AUNT PORTIA’S DIAMOND.

BY PANNIE HOVDGBON BURXETT.

WE were under ( rent obligations to Aunt Por~
tia Dundas, and, of course, feeling this, we were
very grateful to her, and were naturally inclined

to submit ourselves to her wishes, uncomfortable |

as they sometimes made us.

In saying *“ we,”” I refer to my younger sister,
Blanche, and myself, and by *‘obligations,”” ] mean
the obligations Aunt Portia had placed us under,
by offering us a home, when our father’'s death
left us, two lonely girls, at the mercy of the
world. Not that we were poor, by any means,
but we had very few friends, and no relative but
Aunt Portia ; 80 when ghe sent for us to come to
her, and offered us the protection of her house,
Blanche and I accepted it gratefully; and I am
sure we tried our best, in the years that followed,
to adapt ourselves to our maiden aunt’s some-
what rigid views. I really don’t know which of
us succeeded the best. Aunt Poria seemed to
be fond of us both, in her way, and was very
generous, indeed, when I married, as 1 did a
few years after we came (o the house in Portman
Square.

People always said T had more character than
Blanche; as far as that goes, I believe they were
right, inasmuch as if ever there was a little crea-
ture without a will of her own, or an atom of re-
sistance in her nature, that little creature was my

‘sister, Blauche Burnham. When we were chil-
dren together I remember, distinctly, that I used
to tyrapnize over her as only a strong-willed
child ean tyraunnize over a yielding one, and
when we were older the tyranny only took a
milder form. I found out, as time progressed,
that it was absolutely necessary that she should
be tyrannized over to some slight extent. It was
actually impossible for her to exist happily with-
out it. When Aunt Portia mnde herself disa-
greeable, as she sometimes did in & very human
manner, I, for my part, always favored her with
a brisk breeze, but Blanche made a point of cry-
ing until her dear, little cream-colored nose was
as red as a strawberry, and no amount of reason-
ing would ever convince her that she could pos-
sibly bave incurred her relative's displeasure,
without being previously guilty of the basest
ingratitude, and so standing self-convicted, as a
criminal of the deepest dye. The fact was, she
cried upon every available occasion. Tears were
her weakness, and, in the respect of shedding

them, she was more like that cliarming, affeo-
tiouate little nonentity, Amelia Sedley, than any-
one else I have ever heard of.

Dear me! How she did cry when Aunt Portia
persisted in snubbing Fergus Beswicke—Capt.
Beswicke, of the Guards, who had fallen in love
with her—Blanche, not Aunt Portia—at a mili-
tary ball. But I knew how it would end, when
Capt. Beswicke called again and agsin, and pulled
bis big mustache, and looked as if he saw no one
but Blanche when one was talking to him. I
knew Aunt Portia would act unpleasantly toward
him, poor fellow, for she had peen almosd a man-
hater ever since the disappointment she md with
in her youth, when her betrothed-lover deserted
her for some actress or othe\r; and I knew, also,
that she would never have permitted me to marry
Arthur, if he had not chanced to be the son of
her dearest friend, and so had grown up, as it
were, under her own eye. But it was not so
with poor Fergus. In the first place, his profes-

sion was against him, for, as ill-luck would have

it, the- recreant lover had been a military man;
and, in the second place, he had been rather
reckless, thongh, of late years, he had tried to re-
trieve higcharacter, and was a very amiable, brave,
straightforward individusl. But, at ﬁrs\t,,Aunt
Portia would not listen to us when we tried to
gain her consent to the engagement, andwas so
distressingly and discouragingly rigid when Fer-
gus came, that 1 thought Blanche would fret her-
self into a consumption, or something equally
dreadful. However, Capt. Beswicke was very per-
severing, I must say, and bore the snubbings and
discourngement with a coolness of demeanor that
was highly creditable, taking all things into con-
sideration. But no coolness on his part could
console Blanche. She would persist in saying
that she could never be happy if Aunt Portia
did not approve of her engagement; and then
ghe would shake her poor little brown head, and
cry on Capt. Beswicke's shoulder uatil, I am
sure, that if he eould conscientiously have poi-
soned Aunt Portia, he would have done so, with-
out a sting of remorse.

