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MOTHER AND STEP-MOTHER.
CHAPTER IX.

Sir Epwaro, observiog that his son’s habil
had become unsettled, and that his old pursuits
now seemed to have lost their interest for him,
became anxious that he should employ the time
which was 10 intervene before his marriage in
acquiring a more extensive acquaintance with
foreign countries, and thus complete his education

fore sinking down into the even tenor of a coun-
try gentleman’s life. Lady Irwin eagerly caught at
and seconded the proposal ; she was weary of the
mute appeals of Frank's anxious looks, and of the
importunity of her own son.
employed, interested, and amu is passion,
the fruit of effervescent youth, might cool down,
he would sec other women of a very different
stamp from the modest country girl to whom he
was betrothed, women with glorious eyes, every
glance of which must make a man’s blood leap
in his veins, and who would not disdain to flatter
and court the handsome and accomplished heir to
an English baronetcy, women skilled with spe-
cious talk to sap the groundwork of priuciple, and
to beguile their victim into a slough of treache-
rous delight, afier which the simple Kiuy would
have entirely lost her power to charm him. Fail-
ing this, there was ambition, there were a t
sand allurements to bring out the evil of his
ture and render him unfit or unwilling to fulfil his
engagement. At all events, it was delay—at all
events, it was separation; it would be strange,
she thought, if in a year or eighteen months, some
occasion of mistrust did not arise which she could
foster into lasting estrangement.

The idea of travel was not without attractions
to Frank. The irritation excited by his passion,
and by the obstacles thrown in his way had
him a distaste for his old studies, the vapid
the fashionable world in London was weari
to him ; bodily activity would, he thought, coun-
teract his nervous restlessness of mind
the feverish ex i

rt from Kitty, but he hoped
mother might soften to her, when he was
away, and that when he returned, she would be
his own for ever. Now, the dark shadow of his
stepmother seemed to come between them, even
when they were alone, so powerfully was each
impressed by the consciousness of her unavowed
purpose, though even to each other they hardly
ventured to breathe the fear, lest, by utterring it,
they should give it substance.

For one long happy week before he went abroad,
Frank stayed alone at Swallowfield—for one week
of glorious sunshine his feet brushed the dew
from the grass as he came across the field to the
age—for one week of soft summer weatlier

the leaves of the old elm outside the garden-gate
whispered over his nightly farewell, and then he
went with smiles on bis lips, though with tears
in his eyes, to be away until another spring and
summer were past, and uptil the leaves of that
other summer were yellow with decay.

Catherine composed herself to wait, and de-
voted hersell with increased earnestness to her
various occupations. But though she couscien-
tiously employed her time and indulged in to vain
repinings, she could not restrain a feeling of joy
when a day was past, at the thougt, that the térm
of their separation was by so much shortened.
Her prayers scemed always to bring her near to
him, and she had his leters, long, frequent, and
inexpressibly delightful, for the evidence they bore
of a heart turning ever truly to her. Once in the
winter there was an interval of sad anxiety—a |
long three weeks, and no letter ; then, at last, a
short note, written from a sick bed, but in good
spirits, and in the near hope of approaching res-
toration to health.

Sir Edward and Lady Irwin remained in town
until the end of the summer, and when they did
return their attention was occupied by a succes-
cessiou of visitors. Edward was gone to Rugby,
so Catharine was left with little interruption to
the enjoyment of her own thoughts, and to her
ordinary occupations.

** You don’t mean to say, Helen, that that quiet
little thing is Frank’s fiancee " said Mrs. Wil-
ton Brook, Sir Edward’s fashionnble sister, now
a well-preserved matron, who, with two’ fall-
blown daughters, was on a visit to her brother.
“ What a sacrifice! A man of his expectations,
such a handsome fellow, too—why he might
have married any one-?’

* He is going to marry according to his choice,”
replied Lady Irwin, drily.

 Oh that’s well enough for an old man with a
broken constitution, a country curate, or some-
thing of that sort—but in Frank’s position, with
such opportunities, it’s inexcusable. Really, a
g to his fami 0 one cares
for money than I do, but rank, fashion,
beauty, or something, surely he should require.”

Ly 10 r brother and your ews consider
eri

eautiful ! What?

