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0! WINTER AIR.

O' winter air, blow not too bleak
On yonder trembling one

Her limbs are old, and chilf, and weak,
Soft greet her, winter sun.

For she has seen no smile to-day,
No fire in her cot;

So winter wind, go seek the gay,
Pass by, and harm he: not.

O! winter wind, toss not awry
Those locks of faded hair,

They shone once o’er a sweet blue eye,
When she was young and fair.

They glittered there like golden wings,
Gems held their bands apart, —

Now frost lies on the faded rings,
And frost within her heart.

THE GOVERNESS' HUSBAND ;

BAGGING A LIVE NOBLEMAN.

(Conclusion.)

In the morning Kate rose considerably bet-
ter, but pale and stern looking. She had evi-
dently prepared herself for braving the worst,
Reginald came early to see her, and was inex-
pressibly shocked to see her so altered. He
exerted himself to reassure her, and sncceed-
ed so far as to coax a few truant smiles into
her countenance. But, resolute as her charac-
ter was, she experienced a heavy depression
of spirits. Her absorbing idea was the dread
of losing her husband. Death, disgrace, any-
thing but that shocking alternative. Kate had
immense courage, but it required opposition to
bring it into piay; and this he was soon to
have, for the day after her return, while she
was sitting in the drawing room, listening to
his hopeful plans for the future, a couple of
carriages drove up to the door, followed by a
pattering in the hall, which drove all the blood
from her face.

“ Fear nothing, love, while 1 am near you,”
said Reginald, throwing his arm round her,and
pressing her to his side.

“1 will not—I ought not,” she stammered,

“but when the truth is disclosed, yon will not
7

“ What-——my dearest, prettiest wife

“ Bless you for that word. Bat when my
lord comes,and you know all, will you not hate
me 7 \

“ Hate yeu—leave you ?” ejaculated Regi-
nald, amazed at her troubled mauner - but be-
the door
opened, and my Lady Castlearden was obsery-

ed to stageer back.

fore he could ask for an explanation,

to the immense discomfi-
tore of my lord, aud the utter prostrationa of a
lady in pink.

“ What's the matter 7 exclaimed his lord- :
ship, rubbing h ‘s nose. l

His lordship looked in the direction indicat-
ed, and ertamnly  did recoil a pace or two at
what he saw. His sons stood agape at his el-
cow, and his danehters. with burnine cheeks

and flashing eyes, clustered aronnd her moth-
er. 'H‘(-:"", rizht before I"n('x:,, with a face very

pale, but very calm and decided. stood Lord
Percy, proodly supporting the sinking form of |
the half insensible Kate. !
x h'.’:'}‘f P rey ! \‘»-',:l.\'. what in the dickens 1
does all this mean 7 said his lordship angri- |
ly ; “this pantomime in my house 1is sinoular |

1D

—eXtraordinary—very."” l
said |

‘“My lord,” erey, “I owe you many |
apoiogies, but love must be ms excuse,”
‘Love !”

I;V;v

L 3 9 ) d
cried her la lyship,looking apoplec-

iy indignant, as she made a friitless

al-

3 | )
tewpt to thrust her aaungnters from the room |

“ Yes, Lady Castlearden—jove. and love as |
pure as that of the angles.” saiq i)('l.'.'.‘ eagerly,
A pause ensued, which hLe broke by a faint at.
lerapt at a smile, saying, “ this position may
appear equivocal, but it is sanctioned Ly mar-
riage.”

“ Manied !” gasped her ladyship conwvul-
sively. “Married !” screamed the daughters,
buddling together  “The dey-vil,” exclaimed |
tae son Russell, with marked emphasis.

“Yes, married, my lord,” replied Perey

bigher and stemer key; “your danghter
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myself were married at
weeks ago.” ;
The shout that was raised was heard in the
square outside, ard brought up the alarmed
servants pell mell into the room.
“ Married—daughter !” ejaculated the lord

- charch, three

flock of feminines, to see if any one of them
was missing. “The huzzy—the impostor—
the shameless creature!”” choruded the ladies.

“Married, [ repeat,” uttered Percy with
much energy, “and to the scion of a house
that cannot bring a blugh to the cheeks of Cast-
learden.”

“You are joking, surely,” replied the old
man.

Reginald’s only reply was to bestow a warm
caress upon the almost colvulsed Kate, and to
attempt to lead her as a suppliant to the feet of
her mother.

“Take her away!” shouted her ladyship,as
ghe recoiled with an expression of loathing,

“This is own child,” said Reginald, indig- |
nantly.

*Child !” how dare you address such lan-
guage to me? She’s no child of mine.”

Reginald turned ashy white, and holding
Kate a little from him, bestowed an imploring
glance on the agitated peer.

“This young person is not my daughter,my

lord,” said the latter, “nor any relative of
mine.”

“Then who—who—!" gasped Percy.

“ Why, she’s my daughter’s governess,” was
the prompt reply.

Reginald let Kate slip from his arm to the floor,
while he stood gazine at her prostrate form
transfigured with horror.