Judge, then, of my surprise, when, after an ab-
sence of a year, during which I had received fifty-
two pathetic tear-stained letters from Blanche,
I returned to London to pay my annual risit to

{ Portman Square, and was greeted by my cor-
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respondent with the brightest of faces. I was
pusitively bewildered at first, but a very short
time showed me where the secret of the change
lay. At length Aunt Portia had relented ; at
length Blanche and her lover were to be happy.

¢ It only occurred yesterday,” said Blanche,
when she crept into my room that night to tell
me the particulars, after the rest of the house-
hold had gone to bed. **I was never so sar-
prised in my life, Clara. You see, I had been
very low-spirited for a long time, and I was,
writing to Fergus, and—and crying, when Aunt
Portia came into the parlor, and aske:d to see the
letter, and then I really believe she cried a little,
too, for I saw tears in her eyes, and at last she
told me that I might tell Capt. Beswicke to call
upon her.”

« And, of course, he called,”’ I said.

#Yes,”” she answered. ¢ This morning, and
everythfng was settled, Clara, and he is to come
to m&row night to take us to the theatre, to see
Kate Galloway, the Irish actress, people are talk-
ing about so. But that is not all, there is some-
thing else—the queerest fancy of Aunt Portia’s.
She gave Fergus a ring.”

* What, in the name of eccentricity, for?"” I
ejaculated.

“To wear until—until we are married,”’
Blanche explained. )

«8he did not say why. But, do you.know,
Clara, I fancy her motive has some counection
with that old love-story of hers. The ring has
evidently been worn by & man, for it is too large,
even, for—for Fergus,’’ making a pretty little
stumble, as she always did, over her lover's
name.

“ What kind of & ring is it I’ I asked.

A diamond solitaire ; s very handsome ring,
indeed! Dear me, Clara!” in a sudden little
tremor; ¢ what should we do if anything hap-
pened to it 2"’

¢ Nonsense I’ I said.
to it?"

But Blanche shook her small head in great
uncertainty. She was not so sure that nothing
could happen to it. Snppose Fergus should lose
it; or suppose it should be stolen ; or suppose a
hundred other improbable calamities should oc-
cur,* Aunt Portia would never forgive us,” she
said. ¢ Oh, dear, Clara, how anxious 1 do feel
about it )"’

Of course, I scolded her a little, and laughed
at her a little, as [ always did, but the result was
not so successful as usual. Her anxiety revealed

¢« What could happen

itself in two pretty little wrinkles ou her preity, .
babyish forehead, and no eloguence could smooth :

them away, They were there when she lifted |
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her atfectionate lips to mine for a good-night
kiss, and the last glimpse I caught of her face,
as the door closed, showed them to me still.

There were slig't traces of them to be seen
even the next day, but that did not interfere
with her looking bright enough as she ran about
coaxing Aunt Portia in her lovable way, and
playing with my baby. Baby was very fond of
Blanche; indeed, every one was fond of her, and
it was the least of wonders that Capt. Beswieke
had fallen furiously in love with her.

She looked bewitchingly nervous when she
came down, dressed to meet her lover after tea.
Her big, soft, mouse-brown eyes looked like vel-
vet, and the satin lining of her opera-cloak itself
was not whiter than the bare shoulder, rising
above the lace trimming of her crisp pink silk
dress. We were alone together when Capt.
Beswicke came, and she was making a sweet, in-
consistent picture of herself, by kneeling in the
fire-light over Baby’s bassinet, and swinging the
fluffy, white tassels of her cloak for the little crea-
ture to catch at.

