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Baturday, April 8, 1869,

A Woman's Heart.

By MRS EFFJE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS.

e e ——

CHAYTER 1.

It was pouring with rain. Not a
gentle, solt, persuasive sort of rmain,
it n stroug, heavy, steudy downpour
—-a very deluge of water thut massed
itself into o surt of smwall river on each
sitle of the romdway and washed the
wenh pavenient as clean and surely
un though 8 hose had been played
upon it to effect this purpose.

‘I'lie lamps and the lights from the
shops were reflected vividly on the
plassy xurface of the pavement .

'eople hurvied to and fro in a state
of anpleasnnt meisture.  Umbrellas
were dripping; amd those boots and
shews which had grown a litile worn
thin by very constant use were
ily transformed into a domp and
ate protection against the pea-

Ivspite the pouring rain, Fleet
Htreet wos as Fleet Street generally is
--full of business. .

The carts and vans and cabs and
tibuses followed one another in
their usunl fashion, and not even the
disvomfort and .the dumpness could
affeet the good-humoured, if some-
whut rough, pleasantry in which the
drvivers of the various vehicles in-
Julped.

Everyvone seemed resigned wilhehar-

aeteristic phiegm to bear the disagree-
ahles of the moment an easily as pos-
xilile, and evervone was also actuanted
apparently by the desire to  get
through with theiv duties as fast as
they conld, and so  eventually land
themselves in a dry atmosphere, if
not in luxuriaus comfort.

On the edge of the streaming pave-
ment about the middle of Fleet Street
a grirl’s figure stond scarcely sheltered
from the downpour by a very shaky-
looking vmbrella. She earied a large
brown paper parcel flat and sgquare
nneder her left arm. and her eyes went
anxiausly  toward Tudgate  Circus,
walehinge the approach of every omni-
bus wifll a heart that wax almost as
weary ns her slemder arm.

She had stood there quite twenty
minutes, jd had atiracted more than
one ensual glance from the people who
In ed past her, for Justinn Seaton
was something moete than ordinarily
pretty - fact that not even her shab-
Iy hat amcd still more shabby: ulster
enukd disgnise.

The lights from a shop window be-
hind hee fell tull upon her as she
steod there, nnd showed up her thio,
pale face with its delicate rose-leaf-
tinted skin, and its very large eyes of
racest blue.  Her hair, which seemed
1o iw of u great quantity, was coiled
neatly nuder her hat, and her head

" wis seen 1o be set unusuadly well on
lier shoulders. Bhe had uslender, child-

lik ubaut her, although she was
by no wenns short, and anyone wateh-
it her closely must have felt a pung
of pily when sigh after sigh
escaped her pretiy lips as
cach monster omuibus ralle:
psrt her absolutely full anl

unable to offer her the shelter aud

convevanee she wanted so ladly,
“Ihat makes the sixteenth!” Justina
sl -

tn herself, as another of th
and convenient vehieles b
ght ouly to roll on callously
indifferent to her anxivty and diseom-
fart, 1 womler what 1 hadd better
da? It is getting Inte. Rupert will
wowler what Lux become of me. 1
waild walk -on to Charing Cross, but
thisx manuseript is go drendfully heavy.

She sighed o Little as she shifted the
Linlky pureel under her arm.

“ eourse, 1 cauld go outside! she
f on we by, ‘but—" and she shi-

She could fuce fud stand much
tmfort, ns Indeed, poor child, she
obliged to ahnost every day of her
hut there were seversl things
Justinn feared and disliked. One of
these wna the mere thought of ao ill-
nexs. Whnt would Lecome of them
if she were ta be i1 And ancother
was the procesding of climbing up to
the top of the heavy, swnying omni-
bus, and being conveyed to her des-
tinution on A slippety  gariden seat
Tuntend of Bheing buried in 4 corner of
the crowded inride,

Justinn knew it was extremely silly,
bt the faet remaiged that even whilst
aceupyhye a seat within the omnibus
she wik never free from o nervoun sen-
sitlon which all her wmuuny and oft ex-

cvursions had not been uble to dispel.

However, nerves were things which
Justing Heaton wust never encouruge
or permit. Nerves are for those lucky
tndividuals who huve time and place
nwl opportunity in which to allaw
them full play,

A working woman, A woman who,
althongh barely more than a child, yet
worked and stropgled awd laboured
us hard as any of her fellow men, has
1o right to indulge in nerves, and con~
wently, whatever little {feurs and
idiosynerasier and Hkes and dislikes
Justinn might lay claim to, they were
never allowed to ebirude themselves
to the detriment of her day’s toil and
her life's tasks,

A celoek booming out half-past six
decidet the girl now.  Full or not full,
the next ommnibus that enme must be
her fate for this particular journey.
She had szome way te go, amd Rupert

Senton had a particnlar objection to

unpunctuality. . Justina  had  prom-
ized to he home by seven, and home

she wonld ga, even at the cost of a

long half-hour of nerveus mizery to
herself. to say nothing of the cotd and
the wet, and the danger that might
acerue from sitting exposed to the
heavy and steady downpour. With a
shiver that went through her most
unconsciously, JJustina hziled the ap-
prouching omnibus.

