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“ Mother,” he said, bastily, “I will not be in this honse whex
Florence comed. Yon must make some excuse for me. I will go
abroad ; or I will go down to Bristol—and live in the town—and
only see Nancy from time to time, But I—Idon't want to be hera
when Florence comes,”

The truth flashed upon her in an instapt ; but, amidst all her
alarm and bewilderment, she had the courage tosay, in a low voice—

 You are right, Ricbard, If1tisas I suspect—ah, well, there
is no use thinking now of what might have been—you must none the
less do what is right. It was thoughtless of me to ask Florence to
come down again—hut how could sny one help loviog ber 7 —she is
such & dear girl, so bright and clever and good-tempered—but you,
Richard, your honour is at stake, Of course you have said nothing
to her 1"

“To Florence ]— certainly not, mother, How conld I? Bat
there is not another word to be said, You must maixs some excuse
for me to Florence ; and I must go.”’

No, there was no nee saying anything farther ; but the widow
could not held adding, almost in an undertone, and wistfally : —

“If things could only have been different, Richard! I eannol
help thinking that Florenca—waell, she hay always seemed so much
interested in you-—and she would alwayas talk so much about you,
when she and I were slone together—and you yourself, sea how you
are never out of her letters—ah, well, it is no nse thinking of what
is impossible—but if you had beem free, and if you had gone to your
eonsin, I don't think yon need bave feared her anawer—-"'

He turned very pale.

#Don't say that—you have no right to say that, mother 1

“ It {s but & guess cn my part,” she said, sadly, “ But I can
imagine what her answer would bave been. And then to think of her
in this house—aa my danghter and companicn—so cheerful and self-
reliant—so merry aod good-hamonred —"

« Mother,” said he, almost reproachfully, “ you seem to forget.”

¢t No, I don't forget,”” she answered, with resignation, “ I wag
thinking of what might have been; but I don't forget, And you are
doing right, Richard., [ will make ezcuses to Florence for you—
whetber you go abroad or dowa to Bristol, 1 suppose she will not
suspect—no, she cannot suspect, if you have said nothing {o her.”

Nor was this the only act of renunciation on Mr. Richard's part.
Just &t this tima he had to go up to London for a few days to traneact
goma business with his mother’s lawyers; but he did not apprise his
uncle and cousin of his comiog to town, nor did he once call at the
hcuse in Melbury road. It ie true that during these few days he
found his way a number of times to that neighbourbeod, and on mora
than one gccasion be canght a glimpse of Cousin Floss, as ghe drove
up in the barouche, or cames out walking with her maid, He knew
he had no right to do this thing, bat ho regarded it as a sort of bid-
ding good-bye to a broken fancy, an impossible dream, To whom conld
it do any barm?{ Cousin Floss could know nothing of it-—he
studionsly kept himself concealed. If this unspoken farewell wus
undnly prolonged (for he remained in London some days longer than
was necesdary for the lawyers) it was himself who was lacerated by
its pain, It did not matter to Nancy ; marriage would condone
everything ; she had no part or concera in these phantasies of the
hour, that would soon be forgotten among the actualities of life,

By the time Couein Floss’s vieit drew near, Mr. Richard had
made all hie preparations, He was going down to Bristol. He argued
with himself that, being constantly 1 the same neighboarhood with
Nanciebel would keep alive in his recollection what was due to her ;
and, moreover, he considered that in the circumstances he might
fairly ask for some molificatien of the arrangements that bad been
arrived ag in family coonclave with regard to bis vieite, Might he not
see Nanciebel nnce & week—for a gingle hour?  Both he and she had
hitherto loyally obeyed the conditions that bad been imposed ; might
not these be relaxed a little more! It wag noc as & punishment, bat
a4 a tegt, that this separation bad been agreel apon; and here were
the two of thew. after a lapse of a conmderable time, of the same
mind. Mr. Richard endeavoured to extract courage and hope for the
future from these wise and virtuous retflections ; but it was with rather
a heavy beart that he drove away to the stuation, on the day previous
to Cousin Kloss’s arrival,