It was plain enough to see that Fergus was
delighted. The big, handsome fellow glowed and
brightened like a boy when he saw her, and, of
course, the shy little goose jumped up, blushing
as if she had been detected in o crime.

“ And ®o your probation is ended, Captain,”
T said to him, when we had exchanged greetings.
+I hope I am the first to congratulate you.”

He took hold of Blanche's hand, in its rose-leaf
of a glove, and drew it within his arm, and then,
being tempted further, held and slipped the arm
about her slender, silken waist.

* Thank you,’’ he said. I am much obliged
to you, Mrs. Kirkpatrick. It wasa trifle hard on
8 fellow, you know, and of course I feel my luck
all the more, now it has come. If it would not
be rank heresy in Blanche’s eyes, I am afraid I
should be tempted to say that Aunt Portia——"

Blanche's pink glove covered his brown mus-
tache, and stopped him.

¢ Don’t, Fergus, please,” she said, after the
delicious, pleasing fashion that was all her own.
““If you please, Fergus.” °

Fergus subsided at once. Great, good-humored
fellows, of his style, are always the men to be
overruled by a coaxing tone in some timid litle
woman's voice, or a coaxing touch of her hand
I was so thankful Blanche had chosen him, in-
stead of any one else.

A few minutes after, Aunt Portia came in,
looking stately and grim in bher lustreless silk
and black laces. S8he was not in 8 comfortable
mood, it was evident to me, at least; and Aunt
Portia’s uncomfortable moods were terribly try-
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ing. She shook hands with Capt. Beswicke in
her most impressive manner, and glanced at the
ring upon his finger with as suspicious a scrutiny
as if she rather suspecied him of the intention to
dispose of it as suon as an advantageous oppor-
tunity presented iteelf; but she said nothing
unpleasant, I was devoutly grateful to find.
These uncompromising moods of Aunt Portia's
were all due to the renegade military lover,
Blanche was charitably willing to believe; but,
for my part, they always put me out of patience,
and suggested the idea that it would have been
& blessed thing for her friends if the military
lover had been strangled éarly in life. Fergus
bore her rigidity with great self-poise of manner.
He was used to it, I bave no doubt ; and, besides
this, as he folded Blanche's cloak more closely
around her, I saw her slip ber hand coaxingly
up to his shoulder, and heard her whisper,

«“We are so happy, you kyow, and poor dear
Aunt Portia has lost so much. Oh, Fergus! just
¢hink—if [ had been Aunt Portia ?’

Whereupon, under cover of my charitable pre-
sence, Fergus bent and kissed her blessed peace-
making mouth quite reverently.

The theatre was crowded to excess when we
entered it.

Kate Galloway was a star, and her ephemeral
glory was at its brightest. She was rather a
mystery,. too, and perhaps this added to her
popularity. The people who knew most about
her eaid that some thesatrical manager had picked
her up in some wild Irish village, and that, with
the aid of her wonderful talent and rare beauty,
she had rushed hendlong into the vortex of pub-
lic favoritism. Suffice it to say that she was a
magnificent creature, with- a ringing voice, a
ringing laugh, and big, flashing Irish eyes. We
had an excellent view of her, for our box was
clgse to the stage, and not a gesture or an in-
flection of tone was lost to us.

But Aunt Portia was not to be wrought upon
even by the popular actress. When the round,
ringing laugh shook the whole theatre with the
sympathetic echo it elicited from the audience,
Aunt Portia sat grimly unresponsive; and when
even I had fairly melted to tears, and Blanche
was sobbing ecstatically behind her lace hand-
kerchief, Aunt Portia was as unmoved as if she
had been fossilized centuries ago.

When the fourth act came, bouquets and knots
of rare flowers were showered upon the stage,
and Blanche, sharing the general excitement,
flung her pretty bouquet after her lover’s, and
then bent toward him, flushed and smiling.

