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you will kmow that I have discharged
my trust with Lizzie, by finding her
here, in my present place at your
bedside, to leave you no more. A
final word before I go. This is the
Tight course of a true man, E e,
And T solemnly believe, with all my
soul, that if Providence should merci-
fully restore you to us, you will be
blessed with a noble wife in the pre-
server of your life, whom you will
dearly love.”

“ Amen. I am sure of that. But
I a]:m.}] not come through it, Morti-
mer.’

“ You will not be the less hopeful
or less strong, for this, Eugene.”

“No. Touch my face with yours,
in ease I should not hold out bil you
come back. I love you, Mortimer.
Don't be uneasy for me while you

shall live long enough to be married,
dear fellow."

Miss Jenny gave up altogether on
this parting taking place between the
friends, and sitting with her back
towards the bed in the bower made
by her bright hair, wept heartily,
though noiselessly. Mortimer Light-
wood was sau:;gone. As the evening
light lengthened the heavy reflections
of the trees in the river, another
figure came with a soft step into the
sick room.

““Is he conscious ?** asked the little
dressmaker, as the figure took its
station by the pillow. Tor, Jenny
had given place to it immediately,
and could not see the sufferer’s face,
in the dark room, from her new and
removed position.

‘““He is conscious, Jenny,” mur-

are gone. If my dear brave girl |mured Eugene for himself. “He
will take me, I feel persuaded that I | knows his wife.”
CHAPTER XI.

EFFECT I8 GIVEN TO THE DOLLS' DRESSMAKER'S DISCOVERY.

Mges, Joun Roxesmire sat at

mneedlework in her neat little room, |to

beside a basket of neat little articles
«of ¢lothing, which presented so much
of the appearance of being in the
dolls’ dressmaker’s way of business,
that one might have supposed she
was going to set up in opposition to

Miss Wren. Whether the Complete | mal:

British Family Housewife had im-
parted sage counsel anent them, did
not a , but probably not, as that
cloudy oracle was nowhere visible.
For certain, however, Mrs. John
TRokesmith stitched at them with so
dexterous a hand, that she must have
taken lessons of somebody. Love is
gl i) et
and perhaps love & i
point of view, with nothing on but
a thimble), had been hi i
branch of needlework to Mrs. John
Rokesmith.

1t was near John's time for coming

home, byt as Mrs. John was desirous
finish a special triumph of her
eldll beforo dinner, she did not go out
tomeet him. Placidly, though rather
consequentially smiling, shesat stitch-
ing away with a re sound, like
a sort of dimpled little charming
Dresden-china clock by the very best
ar,

A knock at the door, and a ring at
the hell. Not John; or Bella would
have flown out to meet him. Then
who, if not John P Bella was asking
herself the question, when that flui-
tering little fool of a servant flut-
tered in, saying, “ Mr. Lightwood!”

Oh ious !

Bella but time to throw a
handkerchief over the basket, when
My, Lightwood made his bow. There

this | was something amiss with Mr, Light-

wood, for he was strangel ve
and looked ill. s

With a brief reference to the happy
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' ¢ime when it had been his privilege
i ?gw Mrs. Rokesmith as Miss

Wilfer, Mr. Lightwood explained
what was amiss %th him and why
he came. He came bearing Lizzie

. Hexam's earnest hope that Mrs. John
- Rolesmith would see her married.

" Bella was so fluttered by the re-

. guest, and by the short narrative he
-myy given her, that there

never was a more timely smelling-

- pottle than John's knock. “My
gt::.ian ) said Bella; “I'll bring
s in-"

~ Bat, that turned out to be more
easily said than done; for, the in-
‘stant she mentioned Mr. Lightwood's
name, John stopped, with his hand
‘upon the lock of the room door.
~ “(ome up-stairs, my darling.”
Bella was amazed by the flush in
his face, and by his sudden turning
“What can it mean " she

away.
'thouyght., as she accompanied him up-

 Now, my life,” said John, taking
her on his knee, ¢ tell me all about

it
All very well to say, *Tell me all

about it;” but John was very much | winnin

confused. His attention evidently
trailed off, now and then, even while
Bella told him all abont it. Yet she
Jmnew that he took a great interest in
Lizzic and her fortunes. ‘What could
it mean ¥ : 1

% You will come to this marriage
with me, John, dear?”