Cousin ¥less, when she stepped out of the pony-chaise an the
Following afternoon, and found the widow waiting ber in the poreb,
was in the highest epirite, and her always bright enongh eyes faicly
shone with gladners,

#“ Do you know, Aunt Cecilia,” ahe gaid, as she hugzed and kissed
the little woman, ‘' it is jost like getting bome again to gee your dear
face once more. When [ saw Thomas and the pony and the carriage
at the station, [ said to myself, * Ab, now you will soon be among old
friendat’™

% Come away in, dear,” said the widow, quite a8 affectionately,
and she tock the girl by the arm and led her into the honse, 1
declare it does my beart good to kear your voice again,”

" And pspa is 8o sorry be conidn't come with me thia time,”
contipued thia blithe younz damsel—who looked all round the
drawing-roum ss if expecting to ses some ome—* but the fact is, he
has found himself a good deal better of late, and he thinky it i3 becanse
the Kensington mneighbourhood sui'e bim, and he likes the house.—
The garden is just about forty yards long; 8o twenty-two times up
and down makes an easily-me=asured half-mile; and he can get iis
rezulation quant'ty done every day without being overlocked by
anybody. 1 thiwck he will keep on that house. Hs hasn't been
looking abyut for any othar. But--but—Aunt Cecilia,” continued
M:ss Florence—again glancing back inte the hall, ¥ where is Cousin
Rick!”

Only for the moment did the wilow seem a litite embarrassed.

“ He has had to go awav, dear,” sbe said, siriving to apprar quite
placid and unconcerned, ¥ He was 8o verv sorrg—1 waa fo tell you
how sorry be was, Nothiog but the most absolute neceasity compelled
him—youn may be sure of 1hat.”

# He has gone away | ™ g1id Cousin Flosa, in return. with a kind
of puzzled, uncertain look, * Where has he gone, Auct Cecilin?”

“ To Bristol, dear,” anpwered tle widow,

‘" Oh, to Bristol? ” repeated the young lady slowly, “ That is
where hia uncle lives—his uncle Charles—ian’t it ? "

And whken Mr, Richard's mother signified assent, the yonog
lady said no mora, She seemed a trifla thoughtful as she went away
to her own room to look to her things; but when sha appeared at
dinner she was aa cheerful as ever ; and the wilow with affactionata
eyed and many a kindly apaach, showed how she rejoiced to hive this
pleagant companion once more with ber,

CHAPTER VI,

CHECEMATE,

When Mr, Richard arrived ia Briatol he put up at an hotsl over-
looking Colleye Green ; but he had no intention of going at once to
Holiwell vicarage ; he wanted time to thiok, For indeed he was wa
one distracted ; wild projects flashed through his brain—ia a sort of
restless aud reckless despair ; one momant he would be for confess-
ing the whole truth to Nanciebz!, an 1 throwlog himself on har mercy ;
the next he would be for an immediate marriage, a3 the one definite
settlement of all these perplexities, He went out and wandered
through the sireets of the towa, seeing hardly anythine. He followed
the Whiteladies’ Road until he emerged on Durham Down ; bat tha
fair English landacape, all shining in the white light of the Bpring,
brought no joy to his heart. When he ought to have been thinking
of Manciebel, and of his visit of to-morrow, he was in reality wonder-
ing what bis cousin Florence had aaid whben she discoversd he was
goone; he was picturing her walking in the gardea with the littla
widow ; he could see ber driving in to Btratford, to make her afler~
noon purchases there. And what was that his mother had hiated 1--
that if in other circumstances he had made bold to speak to Floreace
Kingston, he need not have feared her answer, That was not even
to be thought of, How could the widow know, in any cass | It was
but the fond partiality of a mother. e had to turo from these frait-
lees and agonising speculations over what might have been to the
obvious daty that lay before him ; and again and again he strove to
coavioce nimself that, if he and Nanciebel were once married, thers
would be an end to all these hopeless and futile regreta. He had
been bewildered by a briliiant and fagcioating spparition. Naney
and her quiet ways would wininthe end. The common-placa security
of ordinary life was sufficient for most folk, Vain dreams, farewell t
-—hera were peace and conten’, and the evea tenor of one's way.