¢ She is lovely I’ she exclaimed. ¢ 8he is per-
fect! It is no wonder——"' and there she broke

off suddenly, apd turned so deathly pale, that I

.was terrified.

“What is the matter?"’ I asked.
what is it ?” .

She glanced at Aunt Portia fearfully, but Aunt
Portia was looking at Kate Galloway. and then
she turned her pale face toward us again.

“The ring!’ she gasped. ‘**Aunt Portia’s
diamond !  Fergus, it is not on your finger.”

The poor, victimized fellow gave a nervous
start, looked at his hand, and then turned pale,
too.
“ Confbund it!"” he ejaculated. ¢ It is gone!
Where the—— I ask pardon, Blanche, but I
can’t help it,”” desperately.

It was really too bad ! It was gone, indeed !
In the shadow of our corner, and under the cover
of Aunt Portia’s rather unexpected interest in
the stage, we scanned the floor eagerly, while
Blanche trembled, and changed color a dozen
times in a8 minute. But it was not on the floor,
a single glance might have convinced us, and poor
Fergus was beginning to look more wretchedly
uncomfortable, when, to our consternation, Aunt
Portia turned to us, showing her stern face fairly
white with some suppressed emotion. In the
sudden shock of her terror, Blanche broke out
into a smothered cry, and Capt. Beswicke drew
back, so far shaken out of his habitual coolness
as to exclaim, in utter bewilderment,

By Jove I'’

« Blanche,”” she said, in a voice tremulous
with a most inexplicable passion. ¢ Clara! Capt.
Beswicke, I wish to return home at once.”

Blanche, of course, believed that this could,
mean nothing but that miserable diamond, and
she got up looking like a conticted female bur-
glar ; but I retained self-possession enough to ask
Aunt Portia if she was unwell.

¢“No!” she flashed back at me, and conde-
scended no other explanation.

Naturally, there was no alternative, and in five
minutes more we were all in the carriage, rolling
over the stones, on our way homeward, and feel-
ing as wretchedly absurd as is possible for three
people to feel. I speak for Blanche, Capt. Ber-
wicke, and myself; of Aunt Portia, I can say
nothing more than that she sat erect in her
seat, and never uttered a word until we alighted,
and were marshaled, under her sterh guidance,
into the brightly-lighted dmwing-room. But the
moment the door was closed, she turned upon
Capt Beswicke like an enraged Pythoness, every
line on ber haggard face deepened to a furrow
of wrath

¢ Fergus Beswicke,” she said, hoarsely, ¢ Are
you mad "’ )

“ Blanche,
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It is my impression Blanche was convinced
that Aunt Portia was mad herself, for the poor
child drew near to her lover’s side, and clung to
bim in sheer terror.

#Oh, Fergus!"’ she pleaded. ¢ Oh, Aunt Por-
tia! Oh, dear Aunt Portia !’

¢ Come away, Blanche,”’ commanded Aunt Por-
tia. “I command you to come away ! Listen to
me. He has deceived you, this man—this brave
lover of yours. He is a liar, a scoundrel ! Ask
him where the ring is—the ring I gave him in
your name."’

«“ By Jove!' thundgred Capt. Beswigcke, red-
dening until he rivaled Lis own epauletted regi-
mental coat. ¢ By Jove, madam ! do you sup-
pose I have stolen your miserable ring? Iam
an officer in Her Majesty’s service, and 1 demand
an explanation. What does all this mean?’

« Ask Kate Galloway !" raved Aunt Portia,
all the long-gathering, long-smouldering misery
of her wretched, blighted girlhood bursting out
in her fiery wrath. ¢ Ask the painted Jezebel
what she took from the bouquet you threw to her,
and what she had the brazen daring to wear
upon her band, under my very eyes! Great
Heaven, man ! are you a fool, as well as a knave ?
Did you think I was blind, that I would not
know the ring that was my love-pledge to a villain
so like you, that I have hated you for it; the
ring I have cursed, and blessed, and kissed, and
wet with scorching tears, for thirty-five long
years! Blanche will you come away ?”’