“Come, come Percy, it is time to end this
farce,” said Castlearden ; “it is unseemiagly ;
and before my danghters, t00.”

“ But I am married | vogiferated Percy.

“ Kate’s husband !’ exclaimed her lordship
who fancied the objects in the room had multi.
plied ad infinitum.

The domestics caught the expression, and

“Kate’s husband”. passed the round of the
mazed group.
“Forgive me, Reginald, do not look so. Kill
me if you will, for I deserve it: but do not for
mercy sake, hate me,” said Kate in a tone of
piteous entreaty,

a-

“Woman,” said he fiercely, “is
tell me true ?”

“Jt is.”

“And your name is ”
‘““ Kate Brown.”

what they

A deep groau broke from the young wman's
chest, and sinking into a chair,
face in his hands.

he buried his

“Woman, have you dared 7 said the peer
angrily.

“ Leave the house, minx ' eried ®er lady-

ship.
- & Such brazen effronty !
pl‘iS(m would be too cood for

Well. T never—a

her,” were the

charitable remarks of tlie sons and daugliters.

' tion, raised his wan face, and regarded her

| contumelious treatment of what you consider-

: pluil:ingly !
. | determined to have satisfaction, by castina a
In R slight upon the whole order.
and | made me hated by vou!”"—this was 1o the |

peeress, as she teok a deliberate survey of the |
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young ladies—“and tormented by you”—this
w@s to the sons—“I swore should avenge me.
Accident threw this gentleman in my way.—
He became enamored of the peer’s daughter,
and offered her honorable marriage. Would
he havé done the same'to Kate Brown the gov-
erness? [ doubtit; and as [ Joved him, and
distrusted myself, T allowed the deception to
goon. The resvlt you know. [am now Lady
Percey.”

This was delivered with an air of lofty dis.
dain, not unmingled with the fondness of a
woman who unreservedly loves. Reginald
groaned audibly, butin his inmost heart he
could nothelp admiting his courageous and ex-
tremely beautiful wife. But his pride had
been wounded and he stood aloof from her.—
Kate noticed the action, and /tears started to
her eyes.

“Reginald,” she said, in a voice broken by
emotion, “say you do not hate me! the law
will perhaps release yon, and then you can
wed another, in your station of life, bt never
a truer or more spotless girl than the one you
are spurning. Dear Reginald, say one kind
word to me,aud I will pass away from you like
a dream.”

As she said this, she flung herselfat his feet,
and clasping his kifees, looked beseechingly
in his face. The appeal was irresistible—he
bent down, imprinted one burning kiss on her
ice-cold forehead, and then darted from the
room Kate’s husband was never more seen
in Castlearden House. Kate left almo&t imme-
diately after he did, but not before she had with
her little hand made the cheek of the Hon_
Russell Castlearden tingle again.

The same night she was closetad with her
uncle—a Mr. Crown, a bachelor who had large
trausactions in the general grocery line. The
old man seemed mighty pleased with her, and
as he chucked his neice under the chin, jocu-
larly said—

“That having gone into the world a little had
done her good. She had ‘bagged alive noble-
man,” an exploit never before performed by a
Brown, and he houored her for the deed.”

“But I have lost him,” sobbed Kate, “lLe is
—caone forever !” ;

“ Not a bit of it,” replied her uncle assuring-
ly. “His vanity agl prejudices, and all that,
are touched ; but he will come round in time,
depend upon it.”

“He may get a divorce, or the marriage may
be declared illezal.” As this surmise flitted
tarongh Kate’s mind, she evinced a stione ten-
dency to hysterics ; for Kate was a proud and
virtuous girl, ard keenly felt the prospective
disgrace. Her uncle was alarmed ; and forth-
with consulted his legal adviser, who consoled
ber with the positive assurance that the mar-
ringe was perfectly legal ; five hundred years
hence, when the united streams of the Browns
and Pereys flowed into one channel, there
mizht be some difficulty intracing the deseent,
that was all.  His next step was to endeavor
to find out Kate’s husband and accommodate

The servants were silent - but thev drew a-
way from her as if she had been a pestileace.
All this roused Kate from the letharey into

and
AN

which she was sinkino, springing to her

teet, she confronted her taunters with the as-
pect of a Pythoness. Her nostrils distended |
like those of a panting steed

“Lowards !” she eried.

“how loud you can
batk at a solitary,friendless woman. You would

bite too, if you dared ; but | defy any oue of

yYou to so much as wae a little finger at me.”

Reginala, upon hearing this spirited declara-

fixedly.
“ You heap reproaches on me,” she contin-

ned, “and never think of blaming yourselves.

