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ham were frequently congratulated upon their 
son’s approaching marriage, long before they 
learned from Harry who, contrary to his usual 
openness of character, had said little on the 
subject, how deeply his feelings were intercst- 
ed.” It was not, in fact, until all was arranged 
between him and his fair lady, that the seal 
scemed taken from his lips, and he poured out 
his full soul to his parents and Emily, believing 
that their joy in his success was equal to his 
own. Unfortunately, however, the Colonel 
had taken no fancy either to the young lady 
or her parents. 
“They were reguiar highflyers,” he said, 

“with nothing but their great pretensions to 
keep them afloat. He liked 'jome ways and 
home people, not those whe. did nothing but 
wander about the world and give out that they 
were great, though no one knew whence their 
greatness was derived The daughter might 
be every thing she seemed, but the mother - 'as 
too artificial in her manners for him to trust to 
her smooth words and set speeches. Her hus- 
band was evidently under her despotic control, 
and he thought it a great risk to marry the 
daughter of a false and overbearing wo.nan.” 
“Have you ne opinion of your son’s penc- 

‘ation, Colonel 7° Mrs. Wyndham would re- 
piy. “Harry says that he never saw & nore 
beautiful picture of united affection than Mr. 
St. Clair’s family presents. His perceptions 
are too true about most things to admit the 
possihility of his being deceived in a matter of 
such importance as the character of those with 
whom he is to be so nearly allicd.” 

“A mar in love is easily deceived. I have 
seen more of life than you have, my dear, 
simply because I look at people with my own 
eyes, instead of through rose-colouted glasses 
as you do, and I never see a woman who ap- 
pears so very soft and gentle that she cannot 
raise her voice much above a whisper, and 
whose every word and look betrays a studied 
forethought of the cffect they are to produce, 
that I do not mistrust her sadly. ¥alfof them 
are shrews, and the other half obstinate intri- 
guers—I am much mistaken if Mrs. St. Clarr 
is not a little of both.” 
“I cannot think it,” said Mrs. Wyndham.— 

“To me there is something so fascinating 1. 
her polished clegance thai I must admure her. 
But, even granting the mother is an artificial 
character, the daughter may be different; and 
if, as T often think, the soul imparts a portion 
of its loveliness to the form it animates, it inust 
be a pure and clevated one thatshines through 
such rar: beauty as hers.” 

“Yt I have seen many unworthy beau 
in my day,” replied the Colonel snuling, “an 
you & fuw also, if my recollection scives me 
But we will not dispute about Miss St. Clan, sh 
1s Harry's cho.ce, and I will love her if I ca 
God grant she makes him as happy as he ¢f 
serves to be; she 1s not like Emily thoug 
and I rather suspect Emily fancies her as htt 
us I do.” 
“Emily knows but little of her. You rd 

rsember she was taken sick the very evenn 
we first met the St. Clarrs, and, except on tt 
two days they dined here, has not seen the 
since. Even then she was too weak to 
down stairs all the time. She thinks J 
very beautiful, and will, I know, love her 
the source of Harry's happiness.” 
“Its but for that happiness that I wish fro 

my soul he had not been so precipitate. H 
has been so dazzled by Julia St. Clair’s beaut 
and accomplishments, that he has taken eve 
thing else for granted. He can know nothin 
of her real character, and he loves the creatu 
of his own imagination, embodied 1n her form. 
So saying, the Colonel left the room, lea 
his wife to the uncomfortabic reflection 1 
which his very prosaic doubts had given rise. 
The four short weeks which were all th 

Harry's impetuosity suffered to clapse betwes 
his introduction to Julia St. Clair and his ct 
gagement with ier, had been spent very sadi§ 
by Emily. Frequent headaches, accompan: 
by an occasional fever, 10 which her ment 
agitation had given nse, formed the excuse 
her withdrawing hersclf altogether from soc: 
ty, and partially from the family circle. Pe 
fect quict and darkness were, she said, her b 
restoratwes, and with truth; and as her phy 
sician dud not sce that much was omuss, s 
was allowed to try these welcome remedies. 
During tlus ore month Emudy seemed to harlj 
lived an age. Her affecuons, naturally warn 
had been concentrated by the strong tes ¢ 
duty and grautude upon those who had takeR 
her, a desututec orphan, from her forsak 
home, and cherished her with such tendernes: 
that she liad since that dark hour known sc 
row butin name. Towards Harry these fed! 
ings had unconsciously assumed another for 
—one dangerous but beautiful, and she no 
held stern quisition to sec how she could hav 
so greatly erred. Had she ever thought h: 
loved her? never for a moment, with oth 
than fraternal love. Hers had been a free o 
fering to hus many wirtucs, and she felt, ever. 
now, proud that it was on ene so worthy i 
had been bestowed. Much heroism is in th


