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ACTING UPON SUSPICION.
A STORY.
By Mrs Abdy.

Twoe months ago, it ‘appeared, Mrs
Stanfield's own maid began to receive
letters with the Xondon post mark,
directed in'a free bold, manly hand, she
was taxed ‘by the’ servants with having
a lover, and like most ladies in high or
low life, denied the accusation. A few
days ago she happened to be from home
when a letter arrived for her: it was
only secured by one of the modern
wafers, which are so easily removed
that honour alone renders them ary
security at all. The honor of Martha
Wilson was not proof aguinst the
temptation;, under the  pretence  of
taking care of it for its owner, she con-
veyed it to her room, and carefully
removed the wafer—it was only a'blank
cover; wilhin was a letter directed to
Mrs Stanfield, but the writer, more
careful of that than the enclosing sheet,
had sealed it witha crest, and Martha,
afraid to examine it, folded it up again,
replaced the wafer, gave it to the lady’s
maid when she returned, and proceeded
to Miss Sowerby to enlighten ‘her with
the news.

Miss Sowerby immediately, of course,
placed tha worst possible eonstruction
on the mystery; im fact, the circumstance
did appear, rather suspicious, for Mrs
Stanfield had frequently mentioned that
she had no rclations hving excepta fa-
mily of cousins, who were settled in Lon-
don in independant circumstances, and
with whom she was in habits of regular
and recognized correspondence: the let-
ters could not be from any petitioner for
her bounty, for the generosity of her
kusband rendered it quite necessary that
such communications should be made in
private. ¢ They must come. [rom a lov~
er,’ said Miss Sowerby, and her heart
beat with rapture at the thought. She
gave Martha five shillings, a denation
of . unexampelled prodigality on her
part, and told her at all risks to open
the next letter that came, read the con~
tents, and secure it again with a plain
seal: but, alas! the next letter was taken
in by their lady’s maid in person, who
stood in the hall evidently on the watch
for it, and Miss Sowerby could only
console herself by assuring all her friends
at Westford, in the greatest confidence,
that she had ascertained that Mrs Stan-
field was in habits of correspondence
with a laover, and that she should imme-
diately disclose her concuct to her poor
injured husband, did she not deem it
prudent to wait till matters came to a
more decided crisis; consequently the
whole female population of Westlord
looked on Mrs Stanfield with horvor, as
beino something of the mixed personati-
on of Calista in the Fair Penitent, and
Alicta in Arden of Feversham. and
longed as earnestly as a child for the
beginning of a pantomine, that the day
might arrive which should bring disco-
very, disgrace, and ruin, on a woman
who had never injured taem except by
her superiority to themselves in mental
and personal endewments. ey

On the following day Martha Wilson
called on Miss Sowerby, not to acquaint
her of the arrival of another letier, but
to teli her of an extraordisary plan of
Mrs Stanfield’s, which a more candid
judge than any of the Westford coterie
might call rather suspicious.

I have mentioned that Mrs Stanfield
had a family of cousins in London; their
name was Beltun, and they resided in
one of the unfashionable streets of Bloms-
bury: she had made known to her hus-
band and her household her determinati-
on to go and pass a month ‘with these
relations, only taking her own maid
with her. Mr Stanfield felt that loosing
his wife for so long a time would be
like loosing a part of himself; he offered
her a house for the season in London,
and give her permission to invite her
whole family of cousins to - Elbury Hail
for an indefinite time, hut Mrs Stanfield,
usuaily so mild, patient,and sell denying
was on the present occasion fixed in her
purpose; and as she eagerly thanked
him for his painfully extorted cofsent,
he began to think that his wife was a
Jittle less angelic than he had supposed
her to be: the discovery of her human
wealkness, however did not at all recon-
cile him to the loss of Society, and the
sound of the “carriage coming to the
door on the moruing of her departure
seemed to him like the kneil of -all his
social happiness for the next month.—
Neither had Mrs Stanfield at all the air
of alady who, having bn_ttled success«
fully to get her own way, 1s on the point
of leaving her evenful home and dull |
companions to enjoy the gaieties of Lon- |

don unwatched by any restraining eye;
she took leave of her husband more as if
it were for life than for a month; weep=
ing bitteriy as' she did so, and clasping
Amelia in her arms with earnest affecti-
on.