The conduetaor gave her very little .

encourngement. .

*Quts !" he observed, laconically,
aned Justing replied, ‘Yes, ontside,” in
the sume luconie fushion.

®he climbed up the wet staircase
and tumhbled inta the #Hrst of the
chilirs, -conscious of the old nerveus
fear that always seized her at this
proceeding, and yet of a great relief

alse, as the weight of the heavy par-

cel was travsferred from her arm to

the seat beside her.

The ecouductor elimbed up after her

and cast a glance at her of mingled -

admiration and symrputhy, He opened

her ummbrella for her, and fustened the -

vileloth wrapper sccurely about her.

‘A hit damp like, ain’t it?" he said,
cheerily, while he took her Inre. ‘Not
yuite the sort of hevening one would
choose for a pienie, sny. [l put you
inside first chanee 1 get, Miss; it ain't
fit for a dog to sit up here in this
rain, thet it ain’t.”

Justina gave him a dmile, nnd then
Te vanished, and she sat shiveripg in
her place as the omnibus veered and
swayed and lumbered along in the
way peculinr to omnibuses, .

Down the wet S8trand with its my-
rind of umbrellas, for all the world
like a field of moving mushroows,
with the lights beginning to flare at
the doors of the various theatres, and
a warl, pleasant radiance surround-
ing the many c¢onfes and restaurants,
Justina was earried,

Her thoughts were busy ones.

‘It won't take me long to make
these alterntions,” she was snying to
herself. ‘I will begin to-night after
1 have made Ruopert cowmfortable. I
hope he has not been very lonely. 1
wish, for Rupert’s sake, that some-
times Aunt Margoret would remember
our existence,” llere Justina gave a
little laugh, half-nerry, half-bitter,
‘1 think I should not mind changing
pluces with Aont Margaret’s horses.
I nm sure they are minch better off
than L am. | suppose Aunt Margaret
would have n Ht if she could see me

now.  Fortunately there is no such
likelihol.  Even if there were, I
don’t think 1 should mind.  low

funny it is," Justing said, thoughtfully,
to herself; ‘how funny it is bhow
kiy 1 huve grown used fo not
wding, Only twe years ugoe if any
one hnd tokt me I should have stood
for ladf an hour jn that street in the
povring rain for the purpose of eatch-
ing u Buyswater omuibus, 1 don't think
L shauld have lwughed; 1 think I
shnoeld have been too indignant: and
yet here 1 am, you see, right on the
top of the Ruyswater omaibuwr, ad

poelting slowly  Dbut surely soaked
through!”
She enddisg herself a little more

securely umider the wrapper and gave
nn anxious plance at the parcel besile
her to see thut it was not getting wet
alun.

. fancy recognising me so easily!

Charing Croas was reached in & few
minrteg. Justina’s chumpion, the con-
ductor, was extremely aggrieved that
there was not a vacancy inside to
uifer to her; but, by a really unusual
rvircumstance, not one of the passen-
gers ulighted at this busy spot, and in
congeqnence there was nothing for
Justina to do but to sit guietly where
she was. . : -

‘Luck is agninst me to-day,” she
snid. a8 this news was communicated
te her. 'l did not expect to have all
this extra work to do, nor did | expect
I was going to get such a soaking
when 1 started out this afternoon.
Well, I suppose I must mot grumble;

things are hard now, but they will .

be bLetter some day soon, and they
might be much worse.” .

Here the girl's solitude was broken
Ly the arrival of another outside pas-
senger, a tall, well-built young wman,
in a thick, loose, ahd most comfort-
able ulster covering him from head
to foot., He gave a casual glance at
the girl as he sat down, and then he
found himself looking a little harder,
and then a sort of eagerness came
into his bronzed. earnest face. and
as the emnibus jolted on into the rain
aml durkness, he suiddenly made a
movement, and #as he sat down on the
seat imrmediately in front of Justina
he spoke to her hurriedly— ., . , .

‘I am sure I cannot be mistaken,”
ha suid, in o tone that was full of
warm pleasure, and yet had a teuch of
apology in it. ‘T could not make a
mistake where yonr fnee is concerned.
You are Justina North—-little Justina
North, whom T used to téase and play
with at Flonedean, how many years
aro?  You remember me. do  you
noi? Please don’t look so startled—
don’t you remember your old friend
TIiasil—the great, big, clumsy Basil
1 you nick-named your bear, and
usedl to lend about the old Viecarage
gardens with a string?’

Justina’s beautifunl eyes suddenly
lost their somewhat frightened sur-
prise, they gleamed now with recog-
nition and with most sineere pleasure,
and her lips were smiling us she put
oul her hand.

‘Basil—Basil Fothergill—oh! I am
very plad to see you again, very! Just
Why,
it must be ten years almost sinee you
left Stonedean—T wnas only  eleven
then, and guite a batwy—and now I
am grown up, and yet.— -7 - . o

‘And yel—yon look just the same,
yes,” just the same,” Basil Fothergill
saicl, eurnestly; he was looking at her
intently and with much admiration
at her beautiful, delicate face. . .