Birkby beautiful, 1 believe '
girl who b
of setting herself of—no air—no manner! Her
eyes are certainly not bad, if she had the least
idea how to use them ; and, [ dare say, somethin,
might be made of her hair, it looks soft, and it
certainly is a pretty colour, just the brun-dore
which was all the rage last year. i

Proj ﬂf brushed and oiled, ery much the
, I assure you. ‘y, Helen, you shoul
give the poor child a hint or two—it is hl’h time

that Frank did not look about him a little before
he tied himself down,” said Lady Irwin. ¢ Cs

xper}
s father ought not to have given his con.
sent. I wonder you did not stop it, before it came
to a declartion, Helen.”

“* How could 1 apprehend the danger? She has
been backwards and forwards at the house ever
since I married. I never dreamt of anything
more than brotherly regard. However, 1t is
affair of mine : when Edward grows up, I shall do
my best 10 avoid such a catastrophe.”

“ Edward will make a handsome fellow, Helen.
He will make many a heart ache. He will beat
Frank out-and-out—he has so much more of the
devil in him. I am heartily glad my girls have
a dozen years the start of him."”

“ Edward’s good looks will not a1

him
tingui
himselfin this age of gain and calculation.”

Mrs. Brook replied by extolling Edward’s
talents and acquirements.” Lady Irwin, pleased
to hear his praises even from one whose judgment
she despised, incited her to further commendation
by affecting to speak slightingly of him. Mrs.
Brook was essentially a worldy-wise woman,
though of a low order of mind, and debased by
perpetual striving after peity ends. She was not
without a cert cuteness, which enabled her to
discover the able points of those characters
the dignit; 0gth of which she could not
a) an adroit

thought
ten uninjured 1o her well-bred toadyism.
never perceived how lowering to the moral feel-
ings intercourse with persons of Mrs. Wilton
Brook’s class must always be—how it helped to
waintain in her an extraordinary opinion of her
own endowments, and kept her in suicidal igno-
rance of her true moral state.

Catherine, meanwhile, grew daily more and

Irwin segarded her, and she consequently became
sed in that lady’s presence.
Edward

a
from sch

great reli
0ol full of

mother, and imperiously
e jealousy which had at
is love 10 her had now

cterized
quite passed away: she was no longer the princi-
pal abject of his thoughts, and he began to have a
perception, that charming as she was, she might
be more desirable as a sister than as a wife. And
now Frank was away, Kitty could always listen
to his stories ; she was never tco much engaged to
walk or ride with him ; she was a better listener
than ever, and soon knew the distinctive characters
of Brown,Sinclair,and Tomlins, Edward’s particu-
lar friends, and could talk about them as if she
were famil acquainted with them elf;
while the arguments she employed to mollify his
indignation against ** that bully”’ Houseman, and
10 qualify his contempt for ** Uncle”” Bobbins, the
pawnbroker’s son, only gave additional gusto to
the conversation by supplying the spice of a little
contradic .

Catherine’s altered looks had struck Edward
on his firstarrival, and it was not long before he
discovered that her spirits had lost much of their
elasticity, and that in his mother’s company she
was always depressed and nervous. With unusual
self-command, he kept his thoughts to himeelf,
and carried on his observations in silence for
several days, when he had ascertained that a
coldness and distance in his mother’s manner
aggravated, if it did not cause this suffering, he
resolved at once to appeal to her better nature,
and to plead with her for worthier treatment of’
hie brother’s affianced wife. Accordingly, he
entered her dressing-room one morning, and fling-
ing himself on the rug at her feet, laid his head
in her lap—an old childish habit of which
she loved—and stroking her hand, caressingly,
said,

«'What a charming Christmas party we have,
mother?! I wish Frank were here.”

“ Frank is much better where he is,” replied
Lady Trwin.

«Of course, it’s very nice to be at Rome ; and
if Kitty were with him, I don’t su{;pnu he
would be in any hurry to get back. But as it

»

¢ Don’s distress yourself, Edward; Frank’s
love will never break his slumbers, or spoil his’
appetite.  Catherine did not give him much
trouble, you know.

© No, 1don’t know what you mean by that,
mother. If Kitty loved him with all her heart,
as it was just and natural she should, would you
have had her tell a lie, and say she didn’t care
for him?”

1 donot blame her. [ say nothing. Your
brother’s honour is engaged. 1 only say that he
does not appear to suffer much from home-
sickness.”

