex­ample of her gentle de­port­ment and lowly and tract­able spir­it; and the former I sus­pect she in­tends as a spe­cies of coun­ter­at­trac­tion to win Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s at­ten­tion from me. I don’t thank her for this; but I shall be glad of Mili­cent’s com­pany: she is a sweet, good girl, and I wish I were like her—more like her, at least, than I am.

			

			19th.—They are come. They came the day be­fore yes­ter­day. The gen­tle­men are all gone out to shoot, and the ladies are with my aunt, at work in the draw­ing-room. I have re­tired to the lib­rary, for I am very un­happy, and I want to be alone. Books can­not di­vert me; so hav­ing opened my desk, I will try what may be done by de­tail­ing the cause of my un­eas­i­ness. This pa­per will serve in­stead of a con­fid­en­tial friend in­to whose ear I might pour forth the over­flow­ings of my heart. It will not sym­path­ise with my dis­tresses, but then it will not laugh at them, and, if I keep it close, it can­not tell again; so it is, per­haps, the best friend I could have for the pur­pose.

			First, let me speak of his ar­rival—how I sat at my win­dow, and watched for nearly two hours, be­fore his car­riage entered the park-gates—for they all came be­fore him—and how deeply I was dis­ap­poin­ted at every ar­rival, be­cause it was not his. First came Mr. Wilmot and the ladies. When Mili­cent had got in­to her room, I quit­ted my post a few minutes to look in upon her and have a little private con­ver­sa­tion, for she was now my in­tim­ate friend, sev­er­al long epistles hav­ing passed between us since our part­ing. On re­turn­ing to my win­dow, I be­held an­oth­er car­riage at the door. Was it his? No; it was Mr. Boar­ham’s plain dark chari­ot; and there stood he upon the steps, care­fully su­per­in­tend­ing the dis­lodging of his vari­ous boxes and pack­ages. What a col­lec­tion! One would have thought he pro­jec­ted a vis­it of six months at least. A con­sid­er­able time after, came Lord Low­bor­ough in his ba­rouche. Is he one of the prof­lig­ate friends, I won­der? I should think not; for no one could call him a jolly com­pan­ion, I’m sure—and, be­sides, he ap­pears too sober and gen­tle­manly in his de­mean­our to mer­it such sus­pi­cions. He is a tall, thin, gloomy-look­ing man, ap­par­ently between thirty and forty, and of a some­what sickly, care­worn as­pect.

			At last, Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s light phaeton came bowl­ing mer­rily up the lawn. I had but a tran­si­ent glimpse of him: for the mo­ment it stopped, he sprang out over the side on to the por­tico steps, and dis­ap­peared in­to the house.

			I now sub­mit­ted to be dressed for din­ner—a duty which Rachel had been ur­ging upon me for the last twenty minutes; and when that im­port­ant busi­ness was com­pleted, I re­paired to the draw­ing-room, where I found Mr. and Miss Wilmot and Mili­cent Har­grave already as­sembled. Shortly after, Lord Low­bor­ough entered, and then Mr. Boar­ham, who seemed quite will­ing to for­get and for­give my former con­duct, and to hope that a little con­cili­ation and steady per­sever­ance on his part might yet suc­ceed in bring­ing me to reas­on. While I stood at the win­dow, con­vers­ing with Mili­cent, he came up to me, and was be­gin­ning to talk in nearly his usu­al strain, when Mr. Hunt­ing­don entered the room.

			“How will he greet me, I won­der?” said my bound­ing heart; and, in­stead of ad­van­cing to meet him, I turned to the win­dow to hide or sub­due my emo­tion. But hav­ing sa­luted his host and host­ess, and the rest of the com­pany, he came to me, ar­dently squeezed my hand, and mur­mured he was glad to see me once again. At that mo­ment din­ner was an­nounced: my aunt de­sired him to take Miss Har­grave in­to the din­ing-room, and odi­ous Mr. Wilmot, with un­speak­able grim­aces, offered his arm to me; and I was con­demned to sit between him­self and Mr. Boar­ham. But af­ter­wards, when we were all again as­sembled in the draw­ing-room, I was in­dem­ni­fied for so much suf­fer­ing by a few de­light­ful minutes of con­ver­sa­tion with Mr. Hunt­ing­don.

			In the course of the even­ing, Miss Wilmot was called upon to sing and play for the amuse­ment of the com­pany, and I to ex­hib­it my draw­ings, and, though he likes mu­sic, and she is an ac­com­plished mu­si­cian, I think I am right in af­firm­ing, that he paid more at­ten­tion to my draw­ings than to her mu­sic.

			So far so good;—but hear­ing him pro­nounce, sotto voce, but with pe­cu­li­ar em­phas­is, con­cern­ing one of the pieces, “This is bet­ter than all!”—I looked up, curi­ous to see which it was, and, to my hor­ror, be­held him com­pla­cently gaz­ing at the back of the pic­ture:—it was his own face that I had sketched there and for­got­ten to rub out! To make mat­ters worse, in the agony of the mo­ment, I at­temp­ted to snatch it from his hand; but he pre­ven­ted me, and ex­claim­ing, “No—by George, I’ll keep it!” placed it against his waist­coat and buttoned his coat upon it with a de­lighted chuckle.

			Then, draw­ing a candle close to his el­bow, he gathered all the draw­ings to him­self, as well what he had seen as the oth­ers, and mut­ter­ing, “I must look at both sides now,” he eagerly com­menced an ex­am­in­a­tion, which I watched, at first, with tol­er­able com­pos­ure, in the con­fid­ence that his van­ity would not be grat­i­fied by any fur­ther dis­cov­er­ies; for, though I must plead guilty to hav­ing dis­figured the backs of sev­er­al with abort­ive at­tempts to de­lin­eate that too fas­cin­at­ing physiognomy, I was sure that, with that one un­for­tu­nate ex­cep­tion, I had care­fully ob­lit­er­ated all such wit­nesses of my in­fatu­ation. But the pen­cil fre­quently leaves an im­pres­sion upon card­board that no amount of rub­bing can ef­face. Such, it seems, was the case with most of these; and, I con­fess, I trembled when I saw him hold­ing them so close to the candle, and por­ing so in­tently over the seem­ing blanks; but still, I trus­ted, he would not be able to make out these dim traces to his own sat­is­fac­tion. I was mis­taken, how­ever. Hav­ing ended his scru­tiny, he quietly re­marked—“I per­ceive the backs of young ladies’ draw­ings, like the post­scripts of their let­ters, are the most im­port­ant and in­ter­est­ing part of the con­cern.”

			Then, lean­ing back in his chair, he re­flec­ted a few minutes in si­lence, com­pla­cently smil­ing to him­self, and while I was con­coct­ing some cut­ting speech where­with to check his grat­i­fic­a­tion, he rose, and passing over to where An­na­bella Wilmot sat vehe­mently coquet­ting with Lord Low­bor­ough, seated him­self on the sofa be­side her, and at­tached him­self to her for the rest of the even­ing.

			“So then,” thought I, “he des­pises me, be­cause he knows I love him.”

			And the re­flec­tion made me so miser­able I knew not what to do. Mili­cent came and began to ad­mire my draw­ings, and make re­marks upon them; but I could not talk to her—I could talk to no one, and, upon the in­tro­duc­tion of tea, I took ad­vant­age of the open door and the slight di­ver­sion caused by its en­trance to slip out—for I was sure I could not take any—and take refuge in the lib­rary. My aunt sent Thomas in quest of me, to ask if I were not com­ing to tea; but I bade him say I should not take any to­night, and, hap­pily, she was too much oc­cu­pied with her guests to make any fur­ther in­quir­ies at the time.

			As most of the com­pany had trav­elled far that day, they re­tired early to rest; and hav­ing heard them all, as I thought, go up­stairs, I ven­tured out, to get my can­dle­stick from the draw­ing-room side­board. But Mr. Hunt­ing­don had lingered be­hind the rest. He was just at the foot of the stairs when I opened the door, and hear­ing my step in the hall—though I could hardly hear it my­self—he in­stantly turned back.

			“Helen, is that you?” said he. “Why did you run away from us?”

			“Good night, Mr. Hunt­ing­don,” said I, coldly, not choos­ing to an­swer the ques­tion. And I turned away to enter the draw­ing-room.

			“But you’ll shake hands, won’t you?” said he, pla­cing him­self in the door­way be­fore me. And he seized my hand and held it, much against my will.

			“Let me go, Mr. Hunt­ing­don,” said I. “I want to get a candle.”

			“The candle will keep,” re­turned he.

			I made a des­per­ate ef­fort to free my hand from his grasp.

			“Why are you in such a hurry to leave me, Helen?” he said, with a smile of the most pro­vok­ing self-suf­fi­ciency. “You don’t hate me, you know.”

			“Yes, I do—at this mo­ment.”

			“Not you. It is An­na­bella Wilmot you hate, not me.”

			“I have noth­ing to do with An­na­bella Wilmot,” said I, burn­ing with in­dig­na­tion.

			“But I have, you know,” re­turned he, with pe­cu­li­ar em­phas­is.

			“That is noth­ing to me, sir,” I re­tor­ted.

			“Is it noth­ing to you, Helen? Will you swear it? Will you?”

			“No I won’t, Mr. Hunt­ing­don! and I will go,” cried I, not know­ing wheth­er to laugh, or to cry, or to break out in­to a tem­pest of fury.

			“Go, then, you vix­en!” he said; but the in­stant he re­leased my hand he had the au­da­city to put his arm round my neck, and kiss me.

			Trem­bling with an­ger and agit­a­tion, and I don’t know what be­sides, I broke away, and got my candle, and rushed up­stairs to my room. He would not have done so but for that hate­ful pic­ture. And there he had it still in his pos­ses­sion, an etern­al monu­ment to his pride and my hu­mi­li­ation.

			It was but little sleep I got that night, and in the morn­ing I rose per­plexed and troubled with the thoughts of meet­ing him at break­fast. I knew not how it was to be done. An as­sump­tion of dig­ni­fied, cold in­dif­fer­ence would hardly do, after what he knew of my de­vo­tion—to his face, at least. Yet some­thing must be done to check his pre­sump­tion—I would not sub­mit to be tyr­an­nised over by those bright, laugh­ing eyes. And, ac­cord­ingly, I re­ceived his cheer­ful morn­ing sa­luta­tion as calmly and coldly as my aunt could have wished, and de­feated with brief an­swers his one or two at­tempts to draw me in­to con­ver­sa­tion, while I com­por­ted my­self with un­usu­al cheer­ful­ness and com­plais­ance to­wards every oth­er mem­ber of the party, es­pe­cially An­na­bella Wilmot, and even her uncle and Mr. Boar­ham were treated with an ex­tra amount of ci­vil­ity on the oc­ca­sion, not from any motives of coquetry, but just to show him that my par­tic­u­lar cool­ness and re­serve arose from no gen­er­al ill-hu­mour or de­pres­sion of spir­its.

			He was not, how­ever, to be re­pelled by such act­ing as this. He did not talk much to me, but when he did speak it was with a de­gree of free­dom and open­ness, and kind­li­ness too, that plainly seemed to in­tim­ate he knew his words were mu­sic to my ears; and when his looks met mine it was with a smile—pre­sump­tu­ous, it might be—but oh! so sweet, so bright, so gen­i­al, that I could not pos­sibly re­tain my an­ger; every vestige of dis­pleas­ure soon melted away be­neath it like morn­ing clouds be­fore the sum­mer sun.

			Soon after break­fast all the gen­tle­men save one, with boy­ish eager­ness, set out on their ex­ped­i­tion against the hap­less part­ridges; my uncle and Mr. Wilmot on their shoot­ing ponies, Mr. Hunt­ing­don and Lord Low­bor­ough on their legs: the one ex­cep­tion be­ing Mr. Boar­ham, who, in con­sid­er­a­tion of the rain that had fallen dur­ing the night, thought it prudent to re­main be­hind a little and join them in a while when the sun had dried the grass. And he fa­voured us all with a long and minute dis­quis­i­tion upon the evils and dangers at­tend­ant upon damp feet, de­livered with the most im­per­turb­able grav­ity, amid the jeers and laughter of Mr. Hunt­ing­don and my uncle, who, leav­ing the prudent sports­man to en­ter­tain the ladies with his med­ic­al dis­cus­sions, sal­lied forth with their guns, bend­ing their steps to the stables first, to have a look at the horses and let out the dogs.

			Not de­sirous of shar­ing Mr. Boar­ham’s com­pany for the whole of the morn­ing, I betook my­self to the lib­rary, and there brought forth my easel and began to paint. The easel and the paint­ing ap­par­at­us would serve as an ex­cuse for abandon­ing the draw­ing-room if my aunt should come to com­plain of the deser­tion, and be­sides I wanted to fin­ish the pic­ture. It was one I had taken great pains with, and I in­ten­ded it to be my mas­ter­piece, though it was some­what pre­sump­tu­ous in the design. By the bright azure of the sky, and by the warm and bril­liant lights and deep long shad­ows, I had en­deav­oured to con­vey the idea of a sunny morn­ing. I had ven­tured to give more of the bright ver­dure of spring or early sum­mer to the grass and fo­liage than is com­monly at­temp­ted in paint­ing. The scene rep­res­en­ted was an open glade in a wood. A group of dark Scotch firs was in­tro­duced in the middle dis­tance to re­lieve the pre­vail­ing fresh­ness of the rest; but in the fore­ground was part of the gnarled trunk and of the spread­ing boughs of a large forest-tree, whose fo­liage was of a bril­liant golden green—not golden from au­tum­nal mel­low­ness, but from the sun­shine and the very im­ma­tur­ity of the scarce ex­pan­ded leaves. Upon this bough, that stood out in bold re­lief against the sombre firs, were seated an amor­ous pair of turtle doves, whose soft sad-col­oured plumage af­forded a con­trast of an­oth­er nature; and be­neath it a young girl was kneel­ing on the daisy-spangled turf, with head thrown back and masses of fair hair fall­ing on her shoulders, her hands clasped, lips par­ted, and eyes in­tently gaz­ing up­ward in pleased yet earn­est con­tem­pla­tion of those feathered lov­ers—too deeply ab­sorbed in each oth­er to no­tice her.

			I had scarcely settled to my work, which, how­ever, wanted but a few touches to the fin­ish­ing, when the sports­men passed the win­dow on their re­turn from the stables. It was partly open, and Mr. Hunt­ing­don must have seen me as he went by, for in half a minute he came back, and set­ting his gun against the wall, threw up the sash and sprang in, and set him­self be­fore my pic­ture.

			“Very pretty, i’faith,” said he, after at­tent­ively re­gard­ing it for a few seconds; “and a very fit­ting study for a young lady. Spring just open­ing in­to sum­mer—morn­ing just ap­proach­ing noon—girl­hood just ripen­ing in­to wo­man­hood, and hope just ver­ging on fruition. She’s a sweet creature! but why didn’t you make her black hair?”

			“I thought light hair would suit her bet­ter. You see I have made her blue-eyed and plump, and fair and rosy.”

			“Upon my word—a very Hebe! I should fall in love with her if I hadn’t the artist be­fore me. Sweet in­no­cent! she’s think­ing there will come a time when she will be wooed and won like that pretty hen-dove by as fond and fer­vent a lov­er; and she’s think­ing how pleas­ant it will be, and how tender and faith­ful he will find her.”

			“And per­haps,” sug­ges­ted I, “how tender and faith­ful she shall find him.”

			“Per­haps, for there is no lim­it to the wild ex­tra­vag­ance of Hope’s ima­gin­ings at such an age.”

			“Do you call that, then, one of her wild, ex­tra­vag­ant de­lu­sions?”

			“No; my heart tells me it is not. I might have thought so once, but now, I say, give me the girl I love, and I will swear etern­al con­stancy to her and her alone, through sum­mer and winter, through youth and age, and life and death! if age and death must come.”

			He spoke this in such ser­i­ous earn­est that my heart bounded with de­light; but the minute after he changed his tone, and asked, with a sig­ni­fic­ant smile, if I had “any more por­traits.”

			“No,” replied I, red­den­ing with con­fu­sion and wrath.

			But my port­fo­lio was on the table: he took it up, and coolly sat down to ex­am­ine its con­tents.

			“Mr. Hunt­ing­don, those are my un­fin­ished sketches,” cried I, “and I nev­er let any­one see them.”

			And I placed my hand on the port­fo­lio to wrest it from him, but he main­tained his hold, as­sur­ing me that he “liked un­fin­ished sketches of all things.”

			“But I hate them to be seen,” re­turned I. “I can’t let you have it, in­deed!”

			“Let me have its bowels then,” said he; and just as I wrenched the port­fo­lio from his hand, he deftly ab­strac­ted the great­er part of its con­tents, and after turn­ing them over a mo­ment he cried out—“Bless my stars, here’s an­oth­er;” and slipped a small oval of ivory pa­per in­to his waist­coat pock­et—a com­plete mini­ature por­trait that I had sketched with such tol­er­able suc­cess as to be in­duced to col­our it with great pains and care. But I was de­term­ined he should not keep it.

			“Mr. Hunt­ing­don,” cried I, “I in­sist upon hav­ing that back! It is mine, and you have no right to take it. Give it me dir­ectly—I’ll nev­er for­give you if you don’t!”

			But the more vehe­mently I in­sisted, the more he ag­grav­ated my dis­tress by his in­sult­ing, glee­ful laugh. At length, how­ever, he re­stored it to me, say­ing—“Well, well, since you value it so much, I’ll not de­prive you of it.”

			To show him how I val­ued it, I tore it in two and threw it in­to the fire. He was not pre­pared for this. His mer­ri­ment sud­denly ceas­ing, he stared in mute amazement at the con­sum­ing treas­ure; and then, with a care­less “Humph! I’ll go and shoot now,” he turned on his heel and va­cated the apart­ment by the win­dow as he came, and set­ting on his hat with an air, took up his gun and walked away, whist­ling as he went—and leav­ing me not too much agit­ated to fin­ish my pic­ture, for I was glad, at the mo­ment, that I had vexed him.

			When I re­turned to the draw­ing-room, I found Mr. Boar­ham had ven­tured to fol­low his com­rades to the field; and shortly after lunch, to which they did not think of re­turn­ing, I vo­lun­teered to ac­com­pany the ladies in a walk, and show An­na­bella and Mili­cent the beau­ties of the coun­try. We took a long ramble, and re-entered the park just as the sports­men were re­turn­ing from their ex­ped­i­tion. Toil-spent and travel-stained, the main body of them crossed over the grass to avoid us, but Mr. Hunt­ing­don, all spattered and splashed as he was, and stained with the blood of his prey—to the no small of­fence of my aunt’s strict sense of pro­pri­ety—came out of his way to meet us, with cheer­ful smiles and words for all but me, and pla­cing him­self between An­na­bella Wilmot and my­self, walked up the road and began to re­late the vari­ous ex­ploits and dis­asters of the day, in a man­ner that would have con­vulsed me with laughter if I had been on good terms with him; but he ad­dressed him­self en­tirely to An­na­bella, and I, of course, left all the laughter and all the bad­in­age to her, and af­fect­ing the ut­most in­dif­fer­ence to whatever passed between them, walked along a few paces apart, and look­ing every way but theirs, while my aunt and Mili­cent went be­fore, linked arm in arm and gravely dis­cours­ing to­geth­er. At length Mr. Hunt­ing­don turned to me, and ad­dress­ing me in a con­fid­en­tial whis­per, said—“Helen, why did you burn my pic­ture?”

			“Be­cause I wished to des­troy it,” I answered, with an as­per­ity it is use­less now to lament.

			“Oh, very good!” was the reply; “if you don’t value me, I must turn to some­body that will.”

			I thought it was partly in jest—a half-play­ful mix­ture of mock resig­na­tion and pre­ten­ded in­dif­fer­ence: but im­me­di­ately he re­sumed his place be­side Miss Wilmot, and from that hour to this—dur­ing all that even­ing, and all the next day, and the next, and the next, and all this morn­ing (the 22nd), he has nev­er giv­en me one kind word or one pleas­ant look—nev­er spoken to me, but from pure ne­ces­sity—nev­er glanced to­wards me but with a cold, un­friendly look I thought him quite in­cap­able of as­sum­ing.

			My aunt ob­serves the change, and though she has not in­quired the cause or made any re­mark to me on the sub­ject, I see it gives her pleas­ure. Miss Wilmot ob­serves it, too, and tri­umphantly ascribes it to her own su­per­i­or charms and bland­ish­ments; but I am truly miser­able—more so than I like to ac­know­ledge to my­self. Pride re­fuses to aid me. It has brought me in­to the scrape, and will not help me out of it.

			He meant no harm—it was only his joy­ous, play­ful spir­it; and I, by my ac­ri­mo­ni­ous re­sent­ment—so ser­i­ous, so dis­pro­por­tioned to the of­fence—have so wounded his feel­ings, so deeply of­fen­ded him, that I fear he will nev­er for­give me—and all for a mere jest! He thinks I dis­like him, and he must con­tin­ue to think so. I must lose him forever, and An­na­bella may win him, and tri­umph as she will.

			But it is not my loss nor her tri­umph that I de­plore so greatly as the wreck of my fond hopes for his ad­vant­age, and her un­wor­thi­ness of his af­fec­tion, and the in­jury he will do him­self by trust­ing his hap­pi­ness to her. She does not love him: she thinks only of her­self. She can­not ap­pre­ci­ate the good that is in him: she will neither see it, nor value it, nor cher­ish it. She will neither de­plore his faults nor at­tempt their amend­ment, but rather ag­grav­ate them by her own. And I doubt wheth­er she will not de­ceive him after all. I see she is play­ing double between him and Lord Low­bor­ough, and while she amuses her­self with the lively Hunt­ing­don, she tries her ut­most to en­slave his moody friend; and should she suc­ceed in bring­ing both to her feet, the fas­cin­at­ing com­mon­er will have but little chance against the lordly peer. If he ob­serves her art­ful by­play, it gives him no un­eas­i­ness, but rather adds new zest to his di­ver­sion by op­pos­ing a stim­u­lat­ing check to his oth­er­wise too easy con­quest.

			Messrs. Wilmot and Boar­ham have sev­er­ally taken oc­ca­sion by his neg­lect of me to re­new their ad­vances; and if I were like An­na­bella and some oth­ers I should take ad­vant­age of their per­sever­ance to en­deav­our to pique him in­to a re­viv­al of af­fec­tion; but, justice and hon­esty apart, I could not bear to do it. I am an­noyed enough by their present per­se­cu­tions without en­cour­aging them fur­ther; and even if I did it would have pre­cious little ef­fect upon him. He sees me suf­fer­ing un­der the con­des­cend­ing at­ten­tions and pro­sa­ic dis­courses of the one, and the re­puls­ive ob­tru­sions of the oth­er, without so much as a shad­ow of com­mis­er­a­tion for me, or re­sent­ment against my tor­ment­ors. He nev­er could have loved me, or he would not have resigned me so will­ingly, and he would not go on talk­ing to every­body else so cheer­fully as he does—laugh­ing and jest­ing with Lord Low­bor­ough and my uncle, teas­ing Mili­cent Har­grave, and flirt­ing with An­na­bella Wilmot—as if noth­ing were on his mind. Oh! why can’t I hate him? I must be in­fatu­ated, or I should scorn to re­gret him as I do. But I must rally all the powers I have re­main­ing, and try to tear him from my heart. There goes the din­ner-bell, and here comes my aunt to scold me for sit­ting here at my desk all day, in­stead of stay­ing with the com­pany: wish the com­pany were—gone.

		
	
		
			XIX

			Twenty Second: Night.—What have I done? and what will be the end of it? I can­not calmly re­flect upon it; I can­not sleep. I must have re­course to my di­ary again; I will com­mit it to pa­per to­night, and see what I shall think of it to­mor­row.

			I went down to din­ner resolv­ing to be cheer­ful and well-con­duc­ted, and kept my res­ol­u­tion very cred­it­ably, con­sid­er­ing how my head ached and how in­tern­ally wretched I felt. I don’t know what is come over me of late; my very en­er­gies, both men­tal and phys­ic­al, must be strangely im­paired, or I should not have ac­ted so weakly in many re­spects as I have done; but I have not been well this last day or two. I sup­pose it is with sleep­ing and eat­ing so little, and think­ing so much, and be­ing so con­tinu­ally out of hu­mour. But to re­turn. I was ex­ert­ing my­self to sing and play for the amuse­ment, and at the re­quest, of my aunt and Mili­cent, be­fore the gen­tle­men came in­to the draw­ing-room (Miss Wilmot nev­er likes to waste her mu­sic­al ef­forts on ladies’ ears alone). Mili­cent had asked for a little Scotch song, and I was just in the middle of it when they entered. The first thing Mr. Hunt­ing­don did was to walk up to An­na­bella.

			“Now, Miss Wilmot, won’t you give us some mu­sic to­night?” said he. “Do now! I know you will, when I tell you that I have been hun­ger­ing and thirst­ing all day for the sound of your voice. Come! the pi­ano’s va­cant.”

			It was, for I had quit­ted it im­me­di­ately upon hear­ing his pe­ti­tion. Had I been en­dowed with a prop­er de­gree of self-pos­ses­sion, I should have turned to the lady my­self, and cheer­fully joined my en­treat­ies to his, whereby I should have dis­ap­poin­ted his ex­pect­a­tions, if the af­front had been pur­posely giv­en, or made him sens­ible of the wrong, if it had only aris­en from thought­less­ness; but I felt it too deeply to do any­thing but rise from the mu­sic-stool, and throw my­self back on the sofa, sup­press­ing with dif­fi­culty the aud­ible ex­pres­sion of the bit­ter­ness I felt with­in. I knew An­na­bella’s mu­sic­al tal­ents were su­per­i­or to mine, but that was no reas­on why I should be treated as a per­fect non­entity. The time and the man­ner of his ask­ing her ap­peared like a gra­tu­it­ous in­sult to me; and I could have wept with pure vex­a­tion.

			Mean­time, she ex­ult­ingly seated her­self at the pi­ano, and fa­voured him with two of his fa­vour­ite songs, in such su­per­i­or style that even I soon lost my an­ger in ad­mir­a­tion, and listened with a sort of gloomy pleas­ure to the skil­ful mod­u­la­tions of her full-toned and power­ful voice, so ju­di­ciously aided by her roun­ded and spir­ited touch; and while my ears drank in the sound, my eyes res­ted on the face of her prin­cip­al aud­it­or, and de­rived an equal or su­per­i­or de­light from the con­tem­pla­tion of his speak­ing coun­ten­ance, as he stood be­side her—that eye and brow lighted up with keen en­thu­si­asm, and that sweet smile passing and ap­pear­ing like gleams of sun­shine on an April day. No won­der he should hun­ger and thirst to hear her sing. I now for­gave him from my heart his reck­less slight of me, and I felt ashamed at my pet­tish re­sent­ment of such a trifle—ashamed too of those bit­ter en­vi­ous pangs that gnawed my in­most heart, in spite of all this ad­mir­a­tion and de­light.

			“There now,” said she, play­fully run­ning her fin­gers over the keys when she had con­cluded the second song. “What shall I give you next?”

			But in say­ing this she looked back at Lord Low­bor­ough, who was stand­ing a little be­hind, lean­ing against the back of a chair, an at­tent­ive listen­er, too, ex­per­i­en­cing, to judge by his coun­ten­ance, much the same feel­ings of mingled pleas­ure and sad­ness as I did. But the look she gave him plainly said, “Do you choose for me now: I have done enough for him, and will gladly ex­ert my­self to grat­i­fy you;” and thus en­cour­aged, his lord­ship came for­ward, and turn­ing over the mu­sic, presently set be­fore her a little song that I had no­ticed be­fore, and read more than once, with an in­terest arising from the cir­cum­stance of my con­nect­ing it in my mind with the reign­ing tyr­ant of my thoughts. And now, with my nerves already ex­cited and half un­strung, I could not hear those words so sweetly warbled forth without some symp­toms of emo­tion I was not able to sup­press. Tears rose un­bid­den to my eyes, and I bur­ied my face in the sofa-pil­low that they might flow un­seen while I listened. The air was simple, sweet, and sad. It is still run­ning in my head, and so are the words:—

			
				
					Farewell to thee! but not farewell
					

					To all my fond­est thoughts of thee:
					

					With­in my heart they still shall dwell;
					

					And they shall cheer and com­fort me.
				

				
					O beau­ti­ful, and full of grace!
					

					If thou hadst nev­er met mine eye,
					

					I had not dreamed a liv­ing face
					

					Could fan­cied charms so far out­vie.
				

				
					If I may ne’er be­hold again
					

					That form and face so dear to me,
					

					Nor hear thy voice, still would I fain
					

					Pre­serve, for aye, their memory.
				

				
					That voice, the ma­gic of whose tone
					

					Can wake an echo in my breast,
					

					Cre­at­ing feel­ings that, alone,
					

					Can make my tranced spir­it blest.
				

				
					That laugh­ing eye, whose sunny beam
					

					My memory would not cher­ish less;—
					

					And oh, that smile! I whose joy­ous gleam
					

					No mor­tal lan­guish can ex­press.
				

				
					Adieu! but let me cher­ish, still,
					

					The hope with which I can­not part.
					

					Con­tempt may wound, and cold­ness chill,
					

					But still it lingers in my heart.
				

				
					And who can tell but Heav­en, at last,
					

					May an­swer all my thou­sand pray­ers,
					

					And bid the fu­ture pay the past
					

					With joy for an­guish, smiles for tears.
				

			

			When it ceased, I longed for noth­ing so much as to be out of the room. The sofa was not far from the door, but I did not dare to raise my head, for I knew Mr. Hunt­ing­don was stand­ing near me, and I knew by the sound of his voice, as he spoke in an­swer to some re­mark of Lord Low­bor­ough’s, that his face was turned to­wards me. Per­haps a half-sup­pressed sob had caught his ear, and caused him to look round—heav­en for­bid! But with a vi­ol­ent ef­fort, I checked all fur­ther signs of weak­ness, dried my tears, and, when I thought he had turned away again, rose, and in­stantly left the apart­ment, tak­ing refuge in my fa­vour­ite re­sort, the lib­rary.

			There was no light there but the faint red glow of the neg­lected fire;—but I did not want a light; I only wanted to in­dulge my thoughts, un­noticed and un­dis­turbed; and sit­ting down on a low stool be­fore the easy-chair, I sunk my head upon its cush­ioned seat, and thought, and thought, un­til the tears gushed out again, and I wept like any child. Presently, how­ever, the door was gently opened and someone entered the room. I trus­ted it was only a ser­vant, and did not stir. The door was closed again—but I was not alone; a hand gently touched my shoulder, and a voice said, softly—“Helen, what is the mat­ter?”

			I could not an­swer at the mo­ment.

			“You must, and shall tell me,” was ad­ded, more vehe­mently, and the speak­er threw him­self on his knees be­side me on the rug, and for­cibly pos­sessed him­self of my hand; but I hast­ily caught it away, and replied—“It is noth­ing to you, Mr. Hunt­ing­don.”

			“Are you sure it is noth­ing to me?” he re­turned; “can you swear that you were not think­ing of me while you wept?” This was un­en­dur­able. I made an ef­fort to rise, but he was kneel­ing on my dress.

			“Tell me,” con­tin­ued he—“I want to know—be­cause if you were, I have some­thing to say to you—and if not, I’ll go.”

			“Go then!” I cried; but, fear­ing he would obey too well, and nev­er come again, I hast­ily ad­ded—“Or say what you have to say, and have done with it!”

			“But which?” said he—“for I shall only say it if you really were think­ing of me. So tell me, Helen.”

			“You’re ex­cess­ively im­per­tin­ent, Mr. Hunt­ing­don!”

			“Not at all—too per­tin­ent, you mean. So you won’t tell me?—Well, I’ll spare your wo­man’s pride, and, con­stru­ing your si­lence in­to ‘Yes,’ I’ll take it for gran­ted that I was the sub­ject of your thoughts, and the cause of your af­flic­tion—”

			“In­deed, sir—”

			“If you deny it, I won’t tell you my secret,” threatened he; and I did not in­ter­rupt him again, or even at­tempt to re­pulse him: though he had taken my hand once more, and half em­braced me with his oth­er arm, I was scarcely con­scious of it at the time.

			“It is this,” re­sumed he: “that An­na­bella Wilmot, in com­par­is­on with you, is like a flaunt­ing pe­ony com­pared with a sweet, wild rose­bud gemmed with dew—and I love you to dis­trac­tion!—Now, tell me if that in­tel­li­gence gives you any pleas­ure. Si­lence again? That means yes. Then let me add, that I can­not live without you, and if you an­swer No to this last ques­tion, you will drive me mad.—Will you be­stow your­self upon me?—you will!” he cried, nearly squeez­ing me to death in his arms.

			“No, no!” I ex­claimed, strug­gling to free my­self from him—“you must ask my uncle and aunt.”

			“They won’t re­fuse me, if you don’t.”

			“I’m not so sure of that—my aunt dis­likes you.”

			“But you don’t, Helen—say you love me, and I’ll go.”

			“I wish you would go!” I replied.

			“I will, this in­stant—if you’ll only say you love me.”

			“You know I do,” I answered. And again he caught me in his arms, and smothered me with kisses.

			At that mo­ment my aunt opened wide the door, and stood be­fore us, candle in hand, in shocked and hor­ri­fied amazement, gaz­ing al­tern­ately at Mr. Hunt­ing­don and me—for we had both star­ted up, and now stood wide enough asun­der. But his con­fu­sion was only for a mo­ment. Ral­ly­ing in an in­stant, with the most en­vi­able as­sur­ance, he began—“I beg ten thou­sand par­dons, Mrs. Max­well! Don’t be too severe upon me. I’ve been ask­ing your sweet niece to take me for bet­ter, for worse; and she, like a good girl, in­forms me she can­not think of it without her uncle’s and aunt’s con­sent. So let me im­plore you not to con­demn me to etern­al wretched­ness: if you fa­vour my cause, I am safe; for Mr. Max­well, I am cer­tain, can re­fuse you noth­ing.”

			“We will talk of this to­mor­row, sir,” said my aunt, coldly. “It is a sub­ject that de­mands ma­ture and ser­i­ous de­lib­er­a­tion. At present, you had bet­ter re­turn to the draw­ing-room.”

			“But mean­time,” pleaded he, “let me com­mend my cause to your most in­dul­gent—”

			“No in­dul­gence for you, Mr. Hunt­ing­don, must come between me and the con­sid­er­a­tion of my niece’s hap­pi­ness.”

			“Ah, true! I know she is an an­gel, and I am a pre­sump­tu­ous dog to dream of pos­sess­ing such a treas­ure; but, nev­er­the­less, I would soon­er die than re­lin­quish her in fa­vour of the best man that ever went to heav­en—and as for her hap­pi­ness, I would sac­ri­fice my body and soul—”

			“Body and soul, Mr. Hunt­ing­don—sac­ri­fice your soul?”

			“Well, I would lay down life—”

			“You would not be re­quired to lay it down.”

			“I would spend it, then—de­vote my life—and all its powers to the pro­mo­tion and pre­ser­va­tion—”

			“An­oth­er time, sir, we will talk of this—and I should have felt dis­posed to judge more fa­vour­ably of your pre­ten­sions, if you too had chosen an­oth­er time and place, and let me add—an­oth­er man­ner for your de­clar­a­tion.”

			“Why, you see, Mrs. Max­well,” he began—

			“Par­don me, sir,” said she, with dig­nity—“The com­pany are in­quir­ing for you in the oth­er room.” And she turned to me.

			“Then you must plead for me, Helen,” said he, and at length with­drew.

			“You had bet­ter re­tire to your room, Helen,” said my aunt, gravely. “I will dis­cuss this mat­ter with you, too, to­mor­row.”

			“Don’t be angry, aunt,” said I.

			“My dear, I am not angry,” she replied: “I am sur­prised. If it is true that you told him you could not ac­cept his of­fer without our con­sent—”

			“It is true,” in­ter­rup­ted I.

			“Then how could you per­mit—?”

			“I couldn’t help it, aunt,” I cried, burst­ing in­to tears. They were not al­to­geth­er the tears of sor­row, or of fear for her dis­pleas­ure, but rather the out­break of the gen­er­al tu­mul­tu­ous ex­cite­ment of my feel­ings. But my good aunt was touched at my agit­a­tion. In a softer tone, she re­peated her re­com­mend­a­tion to re­tire, and, gently kiss­ing my fore­head, bade me good night, and put her candle in my hand; and I went; but my brain worked so, I could not think of sleep­ing. I feel calmer now that I have writ­ten all this; and I will go to bed, and try to win tired nature’s sweet re­stor­er.

		
	
		
			XX

			Septem­ber 24th.—In the morn­ing I rose, light and cheer­ful—nay, in­tensely happy. The hov­er­ing cloud cast over me by my aunt’s views, and by the fear of not ob­tain­ing her con­sent, was lost in the bright ef­ful­gence of my own hopes, and the too de­light­ful con­scious­ness of re­quited love. It was a splen­did morn­ing; and I went out to en­joy it, in a quiet ramble, in com­pany with my own bliss­ful thoughts. The dew was on the grass, and ten thou­sand gos­samers were wav­ing in the breeze; the happy red­breast was pour­ing out its little soul in song, and my heart over­flowed with si­lent hymns of grat­it­ude and praise to heav­en.

			But I had not wandered far be­fore my solitude was in­ter­rup­ted by the only per­son that could have dis­turbed my mus­ings, at that mo­ment, without be­ing looked upon as an un­wel­come in­truder: Mr. Hunt­ing­don came sud­denly upon me. So un­ex­pec­ted was the ap­par­i­tion, that I might have thought it the cre­ation of an over­ex­cited ima­gin­a­tion, had the sense of sight alone borne wit­ness to his pres­ence; but im­me­di­ately I felt his strong arm round my waist and his warm kiss on my cheek, while his keen and glee­ful sa­luta­tion, “My own Helen!” was ringing in my ear.

			“Not yours yet!” said I, hast­ily swerving aside from this too pre­sump­tu­ous greet­ing. “Re­mem­ber my guard­i­ans. You will not eas­ily ob­tain my aunt’s con­sent. Don’t you see she is pre­ju­diced against you?”

			“I do, dearest; and you must tell me why, that I may best know how to com­bat her ob­jec­tions. I sup­pose she thinks I am a prod­ig­al,” pur­sued he, ob­serving that I was un­will­ing to reply, “and con­cludes that I shall have but little worldly goods where­with to en­dow my bet­ter half? If so, you must tell her that my prop­erty is mostly en­tailed, and I can­not get rid of it. There may be a few mort­gages on the rest—a few tri­fling debts and in­cum­brances here and there, but noth­ing to speak of; and though I ac­know­ledge I am not so rich as I might be—or have been—still, I think, we could man­age pretty com­fort­ably on what’s left. My fath­er, you know, was some­thing of a miser, and in his lat­ter days es­pe­cially saw no pleas­ure in life but to amass riches; and so it is no won­der that his son should make it his chief de­light to spend them, which was ac­cord­ingly the case, un­til my ac­quaint­ance with you, dear Helen, taught me oth­er views and no­bler aims. And the very idea of hav­ing you to care for un­der my roof would force me to mod­er­ate my ex­penses and live like a Chris­ti­an—not to speak of all the prudence and vir­tue you would in­stil in­to my mind by your wise coun­sels and sweet, at­tract­ive good­ness.”

			“But it is not that,” said I; “it is not money my aunt thinks about. She knows bet­ter than to value worldly wealth above its price.”

			“What is it, then?”

			“She wishes me to—to marry none but a really good man.”

			“What, a man of ‘de­cided piety’?—ahem!—Well, come, I’ll man­age that too! It’s Sunday today, isn’t it? I’ll go to church morn­ing, af­ter­noon, and even­ing, and com­port my­self in such a godly sort that she shall re­gard me with ad­mir­a­tion and sis­terly love, as a brand plucked from the burn­ing. I’ll come home sigh­ing like a fur­nace, and full of the sa­vour and unc­tion of dear Mr. Blatant’s dis­course—”

			“Mr. Leighton,” said I, dryly.

			“Is Mr. Leighton a ‘sweet preach­er,’ Helen—a ‘dear, de­light­ful, heav­enly-minded man’?”

			“He is a good man, Mr. Hunt­ing­don. I wish I could say half as much for you.”

			“Oh, I for­got, you are a saint, too. I crave your par­don, dearest—but don’t call me Mr. Hunt­ing­don; my name is Ar­thur.”

			“I’ll call you noth­ing—for I’ll have noth­ing at all to do with you if you talk in that way any more. If you really mean to de­ceive my aunt as you say, you are very wicked; and if not, you are very wrong to jest on such a sub­ject.”

			“I stand cor­rec­ted,” said he, con­clud­ing his laugh with a sor­row­ful sigh. “Now,” re­sumed he, after a mo­ment­ary pause, “let us talk about some­thing else. And come near­er to me, Helen, and take my arm; and then I’ll let you alone. I can’t be quiet while I see you walk­ing there.”

			I com­plied; but said we must soon re­turn to the house.

			“No one will be down to break­fast yet, for long enough,” he answered. “You spoke of your guard­i­ans just now, Helen, but is not your fath­er still liv­ing?”

			“Yes, but I al­ways look upon my uncle and aunt as my guard­i­ans, for they are so in deed, though not in name. My fath­er has en­tirely giv­en me up to their care. I have nev­er seen him since dear mamma died, when I was a very little girl, and my aunt, at her re­quest, offered to take charge of me, and took me away to Staningley, where I have re­mained ever since; and I don’t think he would ob­ject to any­thing for me that she thought prop­er to sanc­tion.”

			“But would he sanc­tion any­thing to which she thought prop­er to ob­ject?”

			“No, I don’t think he cares enough about me.”

			“He is very much to blame—but he doesn’t know what an an­gel he has for his daugh­ter—which is all the bet­ter for me, as, if he did, he would not be will­ing to part with such a treas­ure.”

			“And Mr. Hunt­ing­don,” said I, “I sup­pose you know I am not an heir­ess?”

			He pro­tested he had nev­er giv­en it a thought, and begged I would not dis­turb his present en­joy­ment by the men­tion of such un­in­ter­est­ing sub­jects. I was glad of this proof of dis­in­ter­ested af­fec­tion; for An­na­bella Wilmot is the prob­able heir­ess to all her uncle’s wealth, in ad­di­tion to her late fath­er’s prop­erty, which she has already in pos­ses­sion.

			I now in­sisted upon re­tra­cing our steps to the house; but we walked slowly, and went on talk­ing as we pro­ceeded. I need not re­peat all we said: let me rather refer to what passed between my aunt and me, after break­fast, when Mr. Hunt­ing­don called my uncle aside, no doubt to make his pro­pos­als, and she beckoned me in­to an­oth­er room, where she once more com­menced a sol­emn re­mon­strance, which, how­ever, en­tirely failed to con­vince me that her view of the case was prefer­able to my own.

			“You judge him un­char­it­ably, aunt, I know,” said I. “His very friends are not half so bad as you rep­res­ent them. There is Wal­ter Har­grave, Mili­cent’s broth­er, for one: he is but a little lower than the an­gels, if half she says of him is true. She is con­tinu­ally talk­ing to me about him, and laud­ing his many vir­tues to the skies.”

			“You will form a very in­ad­equate es­tim­ate of a man’s char­ac­ter,” replied she, “if you judge by what a fond sis­ter says of him. The worst of them gen­er­ally know how to hide their mis­deeds from their sis­ters’ eyes, and their moth­er’s, too.”

			“And there is Lord Low­bor­ough,” con­tin­ued I, “quite a de­cent man.”

			“Who told you so? Lord Low­bor­ough is a des­per­ate man. He has dis­sip­ated his for­tune in gambling and oth­er things, and is now seek­ing an heir­ess to re­trieve it. I told Miss Wilmot so; but you’re all alike: she haught­ily answered she was very much ob­liged to me, but she be­lieved she knew when a man was seek­ing her for her for­tune, and when for her­self; she flattered her­self she had had ex­per­i­ence enough in those mat­ters to be jus­ti­fied in trust­ing to her own judg­ment—and as for his lord­ship’s lack of for­tune, she cared noth­ing about that, as she hoped her own would suf­fice for both; and as for his wild­ness, she sup­posed he was no worse than oth­ers—be­sides, he was re­formed now. Yes, they can all play the hy­po­crite when they want to take in a fond, mis­guided wo­man!”

			“Well, I think he’s about as good as she is,” said I. “But when Mr. Hunt­ing­don is mar­ried, he won’t have many op­por­tun­it­ies of con­sort­ing with his bach­el­or friends;—and the worse they are, the more I long to de­liv­er him from them.”

			“To be sure, my dear; and the worse he is, I sup­pose, the more you long to de­liv­er him from him­self.”

			“Yes, provided he is not in­cor­ri­gible—that is, the more I long to de­liv­er him from his faults—to give him an op­por­tun­ity of shak­ing off the ad­ven­ti­tious evil got from con­tact with oth­ers worse than him­self, and shin­ing out in the un­clouded light of his own genu­ine good­ness—to do my ut­most to help his bet­ter self against his worse, and make him what he would have been if he had not, from the be­gin­ning, had a bad, selfish, miserly fath­er, who, to grat­i­fy his own sor­did pas­sions, re­stric­ted him in the most in­no­cent en­joy­ments of child­hood and youth, and so dis­gus­ted him with every kind of re­straint;—and a fool­ish moth­er who in­dulged him to the top of his bent, de­ceiv­ing her hus­band for him, and do­ing her ut­most to en­cour­age those germs of folly and vice it was her duty to sup­press—and then, such a set of com­pan­ions as you rep­res­ent his friends to be—”

			“Poor man!” said she, sar­castic­ally, “his kind have greatly wronged him!”

			“They have!” cried I—“and they shall wrong him no more—his wife shall undo what his moth­er did!”

			“Well,” said she, after a short pause, “I must say, Helen, I thought bet­ter of your judg­ment than this—and your taste too. How you can love such a man I can­not tell, or what pleas­ure you can find in his com­pany; for ‘what fel­low­ship hath light with dark­ness; or he that be­lieveth with an in­fi­del?’ ”

			“He is not an in­fi­del;—and I am not light, and he is not dark­ness; his worst and only vice is thought­less­ness.”

			“And thought­less­ness,” pur­sued my aunt, “may lead to every crime, and will but poorly ex­cuse our er­rors in the sight of God. Mr. Hunt­ing­don, I sup­pose, is not without the com­mon fac­ulties of men: he is not so light­headed as to be ir­re­spons­ible: his Maker has en­dowed him with reas­on and con­science as well as the rest of us; the Scrip­tures are open to him as well as to oth­ers;—and ‘if he hear not them, neither will he hear though one rose from the dead.’ And re­mem­ber, Helen,” con­tin­ued she, sol­emnly, “ ‘the wicked shall be turned in­to hell, and they that for­get God!’ And sup­pose, even, that he should con­tin­ue to love you, and you him, and that you should pass through life to­geth­er with tol­er­able com­fort—how will it be in the end, when you see yourselves par­ted forever; you, per­haps, taken in­to etern­al bliss, and he cast in­to the lake that bur­neth with un­quench­able fire—there forever to—”

			“Not forever,” I ex­claimed, “ ‘only till he has paid the ut­ter­most farth­ing;’ for ‘if any man’s work abide not the fire, he shall suf­fer loss, yet him­self shall be saved, but so as by fire;’ and He that ‘is able to sub­due all things to Him­self will have all men to be saved,’ and ‘will, in the full­ness of time, gath­er to­geth­er in one all things in Christ Je­sus, who tasted death for every man, and in whom God will re­con­cile all things to Him­self, wheth­er they be things in earth or things in heav­en.’ ”

			“Oh, Helen! where did you learn all this?”

			“In the Bible, aunt. I have searched it through, and found nearly thirty pas­sages, all tend­ing to sup­port the same the­ory.”

			“And is that the use you make of your Bible? And did you find no pas­sages tend­ing to prove the danger and the fals­ity of such a be­lief?”

			“No: I found, in­deed, some pas­sages that, taken by them­selves, might seem to con­tra­dict that opin­ion; but they will all bear a dif­fer­ent con­struc­tion to that which is com­monly giv­en, and in most the only dif­fi­culty is in the word which we trans­late ‘ever­last­ing’ or ‘etern­al.’ I don’t know the Greek, but I be­lieve it strictly means for ages, and might sig­ni­fy either end­less or long-en­dur­ing. And as for the danger of the be­lief, I would not pub­lish it abroad if I thought any poor wretch would be likely to pre­sume upon it to his own de­struc­tion, but it is a glor­i­ous thought to cher­ish in one’s own heart, and I would not part with it for all the world can give!”

			Here our con­fer­ence ended, for it was now high time to pre­pare for church. Every­one at­ten­ded the morn­ing ser­vice, ex­cept my uncle, who hardly ever goes, and Mr. Wilmot, who stayed at home with him to en­joy a quiet game of crib­bage. In the af­ter­noon Miss Wilmot and Lord Low­bor­ough like­wise ex­cused them­selves from at­tend­ing; but Mr. Hunt­ing­don vouch­safed to ac­com­pany us again. Wheth­er it was to in­gra­ti­ate him­self with my aunt I can­not tell, but, if so, he cer­tainly should have be­haved bet­ter. I must con­fess, I did not like his con­duct dur­ing ser­vice at all. Hold­ing his pray­er­book up­side down, or open at any place but the right, he did noth­ing but stare about him, un­less he happened to catch my aunt’s eye or mine, and then he would drop his own on his book, with a pur­it­an­ic­al air of mock solem­nity that would have been ludicrous, if it had not been too pro­vok­ing. Once, dur­ing the ser­mon, after at­tent­ively re­gard­ing Mr. Leighton for a few minutes, he sud­denly pro­duced his gold pen­cil-case and snatched up a Bible. Per­ceiv­ing that I ob­served the move­ment, he whispered that he was go­ing to make a note of the ser­mon; but in­stead of that, as I sat next him, I could not help see­ing that he was mak­ing a ca­ri­ca­ture of the preach­er, giv­ing to the re­spect­able, pi­ous, eld­erly gen­tle­man, the air and as­pect of a most ab­surd old hy­po­crite. And yet, upon his re­turn, he talked to my aunt about the ser­mon with a de­gree of mod­est, ser­i­ous dis­crim­in­a­tion that temp­ted me to be­lieve he had really at­ten­ded to and profited by the dis­course.

			Just be­fore din­ner my uncle called me in­to the lib­rary for the dis­cus­sion of a very im­port­ant mat­ter, which was dis­missed in few words.

			“Now, Nell,” said he, “this young Hunt­ing­don has been ask­ing for you: what must I say about it? Your aunt would an­swer ‘no’—but what say you?”

			“I say yes, uncle,” replied I, without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion; for I had thor­oughly made up my mind on the sub­ject.

			“Very good!” cried he. “Now that’s a good hon­est an­swer—won­der­ful for a girl!—Well, I’ll write to your fath­er to­mor­row. He’s sure to give his con­sent; so you may look on the mat­ter as settled. You’d have done a deal bet­ter if you’d taken Wilmot, I can tell you; but that you won’t be­lieve. At your time of life, it’s love that rules the roast: at mine, it’s sol­id, ser­vice­able gold. I sup­pose now, you’d nev­er dream of look­ing in­to the state of your hus­band’s fin­ances, or troub­ling your head about set­tle­ments, or any­thing of that sort?”

			“I don’t think I should.”

			“Well, be thank­ful, then, that you’ve wiser heads to think for you. I haven’t had time, yet, to ex­am­ine thor­oughly in­to this young ras­cal’s af­fairs, but I see that a great part of his fath­er’s fine prop­erty has been squandered away;—but still, I think, there’s a pretty fair share of it left, and a little care­ful nurs­ing may make a hand­some thing of it yet; and then we must per­suade your fath­er to give you a de­cent for­tune, as he has only one be­sides your­self to care for;—and, if you be­have well, who knows but what I may be in­duced to re­mem­ber you in my will!” con­tin­ued he, put­ting his fin­gers to his nose, with a know­ing wink.

			“Thanks, uncle, for that and all your kind­ness,” replied I.

			“Well, and I ques­tioned this young spark on the mat­ter of set­tle­ments,” con­tin­ued he; “and he seemed dis­posed to be gen­er­ous enough on that point—”

			“I knew he would!” said I. “But pray don’t trouble your head—or his, or mine about that; for all I have will be his, and all he has will be mine; and what more could either of us re­quire?” And I was about to make my exit, but he called me back.

			“Stop, stop!” cried he; “we haven’t men­tioned the time yet. When must it be? Your aunt would put it off till the Lord knows when, but he is anxious to be bound as soon as may be: he won’t hear of wait­ing bey­ond next month; and you, I guess, will be of the same mind, so—”

			“Not at all, uncle; on the con­trary, I should like to wait till after Christ­mas, at least.”

			“Oh! pooh, pooh! nev­er tell me that tale—I know bet­ter,” cried he; and he per­sisted in his in­credu­lity. Nev­er­the­less, it is quite true. I am in no hurry at all. How can I be, when I think of the mo­ment­ous change that awaits me, and of all I have to leave? It is hap­pi­ness enough to know that we are to be united; and that he really loves me, and I may love him as de­votedly, and think of him as of­ten as I please. How­ever, I in­sisted upon con­sult­ing my aunt about the time of the wed­ding, for I de­term­ined her coun­sels should not be ut­terly dis­reg­arded; and no con­clu­sions on that par­tic­u­lar are come to yet.

		
	
		
			XXI

			Oc­to­ber 1st.—All is settled now. My fath­er has giv­en his con­sent, and the time is fixed for Christ­mas, by a sort of com­prom­ise between the re­spect­ive ad­voc­ates for hurry and delay. Mili­cent Har­grave is to be one brides­maid and An­na­bella Wilmot the oth­er—not that I am par­tic­u­larly fond of the lat­ter, but she is an in­tim­ate of the fam­ily, and I have not an­oth­er friend.

			When I told Mili­cent of my en­gage­ment, she rather pro­voked me by her man­ner of tak­ing it. After star­ing a mo­ment in mute sur­prise, she said—“Well, Helen, I sup­pose I ought to con­grat­u­late you—and I am glad to see you so happy; but I did not think you would take him; and I can’t help feel­ing sur­prised that you should like him so much.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause you are so su­per­i­or to him in every way, and there’s some­thing so bold and reck­less about him—so, I don’t know how—but I al­ways feel a wish to get out of his way when I see him ap­proach.”

			“You are tim­id, Mili­cent; but that’s no fault of his.”

			“And then his look,” con­tin­ued she. “People say he’s hand­some, and of course he is; but I don’t like that kind of beauty, and I won­der that you should.”

			“Why so, pray?”

			“Well, you know, I think there’s noth­ing noble or lofty in his ap­pear­ance.”

			“In fact, you won­der that I can like any­one so un­like the stil­ted her­oes of ro­mance. Well, give me my flesh and blood lov­er, and I’ll leave all the Sir Her­berts and Valentines to you—if you can find them.”

			“I don’t want them,” said she. “I’ll be sat­is­fied with flesh and blood too—only the spir­it must shine through and pre­dom­in­ate. But don’t you think Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s face is too red?”

			“No!” cried I, in­dig­nantly. “It is not red at all. There is just a pleas­ant glow, a healthy fresh­ness in his com­plex­ion—the warm, pinky tint of the whole har­mon­ising with the deep­er col­our of the cheeks, ex­actly as it ought to do. I hate a man to be red and white, like a painted doll, or all sickly white, or smoky black, or ca­da­ver­ous yel­low.”

			“Well, tastes dif­fer—but I like pale or dark,” replied she. “But, to tell you the truth, Helen, I had been de­lud­ing my­self with the hope that you would one day be my sis­ter. I ex­pec­ted Wal­ter would be in­tro­duced to you next sea­son; and I thought you would like him, and was cer­tain he would like you; and I flattered my­self I should thus have the fe­li­city of see­ing the two per­sons I like best in the world—ex­cept mamma—united in one. He mayn’t be ex­actly what you would call hand­some, but he’s far more dis­tin­guished-look­ing, and nicer and bet­ter than Mr. Hunt­ing­don;—and I’m sure you would say so, if you knew him.”

			“Im­possible, Mili­cent! You think so, be­cause you’re his sis­ter; and, on that ac­count, I’ll for­give you; but nobody else should so dis­par­age Ar­thur Hunt­ing­don to me with im­pun­ity.”

			Miss Wilmot ex­pressed her feel­ings on the sub­ject al­most as openly.

			“And so, Helen,” said she, com­ing up to me with a smile of no ami­able im­port, “you are to be Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes,” replied I. “Don’t you envy me?”

			“Oh, dear, no!” she ex­claimed. “I shall prob­ably be Lady Low­bor­ough some day, and then you know, dear, I shall be in a ca­pa­city to in­quire, ‘Don’t you envy me?’ ”

			“Hence­forth I shall envy no one,” re­turned I.

			“In­deed! Are you so happy then?” said she, thought­fully; and some­thing very like a cloud of dis­ap­point­ment shad­owed her face. “And does he love you—I mean, does he id­ol­ise you as much as you do him?” she ad­ded, fix­ing her eyes upon me with ill-dis­guised anxi­ety for the reply.

			“I don’t want to be id­ol­ised,” I answered; “but I am well as­sured that he loves me more than any­body else in the world—as I do him.”

			“Ex­actly,” said she, with a nod. “I wish—” she paused.

			“What do you wish?” asked I, an­noyed at the vin­dict­ive ex­pres­sion of her coun­ten­ance.

			“I wish,” re­turned, she, with a short laugh, “that all the at­tract­ive points and de­sir­able qual­i­fic­a­tions of the two gen­tle­men were united in one—that Lord Low­bor­ough had Hunt­ing­don’s hand­some face and good tem­per, and all his wit, and mirth and charm, or else that Hunt­ing­don had Low­bor­ough’s ped­i­gree, and title, and de­light­ful old fam­ily seat, and I had him; and you might have the oth­er and wel­come.”

			“Thank you, dear An­na­bella: I am bet­ter sat­is­fied with things as they are, for my own part; and for you, I wish you were as well con­tent with your in­ten­ded as I am with mine,” said I; and it was true enough; for, though vexed at first at her un­ami­able spir­it, her frank­ness touched me, and the con­trast between our situ­ations was such, that I could well af­ford to pity her and wish her well.

			Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s ac­quaint­ances ap­pear to be no bet­ter pleased with our ap­proach­ing uni­on than mine. This morn­ing’s post brought him let­ters from sev­er­al of his friends, dur­ing the per­us­al of which, at the break­fast-table, he ex­cited the at­ten­tion of the com­pany by the sin­gu­lar vari­ety of his grim­aces. But he crushed them all in­to his pock­et, with a private laugh, and said noth­ing till the meal was con­cluded. Then, while the com­pany were hanging over the fire or loiter­ing through the room, pre­vi­ous to set­tling to their vari­ous morn­ing avoca­tions, he came and leant over the back of my chair, with his face in con­tact with my curls, and com­men­cing with a quiet little kiss, poured forth the fol­low­ing com­plaints in­to my ear:—

			“Helen, you witch, do you know that you’ve en­tailed upon me the curses of all my friends? I wrote to them the oth­er day, to tell them of my happy pro­spects, and now, in­stead of a bundle of con­grat­u­la­tions, I’ve got a pock­et­ful of bit­ter ex­ec­ra­tions and re­proaches. There’s not one kind wish for me, or one good word for you, among them all. They say there’ll be no more fun now, no more merry days and glor­i­ous nights—and all my fault—I am the first to break up the jovi­al band, and oth­ers, in pure des­pair, will fol­low my ex­ample. I was the very life and prop of the com­munity, they do me the hon­our to say, and I have shame­fully be­trayed my trust—”

			“You may join them again, if you like,” said I, some­what piqued at the sor­row­ful tone of his dis­course. “I should be sorry to stand between any man—or body of men, and so much hap­pi­ness; and per­haps I can man­age to do without you, as well as your poor deser­ted friends.”

			“Bless you, no,” mur­mured he. “It’s ‘all for love or the world well lost,’ with me. Let them go to—where they be­long, to speak po­litely. But if you saw how they ab­use me, Helen, you would love me all the more for hav­ing ven­tured so much for your sake.”

			He pulled out his crumpled let­ters. I thought he was go­ing to show them to me, and told him I did not wish to see them.

			“I’m not go­ing to show them to you, love,” said he. “They’re hardly fit for a lady’s eyes—the most part of them. But look here. This is Grimsby’s scrawl—only three lines, the sulky dog! He doesn’t say much, to be sure, but his very si­lence im­plies more than all the oth­ers’ words, and the less he says, the more he thinks—and this is Har­grave’s missive. He is par­tic­u­larly grieved at me, be­cause, for­sooth he had fallen in love with you from his sis­ter’s re­ports, and meant to have mar­ried you him­self, as soon as he had sown his wild oats.”

			“I’m vastly ob­liged to him,” ob­served I.

			“And so am I,” said he. “And look at this. This is Hat­ters­ley’s—every page stuffed full of rail­ing ac­cus­a­tions, bit­ter curses, and lam­ent­able com­plaints, end­ing up with swear­ing that he’ll get mar­ried him­self in re­venge: he’ll throw him­self away on the first old maid that chooses to set her cap at him—as if I cared what he did with him­self.”

			“Well,” said I, “if you do give up your in­tim­acy with these men, I don’t think you will have much cause to re­gret the loss of their so­ci­ety; for it’s my be­lief they nev­er did you much good.”

			“Maybe not; but we’d a merry time of it, too, though mingled with sor­row and pain, as Low­bor­ough knows to his cost—Ha, ha!” and while he was laugh­ing at the re­col­lec­tion of Low­bor­ough’s troubles, my uncle came and slapped him on the shoulder.

			“Come, my lad!” said he. “Are you too busy mak­ing love to my niece to make war with the pheas­ants?—First of Oc­to­ber, re­mem­ber! Sun shines out—rain ceased—even Boar­ham’s not afraid to ven­ture in his wa­ter­proof boots; and Wilmot and I are go­ing to beat you all. I de­clare, we old ’uns are the keen­est sports­men of the lot!”

			“I’ll show you what I can do today, how­ever,” said my com­pan­ion. “I’ll murder your birds by whole­sale, just for keep­ing me away from bet­ter com­pany than either you or them.”

			And so say­ing he de­par­ted; and I saw no more of him till din­ner. It seemed a weary time; I won­der what I shall do without him.

			It is very true that the three eld­er gen­tle­men have proved them­selves much keen­er sports­men than the two young­er ones; for both Lord Low­bor­ough and Ar­thur Hunt­ing­don have of late al­most daily neg­lected the shoot­ing ex­cur­sions to ac­com­pany us in our vari­ous rides and rambles. But these merry times are fast draw­ing to a close. In less than a fort­night the party break up, much to my sor­row, for every day I en­joy it more and more—now that Messrs. Boar­ham and Wilmot have ceased to tease me, and my aunt has ceased to lec­ture me, and I have ceased to be jeal­ous of An­na­bella—and even to dis­like her—and now that Mr. Hunt­ing­don is be­come my Ar­thur, and I may en­joy his so­ci­ety without re­straint. What shall I do without him, I re­peat?

		
	
		
			XXII

			Oc­to­ber 5th.—My cup of sweets is not un­mingled: it is dashed with a bit­ter­ness that I can­not hide from my­self, dis­guise it as I will. I may try to per­suade my­self that the sweet­ness over­powers it; I may call it a pleas­ant aro­mat­ic fla­vour; but say what I will, it is still there, and I can­not but taste it. I can­not shut my eyes to Ar­thur’s faults; and the more I love him the more they trouble me. His very heart, that I trus­ted so, is, I fear, less warm and gen­er­ous than I thought it. At least, he gave me a spe­ci­men of his char­ac­ter today that seemed to mer­it a harder name than thought­less­ness. He and Lord Low­bor­ough were ac­com­pa­ny­ing An­na­bella and me in a long, de­light­ful ride; he was rid­ing by my side, as usu­al, and An­na­bella and Lord Low­bor­ough were a little be­fore us, the lat­ter bend­ing to­wards his com­pan­ion as if in tender and con­fid­en­tial dis­course.

			“Those two will get the start of us, Helen, if we don’t look sharp,” ob­served Hunt­ing­don. “They’ll make a match of it, as sure as can be. That Low­bor­ough’s fairly be­sot­ted. But he’ll find him­self in a fix when he’s got her, I doubt.”

			“And she’ll find her­self in a fix when she’s got him,” said I, “if what I’ve heard of him is true.”

			“Not a bit of it. She knows what she’s about; but he, poor fool, de­ludes him­self with the no­tion that she’ll make him a good wife, and be­cause she has amused him with some ro­do­mont­ade about des­pising rank and wealth in mat­ters of love and mar­riage, he flat­ters him­self that she’s de­votedly at­tached to him; that she will not re­fuse him for his poverty, and does not court him for his rank, but loves him for him­self alone.”

			“But is not he court­ing her for her for­tune?”

			“No, not he. That was the first at­trac­tion, cer­tainly; but now he has quite lost sight of it: it nev­er enters his cal­cu­la­tions, ex­cept merely as an es­sen­tial without which, for the lady’s own sake, he could not think of mar­ry­ing her. No; he’s fairly in love. He thought he nev­er could be again, but he’s in for it once more. He was to have been mar­ried be­fore, some two or three years ago; but he lost his bride by los­ing his for­tune. He got in­to a bad way among us in Lon­don: he had an un­for­tu­nate taste for gambling; and surely the fel­low was born un­der an un­lucky star, for he al­ways lost thrice where he gained once. That’s a mode of self-tor­ment I nev­er was much ad­dicted to. When I spend my money I like to en­joy the full value of it: I see no fun in wast­ing it on thieves and blacklegs; and as for gain­ing money, hitherto I have al­ways had suf­fi­cient; it’s time enough to be clutch­ing for more, I think, when you be­gin to see the end of what you have. But I have some­times fre­quen­ted the gam­ing-houses just to watch the on-go­ings of those mad vo­tar­ies of chance—a very in­ter­est­ing study, I as­sure you, Helen, and some­times very di­vert­ing: I’ve had many a laugh at the boobies and bed­lam­ites. Low­bor­ough was quite in­fatu­ated—not will­ingly, but of ne­ces­sity—he was al­ways resolv­ing to give it up, and al­ways break­ing his res­ol­u­tions. Every ven­ture was the ‘just once more:’ if he gained a little, he hoped to gain a little more next time, and if he lost, it would not do to leave off at that junc­ture; he must go on till he had re­trieved that last mis­for­tune, at least: bad luck could not last forever; and every lucky hit was looked upon as the dawn of bet­ter times, till ex­per­i­ence proved the con­trary. At length he grew des­per­ate, and we were daily on the lookout for a case of felo-de-se—no great mat­ter, some of us whispered, as his ex­ist­ence had ceased to be an ac­quis­i­tion to our club. At last, how­ever, he came to a check. He made a large stake, which he de­term­ined should be the last, wheth­er he lost or won. He had of­ten so de­term­ined be­fore, to be sure, and as of­ten broken his de­term­in­a­tion; and so it was this time. He lost; and while his ant­ag­on­ist smil­ingly swept away the stakes, he turned chalky white, drew back in si­lence, and wiped his fore­head. I was present at the time; and while he stood with fol­ded arms and eyes fixed on the ground, I knew well enough what was passing in his mind.

			“ ‘Is it to be the last, Low­bor­ough?’ said I, step­ping up to him.

			“ ‘The last but one,’ he answered, with a grim smile; and then, rush­ing back to the table, he struck his hand upon it, and, rais­ing his voice high above all the con­fu­sion of jingling coins and muttered oaths and curses in the room, he swore a deep and sol­emn oath that, come what would, this tri­al should be the last, and im­prec­ated un­speak­able curses on his head if ever he should shuffle a card or rattle a dice-box again. He then doubled his former stake, and chal­lenged any­one present to play against him. Grimsby in­stantly presen­ted him­self. Low­bor­ough glared fiercely at him, for Grimsby was al­most as cel­eb­rated for his luck as he was for his ill-for­tune. How­ever, they fell to work. But Grimsby had much skill and little scruple, and wheth­er he took ad­vant­age of the oth­er’s trem­bling, blinded eager­ness to deal un­fairly by him, I can­not un­der­take to say; but Low­bor­ough lost again, and fell dead sick.

			“ ‘You’d bet­ter try once more,’ said Grimsby, lean­ing across the table. And then he winked at me.

			“ ‘I’ve noth­ing to try with,’ said the poor dev­il, with a ghastly smile.

			“ ‘Oh, Hunt­ing­don will lend you what you want,’ said the oth­er.

			“ ‘No; you heard my oath,’ answered Low­bor­ough, turn­ing away in quiet des­pair. And I took him by the arm and led him out.

			“ ‘Is it to be the last, Low­bor­ough?’ I asked, when I got him in­to the street.

			“ ‘The last,’ he answered, some­what against my ex­pect­a­tion. And I took him home—that is, to our club—for he was as sub­missive as a child—and plied him with brandy-and-wa­ter till he began to look rather bright­er—rather more alive, at least.

			“ ‘Hunt­ing­don, I’m ruined!’ said he, tak­ing the third glass from my hand—he had drunk the oth­ers in dead si­lence.

			“ ‘Not you,’ said I. ‘You’ll find a man can live without his money as mer­rily as a tor­toise without its head, or a wasp without its body.’

			“ ‘But I’m in debt,’ said he—‘deep in debt. And I can nev­er, nev­er get out of it.’

			“ ‘Well, what of that? Many a bet­ter man than you has lived and died in debt; and they can’t put you in pris­on, you know, be­cause you’re a peer.’ And I handed him his fourth tum­bler.

			“ ‘But I hate to be in debt!’ he shouted. ‘I wasn’t born for it, and I can­not bear it.’

			“ ‘What can’t be cured must be en­dured,’ said I, be­gin­ning to mix the fifth.

			“ ‘And then, I’ve lost my Car­oline.’ And he began to sniv­el then, for the brandy had softened his heart.

			“ ‘No mat­ter,’ I answered, ‘there are more Car­olines in the world than one.’

			“ ‘There’s only one for me,’ he replied, with a dol­or­ous sigh. ‘And if there were fifty more, who’s to get them, I won­der, without money?’

			“ ‘Oh, some­body will take you for your title; and then you’ve your fam­ily es­tate yet; that’s en­tailed, you know.’

			“ ‘I wish to God I could sell it to pay my debts,’ he muttered.

			“ ‘And then,’ said Grimsby, who had just come in, ‘you can try again, you know. I would have more than one chance, if I were you. I’d nev­er stop here.’

			“ ‘I won’t, I tell you!’ shouted he. And he star­ted up, and left the room—walk­ing rather un­stead­ily, for the li­quor had got in­to his head. He was not so much used to it then, but after that he took to it kindly to solace his cares.

			“He kept his oath about gambling (not a little to the sur­prise of us all), though Grimsby did his ut­most to tempt him to break it, but now he had got hold of an­oth­er habit that bothered him nearly as much, for he soon dis­covered that the de­mon of drink was as black as the de­mon of play, and nearly as hard to get rid of—es­pe­cially as his kind friends did all they could to second the prompt­ings of his own in­sa­ti­able crav­ings.”

			“Then, they were demons them­selves,” cried I, un­able to con­tain my in­dig­na­tion. “And you, Mr. Hunt­ing­don, it seems, were the first to tempt him.”

			“Well, what could we do?” replied he, de­prec­at­ingly.—“We meant it in kind­ness—we couldn’t bear to see the poor fel­low so miser­able:—and be­sides, he was such a damper upon us, sit­ting there si­lent and glum, when he was un­der the threefold in­flu­ence—of the loss of his sweet­heart, the loss of his for­tune, and the re­ac­tion of the lost night’s de­bauch; where­as, when he had some­thing in him, if he was not merry him­self, he was an un­fail­ing source of mer­ri­ment to us. Even Grimsby could chuckle over his odd say­ings: they de­lighted him far more than my merry jests, or Hat­ters­ley’s ri­ot­ous mirth. But one even­ing, when we were sit­ting over our wine, after one of our club din­ners, and all had been hearty to­geth­er—Low­bor­ough giv­ing us mad toasts, and hear­ing our wild songs, and bear­ing a hand in the ap­plause, if he did not help us to sing them him­self—he sud­denly re­lapsed in­to si­lence, sink­ing his head on his hand, and nev­er lift­ing his glass to his lips;—but this was noth­ing new; so we let him alone, and went on with our jol­li­fic­a­tion, till, sud­denly rais­ing his head, he in­ter­rup­ted us in the middle of a roar of laughter by ex­claim­ing—‘Gen­tle­men, where is all this to end?—Will you just tell me that now?—Where is it all to end?’ He rose.

			“ ‘A speech, a speech!’ shouted we. ‘Hear, hear! Low­bor­ough’s go­ing to give us a speech!’

			“He waited calmly till the thun­ders of ap­plause and jingling of glasses had ceased, and then pro­ceeded—‘It’s only this, gen­tle­men—that I think we’d bet­ter go no fur­ther. We’d bet­ter stop while we can.’

			“ ‘Just so!’ cried Hat­ters­ley—

			
				
					‘Stop, poor sin­ner, stop and think
					

					Be­fore you fur­ther go,
					

					No longer sport upon the brink
					

					Of ever­last­ing woe.’
				

			

			“ ‘Ex­actly!’ replied his lord­ship, with the ut­most grav­ity. ‘And if you choose to vis­it the bot­tom­less pit, I won’t go with you—we must part com­pany, for I swear I’ll not move an­oth­er step to­wards it!—What’s this?’ he said, tak­ing up his glass of wine.

			“ ‘Taste it,’ sug­ges­ted I.

			“ ‘This is hell broth!’ he ex­claimed. ‘I re­nounce it forever!’ And he threw it out in­to the middle of the table.

			“ ‘Fill again!’ said I, hand­ing him the bottle—‘and let us drink to your re­nun­ci­ation.’

			“ ‘It’s rank pois­on,’ said he, grasp­ing the bottle by the neck, ‘and I for­swear it! I’ve giv­en up gambling, and I’ll give up this too.’ He was on the point of de­lib­er­ately pour­ing the whole con­tents of the bottle on to the table, but Har­grave wres­ted it from him. ‘On you be the curse, then!’ said he. And, back­ing from the room, he shouted, ‘Farewell, ye tempters!’ and van­ished amid shouts of laughter and ap­plause.

			“We ex­pec­ted him back among us the next day; but, to our sur­prise, the place re­mained va­cant: we saw noth­ing of him for a whole week; and we really began to think he was go­ing to keep his word. At last, one even­ing, when we were most of us as­sembled to­geth­er again, he entered, si­lent and grim as a ghost, and would have quietly slipped in­to his usu­al seat at my el­bow, but we all rose to wel­come him, and sev­er­al voices were raised to ask what he would have, and sev­er­al hands were busy with bottle and glass to serve him; but I knew a smoking tum­bler of brandy-and-wa­ter would com­fort him best, and had nearly pre­pared it, when he peev­ishly pushed it away, say­ing—

			“ ‘Do let me alone, Hunt­ing­don! Do be quiet, all of you! I’m not come to join you: I’m only come to be with you awhile, be­cause I can’t bear my own thoughts.’ And he fol­ded his arms, and leant back in his chair; so we let him be. But I left the glass by him; and, after awhile, Grimsby dir­ec­ted my at­ten­tion to­wards it, by a sig­ni­fic­ant wink; and, on turn­ing my head, I saw it was drained to the bot­tom. He made me a sign to re­plen­ish, and quietly pushed up the bottle. I will­ingly com­plied; but Low­bor­ough de­tec­ted the pan­to­mime, and, nettled at the in­tel­li­gent grins that were passing between us, snatched the glass from my hand, dashed the con­tents of it in Grimsby’s face, threw the empty tum­bler at me, and then bolted from the room.”

			“I hope he broke your head,” said I.

			“No, love,” replied he, laugh­ing im­mod­er­ately at the re­col­lec­tion of the whole af­fair; “he would have done so—and per­haps, spoilt my face, too, but, provid­en­tially, this forest of curls” (tak­ing off his hat, and show­ing his lux­uri­ant chest­nut locks) “saved my skull, and pre­ven­ted the glass from break­ing, till it reached the table.”

			“After that,” he con­tin­ued, “Low­bor­ough kept aloof from us a week or two longer. I used to meet him oc­ca­sion­ally in the town; and then, as I was too good-natured to re­sent his un­man­nerly con­duct, and he bore no malice against me—he was nev­er un­will­ing to talk to me; on the con­trary, he would cling to me, and fol­low me any­where but to the club, and the gam­ing-houses, and such­like dan­ger­ous places of re­sort—he was so weary of his own mop­ing, mel­an­choly mind. At last, I got him to come in with me to the club, on con­di­tion that I would not tempt him to drink; and, for some time, he con­tin­ued to look in upon us pretty reg­u­larly of an even­ing—still ab­stain­ing, with won­der­ful per­sever­ance, from the ‘rank pois­on’ he had so bravely forsworn. But some of our mem­bers pro­tested against this con­duct. They did not like to have him sit­ting there like a skel­et­on at a feast, in­stead of con­trib­ut­ing his quota to the gen­er­al amuse­ment, cast­ing a cloud over all, and watch­ing, with greedy eyes, every drop they car­ried to their lips—they vowed it was not fair; and some of them main­tained that he should either be com­pelled to do as oth­ers did, or ex­pelled from the so­ci­ety; and swore that, next time he showed him­self, they would tell him as much, and, if he did not take the warn­ing, pro­ceed to act­ive meas­ures. How­ever, I be­friended him on this oc­ca­sion, and re­com­men­ded them to let him be for a while, in­tim­at­ing that, with a little pa­tience on our parts, he would soon come round again. But, to be sure, it was rather pro­vok­ing; for, though he re­fused to drink like an hon­est Chris­ti­an, it was well known to me that he kept a private bottle of laudan­um about him, which he was con­tinu­ally soak­ing at—or rather, hold­ing off and on with, ab­stain­ing one day and ex­ceed­ing the next—just like the spir­its.

			“One night, how­ever, dur­ing one of our or­gies—one of our high fest­ivals, I mean—he glided in, like the ghost in Macbeth, and seated him­self, as usu­al, a little back from the table, in the chair we al­ways placed for ‘the spectre,’ wheth­er it chose to fill it or not. I saw by his face that he was suf­fer­ing from the ef­fects of an over­dose of his in­si­di­ous com­fort­er; but nobody spoke to him, and he spoke to nobody. A few side­long glances, and a whispered ob­ser­va­tion, that ‘the ghost was come,’ was all the no­tice he drew by his ap­pear­ance, and we went on with our merry ca­rous­als as be­fore, till he startled us all by sud­denly draw­ing in his chair, and lean­ing for­ward with his el­bows on the table, and ex­claim­ing with portent­ous solem­nity—‘Well! it puzzles me what you can find to be so merry about. What you see in life I don’t know—I see only the black­ness of dark­ness, and a fear­ful look­ing for of judg­ment and fiery in­dig­na­tion!’

			“All the com­pany sim­ul­tan­eously pushed up their glasses to him, and I set them be­fore him in a semi­circle, and, ten­derly pat­ting him on the back, bid him drink, and he would soon see as bright a pro­spect as any of us; but he pushed them back, mut­ter­ing—

			“ ‘Take them away! I won’t taste it, I tell you. I won’t—I won’t!’ So I handed them down again to the own­ers; but I saw that he fol­lowed them with a glare of hungry re­gret as they de­par­ted. Then he clasped his hands be­fore his eyes to shut out the sight, and two minutes after lif­ted his head again, and said, in a hoarse but vehe­ment whis­per—

			“ ‘And yet I must! Hunt­ing­don, get me a glass!’

			“ ‘Take the bottle, man!’ said I, thrust­ing the brandy-bottle in­to his hand—but stop, I’m telling too much,” muttered the nar­rat­or, startled at the look I turned upon him. “But no mat­ter,” he reck­lessly ad­ded, and thus con­tin­ued his re­la­tion: “In his des­per­ate eager­ness, he seized the bottle and sucked away, till he sud­denly dropped from his chair, dis­ap­pear­ing un­der the table amid a tem­pest of ap­plause. The con­sequence of this im­prudence was some­thing like an apo­plect­ic fit, fol­lowed by a rather severe brain fever—”

			“And what did you think of your­self, sir?” said I, quickly.

			“Of course, I was very pen­it­ent,” he replied. “I went to see him once or twice—nay, twice or thrice—or by’r lady, some four times—and when he got bet­ter, I ten­derly brought him back to the fold.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean, I re­stored him to the bos­om of the club, and com­pas­sion­at­ing the feeble­ness of his health and ex­treme low­ness of his spir­its, I re­com­men­ded him to ‘take a little wine for his stom­ach’s sake,’ and, when he was suf­fi­ciently rees­tab­lished, to em­brace the me­dia-via, ni-ja­mais-ni-tou­jours plan—not to kill him­self like a fool, and not to ab­stain like a ninny—in a word, to en­joy him­self like a ra­tion­al creature, and do as I did; for, don’t think, Helen, that I’m a tip­pler; I’m noth­ing at all of the kind, and nev­er was, and nev­er shall be. I value my com­fort far too much. I see that a man can­not give him­self up to drink­ing without be­ing miser­able one-half his days and mad the oth­er; be­sides, I like to en­joy my life at all sides and ends, which can­not be done by one that suf­fers him­self to be the slave of a single propensity—and, moreover, drink­ing spoils one’s good looks,” he con­cluded, with a most con­ceited smile that ought to have pro­voked me more than it did.

			“And did Lord Low­bor­ough profit by your ad­vice?” I asked.

			“Why, yes, in a man­ner. For a while he man­aged very well; in­deed, he was a mod­el of mod­er­a­tion and prudence—some­thing too much so for the tastes of our wild com­munity; but, some­how, Low­bor­ough had not the gift of mod­er­a­tion: if he stumbled a little to one side, he must go down be­fore he could right him­self: if he over­shot the mark one night, the ef­fects of it rendered him so miser­able the next day that he must re­peat the of­fence to mend it; and so on from day to day, till his clam­or­ous con­science brought him to a stand. And then, in his sober mo­ments, he so bothered his friends with his re­morse, and his ter­rors and woes, that they were ob­liged, in self-de­fence, to get him to drown his sor­rows in wine, or any more po­tent bever­age that came to hand; and when his first scruples of con­science were over­come, he would need no more per­suad­ing, he would of­ten grow des­per­ate, and be as great a black­guard as any of them could de­sire—but only to lament his own un­ut­ter­able wicked­ness and de­grad­a­tion the more when the fit was over.