What first suggested this relation 10 me’?—

“Yon,” addressing lady Castlearden, “by your
ed a worm  “Youn,” addressing her husbaud,
“by yourhaughty coldness: you,” to the daugh-
ters, “by your

tyranny-—your coarse, cruel
tyranny ; you,” to the sons, “by your insults
your detestable, cold-blooded insulia.
meek, poor thing, to indure all this

]

Was |
uncoms-
No! I studied my revenge and

The beauty that

| was great, and imperative duty quite weaned

matters between them,but the search was use-
less ; for Reginald, dreading the ridicule that
Was attached to this singular alliance, had
flown no one knew whither. Kate in time be-
came quite soothed ; her womanly strength

her thoughts from useless grief,

Five years elapsed, during which time she
constantly resided under her unecle’s roof ; but
notwithstanding all his delicent inquiries, no
Reginald could be discovered, so that “Kate’s
husband” became quite a household myth, and
many were the portentous shakes of the head
indulged in by the old ladies of his acquaint-
ance when the mystery was discussed. At Jast
he was traced, but to a debtor’s prison. A
fierce career of dissipation ®ad terminated in
his becoming an inmate of the King’s Bench,
where, wearied and disgasted with himself
and all the world, he had languished for some
months.  And had he all this time, thought of
Kate ? Often, for he was not adamant ; and a

love of life was stronger, aud it prevailed.—
Sorrow and punishment humble the ﬁmndest
disposition, and in those moments when he
thought more like a man than the younger son
of a peer, he would have given tha world, if he
had possessed it, 1o have been reconciled to
society and the wife of his bosom. A melan-
choly began to prey upon him, and he was rap-
idly becoming misanthropie. One day musing
over the past in the gloomy chamber his limi-
ted resources only allowed . him to occupy, a
stout, good-humored lookiug old gentleman
presented himself, and in a brusque manner
bade him look up, for he was not so friendless
as he deserved. Reginald started, and demand-
ed his name and business.

“How much will you take to get yon out of
this cursed place ?” inquired the visitor, blunt-
ly. B

“ Are you auathorized by—by 7 the name of
his family trembled on his tongue,but he eould
not utter it.

“ By the best of the friends you have—the
very best!” cried the old gentleman, evidently
pleased as he surveyed the manly figure and
handsome face of the prisouer.

“Cannot you afford me a clue

“Not at present, my authority only extends
to your release, and that immediately.”

Reginald persisted, but it was useless; and
at length he named the probable amonnt for
which he was detained. The old gentleman
made a memorandum in his pocket book, and
then hastily took his leave. In a few hours
afterwards, he returned toanncunce that all the
arrangements for Reginald’s release had been
completed. This time, the old man was ac-
companied by a fine little boy—a dark-eyed,
black-haired, beautiful little fellow—about four
years of age.

»

While some necessary formali-
ties were being gone through, Reginald toyed
with him, and inquired his name.

“ Reginald !” promptly answered the boy.

Lord Perey started, and peered curiovsly in-
to his face. As he didso, a strange but not
unpleasant sensation stole over him ; and with
an almost pantial gestore, he drew the boy
closer to him. The old man approached 1o
congratulate him wpon his freedom, when
Reginald in a very husky voice, demanded to
know to whom he should offer his heartfelt ac-
knowledzements.

“Let those who do good be rewarded in per-
son,” said the old man, nervously ; and going
to the door, opened it and admitted a lady
dressed in black, but closely veiled ; she was
evidently young, for her ficure appeared re-
markably elegant and graceful .

“Madam,” stammered Reginald growing
deadly pale.

At the sound of his voice, the @ady flung a-
side her veil, and throwing herself at his feet,

xclaimed—“Reginald, dear Reginald, don’t

cast me off, Tam your wife, and this is your
boy—our bey. See, he has your hair, your
eyes—the same noble features as yours@lf.”

Kate, as she made this tender appeal looked
him beseechingly in his face. He returned
her gaze ; and as he perused the lineaments of
that lovely and remembered countenance, a
soft thrill pervaded his frame, and in accents
rendered musical by the deepest emotion, he
uttered slowly, but distinetly :

“My wife—my own fondly beloved wife '—
let us live for the future—ourselves,our ehild 17

Kate threw herself on his bosom, and went
long, they were the sweet tears of reconcilia-
tion, of hope, of love. The old man, who was
no other than her unele, fonnd his'eyes moist-
ening, and in the fullness of his heart, extend-
ed his hand, which Reginald warmly grasped,
The reunion of the long estranced was fully
completed ; and “Kate’s husband? {inally con-
ducted her to a splendid home, but not por-
tionless, for out of' the profits derived from the
“aeneral grocery line,” her uncle acted liber-
ally and could well afford to give her a mar-
riage portion of a hundred thousand pounds.

- — S~ ¢

vision of her beauty and spirit, as she braved |
and heaped scorn upou her mean foes on the |
last occasion he saw her, haunted him day and
night. Despite himself, he cherished a warm
attachment for her, but then her confounded
name— Kate—~why when he thonght of it, he

“You may say what yon please,” said Ly
simachus, “but there is no heat in the sun’s
rays.” The argument was dropped, and he
fell asleep. His opponent singed his beard
with a burning glass. He awoke in great pain.
“Indeed, my friend,” said Lysimachus, this is

felt inclined to give his folly the coup de grace.;

' & sensible demontration.”
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