Miss Sowerby was at her window
as the cariage passed through West-
ford.

¢ Well,’ said she, ¢ if [ ever. become a
wife, I shall prove a very different sort
of one———;’ and two or three gossiping
yisiters who stood behind her simultane-
ously exclaimed,

¢ No doubt you would?

Miss. Sowerby. bad very important
business to perform that day more impor~
tant even than calling on Mr Stanfield
and telling him what an unfortunate a
man he was to be thus deserted:. by his
wife. Martha , Wilson had informed
Miss Sowerby of the name of the street
in . Bloomsbury where Mr Stanfield’s
cousins resided, and it was music to her
ears. In that street was a boardinghouse
in which was domesticated a little busy,
loquacious widow an intimate fiiend of
Miss Sowerby's, and she wrote to her a
long letter, telling her all the ecircum-
stances that had recently occurred in
Elbury = hall, and instructing her to
make 1nquiries, whether any young man
in partieular visited intimately at the
Beltons, and whether Mrs Stanfield had
rendered herself the subject of any ob-
servation or animadversion. A week
elapsed before Mrs Pearson znswered
this letter; and Miss Sowerby had peid
her projected visit to Mr Stanfield, and
rendered him so nervous by her dire
forebodings and melancholy condolences,
that the housekeeper was obliged to ad~
minister hartshorn drops, camphor julep,
and ssl volatile, alternately to him dur-
ing the rest of the day.

When however, the letter eame, it
completely repaid Miss Sowerby for
tha trial of waiting for it so long.

¢ The lady you mention,” wrote Mrs
Pearson, ¢ came this day week to stay
ai the Beltons. [ was greatly surprised
when you said that she meant to remain
with them for a month, for I happaned
to know somz weeks ago that they
intended to pass three months in France
and that they had let their house for the
period of their absence. In three days
they carried their plarns into execution,
and their visitor and her maid vanished
where 1 could not tell, but they did not
accompany the family on their travels.
Knowing your anxiety for the infor-
mation, and knowing the party who
engaged 1t had not taken possession of it
I called and asked the servant who
remained there, if she could tell me
where Mrs Stanfield had removed; she
informed me that she had taken a
lodging in one of the streets near the
Regent’s Park, and as she acquainted
me with the name  of the sireet, num-
ber of the house, I walked there the
next day. [ found that she oecupied
only a partof the house, since the re-
mainder was to be let. I asked to see
the landlady under pretence of wishing
to engnge the apartments, and make
some inquiries 1especting her other
inmates: she informed me thit she had
only a lady and her maid, wbo had taken
lodgings for a month and had been with
her two days; that the lady appeared
out of health and spirits, and very retired
habits, and that she had each day re-
ceived a visit from a gentleman.

I think you will allow, my  dear
friend that I have acquitted myselfl very
suceessfully in this little delicate com-
missien, and have gained a goreat deal
of informntion without . committing
myself or you. If you would like to come
up to town and sift the maiter fuily in
person, Mrs Hutton’s establishment is
extremely seleet and reasonable’

Miss Sowerby dropped the letter in
the excess of ber jov. She might have
said, as gentlemen do when their heaith
is drunk at ‘a puhblic dinner, ¢ This is
the proudest day of my life!’ so complete
a triumph did it give ber over the envied
and hated Mrs Stanfield.

Carelully picking up the precious
document, she placed it in her bosom,
and sallied forth that evening to a tea-
party, feeling qualified to be the lioness
of the eveninz. As soon as tea was
over, Miss Sowerby disclosed her infor
mation to the company, and professed
ber determination to go to London forth.
with, for that the guilty onght always
to be exposed: it was a duty to society
to doit.

t is astonishing how zealously peo~
ple discharge their duty to society when
they car destroy the peace and repn-
tation of a fellow creature by doing s=?

¢ Poor Mr Stanfield will break his
heart,” said a compassionate old lady,
taking out her pocket bandkerchief.

¢ Not at alf, replied a portly matron
by her side, encircled by five unmarried

daughters, ‘he will get a divorce,
marry agein, and be much happier than
he ever has been yet.’