			“At last, one day when he and I were alone to­geth­er, after pon­der­ing awhile in one of his gloomy, ab­strac­ted moods, with his arms fol­ded and his head sunk on his breast, he sud­denly woke up, and vehe­mently grasp­ing my arm, said—

			“ ‘Hunt­ing­don, this won’t do! I’m re­solved to have done with it.’

			“ ‘What, are you go­ing to shoot your­self?’ said I.

			“ ‘No; I’m go­ing to re­form.’

			“ ‘Oh, that’s noth­ing new! You’ve been go­ing to re­form these twelve months and more.’

			“ ‘Yes, but you wouldn’t let me; and I was such a fool I couldn’t live without you. But now I see what it is that keeps me back, and what’s wanted to save me; and I’d com­pass sea and land to get it—only I’m afraid there’s no chance.’ And he sighed as if his heart would break.

			“ ‘What is it, Low­bor­ough?’ said I, think­ing he was fairly cracked at last.

			“ ‘A wife,’ he answered; ‘for I can’t live alone, be­cause my own mind dis­tracts me, and I can’t live with you, be­cause you take the dev­il’s part against me.’

			“ ‘Who—I?’

			“ ‘Yes—all of you do—and you more than any of them, you know. But if I could get a wife, with for­tune enough to pay off my debts and set me straight in the world—’

			“ ‘To be sure,’ said I.

			“ ‘And sweet­ness and good­ness enough,’ he con­tin­ued, ‘to make home tol­er­able, and to re­con­cile me to my­self, I think I should do yet. I shall nev­er be in love again, that’s cer­tain; but per­haps that would be no great mat­ter, it would en­able me to choose with my eyes open—and I should make a good hus­band in spite of it; but could any­one be in love with me?—that’s the ques­tion. With your good looks and powers of fas­cin­a­tion’ (he was pleased to say), ‘I might hope; but as it is, Hunt­ing­don, do you think any­body would take me—ruined and wretched as I am?’

			“ ‘Yes, cer­tainly.’

			“ ‘Who?’

			“ ‘Why, any neg­lected old maid, fast sink­ing in des­pair, would be de­lighted to—’

			“ ‘No, no,’ said he—‘it must be some­body that I can love.’

			“ ‘Why, you just said you nev­er could be in love again!’

			“ ‘Well, love is not the word—but some­body that I can like. I’ll search all Eng­land through, at all events!’ he cried, with a sud­den burst of hope, or des­per­a­tion. ‘Suc­ceed or fail, it will be bet­ter than rush­ing head­long to de­struc­tion at that d——d club: so farewell to it and you. Whenev­er I meet you on hon­est ground or un­der a Chris­ti­an roof, I shall be glad to see you; but nev­er more shall you en­tice me to that dev­il’s den!’

			“This was shame­ful lan­guage, but I shook hands with him, and we par­ted. He kept his word; and from that time for­ward he has been a pat­tern of pro­pri­ety, as far as I can tell; but till lately I have not had very much to do with him. He oc­ca­sion­ally sought my com­pany, but as fre­quently shrunk from it, fear­ing lest I should wile him back to de­struc­tion, and I found his not very en­ter­tain­ing, es­pe­cially as he some­times at­temp­ted to awaken my con­science and draw me from the per­di­tion he con­sidered him­self to have es­caped; but when I did hap­pen to meet him, I sel­dom failed to ask after the pro­gress of his mat­ri­mo­ni­al ef­forts and re­searches, and, in gen­er­al, he could give me but a poor ac­count. The moth­ers were re­pelled by his empty cof­fers and his repu­ta­tion for gambling, and the daugh­ters by his cloudy brow and mel­an­choly tem­per—be­sides, he didn’t un­der­stand them; he wanted the spir­it and as­sur­ance to carry his point.

			“I left him at it when I went to the con­tin­ent; and on my re­turn, at the year’s end, I found him still a dis­con­sol­ate bach­el­or—though, cer­tainly, look­ing some­what less like an un­blest ex­ile from the tomb than be­fore. The young ladies had ceased to be afraid of him, and were be­gin­ning to think him quite in­ter­est­ing; but the mam­mas were still un­re­lent­ing. It was about this time, Helen, that my good an­gel brought me in­to con­junc­tion with you; and then I had eyes and ears for nobody else. But, mean­time, Low­bor­ough be­came ac­quain­ted with our charm­ing friend, Miss Wilmot—through the in­ter­ven­tion of his good an­gel, no doubt he would tell you, though he did not dare to fix his hopes on one so cour­ted and ad­mired, till after they were brought in­to closer con­tact here at Staningley, and she, in the ab­sence of her oth­er ad­mirers, in­dubit­ably cour­ted his no­tice and held out every en­cour­age­ment to his tim­id ad­vances. Then, in­deed, he began to hope for a dawn of bright­er days; and if, for a while, I darkened his pro­spects by stand­ing between him and his sun—and so nearly plunged him again in­to the abyss of des­pair—it only in­tens­i­fied his ar­dour and strengthened his hopes when I chose to aban­don the field in the pur­suit of a bright­er treas­ure. In a word, as I told you, he is fairly be­sot­ted. At first, he could dimly per­ceive her faults, and they gave him con­sid­er­able un­eas­i­ness; but now his pas­sion and her art to­geth­er have blinded him to everything but her per­fec­tions and his amaz­ing good for­tune. Last night he came to me brim­ful of his new­found fe­li­city:

			“ ‘Hunt­ing­don, I am not a cast­away!’ said he, seiz­ing my hand and squeez­ing it like a vice. ‘There is hap­pi­ness in store for me yet—even in this life—she loves me!’

			“ ‘In­deed!’ said I. ‘Has she told you so?’

			“ ‘No, but I can no longer doubt it. Do you not see how poin­tedly kind and af­fec­tion­ate she is? And she knows the ut­most ex­tent of my poverty, and cares noth­ing about it! She knows all the folly and all the wicked­ness of my former life, and is not afraid to trust me—and my rank and title are no al­lure­ments to her; for them she ut­terly dis­reg­ards. She is the most gen­er­ous, high-minded be­ing that can be con­ceived of. She will save me, body and soul, from de­struc­tion. Already, she has en­nobled me in my own es­tim­a­tion, and made me three times bet­ter, wiser, great­er than I was. Oh! if I had but known her be­fore, how much de­grad­a­tion and misery I should have been spared! But what have I done to de­serve so mag­ni­fi­cent a creature?’

			“And the cream of the jest,” con­tin­ued Mr. Hunt­ing­don, laugh­ing, “is, that the art­ful minx loves noth­ing about him but his title and ped­i­gree, and ‘that de­light­ful old fam­ily seat.’ ”

			“How do you know?” said I.

			“She told me so her­self; she said, ‘As for the man him­self, I thor­oughly des­pise him; but then, I sup­pose, it is time to be mak­ing my choice, and if I waited for someone cap­able of eli­cit­ing my es­teem and af­fec­tion, I should have to pass my life in single blessed­ness, for I de­test you all!’ Ha, ha! I sus­pect she was wrong there; but, how­ever, it is evid­ent she has no love for him, poor fel­low.”

			“Then you ought to tell him so.”

			“What! and spoil all her plans and pro­spects, poor girl? No, no: that would be a breach of con­fid­ence, wouldn’t it, Helen? Ha, ha! Be­sides, it would break his heart.” And he laughed again.

			“Well, Mr. Hunt­ing­don, I don’t know what you see so amaz­ingly di­vert­ing in the mat­ter; I see noth­ing to laugh at.”

			“I’m laugh­ing at you, just now, love,” said he, re­doub­ling his mach­in­a­tions.

			And leav­ing him to en­joy his mer­ri­ment alone, I touched Ruby with the whip, and cantered on to re­join our com­pan­ions; for we had been walk­ing our horses all this time, and were con­sequently a long way be­hind. Ar­thur was soon at my side again; but not dis­posed to talk to him, I broke in­to a gal­lop. He did the same; and we did not slack­en our pace till we came up with Miss Wilmot and Lord Low­bor­ough, which was with­in half a mile of the park-gates. I avoided all fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion with him till we came to the end of our ride, when I meant to jump off my horse and van­ish in­to the house, be­fore he could of­fer his as­sist­ance; but while I was dis­en­ga­ging my habit from the crutch, he lif­ted me off, and held me by both hands, as­sert­ing that he would not let me go till I had for­giv­en him.

			“I have noth­ing to for­give,” said I. “You have not in­jured me.”

			“No, darling—God for­bid that I should! but you are angry be­cause it was to me that An­na­bella con­fessed her lack of es­teem for her lov­er.”

			“No, Ar­thur, it is not that that dis­pleases me: it is the whole sys­tem of your con­duct to­wards your friend, and if you wish me to for­get it, go now, and tell him what sort of a wo­man it is that he ad­ores so madly, and on whom he has hung his hopes of fu­ture hap­pi­ness.”

			“I tell you, Helen, it would break his heart—it would be the death of him—be­sides be­ing a scan­dal­ous trick to poor An­na­bella. There is no help for him now; he is past pray­ing for. Be­sides, she may keep up the de­cep­tion to the end of the chapter; and then he will be just as happy in the il­lu­sion as if it were real­ity; or per­haps he will only dis­cov­er his mis­take when he has ceased to love her; and if not, it is much bet­ter that the truth should dawn gradu­ally upon him. So now, my an­gel, I hope I have made out a clear case, and fully con­vinced you that I can­not make the atone­ment you re­quire. What oth­er re­quis­i­tion have you to make? Speak, and I will gladly obey.”

			“I have none but this,” said I, as gravely as be­fore: “that, in fu­ture, you will nev­er make a jest of the suf­fer­ings of oth­ers, and al­ways use your in­flu­ence with your friends for their own ad­vant­age against their evil propensit­ies, in­stead of second­ing their evil propensit­ies against them­selves.”

			“I will do my ut­most,” said he, “to re­mem­ber and per­form the in­junc­tions of my an­gel monit­ress;” and after kiss­ing both my gloved hands, he let me go.

			When I entered my room, I was sur­prised to see An­na­bella Wilmot stand­ing be­fore my toi­let-table, com­posedly sur­vey­ing her fea­tures in the glass, with one hand flirt­ing her gold-moun­ted whip, and the oth­er hold­ing up her long habit.

			“She cer­tainly is a mag­ni­fi­cent creature!” thought I, as I be­held that tall, finely de­veloped fig­ure, and the re­flec­tion of the hand­some face in the mir­ror be­fore me, with the glossy dark hair, slightly and not un­grace­fully dis­ordered by the breezy ride, the rich brown com­plex­ion glow­ing with ex­er­cise, and the black eyes spark­ling with un­wonted bril­liance. On per­ceiv­ing me, she turned round, ex­claim­ing, with a laugh that sa­voured more of malice than of mirth—“Why, Helen! what have you been do­ing so long? I came to tell you my good for­tune,” she con­tin­ued, re­gard­less of Rachel’s pres­ence. “Lord Low­bor­ough has pro­posed, and I have been gra­ciously pleased to ac­cept him. Don’t you envy me, dear?”

			“No, love,” said I—“or him either,” I men­tally ad­ded. “And do you like him, An­na­bella?”

			“Like him! yes, to be sure—over head and ears in love!”

			“Well, I hope you’ll make him a good wife.”

			“Thank you, my dear! And what be­sides do you hope?”

			“I hope you will both love each oth­er, and both be happy.”

			“Thanks; and I hope you will make a very good wife to Mr. Hunt­ing­don!” said she, with a queenly bow, and re­tired.

			“Oh, Miss! how could you say so to her!” cried Rachel.

			“Say what?” replied I.

			“Why, that you hoped she would make him a good wife. I nev­er heard such a thing!”

			“Be­cause I do hope it, or rather, I wish it; she’s al­most past hope.”

			“Well,” said she, “I’m sure I hope he’ll make her a good hus­band. They tell queer things about him down­stairs. They were say­ing—”

			“I know, Rachel. I’ve heard all about him; but he’s re­formed now. And they have no busi­ness to tell tales about their mas­ters.”

			“No, mum—or else, they have said some things about Mr. Hunt­ing­don too.”

			“I won’t hear them, Rachel; they tell lies.”

			“Yes, mum,” said she, quietly, as she went on ar­ran­ging my hair.

			“Do you be­lieve them, Rachel?” I asked, after a short pause.

			“No, Miss, not all. You know when a lot of ser­vants gets to­geth­er they like to talk about their bet­ters; and some, for a bit of swag­ger, likes to make it ap­pear as though they knew more than they do, and to throw out hints and things just to as­ton­ish the oth­ers. But I think, if I was you, Miss Helen, I’d look very well be­fore I leaped. I do be­lieve a young lady can’t be too care­ful who she mar­ries.”

			“Of course not,” said I; “but be quick, will you, Rachel? I want to be dressed.”

			And, in­deed, I was anxious to be rid of the good wo­man, for I was in such a mel­an­choly frame I could hardly keep the tears out of my eyes while she dressed me. It was not for Lord Low­bor­ough—it was not for An­na­bella—it was not for my­self—it was for Ar­thur Hunt­ing­don that they rose.

			

			13th.—They are gone, and he is gone. We are to be par­ted for more than two months, above ten weeks! a long, long time to live and not to see him. But he has prom­ised to write of­ten, and made me prom­ise to write still of­ten­er, be­cause he will be busy set­tling his af­fairs, and I shall have noth­ing bet­ter to do. Well, I think I shall al­ways have plenty to say. But oh! for the time when we shall be al­ways to­geth­er, and can ex­change our thoughts without the in­ter­ven­tion of these cold go-betweens, pen, ink, and pa­per!

			

			22nd.—I have had sev­er­al let­ters from Ar­thur already. They are not long, but passing sweet, and just like him­self, full of ar­dent af­fec­tion, and play­ful lively hu­mour; but there is al­ways a “but” in this im­per­fect world, and I do wish he would some­times be ser­i­ous. I can­not get him to write or speak in real, sol­id earn­est. I don’t much mind it now, but if it be al­ways so, what shall I do with the ser­i­ous part of my­self?

		
	
		
			XXIII

			Feb. 18, 1822.—Early this morn­ing Ar­thur moun­ted his hunter and set off in high glee to meet the ——— hounds. He will be away all day, and so I will amuse my­self with my neg­lected di­ary, if I can give that name to such an ir­reg­u­lar com­pos­i­tion. It is ex­actly four months since I opened it last.

			I am mar­ried now, and settled down as Mrs. Hunt­ing­don of Grassdale Man­or. I have had eight weeks’ ex­per­i­ence of mat­ri­mony. And do I re­gret the step I have taken? No, though I must con­fess, in my secret heart, that Ar­thur is not what I thought him at first, and if I had known him in the be­gin­ning as thor­oughly as I do now, I prob­ably nev­er should have loved him, and if I loved him first, and then made the dis­cov­ery, I fear I should have thought it my duty not to have mar­ried him. To be sure I might have known him, for every­one was will­ing enough to tell me about him, and he him­self was no ac­com­plished hy­po­crite, but I was wil­fully blind; and now, in­stead of re­gret­ting that I did not dis­cern his full char­ac­ter be­fore I was in­dis­sol­ubly bound to him, I am glad, for it has saved me a great deal of bat­tling with my con­science, and a great deal of con­sequent trouble and pain; and, whatever I ought to have done, my duty now is plainly to love him and to cleave to him, and this just tal­lies with my in­clin­a­tion.

			He is very fond of me, al­most too fond. I could do with less caress­ing and more ra­tion­al­ity. I should like to be less of a pet and more of a friend, if I might choose; but I won’t com­plain of that: I am only afraid his af­fec­tion loses in depth where it gains in ar­dour. I some­times liken it to a fire of dry twigs and branches com­pared with one of sol­id coal, very bright and hot; but if it should burn it­self out and leave noth­ing but ashes be­hind, what shall I do? But it won’t, it shan’t, I am de­term­ined; and surely I have power to keep it alive. So let me dis­miss that thought at once. But Ar­thur is selfish; I am con­strained to ac­know­ledge that; and, in­deed, the ad­mis­sion gives me less pain than might be ex­pec­ted, for, since I love him so much, I can eas­ily for­give him for lov­ing him­self: he likes to be pleased, and it is my de­light to please him; and when I re­gret this tend­ency of his, it is for his own sake, not for mine.

			The first in­stance he gave was on the oc­ca­sion of our bridal tour. He wanted to hurry it over, for all the con­tin­ent­al scenes were already fa­mil­i­ar to him: many had lost their in­terest in his eyes, and oth­ers had nev­er had any­thing to lose. The con­sequence was, that after a fly­ing trans­it through part of France and part of Italy, I came back nearly as ig­nor­ant as I went, hav­ing made no ac­quaint­ance with per­sons and man­ners, and very little with things, my head swarm­ing with a mot­ley con­fu­sion of ob­jects and scenes; some, it is true, leav­ing a deep­er and more pleas­ing im­pres­sion than oth­ers, but these em­bittered by the re­col­lec­tion that my emo­tions had not been shared by my com­pan­ion, but that, on the con­trary, when I had ex­pressed a par­tic­u­lar in­terest in any­thing that I saw or de­sired to see, it had been dis­pleas­ing to him, inas­much as it proved that I could take de­light in any­thing dis­con­nec­ted with him­self.

			As for Par­is, we only just touched at that, and he would not give me time to see one-tenth of the beau­ties and in­ter­est­ing ob­jects of Rome. He wanted to get me home, he said, to have me all to him­self, and to see me safely in­stalled as the mis­tress of Grassdale Man­or, just as single-minded, as na­ive, and pi­quante as I was; and as if I had been some frail but­ter­fly, he ex­pressed him­self fear­ful of rub­bing the sil­ver off my wings by bring­ing me in­to con­tact with so­ci­ety, es­pe­cially that of Par­is and Rome; and, moreover, he did not scruple to tell me that there were ladies in both places that would tear his eyes out if they happened to meet him with me.

			Of course I was vexed at all this; but still it was less the dis­ap­point­ment to my­self that an­noyed me, than the dis­ap­point­ment in him, and the trouble I was at to frame ex­cuses to my friends for hav­ing seen and ob­served so little, without im­put­ing one particle of blame to my com­pan­ion. But when we got home—to my new, de­light­ful home—I was so happy and he was so kind that I freely for­gave him all; and I was be­gin­ning to think my lot too happy, and my hus­band ac­tu­ally too good for me, if not too good for this world, when, on the second Sunday after our ar­rival, he shocked and hor­ri­fied me by an­oth­er in­stance of his un­reas­on­able ex­ac­tion. We were walk­ing home from the morn­ing ser­vice, for it was a fine frosty day, and as we are so near the church, I had re­ques­ted the car­riage should not be used.

			“Helen,” said he, with un­usu­al grav­ity, “I am not quite sat­is­fied with you.”

			I de­sired to know what was wrong.

			“But will you prom­ise to re­form if I tell you?”

			“Yes, if I can, and without of­fend­ing a high­er au­thor­ity.”

			“Ah! there it is, you see: you don’t love me with all your heart.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you, Ar­thur (at least I hope I don’t): pray tell me what I have done or said amiss.”

			“It is noth­ing you have done or said; it is some­thing that you are—you are too re­li­gious. Now I like a wo­man to be re­li­gious, and I think your piety one of your greatest charms; but then, like all oth­er good things, it may be car­ried too far. To my think­ing, a wo­man’s re­li­gion ought not to lessen her de­vo­tion to her earthly lord. She should have enough to puri­fy and eth­er­e­al­ise her soul, but not enough to re­fine away her heart, and raise her above all hu­man sym­path­ies.”

			“And am I above all hu­man sym­path­ies?” said I.

			“No, darling; but you are mak­ing more pro­gress to­wards that saintly con­di­tion than I like; for all these two hours I have been think­ing of you and want­ing to catch your eye, and you were so ab­sorbed in your de­vo­tions that you had not even a glance to spare for me—I de­clare it is enough to make one jeal­ous of one’s Maker—which is very wrong, you know; so don’t ex­cite such wicked pas­sions again, for my soul’s sake.”

			“I will give my whole heart and soul to my Maker if I can,” I answered, “and not one atom more of it to you than He al­lows. What are you, sir, that you should set your­self up as a god, and pre­sume to dis­pute pos­ses­sion of my heart with Him to whom I owe all I have and all I am, every bless­ing I ever did or ever can en­joy—and your­self among the rest—if you are a bless­ing, which I am half in­clined to doubt.”

			“Don’t be so hard upon me, Helen; and don’t pinch my arm so: you are squeez­ing your fin­gers in­to the bone.”

			“Ar­thur,” con­tin­ued I, re­lax­ing my hold of his arm, “you don’t love me half as much as I do you; and yet, if you loved me far less than you do, I would not com­plain, provided you loved your Maker more. I should re­joice to see you at any time so deeply ab­sorbed in your de­vo­tions that you had not a single thought to spare for me. But, in­deed, I should lose noth­ing by the change, for the more you loved your God the more deep and pure and true would be your love to me.”

			At this he only laughed and kissed my hand, call­ing me a sweet en­thu­si­ast. Then tak­ing off his hat, he ad­ded: “But look here, Helen—what can a man do with such a head as this?”

			The head looked right enough, but when he placed my hand on the top of it, it sunk in a bed of curls, rather alarm­ingly low, es­pe­cially in the middle.

			“You see I was not made to be a saint,” said he, laugh­ing, “If God meant me to be re­li­gious, why didn’t He give me a prop­er or­gan of ven­er­a­tion?”

			“You are like the ser­vant,” I replied, “who, in­stead of em­ploy­ing his one tal­ent in his mas­ter’s ser­vice, re­stored it to him un­im­proved, al­leging, as an ex­cuse, that he knew him ‘to be a hard man, reap­ing where he had not sown, and gath­er­ing where he had not strawed.’ Of him to whom less is giv­en, less will be re­quired, but our ut­most ex­er­tions are re­quired of us all. You are not without the ca­pa­city of ven­er­a­tion, and faith and hope, and con­science and reas­on, and every oth­er re­quis­ite to a Chris­ti­an’s char­ac­ter, if you choose to em­ploy them; but all our tal­ents in­crease in the us­ing, and every fac­ulty, both good and bad, strengthens by ex­er­cise: there­fore, if you choose to use the bad, or those which tend to evil, till they be­come your mas­ters, and neg­lect the good till they dwindle away, you have only your­self to blame. But you have tal­ents, Ar­thur—nat­ur­al en­dow­ments both of heart and mind and tem­per, such as many a bet­ter Chris­ti­an would be glad to pos­sess, if you would only em­ploy them in God’s ser­vice. I should nev­er ex­pect to see you a de­votee, but it is quite pos­sible to be a good Chris­ti­an without ceas­ing to be a happy, merry-hearted man.”

			“You speak like an or­acle, Helen, and all you say is in­dis­put­ably true; but listen here: I am hungry, and I see be­fore me a good sub­stan­tial din­ner; I am told that if I ab­stain from this today I shall have a sump­tu­ous feast to­mor­row, con­sist­ing of all man­ner of dain­ties and del­ic­acies. Now, in the first place, I should be loth to wait till to­mor­row when I have the means of ap­peas­ing my hun­ger already be­fore me: in the second place, the sol­id vi­ands of today are more to my taste than the dain­ties that are prom­ised me; in the third place, I don’t see to­mor­row’s ban­quet, and how can I tell that it is not all a fable, got up by the greasy-faced fel­low that is ad­vising me to ab­stain in or­der that he may have all the good victu­als to him­self? in the fourth place, this table must be spread for some­body, and, as So­lomon says, ‘Who can eat, or who else can hasten here­unto more than I?’ and fi­nally, with your leave, I’ll sit down and sat­is­fy my crav­ings of today, and leave to­mor­row to shift for it­self—who knows but what I may se­cure both this and that?”

			“But you are not re­quired to ab­stain from the sub­stan­tial din­ner of today: you are only ad­vised to par­take of these coars­er vi­ands in such mod­er­a­tion as not to in­ca­pa­cit­ate you from en­joy­ing the choicer ban­quet of to­mor­row. If, re­gard­less of that coun­sel, you choose to make a beast of your­self now, and over­eat and over-drink your­self till you turn the good victu­als in­to pois­on, who is to blame if, here­after, while you are suf­fer­ing the tor­ments of yes­ter­day’s glut­tony and drunk­en­ness, you see more tem­per­ate men sit­ting down to en­joy them­selves at that splen­did en­ter­tain­ment which you are un­able to taste?”

			“Most true, my pat­ron saint; but again, our friend So­lomon says, ‘There is noth­ing bet­ter for a man than to eat and to drink, and to be merry.’ ”

			“And again,” re­turned I, “he says, ‘Re­joice, O young man, in thy youth; and walk in the ways of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes: but know thou, that for all these things God will bring thee in­to judg­ment.’ ”

			“Well, but, Helen, I’m sure I’ve been very good these last few weeks. What have you seen amiss in me, and what would you have me to do?”

			“Noth­ing more than you do, Ar­thur: your ac­tions are all right so far; but I would have your thoughts changed; I would have you to for­ti­fy your­self against tempta­tion, and not to call evil good, and good evil; I should wish you to think more deeply, to look fur­ther, and aim high­er than you do.”

		
	
		
			XXIV

			March 25th.—Ar­thur is get­ting tired—not of me, I trust, but of the idle, quiet life he leads—and no won­der, for he has so few sources of amuse­ment: he nev­er reads any­thing but news­pa­pers and sport­ing magazines; and when he sees me oc­cu­pied with a book, he won’t let me rest till I close it. In fine weath­er he gen­er­ally man­ages to get through the time pretty well, but on rainy days, of which we have had a good many of late, it is quite pain­ful to wit­ness his en­nui. I do all I can to amuse him, but it is im­possible to get him to feel in­ter­ested in what I most like to talk about, while, on the oth­er hand, he likes to talk about things that can­not in­terest me—or even that an­noy me—and these please him the most of all: for his fa­vour­ite amuse­ment is to sit or loll be­side me on the sofa, and tell me stor­ies of his former amours, al­ways turn­ing upon the ru­in of some con­fid­ing girl or the cozen­ing of some un­sus­pect­ing hus­band; and when I ex­press my hor­ror and in­dig­na­tion, he lays it all to the charge of jeal­ousy, and laughs till the tears run down his cheeks. I used to fly in­to pas­sions or melt in­to tears at first, but see­ing that his de­light in­creased in pro­por­tion to my an­ger and agit­a­tion, I have since en­deav­oured to sup­press my feel­ings and re­ceive his rev­el­a­tions in the si­lence of calm con­tempt; but still he reads the in­ward struggle in my face, and mis­con­strues my bit­ter­ness of soul for his un­wor­thi­ness in­to the pangs of wounded jeal­ousy; and when he has suf­fi­ciently di­ver­ted him­self with that, or fears my dis­pleas­ure will be­come too ser­i­ous for his com­fort, he tries to kiss and soothe me in­to smiles again—nev­er were his caresses so little wel­come as then! This is double selfish­ness dis­played to me and to the vic­tims of his former love. There are times when, with a mo­ment­ary pang—a flash of wild dis­may, I ask my­self, “Helen, what have you done?” But I re­buke the in­ward ques­tion­er, and re­pel the ob­trus­ive thoughts that crowd upon me; for were he ten times as sen­su­al and im­pen­et­rable to good and lofty thoughts, I well know I have no right to com­plain. And I don’t and won’t com­plain. I do and will love him still; and I do not and will not re­gret that I have linked my fate with his.

			April 4th.—We have had a down­right quar­rel. The par­tic­u­lars are as fol­lows: Ar­thur had told me, at dif­fer­ent in­ter­vals, the whole story of his in­trigue with Lady F——, which I would not be­lieve be­fore. It was some con­sol­a­tion, how­ever, to find that in this in­stance the lady had been more to blame than he, for he was very young at the time, and she had de­cidedly made the first ad­vances, if what he said was true. I hated her for it, for it seemed as if she had chiefly con­trib­uted to his cor­rup­tion; and when he was be­gin­ning to talk about her the oth­er day, I begged he would not men­tion her, for I de­tested the very sound of her name.

			“Not be­cause you loved her, Ar­thur, mind, but be­cause she in­jured you and de­ceived her hus­band, and was al­to­geth­er a very ab­om­in­able wo­man, whom you ought to be ashamed to men­tion.”

			But he de­fen­ded her by say­ing that she had a dot­ing old hus­band, whom it was im­possible to love.

			“Then why did she marry him?” said I.

			“For his money,” was the reply.

			“Then that was an­oth­er crime, and her sol­emn prom­ise to love and hon­our him was an­oth­er, that only in­creased the enorm­ity of the last.”

			“You are too severe upon the poor lady,” laughed he. “But nev­er mind, Helen, I don’t care for her now; and I nev­er loved any of them half as much as I do you, so you needn’t fear to be for­saken like them.”

			“If you had told me these things be­fore, Ar­thur, I nev­er should have giv­en you the chance.”

			“Wouldn’t you, my darling?”

			“Most cer­tainly not!”

			He laughed in­cred­u­lously.

			“I wish I could con­vince you of it now!” cried I, start­ing up from be­side him: and for the first time in my life, and I hope the last, I wished I had not mar­ried him.

			“Helen,” said he, more gravely, “do you know that if I be­lieved you now I should be very angry? but thank heav­en I don’t. Though you stand there with your white face and flash­ing eyes, look­ing at me like a very tigress, I know the heart with­in you per­haps a trifle bet­ter than you know it your­self.”

			Without an­oth­er word I left the room and locked my­self up in my own cham­ber. In about half an hour he came to the door, and first he tried the handle, then he knocked.

			“Won’t you let me in, Helen?” said he. “No; you have dis­pleased me,” I replied, “and I don’t want to see your face or hear your voice again till the morn­ing.”

			He paused a mo­ment as if dumb­foun­ded or un­cer­tain how to an­swer such a speech, and then turned and walked away. This was only an hour after din­ner: I knew he would find it very dull to sit alone all the even­ing; and this con­sid­er­ably softened my re­sent­ment, though it did not make me re­lent. I was de­term­ined to show him that my heart was not his slave, and I could live without him if I chose; and I sat down and wrote a long let­ter to my aunt, of course telling her noth­ing of all this. Soon after ten o’clock I heard him come up again, but he passed my door and went straight to his own dress­ing-room, where he shut him­self in for the night.

			I was rather anxious to see how he would meet me in the morn­ing, and not a little dis­ap­poin­ted to be­hold him enter the break­fast-room with a care­less smile.

			“Are you cross still, Helen?” said he, ap­proach­ing as if to sa­lute me. I coldly turned to the table, and began to pour out the cof­fee, ob­serving that he was rather late.

			He uttered a low whistle and sauntered away to the win­dow, where he stood for some minutes look­ing out upon the pleas­ing pro­spect of sul­len grey clouds, stream­ing rain, soak­ing lawn, and drip­ping leaf­less trees, and mut­ter­ing ex­ec­ra­tions on the weath­er, and then sat down to break­fast. While tak­ing his cof­fee he muttered it was “d——d cold.”

			“You should not have left it so long,” said I.

			He made no an­swer, and the meal was con­cluded in si­lence. It was a re­lief to both when the let­ter-bag was brought in. It con­tained upon ex­am­in­a­tion a news­pa­per and one or two let­ters for him, and a couple of let­ters for me, which he tossed across the table without a re­mark. One was from my broth­er, the oth­er from Mili­cent Har­grave, who is now in Lon­don with her moth­er. His, I think, were busi­ness let­ters, and ap­par­ently not much to his mind, for he crushed them in­to his pock­et with some muttered ex­plet­ives that I should have re­proved him for at any oth­er time. The pa­per he set be­fore him, and pre­ten­ded to be deeply ab­sorbed in its con­tents dur­ing the re­mainder of break­fast, and a con­sid­er­able time after.

			The read­ing and an­swer­ing of my let­ters, and the dir­ec­tion of house­hold con­cerns, af­forded me ample em­ploy­ment for the morn­ing: after lunch I got my draw­ing, and from din­ner till bed­time I read. Mean­while, poor Ar­thur was sadly at a loss for some­thing to amuse him or to oc­cupy his time. He wanted to ap­pear as busy and as un­con­cerned as I did. Had the weath­er at all per­mit­ted, he would doubt­less have ordered his horse and set off to some dis­tant re­gion, no mat­ter where, im­me­di­ately after break­fast, and not re­turned till night: had there been a lady any­where with­in reach, of any age between fif­teen and forty-five, he would have sought re­venge and found em­ploy­ment in get­ting up, or try­ing to get up, a des­per­ate flir­ta­tion with her; but be­ing, to my private sat­is­fac­tion, en­tirely cut off from both these sources of di­ver­sion, his suf­fer­ings were truly de­plor­able. When he had done yawn­ing over his pa­per and scrib­bling short an­swers to his short­er let­ters, he spent the re­mainder of the morn­ing and the whole of the af­ter­noon in fid­get­ing about from room to room, watch­ing the clouds, curs­ing the rain, al­tern­ately pet­ting and teas­ing and ab­us­ing his dogs, some­times loun­ging on the sofa with a book that he could not force him­self to read, and very of­ten fix­edly gaz­ing at me when he thought I did not per­ceive it, with the vain hope of de­tect­ing some traces of tears, or some tokens of re­morse­ful an­guish in my face. But I man­aged to pre­serve an un­dis­turbed though grave serenity through­out the day. I was not really angry: I felt for him all the time, and longed to be re­con­ciled; but I de­term­ined he should make the first ad­vances, or at least show some signs of an humble and con­trite spir­it first; for, if I began, it would only min­is­ter to his self-con­ceit, in­crease his ar­rog­ance, and quite des­troy the les­son I wanted to give him.

			He made a long stay in the din­ing-room after din­ner, and, I fear, took an un­usu­al quant­ity of wine, but not enough to loosen his tongue: for when he came in and found me quietly oc­cu­pied with my book, too busy to lift my head on his en­trance, he merely mur­mured an ex­pres­sion of sup­pressed dis­ap­prob­a­tion, and, shut­ting the door with a bang, went and stretched him­self at full length on the sofa, and com­posed him­self to sleep. But his fa­vour­ite cock­er, Dash, that had been ly­ing at my feet, took the liberty of jump­ing upon him and be­gin­ning to lick his face. He struck it off with a smart blow, and the poor dog squeaked and ran cower­ing back to me. When he woke up, about half an hour after, he called it to him again, but Dash only looked sheep­ish and wagged the tip of his tail. He called again more sharply, but Dash only clung the closer to me, and licked my hand, as if im­plor­ing pro­tec­tion. En­raged at this, his mas­ter snatched up a heavy book and hurled it at his head. The poor dog set up a piteous out­cry, and ran to the door. I let him out, and then quietly took up the book.

			“Give that book to me,” said Ar­thur, in no very cour­teous tone. I gave it to him.

			“Why did you let the dog out?” he asked; “you knew I wanted him.”

			“By what token?” I replied; “by your throw­ing the book at him? but per­haps it was in­ten­ded for me?”

			“No; but I see you’ve got a taste of it,” said he, look­ing at my hand, that had also been struck, and was rather severely grazed.

			I re­turned to my read­ing, and he en­deav­oured to oc­cupy him­self in the same man­ner; but in a little while, after sev­er­al portent­ous yawns, he pro­nounced his book to be “cursed trash,” and threw it on the table. Then fol­lowed eight or ten minutes of si­lence, dur­ing the great­er part of which, I be­lieve, he was star­ing at me. At last his pa­tience was tired out.

			“What is that book, Helen?” he ex­claimed.

			I told him.

			“Is it in­ter­est­ing?”

			“Yes, very.”

			I went on read­ing, or pre­tend­ing to read, at least—I can­not say there was much com­mu­nic­a­tion between my eyes and my brain; for, while the former ran over the pages, the lat­ter was earn­estly won­der­ing when Ar­thur would speak next, and what he would say, and what I should an­swer. But he did not speak again till I rose to make the tea, and then it was only to say he should not take any. He con­tin­ued loun­ging on the sofa, and al­tern­ately clos­ing his eyes and look­ing at his watch and at me, till bed­time, when I rose, and took my candle and re­tired.

			“Helen!” cried he, the mo­ment I had left the room. I turned back, and stood await­ing his com­mands.

			“What do you want, Ar­thur?” I said at length.

			“Noth­ing,” replied he. “Go!”

			I went, but hear­ing him mut­ter some­thing as I was clos­ing the door, I turned again. It soun­ded very like “con­foun­ded slut,” but I was quite will­ing it should be some­thing else.

			“Were you speak­ing, Ar­thur?” I asked.

			“No,” was the an­swer, and I shut the door and de­par­ted. I saw noth­ing more of him till the fol­low­ing morn­ing at break­fast, when he came down a full hour after the usu­al time.

			“You’re very late,” was my morn­ing’s sa­luta­tion.

			“You needn’t have waited for me,” was his; and he walked up to the win­dow again. It was just such weath­er as yes­ter­day.

			“Oh, this con­foun­ded rain!” he muttered. But, after stu­di­ously re­gard­ing it for a minute or two, a bright idea, seemed to strike him, for he sud­denly ex­claimed, “But I know what I’ll do!” and then re­turned and took his seat at the table. The let­ter-bag was already there, wait­ing to be opened. He un­locked it and ex­amined the con­tents, but said noth­ing about them.

			“Is there any­thing for me?” I asked.

			“No.”

			He opened the news­pa­per and began to read.

			“You’d bet­ter take your cof­fee,” sug­ges­ted I; “it will be cold again.”

			“You may go,” said he, “if you’ve done; I don’t want you.”

			I rose and with­drew to the next room, won­der­ing if we were to have an­oth­er such miser­able day as yes­ter­day, and wish­ing in­tensely for an end of these mu­tu­ally in­flic­ted tor­ments. Shortly after I heard him ring the bell and give some or­ders about his ward­robe that soun­ded as if he med­it­ated a long jour­ney. He then sent for the coach­man, and I heard some­thing about the car­riage and the horses, and Lon­don, and sev­en o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing, that startled and dis­turbed me not a little.

			“I must not let him go to Lon­don, whatever comes of it,” said I to my­self; “he will run in­to all kinds of mis­chief, and I shall be the cause of it. But the ques­tion is, How am I to al­ter his pur­pose? Well, I will wait awhile, and see if he men­tions it.”

			I waited most anxiously, from hour to hour; but not a word was spoken, on that or any oth­er sub­ject, to me. He whistled and talked to his dogs, and wandered from room to room, much the same as on the pre­vi­ous day. At last I began to think I must in­tro­duce the sub­ject my­self, and was pon­der­ing how to bring it about, when John un­wit­tingly came to my re­lief with the fol­low­ing mes­sage from the coach­man:

			“Please, sir, Richard says one of the horses has got a very bad cold, and he thinks, sir, if you could make it con­veni­ent to go the day after to­mor­row, in­stead of to­mor­row, he could phys­ic it today, so as—”

			“Con­found his im­pudence!” in­ter­jec­ted the mas­ter.

			“Please, sir, he says it would be a deal bet­ter if you could,” per­sisted John, “for he hopes there’ll be a change in the weath­er shortly, and he says it’s not likely, when a horse is so bad with a cold, and physicked and all—”

			“Dev­il take the horse!” cried the gen­tle­man. “Well, tell him I’ll think about it,” he ad­ded, after a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion. He cast a search­ing glance at me, as the ser­vant with­drew, ex­pect­ing to see some token of deep as­ton­ish­ment and alarm; but, be­ing pre­vi­ously pre­pared, I pre­served an as­pect of stoic­al in­dif­fer­ence. His coun­ten­ance fell as he met my steady gaze, and he turned away in very ob­vi­ous dis­ap­point­ment, and walked up to the fire­place, where he stood in an at­ti­tude of un­dis­guised de­jec­tion, lean­ing against the chim­neypiece with his fore­head sunk upon his arm.

			“Where do you want to go, Ar­thur?” said I.

			“To Lon­don,” replied he, gravely.

			“What for?” I asked.

			“Be­cause I can­not be happy here.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause my wife doesn’t love me.”

			“She would love you with all her heart, if you de­served it.”

			“What must I do to de­serve it?”

			This seemed humble and earn­est enough; and I was so much af­fected, between sor­row and joy, that I was ob­liged to pause a few seconds be­fore I could steady my voice to reply.

			“If she gives you her heart,” said I, “you must take it, thank­fully, and use it well, and not pull it in pieces, and laugh in her face, be­cause she can­not snatch it away.”

			He now turned round, and stood fa­cing me, with his back to the fire. “Come, then, Helen, are you go­ing to be a good girl?” said he.

			This soun­ded rather too ar­rog­ant, and the smile that ac­com­pan­ied it did not please me. I there­fore hes­it­ated to reply. Per­haps my former an­swer had im­plied too much: he had heard my voice fal­ter, and might have seen me brush away a tear.

			“Are you go­ing to for­give me, Helen?” he re­sumed, more humbly.

			“Are you pen­it­ent?” I replied, step­ping up to him and smil­ing in his face.

			“Heart­broken!” he answered, with a rue­ful coun­ten­ance, yet with a merry smile just lurk­ing with­in his eyes and about the corners of his mouth; but this could not re­pulse me, and I flew in­to his arms. He fer­vently em­braced me, and though I shed a tor­rent of tears, I think I nev­er was hap­pi­er in my life than at that mo­ment.

			“Then you won’t go to Lon­don, Ar­thur?” I said, when the first trans­port of tears and kisses had sub­sided.

			“No, love—un­less you will go with me.”

			“I will, gladly,” I answered, “if you think the change will amuse you, and if you will put off the jour­ney till next week.”

			He read­ily con­sen­ted, but said there was no need of much pre­par­a­tion, as he should not be for stay­ing long, for he did not wish me to be Lon­don­ized, and to lose my coun­try fresh­ness and ori­gin­al­ity by too much in­ter­course with the ladies of the world. I thought this folly; but I did not wish to con­tra­dict him now: I merely said that I was of very do­mest­ic habits, as he well knew, and had no par­tic­u­lar wish to mingle with the world.

			So we are to go to Lon­don on Monday, the day after to­mor­row. It is now four days since the ter­min­a­tion of our quar­rel, and I am sure it has done us both good: it has made me like Ar­thur a great deal bet­ter, and made him be­have a great deal bet­ter to me. He has nev­er once at­temp­ted to an­noy me since, by the most dis­tant al­lu­sion to Lady F——, or any of those dis­agree­able re­min­is­cences of his former life. I wish I could blot them from my memory, or else get him to re­gard such mat­ters in the same light as I do. Well! it is some­thing, how­ever, to have made him see that they are not fit sub­jects for a con­jugal jest. He may see fur­ther some time. I will put no lim­its to my hopes; and, in spite of my aunt’s fore­bod­ings and my own un­spoken fears, I trust we shall be happy yet.

		
	
		
			XXV

			On the eighth of April we went to Lon­don, on the eighth of May I re­turned, in obed­i­ence to Ar­thur’s wish; very much against my own, be­cause I left him be­hind. If he had come with me, I should have been very glad to get home again, for he led me such a round of rest­less dis­sip­a­tion while there, that, in that short space of time, I was quite tired out. He seemed bent upon dis­play­ing me to his friends and ac­quaint­ances in par­tic­u­lar, and the pub­lic in gen­er­al, on every pos­sible oc­ca­sion, and to the greatest pos­sible ad­vant­age. It was some­thing to feel that he con­sidered me a worthy ob­ject of pride; but I paid dear for the grat­i­fic­a­tion: for, in the first place, to please him I had to vi­ol­ate my cher­ished pre­dilec­tions, my al­most rooted prin­ciples in fa­vour of a plain, dark, sober style of dress—I must sparkle in costly jew­els and deck my­self out like a painted but­ter­fly, just as I had, long since, de­term­ined I would nev­er do—and this was no tri­fling sac­ri­fice; in the second place, I was con­tinu­ally strain­ing to sat­is­fy his san­guine ex­pect­a­tions and do hon­our to his choice by my gen­er­al con­duct and de­port­ment, and fear­ing to dis­ap­point him by some awk­ward mis­de­mean­our, or some trait of in­ex­per­i­enced ig­nor­ance about the cus­toms of so­ci­ety, es­pe­cially when I ac­ted the part of host­ess, which I was not un­fre­quently called upon to do; and, in the third place, as I in­tim­ated be­fore, I was wear­ied of the throng and bustle, the rest­less hurry and cease­less change of a life so ali­en to all my pre­vi­ous habits. At last, he sud­denly dis­covered that the Lon­don air did not agree with me, and I was lan­guish­ing for my coun­try home, and must im­me­di­ately re­turn to Grassdale.

			I laugh­ingly as­sured him that the case was not so ur­gent as he ap­peared to think it, but I was quite will­ing to go home if he was. He replied that he should be ob­liged to re­main a week or two longer, as he had busi­ness that re­quired his pres­ence.

			“Then I will stay with you,” said I.

			“But I can’t do with you, Helen,” was his an­swer: “as long as you stay I shall at­tend to you and neg­lect my busi­ness.”

			“But I won’t let you,” I re­turned; “now that I know you have busi­ness to at­tend to, I shall in­sist upon your at­tend­ing to it, and let­ting me alone; and, to tell the truth, I shall be glad of a little rest. I can take my rides and walks in the Park as usu­al; and your busi­ness can­not oc­cupy all your time: I shall see you at meal­times, and in the even­ings at least, and that will be bet­ter than be­ing leagues away and nev­er see­ing you at all.”

			“But, my love, I can­not let you stay. How can I settle my af­fairs when I know that you are here, neg­lected—?”

			“I shall not feel my­self neg­lected: while you are do­ing your duty, Ar­thur, I shall nev­er com­plain of neg­lect. If you had told me be­fore, that you had any­thing to do, it would have been half done be­fore this; and now you must make up for lost time by re­doubled ex­er­tions. Tell me what it is; and I will be your task­mas­ter, in­stead of be­ing a hindrance.”

			“No, no,” per­sisted the im­prac­tic­able creature; “you must go home, Helen; I must have the sat­is­fac­tion of know­ing that you are safe and well, though far away. Your bright eyes are faded, and that tender, del­ic­ate bloom has quite deser­ted your cheek.”

			“That is only with too much gaiety and fa­tigue.”

			“It is not, I tell you; it is the Lon­don air: you are pin­ing for the fresh breezes of your coun­try home, and you shall feel them be­fore you are two days older. And re­mem­ber your situ­ation, dearest Helen; on your health, you know, de­pends the health, if not the life, of our fu­ture hope.”

			“Then you really wish to get rid of me?”

			“Pos­it­ively, I do; and I will take you down my­self to Grassdale, and then re­turn. I shall not be ab­sent above a week or fort­night at most.”

			“But if I must go, I will go alone: if you must stay, it is need­less to waste your time in the jour­ney there and back.”

			But he did not like the idea of send­ing me alone.

			“Why, what help­less creature do you take me for,” I replied, “that you can­not trust me to go a hun­dred miles in our own car­riage, with our own foot­man and a maid to at­tend me? If you come with me I shall as­suredly keep you. But tell me, Ar­thur, what is this tire­some busi­ness; and why did you nev­er men­tion it be­fore?”

			“It is only a little busi­ness with my law­yer,” said he; and he told me some­thing about a piece of prop­erty he wanted to sell, in or­der to pay off a part of the in­cum­brances on his es­tate; but either the ac­count was a little con­fused, or I was rather dull of com­pre­hen­sion, for I could not clearly un­der­stand how that should keep him in town a fort­night after me. Still less can I now com­pre­hend how it should keep him a month, for it is nearly that time since I left him, and no signs of his re­turn as yet. In every let­ter he prom­ises to be with me in a few days, and every time de­ceives me, or de­ceives him­self. His ex­cuses are vague and in­suf­fi­cient. I can­not doubt that he has got among his former com­pan­ions again. Oh, why did I leave him! I wish—I do in­tensely wish he would re­turn!

			June 29th.—No Ar­thur yet; and for many days I have been look­ing and long­ing in vain for a let­ter. His let­ters, when they come, are kind, if fair words and en­dear­ing epi­thets can give them a claim to the title—but very short, and full of trivi­al ex­cuses and prom­ises that I can­not trust; and yet how anxiously I look for­ward to them! how eagerly I open and de­vour one of those little, hast­ily-scribbled re­turns for the three or four long let­ters, hitherto un­answered, he has had from me!

			Oh, it is cruel to leave me so long alone! He knows I have no one but Rachel to speak to, for we have no neigh­bours here, ex­cept the Har­graves, whose res­id­ence I can dimly descry from these up­per win­dows em­bosomed among those low, woody hills bey­ond the Dale. I was glad when I learnt that Mili­cent was so near us; and her com­pany would be a sooth­ing solace to me now; but she is still in town with her moth­er; there is no one at the Grove but little Es­th­er and her French gov­erness, for Wal­ter is al­ways away. I saw that par­agon of manly per­fec­tions in Lon­don: he seemed scarcely to mer­it the eu­lo­gi­ums of his moth­er and sis­ter, though he cer­tainly ap­peared more con­vers­able and agree­able than Lord Low­bor­ough, more can­did and high-minded than Mr. Grimsby, and more pol­ished and gen­tle­manly than Mr. Hat­ters­ley, Ar­thur’s only oth­er friend whom he judged fit to in­tro­duce to me.—Oh, Ar­thur, why won’t you come? why won’t you write to me at least? You talked about my health: how can you ex­pect me to gath­er bloom and vigour here, pin­ing in solitude and rest­less anxi­ety from day to day?—It would serve you right to come back and find my good looks en­tirely wasted away. I would beg my uncle and aunt, or my broth­er, to come and see me, but I do not like to com­plain of my loneli­ness to them, and in­deed loneli­ness is the least of my suf­fer­ings. But what is he do­ing—what is it that keeps him away? It is this ever-re­cur­ring ques­tion, and the hor­rible sug­ges­tions it raises, that dis­tract me.

			Ju­ly 3rd.—My last bit­ter let­ter has wrung from him an an­swer at last, and a rather longer one than usu­al; but still I don’t know what to make of it. He play­fully ab­uses me for the gall and vin­eg­ar of my latest ef­fu­sion, tells me I can have no con­cep­tion of the mul­ti­tudin­ous en­gage­ments that keep him away, but avers that, in spite of them all, he will as­suredly be with me be­fore the close of next week; though it is im­possible for a man so cir­cum­stanced as he is to fix the pre­cise day of his re­turn: mean­time he ex­horts me to the ex­er­cise of pa­tience, “that first of wo­man’s vir­tues,” and de­sires me to re­mem­ber the say­ing, “Ab­sence makes the heart grow fonder,” and com­fort my­self with the as­sur­ance that the longer he stays away the bet­ter he shall love me when he re­turns; and till he does re­turn, he begs I will con­tin­ue to write to him con­stantly, for, though he is some­times too idle and of­ten too busy to an­swer my let­ters as they come, he likes to re­ceive them daily; and if I ful­fil my threat of pun­ish­ing his seem­ing neg­lect by ceas­ing to write, he shall be so angry that he will do his ut­most to for­get me. He adds this piece of in­tel­li­gence re­spect­ing poor Mili­cent Har­grave:

			
				“Your little friend Mili­cent is likely, be­fore long, to fol­low your ex­ample, and take upon her the yoke of mat­ri­mony in con­junc­tion with a friend of mine. Hat­ters­ley, you know, has not yet ful­filled his dire­ful threat of throw­ing his pre­cious per­son away on the first old maid that chose to evince a ten­der­ness for him; but he still pre­serves a res­ol­ute de­term­in­a­tion to see him­self a mar­ried man be­fore the year is out. ‘Only,’ said he to me, ‘I must have some­body that will let me have my own way in everything—not like your wife, Hunt­ing­don: she is a charm­ing creature, but she looks as if she had a will of her own, and could play the vix­en upon oc­ca­sion’ (I thought ‘you’re right there, man,’ but I didn’t say so). ‘I must have some good, quiet soul that will let me just do what I like and go where I like, keep at home or stay away, without a word of re­proach or com­plaint; for I can’t do with be­ing bothered.’ ‘Well,’ said I, ‘I know some­body that will suit you to a tee, if you don’t care for money, and that’s Har­grave’s sis­ter, Mili­cent.’ He de­sired to be in­tro­duced to her forth­with, for he said he had plenty of the need­ful him­self, or should have when his old gov­ernor chose to quit the stage. So you see, Helen, I have man­aged pretty well, both for your friend and mine.”

			

			Poor Mili­cent! But I can­not ima­gine she will ever be led to ac­cept such a suit­or—one so re­pug­nant to all her ideas of a man to be hon­oured and loved.

			5th.—Alas! I was mis­taken. I have got a long let­ter from her this morn­ing, telling me she is already en­gaged, and ex­pects to be mar­ried be­fore the close of the month.

			
				“I hardly know what to say about it,” she writes, “or what to think. To tell you the truth, Helen, I don’t like the thoughts of it at all. If I am to be Mr. Hat­ters­ley’s wife, I must try to love him; and I do try with all my might; but I have made very little pro­gress yet; and the worst symp­tom of the case is, that the fur­ther he is from me the bet­ter I like him: he fright­ens me with his ab­rupt man­ners and strange hec­tor­ing ways, and I dread the thoughts of mar­ry­ing him. ‘Then why have you ac­cep­ted him?’ you will ask; and I didn’t know I had ac­cep­ted him; but mamma tells me I have, and he seems to think so too. I cer­tainly didn’t mean to do so; but I did not like to give him a flat re­fus­al, for fear mamma should be grieved and angry (for I knew she wished me to marry him), and I wanted to talk to her first about it: so I gave him what I thought was an evas­ive, half neg­at­ive an­swer; but she says it was as good as an ac­cept­ance, and he would think me very ca­pri­cious if I were to at­tempt to draw back—and in­deed I was so con­fused and frightened at the mo­ment, I can hardly tell what I said. And next time I saw him, he ac­cos­ted me in all con­fid­ence as his af­fi­anced bride, and im­me­di­ately began to settle mat­ters with mamma. I had not cour­age to con­tra­dict them then, and how can I do it now? I can­not; they would think me mad. Be­sides, mamma is so de­lighted with the idea of the match; she thinks she has man­aged so well for me; and I can­not bear to dis­ap­point her. I do ob­ject some­times, and tell her what I feel, but you don’t know how she talks. Mr. Hat­ters­ley, you know, is the son of a rich banker, and as Es­th­er and I have no for­tunes, and Wal­ter very little, our dear mamma is very anxious to see us all well mar­ried, that is, united to rich part­ners. It is not my idea of be­ing well mar­ried, but she means it all for the best. She says when I am safe off her hands it will be such a re­lief to her mind; and she as­sures me it will be a good thing for the fam­ily as well as for me. Even Wal­ter is pleased at the pro­spect, and when I con­fessed my re­luct­ance to him, he said it was all child­ish non­sense. Do you think it non­sense, Helen? I should not care if I could see any pro­spect of be­ing able to love and ad­mire him, but I can’t. There is noth­ing about him to hang one’s es­teem and af­fec­tion upon; he is so dia­met­ric­ally op­pos­ite to what I ima­gined my hus­band should be. Do write to me, and say all you can to en­cour­age me. Don’t at­tempt to dis­suade me, for my fate is fixed: pre­par­a­tions for the im­port­ant event are already go­ing on around me; and don’t say a word against Mr. Hat­ters­ley, for I want to think well of him; and though I have spoken against him my­self, it is for the last time: here­after, I shall nev­er per­mit my­self to ut­ter a word in his dis­praise, how­ever he may seem to de­serve it; and who­ever ven­tures to speak slight­ingly of the man I have prom­ised to love, to hon­our, and obey, must ex­pect my ser­i­ous dis­pleas­ure. After all, I think he is quite as good as Mr. Hunt­ing­don, if not bet­ter; and yet you love him, and seem to be happy and con­ten­ted; and per­haps I may man­age as well. You must tell me, if you can, that Mr. Hat­ters­ley is bet­ter than he seems—that he is up­right, hon­our­able, and open­hearted—in fact, a per­fect dia­mond in the rough. He may be all this, but I don’t know him. I know only the ex­ter­i­or, and what, I trust, is the worst part of him.”

			

			She con­cludes with “Good­bye, dear Helen. I am wait­ing anxiously for your ad­vice—but mind you let it be all on the right side.”

			Alas! poor Mili­cent, what en­cour­age­ment can I give you? or what ad­vice—ex­cept that it is bet­ter to make a bold stand now, though at the ex­pense of dis­ap­point­ing and an­ger­ing both moth­er and broth­er and lov­er, than to de­vote your whole life, here­after, to misery and vain re­gret?

			Sat­urday, 13th.—The week is over, and he is not come. All the sweet sum­mer is passing away without one breath of pleas­ure to me or be­ne­fit to him. And I had all along been look­ing for­ward to this sea­son with the fond, de­lusive hope that we should en­joy it so sweetly to­geth­er; and that, with God’s help and my ex­er­tions, it would be the means of el­ev­at­ing his mind, and re­fin­ing his taste to a due ap­pre­ci­ation of the salut­ary and pure de­lights of nature, and peace, and holy love. But now—at even­ing, when I see the round red sun sink quietly down be­hind those woody hills, leav­ing them sleep­ing in a warm, red, golden haze, I only think an­oth­er lovely day is lost to him and me; and at morn­ing, when roused by the flut­ter and chirp of the spar­rows, and the glee­ful twit­ter of the swal­lows—all in­tent upon feed­ing their young, and full of life and joy in their own little frames—I open the win­dow to in­hale the balmy, soul-re­viv­ing air, and look out upon the lovely land­scape, laugh­ing in dew and sun­shine—I too of­ten shame that glor­i­ous scene with tears of thank­less misery, be­cause he can­not feel its freshen­ing in­flu­ence; and when I wander in the an­cient woods, and meet the little wild flowers smil­ing in my path, or sit in the shad­ow of our noble ash-trees by the wa­ter­side, with their branches gently sway­ing in the light sum­mer breeze that mur­murs through their feath­ery fo­liage—my ears full of that low mu­sic mingled with the dreamy hum of in­sects, my eyes ab­strac­tedly gaz­ing on the glassy sur­face of the little lake be­fore me, with the trees that crowd about its bank, some grace­fully bend­ing to kiss its wa­ters, some rear­ing their stately heads high above, but stretch­ing their wide arms over its mar­gin, all faith­fully mirrored far, far down in its glassy depth—though some­times the im­ages are par­tially broken by the sport of aquat­ic in­sects, and some­times, for a mo­ment, the whole is shivered in­to trem­bling frag­ments by a tran­si­ent breeze that sweeps the sur­face too roughly—still I have no pleas­ure; for the great­er the hap­pi­ness that nature sets be­fore me, the more I lament that he is not here to taste it: the great­er the bliss we might en­joy to­geth­er, the more I feel our present wretched­ness apart (yes, ours; he must be wretched, though he may not know it); and the more my senses are pleased, the more my heart is op­pressed; for he keeps it with him con­fined amid the dust and smoke of Lon­don—per­haps shut up with­in the walls of his own ab­om­in­able club.

			But most of all, at night, when I enter my lonely cham­ber, and look out upon the sum­mer moon, “sweet re­gent of the sky,” float­ing above me in the “black blue vault of heav­en,” shed­ding a flood of sil­ver ra­di­ance over park, and wood, and wa­ter, so pure, so peace­ful, so di­vine—and think, Where is he now?—what is he do­ing at this mo­ment? wholly un­con­scious of this heav­enly scene—per­haps rev­el­ling with his boon com­pan­ions, per­haps—God help me, it is too—too much!

			23rd.—Thank heav­en, he is come at last! But how altered! flushed and fe­ver­ish, list­less and lan­guid, his beauty strangely di­min­ished, his vigour and vi­va­city quite de­par­ted. I have not up­braided him by word or look; I have not even asked him what he has been do­ing. I have not the heart to do it, for I think he is ashamed of him­self—he must be so in­deed, and such in­quir­ies could not fail to be pain­ful to both. My for­bear­ance pleases him—touches him even, I am in­clined to think. He says he is glad to be home again, and God knows how glad I am to get him back, even as he is. He lies on the sofa, nearly all day long; and I play and sing to him for hours to­geth­er. I write his let­ters for him, and get him everything he wants; and some­times I read to him, and some­times I talk, and some­times only sit by him and soothe him with si­lent caresses. I know he does not de­serve it; and I fear I am spoil­ing him; but this once, I will for­give him, freely and en­tirely. I will shame him in­to vir­tue if I can, and I will nev­er let him leave me again.

			He is pleased with my at­ten­tions—it may be, grate­ful for them. He likes to have me near him: and though he is peev­ish and testy with his ser­vants and his dogs, he is gentle and kind to me. What he would be, if I did not so watch­fully an­ti­cip­ate his wants, and so care­fully avoid, or im­me­di­ately de­sist from do­ing any­thing that has a tend­ency to ir­rit­ate or dis­turb him, with how­ever little reas­on, I can­not tell. How in­tensely I wish he were worthy of all this care! Last night, as I sat be­side him, with his head in my lap, passing my fin­gers through his beau­ti­ful curls, this thought made my eyes over­flow with sor­row­ful tears—as it of­ten does; but this time, a tear fell on his face and made him look up. He smiled, but not in­sult­ingly.

			“Dear Helen!” he said—“why do you cry? you know that I love you” (and he pressed my hand to his fe­ver­ish lips), “and what more could you de­sire?”

			“Only, Ar­thur, that you would love your­self as truly and as faith­fully as you are loved by me.”

			“That would be hard, in­deed!” he replied, ten­derly squeez­ing my hand.

			Au­gust 24th.—Ar­thur is him­self again, as lusty and reck­less, as light of heart and head as ever, and as rest­less and hard to amuse as a spoilt child, and al­most as full of mis­chief too, es­pe­cially when wet weath­er keeps him with­in doors. I wish he had some­thing to do, some use­ful trade, or pro­fes­sion, or em­ploy­ment—any­thing to oc­cupy his head or his hands for a few hours a day, and give him some­thing be­sides his own pleas­ure to think about. If he would play the coun­try gen­tle­man and at­tend to the farm—but that he knows noth­ing about, and won’t give his mind to con­sider—or if he would take up with some lit­er­ary study, or learn to draw or to play—as he is so fond of mu­sic, I of­ten try to per­suade him to learn the pi­ano, but he is far too idle for such an un­der­tak­ing: he has no more idea of ex­ert­ing him­self to over­come obstacles than he has of re­strain­ing his nat­ur­al ap­pet­ites; and these two things are the ru­in of him. I lay them both to the charge of his harsh yet care­less fath­er, and his madly in­dul­gent moth­er.—If ever I am a moth­er I will zeal­ously strive against this crime of over­in­dul­gence. I can hardly give it a milder name when I think of the evils it brings.

			Hap­pily, it will soon be the shoot­ing sea­son, and then, if the weath­er per­mit, he will find oc­cu­pa­tion enough in the pur­suit and de­struc­tion of the part­ridges and pheas­ants: we have no grouse, or he might have been sim­il­arly oc­cu­pied at this mo­ment, in­stead of ly­ing un­der the aca­cia-tree pulling poor Dash’s ears. But he says it is dull work shoot­ing alone; he must have a friend or two to help him.

			“Let them be tol­er­ably de­cent then, Ar­thur,” said I. The word “friend” in his mouth makes me shud­der: I know it was some of his “friends” that in­duced him to stay be­hind me in Lon­don, and kept him away so long: in­deed, from what he has un­guardedly told me, or hin­ted from time to time, I can­not doubt that he fre­quently showed them my let­ters, to let them see how fondly his wife watched over his in­terests, and how keenly she re­gret­ted his ab­sence; and that they in­duced him to re­main week after week, and to plunge in­to all man­ner of ex­cesses, to avoid be­ing laughed at for a wife-rid­den fool, and, per­haps, to show how far he could ven­ture to go without danger of shak­ing the fond creature’s de­voted at­tach­ment. It is a hate­ful idea, but I can­not be­lieve it is a false one.

			“Well,” replied he, “I thought of Lord Low­bor­ough for one; but there is no pos­sib­il­ity of get­ting him without his bet­ter half, our mu­tu­al friend, An­na­bella; so we must ask them both. You’re not afraid of her, are you, Helen?” he asked, with a mis­chiev­ous twinkle in his eyes.

			“Of course not,” I answered: “why should I? And who be­sides?”

			“Har­grave for one. He will be glad to come, though his own place is so near, for he has little enough land of his own to shoot over, and we can ex­tend our de­pred­a­tions in­to it, if we like; and he is thor­oughly re­spect­able, you know, Helen—quite a lady’s man: and I think, Grimsby for an­oth­er: he’s a de­cent, quiet fel­low enough. You’ll not ob­ject to Grimsby?”

			“I hate him: but, how­ever, if you wish it, I’ll try to en­dure his pres­ence for a while.”

			“All a pre­ju­dice, Helen, a mere wo­man’s an­ti­pathy.”

			“No; I have sol­id grounds for my dis­like. And is that all?”

			“Why, yes, I think so. Hat­ters­ley will be too busy billing and coo­ing, with his bride to have much time to spare for guns and dogs at present,” he replied. And that re­minds me, that I have had sev­er­al let­ters from Mili­cent since her mar­riage, and that she either is, or pre­tends to be, quite re­con­ciled to her lot. She pro­fesses to have dis­covered num­ber­less vir­tues and per­fec­tions in her hus­band, some of which, I fear, less par­tial eyes would fail to dis­tin­guish, though they sought them care­fully with tears; and now that she is ac­cus­tomed to his loud voice, and ab­rupt, un­cour­teous man­ners, she af­firms she finds no dif­fi­culty in lov­ing him as a wife should do, and begs I will burn that let­ter wherein she spoke so un­ad­visedly against him. So that I trust she may yet be happy; but, if she is, it will be en­tirely the re­ward of her own good­ness of heart; for had she chosen to con­sider her­self the vic­tim of fate, or of her moth­er’s worldly wis­dom, she might have been thor­oughly miser­able; and if, for duty’s sake, she had not made every ef­fort to love her hus­band, she would, doubt­less, have hated him to the end of her days.

		
	
		
			XXVI

			Sept. 23rd.—Our guests ar­rived about three weeks ago. Lord and Lady Low­bor­ough have now been mar­ried above eight months; and I will do the lady the cred­it to say that her hus­band is quite an altered man; his looks, his spir­its, and his tem­per, are all per­cept­ibly changed for the bet­ter since I last saw him. But there is room for im­prove­ment still. He is not al­ways cheer­ful, nor al­ways con­ten­ted, and she of­ten com­plains of his ill-hu­mour, which, how­ever, of all per­sons, she ought to be the last to ac­cuse him of, as he nev­er dis­plays it against her, ex­cept for such con­duct as would pro­voke a saint. He ad­ores her still, and would go to the world’s end to please her. She knows her power, and she uses it too; but well know­ing that to wheedle and coax is safer than to com­mand, she ju­di­ciously tem­pers her des­pot­ism with flat­tery and bland­ish­ments enough to make him deem him­self a fa­voured and a happy man.

			But she has a way of tor­ment­ing him, in which I am a fel­low-suf­fer­er, or might be, if I chose to re­gard my­self as such. This is by openly, but not too glar­ingly, coquet­ting with Mr. Hunt­ing­don, who is quite will­ing to be her part­ner in the game; but I don’t care for it, be­cause, with him, I know there is noth­ing but per­son­al van­ity, and a mis­chiev­ous de­sire to ex­cite my jeal­ousy, and, per­haps, to tor­ment his friend; and she, no doubt, is ac­tu­ated by much the same motives; only, there is more of malice and less of play­ful­ness in her man­oeuvres. It is ob­vi­ously, there­fore, my in­terest to dis­ap­point them both, as far as I am con­cerned, by pre­serving a cheer­ful, un­dis­turbed serenity through­out; and, ac­cord­ingly, I en­deav­our to show the fullest con­fid­ence in my hus­band, and the greatest in­dif­fer­ence to the arts of my at­tract­ive guest. I have nev­er re­proached the former but once, and that was for laugh­ing at Lord Low­bor­ough’s de­pressed and anxious coun­ten­ance one even­ing, when they had both been par­tic­u­larly pro­vok­ing; and then, in­deed, I said a good deal on the sub­ject, and re­buked him sternly enough; but he only laughed, and said—“You can feel for him, Helen, can’t you?”

			“I can feel for any­one that is un­justly treated,” I replied, “and I can feel for those that in­jure them too.”

			“Why, Helen, you are as jeal­ous as he is!” cried he, laugh­ing still more; and I found it im­possible to con­vince him of his mis­take. So, from that time, I have care­fully re­frained from any no­tice of the sub­ject whatever, and left Lord Low­bor­ough to take care of him­self. He either has not the sense or the power to fol­low my ex­ample, though he does try to con­ceal his un­eas­i­ness as well as he can; but still, it will ap­pear in his face, and his ill-hu­mour will peep out at in­ter­vals, though not in the ex­pres­sion of open re­sent­ment—they nev­er go far enough for that. But I con­fess I do feel jeal­ous at times, most pain­fully, bit­terly so; when she sings and plays to him, and he hangs over the in­stru­ment, and dwells upon her voice with no af­fected in­terest; for then I know he is really de­lighted, and I have no power to awaken sim­il­ar fer­vour. I can amuse and please him with my simple songs, but not de­light him thus.

			28th.—Yes­ter­day, we all went to the Grove, Mr. Har­grave’s much-neg­lected home. His moth­er fre­quently asks us over, that she may have the pleas­ure of her dear Wal­ter’s com­pany; and this time she had in­vited us to a din­ner-party, and got to­geth­er as many of the coun­try gentry as were with­in reach to meet us. The en­ter­tain­ment was very well got up; but I could not help think­ing about the cost of it all the time. I don’t like Mrs. Har­grave; she is a hard, pre­ten­tious, worldly-minded wo­man. She has money enough to live very com­fort­ably, if she only knew how to use it ju­di­ciously, and had taught her son to do the same; but she is ever strain­ing to keep up ap­pear­ances, with that despic­able pride that shuns the semb­lance of poverty as of a shame­ful crime. She grinds her de­pend­ents, pinches her ser­vants, and de­prives even her daugh­ters and her­self of the real com­forts of life, be­cause she will not con­sent to yield the palm in out­ward show to those who have three times her wealth; and, above all, be­cause she is de­term­ined her cher­ished son shall be en­abled to “hold up his head with the highest gen­tle­men in the land.” This same son, I ima­gine, is a man of ex­pens­ive habits, no reck­less spend­thrift and no aban­doned sen­su­al­ist, but one who likes to have “everything hand­some about him,” and to go to a cer­tain length in youth­ful in­dul­gences, not so much to grat­i­fy his own tastes as to main­tain his repu­ta­tion as a man of fash­ion in the world, and a re­spect­able fel­low among his own law­less com­pan­ions; while he is too selfish to con­sider how many com­forts might be ob­tained for his fond moth­er and sis­ters with the money he thus wastes upon him­self: as long as they can con­trive to make a re­spect­able ap­pear­ance once a year, when they come to town, he gives him­self little con­cern about their private stint­ings and struggles at home. This is a harsh judg­ment to form of “dear, noble-minded, gen­er­ous-hearted Wal­ter,” but I fear it is too just.

			Mrs. Har­grave’s anxi­ety to make good matches for her daugh­ters is partly the cause, and partly the res­ult, of these er­rors: by mak­ing a fig­ure in the world, and show­ing them off to ad­vant­age, she hopes to ob­tain bet­ter chances for them; and by thus liv­ing bey­ond her le­git­im­ate means, and lav­ish­ing so much on their broth­er, she renders them por­tion­less, and makes them bur­dens on her hands. Poor Mili­cent, I fear, has already fallen a sac­ri­fice to the man­oeuv­rings of this mis­taken moth­er, who con­grat­u­lates her­self on hav­ing so sat­is­fact­or­ily dis­charged her ma­ter­nal duty, and hopes to do as well for Es­th­er. But Es­th­er is a child as yet, a little merry romp of four­teen: as hon­est-hearted, and as guile­less and simple as her sis­ter, but with a fear­less spir­it of her own, that I fancy her moth­er will find some dif­fi­culty in bend­ing to her pur­poses.

		
	
		
			XXVII

			Oc­to­ber 9th.—It was on the night of the 4th, a little after tea, that An­na­bella had been singing and play­ing, with Ar­thur as usu­al at her side: she had ended her song, but still she sat at the in­stru­ment; and he stood lean­ing on the back of her chair, con­vers­ing in scarcely aud­ible tones, with his face in very close prox­im­ity with hers. I looked at Lord Low­bor­ough. He was at the oth­er end of the room, talk­ing with Messrs. Har­grave and Grimsby; but I saw him dart to­wards his lady and his host a quick, im­pa­tient glance, ex­press­ive of in­tense dis­quiet­ude, at which Grimsby smiled. De­term­ined to in­ter­rupt the tête-à-tête, I rose, and, se­lect­ing a piece of mu­sic from the mu­sic stand, stepped up to the pi­ano, in­tend­ing to ask the lady to play it; but I stood trans­fixed and speech­less on see­ing her seated there, listen­ing, with what seemed an ex­ult­ant smile on her flushed face to his soft mur­mur­ings, with her hand quietly sur­rendered to his clasp. The blood rushed first to my heart, and then to my head; for there was more than this: al­most at the mo­ment of my ap­proach, he cast a hur­ried glance over his shoulder to­wards the oth­er oc­cu­pants of the room, and then ar­dently pressed the un­res­ist­ing hand to his lips. On rais­ing his eyes, he be­held me, and dropped them again, con­foun­ded and dis­mayed. She saw me too, and con­fron­ted me with a look of hard de­fi­ance. I laid the mu­sic on the pi­ano, and re­tired. I felt ill; but I did not leave the room: hap­pily, it was get­ting late, and could not be long be­fore the com­pany dis­persed.

			I went to the fire, and leant my head against the chim­neypiece. In a minute or two, someone asked me if I felt un­well. I did not an­swer; in­deed, at the time, I knew not what was said; but I mech­an­ic­ally looked up, and saw Mr. Har­grave stand­ing be­side me on the rug.

			“Shall I get you a glass of wine?” said he.

			“No, thank you,” I replied; and, turn­ing from him, I looked round. Lady Low­bor­ough was be­side her hus­band, bend­ing over him as he sat, with her hand on his shoulder, softly talk­ing and smil­ing in his face; and Ar­thur was at the table, turn­ing over a book of en­grav­ings. I seated my­self in the nearest chair; and Mr. Har­grave, find­ing his ser­vices were not de­sired, ju­di­ciously with­drew. Shortly after, the com­pany broke up, and, as the guests were re­tir­ing to their rooms, Ar­thur ap­proached me, smil­ing with the ut­most as­sur­ance.

			“Are you very angry, Helen?” mur­mured he.

			“This is no jest, Ar­thur,” said I, ser­i­ously, but as calmly as I could—“un­less you think it a jest to lose my af­fec­tion forever.”

			“What! so bit­ter?” he ex­claimed, laugh­ingly, clasp­ing my hand between both his; but I snatched it away, in in­dig­na­tion—al­most in dis­gust, for he was ob­vi­ously af­fected with wine.

			“Then I must go down on my knees,” said he; and kneel­ing be­fore me, with clasped hands, up­lif­ted in mock hu­mi­li­ation, he con­tin­ued im­plor­ingly—“For­give me, Helen—dear Helen, for­give me, and I’ll nev­er do it again!” and, bury­ing his face in his handker­chief, he af­fected to sob aloud.

			Leav­ing him thus em­ployed, I took my candle, and, slip­ping quietly from the room, hastened up­stairs as fast as I could. But he soon dis­covered that I had left him, and, rush­ing up after me, caught me in his arms, just as I had entered the cham­ber, and was about to shut the door in his face.

			“No, no, by heav­en, you shan’t es­cape me so!” he cried. Then, alarmed at my agit­a­tion, he begged me not to put my­self in such a pas­sion, telling me I was white in the face, and should kill my­self if I did so.

			“Let me go, then,” I mur­mured; and im­me­di­ately he re­leased me—and it was well he did, for I was really in a pas­sion. I sank in­to the easy-chair and en­deav­oured to com­pose my­self, for I wanted to speak to him calmly. He stood be­side me, but did not ven­ture to touch me or to speak for a few seconds; then, ap­proach­ing a little near­er, he dropped on one knee—not in mock hu­mil­ity, but to bring him­self near­er my level, and lean­ing his hand on the arm of the chair, he began in a low voice: “It is all non­sense, Helen—a jest, a mere noth­ing—not worth a thought. Will you nev­er learn,” he con­tin­ued more boldly, “that you have noth­ing to fear from me? that I love you wholly and en­tirely?—or if,” he ad­ded with a lurk­ing smile, “I ever give a thought to an­oth­er, you may well spare it, for those fan­cies are here and gone like a flash of light­ning, while my love for you burns on stead­ily, and forever, like the sun. You little ex­or­bit­ant tyr­ant, will not that—?”

			“Be quiet a mo­ment, will you, Ar­thur?” said I, “and listen to me—and don’t think I’m in a jeal­ous fury: I am per­fectly calm. Feel my hand.” And I gravely ex­ten­ded it to­wards him—but closed it upon his with an en­ergy that seemed to dis­prove the as­ser­tion, and made him smile. “You needn’t smile, sir,” said I, still tight­en­ing my grasp, and look­ing stead­fastly on him till he al­most quailed be­fore me. “You may think it all very fine, Mr. Hunt­ing­don, to amuse your­self with rous­ing my jeal­ousy; but take care you don’t rouse my hate in­stead. And when you have once ex­tin­guished my love, you will find it no easy mat­ter to kindle it again.”

			“Well, Helen, I won’t re­peat the of­fence. But I meant noth­ing by it, I as­sure you. I had taken too much wine, and I was scarcely my­self at the time.”

			“You of­ten take too much; and that is an­oth­er prac­tice I de­test.” He looked up as­ton­ished at my warmth. “Yes,” I con­tin­ued; “I nev­er men­tioned it be­fore, be­cause I was ashamed to do so; but now I’ll tell you that it dis­tresses me, and may dis­gust me, if you go on and suf­fer the habit to grow upon you, as it will if you don’t check it in time. But the whole sys­tem of your con­duct to Lady Low­bor­ough is not refer­able to wine; and this night you knew per­fectly well what you were do­ing.”

			“Well, I’m sorry for it,” replied he, with more of sulk­i­ness than con­tri­tion: “what more would you have?”

			“You are sorry that I saw you, no doubt,” I answered coldly.

			“If you had not seen me,” he muttered, fix­ing his eyes on the car­pet, “it would have done no harm.”

			My heart felt ready to burst; but I res­ol­utely swal­lowed back my emo­tion, and answered calmly,

			“You think not?”

			“No,” replied he, boldly. “After all, what have I done? It’s noth­ing—ex­cept as you choose to make it a sub­ject of ac­cus­a­tion and dis­tress.”

			“What would Lord Low­bor­ough, your friend, think, if he knew all? or what would you your­self think, if he or any oth­er had ac­ted the same part to me, through­out, as you have to An­na­bella?”

			“I would blow his brains out.”

			“Well, then, Ar­thur, how can you call it noth­ing—an of­fence for which you would think your­self jus­ti­fied in blow­ing an­oth­er man’s brains out? Is it noth­ing to trifle with your friend’s feel­ings and mine—to en­deav­our to steal a wo­man’s af­fec­tions from her hus­band—what he val­ues more than his gold, and there­fore what it is more dis­hon­est to take? Are the mar­riage vows a jest; and is it noth­ing to make it your sport to break them, and to tempt an­oth­er to do the same? Can I love a man that does such things, and coolly main­tains it is noth­ing?”

			“You are break­ing your mar­riage vows your­self,” said he, in­dig­nantly rising and pa­cing to and fro. “You prom­ised to hon­our and obey me, and now you at­tempt to hec­tor over me, and threaten and ac­cuse me, and call me worse than a high­way­man. If it were not for your situ­ation, Helen, I would not sub­mit to it so tamely. I won’t be dic­tated to by a wo­man, though she be my wife.”

			“What will you do then? Will you go on till I hate you, and then ac­cuse me of break­ing my vows?”

			He was si­lent a mo­ment, and then replied: “You nev­er will hate me.” Re­turn­ing and re­sum­ing his former po­s­i­tion at my feet, he re­peated more vehe­mently—“You can­not hate me as long as I love you.”

			“But how can I be­lieve that you love me, if you con­tin­ue to act in this way? Just ima­gine your­self in my place: would you think I loved you, if I did so? Would you be­lieve my prot­est­a­tions, and hon­our and trust me un­der such cir­cum­stances?”

			“The cases are dif­fer­ent,” he replied. “It is a wo­man’s nature to be con­stant—to love one and one only, blindly, ten­derly, and forever—bless them, dear creatures! and you above them all; but you must have some com­mis­er­a­tion for us, Helen; you must give us a little more li­cence, for, as Shakespeare has it—

			
				
					How­ever we do praise ourselves,
					

					Our fan­cies are more giddy and un­firm,
					

					More long­ing, waver­ing, soon­er lost and won
					

					Than wo­men’s are.”
				

			

			“Do you mean by that, that your fan­cies are lost to me, and won by Lady Low­bor­ough?”

			“No! heav­en is my wit­ness that I think her mere dust and ashes in com­par­is­on with you, and shall con­tin­ue to think so, un­less you drive me from you by too much sever­ity. She is a daugh­ter of earth; you are an an­gel of heav­en; only be not too aus­tere in your di­vin­ity, and re­mem­ber that I am a poor, fal­lible mor­tal. Come now, Helen; won’t you for­give me?” he said, gently tak­ing my hand, and look­ing up with an in­no­cent smile.

			“If I do, you will re­peat the of­fence.”

			“I swear by—”

			“Don’t swear; I’ll be­lieve your word as well as your oath. I wish I could have con­fid­ence in either.”

			“Try me, then, Helen: only trust and par­don me this once, and you shall see! Come, I am in hell’s tor­ments till you speak the word.”