Blanche dropped her lover's arm with a little
cry, and, after looking at the dumbfounded face
for 8 second, slipped down upon the sofa, and
hid her face in the cushions. Aunt Portia was
too much for her, as usual.

Naturally, when Fergus found his breath again,
he was furious. In his wildest days he had been
scrupulously honorable, and the mad absurdity
of the charge drove him wild. But for that
wretched old love-story, which tallied so strangely
with Blanche’'s, even Aunt Portia would have seen
what a frantic thing she was doing ; but this love-
story had boen the bitterness of her life, and it
had changed her from a trusting girl to a suspi-
cious, unrelenting old woman. The suspicious-
ness arising from it had led her into more mis-
taken rashness than she could ever retrieve, and
now it was making her commit an absurdity
greater than any that had gone before.

She had been a passionate girl, and she was a
possionate woman ; and, as might have been ex-
pected, Fergus was not spared. In the storm
that followed I stood aghast, and Blanche sobbed
through her terror in the folds of her opera-cloak
upon the sofa. Once or twice I tried to speak,

but it was a useless attempt, and I was compelled
to subside into silence until all was ever, and
Capt. Beswicke was going, and so turned to bid
me farewell, his good-looking face pale with fiery
contempt and despair. All his protestations had
been unheeded, and he was to leave us forever,
at least 80 said Aunt Portia, and, to my indigns-
tion, Blanche had done nothing but sob.

“ Mrs. Kirkpatrick,”” he said to me, with al
most sardonioc bitterness, * it would be presump-
tion in a liar and a scoundrel to offer his hand to
you, I suppose ?'*

I held out both mine, in defiance of Aunt
Portia. .

It would be uno such thing,” I said angrily
¢ Of all the arrant nonsense in the world, this
is the most arrant and exaggerated. I beg, Capt-
Beswicke, that you will acquit me of my share
in it. Blanche,”’ I added, with accumulating in-
dignation, ‘- have you nothing to say to Capt.
Beswicke ?"

¢¢ Excuse me,”” interrupted Fergus, haughtily.
“If I understood aright Miss Burnham's with-
drawal from my side, there is scarcely need of
tarewell words between us;’’ and then the shaking
of the forlorn little figure among the cushions
overcame him, and he strode to her side hurri-
edly. * You might have trusted a fellow more
than that, Blanche,”” he said, reproachfully.
*“ Good-by ! as it is to be good-by.”

If ehe had not been sn terribly frightened by
Aunt Portia, I think Blanche would have had
sense enough to rouse herself to some degree of
calm thought; but she was afraid of Aunt Portis,
and half afraid of Fergus, and so did nothing
but sob, and hold out her little, cold, trembling
hand. .

““Good-by,"” she gaid ; and then, as the door
closed upon Capt. Beswicke's retreating figure,
her sobbing ended with, ¢ Oh, Fergus! Fergus!”

Aunt Portia did not remain with us very long.
The excitement over, her rigidity returned, and
she fell, as usual, into one of her queer, silent
moods ; but, before she left us for the night. she
came to the sofa, and, bending over Blanche,
kissed her on the forehead.

“ I meant to act rightly, Blanche,” she eaid.
“ I wanted to save you from—from what I suf-
fered. You do not understand now, but, per-
haps, some day you may.”

I could not help pitying her, clearly as I could
see her injustice; but I was thoroughly out of
patience with Blanche, and, when we were alone,
I rated her roundly.

“You are a little simpleton,” I said, *‘and a
wicked little simpleton, too. What does Capr.
Beswicke think of you? What can he think of
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you, but that you are as heartless as you are
weak? You are as crazy ns Aunt Portia, and,
Heaven knows, Aunt Portia is crazy enough!"