¢ I'should not like to marry a diverced
man,’ said a pale, sentimental girl,

¢ Nonsense, my dear,’ said the portly

matron, ¢ it is the best thing you could
do; you would be sure never to be re.
proached with the good qualities of bis
first wife.’
.“T think,’ said the lady of the mayor,
casting a furtive glance at her husband,
‘that when the affair becomes generally
kpown the authorities of Westford
ought to carry up an address of condo-
lence to Mr Stanfield.’

s Ridiculous my love,” replied: the
mayor with a reproving look, ¢ it 18 no
matter of condolence at all; that is,’ he
added in a hurried manner, perceiving
the four stormy orbs of his wife and his
daughter Clarinda fixed upon bim,
gentlemen have nothing to do with
those things; ifthe ladies like to compile
a little address among themselves,
I am sure I have no possible objection
to it

This hint molified the lady, and  that
night she wrote the rough draft of an
address of condolence to Mr Stanfield,
which Clarinda copied the next morning
in an exquisite Liliputian hand, on a
sheet of superfine lavender paper edged
with black.

It is much more easy to talk about an
undertaking thas to carry it into effect.
Miss Sowerby had declared her intention
of proceeding to London ¢ forthwith’ in
as ‘decided a manner as_ if she had
nothing to do but to desire her own
maid to pack up her dresses overnight,
and to give orders to her coachman, to
bring the carriage to the door early the
next morning; there were many prepa-
rations, however, to be made prior to
the commencement of the journey.—
Miss Sowerby, like most country ladies
had an awful idea of the finery neces.
sary to constitute hersell presentable
in London, and felt quite unequal to
the task of facirg the ¢ select circle of
Mrs Hufton’s establishment, till her
straw bonnet was lined and trimmed
with pink, her blue silk dress turned,
her blond scarf ¢leaned, and her apple
green’ satin died Llack,

All these economical ceontrivances
occupied a great deal of time, and a
fortnight had elapsed before Miss
Sowerby's wardrohe was duly refreshed
and her place took 1n the coach for the
ensuing day. She did not, however,
mach Jament this delay: Mrs Stanfield
had taken her lodgings for a month, con«
sequently there would be no chance of
escape, and every day would accumu-
late fresh evidence, and render her
guilt more glaring and decided, besides
which Miss Sowerby, in'the intervening
fortnight, was loaded with caresses,
fine speeches, and invitations to tea and
supper from the elite of Westford, who
all wished to see Mrs Stanfield exposed
withont insuring the risk and respon-
sibility of being themselves aclive agents
in the exposure, and consequently
welcomed in Miss Sowerby that chas
racter not to be found 'ir fable, and
rarely existing in real life—¢the rat
willing to tie the bell round the cai’s
neck.’

The day after Miss Sowerby’s arrival
in London, she preceeded, according to
the direction, of her {riend Mrs Pearson,
to the street where Mrs Stanfield resi-
ded, cdrefully cloaked and veiled, so
that she might not be recognized by her
erring neighbor il she should happen to
be at the window?

Beyond all expectation, Mrs Stanfield
was at the window, luoking very p-llc
and ill.

¢ Ah? sohloguised Miss Sowerby,
¢ conscience has been bary with her;
no doubt her lover begins to grow tired
of her: I dare say she is watching (or his
approach. 3

It such were the case, she did not watch
long, for a very handsome man, in the
prime of life, knocked at the door, was
admitted, and Mrs Stanfield immed:«
ately disappeared from the window.
Miss Sowerby returned home, exulting
in her good lortune, to communicate it
to her dear {riend Mrs Pearson, to de-
clare her belef from the upright bearing
and carriage of the stranger, that he
was certainly military, and to indite a
long epistle to Mr Staafield, telling hira
the whole state of the case, abjuring
him to come up to town without delay,
and recommendingz to him, as a legal ad-
viser, Mr Stephen Sharply, a most pro-
mising voung man, and a third cousin
of her own. The wish to do good is
said to have the powxer of brightening
our mental facalties; the wish to do harm
has often the same effect.—Miss Sower-
hy was not in general a good letter wri-
ter; but so inspired*was she by her pre-
sen{ subject, that Mr Stephen Sharply

himse!lf could not have stated the fact

‘with more clearness and accuracy thar

did his third cousin,

The feelings of Mr Stanfield, wher
he received this letter, were pitiable
knowing little of the world, and still les
of books, he was not at all eonsciou
how free are the instances in which i
nocence is unjustly aspersed, and ¢ life’
life lied away,” under circumstances cf
mere saspicion. Thinking (unlike most
husbands) humbly of his-own attain.
ments, and highly of those of his wife,
he was disposed rather to blame himsell.
for having ever supposed she could love
bim, than the censure her for ceasing to
do so.