‘)l ean almost imagine you are going
to put the eollar round my neck, and
lend me growling through the gar-
dens,” he added. . .

Justina blushed and laughed.

‘Life fs foll of strange things,” she
said, ‘Certainly, I wnever imagined
when you came up here a moment ngo
that your big, strong figure was in
any wuy connected with my life, past,
present, or future. The top of an
omnibus, after all, has its uses, 1 see.
1 shall have a greater respect for it
now than I have hitherto had."

She wae talking very quickly, but he
saw her lips guiver aud something
like tears dim her glorious eyes. -

He weonjectured, nnd - conjectured
rightly, that his sudden re-appenranece
had awakened memeries of the past;
memories that were, he feared, hap-
jHrr than the present realities.

‘L um so glad te meet you ngain,
little "Justina—de you rewembar we
hoys used always to ezll you Miss
Just?—for sou were just and good,
amd sweet, andl noble, even in those
early childish days.” He paused a mo-
ment. “llow often T have thougrht of
yYou—and ‘of your dear old falher—
1 .

Justing looked at him, and her ex-
pression checked his words. | .
“Duddy is dead. He died three vears
argo. 1 think you will be sorry, Basil,
for you used to love him very deariy.”
Then some sudden instinet, of what
exael nature she could hardly have
told, prompted Justine to go on spenk-
iz guickly. “Bverything  is  all
chinged now. After daddy’s denth

1 went for a little while to live with
his brother—my uncie, Paul North—
at Mansingtree, and 1 was not very
huppy there. Aunt Margaret, my
muothers sister—oh! you must remem-
ber Aunt Margaret, Basil—she was
abroud then, or perbapes 1 should have
gone to her, but—" Justina paused,
‘it did not matter very much, becnuse
I married &8 few months after 1 had
been at Maasingtree, and then it was
all right, ?Dll know. .

‘Married! You are married? My
little child-friend Justing married! T
ecan hardly believe it. How old you
mnke me feel!” Basil was conscious
of a curious faint touch of disap-
pointment. He -was sitting with his
arm leaning on the wet ledge of the
garden seat gnzing intently into that
flower-like face under the umbrella.
He seemed quite fmpervious to the
discomfort of the pouring rain as he
sat there, and Justina had absolutely
forgotten to be nervous since he had
come and spoken to her.

'L hope you are very, very happy,
little Just,” he said, almost tenderly.
‘I wum sure if anyone deserves to be
happy in this rough, hard world, that
person ig you,” .

And while he was saying this he
had a dull sort of reaentment for the
man that could let so fair and frail a
£irl wander forth on such a day and
tmttle with the inclemency of the
weather in such a fashion.. -~ -

Justina answered him horriedly.

‘I am quite happy, thank you, Basil,
and 1 am also & very bmsy and im-
portani person, too. You must -not
vall me "little” Juostina any more, for
I ame a full-flediged novelist. I earn a
lot—aoh, a lot of momey—by my work.
You remember in those old days, Ba-
sil. how mysterious ! used to be, and
how you used to tease me when you
fouml me shut up in Daddy's stidy,
seribbling down poems and siorvies on
alltheserapsof puper 1 conldfind. That
wis my beginning, Basil, and though
it was only done for fun in those
days, it has, | think, been of great
use to me since, when work has had
ic be done in definite and serious
fashion. 1f you look here,' she show-

¢d hin a coroer of her cherished and

weighty brown parcel, ‘yon will see
the outside of a long serial which,
after a'little alteration and eondensa-

" tion, will appear in the puges of the

— .Journal,” and will achieve a most
tremendous success.” o

‘I" shall read it religiously “évery
word,” "he answered lightly, though
somehow his heart did not feel Kght
as he listened to her words and look-
ed into her delicute face. “If I may
not call you little Just any rore, you
must enlighien me as 1o -the proper
title' I most  give you," - he said,
abruptly, after a slight pause. i

‘My name is Seaton-Justina Sen-
ton,' she hurriedly anawered him. *1
—1 think. you wmnst remember my
husband, Basil. You were mnot gone
when Rupert arrived ai Stonedean, .
were you? | - L .

‘Itupert Seaton!  You have married
Rupert Seaton!” The . words came
frory him in an exclamation of in-
tense surprise, and of something else, -
too—a something which, in that same
instinetive way, Justina had appre-
hended even without being conscious
of her apprehension.

The man sitting before her made
quick haste to smooth away any faint
disagreeable emotion that his aston-
ishment. wight have arcused in her
mind.

‘Why, you are a couple of babies,’
he exclaimed. ‘0f course I remem-
ber Rupert. He was the last new
boy before 1 left. A pretty, delicote-
looking chap, As weak with bis fists
as any girl, but cleverer than all the
rest of us with his brains. He must
have been ubout tourtecn then, I sup-
pose, 50 he is mot very much more
ithan a boy now.’

‘Don't insult my husband's apge,
please,”  Justina  cried, in o moek
seTious manner, and at this moment
the cinnibus had landed them at Ox-
ford Uircua.

Basil took her umbrella from her,

“You murt get down from this he
suict, with a toweh of authority that
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