¢N—no, my love: I can't do that.”

“You can't do that, John #"*

“No, my dear, it's quite out of the
question. Not to be thonght of.”

“Am I to go alone, John ?"*

“No, my dear, you will go with
Mr. Lightwood.” ey

#Don’t you think it is time we
went down to Mr. Lightwood, John
dear ?” Bella insinuated.

“ WMy darling, it's almost time you
went, but I must ask you to excuse
me to him altogether.”

¢ You never mean, Jahp dear, that

ou are not going to see him? Why,
K@ Inows you have come home. I
told him so.”

“That's a little unfortunate, but it
can't be helped. Unfortunate or for-
tunate, I positively cannot see him,
my love."”

Bella cast about in her mind what
could be his reason for this unac-
countable behaviour, as she sat on
his knee looking at him in astonish-
ment and ponting a little. A weak
reason presented itself,

¢ John, dear, you mever can be
jealous of Mr. Lightwood £”

“Why, my precious child,” re-
turned her hus laughing out-
right: “how could I be jealous of
him? Why should I be jealous of
him #" s

“ Becanse, you know, John,” pur-
sued Bella, pouting a little more,
“though he did rather admire mo
once, it was not my fault."”

It was your fault that I admired

ou,” returned her husband, with o
ok of pride in her, “and why nof
ur fault that he admired you?
gout, I jealous on that account?
Why, I must go distracted for life,
if 1 turned jealons of every one who
used to my wife beautiful and

LEEr 1

“1 am half angry with you, John,
dear,” said Bella, laughing a little,
“and half pleased with you; because
you are such a stupid o fellov.? and

t you say mnice things, as if you
lyz;eem:ﬁ thmn,;' Don't be mysterious,
sir. ‘What harm do you Ikmow of
Mr. Lightwood #”

“None, my love.”

“What has he ever done o you,
John £

# He has never done anything fo
me, my dear. I know no more
against him than I know against Mr.
‘Wrayburn; he has never done any-
thing to me ; neither has Mr. Wray-
burn. And yet 1 have exactly the
same ohjection to both of them.”

“Oh, John!" retorted Bella, as if
she were giving him up for a bad job,
as she used to give up herself. “You
are nothing better than a sphinx!
And a married sphinx isn’t a—isn’t a
nice confidential husband,” said Bella,

in a tone of injury.
HE

N
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“Bella, my life,” said John Roke-
smith, touching her cheek, with a
grave smile, as she cast down her
eyes and pouted again; “look at me.
I want to speak to you.”

“In earnest, Blue Beard of the

gecret chamber 7 asked Bella, clear- | .

ing her prety face.

“In earnest. AndT confess to the
secret chamber. Don't you remem-
ber that you asked me not to deéclare
what I thought of your higher quali-
ties mmtil you had been tried.”

“Yes, Joln, dear. And I fully
meant it, and I fully mean it.’

“The time will come, my darling,
—I am no prophet, but I say so,—
when you will be fried. The time
will come, I think, when you will
undergo a trial through which you
will never pass quite triumphantly
for me, unless you can put perfect
faith in me.”

“Then you may be sure of me;
John, dear, for I can put perfect faith
in you, and I do, and I always, al-
ways will. Don’t ju,dgz me by a
little thing like this, John. In httle
things, I am a little thing myself—T
always was. But in great things, T
hope not; I don't mean to boast,
John, dear, but I hope not!”