Next morning he had summoned up courage, and even formed
some inchoate plans ; about eteven he started off and d-ove out to
Holiwell vicarage. Arrived there, the honsekesper informed him
that his uncle had just gone off to see some old womaa in the
neighborhood ; that the young ladies were at their drawing lessons ;
and that Miss Marlow was in the garden. Accordingly, Mr. Richard
rephed that he wou'd himself go and seek Miss Mariow ; and pre-
sently he bad atepped forth into the outer air.

He encountered Naunciebel rather suddenly—she was coming
throngh the archway in the walk of yew—and the instant ghe
caught sight of him she stopped, looking startled and Frightenad,

* What is it, Richard {" she eaid, wheo he went up to her.

And he was amazed also. Bhe seemed to shrink back from him,
ag if dreading what he had to say, Yet wasnot this in some measure
a telief? If ghe had flown to hir with loveand joy in her ayes, how
could he have played the hypoerite |

* Well, I have come to see you,’’ he said.

“ Yes,” she made answer, rather breathlesaly—and she kept
staring at him with anxiou® serutiny—* yes—but—but is that ali 77

I don't understand you,” he made anawer, atill wondering, 4 I
—I h;ave no bad news, if that is what you fear--nor any news, in-
deed.’

“Ob,"” she said, with her face lightening considerably, /it ig
merely & visit! There is nothing—npothiog of importance! Yon
see,’”’ abe coatinued as if eager to explain, I did not expect you,
Richard---you zeat no letter—and you have come loag before the usaal
time, I was almost afrail you might have heard--I mean that there
might be some bad news, or some ogceasion for your coming s0 unex-
pectedly. And how is your mather? It wasso kind ot her to send
me Tennyson's last volume—to keep my set complete., Area’t the
flowera here pretty ? —the springtimae is always so delicious, And
when are you going back to Stratford, Richard 1’

e could zot make Nanciebel out at all. Apparently she waa
most desirous to be friendly and complaisant; yet his presence
seemed to embarrass her, She was narvous—constrained-—her eyes
watchful and furive; this was not the Nanciebel who had clung
closely to hum as they walked up and down the little comrtyard,
under the stara, Nevertheless, he was here to perform a duty,

“Yes, 1 have coms before the preper time, Nancy,” said he,
ignoring her last question, “and it is to put a proposal before you,
and before my uncle. This separation that was agreed upon—wall,
you have complained of it before, and of your loneliness here, and I
don’t wonder at it—this separation has lasted long enough, it asemy
to me, I think if wa could get everybody to agree we might as wall
be married at once—"'

And again she regarded him with a aort of apprehensive look,
which she instantly concealed.

“Oh, do you think eo, Richard,” she said, in an offhand way.
“For I am hardly of your opinion. i think that an arrangement
that was agreed to by everybody should be carried oat, and then, you
8ee, no one will be able to complan. Tt was to be a trial ; wnd whe
could tell what was to happen when it began; and who can tell
what may happen before it ends? For, you sae, people are so diffe.
rent, Richard,” continued this profound philosopher, and she seemed
anxious to talk away Lbis project into nothingness, © There are
some who don’t care about being petted, who are independent, and
self-sufficing—and they are mostly men ; and there are others who
like to be petted aud wmade muck of—and they are mostly women.
Very well, when there ig such a difference between dispositions, isn't
it wise that they should be tested by time? ™

¢ You didao't talk that way once,” gaid he, with a touch rather of
surprise than of actual diemppointment or chagrin.