			I did not speak it, but I put my hand on his shoulder and kissed his fore­head, and then burst in­to tears. He em­braced me ten­derly; and we have been good friends ever since. He has been de­cently tem­per­ate at table, and well-con­duc­ted to­wards Lady Low­bor­ough. The first day he held him­self aloof from her, as far as he could without any flag­rant breach of hos­pit­al­ity: since that he has been friendly and civil, but noth­ing more—in my pres­ence, at least, nor, I think, at any oth­er time; for she seems haughty and dis­pleased, and Lord Low­bor­ough is mani­festly more cheer­ful, and more cor­di­al to­wards his host than be­fore. But I shall be glad when they are gone, for I have so little love for An­na­bella that it is quite a task to be civil to her, and as she is the only wo­man here be­sides my­self, we are ne­ces­sar­ily thrown so much to­geth­er. Next time Mrs. Har­grave calls I shall hail her ad­vent as quite a re­lief. I have a good mind to ask Ar­thur’s leave to in­vite the old lady to stay with us till our guests de­part. I think I will. She will take it as a kind at­ten­tion, and, though I have little rel­ish for her so­ci­ety, she will be truly wel­come as a third to stand between Lady Low­bor­ough and me.

			The first time the lat­ter and I were alone to­geth­er, after that un­happy even­ing, was an hour or two after break­fast on the fol­low­ing day, when the gen­tle­men were gone out, after the usu­al time spent in the writ­ing of let­ters, the read­ing of news­pa­pers, and des­ultory con­ver­sa­tion. We sat si­lent for two or three minutes. She was busy with her work, and I was run­ning over the columns of a pa­per from which I had ex­trac­ted all the pith some twenty minutes be­fore. It was a mo­ment of pain­ful em­bar­rass­ment to me, and I thought it must be in­fin­itely more so to her; but it seems I was mis­taken. She was the first to speak; and, smil­ing with the coolest as­sur­ance, she began—

			“Your hus­band was merry last night, Helen: is he of­ten so?”

			My blood boiled in my face; but it was bet­ter she should seem to at­trib­ute his con­duct to this than to any­thing else.

			“No,” replied I, “and nev­er will be so again, I trust.”

			“You gave him a cur­tain lec­ture, did you?”

			“No! but I told him I dis­liked such con­duct, and he prom­ised me not to re­peat it.”

			“I thought he looked rather sub­dued this morn­ing,” she con­tin­ued; “and you, Helen? you’ve been weep­ing, I see—that’s our grand re­source, you know. But doesn’t it make your eyes smart? and do you al­ways find it to an­swer?”

			“I nev­er cry for ef­fect; nor can I con­ceive how any­one can.”

			“Well, I don’t know: I nev­er had oc­ca­sion to try it; but I think if Low­bor­ough were to com­mit such im­pro­pri­et­ies, I’d make him cry. I don’t won­der at your be­ing angry, for I’m sure I’d give my hus­band a les­son he would not soon for­get for a light­er of­fence than that. But then he nev­er will do any­thing of the kind; for I keep him in too good or­der for that.”

			“Are you sure you don’t ar­rog­ate too much of the cred­it to your­self? Lord Low­bor­ough was quite as re­mark­able for his ab­ste­mi­ous­ness for some time be­fore you mar­ried him, as he is now, I have heard.”

			“Oh, about the wine you mean—yes, he’s safe enough for that. And as to look­ing askance to an­oth­er wo­man, he’s safe enough for that too, while I live, for he wor­ships the very ground I tread on.”

			“In­deed! and are you sure you de­serve it?”

			“Why, as to that, I can’t say: you know we’re all fal­lible creatures, Helen; we none of us de­serve to be wor­shipped. But are you sure your darling Hunt­ing­don de­serves all the love you give to him?”

			I knew not what to an­swer to this. I was burn­ing with an­ger; but I sup­pressed all out­ward mani­fest­a­tions of it, and only bit my lip and pre­ten­ded to ar­range my work.

			“At any rate,” re­sumed she, pur­su­ing her ad­vant­age, “you can con­sole your­self with the as­sur­ance that you are worthy of all the love he gives to you.”

			“You flat­ter me,” said I; “but, at least, I can try to be worthy of it.” And then I turned the con­ver­sa­tion.

		
	
		
			XXVIII

			Decem­ber 25th.—Last Christ­mas I was a bride, with a heart over­flow­ing with present bliss, and full of ar­dent hopes for the fu­ture, though not un­mingled with fore­bod­ing fears. Now I am a wife: my bliss is sobered, but not des­troyed; my hopes di­min­ished, but not de­par­ted; my fears in­creased, but not yet thor­oughly con­firmed; and, thank heav­en, I am a moth­er too. God has sent me a soul to edu­cate for heav­en, and give me a new and calmer bliss, and stronger hopes to com­fort me.

			Dec. 25th, 1823.—An­oth­er year is gone. My little Ar­thur lives and thrives. He is healthy, but not ro­bust, full of gentle play­ful­ness and vi­va­city, already af­fec­tion­ate, and sus­cept­ible of pas­sions and emo­tions it will be long ere he can find words to ex­press. He has won his fath­er’s heart at last; and now my con­stant ter­ror is, lest he should be ruined by that fath­er’s thought­less in­dul­gence. But I must be­ware of my own weak­ness too, for I nev­er knew till now how strong are a par­ent’s tempta­tions to spoil an only child.

			I have need of con­sol­a­tion in my son, for (to this si­lent pa­per I may con­fess it) I have but little in my hus­band. I love him still; and he loves me, in his own way—but oh, how dif­fer­ent from the love I could have giv­en, and once had hoped to re­ceive! How little real sym­pathy there ex­ists between us; how many of my thoughts and feel­ings are gloomily cloistered with­in my own mind; how much of my high­er and bet­ter self is in­deed un­mar­ried—doomed either to harden and sour in the sun­less shade of solitude, or to quite de­gen­er­ate and fall away for lack of nu­tri­ment in this un­whole­some soil! But, I re­peat, I have no right to com­plain; only let me state the truth—some of the truth, at least—and see here­after if any dark­er truths will blot these pages. We have now been full two years united; the “ro­mance” of our at­tach­ment must be worn away. Surely I have now got down to the low­est grad­a­tion in Ar­thur’s af­fec­tion, and dis­covered all the evils of his nature: if there be any fur­ther change, it must be for the bet­ter, as we be­come still more ac­cus­tomed to each oth­er; surely we shall find no lower depth than this. And, if so, I can bear it well—as well, at least, as I have borne it hitherto.

			Ar­thur is not what is com­monly called a bad man: he has many good qual­it­ies; but he is a man without self-re­straint or lofty as­pir­a­tions, a lov­er of pleas­ure, giv­en up to an­im­al en­joy­ments: he is not a bad hus­band, but his no­tions of mat­ri­mo­ni­al du­ties and com­forts are not my no­tions. Judging from ap­pear­ances, his idea of a wife is a thing to love one de­votedly, and to stay at home to wait upon her hus­band, and amuse him and min­is­ter to his com­fort in every pos­sible way, while he chooses to stay with her; and, when he is ab­sent, to at­tend to his in­terests, do­mest­ic or oth­er­wise, and pa­tiently wait his re­turn, no mat­ter how he may be oc­cu­pied in the mean­time.

			Early in spring he an­nounced his in­ten­tion of go­ing to Lon­don: his af­fairs there de­man­ded his at­tend­ance, he said, and he could re­fuse it no longer. He ex­pressed his re­gret at hav­ing to leave me, but hoped I would amuse my­self with the baby till he re­turned.

			“But why leave me?” I said. “I can go with you: I can be ready at any time.”

			“You would not take that child to town?”

			“Yes; why not?”

			The thing was ab­surd: the air of the town would be cer­tain to dis­agree with him, and with me as a nurse; the late hours and Lon­don habits would not suit me un­der such cir­cum­stances; and al­to­geth­er he as­sured me that it would be ex­cess­ively trouble­some, in­jur­i­ous, and un­safe. I over­ruled his ob­jec­tions as well as I could, for I trembled at the thoughts of his go­ing alone, and would sac­ri­fice al­most any­thing for my­self, much even for my child, to pre­vent it; but at length he told me, plainly, and some­what testily, that he could not do with me: he was worn out with the baby’s rest­less nights, and must have some re­pose. I pro­posed sep­ar­ate apart­ments; but it would not do.

			“The truth is, Ar­thur,” I said at last, “you are weary of my com­pany, and de­term­ined not to have me with you. You might as well have said so at once.”

			He denied it; but I im­me­di­ately left the room, and flew to the nurs­ery, to hide my feel­ings, if I could not soothe them, there.

			I was too much hurt to ex­press any fur­ther dis­sat­is­fac­tion with his plans, or at all to refer to the sub­ject again, ex­cept for the ne­ces­sary ar­range­ments con­cern­ing his de­par­ture and the con­duct of af­fairs dur­ing his ab­sence, till the day be­fore he went, when I earn­estly ex­hor­ted him to take care of him­self and keep out of the way of tempta­tion. He laughed at my anxi­ety, but as­sured me there was no cause for it, and prom­ised to at­tend to my ad­vice.

			“I sup­pose it is no use ask­ing you to fix a day for your re­turn?” said I.

			“Why, no; I hardly can, un­der the cir­cum­stances; but be as­sured, love, I shall not be long away.”

			“I don’t wish to keep you a pris­on­er at home,” I replied; “I should not grumble at your stay­ing whole months away—if you can be happy so long without me—provided I knew you were safe; but I don’t like the idea of your be­ing there among your friends, as you call them.”

			“Pooh, pooh, you silly girl! Do you think I can’t take care of my­self?”

			“You didn’t last time. But this time, Ar­thur,” I ad­ded, earn­estly, “show me that you can, and teach me that I need not fear to trust you!”

			He prom­ised fair, but in such a man­ner as we seek to soothe a child. And did he keep his prom­ise? No; and hence­forth I can nev­er trust his word. Bit­ter, bit­ter con­fes­sion! Tears blind me while I write. It was early in March that he went, and he did not re­turn till Ju­ly. This time he did not trouble him­self to make ex­cuses as be­fore, and his let­ters were less fre­quent, and short­er and less af­fec­tion­ate, es­pe­cially after the first few weeks: they came slower and slower, and more terse and care­less every time. But still, when I omit­ted writ­ing, he com­plained of my neg­lect. When I wrote sternly and coldly, as I con­fess I fre­quently did at the last, he blamed my harsh­ness, and said it was enough to scare him from his home: when I tried mild per­sua­sion, he was a little more gentle in his replies, and prom­ised to re­turn; but I had learnt, at last, to dis­reg­ard his prom­ises.

		
	
		
			XXIX

			Those were four miser­able months, al­tern­at­ing between in­tense anxi­ety, des­pair, and in­dig­na­tion, pity for him and pity for my­self. And yet, through all, I was not wholly com­fort­less: I had my darling, sin­less, in­of­fens­ive little one to con­sole me; but even this con­sol­a­tion was em­bittered by the con­stantly-re­cur­ring thought, “How shall I teach him here­after to re­spect his fath­er, and yet to avoid his ex­ample?”

			But I re­membered that I had brought all these af­flic­tions, in a man­ner wil­fully, upon my­self; and I de­term­ined to bear them without a mur­mur. At the same time I re­solved not to give my­self up to misery for the trans­gres­sions of an­oth­er, and en­deav­oured to di­vert my­self as much as I could; and be­sides the com­pan­ion­ship of my child, and my dear, faith­ful Rachel, who evid­ently guessed my sor­rows and felt for them, though she was too dis­creet to al­lude to them, I had my books and pen­cil, my do­mest­ic af­fairs, and the wel­fare and com­fort of Ar­thur’s poor ten­ants and la­bour­ers to at­tend to: and I some­times sought and ob­tained amuse­ment in the com­pany of my young friend Es­th­er Har­grave: oc­ca­sion­ally I rode over to see her, and once or twice I had her to spend the day with me at the Man­or. Mrs. Har­grave did not vis­it Lon­don that sea­son: hav­ing no daugh­ter to marry, she thought it as well to stay at home and eco­nom­ise; and, for a won­der, Wal­ter came down to join her in the be­gin­ning of June, and stayed till near the close of Au­gust.

			The first time I saw him was on a sweet, warm even­ing, when I was saun­ter­ing in the park with little Ar­thur and Rachel, who is head-nurse and lady’s-maid in one—for, with my se­cluded life and tol­er­ably act­ive habits, I re­quire but little at­tend­ance, and as she had nursed me and coveted to nurse my child, and was moreover so very trust­worthy, I pre­ferred com­mit­ting the im­port­ant charge to her, with a young nurs­ery-maid un­der her dir­ec­tions, to en­ga­ging any­one else: be­sides, it saves money; and since I have made ac­quaint­ance with Ar­thur’s af­fairs, I have learnt to re­gard that as no tri­fling re­com­mend­a­tion; for, by my own de­sire, nearly the whole of the in­come of my for­tune is de­voted, for years to come, to the pay­ing off of his debts, and the money he con­trives to squander away in Lon­don is in­com­pre­hens­ible. But to re­turn to Mr. Har­grave. I was stand­ing with Rachel be­side the wa­ter, amus­ing the laugh­ing baby in her arms with a twig of wil­low laden with golden catkins, when, greatly to my sur­prise, he entered the park, moun­ted on his costly black hunter, and crossed over the grass to meet me. He sa­luted me with a very fine com­pli­ment, del­ic­ately worded, and mod­estly de­livered with­al, which he had doubt­less con­cocted as he rode along. He told me he had brought a mes­sage from his moth­er, who, as he was rid­ing that way, had de­sired him to call at the Man­or and beg the pleas­ure of my com­pany to a friendly fam­ily din­ner to­mor­row.

			“There is no one to meet but ourselves,” said he; “but Es­th­er is very anxious to see you; and my moth­er fears you will feel sol­it­ary in this great house so much alone, and wishes she could per­suade you to give her the pleas­ure of your com­pany more fre­quently, and make your­self at home in our more humble dwell­ing, till Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s re­turn shall render this a little more con­du­cive to your com­fort.”

			“She is very kind,” I answered, “but I am not alone, you see;—and those whose time is fully oc­cu­pied sel­dom com­plain of solitude.”

			“Will you not come to­mor­row, then? She will be sadly dis­ap­poin­ted if you re­fuse.”

			I did not rel­ish be­ing thus com­pas­sion­ated for my loneli­ness; but, how­ever, I prom­ised to come.

			“What a sweet even­ing this is!” ob­served he, look­ing round upon the sunny park, with its im­pos­ing swell and slope, its pla­cid wa­ter, and majest­ic clumps of trees. “And what a para­dise you live in!”

			“It is a lovely even­ing,” answered I; and I sighed to think how little I had felt its love­li­ness, and how little of a para­dise sweet Grassdale was to me—how still less to the vol­un­tary ex­ile from its scenes. Wheth­er Mr. Har­grave di­vined my thoughts, I can­not tell, but, with a half-hes­it­at­ing, sym­path­ising ser­i­ous­ness of tone and man­ner, he asked if I had lately heard from Mr. Hunt­ing­don.

			“Not lately,” I replied.

			“I thought not,” he muttered, as if to him­self, look­ing thought­fully on the ground.

			“Are you not lately re­turned from Lon­don?” I asked.

			“Only yes­ter­day.”

			“And did you see him there?”

			“Yes—I saw him.”

			“Was he well?”

			“Yes—that is,” said he, with in­creas­ing hes­it­a­tion and an ap­pear­ance of sup­pressed in­dig­na­tion, “he was as well as—as he de­served to be, but un­der cir­cum­stances I should have deemed in­cred­ible for a man so fa­voured as he is.” He here looked up and poin­ted the sen­tence with a ser­i­ous bow to me. I sup­pose my face was crim­son.

			“Par­don me, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” he con­tin­ued, “but I can­not sup­press my in­dig­na­tion when I be­hold such in­fatu­ated blind­ness and per­ver­sion of taste;—but, per­haps, you are not aware—” He paused.

			“I am aware of noth­ing, sir—ex­cept that he delays his com­ing longer than I ex­pec­ted; and if, at present, he prefers the so­ci­ety of his friends to that of his wife, and the dis­sip­a­tions of the town to the quiet of coun­try life, I sup­pose I have those friends to thank for it. Their tastes and oc­cu­pa­tions are sim­il­ar to his, and I don’t see why his con­duct should awaken either their in­dig­na­tion or sur­prise.”

			“You wrong me cruelly,” answered he. “I have shared but little of Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s so­ci­ety for the last few weeks; and as for his tastes and oc­cu­pa­tions, they are quite bey­ond me—lonely wan­der­er as I am. Where I have but sipped and tasted, he drains the cup to the dregs; and if ever for a mo­ment I have sought to drown the voice of re­flec­tion in mad­ness and folly, or if I have wasted too much of my time and tal­ents among reck­less and dis­sip­ated com­pan­ions, God knows I would gladly re­nounce them en­tirely and forever, if I had but half the bless­ings that man so thank­lessly casts be­hind his back—but half the in­duce­ments to vir­tue and do­mest­ic, or­derly habits that he des­pises—but such a home, and such a part­ner to share it! It is in­fam­ous!” he muttered, between his teeth. “And don’t think, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” he ad­ded aloud, “that I could be guilty of in­cit­ing him to per­severe in his present pur­suits: on the con­trary, I have re­mon­strated with him again and again; I have fre­quently ex­pressed my sur­prise at his con­duct, and re­minded him of his du­ties and his priv­ileges—but to no pur­pose; he only—”

			“Enough, Mr. Har­grave; you ought to be aware that whatever my hus­band’s faults may be, it can only ag­grav­ate the evil for me to hear them from a stranger’s lips.”

			“Am I then a stranger?” said he in a sor­row­ful tone. “I am your nearest neigh­bour, your son’s god­fath­er, and your hus­band’s friend; may I not be yours also?”

			“In­tim­ate ac­quaint­ance must pre­cede real friend­ship; I know but little of you, Mr. Har­grave, ex­cept from re­port.”

			“Have you then for­got­ten the six or sev­en weeks I spent un­der your roof last au­tumn? I have not for­got­ten them. And I know enough of you, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, to think that your hus­band is the most en­vi­able man in the world, and I should be the next if you would deem me worthy of your friend­ship.”

			“If you knew more of me, you would not think it, or if you did you would not say it, and ex­pect me to be flattered by the com­pli­ment.”

			I stepped back­ward as I spoke. He saw that I wished the con­ver­sa­tion to end; and im­me­di­ately tak­ing the hint, he gravely bowed, wished me good even­ing, and turned his horse to­wards the road. He ap­peared grieved and hurt at my un­kind re­cep­tion of his sym­path­ising over­tures. I was not sure that I had done right in speak­ing so harshly to him; but, at the time, I had felt ir­rit­ated—al­most in­sul­ted by his con­duct; it seemed as if he was pre­sum­ing upon the ab­sence and neg­lect of my hus­band, and in­sinu­at­ing even more than the truth against him.

			Rachel had moved on, dur­ing our con­ver­sa­tion, to some yards’ dis­tance. He rode up to her, and asked to see the child. He took it care­fully in­to his arms, looked upon it with an al­most pa­ternal smile, and I heard him say, as I ap­proached—

			“And this, too, he has for­saken!”

			He then ten­derly kissed it, and re­stored it to the grat­i­fied nurse.

			“Are you fond of chil­dren, Mr. Har­grave?” said I, a little softened to­wards him.

			“Not in gen­er­al,” he replied, “but that is such a sweet child, and so like its moth­er,” he ad­ded in a lower tone.

			“You are mis­taken there; it is its fath­er it re­sembles.”

			“Am I not right, nurse?” said he, ap­peal­ing to Rachel.

			“I think, sir, there’s a bit of both,” she replied.

			He de­par­ted; and Rachel pro­nounced him a very nice gen­tle­man. I had still my doubts on the sub­ject.

			In the course of the fol­low­ing six weeks I met him sev­er­al times, but al­ways, save once, in com­pany with his moth­er, or his sis­ter, or both. When I called on them, he al­ways happened to be at home, and, when they called on me, it was al­ways he that drove them over in the phaeton. His moth­er, evid­ently, was quite de­lighted with his du­ti­ful at­ten­tions and newly-ac­quired do­mest­ic habits.

			The time that I met him alone was on a bright, but not op­press­ively hot day, in the be­gin­ning of Ju­ly: I had taken little Ar­thur in­to the wood that skirts the park, and there seated him on the moss-cush­ioned roots of an old oak; and, hav­ing gathered a hand­ful of blue­bells and wild-roses, I was kneel­ing be­fore him, and present­ing them, one by one, to the grasp of his tiny fin­gers; en­joy­ing the heav­enly beauty of the flowers, through the me­di­um of his smil­ing eyes: for­get­ting, for the mo­ment, all my cares, laugh­ing at his glee­ful laughter, and de­light­ing my­self with his de­light—when a shad­ow sud­denly ec­lipsed the little space of sun­shine on the grass be­fore us; and look­ing up, I be­held Wal­ter Har­grave stand­ing and gaz­ing upon us.

			“Ex­cuse me, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said he, “but I was spell­bound; I had neither the power to come for­ward and in­ter­rupt you, nor to with­draw from the con­tem­pla­tion of such a scene. How vig­or­ous my little god­son grows! and how merry he is this morn­ing!” He ap­proached the child, and stooped to take his hand; but, on see­ing that his caresses were likely to pro­duce tears and lam­ent­a­tions, in­stead of a re­cip­roc­a­tion of friendly demon­stra­tions, he prudently drew back.

			“What a pleas­ure and com­fort that little creature must be to you, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don!” he ob­served, with a touch of sad­ness in his in­ton­a­tion, as he ad­mir­ingly con­tem­plated the in­fant.

			“It is,” replied I; and then I asked after his moth­er and sis­ter.

			He po­litely answered my in­quir­ies, and then re­turned again to the sub­ject I wished to avoid; though with a de­gree of timid­ity that wit­nessed his fear to of­fend.

			“You have not heard from Hunt­ing­don lately?” he said.

			“Not this week,” I replied. Not these three weeks, I might have said.

			“I had a let­ter from him this morn­ing. I wish it were such a one as I could show to his lady.” He half drew from his waist­coat-pock­et a let­ter with Ar­thur’s still be­loved hand on the ad­dress, scowled at it, and put it back again, adding—“But he tells me he is about to re­turn next week.”

			“He tells me so every time he writes.”

			“In­deed! well, it is like him. But to me he al­ways avowed it his in­ten­tion to stay till the present month.”

			It struck me like a blow, this proof of pre­med­it­ated trans­gres­sion and sys­tem­at­ic dis­reg­ard of truth.

			“It is only of a piece with the rest of his con­duct,” ob­served Mr. Har­grave, thought­fully re­gard­ing me, and read­ing, I sup­pose, my feel­ings in my face.

			“Then he is really com­ing next week?” said I, after a pause.

			“You may rely upon it, if the as­sur­ance can give you any pleas­ure. And is it pos­sible, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, that you can re­joice at his re­turn?” he ex­claimed, at­tent­ively per­us­ing my fea­tures again.

			“Of course, Mr. Har­grave; is he not my hus­band?”

			“Oh, Hunt­ing­don; you know not what you slight!” he pas­sion­ately mur­mured.

			I took up my baby, and, wish­ing him good morn­ing, de­par­ted, to in­dulge my thoughts un­scru­tin­ized, with­in the sanc­tum of my home.

			And was I glad? Yes, de­lighted; though I was angered by Ar­thur’s con­duct, and though I felt that he had wronged me, and was de­term­ined he should feel it too.

		
	
		
			XXX

			On the fol­low­ing morn­ing I re­ceived a few lines from him my­self, con­firm­ing Har­grave’s in­tim­a­tions re­spect­ing his ap­proach­ing re­turn. And he did come next week, but in a con­di­tion of body and mind even worse than be­fore. I did not, how­ever, in­tend to pass over his derel­ic­tions this time without a re­mark; I found it would not do. But the first day he was weary with his jour­ney, and I was glad to get him back: I would not up­braid him then; I would wait till to­mor­row. Next morn­ing he was weary still: I would wait a little longer. But at din­ner, when, after break­fast­ing at twelve o’clock on a bottle of soda-wa­ter and a cup of strong cof­fee, and lunch­ing at two on an­oth­er bottle of soda-wa­ter mingled with brandy, he was find­ing fault with everything on the table, and de­clar­ing we must change our cook, I thought the time was come.

			“It is the same cook as we had be­fore you went, Ar­thur,” said I. “You were gen­er­ally pretty well sat­is­fied with her then.”

			“You must have been let­ting her get in­to slov­enly habits, then, while I was away. It is enough to pois­on one, eat­ing such a dis­gust­ing mess!” And he pet­tishly pushed away his plate, and leant back des­pair­ingly in his chair.

			“I think it is you that are changed, not she,” said I, but with the ut­most gen­tle­ness, for I did not wish to ir­rit­ate him.

			“It may be so,” he replied care­lessly, as he seized a tum­bler of wine and wa­ter, adding, when he had tossed it off, “for I have an in­fernal fire in my veins, that all the wa­ters of the ocean can­not quench!”

			“What kindled it?” I was about to ask, but at that mo­ment the but­ler entered and began to take away the things.

			“Be quick, Ben­son; do have done with that in­fernal clat­ter!” cried his mas­ter. “And don’t bring the cheese, un­less you want to make me sick out­right!”

			Ben­son, in some sur­prise, re­moved the cheese, and did his best to ef­fect a quiet and speedy clear­ance of the rest; but, un­for­tu­nately, there was a rumple in the car­pet, caused by the hasty push­ing back of his mas­ter’s chair, at which he tripped and stumbled, caus­ing a rather alarm­ing con­cus­sion with the tray­ful of crock­ery in his hands, but no pos­it­ive dam­age, save the fall and break­ing of a sauce tur­een; but, to my un­speak­able shame and dis­may, Ar­thur turned furi­ously around upon him, and swore at him with sav­age coarse­ness. The poor man turned pale, and vis­ibly trembled as he stooped to pick up the frag­ments.

			“He couldn’t help it, Ar­thur,” said I; “the car­pet caught his foot, and there’s no great harm done. Nev­er mind the pieces now, Ben­son; you can clear them away af­ter­wards.”

			Glad to be re­leased, Ben­son ex­ped­i­tiously set out the dessert and with­drew.

			“What could you mean, Helen, by tak­ing the ser­vant’s part against me,” said Ar­thur, as soon as the door was closed, “when you knew I was dis­trac­ted?”

			“I did not know you were dis­trac­ted, Ar­thur: and the poor man was quite frightened and hurt at your sud­den ex­plo­sion.”

			“Poor man, in­deed! and do you think I could stop to con­sider the feel­ings of an in­sensate brute like that, when my own nerves were racked and torn to pieces by his con­foun­ded blun­ders?”

			“I nev­er heard you com­plain of your nerves be­fore.”

			“And why shouldn’t I have nerves as well as you?”

			“Oh, I don’t dis­pute your claim to their pos­ses­sion, but I nev­er com­plain of mine.”

			“No, how should you, when you nev­er do any­thing to try them?”

			“Then why do you try yours, Ar­thur?”

			“Do you think I have noth­ing to do but to stay at home and take care of my­self like a wo­man?”

			“Is it im­possible, then, to take care of your­self like a man when you go abroad? You told me that you could, and would too; and you prom­ised—”

			“Come, come, Helen, don’t be­gin with that non­sense now; I can’t bear it.”

			“Can’t bear what?—to be re­minded of the prom­ises you have broken?”

			“Helen, you are cruel. If you knew how my heart throbbed, and how every nerve thrilled through me while you spoke, you would spare me. You can pity a dolt of a ser­vant for break­ing a dish; but you have no com­pas­sion for me when my head is split in two and all on fire with this con­sum­ing fever.”

			He leant his head on his hand, and sighed. I went to him and put my hand on his fore­head. It was burn­ing in­deed.

			“Then come with me in­to the draw­ing-room, Ar­thur; and don’t take any more wine: you have taken sev­er­al glasses since din­ner, and eaten next to noth­ing all the day. How can that make you bet­ter?”

			With some coax­ing and per­sua­sion, I got him to leave the table. When the baby was brought I tried to amuse him with that; but poor little Ar­thur was cut­ting his teeth, and his fath­er could not bear his com­plaints: sen­tence of im­me­di­ate ban­ish­ment was passed upon him on the first in­dic­a­tion of fret­ful­ness; and be­cause, in the course of the even­ing, I went to share his ex­ile for a little while, I was re­proached, on my re­turn, for pre­fer­ring my child to my hus­band. I found the lat­ter re­clin­ing on the sofa just as I had left him.

			“Well!” ex­claimed the in­jured man, in a tone of pseudo-resig­na­tion. “I thought I wouldn’t send for you; I thought I’d just see how long it would please you to leave me alone.”

			“I have not been very long, have I, Ar­thur? I have not been an hour, I’m sure.”

			“Oh, of course, an hour is noth­ing to you, so pleas­antly em­ployed; but to me—”

			“It has not been pleas­antly em­ployed,” in­ter­rup­ted I. “I have been nurs­ing our poor little baby, who is very far from well, and I could not leave him till I got him to sleep.”

			“Oh, to be sure, you’re over­flow­ing with kind­ness and pity for everything but me.”

			“And why should I pity you? What is the mat­ter with you?”

			“Well! that passes everything! After all the wear and tear that I’ve had, when I come home sick and weary, long­ing for com­fort, and ex­pect­ing to find at­ten­tion and kind­ness, at least from my wife, she calmly asks what is the mat­ter with me!”

			“There is noth­ing the mat­ter with you,” re­turned I, “ex­cept what you have wil­fully brought upon your­self, against my earn­est ex­horta­tion and en­treaty.”

			“Now, Helen,” said he em­phat­ic­ally, half rising from his re­cum­bent pos­ture, “if you both­er me with an­oth­er word, I’ll ring the bell and or­der six bottles of wine, and, by heav­en, I’ll drink them dry be­fore I stir from this place!”

			I said no more, but sat down be­fore the table and drew a book to­wards me.

			“Do let me have quiet­ness at least!” con­tin­ued he, “if you deny me every oth­er com­fort;” and sink­ing back in­to his former po­s­i­tion, with an im­pa­tient ex­pir­a­tion between a sigh and a groan, he lan­guidly closed his eyes, as if to sleep.

			What the book was that lay open on the table be­fore me, I can­not tell, for I nev­er looked at it. With an el­bow on each side of it, and my hands clasped be­fore my eyes, I de­livered my­self up to si­lent weep­ing. But Ar­thur was not asleep: at the first slight sob, he raised his head and looked round, im­pa­tiently ex­claim­ing, “What are you cry­ing for, Helen? What the deuce is the mat­ter now?”

			“I’m cry­ing for you, Ar­thur,” I replied, speedily dry­ing my tears; and start­ing up, I threw my­self on my knees be­fore him, and clasp­ing his nerve­less hand between my own, con­tin­ued: “Don’t you know that you are a part of my­self? And do you think you can in­jure and de­grade your­self, and I not feel it?”

			“De­grade my­self, Helen?”

			“Yes, de­grade! What have you been do­ing all this time?”

			“You’d bet­ter not ask,” said he, with a faint smile.

			“And you had bet­ter not tell; but you can­not deny that you have de­graded your­self miser­ably. You have shame­fully wronged your­self, body and soul, and me too; and I can’t en­dure it quietly, and I won’t!”

			“Well, don’t squeeze my hand so frantic­ally, and don’t agit­ate me so, for heav­en’s sake! Oh, Hat­ters­ley! you were right: this wo­man will be the death of me, with her keen feel­ings and her in­ter­est­ing force of char­ac­ter. There, there, do spare me a little.”

			“Ar­thur, you must re­pent!” cried I, in a frenzy of des­per­a­tion, throw­ing my arms around him and bury­ing my face in his bos­om. “You shall say you are sorry for what you have done!”

			“Well, well, I am.”

			“You are not! you’ll do it again.”

			“I shall nev­er live to do it again if you treat me so sav­agely,” replied he, push­ing me from him. “You’ve nearly squeezed the breath out of my body.” He pressed his hand to his heart, and looked really agit­ated and ill.

			“Now get me a glass of wine,” said he, “to rem­edy what you’ve done, you she ti­ger! I’m al­most ready to faint.”

			I flew to get the re­quired rem­edy. It seemed to re­vive him con­sid­er­ably.

			“What a shame it is,” said I, as I took the empty glass from his hand, “for a strong young man like you to re­duce your­self to such a state!”

			“If you knew all, my girl, you’d say rather, ‘What a won­der it is you can bear it so well as you do!’ I’ve lived more in these four months, Helen, than you have in the whole course of your ex­ist­ence, or will to the end of your days, if they numbered a hun­dred years; so I must ex­pect to pay for it in some shape.”

			“You will have to pay a high­er price than you an­ti­cip­ate, if you don’t take care: there will be the total loss of your own health, and of my af­fec­tion too, if that is of any value to you.”

			“What! you’re at that game of threat­en­ing me with the loss of your af­fec­tion again, are you? I think it couldn’t have been very genu­ine stuff to be­gin with, if it’s so eas­ily de­mol­ished. If you don’t mind, my pretty tyr­ant, you’ll make me re­gret my choice in good earn­est, and envy my friend Hat­ters­ley his meek little wife: she’s quite a pat­tern to her sex, Helen. He had her with him in Lon­don all the sea­son, and she was no trouble at all. He might amuse him­self just as he pleased, in reg­u­lar bach­el­or style, and she nev­er com­plained of neg­lect; he might come home at any hour of the night or morn­ing, or not come home at all; be sul­len, sober, or glor­i­ous drunk; and play the fool or the mad­man to his own heart’s de­sire, without any fear or bother­a­tion. She nev­er gives him a word of re­proach or com­plaint, do what he will. He says there’s not such a jew­el in all Eng­land, and swears he wouldn’t take a king­dom for her.”

			“But he makes her life a curse to her.”

			“Not he! She has no will but his, and is al­ways con­ten­ted and happy as long as he is en­joy­ing him­self.”

			“In that case she is as great a fool as he is; but it is not so. I have sev­er­al let­ters from her, ex­press­ing the greatest anxi­ety about his pro­ceed­ings, and com­plain­ing that you in­cite him to com­mit those ex­tra­vag­ances—one es­pe­cially, in which she im­plores me to use my in­flu­ence with you to get you away from Lon­don, and af­firms that her hus­band nev­er did such things be­fore you came, and would cer­tainly dis­con­tin­ue them as soon as you de­par­ted and left him to the guid­ance of his own good sense.”

			“The de­test­able little trait­or! Give me the let­ter, and he shall see it as sure as I’m a liv­ing man.”

			“No, he shall not see it without her con­sent; but if he did, there is noth­ing there to an­ger him, nor in any of the oth­ers. She nev­er speaks a word against him: it is only anxi­ety for him that she ex­presses. She only al­ludes to his con­duct in the most del­ic­ate terms, and makes every ex­cuse for him that she can pos­sibly think of; and as for her own misery, I rather feel it than see it ex­pressed in her let­ters.”

			“But she ab­uses me; and no doubt you helped her.”

			“No; I told her she over­rated my in­flu­ence with you, that I would gladly draw you away from the tempta­tions of the town if I could, but had little hope of suc­cess, and that I thought she was wrong in sup­pos­ing that you en­ticed Mr. Hat­ters­ley or any­one else in­to er­ror. I had my­self held the con­trary opin­ion at one time, but I now be­lieved that you mu­tu­ally cor­rup­ted each oth­er; and, per­haps, if she used a little gentle but ser­i­ous re­mon­strance with her hus­band, it might be of some ser­vice; as, though he was more rough-hewn than mine, I be­lieved he was of a less im­pen­et­rable ma­ter­i­al.”

			“And so that is the way you go on—heart­en­ing each oth­er up to mutiny, and ab­us­ing each oth­er’s part­ners, and throw­ing out im­plic­a­tions against your own, to the mu­tu­al grat­i­fic­a­tion of both!”

			“Ac­cord­ing to your own ac­count,” said I, “my evil coun­sel has had but little ef­fect upon her. And as to ab­use and as­per­sions, we are both of us far too deeply ashamed of the er­rors and vices of our oth­er halves, to make them the com­mon sub­ject of our cor­res­pond­ence. Friends as we are, we would will­ingly keep your fail­ings to ourselves—even from ourselves if we could, un­less by know­ing them we could de­liv­er you from them.”

			“Well, well! don’t worry me about them: you’ll nev­er ef­fect any good by that. Have pa­tience with me, and bear with my lan­guor and cross­ness a little while, till I get this cursed low fever out of my veins, and then you’ll find me cheer­ful and kind as ever. Why can’t you be gentle and good, as you were last time?—I’m sure I was very grate­ful for it.”

			“And what good did your grat­it­ude do? I de­luded my­self with the idea that you were ashamed of your trans­gres­sions, and hoped you would nev­er re­peat them again; but now you have left me noth­ing to hope!”

			“My case is quite des­per­ate, is it? A very blessed con­sid­er­a­tion, if it will only se­cure me from the pain and worry of my dear anxious wife’s ef­forts to con­vert me, and her from the toil and trouble of such ex­er­tions, and her sweet face and sil­ver ac­cents from the ru­in­ous ef­fects of the same. A burst of pas­sion is a fine rous­ing thing upon oc­ca­sion, Helen, and a flood of tears is mar­vel­lously af­fect­ing, but, when in­dulged too of­ten, they are both deuced plaguy things for spoil­ing one’s beauty and tir­ing out one’s friends.”

			Thence­forth I re­strained my tears and pas­sions as much as I could. I spared him my ex­horta­tions and fruit­less ef­forts at con­ver­sion too, for I saw it was all in vain: God might awaken that heart, su­pine and stu­pefied with self-in­dul­gence, and re­move the film of sen­su­al dark­ness from his eyes, but I could not. His in­justice and ill-hu­mour to­wards his in­feri­ors, who could not de­fend them­selves, I still re­sen­ted and with­stood; but when I alone was their ob­ject, as was fre­quently the case, I en­dured it with calm for­bear­ance, ex­cept at times, when my tem­per, worn out by re­peated an­noy­ances, or stung to dis­trac­tion by some new in­stance of ir­ra­tion­al­ity, gave way in spite of my­self, and ex­posed me to the im­puta­tions of fierce­ness, cruelty, and im­pa­tience. I at­ten­ded care­fully to his wants and amuse­ments, but not, I own, with the same de­voted fond­ness as be­fore, be­cause I could not feel it; be­sides, I had now an­oth­er claimant on my time and care—my ail­ing in­fant, for whose sake I fre­quently braved and suffered the re­proaches and com­plaints of his un­reas­on­ably ex­act­ing fath­er.

			But Ar­thur is not nat­ur­ally a peev­ish or ir­rit­able man; so far from it, that there was some­thing al­most ludicrous in the in­con­gru­ity of this ad­ven­ti­tious fret­ful­ness and nervous ir­rit­ab­il­ity, rather cal­cu­lated to ex­cite laughter than an­ger, if it were not for the in­tensely pain­ful con­sid­er­a­tions at­tend­ant upon those symp­toms of a dis­ordered frame, and his tem­per gradu­ally im­proved as his bod­ily health was re­stored, which was much soon­er than would have been the case but for my strenu­ous ex­er­tions; for there was still one thing about him that I did not give up in des­pair, and one ef­fort for his pre­ser­va­tion that I would not re­mit. His ap­pet­ite for the stim­u­lus of wine had in­creased upon him, as I had too well fore­seen. It was now some­thing more to him than an ac­cess­ory to so­cial en­joy­ment: it was an im­port­ant source of en­joy­ment in it­self. In this time of weak­ness and de­pres­sion he would have made it his medi­cine and sup­port, his com­fort­er, his re­cre­ation, and his friend, and thereby sunk deep­er and deep­er, and bound him­self down forever in the bathos where­into he had fallen. But I de­term­ined this should nev­er be, as long as I had any in­flu­ence left; and though I could not pre­vent him from tak­ing more than was good for him, still, by in­cess­ant per­sever­ance, by kind­ness, and firm­ness, and vi­gil­ance, by coax­ing, and dar­ing, and de­term­in­a­tion, I suc­ceeded in pre­serving him from ab­so­lute bond­age to that de­test­able propensity, so in­si­di­ous in its ad­vances, so in­ex­or­able in its tyranny, so dis­astrous in its ef­fects.

			And here I must not for­get that I am not a little in­debted to his friend Mr. Har­grave. About that time he fre­quently called at Grassdale, and of­ten dined with us, on which oc­ca­sions I fear Ar­thur would will­ingly have cast prudence and de­cor­um to the winds, and made “a night of it,” as of­ten as his friend would have con­sen­ted to join him in that ex­al­ted pas­time; and if the lat­ter had chosen to com­ply, he might, in a night or two, have ruined the la­bour of weeks, and over­thrown with a touch the frail bul­wark it had cost me such trouble and toil to con­struct. I was so fear­ful of this at first, that I humbled my­self to in­tim­ate to him, in private, my ap­pre­hen­sions of Ar­thur’s prone­ness to these ex­cesses, and to ex­press a hope that he would not en­cour­age it. He was pleased with this mark of con­fid­ence, and cer­tainly did not be­tray it. On that and every sub­sequent oc­ca­sion his pres­ence served rather as a check upon his host, than an in­cite­ment to fur­ther acts of in­tem­per­ance; and he al­ways suc­ceeded in bring­ing him from the din­ing-room in good time, and in tol­er­ably good con­di­tion; for if Ar­thur dis­reg­arded such in­tim­a­tions as “Well, I must not de­tain you from your lady,” or “We must not for­get that Mrs. Hunt­ing­don is alone,” he would in­sist upon leav­ing the table him­self, to join me, and his host, how­ever un­will­ingly, was ob­liged to fol­low.

			Hence I learned to wel­come Mr. Har­grave as a real friend to the fam­ily, a harm­less com­pan­ion for Ar­thur, to cheer his spir­its and pre­serve him from the te­di­um of ab­so­lute idle­ness and a total isol­a­tion from all so­ci­ety but mine, and a use­ful ally to me. I could not but feel grate­ful to him un­der such cir­cum­stances; and I did not scruple to ac­know­ledge my ob­lig­a­tion on the first con­veni­ent op­por­tun­ity; yet, as I did so, my heart whispered all was not right, and brought a glow to my face, which he heightened by his steady, ser­i­ous gaze, while, by his man­ner of re­ceiv­ing those ac­know­ledg­ments, he more than doubled my mis­giv­ings. His high de­light at be­ing able to serve me was chastened by sym­pathy for me and com­mis­er­a­tion for him­self—about, I know not what, for I would not stay to in­quire, or suf­fer him to un­bur­den his sor­rows to me. His sighs and in­tim­a­tions of sup­pressed af­flic­tion seemed to come from a full heart; but either he must con­trive to re­tain them with­in it, or breathe them forth in oth­er ears than mine: there was enough of con­fid­ence between us already. It seemed wrong that there should ex­ist a secret un­der­stand­ing between my hus­band’s friend and me, un­known to him, of which he was the ob­ject. But my af­ter­thought was, “If it is wrong, surely Ar­thur’s is the fault, not mine.”

			And in­deed I know not wheth­er, at the time, it was not for him rather than my­self that I blushed; for, since he and I are one, I so identi­fy my­self with him, that I feel his de­grad­a­tion, his fail­ings, and trans­gres­sions as my own: I blush for him, I fear for him; I re­pent for him, weep, pray, and feel for him as for my­self; but I can­not act for him; and hence I must be, and I am, de­based, con­tam­in­ated by the uni­on, both in my own eyes and in the ac­tu­al truth. I am so de­term­ined to love him, so in­tensely anxious to ex­cuse his er­rors, that I am con­tinu­ally dwell­ing upon them, and la­bour­ing to ex­ten­u­ate the loosest of his prin­ciples and the worst of his prac­tices, till I am fa­mil­i­ar­ised with vice, and al­most a par­taker in his sins. Things that formerly shocked and dis­gus­ted me, now seem only nat­ur­al. I know them to be wrong, be­cause reas­on and God’s word de­clare them to be so; but I am gradu­ally los­ing that in­stinct­ive hor­ror and re­pul­sion which were giv­en me by nature, or in­stilled in­to me by the pre­cepts and ex­ample of my aunt. Per­haps then I was too severe in my judg­ments, for I ab­horred the sin­ner as well as the sin; now I flat­ter my­self I am more char­it­able and con­sid­er­ate; but am I not be­com­ing more in­dif­fer­ent and in­sensate too? Fool that I was, to dream that I had strength and pur­ity enough to save my­self and him! Such vain pre­sump­tion would be rightly served, if I should per­ish with him in the gulf from which I sought to save him! Yet, God pre­serve me from it, and him too! Yes, poor Ar­thur, I will still hope and pray for you; and though I write as if you were some aban­doned wretch, past hope and past re­prieve, it is only my anxious fears, my strong de­sires that make me do so; one who loved you less would be less bit­ter, less dis­sat­is­fied.

			His con­duct has, of late, been what the world calls ir­re­proach­able; but then I know his heart is still un­changed; and I know that spring is ap­proach­ing, and deeply dread the con­sequences.

			As he began to re­cov­er the tone and vigour of his ex­hausted frame, and with it some­thing of his former im­pa­tience of re­tire­ment and re­pose, I sug­ges­ted a short res­id­ence by the sea­side, for his re­cre­ation and fur­ther res­tor­a­tion, and for the be­ne­fit of our little one as well. But no: wa­ter­ing-places were so in­tol­er­ably dull; be­sides, he had been in­vited by one of his friends to spend a month or two in Scot­land for the bet­ter re­cre­ation of grouse-shoot­ing and deer­stalk­ing, and had prom­ised to go.

			“Then you will leave me again, Ar­thur?” said I.

			“Yes, dearest, but only to love you the bet­ter when I come back, and make up for all past of­fences and short­com­ings; and you needn’t fear me this time: there are no tempta­tions on the moun­tains. And dur­ing my ab­sence you may pay a vis­it to Staningley, if you like: your uncle and aunt have long been want­ing us to go there, you know; but some­how there’s such a re­pul­sion between the good lady and me, that I nev­er could bring my­self up to the scratch.”

			About the third week in Au­gust, Ar­thur set out for Scot­land, and Mr. Har­grave ac­com­pan­ied him thith­er, to my private sat­is­fac­tion. Shortly after, I, with little Ar­thur and Rachel, went to Staningley, my dear old home, which, as well as my dear old friends its in­hab­it­ants, I saw again with mingled feel­ings of pleas­ure and pain so in­tim­ately blen­ded that I could scarcely dis­tin­guish the one from the oth­er, or tell to which to at­trib­ute the vari­ous tears, and smiles, and sighs awakened by those old fa­mil­i­ar scenes, and tones, and faces.

			Ar­thur did not come home till sev­er­al weeks after my re­turn to Grassdale; but I did not feel so anxious about him now; to think of him en­gaged in act­ive sports among the wild hills of Scot­land, was very dif­fer­ent from know­ing him to be im­mersed amid the cor­rup­tions and tempta­tions of Lon­don. His let­ters now; though neither long nor lov­er­like, were more reg­u­lar than ever they had been be­fore; and when he did re­turn, to my great joy, in­stead of be­ing worse than when he went, he was more cheer­ful and vig­or­ous, and bet­ter in every re­spect. Since that time I have had little cause to com­plain. He still has an un­for­tu­nate pre­dilec­tion for the pleas­ures of the table, against which I have to struggle and watch; but he has be­gun to no­tice his boy, and that is an in­creas­ing source of amuse­ment to him with­in-doors, while his fox­hunt­ing and cours­ing are a suf­fi­cient oc­cu­pa­tion for him without, when the ground is not hardened by frost; so that he is not wholly de­pend­ent on me for en­ter­tain­ment. But it is now Janu­ary; spring is ap­proach­ing; and, I re­peat, I dread the con­sequences of its ar­rival. That sweet sea­son, I once so joy­ously wel­comed as the time of hope and glad­ness, awakens now far oth­er an­ti­cip­a­tions by its re­turn.

		
	
		
			XXXI

			March 20th, 1824. The dreaded time is come, and Ar­thur is gone, as I ex­pec­ted. This time he an­nounced it his in­ten­tion to make but a short stay in Lon­don, and pass over to the Con­tin­ent, where he should prob­ably stay a few weeks; but I shall not ex­pect him till after the lapse of many weeks: I now know that, with him, days sig­ni­fy weeks, and weeks months.

			Ju­ly 30th.—He re­turned about three weeks ago, rather bet­ter in health, cer­tainly, than be­fore, but still worse in tem­per. And yet, per­haps, I am wrong: it is I that am less pa­tient and for­bear­ing. I am tired out with his in­justice, his selfish­ness and hope­less de­prav­ity. I wish a milder word would do; I am no an­gel, and my cor­rup­tion rises against it. My poor fath­er died last week: Ar­thur was vexed to hear of it, be­cause he saw that I was shocked and grieved, and he feared the cir­cum­stance would mar his com­fort. When I spoke of or­der­ing my mourn­ing, he ex­claimed—“Oh, I hate black! But, how­ever, I sup­pose you must wear it awhile, for form’s sake; but I hope, Helen, you won’t think it your bounden duty to com­pose your face and man­ners in­to con­form­ity with your fu­ner­eal garb. Why should you sigh and groan, and I be made un­com­fort­able, be­cause an old gen­tle­man in ——shire, a per­fect stranger to us both, has thought prop­er to drink him­self to death? There, now, I de­clare you’re cry­ing! Well, it must be af­fect­a­tion.”

			He would not hear of my at­tend­ing the fu­ner­al, or go­ing for a day or two, to cheer poor Fre­d­er­ick’s solitude. It was quite un­ne­ces­sary, he said, and I was un­reas­on­able to wish it. What was my fath­er to me? I had nev­er seen him but once since I was a baby, and I well knew he had nev­er cared a stiver about me; and my broth­er, too, was little bet­ter than a stranger. “Be­sides, dear Helen,” said he, em­bra­cing me with flat­ter­ing fond­ness, “I can­not spare you for a single day.”

			“Then how have you man­aged without me these many days?” said I.

			“Ah! then I was knock­ing about the world, now I am at home, and home without you, my house­hold deity, would be in­tol­er­able.”

			“Yes, as long as I am ne­ces­sary to your com­fort; but you did not say so be­fore, when you urged me to leave you, in or­der that you might get away from your home without me,” re­tor­ted I; but be­fore the words were well out of my mouth, I re­gret­ted hav­ing uttered them. It seemed so heavy a charge: if false, too gross an in­sult; if true, too hu­mi­li­at­ing a fact to be thus openly cast in his teeth. But I might have spared my­self that mo­ment­ary pang of self-re­proach. The ac­cus­a­tion awoke neither shame nor in­dig­na­tion in him: he at­temp­ted neither deni­al nor ex­cuse, but only answered with a long, low, chuck­ling laugh, as if he viewed the whole trans­ac­tion as a clev­er, merry jest from be­gin­ning to end. Surely that man will make me dis­like him at last!

			
				
					Sine as ye brew, my maid­en fair,
					

					Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill.
				

			

			Yes; and I will drink it to the very dregs: and none but my­self shall know how bit­ter I find it!

			Au­gust 20th.—We are shaken down again to about our usu­al po­s­i­tion. Ar­thur has re­turned to nearly his former con­di­tion and habits; and I have found it my wisest plan to shut my eyes against the past and fu­ture, as far as he, at least, is con­cerned, and live only for the present: to love him when I can; to smile (if pos­sible) when he smiles, be cheer­ful when he is cheer­ful, and pleased when he is agree­able; and when he is not, to try to make him so; and if that won’t an­swer, to bear with him, to ex­cuse him, and for­give him as well as I can, and re­strain my own evil pas­sions from ag­grav­at­ing his; and yet, while I thus yield and min­is­ter to his more harm­less propensit­ies to self-in­dul­gence, to do all in my power to save him from the worse.

			But we shall not be long alone to­geth­er. I shall shortly be called upon to en­ter­tain the same se­lect body of friends as we had the au­tumn be­fore last, with the ad­di­tion of Mr. Hat­ters­ley and, at my spe­cial re­quest, his wife and child. I long to see Mili­cent, and her little girl too. The lat­ter is now above a year old; she will be a charm­ing play­mate for my little Ar­thur.

			Septem­ber 30th.—Our guests have been here a week or two; but I have had no leis­ure to pass any com­ments upon them till now. I can­not get over my dis­like to Lady Low­bor­ough. It is not foun­ded on mere per­son­al pique; it is the wo­man her­self that I dis­like, be­cause I so thor­oughly dis­ap­prove of her. I al­ways avoid her com­pany as much as I can without vi­ol­at­ing the laws of hos­pit­al­ity; but when we do speak or con­verse to­geth­er, it is with the ut­most ci­vil­ity, even ap­par­ent cor­di­al­ity on her part; but pre­serve me from such cor­di­al­ity! It is like hand­ling bri­er-roses and may-blos­soms, bright enough to the eye, and out­wardly soft to the touch, but you know there are thorns be­neath, and every now and then you feel them too; and per­haps re­sent the in­jury by crush­ing them in till you have des­troyed their power, though some­what to the det­ri­ment of your own fin­gers.

			Of late, how­ever, I have seen noth­ing in her con­duct to­wards Ar­thur to an­ger or alarm me. Dur­ing the first few days I thought she seemed very so­li­cit­ous to win his ad­mir­a­tion. Her ef­forts were not un­noticed by him: I fre­quently saw him smil­ing to him­self at her art­ful man­oeuvres: but, to his praise be it spoken, her shafts fell power­less by his side. Her most be­witch­ing smiles, her haught­i­est frowns were ever re­ceived with the same im­mut­able, care­less good-hu­mour; till, find­ing he was in­deed im­pen­et­rable, she sud­denly re­mit­ted her ef­forts, and be­came, to all ap­pear­ance, as per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent as him­self. Nor have I since wit­nessed any symp­tom of pique on his part, or re­newed at­tempts at con­quest upon hers.

			This is as it should be; but Ar­thur nev­er will let me be sat­is­fied with him. I have nev­er, for a single hour since I mar­ried him, known what it is to real­ise that sweet idea, “In quiet­ness and con­fid­ence shall be your rest.” Those two de­test­able men, Grimsby and Hat­ters­ley, have des­troyed all my la­bour against his love of wine. They en­cour­age him daily to over­step the bounds of mod­er­a­tion, and not un­fre­quently to dis­grace him­self by pos­it­ive ex­cess. I shall not soon for­get the second night after their ar­rival. Just as I had re­tired from the din­ing-room with the ladies, be­fore the door was closed upon us, Ar­thur ex­claimed—“Now then, my lads, what say you to a reg­u­lar jol­li­fic­a­tion?”

			Mili­cent glanced at me with a half-re­proach­ful look, as if I could hinder it; but her coun­ten­ance changed when she heard Hat­ters­ley’s voice, shout­ing through door and wall—“I’m your man! Send for more wine: here isn’t half enough!”

			We had scarcely entered the draw­ing-room be­fore we were joined by Lord Low­bor­ough.

			“What can in­duce you to come so soon?” ex­claimed his lady, with a most un­gra­cious air of dis­sat­is­fac­tion.

			“You know I nev­er drink, An­na­bella,” replied he ser­i­ously.

			“Well, but you might stay with them a little: it looks so silly to be al­ways dangling after the wo­men; I won­der you can!”

			He re­proached her with a look of mingled bit­ter­ness and sur­prise, and, sink­ing in­to a chair, sup­pressed a heavy sigh, bit his pale lips, and fixed his eyes upon the floor.

			“You did right to leave them, Lord Low­bor­ough,” said I. “I trust you will al­ways con­tin­ue to hon­our us so early with your com­pany. And if An­na­bella knew the value of true wis­dom, and the misery of folly and—and in­tem­per­ance, she would not talk such non­sense—even in jest.”

			He raised his eyes while I spoke, and gravely turned them upon me, with a half-sur­prised, half-ab­strac­ted look, and then bent them on his wife.

			“At least,” said she, “I know the value of a warm heart and a bold, manly spir­it.”

			“Well, An­na­bella,” said he, in a deep and hol­low tone, “since my pres­ence is dis­agree­able to you, I will re­lieve you of it.”

			“Are you go­ing back to them, then?” said she, care­lessly.

			“No,” ex­claimed he, with harsh and start­ling em­phas­is. “I will not go back to them! And I will nev­er stay with them one mo­ment longer than I think right, for you or any oth­er tempter! But you needn’t mind that; I shall nev­er trouble you again by in­trud­ing my com­pany upon you so un­season­ably.”

			He left the room: I heard the hall-door open and shut, and im­me­di­ately after, on put­ting aside the cur­tain, I saw him pa­cing down the park, in the com­fort­less gloom of the damp, cloudy twi­light.

			“It would serve you right, An­na­bella,” said I, at length, “if Lord Low­bor­ough were to re­turn to his old habits, which had so nearly ef­fected his ru­in, and which it cost him such an ef­fort to break: you would then see cause to re­pent such con­duct as this.”

			“Not at all, my dear! I should not mind if his lord­ship were to see fit to in­tox­ic­ate him­self every day: I should only the soon­er be rid of him.”

			“Oh, An­na­bella!” cried Mili­cent. “How can you say such wicked things! It would, in­deed, be a just pun­ish­ment, as far as you are con­cerned, if Provid­ence should take you at your word, and make you feel what oth­ers feel, that—” She paused as a sud­den burst of loud talk­ing and laughter reached us from the din­ing-room, in which the voice of Hat­ters­ley was pree­m­in­ently con­spicu­ous, even to my un­prac­tised ear.

			“What you feel at this mo­ment, I sup­pose?” said Lady Low­bor­ough, with a ma­li­cious smile, fix­ing her eyes upon her cous­in’s dis­tressed coun­ten­ance.

			The lat­ter offered no reply, but aver­ted her face and brushed away a tear. At that mo­ment the door opened and ad­mit­ted Mr. Har­grave, just a little flushed, his dark eyes spark­ling with un­wonted vi­va­city.

			“Oh, I’m so glad you’re come, Wal­ter!” cried his sis­ter. “But I wish you could have got Ral­ph to come too.”

			“Ut­terly im­possible, dear Mili­cent,” replied he, gaily. “I had much ado to get away my­self. Ral­ph at­temp­ted to keep me by vi­ol­ence; Hunt­ing­don threatened me with the etern­al loss of his friend­ship; and Grimsby, worse than all, en­deav­oured to make me ashamed of my vir­tue, by such galling sar­casms and in­nu­en­does as he knew would wound me the most. So you see, ladies, you ought to make me wel­come when I have braved and suffered so much for the fa­vour of your sweet so­ci­ety.” He smil­ingly turned to me and bowed as he fin­ished the sen­tence.

			“Isn’t he hand­some now, Helen!” whispered Mili­cent, her sis­terly pride over­com­ing, for the mo­ment, all oth­er con­sid­er­a­tions.

			“He would be,” I re­turned, “if that bril­liance of eye, and lip, and cheek were nat­ur­al to him; but look again, a few hours hence.”

			Here the gen­tle­man took a seat near me at the table, and pe­ti­tioned for a cup of cof­fee.

			“I con­sider this an apt il­lus­tra­tion of heav­en taken by storm,” said he, as I handed one to him. “I am in para­dise, now; but I have fought my way through flood and fire to win it. Ral­ph Hat­ters­ley’s last re­source was to set his back against the door, and swear I should find no pas­sage but through his body (a pretty sub­stan­tial one too). Hap­pily, how­ever, that was not the only door, and I ef­fected my es­cape by the side en­trance through the but­ler’s pantry, to the in­fin­ite amazement of Ben­son, who was clean­ing the plate.”

			Mr. Har­grave laughed, and so did his cous­in; but his sis­ter and I re­mained si­lent and grave.

			“Par­don my lev­ity, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” mur­mured he, more ser­i­ously, as he raised his eyes to my face. “You are not used to these things: you suf­fer them to af­fect your del­ic­ate mind too sens­ibly. But I thought of you in the midst of those law­less royster­ers; and I en­deav­oured to per­suade Mr. Hunt­ing­don to think of you too; but to no pur­pose: I fear he is fully de­term­ined to en­joy him­self this night; and it will be no use keep­ing the cof­fee wait­ing for him or his com­pan­ions; it will be much if they join us at tea. Mean­time, I earn­estly wish I could ban­ish the thoughts of them from your mind—and my own too, for I hate to think of them—yes—even of my dear friend Hunt­ing­don, when I con­sider the power he pos­sesses over the hap­pi­ness of one so im­meas­ur­ably su­per­i­or to him­self, and the use he makes of it—I pos­it­ively de­test the man!”

			“You had bet­ter not say so to me, then,” said I; “for, bad as he is, he is part of my­self, and you can­not ab­use him without of­fend­ing me.”

			“Par­don me, then, for I would soon­er die than of­fend you. But let us say no more of him for the present, if you please.”

			At last they came; but not till after ten, when tea, which had been delayed for more than half an hour, was nearly over. Much as I had longed for their com­ing, my heart failed me at the ri­ot­ous up­roar of their ap­proach; and Mili­cent turned pale, and al­most star­ted from her seat, as Mr. Hat­ters­ley burst in­to the room with a clam­or­ous vol­ley of oaths in his mouth, which Har­grave en­deav­oured to check by en­treat­ing him to re­mem­ber the ladies.

			“Ah! you do well to re­mind me of the ladies, you dast­ardly desert­er,” cried he, shak­ing his for­mid­able fist at his broth­er-in-law. “If it were not for them, you well know, I’d de­mol­ish you in the twink­ling of an eye, and give your body to the fowls of heav­en and the lilies of the fields!” Then, plant­ing a chair by Lady Low­bor­ough’s side, he sta­tioned him­self in it, and began to talk to her with a mix­ture of ab­surdity and im­pudence that seemed rather to amuse than to of­fend her; though she af­fected to re­sent his in­solence, and to keep him at bay with sal­lies of smart and spir­ited re­partee.

			Mean­time Mr. Grimsby seated him­self by me, in the chair va­cated by Har­grave as they entered, and gravely stated that he would thank me for a cup of tea: and Ar­thur placed him­self be­side poor Mili­cent, con­fid­en­tially push­ing his head in­to her face, and draw­ing in closer to her as she shrank away from him. He was not so noisy as Hat­ters­ley, but his face was ex­ceed­ingly flushed: he laughed in­cess­antly, and while I blushed for all I saw and heard of him, I was glad that he chose to talk to his com­pan­ion in so low a tone that no one could hear what he said but her­self.

			“What fools they are!” drawled Mr. Grimsby, who had been talk­ing away, at my el­bow, with sen­ten­tious grav­ity all the time; but I had been too much ab­sorbed in con­tem­plat­ing the de­plor­able state of the oth­er two—es­pe­cially Ar­thur—to at­tend to him.

			“Did you ever hear such non­sense as they talk, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?” he con­tin­ued. “I’m quite ashamed of them for my part: they can’t take so much as a bottle between them without its get­ting in­to their heads—”

			“You are pour­ing the cream in­to your sau­cer, Mr. Grimsby.”

			“Ah! yes, I see, but we’re al­most in dark­ness here. Har­grave, snuff those candles, will you?”

			“They’re wax; they don’t re­quire snuff­ing,” said I.

			“ ‘The light of the body is the eye,’ ” ob­served Har­grave, with a sar­cast­ic smile. “ ‘If thine eye be single, thy whole body shall be full of light.’ ”

			Grimsby re­pulsed him with a sol­emn wave of the hand, and then turn­ing to me, con­tin­ued, with the same drawl­ing tones and strange un­cer­tainty of ut­ter­ance and heavy grav­ity of as­pect as be­fore: “But as I was say­ing, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, they have no head at all: they can’t take half a bottle without be­ing af­fected some way; where­as I—well, I’ve taken three times as much as they have to­night, and you see I’m per­fectly steady. Now that may strike you as very sin­gu­lar, but I think I can ex­plain it: you see their brains—I men­tion no names, but you’ll un­der­stand to whom I al­lude—their brains are light to be­gin with, and the fumes of the fer­men­ted li­quor render them light­er still, and pro­duce an en­tire light­headed­ness, or gid­di­ness, res­ult­ing in in­tox­ic­a­tion; where­as my brains, be­ing com­posed of more sol­id ma­ter­i­als, will ab­sorb a con­sid­er­able quant­ity of this al­co­hol­ic va­pour without the pro­duc­tion of any sens­ible res­ult—”

			“I think you will find a sens­ible res­ult pro­duced on that tea,” in­ter­rup­ted Mr. Har­grave, “by the quant­ity of sug­ar you have put in­to it. In­stead of your usu­al com­ple­ment of one lump, you have put in six.”

			“Have I so?” replied the philo­soph­er, diving with his spoon in­to the cup, and bring­ing up sev­er­al half-dis­solved pieces in con­firm­a­tion of the as­ser­tion. “Hum! I per­ceive. Thus, Madam, you see the evil of ab­sence of mind—of think­ing too much while en­gaged in the com­mon con­cerns of life. Now, if I had had my wits about me, like or­din­ary men, in­stead of with­in me like a philo­soph­er, I should not have spoiled this cup of tea, and been con­strained to trouble you for an­oth­er.”

			“That is the sug­ar-basin, Mr. Grimsby. Now you have spoiled the sug­ar too; and I’ll thank you to ring for some more, for here is Lord Low­bor­ough at last; and I hope his lord­ship will con­des­cend to sit down with us, such as we are, and al­low me to give him some tea.”

			His lord­ship gravely bowed in an­swer to my ap­peal, but said noth­ing. Mean­time, Har­grave vo­lun­teered to ring for the sug­ar, while Grimsby lamen­ted his mis­take, and at­temp­ted to prove that it was ow­ing to the shad­ow of the urn and the bad­ness of the lights.

			Lord Low­bor­ough had entered a minute or two be­fore, un­ob­served by any­one but me, and had been stand­ing be­fore the door, grimly sur­vey­ing the com­pany. He now stepped up to An­na­bella, who sat with her back to­wards him, with Hat­ters­ley still be­side her, though not now at­tend­ing to her, be­ing oc­cu­pied in vo­ci­fer­ously ab­us­ing and bul­ly­ing his host.

			“Well, An­na­bella,” said her hus­band, as he leant over the back of her chair, “which of these three ‘bold, manly spir­its’ would you have me to re­semble?”

			“By heav­en and earth, you shall re­semble us all!” cried Hat­ters­ley, start­ing up and rudely seiz­ing him by the arm. “Hallo, Hunt­ing­don!” he shouted—“I’ve got him! Come, man, and help me! And d——n me, if I don’t make him drunk be­fore I let him go! He shall make up for all past de­lin­quen­cies as sure as I’m a liv­ing soul!”

			There fol­lowed a dis­grace­ful con­test: Lord Low­bor­ough, in des­per­ate earn­est, and pale with an­ger, si­lently strug­gling to re­lease him­self from the power­ful mad­man that was striv­ing to drag him from the room. I at­temp­ted to urge Ar­thur to in­ter­fere in be­half of his out­raged guest, but he could do noth­ing but laugh.

			“Hunt­ing­don, you fool, come and help me, can’t you!” cried Hat­ters­ley, him­self some­what weakened by his ex­cesses.

			“I’m wish­ing you God­speed, Hat­ters­ley,” cried Ar­thur, “and aid­ing you with my pray­ers: I can’t do any­thing else if my life de­pended on it! I’m quite used up. Oh—oh!” and lean­ing back in his seat, he clapped his hands on his sides and groaned aloud.

			“An­na­bella, give me a candle!” said Low­bor­ough, whose ant­ag­on­ist had now got him round the waist and was en­deav­our­ing to root him from the door­post, to which he madly clung with all the en­ergy of des­per­a­tion.

			“I shall take no part in your rude sports!” replied the lady coldly draw­ing back. “I won­der you can ex­pect it.” But I snatched up a candle and brought it to him. He took it and held the flame to Hat­ters­ley’s hands, till, roar­ing like a wild beast, the lat­ter un­clasped them and let him go. He van­ished, I sup­pose to his own apart­ment, for noth­ing more was seen of him till the morn­ing. Swear­ing and curs­ing like a ma­ni­ac, Hat­ters­ley threw him­self on to the ot­to­man be­side the win­dow. The door be­ing now free, Mili­cent at­temp­ted to make her es­cape from the scene of her hus­band’s dis­grace; but he called her back, and in­sisted upon her com­ing to him.

			“What do you want, Ral­ph?” mur­mured she, re­luct­antly ap­proach­ing him.

			“I want to know what’s the mat­ter with you,” said he, pulling her on to his knee like a child. “What are you cry­ing for, Mili­cent?—Tell me!”

			“I’m not cry­ing.”

			“You are,” per­sisted he, rudely pulling her hands from her face. “How dare you tell such a lie!”

			“I’m not cry­ing now,” pleaded she.

			“But you have been, and just this minute too; and I will know what for. Come, now, you shall tell me!”

			“Do let me alone, Ral­ph! Re­mem­ber, we are not at home.”

			“No mat­ter: you shall an­swer my ques­tion!” ex­claimed her tor­ment­or; and he at­temp­ted to ex­tort the con­fes­sion by shak­ing her, and re­morse­lessly crush­ing her slight arms in the grip of his power­ful fin­gers.

			“Don’t let him treat your sis­ter in that way,” said I to Mr. Har­grave.

			“Come now, Hat­ters­ley, I can’t al­low that,” said that gen­tle­man, step­ping up to the ill-as­sor­ted couple. “Let my sis­ter alone, if you please.”

			And he made an ef­fort to un­clasp the ruf­fi­an’s fin­gers from her arm, but was sud­denly driv­en back­ward, and nearly laid upon the floor by a vi­ol­ent blow on the chest, ac­com­pan­ied with the ad­mon­i­tion, “Take that for your in­solence! and learn to in­ter­fere between me and mine again.”

			“If you were not drunk, I’d have sat­is­fac­tion for that!” gasped Har­grave, white and breath­less as much from pas­sion as from the im­me­di­ate ef­fects of the blow.

			“Go to the dev­il!” re­spon­ded his broth­er-in-law. “Now, Mili­cent, tell me what you were cry­ing for.”

			“I’ll tell you some oth­er time,” mur­mured she, “when we are alone.”

			“Tell me now!” said he, with an­oth­er shake and a squeeze that made her draw in her breath and bite her lip to sup­press a cry of pain.

			“I’ll tell you, Mr. Hat­ters­ley,” said I. “She was cry­ing from pure shame and hu­mi­li­ation for you; be­cause she could not bear to see you con­duct your­self so dis­grace­fully.”

			“Con­found you, Madam!” muttered he, with a stare of stu­pid amazement at my “im­pudence.” “It was not that—was it, Mili­cent?”

			She was si­lent.

			“Come, speak up, child!”

			“I can’t tell now,” sobbed she.

			“But you can say ‘yes’ or ‘no’ as well as ‘I can’t tell.’—Come!”

			“Yes,” she whispered, hanging her head, and blush­ing at the aw­ful ac­know­ledg­ment.

			“Curse you for an im­per­tin­ent hussy, then!” cried he, throw­ing her from him with such vi­ol­ence that she fell on her side; but she was up again be­fore either I or her broth­er could come to her as­sist­ance, and made the best of her way out of the room, and, I sup­pose, up­stairs, without loss of time.

			The next ob­ject of as­sault was Ar­thur, who sat op­pos­ite, and had, no doubt, richly en­joyed the whole scene.

			“Now, Hunt­ing­don,” ex­claimed his iras­cible friend, “I will not have you sit­ting there and laugh­ing like an idi­ot!”

			“Oh, Hat­ters­ley,” cried he, wip­ing his swim­ming eyes—“you’ll be the death of me.”

			“Yes, I will, but not as you sup­pose: I’ll have the heart out of your body, man, if you ir­rit­ate me with any more of that im­be­cile laughter!—What! are you at it yet?—There! see if that’ll settle you!” cried Hat­ters­ley, snatch­ing up a foot­stool and hurt­ing it at the head of his host; but he as well as missed his aim, and the lat­ter still sat col­lapsed and quak­ing with feeble laughter, with tears run­ning down his face: a de­plor­able spec­tacle in­deed.

			Hat­ters­ley tried curs­ing and swear­ing, but it would not do: he then took a num­ber of books from the table be­side him, and threw them, one by one, at the ob­ject of his wrath; but Ar­thur only laughed the more; and, fi­nally, Hat­ters­ley rushed upon him in a frenzy and seiz­ing him by the shoulders, gave him a vi­ol­ent shak­ing, un­der which he laughed and shrieked alarm­ingly. But I saw no more: I thought I had wit­nessed enough of my hus­band’s de­grad­a­tion; and leav­ing An­na­bella and the rest to fol­low when they pleased, I with­drew, but not to bed. Dis­miss­ing Rachel to her rest, I walked up and down my room, in an agony of misery for what had been done, and sus­pense, not know­ing what might fur­ther hap­pen, or how or when that un­happy creature would come up to bed.

			At last he came, slowly and stum­blingly as­cend­ing the stairs, sup­por­ted by Grimsby and Hat­ters­ley, who neither of them walked quite stead­ily them­selves, but were both laugh­ing and jok­ing at him, and mak­ing noise enough for all the ser­vants to hear. He him­self was no longer laugh­ing now, but sick and stu­pid. I will write no more about that.

			Such dis­grace­ful scenes (or nearly such) have been re­peated more than once. I don’t say much to Ar­thur about it, for, if I did, it would do more harm than good; but I let him know that I in­tensely dis­like such ex­hib­i­tions; and each time he has prom­ised they should nev­er again be re­peated. But I fear he is los­ing the little self-com­mand and self-re­spect he once pos­sessed: formerly, he would have been ashamed to act thus—at least, be­fore any oth­er wit­nesses than his boon com­pan­ions, or such as they. His friend Har­grave, with a prudence and self-gov­ern­ment that I envy for him, nev­er dis­graces him­self by tak­ing more than suf­fi­cient to render him a little “el­ev­ated,” and is al­ways the first to leave the table after Lord Low­bor­ough, who, wiser still, per­severes in va­cat­ing the din­ing-room im­me­di­ately after us: but nev­er once, since An­na­bella of­fen­ded him so deeply, has he entered the draw­ing-room be­fore the rest; al­ways spend­ing the in­ter­im in the lib­rary, which I take care to have lighted for his ac­com­mod­a­tion; or, on fine moon­light nights, in roam­ing about the grounds. But I think she re­grets her mis­con­duct, for she has nev­er re­peated it since, and of late she has com­por­ted her­self with won­der­ful pro­pri­ety to­wards him, treat­ing him with more uni­form kind­ness and con­sid­er­a­tion than ever I have ob­served her to do be­fore. I date the time of this im­prove­ment from the peri­od when she ceased to hope and strive for Ar­thur’s ad­mir­a­tion.

		
	
		
			XXXII

			Oc­to­ber 5th.—Es­th­er Har­grave is get­ting a fine girl. She is not out of the school­room yet, but her moth­er fre­quently brings her over to call in the morn­ings when the gen­tle­men are out, and some­times she spends an hour or two in com­pany with her sis­ter and me, and the chil­dren; and when we go to the Grove, I al­ways con­trive to see her, and talk more to her than to any­one else, for I am very much at­tached to my little friend, and so is she to me. I won­der what she can see to like in me though, for I am no longer the happy, lively girl I used to be; but she has no oth­er so­ci­ety, save that of her un­con­geni­al moth­er, and her gov­erness (as ar­ti­fi­cial and con­ven­tion­al a per­son as that prudent moth­er could pro­cure to rec­ti­fy the pu­pil’s nat­ur­al qual­it­ies), and, now and then, her sub­dued, quiet sis­ter. I of­ten won­der what will be her lot in life, and so does she; but her spec­u­la­tions on the fu­ture are full of buoy­ant hope; so were mine once. I shud­der to think of her be­ing awakened, like me, to a sense of their de­lusive van­ity. It seems as if I should feel her dis­ap­point­ment, even more deeply than my own. I feel al­most as if I were born for such a fate, but she is so joy­ous and fresh, so light of heart and free of spir­it, and so guile­less and un­sus­pect­ing too. Oh, it would be cruel to make her feel as I feel now, and know what I have known!

			Her sis­ter trembles for her too. Yes­ter­day morn­ing, one of Oc­to­ber’s bright­est, love­li­est days, Mili­cent and I were in the garden en­joy­ing a brief half-hour to­geth­er with our chil­dren, while An­na­bella was ly­ing on the draw­ing-room sofa, deep in the last new nov­el. We had been romp­ing with the little creatures, al­most as merry and wild as them­selves, and now paused in the shade of the tall cop­per beech, to re­cov­er breath and rec­ti­fy our hair, dis­ordered by the rough play and the frol­ic­some breeze, while they toddled to­geth­er along the broad, sunny walk; my Ar­thur sup­port­ing the feebler steps of her little Helen, and saga­ciously point­ing out to her the bright­est beau­ties of the bor­der as they passed, with semi-ar­tic­u­late prattle, that did as well for her as any oth­er mode of dis­course. From laugh­ing at the pretty sight, we began to talk of the chil­dren’s fu­ture life; and that made us thought­ful. We both re­lapsed in­to si­lent mus­ing as we slowly pro­ceeded up the walk; and I sup­pose Mili­cent, by a train of as­so­ci­ations, was led to think of her sis­ter.

			“Helen,” said she, “you of­ten see Es­th­er, don’t you?”

			“Not very of­ten.”

			“But you have more fre­quent op­por­tun­it­ies of meet­ing her than I have; and she loves you, I know, and rev­er­ences you too: there is nobody’s opin­ion she thinks so much of; and she says you have more sense than mamma.”

			“That is be­cause she is self-willed, and my opin­ions more gen­er­ally co­in­cide with her own than your mamma’s. But what then, Mili­cent?”

			“Well, since you have so much in­flu­ence with her, I wish you would ser­i­ously im­press it upon her, nev­er, on any ac­count, or for any­body’s per­sua­sion, to marry for the sake of money, or rank, or es­tab­lish­ment, or any earthly thing, but true af­fec­tion and well-groun­ded es­teem.”

			“There is no ne­ces­sity for that,” said I, “for we have had some dis­course on that sub­ject already, and I as­sure you her ideas of love and mat­ri­mony are as ro­mantic as any­one could de­sire.”

			“But ro­mantic no­tions will not do: I want her to have true no­tions.”

			“Very right: but in my judg­ment, what the world stig­mat­ises as ro­mantic, is of­ten more nearly al­lied to the truth than is com­monly sup­posed; for, if the gen­er­ous ideas of youth are too of­ten over­clouded by the sor­did views of af­ter­life, that scarcely proves them to be false.”

			“Well, but if you think her ideas are what they ought to be, strengthen them, will you? and con­firm them, as far as you can; for I had ro­mantic no­tions once, and—I don’t mean to say that I re­gret my lot, for I am quite sure I don’t, but—”

			“I un­der­stand you,” said I; “you are con­ten­ted for your­self, but you would not have your sis­ter to suf­fer the same as you.”

			“No—or worse. She might have far worse to suf­fer than I, for I am really con­ten­ted, Helen, though you mayn’t think it: I speak the sol­emn truth in say­ing that I would not ex­change my hus­band for any man on earth, if I might do it by the pluck­ing of this leaf.”

			“Well, I be­lieve you: now that you have him, you would not ex­change him for an­oth­er; but then you would gladly ex­change some of his qual­it­ies for those of bet­ter men.”

			“Yes: just as I would gladly ex­change some of my own qual­it­ies for those of bet­ter wo­men; for neither he nor I are per­fect, and I de­sire his im­prove­ment as earn­estly as my own. And he will im­prove, don’t you think so, Helen? he’s only six-and-twenty yet.”

			“He may,” I answered,

			“He will, he will!” re­peated she.

			“Ex­cuse the faint­ness of my ac­qui­es­cence, Mili­cent, I would not dis­cour­age your hopes for the world, but mine have been so of­ten dis­ap­poin­ted, that I am be­come as cold and doubt­ful in my ex­pect­a­tions as the flat­test of oc­to­gen­ari­ans.”

			“And yet you do hope, still, even for Mr. Hunt­ing­don?”

			“I do, I con­fess, ‘even’ for him; for it seems as if life and hope must cease to­geth­er. And is he so much worse, Mili­cent, than Mr. Hat­ters­ley?”

			“Well, to give you my can­did opin­ion, I think there is no com­par­is­on between them. But you mustn’t be of­fen­ded, Helen, for you know I al­ways speak my mind, and you may speak yours too. I shan’t care.”

			“I am not of­fen­ded, love; and my opin­ion is, that if there be a com­par­is­on made between the two, the dif­fer­ence, for the most part, is cer­tainly in Hat­ters­ley’s fa­vour.”

			Mili­cent’s own heart told her how much it cost me to make this ac­know­ledg­ment; and, with a child­like im­pulse, she ex­pressed her sym­pathy by sud­denly kiss­ing my cheek, without a word of reply, and then turn­ing quickly away, caught up her baby, and hid her face in its frock. How odd it is that we so of­ten weep for each oth­er’s dis­tresses, when we shed not a tear for our own! Her heart had been full enough of her own sor­rows, but it over­flowed at the idea of mine; and I, too, shed tears at the sight of her sym­path­et­ic emo­tion, though I had not wept for my­self for many a week.

			It was one rainy day last week; most of the com­pany were killing time in the bil­liard-room, but Mili­cent and I were with little Ar­thur and Helen in the lib­rary, and between our books, our chil­dren, and each oth­er, we ex­pec­ted to make out a very agree­able morn­ing. We had not been thus se­cluded above two hours, how­ever, when Mr. Hat­ters­ley came in, at­trac­ted, I sup­pose, by the voice of his child, as he was cross­ing the hall, for he is prodi­giously fond of her, and she of him.

			He was redol­ent of the stables, where he had been re­gal­ing him­self with the com­pany of his fel­low-creatures the horses ever since break­fast. But that was no mat­ter to my little name­sake; as soon as the co­lossal per­son of her fath­er darkened the door, she uttered a shrill scream of de­light, and, quit­ting her moth­er’s side, ran crow­ing to­wards him, bal­an­cing her course with out­stretched arms, and em­bra­cing his knee, threw back her head and laughed in his face. He might well look smil­ingly down upon those small, fair fea­tures, ra­di­ant with in­no­cent mirth, those clear blue shin­ing eyes, and that soft flax­en hair cast back upon the little ivory neck and shoulders. Did he not think how un­worthy he was of such a pos­ses­sion? I fear no such idea crossed his mind. He caught her up, and there fol­lowed some minutes of very rough play, dur­ing which it is dif­fi­cult to say wheth­er the fath­er or the daugh­ter laughed and shouted the loudest. At length, how­ever, the bois­ter­ous pas­time ter­min­ated, sud­denly, as might be ex­pec­ted: the little one was hurt, and began to cry; and the un­gentle play­fel­low tossed it in­to its moth­er’s lap, bid­ding her “make all straight.” As happy to re­turn to that gentle com­fort­er as it had been to leave her, the child nestled in her arms, and hushed its cries in a mo­ment; and sink­ing its little weary head on her bos­om, soon dropped asleep.