He was even belter eonvinced of
the truth of what she said than she
wag, a8 he felt her loving arms about
him. TIfthe Golden Dustman’s riches
had been his to stake, he wounld have
staked them to the last farthing on
the fidelity through good and evil of
her affectionate and trusting heart.

“Now, I'll go down to, and go
away with, Mr. Lightwood,” said
Bella, springing up. “ You are the
most creasing and tumbling Clumsy-
Boots of a packer, John, that ever
was; but if you're quite good, and
will promise never to do so any more
though I don’t know what you have
one!) yon may pack me a little bag
for’a. night, while I get my bonnet
on‘ :]

He gaily complied, and she tied
her dnglgleg chin up, and shook her
head into her bonnet, and pulled out

ot her gloves on, er by fincer,
gml ﬁ.unﬁy got theﬂnl::g on lfer thLlc
plump hands, and bade him good-bye
and went down. DMr. Lightwood's
impatience was much relieved when
he found her dressed for departure.
“ Mr. Rokesmith goes with us?”
he said, hesitating; with a look to-
eOh T Torgot replied Bella
> orgot!"” i ella,
“His best colr.gﬁpliments. His face
is swollen to the size of two faces,
and he is to go to bed directly, poor
fellow, to wait for the doctor, who is
coming to lance him.”

“It is curious,” observed Light-
wood, “that I have never yef scen
M. Rokesmith, though we have been
engaged in the same affairs.”

“Really ©” said the unblushing
Bella. &

i egin to think,” observed
iﬂglﬁwooin“w I never shall see

“These things happen so oddly
sometimes,” said Bella with a steady
countenance, ‘‘that there seems a
kind of fatality in them. But I am
quite ready, Mr. Lightwood.”

They starfed directly, in a little

carriage that Lightwood had brought
with him from never-to-be-forgotten
Greenwich ; and - from Greenwich
they started directly for London;
and in London they waited at a 1ail-
way station until such time as the
Reverend Frank Milvey, and Maz-
garetta his wife, with whom Mor-
timer Lightwood had been already in
conference, should come and join
them.
That worthy couple were delayed
by a portentous old parishioner of
the female gender, who was one of
the plagues of their lives, and with
whom bore with most exemplary
sweetness and good-humour, notwith-
standing her having an infection of
absurdity about her, that communi-
cated itself to everything with which,
and everybody with whom, she came
in contact. g'he was & member of
the Reverend Frank's congregation,
and made a' point of distinguishi

the bows of her bonnet-strings, and

herself in that body, by conspicucusly

* and his wife
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) | by the Reverend Frank in
his public ministration; also by ap-

{ re_apé:ﬁaﬁﬂverything, howevercheer-
ing, b

' mh herself the various lamen-

of David, and complaining in
peuomnty injured manner (much
;m of the clerk and the rest of
the ondents) that her enemies

were ging pit-falls about her,

iy her with rods of irom.
Indeed, this old widow discharged

' herself of that gortion of the Morning

and Evening Service as if she were
lodging & complaint on cath and ap-
plying for a warrant before a magis-