¢ Oh! how will she repent,’ he thought,
f how bitterly will remorse be felt by
such a miad as hers!?’

Taking a hurried leave of Amelia,
whom be merely told that circumstances
of great consequence demanded his pre~
sence in London, the unhappy husband,
thus suddenly precipitated from the
height of happiness to the depth of
misery, proceeded on his journey, and
when he arrived in town immediately
wrote to, beg that Miss Sowerby would
come to him at the hotel where he had
fixed himself. She complied with the
summons, all sweetness and sympathy,
for she, like a poor matron at Westford,
anticipated a divorce, and thought that
in, that case, Mr Stanfield might turn
his tardy regards on hersell, in which
events.she meant generously to forgive
his former._neglect, accept his proffered
hand, and psss a speedy reform bill for
the benefit-of himself, his danghter, and
his household, who had all, she averred,
been completely spoiled and ruined by
the mill and water insipidity of the first
Mrs Stanfield and the hypocritical cajo-
lery of the second. She immediately
proffered her company to Mr Stanfield
on a visit to his wife’s apartments, hop-
ing as she expressed it, ¢ to surprise her
into a confession;’ and though she de-

*clared it was ¢ inexpressivle painfal to

the feelings to go such an errand,’ no one
would have inclined to believe that she
was suffering deep distress, who marked
the brisk alertness of her walk, and the
unwonted sparkle of her =ye.

Avrived at the door, she desired the
wretched hushand ¢ to place the matter
in her hands,’ and inquired if Mrs Stan-
field was at home: the servant replied
in the aflirmative, and Miss Sowerby
bastily ascended the stairs, leaving ber
compacicn to follow as he conld. How
did she congratulate herself on her goof
fortune when she beheld the tablean chal
awaited her entrance.—Mrs Stanfields
pale and drooping, was reclining on #
sofa, and by her side sat the handsome
stranger, whom Miss Sowerby bad be-
fore seen; he was helding her hand, but
qnickly dropped it orf the appearance 0
the unwelcome visiter. Mrs Stanfield
Jooked amazed at the sicht of Miss
Sowerby, but startled viclently when
she bebeld her fcllowed into the room
by Mr Stanfield.

¢ My dear husband!’ she exclaimed
1ising. to meet him, © who could have
possibiy told you of my retreat; after all
the pains 1 have taken to keep it se:
cret?’

¢ O Sophia,> said the unhappy man,
bursting into tears, ¢ how could you
desert one wha so truly loved you?’

¢ Perhaps my conduct was injudicions,
replied Mrs Stanfield, ¢ but, betieve me;
dear Stanfield, it on'y proceded from #
wish to spare your feel ngs.’

¢ Dreadful to listen to such snplnctwﬂl
hardihood,” exclaimed Miss Sowerbfs
¢ ghe calls conjugal infidelity. ¢ injudict
ous,” and declares thai she runs awaf
from her husbard because she ¢ wishe®
to spare his feelings.” Now, Mr Stan*
field, yon see what comes ol marryi?
a literary lady, and Amelia told me
only last month that she had thre®
hundred volumes in her own little libr®
ry-

Mrs Stanfield sank back in the 50(""
apparently too much horror struc
Miss Sowerby’s accusation to be able
reply to it, and the handsome strang®
for the first time spoke. A

« Am 1tounderstand,’ he said, ‘h‘d
this lady is accused of having desert?
ner husband and her home?’ i

Miss Sowerby was so shocked at b”t
ing addressed by this 51“”5;
guj' Lotbario,” that she had neve: e
much felt the want of her [ani &
however, made a temporary oneo oket
well darned Scotch cambric l’oye”k
handkerchief, and replied, * Facts s %
for themselves, sir, your prescnccins‘
is a coafirmation of them, and an
to the eyes of indignant virtue.’ 1 |

The handsome stranger burst n the
contemptuous laugh, and then t0%% hy
hand of Mrs Stanfield, Miss So Jde?
imagined that he was seized with -“1‘.‘”'1
delirium, especially as he held the