			Mean­time Mr. Hat­ters­ley strode up to the fire, and in­ter­pos­ing his height and breadth between us and it, stood with arms akimbo, ex­pand­ing his chest, and gaz­ing round him as if the house and all its ap­pur­ten­ances and con­tents were his own un­dis­puted pos­ses­sions.

			“Deuced bad weath­er this!” he began. “There’ll be no shoot­ing today, I guess.” Then, sud­denly lift­ing up his voice, he re­galed us with a few bars of a rol­lick­ing song, which ab­ruptly ceas­ing, he fin­ished the tune with a whistle, and then con­tin­ued:—“I say, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, what a fine stud your hus­band has! not large, but good. I’ve been look­ing at them a bit this morn­ing; and upon my word, Black Boss, and Grey Tom, and that young Nim­rod are the finest an­im­als I’ve seen for many a day!” Then fol­lowed a par­tic­u­lar dis­cus­sion of their vari­ous mer­its, suc­ceeded by a sketch of the great things he in­ten­ded to do in the horse-jockey line, when his old gov­ernor thought prop­er to quit the stage. “Not that I wish him to close his ac­counts,” ad­ded he: “the old Tro­jan is wel­come to keep his books open as long as he pleases for me.”

			“I hope so, in­deed, Mr. Hat­ters­ley.”

			“Oh, yes! It’s only my way of talk­ing. The event must come some time, and so I look to the bright side of it: that’s the right plan—isn’t it, Mrs. H.? What are you two do­ing here? By the by, where’s Lady Low­bor­ough?”

			“In the bil­liard-room.”

			“What a splen­did creature she is!” con­tin­ued he, fix­ing his eyes on his wife, who changed col­our, and looked more and more dis­con­cer­ted as he pro­ceeded. “What a noble fig­ure she has; and what mag­ni­fi­cent black eyes; and what a fine spir­it of her own; and what a tongue of her own, too, when she likes to use it. I per­fectly ad­ore her! But nev­er mind, Mili­cent: I wouldn’t have her for my wife, not if she’d a king­dom for her dowry! I’m bet­ter sat­is­fied with the one I have. Now then! what do you look so sulky for? don’t you be­lieve me?”

			“Yes, I be­lieve you,” mur­mured she, in a tone of half sad, half sul­len resig­na­tion, as she turned away to stroke the hair of her sleep­ing in­fant, that she had laid on the sofa be­side her.

			“Well, then, what makes you so cross? Come here, Milly, and tell me why you can’t be sat­is­fied with my as­sur­ance.”

			She went, and put­ting her little hand with­in his arm, looked up in his face, and said softly—

			“What does it amount to, Ral­ph? Only to this, that though you ad­mire An­na­bella so much, and for qual­it­ies that I don’t pos­sess, you would still rather have me than her for your wife, which merely proves that you don’t think it ne­ces­sary to love your wife; you are sat­is­fied if she can keep your house, and take care of your child. But I’m not cross; I’m only sorry; for,” ad­ded she, in a low, trem­u­lous ac­cent, with­draw­ing her hand from his arm, and bend­ing her looks on the rug, “if you don’t love me, you don’t, and it can’t be helped.”

			“Very true; but who told you I didn’t? Did I say I loved An­na­bella?”

			“You said you ad­ored her.”

			“True, but ad­or­a­tion isn’t love. I ad­ore An­na­bella, but I don’t love her; and I love thee, Mili­cent, but I don’t ad­ore thee.” In proof of his af­fec­tion, he clutched a hand­ful of her light brown ring­lets, and ap­peared to twist them un­mer­ci­fully.

			“Do you really, Ral­ph?” mur­mured she, with a faint smile beam­ing through her tears, just put­ting up her hand to his, in token that he pulled rather too hard.

			“To be sure I do,” re­spon­ded he: “only you both­er me rather, some­times.”

			“I both­er you!” cried she, in very nat­ur­al sur­prise.

			“Yes, you—but only by your ex­ceed­ing good­ness. When a boy has been eat­ing rais­ins and sug­ar­plums all day, he longs for a squeeze of sour or­ange by way of a change. And did you nev­er, Milly, ob­serve the sands on the sea­shore; how nice and smooth they look, and how soft and easy they feel to the foot? But if you plod along, for half an hour, over this soft, easy car­pet—giv­ing way at every step, yield­ing the more the harder you press—you’ll find it rather wear­i­some work, and be glad enough to come to a bit of good, firm rock, that won’t budge an inch wheth­er you stand, walk, or stamp upon it; and, though it be hard as the neth­er mill­stone, you’ll find it the easi­er foot­ing after all.”

			“I know what you mean, Ral­ph,” said she, nervously play­ing with her watch­guard and tra­cing the fig­ure on the rug with the point of her tiny foot—“I know what you mean: but I thought you al­ways liked to be yiel­ded to, and I can’t al­ter now.”

			“I do like it,” replied he, bring­ing her to him by an­oth­er tug at her hair. “You mustn’t mind my talk, Milly. A man must have some­thing to grumble about; and if he can’t com­plain that his wife har­ries him to death with her per­versity and ill-hu­mour, he must com­plain that she wears him out with her kind­ness and gen­tle­ness.”

			“But why com­plain at all, un­less be­cause you are tired and dis­sat­is­fied?”

			“To ex­cuse my own fail­ings, to be sure. Do you think I’ll bear all the bur­den of my sins on my own shoulders, as long as there’s an­oth­er ready to help me, with none of her own to carry?”

			“There is no such one on earth,” said she ser­i­ously; and then, tak­ing his hand from her head, she kissed it with an air of genu­ine de­vo­tion, and tripped away to the door.

			“What now?” said he. “Where are you go­ing?”

			“To tidy my hair,” she answered, smil­ing through her dis­ordered locks; “you’ve made it all come down.”

			“Off with you then!—An ex­cel­lent little wo­man,” he re­marked when she was gone, “but a thought too soft—she al­most melts in one’s hands. I pos­it­ively think I ill-use her some­times, when I’ve taken too much—but I can’t help it, for she nev­er com­plains, either at the time or after. I sup­pose she doesn’t mind it.”

			“I can en­light­en you on that sub­ject, Mr. Hat­ters­ley,” said I: “she does mind it; and some oth­er things she minds still more, which yet you may nev­er hear her com­plain of.”

			“How do you know?—does she com­plain to you?” de­man­ded he, with a sud­den spark of fury ready to burst in­to a flame if I should an­swer “yes.”

			“No,” I replied; “but I have known her longer and stud­ied her more closely than you have done.—And I can tell you, Mr. Hat­ters­ley, that Mili­cent loves you more than you de­serve, and that you have it in your power to make her very happy, in­stead of which you are her evil geni­us, and, I will ven­ture to say, there is not a single day passes in which you do not in­flict upon her some pang that you might spare her if you would.”

			“Well—it’s not my fault,” said he, gaz­ing care­lessly up at the ceil­ing and plunging his hands in­to his pock­ets: “if my on-go­ings don’t suit her, she should tell me so.”

			“Is she not ex­actly the wife you wanted? Did you not tell Mr. Hunt­ing­don you must have one that would sub­mit to any­thing without a mur­mur, and nev­er blame you, whatever you did?”

			“True, but we shouldn’t al­ways have what we want: it spoils the best of us, doesn’t it? How can I help play­ing the deuce when I see it’s all one to her wheth­er I be­have like a Chris­ti­an or like a scoun­drel, such as nature made me? and how can I help teas­ing her when she’s so in­vit­ingly meek and mim, when she lies down like a span­iel at my feet and nev­er so much as squeaks to tell me that’s enough?”

			“If you are a tyr­ant by nature, the tempta­tion is strong, I al­low; but no gen­er­ous mind de­lights to op­press the weak, but rather to cher­ish and pro­tect.”

			“I don’t op­press her; but it’s so con­foun­ded flat to be al­ways cher­ish­ing and pro­tect­ing; and then, how can I tell that I am op­press­ing her when she ‘melts away and makes no sign’? I some­times think she has no feel­ing at all; and then I go on till she cries, and that sat­is­fies me.”

			“Then you do de­light to op­press her?”

			“I don’t, I tell you! only when I’m in a bad hu­mour, or a par­tic­u­larly good one, and want to af­flict for the pleas­ure of com­fort­ing; or when she looks flat and wants shak­ing up a bit. And some­times she pro­vokes me by cry­ing for noth­ing, and won’t tell me what it’s for; and then, I al­low, it en­rages me past bear­ing, es­pe­cially when I’m not my own man.”

			“As is no doubt gen­er­ally the case on such oc­ca­sions,” said I. “But in fu­ture, Mr. Hat­ters­ley, when you see her look­ing flat, or cry­ing for ‘noth­ing’ (as you call it), ascribe it all to your­self: be as­sured it is some­thing you have done amiss, or your gen­er­al mis­con­duct, that dis­tresses her.”

			“I don’t be­lieve it. If it were, she should tell me so: I don’t like that way of mop­ing and fret­ting in si­lence, and say­ing noth­ing: it’s not hon­est. How can she ex­pect me to mend my ways at that rate?”

			“Per­haps she gives you cred­it for hav­ing more sense than you pos­sess, and de­ludes her­self with the hope that you will one day see your own er­rors and re­pair them, if left to your own re­flec­tion.”

			“None of your sneers, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don. I have the sense to see that I’m not al­ways quite cor­rect, but some­times I think that’s no great mat­ter, as long as I in­jure nobody but my­self—”

			“It is a great mat­ter,” in­ter­rup­ted I, “both to your­self (as you will here­after find to your cost) and to all con­nec­ted with you, most es­pe­cially your wife. But, in­deed, it is non­sense to talk about in­jur­ing no one but your­self: it is im­possible to in­jure your­self, es­pe­cially by such acts as we al­lude to, without in­jur­ing hun­dreds, if not thou­sands, be­sides, in a great­er or less, de­gree, either by the evil you do or the good you leave un­done.”

			“And as I was say­ing,” con­tin­ued he, “or would have said if you hadn’t taken me up so short, I some­times think I should do bet­ter if I were joined to one that would al­ways re­mind me when I was wrong, and give me a motive for do­ing good and es­chew­ing evil, by de­cidedly show­ing her ap­prov­al of the one and dis­ap­prov­al of the oth­er.”

			“If you had no high­er motive than the ap­prov­al of your fel­low-mor­tal, it would do you little good.”

			“Well, but if I had a mate that would not al­ways be yield­ing, and al­ways equally kind, but that would have the spir­it to stand at bay now and then, and hon­estly tell me her mind at all times, such a one as your­self for in­stance. Now, if I went on with you as I do with her when I’m in Lon­don, you’d make the house too hot to hold me at times, I’ll be sworn.”

			“You mis­take me: I’m no ter­mag­ant.”

			“Well, all the bet­ter for that, for I can’t stand con­tra­dic­tion, in a gen­er­al way, and I’m as fond of my own will as an­oth­er; only I think too much of it doesn’t an­swer for any man.”

			“Well, I would nev­er con­tra­dict you without a cause, but cer­tainly I would al­ways let you know what I thought of your con­duct; and if you op­pressed me, in body, mind, or es­tate, you should at least have no reas­on to sup­pose ‘I didn’t mind it.’ ”

			“I know that, my lady; and I think if my little wife were to fol­low the same plan, it would be bet­ter for us both.”

			“I’ll tell her.”

			“No, no, let her be; there’s much to be said on both sides, and, now I think upon it, Hunt­ing­don of­ten re­grets that you are not more like her, scoun­drelly dog that he is, and you see, after all, you can’t re­form him: he’s ten times worse than I. He’s afraid of you, to be sure; that is, he’s al­ways on his best be­ha­viour in your pres­ence—but—”

			“I won­der what his worst be­ha­viour is like, then?” I could not for­bear ob­serving.

			“Why, to tell you the truth, it’s very bad in­deed—isn’t it, Har­grave?” said he, ad­dress­ing that gen­tle­man, who had entered the room un­per­ceived by me, for I was now stand­ing near the fire, with my back to the door. “Isn’t Hunt­ing­don,” he con­tin­ued, “as great a rep­rob­ate as ever was d——d?”

			“His lady will not hear him cen­sured with im­pun­ity,” replied Mr. Har­grave, com­ing for­ward; “but I must say, I thank God I am not such an­oth­er.”

			“Per­haps it would be­come you bet­ter,” said I, “to look at what you are, and say, ‘God be mer­ci­ful to me a sin­ner.’ ”

			“You are severe,” re­turned he, bow­ing slightly and draw­ing him­self up with a proud yet in­jured air. Hat­ters­ley laughed, and clapped him on the shoulder. Mov­ing from un­der his hand with a ges­ture of in­sul­ted dig­nity, Mr. Har­grave took him­self away to the oth­er end of the rug.

			“Isn’t it a shame, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?” cried his broth­er-in-law; “I struck Wal­ter Har­grave when I was drunk, the second night after we came, and he’s turned a cold shoulder on me ever since; though I asked his par­don the very morn­ing after it was done!”

			“Your man­ner of ask­ing it,” re­turned the oth­er, “and the clear­ness with which you re­membered the whole trans­ac­tion, showed you were not too drunk to be fully con­scious of what you were about, and quite re­spons­ible for the deed.”

			“You wanted to in­ter­fere between me and my wife,” grumbled Hat­ters­ley, “and that is enough to pro­voke any man.”

			“You jus­ti­fy it, then?” said his op­pon­ent, dart­ing upon him a most vin­dict­ive glance.

			“No, I tell you I wouldn’t have done it if I hadn’t been un­der ex­cite­ment; and if you choose to bear malice for it after all the hand­some things I’ve said, do so and be d——d!”

			“I would re­frain from such lan­guage in a lady’s pres­ence, at least,” said Mr. Har­grave, hid­ing his an­ger un­der a mask of dis­gust.

			“What have I said?” re­turned Hat­ters­ley: “noth­ing but heav­en’s truth. He will be damned, won’t he, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, if he doesn’t for­give his broth­er’s tres­passes?”

			“You ought to for­give him, Mr. Har­grave, since he asks you,” said I.

			“Do you say so? Then I will!” And, smil­ing al­most frankly, he stepped for­ward and offered his hand. It was im­me­di­ately clasped in that of his re­l­at­ive, and the re­con­cili­ation was ap­par­ently cor­di­al on both sides.

			“The af­front,” con­tin­ued Har­grave, turn­ing to me, “owed half its bit­ter­ness to the fact of its be­ing offered in your pres­ence; and since you bid me for­give it, I will, and for­get it too.”

			“I guess the best re­turn I can make will be to take my­self off,” muttered Hat­ters­ley, with a broad grin. His com­pan­ion smiled, and he left the room. This put me on my guard. Mr. Har­grave turned ser­i­ously to me, and earn­estly began—

			“Dear Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, how I have longed for, yet dreaded, this hour! Do not be alarmed,” he ad­ded, for my face was crim­son with an­ger: “I am not about to of­fend you with any use­less en­treat­ies or com­plaints. I am not go­ing to pre­sume to trouble you with the men­tion of my own feel­ings or your per­fec­tions, but I have some­thing to re­veal to you which you ought to know, and which, yet, it pains me in­ex­press­ibly—”

			“Then don’t trouble your­self to re­veal it!”

			“But it is of im­port­ance—”

			“If so I shall hear it soon enough, es­pe­cially if it is bad news, as you seem to con­sider it. At present I am go­ing to take the chil­dren to the nurs­ery.”

			“But can’t you ring and send them?”

			“No; I want the ex­er­cise of a run to the top of the house. Come, Ar­thur.”

			“But you will re­turn?”

			“Not yet; don’t wait.”

			“Then when may I see you again?”

			“At lunch,” said I, de­part­ing with little Helen in one arm and lead­ing Ar­thur by the hand.

			He turned away, mut­ter­ing some sen­tence of im­pa­tient cen­sure or com­plaint, in which “heart­less” was the only dis­tin­guish­able word.

			“What non­sense is this, Mr. Har­grave?” said I, paus­ing in the door­way. “What do you mean?”

			“Oh, noth­ing; I did not in­tend you should hear my so­li­lo­quy. But the fact is, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, I have a dis­clos­ure to make, pain­ful for me to of­fer as for you to hear; and I want you to give me a few minutes of your at­ten­tion in private at any time and place you like to ap­point. It is from no selfish motive that I ask it, and not for any cause that could alarm your su­per­hu­man pur­ity: there­fore you need not kill me with that look of cold and piti­less dis­dain. I know too well the feel­ings with which the bear­ers of bad tid­ings are com­monly re­garded not to—”

			“What is this won­der­ful piece of in­tel­li­gence?” said I, im­pa­tiently in­ter­rupt­ing him. “If it is any­thing of real im­port­ance, speak it in three words be­fore I go.”

			“In three words I can­not. Send those chil­dren away and stay with me.”

			“No; keep your bad tid­ings to your­self. I know it is some­thing I don’t want to hear, and some­thing you would dis­please me by telling.”

			“You have di­vined too truly, I fear; but still, since I know it, I feel it my duty to dis­close it to you.”

			“Oh, spare us both the in­flic­tion, and I will ex­on­er­ate you from the duty. You have offered to tell; I have re­fused to hear: my ig­nor­ance will not be charged on you.”

			“Be it so: you shall not hear it from me. But if the blow fall too sud­denly upon you when it comes, re­mem­ber I wished to soften it!”

			I left him. I was de­term­ined his words should not alarm me. What could he, of all men, have to re­veal that was of im­port­ance for me to hear? It was no doubt some ex­ag­ger­ated tale about my un­for­tu­nate hus­band that he wished to make the most of to serve his own bad pur­poses.

			6th.—He has not al­luded to this mo­ment­ous mys­tery since, and I have seen no reas­on to re­pent of my un­will­ing­ness to hear it. The threatened blow has not been struck yet, and I do not greatly fear it. At present I am pleased with Ar­thur: he has not pos­it­ively dis­graced him­self for up­wards of a fort­night, and all this last week has been so very mod­er­ate in his in­dul­gence at table that I can per­ceive a marked dif­fer­ence in his gen­er­al tem­per and ap­pear­ance. Dare I hope this will con­tin­ue?

		
	
		
			XXXIII

			Sev­enth.—Yes, I will hope! To­night I heard Grimsby and Hat­ters­ley grumbling to­geth­er about the in­hos­pit­al­ity of their host. They did not know I was near, for I happened to be stand­ing be­hind the cur­tain in the bow of the win­dow, watch­ing the moon rising over the clump of tall dark elm-trees be­low the lawn, and won­der­ing why Ar­thur was so sen­ti­ment­al as to stand without, lean­ing against the out­er pil­lar of the por­tico, ap­par­ently watch­ing it too.

			“So, I sup­pose we’ve seen the last of our merry ca­rous­als in this house,” said Mr. Hat­ters­ley; “I thought his good-fel­low­ship wouldn’t last long. But,” ad­ded he, laugh­ing, “I didn’t ex­pect it would meet its end this way. I rather thought our pretty host­ess would be set­ting up her por­cu­pine quills, and threat­en­ing to turn us out of the house if we didn’t mind our man­ners.”

			“You didn’t fore­see this, then?” answered Grimsby, with a gut­tur­al chuckle. “But he’ll change again when he’s sick of her. If we come here a year or two hence, we shall have all our own way, you’ll see.”

			“I don’t know,” replied the oth­er: “she’s not the style of wo­man you soon tire of. But be that as it may, it’s dev­il­ish pro­vok­ing now that we can’t be jolly, be­cause he chooses to be on his good be­ha­viour.”

			“It’s all these cursed wo­men!” muttered Grimsby: “they’re the very bane of the world! They bring trouble and dis­com­fort wherever they come, with their false, fair faces and their de­ceit­ful tongues.”

			At this junc­ture I is­sued from my re­treat, and smil­ing on Mr. Grimsby as I passed, left the room and went out in search of Ar­thur. Hav­ing seen him bend his course to­wards the shrub­bery, I fol­lowed him thith­er, and found him just en­ter­ing the shad­owy walk. I was so light of heart, so over­flow­ing with af­fec­tion, that I sprang upon him and clasped him in my arms. This start­ling con­duct had a sin­gu­lar ef­fect upon him: first, he mur­mured, “Bless you, darling!” and re­turned my close em­brace with a fer­vour like old times, and then he star­ted, and, in a tone of ab­so­lute ter­ror, ex­claimed, “Helen! what the dev­il is this?” and I saw, by the faint light gleam­ing through the over­shad­ow­ing tree, that he was pos­it­ively pale with the shock.

			How strange that the in­stinct­ive im­pulse of af­fec­tion should come first, and then the shock of the sur­prise! It shows, at least, that the af­fec­tion is genu­ine: he is not sick of me yet.

			“I startled you, Ar­thur,” said I, laugh­ing in my glee. “How nervous you are!”

			“What the deuce did you do it for?” cried he, quite testily, ex­tric­at­ing him­self from my arms, and wip­ing his fore­head with his handker­chief. “Go back, Helen—go back dir­ectly! You’ll get your death of cold!”

			“I won’t, till I’ve told you what I came for. They are blam­ing you, Ar­thur, for your tem­per­ance and sobri­ety, and I’m come to thank you for it. They say it is all ‘these cursed wo­men,’ and that we are the bane of the world; but don’t let them laugh or grumble you out of your good res­ol­u­tions, or your af­fec­tion for me.”

			He laughed. I squeezed him in my arms again, and cried in tear­ful earn­est, “Do, do per­severe! and I’ll love you bet­ter than ever I did be­fore!”

			“Well, well, I will!” said he, hast­ily kiss­ing me. “There, now, go. You mad creature, how could you come out in your light even­ing dress this chill au­tumn night?”

			“It is a glor­i­ous night,” said I.

			“It is a night that will give you your death, in an­oth­er minute. Run away, do!”

			“Do you see my death among those trees, Ar­thur?” said I, for he was gaz­ing in­tently at the shrubs, as if he saw it com­ing, and I was re­luct­ant to leave him, in my new­found hap­pi­ness and re­viv­al of hope and love. But he grew angry at my delay, so I kissed him and ran back to the house.

			I was in such a good hu­mour that night: Mili­cent told me I was the life of the party, and whispered she had nev­er seen me so bril­liant. Cer­tainly, I talked enough for twenty, and smiled upon them all. Grimsby, Hat­ters­ley, Har­grave, Lady Low­bor­ough, all shared my sis­terly kind­ness. Grimsby stared and wondered; Hat­ters­ley laughed and jes­ted (in spite of the little wine he had been suffered to im­bibe), but still be­haved as well as he knew how. Har­grave and An­na­bella, from dif­fer­ent motives and in dif­fer­ent ways, emu­lated me, and doubt­less both sur­passed me, the former in his dis­curs­ive ver­sat­il­ity and elo­quence, the lat­ter in bold­ness and an­im­a­tion at least. Mili­cent, de­lighted to see her hus­band, her broth­er, and her over­es­tim­ated friend ac­quit­ting them­selves so well, was lively and gay too, in her quiet way. Even Lord Low­bor­ough caught the gen­er­al con­ta­gion: his dark green­ish eyes were lighted up be­neath their moody brows; his sombre coun­ten­ance was beau­ti­fied by smiles; all traces of gloom and proud or cold re­serve had van­ished for the time; and he as­ton­ished us all, not only by his gen­er­al cheer­ful­ness and an­im­a­tion, but by the pos­it­ive flashes of true force and bril­liance he emit­ted from time to time. Ar­thur did not talk much, but he laughed, and listened to the rest, and was in per­fect good-hu­mour, though not ex­cited by wine. So that, al­to­geth­er, we made a very merry, in­no­cent, and en­ter­tain­ing party.

			9th.—Yes­ter­day, when Rachel came to dress me for din­ner, I saw that she had been cry­ing. I wanted to know the cause of it, but she seemed re­luct­ant to tell. Was she un­well? No. Had she heard bad news from her friends? No. Had any of the ser­vants vexed her?

			“Oh, no, ma’am!” she answered; “it’s not for my­self.”

			“What then, Rachel? Have you been read­ing nov­els?”

			“Bless you, no!” said she, with a sor­row­ful shake of the head; and then she sighed and con­tin­ued: “But to tell you the truth, ma’am, I don’t like mas­ter’s ways of go­ing on.”

			“What do you mean, Rachel? He’s go­ing on very prop­erly at present.”

			“Well, ma’am, if you think so, it’s right.”

			And she went on dress­ing my hair, in a hur­ried way, quite un­like her usu­al calm, col­lec­ted man­ner, mur­mur­ing, half to her­self, she was sure it was beau­ti­ful hair: she “could like to see ’em match it.” When it was done, she fondly stroked it, and gently pat­ted my head.

			“Is that af­fec­tion­ate ebulli­tion in­ten­ded for my hair, or my­self, nurse?” said I, laugh­ingly turn­ing round upon her; but a tear was even now in her eye.

			“What do you mean, Rachel?” I ex­claimed.

			“Well, ma’am, I don’t know; but if—”

			“If what?”

			“Well, if I was you, I wouldn’t have that Lady Low­bor­ough in the house an­oth­er minute—not an­oth­er minute I wouldn’t!”

			I was thun­der­struck; but be­fore I could re­cov­er from the shock suf­fi­ciently to de­mand an ex­plan­a­tion, Mili­cent entered my room, as she fre­quently does when she is dressed be­fore me; and she stayed with me till it was time to go down. She must have found me a very un­so­ci­able com­pan­ion this time, for Rachel’s last words rang in my ears. But still I hoped, I trus­ted they had no found­a­tion but in some idle ru­mour of the ser­vants from what they had seen in Lady Low­bor­ough’s man­ner last month; or per­haps from some­thing that had passed between their mas­ter and her dur­ing her former vis­it. At din­ner I nar­rowly ob­served both her and Ar­thur, and saw noth­ing ex­traordin­ary in the con­duct of either, noth­ing cal­cu­lated to ex­cite sus­pi­cion, ex­cept in dis­trust­ful minds, which mine was not, and there­fore I would not sus­pect.

			Al­most im­me­di­ately after din­ner An­na­bella went out with her hus­band to share his moon­light ramble, for it was a splen­did even­ing like the last. Mr. Har­grave entered the draw­ing-room a little be­fore the oth­ers, and chal­lenged me to a game of chess. He did it without any of that sad but proud hu­mil­ity he usu­ally as­sumes in ad­dress­ing me, un­less he is ex­cited with wine. I looked at his face to see if that was the case now. His eye met mine keenly, but stead­ily: there was some­thing about him I did not un­der­stand, but he seemed sober enough. Not choos­ing to en­gage with him, I re­ferred him to Mili­cent.

			“She plays badly,” said he, “I want to match my skill with yours. Come now! you can’t pre­tend you are re­luct­ant to lay down your work. I know you nev­er take it up ex­cept to pass an idle hour, when there is noth­ing bet­ter you can do.”

			“But chess-play­ers are so un­so­ci­able,” I ob­jec­ted; “they are no com­pany for any but them­selves.”

			“There is no one here but Mili­cent, and she—”

			“Oh, I shall be de­lighted to watch you!” cried our mu­tu­al friend. “Two such play­ers—it will be quite a treat! I won­der which will con­quer.”

			I con­sen­ted.

			“Now, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said Har­grave, as he ar­ranged the men on the board, speak­ing dis­tinctly, and with a pe­cu­li­ar em­phas­is, as if he had a double mean­ing to all his words, “you are a good play­er, but I am a bet­ter: we shall have a long game, and you will give me some trouble; but I can be as pa­tient as you, and in the end I shall cer­tainly win.” He fixed his eyes upon me with a glance I did not like, keen, crafty, bold, and al­most im­pudent;—already half tri­umphant in his an­ti­cip­ated suc­cess.

			“I hope not, Mr. Har­grave!” re­turned I, with vehe­mence that must have startled Mili­cent at least; but he only smiled and mur­mured, “Time will show.”

			We set to work: he suf­fi­ciently in­ter­ested in the game, but calm and fear­less in the con­scious­ness of su­per­i­or skill: I, in­tensely eager to dis­ap­point his ex­pect­a­tions, for I con­sidered this the type of a more ser­i­ous con­test, as I ima­gined he did, and I felt an al­most su­per­sti­tious dread of be­ing beaten: at all events, I could ill en­dure that present suc­cess should add one tittle to his con­scious power (his in­solent self-con­fid­ence I ought to say), or en­cour­age for a mo­ment his dream of fu­ture con­quest. His play was cau­tious and deep, but I struggled hard against him. For some time the com­bat was doubt­ful: at length, to my joy, the vic­tory seemed in­clin­ing to my side: I had taken sev­er­al of his best pieces, and mani­festly baffled his pro­jects. He put his hand to his brow and paused, in evid­ent per­plex­ity. I re­joiced in my ad­vant­age, but dared not glory in it yet. At length, he lif­ted his head, and quietly mak­ing his move, looked at me and said, calmly, “Now you think you will win, don’t you?”

			“I hope so,” replied I, tak­ing his pawn that he had pushed in­to the way of my bish­op with so care­less an air that I thought it was an over­sight, but was not gen­er­ous enough, un­der the cir­cum­stances, to dir­ect his at­ten­tion to it, and too heed­less, at the mo­ment, to fore­see the after-con­sequences of my move. “It is those bish­ops that trouble me,” said he; “but the bold knight can over­leap the rev­er­end gen­tle­men,” tak­ing my last bish­op with his knight; “and now, those sac­red per­sons once re­moved, I shall carry all be­fore me.”

			“Oh, Wal­ter, how you talk!” cried Mili­cent; “she has far more pieces than you still.”

			“I in­tend to give you some trouble yet,” said I; “and per­haps, sir, you will find your­self check­mated be­fore you are aware. Look to your queen.”

			The com­bat deepened. The game was a long one, and I did give him some trouble: but he was a bet­ter play­er than I.

			“What keen gamesters you are!” said Mr. Hat­ters­ley, who had now entered, and been watch­ing us for some time. “Why, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, your hand trembles as if you had staked your all upon it! and, Wal­ter, you dog, you look as deep and cool as if you were cer­tain of suc­cess, and as keen and cruel as if you would drain her heart’s blood! But if I were you, I wouldn’t beat her, for very fear: she’ll hate you if you do—she will, by heav­en! I see it in her eye.”

			“Hold your tongue, will you?” said I: his talk dis­trac­ted me, for I was driv­en to ex­tremit­ies. A few more moves, and I was in­ex­tric­ably en­tangled in the snare of my ant­ag­on­ist.

			“Check,” cried he: I sought in agony some means of es­cape. “Mate!” he ad­ded, quietly, but with evid­ent de­light. He had sus­pen­ded the ut­ter­ance of that last fatal syl­lable the bet­ter to en­joy my dis­may. I was fool­ishly dis­con­cer­ted by the event. Hat­ters­ley laughed; Mili­cent was troubled to see me so dis­turbed. Har­grave placed his hand on mine that res­ted on the table, and squeez­ing it with a firm but gentle pres­sure, mur­mured, “Beaten, beaten!” and gazed in­to my face with a look where ex­ulta­tion was blen­ded with an ex­pres­sion of ar­dour and ten­der­ness yet more in­sult­ing.

			“No, nev­er, Mr. Har­grave!” ex­claimed I, quickly with­draw­ing my hand.

			“Do you deny?” replied he, smil­ingly point­ing to the board. “No, no,” I answered, re­col­lect­ing how strange my con­duct must ap­pear: “you have beaten me in that game.”

			“Will you try an­oth­er, then?”

			“No.”

			“You ac­know­ledge my su­peri­or­ity?”

			“Yes, as a chess-play­er.”

			I rose to re­sume my work.

			“Where is An­na­bella?” said Har­grave, gravely, after glan­cing round the room.

			“Gone out with Lord Low­bor­ough,” answered I, for he looked at me for a reply.

			“And not yet re­turned!” he said, ser­i­ously.

			“I sup­pose not.”

			“Where is Hunt­ing­don?” look­ing round again.

			“Gone out with Grimsby, as you know,” said Hat­ters­ley, sup­press­ing a laugh, which broke forth as he con­cluded the sen­tence. Why did he laugh? Why did Har­grave con­nect them thus to­geth­er? Was it true, then? And was this the dread­ful secret he had wished to re­veal to me? I must know, and that quickly. I in­stantly rose and left the room to go in search of Rachel and de­mand an ex­plan­a­tion of her words; but Mr. Har­grave fol­lowed me in­to the ante­room, and be­fore I could open its out­er door, gently laid his hand upon the lock. “May I tell you some­thing, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?” said he, in a sub­dued tone, with ser­i­ous, down­cast eyes.

			“If it be any­thing worth hear­ing,” replied I, strug­gling to be com­posed, for I trembled in every limb.

			He quietly pushed a chair to­wards me. I merely leant my hand upon it, and bid him go on.

			“Do not be alarmed,” said he: “what I wish to say is noth­ing in it­self; and I will leave you to draw your own in­fer­ences from it. You say that An­na­bella is not yet re­turned?”

			“Yes, yes—go on!” said I, im­pa­tiently; for I feared my forced calmness would leave me be­fore the end of his dis­clos­ure, whatever it might be.

			“And you hear,” con­tin­ued he, “that Hunt­ing­don is gone out with Grimsby?”

			“Well?”

			“I heard the lat­ter say to your hus­band—or the man who calls him­self so—”

			“Go on, sir!”

			He bowed sub­missively, and con­tin­ued: “I heard him say—‘I shall man­age it, you’ll see! They’re gone down by the wa­ter; I shall meet them there, and tell him I want a bit of talk with him about some things that we needn’t trouble the lady with; and she’ll say she can be walk­ing back to the house; and then I shall apo­lo­gise, you know, and all that, and tip her a wink to take the way of the shrub­bery. I’ll keep him talk­ing there, about those mat­ters I men­tioned, and any­thing else I can think of, as long as I can, and then bring him round the oth­er way, stop­ping to look at the trees, the fields, and any­thing else I can find to dis­course of.’ ” Mr. Har­grave paused, and looked at me.

			Without a word of com­ment or fur­ther ques­tion­ing, I rose, and dar­ted from the room and out of the house. The tor­ment of sus­pense was not to be en­dured: I would not sus­pect my hus­band falsely, on this man’s ac­cus­a­tion, and I would not trust him un­wor­thily—I must know the truth at once. I flew to the shrub­bery. Scarcely had I reached it, when a sound of voices ar­res­ted my breath­less speed.

			“We have lingered too long; he will be back,” said Lady Low­bor­ough’s voice.

			“Surely not, dearest!” was his reply; “but you can run across the lawn, and get in as quietly as you can; I’ll fol­low in a while.”

			My knees trembled un­der me; my brain swam round. I was ready to faint. She must not see me thus. I shrunk among the bushes, and leant against the trunk of a tree to let her pass.

			“Ah, Hunt­ing­don!” said she re­proach­fully, paus­ing where I had stood with him the night be­fore—“it was here you kissed that wo­man!” she looked back in­to the leafy shade. Ad­van­cing thence, he answered, with a care­less laugh—

			“Well, dearest, I couldn’t help it. You know I must keep straight with her as long as I can. Haven’t I seen you kiss your dolt of a hus­band scores of times?—and do I ever com­plain?”

			“But tell me, don’t you love her still—a little?” said she, pla­cing her hand on his arm, look­ing earn­estly in his face—for I could see them, plainly, the moon shin­ing full upon them from between the branches of the tree that sheltered me.

			“Not one bit, by all that’s sac­red!” he replied, kiss­ing her glow­ing cheek.

			“Good heav­ens, I must be gone!” cried she, sud­denly break­ing from him, and away she flew.

			There he stood be­fore me; but I had not strength to con­front him now: my tongue cleaved to the roof of my mouth; I was well-nigh sink­ing to the earth, and I al­most wondered he did not hear the beat­ing of my heart above the low sigh­ing of the wind and the fit­ful rustle of the fall­ing leaves. My senses seemed to fail me, but still I saw his shad­owy form pass be­fore me, and through the rush­ing sound in my ears I dis­tinctly heard him say, as he stood look­ing up the lawn—“There goes the fool! Run, An­na­bella, run! There—in with you! Ah—he didn’t see! That’s right, Grimsby, keep him back!” And even his low laugh reached me as he walked away.

			“God help me now!” I mur­mured, sink­ing on my knees among the damp weeds and brush­wood that sur­roun­ded me, and look­ing up at the moon­lit sky, through the scant fo­liage above. It seemed all dim and quiv­er­ing now to my darkened sight. My burn­ing, burst­ing heart strove to pour forth its agony to God, but could not frame its an­guish in­to pray­er; un­til a gust of wind swept over me, which, while it scattered the dead leaves, like blighted hopes, around, cooled my fore­head, and seemed a little to re­vive my sink­ing frame. Then, while I lif­ted up my soul in speech­less, earn­est sup­plic­a­tion, some heav­enly in­flu­ence seemed to strengthen me with­in: I breathed more freely; my vis­ion cleared; I saw dis­tinctly the pure moon shin­ing on, and the light clouds skim­ming the clear, dark sky; and then I saw the etern­al stars twink­ling down upon me; I knew their God was mine, and He was strong to save and swift to hear. “I will nev­er leave thee, nor for­sake thee,” seemed whispered from above their myri­ad orbs. No, no; I felt He would not leave me com­fort­less: in spite of earth and hell I should have strength for all my tri­als, and win a glor­i­ous rest at last!

			Re­freshed, in­vig­or­ated, if not com­posed, I rose and re­turned to the house. Much of my new­born strength and cour­age for­sook me, I con­fess, as I entered it, and shut out the fresh wind and the glor­i­ous sky: everything I saw and heard seemed to sick­en my heart—the hall, the lamp, the stair­case, the doors of the dif­fer­ent apart­ments, the so­cial sound of talk and laughter from the draw­ing-room. How could I bear my fu­ture life! In this house, among those people—oh, how could I en­dure to live! John just then entered the hall, and see­ing me, told me he had been sent in search of me, adding that he had taken in the tea, and mas­ter wished to know if I were com­ing.

			“Ask Mrs. Hat­ters­ley to be so kind as to make the tea, John,” said I. “Say I am not well to­night, and wish to be ex­cused.”

			I re­tired in­to the large, empty din­ing-room, where all was si­lence and dark­ness, but for the soft sigh­ing of the wind without, and the faint gleam of moon­light that pierced the blinds and cur­tains; and there I walked rap­idly up and down, think­ing of my bit­ter thoughts alone. How dif­fer­ent was this from the even­ing of yes­ter­day! That, it seems, was the last ex­pir­ing flash of my life’s hap­pi­ness. Poor, blinded fool that I was to be so happy! I could now see the reas­on of Ar­thur’s strange re­cep­tion of me in the shrub­bery; the burst of kind­ness was for his para­mour, the start of hor­ror for his wife. Now, too, I could bet­ter un­der­stand the con­ver­sa­tion between Hat­ters­ley and Grimsby; it was doubt­less of his love for her they spoke, not for me.

			I heard the draw­ing-room door open: a light quick step came out of the ante­room, crossed the hall, and as­cen­ded the stairs. It was Mili­cent, poor Mili­cent, gone to see how I was—no one else cared for me; but she still was kind. I shed no tears be­fore, but now they came, fast and free. Thus she did me good, without ap­proach­ing me. Dis­ap­poin­ted in her search, I heard her come down, more slowly than she had as­cen­ded. Would she come in there, and find me out? No, she turned in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion and re-entered the draw­ing-room. I was glad, for I knew not how to meet her, or what to say. I wanted no con­fid­ante in my dis­tress. I de­served none, and I wanted none. I had taken the bur­den upon my­self; let me bear it alone.

			As the usu­al hour of re­tire­ment ap­proached I dried my eyes, and tried to clear my voice and calm my mind. I must see Ar­thur to­night, and speak to him; but I would do it calmly: there should be no scene—noth­ing to com­plain or to boast of to his com­pan­ions—noth­ing to laugh at with his ladylove. When the com­pany were re­tir­ing to their cham­bers I gently opened the door, and just as he passed, beckoned him in.

			“What’s to do with you, Helen?” said he. “Why couldn’t you come to make tea for us? and what the deuce are you here for, in the dark? What ails you, young wo­man: you look like a ghost!” he con­tin­ued, sur­vey­ing me by the light of his candle.

			“No mat­ter,” I answered, “to you; you have no longer any re­gard for me it ap­pears; and I have no longer any for you.”

			“Hal-lo! what the dev­il is this?” he muttered.

			“I would leave you to­mor­row,” con­tin­ued I, “and nev­er again come un­der this roof, but for my child”—I paused a mo­ment to steady my voice.

			“What in the dev­il’s name is this, Helen?” cried he. “What can you be driv­ing at?”

			“You know per­fectly well. Let us waste no time in use­less ex­plan­a­tion, but tell me, will you—?”

			He vehe­mently swore he knew noth­ing about it, and in­sisted upon hear­ing what pois­on­ous old wo­man had been black­en­ing his name, and what in­fam­ous lies I had been fool enough to be­lieve.

			“Spare your­self the trouble of for­swearing your­self and rack­ing your brains to stifle truth with false­hood,” I coldly replied. “I have trus­ted to the testi­mony of no third per­son. I was in the shrub­bery this even­ing, and I saw and heard for my­self.”

			This was enough. He uttered a sup­pressed ex­clam­a­tion of con­sterna­tion and dis­may, and mut­ter­ing, “I shall catch it now!” set down his candle on the nearest chair, and rear­ing his back against the wall, stood con­front­ing me with fol­ded arms.

			“Well, what then?” said he, with the calm in­solence of mingled shame­less­ness and des­per­a­tion.

			“Only this,” re­turned I; “will you let me take our child and what re­mains of my for­tune, and go?”

			“Go where?”

			“Any­where, where he will be safe from your con­tam­in­at­ing in­flu­ence, and I shall be de­livered from your pres­ence, and you from mine.”

			“No.”

			“Will you let me have the child then, without the money?”

			“No, nor your­self without the child. Do you think I’m go­ing to be made the talk of the coun­try for your fas­ti­di­ous caprices?”

			“Then I must stay here, to be hated and des­pised. But hence­forth we are hus­band and wife only in the name.”

			“Very good.”

			“I am your child’s moth­er, and your house­keep­er, noth­ing more. So you need not trouble your­self any longer to feign the love you can­not feel: I will ex­act no more heart­less caresses from you, nor of­fer nor en­dure them either. I will not be mocked with the empty husk of con­jugal en­dear­ments, when you have giv­en the sub­stance to an­oth­er!”

			“Very good, if you please. We shall see who will tire first, my lady.”

			“If I tire, it will be of liv­ing in the world with you: not of liv­ing without your mock­ery of love. When you tire of your sin­ful ways, and show your­self truly re­pent­ant, I will for­give you, and, per­haps, try to love you again, though that will be hard in­deed.”

			“Humph! and mean­time you will go and talk me over to Mrs. Har­grave, and write long let­ters to aunt Max­well to com­plain of the wicked wretch you have mar­ried?”

			“I shall com­plain to no one. Hitherto I have struggled hard to hide your vices from every eye, and in­vest you with vir­tues you nev­er pos­sessed; but now you must look to your­self.”

			I left him mut­ter­ing bad lan­guage to him­self, and went up­stairs.

			“You are poorly, ma’am,” said Rachel, sur­vey­ing me with deep anxi­ety.

			“It is too true, Rachel,” said I, an­swer­ing her sad looks rather than her words.

			“I knew it, or I wouldn’t have men­tioned such a thing.”

			“But don’t you trouble your­self about it,” said I, kiss­ing her pale, time-wasted cheek. “I can bear it bet­ter than you ima­gine.”

			“Yes, you were al­ways for ‘bear­ing.’ But if I was you I wouldn’t bear it; I’d give way to it, and cry right hard! and I’d talk too, I just would—I’d let him know what it was to—”

			“I have talked,” said I; “I’ve said enough.”

			“Then I’d cry,” per­sisted she. “I wouldn’t look so white and so calm, and burst my heart with keep­ing it in.”

			“I have cried,” said I, smil­ing, in spite of my misery; “and I am calm now, really: so don’t dis­com­pose me again, nurse: let us say no more about it, and don’t men­tion it to the ser­vants. There, you may go now. Good night; and don’t dis­turb your rest for me: I shall sleep well—if I can.”

			Not­with­stand­ing this res­ol­u­tion, I found my bed so in­tol­er­able that, be­fore two o’clock, I rose, and light­ing my candle by the rush­light that was still burn­ing, I got my desk and sat down in my dress­ing-gown to re­count the events of the past even­ing. It was bet­ter to be so oc­cu­pied than to be ly­ing in bed tor­tur­ing my brain with re­col­lec­tions of the far past and an­ti­cip­a­tions of the dread­ful fu­ture. I have found re­lief in de­scrib­ing the very cir­cum­stances that have des­troyed my peace, as well as the little trivi­al de­tails at­tend­ant upon their dis­cov­ery. No sleep I could have got this night would have done so much to­wards com­pos­ing my mind, and pre­par­ing me to meet the tri­als of the day. I fancy so, at least; and yet, when I cease writ­ing, I find my head aches ter­ribly; and when I look in­to the glass, I am startled at my hag­gard, worn ap­pear­ance.

			Rachel has been to dress me, and says I have had a sad night of it, she can see. Mili­cent has just looked in to ask me how I was. I told her I was bet­ter, but to ex­cuse my ap­pear­ance ad­mit­ted I had had a rest­less night. I wish this day were over! I shud­der at the thoughts of go­ing down to break­fast. How shall I en­counter them all? Yet let me re­mem­ber it is not I that am guilty: I have no cause to fear; and if they scorn me as a vic­tim of their guilt, I can pity their folly and des­pise their scorn.

		
	
		
			XXXIV

			Even­ing.—Break­fast passed well over: I was calm and cool through­out. I answered com­posedly all in­quir­ies re­spect­ing my health; and whatever was un­usu­al in my look or man­ner was gen­er­ally at­trib­uted to the tri­fling in­dis­pos­i­tion that had oc­ca­sioned my early re­tire­ment last night. But how am I to get over the ten or twelve days that must yet elapse be­fore they go? Yet why so long for their de­par­ture? When they are gone, how shall I get through the months or years of my fu­ture life in com­pany with that man—my greatest en­emy? for none could in­jure me as he has done. Oh! when I think how fondly, how fool­ishly I have loved him, how madly I have trus­ted him, how con­stantly I have la­boured, and stud­ied, and prayed, and struggled for his ad­vant­age; and how cruelly he has trampled on my love, be­trayed my trust, scorned my pray­ers and tears, and ef­forts for his pre­ser­va­tion, crushed my hopes, des­troyed my youth’s best feel­ings, and doomed me to a life of hope­less misery, as far as man can do it, it is not enough to say that I no longer love my hus­band—I hate him! The word stares me in the face like a guilty con­fes­sion, but it is true: I hate him—I hate him! But God have mercy on his miser­able soul! and make him see and feel his guilt—I ask no oth­er ven­geance! If he could but fully know and truly feel my wrongs I should be well avenged, and I could freely par­don all; but he is so lost, so hardened in his heart­less de­prav­ity, that in this life I be­lieve he nev­er will. But it is use­less dwell­ing on this theme: let me seek once more to dis­sip­ate re­flec­tion in the minor de­tails of passing events.

			Mr. Har­grave has an­noyed me all day long with his ser­i­ous, sym­path­ising, and (as he thinks) un­ob­trus­ive po­lite­ness. If it were more ob­trus­ive it would trouble me less, for then I could snub him; but, as it is, he con­trives to ap­pear so really kind and thought­ful that I can­not do so without rude­ness and seem­ing in­grat­it­ude. I some­times think I ought to give him cred­it for the good feel­ing he sim­u­lates so well; and then again, I think it is my duty to sus­pect him un­der the pe­cu­li­ar cir­cum­stances in which I am placed. His kind­ness may not all be feigned; but still, let not the purest im­pulse of grat­it­ude to him in­duce me to for­get my­self: let me re­mem­ber the game of chess, the ex­pres­sions he used on the oc­ca­sion, and those in­des­crib­able looks of his, that so justly roused my in­dig­na­tion, and I think I shall be safe enough. I have done well to re­cord them so minutely.

			I think he wishes to find an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to me alone: he has seemed to be on the watch all day; but I have taken care to dis­ap­point him—not that I fear any­thing he could say, but I have trouble enough without the ad­di­tion of his in­sult­ing con­sol­a­tions, con­dol­ences, or whatever else he might at­tempt; and, for Mili­cent’s sake, I do not wish to quar­rel with him. He ex­cused him­self from go­ing out to shoot with the oth­er gen­tle­men in the morn­ing, un­der the pre­text of hav­ing let­ters to write; and in­stead of re­tir­ing for that pur­pose in­to the lib­rary, he sent for his desk in­to the morn­ing-room, where I was seated with Mili­cent and Lady Low­bor­ough. They had be­taken them­selves to their work; I, less to di­vert my mind than to de­prec­ate con­ver­sa­tion, had provided my­self with a book. Mili­cent saw that I wished to be quiet, and ac­cord­ingly let me alone. An­na­bella, doubt­less, saw it too: but that was no reas­on why she should re­strain her tongue, or curb her cheer­ful spir­its: she ac­cord­ingly chat­ted away, ad­dress­ing her­self al­most ex­clus­ively to me, and with the ut­most as­sur­ance and fa­mili­ar­ity, grow­ing the more an­im­ated and friendly the colder and briefer my an­swers be­came. Mr. Har­grave saw that I could ill en­dure it, and, look­ing up from his desk, he answered her ques­tions and ob­ser­va­tions for me, as far as he could, and at­temp­ted to trans­fer her so­cial at­ten­tions from me to him­self; but it would not do. Per­haps she thought I had a head­ache, and could not bear to talk; at any rate, she saw that her lo­qua­cious vi­va­city an­noyed me, as I could tell by the ma­li­cious per­tinacity with which she per­sisted. But I checked it ef­fec­tu­ally by put­ting in­to her hand the book I had been try­ing to read, on the flyleaf of which I had hast­ily scribbled—

			“I am too well ac­quain­ted with your char­ac­ter and con­duct to feel any real friend­ship for you, and as I am without your tal­ent for dis­sim­u­la­tion, I can­not as­sume the ap­pear­ance of it. I must, there­fore, beg that here­after all fa­mil­i­ar in­ter­course may cease between us; and if I still con­tin­ue to treat you with ci­vil­ity, as if you were a wo­man worthy of con­sid­er­a­tion and re­spect, un­der­stand that it is out of re­gard for your cous­in Mili­cent’s feel­ings, not for yours.”

			Upon per­us­ing this she turned scar­let, and bit her lip. Cov­ertly tear­ing away the leaf, she crumpled it up and put it in the fire, and then em­ployed her­self in turn­ing over the pages of the book, and, really or ap­par­ently, per­us­ing its con­tents. In a little while Mili­cent an­nounced it her in­ten­tion to re­pair to the nurs­ery, and asked if I would ac­com­pany her.

			“An­na­bella will ex­cuse us,” said she; “she’s busy read­ing.”

			“No, I won’t,” cried An­na­bella, sud­denly look­ing up, and throw­ing her book on the table; “I want to speak to Helen a minute. You may go, Mili­cent, and she’ll fol­low in a while.” (Mili­cent went.) “Will you ob­lige me, Helen?” con­tin­ued she.

			Her im­pudence astoun­ded me; but I com­plied, and fol­lowed her in­to the lib­rary. She closed the door, and walked up to the fire.

			“Who told you this?” said she.

			“No one: I am not in­cap­able of see­ing for my­self.”

			“Ah, you are sus­pi­cious!” cried she, smil­ing, with a gleam of hope. Hitherto there had been a kind of des­per­a­tion in her hardi­hood; now she was evid­ently re­lieved.

			“If I were sus­pi­cious,” I replied, “I should have dis­covered your in­famy long be­fore. No, Lady Low­bor­ough, I do not found my charge upon sus­pi­cion.”

			“On what do you found it, then?” said she, throw­ing her­self in­to an arm­chair, and stretch­ing out her feet to the fend­er, with an ob­vi­ous ef­fort to ap­pear com­posed.

			“I en­joy a moon­light ramble as well as you,” I answered, stead­ily fix­ing my eyes upon her; “and the shrub­bery hap­pens to be one of my fa­vour­ite re­sorts.”

			She col­oured again ex­cess­ively, and re­mained si­lent, press­ing her fin­ger against her teeth, and gaz­ing in­to the fire. I watched her a few mo­ments with a feel­ing of malevol­ent grat­i­fic­a­tion; then, mov­ing to­wards the door, I calmly asked if she had any­thing more to say.

			“Yes, yes!” cried she eagerly, start­ing up from her re­clin­ing pos­ture. “I want to know if you will tell Lord Low­bor­ough?”

			“Sup­pose I do?”

			“Well, if you are dis­posed to pub­lish the mat­ter, I can­not dis­suade you, of course—but there will be ter­rible work if you do—and if you don’t, I shall think you the most gen­er­ous of mor­tal be­ings—and if there is any­thing in the world I can do for you—any­thing short of—” she hes­it­ated.

			“Short of re­noun­cing your guilty con­nec­tion with my hus­band, I sup­pose you mean?” said I.

			She paused, in evid­ent dis­con­cer­tion and per­plex­ity, mingled with an­ger she dared not show.

			“I can­not re­nounce what is dear­er than life,” she muttered, in a low, hur­ried tone. Then, sud­denly rais­ing her head and fix­ing her gleam­ing eyes upon me, she con­tin­ued earn­estly: “But, Helen—or Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, or whatever you would have me call you—will you tell him? If you are gen­er­ous, here is a fit­ting op­por­tun­ity for the ex­er­cise of your mag­nan­im­ity: if you are proud, here am I—your rival—ready to ac­know­ledge my­self your debt­or for an act of the most noble for­bear­ance.”

			“I shall not tell him.”

			“You will not!” cried she, de­lightedly. “Ac­cept my sin­cere thanks, then!”

			She sprang up, and offered me her hand. I drew back.

			“Give me no thanks; it is not for your sake that I re­frain. Neither is it an act of any for­bear­ance: I have no wish to pub­lish your shame. I should be sorry to dis­tress your hus­band with the know­ledge of it.”

			“And Mili­cent? will you tell her?”

			“No: on the con­trary, I shall do my ut­most to con­ceal it from her. I would not for much that she should know the in­famy and dis­grace of her re­la­tion!”

			“You use hard words, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, but I can par­don you.”

			“And now, Lady Low­bor­ough,” con­tin­ued I, “let me coun­sel you to leave this house as soon as pos­sible. You must be aware that your con­tinu­ance here is ex­cess­ively dis­agree­able to me—not for Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s sake,” said I, ob­serving the dawn of a ma­li­cious smile of tri­umph on her face—“you are wel­come to him, if you like him, as far as I am con­cerned—but be­cause it is pain­ful to be al­ways dis­guising my true sen­ti­ments re­spect­ing you, and strain­ing to keep up an ap­pear­ance of ci­vil­ity and re­spect to­wards one for whom I have not the most dis­tant shad­ow of es­teem; and be­cause, if you stay, your con­duct can­not pos­sibly re­main con­cealed much longer from the only two per­sons in the house who do not know it already. And, for your hus­band’s sake, An­na­bella, and even for your own, I wish—I earn­estly ad­vise and en­treat you to break off this un­law­ful con­nec­tion at once, and re­turn to your duty while you may, be­fore the dread­ful con­sequences—”

			“Yes, yes, of course,” said she, in­ter­rupt­ing me with a ges­ture of im­pa­tience. “But I can­not go, Helen, be­fore the time ap­poin­ted for our de­par­ture. What pos­sible pre­text could I frame for such a thing? Wheth­er I pro­posed go­ing back alone—which Low­bor­ough would not hear of—or tak­ing him with me, the very cir­cum­stance it­self would be cer­tain to ex­cite sus­pi­cion—and when our vis­it is so nearly at an end too—little more than a week—surely you can en­dure my pres­ence so long! I will not an­noy you with any more of my friendly im­per­tin­ences.”

			“Well, I have noth­ing more to say to you.”

			“Have you men­tioned this af­fair to Hunt­ing­don?” asked she, as I was leav­ing the room.

			“How dare you men­tion his name to me!” was the only an­swer I gave.

			No words have passed between us since, but such as out­ward de­cency or pure ne­ces­sity de­man­ded.

		
	
		
			XXXV

			Nine­teenth.—In pro­por­tion as Lady Low­bor­ough finds she has noth­ing to fear from me, and as the time of de­par­ture draws nigh, the more au­da­cious and in­solent she be­comes. She does not scruple to speak to my hus­band with af­fec­tion­ate fa­mili­ar­ity in my pres­ence, when no one else is by, and is par­tic­u­larly fond of dis­play­ing her in­terest in his health and wel­fare, or in any­thing that con­cerns him, as if for the pur­pose of con­trast­ing her kind so­li­citude with my cold in­dif­fer­ence. And he re­wards her by such smiles and glances, such whispered words, or boldly-spoken in­sinu­ations, in­dic­at­ive of his sense of her good­ness and my neg­lect, as make the blood rush in­to my face, in spite of my­self—for I would be ut­terly re­gard­less of it all—deaf and blind to everything that passes between them, since the more I show my­self sens­ible of their wicked­ness the more she tri­umphs in her vic­tory, and the more he flat­ters him­self that I love him de­votedly still, in spite of my pre­ten­ded in­dif­fer­ence. On such oc­ca­sions I have some­times been startled by a subtle, fiendish sug­ges­tion in­cit­ing me to show him the con­trary by a seem­ing en­cour­age­ment of Har­grave’s ad­vances; but such ideas are ban­ished in a mo­ment with hor­ror and self-abase­ment; and then I hate him ten­fold more than ever for hav­ing brought me to this!—God par­don me for it and all my sin­ful thoughts! In­stead of be­ing humbled and pur­i­fied by my af­flic­tions, I feel that they are turn­ing my nature in­to gall. This must be my fault as much as theirs that wrong me. No true Chris­ti­an could cher­ish such bit­ter feel­ings as I do against him and her, es­pe­cially the lat­ter: him, I still feel that I could par­don—freely, gladly—on the slight­est token of re­pent­ance; but she—words can­not ut­ter my ab­hor­rence. Reas­on for­bids, but pas­sion urges strongly; and I must pray and struggle long ere I sub­due it.

			It is well that she is leav­ing to­mor­row, for I could not well en­dure her pres­ence for an­oth­er day. This morn­ing she rose earli­er than usu­al. I found her in the room alone, when I went down to break­fast.

			“Oh, Helen! is it you?” said she, turn­ing as I entered.

			I gave an in­vol­un­tary start back on see­ing her, at which she uttered a short laugh, ob­serving, “I think we are both dis­ap­poin­ted.”

			I came for­ward and busied my­self with the break­fast things.

			“This is the last day I shall bur­den your hos­pit­al­ity,” said she, as she seated her­self at the table. “Ah, here comes one that will not re­joice at it!” she mur­mured, half to her­self, as Ar­thur entered the room.

			He shook hands with her and wished her good morn­ing: then, look­ing lov­ingly in her face, and still re­tain­ing her hand in his, mur­mured pathet­ic­ally, “The last—last day!”

			“Yes,” said she with some as­per­ity; “and I rose early to make the best of it—I have been here alone this half-hour, and you—you lazy creature—”

			“Well, I thought I was early too,” said he; “but,” drop­ping his voice al­most to a whis­per, “you see we are not alone.”

			“We nev­er are,” re­turned she. But they were al­most as good as alone, for I was now stand­ing at the win­dow, watch­ing the clouds, and strug­gling to sup­press my wrath.

			Some more words passed between them, which, hap­pily, I did not over­hear; but An­na­bella had the au­da­city to come and place her­self be­side me, and even to put her hand upon my shoulder and say softly, “You need not grudge him to me, Helen, for I love him more than ever you could do.”

			This put me be­side my­self. I took her hand and vi­ol­ently dashed it from me, with an ex­pres­sion of ab­hor­rence and in­dig­na­tion that could not be sup­pressed. Startled, al­most ap­palled, by this sud­den out­break, she re­coiled in si­lence. I would have giv­en way to my fury and said more, but Ar­thur’s low laugh re­called me to my­self. I checked the half-uttered in­vect­ive, and scorn­fully turned away, re­gret­ting that I had giv­en him so much amuse­ment. He was still laugh­ing when Mr. Har­grave made his ap­pear­ance. How much of the scene he had wit­nessed I do not know, for the door was ajar when he entered. He greeted his host and his cous­in both coldly, and me with a glance in­ten­ded to ex­press the deep­est sym­pathy mingled with high ad­mir­a­tion and es­teem.

			“How much al­le­gi­ance do you owe to that man?” he asked be­low his breath, as he stood be­side me at the win­dow, af­fect­ing to be mak­ing ob­ser­va­tions on the weath­er.

			“None,” I answered. And im­me­di­ately re­turn­ing to the table, I em­ployed my­self in mak­ing the tea. He fol­lowed, and would have entered in­to some kind of con­ver­sa­tion with me, but the oth­er guests were now be­gin­ning to as­semble, and I took no more no­tice of him, ex­cept to give him his cof­fee.

			After break­fast, de­term­ined to pass as little of the day as pos­sible in com­pany with Lady Low­bor­ough, I quietly stole away from the com­pany and re­tired to the lib­rary. Mr. Har­grave fol­lowed me thith­er, un­der pre­tence of com­ing for a book; and first, turn­ing to the shelves, he se­lec­ted a volume, and then quietly, but by no means tim­idly, ap­proach­ing me, he stood be­side me, rest­ing his hand on the back of my chair, and said softly, “And so you con­sider your­self free at last?”

			“Yes,” said I, without mov­ing, or rais­ing my eyes from my book, “free to do any­thing but of­fend God and my con­science.”

			There was a mo­ment­ary pause.

			“Very right,” said he, “provided your con­science be not too mor­bidly tender, and your ideas of God not too er­ro­neously severe; but can you sup­pose it would of­fend that be­ne­vol­ent Be­ing to make the hap­pi­ness of one who would die for yours?—to raise a de­voted heart from pur­gat­ori­al tor­ments to a state of heav­enly bliss, when you could do it without the slight­est in­jury to your­self or any oth­er?”

			This was spoken in a low, earn­est, melt­ing tone, as he bent over me. I now raised my head; and stead­ily con­front­ing his gaze, I answered calmly, “Mr. Har­grave, do you mean to in­sult me?”

			He was not pre­pared for this. He paused a mo­ment to re­cov­er the shock; then, draw­ing him­self up and re­mov­ing his hand from my chair, he answered, with proud sad­ness—“That was not my in­ten­tion.”

			I just glanced to­wards the door, with a slight move­ment of the head, and then re­turned to my book. He im­me­di­ately with­drew. This was bet­ter than if I had answered with more words, and in the pas­sion­ate spir­it to which my first im­pulse would have promp­ted. What a good thing it is to be able to com­mand one’s tem­per! I must la­bour to cul­tiv­ate this in­es­tim­able qual­ity: God only knows how of­ten I shall need it in this rough, dark road that lies be­fore me.

			In the course of the morn­ing I drove over to the Grove with the two ladies, to give Mili­cent an op­por­tun­ity for bid­ding farewell to her moth­er and sis­ter. They per­suaded her to stay with them the rest of the day, Mrs. Har­grave prom­ising to bring her back in the even­ing and re­main till the party broke up on the mor­row. Con­sequently, Lady Low­bor­ough and I had the pleas­ure of re­turn­ing tête-à-tête in the car­riage to­geth­er. For the first mile or two we kept si­lence, I look­ing out of my win­dow, and she lean­ing back in her corner. But I was not go­ing to re­strict my­self to any par­tic­u­lar po­s­i­tion for her; when I was tired of lean­ing for­ward, with the cold, raw wind in my face, and sur­vey­ing the rus­set hedges and the damp, tangled grass of their banks, I gave it up and leant back too. With her usu­al im­pudence, my com­pan­ion then made some at­tempts to get up a con­ver­sa­tion; but the mono­syl­lables “yes,” or “no” or “humph,” were the ut­most her sev­er­al re­marks could eli­cit from me. At last, on her ask­ing my opin­ion upon some im­ma­ter­i­al point of dis­cus­sion, I answered—“Why do you wish to talk to me, Lady Low­bor­ough? You must know what I think of you.”

			“Well, if you will be so bit­ter against me,” replied she, “I can’t help it; but I’m not go­ing to sulk for any­body.” Our short drive was now at an end. As soon as the car­riage door was opened, she sprang out, and went down the park to meet the gen­tle­men, who were just re­turn­ing from the woods. Of course I did not fol­low.

			But I had not done with her im­pudence yet: after din­ner, I re­tired to the draw­ing-room, as usu­al, and she ac­com­pan­ied me, but I had the two chil­dren with me, and I gave them my whole at­ten­tion, and de­term­ined to keep them till the gen­tle­men came, or till Mili­cent ar­rived with her moth­er. Little Helen, how­ever, was soon tired of play­ing, and in­sisted upon go­ing to sleep; and while I sat on the sofa with her on my knee, and Ar­thur seated be­side me, gently play­ing with her soft, flax­en hair, Lady Low­bor­ough com­posedly came and placed her­self on the oth­er side.

			“To­mor­row, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said she, “you will be de­livered from my pres­ence, which, no doubt, you will be very glad of—it is nat­ur­al you should; but do you know I have rendered you a great ser­vice? Shall I tell you what it is?”

			“I shall be glad to hear of any ser­vice you have rendered me,” said I, de­term­ined to be calm, for I knew by the tone of her voice she wanted to pro­voke me.

			“Well,” re­sumed she, “have you not ob­served the salut­ary change in Mr. Hunt­ing­don? Don’t you see what a sober, tem­per­ate man he is be­come? You saw with re­gret the sad habits he was con­tract­ing, I know: and I know you did your ut­most to de­liv­er him from them, but without suc­cess, un­til I came to your as­sist­ance. I told him in few words that I could not bear to see him de­grade him­self so, and that I should cease to—no mat­ter what I told him, but you see the re­form­a­tion I have wrought; and you ought to thank me for it.”

			I rose and rang for the nurse.

			“But I de­sire no thanks,” she con­tin­ued; “all the re­turn I ask is, that you will take care of him when I am gone, and not, by harsh­ness and neg­lect, drive him back to his old courses.”

			I was al­most sick with pas­sion, but Rachel was now at the door. I poin­ted to the chil­dren, for I could not trust my­self to speak: she took them away, and I fol­lowed.

			“Will you, Helen?” con­tin­ued the speak­er.

			I gave her a look that blighted the ma­li­cious smile on her face, or checked it, at least for a mo­ment, and de­par­ted. In the ante­room I met Mr. Har­grave. He saw I was in no hu­mour to be spoken to, and suffered me to pass without a word; but when, after a few minutes’ se­clu­sion in the lib­rary, I had re­gained my com­pos­ure, and was re­turn­ing to join Mrs. Har­grave and Mili­cent, whom I had just heard come down­stairs and go in­to the draw­ing-room, I found him there still linger­ing in the dimly-lighted apart­ment, and evid­ently wait­ing for me.

			“Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said he as I passed, “will you al­low me one word?”

			“What is it then? be quick, if you please.”

			“I of­fen­ded you this morn­ing; and I can­not live un­der your dis­pleas­ure.”

			“Then go, and sin no more,” replied I, turn­ing away.

			“No, no!” said he, hast­ily, set­ting him­self be­fore me. “Par­don me, but I must have your for­give­ness. I leave you to­mor­row, and I may not have an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to you again. I was wrong to for­get my­self and you, as I did; but let me im­plore you to for­get and for­give my rash pre­sump­tion, and think of me as if those words had nev­er been spoken; for, be­lieve me, I re­gret them deeply, and the loss of your es­teem is too severe a pen­alty: I can­not bear it.”

			“For­get­ful­ness is not to be pur­chased with a wish; and I can­not be­stow my es­teem on all who de­sire it, un­less they de­serve it too.”

			“I shall think my life well spent in la­bour­ing to de­serve it, if you will but par­don this of­fence—will you?”

			“Yes.”

			“Yes! but that is coldly spoken. Give me your hand and I’ll be­lieve you. You won’t? Then, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, you do not for­give me!”

			“Yes; here it is, and my for­give­ness with it: only, sin no more.”

			He pressed my cold hand with sen­ti­ment­al fer­vour, but said noth­ing, and stood aside to let me pass in­to the room, where all the com­pany were now as­sembled. Mr. Grimsby was seated near the door: on see­ing me enter, al­most im­me­di­ately fol­lowed by Har­grave, he leered at me with a glance of in­tol­er­able sig­ni­fic­ance, as I passed. I looked him in the face, till he sul­lenly turned away, if not ashamed, at least con­foun­ded for the mo­ment. Mean­time Hat­ters­ley had seized Har­grave by the arm, and was whis­per­ing some­thing in his ear—some coarse joke, no doubt, for the lat­ter neither laughed nor spoke in an­swer, but, turn­ing from him with a slight curl of the lip, dis­en­gaged him­self and went to his moth­er, who was telling Lord Low­bor­ough how many reas­ons she had to be proud of her son.

			Thank heav­en, they are all go­ing to­mor­row.

		
	
		
			XXXVI

			Decem­ber 20th, 1824.—This is the third an­niversary of our fe­li­cit­ous uni­on. It is now two months since our guests left us to the en­joy­ment of each oth­er’s so­ci­ety; and I have had nine weeks’ ex­per­i­ence of this new phase of con­jugal life—two per­sons liv­ing to­geth­er, as mas­ter and mis­tress of the house, and fath­er and moth­er of a win­some, merry little child, with the mu­tu­al un­der­stand­ing that there is no love, friend­ship, or sym­pathy between them. As far as in me lies, I en­deav­our to live peace­ably with him: I treat him with un­im­peach­able ci­vil­ity, give up my con­veni­ence to his, wherever it may reas­on­ably be done, and con­sult him in a busi­ness­like way on house­hold af­fairs, de­fer­ring to his pleas­ure and judg­ment, even when I know the lat­ter to be in­feri­or to my own.

			As for him, for the first week or two, he was peev­ish and low, fret­ting, I sup­pose, over his dear An­na­bella’s de­par­ture, and par­tic­u­larly ill-tempered to me: everything I did was wrong; I was cold-hearted, hard, in­sensate; my sour, pale face was per­fectly re­puls­ive; my voice made him shud­der; he knew not how he could live through the winter with me; I should kill him by inches. Again I pro­posed a sep­ar­a­tion, but it would not do: he was not go­ing to be the talk of all the old gos­sips in the neigh­bour­hood: he would not have it said that he was such a brute his wife could not live with him. No; he must con­trive to bear with me.

			“I must con­trive to bear with you, you mean,” said I; “for so long as I dis­charge my func­tions of stew­ard and house­keep­er, so con­scien­tiously and well, without pay and without thanks, you can­not af­ford to part with me. I shall there­fore re­mit these du­ties when my bond­age be­comes in­tol­er­able.” This threat, I thought, would serve to keep him in check, if any­thing would.

			I be­lieve he was much dis­ap­poin­ted that I did not feel his of­fens­ive say­ings more acutely, for when he had said any­thing par­tic­u­larly well cal­cu­lated to hurt my feel­ings, he would stare me search­ingly in the face, and then grumble against my “marble heart” or my “bru­tal in­sens­ib­il­ity.” If I had bit­terly wept and de­plored his lost af­fec­tion, he would, per­haps, have con­des­cen­ded to pity me, and taken me in­to fa­vour for a while, just to com­fort his solitude and con­sole him for the ab­sence of his be­loved An­na­bella, un­til he could meet her again, or some more fit­ting sub­sti­tute. Thank heav­en, I am not so weak as that! I was in­fatu­ated once with a fool­ish, be­sot­ted af­fec­tion, that clung to him in spite of his un­wor­thi­ness, but it is fairly gone now—wholly crushed and withered away; and he has none but him­self and his vices to thank for it.

			At first (in com­pli­ance with his sweet lady’s in­junc­tions, I sup­pose), he ab­stained won­der­fully well from seek­ing to solace his cares in wine; but at length he began to re­lax his vir­tu­ous ef­forts, and now and then ex­ceeded a little, and still con­tin­ues to do so; nay, some­times, not a little. When he is un­der the ex­cit­ing in­flu­ence of these ex­cesses, he some­times fires up and at­tempts to play the brute; and then I take little pains to sup­press my scorn and dis­gust. When he is un­der the de­press­ing in­flu­ence of the after-con­sequences, he be­moans his suf­fer­ings and his er­rors, and charges them both upon me; he knows such in­dul­gence in­jures his health, and does him more harm than good; but he says I drive him to it by my un­nat­ur­al, un­wo­manly con­duct; it will be the ru­in of him in the end, but it is all my fault; and then I am roused to de­fend my­self, some­times with bit­ter re­crim­in­a­tion. This is a kind of in­justice I can­not pa­tiently en­dure. Have I not la­boured long and hard to save him from this very vice? Would I not la­bour still to de­liv­er him from it if I could? but could I do so by fawn­ing upon him and caress­ing him when I know that he scorns me? Is it my fault that I have lost my in­flu­ence with him, or that he has for­feited every claim to my re­gard? And should I seek a re­con­cili­ation with him, when I feel that I ab­hor him, and that he des­pises me? and while he con­tin­ues still to cor­res­pond with Lady Low­bor­ough, as I know he does? No, nev­er, nev­er, nev­er! he may drink him­self dead, but it is not my fault!

			Yet I do my part to save him still: I give him to un­der­stand that drink­ing makes his eyes dull, and his face red and bloated; and that it tends to render him im­be­cile in body and mind; and if An­na­bella were to see him as of­ten as I do, she would speedily be dis­en­chanted; and that she cer­tainly will with­draw her fa­vour from him, if he con­tin­ues such courses. Such a mode of ad­mon­i­tion wins only coarse ab­use for me—and, in­deed, I al­most feel as if I de­served it, for I hate to use such ar­gu­ments; but they sink in­to his stu­pefied heart, and make him pause, and pon­der, and ab­stain, more than any­thing else I could say.

			At present I am en­joy­ing a tem­por­ary re­lief from his pres­ence: he is gone with Har­grave to join a dis­tant hunt, and will prob­ably not be back be­fore to­mor­row even­ing. How dif­fer­ently I used to feel his ab­sence!

			Mr. Har­grave is still at the Grove. He and Ar­thur fre­quently meet to pur­sue their rur­al sports to­geth­er: he of­ten calls upon us here, and Ar­thur not un­fre­quently rides over to him. I do not think either of these soi-dis­ant friends is over­flow­ing with love for the oth­er; but such in­ter­course serves to get the time on, and I am very will­ing it should con­tin­ue, as it saves me some hours of dis­com­fort in Ar­thur’s so­ci­ety, and gives him some bet­ter em­ploy­ment than the sot­tish in­dul­gence of his sen­su­al ap­pet­ites. The only ob­jec­tion I have to Mr. Har­grave’s be­ing in the neigh­bour­hood, is that the fear of meet­ing him at the Grove pre­vents me from see­ing his sis­ter so of­ten as I oth­er­wise should; for, of late, he has con­duc­ted him­self to­wards me with such un­err­ing pro­pri­ety, that I have al­most for­got­ten his former con­duct. I sup­pose he is striv­ing to “win my es­teem.” If he con­tin­ue to act in this way, he may win it; but what then? The mo­ment he at­tempts to de­mand any­thing more, he will lose it again.

			Feb­ru­ary 10th.—It is a hard, em­bit­ter­ing thing to have one’s kind feel­ings and good in­ten­tions cast back in one’s teeth. I was be­gin­ning to re­lent to­wards my wretched part­ner; to pity his for­lorn, com­fort­less con­di­tion, un­al­le­vi­ated as it is by the con­sol­a­tions of in­tel­lec­tu­al re­sources and the an­swer of a good con­science to­wards God; and to think I ought to sac­ri­fice my pride, and re­new my ef­forts once again to make his home agree­able and lead him back to the path of vir­tue; not by false pro­fes­sions of love, and not by pre­ten­ded re­morse, but by mit­ig­at­ing my ha­bitu­al cold­ness of man­ner, and com­mut­ing my fri­gid ci­vil­ity in­to kind­ness wherever an op­por­tun­ity oc­curred; and not only was I be­gin­ning to think so, but I had already be­gun to act upon the thought—and what was the res­ult? No an­swer­ing spark of kind­ness, no awaken­ing pen­it­ence, but an un­ap­peas­able ill-hu­mour, and a spir­it of tyr­an­nous ex­ac­tion that in­creased with in­dul­gence, and a lurk­ing gleam of self-com­pla­cent tri­umph at every de­tec­tion of re­lent­ing soft­ness in my man­ner, that con­gealed me to marble again as of­ten as it re­curred; and this morn­ing he fin­ished the busi­ness:—I think the pet­ri­fac­tion is so com­pletely ef­fected at last that noth­ing can melt me again. Among his let­ters was one which he per­used with symp­toms of un­usu­al grat­i­fic­a­tion, and then threw it across the table to me, with the ad­mon­i­tion—

			“There! read that, and take a les­son by it!”

			It was in the free, dash­ing hand of Lady Low­bor­ough. I glanced at the first page; it seemed full of ex­tra­vag­ant prot­est­a­tions of af­fec­tion; im­petu­ous long­ings for a speedy re­union—and im­pi­ous de­fi­ance of God’s man­dates, and rail­ings against His provid­ence for hav­ing cast their lot asun­der, and doomed them both to the hate­ful bond­age of al­li­ance with those they could not love. He gave a slight tit­ter on see­ing me change col­our. I fol­ded up the let­ter, rose, and re­turned it to him, with no re­mark, but—

			“Thank you, I will take a les­son by it!”

			My little Ar­thur was stand­ing between his knees, de­lightedly play­ing with the bright, ruby ring on his fin­ger. Urged by a sud­den, im­per­at­ive im­pulse to de­liv­er my son from that con­tam­in­at­ing in­flu­ence, I caught him up in my arms and car­ried him with me out of the room. Not lik­ing this ab­rupt re­mov­al, the child began to pout and cry. This was a new stab to my already tor­tured heart. I would not let him go; but, tak­ing him with me in­to the lib­rary, I shut the door, and, kneel­ing on the floor be­side him, I em­braced him, kissed him, wept over with him with pas­sion­ate fond­ness. Rather frightened than con­soled by this, he turned strug­gling from me, and cried out aloud for his papa. I re­leased him from my arms, and nev­er were more bit­ter tears than those that now con­cealed him from my blinded, burn­ing eyes. Hear­ing his cries, the fath­er came to the room. I in­stantly turned away, lest he should see and mis­con­strue my emo­tion. He swore at me, and took the now pa­ci­fied child away.

			It is hard that my little darling should love him more than me; and that, when the well-be­ing and cul­ture of my son is all I have to live for, I should see my in­flu­ence des­troyed by one whose selfish af­fec­tion is more in­jur­i­ous than the cold­est in­dif­fer­ence or the harshest tyranny could be. If I, for his good, deny him some tri­fling in­dul­gence, he goes to his fath­er, and the lat­ter, in spite of his selfish in­dol­ence, will even give him­self some trouble to meet the child’s de­sires: if I at­tempt to curb his will, or look gravely on him for some act of child­ish dis­obedi­ence, he knows his oth­er par­ent will smile and take his part against me. Thus, not only have I the fath­er’s spir­it in the son to con­tend against, the germs of his evil tend­en­cies to search out and erad­ic­ate, and his cor­rupt­ing in­ter­course and ex­ample in af­ter­life to coun­ter­act, but already he coun­ter­acts my ar­du­ous la­bour for the child’s ad­vant­age, des­troys my in­flu­ence over his tender mind, and robs me of his very love; I had no earthly hope but this, and he seems to take a diabol­ic­al de­light in tear­ing it away.

			But it is wrong to des­pair; I will re­mem­ber the coun­sel of the in­spired writer to him “that feareth the Lord and obeyeth the voice of his ser­vant, that sit­teth in dark­ness and hath no light; let him trust in the name of the Lord, and stay upon his God!”

		
	
		
			XXXVII

			Decem­ber 20th, 1825.—An­oth­er year is past; and I am weary of this life. And yet I can­not wish to leave it: whatever af­flic­tions as­sail me here, I can­not wish to go and leave my darling in this dark and wicked world alone, without a friend to guide him through its weary mazes, to warn him of its thou­sand snares, and guard him from the per­ils that be­set him on every hand. I am not well fit­ted to be his only com­pan­ion, I know; but there is no oth­er to sup­ply my place. I am too grave to min­is­ter to his amuse­ments and enter in­to his in­fant­ile sports as a nurse or a moth­er ought to do, and of­ten his bursts of glee­ful mer­ri­ment trouble and alarm me; I see in them his fath­er’s spir­it and tem­pera­ment, and I tremble for the con­sequences; and too of­ten damp the in­no­cent mirth I ought to share. That fath­er, on the con­trary, has no weight of sad­ness on his mind; is troubled with no fears, no scruples con­cern­ing his son’s fu­ture wel­fare; and at even­ings es­pe­cially, the times when the child sees him the most and the of­ten­est, he is al­ways par­tic­u­larly joc­und and open­hearted: ready to laugh and to jest with any­thing or any­body but me, and I am par­tic­u­larly si­lent and sad: there­fore, of course, the child dotes upon his seem­ingly joy­ous amus­ing, ever-in­dul­gent papa, and will at any time gladly ex­change my com­pany for his. This dis­turbs me greatly; not so much for the sake of my son’s af­fec­tion (though I do prize that highly, and though I feel it is my right, and know I have done much to earn it) as for that in­flu­ence over him which, for his own ad­vant­age, I would strive to pur­chase and re­tain, and which for very spite his fath­er de­lights to rob me of, and, from motives of mere idle egot­ism, is pleased to win to him­self; mak­ing no use of it but to tor­ment me and ru­in the child. My only con­sol­a­tion is, that he spends com­par­at­ively little of his time at home, and, dur­ing the months he passes in Lon­don or else­where, I have a chance of re­cov­er­ing the ground I had lost, and over­com­ing with good the evil he has wrought by his wil­ful mis­man­age­ment. But then it is a bit­ter tri­al to be­hold him, on his re­turn, do­ing his ut­most to sub­vert my la­bours and trans­form my in­no­cent, af­fec­tion­ate, tract­able darling in­to a selfish, dis­obedi­ent, and mis­chiev­ous boy; thereby pre­par­ing the soil for those vices he has so suc­cess­fully cul­tiv­ated in his own per­ver­ted nature.