. trate. But this was not her most

inconvenient characteristie, for that
took the form of an impression, usu-

lly recurring in inclement weather
at about daybreak, that she had

- gomething on her mind and stood in

immediate need of the Reverend

- Frunk to come and takeit off. Many
- a time had that kind ereature gotup,

and gone out to Mrs. Bprodgkin (such

. was the disciple's name), suppressing

g gtrong sence of her comicality by
his strong sense of duty, and perfectly

. knowing that nothing but a cold

would come of it. However, beyond
themselves, the Reverend Frank Mil-

“yey and Mrs. Milvey seldom hinted

that Mrs. Sprodglkin was hardly worth
the trouble she gave ; but both made
the best of her, as they did of all their
troubles. ¥
This very exacting member of the
fold appeared to be endowed with a
gixth sense, in of kmowing
Ehe_m dtl}:a Rev. :E‘mn.kandMﬂt\l;ey least
esired her com with prom:
titude ap Wﬁ his ]ittlgr 'h.a;{]-
Consequently, when the Reverend
Frank had willingly engaged that he
accompany Light-
wood back, he said, as a matter of
course: “We must ma.k; haste to
t out, Margaretta, my dear, or we
gh?allba descended on bﬂﬁ[rs. Sprodg-
¥in.” - To which Mrs. Milvey replied,
in her pleasantly emphatic way, “Oh
yes, for she is such a marplot,
and dogs worry so!” ‘Words that were
gcarcely uttered when their theme
was announced as in faithful attend-

ance below, desiring counsel on a
spiritual matter. The points on which

rs. Sprodgkin sought elucidation
being seldom of a pressing natura (as
‘Who begat Whom, or some informa-
tion concerning the Amorites), Mrs.
Milvey on this special occasion re-
sorted to the devige of buying her
off with a present of tea and sugar,
and a loaf and butter. These gifts
Mrs. Sprodkgin aceepted, but still
insisted on dutifully remaining in
the hall, o curtsey to the Reverend'
Frank“:ls he came forth. 'Who, in-
cautio saying in his genial man-
ner, “Well, Sally, there you are!”
s B M Bodgh eschiing

revolvin;

around the result t]mg she mga.ldaﬁ
tea and sugar in the light of mymh
and incense, and considered
bread and butter identical with lo-
custs and wild honey. Having com-
municated this edifying piece of infor-
mation, Mrs. Sprodglin was left still
unadjourned in the hall, and Mr. and
Mrs. Milvey hurried in & heated con-
dition to the railway station. All of
which is here recorded to the honour
of that good Christian pair, répresen-
tatives of hundreds 011!3mtl'.:t]:L(-‘.\a’:?:r good
Christian pairs as conscientious and
as useful, who merge the smallness of
their work in its greatness, and feel
in no danger of losing dignity when
they adapt themselves o incompre-
hensible humbugs.

“ Detained at the last moment by
one who had a elaim upon me,” was
the Reverend Frank's ap to
Lightwood, taking no thought to

. | himself. To which Mrs. Milvey add-

ed, taking thought for him, like the
championing little wife she was; “Oh

es, i at the last moment,
£:rt as to the claim, Frank, I must
sag;:at I do think you are over-con-
siderate sometimes, and allovr that to
be a little abused.”

Bella felt conscious, in spite of
her late pledge for herself, that her
husband's absence would give dis-
4 ble occasion for surpriss to dhe

ilveys. Nor could she appear quite
at her ease when Mrs. Milvey asked :
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" How is Mr. Rokesmith, and 4s he
gone before us, or does he follow
us

It becomi . upon this,
to send hﬁow agnin ar:d hold
him in waiting to be lanced in,
Bella did it. g

the second oceasion as on tho first;
tor, a twice-told white one scems al-
most to become a black one, when
you are not used to it.

“ Oh doar !** said Mrs. Milvey, “ I
am so sorry! Mr. Rokesmith took
sweh an interest in Lizzio Hexam,
when we were there before. And if
we had enly known of his face, we
eonld have given him something that
would have kept it down long enough
for 8o short a pi S

By way of making the white one
whiter, Bella hastened to stipulate
that he was not in pain. Dus. Mil-
vey was so glad of it.