1 don’t think you can tell that, unless you
were to see the leiters he writes to Kiuy. ~Of
course he doesn’t let out his feelings to you, or
my father ; but if he is o happy in Rome, which
1 don’t believe, you can hardly say the same of|
O mother, I do so wish you would take
pity on her, and comfort her with a few kind
w

something should be done to civilize her.”
¢ I confess I cannot avoid feeling some regret

ords. She will have ?ill lost her pretty looks
before Frank comes back.”

more conscious of the dishke with which Lady | —:

« You are very
you thiok that Cathy
Il on

uffioi

me, that on the very day of
he went and took tes with that
paralytic old woman who lives at Hopwood.

¢ Is that the only bit of scandal Agnese has
She’d be much better
tead
of poking her ugly face into all the Joor ‘people’s
fairs  of  her

betters. What comfort Kitty could have found
in going to see that cross old woman, I can't
Poor child, what a sorrowful
have had coming all down Hop-

wood Lane in the gloaming, with no Frauk to
u mother, | can see the
and take my word for it,
. | three nights out “of the seven her pillow is not

been able to pick up!
employed in putting bows into your caps,

cotiages, and prying into the a

pretend to
heart she m

meet her! 1 tell
trouble in her eye

ry when she goes to sleep.””

1t can be no wonder, when Mr. Birkby

her 5o many hours reading to him.

appeal (o him, not to me.

are never likely to injure her health.”
“Oh, my dear mother,

her! »—cried Edward

or_increase,” replied Lady

undaunted by her coldness.
ever see a sweeter smile !

than Clementina’s,
making such a fuss
sweet-tempered,
I’m sure you

y
mother ;

all the better.

She would be a dear daughtef to you.”

“1 had a daughter once,” returned Lady
Irwin, bitterly, % who might have been, what it

seems my son will never be.’”
“Do not be angry, mother.

opens and does not narrow the heart.”

*¢That is just the sort of speech I should have
u

expected her to make—just_the idea I s
suppose her 1o entertain. Those who

sounding theories of catholic affection.”

1 wanted to persuade you mother,—I wanted
to entreat you; but it seems 1 only make you
i 1 am going down

to have my lesson, now ; perhaps I may not be

stronger in your own opinion.

home to_dinner.”
Lady Trwin said nothing.

much mistaxen, Edward, if
el happiness depends at
, I do not belie

day about anything or any o:

“ What an extraordinary infatuation it is that
you labour under about ‘such a matter-of-faet
person as Kitty. Ifshe does look pale sometimes,

keeps
You should
Catherine’s feelings

f you did but know
on his knees in _his
with earnest entreaty into
ou would but open your
t would make you so much

is beyond her reach, either to
a8 rwin,

il It cut her to the heart to hear her

boy pleading for the tender girl whom she hated.
 Only louk at her, mother,”” pursued Edward,
«Where did you

And as to her hands
and feet, they are fifty times smaller and prettier
that Aunt Fanny is always
about. Then for a companion,

reas
1 don’t know what I should
hadn’t taken so much trouble
fellow b v
nd it's [ or beautify the premises, because he
because she does not seem to be
teaching at all. Oh, mother! you do not know
what you do, when you shut her from your heart.

Llove you—you
know I love you dearly ; but, as Kitty says, love

e in-
capable of profourd passion generally seck tu
hide the shallowness of their feelings by high

Edward lingered at
ion of a

HOME, SWEET HOME.

This sweet and delightful song derives
much of its impressiveness from circum-
nces which the usages of New York city
ve nearly destroyed. How can anybody
sing this song, who has just got settled in
one dwelling and expects to remove to ano-
'ther in a few months? It is impossible to
feel the sentiment of the song in such cir-
cumstances. One must become not only
attached to parents, brothers, sisters, &c.,
in the family, but the surroundings of the
place, the grass plat, the fences, the shrubs
and every feature of the scene must be
daguerreotyped upon our heart, before we
can experience the full meaning of the
word Home.