Whereupon, of course, Blanche melted into
the extremest verge of remorse, and shed tears
enough to float a frigate, but at the same time
was so affectionately penitent and downcast, that
1 could not be as stern as [ tried to be. A little
reflection showed her how unjust she must have
appeared to her lover, and her bewailings were
most pathetic. She had been so frightened be-
fore, that Aunt Portia might have beheaded her
without eliciting & murmur; but once roused tg
a senge of her iniquities, she was fairly incon.
solable. She had been 80 wicked, and cried; and
Fergus could never forgive her. IHow ocould
she have been so weak and babyish, and what
would he think of her? Poor Fergus! Oh, poor
Fergus! I heard her murmuring such fragmen-
tary scraps of repentance as these all night, as
she tossed on the pillow at my side; and when
she rose in the morning, she was thd palest of
forlorn little penitents, truly. Dut it was just
like Blanche, to fret herself into a ghost over a
trouble; and my knowledge of this fact some-
what consoled me.

The fact was, that during the following week
we were as miserable as it was possible for peo-
ple to be, and time was o far from bettering the
condition of things, that I really believe, if it
had not been for the cowardice of the thing, I
should have written to my husband tq say I was
coming home.

«T can’t stand 1t much longer,” I said to
Blanche, onc evening, toward the end of the
week, as we sat before the parlor-fire, listening
to the dismal patter of the rain. “I1 cannot
stand it much longer, Blanche, and I won't.
Something must be done."”

To add to our good spiriis, it had been raining
two or three days, and Aunt Portia had taken to
shutting herself up in her room, as if we were
culprits, and she stood in grim fear of contami-
nation.

Blauche looked up at me in pathetic wonder,
and then broke down into o hysterical little sob. !

+Oh, Clara!” she cried, *if you go away, I
shall die! I shall, indeed. Don’t go away and
leave me alone, Clara, please ! Please, don't!”

*1 am not going away,” I said, as consolingly
as I could. ¢ Don’t cry, Blanche. I only said I
could not submit to this ridiculous nonsense any
longer; and I meant what Isaid. I am going to
see Kate Galloway.”

Blanche fairly gasped, and stared at me with
her Llue eyes in the wildest conceivable state of
astonishment.

Vou. XLVIIL.—19

*“Clara !"' she exclaimed, ¢ what are you think-
ing of? Aunt Portia—"’

““Aunt Portia!’’ I interrupted, impatiently,
not to say even snappishly, in some slight de-
gree. ‘““Don’t talk to me about Aunt ortia, I
beg. It is all very well to submit to her idiosyn-
crasies as long as they do no harm; but when
they run so rampant as to be absurdities, and
threaten to endanger the happiness of half a
dezen people, I mean, to ignore them. If you
cannot take care of yourself, I intend to take
care of you; and I am going to see Kate Gallo-
way, in epite of two hundred thousaud Aunt
Portias."”

Blanche subsided immediately. She knew my
firmness of disposition, and felt it was useless to
nterfere, but she gained color a little.

“The only wonder is,” I went on, ¢ that I
never thought of going to Kate Galloway before.
But I suppose we were all too much excited to be
sensible. What is easier than to go to her, and
ask her how the ring came into her possessien.
It was not by Capt. Beswicke's agency, that is
certain ; and if it came into her possession in any
other mysterious way, Kate Galloway is the only
person to tell Aunt Portia the truth, and con-
vince her that Capt. Beswicke is neither a mad-
man nor a kleptomaniac.”

For a moment, Blanche looked at the fire si-
lemiy, a timid gleam of hope revealing itself in
the palpitant pink on her cheek. A month of
this alienation from Fergus would break her fool-
ish little heart; but the desperate iden of braving
Aunt Portia would never have occurred to her.
Even when presented to her by my own daring
mind, the plan terrified while it encouraged her.