“I don't know Jew it is," said
Mrs. Milvey, “and I am swre you
don't, Frank, but the clergy and
their wives to canse swelled
faces. Whenever I take notice of a
child in the school, it scems to mo as
if ita face swelled instantly. Frank
never makes acquaintance with a new
old woman, but she gets the face-
ache. And another thing is, we do
mako the poor children eniff so.
don't know Jfiew we do it, and I
should be so glad not to; but the
more we take notice of them, the more
they sniff. Just as they do when the
text is given out.—Frank, that's a
schoolmaster. I have seen him some-
whare.™

The reference was to a young man
of rosorved a in a coat and
waisteoat of and pantaloons of
pepper and salt, He had come into
the oflice of the station, from its in-
tevior, in an unsettled way, imme-
dintely after Lightwood had gone
out tothetrain; and he had been hur-
riedly reading the printed bills and
notices on the wall. He had had a
n:andm;gg interest in whntthm said
amgn e waiting and
paminaé to ? fro. He had drawn
nearer, at about the time when Mrs.

ut not half as well on | h

Milvey mentioned Lizzie Hexam, and
had remained near, :i’m&e ﬁ:gh
always glancing town ¥
whicr‘ ] had gone out. He
stood with his back towards them,
and his gloved hands clasped behind
im. There was now so evident a
faltering upon him, expressive of in-
decision whether or no he should
am his having heard himself
re to, that Mr. Milvey spoke
to him.

“I cannot recall your name,” he
said, “ but T remember to have seen
you in your school.”

My name is Bradley Headstone,
sir,” he replied, backing into a more
retired place

1 ought to have remembered it,"”
said DMr. Milvey, giving him his
hand, “I hope you are well? A
little overworked, I am afraid

“Yes, I am overworked just at
present, sir."

“ Had no play in your last hcliday
time "

# No, sir.”’
¢ All work and no Shy’ Mr. Head-
stone, will not make dulness, in your

case, I dare say; but it will make
d; i, if you don't take care.”

“1 will endeavour to take care,
sir. Might I beg leave to speak to

I | you, outside, 2 moment P’

¢ By all means.”

It was evening, and the office was
well lighted. o schoolmaster, who
had never remitted his watch on
Lightwood’s door, now moved by
another door to a cormer without,
where there was more shadow than
light; and said, plucking at his

VEs {

“One of your ladies, sir, mentioned
within my hearing a name that I am
acquainted with; I may say, well
acquainted with, The name of the
sister of an old pupil of mine. He
me my pupﬂdfor a long time, pl;lnd

as got on and gone upward rapidly.
The name of Hexam. The name of
Lizzie Hexam.” He seemed to boa
shy man, struggling against nervous-
ness, and spoke in a very constrained

way. The break he set between his

‘two last sentences was quite ém-
| Bereel ol Mo Milvey. “Wi
“Yes,'" replied Mr. Mi N C]
i downtumhar.v'?y
. “I gathered as much, sir. T hope
there 18 nothing amiss with the sister
of my old pupil ? I hope no bereave-
has befallen her. I hope she
48 in no affliction? Has lost no—
relation ¢
Myr. Milvey thought this a man
with a very manner, and a dark
downward look; but he answered in
his usual way.
t “Immbte]lm, Mr. Head-
stone, that the sister of your old
i ?pilhasng: ?[ustmnodb:nyluchdtou.
ou thought I might be going down
tob s‘:;‘;naone?

t may have been the con-
nection of ideas, sir, with your clerical
character, but I was not conscious of
it.—Then you are not, sir "
odd manner
indeed, and with a lurking look that

“gince you are 80 i in
gister of your old pupil, I may as
well tell you that I am going

1o marry her.”

, Theschao]mmtsrhéxmﬂed'bl?ck. A
“Not to marry her mysolf,”" sai
Mr. Milvey, with a m:loi' “ because

1 have a wife already. To
the i mﬁmathmwm?}
Bradley eadstoneuuihthnld of
a pillar behind him. If Mr. ;
knew an ashy face when he saw it,
he saw it then.
. «You arc quite ill, AMr. Head-
stone!” 3
“It is mot much, sir. It will pass
over very soon. I am accustomed
to be seized with giddiness. Don’t
let me detain you, gir; I stand in
need of no mstnneo,f thank you.
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if he were trying to tear it off. The
Reverend Frank accordingly directed
the notice of one of the attendants to
him, by saying: “There is a person
oul_m'dgwho seoms to be y -ill,
and to require some help, though he
says he does not."” b
gightwoodhadb this time secured
their g.'l:mn, and departure-bell
was about to be rung. They took
their seats, and were beginning to
move out of the station, when the
same attendant came running along
the platform looking into all the

“Oh! Ywmhmﬁ']lzeqid,

inging on step, olding

window-frame by‘h:i[‘lh:tl'bow,m
the i moved, “ peTson
on inﬁonttomeisinnﬂt.”