			Hap­pily, there were none of Ar­thur’s “friends” in­vited to Grassdale last au­tumn: he took him­self off to vis­it some of them in­stead. I wish he would al­ways do so, and I wish his friends were nu­mer­ous and lov­ing enough to keep him amongst them all the year round. Mr. Har­grave, con­sid­er­ably to my an­noy­ance, did not go with him; but I think I have done with that gen­tle­man at last.

			For sev­en or eight months he be­haved so re­mark­ably well, and man­aged so skil­fully too, that I was al­most com­pletely off my guard, and was really be­gin­ning to look upon him as a friend, and even to treat him as such, with cer­tain prudent re­stric­tions (which I deemed scarcely ne­ces­sary); when, pre­sum­ing upon my un­sus­pect­ing kind­ness, he thought he might ven­ture to over­step the bounds of de­cent mod­er­a­tion and pro­pri­ety that had so long re­strained him. It was on a pleas­ant even­ing at the close of May: I was wan­der­ing in the park, and he, on see­ing me there as he rode past, made bold to enter and ap­proach me, dis­mount­ing and leav­ing his horse at the gate. This was the first time he had ven­tured to come with­in its en­clos­ure since I had been left alone, without the sanc­tion of his moth­er’s or sis­ter’s com­pany, or at least the ex­cuse of a mes­sage from them. But he man­aged to ap­pear so calm and easy, so re­spect­ful and self-pos­sessed in his friend­li­ness, that, though a little sur­prised, I was neither alarmed nor of­fen­ded at the un­usu­al liberty, and he walked with me un­der the ash-trees and by the wa­ter­side, and talked, with con­sid­er­able an­im­a­tion, good taste, and in­tel­li­gence, on many sub­jects, be­fore I began to think about get­ting rid of him. Then, after a pause, dur­ing which we both stood gaz­ing on the calm, blue wa­ter—I re­volving in my mind the best means of po­litely dis­miss­ing my com­pan­ion, he, no doubt, pon­der­ing oth­er mat­ters equally ali­en to the sweet sights and sounds that alone were present to his senses—he sud­denly elec­tri­fied me by be­gin­ning, in a pe­cu­li­ar tone, low, soft, but per­fectly dis­tinct, to pour forth the most un­equi­voc­al ex­pres­sions of earn­est and pas­sion­ate love; plead­ing his cause with all the bold yet art­ful elo­quence he could sum­mon to his aid. But I cut short his ap­peal, and re­pulsed him so de­term­in­ately, so de­cidedly, and with such a mix­ture of scorn­ful in­dig­na­tion, tempered with cool, dis­pas­sion­ate sor­row and pity for his be­nighted mind, that he with­drew, as­ton­ished, mor­ti­fied, and dis­com­for­ted; and, a few days after, I heard that he had de­par­ted for Lon­don. He re­turned, how­ever, in eight or nine weeks, and did not en­tirely keep aloof from me, but com­por­ted him­self in so re­mark­able a man­ner that his quick-sighted sis­ter could not fail to no­tice the change.

			“What have you done to Wal­ter, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?” said she one morn­ing, when I had called at the Grove, and he had just left the room after ex­chan­ging a few words of the cold­est ci­vil­ity. “He has been so ex­tremely ce­re­mo­ni­ous and stately of late, I can’t ima­gine what it is all about, un­less you have des­per­ately of­fen­ded him. Tell me what it is, that I may be your me­di­at­or, and make you friends again.”

			“I have done noth­ing will­ingly to of­fend him,” said I. “If he is of­fen­ded, he can best tell you him­self what it is about.”

			“I’ll ask him,” cried the giddy girl, spring­ing up and put­ting her head out of the win­dow: “he’s only in the garden—Wal­ter!”

			“No, no, Es­th­er! you will ser­i­ously dis­please me if you do; and I shall leave you im­me­di­ately, and not come again for months—per­haps years.”

			“Did you call, Es­th­er?” said her broth­er, ap­proach­ing the win­dow from without.

			“Yes; I wanted to ask you—”

			“Good morn­ing, Es­th­er,” said I, tak­ing her hand and giv­ing it a severe squeeze.

			“To ask you,” con­tin­ued she, “to get me a rose for Mrs. Hunt­ing­don.” He de­par­ted. “Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” she ex­claimed, turn­ing to me and still hold­ing me fast by the hand, “I’m quite shocked at you—you’re just as angry, and dis­tant, and cold as he is: and I’m de­term­ined you shall be as good friends as ever be­fore you go.”

			“Es­th­er, how can you be so rude!” cried Mrs. Har­grave, who was seated gravely knit­ting in her easy-chair. “Surely, you nev­er will learn to con­duct your­self like a lady!”

			“Well, mamma, you said your­self—” But the young lady was si­lenced by the up­lif­ted fin­ger of her mamma, ac­com­pan­ied with a very stern shake of the head.

			“Isn’t she cross?” whispered she to me; but, be­fore I could add my share of re­proof, Mr. Har­grave re­appeared at the win­dow with a beau­ti­ful moss-rose in his hand.

			“Here, Es­th­er, I’ve brought you the rose,” said he, ex­tend­ing it to­wards her.

			“Give it her your­self, you block­head!” cried she, re­coil­ing with a spring from between us.

			“Mrs. Hunt­ing­don would rather re­ceive it from you,” replied he, in a very ser­i­ous tone, but lower­ing his voice that his moth­er might not hear. His sis­ter took the rose and gave it to me.

			“My broth­er’s com­pli­ments, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, and he hopes you and he will come to a bet­ter un­der­stand­ing by-and-by. Will that do, Wal­ter?” ad­ded the saucy girl, turn­ing to him and put­ting her arm round his neck, as he stood lean­ing upon the sill of the win­dow—“or should I have said that you are sorry you were so touchy? or that you hope she will par­don your of­fence?”

			“You silly girl! you don’t know what you are talk­ing about,” replied he gravely.

			“In­deed I don’t: for I’m quite in the dark!”

			“Now, Es­th­er,” in­ter­posed Mrs. Har­grave, who, if equally be­nighted on the sub­ject of our es­trange­ment, saw at least that her daugh­ter was be­hav­ing very im­prop­erly, “I must in­sist upon your leav­ing the room!”

			“Pray don’t, Mrs. Har­grave, for I’m go­ing to leave it my­self,” said I, and im­me­di­ately made my adieux.

			About a week after Mr. Har­grave brought his sis­ter to see me. He con­duc­ted him­self, at first, with his usu­al cold, dis­tant, half-stately, half-mel­an­choly, al­to­geth­er in­jured air; but Es­th­er made no re­mark upon it this time: she had evid­ently been schooled in­to bet­ter man­ners. She talked to me, and laughed and romped with little Ar­thur, her loved and lov­ing play­mate. He, some­what to my dis­com­fort, en­ticed her from the room to have a run in the hall, and thence in­to the garden. I got up to stir the fire. Mr. Har­grave asked if I felt cold, and shut the door—a very un­season­able piece of of­fi­cious­ness, for I had med­it­ated fol­low­ing the noisy play­fel­lows if they did not speedily re­turn. He then took the liberty of walk­ing up to the fire him­self, and ask­ing me if I were aware that Mr. Hunt­ing­don was now at the seat of Lord Low­bor­ough, and likely to con­tin­ue there some time.

			“No; but it’s no mat­ter,” I answered care­lessly; and if my cheek glowed like fire, it was rather at the ques­tion than the in­form­a­tion it con­veyed.

			“You don’t ob­ject to it?” he said.

			“Not at all, if Lord Low­bor­ough likes his com­pany.”

			“You have no love left for him, then?”

			“Not the least.”

			“I knew that—I knew you were too high-minded and pure in your own nature to con­tin­ue to re­gard one so ut­terly false and pol­luted with any feel­ings but those of in­dig­na­tion and scorn­ful ab­hor­rence!”

			“Is he not your friend?” said I, turn­ing my eyes from the fire to his face, with per­haps a slight touch of those feel­ings he as­signed to an­oth­er.

			“He was,” replied he, with the same calm grav­ity as be­fore; “but do not wrong me by sup­pos­ing that I could con­tin­ue my friend­ship and es­teem to a man who could so in­fam­ously, so im­pi­ously for­sake and in­jure one so tran­scend­ently—well, I won’t speak of it. But tell me, do you nev­er think of re­venge?”

			“Re­venge! No—what good would that do?—it would make him no bet­ter, and me no hap­pi­er.”

			“I don’t know how to talk to you, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said he, smil­ing; “you are only half a wo­man—your nature must be half hu­man, half an­gel­ic. Such good­ness over­awes me; I don’t know what to make of it.”

			“Then, sir, I fear you must be very much worse than you should be, if I, a mere or­din­ary mor­tal, am, by your own con­fes­sion, so vastly your su­per­i­or; and since there ex­ists so little sym­pathy between us, I think we had bet­ter each look out for some more con­geni­al com­pan­ion.” And forth­with mov­ing to the win­dow, I began to look out for my little son and his gay young friend.

			“No, I am the or­din­ary mor­tal, I main­tain,” replied Mr. Har­grave. “I will not al­low my­self to be worse than my fel­lows; but you, Madam—I equally main­tain there is nobody like you. But are you happy?” he asked in a ser­i­ous tone.

			“As happy as some oth­ers, I sup­pose.”

			“Are you as happy as you de­sire to be?”

			“No one is so blest as that comes to on this side of etern­ity.”

			“One thing I know,” re­turned he, with a deep sad sigh; “you are im­meas­ur­ably hap­pi­er than I am.”

			“I am very sorry for you, then,” I could not help reply­ing.

			“Are you, in­deed? No, for if you were you would be glad to re­lieve me.”

			“And so I should if I could do so without in­jur­ing my­self or any oth­er.”

			“And can you sup­pose that I should wish you to in­jure your­self? No: on the con­trary, it is your own hap­pi­ness I long for more than mine. You are miser­able now, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” con­tin­ued he, look­ing me boldly in the face. “You do not com­plain, but I see—and feel—and know that you are miser­able—and must re­main so as long as you keep those walls of im­pen­et­rable ice about your still warm and pal­pit­at­ing heart; and I am miser­able, too. Deign to smile on me and I am happy: trust me, and you shall be happy also, for if you are a wo­man I can make you so—and I will do it in spite of your­self!” he muttered between his teeth; “and as for oth­ers, the ques­tion is between ourselves alone: you can­not in­jure your hus­band, you know, and no one else has any con­cern in the mat­ter.”

			“I have a son, Mr. Har­grave, and you have a moth­er,” said I, re­tir­ing from the win­dow, whith­er he had fol­lowed me.

			“They need not know,” he began; but be­fore any­thing more could be said on either side, Es­th­er and Ar­thur re-entered the room. The former glanced at Wal­ter’s flushed, ex­cited coun­ten­ance, and then at mine—a little flushed and ex­cited too, I daresay, though from far dif­fer­ent causes. She must have thought we had been quar­rel­ling des­per­ately, and was evid­ently per­plexed and dis­turbed at the cir­cum­stance; but she was too po­lite or too much afraid of her broth­er’s an­ger to refer to it. She seated her­self on the sofa, and put­ting back her bright, golden ring­lets, that were scattered in wild pro­fu­sion over her face, she im­me­di­ately began to talk about the garden and her little play­fel­low, and con­tin­ued to chat­ter away in her usu­al strain till her broth­er summoned her to de­part.

			“If I have spoken too warmly, for­give me,” he mur­mured on tak­ing his leave, “or I shall nev­er for­give my­self.” Es­th­er smiled and glanced at me: I merely bowed, and her coun­ten­ance fell. She thought it a poor re­turn for Wal­ter’s gen­er­ous con­ces­sion, and was dis­ap­poin­ted in her friend. Poor child, she little knows the world she lives in!

			Mr. Har­grave had not an op­por­tun­ity of meet­ing me again in private for sev­er­al weeks after this; but when he did meet me there was less of pride and more of touch­ing mel­an­choly in his man­ner than be­fore. Oh, how he an­noyed me! I was ob­liged at last al­most en­tirely to re­mit my vis­its to the Grove, at the ex­pense of deeply of­fend­ing Mrs. Har­grave and ser­i­ously af­flict­ing poor Es­th­er, who really val­ues my so­ci­ety for want of bet­ter, and who ought not to suf­fer for the fault of her broth­er. But that in­defatig­able foe was not yet van­quished: he seemed to be al­ways on the watch. I fre­quently saw him rid­ing linger­ingly past the premises, look­ing search­ingly round him as he went—or, if I did not, Rachel did. That sharp-sighted wo­man soon guessed how mat­ters stood between us, and descry­ing the en­emy’s move­ments from her el­ev­a­tion at the nurs­ery-win­dow, she would give me a quiet in­tim­a­tion if she saw me pre­par­ing for a walk when she had reas­on to be­lieve he was about, or to think it likely that he would meet or over­take me in the way I meant to tra­verse. I would then de­fer my ramble, or con­fine my­self for that day to the park and gar­dens, or, if the pro­posed ex­cur­sion was a mat­ter of im­port­ance, such as a vis­it to the sick or af­flic­ted, I would take Rachel with me, and then I was nev­er mo­les­ted.

			But one mild, sun­shiny day, early in Novem­ber, I had ven­tured forth alone to vis­it the vil­lage school and a few of the poor ten­ants, and on my re­turn I was alarmed at the clat­ter of a horse’s feet be­hind me, ap­proach­ing at a rap­id, steady trot. There was no stile or gap at hand by which I could es­cape in­to the fields, so I walked quietly on, say­ing to my­self, “It may not be he after all; and if it is, and if he do an­noy me, it shall be for the last time, I am de­term­ined, if there be power in words and looks against cool im­pudence and mawk­ish sen­ti­ment­al­ity so in­ex­haust­ible as his.”

			The horse soon over­took me, and was reined up close be­side me. It was Mr. Har­grave. He greeted me with a smile in­ten­ded to be soft and mel­an­choly, but his tri­umphant sat­is­fac­tion at hav­ing caught me at last so shone through that it was quite a fail­ure. After briefly an­swer­ing his sa­luta­tion and in­quir­ing after the ladies at the Grove, I turned away and walked on; but he fol­lowed and kept his horse at my side: it was evid­ent he in­ten­ded to be my com­pan­ion all the way.

			“Well! I don’t much care. If you want an­oth­er re­buff, take it—and wel­come,” was my in­ward re­mark. “Now, sir, what next?”

			This ques­tion, though un­spoken, was not long un­answered; after a few passing ob­ser­va­tions upon in­dif­fer­ent sub­jects, he began in sol­emn tones the fol­low­ing ap­peal to my hu­man­ity:—

			“It will be four years next April since I first saw you, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don—you may have for­got­ten the cir­cum­stance, but I nev­er can. I ad­mired you then most deeply, but I dared not love you. In the fol­low­ing au­tumn I saw so much of your per­fec­tions that I could not fail to love you, though I dared not show it. For up­wards of three years I have en­dured a per­fect mar­tyr­dom. From the an­guish of sup­pressed emo­tions, in­tense and fruit­less long­ings, si­lent sor­row, crushed hopes, and trampled af­fec­tions, I have suffered more than I can tell, or you ima­gine—and you were the cause of it, and not al­to­geth­er the in­no­cent cause. My youth is wast­ing away; my pro­spects are darkened; my life is a des­ol­ate blank; I have no rest day or night: I am be­come a bur­den to my­self and oth­ers, and you might save me by a word—a glance, and will not do it—is this right?”

			“In the first place, I don’t be­lieve you,” answered I; “in the second, if you will be such a fool, I can’t hinder it.”

			“If you af­fect,” replied he, earn­estly, “to re­gard as folly the best, the strongest, the most god­like im­pulses of our nature, I don’t be­lieve you. I know you are not the heart­less, icy be­ing you pre­tend to be—you had a heart once, and gave it to your hus­band. When you found him ut­terly un­worthy of the treas­ure, you re­claimed it; and you will not pre­tend that you loved that sen­su­al, earthly-minded prof­lig­ate so deeply, so de­votedly, that you can nev­er love an­oth­er? I know that there are feel­ings in your nature that have nev­er yet been called forth; I know, too, that in your present neg­lected lonely state you are and must be miser­able. You have it in your power to raise two hu­man be­ings from a state of ac­tu­al suf­fer­ing to such un­speak­able beatitude as only gen­er­ous, noble, self-for­get­ting love can give (for you can love me if you will); you may tell me that you scorn and de­test me, but, since you have set me the ex­ample of plain speak­ing, I will an­swer that I do not be­lieve you. But you will not do it! you choose rather to leave us miser­able; and you coolly tell me it is the will of God that we should re­main so. You may call this re­li­gion, but I call it wild fan­at­icism!”

			“There is an­oth­er life both for you and for me,” said I. “If it be the will of God that we should sow in tears now, it is only that we may reap in joy here­after. It is His will that we should not in­jure oth­ers by the grat­i­fic­a­tion of our own earthly pas­sions; and you have a moth­er, and sis­ters, and friends who would be ser­i­ously in­jured by your dis­grace; and I, too, have friends, whose peace of mind shall nev­er be sac­ri­ficed to my en­joy­ment, or yours either, with my con­sent; and if I were alone in the world, I have still my God and my re­li­gion, and I would soon­er die than dis­grace my call­ing and break my faith with heav­en to ob­tain a few brief years of false and fleet­ing hap­pi­ness—hap­pi­ness sure to end in misery even here—for my­self or any oth­er!”

			“There need be no dis­grace, no misery or sac­ri­fice in any quarter,” per­sisted he. “I do not ask you to leave your home or defy the world’s opin­ion.” But I need not re­peat all his ar­gu­ments. I re­futed them to the best of my power; but that power was pro­vok­ingly small, at the mo­ment, for I was too much flur­ried with in­dig­na­tion—and even shame—that he should thus dare to ad­dress me, to re­tain suf­fi­cient com­mand of thought and lan­guage to en­able me ad­equately to con­tend against his power­ful soph­is­tries. Find­ing, how­ever, that he could not be si­lenced by reas­on, and even cov­ertly ex­ul­ted in his seem­ing ad­vant­age, and ven­tured to de­ride those as­ser­tions I had not the cool­ness to prove, I changed my course and tried an­oth­er plan.

			“Do you really love me?” said I, ser­i­ously, paus­ing and look­ing him calmly in the face.

			“Do I love you!” cried he.

			“Truly?” I de­man­ded.

			His coun­ten­ance brightened; he thought his tri­umph was at hand. He com­menced a pas­sion­ate prot­est­a­tion of the truth and fer­vour of his at­tach­ment, which I cut short by an­oth­er ques­tion:—

			“But is it not a selfish love? Have you enough dis­in­ter­ested af­fec­tion to en­able you to sac­ri­fice your own pleas­ure to mine?”

			“I would give my life to serve you.”

			“I don’t want your life; but have you enough real sym­pathy for my af­flic­tions to in­duce you to make an ef­fort to re­lieve them, at the risk of a little dis­com­fort to your­self?”

			“Try me, and see.”

			“If you have, nev­er men­tion this sub­ject again. You can­not re­cur to it in any way without doub­ling the weight of those suf­fer­ings you so feel­ingly de­plore. I have noth­ing left me but the solace of a good con­science and a hope­ful trust in heav­en, and you la­bour con­tinu­ally to rob me of these. If you per­sist, I must re­gard you as my dead­li­est foe.”

			“But hear me a mo­ment—”

			“No, sir! You said you would give your life to serve me; I only ask your si­lence on one par­tic­u­lar point. I have spoken plainly; and what I say I mean. If you tor­ment me in this way any more, I must con­clude that your prot­est­a­tions are en­tirely false, and that you hate me in your heart as fer­vently as you pro­fess to love me!”

			He bit his lip, and bent his eyes upon the ground in si­lence for a while.

			“Then I must leave you,” said he at length, look­ing stead­ily upon me, as if with the last hope of de­tect­ing some token of ir­re­press­ible an­guish or dis­may awakened by those sol­emn words. “I must leave you. I can­not live here, and be forever si­lent on the all-ab­sorb­ing sub­ject of my thoughts and wishes.”

			“Formerly, I be­lieve, you spent but little of your time at home,” I answered; “it will do you no harm to ab­sent your­self again, for a while—if that be really ne­ces­sary.”

			“If that be really pos­sible,” he muttered; “and can you bid me go so coolly? Do you really wish it?”

			“Most cer­tainly I do. If you can­not see me without tor­ment­ing me as you have lately done, I would gladly say farewell and nev­er see you more.”

			He made no an­swer, but, bend­ing from his horse, held out his hand to­wards me. I looked up at his face, and saw therein such a look of genu­ine agony of soul, that, wheth­er bit­ter dis­ap­point­ment, or wounded pride, or linger­ing love, or burn­ing wrath were up­per­most, I could not hes­it­ate to put my hand in his as frankly as if I bade a friend farewell. He grasped it very hard, and im­me­di­ately put spurs to his horse and gal­loped away. Very soon after, I learned that he was gone to Par­is, where he still is; and the longer he stays there the bet­ter for me.

			I thank God for this de­liv­er­ance!

		
	
		
			XXXVIII

			Decem­ber 20th, 1826.—The fifth an­niversary of my wed­ding-day, and, I trust, the last I shall spend un­der this roof. My res­ol­u­tion is formed, my plan con­cocted, and already partly put in ex­e­cu­tion. My con­science does not blame me, but while the pur­pose ripens let me be­guile a few of these long winter even­ings in stat­ing the case for my own sat­is­fac­tion: a dreary amuse­ment enough, but hav­ing the air of a use­ful oc­cu­pa­tion, and be­ing pur­sued as a task, it will suit me bet­ter than a light­er one.

			In Septem­ber, quiet Grassdale was again alive with a party of ladies and gen­tle­men (so called), con­sist­ing of the same in­di­vidu­als as those in­vited the year be­fore last, with the ad­di­tion of two or three oth­ers, among whom were Mrs. Har­grave and her young­er daugh­ter. The gen­tle­men and Lady Low­bor­ough were in­vited for the pleas­ure and con­veni­ence of the host; the oth­er ladies, I sup­pose, for the sake of ap­pear­ances, and to keep me in check, and make me dis­creet and civil in my de­mean­our. But the ladies stayed only three weeks; the gen­tle­men, with two ex­cep­tions, above two months: for their hos­pit­able en­ter­tain­er was loth to part with them and be left alone with his bright in­tel­lect, his stain­less con­science, and his loved and lov­ing wife.

			On the day of Lady Low­bor­ough’s ar­rival, I fol­lowed her in­to her cham­ber, and plainly told her that, if I found reas­on to be­lieve that she still con­tin­ued her crim­in­al con­nec­tion with Mr. Hunt­ing­don, I should think it my ab­so­lute duty to in­form her hus­band of the cir­cum­stance—or awaken his sus­pi­cions at least—how­ever pain­ful it might be, or how­ever dread­ful the con­sequences. She was startled at first by the de­clar­a­tion, so un­ex­pec­ted, and so de­term­in­ately yet calmly de­livered; but ral­ly­ing in a mo­ment, she coolly replied that, if I saw any­thing at all rep­re­hens­ible or sus­pi­cious in her con­duct, she would freely give me leave to tell his lord­ship all about it. Will­ing to be sat­is­fied with this, I left her; and cer­tainly I saw noth­ing thence­forth par­tic­u­larly rep­re­hens­ible or sus­pi­cious in her de­mean­our to­wards her host; but then I had the oth­er guests to at­tend to, and I did not watch them nar­rowly—for, to con­fess the truth, I feared to see any­thing between them. I no longer re­garded it as any con­cern of mine, and if it was my duty to en­light­en Lord Low­bor­ough, it was a pain­ful duty, and I dreaded to be called to per­form it.

			But my fears were brought to an end in a man­ner I had not an­ti­cip­ated. One even­ing, about a fort­night after the vis­it­ors’ ar­rival, I had re­tired in­to the lib­rary to snatch a few minutes’ res­pite from forced cheer­ful­ness and wear­i­some dis­course, for after so long a peri­od of se­clu­sion, dreary in­deed as I had of­ten found it, I could not al­ways bear to be do­ing vi­ol­ence to my feel­ings, and goad­ing my powers to talk, and smile and listen, and play the at­tent­ive host­ess, or even the cheer­ful friend: I had just en­sconced my­self with­in the bow of the win­dow, and was look­ing out upon the west, where the dark­en­ing hills rose sharply defined against the clear am­ber light of even­ing, that gradu­ally blen­ded and faded away in­to the pure, pale blue of the up­per sky, where one bright star was shin­ing through, as if to prom­ise—“When that dy­ing light is gone, the world will not be left in dark­ness, and they who trust in God, whose minds are un­be­clouded by the mists of un­be­lief and sin, are nev­er wholly com­fort­less,”—when I heard a hur­ried step ap­proach­ing, and Lord Low­bor­ough entered. This room was still his fa­vour­ite re­sort. He flung the door to with un­usu­al vi­ol­ence, and cast his hat aside re­gard­less where it fell. What could be the mat­ter with him? His face was ghastly pale; his eyes were fixed upon the ground; his teeth clenched: his fore­head glistened with the dews of agony. It was plain he knew his wrongs at last!

			Un­con­scious of my pres­ence, he began to pace the room in a state of fear­ful agit­a­tion, vi­ol­ently wringing his hands and ut­ter­ing low groans or in­co­her­ent ejac­u­la­tions. I made a move­ment to let him know that he was not alone; but he was too pre­oc­cu­pied to no­tice it. Per­haps, while his back was to­wards me, I might cross the room and slip away un­ob­served. I rose to make the at­tempt, but then he per­ceived me. He star­ted and stood still a mo­ment; then wiped his stream­ing fore­head, and, ad­van­cing to­wards me, with a kind of un­nat­ur­al com­pos­ure, said in a deep, al­most sepulchral tone—“Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, I must leave you to­mor­row.”

			“To­mor­row!” I re­peated. “I do not ask the cause.”

			“You know it then, and you can be so calm!” said he, sur­vey­ing me with pro­found as­ton­ish­ment, not un­mingled with a kind of re­sent­ful bit­ter­ness, as it ap­peared to me.

			“I have so long been aware of—” I paused in time, and ad­ded, “of my hus­band’s char­ac­ter, that noth­ing shocks me.”

			“But this—how long have you been aware of this?” de­man­ded he, lay­ing his clenched hand on the table be­side him, and look­ing me keenly and fix­edly in the face.

			I felt like a crim­in­al.

			“Not long,” I answered.

			“You knew it!” cried he, with bit­ter vehe­mence—“and you did not tell me! You helped to de­ceive me!”

			“My lord, I did not help to de­ceive you.”

			“Then why did you not tell me?”

			“Be­cause I knew it would be pain­ful to you. I hoped she would re­turn to her duty, and then there would be no need to har­row your feel­ings with such—”

			“O God! how long has this been go­ing on? How long has it been, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?—Tell me—I must know!” ex­claimed, with in­tense and fear­ful eager­ness.

			“Two years, I be­lieve.”

			“Great heav­en! and she has duped me all this time!” He turned away with a sup­pressed groan of agony, and paced the room again in a par­oxysm of re­newed agit­a­tion. My heart smote me; but I would try to con­sole him, though I knew not how to at­tempt it.

			“She is a wicked wo­man,” I said. “She has basely de­ceived and be­trayed you. She is as little worthy of your re­gret as she was of your af­fec­tion. Let her in­jure you no fur­ther; ab­stract your­self from her, and stand alone.”

			“And you, Madam,” said he sternly, ar­rest­ing him­self, and turn­ing round upon me, “you have in­jured me too by this un­gen­er­ous con­ceal­ment!”

			There was a sud­den re­vul­sion in my feel­ings. Some­thing rose with­in me, and urged me to re­sent this harsh re­turn for my heart­felt sym­pathy, and de­fend my­self with an­swer­ing sever­ity. Hap­pily, I did not yield to the im­pulse. I saw his an­guish as, sud­denly smit­ing his fore­head, he turned ab­ruptly to the win­dow, and, look­ing up­ward at the pla­cid sky, mur­mured pas­sion­ately, “O God, that I might die!”—and felt that to add one drop of bit­ter­ness to that already over­flow­ing cup would be un­gen­er­ous in­deed. And yet I fear there was more cold­ness than gen­tle­ness in the quiet tone of my reply:—“I might of­fer many ex­cuses that some would ad­mit to be val­id, but I will not at­tempt to enu­mer­ate them—”

			“I know them,” said he hast­ily: “you would say that it was no busi­ness of yours: that I ought to have taken care of my­self; that if my own blind­ness has led me in­to this pit of hell, I have no right to blame an­oth­er for giv­ing me cred­it for a lar­ger amount of saga­city than I pos­sessed—”

			“I con­fess I was wrong,” con­tin­ued I, without re­gard­ing this bit­ter in­ter­rup­tion; “but wheth­er want of cour­age or mis­taken kind­ness was the cause of my er­ror, I think you blame me too severely. I told Lady Low­bor­ough two weeks ago, the very hour she came, that I should cer­tainly think it my duty to in­form you if she con­tin­ued to de­ceive you: she gave me full liberty to do so if I should see any­thing rep­re­hens­ible or sus­pi­cious in her con­duct; I have seen noth­ing; and I trus­ted she had altered her course.”

			He con­tin­ued gaz­ing from the win­dow while I spoke, and did not an­swer, but, stung by the re­col­lec­tions my words awakened, stamped his foot upon the floor, ground his teeth, and cor­rug­ated his brow, like one un­der the in­flu­ence of acute phys­ic­al pain.

			“It was wrong, it was wrong!” he muttered at length. “Noth­ing can ex­cuse it; noth­ing can atone for it—for noth­ing can re­call those years of cursed credu­lity; noth­ing ob­lit­er­ate them!—noth­ing, noth­ing!” he re­peated in a whis­per, whose des­pair­ing bit­ter­ness pre­cluded all re­sent­ment.

			“When I put the case to my­self, I own it was wrong,” I answered; “but I can only now re­gret that I did not see it in this light be­fore, and that, as you say, noth­ing can re­call the past.”

			Some­thing in my voice or in the spir­it of this an­swer seemed to al­ter his mood. Turn­ing to­wards me, and at­tent­ively sur­vey­ing my face by the dim light, he said, in a milder tone than he had yet em­ployed—“You, too, have suffered, I sup­pose.”

			“I suffered much, at first.”

			“When was that?”

			“Two years ago; and two years hence you will be as calm as I am now, and far, far hap­pi­er, I trust, for you are a man, and free to act as you please.”

			Some­thing like a smile, but a very bit­ter one, crossed his face for a mo­ment.

			“You have not been happy, lately?” he said, with a kind of ef­fort to re­gain com­pos­ure, and a de­term­in­a­tion to waive the fur­ther dis­cus­sion of his own calam­ity.

			“Happy?” I re­peated, al­most pro­voked at such a ques­tion. “Could I be so, with such a hus­band?”

			“I have no­ticed a change in your ap­pear­ance since the first years of your mar­riage,” pur­sued he: “I ob­served it to—to that in­fernal de­mon,” he muttered between his teeth; “and he said it was your own sour tem­per that was eat­ing away your bloom: it was mak­ing you old and ugly be­fore your time, and had already made his fireside as com­fort­less as a con­vent cell. You smile, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don; noth­ing moves you. I wish my nature were as calm as yours.”

			“My nature was not ori­gin­ally calm,” said I. “I have learned to ap­pear so by dint of hard les­sons and many re­peated ef­forts.”

			At this junc­ture Mr. Hat­ters­ley burst in­to the room.

			“Hallo, Low­bor­ough!” he began—“Oh! I beg your par­don,” he ex­claimed on see­ing me. “I didn’t know it was a tête-à-tête. Cheer up, man,” he con­tin­ued, giv­ing Lord Low­bor­ough a thump on the back, which caused the lat­ter to re­coil from him with looks of in­ef­fable dis­gust and ir­rit­a­tion. “Come, I want to speak with you a bit.”

			“Speak, then.”

			“But I’m not sure it would be quite agree­able to the lady what I have to say.”

			“Then it would not be agree­able to me,” said his lord­ship, turn­ing to leave the room.

			“Yes, it would,” cried the oth­er, fol­low­ing him in­to the hall. “If you’ve the heart of a man, it would be the very tick­et for you. It’s just this, my lad,” he con­tin­ued, rather lower­ing his voice, but not enough to pre­vent me from hear­ing every word he said, though the half-closed door stood between us. “I think you’re an ill-used man—nay, now, don’t flare up; I don’t want to of­fend you: it’s only my rough way of talk­ing. I must speak right out, you know, or else not at all; and I’m come—stop now! let me ex­plain—I’m come to of­fer you my ser­vices, for though Hunt­ing­don is my friend, he’s a dev­il­ish scamp, as we all know, and I’ll be your friend for the nonce. I know what it is you want, to make mat­ters straight: it’s just to ex­change a shot with him, and then you’ll feel your­self all right again; and if an ac­ci­dent hap­pens—why, that’ll be all right too, I daresay, to a des­per­ate fel­low like you. Come now, give me your hand, and don’t look so black upon it. Name time and place, and I’ll man­age the rest.”

			“That,” answered the more low, de­lib­er­ate voice of Lord Low­bor­ough, “is just the rem­edy my own heart, or the dev­il with­in it, sug­ges­ted—to meet him, and not to part without blood. Wheth­er I or he should fall, or both, it would be an in­ex­press­ible re­lief to me, if—”

			“Just so! Well then—”

			“No!” ex­claimed his lord­ship, with deep, de­term­ined em­phas­is. “Though I hate him from my heart, and should re­joice at any calam­ity that could be­fall him, I’ll leave him to God; and though I ab­hor my own life, I’ll leave that, too, to Him that gave it.”

			“But you see, in this case,” pleaded Hat­ters­ley—

			“I’ll not hear you!” ex­claimed his com­pan­ion, hast­ily turn­ing away. “Not an­oth­er word! I’ve enough to do against the fiend with­in me.”

			“Then you’re a white-livered fool, and I wash my hands of you,” grumbled the tempter, as he swung him­self round and de­par­ted.

			“Right, right, Lord Low­bor­ough,” cried I, dart­ing out and clasp­ing his burn­ing hand, as he was mov­ing away to the stairs. “I be­gin to think the world is not worthy of you!” Not un­der­stand­ing this sud­den ebulli­tion, he turned upon me with a stare of gloomy, be­wildered amazement, that made me ashamed of the im­pulse to which I had yiel­ded; but soon a more hu­man­ised ex­pres­sion dawned upon his coun­ten­ance, and be­fore I could with­draw my hand, he pressed it kindly, while a gleam of genu­ine feel­ing flashed from his eyes as he mur­mured, “God help us both!”

			“Amen!” re­spon­ded I; and we par­ted.

			I re­turned to the draw­ing-room, where, doubt­less, my pres­ence would be ex­pec­ted by most, de­sired by one or two. In the ante­room was Mr. Hat­ters­ley, rail­ing against Lord Low­bor­ough’s pol­troon­ery be­fore a se­lect audi­ence, viz. Mr. Hunt­ing­don, who was loun­ging against the table, ex­ult­ing in his own treach­er­ous vil­lainy, and laugh­ing his vic­tim to scorn, and Mr. Grimsby, stand­ing by, quietly rub­bing his hands and chuck­ling with fiendish sat­is­fac­tion.

			In the draw­ing-room I found Lady Low­bor­ough, evid­ently in no very en­vi­able state of mind, and strug­gling hard to con­ceal her dis­com­pos­ure by an over­strained af­fect­a­tion of un­usu­al cheer­ful­ness and vi­va­city, very un­called-for un­der the cir­cum­stances, for she had her­self giv­en the com­pany to un­der­stand that her hus­band had re­ceived un­pleas­ant in­tel­li­gence from home, which ne­ces­sit­ated his im­me­di­ate de­par­ture, and that he had suffered it so to both­er his mind that it had brought on a bili­ous head­ache, ow­ing to which, and the pre­par­a­tions he judged ne­ces­sary to hasten his de­par­ture, she be­lieved they would not have the pleas­ure of see­ing him to­night. How­ever, she as­ser­ted, it was only a busi­ness con­cern, and so she did not in­tend it should trouble her. She was just say­ing this as I entered, and she dar­ted upon me such a glance of hardi­hood and de­fi­ance as at once as­ton­ished and re­vol­ted me.

			“But I am troubled,” con­tin­ued she, “and vexed too, for I think it my duty to ac­com­pany his lord­ship, and of course I am very sorry to part with all my kind friends so un­ex­pec­tedly and so soon.”

			“And yet, An­na­bella,” said Es­th­er, who was sit­ting be­side her, “I nev­er saw you in bet­ter spir­its in my life.”

			“Pre­cisely so, my love: be­cause I wish to make the best of your so­ci­ety, since it ap­pears this is to be the last night I am to en­joy it till heav­en knows when; and I wish to leave a good im­pres­sion on you all,”—she glanced round, and see­ing her aunt’s eye fixed upon her, rather too scru­tin­iz­ingly, as she prob­ably thought, she star­ted up and con­tin­ued: “To which end I’ll give you a song—shall I, aunt? shall I, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don? shall I ladies and gen­tle­men all? Very well. I’ll do my best to amuse you.”

			She and Lord Low­bor­ough oc­cu­pied the apart­ments next to mine. I know not how she passed the night, but I lay awake the great­er part of it listen­ing to his heavy step pa­cing mono­ton­ously up and down his dress­ing-room, which was nearest my cham­ber. Once I heard him pause and throw some­thing out of the win­dow with a pas­sion­ate ejac­u­la­tion; and in the morn­ing, after they were gone, a keen-bladed clasp-knife was found on the grass-plot be­low; a razor, like­wise, was snapped in two and thrust deep in­to the cinders of the grate, but par­tially cor­roded by the de­cay­ing em­bers. So strong had been the tempta­tion to end his miser­able life, so de­term­ined his res­ol­u­tion to res­ist it.

			My heart bled for him as I lay listen­ing to that cease­less tread. Hitherto I had thought too much of my­self, too little of him: now I for­got my own af­flic­tions, and thought only of his; of the ar­dent af­fec­tion so miser­ably wasted, the fond faith so cruelly be­trayed, the—no, I will not at­tempt to enu­mer­ate his wrongs—but I hated his wife and my hus­band more in­tensely than ever, and not for my sake, but for his.

			They de­par­ted early in the morn­ing, be­fore any­one else was down, ex­cept my­self, and just as I was leav­ing my room Lord Low­bor­ough was des­cend­ing to take his place in the car­riage, where his lady was already en­sconced; and Ar­thur (or Mr. Hunt­ing­don, as I prefer call­ing him, for the oth­er is my child’s name) had the gra­tu­it­ous in­solence to come out in his dress­ing-gown to bid his “friend” good­bye.

			“What, go­ing already, Low­bor­ough!” said he. “Well, good morn­ing.” He smil­ingly offered his hand.

			I think the oth­er would have knocked him down, had he not in­stinct­ively star­ted back be­fore that bony fist quiv­er­ing with rage and clenched till the knuckles gleamed white and glisten­ing through the skin. Look­ing upon him with a coun­ten­ance liv­id with furi­ous hate, Lord Low­bor­ough muttered between his closed teeth a deadly ex­ec­ra­tion he would not have uttered had he been calm enough to choose his words, and de­par­ted.

			“I call that an un­chris­ti­an spir­it now,” said the vil­lain. “But I’d nev­er give up an old friend for the sake of a wife. You may have mine if you like, and I call that hand­some; I can do no more than of­fer resti­tu­tion, can I?”

			But Low­bor­ough had gained the bot­tom of the stairs, and was now cross­ing the hall; and Mr. Hunt­ing­don, lean­ing over the ban­is­ters, called out, “Give my love to An­na­bella! and I wish you both a happy jour­ney,” and with­drew, laugh­ing, to his cham­ber.

			He sub­sequently ex­pressed him­self rather glad she was gone. “She was so deuced im­per­i­ous and ex­act­ing,” said he. “Now I shall be my own man again, and feel rather more at my ease.”

		
	
		
			XXXIX

			My greatest source of un­eas­i­ness, in this time of tri­al, was my son, whom his fath­er and his fath­er’s friends de­lighted to en­cour­age in all the em­bryo vices a little child can show, and to in­struct in all the evil habits he could ac­quire—in a word, to “make a man of him” was one of their staple amuse­ments; and I need say no more to jus­ti­fy my alarm on his ac­count, and my de­term­in­a­tion to de­liv­er him at any haz­ard from the hands of such in­struct­ors. I first at­temp­ted to keep him al­ways with me, or in the nurs­ery, and gave Rachel par­tic­u­lar in­junc­tions nev­er to let him come down to dessert as long as these “gen­tle­men” stayed; but it was no use: these or­ders were im­me­di­ately coun­ter­man­ded and over­ruled by his fath­er; he was not go­ing to have the little fel­low moped to death between an old nurse and a cursed fool of a moth­er. So the little fel­low came down every even­ing in spite of his cross mamma, and learned to tipple wine like papa, to swear like Mr. Hat­ters­ley, and to have his own way like a man, and sent mamma to the dev­il when she tried to pre­vent him. To see such things done with the roguish na­iv­ete of that pretty little child, and hear such things spoken by that small in­fant­ile voice, was as pe­cu­li­arly pi­quant and ir­res­ist­ibly droll to them as it was in­ex­press­ibly dis­tress­ing and pain­ful to me; and when he had set the table in a roar he would look round de­lightedly upon them all, and add his shrill laugh to theirs. But if that beam­ing blue eye res­ted on me, its light would van­ish for a mo­ment, and he would say, in some con­cern, “Mamma, why don’t you laugh? Make her laugh, papa—she nev­er will.”

			Hence was I ob­liged to stay among these hu­man brutes, watch­ing an op­por­tun­ity to get my child away from them in­stead of leav­ing them im­me­di­ately after the re­mov­al of the cloth, as I should al­ways oth­er­wise have done. He was nev­er will­ing to go, and I fre­quently had to carry him away by force, for which he thought me very cruel and un­just; and some­times his fath­er would in­sist upon my let­ting him re­main; and then I would leave him to his kind friends, and re­tire to in­dulge my bit­ter­ness and des­pair alone, or to rack my brains for a rem­edy to this great evil.

			But here again I must do Mr. Har­grave the justice to ac­know­ledge that I nev­er saw him laugh at the child’s mis­de­mean­ours, nor heard him ut­ter a word of en­cour­age­ment to his as­pir­a­tions after manly ac­com­plish­ments. But when any­thing very ex­traordin­ary was said or done by the in­fant prof­lig­ate, I no­ticed, at times, a pe­cu­li­ar ex­pres­sion in his face that I could neither in­ter­pret nor define: a slight twitch­ing about the muscles of the mouth; a sud­den flash in the eye, as he dar­ted a sud­den glance at the child and then at me: and then I could fancy there arose a gleam of hard, keen, sombre sat­is­fac­tion in his coun­ten­ance at the look of im­pot­ent wrath and an­guish he was too cer­tain to be­hold in mine. But on one oc­ca­sion, when Ar­thur had been be­hav­ing par­tic­u­larly ill, and Mr. Hunt­ing­don and his guests had been par­tic­u­larly pro­vok­ing and in­sult­ing to me in their en­cour­age­ment of him, and I par­tic­u­larly anxious to get him out of the room, and on the very point of de­mean­ing my­self by a burst of un­con­trol­lable pas­sion—Mr. Har­grave sud­denly rose from his seat with an as­pect of stern de­term­in­a­tion, lif­ted the child from his fath­er’s knee, where he was sit­ting half-tipsy, cock­ing his head and laugh­ing at me, and ex­ec­rat­ing me with words he little knew the mean­ing of, handed him out of the room, and, set­ting him down in the hall, held the door open for me, gravely bowed as I with­drew, and closed it after me. I heard high words ex­changed between him and his already half-in­ebri­ated host as I de­par­ted, lead­ing away my be­wildered and dis­con­cer­ted boy.

			But this should not con­tin­ue: my child must not be aban­doned to this cor­rup­tion: bet­ter far that he should live in poverty and ob­scur­ity, with a fu­git­ive moth­er, than in lux­ury and af­flu­ence with such a fath­er. These guests might not be with us long, but they would re­turn again: and he, the most in­jur­i­ous of the whole, his child’s worst en­emy, would still re­main. I could en­dure it for my­self, but for my son it must be borne no longer: the world’s opin­ion and the feel­ings of my friends must be alike un­heeded here, at least—alike un­able to de­ter me from my duty. But where should I find an asylum, and how ob­tain sub­sist­ence for us both? Oh, I would take my pre­cious charge at early dawn, take the coach to M——, flee to the port of ———, cross the At­lantic, and seek a quiet, humble home in New Eng­land, where I would sup­port my­self and him by the la­bour of my hands. The palette and the easel, my darling play­mates once, must be my sober toil-fel­lows now. But was I suf­fi­ciently skil­ful as an artist to ob­tain my live­li­hood in a strange land, without friends and without re­com­mend­a­tion? No; I must wait a little; I must la­bour hard to im­prove my tal­ent, and to pro­duce some­thing worth while as a spe­ci­men of my powers, some­thing to speak fa­vour­ably for me, wheth­er as an ac­tu­al paint­er or a teach­er. Bril­liant suc­cess, of course, I did not look for, but some de­gree of se­cur­ity from pos­it­ive fail­ure was in­dis­pens­able: I must not take my son to starve. And then I must have money for the jour­ney, the pas­sage, and some little to sup­port us in our re­treat in case I should be un­suc­cess­ful at first: and not too little either: for who could tell how long I might have to struggle with the in­dif­fer­ence or neg­lect of oth­ers, or my own in­ex­per­i­ence or in­ab­il­ity to suit their tastes?

			What should I do then? Ap­ply to my broth­er and ex­plain my cir­cum­stances and my re­solves to him? No, no: even if I told him all my griev­ances, which I should be very re­luct­ant to do, he would be cer­tain to dis­ap­prove of the step: it would seem like mad­ness to him, as it would to my uncle and aunt, or to Mili­cent. No; I must have pa­tience and gath­er a hoard of my own. Rachel should be my only con­fid­ante—I thought I could per­suade her in­to the scheme; and she should help me, first, to find out a pic­ture-deal­er in some dis­tant town; then, through her means, I would privately sell what pic­tures I had on hand that would do for such a pur­pose, and some of those I should there­after paint. Be­sides this, I would con­trive to dis­pose of my jew­els, not the fam­ily jew­els, but the few I brought with me from home, and those my uncle gave me on my mar­riage. A few months’ ar­du­ous toil might well be borne by me with such an end in view; and in the in­ter­im my son could not be much more in­jured than he was already.

			Hav­ing formed this res­ol­u­tion, I im­me­di­ately set to work to ac­com­plish it, I might pos­sibly have been in­duced to wax cool upon it af­ter­wards, or per­haps to keep weigh­ing the pros and cons in my mind till the lat­ter over­bal­anced the former, and I was driv­en to re­lin­quish the pro­ject al­to­geth­er, or delay the ex­e­cu­tion of it to an in­def­in­ite peri­od, had not some­thing oc­curred to con­firm me in that de­term­in­a­tion, to which I still ad­here, which I still think I did well to form, and shall do bet­ter to ex­ecute.

			Since Lord Low­bor­ough’s de­par­ture I had re­garded the lib­rary as en­tirely my own, a se­cure re­treat at all hours of the day. None of our gen­tle­men had the smal­lest pre­ten­sions to a lit­er­ary taste, ex­cept Mr. Har­grave; and he, at present, was quite con­ten­ted with the news­pa­pers and peri­od­ic­als of the day. And if, by any chance, he should look in here, I felt as­sured he would soon de­part on see­ing me, for, in­stead of be­com­ing less cool and dis­tant to­wards me, he had be­come de­cidedly more so since the de­par­ture of his moth­er and sis­ters, which was just what I wished. Here, then, I set up my easel, and here I worked at my can­vas from day­light till dusk, with very little in­ter­mis­sion, sav­ing when pure ne­ces­sity, or my du­ties to little Ar­thur, called me away: for I still thought prop­er to de­vote some por­tion of every day ex­clus­ively to his in­struc­tion and amuse­ment. But, con­trary to my ex­pect­a­tion, on the third morn­ing, while I was thus em­ployed, Mr. Har­grave did look in, and did not im­me­di­ately with­draw on see­ing me. He apo­lo­gized for his in­tru­sion, and said he was only come for a book; but when he had got it, he con­des­cen­ded to cast a glance over my pic­ture. Be­ing a man of taste, he had some­thing to say on this sub­ject as well as an­oth­er, and hav­ing mod­estly com­men­ted on it, without much en­cour­age­ment from me, he pro­ceeded to ex­pa­ti­ate on the art in gen­er­al. Re­ceiv­ing no en­cour­age­ment in that either, he dropped it, but did not de­part.

			“You don’t give us much of your com­pany, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” ob­served he, after a brief pause, dur­ing which I went on coolly mix­ing and tem­per­ing my col­ours; “and I can­not won­der at it, for you must be heart­ily sick of us all. I my­self am so thor­oughly ashamed of my com­pan­ions, and so weary of their ir­ra­tion­al con­ver­sa­tion and pur­suits—now that there is no one to hu­man­ize them and keep them in check, since you have justly aban­doned us to our own devices—that I think I shall presently with­draw from amongst them, prob­ably with­in this week; and I can­not sup­pose you will re­gret my de­par­ture.”

			He paused. I did not an­swer.

			“Prob­ably,” he ad­ded, with a smile, “your only re­gret on the sub­ject will be that I do not take all my com­pan­ions along with me. I flat­ter my­self, at times, that though among them I am not of them; but it is nat­ur­al that you should be glad to get rid of me. I may re­gret this, but I can­not blame you for it.”

			“I shall not re­joice at your de­par­ture, for you can con­duct your­self like a gen­tle­man,” said I, think­ing it but right to make some ac­know­ledg­ment for his good be­ha­viour; “but I must con­fess I shall re­joice to bid adieu to the rest, in­hos­pit­able as it may ap­pear.”

			“No one can blame you for such an avow­al,” replied he gravely: “not even the gen­tle­men them­selves, I ima­gine. I’ll just tell you,” he con­tin­ued, as if ac­tu­ated by a sud­den res­ol­u­tion, “what was said last night in the din­ing-room, after you left us: per­haps you will not mind it, as you’re so very philo­soph­ic­al on cer­tain points,” he ad­ded with a slight sneer. “They were talk­ing about Lord Low­bor­ough and his de­lect­able lady, the cause of whose sud­den de­par­ture is no secret amongst them; and her char­ac­ter is so well known to them all, that, nearly re­lated to me as she is, I could not at­tempt to de­fend it. Curse me!” he muttered, par par­en­these, “if I don’t have ven­geance for this! If the vil­lain must dis­grace the fam­ily, must he blaz­on it abroad to every low­bred knave of his ac­quaint­ance? I beg your par­don, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don. Well, they were talk­ing of these things, and some of them re­marked that, as she was sep­ar­ated from her hus­band, he might see her again when he pleased.”

			“ ‘Thank you,’ said he; ‘I’ve had enough of her for the present: I’ll not trouble to see her, un­less she comes to me.’

			“ ‘Then what do you mean to do, Hunt­ing­don, when we’re gone?’ said Ral­ph Hat­ters­ley. ‘Do you mean to turn from the er­ror of your ways, and be a good hus­band, a good fath­er, and so forth; as I do, when I get shut of you and all these rol­lick­ing dev­ils you call your friends? I think it’s time; and your wife is fifty times too good for you, you know—’

			“And he ad­ded some praise of you, which you would not thank me for re­peat­ing, nor him for ut­ter­ing; pro­claim­ing it aloud, as he did, without del­ic­acy or dis­crim­in­a­tion, in an audi­ence where it seemed profan­a­tion to ut­ter your name: him­self ut­terly in­cap­able of un­der­stand­ing or ap­pre­ci­at­ing your real ex­cel­lences. Hunt­ing­don, mean­while, sat quietly drink­ing his wine—or look­ing smil­ingly in­to his glass and of­fer­ing no in­ter­rup­tion or reply, till Hat­ters­ley shouted out—‘Do you hear me, man?’

			“ ‘Yes, go on,’ said he.

			“ ‘Nay, I’ve done,’ replied the oth­er: ‘I only want to know if you in­tend to take my ad­vice.’

			“ ‘What ad­vice?’

			“ ‘To turn over a new leaf, you double-dyed scoun­drel,’ shouted Ral­ph, ‘and beg your wife’s par­don, and be a good boy for the fu­ture.’

			“ ‘My wife! what wife? I have no wife,’ replied Hunt­ing­don, look­ing in­no­cently up from his glass, ‘or if I have, look you, gen­tle­men: I value her so highly that any­one among you, that can fancy her, may have her and wel­come: you may, by Jove, and my bless­ing in­to the bar­gain!’

			“I—hem—someone asked if he really meant what he said; upon which he sol­emnly swore he did, and no mis­take. What do you think of that, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?” asked Mr. Har­grave, after a short pause, dur­ing which I had felt he was keenly ex­amin­ing my half-aver­ted face.

			“I say,” replied I, calmly, “that what he prizes so lightly will not be long in his pos­ses­sion.”

			“You can­not mean that you will break your heart and die for the de­test­able con­duct of an in­fam­ous vil­lain like that!”

			“By no means: my heart is too thor­oughly dried to be broken in a hurry, and I mean to live as long as I can.”

			“Will you leave him then?”

			“Yes.”

			“When: and how?” asked he, eagerly.

			“When I am ready, and how I can man­age it most ef­fec­tu­ally.”

			“But your child?”

			“My child goes with me.”

			“He will not al­low it.”

			“I shall not ask him.”

			“Ah, then, it is a secret flight you med­it­ate! but with whom, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?”

			“With my son: and pos­sibly, his nurse.”

			“Alone—and un­pro­tec­ted! But where can you go? what can you do? He will fol­low you and bring you back.”

			“I have laid my plans too well for that. Let me once get clear of Grassdale, and I shall con­sider my­self safe.”

			Mr. Har­grave ad­vanced one step to­wards me, looked me in the face, and drew in his breath to speak; but that look, that heightened col­our, that sud­den sparkle of the eye, made my blood rise in wrath: I ab­ruptly turned away, and, snatch­ing up my brush, began to dash away at my can­vas with rather too much en­ergy for the good of the pic­ture.

			“Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said he with bit­ter solem­nity, “you are cruel—cruel to me—cruel to your­self.”

			“Mr. Har­grave, re­mem­ber your prom­ise.”

			“I must speak: my heart will burst if I don’t! I have been si­lent long enough, and you must hear me!” cried he, boldly in­ter­cept­ing my re­treat to the door. “You tell me you owe no al­le­gi­ance to your hus­band; he openly de­clares him­self weary of you, and calmly gives you up to any­body that will take you; you are about to leave him; no one will be­lieve that you go alone; all the world will say, ‘She has left him at last, and who can won­der at it? Few can blame her, few­er still can pity him; but who is the com­pan­ion of her flight?’ Thus you will have no cred­it for your vir­tue (if you call it such): even your best friends will not be­lieve in it; be­cause it is mon­strous, and not to be cred­ited but by those who suf­fer, from the ef­fects of it, such cruel tor­ments that they know it to be in­deed real­ity. But what can you do in the cold, rough world alone? you, a young and in­ex­per­i­enced wo­man, del­ic­ately nur­tured, and ut­terly—”

			“In a word, you would ad­vise me to stay where I am,” in­ter­rup­ted I. “Well, I’ll see about it.”

			“By all means, leave him!” cried he earn­estly; “but not alone! Helen! let me pro­tect you!”

			“Nev­er! while heav­en spares my reas­on,” replied I, snatch­ing away the hand he had pre­sumed to seize and press between his own. But he was in for it now; he had fairly broken the bar­ri­er: he was com­pletely roused, and de­term­ined to haz­ard all for vic­tory.

			“I must not be denied!” ex­claimed he, vehe­mently; and seiz­ing both my hands, he held them very tight, but dropped upon his knee, and looked up in my face with a half-im­plor­ing, half-im­per­i­ous gaze. “You have no reas­on now: you are fly­ing in the face of heav­en’s de­crees. God has de­signed me to be your com­fort and pro­tect­or—I feel it, I know it as cer­tainly as if a voice from heav­en de­clared, ‘Ye twain shall be one flesh’—and you spurn me from you—”

			“Let me go, Mr. Har­grave!” said I, sternly. But he only tightened his grasp.

			“Let me go!” I re­peated, quiv­er­ing with in­dig­na­tion.

			His face was al­most op­pos­ite the win­dow as he knelt. With a slight start, I saw him glance to­wards it; and then a gleam of ma­li­cious tri­umph lit up his coun­ten­ance. Look­ing over my shoulder, I be­held a shad­ow just re­tir­ing round the corner.

			“That is Grimsby,” said he de­lib­er­ately. “He will re­port what he has seen to Hunt­ing­don and all the rest, with such em­bel­lish­ments as he thinks prop­er. He has no love for you, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don—no rev­er­ence for your sex, no be­lief in vir­tue, no ad­mir­a­tion for its im­age. He will give such a ver­sion of this story as will leave no doubt at all about your char­ac­ter, in the minds of those who hear it. Your fair fame is gone; and noth­ing that I or you can say can ever re­trieve it. But give me the power to pro­tect you, and show me the vil­lain that dares to in­sult!”

			“No one has ever dared to in­sult me as you are do­ing now!” said I, at length re­leas­ing my hands, and re­coil­ing from him.

			“I do not in­sult you,” cried he: “I wor­ship you. You are my an­gel, my di­vin­ity! I lay my powers at your feet, and you must and shall ac­cept them!” he ex­claimed, im­petu­ously start­ing to his feet. “I will be your con­soler and de­fend­er! and if your con­science up­braid you for it, say I over­came you, and you could not choose but yield!”

			I nev­er saw a man so ter­ribly ex­cited. He pre­cip­it­ated him­self to­wards me. I snatched up my palette-knife and held it against him. This startled him: he stood and gazed at me in as­ton­ish­ment; I daresay I looked as fierce and res­ol­ute as he. I moved to the bell, and put my hand upon the cord. This tamed him still more. With a half-au­thor­it­at­ive, half-de­prec­at­ing wave of the hand, he sought to de­ter me from ringing.

			“Stand off, then!” said I; he stepped back. “And listen to me. I don’t like you,” I con­tin­ued, as de­lib­er­ately and em­phat­ic­ally as I could, to give the great­er ef­fic­acy to my words; “and if I were di­vorced from my hus­band, or if he were dead, I would not marry you. There now! I hope you’re sat­is­fied.”

			His face grew blanched with an­ger.

			“I am sat­is­fied,” he replied, with bit­ter em­phas­is, “that you are the most cold-hearted, un­nat­ur­al, un­grate­ful wo­man I ever yet be­held!”

			“Un­grate­ful, sir?”

			“Un­grate­ful.”

			“No, Mr. Har­grave, I am not. For all the good you ever did me, or ever wished to do, I most sin­cerely thank you: for all the evil you have done me, and all you would have done, I pray God to par­don you, and make you of a bet­ter mind.” Here the door was thrown open, and Messrs. Hunt­ing­don and Hat­ters­ley ap­peared without. The lat­ter re­mained in the hall, busy with his ram­rod and his gun; the former walked in, and stood with his back to the fire, sur­vey­ing Mr. Har­grave and me, par­tic­u­larly the former, with a smile of in­sup­port­able mean­ing, ac­com­pan­ied as it was by the im­pudence of his brazen brow, and the sly, ma­li­cious, twinkle of his eye.

			“Well, sir?” said Har­grave, in­ter­rog­at­ively, and with the air of one pre­pared to stand on the de­fens­ive.

			“Well, sir,” re­turned his host.

			“We want to know if you are at liberty to join us in a go at the pheas­ants, Wal­ter,” in­ter­posed Hat­ters­ley from without. “Come! there shall be noth­ing shot be­sides, ex­cept a puss or two; I’ll vouch for that.”

			Wal­ter did not an­swer, but walked to the win­dow to col­lect his fac­ulties. Ar­thur uttered a low whistle, and fol­lowed him with his eyes. A slight flush of an­ger rose to Har­grave’s cheek; but in a mo­ment he turned calmly round, and said care­lessly:

			“I came here to bid farewell to Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, and tell her I must go to­mor­row.”

			“Humph! You’re mighty sud­den in your res­ol­u­tion. What takes you off so soon, may I ask?”

			“Busi­ness,” re­turned he, re­pelling the oth­er’s in­cred­u­lous sneer with a glance of scorn­ful de­fi­ance.

			“Very good,” was the reply; and Har­grave walked away. Thereupon Mr. Hunt­ing­don, gath­er­ing his coat-laps un­der his arms, and set­ting his shoulder against the man­tel­piece, turned to me, and, ad­dress­ing me in a low voice, scarcely above his breath, poured forth a vol­ley of the vilest and grossest ab­use it was pos­sible for the ima­gin­a­tion to con­ceive or the tongue to ut­ter. I did not at­tempt to in­ter­rupt him; but my spir­it kindled with­in me, and when he had done, I replied, “If your ac­cus­a­tion were true, Mr. Hunt­ing­don, how dare you blame me?”

			“She’s hit it, by Jove!” cried Hat­ters­ley, rear­ing his gun against the wall; and, step­ping in­to the room, he took his pre­cious friend by the arm, and at­temp­ted to drag him away. “Come, my lad,” he muttered; “true or false, you’ve no right to blame her, you know, nor him either; after what you said last night. So come along.”

			There was some­thing im­plied here that I could not en­dure.

			“Dare you sus­pect me, Mr. Hat­ters­ley?” said I, al­most be­side my­self with fury.

			“Nay, nay, I sus­pect nobody. It’s all right, it’s all right. So come along, Hunt­ing­don, you black­guard.”

			“She can’t deny it!” cried the gen­tle­man thus ad­dressed, grin­ning in mingled rage and tri­umph. “She can’t deny it if her life de­pended on it!” and mut­ter­ing some more ab­us­ive lan­guage, he walked in­to the hall, and took up his hat and gun from the table.

			“I scorn to jus­ti­fy my­self to you!” said I. “But you,” turn­ing to Hat­ters­ley, “if you pre­sume to have any doubts on the sub­ject, ask Mr. Har­grave.”

			At this they sim­ul­tan­eously burst in­to a rude laugh that made my whole frame tingle to the fin­gers’ ends.

			“Where is he? I’ll ask him my­self!” said I, ad­van­cing to­wards them.

			Sup­press­ing a new burst of mer­ri­ment, Hat­ters­ley poin­ted to the out­er door. It was half open. His broth­er-in-law was stand­ing on the front without.

			“Mr. Har­grave, will you please to step this way?” said I.

			He turned and looked at me in grave sur­prise.

			“Step this way, if you please!” I re­peated, in so de­term­ined a man­ner that he could not, or did not choose to res­ist its au­thor­ity. Some­what re­luct­antly he as­cen­ded the steps and ad­vanced a pace or two in­to the hall.

			“And tell those gen­tle­men,” I con­tin­ued—“these men, wheth­er or not I yiel­ded to your so­li­cit­a­tions.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don.”

			“You do un­der­stand me, sir; and I charge you, upon your hon­our as a gen­tle­man (if you have any), to an­swer truly. Did I, or did I not?”

			“No,” muttered he, turn­ing away.

			“Speak up, sir; they can’t hear you. Did I grant your re­quest?”

			“You did not.”

			“No, I’ll be sworn she didn’t,” said Hat­ters­ley, “or he’d nev­er look so black.”

			“I’m will­ing to grant you the sat­is­fac­tion of a gen­tle­man, Hunt­ing­don,” said Mr. Har­grave, calmly ad­dress­ing his host, but with a bit­ter sneer upon his coun­ten­ance.

			“Go to the deuce!” replied the lat­ter, with an im­pa­tient jerk of the head. Har­grave with­drew with a look of cold dis­dain, say­ing—“You know where to find me, should you feel dis­posed to send a friend.”

			Muttered oaths and curses were all the an­swer this in­tim­a­tion ob­tained.

			“Now, Hunt­ing­don, you see!” said Hat­ters­ley. “Clear as the day.”

			“I don’t care what he sees,” said I, “or what he ima­gines; but you, Mr. Hat­ters­ley, when you hear my name be­lied and slandered, will you de­fend it?”

			“I will.”

			I in­stantly de­par­ted and shut my­self in­to the lib­rary. What could pos­sess me to make such a re­quest of such a man I can­not tell; but drown­ing men catch at straws: they had driv­en me des­per­ate between them; I hardly knew what I said. There was no oth­er to pre­serve my name from be­ing blackened and as­persed among this nest of boon com­pan­ions, and through them, per­haps, in­to the world; and be­side my aban­doned wretch of a hus­band, the base, ma­lig­nant Grimsby, and the false vil­lain Har­grave, this boor­ish ruf­fi­an, coarse and bru­tal as he was, shone like a glow­worm in the dark, among its fel­low worms.

			What a scene was this! Could I ever have ima­gined that I should be doomed to bear such in­sults un­der my own roof—to hear such things spoken in my pres­ence; nay, spoken to me and of me; and by those who ar­rog­ated to them­selves the name of gen­tle­men? And could I have ima­gined that I should have been able to en­dure it as calmly, and to re­pel their in­sults as firmly and as boldly as I had done? A hard­ness such as this is taught by rough ex­per­i­ence and des­pair alone.

			Such thoughts as these chased one an­oth­er through my mind, as I paced to and fro the room, and longed—oh, how I longed—to take my child and leave them now, without an hour’s delay! But it could not be; there was work be­fore me: hard work, that must be done.

			“Then let me do it,” said I, “and lose not a mo­ment in vain re­pin­ings and idle chaf­ings against my fate, and those who in­flu­ence it.”

			And con­quer­ing my agit­a­tion with a power­ful ef­fort, I im­me­di­ately re­sumed my task, and la­boured hard all day.

			Mr. Har­grave did de­part on the mor­row; and I have nev­er seen him since. The oth­ers stayed on for two or three weeks longer; but I kept aloof from them as much as pos­sible, and still con­tin­ued my la­bour, and have con­tin­ued it, with al­most un­abated ar­dour, to the present day. I soon ac­quain­ted Rachel with my design, con­fid­ing all my motives and in­ten­tions to her ear, and, much to my agree­able sur­prise, found little dif­fi­culty in per­suad­ing her to enter in­to my views. She is a sober, cau­tious wo­man, but she so hates her mas­ter, and so loves her mis­tress and her nurs­ling, that after sev­er­al ejac­u­la­tions, a few faint ob­jec­tions, and many tears and lam­ent­a­tions that I should be brought to such a pass, she ap­plauded my res­ol­u­tion and con­sen­ted to aid me with all her might: on one con­di­tion only: that she might share my ex­ile: oth­er­wise, she was ut­terly in­ex­or­able, re­gard­ing it as per­fect mad­ness for me and Ar­thur to go alone. With touch­ing gen­er­os­ity, she mod­estly offered to aid me with her little hoard of sav­ings, hop­ing I would “ex­cuse her for the liberty, but really, if I would do her the fa­vour to ac­cept it as a loan, she would be very happy.” Of course I could not think of such a thing; but now, thank heav­en, I have gathered a little hoard of my own, and my pre­par­a­tions are so far ad­vanced that I am look­ing for­ward to a speedy eman­cip­a­tion. Only let the stormy sever­ity of this winter weath­er be some­what abated, and then, some morn­ing, Mr. Hunt­ing­don will come down to a sol­it­ary break­fast-table, and per­haps be clam­our­ing through the house for his in­vis­ible wife and child, when they are some fifty miles on their way to the West­ern world, or it may be more: for we shall leave him hours be­fore the dawn, and it is not prob­able he will dis­cov­er the loss of both un­til the day is far ad­vanced.

			I am fully alive to the evils that may and must res­ult upon the step I am about to take; but I nev­er waver in my res­ol­u­tion, be­cause I nev­er for­get my son. It was only this morn­ing, while I pur­sued my usu­al em­ploy­ment, he was sit­ting at my feet, quietly play­ing with the shreds of can­vas I had thrown upon the car­pet; but his mind was oth­er­wise oc­cu­pied, for, in a while, he looked up wist­fully in my face, and gravely asked—“Mamma, why are you wicked?”

			“Who told you I was wicked, love?”

			“Rachel.”

			“No, Ar­thur, Rachel nev­er said so, I am cer­tain.”

			“Well, then, it was papa,” replied he, thought­fully. Then, after a re­flect­ive pause, he ad­ded, “At least, I’ll tell you how it was I got to know: when I’m with papa, if I say mamma wants me, or mamma says I’m not to do some­thing that he tells me to do, he al­ways says, ‘Mamma be damned,’ and Rachel says it’s only wicked people that are damned. So, mamma, that’s why I think you must be wicked: and I wish you wouldn’t.”

			“My dear child, I am not. Those are bad words, and wicked people of­ten say them of oth­ers bet­ter than them­selves. Those words can­not make people be damned, nor show that they de­serve it. God will judge us by our own thoughts and deeds, not by what oth­ers say about us. And when you hear such words spoken, Ar­thur, re­mem­ber nev­er to re­peat them: it is wicked to say such things of oth­ers, not to have them said against you.”

			“Then it’s papa that’s wicked,” said he, rue­fully.

			“Papa is wrong to say such things, and you will be very wrong to im­it­ate him now that you know bet­ter.”

			“What is im­it­ate?”

			“To do as he does.”

			“Does he know bet­ter?”

			“Per­haps he does; but that is noth­ing to you.”

			“If he doesn’t, you ought to tell him, mamma.”

			“I have told him.”

			The little mor­al­ist paused and pondered. I tried in vain to di­vert his mind from the sub­ject.

			“I’m sorry papa’s wicked,” said he mourn­fully, at length, “for I don’t want him to go to hell.” And so say­ing he burst in­to tears.

			I con­soled him with the hope that per­haps his papa would al­ter and be­come good be­fore he died—; but is it not time to de­liv­er him from such a par­ent?

		
	
		
			XL

			Janu­ary 10th, 1827.—While writ­ing the above, yes­ter­day even­ing, I sat in the draw­ing-room. Mr. Hunt­ing­don was present, but, as I thought, asleep on the sofa be­hind me. He had ris­en, how­ever, un­known to me, and, ac­tu­ated by some base spir­it of curi­os­ity, been look­ing over my shoulder for I know not how long; for when I had laid aside my pen, and was about to close the book, he sud­denly placed his hand upon it, and say­ing—“With your leave, my dear, I’ll have a look at this,” for­cibly wres­ted it from me, and, draw­ing a chair to the table, com­posedly sat down to ex­am­ine it: turn­ing back leaf after leaf to find an ex­plan­a­tion of what he had read. Un­luck­ily for me, he was more sober that night than he usu­ally is at such an hour.

			Of course I did not leave him to pur­sue this oc­cu­pa­tion in quiet: I made sev­er­al at­tempts to snatch the book from his hands, but he held it too firmly for that; I up­braided him in bit­ter­ness and scorn for his mean and dis­hon­our­able con­duct, but that had no ef­fect upon him; and, fi­nally, I ex­tin­guished both the candles, but he only wheeled round to the fire, and rais­ing a blaze suf­fi­cient for his pur­poses, calmly con­tin­ued the in­vest­ig­a­tion. I had ser­i­ous thoughts of get­ting a pitch­er of wa­ter and ex­tin­guish­ing that light too; but it was evid­ent his curi­os­ity was too keenly ex­cited to be quenched by that, and the more I mani­fes­ted my anxi­ety to baffle his scru­tiny, the great­er would be his de­term­in­a­tion to per­sist in it, be­sides it was too late.

			“It seems very in­ter­est­ing, love,” said he, lift­ing his head and turn­ing to where I stood, wringing my hands in si­lent rage and an­guish; “but it’s rather long; I’ll look at it some oth­er time; and mean­while I’ll trouble you for your keys, my dear.”

			“What keys?”

			“The keys of your cab­in­et, desk, draw­ers, and whatever else you pos­sess,” said he, rising and hold­ing out his hand.

			“I’ve not got them,” I replied. The key of my desk, in fact, was at that mo­ment in the lock, and the oth­ers were at­tached to it.

			“Then you must send for them,” said he; “and if that old dev­il, Rachel, doesn’t im­me­di­ately de­liv­er them up, she tramps bag and bag­gage to­mor­row.”

			“She doesn’t know where they are,” I answered, quietly pla­cing my hand upon them, and tak­ing them from the desk, as I thought, un­ob­served. “I know, but I shall not give them up without a reas­on.”

			“And I know, too,” said he, sud­denly seiz­ing my closed hand and rudely ab­stract­ing them from it. He then took up one of the candles and re­lighted it by thrust­ing it in­to the fire.

			“Now, then,” sneered he, “we must have a con­fis­ca­tion of prop­erty. But, first, let us take a peep in­to the stu­dio.”

			And put­ting the keys in­to his pock­et, he walked in­to the lib­rary. I fol­lowed, wheth­er with the dim idea of pre­vent­ing mis­chief, or only to know the worst, I can hardly tell. My paint­ing ma­ter­i­als were laid to­geth­er on the corner table, ready for to­mor­row’s use, and only covered with a cloth. He soon spied them out, and put­ting down the candle, de­lib­er­ately pro­ceeded to cast them in­to the fire: palette, paints, blad­ders, pen­cils, brushes, var­nish: I saw them all con­sumed: the palette-knives snapped in two, the oil and tur­pen­tine sent hiss­ing and roar­ing up the chim­ney. He then rang the bell.

			“Ben­son, take those things away,” said he, point­ing to the easel, can­vas, and stretch­er; “and tell the house­maid she may kindle the fire with them: your mis­tress won’t want them any more.”

			Ben­son paused aghast and looked at me.

			“Take them away, Ben­son,” said I; and his mas­ter muttered an oath.

			“And this and all, sir?” said the as­ton­ished ser­vant, re­fer­ring to the half-fin­ished pic­ture.

			“That and all,” replied the mas­ter; and the things were cleared away.

			Mr. Hunt­ing­don then went up­stairs. I did not at­tempt to fol­low him, but re­mained seated in the arm­chair, speech­less, tear­less, and al­most mo­tion­less, till he re­turned about half-an-hour after, and walk­ing up to me, held the candle in my face and peered in­to my eyes with looks and laughter too in­sult­ing to be borne. With a sud­den stroke of my hand I dashed the candle to the floor.

			“Hal-lo!” muttered he, start­ing back; “she’s the very dev­il for spite. Did ever any mor­tal see such eyes?—they shine in the dark like a cat’s. Oh, you’re a sweet one!” So say­ing, he gathered up the candle and the can­dle­stick. The former be­ing broken as well as ex­tin­guished, he rang for an­oth­er.

			“Ben­son, your mis­tress has broken the candle; bring an­oth­er.”

			“You ex­pose your­self finely,” ob­served I, as the man de­par­ted.

			“I didn’t say I’d broken it, did I?” re­turned he. He then threw my keys in­to my lap, say­ing—“There! you’ll find noth­ing gone but your money, and the jew­els, and a few little trifles I thought it ad­vis­able to take in­to my own pos­ses­sion, lest your mer­cant­ile spir­it should be temp­ted to turn them in­to gold. I’ve left you a few sov­er­eigns in your purse, which I ex­pect to last you through the month; at all events, when you want more you will be so good as to give me an ac­count of how that’s spent. I shall put you upon a small monthly al­low­ance, in fu­ture, for your own private ex­penses; and you needn’t trouble your­self any more about my con­cerns; I shall look out for a stew­ard, my dear—I won’t ex­pose you to the tempta­tion. And as for the house­hold mat­ters, Mrs. Greaves must be very par­tic­u­lar in keep­ing her ac­counts; we must go upon an en­tirely new plan—”

			“What great dis­cov­ery have you made now, Mr. Hunt­ing­don? Have I at­temp­ted to de­fraud you?”

			“Not in money mat­ters, ex­actly, it seems; but it’s best to keep out of the way of tempta­tion.”

			Here Ben­son entered with the candles, and there fol­lowed a brief in­ter­val of si­lence; I sit­ting still in my chair, and he stand­ing with his back to the fire, si­lently tri­umph­ing in my des­pair.

			“And so,” said he at length, “you thought to dis­grace me, did you, by run­ning away and turn­ing artist, and sup­port­ing your­self by the la­bour of your hands, for­sooth? And you thought to rob me of my son, too, and bring him up to be a dirty Yan­kee trades­man, or a low, beg­garly paint­er?”

			“Yes, to ob­vi­ate his be­com­ing such a gen­tle­man as his fath­er.”

			“It’s well you couldn’t keep your own secret—ha, ha! It’s well these wo­men must be blab­bing. If they haven’t a friend to talk to, they must whis­per their secrets to the fishes, or write them on the sand, or some­thing; and it’s well, too, I wasn’t over full to­night, now I think of it, or I might have snoozed away and nev­er dreamt of look­ing what my sweet lady was about; or I might have lacked the sense or the power to carry my point like a man, as I have done.”

			Leav­ing him to his self-con­grat­u­la­tions, I rose to se­cure my ma­nu­script, for I now re­membered it had been left upon the draw­ing-room table, and I de­term­ined, if pos­sible, to save my­self the hu­mi­li­ation of see­ing it in his hands again. I could not bear the idea of his amus­ing him­self over my secret thoughts and re­col­lec­tions; though, to be sure, he would find little good of him­self therein in­dited, ex­cept in the former part; and oh, I would soon­er burn it all than he should read what I had writ­ten when I was such a fool as to love him!

			“And by the by,” cried he, as I was leav­ing the room, “you’d bet­ter tell that d——d old sneak of a nurse to keep out of my way for a day or two; I’d pay her her wages and send her pack­ing to­mor­row, but I know she’d do more mis­chief out of the house than in it.”

			And as I de­par­ted, he went on curs­ing and ab­us­ing my faith­ful friend and ser­vant with epi­thets I will not de­file this pa­per with re­peat­ing. I went to her as soon as I had put away my book, and told her how our pro­ject was de­feated. She was as much dis­tressed and hor­ri­fied as I was—and more so than I was that night, for I was partly stunned by the blow, and partly ex­cited and sup­por­ted against it by the bit­ter­ness of my wrath. But in the morn­ing, when I woke without that cheer­ing hope that had been my secret com­fort and sup­port so long, and all this day, when I have wandered about rest­less and ob­ject­less, shun­ning my hus­band, shrink­ing even from my child, know­ing that I am un­fit to be his teach­er or com­pan­ion, hop­ing noth­ing for his fu­ture life, and fer­vently wish­ing he had nev­er been born—I felt the full ex­tent of my calam­ity, and I feel it now. I know that day after day such feel­ings will re­turn upon me. I am a slave—a pris­on­er—but that is noth­ing; if it were my­self alone I would not com­plain, but I am for­bid­den to res­cue my son from ru­in, and what was once my only con­sol­a­tion is be­come the crown­ing source of my des­pair.

			Have I no faith in God? I try to look to Him and raise my heart to heav­en, but it will cleave to the dust. I can only say, “He hath hedged me about, that I can­not get out: He hath made my chain heavy. He hath filled me with bit­ter­ness—He hath made me drunk­en with worm­wood.” I for­get to add, “But though He cause grief, yet will He have com­pas­sion ac­cord­ing to the mul­ti­tude of His mer­cies. For He doth not af­flict will­ingly nor grieve the chil­dren of men.” I ought to think of this; and if there be noth­ing but sor­row for me in this world, what is the longest life of misery to a whole etern­ity of peace? And for my little Ar­thur—has he no friend but me? Who was it said, “It is not the will of your Fath­er which is in heav­en that one of these little ones should per­ish?”

		
	
		
			XLI

			March 20th.—Hav­ing now got rid of Mr. Hunt­ing­don for a sea­son, my spir­its be­gin to re­vive. He left me early in Feb­ru­ary; and the mo­ment he was gone, I breathed again, and felt my vi­tal en­ergy re­turn; not with the hope of es­cape—he has taken care to leave me no vis­ible chance of that—but with a de­term­in­a­tion to make the best of ex­ist­ing cir­cum­stances. Here was Ar­thur left to me at last; and rous­ing from my des­pond­ent apathy, I ex­er­ted all my powers to erad­ic­ate the weeds that had been fostered in his in­fant mind, and sow again the good seed they had rendered un­pro­duct­ive. Thank heav­en, it is not a bar­ren or a stony soil; if weeds spring fast there, so do bet­ter plants. His ap­pre­hen­sions are more quick, his heart more over­flow­ing with af­fec­tion than ever his fath­er’s could have been, and it is no hope­less task to bend him to obed­i­ence and win him to love and know his own true friend, as long as there is no one to coun­ter­act my ef­forts.

			I had much trouble at first in break­ing him of those evil habits his fath­er had taught him to ac­quire, but already that dif­fi­culty is nearly van­quished now: bad lan­guage sel­dom de­files his mouth, and I have suc­ceeded in giv­ing him an ab­so­lute dis­gust for all in­tox­ic­at­ing li­quors, which I hope not even his fath­er or his fath­er’s friends will be able to over­come. He was in­or­din­ately fond of them for so young a creature, and, re­mem­ber­ing my un­for­tu­nate fath­er as well as his, I dreaded the con­sequences of such a taste. But if I had stin­ted him, in his usu­al quant­ity of wine, or for­bid­den him to taste it al­to­geth­er, that would only have in­creased his par­ti­al­ity for it, and made him re­gard it as a great­er treat than ever. I there­fore gave him quite as much as his fath­er was ac­cus­tomed to al­low him; as much, in­deed, as he de­sired to have—but in­to every glass I sur­repti­tiously in­tro­duced a small quant­ity of tar­tar-emet­ic, just enough to pro­duce in­ev­it­able naus­ea and de­pres­sion without pos­it­ive sick­ness. Find­ing such dis­agree­able con­sequences in­vari­ably to res­ult from this in­dul­gence, he soon grew weary of it, but the more he shrank from the daily treat the more I pressed it upon him, till his re­luct­ance was strengthened to per­fect ab­hor­rence. When he was thor­oughly dis­gus­ted with every kind of wine, I al­lowed him, at his own re­quest, to try brandy-and-wa­ter, and then gin-and-wa­ter, for the little toper was fa­mil­i­ar with them all, and I was de­term­ined that all should be equally hate­ful to him. This I have now ef­fected; and since he de­clares that the taste, the smell, the sight of any one of them is suf­fi­cient to make him sick, I have giv­en up teas­ing him about them, ex­cept now and then as ob­jects of ter­ror in cases of mis­be­ha­viour. “Ar­thur, if you’re not a good boy I shall give you a glass of wine,” or “Now, Ar­thur, if you say that again you shall have some brandy-and-wa­ter,” is as good as any oth­er threat; and once or twice, when he was sick, I have ob­liged the poor child to swal­low a little wine-and-wa­ter without the tar­tar-emet­ic, by way of medi­cine; and this prac­tice I in­tend to con­tin­ue for some time to come; not that I think it of any real ser­vice in a phys­ic­al sense, but be­cause I am de­term­ined to en­list all the powers of as­so­ci­ation in my ser­vice; I wish this aver­sion to be so deeply groun­ded in his nature that noth­ing in af­ter­life may be able to over­come it.