I rose the next morning, feeling very resolute,
indeed, notwithstanding rain and clouds, and
coming down into the breakfast-parlor, found
Aunt Portia and Blanche there before me; Aunt
Portia sitting behind the silver urn, the personi-
fication of grimness; Blanche drooping over her
untasted chocolate, and playing with her spoon,
nervously, with dewy eyes and flushed cheek,
evidently in the last stage of affectionniely meek
desperation.

** You are to judge for yourself, Blanche,”” said
Aunt Portia, as I entered the room. ¢ Read it,
if you wish ; destroy it, if you think proper. I
have nothing to say.”

Before she had finished speaking, I saw what
her words implied. Near Blanche's plate lay a
scarlet, monogramed letter, and this letter was
directed in Capt. Beswicke's hand. I walked to
the table at once, and took it up.

It is quite time she should judge for herself,
I think,"” I said. ¢¢Sheowes that much, at least,
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to Capt. Beswicke.
Portia. Blanche, read the letter at once,
sist upon your doing so0.”

«] don’t want to be ungrateful, Aunt Portis,
dear,”’ faltered the affectionate little coward.
+ Indeed, I don't! But—but, I love Fergus so,
and, oh, dear! what am I to do?”” And here it
was, at thisvery moment, that my plans were over-
thrown ; for, before Blanche had finished speak-
ing, there came the sound of carriage-wheels in
the street, and then a summons at the door-bell ;
and as we all stopped to listen, surprisedly, a
round, ringiog voice spoke to the servant, and,
receiving a reply, spoke again.

«Show me into the room, if you please. I
must sce them at once. I have important busi-
ness with Miss Dundas.”” And then there were
steps in the hall, and the door of our breakfast-
parlor was thrown open, admitting a person,
at the sight of whom Aunt Portia started from
her seat, and Blanche turned half & dozen shades
paler. But our visitor did not appear a1 all con-
fused. She glanced at Blanche quickly, and then
at myself, and then turned to Aunt Portia.

«1 am Katharine Galloway,”’ she said. ¢ And
you are -

«] am Portia Dundas,”” condescended Aunt
Portia.

Kate Galloway's brave, beautiful face did not
blanch even under the withering contempt the
stern words implied. I even fancied that the
ghost of & smile touched her lips as she drew the
glove from her lovely hand, and revealed to our
astonished gaze Aunt Portia’s diamond.

She took the ring off, and laid it on the table,
with a careless action that expressed a great deal.

«] came to return to Miss Portia Dundas her
ring,’”’ she said, “and to explain how it came
into my possession.”

¢ Madam,” began Aunt Portia.

I stepped forward quietly.

1 hope Miss Galloway will be seated,” I said.
¢« Miss Galloway, permit me to present you to my
sister, Miss Burnham. Iam Clara Kirkpatrick.”’

Kate Galloway bowed with that sudden light-
ing up of her grand Irish eyes, that made her so
rare & woman ; and in this lighting up there was
a touch of gratitude.

¢ Thank you,” she said. ¢ Mrs. Kirkpatrick
will not be forgotten.”

But she refused to be seated, and stood erect
by the table, as she addressed Aunt Portia eace
more. She understood that she had encountered
an enemy, it was evident, and her haughty Irish
blood was roused.

1 have very little to say, Miss Dundas,’’ she
began, ‘“end it is easily said. Last Thursday

Forgive my saying so, Aunt
I ia-

night, two bouquets were thrown to me from a»
box close upon the stage, and in one of these
bouquets was your diamond ring.”’

[ was aware of that,”” panted Aunt Portis,
her black eyes wrathfully scornful. ¢ I under
stand that, madam, perfectly.”

*“Not quite perfectly,” returned Katharine
Galloway, *if you imagine your ring was a gift
to me, or that I received it as such.”’

““Not a gift!I'"" echoed Aunt Portia, bitterly.
*“What then "

The girl touched the ring with a scornfulness
of gesture that was almost incredible, in its power
of bitter expression.