“1 infer from what he told me
that he is subject to such attacks.
He will come to, in the air, in a little
while."

He was took bad to be sure,
and was biting knoc!

who had said

until it shot acrogs the river: burst-
ing oﬁmm uiet surface hk(;_ a
bomb- ne aguin as if it
had exploded ins;ohe rush of smoke
and steam and glare. A little more,
in it roared across the river,
a great rocket: ing the watery

]
:

waters run high or low, reflect the
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heavenly lights and darknessess, pro- | heartily. Lizzie, tell them how wel-

duce their little growth of weeds and
flowers, turn here, turn there, are
noisy or still, are troubled or at rest,
ir course has one sure termi-
nation, though their sources and de-
ﬁc‘f%ua e 0 ide succeeded,
en, a carriage ride o
near the solama]nl ritver, stealing away
by might, as hings awa;
by,;]g-ht and by day, so qui ;

yislding to the atfraction of the load- |

stone rock of Eternity; and the
nearver they drew to the chamber
where Eugene lay, the more they
feared that they might find his
wanderings done. At last they saw
its dim light shining out, and it gave
them hope: though Lightwood fal-

tered as he thought: “If he were | from

gone, she would still be sitting by
him.”

But he lay quiet, half in stupor,
half in ﬁlaes.r del]x., entering 1;’1.;]1
a raised admonitory finger, kissed
Lizzie softly, but said not a word.
Neither did any of them speak, but
all sat down at the foot of the bed,
silently waiting. And now, in this
night-watch, ing with the flow
of the river and with the rush of the
train, came the questions into Bella's
mind again: t eould be in the
%spﬂxa of that mystery of John's?

hy was it that he never been
seen by Mr. Lightwoed, whom he
still avoided ? “’ie‘n would that trial
come, through which her faith in,
and her duty to, her dear husband,
was to her, rendering him
friumphant ? For that had been his
term. Her passing through the trial
:hns ltﬁo make the man she 0vedTwith

er heart, triumphant. Term
not to sink out of sight in Bella’s
breast.

Far on in the night, Eugene opened
his eyes. He was e, and said
at once: “How does the time go?
Has our Mg?mer&me baclk £

Lightwood was there immediately,
to answer for himself. * Yes, Eu-
gene, and all is ready.”

“Dear boy!"” returned Eungene,
with a smile, “we both thank you

come they are, and that T would be
eloquent if T could.”

“There i8 no mneed,” said Mr.
Milvey. “We know it. Are you
better, Mr. Wrayburn 7

“l am much happier,”
Eugene.

# Much better too, I hope 7

Eugene turned his eyes towards
Lizzie, as if to spare her, and an-
gwered nothing.

Then the S]modmundthebed,
and Mr. M)i'lvey, opening his book,
began the service; so rarely asso-
ciated with the shadow of death; so
i ble in the mind from a flush
of life and gaiety and hope and health
and joy. Bella thought different

her own sunng little wedding,
ity ol gt ks 04 o
ith pity, t00. '
ld!mgmtﬁar, with hh:r hands bl;efure
er face, wept in her golden bower.
Reading in a low clear voice, and
bending over Eugene, who kept his
zgaupon him, Mr. Milvey did his
with suitable simplicity. As
the bridegroom could not move his
they touched his ers with
the ring, and so put it on the bride.
When the two plighted their troth,
she laid her hand on his, and kept it
there. When the ceremony was done,
and all the rest de from the
room, she drew her arm under his
head, and laid her own head down
upon the pillow by his side.