			Thus, I flat­ter my­self, I shall se­cure him from this one vice; and for the rest, if on his fath­er’s re­turn I find reas­on to ap­pre­hend that my good les­sons will be all des­troyed—if Mr. Hunt­ing­don com­mence again the game of teach­ing the child to hate and des­pise his moth­er, and emu­late his fath­er’s wicked­ness—I will yet de­liv­er my son from his hands. I have de­vised an­oth­er scheme that might be re­sor­ted to in such a case; and if I could but ob­tain my broth­er’s con­sent and as­sist­ance, I should not doubt of its suc­cess. The old hall where he and I were born, and where our moth­er died, is not now in­hab­ited, nor yet quite sunk in­to de­cay, as I be­lieve. Now, if I could per­suade him to have one or two rooms made hab­it­able, and to let them to me as a stranger, I might live there, with my child, un­der an as­sumed name, and still sup­port my­self by my fa­vour­ite art. He should lend me the money to be­gin with, and I would pay him back, and live in lowly in­de­pend­ence and strict se­clu­sion, for the house stands in a lonely place, and the neigh­bour­hood is thinly in­hab­ited, and he him­self should ne­go­ti­ate the sale of my pic­tures for me. I have ar­ranged the whole plan in my head: and all I want is to per­suade Fre­d­er­ick to be of the same mind as my­self. He is com­ing to see me soon, and then I will make the pro­pos­al to him, hav­ing first en­lightened him upon my cir­cum­stances suf­fi­ciently to ex­cuse the pro­ject.

			Already, I be­lieve, he knows much more of my situ­ation than I have told him. I can tell this by the air of tender sad­ness per­vad­ing his let­ters; and by the fact of his so sel­dom men­tion­ing my hus­band, and gen­er­ally evin­cing a kind of cov­ert bit­ter­ness when he does refer to him; as well as by the cir­cum­stance of his nev­er com­ing to see me when Mr. Hunt­ing­don is at home. But he has nev­er openly ex­pressed any dis­ap­prob­a­tion of him or sym­pathy for me; he has nev­er asked any ques­tions, or said any­thing to in­vite my con­fid­ence. Had he done so, I should prob­ably have had but few con­ceal­ments from him. Per­haps he feels hurt at my re­serve. He is a strange be­ing; I wish we knew each oth­er bet­ter. He used to spend a month at Staningley every year, be­fore I was mar­ried; but, since our fath­er’s death, I have only seen him once, when he came for a few days while Mr. Hunt­ing­don was away. He shall stay many days this time, and there shall be more cand­our and cor­di­al­ity between us than ever there was be­fore, since our early child­hood. My heart clings to him more than ever; and my soul is sick of solitude.

			April 16th.—He is come and gone. He would not stay above a fort­night. The time passed quickly, but very, very hap­pily, and it has done me good. I must have a bad dis­pos­i­tion, for my mis­for­tunes have soured and em­bittered me ex­ceed­ingly: I was be­gin­ning in­sens­ibly to cher­ish very un­ami­able feel­ings against my fel­low-mor­tals, the male part of them es­pe­cially; but it is a com­fort to see there is at least one among them worthy to be trus­ted and es­teemed; and doubt­less there are more, though I have nev­er known them, un­less I ex­cept poor Lord Low­bor­ough, and he was bad enough in his day. But what would Fre­d­er­ick have been, if he had lived in the world, and mingled from his child­hood with such men as these of my ac­quaint­ance? and what will Ar­thur be, with all his nat­ur­al sweet­ness of dis­pos­i­tion, if I do not save him from that world and those com­pan­ions? I men­tioned my fears to Fre­d­er­ick, and in­tro­duced the sub­ject of my plan of res­cue on the even­ing after his ar­rival, when I presen­ted my little son to his uncle.

			“He is like you, Fre­d­er­ick,” said I, “in some of his moods: I some­times think he re­sembles you more than his fath­er; and I am glad of it.”

			“You flat­ter me, Helen,” replied he, strok­ing the child’s soft, wavy locks.

			“No, you will think it no com­pli­ment when I tell you I would rather have him to re­semble Ben­son than his fath­er.” He slightly el­ev­ated his eye­brows, but said noth­ing.

			“Do you know what sort of man Mr. Hunt­ing­don is?” said I.

			“I think I have an idea.”

			“Have you so clear an idea that you can hear, without sur­prise or dis­ap­prov­al, that I med­it­ate es­cap­ing with that child to some secret asylum, where we can live in peace, and nev­er see him again?”

			“Is it really so?”

			“If you have not,” con­tin­ued I, “I’ll tell you some­thing more about him”; and I gave a sketch of his gen­er­al con­duct, and a more par­tic­u­lar ac­count of his be­ha­viour with re­gard to his child, and ex­plained my ap­pre­hen­sions on the lat­ter’s ac­count, and my de­term­in­a­tion to de­liv­er him from his fath­er’s in­flu­ence.

			Fre­d­er­ick was ex­ceed­ingly in­dig­nant against Mr. Hunt­ing­don, and very much grieved for me; but still he looked upon my pro­ject as wild and im­prac­tic­able. He deemed my fears for Ar­thur dis­pro­por­tioned to the cir­cum­stances, and op­posed so many ob­jec­tions to my plan, and de­vised so many milder meth­ods for ameli­or­at­ing my con­di­tion, that I was ob­liged to enter in­to fur­ther de­tails to con­vince him that my hus­band was ut­terly in­cor­ri­gible, and that noth­ing could per­suade him to give up his son, whatever be­came of me, he be­ing as fully de­term­ined the child should not leave him, as I was not to leave the child; and that, in fact, noth­ing would an­swer but this, un­less I fled the coun­try, as I had in­ten­ded be­fore. To ob­vi­ate that, he at length con­sen­ted to have one wing of the old hall put in­to a hab­it­able con­di­tion, as a place of refuge against a time of need; but hoped I would not take ad­vant­age of it un­less cir­cum­stances should render it really ne­ces­sary, which I was ready enough to prom­ise: for though, for my own sake, such a her­mit­age ap­pears like para­dise it­self, com­pared with my present situ­ation, yet for my friends’ sakes, for Mili­cent and Es­th­er, my sis­ters in heart and af­fec­tion, for the poor ten­ants of Grassdale, and, above all, for my aunt, I will stay if I pos­sibly can.

			Ju­ly 29th.—Mrs. Har­grave and her daugh­ter are come back from Lon­don. Es­th­er is full of her first sea­son in town; but she is still heart-whole and un­en­gaged. Her moth­er sought out an ex­cel­lent match for her, and even brought the gen­tle­man to lay his heart and for­tune at her feet; but Es­th­er had the au­da­city to re­fuse the noble gifts. He was a man of good fam­ily and large pos­ses­sions, but the naughty girl main­tained he was old as Adam, ugly as sin, and hate­ful as—one who shall be name­less.

			“But, in­deed, I had a hard time of it,” said she: “mamma was very greatly dis­ap­poin­ted at the fail­ure of her darling pro­ject, and very, very angry at my ob­stin­ate res­ist­ance to her will, and is so still; but I can’t help it. And Wal­ter, too, is so ser­i­ously dis­pleased at my per­versity and ab­surd caprice, as he calls it, that I fear he will nev­er for­give me—I did not think he could be so un­kind as he has lately shown him­self. But Mili­cent begged me not to yield, and I’m sure, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, if you had seen the man they wanted to palm upon me, you would have ad­vised me not to take him too.”

			“I should have done so wheth­er I had seen him or not,” said I; “it is enough that you dis­like him.”

			“I knew you would say so; though mamma af­firmed you would be quite shocked at my un­du­ti­ful con­duct. You can’t ima­gine how she lec­tures me: I am dis­obedi­ent and un­grate­ful; I am thwart­ing her wishes, wrong­ing my broth­er, and mak­ing my­self a bur­den on her hands. I some­times fear she’ll over­come me after all. I have a strong will, but so has she, and when she says such bit­ter things, it pro­vokes me to such a pass that I feel in­clined to do as she bids me, and then break my heart and say, ‘There, mamma, it’s all your fault!’ ”

			“Pray don’t!” said I. “Obed­i­ence from such a motive would be pos­it­ive wicked­ness, and cer­tain to bring the pun­ish­ment it de­serves. Stand firm, and your mamma will soon re­lin­quish her per­se­cu­tion; and the gen­tle­man him­self will cease to pester you with his ad­dresses if he finds them stead­ily re­jec­ted.”

			“Oh, no! mamma will weary all about her be­fore she tires her­self with her ex­er­tions; and as for Mr. Old­field, she has giv­en him to un­der­stand that I have re­fused his of­fer, not from any dis­like of his per­son, but merely be­cause I am giddy and young, and can­not at present re­con­cile my­self to the thoughts of mar­riage un­der any cir­cum­stances: but by next sea­son, she has no doubt, I shall have more sense, and hopes my girl­ish fan­cies will be worn away. So she has brought me home, to school me in­to a prop­er sense of my duty, against the time comes round again. In­deed, I be­lieve she will not put her­self to the ex­pense of tak­ing me up to Lon­don again, un­less I sur­render: she can­not af­ford to take me to town for pleas­ure and non­sense, she says, and it is not every rich gen­tle­man that will con­sent to take me without a for­tune, whatever ex­al­ted ideas I may have of my own at­trac­tions.”

			“Well, Es­th­er, I pity you; but still, I re­peat, stand firm. You might as well sell your­self to slavery at once, as marry a man you dis­like. If your moth­er and broth­er are un­kind to you, you may leave them, but re­mem­ber you are bound to your hus­band for life.”

			“But I can­not leave them un­less I get mar­ried, and I can­not get mar­ried if nobody sees me. I saw one or two gen­tle­men in Lon­don that I might have liked, but they were young­er sons, and mamma would not let me get to know them—one es­pe­cially, who I be­lieve rather liked me—but she threw every pos­sible obstacle in the way of our bet­ter ac­quaint­ance. Wasn’t it pro­vok­ing?”

			“I have no doubt you would feel it so, but it is pos­sible that if you mar­ried him, you might have more reas­on to re­gret it here­after than if you mar­ried Mr. Old­field. When I tell you not to marry without love, I do not ad­vise you to marry for love alone: there are many, many oth­er things to be con­sidered. Keep both heart and hand in your own pos­ses­sion, till you see good reas­on to part with them; and if such an oc­ca­sion should nev­er present it­self, com­fort your mind with this re­flec­tion, that though in single life your joys may not be very many, your sor­rows, at least, will not be more than you can bear. Mar­riage may change your cir­cum­stances for the bet­ter, but, in my private opin­ion, it is far more likely to pro­duce a con­trary res­ult.”

			“So thinks Mili­cent; but al­low me to say I think oth­er­wise. If I thought my­self doomed to old-maid­en­hood, I should cease to value my life. The thoughts of liv­ing on, year after year, at the Grove—a hanger-on upon mamma and Wal­ter, a mere cum­ber­er of the ground (now that I know in what light they would re­gard it), is per­fectly in­tol­er­able; I would rather run away with the but­ler.”

			“Your cir­cum­stances are pe­cu­li­ar, I al­low; but have pa­tience, love; do noth­ing rashly. Re­mem­ber you are not yet nine­teen, and many years are yet to pass be­fore any one can set you down as an old maid: you can­not tell what Provid­ence may have in store for you. And mean­time, re­mem­ber you have a right to the pro­tec­tion and sup­port of your moth­er and broth­er, how­ever they may seem to grudge it.”

			“You are so grave, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said Es­th­er, after a pause. “When Mili­cent uttered the same dis­cour­aging sen­ti­ments con­cern­ing mar­riage, I asked if she was happy: she said she was; but I only half be­lieved her; and now I must put the same ques­tion to you.”

			“It is a very im­per­tin­ent ques­tion,” laughed I, “from a young girl to a mar­ried wo­man so many years her seni­or, and I shall not an­swer it.”

			“Par­don me, dear madam,” said she, laugh­ingly throw­ing her­self in­to my arms, and kiss­ing me with play­ful af­fec­tion; but I felt a tear on my neck, as she dropped her head on my bos­om and con­tin­ued, with an odd mix­ture of sad­ness and lev­ity, timid­ity and au­da­city—“I know you are not so happy as I mean to be, for you spend half your life alone at Grassdale, while Mr. Hunt­ing­don goes about en­joy­ing him­self where and how he pleases. I shall ex­pect my hus­band to have no pleas­ures but what he shares with me; and if his greatest pleas­ure of all is not the en­joy­ment of my com­pany, why, it will be the worse for him, that’s all.”

			“If such are your ex­pect­a­tions of mat­ri­mony, Es­th­er, you must, in­deed, be care­ful whom you marry—or rather, you must avoid it al­to­geth­er.”

		
	
		
			XLII

			Septem­ber 1st.—No Mr. Hunt­ing­don yet. Per­haps he will stay among his friends till Christ­mas; and then, next spring, he will be off again. If he con­tin­ue this plan, I shall be able to stay at Grassdale well enough—that is, I shall be able to stay, and that is enough; even an oc­ca­sion­al bevy of friends at the shoot­ing sea­son may be borne, if Ar­thur get so firmly at­tached to me, so well es­tab­lished in good sense and prin­ciples be­fore they come that I shall be able, by reas­on and af­fec­tion, to keep him pure from their con­tam­in­a­tions. Vain hope, I fear! but still, till such a time of tri­al comes I will for­bear to think of my quiet asylum in the be­loved old hall.

			Mr. and Mrs. Hat­ters­ley have been stay­ing at the Grove a fort­night: and as Mr. Har­grave is still ab­sent, and the weath­er was re­mark­ably fine, I nev­er passed a day without see­ing my two friends, Mili­cent and Es­th­er, either there or here. On one oc­ca­sion, when Mr. Hat­ters­ley had driv­en them over to Grassdale in the phaeton, with little Helen and Ral­ph, and we were all en­joy­ing ourselves in the garden—I had a few minutes’ con­ver­sa­tion with that gen­tle­man, while the ladies were amus­ing them­selves with the chil­dren.

			“Do you want to hear any­thing of your hus­band, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?” said he.

			“No, un­less you can tell me when to ex­pect him home.”

			“I can’t.—You don’t want him, do you?” said he, with a broad grin.

			“No.”

			“Well, I think you’re bet­ter without him, sure enough—for my part, I’m down­right weary of him. I told him I’d leave him if he didn’t mend his man­ners, and he wouldn’t; so I left him. You see, I’m a bet­ter man than you think me; and, what’s more, I have ser­i­ous thoughts of wash­ing my hands of him en­tirely, and the whole set of ’em, and com­port­ing my­self from this day for­ward with all de­cency and sobri­ety, as a Chris­ti­an and the fath­er of a fam­ily should do. What do you think of that?”

			“It is a res­ol­u­tion you ought to have formed long ago.”

			“Well, I’m not thirty yet; it isn’t too late, is it?”

			“No; it is nev­er too late to re­form, as long as you have the sense to de­sire it, and the strength to ex­ecute your pur­pose.”

			“Well, to tell you the truth, I’ve thought of it of­ten and of­ten be­fore; but he’s such dev­il­ish good com­pany, is Hunt­ing­don, after all. You can’t ima­gine what a jovi­al good fel­low he is when he’s not fairly drunk, only just primed or half-seas-over. We all have a bit of a lik­ing for him at the bot­tom of our hearts, though we can’t re­spect him.”

			“But should you wish your­self to be like him?”

			“No, I’d rather be like my­self, bad as I am.”

			“You can’t con­tin­ue as bad as you are without get­ting worse and more bru­tal­ised every day, and there­fore more like him.”

			I could not help smil­ing at the com­ic­al, half-angry, half-con­foun­ded look he put on at this rather un­usu­al mode of ad­dress.

			“Nev­er mind my plain speak­ing,” said I; “it is from the best of motives. But tell me, should you wish your sons to be like Mr. Hunt­ing­don—or even like your­self?”

			“Hang it! no.”

			“Should you wish your daugh­ter to des­pise you—or, at least, to feel no vestige of re­spect for you, and no af­fec­tion but what is mingled with the bitterest re­gret?”

			“Oh, no! I couldn’t stand that.”

			“And, fi­nally, should you wish your wife to be ready to sink in­to the earth when she hears you men­tioned; and to loathe the very sound of your voice, and shud­der at your ap­proach?”

			“She nev­er will; she likes me all the same, whatever I do.”

			“Im­possible, Mr. Hat­ters­ley! you mis­take her quiet sub­mis­sion for af­fec­tion.”

			“Fire and fury—”

			“Now don’t burst in­to a tem­pest at that. I don’t mean to say she does not love you—she does, I know, a great deal bet­ter than you de­serve; but I am quite sure, that if you be­have bet­ter, she will love you more, and if you be­have worse, she will love you less and less, till all is lost in fear, aver­sion, and bit­ter­ness of soul, if not in secret hatred and con­tempt. But, drop­ping the sub­ject of af­fec­tion, should you wish to be the tyr­ant of her life—to take away all the sun­shine from her ex­ist­ence, and make her thor­oughly miser­able?”

			“Of course not; and I don’t, and I’m not go­ing to.”

			“You have done more to­wards it than you sup­pose.”

			“Pooh, pooh! she’s not the sus­cept­ible, anxious, wor­rit­ing creature you ima­gine: she’s a little meek, peace­able, af­fec­tion­ate body; apt to be rather sulky at times, but quiet and cool in the main, and ready to take things as they come.”

			“Think of what she was five years ago, when you mar­ried her, and what she is now.”

			“I know she was a little plump lassie then, with a pretty pink and white face: now she’s a poor little bit of a creature, fad­ing and melt­ing away like a snow-wreath. But hang it!—that’s not my fault.”

			“What is the cause of it then? Not years, for she’s only five-and-twenty.”

			“It’s her own del­ic­ate health, and con­found it, madam! what would you make of me?—and the chil­dren, to be sure, that worry her to death between them.”

			“No, Mr. Hat­ters­ley, the chil­dren give her more pleas­ure than pain: they are fine, well-dis­posi­tioned chil­dren—”

			“I know they are—bless them!”

			“Then why lay the blame on them?—I’ll tell you what it is: it’s si­lent fret­ting and con­stant anxi­ety on your ac­count, mingled, I sus­pect, with some­thing of bod­ily fear on her own. When you be­have well, she can only re­joice with trem­bling; she has no se­cur­ity, no con­fid­ence in your judg­ment or prin­ciples; but is con­tinu­ally dread­ing the close of such short-lived fe­li­city; when you be­have ill, her causes of ter­ror and misery are more than any­one can tell but her­self. In pa­tient en­dur­ance of evil, she for­gets it is our duty to ad­mon­ish our neigh­bours of their trans­gres­sions. Since you will mis­take her si­lence for in­dif­fer­ence, come with me, and I’ll show you one or two of her let­ters—no breach of con­fid­ence, I hope, since you are her oth­er half.”

			He fol­lowed me in­to the lib­rary. I sought out and put in­to his hands two of Mili­cent’s let­ters: one dated from Lon­don, and writ­ten dur­ing one of his wild­est sea­sons of reck­less dis­sip­a­tion; the oth­er in the coun­try, dur­ing a lu­cid in­ter­val. The former was full of trouble and an­guish; not ac­cus­ing him, but deeply re­gret­ting his con­nec­tion with his prof­lig­ate com­pan­ions, ab­us­ing Mr. Grimsby and oth­ers, in­sinu­at­ing bit­ter things against Mr. Hunt­ing­don, and most in­geni­ously throw­ing the blame of her hus­band’s mis­con­duct on to oth­er men’s shoulders. The lat­ter was full of hope and joy, yet with a trem­bling con­scious­ness that this hap­pi­ness would not last; prais­ing his good­ness to the skies, but with an evid­ent, though but half-ex­pressed wish, that it were based on a surer found­a­tion than the nat­ur­al im­pulses of the heart, and a half-proph­et­ic dread of the fall of that house so foun­ded on the sand—which fall had shortly after taken place, as Hat­ters­ley must have been con­scious while he read.

			Al­most at the com­mence­ment of the first let­ter I had the un­ex­pec­ted pleas­ure of see­ing him blush; but he im­me­di­ately turned his back to me, and fin­ished the per­us­al at the win­dow. At the second, I saw him, once or twice, raise his hand, and hur­riedly pass it across his face. Could it be to dash away a tear? When he had done, there was an in­ter­val spent in clear­ing his throat and star­ing out of the win­dow, and then, after whist­ling a few bars of a fa­vour­ite air, he turned round, gave me back the let­ters, and si­lently shook me by the hand.

			“I’ve been a cursed ras­cal, God knows,” said he, as he gave it a hearty squeeze, “but you see if I don’t make amends for it—d——n me if I don’t!”

			“Don’t curse your­self, Mr. Hat­ters­ley; if God had heard half your in­voc­a­tions of that kind, you would have been in hell long be­fore now—and you can­not make amends for the past by do­ing your duty for the fu­ture, inas­much as your duty is only what you owe to your Maker, and you can­not do more than ful­fil it: an­oth­er must make amends for your past de­lin­quen­cies. If you in­tend to re­form, in­voke God’s bless­ing, His mercy, and His aid; not His curse.”

			“God help me, then—for I’m sure I need it. Where’s Mili­cent?”

			“She’s there, just com­ing in with her sis­ter.”

			He stepped out at the glass door, and went to meet them. I fol­lowed at a little dis­tance. Some­what to his wife’s as­ton­ish­ment, he lif­ted her off from the ground, and sa­luted her with a hearty kiss and a strong em­brace; then pla­cing his two hands on her shoulders, he gave her, I sup­pose, a sketch of the great things he meant to do, for she sud­denly threw her arms round him, and burst in­to tears, ex­claim­ing—“Do, do, Ral­ph—we shall be so happy! How very, very good you are!”

			“Nay, not I,” said he, turn­ing her round, and push­ing her to­wards me. “Thank her; it’s her do­ing.”

			Mili­cent flew to thank me, over­flow­ing with grat­it­ude. I dis­claimed all title to it, telling her her hus­band was pre­dis­posed to amend­ment be­fore I ad­ded my mite of ex­horta­tion and en­cour­age­ment, and that I had only done what she might, and ought to have done her­self.

			“Oh, no!” cried she; “I couldn’t have in­flu­enced him, I’m sure, by any­thing that I could have said. I should only have bothered him by my clumsy ef­forts at per­sua­sion, if I had made the at­tempt.”

			“You nev­er tried me, Milly,” said he.

			Shortly after they took their leave. They are now gone on a vis­it to Hat­ters­ley’s fath­er. After that they will re­pair to their coun­try home. I hope his good res­ol­u­tions will not fall through, and poor Mili­cent will not be again dis­ap­poin­ted. Her last let­ter was full of present bliss, and pleas­ing an­ti­cip­a­tions for the fu­ture; but no par­tic­u­lar tempta­tion has yet oc­curred to put his vir­tue to the test. Hence­forth, how­ever, she will doubt­less be some­what less tim­id and re­served, and he more kind and thought­ful.—Surely, then, her hopes are not un­foun­ded; and I have one bright spot, at least, where­on to rest my thoughts.

		
	
		
			XLIII

			Oc­to­ber 10th.—Mr. Hunt­ing­don re­turned about three weeks ago. His ap­pear­ance, his de­mean­our and con­ver­sa­tion, and my feel­ings with re­gard to him, I shall not trouble my­self to de­scribe. The day after his ar­rival, how­ever, he sur­prised me by the an­nounce­ment of an in­ten­tion to pro­cure a gov­erness for little Ar­thur: I told him it was quite un­ne­ces­sary, not to say ri­dicu­lous, at the present sea­son: I thought I was fully com­pet­ent to the task of teach­ing him my­self—for some years to come, at least: the child’s edu­ca­tion was the only pleas­ure and busi­ness of my life; and since he had de­prived me of every oth­er oc­cu­pa­tion, he might surely leave me that.

			He said I was not fit to teach chil­dren, or to be with them: I had already re­duced the boy to little bet­ter than an auto­maton; I had broken his fine spir­it with my ri­gid sever­ity; and I should freeze all the sun­shine out of his heart, and make him as gloomy an as­cet­ic as my­self, if I had the hand­ling of him much longer. And poor Rachel, too, came in for her share of ab­use, as usu­al; he can­not en­dure Rachel, be­cause he knows she has a prop­er ap­pre­ci­ation of him.

			I calmly de­fen­ded our sev­er­al qual­i­fic­a­tions as nurse and gov­erness, and still res­isted the pro­posed ad­di­tion to our fam­ily; but he cut me short by say­ing it was no use both­er­ing about the mat­ter, for he had en­gaged a gov­erness already, and she was com­ing next week; so that all I had to do was to get things ready for her re­cep­tion. This was a rather start­ling piece of in­tel­li­gence. I ven­tured to in­quire her name and ad­dress, by whom she had been re­com­men­ded, or how he had been led to make choice of her.

			“She is a very es­tim­able, pi­ous young per­son,” said he; “you needn’t be afraid. Her name is My­ers, I be­lieve; and she was re­com­men­ded to me by a re­spect­able old dow­ager: a lady of high re­pute in the re­li­gious world. I have not seen her my­self, and there­fore can­not give you a par­tic­u­lar ac­count of her per­son and con­ver­sa­tion, and so forth; but, if the old lady’s eu­lo­gies are cor­rect, you will find her to pos­sess all de­sir­able qual­i­fic­a­tions for her po­s­i­tion: an in­or­din­ate love of chil­dren among the rest.”

			All this was gravely and quietly spoken, but there was a laugh­ing de­mon in his half-aver­ted eye that boded no good, I ima­gined. How­ever, I thought of my asylum in ——shire, and made no fur­ther ob­jec­tions.

			When Miss My­ers ar­rived, I was not pre­pared to give her a very cor­di­al re­cep­tion. Her ap­pear­ance was not par­tic­u­larly cal­cu­lated to pro­duce a fa­vour­able im­pres­sion at first sight, nor did her man­ners and sub­sequent con­duct, in any de­gree, re­move the pre­ju­dice I had already con­ceived against her. Her at­tain­ments were lim­ited, her in­tel­lect no­ways above me­diocrity. She had a fine voice, and could sing like a night­in­gale, and ac­com­pany her­self suf­fi­ciently well on the pi­ano; but these were her only ac­com­plish­ments. There was a look of guile and sub­tlety in her face, a sound of it in her voice. She seemed afraid of me, and would start if I sud­denly ap­proached her. In her be­ha­viour she was re­spect­ful and com­plais­ant, even to servil­ity: she at­temp­ted to flat­ter and fawn upon me at first, but I soon checked that. Her fond­ness for her little pu­pil was over­strained, and I was ob­liged to re­mon­strate with her on the sub­ject of over­in­dul­gence and in­ju­di­cious praise; but she could not gain his heart. Her piety con­sisted in an oc­ca­sion­al heav­ing of sighs, and up­lift­ing of eyes to the ceil­ing, and the ut­ter­ance of a few cant phrases. She told me she was a cler­gy­man’s daugh­ter, and had been left an orphan from her child­hood, but had had the good for­tune to ob­tain a situ­ation in a very pi­ous fam­ily; and then she spoke so grate­fully of the kind­ness she had ex­per­i­enced from its dif­fer­ent mem­bers, that I re­proached my­self for my un­char­it­able thoughts and un­friendly con­duct, and re­len­ted for a time, but not for long: my causes of dis­like were too ra­tion­al, my sus­pi­cions too well foun­ded for that; and I knew it was my duty to watch and scru­tin­ize till those sus­pi­cions were either sat­is­fact­or­ily re­moved or con­firmed.

			I asked the name and res­id­ence of the kind and pi­ous fam­ily. She men­tioned a com­mon name, and an un­known and dis­tant place of abode, but told me they were now on the Con­tin­ent, and their present ad­dress was un­known to her. I nev­er saw her speak much to Mr. Hunt­ing­don; but he would fre­quently look in­to the school­room to see how little Ar­thur got on with his new com­pan­ion, when I was not there. In the even­ing, she sat with us in the draw­ing-room, and would sing and play to amuse him or us, as she pre­ten­ded, and was very at­tent­ive to his wants, and watch­ful to an­ti­cip­ate them, though she only talked to me; in­deed, he was sel­dom in a con­di­tion to be talked to. Had she been oth­er than she was, I should have felt her pres­ence a great re­lief to come between us thus, ex­cept, in­deed, that I should have been thor­oughly ashamed for any de­cent per­son to see him as he of­ten was.

			I did not men­tion my sus­pi­cions to Rachel; but she, hav­ing so­journed for half a cen­tury in this land of sin and sor­row, has learned to be sus­pi­cious her­self. She told me from the first she was “down of that new gov­erness,” and I soon found she watched her quite as nar­rowly as I did; and I was glad of it, for I longed to know the truth: the at­mo­sphere of Grassdale seemed to stifle me, and I could only live by think­ing of Wild­fell Hall.

			At last, one morn­ing, she entered my cham­ber with such in­tel­li­gence that my res­ol­u­tion was taken be­fore she had ceased to speak. While she dressed me I ex­plained to her my in­ten­tions and what as­sist­ance I should re­quire from her, and told her which of my things she was to pack up, and what she was to leave be­hind for her­self, as I had no oth­er means of re­com­pens­ing her for this sud­den dis­missal after her long and faith­ful ser­vice: a cir­cum­stance I most deeply re­gret­ted, but could not avoid.

			“And what will you do, Rachel?” said I; “will you go home, or seek an­oth­er place?”

			“I have no home, ma’am, but with you,” she replied; “and if I leave you I’ll nev­er go in­to place again as long as I live.”

			“But I can’t af­ford to live like a lady now,” re­turned I: “I must be my own maid and my child’s nurse.”

			“What sig­ni­fies!” replied she, in some ex­cite­ment. “You’ll want some­body to clean and wash, and cook, won’t you? I can do all that; and nev­er mind the wages: I’ve my bits o’ sav­ings yet, and if you wouldn’t take me I should have to find my own board and lodging out of ’em some­where, or else work among strangers: and it’s what I’m not used to: so you can please your­self, ma’am.” Her voice quavered as she spoke, and the tears stood in her eyes.

			“I should like it above all things, Rachel, and I’d give you such wages as I could af­ford: such as I should give to any ser­vant-of-all-work I might em­ploy: but don’t you see I should be drag­ging you down with me when you have done noth­ing to de­serve it?”

			“Oh, fiddle!” ejac­u­lated she.

			“And, be­sides, my fu­ture way of liv­ing will be so widely dif­fer­ent to the past: so dif­fer­ent to all you have been ac­cus­tomed to—”

			“Do you think, ma’am, I can’t bear what my mis­sis can? surely I’m not so proud and so dainty as that comes to; and my little mas­ter, too, God bless him!”

			“But I’m young, Rachel; I shan’t mind it; and Ar­thur is young too: it will be noth­ing to him.”

			“Nor me either: I’m not so old but what I can stand hard fare and hard work, if it’s only to help and com­fort them as I’ve loved like my own bairns: for all I’m too old to bide the thoughts o’ leav­ing ’em in trouble and danger, and go­ing amongst strangers my­self.”

			“Then you shan’t, Rachel!” cried I, em­bra­cing my faith­ful friend. “We’ll all go to­geth­er, and you shall see how the new life suits you.”

			“Bless you, honey!” cried she, af­fec­tion­ately re­turn­ing my em­brace. “Only let us get shut of this wicked house, and we’ll do right enough, you’ll see.”

			“So think I,” was my an­swer; and so that point was settled.

			By that morn­ing’s post I des­patched a few hasty lines to Fre­d­er­ick, be­seech­ing him to pre­pare my asylum for my im­me­di­ate re­cep­tion: for I should prob­ably come to claim it with­in a day after the re­ceipt of that note: and telling him, in few words, the cause of my sud­den res­ol­u­tion. I then wrote three let­ters of adieu: the first to Es­th­er Har­grave, in which I told her that I found it im­possible to stay any longer at Grassdale, or to leave my son un­der his fath­er’s pro­tec­tion; and, as it was of the last im­port­ance that our fu­ture abode should be un­known to him and his ac­quaint­ance, I should dis­close it to no one but my broth­er, through the me­di­um of whom I hoped still to cor­res­pond with my friends. I then gave her his ad­dress, ex­hor­ted her to write fre­quently, re­it­er­ated some of my former ad­mon­i­tions re­gard­ing her own con­cerns, and bade her a fond farewell.

			The second was to Mili­cent; much to the same ef­fect, but a little more con­fid­en­tial, as be­fit­ted our longer in­tim­acy, and her great­er ex­per­i­ence and bet­ter ac­quaint­ance with my cir­cum­stances.

			The third was to my aunt: a much more dif­fi­cult and pain­ful un­der­tak­ing, and there­fore I had left it to the last; but I must give her some ex­plan­a­tion of that ex­traordin­ary step I had taken: and that quickly, for she and my uncle would no doubt hear of it with­in a day or two after my dis­ap­pear­ance, as it was prob­able that Mr. Hunt­ing­don would speedily ap­ply to them to know what was be­come of me. At last, how­ever, I told her I was sens­ible of my er­ror: I did not com­plain of its pun­ish­ment, and I was sorry to trouble my friends with its con­sequences; but in duty to my son I must sub­mit no longer; it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary that he should be de­livered from his fath­er’s cor­rupt­ing in­flu­ence. I should not dis­close my place of refuge even to her, in or­der that she and my uncle might be able, with truth, to deny all know­ledge con­cern­ing it; but any com­mu­nic­a­tions ad­dressed to me un­der cov­er to my broth­er would be cer­tain to reach me. I hoped she and my uncle would par­don the step I had taken, for if they knew all, I was sure they would not blame me; and I trus­ted they would not af­flict them­selves on my ac­count, for if I could only reach my re­treat in safety and keep it un­mo­les­ted, I should be very happy, but for the thoughts of them; and should be quite con­ten­ted to spend my life in ob­scur­ity, de­vot­ing my­self to the train­ing up of my child, and teach­ing him to avoid the er­rors of both his par­ents.

			These things were done yes­ter­day: I have giv­en two whole days to the pre­par­a­tion for our de­par­ture, that Fre­d­er­ick may have more time to pre­pare the rooms, and Rachel to pack up the things: for the lat­ter task must be done with the ut­most cau­tion and secrecy, and there is no one but me to as­sist her. I can help to get the art­icles to­geth­er, but I do not un­der­stand the art of stow­ing them in­to the boxes, so as to take up the smal­lest pos­sible space; and there are her own things to do, as well as mine and Ar­thur’s. I can ill af­ford to leave any­thing be­hind, since I have no money, ex­cept a few guineas in my purse; and be­sides, as Rachel ob­served, whatever I left would most likely be­come the prop­erty of Miss My­ers, and I should not rel­ish that.

			But what trouble I have had through­out these two days, strug­gling to ap­pear calm and col­lec­ted, to meet him and her as usu­al, when I was ob­liged to meet them, and for­cing my­self to leave my little Ar­thur in her hands for hours to­geth­er! But I trust these tri­als are over now: I have laid him in my bed for bet­ter se­cur­ity, and nev­er more, I trust, shall his in­no­cent lips be de­filed by their con­tam­in­at­ing kisses, or his young ears pol­luted by their words. But shall we es­cape in safety? Oh, that the morn­ing were come, and we were on our way at least! This even­ing, when I had giv­en Rachel all the as­sist­ance I could, and had noth­ing left me but to wait, and wish and tremble, I be­came so greatly agit­ated that I knew not what to do. I went down to din­ner, but I could not force my­self to eat. Mr. Hunt­ing­don re­marked the cir­cum­stance.

			“What’s to do with you now?” said he, when the re­mov­al of the second course gave him time to look about him.

			“I am not well,” I replied: “I think I must lie down a little; you won’t miss me much?”

			“Not the least: if you leave your chair, it’ll do just as well—bet­ter, a trifle,” he muttered, as I left the room, “for I can fancy some­body else fills it.”

			“Some­body else may fill it to­mor­row,” I thought, but did not say. “There! I’ve seen the last of you, I hope,” I muttered, as I closed the door upon him.

			Rachel urged me to seek re­pose at once, to re­cruit my strength for to­mor­row’s jour­ney, as we must be gone be­fore the dawn; but in my present state of nervous ex­cite­ment that was en­tirely out of the ques­tion. It was equally out of the ques­tion to sit, or wander about my room, count­ing the hours and the minutes between me and the ap­poin­ted time of ac­tion, strain­ing my ears and trem­bling at every sound, lest someone should dis­cov­er and be­tray us after all. I took up a book and tried to read: my eyes wandered over the pages, but it was im­possible to bind my thoughts to their con­tents. Why not have re­course to the old ex­pedi­ent, and add this last event to my chron­icle? I opened its pages once more, and wrote the above ac­count—with dif­fi­culty, at first, but gradu­ally my mind be­came more calm and steady. Thus sev­er­al hours have passed away: the time is draw­ing near; and now my eyes feel heavy and my frame ex­hausted. I will com­mend my cause to God, and then lie down and gain an hour or two of sleep; and then!—

			Little Ar­thur sleeps soundly. All the house is still: there can be no one watch­ing. The boxes were all cor­ded by Ben­son, and quietly con­veyed down the back stairs after dusk, and sent away in a cart to the M—— coach-of­fice. The name upon the cards was Mrs. Gra­ham, which ap­pel­la­tion I mean hence­forth to ad­opt. My moth­er’s maid­en name was Gra­ham, and there­fore I fancy I have some claim to it, and prefer it to any oth­er, ex­cept my own, which I dare not re­sume.

		
	
		
			XLIV

			Oc­to­ber 24th.—Thank heav­en, I am free and safe at last. Early we rose, swiftly and quietly dressed, slowly and stealth­ily des­cen­ded to the hall, where Ben­son stood ready with a light, to open the door and fasten it after us. We were ob­liged to let one man in­to our secret on ac­count of the boxes, etc. All the ser­vants were but too well ac­quain­ted with their mas­ter’s con­duct, and either Ben­son or John would have been will­ing to serve me; but as the former was more staid and eld­erly, and a crony of Rachel’s be­sides, I of course dir­ec­ted her to make choice of him as her as­sist­ant and con­fid­ant on the oc­ca­sion, as far as ne­ces­sity de­man­ded, I only hope he may not be brought in­to trouble thereby, and only wish I could re­ward him for the per­il­ous ser­vice he was so ready to un­der­take. I slipped two guineas in­to his hand, by way of re­mem­brance, as he stood in the door­way, hold­ing the candle to light our de­par­ture, with a tear in his hon­est grey eye, and a host of good wishes de­pic­ted on his sol­emn coun­ten­ance. Alas! I could of­fer no more: I had barely suf­fi­cient re­main­ing for the prob­able ex­penses of the jour­ney.

			What trem­bling joy it was when the little wick­et closed be­hind us, as we is­sued from the park! Then, for one mo­ment, I paused, to in­hale one draught of that cool, bra­cing air, and ven­ture one look back upon the house. All was dark and still: no light glimmered in the win­dows, no wreath of smoke ob­scured the stars that sparkled above it in the frosty sky. As I bade farewell forever to that place, the scene of so much guilt and misery, I felt glad that I had not left it be­fore, for now there was no doubt about the pro­pri­ety of such a step—no shad­ow of re­morse for him I left be­hind. There was noth­ing to dis­turb my joy but the fear of de­tec­tion; and every step re­moved us fur­ther from the chance of that.

			We had left Grassdale many miles be­hind us be­fore the round red sun arose to wel­come our de­liv­er­ance; and if any in­hab­it­ant of its vi­cin­ity had chanced to see us then, as we bowled along on the top of the coach, I scarcely think they would have sus­pec­ted our iden­tity. As I in­tend to be taken for a wid­ow, I thought it ad­vis­able to enter my new abode in mourn­ing: I was, there­fore, at­tired in a plain black silk dress and mantle, a black veil (which I kept care­fully over my face for the first twenty or thirty miles of the jour­ney), and a black silk bon­net, which I had been con­strained to bor­row of Rachel, for want of such an art­icle my­self. It was not in the new­est fash­ion, of course; but none the worse for that, un­der present cir­cum­stances. Ar­thur was clad in his plain­est clothes, and wrapped in a coarse wool­len shawl; and Rachel was muffled in a grey cloak and hood that had seen bet­ter days, and gave her more the ap­pear­ance of an or­din­ary though de­cent old wo­man, than of a lady’s-maid.

			Oh, what de­light it was to be thus seated aloft, rum­bling along the broad, sun­shiny road, with the fresh morn­ing breeze in my face, sur­roun­ded by an un­known coun­try, all smil­ing—cheer­fully, glor­i­ously smil­ing in the yel­low lustre of those early beams; with my darling child in my arms, al­most as happy as my­self, and my faith­ful friend be­side me: a pris­on and des­pair be­hind me, re­ced­ing fur­ther, fur­ther back at every clat­ter of the horses’ feet; and liberty and hope be­fore! I could hardly re­frain from prais­ing God aloud for my de­liv­er­ance, or as­ton­ish­ing my fel­low-pas­sen­gers by some sur­pris­ing out­burst of hil­ar­ity.

			But the jour­ney was a very long one, and we were all weary enough be­fore the close of it. It was far in­to the night when we reached the town of L——, and still we were sev­en miles from our jour­ney’s end; and there was no more coach­ing, nor any con­vey­ance to be had, ex­cept a com­mon cart, and that with the greatest dif­fi­culty, for half the town was in bed. And a dreary ride we had of it, that last stage of the jour­ney, cold and weary as we were; sit­ting on our boxes, with noth­ing to cling to, noth­ing to lean against, slowly dragged and cruelly shaken over the rough, hilly roads. But Ar­thur was asleep in Rachel’s lap, and between us we man­aged pretty well to shield him from the cold night air.

			At last we began to as­cend a ter­ribly steep and stony lane, which, in spite of the dark­ness, Rachel said she re­membered well: she had of­ten walked there with me in her arms, and little thought to come again so many years after, un­der such cir­cum­stances as the present. Ar­thur be­ing now awakened by the jolt­ing and the stop­pages, we all got out and walked. We had not far to go; but what if Fre­d­er­ick should not have re­ceived my let­ter? or if he should not have had time to pre­pare the rooms for our re­cep­tion, and we should find them all dark, damp, and com­fort­less, des­ti­tute of food, fire, and fur­niture, after all our toil?

			At length the grim, dark pile ap­peared be­fore us. The lane con­duc­ted us round by the back way. We entered the des­ol­ate court, and in breath­less anxi­ety sur­veyed the ru­in­ous mass. Was it all black­ness and des­ol­a­tion? No; one faint red glim­mer cheered us from a win­dow where the lat­tice was in good re­pair. The door was fastened, but after due knock­ing and wait­ing, and some par­ley­ing with a voice from an up­per win­dow, we were ad­mit­ted by an old wo­man who had been com­mis­sioned to air and keep the house till our ar­rival, in­to a tol­er­ably snug little apart­ment, formerly the scull­ery of the man­sion, which Fre­d­er­ick had now fit­ted up as a kit­chen. Here she pro­cured us a light, roused the fire to a cheer­ful blaze, and soon pre­pared a simple re­past for our re­fresh­ment; while we dis­en­cumbered ourselves of our trav­el­ling-gear, and took a hasty sur­vey of our new abode. Be­sides the kit­chen, there were two bed­rooms, a good-sized par­lour, and an­oth­er smal­ler one, which I destined for my stu­dio, all well aired and seem­ingly in good re­pair, but only partly fur­nished with a few old art­icles, chiefly of pon­der­ous black oak, the ver­it­able ones that had been there be­fore, and which had been kept as an­ti­quar­i­an rel­ics in my broth­er’s present res­id­ence, and now, in all haste, trans­por­ted back again.

			The old wo­man brought my sup­per and Ar­thur’s in­to the par­lour, and told me, with all due form­al­ity, that “the mas­ter de­sired his com­pli­ments to Mrs. Gra­ham, and he had pre­pared the rooms as well as he could upon so short a no­tice; but he would do him­self the pleas­ure of call­ing upon her to­mor­row, to re­ceive her fur­ther com­mands.”

			I was glad to as­cend the stern-look­ing stone stair­case, and lie down in the gloomy, old-fash­ioned bed, be­side my little Ar­thur. He was asleep in a minute; but, weary as I was, my ex­cited feel­ings and rest­less co­git­a­tions kept me awake till dawn began to struggle with the dark­ness; but sleep was sweet and re­fresh­ing when it came, and the wak­ing was de­light­ful bey­ond ex­pres­sion. It was little Ar­thur that roused me, with his gentle kisses. He was here, then, safely clasped in my arms, and many leagues away from his un­worthy fath­er! Broad day­light il­lumined the apart­ment, for the sun was high in heav­en, though ob­scured by rolling masses of au­tum­nal va­pour.

			The scene, in­deed, was not re­mark­ably cheer­ful in it­self, either with­in or without. The large bare room, with its grim old fur­niture, the nar­row, lat­ticed win­dows, re­veal­ing the dull, grey sky above and the des­ol­ate wil­der­ness be­low, where the dark stone walls and iron gate, the rank growth of grass and weeds, and the hardy ever­greens of preter­nat­ur­al forms, alone re­mained to tell that there had been once a garden—and the bleak and bar­ren fields bey­ond might have struck me as gloomy enough at an­oth­er time; but now, each sep­ar­ate ob­ject seemed to echo back my own ex­hil­ar­at­ing sense of hope and free­dom: in­def­in­ite dreams of the far past and bright an­ti­cip­a­tions of the fu­ture seemed to greet me at every turn. I should re­joice with more se­cur­ity, to be sure, had the broad sea rolled between my present and my former homes; but surely in this lonely spot I might re­main un­known; and then I had my broth­er here to cheer my solitude with his oc­ca­sion­al vis­its.

			He came that morn­ing; and I have had sev­er­al in­ter­views with him since; but he is ob­liged to be very cau­tious when and how he comes; not even his ser­vants or his best friends must know of his vis­its to Wild­fell—ex­cept on such oc­ca­sions as a land­lord might be ex­pec­ted to call upon a stranger ten­ant—lest sus­pi­cion should be ex­cited against me, wheth­er of the truth or of some slan­der­ous false­hood.

			I have now been here nearly a fort­night, and, but for one dis­turb­ing care, the haunt­ing dread of dis­cov­ery, I am com­fort­ably settled in my new home: Fre­d­er­ick has sup­plied me with all re­quis­ite fur­niture and paint­ing ma­ter­i­als: Rachel has sold most of my clothes for me, in a dis­tant town, and pro­cured me a ward­robe more suit­able to my present po­s­i­tion: I have a second­hand pi­ano, and a tol­er­ably well-stocked book­case in my par­lour; and my oth­er room has as­sumed quite a pro­fes­sion­al, busi­ness­like ap­pear­ance already. I am work­ing hard to re­pay my broth­er for all his ex­penses on my ac­count; not that there is the slight­est ne­ces­sity for any­thing of the kind, but it pleases me to do so: I shall have so much more pleas­ure in my la­bour, my earn­ings, my frugal fare, and house­hold eco­nomy, when I know that I am pay­ing my way hon­estly, and that what little I pos­sess is le­git­im­ately all my own; and that no one suf­fers for my folly—in a pe­cu­ni­ary way at least. I shall make him take the last penny I owe him, if I can pos­sibly ef­fect it without of­fend­ing him too deeply. I have a few pic­tures already done, for I told Rachel to pack up all I had; and she ex­ecuted her com­mis­sion but too well—for among the rest, she put up a por­trait of Mr. Hunt­ing­don that I had painted in the first year of my mar­riage. It struck me with dis­may, at the mo­ment, when I took it from the box and be­held those eyes fixed upon me in their mock­ing mirth, as if ex­ult­ing still in his power to con­trol my fate, and de­rid­ing my ef­forts to es­cape.

			How widely dif­fer­ent had been my feel­ings in paint­ing that por­trait to what they now were in look­ing upon it! How I had stud­ied and toiled to pro­duce some­thing, as I thought, worthy of the ori­gin­al! what mingled pleas­ure and dis­sat­is­fac­tion I had had in the res­ult of my la­bours!—pleas­ure for the like­ness I had caught; dis­sat­is­fac­tion, be­cause I had not made it hand­some enough. Now, I see no beauty in it—noth­ing pleas­ing in any part of its ex­pres­sion; and yet it is far hand­somer and far more agree­able—far less re­puls­ive I should rather say—than he is now: for these six years have wrought al­most as great a change upon him­self as on my feel­ings re­gard­ing him. The frame, how­ever, is hand­some enough; it will serve for an­oth­er paint­ing. The pic­ture it­self I have not des­troyed, as I had first in­ten­ded; I have put it aside; not, I think, from any lurk­ing ten­der­ness for the memory of past af­fec­tion, nor yet to re­mind me of my former folly, but chiefly that I may com­pare my son’s fea­tures and coun­ten­ance with this, as he grows up, and thus be en­abled to judge how much or how little he re­sembles his fath­er—if I may be al­lowed to keep him with me still, and nev­er to be­hold that fath­er’s face again—a bless­ing I hardly dare reck­on upon.

			It seems Mr. Hunt­ing­don is mak­ing every ex­er­tion to dis­cov­er the place of my re­treat. He has been in per­son to Staningley, seek­ing re­dress for his griev­ances—ex­pect­ing to hear of his vic­tims, if not to find them there—and has told so many lies, and with such un­blush­ing cool­ness, that my uncle more than half be­lieves him, and strongly ad­voc­ates my go­ing back to him and be­ing friends again. But my aunt knows bet­ter: she is too cool and cau­tious, and too well ac­quain­ted with both my hus­band’s char­ac­ter and my own to be im­posed upon by any spe­cious false­hoods the former could in­vent. But he does not want me back; he wants my child; and gives my friends to un­der­stand that if I prefer liv­ing apart from him, he will in­dulge the whim and let me do so un­mo­les­ted, and even settle a reas­on­able al­low­ance on me, provided I will im­me­di­ately de­liv­er up his son. But heav­en help me! I am not go­ing to sell my child for gold, though it were to save both him and me from starving: it would be bet­ter that he should die with me than that he should live with his fath­er.

			Fre­d­er­ick showed me a let­ter he had re­ceived from that gen­tle­man, full of cool im­pudence such as would as­ton­ish any­one who did not know him, but such as, I am con­vinced, none would know bet­ter how to an­swer than my broth­er. He gave me no ac­count of his reply, ex­cept to tell me that he had not ac­know­ledged his ac­quaint­ance with my place of refuge, but rather left it to be in­ferred that it was quite un­known to him, by say­ing it was use­less to ap­ply to him, or any oth­er of my re­la­tions, for in­form­a­tion on the sub­ject, as it ap­peared I had been driv­en to such ex­tremity that I had con­cealed my re­treat even from my best friends; but that if he had known it, or should at any time be made aware of it, most cer­tainly Mr. Hunt­ing­don would be the last per­son to whom he should com­mu­nic­ate the in­tel­li­gence; and that he need not trouble him­self to bar­gain for the child, for he (Fre­d­er­ick) fan­cied he knew enough of his sis­ter to en­able him to de­clare, that wherever she might be, or how­ever situ­ated, no con­sid­er­a­tion would in­duce her to de­liv­er him up.

			30th.—Alas! my kind neigh­bours will not let me alone. By some means they have fer­reted me out, and I have had to sus­tain vis­its from three dif­fer­ent fam­il­ies, all more or less bent upon dis­cov­er­ing who and what I am, whence I came, and why I have chosen such a home as this. Their so­ci­ety is un­ne­ces­sary to me, to say the least, and their curi­os­ity an­noys and alarms me: if I grat­i­fy it, it may lead to the ru­in of my son, and if I am too mys­ter­i­ous it will only ex­cite their sus­pi­cions, in­vite con­jec­ture, and rouse them to great­er ex­er­tions—and per­haps be the means of spread­ing my fame from par­ish to par­ish, till it reach the ears of someone who will carry it to the Lord of Grassdale Man­or.

			I shall be ex­pec­ted to re­turn their calls, but if, upon in­quiry, I find that any of them live too far away for Ar­thur to ac­com­pany me, they must ex­pect in vain for a while, for I can­not bear to leave him, un­less it be to go to church, and I have not at­temp­ted that yet: for—it may be fool­ish weak­ness, but I am un­der such con­stant dread of his be­ing snatched away, that I am nev­er easy when he is not by my side; and I fear these nervous ter­rors would so en­tirely dis­turb my de­vo­tions, that I should ob­tain no be­ne­fit from the at­tend­ance. I mean, how­ever, to make the ex­per­i­ment next Sunday, and ob­lige my­self to leave him in charge of Rachel for a few hours. It will be a hard task, but surely no im­prudence; and the vicar has been to scold me for my neg­lect of the or­din­ances of re­li­gion. I had no suf­fi­cient ex­cuse to of­fer, and I prom­ised, if all were well, he should see me in my pew next Sunday; for I do not wish to be set down as an in­fi­del; and, be­sides, I know I should de­rive great com­fort and be­ne­fit from an oc­ca­sion­al at­tend­ance at pub­lic wor­ship, if I could only have faith and forti­tude to com­pose my thoughts in con­form­ity with the sol­emn oc­ca­sion, and for­bid them to be forever dwell­ing on my ab­sent child, and on the dread­ful pos­sib­il­ity of find­ing him gone when I re­turn; and surely God in His mercy will pre­serve me from so severe a tri­al: for my child’s own sake, if not for mine, He will not suf­fer him to be torn away.

			Novem­ber 3rd.—I have made some fur­ther ac­quaint­ance with my neigh­bours. The fine gen­tle­man and beau of the par­ish and its vi­cin­ity (in his own es­tim­a­tion, at least) is a young. …

			

			Here it ended. The rest was torn away. How cruel, just when she was go­ing to men­tion me! for I could not doubt it was your humble ser­vant she was about to men­tion, though not very fa­vour­ably, of course. I could tell that, as well by those few words as by the re­col­lec­tion of her whole as­pect and de­mean­our to­wards me in the com­mence­ment of our ac­quaint­ance. Well! I could read­ily for­give her pre­ju­dice against me, and her hard thoughts of our sex in gen­er­al, when I saw to what bril­liant spe­ci­mens her ex­per­i­ence had been lim­ited.

			Re­spect­ing me, how­ever, she had long since seen her er­ror, and per­haps fallen in­to an­oth­er in the op­pos­ite ex­treme: for if, at first, her opin­ion of me had been lower than I de­served, I was con­vinced that now my deserts were lower than her opin­ion; and if the former part of this con­tinu­ation had been torn away to avoid wound­ing my feel­ings, per­haps the lat­ter por­tion had been re­moved for fear of min­is­ter­ing too much to my self-con­ceit. At any rate, I would have giv­en much to have seen it all—to have wit­nessed the gradu­al change, and watched the pro­gress of her es­teem and friend­ship for me, and whatever warm­er feel­ing she might have; to have seen how much of love there was in her re­gard, and how it had grown upon her in spite of her vir­tu­ous res­ol­u­tions and strenu­ous ex­er­tions to—but no, I had no right to see it: all this was too sac­red for any eyes but her own, and she had done well to keep it from me.

		
	
		
			XLV

			Well, Halford, what do you think of all this? and while you read it, did you ever pic­ture to your­self what my feel­ings would prob­ably be dur­ing its per­us­al? Most likely not; but I am not go­ing to des­cant upon them now: I will only make this ac­know­ledg­ment, little hon­our­able as it may be to hu­man nature, and es­pe­cially to my­self—that the former half of the nar­rat­ive was, to me, more pain­ful than the lat­ter, not that I was at all in­sens­ible to Mrs. Hunt­ing­don’s wrongs or un­moved by her suf­fer­ings, but, I must con­fess, I felt a kind of selfish grat­i­fic­a­tion in watch­ing her hus­band’s gradu­al de­cline in her good graces, and see­ing how com­pletely he ex­tin­guished all her af­fec­tion at last. The ef­fect of the whole, how­ever, in spite of all my sym­pathy for her, and my fury against him, was to re­lieve my mind of an in­tol­er­able bur­den, and fill my heart with joy, as if some friend had roused me from a dread­ful night­mare.

			It was now near eight o’clock in the morn­ing, for my candle had ex­pired in the midst of my per­us­al, leav­ing me no al­tern­at­ive but to get an­oth­er, at the ex­pense of alarm­ing the house, or to go to bed, and wait the re­turn of day­light. On my moth­er’s ac­count, I chose the lat­ter; but how will­ingly I sought my pil­low, and how much sleep it brought me, I leave you to ima­gine.

			At the first ap­pear­ance of dawn, I rose, and brought the ma­nu­script to the win­dow, but it was im­possible to read it yet. I de­voted half an hour to dress­ing, and then re­turned to it again. Now, with a little dif­fi­culty, I could man­age; and with in­tense and eager in­terest, I de­voured the re­mainder of its con­tents. When it was ended, and my tran­si­ent re­gret at its ab­rupt con­clu­sion was over, I opened the win­dow and put out my head to catch the cool­ing breeze, and im­bibe deep draughts of the pure morn­ing air. A splen­did morn­ing it was; the half-frozen dew lay thick on the grass, the swal­lows were twit­ter­ing round me, the rooks caw­ing, and cows low­ing in the dis­tance; and early frost and sum­mer sun­shine mingled their sweet­ness in the air. But I did not think of that: a con­fu­sion of count­less thoughts and var­ied emo­tions crowded upon me while I gazed ab­strac­tedly on the lovely face of nature. Soon, how­ever, this chaos of thoughts and pas­sions cleared away, giv­ing place to two dis­tinct emo­tions: joy un­speak­able that my ad­ored Helen was all I wished to think her—that through the noi­some va­pours of the world’s as­per­sions and my own fan­cied con­vic­tions, her char­ac­ter shone bright, and clear, and stain­less as that sun I could not bear to look on; and shame and deep re­morse for my own con­duct.

			Im­me­di­ately after break­fast I hur­ried over to Wild­fell Hall. Rachel had ris­en many de­grees in my es­tim­a­tion since yes­ter­day. I was ready to greet her quite as an old friend; but every kindly im­pulse was checked by the look of cold dis­trust she cast upon me on open­ing the door. The old vir­gin had con­sti­tuted her­self the guard­i­an of her lady’s hon­our, I sup­pose, and doubt­less she saw in me an­oth­er Mr. Har­grave, only the more dan­ger­ous in be­ing more es­teemed and trus­ted by her mis­tress.

			“Mis­sis can’t see any­one today, sir—she’s poorly,” said she, in an­swer to my in­quiry for Mrs. Gra­ham.

			“But I must see her, Rachel,” said I, pla­cing my hand on the door to pre­vent its be­ing shut against me.

			“In­deed, sir, you can’t,” replied she, set­tling her coun­ten­ance in still more iron fri­gid­ity than be­fore.

			“Be so good as to an­nounce me.”

			“It’s no man­ner of use, Mr. Markham; she’s poorly, I tell you.”

			Just in time to pre­vent me from com­mit­ting the im­pro­pri­ety of tak­ing the cit­adel by storm, and push­ing for­ward un­an­nounced, an in­ner door opened, and little Ar­thur ap­peared with his frol­ic­some play­fel­low, the dog. He seized my hand between both his, and smil­ingly drew me for­ward.

			“Mamma says you’re to come in, Mr. Markham,” said he, “and I am to go out and play with Rover.”

			Rachel re­tired with a sigh, and I stepped in­to the par­lour and shut the door. There, be­fore the fire­place, stood the tall, grace­ful fig­ure, wasted with many sor­rows. I cast the ma­nu­script on the table, and looked in her face. Anxious and pale, it was turned to­wards me; her clear, dark eyes were fixed on mine with a gaze so in­tensely earn­est that they bound me like a spell.

			“Have you looked it over?” she mur­mured. The spell was broken.

			“I’ve read it through,” said I, ad­van­cing in­to the room—“and I want to know if you’ll for­give me—if you can for­give me?”

			She did not an­swer, but her eyes glistened, and a faint red mantled on her lip and cheek. As I ap­proached, she ab­ruptly turned away, and went to the win­dow. It was not in an­ger, I was well as­sured, but only to con­ceal or con­trol her emo­tion. I there­fore ven­tured to fol­low and stand be­side her there—but not to speak. She gave me her hand, without turn­ing her head, and mur­mured in a voice she strove in vain to steady—“Can you for­give me?”

			It might be deemed a breach of trust, I thought, to con­vey that lily hand to my lips, so I only gently pressed it between my own, and smil­ingly replied—“I hardly can. You should have told me this be­fore. It shows a want of con­fid­ence—”

			“Oh, no,” cried she, eagerly in­ter­rupt­ing me; “it was not that. It was no want of con­fid­ence in you; but if I had told you any­thing of my his­tory, I must have told you all, in or­der to ex­cuse my con­duct; and I might well shrink from such a dis­clos­ure, till ne­ces­sity ob­liged me to make it. But you for­give me?—I have done very, very wrong, I know; but, as usu­al, I have reaped the bit­ter fruits of my own er­ror—and must reap them to the end.”

			Bit­ter, in­deed, was the tone of an­guish, repressed by res­ol­ute firm­ness, in which this was spoken. Now, I raised her hand to my lips, and fer­vently kissed it again and again; for tears pre­ven­ted any oth­er reply. She suffered these wild caresses without res­ist­ance or re­sent­ment; then, sud­denly turn­ing from me, she paced twice or thrice through the room. I knew by the con­trac­tion of her brow, the tight com­pres­sion of her lips, and wringing of her hands, that mean­time a vi­ol­ent con­flict between reas­on and pas­sion was si­lently passing with­in. At length she paused be­fore the empty fire­place, and turn­ing to me, said calmly—if that might be called calmness which was so evid­ently the res­ult of a vi­ol­ent ef­fort—“Now, Gil­bert, you must leave me—not this mo­ment, but soon—and you must nev­er come again.”

			“Nev­er again, Helen? just when I love you more than ever.”

			“For that very reas­on, if it be so, we should not meet again. I thought this in­ter­view was ne­ces­sary—at least, I per­suaded my­self it was so—that we might sev­er­ally ask and re­ceive each oth­er’s par­don for the past; but there can be no ex­cuse for an­oth­er. I shall leave this place, as soon as I have means to seek an­oth­er asylum; but our in­ter­course must end here.”

			“End here!” echoed I; and ap­proach­ing the high, carved chim­neypiece, I leant my hand against its heavy mould­ings, and dropped my fore­head upon it in si­lent, sul­len des­pond­ency.

			“You must not come again,” con­tin­ued she. There was a slight tremor in her voice, but I thought her whole man­ner was pro­vok­ingly com­posed, con­sid­er­ing the dread­ful sen­tence she pro­nounced. “You must know why I tell you so,” she re­sumed; “and you must see that it is bet­ter to part at once:—if it be hard to say adieu forever, you ought to help me.” She paused. I did not an­swer. “Will you prom­ise not to come?—if you won’t, and if you do come here again, you will drive me away be­fore I know where to find an­oth­er place of refuge—or how to seek it.”

			“Helen,” said I, turn­ing im­pa­tiently to­wards her, “I can­not dis­cuss the mat­ter of etern­al sep­ar­a­tion calmly and dis­pas­sion­ately as you can do. It is no ques­tion of mere ex­pedi­ence with me; it is a ques­tion of life and death!”

			She was si­lent. Her pale lips quivered, and her fin­gers trembled with agit­a­tion, as she nervously en­twined them in the hair-chain to which was ap­pen­ded her small gold watch—the only thing of value she had per­mit­ted her­self to keep. I had said an un­just and cruel thing; but I must needs fol­low it up with some­thing worse.

			“But, Helen!” I began in a soft, low tone, not dar­ing to raise my eyes to her face, “that man is not your hus­band: in the sight of heav­en he has for­feited all claim to—” She seized my arm with a grasp of start­ling en­ergy.

			“Gil­bert, don’t!” she cried, in a tone that would have pierced a heart of adam­ant. “For God’s sake, don’t you at­tempt these ar­gu­ments! No fiend could tor­ture me like this!”

			“I won’t, I won’t!” said I, gently lay­ing my hand on hers; al­most as much alarmed at her vehe­mence as ashamed of my own mis­con­duct.

			“In­stead of act­ing like a true friend,” con­tin­ued she, break­ing from me, and throw­ing her­self in­to the old arm­chair, “and help­ing me with all your might—or rather tak­ing your own part in the struggle of right against pas­sion—you leave all the bur­den to me;—and not sat­is­fied with that, you do your ut­most to fight against me—when you know that!—” she paused, and hid her face in her handker­chief.

			“For­give me, Helen!” pleaded I. “I will nev­er ut­ter an­oth­er word on the sub­ject. But may we not still meet as friends?”

			“It will not do,” she replied, mourn­fully shak­ing her head; and then she raised her eyes to mine, with a mildly re­proach­ful look that seemed to say, “You must know that as well as I.”

			“Then what must we do?” cried I, pas­sion­ately. But im­me­di­ately I ad­ded in a quieter tone—“I’ll do whatever you de­sire; only don’t say that this meet­ing is to be our last.”

			“And why not? Don’t you know that every time we meet the thoughts of the fi­nal part­ing will be­come more pain­ful? Don’t you feel that every in­ter­view makes us dear­er to each oth­er than the last?”

			The ut­ter­ance of this last ques­tion was hur­ried and low, and the down­cast eyes and burn­ing blush too plainly showed that she, at least, had felt it. It was scarcely prudent to make such an ad­mis­sion, or to add—as she presently did—“I have power to bid you go, now: an­oth­er time it might be dif­fer­ent,”—but I was not base enough to at­tempt to take ad­vant­age of her cand­our.

			“But we may write,” I tim­idly sug­ges­ted. “You will not deny me that con­sol­a­tion?”

			“We can hear of each oth­er through my broth­er.”

			“Your broth­er!” A pang of re­morse and shame shot through me. She had not heard of the in­jury he had sus­tained at my hands; and I had not the cour­age to tell her. “Your broth­er will not help us,” I said: “he would have all com­mu­nion between us to be en­tirely at an end.”

			“And he would be right, I sup­pose. As a friend of both, he would wish us both well; and every friend would tell us it was our in­terest, as well as our duty, to for­get each oth­er, though we might not see it ourselves. But don’t be afraid, Gil­bert,” she ad­ded, smil­ing sadly at my mani­fest dis­com­pos­ure; “there is little chance of my for­get­ting you. But I did not mean that Fre­d­er­ick should be the means of trans­mit­ting mes­sages between us—only that each might know, through him, of the oth­er’s wel­fare;—and more than this ought not to be: for you are young, Gil­bert, and you ought to marry—and will some time, though you may think it im­possible now: and though I hardly can say I wish you to for­get me, I know it is right that you should, both for your own hap­pi­ness, and that of your fu­ture wife;—and there­fore I must and will wish it,” she ad­ded res­ol­utely.

			“And you are young too, Helen,” I boldly replied; “and when that prof­lig­ate scoun­drel has run through his ca­reer, you will give your hand to me—I’ll wait till then.”

			But she would not leave me this sup­port. In­de­pend­ently of the mor­al evil of basing our hopes upon the death of an­oth­er, who, if un­fit for this world, was at least no less so for the next, and whose ameli­or­a­tion would thus be­come our bane and his greatest trans­gres­sion our greatest be­ne­fit—she main­tained it to be mad­ness: many men of Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s habits had lived to a ripe though miser­able old age. “And if I,” said she, “am young in years, I am old in sor­row; but even if trouble should fail to kill me be­fore vice des­troys him, think, if he reached but fifty years or so, would you wait twenty or fif­teen—in vague un­cer­tainty and sus­pense—through all the prime of youth and man­hood—and marry at last a wo­man faded and worn as I shall be—without ever hav­ing seen me from this day to that?—You would not,” she con­tin­ued, in­ter­rupt­ing my earn­est prot­est­a­tions of un­fail­ing con­stancy—“or if you would, you should not. Trust me, Gil­bert; in this mat­ter I know bet­ter than you. You think me cold and stony-hearted, and you may, but—”

			“I don’t, Helen.”

			“Well, nev­er mind: you might if you would: but I have not spent my solitude in ut­ter idle­ness, and I am not speak­ing now from the im­pulse of the mo­ment, as you do. I have thought of all these mat­ters again and again; I have ar­gued these ques­tions with my­self, and pondered well our past, and present, and fu­ture ca­reer; and, be­lieve me, I have come to the right con­clu­sion at last. Trust my words rather than your own feel­ings now, and in a few years you will see that I was right—though at present I hardly can see it my­self,” she mur­mured with a sigh as she res­ted her head on her hand. “And don’t ar­gue against me any more: all you can say has been already said by my own heart and re­futed by my reas­on. It was hard enough to com­bat those sug­ges­tions as they were whispered with­in me; in your mouth they are ten times worse, and if you knew how much they pain me you would cease at once, I know. If you knew my present feel­ings, you would even try to re­lieve them at the ex­pense of your own.”

			“I will go—in a minute, if that can re­lieve you—and nev­er re­turn!” said I, with bit­ter em­phas­is. “But, if we may nev­er meet, and nev­er hope to meet again, is it a crime to ex­change our thoughts by let­ter? May not kindred spir­its meet, and mingle in com­mu­nion, whatever be the fate and cir­cum­stances of their earthly tene­ments?”

			“They may, they may!” cried she, with a mo­ment­ary burst of glad en­thu­si­asm. “I thought of that too, Gil­bert, but I feared to men­tion it, be­cause I feared you would not un­der­stand my views upon the sub­ject. I fear it even now—I fear any kind friend would tell us we are both de­lud­ing ourselves with the idea of keep­ing up a spir­itu­al in­ter­course without hope or pro­spect of any­thing fur­ther—without fos­ter­ing vain re­grets and hurt­ful as­pir­a­tions, and feed­ing thoughts that should be sternly and piti­lessly left to per­ish of in­an­i­tion.”

			“Nev­er mind our kind friends: if they can part our bod­ies, it is enough; in God’s name, let them not sun­der our souls!” cried I, in ter­ror lest she should deem it her duty to deny us this last re­main­ing con­sol­a­tion.

			“But no let­ters can pass between us here,” said she, “without giv­ing fresh food for scan­dal; and when I de­par­ted, I had in­ten­ded that my new abode should be un­known to you as to the rest of the world; not that I should doubt your word if you prom­ised not to vis­it me, but I thought you would be more tran­quil in your own mind if you knew you could not do it, and likely to find less dif­fi­culty in ab­stract­ing your­self from me if you could not pic­ture my situ­ation to your mind. But listen,” said she, smil­ingly put­ting up her fin­ger to check my im­pa­tient reply: “in six months you shall hear from Fre­d­er­ick pre­cisely where I am; and if you still re­tain your wish to write to me, and think you can main­tain a cor­res­pond­ence all thought, all spir­it—such as dis­em­bod­ied souls or un­im­pas­sioned friends, at least, might hold—write, and I will an­swer you.”

			“Six months!”

			“Yes, to give your present ar­dour time to cool, and try the truth and con­stancy of your soul’s love for mine. And now, enough has been said between us. Why can’t we part at once?” ex­claimed she, al­most wildly, after a mo­ment’s pause, as she sud­denly rose from her chair, with her hands res­ol­utely clasped to­geth­er. I thought it was my duty to go without delay; and I ap­proached and half ex­ten­ded my hand as if to take leave—she grasped it in si­lence. But this thought of fi­nal sep­ar­a­tion was too in­tol­er­able: it seemed to squeeze the blood out of my heart; and my feet were glued to the floor.

			“And must we nev­er meet again?” I mur­mured, in the an­guish of my soul.

			“We shall meet in heav­en. Let us think of that,” said she in a tone of des­per­ate calmness; but her eyes glittered wildly, and her face was deadly pale.

			“But not as we are now,” I could not help reply­ing. “It gives me little con­sol­a­tion to think I shall next be­hold you as a dis­em­bod­ied spir­it, or an altered be­ing, with a frame per­fect and glor­i­ous, but not like this!—and a heart, per­haps, en­tirely es­tranged from me.”

			“No, Gil­bert, there is per­fect love in heav­en!”

			“So per­fect, I sup­pose, that it soars above dis­tinc­tions, and you will have no closer sym­pathy with me than with any one of the ten thou­sand thou­sand an­gels and the in­nu­mer­able mul­ti­tude of happy spir­its round us.”

			“Whatever I am, you will be the same, and, there­fore, can­not pos­sibly re­gret it; and whatever that change may be we know it must be for the bet­ter.”

			“But if I am to be so changed that I shall cease to ad­ore you with my whole heart and soul, and love you bey­ond every oth­er creature, I shall not be my­self; and though, if ever I win heav­en at all, I must, I know, be in­fin­itely bet­ter and hap­pi­er than I am now, my earthly nature can­not re­joice in the an­ti­cip­a­tion of such beatitude, from which it­self and its chief joy must be ex­cluded.”

			“Is your love all earthly, then?”

			“No, but I am sup­pos­ing we shall have no more in­tim­ate com­mu­nion with each oth­er than with the rest.”

			“If so, it will be be­cause we love them more, and not each oth­er less. In­crease of love brings in­crease of hap­pi­ness, when it is mu­tu­al, and pure as that will be.”

			“But can you, Helen, con­tem­plate with de­light this pro­spect of los­ing me in a sea of glory?”

			“I own I can­not; but we know not that it will be so;—and I do know that to re­gret the ex­change of earthly pleas­ures for the joys of heav­en, is as if the grov­el­ling cater­pil­lar should lament that it must one day quit the nibbled leaf to soar aloft and flut­ter through the air, rov­ing at will from flower to flower, sip­ping sweet honey from their cups, or bask­ing in their sunny petals. If these little creatures knew how great a change awaited them, no doubt they would re­gret it; but would not all such sor­row be mis­placed? And if that il­lus­tra­tion will not move you, here is an­oth­er:—We are chil­dren now; we feel as chil­dren, and we un­der­stand as chil­dren; and when we are told that men and wo­men do not play with toys, and that our com­pan­ions will one day weary of the trivi­al sports and oc­cu­pa­tions that in­terest them and us so deeply now, we can­not help be­ing saddened at the thoughts of such an al­ter­a­tion, be­cause we can­not con­ceive that as we grow up our own minds will be­come so en­larged and el­ev­ated that we ourselves shall then re­gard as tri­fling those ob­jects and pur­suits we now so fondly cher­ish, and that, though our com­pan­ions will no longer join us in those child­ish pas­times, they will drink with us at oth­er foun­tains of de­light, and mingle their souls with ours in high­er aims and no­bler oc­cu­pa­tions bey­ond our present com­pre­hen­sion, but not less deeply rel­ished or less truly good for that, while yet both we and they re­main es­sen­tially the same in­di­vidu­als as be­fore. But, Gil­bert, can you really de­rive no con­sol­a­tion from the thought that we may meet to­geth­er where there is no more pain and sor­row, no more striv­ing against sin, and strug­gling of the spir­it against the flesh; where both will be­hold the same glor­i­ous truths, and drink ex­al­ted and su­preme fe­li­city from the same foun­tain of light and good­ness—that Be­ing whom both will wor­ship with the same in­tens­ity of holy ar­dour—and where pure and happy creatures both will love with the same di­vine af­fec­tion? If you can­not, nev­er write to me!”

			“Helen, I can! if faith would nev­er fail.”

			“Now, then,” ex­claimed she, “while this hope is strong with­in us—”

			“We will part,” I cried. “You shall not have the pain of an­oth­er ef­fort to dis­miss me. I will go at once; but—”

			I did not put my re­quest in words: she un­der­stood it in­stinct­ively, and this time she yiel­ded too—or rather, there was noth­ing so de­lib­er­ate as re­quest­ing or yield­ing in the mat­ter: there was a sud­den im­pulse that neither could res­ist. One mo­ment I stood and looked in­to her face, the next I held her to my heart, and we seemed to grow to­geth­er in a close em­brace from which no phys­ic­al or men­tal force could rend us. A whispered “God bless you!” and “Go—go!” was all she said; but while she spoke she held me so fast that, without vi­ol­ence, I could not have obeyed her. At length, how­ever, by some hero­ic ef­fort, we tore ourselves apart, and I rushed from the house.

			I have a con­fused re­mem­brance of see­ing little Ar­thur run­ning up the garden-walk to meet me, and of bolt­ing over the wall to avoid him—and sub­sequently run­ning down the steep fields, clear­ing the stone fences and hedges as they came in my way, till I got com­pletely out of sight of the old hall and down to the bot­tom of the hill; and then of long hours spent in bit­ter tears and lam­ent­a­tions, and mel­an­choly mus­ings in the lonely val­ley, with the etern­al mu­sic in my ears, of the west wind rush­ing through the over­shad­ow­ing trees, and the brook bab­bling and gurg­ling along its stony bed; my eyes, for the most part, va­cantly fixed on the deep, chequered shades rest­lessly play­ing over the bright sunny grass at my feet, where now and then a withered leaf or two would come dan­cing to share the rev­elry; but my heart was away up the hill in that dark room where she was weep­ing des­ol­ate and alone—she whom I was not to com­fort, not to see again, till years or suf­fer­ing had over­come us both, and torn our spir­its from their per­ish­ing abodes of clay.

			There was little busi­ness done that day, you may be sure. The farm was aban­doned to the la­bour­ers, and the la­bour­ers were left to their own devices. But one duty must be at­ten­ded to; I had not for­got­ten my as­sault upon Fre­d­er­ick Lawrence; and I must see him to apo­lo­gise for the un­happy deed. I would fain have put it off till the mor­row; but what if he should de­nounce me to his sis­ter in the mean­time? No, no! I must ask his par­don today, and en­treat him to be le­ni­ent in his ac­cus­a­tion, if the rev­el­a­tion must be made. I de­ferred it, how­ever, till the even­ing, when my spir­its were more com­posed, and when—oh, won­der­ful per­versity of hu­man nature!—some faint germs of in­def­in­ite hopes were be­gin­ning to rise in my mind; not that I in­ten­ded to cher­ish them, after all that had been said on the sub­ject, but there they must lie for a while, un­crushed though not en­cour­aged, till I had learnt to live without them.

			Ar­rived at Wood­ford, the young squire’s abode, I found no little dif­fi­culty in ob­tain­ing ad­mis­sion to his pres­ence. The ser­vant that opened the door told me his mas­ter was very ill, and seemed to think it doubt­ful wheth­er he would be able to see me. I was not go­ing to be baulked, how­ever. I waited calmly in the hall to be an­nounced, but in­wardly de­term­ined to take no deni­al. The mes­sage was such as I ex­pec­ted—a po­lite in­tim­a­tion that Mr. Lawrence could see no one; he was fe­ver­ish, and must not be dis­turbed.

			“I shall not dis­turb him long,” said I; “but I must see him for a mo­ment: it is on busi­ness of im­port­ance that I wish to speak to him.”

			“I’ll tell him, sir,” said the man. And I ad­vanced fur­ther in­to the hall and fol­lowed him nearly to the door of the apart­ment where his mas­ter was—for it seemed he was not in bed. The an­swer re­turned was that Mr. Lawrence hoped I would be so good as to leave a mes­sage or a note with the ser­vant, as he could at­tend to no busi­ness at present.

			“He may as well see me as you,” said I; and, step­ping past the as­ton­ished foot­man, I boldly rapped at the door, entered, and closed it be­hind me. The room was spa­cious and hand­somely fur­nished—very com­fort­ably, too, for a bach­el­or. A clear, red fire was burn­ing in the pol­ished grate: a su­per­an­nu­ated grey­hound, giv­en up to idle­ness and good liv­ing, lay bask­ing be­fore it on the thick, soft rug, on one corner of which, be­side the sofa, sat a smart young spring­er, look­ing wist­fully up in its mas­ter’s face—per­haps ask­ing per­mis­sion to share his couch, or, it might be, only so­li­cit­ing a caress from his hand or a kind word from his lips. The in­val­id him­self looked very in­ter­est­ing as he lay re­clin­ing there, in his el­eg­ant dress­ing-gown, with a silk handker­chief bound across his temples. His usu­ally pale face was flushed and fe­ver­ish; his eyes were half closed, un­til he be­came sens­ible of my pres­ence—and then he opened them wide enough: one hand was thrown list­lessly over the back of the sofa, and held a small volume, with which, ap­par­ently, he had been vainly at­tempt­ing to be­guile the weary hours. He dropped it, how­ever, in his start of in­dig­nant sur­prise as I ad­vanced in­to the room and stood be­fore him on the rug. He raised him­self on his pil­lows, and gazed upon me with equal de­grees of nervous hor­ror, an­ger, and amazement de­pic­ted on his coun­ten­ance.

			“Mr. Markham, I scarcely ex­pec­ted this!” he said; and the blood left his cheek as he spoke.

			“I know you didn’t,” answered I; “but be quiet a minute, and I’ll tell you what I came for.” Un­think­ingly, I ad­vanced a step or two near­er. He winced at my ap­proach, with an ex­pres­sion of aver­sion and in­stinct­ive phys­ic­al fear any­thing but con­cili­at­ory to my feel­ings. I stepped back, how­ever.

			“Make your story a short one,” said he, put­ting his hand on the small sil­ver bell that stood on the table be­side him, “or I shall be ob­liged to call for as­sist­ance. I am in no state to bear your bru­tal­it­ies now, or your pres­ence either.” And in truth the mois­ture star­ted from his pores and stood on his pale fore­head like dew.

			Such a re­cep­tion was hardly cal­cu­lated to di­min­ish the dif­fi­culties of my un­en­vi­able task. It must be per­formed how­ever, in some fash­ion; and so I plunged in­to it at once, and floundered through it as I could.