It is sad to think, that a vast proportion of
our city population have no home, and
have no idea what home is. When they
speak of home, they mean the place where,
for the present, they sleep and take break-
fast. The dear delights, the sweet kind-
nesses given and received, the electrical
sympathies, that flow from heart to heart,
by which everything in and around the do-
mestic fold is sanctified and made beauti-
ful and lovely—are unknown by them,
unless by a chance they can look back to a
childhood spent in the bosom of some coun-
try dwelling, where the care and pressure
of business and ambitious enterprise found
no_entrance.

We are losers of the sweetest and h
of influences by this ceaseless rush of busi-
ness anxiety, and this annual change of
residence so far from the scene of our daily
labor, that we can spend only the nights
with our household.

What must be the effect upon a man’s
mind of a system of living which offers him
no inducement to plant a flower, or shrub,
or tree before his dwelling; or to improve

on

not enjoy the advantage; a system which
takes him from his dwelling to his business
in the wmorning before his children are
awake, ‘and which permits him to return
not until they have again retired to sleep,
and not until he is too weary to exchange a
word of pleasant converse with his wife
and others of the household? There is no
h infl Iding and mellowing in

that man’s heart. i

And yet, how can any man expect to be,
we will not say happily, but even tolerably
civilized, who is not daily and habitually
baptized with the sweet influence of a hap-
py, united Home? None of us can afford
to lose these influences. There is so much
of the savage in us, and in the wear and
tear of the great world of selfishnes and bu-
| sincss—there is so much that is wholly

debasing, that none of us can afford to live

the door, probably in o
word or look ; then, with a_heavy heart,
turned on his heel, and went his way.

ANGLING EXTRAOEDINARY.—In the Is-
lands, where there are no streams suitable
to the angler, the natives of one of them.
those of Puxo—practise an aérial kind of |
angling, not indeed for fish, but for birds.
Sitting on the edge of a lofty cliff, with all
the appliances of the art—rod, line, and
baited hook—a natural fly the bait—they
make their casts, and effect the capture of
u In the West
Indies, there is a more exciting kind prac-
; in Barbadoes, for the shark; and at
Trinidad, in the Gulf of Paria, for the whale.
Both these are fierce struggles; the one
carried on, the performer standing on a
rock or cliff washed by deep water, the
Neither of these kinds of
sport have I myself witnessed, but I have
heard accounts of them from those who
engaged in them, narrated with an anima-
tion strongly betokening the zest with
were followed.—Davy’s Angler

many a deluded swallow.

tised

other in boats.

which the,

and his Friend.

A Pedagogue told one of his scholars, a
son of the Emerald Isle, to spell hostility.
¢ H-0-r-s-e, horse,” commenced Pat. “‘Not
said the teacher; *but hos-
** Shure,” replied Pat, * an’ didn’t

horse-tility,
tility.

ﬁe tell me the other day, not to say hoss?
e japers! it’s wan thing wid ye one day,

nother the nixt.””

A small lot of very superior superfine
art of 500 barrels advertised, cargo

Flour,

of William Henry from Montreal, sold yes-
order.

terday for56 shillings.—Hz. Rec 2

|
lie | beyond the Home-influence. Better live in
| a cabin of logs or mud, with our household
treasure around us, making music in our
| ears, than stay during sleeping hours in
| palaces of ivory and gold.
|« Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like Home.”
But until we can compass a reform in
our city manner of life, which divorces
husbands and wives, and separates fathers
and children during all the waking, living
hours of existence, let us not think of sing-
ing, Home, Sweet Home.—N. Y. Organ.

CaxapIAN RIFLEMEN BOUND FOR THE
Crivea. —The train from Suspension
Bridge, which arrived here at a late hour
on Monday night, brought a company of
Canadian volunteer riflemen, armed and
equipped, bound for the Crimea. They left
yesterday morning, via Western Railroad,
for Boston, where they will to-day ship on
board a packet for Constantinople. The
company numbers some sixty members—
young, athletic, hardy sons of Canada—
who state that ‘“they  will not come back
until they lick the Russians!”—Jlbany
Argus, June 6.

ExtraorpiNary Birri.—A poor woman,
named Saunders, wife of an Irish labourer,
residing in Ellon-streot, Cardiff, gave birth to
four children, all girls, on Wednesday morn-
ing last. The littlo strangers, with their
mother, up to Thursday, 8 p.m., were all
doing well.

Heavra.—An indispensable requisite for
business well as amusement, which
young men spend the greater part of the
money in damaging, and old men the
greater part of their wealth in repairing.