“Undraw the curtains, my dear
girl,” said B after a while,
**and let us see our wedding-day.”

The sun was rising, his first
rays struck into the room as she camo
back and ‘i):it her lips to his. “1I
bless the day!” said Eugene. “I
bless the day!" said Lizzie.

“You have made a poor marriage
of it, my sweet mfg,‘e? said En-
gene. “A shattered eloss follow,
stretched at his 1 here, and next

to n% you when you are o
young e
“I have made the marringe that T

would have given all the world to
dare to hope for,” she replied.

said

# You have thrown Eﬂumlfa.wa. it

id Eugene, shaking his head. “But
;r";'J't.‘t1 have followed the treasure of

- your heart. My justification is, that
Sou had thrown t'imt away first, dear
girll"

S No. I had given it to you.”
“The game thing, my poor

e

 “Hush, hush! A very different
5 ”

There were tears in his eyes, and
she ght him to elose them.
- “No,” said Fugene, again shaking
‘his head ; “let me look at you, Lizzie,
svhile T ean. You brave devoted
- girl! You heroine!”

Herown eyesfilled underhis praises.
 And when he mustered strength to
~ move his wounded head a very little
way, and lay it on her bosom, the
ears of both fell. :
¥ Lizzie,” said Eugene, after a
~ gilence: “when you see P?:;e w&deri

away from this re t
-&l;%a g0 ill deserved, speak to me by
my name, and I think I ghall come
- back.”

*Yes, dear Engene.”

“There!” he exclaimed, smiling.
“T should have gone then buft for
that!"

A little wli:ile a.fterwalzil,‘;& when he
appeared fo be sinking into insensi-
h?lity, ghe gaid, in a calm loving
voice : * Engene, my dear hushand |
He immediately answered;: “There
again! You see how you ecan recall
me!” And afterwards, when he
could not speak, he still answered by
a slight movement of his head upon
her bosom.

The sun was high in the sky when
she gently disengaged herself to give
him the stimulants and nourishment
he required. The utter helplessness
of the wreck of him that lay cast

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

471

he himself appeared a little more
hopeful.

“Ah, my beloved Lizzie!™ he
said, faintly. “How shall I ever
all I owe you, if I recover "
“Don't be ashamed of me,” ghe

replied, “and you will have more
f} = a]ll'

¢ Tt would require a life, Lizzie, to
pay all; more than a life.”

“Tive for that, then ; live for me,
Eugene; live to see how hard I will
try to improve myself, and never to
diseredit vouw."”

“® M -2 1," he . ied,
ra.]lyin};' more of hﬂrold mﬂ.nnﬁ'pghan

he had ever yaIt E:t together, “On
the confrary, ve been thinki
whother it i ok, tho best thisg 1

can do, to die

“The best thing you can do, to
leave me with a broken heart ?”

“Idon’t mean that, my dear girl.
I was not thinking of that. What I
wag thinking of was this. Out of
your compassion for me, in this
maimed and broken state, you make
so much of me—you think so well of
me—you love me so dearly !

“Ile';zmknows Tlove you dearly!"

“ And Heaven knows I prize it!
Well. TfT live, you'll find me out.”

“g shallﬂ:;dfr out that my&husba,nd
has a mine of purpose and energy,
and will turn it to the best ac-
count ¢

“T hope so, dearest Lizzie,” said
Tugene, wistfully, and yet somewhat
whimsically. “T hope so. But I
can't summon the vanity to think so.
How can I think so, looking back on
sucha trifling wasted youth as mine!
I humbly hope it; but I daren’t
believe it. Thereisa misgiv-
ing in my conscience that if I were

ashore there now alarmed her, bub

to live, I should disappoint your
od ;Einitm and my own—and that
~ought to die, my dear!”
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