			“The truth is, Lawrence,” said I, “I have not ac­ted quite cor­rectly to­wards you of late—es­pe­cially on this last oc­ca­sion; and I’m come to—in short, to ex­press my re­gret for what has been done, and to beg your par­don. If you don’t choose to grant it,” I ad­ded hast­ily, not lik­ing the as­pect of his face, “it’s no mat­ter; only I’ve done my duty—that’s all.”

			“It’s eas­ily done,” replied he, with a faint smile bor­der­ing on a sneer: “to ab­use your friend and knock him on the head without any as­signable cause, and then tell him the deed was not quite cor­rect, but it’s no mat­ter wheth­er he par­dons it or not.”

			“I for­got to tell you that it was in con­sequence of a mis­take,”—muttered I. “I should have made a very hand­some apo­logy, but you pro­voked me so con­foun­dedly with your—. Well, I sup­pose it’s my fault. The fact is, I didn’t know that you were Mrs. Gra­ham’s broth­er, and I saw and heard some things re­spect­ing your con­duct to­wards her which were cal­cu­lated to awaken un­pleas­ant sus­pi­cions, that, al­low me to say, a little cand­our and con­fid­ence on your part might have re­moved; and, at last, I chanced to over­hear a part of a con­ver­sa­tion between you and her that made me think I had a right to hate you.”

			“And how came you to know that I was her broth­er?” asked he, in some anxi­ety.

			“She told me her­self. She told me all. She knew I might be trus­ted. But you needn’t dis­turb your­self about that, Mr. Lawrence, for I’ve seen the last of her!”

			“The last! Is she gone, then?”

			“No; but she has bid adieu to me, and I have prom­ised nev­er to go near that house again while she in­hab­its it.” I could have groaned aloud at the bit­ter thoughts awakened by this turn in the dis­course. But I only clenched my hands and stamped my foot upon the rug. My com­pan­ion, how­ever, was evid­ently re­lieved.

			“You have done right,” he said, in a tone of un­qual­i­fied ap­prob­a­tion, while his face brightened in­to al­most a sunny ex­pres­sion. “And as for the mis­take, I am sorry for both our sakes that it should have oc­curred. Per­haps you can for­give my want of cand­our, and re­mem­ber, as some par­tial mit­ig­a­tion of the of­fence, how little en­cour­age­ment to friendly con­fid­ence you have giv­en me of late.”

			“Yes, yes—I re­mem­ber it all: nobody can blame me more than I blame my­self in my own heart; at any rate, nobody can re­gret more sin­cerely than I do the res­ult of my bru­tal­ity, as you rightly term it.”

			“Nev­er mind that,” said he, faintly smil­ing; “let us for­get all un­pleas­ant words on both sides, as well as deeds, and con­sign to ob­li­vi­on everything that we have cause to re­gret. Have you any ob­jec­tion to take my hand, or you’d rather not?” It trembled through weak­ness as he held it out, and dropped be­fore I had time to catch it and give it a hearty squeeze, which he had not the strength to re­turn.

			“How dry and burn­ing your hand is, Lawrence,” said I. “You are really ill, and I have made you worse by all this talk.”

			“Oh, it is noth­ing; only a cold got by the rain.”

			“My do­ing, too.”

			“Nev­er mind that. But tell me, did you men­tion this af­fair to my sis­ter?”

			“To con­fess the truth, I had not the cour­age to do so; but when you tell her, will you just say that I deeply re­gret it, and—?”

			“Oh, nev­er fear! I shall say noth­ing against you, as long as you keep your good res­ol­u­tion of re­main­ing aloof from her. She has not heard of my ill­ness, then, that you are aware of?”

			“I think not.”

			“I’m glad of that, for I have been all this time tor­ment­ing my­self with the fear that some­body would tell her I was dy­ing, or des­per­ately ill, and she would be either dis­tress­ing her­self on ac­count of her in­ab­il­ity to hear from me or do me any good, or per­haps com­mit­ting the mad­ness of com­ing to see me. I must con­trive to let her know some­thing about it, if I can,” con­tin­ued he, re­flect­ively, “or she will be hear­ing some such story. Many would be glad to tell her such news, just to see how she would take it; and then she might ex­pose her­self to fresh scan­dal.”

			“I wish I had told her,” said I. “If it were not for my prom­ise, I would tell her now.”

			“By no means! I am not dream­ing of that;—but if I were to write a short note, now, not men­tion­ing you, Markham, but just giv­ing a slight ac­count of my ill­ness, by way of ex­cuse for my not com­ing to see her, and to put her on her guard against any ex­ag­ger­ated re­ports she may hear—and ad­dress it in a dis­guised hand—would you do me the fa­vour to slip it in­to the post-of­fice as you pass? for I dare not trust any of the ser­vants in such a case.”

			Most will­ingly I con­sen­ted, and im­me­di­ately brought him his desk. There was little need to dis­guise his hand, for the poor fel­low seemed to have con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty in writ­ing at all, so as to be legible. When the note was done, I thought it time to re­tire, and took leave, after ask­ing if there was any­thing in the world I could do for him, little or great, in the way of al­le­vi­at­ing his suf­fer­ings, and re­pair­ing the in­jury I had done.

			“No,” said he; “you have already done much to­wards it; you have done more for me than the most skil­ful phys­i­cian could do: for you have re­lieved my mind of two great bur­dens—anxi­ety on my sis­ter’s ac­count, and deep re­gret upon your own: for I do be­lieve these two sources of tor­ment have had more ef­fect in work­ing me up in­to a fever than any­thing else; and I am per­suaded I shall soon re­cov­er now. There is one more thing you can do for me, and that is, come and see me now and then—for you see I am very lonely here, and I prom­ise your en­trance shall not be dis­puted again.”

			I en­gaged to do so, and de­par­ted with a cor­di­al pres­sure of the hand. I pos­ted the let­ter on my way home, most man­fully res­ist­ing the tempta­tion of drop­ping in a word from my­self at the same time.

		
	
		
			XLVI

			I felt strongly temp­ted, at times, to en­light­en my moth­er and sis­ter on the real char­ac­ter and cir­cum­stances of the per­se­cuted ten­ant of Wild­fell Hall, and at first I greatly re­gret­ted hav­ing omit­ted to ask that lady’s per­mis­sion to do so; but, on due re­flec­tion, I con­sidered that if it were known to them, it could not long re­main a secret to the Mill­wards and Wilsons, and such was my present ap­pre­ci­ation of Eliza Mill­ward’s dis­pos­i­tion, that, if once she got a clue to the story, I should fear she would soon find means to en­light­en Mr. Hunt­ing­don upon the place of his wife’s re­treat. I would there­fore wait pa­tiently till these weary six months were over, and then, when the fu­git­ive had found an­oth­er home, and I was per­mit­ted to write to her, I would beg to be al­lowed to clear her name from these vile calum­nies: at present I must con­tent my­self with simply as­sert­ing that I knew them to be false, and would prove it some day, to the shame of those who slandered her. I don’t think any­body be­lieved me, but every­body soon learned to avoid in­sinu­at­ing a word against her, or even men­tion­ing her name in my pres­ence. They thought I was so madly in­fatu­ated by the se­duc­tions of that un­happy lady that I was de­term­ined to sup­port her in the very face of reas­on; and mean­time I grow in­sup­port­ably mor­ose and mis­an­throp­ic­al from the idea that every­one I met was har­bour­ing un­worthy thoughts of the sup­posed Mrs. Gra­ham, and would ex­press them if he dared. My poor moth­er was quite dis­tressed about me; but I couldn’t help it—at least I thought I could not, though some­times I felt a pang of re­morse for my un­du­ti­ful con­duct to her, and made an ef­fort to amend, at­ten­ded with some par­tial suc­cess; and in­deed I was gen­er­ally more hu­man­ised in my de­mean­our to her than to any­one else, Mr. Lawrence ex­cep­ted. Rose and Fer­gus usu­ally shunned my pres­ence; and it was well they did, for I was not fit com­pany for them, nor they for me, un­der the present cir­cum­stances.

			Mrs. Hunt­ing­don did not leave Wild­fell Hall till above two months after our farewell in­ter­view. Dur­ing that time she nev­er ap­peared at church, and I nev­er went near the house: I only knew she was still there by her broth­er’s brief an­swers to my many and var­ied in­quir­ies re­spect­ing her. I was a very con­stant and at­tent­ive vis­it­or to him through­out the whole peri­od of his ill­ness and con­vales­cence; not only from the in­terest I took in his re­cov­ery, and my de­sire to cheer him up and make the ut­most pos­sible amends for my former “bru­tal­ity,” but from my grow­ing at­tach­ment to him­self, and the in­creas­ing pleas­ure I found in his so­ci­ety—partly from his in­creased cor­di­al­ity to me, but chiefly on ac­count of his close con­nec­tion, both in blood and in af­fec­tion, with my ad­ored Helen. I loved him for it bet­ter than I liked to ex­press: and I took a secret de­light in press­ing those slender white fin­gers, so mar­vel­lously like her own, con­sid­er­ing he was not a wo­man, and in watch­ing the passing changes in his fair, pale fea­tures, and ob­serving the in­ton­a­tions of his voice, de­tect­ing re­semb­lances which I wondered had nev­er struck me be­fore. He pro­voked me at times, in­deed, by his evid­ent re­luct­ance to talk to me about his sis­ter, though I did not ques­tion the friend­li­ness of his motives in wish­ing to dis­cour­age my re­mem­brance of her.

			His re­cov­ery was not quite so rap­id as he had ex­pec­ted it to be; he was not able to mount his pony till a fort­night after the date of our re­con­cili­ation; and the first use he made of his re­turn­ing strength was to ride over by night to Wild­fell Hall, to see his sis­ter. It was a haz­ard­ous en­ter­prise both for him and for her, but he thought it ne­ces­sary to con­sult with her on the sub­ject of her pro­jec­ted de­par­ture, if not to calm her ap­pre­hen­sions re­spect­ing his health, and the worst res­ult was a slight re­lapse of his ill­ness, for no one knew of the vis­it but the in­mates of the old Hall, ex­cept my­self; and I be­lieve it had not been his in­ten­tion to men­tion it to me, for when I came to see him the next day, and ob­served he was not so well as he ought to have been, he merely said he had caught cold by be­ing out too late in the even­ing.

			“You’ll nev­er be able to see your sis­ter, if you don’t take care of your­self,” said I, a little pro­voked at the cir­cum­stance on her ac­count, in­stead of com­mis­er­at­ing him.

			“I’ve seen her already,” said he, quietly.

			“You’ve seen her!” cried I, in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Yes.” And then he told me what con­sid­er­a­tions had im­pelled him to make the ven­ture, and with what pre­cau­tions he had made it.

			“And how was she?” I eagerly asked.

			“As usu­al,” was the brief though sad reply.

			“As usu­al—that is, far from happy and far from strong.”

			“She is not pos­it­ively ill,” re­turned he; “and she will re­cov­er her spir­its in a while, I have no doubt—but so many tri­als have been al­most too much for her. How threat­en­ing those clouds look,” con­tin­ued he, turn­ing to­wards the win­dow. “We shall have thun­der­showers be­fore night, I ima­gine, and they are just in the midst of stack­ing my corn. Have you got yours all in yet?”

			“No. And, Lawrence, did she—did your sis­ter men­tion me?”

			“She asked if I had seen you lately.”

			“And what else did she say?”

			“I can­not tell you all she said,” replied he, with a slight smile; “for we talked a good deal, though my stay was but short; but our con­ver­sa­tion was chiefly on the sub­ject of her in­ten­ded de­par­ture, which I begged her to delay till I was bet­ter able to as­sist her in her search after an­oth­er home.”

			“But did she say no more about me?”

			“She did not say much about you, Markham. I should not have en­cour­aged her to do so, had she been in­clined; but hap­pily she was not: she only asked a few ques­tions con­cern­ing you, and seemed sat­is­fied with my brief an­swers, wherein she showed her­self wiser than her friend; and I may tell you, too, that she seemed to be far more anxious lest you should think too much of her, than lest you should for­get her.”

			“She was right.”

			“But I fear your anxi­ety is quite the oth­er way re­spect­ing her.”

			“No, it is not: I wish her to be happy; but I don’t wish her to for­get me al­to­geth­er. She knows it is im­possible that I should for­get her; and she is right to wish me not to re­mem­ber her too well. I should not de­sire her to re­gret me too deeply; but I can scarcely ima­gine she will make her­self very un­happy about me, be­cause I know I am not worthy of it, ex­cept in my ap­pre­ci­ation of her.”

			“You are neither of you worthy of a broken heart—nor of all the sighs, and tears, and sor­row­ful thoughts that have been, and I fear will be, wasted upon you both; but, at present, each has a more ex­al­ted opin­ion of the oth­er than, I fear, he or she de­serves; and my sis­ter’s feel­ings are nat­ur­ally full as keen as yours, and I be­lieve more con­stant; but she has the good sense and forti­tude to strive against them in this par­tic­u­lar; and I trust she will not rest till she has en­tirely weaned her thoughts—” he hes­it­ated.

			“From me,” said I.

			“And I wish you would make the like ex­er­tions,” con­tin­ued he.

			“Did she tell you that that was her in­ten­tion?”

			“No; the ques­tion was not broached between us: there was no ne­ces­sity for it, for I had no doubt that such was her de­term­in­a­tion.”

			“To for­get me?”

			“Yes, Markham! Why not?”

			“Oh, well!” was my only aud­ible reply; but I in­tern­ally answered—“No, Lawrence, you’re wrong there: she is not de­term­ined to for­get me. It would be wrong to for­get one so deeply and fondly de­voted to her, who can so thor­oughly ap­pre­ci­ate her ex­cel­len­cies, and sym­path­ise with all her thoughts, as I can do, and it would be wrong in me to for­get so ex­cel­lent and di­vine a piece of God’s cre­ation as she, when I have once so truly loved and known her.” But I said no more to him on that sub­ject. I in­stantly star­ted a new top­ic of con­ver­sa­tion, and soon took leave of my com­pan­ion, with a feel­ing of less cor­di­al­ity to­wards him than usu­al. Per­haps I had no right to be an­noyed at him, but I was so nev­er­the­less.

			In little more than a week after this I met him re­turn­ing from a vis­it to the Wilsons’; and I now re­solved to do him a good turn, though at the ex­pense of his feel­ings, and per­haps at the risk of in­cur­ring that dis­pleas­ure which is so com­monly the re­ward of those who give dis­agree­able in­form­a­tion, or tender their ad­vice un­asked. In this, be­lieve me, I was ac­tu­ated by no motives of re­venge for the oc­ca­sion­al an­noy­ances I had lately sus­tained from him—nor yet by any feel­ing of malevol­ent enmity to­wards Miss Wilson, but purely by the fact that I could not en­dure that such a wo­man should be Mrs. Hunt­ing­don’s sis­ter, and that, as well for his own sake as for hers, I could not bear to think of his be­ing de­ceived in­to a uni­on with one so un­worthy of him, and so ut­terly un­fit­ted to be the part­ner of his quiet home, and the com­pan­ion of his life. He had had un­com­fort­able sus­pi­cions on that head him­self, I ima­gined; but such was his in­ex­per­i­ence, and such were the lady’s powers of at­trac­tion, and her skill in bring­ing them to bear upon his young ima­gin­a­tion, that they had not dis­turbed him long; and I be­lieve the only ef­fec­tu­al causes of the va­cil­lat­ing in­de­cision that had pre­served him hitherto from mak­ing an ac­tu­al de­clar­a­tion of love, was the con­sid­er­a­tion of her con­nec­tions, and es­pe­cially of her moth­er, whom he could not abide. Had they lived at a dis­tance, he might have sur­moun­ted the ob­jec­tion, but with­in two or three miles of Wood­ford it was really no light mat­ter.

			“You’ve been to call on the Wilsons, Lawrence,” said I, as I walked be­side his pony.

			“Yes,” replied he, slightly avert­ing his face: “I thought it but civil to take the first op­por­tun­ity of re­turn­ing their kind at­ten­tions, since they have been so very par­tic­u­lar and con­stant in their in­quir­ies through­out the whole course of my ill­ness.”

			“It’s all Miss Wilson’s do­ing.”

			“And if it is,” re­turned he, with a very per­cept­ible blush, “is that any reas­on why I should not make a suit­able ac­know­ledg­ment?”

			“It is a reas­on why you should not make the ac­know­ledg­ment she looks for.”

			“Let us drop that sub­ject if you please,” said he, in evid­ent dis­pleas­ure.

			“No, Lawrence, with your leave we’ll con­tin­ue it a while longer; and I’ll tell you some­thing, now we’re about it, which you may be­lieve or not as you choose—only please to re­mem­ber that it is not my cus­tom to speak falsely, and that in this case I can have no motive for mis­rep­res­ent­ing the truth—”

			“Well, Markham, what now?”

			“Miss Wilson hates your sis­ter. It may be nat­ur­al enough that, in her ig­nor­ance of the re­la­tion­ship, she should feel some de­gree of enmity against her, but no good or ami­able wo­man would be cap­able of evin­cing that bit­ter, cold-blooded, design­ing malice to­wards a fan­cied rival that I have ob­served in her.”

			“Markham!”

			“Yes—and it is my be­lief that Eliza Mill­ward and she, if not the very ori­gin­at­ors of the slan­der­ous re­ports that have been propag­ated, were de­sign­edly the en­cour­agers and chief dis­sem­in­at­ors of them. She was not de­sirous to mix up your name in the mat­ter, of course, but her de­light was, and still is, to black­en your sis­ter’s char­ac­ter to the ut­most of her power, without risk­ing too greatly the ex­pos­ure of her own malevol­ence!”

			“I can­not be­lieve it,” in­ter­rup­ted my com­pan­ion, his face burn­ing with in­dig­na­tion.

			“Well, as I can­not prove it, I must con­tent my­self with as­sert­ing that it is so to the best of my be­lief; but as you would not will­ingly marry Miss Wilson if it were so, you will do well to be cau­tious, till you have proved it to be oth­er­wise.”

			“I nev­er told you, Markham, that I in­ten­ded to marry Miss Wilson,” said he, proudly.

			“No, but wheth­er you do or not, she in­tends to marry you.”

			“Did she tell you so?”

			“No, but—”

			“Then you have no right to make such an as­ser­tion re­spect­ing her.” He slightly quickened his pony’s pace, but I laid my hand on its mane, de­term­ined he should not leave me yet.

			“Wait a mo­ment, Lawrence, and let me ex­plain my­self; and don’t be so very—I don’t know what to call it—in­ac­cess­ible as you are.—I know what you think of Jane Wilson; and I be­lieve I know how far you are mis­taken in your opin­ion: you think she is sin­gu­larly charm­ing, el­eg­ant, sens­ible, and re­fined: you are not aware that she is selfish, cold-hearted, am­bi­tious, art­ful, shal­low-minded—”

			“Enough, Markham—enough!”

			“No; let me fin­ish:—you don’t know that, if you mar­ried her, your home would be ray­less and com­fort­less; and it would break your heart at last to find your­self united to one so wholly in­cap­able of shar­ing your tastes, feel­ings, and ideas—so ut­terly des­ti­tute of sens­ib­il­ity, good feel­ing, and true no­bil­ity of soul.”

			“Have you done?” asked my com­pan­ion quietly.

			“Yes;—I know you hate me for my im­per­tin­ence, but I don’t care if it only con­duces to pre­serve you from that fatal mis­take.”

			“Well!” re­turned he, with a rather wintry smile—“I’m glad you have over­come or for­got­ten your own af­flic­tions so far as to be able to study so deeply the af­fairs of oth­ers, and trouble your head so un­ne­ces­sar­ily about the fan­cied or pos­sible calam­it­ies of their fu­ture life.”

			We par­ted—some­what coldly again: but still we did not cease to be friends; and my well-meant warn­ing, though it might have been more ju­di­ciously de­livered, as well as more thank­fully re­ceived, was not wholly un­pro­duct­ive of the de­sired ef­fect: his vis­it to the Wilsons was not re­peated, and though, in our sub­sequent in­ter­views, he nev­er men­tioned her name to me, nor I to him—I have reas­on to be­lieve he pondered my words in his mind, eagerly though cov­ertly sought in­form­a­tion re­spect­ing the fair lady from oth­er quar­ters, secretly com­pared my char­ac­ter of her with what he had him­self ob­served and what he heard from oth­ers, and fi­nally came to the con­clu­sion that, all things con­sidered, she had much bet­ter re­main Miss Wilson of Rye­cote Farm than be trans­muted in­to Mrs. Lawrence of Wood­ford Hall. I be­lieve, too, that he soon learned to con­tem­plate with secret amazement his former pre­dilec­tion, and to con­grat­u­late him­self on the lucky es­cape he had made; but he nev­er con­fessed it to me, or hin­ted one word of ac­know­ledg­ment for the part I had had in his de­liv­er­ance, but this was not sur­pris­ing to any­one that knew him as I did.

			As for Jane Wilson, she, of course, was dis­ap­poin­ted and em­bittered by the sud­den cold neg­lect and ul­ti­mate deser­tion of her former ad­mirer. Had I done wrong to blight her cher­ished hopes? I think not; and cer­tainly my con­science has nev­er ac­cused me, from that day to this, of any evil design in the mat­ter.

		
	
		
			XLVII

			One morn­ing, about the be­gin­ning of Novem­ber, while I was in­dit­ing some busi­ness let­ters, shortly after break­fast, Eliza Mill­ward came to call upon my sis­ter. Rose had neither the dis­crim­in­a­tion nor the vir­ulence to re­gard the little de­mon as I did, and they still pre­served their former in­tim­acy. At the mo­ment of her ar­rival, how­ever, there was no one in the room but Fer­gus and my­self, my moth­er and sis­ter be­ing both of them ab­sent, “on house­hold cares in­tent”; but I was not go­ing to lay my­self out for her amuse­ment, who­ever else might so in­cline: I merely hon­oured her with a care­less sa­luta­tion and a few words of course, and then went on with my writ­ing, leav­ing my broth­er to be more po­lite if he chose. But she wanted to tease me.

			“What a pleas­ure it is to find you at home, Mr. Markham!” said she, with a disin­genu­ously ma­li­cious smile. “I so sel­dom see you now, for you nev­er come to the vicar­age. Papa, is quite of­fen­ded, I can tell you,” she ad­ded play­fully, look­ing in­to my face with an im­per­tin­ent laugh, as she seated her­self, half be­side and half be­fore my desk, off the corner of the table.

			“I have had a good deal to do of late,” said I, without look­ing up from my let­ter.

			“Have you, in­deed! Some­body said you had been strangely neg­lect­ing your busi­ness these last few months.”

			“Some­body said wrong, for, these last two months es­pe­cially, I have been par­tic­u­larly plod­ding and di­li­gent.”

			“Ah! well, there’s noth­ing like act­ive em­ploy­ment, I sup­pose, to con­sole the af­flic­ted;—and, ex­cuse me, Mr. Markham, but you look so very far from well, and have been, by all ac­counts, so moody and thought­ful of late—I could al­most think you have some secret care prey­ing on your spir­its. Formerly,” said she tim­idly, “I could have ven­tured to ask you what it was, and what I could do to com­fort you: I dare not do it now.”

			“You’re very kind, Miss Eliza. When I think you can do any­thing to com­fort me, I’ll make bold to tell you.”

			“Pray do!—I sup­pose I mayn’t guess what it is that troubles you?”

			“There’s no ne­ces­sity, for I’ll tell you plainly. The thing that troubles me the most at present is a young lady sit­ting at my el­bow, and pre­vent­ing me from fin­ish­ing my let­ter, and, there­after, re­pair­ing to my daily busi­ness.”

			Be­fore she could reply to this un­gal­lant speech, Rose entered the room; and Miss Eliza rising to greet her, they both seated them­selves near the fire, where that idle lad Fer­gus was stand­ing, lean­ing his shoulder against the corner of the chim­neypiece, with his legs crossed and his hands in his breeches-pock­ets.

			“Now, Rose, I’ll tell you a piece of news—I hope you have not heard it be­fore: for good, bad, or in­dif­fer­ent, one al­ways likes to be the first to tell. It’s about that sad Mrs. Gra­ham—”

			“Hush-sh-sh!” whispered Fer­gus, in a tone of sol­emn im­port. “ ‘We nev­er men­tion her; her name is nev­er heard.’ ” And glan­cing up, I caught him with his eye askance on me, and his fin­ger poin­ted to his fore­head; then, wink­ing at the young lady with a dole­ful shake of the head, he whispered—“A mono­mania—but don’t men­tion it—all right but that.”

			“I should be sorry to in­jure any­one’s feel­ings,” re­turned she, speak­ing be­low her breath. “An­oth­er time, per­haps.”

			“Speak out, Miss Eliza!” said I, not deign­ing to no­tice the oth­er’s buf­foon­er­ies: “you needn’t fear to say any­thing in my pres­ence.”

			“Well,” answered she, “per­haps you know already that Mrs. Gra­ham’s hus­band is not really dead, and that she had run away from him?” I star­ted, and felt my face glow; but I bent it over my let­ter, and went on fold­ing it up as she pro­ceeded. “But per­haps you did not know that she is now gone back to him again, and that a per­fect re­con­cili­ation has taken place between them? Only think,” she con­tin­ued, turn­ing to the con­foun­ded Rose, “what a fool the man must be!”

			“And who gave you this piece of in­tel­li­gence, Miss Eliza?” said I, in­ter­rupt­ing my sis­ter’s ex­clam­a­tions.

			“I had it from a very au­then­t­ic source.”

			“From whom, may I ask?”

			“From one of the ser­vants at Wood­ford.”

			“Oh! I was not aware that you were on such in­tim­ate terms with Mr. Lawrence’s house­hold.”

			“It was not from the man him­self that I heard it, but he told it in con­fid­ence to our maid Sarah, and Sarah told it to me.”

			“In con­fid­ence, I sup­pose? And you tell it in con­fid­ence to us? But I can tell you that it is but a lame story after all, and scarcely one-half of it true.”

			While I spoke I com­pleted the seal­ing and dir­ec­tion of my let­ters, with a some­what un­steady hand, in spite of all my ef­forts to re­tain com­pos­ure, and in spite of my firm con­vic­tion that the story was a lame one—that the sup­posed Mrs. Gra­ham, most cer­tainly, had not vol­un­tar­ily gone back to her hus­band, or dreamt of a re­con­cili­ation. Most likely she was gone away, and the tale­bear­ing ser­vant, not know­ing what was be­come of her, had con­jec­tured that such was the case, and our fair vis­it­or had de­tailed it as a cer­tainty, de­lighted with such an op­por­tun­ity of tor­ment­ing me. But it was pos­sible—barely pos­sible—that someone might have be­trayed her, and she had been taken away by force. De­term­ined to know the worst, I hast­ily pock­eted my two let­ters, and muttered some­thing about be­ing too late for the post, left the room, rushed in­to the yard, and vo­ci­fer­ously called for my horse. No one be­ing there, I dragged him out of the stable my­self, strapped the saddle on to his back and the bridle on to his head, moun­ted, and speedily gal­loped away to Wood­ford. I found its own­er pens­ively strolling in the grounds.

			“Is your sis­ter gone?” were my first words as I grasped his hand, in­stead of the usu­al in­quiry after his health.

			“Yes, she’s gone,” was his an­swer, so calmly spoken that my ter­ror was at once re­moved.

			“I sup­pose I mayn’t know where she is?” said I, as I dis­moun­ted, and re­lin­quished my horse to the garden­er, who, be­ing the only ser­vant with­in call, had been summoned by his mas­ter, from his em­ploy­ment of rak­ing up the dead leaves on the lawn, to take him to the stables.

			My com­pan­ion gravely took my arm, and lead­ing me away to the garden, thus answered my ques­tion—“She is at Grassdale Man­or, in ——shire.”

			“Where?” cried I, with a con­vuls­ive start.

			“At Grassdale Man­or.”

			“How was it?” I gasped. “Who be­trayed her?”

			“She went of her own ac­cord.”

			“Im­possible, Lawrence! She could not be so frantic!” ex­claimed I, vehe­mently grasp­ing his arm, as if to force him to un­say those hate­ful words.

			“She did,” per­sisted he in the same grave, col­lec­ted man­ner as be­fore; “and not without reas­on,” he con­tin­ued, gently dis­en­ga­ging him­self from my grasp. “Mr. Hunt­ing­don is ill.”

			“And so she went to nurse him?”

			“Yes.”

			“Fool!” I could not help ex­claim­ing, and Lawrence looked up with a rather re­proach­ful glance. “Is he dy­ing, then?”

			“I think not, Markham.”

			“And how many more nurses has he? How many ladies are there be­sides to take care of him?”

			“None; he was alone, or she would not have gone.”

			“Oh, con­found it! This is in­tol­er­able!”

			“What is? That he should be alone?”

			I at­temp­ted no reply, for I was not sure that this cir­cum­stance did not partly con­duce to my dis­trac­tion. I there­fore con­tin­ued to pace the walk in si­lent an­guish, with my hand pressed to my fore­head; then sud­denly paus­ing and turn­ing to my com­pan­ion, I im­pa­tiently ex­claimed, “Why did she take this in­fatu­ated step? What fiend per­suaded her to it?”

			“Noth­ing per­suaded her but her own sense of duty.”

			“Hum­bug!”

			“I was half in­clined to say so my­self, Markham, at first. I as­sure you it was not by my ad­vice that she went, for I de­test that man as fer­vently as you can do—ex­cept, in­deed, that his re­form­a­tion would give me much great­er pleas­ure than his death; but all I did was to in­form her of the cir­cum­stance of his ill­ness (the con­sequence of a fall from his horse in hunt­ing), and to tell her that that un­happy per­son, Miss My­ers, had left him some time ago.”

			“It was ill done! Now, when he finds the con­veni­ence of her pres­ence, he will make all man­ner of ly­ing speeches and false, fair prom­ises for the fu­ture, and she will be­lieve him, and then her con­di­tion will be ten times worse and ten times more ir­re­medi­able than be­fore.”

			“There does not ap­pear to be much ground for such ap­pre­hen­sions at present,” said he, pro­du­cing a let­ter from his pock­et. “From the ac­count I re­ceived this morn­ing, I should say—”

			It was her writ­ing! By an ir­res­ist­ible im­pulse I held out my hand, and the words, “Let me see it,” in­vol­un­tar­ily passed my lips. He was evid­ently re­luct­ant to grant the re­quest, but while he hes­it­ated I snatched it from his hand. Re­col­lect­ing my­self, how­ever, the minute after, I offered to re­store it.

			“Here, take it,” said I, “if you don’t want me to read it.”

			“No,” replied he, “you may read it if you like.”

			I read it, and so may you.

			
				Grassdale, Nov. 4th.

				Dear Fre­d­er­ick—I know you will be anxious to hear from me, and I will tell you all I can. Mr. Hunt­ing­don is very ill, but not dy­ing, or in any im­me­di­ate danger; and he is rather bet­ter at present than he was when I came. I found the house in sad con­fu­sion: Mrs. Greaves, Ben­son, every de­cent ser­vant had left, and those that were come to sup­ply their places were a neg­li­gent, dis­orderly set, to say no worse—I must change them again, if I stay. A pro­fes­sion­al nurse, a grim, hard old wo­man, had been hired to at­tend the wretched in­val­id. He suf­fers much, and has no forti­tude to bear him through. The im­me­di­ate in­jur­ies he sus­tained from the ac­ci­dent, how­ever, were not very severe, and would, as the doc­tor says, have been but tri­fling to a man of tem­per­ate habits, but with him it is very dif­fer­ent. On the night of my ar­rival, when I first entered his room, he was ly­ing in a kind of half de­li­ri­um. He did not no­tice me till I spoke, and then he mis­took me for an­oth­er.

				“Is it you, Alice, come again?” he mur­mured. “What did you leave me for?”

				“It is I, Ar­thur—it is Helen, your wife,” I replied.

				“My wife!” said he, with a start. “For heav­en’s sake, don’t men­tion her—I have none. Dev­il take her,” he cried, a mo­ment after, “and you, too! What did you do it for?”

				I said no more; but ob­serving that he kept gaz­ing to­wards the foot of the bed, I went and sat there, pla­cing the light so as to shine full upon me, for I thought he might be dy­ing, and I wanted him to know me. For a long time he lay si­lently look­ing upon me, first with a va­cant stare, then with a fixed gaze of strange grow­ing in­tens­ity. At last he startled me by sud­denly rais­ing him­self on his el­bow and de­mand­ing in a hor­ri­fied whis­per, with his eyes still fixed upon me, “Who is it?”

				“It is Helen Hunt­ing­don,” said I, quietly rising at the same time, and re­mov­ing to a less con­spicu­ous po­s­i­tion.

				“I must be go­ing mad,” cried he, “or some­thing—de­li­ri­ous, per­haps; but leave me, who­ever you are. I can’t bear that white face, and those eyes. For God’s sake go, and send me some­body else that doesn’t look like that!”

				I went at once, and sent the hired nurse; but next morn­ing I ven­tured to enter his cham­ber again, and, tak­ing the nurse’s place by his bed­side, I watched him and waited on him for sev­er­al hours, show­ing my­self as little as pos­sible, and only speak­ing when ne­ces­sary, and then not above my breath. At first he ad­dressed me as the nurse, but, on my cross­ing the room to draw up the win­dow-blinds, in obed­i­ence to his dir­ec­tions, he said, “No, it isn’t nurse; it’s Alice. Stay with me, do! That old hag will be the death of me.”

				“I mean to stay with you,” said I. And after that he would call me Alice, or some oth­er name al­most equally re­pug­nant to my feel­ings. I forced my­self to en­dure it for a while, fear­ing a con­tra­dic­tion might dis­turb him too much; but when, hav­ing asked for a glass of wa­ter, while I held it to his lips, he mur­mured, “Thanks, dearest!” I could not help dis­tinctly ob­serving, “You would not say so if you knew me,” in­tend­ing to fol­low that up with an­oth­er de­clar­a­tion of my iden­tity; but he merely muttered an in­co­her­ent reply, so I dropped it again, till some time after, when, as I was bathing his fore­head and temples with vin­eg­ar and wa­ter to re­lieve the heat and pain in his head, he ob­served, after look­ing earn­estly upon me for some minutes, “I have such strange fan­cies—I can’t get rid of them, and they won’t let me rest; and the most sin­gu­lar and per­tina­cious of them all is your face and voice—they seem just like hers. I could swear at this mo­ment that she was by my side.”

				“She is,” said I.

				“That seems com­fort­able,” con­tin­ued he, without no­ti­cing my words; “and while you do it, the oth­er fan­cies fade away—but this only strengthens.—Go on—go on, till it van­ishes, too. I can’t stand such a mania as this; it would kill me!”

				“It nev­er will van­ish,” said I, dis­tinctly, “for it is the truth!”

				“The truth!” he cried, start­ing, as if an asp had stung him. “You don’t mean to say that you are really she?”

				“I do; but you needn’t shrink away from me, as if I were your greatest en­emy: I am come to take care of you, and do what none of them would do.”

				“For God’s sake, don’t tor­ment me now!” cried he in pi­ti­able agit­a­tion; and then he began to mut­ter bit­ter curses against me, or the evil for­tune that had brought me there; while I put down the sponge and basin, and re­sumed my seat at the bed­side.

				“Where are they?” said he: “have they all left me—ser­vants and all?”

				“There are ser­vants with­in call if you want them; but you had bet­ter lie down now and be quiet: none of them could or would at­tend you as care­fully as I shall do.”

				“I can’t un­der­stand it at all,” said he, in be­wildered per­plex­ity. “Was it a dream that—” and he covered his eyes with his hands, as if try­ing to un­ravel the mys­tery.

				“No, Ar­thur, it was not a dream, that your con­duct was such as to ob­lige me to leave you; but I heard that you were ill and alone, and I am come back to nurse you. You need not fear to trust me: tell me all your wants, and I will try to sat­is­fy them. There is no one else to care for you; and I shall not up­braid you now.”

				“Oh! I see,” said he, with a bit­ter smile; “it’s an act of Chris­ti­an char­ity, whereby you hope to gain a high­er seat in heav­en for your­self, and scoop a deep­er pit in hell for me.”

				“No; I came to of­fer you that com­fort and as­sist­ance your situ­ation re­quired; and if I could be­ne­fit your soul as well as your body, and awaken some sense of con­tri­tion and—”

				“Oh, yes; if you could over­whelm me with re­morse and con­fu­sion of face, now’s the time. What have you done with my son?”

				“He is well, and you may see him some time, if you will com­pose your­self, but not now.”

				“Where is he?”

				“He is safe.”

				“Is he here?”

				“Wherever he is, you will not see him till you have prom­ised to leave him en­tirely un­der my care and pro­tec­tion, and to let me take him away whenev­er and wherever I please, if I should here­after judge it ne­ces­sary to re­move him again. But we will talk of that to­mor­row: you must be quiet now.”

				“No, let me see him now, I prom­ise, if it must be so.”

				“No—”

				“I swear it, as God is in heav­en! Now, then, let me see him.”

				“But I can­not trust your oaths and prom­ises: I must have a writ­ten agree­ment, and you must sign it in pres­ence of a wit­ness: but not today—to­mor­row.”

				“No, today; now,” per­sisted he: and he was in such a state of fe­ver­ish ex­cite­ment, and so bent upon the im­me­di­ate grat­i­fic­a­tion of his wish, that I thought it bet­ter to grant it at once, as I saw he would not rest till I did. But I was de­term­ined my son’s in­terest should not be for­got­ten; and hav­ing clearly writ­ten out the prom­ise I wished Mr. Hunt­ing­don to give upon a slip of pa­per, I de­lib­er­ately read it over to him, and made him sign it in the pres­ence of Rachel. He begged I would not in­sist upon this: it was a use­less ex­pos­ure of my want of faith in his word to the ser­vant. I told him I was sorry, but since he had for­feited my con­fid­ence, he must take the con­sequence. He next pleaded in­ab­il­ity to hold the pen. “Then we must wait un­til you can hold it,” said I. Upon which he said he would try; but then he could not see to write. I placed my fin­ger where the sig­na­ture was to be, and told him he might write his name in the dark, if he only knew where to put it. But he had not power to form the let­ters. “In that case, you must be too ill to see the child,” said I; and find­ing me in­ex­or­able, he at length man­aged to rat­i­fy the agree­ment; and I bade Rachel send the boy.

				All this may strike you as harsh, but I felt I must not lose my present ad­vant­age, and my son’s fu­ture wel­fare should not be sac­ri­ficed to any mis­taken ten­der­ness for this man’s feel­ings. Little Ar­thur had not for­got­ten his fath­er, but thir­teen months of ab­sence, dur­ing which he had sel­dom been per­mit­ted to hear a word about him, or hardly to whis­per his name, had rendered him some­what shy; and when he was ushered in­to the darkened room where the sick man lay, so altered from his former self, with fiercely flushed face and wildly-gleam­ing eyes—he in­stinct­ively clung to me, and stood look­ing on his fath­er with a coun­ten­ance ex­press­ive of far more awe than pleas­ure.

				“Come here, Ar­thur,” said the lat­ter, ex­tend­ing his hand to­wards him. The child went, and tim­idly touched that burn­ing hand, but al­most star­ted in alarm, when his fath­er sud­denly clutched his arm and drew him near­er to his side.

				“Do you know me?” asked Mr. Hunt­ing­don, in­tently per­us­ing his fea­tures.

				“Yes.”

				“Who am I?”

				“Papa.”

				“Are you glad to see me?”

				“Yes.”

				“You’re not!” replied the dis­ap­poin­ted par­ent, re­lax­ing his hold, and dart­ing a vin­dict­ive glance at me.

				Ar­thur, thus re­leased, crept back to me and put his hand in mine. His fath­er swore I had made the child hate him, and ab­used and cursed me bit­terly. The in­stant he began I sent our son out of the room; and when he paused to breathe, I calmly as­sured him that he was en­tirely mis­taken; I had nev­er once at­temp­ted to pre­ju­dice his child against him.

				“I did in­deed de­sire him to for­get you,” I said, “and es­pe­cially to for­get the les­sons you taught him; and for that cause, and to lessen the danger of dis­cov­ery, I own I have gen­er­ally dis­cour­aged his in­clin­a­tion to talk about you; but no one can blame me for that, I think.”

				The in­val­id only replied by groan­ing aloud, and rolling his head on a pil­low in a par­oxysm of im­pa­tience.

				“I am in hell, already!” cried he. “This cursed thirst is burn­ing my heart to ashes! Will nobody—?”

				Be­fore he could fin­ish the sen­tence I had poured out a glass of some acid­u­lated, cool­ing drink that was on the table, and brought it to him. He drank it greed­ily, but muttered, as I took away the glass—“I sup­pose you’re heap­ing coals of fire on my head, you think?”

				Not no­ti­cing this speech, I asked if there was any­thing else I could do for him.

				“Yes; I’ll give you an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity of show­ing your Chris­ti­an mag­nan­im­ity,” sneered he: “set my pil­low straight, and these con­foun­ded bed­clothes.” I did so. “There: now get me an­oth­er glass of that slop.” I com­plied. “This is de­light­ful, isn’t it?” said he with a ma­li­cious grin, as I held it to his lips; “you nev­er hoped for such a glor­i­ous op­por­tun­ity?”

				“Now, shall I stay with you?” said I, as I re­placed the glass on the table: “or will you be more quiet if I go and send the nurse?”

				“Oh, yes, you’re won­drous gentle and ob­li­ging! But you’ve driv­en me mad with it all!” re­spon­ded he, with an im­pa­tient toss.

				“I’ll leave you, then,” said I; and I with­drew, and did not trouble him with my pres­ence again that day, ex­cept for a minute or two at a time, just to see how he was and what he wanted.

				Next morn­ing the doc­tor ordered him to be bled; and after that he was more sub­dued and tran­quil. I passed half the day in his room at dif­fer­ent in­ter­vals. My pres­ence did not ap­pear to agit­ate or ir­rit­ate him as be­fore, and he ac­cep­ted my ser­vices quietly, without any bit­ter re­marks: in­deed, he scarcely spoke at all, ex­cept to make known his wants, and hardly then. But on the mor­row, that is to say, in pro­por­tion as he re­covered from the state of ex­haus­tion and stu­pefac­tion, his ill-nature ap­peared to re­vive.

				“Oh, this sweet re­venge!” cried he, when I had been do­ing all I could to make him com­fort­able and to rem­edy the care­less­ness of his nurse. “And you can en­joy it with such a quiet con­science too, be­cause it’s all in the way of duty.”

				“It is well for me that I am do­ing my duty,” said I, with a bit­ter­ness I could not repress, “for it is the only com­fort I have; and the sat­is­fac­tion of my own con­science, it seems, is the only re­ward I need look for!”

				He looked rather sur­prised at the earn­est­ness of my man­ner.

				“What re­ward did you look for?” he asked.

				“You will think me a li­ar if I tell you; but I did hope to be­ne­fit you: as well to bet­ter your mind as to al­le­vi­ate your present suf­fer­ings; but it ap­pears I am to do neither; your own bad spir­it will not let me. As far as you are con­cerned, I have sac­ri­ficed my own feel­ings, and all the little earthly com­fort that was left me, to no pur­pose; and every little thing I do for you is ascribed to self-right­eous malice and re­fined re­venge!”

				“It’s all very fine, I daresay,” said he, eye­ing me with stu­pid amazement; “and of course I ought to be melted to tears of pen­it­ence and ad­mir­a­tion at the sight of so much gen­er­os­ity and su­per­hu­man good­ness; but you see I can’t man­age it. How­ever, pray do me all the good you can, if you do really find any pleas­ure in it; for you per­ceive I am al­most as miser­able just now as you need wish to see me. Since you came, I con­fess, I have had bet­ter at­tend­ance than be­fore, for these wretches neg­lected me shame­fully, and all my old friends seem to have fairly for­saken me. I’ve had a dread­ful time of it, I as­sure you: I some­times thought I should have died: do you think there’s any chance?”

				“There’s al­ways a chance of death; and it is al­ways well to live with such a chance in view.”

				“Yes, yes! but do you think there’s any like­li­hood that this ill­ness will have a fatal ter­min­a­tion?”

				“I can­not tell; but, sup­pos­ing it should, how are you pre­pared to meet the event?”

				“Why, the doc­tor told me I wasn’t to think about it, for I was sure to get bet­ter if I stuck to his re­gi­men and pre­scrip­tions.”

				“I hope you may, Ar­thur; but neither the doc­tor nor I can speak with cer­tainty in such a case; there is in­tern­al in­jury, and it is dif­fi­cult to know to what ex­tent.”

				“There now! you want to scare me to death.”

				“No; but I don’t want to lull you to false se­cur­ity. If a con­scious­ness of the un­cer­tainty of life can dis­pose you to ser­i­ous and use­ful thoughts, I would not de­prive you of the be­ne­fit of such re­flec­tions, wheth­er you do even­tu­ally re­cov­er or not. Does the idea of death ap­pal you very much?”

				“It’s just the only thing I can’t bear to think of; so if you’ve any—”

				“But it must come some time,” in­ter­rup­ted I, “and if it be years hence, it will as cer­tainly over­take you as if it came today—and no doubt be as un­wel­come then as now, un­less you—”

				“Oh, hang it! don’t tor­ment me with your preach­ments now, un­less you want to kill me out­right. I can’t stand it, I tell you. I’ve suf­fer­ings enough without that. If you think there’s danger, save me from it; and then, in grat­it­ude, I’ll hear whatever you like to say.”

				I ac­cord­ingly dropped the un­wel­come top­ic. And now, Fre­d­er­ick, I think I may bring my let­ter to a close. From these de­tails you may form your own judg­ment of the state of my pa­tient, and of my own po­s­i­tion and fu­ture pro­spects. Let me hear from you soon, and I will write again to tell you how we get on; but now that my pres­ence is tol­er­ated, and even re­quired, in the sick­room, I shall have but little time to spare between my hus­band and my son—for I must not en­tirely neg­lect the lat­ter: it would not do to keep him al­ways with Rachel, and I dare not leave him for a mo­ment with any of the oth­er ser­vants, or suf­fer him to be alone, lest he should meet them. If his fath­er get worse, I shall ask Es­th­er Har­grave to take charge of him for a time, till I have re­or­gan­ised the house­hold at least; but I greatly prefer keep­ing him un­der my own eye.

				I find my­self in rather a sin­gu­lar po­s­i­tion: I am ex­ert­ing my ut­most en­deav­ours to pro­mote the re­cov­ery and re­form­a­tion of my hus­band, and if I suc­ceed, what shall I do? My duty, of course—but how? No mat­ter; I can per­form the task that is be­fore me now, and God will give me strength to do whatever He re­quires here­after. Good­bye, dear Fre­d­er­ick.

				
					Helen Hunt­ing­don.

				
			

			“What do you think of it?” said Lawrence, as I si­lently re­fol­ded the let­ter.

			“It seems to me,” re­turned I, “that she is cast­ing her pearls be­fore swine. May they be sat­is­fied with tramp­ling them un­der their feet, and not turn again and rend her! But I shall say no more against her: I see that she was ac­tu­ated by the best and noblest motives in what she has done; and if the act is not a wise one, may heav­en pro­tect her from its con­sequences! May I keep this let­ter, Lawrence?—you see she has nev­er once men­tioned me through­out—or made the most dis­tant al­lu­sion to me; there­fore, there can be no im­pro­pri­ety or harm in it.”

			“And, there­fore, why should you wish to keep it?”

			“Were not these char­ac­ters writ­ten by her hand? and were not these words con­ceived in her mind, and many of them spoken by her lips?”

			“Well,” said he. And so I kept it; oth­er­wise, Halford, you could nev­er have be­come so thor­oughly ac­quain­ted with its con­tents.

			“And when you write,” said I, “will you have the good­ness to ask her if I may be per­mit­ted to en­light­en my moth­er and sis­ter on her real his­tory and cir­cum­stance, just so far as is ne­ces­sary to make the neigh­bour­hood sens­ible of the shame­ful in­justice they have done her? I want no tender mes­sages, but just ask her that, and tell her it is the greatest fa­vour she could do me; and tell her—no, noth­ing more. You see I know the ad­dress, and I might write to her my­self, but I am so vir­tu­ous as to re­frain.”

			“Well, I’ll do this for you, Markham.”

			“And as soon as you re­ceive an an­swer, you’ll let me know?”

			“If all be well, I’ll come my­self and tell you im­me­di­ately.”

		
	
		
			XLVIII

			Five or six days after this Mr. Lawrence paid us the hon­our of a call; and when he and I were alone to­geth­er—which I con­trived as soon as pos­sible by bring­ing him out to look at my corn­stacks—he showed me an­oth­er let­ter from his sis­ter. This one he was quite will­ing to sub­mit to my long­ing gaze; he thought, I sup­pose, it would do me good. The only an­swer it gave to my mes­sage was this:—

			
				“Mr. Markham is at liberty to make such rev­el­a­tions con­cern­ing me as he judges ne­ces­sary. He will know that I should wish but little to be said on the sub­ject. I hope he is well; but tell him he must not think of me.”

			

			I can give you a few ex­tracts from the rest of the let­ter, for I was per­mit­ted to keep this also—per­haps, as an an­ti­dote to all per­ni­cious hopes and fan­cies.

			
				He is de­cidedly bet­ter, but very low from the de­press­ing ef­fects of his severe ill­ness and the strict re­gi­men he is ob­liged to ob­serve—so op­pos­ite to all his pre­vi­ous habits. It is de­plor­able to see how com­pletely his past life has de­gen­er­ated his once noble con­sti­tu­tion, and viti­ated the whole sys­tem of his or­gan­iz­a­tion. But the doc­tor says he may now be con­sidered out of danger, if he will only con­tin­ue to ob­serve the ne­ces­sary re­stric­tions. Some stim­u­lat­ing cor­di­als he must have, but they should be ju­di­ciously di­luted and spar­ingly used; and I find it very dif­fi­cult to keep him to this. At first, his ex­treme dread of death rendered the task an easy one; but in pro­por­tion as he feels his acute suf­fer­ing abat­ing, and sees the danger re­ced­ing, the more in­tract­able he be­comes. Now, also, his ap­pet­ite for food is be­gin­ning to re­turn; and here, too, his long habits of self-in­dul­gence are greatly against him. I watch and re­strain him as well as I can, and of­ten get bit­terly ab­used for my ri­gid sever­ity; and some­times he con­trives to elude my vi­gil­ance, and some­times acts in op­pos­i­tion to my will. But he is now so com­pletely re­con­ciled to my at­tend­ance in gen­er­al that he is nev­er sat­is­fied when I am not by his side. I am ob­liged to be a little stiff with him some­times, or he would make a com­plete slave of me; and I know it would be un­par­don­able weak­ness to give up all oth­er in­terests for him. I have the ser­vants to over­look, and my little Ar­thur to at­tend to—and my own health too, all of which would be en­tirely neg­lected were I to sat­is­fy his ex­or­bit­ant de­mands. I do not gen­er­ally sit up at night, for I think the nurse who has made it her busi­ness is bet­ter qual­i­fied for such un­der­tak­ings than I am;—but still, an un­broken night’s rest is what I but sel­dom en­joy, and nev­er can ven­ture to reck­on upon; for my pa­tient makes no scruple of call­ing me up at an hour when his wants or his fan­cies re­quire my pres­ence. But he is mani­festly afraid of my dis­pleas­ure; and if at one time he tries my pa­tience by his un­reas­on­able ex­ac­tions, and fret­ful com­plaints and re­proaches, at an­oth­er he de­presses me by his ab­ject sub­mis­sion and de­prec­at­ory self-abase­ment when he fears he has gone too far. But all this I can read­ily par­don; I know it is chiefly the res­ult of his en­feebled frame and dis­ordered nerves. What an­noys me the most, is his oc­ca­sion­al at­tempts at af­fec­tion­ate fond­ness that I can neither cred­it nor re­turn; not that I hate him: his suf­fer­ings and my own la­bor­i­ous care have giv­en him some claim to my re­gard—to my af­fec­tion even, if he would only be quiet and sin­cere, and con­tent to let things re­main as they are; but the more he tries to con­cili­ate me, the more I shrink from him and from the fu­ture.

				“Helen, what do you mean to do when I get well?” he asked this morn­ing. “Will you run away again?”

				“It en­tirely de­pends upon your own con­duct.”

				“Oh, I’ll be very good.”

				“But if I find it ne­ces­sary to leave you, Ar­thur, I shall not ‘run away’: you know I have your own prom­ise that I may go whenev­er I please, and take my son with me.”

				“Oh, but you shall have no cause.” And then fol­lowed a vari­ety of pro­fes­sions, which I rather coldly checked.

				“Will you not for­give me, then?” said he.

				“Yes—I have for­giv­en you: but I know you can­not love me as you once did—and I should be very sorry if you were to, for I could not pre­tend to re­turn it: so let us drop the sub­ject, and nev­er re­cur to it again. By what I have done for you, you may judge of what I will do—if it be not in­com­pat­ible with the high­er duty I owe to my son (high­er, be­cause he nev­er for­feited his claims, and be­cause I hope to do more good to him than I can ever do to you); and if you wish me to feel kindly to­wards you, it is deeds not words which must pur­chase my af­fec­tion and es­teem.”

				His sole reply to this was a slight grim­ace, and a scarcely per­cept­ible shrug. Alas, un­happy man! words, with him, are so much cheap­er than deeds; it was as if I had said, “Pounds, not pence, must buy the art­icle you want.” And then he sighed a quer­ulous, self-com­mis­er­at­ing sigh, as if in pure re­gret that he, the loved and cour­ted of so many wor­ship­pers, should be now aban­doned to the mercy of a harsh, ex­act­ing, cold-hearted wo­man like that, and even glad of what kind­ness she chose to be­stow.

				“It’s a pity, isn’t it?” said I; and wheth­er I rightly di­vined his mus­ings or not, the ob­ser­va­tion chimed in with his thoughts, for he answered—“It can’t be helped,” with a rue­ful smile at my pen­et­ra­tion.

				I have seen Es­th­er Har­grave twice. She is a charm­ing creature, but her blithe spir­it is al­most broken, and her sweet tem­per al­most spoiled, by the still un­re­mit­ting per­se­cu­tions of her moth­er in be­half of her re­jec­ted suit­or—not vi­ol­ent, but wear­i­some and un­re­mit­ting like a con­tinu­al drop­ping. The un­nat­ur­al par­ent seems de­term­ined to make her daugh­ter’s life a bur­den, if she will not yield to her de­sires.

				“Mamma does all she can,” said she, “to make me feel my­self a bur­den and in­cum­brance to the fam­ily, and the most un­grate­ful, selfish, and un­du­ti­ful daugh­ter that ever was born; and Wal­ter, too, is as stern and cold and haughty as if he hated me out­right. I be­lieve I should have yiel­ded at once if I had known, from the be­gin­ning, how much res­ist­ance would have cost me; but now, for very ob­stin­acy’s sake, I will stand out!”

				“A bad motive for a good re­solve,” I answered. “But, how­ever, I know you have bet­ter motives, really, for your per­sever­ance: and I coun­sel you to keep them still in view.”

				“Trust me I will. I threaten mamma some­times that I’ll run away, and dis­grace the fam­ily by earn­ing my own live­li­hood, if she tor­ments me any more; and then that fright­ens her a little. But I will do it, in good earn­est, if they don’t mind.”

				“Be quiet and pa­tient a while,” said I, “and bet­ter times will come.”

				Poor girl! I wish some­body that was worthy to pos­sess her would come and take her away—don’t you, Fre­d­er­ick?

			

			If the per­us­al of this let­ter filled me with dis­may for Helen’s fu­ture life and mine, there was one great source of con­sol­a­tion: it was now in my power to clear her name from every foul as­per­sion. The Mill­wards and the Wilsons should see with their own eyes the bright sun burst­ing from the cloud—and they should be scorched and dazzled by its beams;—and my own friends too should see it—they whose sus­pi­cions had been such gall and worm­wood to my soul. To ef­fect this I had only to drop the seed in­to the ground, and it would soon be­come a stately, branch­ing herb: a few words to my moth­er and sis­ter, I knew, would suf­fice to spread the news through­out the whole neigh­bour­hood, without any fur­ther ex­er­tion on my part.

			Rose was de­lighted; and as soon as I had told her all I thought prop­er—which was all I af­fected to know—she flew with alac­rity to put on her bon­net and shawl, and hasten to carry the glad tid­ings to the Mill­wards and Wilsons—glad tid­ings, I sus­pect, to none but her­self and Mary Mill­ward—that steady, sens­ible girl, whose ster­ling worth had been so quickly per­ceived and duly val­ued by the sup­posed Mrs. Gra­ham, in spite of her plain out­side; and who, on her part, had been bet­ter able to see and ap­pre­ci­ate that lady’s true char­ac­ter and qual­it­ies than the bright­est geni­us among them.

			As I may nev­er have oc­ca­sion to men­tion her again, I may as well tell you here that she was at this time privately en­gaged to Richard Wilson—a secret, I be­lieve, to every­one but them­selves. That worthy stu­dent was now at Cam­bridge, where his most ex­em­plary con­duct and his di­li­gent per­sever­ance in the pur­suit of learn­ing car­ried him safely through, and even­tu­ally brought him with hard-earned hon­ours, and an un­tar­nished repu­ta­tion, to the close of his col­legi­ate ca­reer. In due time he be­came Mr. Mill­ward’s first and only cur­ate—for that gen­tle­man’s de­clin­ing years forced him at last to ac­know­ledge that the du­ties of his ex­tens­ive par­ish were a little too much for those vaunted en­er­gies which he was wont to boast over his young­er and less act­ive brethren of the cloth. This was what the pa­tient, faith­ful lov­ers had privately planned and quietly waited for years ago; and in due time they were united, to the as­ton­ish­ment of the little world they lived in, that had long since de­clared them both born to single blessed­ness; af­firm­ing it im­possible that the pale, re­tir­ing book­worm should ever sum­mon cour­age to seek a wife, or be able to ob­tain one if he did, and equally im­possible that the plain-look­ing, plain-deal­ing, un­at­tract­ive, un­con­cili­at­ing Miss Mill­ward should ever find a hus­band.

			They still con­tin­ued to live at the vicar­age, the lady di­vid­ing her time between her fath­er, her hus­band, and their poor pa­rish­ion­ers—and sub­sequently her rising fam­ily; and now that the Rev­er­end Mi­chael Mill­ward has been gathered to his fath­ers, full of years and hon­ours, the Rev­er­end Richard Wilson has suc­ceeded him to the vicar­age of Linden-hope, greatly to the sat­is­fac­tion of its in­hab­it­ants, who had so long tried and fully proved his mer­its, and those of his ex­cel­lent and well-loved part­ner.

			If you are in­ter­ested in the after fate of that lady’s sis­ter, I can only tell you—what per­haps you have heard from an­oth­er quarter—that some twelve or thir­teen years ago she re­lieved the happy couple of her pres­ence by mar­ry­ing a wealthy trades­man of L——; and I don’t envy him his bar­gain. I fear she leads him a rather un­com­fort­able life, though, hap­pily, he is too dull to per­ceive the ex­tent of his mis­for­tune. I have little enough to do with her my­self: we have not met for many years; but, I am well as­sured, she has not yet for­got­ten or for­giv­en either her former lov­er, or the lady whose su­per­i­or qual­it­ies first opened his eyes to the folly of his boy­ish at­tach­ment.

			As for Richard Wilson’s sis­ter, she, hav­ing been wholly un­able to re­cap­ture Mr. Lawrence, or ob­tain any part­ner rich and el­eg­ant enough to suit her ideas of what the hus­band of Jane Wilson ought to be, is yet in single blessed­ness. Shortly after the death of her moth­er she with­drew the light of her pres­ence from Rye­cote Farm, find­ing it im­possible any longer to en­dure the rough man­ners and un­soph­ist­ic­ated habits of her hon­est broth­er Robert and his worthy wife, or the idea of be­ing iden­ti­fied with such vul­gar people in the eyes of the world, and took lodgings in ———, the county town, where she lived, and still lives, I sup­pose, in a kind of close­fis­ted, cold, un­com­fort­able gen­til­ity, do­ing no good to oth­ers, and but little to her­self; spend­ing her days in fancy­work and scan­dal; re­fer­ring fre­quently to her “broth­er the vicar,” and her “sis­ter, the vicar’s lady,” but nev­er to her broth­er the farm­er and her sis­ter the farm­er’s wife; see­ing as much com­pany as she can without too much ex­pense, but lov­ing no one and be­loved by none—a cold-hearted, su­per­cili­ous, keenly, in­si­di­ously cen­sori­ous old maid.

		
	
		
			XLIX

			Though Mr. Lawrence’s health was now quite rees­tab­lished, my vis­its to Wood­ford were as un­re­mit­ting as ever; though of­ten less pro­trac­ted than be­fore. We sel­dom talked about Mrs. Hunt­ing­don; but yet we nev­er met without men­tion­ing her, for I nev­er sought his com­pany but with the hope of hear­ing some­thing about her, and he nev­er sought mine at all, be­cause he saw me of­ten enough without. But I al­ways began to talk of oth­er things, and waited first to see if he would in­tro­duce the sub­ject. If he did not, I would cas­u­ally ask, “Have you heard from your sis­ter lately?” If he said “No,” the mat­ter was dropped: if he said “Yes,” I would ven­ture to in­quire, “How is she?” but nev­er “How is her hus­band?” though I might be burn­ing to know; be­cause I had not the hy­po­crisy to pro­fess any anxi­ety for his re­cov­ery, and I had not the face to ex­press any de­sire for a con­trary res­ult. Had I any such de­sire?—I fear I must plead guilty; but since you have heard my con­fes­sion, you must hear my jus­ti­fic­a­tion as well—a few of the ex­cuses, at least, where­with I sought to pa­ci­fy my own ac­cus­ing con­science.

			In the first place, you see, his life did harm to oth­ers, and evid­ently no good to him­self; and though I wished it to ter­min­ate, I would not have hastened its close if, by the lift­ing of a fin­ger, I could have done so, or if a spir­it had whispered in my ear that a single ef­fort of the will would be enough—un­less, in­deed, I had the power to ex­change him for some oth­er vic­tim of the grave, whose life might be of ser­vice to his race, and whose death would be lamen­ted by his friends. But was there any harm in wish­ing that, among the many thou­sands whose souls would cer­tainly be re­quired of them be­fore the year was over, this wretched mor­tal might be one? I thought not; and there­fore I wished with all my heart that it might please heav­en to re­move him to a bet­ter world, or if that might not be, still to take him out of this; for if he were un­fit to an­swer the sum­mons now, after a warn­ing sick­ness, and with such an an­gel by his side, it seemed but too cer­tain that he nev­er would be—that, on the con­trary, re­turn­ing health would bring re­turn­ing lust and vil­lainy, and as he grew more cer­tain of re­cov­ery, more ac­cus­tomed to her gen­er­ous good­ness, his feel­ings would be­come more cal­lous, his heart more flinty and im­per­vi­ous to her per­suas­ive ar­gu­ments—but God knew best. Mean­time, how­ever, I could not but be anxious for the res­ult of His de­crees; know­ing, as I did, that (leav­ing my­self en­tirely out of the ques­tion), how­ever Helen might feel in­ter­ested in her hus­band’s wel­fare, how­ever she might de­plore his fate, still while he lived she must be miser­able.

			A fort­night passed away, and my in­quir­ies were al­ways answered in the neg­at­ive. At length a wel­come “yes” drew from me the second ques­tion. Lawrence di­vined my anxious thoughts, and ap­pre­ci­ated my re­serve. I feared, at first, he was go­ing to tor­ture me by un­sat­is­fact­ory replies, and either leave me quite in the dark con­cern­ing what I wanted to know, or force me to drag the in­form­a­tion out of him, morsel by morsel, by dir­ect in­quir­ies. “And serve you right,” you will say; but he was more mer­ci­ful; and in a little while he put his sis­ter’s let­ter in­to my hand. I si­lently read it, and re­stored it to him without com­ment or re­mark. This mode of pro­ced­ure suited him so well, that there­after he al­ways pur­sued the plan of show­ing me her let­ters at once, when “in­quired” after her, if there were any to show—it was so much less trouble than to tell me their con­tents; and I re­ceived such con­fid­ences so quietly and dis­creetly that he was nev­er in­duced to dis­con­tin­ue them.

			But I de­voured those pre­cious let­ters with my eyes, and nev­er let them go till their con­tents were stamped upon my mind; and when I got home, the most im­port­ant pas­sages were entered in my di­ary among the re­mark­able events of the day.

			The first of these com­mu­nic­a­tions brought in­tel­li­gence of a ser­i­ous re­lapse in Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s ill­ness, en­tirely the res­ult of his own in­fatu­ation in per­sist­ing in the in­dul­gence of his ap­pet­ite for stim­u­lat­ing drink. In vain had she re­mon­strated, in vain she had mingled his wine with wa­ter: her ar­gu­ments and en­treat­ies were a nuis­ance, her in­ter­fer­ence was an in­sult so in­tol­er­able that, at length, on find­ing she had cov­ertly di­luted the pale port that was brought him, he threw the bottle out of the win­dow, swear­ing he would not be cheated like a baby, ordered the but­ler, on pain of in­stant dis­missal, to bring a bottle of the strongest wine in the cel­lar, and af­firm­ing that he should have been well long ago if he had been let to have his own way, but she wanted to keep him weak in or­der that she might have him un­der her thumb—but, by the Lord Harry, he would have no more hum­bug—seized a glass in one hand and the bottle in the oth­er, and nev­er res­ted till he had drunk it dry. Alarm­ing symp­toms were the im­me­di­ate res­ult of this “im­prudence,” as she mildly termed it—symp­toms which had rather in­creased than di­min­ished since; and this was the cause of her delay in writ­ing to her broth­er. Every former fea­ture of his mal­ady had re­turned with aug­men­ted vir­ulence: the slight ex­tern­al wound, half healed, had broken out afresh; in­tern­al in­flam­ma­tion had taken place, which might ter­min­ate fatally if not soon re­moved. Of course, the wretched suf­fer­er’s tem­per was not im­proved by this calam­ity—in fact, I sus­pect it was well nigh in­sup­port­able, though his kind nurse did not com­plain; but she said she had been ob­liged at last to give her son in charge to Es­th­er Har­grave, as her pres­ence was so con­stantly re­quired in the sick­room that she could not pos­sibly at­tend to him her­self; and though the child had begged to be al­lowed to con­tin­ue with her there, and to help her to nurse his papa, and though she had no doubt he would have been very good and quiet, she could not think of sub­ject­ing his young and tender feel­ings to the sight of so much suf­fer­ing, or of al­low­ing him to wit­ness his fath­er’s im­pa­tience, or hear the dread­ful lan­guage he was wont to use in his par­oxysms of pain or ir­rit­a­tion.

			
				The lat­ter (con­tin­ued she) most deeply re­grets the step that has oc­ca­sioned his re­lapse; but, as usu­al, he throws the blame upon me. If I had reasoned with him like a ra­tion­al creature, he says, it nev­er would have happened; but to be treated like a baby or a fool was enough to put any man past his pa­tience, and drive him to as­sert his in­de­pend­ence even at the sac­ri­fice of his own in­terest. He for­gets how of­ten I had reasoned him “past his pa­tience” be­fore. He ap­pears to be sens­ible of his danger; but noth­ing can in­duce him to be­hold it in the prop­er light. The oth­er night, while I was wait­ing on him, and just as I had brought him a draught to as­suage his burn­ing thirst, he ob­served, with a re­turn of his former sar­cast­ic bit­ter­ness, “Yes, you’re mighty at­tent­ive now! I sup­pose there’s noth­ing you wouldn’t do for me now?”

				“You know,” said I, a little sur­prised at his man­ner, “that I am will­ing to do any­thing I can to re­lieve you.”

				“Yes, now, my im­macu­late an­gel; but when once you have se­cured your re­ward, and find your­self safe in heav­en, and me howl­ing in hell­fire, catch you lift­ing a fin­ger to serve me then! No, you’ll look com­pla­cently on, and not so much as dip the tip of your fin­ger in wa­ter to cool my tongue!”

				“If so, it will be be­cause of the great gulf over which I can­not pass; and if I could look com­pla­cently on in such a case, it would be only from the as­sur­ance that you were be­ing pur­i­fied from your sins, and fit­ted to en­joy the hap­pi­ness I felt.—But are you de­term­ined, Ar­thur, that I shall not meet you in heav­en?”

				“Humph! What should I do there, I should like to know?”

				“In­deed, I can­not tell; and I fear it is too cer­tain that your tastes and feel­ings must be widely altered be­fore you can have any en­joy­ment there. But do you prefer sink­ing, without an ef­fort, in­to the state of tor­ment you pic­ture to your­self?”

				“Oh, it’s all a fable,” said he, con­temp­tu­ously.

				“Are you sure, Ar­thur? are you quite sure? Be­cause, if there is any doubt, and if you should find your­self mis­taken after all, when it is too late to turn—”

				“It would be rather awk­ward, to be sure,” said he; “but don’t both­er me now—I’m not go­ing to die yet. I can’t and won’t,” he ad­ded vehe­mently, as if sud­denly struck with the ap­palling as­pect of that ter­rible event. “Helen, you must save me!” And he earn­estly seized my hand, and looked in­to my face with such im­plor­ing eager­ness that my heart bled for him, and I could not speak for tears.

			

			The next let­ter brought in­tel­li­gence that the mal­ady was fast in­creas­ing; and the poor suf­fer­er’s hor­ror of death was still more dis­tress­ing than his im­pa­tience of bod­ily pain. All his friends had not for­saken him; for Mr. Hat­ters­ley, hear­ing of his danger, had come to see him from his dis­tant home in the north. His wife had ac­com­pan­ied him, as much for the pleas­ure of see­ing her dear friend, from whom she had been par­ted so long, as to vis­it her moth­er and sis­ter.

			
				Mrs. Hunt­ing­don ex­pressed her­self glad to see Mili­cent once more, and pleased to be­hold her so happy and well. She is now at the Grove (con­tin­ued the let­ter), but she of­ten calls to see me. Mr. Hat­ters­ley spends much of his time at Ar­thur’s bed­side. With more good feel­ing than I gave him cred­it for, he evinces con­sid­er­able sym­pathy for his un­happy friend, and is far more will­ing than able to com­fort him. Some­times he tries to joke and laugh with him, but that will not do; some­times he en­deav­ours to cheer him with talk about old times, and this at one time may serve to di­vert the suf­fer­er from his own sad thoughts; at an­oth­er, it will only plunge him in­to deep­er mel­an­choly than be­fore; and then Hat­ters­ley is con­foun­ded, and knows not what to say, un­less it be a tim­id sug­ges­tion that the cler­gy­man might be sent for. But Ar­thur will nev­er con­sent to that: he knows he has re­jec­ted the cler­gy­man’s well-meant ad­mon­i­tions with scoff­ing lev­ity at oth­er times, and can­not dream of turn­ing to him for con­sol­a­tion now.

				Mr. Hat­ters­ley some­times of­fers his ser­vices in­stead of mine, but Ar­thur will not let me go: that strange whim still in­creases, as his strength de­clines—the fancy to have me al­ways by his side. I hardly ever leave him, ex­cept to go in­to the next room, where I some­times snatch an hour or so of sleep when he is quiet; but even then the door is left ajar, that he may know me to be with­in call. I am with him now, while I write, and I fear my oc­cu­pa­tion an­noys him; though I fre­quently break off to at­tend to him, and though Mr. Hat­ters­ley is also by his side. That gen­tle­man came, as he said, to beg a hol­i­day for me, that I might have a run in the park, this fine frosty morn­ing, with Mili­cent and Es­th­er and little Ar­thur, whom he had driv­en over to see me. Our poor in­val­id evid­ently felt it a heart­less pro­pos­i­tion, and would have felt it still more heart­less in me to ac­cede to it. I there­fore said I would only go and speak to them a minute, and then come back. I did but ex­change a few words with them, just out­side the por­tico, in­hal­ing the fresh, bra­cing air as I stood, and then, res­ist­ing the earn­est and elo­quent en­treat­ies of all three to stay a little longer, and join them in a walk round the garden, I tore my­self away and re­turned to my pa­tient. I had not been ab­sent five minutes, but he re­proached me bit­terly for my lev­ity and neg­lect. His friend es­poused my cause.

				“Nay, nay, Hunt­ing­don,” said he, “you’re too hard upon her; she must have food and sleep, and a mouth­ful of fresh air now and then, or she can’t stand it, I tell you. Look at her, man! she’s worn to a shad­ow already.”

				“What are her suf­fer­ings to mine?” said the poor in­val­id. “You don’t grudge me these at­ten­tions, do you, Helen?”

				“No, Ar­thur, if I could really serve you by them. I would give my life to save you, if I might.”

				“Would you, in­deed? No!”

				“Most will­ingly I would.”

				“Ah! that’s be­cause you think your­self more fit to die!”

				There was a pain­ful pause. He was evid­ently plunged in gloomy re­flec­tions; but while I pondered for some­thing to say that might be­ne­fit without alarm­ing him, Hat­ters­ley, whose mind had been pur­su­ing al­most the same course, broke si­lence with, “I say, Hunt­ing­don, I would send for a par­son of some sort: if you didn’t like the vicar, you know, you could have his cur­ate, or some­body else.”

				“No; none of them can be­ne­fit me if she can’t,” was the an­swer. And the tears gushed from his eyes as he earn­estly ex­claimed, “Oh, Helen, if I had listened to you, it nev­er would have come to this! and if I had heard you long ago—oh, God! how dif­fer­ent it would have been!”

				“Hear me now, then, Ar­thur,” said I, gently press­ing his hand.

				“It’s too late now,” said he des­pond­ingly. And after that an­oth­er par­oxysm of pain came on; and then his mind began to wander, and we feared his death was ap­proach­ing: but an opi­ate was ad­min­istered: his suf­fer­ings began to abate, he gradu­ally be­came more com­posed, and at length sank in­to a kind of slum­ber. He has been quieter since; and now Hat­ters­ley has left him, ex­press­ing a hope that he shall find him bet­ter when he calls to­mor­row.

				“Per­haps I may re­cov­er,” he replied; “who knows? This may have been the crisis. What do you think, Helen?” Un­will­ing to de­press him, I gave the most cheer­ing an­swer I could, but still re­com­men­ded him to pre­pare for the pos­sib­il­ity of what I in­wardly feared was but too cer­tain. But he was de­term­ined to hope. Shortly after he re­lapsed in­to a kind of doze, but now he groans again.

				There is a change. Sud­denly he called me to his side, with such a strange, ex­cited man­ner, that I feared he was de­li­ri­ous, but he was not. “That was the crisis, Helen!” said he, de­lightedly. “I had an in­fernal pain here—it is quite gone now. I nev­er was so easy since the fall—quite gone, by heav­en!” and he clasped and kissed my hand in the very full­ness of his heart; but find­ing I did not par­ti­cip­ate in his joy, he quickly flung it from him, and bit­terly cursed my cold­ness and in­sens­ib­il­ity. How could I reply? Kneel­ing be­side him, I took his hand and fondly pressed it to my lips—for the first time since our sep­ar­a­tion—and told him, as well as tears would let me speak, that it was not that that kept me si­lent: it was the fear that this sud­den ces­sa­tion of pain was not so fa­vour­able a symp­tom as he sup­posed. I im­me­di­ately sent for the doc­tor: we are now anxiously await­ing him. I will tell you what he says. There is still the same free­dom from pain, the same dead­ness to all sen­sa­tion where the suf­fer­ing was most acute.

				My worst fears are real­ised: mor­ti­fic­a­tion has com­menced. The doc­tor has told him there is no hope. No words can de­scribe his an­guish. I can write no more.

			

			The next was still more dis­tress­ing in the ten­or of its con­tents. The suf­fer­er was fast ap­proach­ing dis­sol­u­tion—dragged al­most to the verge of that aw­ful chasm he trembled to con­tem­plate, from which no agony of pray­ers or tears could save him. Noth­ing could com­fort him now; Hat­ters­ley’s rough at­tempts at con­sol­a­tion were ut­terly in vain. The world was noth­ing to him: life and all its in­terests, its petty cares and tran­si­ent pleas­ures, were a cruel mock­ery. To talk of the past was to tor­ture him with vain re­morse; to refer to the fu­ture was to in­crease his an­guish; and yet to be si­lent was to leave him a prey to his own re­grets and ap­pre­hen­sions. Of­ten he dwelt with shud­der­ing minute­ness on the fate of his per­ish­ing clay—the slow, piece­meal dis­sol­u­tion already in­vad­ing his frame: the shroud, the coffin, the dark, lonely grave, and all the hor­rors of cor­rup­tion.

			
				If I try (said his af­flic­ted wife), to di­vert him from these things—to raise his thoughts to high­er themes, it is no bet­ter:—“Worse and worse!” he groans. “If there be really life bey­ond the tomb, and judg­ment after death, how can I face it?”—I can­not do him any good; he will neither be en­lightened, nor roused, nor com­for­ted by any­thing I say; and yet he clings to me with un­re­lent­ing per­tinacity—with a kind of child­ish des­per­a­tion, as if I could save him from the fate he dreads. He keeps me night and day be­side him. He is hold­ing my left hand now, while I write; he has held it thus for hours: some­times quietly, with his pale face up­turned to mine: some­times clutch­ing my arm with vi­ol­ence—the big drops start­ing from his fore­head at the thoughts of what he sees, or thinks he sees, be­fore him. If I with­draw my hand for a mo­ment it dis­tresses him.

				“Stay with me, Helen,” he says; “let me hold you so: it seems as if harm could not reach me while you are here. But death will come—it is com­ing now—fast, fast!—and—oh, if I could be­lieve there was noth­ing after!”

				“Don’t try to be­lieve it, Ar­thur; there is joy and glory after, if you will but try to reach it!”

				“What, for me?” he said, with some­thing like a laugh. “Are we not to be judged ac­cord­ing to the deeds done in the body? Where’s the use of a pro­ba­tion­ary ex­ist­ence, if a man may spend it as he pleases, just con­trary to God’s de­crees, and then go to heav­en with the best—if the vilest sin­ner may win the re­ward of the holi­est saint, by merely say­ing, ‘I re­pent!’

				“But if you sin­cerely re­pent—”

				“I can’t re­pent; I only fear.”

				“You only re­gret the past for its con­sequences to your­self?”

				“Just so—ex­cept that I’m sorry to have wronged you, Nell, be­cause you’re so good to me.”

				“Think of the good­ness of God, and you can­not but be grieved to have of­fen­ded Him.”

				“What is God?—I can­not see Him or hear Him.—God is only an idea.”

				“God is In­fin­ite Wis­dom, and Power, and Good­ness—and Love; but if this idea is too vast for your hu­man fac­ulties—if your mind loses it­self in its over­whelm­ing in­finitude, fix it on Him who con­des­cen­ded to take our nature upon Him, who was raised to heav­en even in His glor­i­fied hu­man body, in whom the full­ness of the God­head shines.”

				But he only shook his head and sighed. Then, in an­oth­er par­oxysm of shud­der­ing hor­ror, he tightened his grasp on my hand and arm, and, groan­ing and lament­ing, still clung to me with that wild, des­per­ate earn­est­ness so har­row­ing to my soul, be­cause I know I can­not help him. I did my best to soothe and com­fort him.

				“Death is so ter­rible,” he cried, “I can­not bear it! You don’t know, Helen—you can’t ima­gine what it is, be­cause you haven’t it be­fore you! and when I’m bur­ied, you’ll re­turn to your old ways and be as happy as ever, and all the world will go on just as busy and merry as if I had nev­er been; while I—” He burst in­to tears.

				“You needn’t let that dis­tress you,” I said; “we shall all fol­low you soon enough.”

				“I wish to God I could take you with me now!” he ex­claimed: “you should plead for me.”

				“No man can de­liv­er his broth­er, nor make agree­ment un­to God for him,” I replied: “it cost more to re­deem their souls—it cost the blood of an in­carn­ate God, per­fect and sin­less in Him­self, to re­deem us from the bond­age of the evil one:—let Him plead for you.”

				But I seem to speak in vain. He does not now, as formerly, laugh these blessed truths to scorn: but still he can­not trust, or will not com­pre­hend them. He can­not linger long. He suf­fers dread­fully, and so do those that wait upon him. But I will not har­ass you with fur­ther de­tails: I have said enough, I think, to con­vince you that I did well to go to him.

			

			Poor, poor Helen! dread­ful in­deed her tri­als must have been! And I could do noth­ing to lessen them—nay, it al­most seemed as if I had brought them upon her my­self by my own secret de­sires; and wheth­er I looked at her hus­band’s suf­fer­ings or her own, it seemed al­most like a judg­ment upon my­self for hav­ing cher­ished such a wish.

			The next day but one there came an­oth­er let­ter. That too was put in­to my hands without a re­mark, and these are its con­tents:—

			
				
					Dec. 5th.

				
				He is gone at last. I sat be­side him all night, with my hand fast locked in his, watch­ing the changes of his fea­tures and listen­ing to his fail­ing breath. He had been si­lent a long time, and I thought he would nev­er speak again, when he mur­mured, faintly but dis­tinctly—“Pray for me, Helen!”

				“I do pray for you, every hour and every minute, Ar­thur; but you must pray for your­self.”

				His lips moved, but emit­ted no sound;—then his looks be­came un­settled; and, from the in­co­her­ent, half-uttered words that es­caped him from time to time, sup­pos­ing him to be now un­con­scious, I gently dis­en­gaged my hand from his, in­tend­ing to steal away for a breath of air, for I was al­most ready to faint; but a con­vuls­ive move­ment of the fin­gers, and a faintly whispered “Don’t leave me!” im­me­di­ately re­called me: I took his hand again, and held it till he was no more—and then I fain­ted. It was not grief; it was ex­haus­tion, that, till then, I had been en­abled suc­cess­fully to com­bat. Oh, Fre­d­er­ick! none can ima­gine the miser­ies, bod­ily and men­tal, of that deathbed! How could I en­dure to think that that poor trem­bling soul was hur­ried away to ever­last­ing tor­ment? it would drive me mad. But, thank God, I have hope—not only from a vague de­pend­ence on the pos­sib­il­ity that pen­it­ence and par­don might have reached him at the last, but from the blessed con­fid­ence that, through whatever pur­ging fires the erring spir­it may be doomed to pass—whatever fate awaits it—still it is not lost, and God, who hat­eth noth­ing that He hath made, will bless it in the end!

				His body will be con­signed on Thursday to that dark grave he so much dreaded; but the coffin must be closed as soon as pos­sible. If you will at­tend the fu­ner­al, come quickly, for I need help.

				
					Helen Hunt­ing­don.

				
			

		
	
		
			L

			On read­ing this I had no reas­on to dis­guise my joy and hope from Fre­d­er­ick Lawrence, for I had none to be ashamed of. I felt no joy but that his sis­ter was at length re­leased from her af­flict­ive, over­whelm­ing toil—no hope but that she would in time re­cov­er from the ef­fects of it, and be suffered to rest in peace and quiet­ness, at least, for the re­mainder of her life. I ex­per­i­enced a pain­ful com­mis­er­a­tion for her un­happy hus­band (though fully aware that he had brought every particle of his suf­fer­ings upon him­self, and but too well de­served them all), and a pro­found sym­pathy for her own af­flic­tions, and deep anxi­ety for the con­sequences of those har­ass­ing cares, those dread­ful vi­gils, that in­cess­ant and de­le­ter­i­ous con­fine­ment be­side a liv­ing corpse—for I was per­suaded she had not hin­ted half the suf­fer­ings she had had to en­dure.

			“You will go to her, Lawrence?” said I, as I put the let­ter in­to his hand.

			“Yes, im­me­di­ately.”

			“That’s right! I’ll leave you, then, to pre­pare for your de­par­ture.”

			“I’ve done that already, while you were read­ing the let­ter, and be­fore you came; and the car­riage is now com­ing round to the door.”

			In­wardly ap­prov­ing his promptitude, I bade him good morn­ing, and with­drew. He gave me a search­ing glance as we pressed each oth­er’s hands at part­ing; but whatever he sought in my coun­ten­ance, he saw there noth­ing but the most be­com­ing grav­ity—it might be mingled with a little stern­ness in mo­ment­ary re­sent­ment at what I sus­pec­ted to be passing in his mind.

			Had I for­got­ten my own pro­spects, my ar­dent love, my per­tina­cious hopes? It seemed like sac­ri­lege to re­vert to them now, but I had not for­got­ten them. It was, how­ever, with a gloomy sense of the dark­ness of those pro­spects, the fal­lacy of those hopes, and the van­ity of that af­fec­tion, that I re­flec­ted on those things as I re­moun­ted my horse and slowly jour­neyed home­wards. Mrs. Hunt­ing­don was free now; it was no longer a crime to think of her—but did she ever think of me? Not now—of course it was not to be ex­pec­ted—but would she when this shock was over? In all the course of her cor­res­pond­ence with her broth­er (our mu­tu­al friend, as she her­self had called him) she had nev­er men­tioned me but once—and that was from ne­ces­sity. This alone af­forded strong pre­sump­tion that I was already for­got­ten; yet this was not the worst: it might have been her sense of duty that had kept her si­lent: she might be only try­ing to for­get; but in ad­di­tion to this, I had a gloomy con­vic­tion that the aw­ful real­it­ies she had seen and felt, her re­con­cili­ation with the man she had once loved, his dread­ful suf­fer­ings and death, must even­tu­ally ef­face from her mind all traces of her passing love for me. She might re­cov­er from these hor­rors so far as to be re­stored to her former health, her tran­quil­lity, her cheer­ful­ness even—but nev­er to those feel­ings which would ap­pear to her, hence­forth, as a fleet­ing fancy, a vain, il­lus­ive dream; es­pe­cially as there was no one to re­mind her of my ex­ist­ence—no means of as­sur­ing her of my fer­vent con­stancy, now that we were so far apart, and del­ic­acy for­bade me to see her or to write to her, for months to come at least. And how could I en­gage her broth­er in my be­half? how could I break that icy crust of shy re­serve? Per­haps he would dis­ap­prove of my at­tach­ment now as highly as be­fore; per­haps he would think me too poor—too lowly born, to match with his sis­ter. Yes, there was an­oth­er bar­ri­er: doubt­less there was a wide dis­tinc­tion between the rank and cir­cum­stances of Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, the lady of Grassdale Man­or, and those of Mrs. Gra­ham, the artist, the ten­ant of Wild­fell Hall. And it might be deemed pre­sump­tion in me to of­fer my hand to the former, by the world, by her friends, if not by her­self; a pen­alty I might brave, if I were cer­tain she loved me; but oth­er­wise, how could I? And, fi­nally, her de­ceased hus­band, with his usu­al selfish­ness, might have so con­struc­ted his will as to place re­stric­tions upon her mar­ry­ing again. So that you see I had reas­ons enough for des­pair if I chose to in­dulge it.

			Nev­er­the­less, it was with no small de­gree of im­pa­tience that I looked for­ward to Mr. Lawrence’s re­turn from Grassdale: im­pa­tience that in­creased in pro­por­tion as his ab­sence was pro­longed. He stayed away some ten or twelve days. All very right that he should re­main to com­fort and help his sis­ter, but he might have writ­ten to tell me how she was, or at least to tell me when to ex­pect his re­turn; for he might have known I was suf­fer­ing tor­tures of anxi­ety for her, and un­cer­tainty for my own fu­ture pro­spects. And when he did re­turn, all he told me about her was, that she had been greatly ex­hausted and worn by her un­re­mit­ting ex­er­tions in be­half of that man who had been the scourge of her life, and had dragged her with him nearly to the portals of the grave, and was still much shaken and de­pressed by his mel­an­choly end and the cir­cum­stances at­tend­ant upon it; but no word in ref­er­ence to me; no in­tim­a­tion that my name had ever passed her lips, or even been spoken in her pres­ence. To be sure, I asked no ques­tions on the sub­ject; I could not bring my mind to do so, be­liev­ing, as I did, that Lawrence was in­deed averse to the idea of my uni­on with his sis­ter.

			I saw that he ex­pec­ted to be fur­ther ques­tioned con­cern­ing his vis­it, and I saw too, with the keen per­cep­tion of awakened jeal­ousy, or alarmed self-es­teem, or by whatever name I ought to call it, that he rather shrank from that im­pend­ing scru­tiny, and was no less pleased than sur­prised to find it did not come. Of course, I was burn­ing with an­ger, but pride ob­liged me to sup­press my feel­ings, and pre­serve a smooth face, or at least a sto­ic calmness, through­out the in­ter­view. It was well it did, for, re­view­ing the mat­ter in my sober judg­ment, I must say it would have been highly ab­surd and im­prop­er to have quar­relled with him on such an oc­ca­sion. I must con­fess, too, that I wronged him in my heart: the truth was, he liked me very well, but he was fully aware that a uni­on between Mrs. Hunt­ing­don and me would be what the world calls a mésal­li­ance; and it was not in his nature to set the world at de­fi­ance; es­pe­cially in such a case as this, for its dread laugh, or ill opin­ion, would be far more ter­rible to him dir­ec­ted against his sis­ter than him­self. Had he be­lieved that a uni­on was ne­ces­sary to the hap­pi­ness of both, or of either, or had he known how fer­vently I loved her, he would have ac­ted dif­fer­ently; but see­ing me so calm and cool, he would not for the world dis­turb my philo­sophy; and though re­frain­ing en­tirely from any act­ive op­pos­i­tion to the match, he would yet do noth­ing to bring it about, and would much rather take the part of prudence, in aid­ing us to over­come our mu­tu­al pre­dilec­tions, than that of feel­ing, to en­cour­age them. “And he was in the right of it,” you will say. Per­haps he was; at any rate, I had no busi­ness to feel so bit­terly against him as I did; but I could not then re­gard the mat­ter in such a mod­er­ate light; and, after a brief con­ver­sa­tion upon in­dif­fer­ent top­ics, I went away, suf­fer­ing all the pangs of wounded pride and in­jured friend­ship, in ad­di­tion to those res­ult­ing from the fear that I was in­deed for­got­ten, and the know­ledge that she I loved was alone and af­flic­ted, suf­fer­ing from in­jured health and de­jec­ted spir­its, and I was for­bid­den to con­sole or as­sist her: for­bid­den even to as­sure her of my sym­pathy, for the trans­mis­sion of any such mes­sage through Mr. Lawrence was now com­pletely out of the ques­tion.

			But what should I do? I would wait, and see if she would no­tice me, which of course she would not, un­less by some kind mes­sage en­trus­ted to her broth­er, that, in all prob­ab­il­ity, he would not de­liv­er, and then, dread­ful thought! she would think me cooled and changed for not re­turn­ing it, or, per­haps, he had already giv­en her to un­der­stand that I had ceased to think of her. I would wait, how­ever, till the six months after our part­ing were fairly passed (which would be about the close of Feb­ru­ary), and then I would send her a let­ter, mod­estly re­mind­ing her of her former per­mis­sion to write to her at the close of that peri­od, and hop­ing I might avail my­self of it—at least to ex­press my heart­felt sor­row for her late af­flic­tions, my just ap­pre­ci­ation of her gen­er­ous con­duct, and my hope that her health was now com­pletely rees­tab­lished, and that she would, some time, be per­mit­ted to en­joy those bless­ings of a peace­ful, happy life, which had been denied her so long, but which none could more truly be said to mer­it than her­self—adding a few words of kind re­mem­brance to my little friend Ar­thur, with a hope that he had not for­got­ten me, and per­haps a few more in ref­er­ence to by­gone times, to the de­light­ful hours I had passed in her so­ci­ety, and my un­fad­ing re­col­lec­tion of them, which was the salt and solace of my life, and a hope that her re­cent troubles had not en­tirely ban­ished me from her mind. If she did not an­swer this, of course I should write no more: if she did (as surely she would, in some fash­ion), my fu­ture pro­ceed­ings should be reg­u­lated by her reply.

			Ten weeks was long to wait in such a miser­able state of un­cer­tainty; but cour­age! it must be en­dured! and mean­time I would con­tin­ue to see Lawrence now and then, though not so of­ten as be­fore, and I would still pur­sue my ha­bitu­al in­quir­ies after his sis­ter, if he had lately heard from her, and how she was, but noth­ing more.

			I did so, and the an­swers I re­ceived were al­ways pro­vok­ingly lim­ited to the let­ter of the in­quiry: she was much as usu­al: she made no com­plaints, but the tone of her last let­ter evinced great de­pres­sion of mind: she said she was bet­ter: and, fi­nally, she said she was well, and very busy with her son’s edu­ca­tion, and with the man­age­ment of her late hus­band’s prop­erty, and the reg­u­la­tion of his af­fairs. The ras­cal had nev­er told me how that prop­erty was dis­posed, or wheth­er Mr. Hunt­ing­don had died in­test­ate or not; and I would soon­er die than ask him, lest he should mis­con­strue in­to cov­et­ous­ness my de­sire to know. He nev­er offered to show me his sis­ter’s let­ters now, and I nev­er hin­ted a wish to see them. Feb­ru­ary, how­ever, was ap­proach­ing; Decem­ber was past; Janu­ary, at length, was al­most over—a few more weeks, and then, cer­tain des­pair or re­new­al of hope would put an end to this long agony of sus­pense.

			But alas! it was just about that time she was called to sus­tain an­oth­er blow in the death of her uncle—a worth­less old fel­low enough in him­self, I daresay, but he had al­ways shown more kind­ness and af­fec­tion to her than to any oth­er creature, and she had al­ways been ac­cus­tomed to re­gard him as a par­ent. She was with him when he died, and had as­sisted her aunt to nurse him dur­ing the last stage of his ill­ness. Her broth­er went to Staningley to at­tend the fu­ner­al, and told me, upon his re­turn, that she was still there, en­deav­our­ing to cheer her aunt with her pres­ence, and likely to re­main some time. This was bad news for me, for while she con­tin­ued there I could not write to her, as I did not know the ad­dress, and would not ask it of him. But week fol­lowed week, and every time I in­quired about her she was still at Staningley.

			“Where is Staningley?” I asked at last.

			“In ——shire,” was the brief reply; and there was some­thing so cold and dry in the man­ner of it, that I was ef­fec­tu­ally de­terred from re­quest­ing a more def­in­ite ac­count.

			“When will she re­turn to Grassdale?” was my next ques­tion.

			“I don’t know.”

			“Con­found it!” I muttered.

			“Why, Markham?” asked my com­pan­ion, with an air of in­no­cent sur­prise. But I did not deign to an­swer him, save by a look of si­lent, sul­len con­tempt, at which he turned away, and con­tem­plated the car­pet with a slight smile, half pens­ive, half amused; but quickly look­ing up, he began to talk of oth­er sub­jects, try­ing to draw me in­to a cheer­ful and friendly con­ver­sa­tion, but I was too much ir­rit­ated to dis­course with him, and soon took leave.

			You see Lawrence and I some­how could not man­age to get on very well to­geth­er. The fact is, I be­lieve, we were both of us a little too touchy. It is a trouble­some thing, Halford, this sus­cept­ib­il­ity to af­fronts where none are in­ten­ded. I am no mar­tyr to it now, as you can bear me wit­ness: I have learned to be merry and wise, to be more easy with my­self and more in­dul­gent to my neigh­bours, and I can af­ford to laugh at both Lawrence and you.

			Partly from ac­ci­dent, partly from wil­ful neg­li­gence on my part (for I was really be­gin­ning to dis­like him), sev­er­al weeks elapsed be­fore I saw my friend again. When we did meet, it was he that sought me out. One bright morn­ing, early in June, he came in­to the field, where I was just com­men­cing my hay har­vest.

			“It is long since I saw you, Markham,” said he, after the first few words had passed between us. “Do you nev­er mean to come to Wood­ford again?”

			“I called once, and you were out.”

			“I was sorry, but that was long since; I hoped you would call again, and now I have called, and you were out, which you gen­er­ally are, or I would do my­self the pleas­ure of call­ing more fre­quently; but be­ing de­term­ined to see you this time, I have left my pony in the lane, and come over hedge and ditch to join you; for I am about to leave Wood­ford for a while, and may not have the pleas­ure of see­ing you again for a month or two.”

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To Grassdale first,” said he, with a half-smile he would will­ingly have sup­pressed if he could.

			“To Grassdale! Is she there, then?”

			“Yes, but in a day or two she will leave it to ac­com­pany Mrs. Max­well to F—— for the be­ne­fit of the sea air, and I shall go with them.” (F—— was at that time a quiet but re­spect­able wa­ter­ing-place: it is con­sid­er­ably more fre­quen­ted now.)

			Lawrence seemed to ex­pect me to take ad­vant­age of this cir­cum­stance to en­trust him with some sort of a mes­sage to his sis­ter; and I be­lieve he would have un­der­taken to de­liv­er it without any ma­ter­i­al ob­jec­tions, if I had had the sense to ask him, though of course he would not of­fer to do so, if I was con­tent to let it alone. But I could not bring my­self to make the re­quest, and it was not till after he was gone, that I saw how fair an op­por­tun­ity I had lost; and then, in­deed, I deeply re­gret­ted my stu­pid­ity and my fool­ish pride, but it was now too late to rem­edy the evil.

			He did not re­turn till to­wards the lat­ter end of Au­gust. He wrote to me twice or thrice from F——, but his let­ters were most pro­vok­ingly un­sat­is­fact­ory, deal­ing in gen­er­al­it­ies or in trifles that I cared noth­ing about, or re­plete with fan­cies and re­flec­tions equally un­wel­come to me at the time, say­ing next to noth­ing about his sis­ter, and little more about him­self. I would wait, how­ever, till he came back; per­haps I could get some­thing more out of him then. At all events, I would not write to her now, while she was with him and her aunt, who doubt­less would be still more hos­tile to my pre­sump­tu­ous as­pir­a­tions than him­self. When she was re­turned to the si­lence and solitude of her own home, it would be my fit­test op­por­tun­ity.

			When Lawrence came, how­ever, he was as re­served as ever on the sub­ject of my keen anxi­ety. He told me that his sis­ter had de­rived con­sid­er­able be­ne­fit from her stay at F—— that her son was quite well, and—alas! that both of them were gone, with Mrs. Max­well, back to Staningley, and there they stayed at least three months. But in­stead of bor­ing you with my chag­rin, my ex­pect­a­tions and dis­ap­point­ments, my fluc­tu­ations of dull des­pond­ency and flick­er­ing hope, my vary­ing res­ol­u­tions, now to drop it, and now to per­severe—now to make a bold push, and now to let things pass and pa­tiently abide my time—I will em­ploy my­self in set­tling the busi­ness of one or two of the char­ac­ters in­tro­duced in the course of this nar­rat­ive, whom I may not have oc­ca­sion to men­tion again.

			Some time be­fore Mr. Hunt­ing­don’s death Lady Low­bor­ough eloped with an­oth­er gal­lant to the Con­tin­ent, where, hav­ing lived a while in reck­less gaiety and dis­sip­a­tion, they quar­relled and par­ted. She went dash­ing on for a sea­son, but years came and money went: she sunk, at length, in dif­fi­culty and debt, dis­grace and misery; and died at last, as I have heard, in pen­ury, neg­lect, and ut­ter wretched­ness. But this might be only a re­port: she may be liv­ing yet for any­thing I or any of her re­l­at­ives or former ac­quaint­ances can tell; for they have all lost sight of her long years ago, and would as thor­oughly for­get her if they could. Her hus­band, how­ever, upon this second mis­de­mean­our, im­me­di­ately sought and ob­tained a di­vorce, and, not long after, mar­ried again. It was well he did, for Lord Low­bor­ough, mor­ose and moody as he seemed, was not the man for a bach­el­or’s life. No pub­lic in­terests, no am­bi­tious pro­jects, or act­ive pur­suits—or ties of friend­ship even (if he had had any friends), could com­pensate to him for the ab­sence of do­mest­ic com­forts and en­dear­ments. He had a son and a nom­in­al daugh­ter, it is true, but they too pain­fully re­minded him of their moth­er, and the un­for­tu­nate little An­na­bella was a source of per­petu­al bit­ter­ness to his soul. He had ob­liged him­self to treat her with pa­ternal kind­ness: he had forced him­self not to hate her, and even, per­haps, to feel some de­gree of kindly re­gard for her, at last, in re­turn for her art­less and un­sus­pect­ing at­tach­ment to him­self; but the bit­ter­ness of his self-con­dem­na­tion for his in­ward feel­ings to­wards that in­no­cent be­ing, his con­stant struggles to sub­due the evil prompt­ings of his nature (for it was not a gen­er­ous one), though partly guessed at by those who knew him, could be known to God and his own heart alone;—so also was the hard­ness of his con­flicts with the tempta­tion to re­turn to the vice of his youth, and seek ob­li­vi­on for past calam­it­ies, and dead­ness to the present misery of a blighted heart a joy­less, friend­less life, and a mor­bidly dis­con­sol­ate mind, by yield­ing again to that in­si­di­ous foe to health, and sense, and vir­tue, which had so de­plor­ably en­slaved and de­graded him be­fore.

			The second ob­ject of his choice was widely dif­fer­ent from the first. Some wondered at his taste; some even ri­diculed it—but in this their folly was more ap­par­ent than his. The lady was about his own age—i.e., between thirty and forty—re­mark­able neither for beauty, nor wealth, nor bril­liant ac­com­plish­ments; nor any oth­er thing that I ever heard of, ex­cept genu­ine good sense, un­swerving in­teg­rity, act­ive piety, warm­hearted be­ne­vol­ence, and a fund of cheer­ful spir­its. These qual­it­ies, how­ever, as you may read­ily ima­gine, com­bined to render her an ex­cel­lent moth­er to the chil­dren, and an in­valu­able wife to his lord­ship. He, with his usu­al self-de­pre­ci­ation, thought her a world too good for him, and while he wondered at the kind­ness of Provid­ence in con­fer­ring such a gift upon him, and even at her taste in pre­fer­ring him to oth­er men, he did his best to re­cip­roc­ate the good she did him, and so far suc­ceeded that she was, and I be­lieve still is, one of the hap­pi­est and fond­est wives in Eng­land; and all who ques­tion the good taste of either part­ner may be thank­ful if their re­spect­ive se­lec­tions af­ford them half the genu­ine sat­is­fac­tion in the end, or re­pay their pref­er­ence with af­fec­tion half as last­ing and sin­cere.

			If you are at all in­ter­ested in the fate of that low scoun­drel, Grimsby, I can only tell you that he went from bad to worse, sink­ing from bathos to bathos of vice and vil­lainy, con­sort­ing only with the worst mem­bers of his club and the low­est dregs of so­ci­ety—hap­pily for the rest of the world—and at last met his end in a drunk­en brawl, from the hands, it is said, of some broth­er scoun­drel he had cheated at play.

			As for Mr. Hat­ters­ley, he had nev­er wholly for­got­ten his res­ol­u­tion to “come out from among them,” and be­have like a man and a Chris­ti­an, and the last ill­ness and death of his once jolly friend Hunt­ing­don so deeply and ser­i­ously im­pressed him with the evil of their former prac­tices, that he nev­er needed an­oth­er les­son of the kind. Avoid­ing the tempta­tions of the town, he con­tin­ued to pass his life in the coun­try, im­mersed in the usu­al pur­suits of a hearty, act­ive, coun­try gen­tle­man; his oc­cu­pa­tions be­ing those of farm­ing, and breed­ing horses and cattle, di­ver­si­fied with a little hunt­ing and shoot­ing, and en­livened by the oc­ca­sion­al com­pan­ion­ship of his friends (bet­ter friends than those of his youth), and the so­ci­ety of his happy little wife (now cheer­ful and con­fid­ing as heart could wish), and his fine fam­ily of stal­wart sons and bloom­ing daugh­ters. His fath­er, the banker, hav­ing died some years ago and left him all his riches, he has now full scope for the ex­er­cise of his pre­vail­ing tastes, and I need not tell you that Ral­ph Hat­ters­ley, Esq., is cel­eb­rated through­out the coun­try for his noble breed of horses.

		
	
		
			LI

			We will now turn to a cer­tain still, cold, cloudy af­ter­noon about the com­mence­ment of Decem­ber, when the first fall of snow lay thinly scattered over the blighted fields and frozen roads, or stored more thickly in the hol­lows of the deep cart-ruts and foot­steps of men and horses im­pressed in the now pet­ri­fied mire of last month’s drench­ing rains. I re­mem­ber it well, for I was walk­ing home from the vicar­age with no less re­mark­able a per­son­age than Miss Eliza Mill­ward by my side. I had been to call upon her fath­er—a sac­ri­fice to ci­vil­ity un­der­taken en­tirely to please my moth­er, not my­self, for I hated to go near the house; not merely on ac­count of my an­ti­pathy to the once so be­witch­ing Eliza, but be­cause I had not half for­giv­en the old gen­tle­man him­self for his ill opin­ion of Mrs. Hunt­ing­don; for though now con­strained to ac­know­ledge him­self mis­taken in his former judg­ment, he still main­tained that she had done wrong to leave her hus­band; it was a vi­ol­a­tion of her sac­red du­ties as a wife, and a tempt­ing of Provid­ence by lay­ing her­self open to tempta­tion; and noth­ing short of bod­ily ill-us­age (and that of no tri­fling nature) could ex­cuse such a step—nor even that, for in such a case she ought to ap­peal to the laws for pro­tec­tion. But it was not of him I in­ten­ded to speak; it was of his daugh­ter Eliza. Just as I was tak­ing leave of the vicar, she entered the room, ready equipped for a walk.

			“I was just com­ing to see your sis­ter, Mr. Markham,” said she; “and so, if you have no ob­jec­tion, I’ll ac­com­pany you home. I like com­pany when I’m walk­ing out—don’t you?”

			“Yes, when it’s agree­able.”

			“That of course,” re­joined the young lady, smil­ing archly. So we pro­ceeded to­geth­er.

			“Shall I find Rose at home, do you think?” said she, as we closed the garden gate, and set our faces to­wards Linden-Car.

			“I be­lieve so.”

			“I trust I shall, for I’ve a little bit of news for her—if you haven’t fore­stalled me.”

			“I?”

			“Yes: do you know what Mr. Lawrence is gone for?” She looked up anxiously for my reply.

			“Is he gone?” said I; and her face brightened.

			“Ah! then he hasn’t told you about his sis­ter?”

			“What of her?” I de­man­ded in ter­ror, lest some evil should have be­fallen her.

			“Oh, Mr. Markham, how you blush!” cried she, with a tor­ment­ing laugh. “Ha, ha, you have not for­got­ten her yet. But you had bet­ter be quick about it, I can tell you, for—alas, alas!—she’s go­ing to be mar­ried next Thursday!”

			“No, Miss Eliza, that’s false.”

			“Do you charge me with a false­hood, sir?”

			“You are mis­in­formed.”

			“Am I? Do you know bet­ter, then?”

			“I think I do.”

			“What makes you look so pale then?” said she, smil­ing with de­light at my emo­tion. “Is it an­ger at poor me for telling such a fib? Well, I only ‘tell the tale as ’twas told to me:’ I don’t vouch for the truth of it; but at the same time, I don’t see what reas­on Sarah should have for de­ceiv­ing me, or her in­form­ant for de­ceiv­ing her; and that was what she told me the foot­man told her:—that Mrs. Hunt­ing­don was go­ing to be mar­ried on Thursday, and Mr. Lawrence was gone to the wed­ding. She did tell me the name of the gen­tle­man, but I’ve for­got­ten that. Per­haps you can as­sist me to re­mem­ber it. Is there not someone that lives near—or fre­quently vis­its the neigh­bour­hood, that has long been at­tached to her?—a Mr.—oh, dear! Mr.—”

			“Har­grave?” sug­ges­ted I, with a bit­ter smile.

			“You’re right,” cried she; “that was the very name.”

			“Im­possible, Miss Eliza!” I ex­claimed, in a tone that made her start.

			“Well, you know, that’s what they told me,” said she, com­posedly star­ing me in the face. And then she broke out in­to a long shrill laugh that put me to my wit’s end with fury.

			“Really you must ex­cuse me,” cried she. “I know it’s very rude, but ha, ha, ha!—did you think to marry her your­self? Dear, dear, what a pity!—ha, ha, ha! Gra­cious, Mr. Markham, are you go­ing to faint? Oh, mercy! shall I call this man? Here, Jac­ob—” But check­ing the word on her lips, I seized her arm and gave it, I think, a pretty severe squeeze, for she shrank in­to her­self with a faint cry of pain or ter­ror; but the spir­it with­in her was not sub­dued: in­stantly ral­ly­ing, she con­tin­ued, with well-feigned con­cern, “What can I do for you? Will you have some wa­ter—some brandy? I daresay they have some in the pub­lic-house down there, if you’ll let me run.”

			“Have done with this non­sense!” cried I, sternly. She looked con­foun­ded—al­most frightened again, for a mo­ment. “You know I hate such jests,” I con­tin­ued.

			“Jests in­deed! I wasn’t jest­ing!”

			“You were laugh­ing, at all events; and I don’t like to be laughed at,” re­turned I, mak­ing vi­ol­ent ef­forts to speak with prop­er dig­nity and com­pos­ure, and to say noth­ing but what was co­her­ent and sens­ible. “And since you are in such a merry mood, Miss Eliza, you must be good enough com­pany for your­self; and there­fore I shall leave you to fin­ish your walk alone—for, now I think of it, I have busi­ness else­where; so good even­ing.”

			With that I left her (smoth­er­ing her ma­li­cious laughter) and turned aside in­to the fields, spring­ing up the bank, and push­ing through the nearest gap in the hedge. De­term­ined at once to prove the truth—or rather the false­hood—of her story, I hastened to Wood­ford as fast as my legs could carry me; first veer­ing round by a cir­cuit­ous course, but the mo­ment I was out of sight of my fair tor­ment­or cut­ting away across the coun­try, just as a bird might fly, over pas­ture­land, and fal­low, and stubble, and lane, clear­ing hedges and ditches and hurdles, till I came to the young squire’s gates. Nev­er till now had I known the full fer­vour of my love—the full strength of my hopes, not wholly crushed even in my hours of deep­est des­pond­ency, al­ways ten­a­ciously cling­ing to the thought that one day she might be mine, or, if not that, at least that some­thing of my memory, some slight re­mem­brance of our friend­ship and our love, would be forever cher­ished in her heart. I marched up to the door, de­term­ined, if I saw the mas­ter, to ques­tion him boldly con­cern­ing his sis­ter, to wait and hes­it­ate no longer, but cast false del­ic­acy and stu­pid pride be­hind my back, and know my fate at once.

			“Is Mr. Lawrence at home?” I eagerly asked of the ser­vant that opened the door.

			“No, sir, mas­ter went yes­ter­day,” replied he, look­ing very alert.

			“Went where?”

			“To Grassdale, sir—wasn’t you aware, sir? He’s very close, is mas­ter,” said the fel­low, with a fool­ish, sim­per­ing grin. “I sup­pose, sir—”

			But I turned and left him, without wait­ing to hear what he sup­posed. I was not go­ing to stand there to ex­pose my tor­tured feel­ings to the in­solent laughter and im­per­tin­ent curi­os­ity of a fel­low like that.

			But what was to be done now? Could it be pos­sible that she had left me for that man? I could not be­lieve it. Me she might for­sake, but not to give her­self to him! Well, I would know the truth; to no con­cerns of daily life could I at­tend while this tem­pest of doubt and dread, of jeal­ousy and rage, dis­trac­ted me. I would take the morn­ing coach from L—— (the even­ing one would be already gone), and fly to Grassdale—I must be there be­fore the mar­riage. And why? Be­cause a thought struck me that per­haps I might pre­vent it—that if I did not, she and I might both lament it to the latest mo­ment of our lives. It struck me that someone might have be­lied me to her: per­haps her broth­er; yes, no doubt her broth­er had per­suaded her that I was false and faith­less, and tak­ing ad­vant­age of her nat­ur­al in­dig­na­tion, and per­haps her des­pond­ing care­less­ness about her fu­ture life, had urged her, art­fully, cruelly, on to this oth­er mar­riage, in or­der to se­cure her from me. If this was the case, and if she should only dis­cov­er her mis­take when too late to re­pair it—to what a life of misery and vain re­gret might she be doomed as well as me; and what re­morse for me to think my fool­ish scruples had in­duced it all! Oh, I must see her—she must know my truth even if I told it at the church door! I might pass for a mad­man or an im­per­tin­ent fool—even she might be of­fen­ded at such an in­ter­rup­tion, or at least might tell me it was now too late. But if I could save her, if she might be mine!—it was too rap­tur­ous a thought!

			Winged by this hope, and goaded by these fears, I hur­ried home­wards to pre­pare for my de­par­ture on the mor­row. I told my moth­er that ur­gent busi­ness which ad­mit­ted no delay, but which I could not then ex­plain, called me away.

			My deep anxi­ety and ser­i­ous pre­oc­cu­pa­tion could not be con­cealed from her ma­ter­nal eyes; and I had much ado to calm her ap­pre­hen­sions of some dis­astrous mys­tery.

			That night there came a heavy fall of snow, which so re­tarded the pro­gress of the coaches on the fol­low­ing day that I was al­most driv­en to dis­trac­tion. I trav­elled all night, of course, for this was Wed­nes­day: to­mor­row morn­ing, doubt­less, the mar­riage would take place. But the night was long and dark: the snow heav­ily clogged the wheels and balled the horses’ feet; the an­im­als were con­sumedly lazy; the coach­man most ex­ec­rably cau­tious; the pas­sen­gers con­foun­dedly apathet­ic in their su­pine in­dif­fer­ence to the rate of our pro­gres­sion. In­stead of as­sist­ing me to bully the sev­er­al coach­men and urge them for­ward, they merely stared and grinned at my im­pa­tience: one fel­low even ven­tured to rally me upon it—but I si­lenced him with a look that quelled him for the rest of the jour­ney; and when, at the last stage, I would have taken the reins in­to my own hand, they all with one ac­cord op­posed it.

			It was broad day­light when we entered M—— and drew up at the “Rose and Crown.” I alighted and called aloud for a post-chaise to Grassdale. There was none to be had: the only one in the town was un­der re­pair. “A gig, then—a fly—car—any­thing—only be quick!” There was a gig, but not a horse to spare. I sent in­to the town to seek one: but they were such an in­tol­er­able time about it that I could wait no longer—I thought my own feet could carry me soon­er; and bid­ding them send the con­vey­ance after me, if it were ready with­in an hour, I set off as fast as I could walk. The dis­tance was little more than six miles, but the road was strange, and I had to keep stop­ping to in­quire my way; hal­loo­ing to carters and clod­hop­pers, and fre­quently in­vad­ing the cot­tages, for there were few abroad that winter’s morn­ing; some­times knock­ing up the lazy people from their beds, for where so little work was to be done, per­haps so little food and fire to be had, they cared not to cur­tail their slum­bers. I had no time to think of them, how­ever; aching with wear­i­ness and des­per­a­tion, I hur­ried on. The gig did not over­take me: and it was well I had not waited for it; vex­a­tious rather, that I had been fool enough to wait so long.

			At length, how­ever, I entered the neigh­bour­hood of Grassdale. I ap­proached the little rur­al church—but lo! there stood a train of car­riages be­fore it; it needed not the white fa­vours be­deck­ing the ser­vants and horses, nor the merry voices of the vil­lage idlers as­sembled to wit­ness the show, to ap­prise me that there was a wed­ding with­in. I ran in among them, de­mand­ing, with breath­less eager­ness, had the ce­re­mony long com­menced? They only gaped and stared. In my des­per­a­tion, I pushed past them, and was about to enter the church­yard gate, when a group of ragged urchins, that had been hanging like bees to the win­dow, sud­denly dropped off and made a rush for the porch, vo­ci­fer­at­ing in the un­couth dia­lect of their coun­try some­thing which sig­ni­fied, “It’s over—they’re com­ing out!”

			If Eliza Mill­ward had seen me then she might in­deed have been de­lighted. I grasped the gate­post for sup­port, and stood in­tently gaz­ing to­wards the door to take my last look on my soul’s de­light, my first on that de­tested mor­tal who had torn her from my heart, and doomed her, I was cer­tain, to a life of misery and hol­low, vain re­pin­ing—for what hap­pi­ness could she en­joy with him? I did not wish to shock her with my pres­ence now, but I had not power to move away. Forth came the bride and bride­groom. Him I saw not; I had eyes for none but her. A long veil shrouded half her grace­ful form, but did not hide it; I could see that while she car­ried her head erect, her eyes were bent upon the ground, and her face and neck were suf­fused with a crim­son blush; but every fea­ture was ra­di­ant with smiles, and gleam­ing through the misty white­ness of her veil were clusters of golden ring­lets! Oh, heav­ens! it was not my Helen! The first glimpse made me start—but my eyes were darkened with ex­haus­tion and des­pair. Dare I trust them? Yes—it is not she! It was a young­er, slight­er, ro­si­er beauty—lovely in­deed, but with far less dig­nity and depth of soul—without that in­defin­able grace, that keenly spir­itu­al yet gentle charm, that in­ef­fable power to at­tract and sub­jug­ate the heart—my heart at least. I looked at the bride­groom—it was Fre­d­er­ick Lawrence! I wiped away the cold drops that were trick­ling down my fore­head, and stepped back as he ap­proached; but, his eyes fell upon me, and he knew me, altered as my ap­pear­ance must have been.

			“Is that you, Markham?” said he, startled and con­foun­ded at the ap­par­i­tion—per­haps, too, at the wild­ness of my looks.

			“Yes, Lawrence; is that you?” I mustered the pres­ence of mind to reply.

			He smiled and col­oured, as if half-proud and half-ashamed of his iden­tity; and if he had reas­on to be proud of the sweet lady on his arm, he had no less cause to be ashamed of hav­ing con­cealed his good for­tune so long.

			“Al­low me to in­tro­duce you to my bride,” said he, en­deav­our­ing to hide his em­bar­rass­ment by an as­sump­tion of care­less gaiety. “Es­th­er, this is Mr. Markham; my friend Markham, Mrs. Lawrence, late Miss Har­grave.”

			I bowed to the bride, and vehe­mently wrung the bride­groom’s hand.

			“Why did you not tell me of this?” I said, re­proach­fully, pre­tend­ing a re­sent­ment I did not feel (for in truth I was al­most wild with joy to find my­self so hap­pily mis­taken, and over­flow­ing with af­fec­tion to him for this and for the base in­justice I felt that I had done him in my mind—he might have wronged me, but not to that ex­tent; and as I had hated him like a de­mon for the last forty hours, the re­ac­tion from such a feel­ing was so great that I could par­don all of­fences for the mo­ment—and love him in spite of them too).

			“I did tell you,” said he, with an air of guilty con­fu­sion; “you re­ceived my let­ter?”

			“What let­ter?”

			“The one an­noun­cing my in­ten­ded mar­riage.”

			“I nev­er re­ceived the most dis­tant hint of such an in­ten­tion.”

			“It must have crossed you on your way then—it should have reached you yes­ter­day morn­ing—it was rather late, I ac­know­ledge. But what brought you here, then, if you re­ceived no in­form­a­tion?”

			It was now my turn to be con­foun­ded; but the young lady, who had been busily pat­ting the snow with her foot dur­ing our short sotto-voce col­loquy, very op­por­tunely came to my as­sist­ance by pinch­ing her com­pan­ion’s arm and whis­per­ing a sug­ges­tion that his friend should be in­vited to step in­to the car­riage and go with them; it be­ing scarcely agree­able to stand there among so many gazers, and keep­ing their friends wait­ing in­to the bar­gain.

			“And so cold as it is too!” said he, glan­cing with dis­may at her slight drapery, and im­me­di­ately hand­ing her in­to the car­riage. “Markham, will you come? We are go­ing to Par­is, but we can drop you any­where between this and Dover.”

			“No, thank you. Good­bye—I needn’t wish you a pleas­ant jour­ney; but I shall ex­pect a very hand­some apo­logy, some time, mind, and scores of let­ters, be­fore we meet again.”

			He shook my hand, and hastened to take his place be­side his lady. This was no time or place for ex­plan­a­tion or dis­course: we had already stood long enough to ex­cite the won­der of the vil­lage sight­seers, and per­haps the wrath of the at­tend­ant bridal party; though, of course, all this passed in a much short­er time than I have taken to re­late, or even than you will take to read it. I stood be­side the car­riage, and, the win­dow be­ing down, I saw my happy friend fondly en­circle his com­pan­ion’s waist with his arm, while she res­ted her glow­ing cheek on his shoulder, look­ing the very im­per­son­a­tion of lov­ing, trust­ing bliss. In the in­ter­val between the foot­man’s clos­ing the door and tak­ing his place be­hind she raised her smil­ing brown eyes to his face, ob­serving, play­fully—“I fear you must think me very in­sens­ible, Fre­d­er­ick: I know it is the cus­tom for ladies to cry on these oc­ca­sions, but I couldn’t squeeze a tear for my life.”

			He only answered with a kiss, and pressed her still closer to his bos­om.

			“But what is this?” he mur­mured. “Why, Es­th­er, you’re cry­ing now!”

			“Oh, it’s noth­ing—it’s only too much hap­pi­ness—and the wish,” sobbed she, “that our dear Helen were as happy as ourselves.”

			“Bless you for that wish!” I in­wardly re­spon­ded, as the car­riage rolled away—“and heav­en grant it be not wholly vain!”

			I thought a cloud had sud­denly darkened her hus­band’s face as she spoke. What did he think? Could he grudge such hap­pi­ness to his dear sis­ter and his friend as he now felt him­self? At such a mo­ment it was im­possible. The con­trast between her fate and his must darken his bliss for a time. Per­haps, too, he thought of me: per­haps he re­gret­ted the part he had had in pre­vent­ing our uni­on, by omit­ting to help us, if not by ac­tu­ally plot­ting against us. I ex­on­er­ated him from that charge now, and deeply lamen­ted my former un­gen­er­ous sus­pi­cions; but he had wronged us, still—I hoped, I trus­ted that he had. He had not at­temp­ted to cheek the course of our love by ac­tu­ally dam­ming up the streams in their pas­sage, but he had pass­ively watched the two cur­rents wan­der­ing through life’s ar­id wil­der­ness, de­clin­ing to clear away the ob­struc­tions that di­vided them, and secretly hop­ing that both would lose them­selves in the sand be­fore they could be joined in one. And mean­time he had been quietly pro­ceed­ing with his own af­fairs; per­haps, his heart and head had been so full of his fair lady that he had had but little thought to spare for oth­ers. Doubt­less he had made his first ac­quaint­ance with her—his first in­tim­ate ac­quaint­ance at least—dur­ing his three months’ so­journ at F——, for I now re­col­lec­ted that he had once cas­u­ally let fall an in­tim­a­tion that his aunt and sis­ter had a young friend stay­ing with them at the time, and this ac­coun­ted for at least one-half his si­lence about all trans­ac­tions there. Now, too, I saw a reas­on for many little things that had slightly puzzled me be­fore; among the rest, for sun­dry de­par­tures from Wood­ford, and ab­sences more or less pro­longed, for which he nev­er sat­is­fact­or­ily ac­coun­ted, and con­cern­ing which he hated to be ques­tioned on his re­turn. Well might the ser­vant say his mas­ter was “very close.” But why this strange re­serve to me? Partly, from that re­mark­able idio­syn­crasy to which I have be­fore al­luded; partly, per­haps, from ten­der­ness to my feel­ings, or fear to dis­turb my philo­sophy by touch­ing upon the in­fec­tious theme of love.

		
	
		
			LII

			The tardy gig had over­taken me at last. I entered it, and bade the man who brought it drive to Grassdale Man­or—I was too busy with my own thoughts to care to drive it my­self. I would see Mrs. Hunt­ing­don—there could be no im­pro­pri­ety in that now that her hus­band had been dead above a year—and by her in­dif­fer­ence or her joy at my un­ex­pec­ted ar­rival I could soon tell wheth­er her heart was truly mine. But my com­pan­ion, a lo­qua­cious, for­ward fel­low, was not dis­posed to leave me to the in­dul­gence of my private co­git­a­tions.

			“There they go!” said he, as the car­riages filed away be­fore us. “There’ll be brave do­ings on yon­der today, as what come to-morra.—Know any­thing of that fam­ily, sir? or you’re a stranger in these parts?”

			“I know them by re­port.”

			“Humph! There’s the best of ’em gone, any­how. And I sup­pose the old mis­sis is ago­ing to leave after this stir’s got­ten overed, and take her­self off, some­where, to live on her bit of a join­ture; and the young ’un—at least the new ’un (she’s none so very young)—is com­ing down to live at the Grove.”

			“Is Mr. Har­grave mar­ried, then?”

			“Ay, sir, a few months since. He should a been wed afore, to a wid­ow lady, but they couldn’t agree over the money: she’d a rare long purse, and Mr. Har­grave wanted it all to his­self; but she wouldn’t let it go, and so then they fell out. This one isn’t quite as rich, nor as hand­some either, but she hasn’t been mar­ried be­fore. She’s very plain, they say, and get­ting on to forty or past, and so, you know, if she didn’t jump at this hop­por­tun­ity, she thought she’d nev­er get a bet­ter. I guess she thought such a hand­some young hus­band was worth all ’at ever she had, and he might take it and wel­come, but I lay she’ll rue her bar­gain afore long. They say she be­gins already to see ’at he isn’t not al­to­geth­er that nice, gen­er­ous, perl­ite, de­light­ful gen­tle­man ’at she thought him afore mar­riage—he be­gins a be­ing care­less and mas­ter­ful already. Ay, and she’ll find him harder and care­less­er nor she thinks on.”

			“You seem to be well ac­quain­ted with him,” I ob­served.

			“I am, sir; I’ve known him since he was quite a young gen­tle­man; and a proud ’un he was, and a wil­ful. I was ser­vant yon­der for sev­er­al years; but I couldn’t stand their nig­gardly ways—she got ever longer and worse, did mis­sis, with her nip­ping and screw­ing, and watch­ing and grudging; so I thought I’d find an­oth­er place.”

			“Are we not near the house?” said I, in­ter­rupt­ing him.

			“Yes, sir; yond’s the park.”

			My heart sank with­in me to be­hold that stately man­sion in the midst of its ex­pans­ive grounds. The park as beau­ti­ful now, in its wintry garb, as it could be in its sum­mer glory: the majest­ic sweep, the un­du­lat­ing swell and fall, dis­played to full ad­vant­age in that robe of dazzling pur­ity, stain­less and print­less—save one long, wind­ing track left by the troop­ing deer—the stately tim­ber-trees with their heavy-laden branches gleam­ing white against the dull, grey sky; the deep, en­circ­ling woods; the broad ex­panse of wa­ter sleep­ing in frozen quiet; and the weep­ing ash and wil­low droop­ing their snow-clad boughs above it—all presen­ted a pic­ture, strik­ing in­deed, and pleas­ing to an un­en­cumbered mind, but by no means en­cour­aging to me. There was one com­fort, how­ever—all this was en­tailed upon little Ar­thur, and could not un­der any cir­cum­stances, strictly speak­ing, be his moth­er’s. But how was she situ­ated? Over­com­ing with a sud­den ef­fort my re­pug­nance to men­tion her name to my gar­rulous com­pan­ion, I asked him if he knew wheth­er her late hus­band had left a will, and how the prop­erty had been dis­posed of. Oh, yes, he knew all about it; and I was quickly in­formed that to her had been left the full con­trol and man­age­ment of the es­tate dur­ing her son’s minor­ity, be­sides the ab­so­lute, un­con­di­tion­al pos­ses­sion of her own for­tune (but I knew that her fath­er had not giv­en her much), and the small ad­di­tion­al sum that had been settled upon her be­fore mar­riage.

			Be­fore the close of the ex­plan­a­tion we drew up at the park-gates. Now for the tri­al. If I should find her with­in—but alas! she might be still at Staningley: her broth­er had giv­en me no in­tim­a­tion to the con­trary. I in­quired at the port­er’s lodge if Mrs. Hunt­ing­don were at home. No, she was with her aunt in ——shire, but was ex­pec­ted to re­turn be­fore Christ­mas. She usu­ally spent most of her time at Staningley, only com­ing to Grassdale oc­ca­sion­ally, when the man­age­ment of af­fairs, or the in­terest of her ten­ants and de­pend­ents, re­quired her pres­ence.

			“Near what town is Staningley situ­ated?” I asked. The re­quis­ite in­form­a­tion was soon ob­tained. “Now then, my man, give me the reins, and we’ll re­turn to M——. I must have some break­fast at the ‘Rose and Crown,’ and then away to Staningley by the first coach for ———.”

			At M—— I had time be­fore the coach star­ted to re­plen­ish my forces with a hearty break­fast, and to ob­tain the re­fresh­ment of my usu­al morn­ing’s ablu­tions, and the ameli­or­a­tion of some slight change in my toi­let, and also to des­patch a short note to my moth­er (ex­cel­lent son that I was), to as­sure her that I was still in ex­ist­ence, and to ex­cuse my nonap­pear­ance at the ex­pec­ted time. It was a long jour­ney to Staningley for those slow-trav­el­ling days, but I did not deny my­self need­ful re­fresh­ment on the road, nor even a night’s rest at a way­side inn, choos­ing rather to brook a little delay than to present my­self worn, wild, and weath­er-beaten be­fore my mis­tress and her aunt, who would be as­ton­ished enough to see me without that. Next morn­ing, there­fore, I not only for­ti­fied my­self with as sub­stan­tial a break­fast as my ex­cited feel­ings would al­low me to swal­low, but I be­stowed a little more than usu­al time and care upon my toi­let; and, fur­nished with a change of lin­en from my small car­pet­bag, well-brushed clothes, well-pol­ished boots, and neat new gloves, I moun­ted “The Light­ning,” and re­sumed my jour­ney. I had nearly two stages yet be­fore me, but the coach, I was in­formed, passed through the neigh­bour­hood of Staningley, and hav­ing de­sired to be set down as near the Hall as pos­sible, I had noth­ing to do but to sit with fol­ded arms and spec­u­late upon the com­ing hour.

			It was a clear, frosty morn­ing. The very fact of sit­ting ex­al­ted aloft, sur­vey­ing the snowy land­scape and sweet sunny sky, in­hal­ing the pure, bra­cing air, and crunch­ing away over the crisp frozen snow, was ex­hil­ar­at­ing enough in it­self; but add to this the idea of to what goal I was hasten­ing, and whom I ex­pec­ted to meet, and you may have some faint con­cep­tion of my frame of mind at the time—only a faint one, though: for my heart swelled with un­speak­able de­light, and my spir­its rose al­most to mad­ness, in spite of my prudent en­deav­ours to bind them down to a reas­on­able plat­it­ude by think­ing of the un­deni­able dif­fer­ence between Helen’s rank and mine; of all that she had passed through since our part­ing; of her long, un­broken si­lence; and, above all, of her cool, cau­tious aunt, whose coun­sels she would doubt­less be care­ful not to slight again. These con­sid­er­a­tions made my heart flut­ter with anxi­ety, and my chest heave with im­pa­tience to get the crisis over; but they could not dim her im­age in my mind, or mar the vivid re­col­lec­tion of what had been said and felt between us, or des­troy the keen an­ti­cip­a­tion of what was to be: in fact, I could not real­ise their ter­rors now. To­wards the close of the jour­ney, how­ever, a couple of my fel­low-pas­sen­gers kindly came to my as­sist­ance, and brought me low enough.

			“Fine land this,” said one of them, point­ing with his um­brella to the wide fields on the right, con­spicu­ous for their com­pact hedgerows, deep, well-cut ditches, and fine tim­ber-trees, grow­ing some­times on the bor­ders, some­times in the midst of the en­clos­ure: “very fine land, if you saw it in the sum­mer or spring.”

			“Ay,” re­spon­ded the oth­er, a gruff eld­erly man, with a drab great­coat buttoned up to the chin, and a cot­ton um­brella between his knees. “It’s old Max­well’s, I sup­pose.”

			“It was his, sir; but he’s dead now, you’re aware, and has left it all to his niece.”

			“All?”

			“Every rood of it, and the man­sion-house and all! every hat­om of his worldly goods, ex­cept just a trifle, by way of re­mem­brance, to his neph­ew down in ——shire, and an an­nu­ity to his wife.”

			“It’s strange, sir!”

			“It is, sir; and she wasn’t his own niece neither. But he had no near re­la­tions of his own—none but a neph­ew he’d quar­relled with; and he al­ways had a par­ti­al­ity for this one. And then his wife ad­vised him to it, they say: she’d brought most of the prop­erty, and it was her wish that this lady should have it.”

			“Humph! She’ll be a fine catch for some­body.”

			“She will so. She’s a wid­ow, but quite young yet, and un­com­mon hand­some: a for­tune of her own, be­sides, and only one child, and she’s nurs­ing a fine es­tate for him in ———. There’ll be lots to speak for her! ’fraid there’s no chance for uz”—(fa­cetiously jog­ging me with his el­bow, as well as his com­pan­ion)—“ha, ha, ha! No of­fence, sir, I hope?”—(to me). “Ahem! I should think she’ll marry none but a no­ble­man my­self. Look ye, sir,” re­sumed he, turn­ing to his oth­er neigh­bour, and point­ing past me with his um­brella, “that’s the Hall: grand park, you see, and all them woods—plenty of tim­ber there, and lots of game. Hallo! what now?”

			This ex­clam­a­tion was oc­ca­sioned by the sud­den stop­page of the coach at the park-gates.

			“Gen’leman for Staningley Hall?” cried the coach­man and I rose and threw my car­pet­bag on to the ground, pre­par­at­ory to drop­ping my­self down after it.

			“Sickly, sir?” asked my talk­at­ive neigh­bour, star­ing me in the face. I daresay it was white enough.

			“No. Here, coach­man!”

			“Thank’ee, sir.—All right!”

			The coach­man pock­eted his fee and drove away, leav­ing me, not walk­ing up the park, but pa­cing to and fro be­fore its gates, with fol­ded arms, and eyes fixed upon the ground, an over­whelm­ing force of im­ages, thoughts, im­pres­sions crowding on my mind, and noth­ing tan­gibly dis­tinct but this: My love had been cher­ished in vain—my hope was gone forever; I must tear my­self away at once, and ban­ish or sup­press all thoughts of her, like the re­mem­brance of a wild, mad dream. Gladly would I have lingered round the place for hours, in the hope of catch­ing at least one dis­tant glimpse of her be­fore I went, but it must not be—I must not suf­fer her to see me; for what could have brought me hith­er but the hope of re­viv­ing her at­tach­ment, with a view here­after to ob­tain her hand? And could I bear that she should think me cap­able of such a thing?—of pre­sum­ing upon the ac­quaint­ance—the love, if you will—ac­ci­dent­ally con­trac­ted, or rather forced upon her against her will, when she was an un­known fu­git­ive, toil­ing for her own sup­port, ap­par­ently without for­tune, fam­ily, or con­nec­tions; to come upon her now, when she was re­in­stated in her prop­er sphere, and claim a share in her prosper­ity, which, had it nev­er failed her, would most cer­tainly have kept her un­known to me forever? And this, too, when we had par­ted six­teen months ago, and she had ex­pressly for­bid­den me to hope for a re­union in this world, and nev­er sent me a line or a mes­sage from that day to this. No! The very idea was in­tol­er­able.

			And even if she should have a linger­ing af­fec­tion for me still, ought I to dis­turb her peace by awaken­ing those feel­ings? to sub­ject her to the struggles of con­flict­ing duty and in­clin­a­tion—to which­so­ever side the lat­ter might al­lure, or the former im­per­at­ively call her—wheth­er she should deem it her duty to risk the slights and cen­sures of the world, the sor­row and dis­pleas­ure of those she loved, for a ro­mantic idea of truth and con­stancy to me, or to sac­ri­fice her in­di­vidu­al wishes to the feel­ings of her friends and her own sense of prudence and the fit­ness of things? No—and I would not! I would go at once, and she should nev­er know that I had ap­proached the place of her abode: for though I might dis­claim all idea of ever as­pir­ing to her hand, or even of so­li­cit­ing a place in her friendly re­gard, her peace should not be broken by my pres­ence, nor her heart af­flic­ted by the sight of my fi­del­ity.

			“Adieu then, dear Helen, forever! Forever adieu!”

			So said I—and yet I could not tear my­self away. I moved a few paces, and then looked back, for one last view of her stately home, that I might have its out­ward form, at least, im­pressed upon my mind as in­delibly as her own im­age, which, alas! I must not see again—then walked a few steps fur­ther; and then, lost in mel­an­choly mus­ings, paused again and leant my back against a rough old tree that grew be­side the road.

		
	
		
			LIII

			While stand­ing thus, ab­sorbed in my gloomy rev­er­ie, a gen­tle­man’s car­riage came round the corner of the road. I did not look at it; and had it rolled quietly by me, I should not have re­membered the fact of its ap­pear­ance at all; but a tiny voice from with­in it roused me by ex­claim­ing, “Mamma, mamma, here’s Mr. Markham!”

			I did not hear the reply, but presently the same voice answered, “It is in­deed, mamma—look for your­self.”

			I did not raise my eyes, but I sup­pose mamma looked, for a clear me­lodi­ous voice, whose tones thrilled through my nerves, ex­claimed, “Oh, aunt! here’s Mr. Markham, Ar­thur’s friend! Stop, Richard!”

			There was such evid­ence of joy­ous though sup­pressed ex­cite­ment in the ut­ter­ance of those few words—es­pe­cially that trem­u­lous, “Oh, aunt’—that it threw me al­most off my guard. The car­riage stopped im­me­di­ately, and I looked up and met the eye of a pale, grave, eld­erly lady sur­vey­ing me from the open win­dow. She bowed, and so did I, and then she with­drew her head, while Ar­thur screamed to the foot­man to let him out; but be­fore that func­tion­ary could des­cend from his box a hand was si­lently put forth from the car­riage win­dow. I knew that hand, though a black glove con­cealed its del­ic­ate white­ness and half its fair pro­por­tions, and quickly seiz­ing it, I pressed it in my own—ar­dently for a mo­ment, but in­stantly re­col­lect­ing my­self, I dropped it, and it was im­me­di­ately with­drawn.

			“Were you com­ing to see us, or only passing by?” asked the low voice of its own­er, who, I felt, was at­tent­ively sur­vey­ing my coun­ten­ance from be­hind the thick black veil which, with the shad­ow­ing pan­els, en­tirely con­cealed her own from me.

			“I—I came to see the place,” faltered I.

			“The place,” re­peated she, in a tone which be­tokened more dis­pleas­ure or dis­ap­point­ment than sur­prise.

			“Will you not enter it, then?”

			“If you wish it.”

			“Can you doubt?”

			“Yes, yes! he must enter,” cried Ar­thur, run­ning round from the oth­er door; and seiz­ing my hand in both his, he shook it heart­ily.

			“Do you re­mem­ber me, sir?” said he.

			“Yes, full well, my little man, altered though you are,” replied I, sur­vey­ing the com­par­at­ively tall, slim young gen­tle­man, with his moth­er’s im­age vis­ibly stamped upon his fair, in­tel­li­gent fea­tures, in spite of the blue eyes beam­ing with glad­ness, and the bright locks clus­ter­ing be­neath his cap.

			“Am I not grown?” said he, stretch­ing him­self up to his full height.

			“Grown! three inches, upon my word!”

			“I was sev­en last birth­day,” was the proud re­join­der. “In sev­en years more I shall be as tall as you nearly.”

			“Ar­thur,” said his moth­er, “tell him to come in. Go on, Richard.”

			There was a touch of sad­ness as well as cold­ness in her voice, but I knew not to what to ascribe it. The car­riage drove on and entered the gates be­fore us. My little com­pan­ion led me up the park, dis­cours­ing mer­rily all the way. Ar­rived at the hall-door, I paused on the steps and looked round me, wait­ing to re­cov­er my com­pos­ure, if pos­sible—or, at any rate, to re­mem­ber my new-formed res­ol­u­tions and the prin­ciples on which they were foun­ded; and it was not till Ar­thur had been for some time gently pulling my coat, and re­peat­ing his in­vit­a­tions to enter, that I at length con­sen­ted to ac­com­pany him in­to the apart­ment where the ladies awaited us.

			Helen eyed me as I entered with a kind of gentle, ser­i­ous scru­tiny, and po­litely asked after Mrs. Markham and Rose. I re­spect­fully answered her in­quir­ies. Mrs. Max­well begged me to be seated, ob­serving it was rather cold, but she sup­posed I had not trav­elled far that morn­ing.

			“Not quite twenty miles,” I answered.

			“Not on foot!”

			“No, Madam, by coach.”

			“Here’s Rachel, sir,” said Ar­thur, the only truly happy one amongst us, dir­ect­ing my at­ten­tion to that worthy in­di­vidu­al, who had just entered to take her mis­tress’s things. She vouch­safed me an al­most friendly smile of re­cog­ni­tion—a fa­vour that de­man­ded, at least, a civil sa­luta­tion on my part, which was ac­cord­ingly giv­en and re­spect­fully re­turned—she had seen the er­ror of her former es­tim­a­tion of my char­ac­ter.

			When Helen was di­vested of her lugubri­ous bon­net and veil, her heavy winter cloak, etc., she looked so like her­self that I knew not how to bear it. I was par­tic­u­larly glad to see her beau­ti­ful black hair, un­stin­ted still, and un­con­cealed in its glossy lux­uri­ance.

			“Mamma has left off her wid­ow’s cap in hon­our of uncle’s mar­riage,” ob­served Ar­thur, read­ing my looks with a child’s mingled sim­pli­city and quick­ness of ob­ser­va­tion. Mamma looked grave and Mrs. Max­well shook her head. “And aunt Max­well is nev­er go­ing to leave off hers,” per­sisted the naughty boy; but when he saw that his pert­ness was ser­i­ously dis­pleas­ing and pain­ful to his aunt, he went and si­lently put his arm round her neck, kissed her cheek, and with­drew to the re­cess of one of the great bay-win­dows, where he quietly amused him­self with his dog, while Mrs. Max­well gravely dis­cussed with me the in­ter­est­ing top­ics of the weath­er, the sea­son, and the roads. I con­sidered her pres­ence very use­ful as a check upon my nat­ur­al im­pulses—an an­ti­dote to those emo­tions of tu­mul­tu­ous ex­cite­ment which would oth­er­wise have car­ried me away against my reas­on and my will; but just then I felt the re­straint al­most in­tol­er­able, and I had the greatest dif­fi­culty in for­cing my­self to at­tend to her re­marks and an­swer them with or­din­ary po­lite­ness; for I was sens­ible that Helen was stand­ing with­in a few feet of me be­side the fire. I dared not look at her, but I felt her eye was upon me, and from one hasty, furt­ive glance, I thought her cheek was slightly flushed, and that her fin­gers, as she played with her watch-chain, were agit­ated with that rest­less, trem­bling mo­tion which be­tokens high ex­cite­ment.

			“Tell me,” said she, avail­ing her­self of the first pause in the at­temp­ted con­ver­sa­tion between her aunt and me, and speak­ing fast and low, with her eyes bent on the gold chain—for I now ven­tured an­oth­er glance—“Tell me how you all are at Linden-hope—has noth­ing happened since I left you?”

			“I be­lieve not.”

			“Nobody dead? nobody mar­ried?”

			“No.”

			“Or—or ex­pect­ing to marry?—No old ties dis­solved or new ones formed? no old friends for­got­ten or sup­planted?”

			She dropped her voice so low in the last sen­tence that no one could have caught the con­clud­ing words but my­self, and at the same time turned her eyes upon me with a dawn­ing smile, most sweetly mel­an­choly, and a look of tim­id though keen in­quiry that made my cheeks tingle with in­ex­press­ible emo­tions.

			“I be­lieve not,” I answered. “Cer­tainly not, if oth­ers are as little changed as I.” Her face glowed in sym­pathy with mine.

			“And you really did not mean to call?” she ex­claimed.

			“I feared to in­trude.”

			“To in­trude!” cried she, with an im­pa­tient ges­ture. “What—” but as if sud­denly re­col­lect­ing her aunt’s pres­ence, she checked her­self, and, turn­ing to that lady, con­tin­ued—“Why, aunt, this man is my broth­er’s close friend, and was my own in­tim­ate ac­quaint­ance (for a few short months at least), and pro­fessed a great at­tach­ment to my boy—and when he passes the house, so many scores of miles from his home, he de­clines to look in for fear of in­trud­ing!”

			“Mr. Markham is over­mod­est,” ob­served Mrs. Max­well.

			“Over-ce­re­mo­ni­ous rather,” said her niece—“over—well, it’s no mat­ter.” And turn­ing from me, she seated her­self in a chair be­side the table, and pulling a book to her by the cov­er, began to turn over the leaves in an en­er­get­ic kind of ab­strac­tion.

			“If I had known,” said I, “that you would have hon­oured me by re­mem­ber­ing me as an in­tim­ate ac­quaint­ance, I most likely should not have denied my­self the pleas­ure of call­ing upon you, but I thought you had for­got­ten me long ago.”

			“You judged of oth­ers by your­self,” muttered she without rais­ing her eyes from the book, but red­den­ing as she spoke, and hast­ily turn­ing over a dozen leaves at once.

			There was a pause, of which Ar­thur thought he might ven­ture to avail him­self to in­tro­duce his hand­some young set­ter, and show me how won­der­fully it was grown and im­proved, and to ask after the wel­fare of its fath­er San­c­ho. Mrs. Max­well then with­drew to take off her things. Helen im­me­di­ately pushed the book from her, and after si­lently sur­vey­ing her son, his friend, and his dog for a few mo­ments, she dis­missed the former from the room un­der pre­tence of wish­ing him to fetch his last new book to show me. The child obeyed with alac­rity; but I con­tin­ued caress­ing the dog. The si­lence might have las­ted till its mas­ter’s re­turn, had it de­pended on me to break it; but, in half a minute or less, my host­ess im­pa­tiently rose, and, tak­ing her former sta­tion on the rug between me and the chim­ney corner, earn­estly ex­claimed—

			“Gil­bert, what is the mat­ter with you?—why are you so changed? It is a very in­dis­creet ques­tion, I know,” she hastened to add: “per­haps a very rude one—don’t an­swer it if you think so—but I hate mys­ter­ies and con­ceal­ments.”

			“I am not changed, Helen—un­for­tu­nately I am as keen and pas­sion­ate as ever—it is not I, it is cir­cum­stances that are changed.”

			“What cir­cum­stances? Do tell me!” Her cheek was blanched with the very an­guish of anxi­ety—could it be with the fear that I had rashly pledged my faith to an­oth­er?

			“I’ll tell you at once,” said I. “I will con­fess that I came here for the pur­pose of see­ing you (not without some mon­it­ory mis­giv­ings at my own pre­sump­tion, and fears that I should be as little wel­come as ex­pec­ted when I came), but I did not know that this es­tate was yours un­til en­lightened on the sub­ject of your in­her­it­ance by the con­ver­sa­tion of two fel­low-pas­sen­gers in the last stage of my jour­ney; and then I saw at once the folly of the hopes I had cher­ished, and the mad­ness of re­tain­ing them a mo­ment longer; and though I alighted at your gates, I de­term­ined not to enter with­in them; I lingered a few minutes to see the place, but was fully re­solved to re­turn to M—— without see­ing its mis­tress.”

			“And if my aunt and I had not been just re­turn­ing from our morn­ing drive, I should have seen and heard no more of you?”

			“I thought it would be bet­ter for both that we should not meet,” replied I, as calmly as I could, but not dar­ing to speak above my breath, from con­scious in­ab­il­ity to steady my voice, and not dar­ing to look in her face lest my firm­ness should for­sake me al­to­geth­er. “I thought an in­ter­view would only dis­turb your peace and mad­den me. But I am glad, now, of this op­por­tun­ity of see­ing you once more and know­ing that you have not for­got­ten me, and of as­sur­ing you that I shall nev­er cease to re­mem­ber you.”

			There was a mo­ment’s pause. Mrs. Hunt­ing­don moved away, and stood in the re­cess of the win­dow. Did she re­gard this as an in­tim­a­tion that mod­esty alone pre­ven­ted me from ask­ing her hand? and was she con­sid­er­ing how to re­pulse me with the smal­lest in­jury to my feel­ings? Be­fore I could speak to re­lieve her from such a per­plex­ity, she broke the si­lence her­self by sud­denly turn­ing to­wards me and ob­serving—

			“You might have had such an op­por­tun­ity be­fore—as far, I mean, as re­gards as­sur­ing me of your kindly re­col­lec­tions, and your­self of mine, if you had writ­ten to me.”

			“I would have done so, but I did not know your ad­dress, and did not like to ask your broth­er, be­cause I thought he would ob­ject to my writ­ing; but this would not have de­terred me for a mo­ment, if I could have ven­tured to be­lieve that you ex­pec­ted to hear from me, or even wasted a thought upon your un­happy friend; but your si­lence nat­ur­ally led me to con­clude my­self for­got­ten.”

			“Did you ex­pect me to write to you, then?”

			“No, Helen—Mrs. Hunt­ing­don,” said I, blush­ing at the im­plied im­puta­tion, “cer­tainly not; but if you had sent me a mes­sage through your broth­er, or even asked him about me now and then—”

			“I did ask about you fre­quently. I was not go­ing to do more,” con­tin­ued she, smil­ing, “so long as you con­tin­ued to re­strict your­self to a few po­lite in­quir­ies about my health.”

			“Your broth­er nev­er told me that you had men­tioned my name.”

			“Did you ever ask him?”

			“No; for I saw he did not wish to be ques­tioned about you, or to af­ford the slight­est en­cour­age­ment or as­sist­ance to my too ob­stin­ate at­tach­ment.” Helen did not reply. “And he was per­fectly right,” ad­ded I. But she re­mained in si­lence, look­ing out upon the snowy lawn. “Oh, I will re­lieve her of my pres­ence,” thought I; and im­me­di­ately I rose and ad­vanced to take leave, with a most hero­ic res­ol­u­tion—but pride was at the bot­tom of it, or it could not have car­ried me through.

			“Are you go­ing already?” said she, tak­ing the hand I offered, and not im­me­di­ately let­ting it go.

			“Why should I stay any longer?”

			“Wait till Ar­thur comes, at least.”

			Only too glad to obey, I stood and leant against the op­pos­ite side of the win­dow.

			“You told me you were not changed,” said my com­pan­ion: “you are—very much so.”

			“No, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don, I only ought to be.”

			“Do you mean to main­tain that you have the same re­gard for me that you had when last we met?”

			“I have; but it would be wrong to talk of it now.”

			“It was wrong to talk of it then, Gil­bert; it would not now—un­less to do so would be to vi­ol­ate the truth.”

			I was too much agit­ated to speak; but, without wait­ing for an an­swer, she turned away her glisten­ing eye and crim­son cheek, and threw up the win­dow and looked out, wheth­er to calm her own, ex­cited feel­ings, or to re­lieve her em­bar­rass­ment, or only to pluck that beau­ti­ful half-blown Christ­mas-rose that grew upon the little shrub without, just peep­ing from the snow that had hitherto, no doubt, de­fen­ded it from the frost, and was now melt­ing away in the sun. Pluck it, how­ever, she did, and hav­ing gently dashed the glit­ter­ing powder from its leaves, ap­proached it to her lips and said:

			“This rose is not so fra­grant as a sum­mer flower, but it has stood through hard­ships none of them could bear: the cold rain of winter has suf­ficed to nour­ish it, and its faint sun to warm it; the bleak winds have not blanched it, or broken its stem, and the keen frost has not blighted it. Look, Gil­bert, it is still fresh and bloom­ing as a flower can be, with the cold snow even now on its petals.—Will you have it?”

			I held out my hand: I dared not speak lest my emo­tion should over­mas­ter me. She laid the rose across my palm, but I scarcely closed my fin­gers upon it, so deeply was I ab­sorbed in think­ing what might be the mean­ing of her words, and what I ought to do or say upon the oc­ca­sion; wheth­er to give way to my feel­ings or re­strain them still. Mis­con­stru­ing this hes­it­a­tion in­to in­dif­fer­ence—or re­luct­ance even—to ac­cept her gift, Helen sud­denly snatched it from my hand, threw it out on to the snow, shut down the win­dow with an em­phas­is, and with­drew to the fire.

			“Helen, what means this?” I cried, elec­tri­fied at this start­ling change in her de­mean­our.

			“You did not un­der­stand my gift,” said she—“or, what is worse, you des­pised it. I’m sorry I gave it you; but since I did make such a mis­take, the only rem­edy I could think of was to take it away.”

			“You mis­un­der­stood me cruelly,” I replied, and in a minute I had opened the win­dow again, leaped out, picked up the flower, brought it in, and presen­ted it to her, im­plor­ing her to give it me again, and I would keep it forever for her sake, and prize it more highly than any­thing in the world I pos­sessed.

			“And will this con­tent you?” said she, as she took it in her hand.

			“It shall,” I answered.

			“There, then; take it.”

			I pressed it earn­estly to my lips, and put it in my bos­om, Mrs. Hunt­ing­don look­ing on with a half-sar­cast­ic smile.

			“Now, are you go­ing?” said she.

			“I will if—if I must.”

			“You are changed,” per­sisted she—“you are grown either very proud or very in­dif­fer­ent.”

			“I am neither, Helen—Mrs. Hunt­ing­don. If you could see my heart—”

			“You must be one—if not both. And why Mrs. Hunt­ing­don?—why not Helen, as be­fore?”

			“Helen, then—dear Helen!” I mur­mured. I was in an agony of mingled love, hope, de­light, un­cer­tainty, and sus­pense.

			“The rose I gave you was an em­blem of my heart,” said she; “would you take it away and leave me here alone?”

			“Would you give me your hand too, if I asked it?”

			“Have I not said enough?” she answered, with a most en­chant­ing smile. I snatched her hand, and would have fer­vently kissed it, but sud­denly checked my­self, and said—

			“But have you con­sidered the con­sequences?”

			“Hardly, I think, or I should not have offered my­self to one too proud to take me, or too in­dif­fer­ent to make his af­fec­tion out­weigh my worldly goods.”

			Stu­pid block­head that I was!—I trembled to clasp her in my arms, but dared not be­lieve in so much joy, and yet re­strained my­self to say—

			“But if you should re­pent!”

			“It would be your fault,” she replied: “I nev­er shall, un­less you bit­terly dis­ap­point me. If you have not suf­fi­cient con­fid­ence in my af­fec­tion to be­lieve this, let me alone.”

			“My darling an­gel—my own Helen,” cried I, now pas­sion­ately kiss­ing the hand I still re­tained, and throw­ing my left arm around her, “you nev­er shall re­pent, if it de­pend on me alone. But have you thought of your aunt?” I trembled for the an­swer, and clasped her closer to my heart in the in­stinct­ive dread of los­ing my new­found treas­ure.

			“My aunt must not know of it yet,” said she. “She would think it a rash, wild step, be­cause she could not ima­gine how well I know you; but she must know you her­self, and learn to like you. You must leave us now, after lunch, and come again in spring, and make a longer stay, and cul­tiv­ate her ac­quaint­ance, and I know you will like each oth­er.”

			“And then you will be mine,” said I, print­ing a kiss upon her lips, and an­oth­er, and an­oth­er; for I was as dar­ing and im­petu­ous now as I had been back­ward and con­strained be­fore.

			“No—in an­oth­er year,” replied she, gently dis­en­ga­ging her­self from my em­brace, but still fondly clasp­ing my hand.

			“An­oth­er year! Oh, Helen, I could not wait so long!”

			“Where is your fi­del­ity?”

			“I mean I could not en­dure the misery of so long a sep­ar­a­tion.”

			“It would not be a sep­ar­a­tion: we will write every day: my spir­it shall be al­ways with you, and some­times you shall see me with your bod­ily eye. I will not be such a hy­po­crite as to pre­tend that I de­sire to wait so long my­self, but as my mar­riage is to please my­self, alone, I ought to con­sult my friends about the time of it.”

			“Your friends will dis­ap­prove.”

			“They will not greatly dis­ap­prove, dear Gil­bert,” said she, earn­estly kiss­ing my hand; “they can­not, when they know you, or, if they could, they would not be true friends—I should not care for their es­trange­ment. Now are you sat­is­fied?” She looked up in my face with a smile of in­ef­fable ten­der­ness.

			“Can I be oth­er­wise, with your love? And you do love me, Helen?” said I, not doubt­ing the fact, but wish­ing to hear it con­firmed by her own ac­know­ledg­ment. “If you loved as I do,” she earn­estly replied, “you would not have so nearly lost me—these scruples of false del­ic­acy and pride would nev­er thus have troubled you—you would have seen that the greatest worldly dis­tinc­tions and dis­crep­an­cies of rank, birth, and for­tune are as dust in the bal­ance com­pared with the unity of ac­cord­ant thoughts and feel­ings, and truly lov­ing, sym­path­ising hearts and souls.”

			“But this is too much hap­pi­ness,” said I, em­bra­cing her again; “I have not de­served it, Helen—I dare not be­lieve in such fe­li­city: and the longer I have to wait, the great­er will be my dread that some­thing will in­ter­vene to snatch you from me—and think, a thou­sand things may hap­pen in a year!—I shall be in one long fever of rest­less ter­ror and im­pa­tience all the time. And be­sides, winter is such a dreary sea­son.”

			“I thought so too,” replied she gravely: “I would not be mar­ried in winter—in Decem­ber, at least,” she ad­ded, with a shud­der—for in that month had oc­curred both the ill-starred mar­riage that had bound her to her former hus­band, and the ter­rible death that re­leased her—“and there­fore I said an­oth­er year, in spring.”

			“Next spring?”

			“No, no—next au­tumn, per­haps.”

			“Sum­mer, then?”

			“Well, the close of sum­mer. There now! be sat­is­fied.”

			While she was speak­ing Ar­thur re-entered the room—good boy for keep­ing out so long.

			“Mamma, I couldn’t find the book in either of the places you told me to look for it” (there was a con­scious some­thing in mamma’s smile that seemed to say, “No, dear, I knew you could not”), “but Rachel got it for me at last. Look, Mr. Markham, a nat­ur­al his­tory, with all kinds of birds and beasts in it, and the read­ing as nice as the pic­tures!”

			In great good hu­mour I sat down to ex­am­ine the book, and drew the little fel­low between my knees. Had he come a minute be­fore I should have re­ceived him less gra­ciously, but now I af­fec­tion­ately stroked his curl­ing locks, and even kissed his ivory fore­head: he was my own Helen’s son, and there­fore mine; and as such I have ever since re­garded him. That pretty child is now a fine young man: he has real­ised his moth­er’s bright­est ex­pect­a­tions, and is at present resid­ing in Grassdale Man­or with his young wife—the merry little Helen Hat­ters­ley of yore.

			I had not looked through half the book be­fore Mrs. Max­well ap­peared to in­vite me in­to the oth­er room to lunch. That lady’s cool, dis­tant man­ners rather chilled me at first; but I did my best to pro­pi­ti­ate her, and not en­tirely without suc­cess, I think, even in that first short vis­it; for when I talked cheer­fully to her, she gradu­ally be­came more kind and cor­di­al, and when I de­par­ted she bade me a gra­cious adieu, hop­ing ere long to have the pleas­ure of see­ing me again.

			“But you must not go till you have seen the con­ser­vat­ory, my aunt’s winter garden,” said Helen, as I ad­vanced to take leave of her, with as much philo­sophy and self-com­mand as I could sum­mon to my aid.

			I gladly availed my­self of such a res­pite, and fol­lowed her in­to a large and beau­ti­ful con­ser­vat­ory, plen­ti­fully fur­nished with flowers, con­sid­er­ing the sea­son—but, of course, I had little at­ten­tion to spare for them. It was not, how­ever, for any tender col­loquy that my com­pan­ion had brought me there:—

			“My aunt is par­tic­u­larly fond of flowers,” she ob­served, “and she is fond of Staningley too: I brought you here to of­fer a pe­ti­tion in her be­half, that this may be her home as long as she lives, and—if it be not our home like­wise—that I may of­ten see her and be with her; for I fear she will be sorry to lose me; and though she leads a re­tired and con­tem­plat­ive life, she is apt to get low-spir­ited if left too much alone.”

			“By all means, dearest Helen!—do what you will with your own. I should not dream of wish­ing your aunt to leave the place un­der any cir­cum­stances; and we will live either here or else­where as you and she may de­term­ine, and you shall see her as of­ten as you like. I know she must be pained to part with you, and I am will­ing to make any re­par­a­tion in my power. I love her for your sake, and her hap­pi­ness shall be as dear to me as that of my own moth­er.”

			“Thank you, darling! you shall have a kiss for that. Good­bye. There now—there, Gil­bert—let me go—here’s Ar­thur; don’t as­ton­ish his in­fant­ile brain with your mad­ness.”

			

			But it is time to bring my nar­rat­ive to a close. Any­one but you would say I had made it too long already. But for your sat­is­fac­tion I will add a few words more; be­cause I know you will have a fel­low-feel­ing for the old lady, and will wish to know the last of her his­tory. I did come again in spring, and, agree­ably to Helen’s in­junc­tions, did my best to cul­tiv­ate her ac­quaint­ance. She re­ceived me very kindly, hav­ing been, doubt­less, already pre­pared to think highly of my char­ac­ter by her niece’s too fa­vour­able re­port. I turned my best side out, of course, and we got along mar­vel­lously well to­geth­er. When my am­bi­tious in­ten­tions were made known to her, she took it more sens­ibly than I had ven­tured to hope. Her only re­mark on the sub­ject, in my hear­ing, was—

			“And so, Mr. Markham, you are go­ing to rob me of my niece, I un­der­stand. Well! I hope God will prosper your uni­on, and make my dear girl happy at last. Could she have been con­ten­ted to re­main single, I own I should have been bet­ter sat­is­fied; but if she must marry again, I know of no one, now liv­ing and of a suit­able age, to whom I would more will­ingly resign her than your­self, or who would be more likely to ap­pre­ci­ate her worth and make her truly happy, as far as I can tell.”

			Of course I was de­lighted with the com­pli­ment, and hoped to show her that she was not mis­taken in her fa­vour­able judg­ment.

			“I have, how­ever, one re­quest to of­fer,” con­tin­ued she. “It seems I am still to look on Staningley as my home: I wish you to make it yours like­wise, for Helen is at­tached to the place and to me—as I am to her. There are pain­ful as­so­ci­ations con­nec­ted with Grassdale, which she can­not eas­ily over­come; and I shall not mo­lest you with my com­pany or in­ter­fer­ence here: I am a very quiet per­son, and shall keep my own apart­ments, and at­tend to my own con­cerns, and only see you now and then.”

			Of course I most read­ily con­sen­ted to this; and we lived in the greatest har­mony with our dear aunt un­til the day of her death, which mel­an­choly event took place a few years after—mel­an­choly, not to her­self (for it came quietly upon her, and she was glad to reach her jour­ney’s end), but only to the few lov­ing friends and grate­ful de­pend­ents she left be­hind.

			To re­turn, how­ever, to my own af­fairs: I was mar­ried in sum­mer, on a glor­i­ous Au­gust morn­ing. It took the whole eight months, and all Helen’s kind­ness and good­ness to boot, to over­come my moth­er’s pre­ju­dices against my bride-elect, and to re­con­cile her to the idea of my leav­ing Linden Grange and liv­ing so far away. Yet she was grat­i­fied at her son’s good for­tune after all, and proudly at­trib­uted it all to his own su­per­i­or mer­its and en­dow­ments. I be­queathed the farm to Fer­gus, with bet­ter hopes of its prosper­ity than I should have had a year ago un­der sim­il­ar cir­cum­stances; for he had lately fallen in love with the Vicar of L——’s eld­est daugh­ter—a lady whose su­peri­or­ity had roused his lat­ent vir­tues, and stim­u­lated him to the most sur­pris­ing ex­er­tions, not only to gain her af­fec­tion and es­teem, and to ob­tain a for­tune suf­fi­cient to as­pire to her hand, but to render him­self worthy of her, in his own eyes, as well as in those of her par­ents; and in the end he was suc­cess­ful, as you already know. As for my­self, I need not tell you how hap­pily my Helen and I have lived to­geth­er, and how blessed we still are in each oth­er’s so­ci­ety, and in the prom­ising young scions that are grow­ing up about us. We are just now look­ing for­ward to the ad­vent of you and Rose, for the time of your an­nu­al vis­it draws nigh, when you must leave your dusty, smoky, noisy, toil­ing, striv­ing city for a sea­son of in­vig­or­at­ing re­lax­a­tion and so­cial re­tire­ment with us.

			
				Till then, farewell,

				Gil­bert Markham.

				Staningley: June 10th, 1827.
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