“ Madam,” she said, ¢ diamonds are nothing
to me. A woman who is the people’s toy for the
hour of her youth, need not value such trifles.
As to this diamond of yours, I have a hundred
such. I might tread on them, if I wished; melt
them in my wine, if I could; give them to my
servants. Men throw them to me every night,
and I dare not refuse the gift of the vi.est, most
degraded giver. Pity me, for pity’s sake, enough
to remember the bitterness of such humiliation.
Pity me, for pity’'s sake again, enough to helieve
me when I say, that your dinmond was no gift te
me, that it slipped from the finger of the man
who I hear is the lover of your niece, and who,
through this accident, bas been o severely mis-
judged.”

Aunt Portia looked at her, met her eyes, met
the bitterness in her bitter young face, and
flinched, as I knew she would. Aunt Portia was
not cruel at heart, despite that rascal of a lover.

*How do you know this?’ she demanded,
when she had recovered herself.

] saw it,”” answered Katharine Galloway.
““ And 88 I did not know who the gentleman was,
and bad not time to inquire, I put the ring upon
my finger, hoping it would attract his attention,
but before the curtain fell, you were gone; and
it was not until last night that I learned the
result.”

¢ How did you learn it then?’ Aunt Portia
asked again, faltering somewhat, however. *How
am I to believe this 1"’

¢ Buch women as I learn many things,’’ was the
scoruful reply. ¢ We are not like other women.
The men who consider themselves privileged to
force themselves upon me, have their own topics
of conversation: and last night their topic was
the breaking of Capt. Beawicke's engagement,
and the romantic story of its cause. Do you
believe me, Miss Dundas, or,” bitterly again,
““must I refer you to the manager of the theatre,
who was my assistant in investigating this matter?
I have nothing more to say.”’
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¢ But what was the purpose in——"’

4 Oh, Aunt Portia!” Blanche pleaded.

« Aunt Portia!” I exclaimed, indignantly,
“how can you be so wickedly unrelenting "’

But Kate Galloway only took up her glove
and drew it on unmovedly.

My reason was a simple one,’’ she said.
«] am @& woman,” and she turned as if to
leave us.

But Blanche sprang forward, for the first time
in her life, thoroughly roused, her spirit called
to arms by her dear little, enthusiastic, warm
heart.

 Aunt Portin!” she exclaimed, her cheeks
flushing with a lovely rose-red, * If you let her
go away in this manner, I can never forgive you,
I can never respect you again. You will be
hard-hearted and wicked. She is a brave, grand
woman, Aunt Portia; she has braved the chance
of insult to be kind to us; and we ought to be grate-
ful to her forever. Oh, how can you! How ean
you! I would believe her against the world!
Dear Miss Galloway, forgive us—forgive me.
Let me thank you for Fergus, who has been so
shamefully treated, and who will be so grateful
to you for your generosity.’’

I was perfectly astounded. The impulsive,
tender-henrted little creature looked as if she
could defy the whole world, even if it hald been
populated with Aunt Portias ; and she ended with
catching Kaie QGalloway’s hands, and kissing
them, and then, of course, broke down, end
cried most pathetically.

Aunt Portia was astonished too. The iden of
Blanche being roused had never oconrred to her,
and, I believe, it was not without an excellent
effect. She tried to sustain her dignity for a
moment, and then broke down too, and actually
gave way to what I knew she had been trying to
resist.

She even went so far as to hold out her hand
to Miss Galloway, looking & little pale in the in-

tensity of her feelings of self-reproach, but offer.
ing it quite honestly.

“ Forgive me,” she said, her black eyes soften-
ing until I almost fancied they had a suspicious
brightness. ¢ Forgive me. I have been wrong,
Miss Galloway, and not for the first time. Suf-
fering has made me bitter and suspicious, but it
need not have made me unjust.”

Katharine Galloway’s beautiful face flushed
with generous feeling, until I thought that she
looked almost like an angel, she was so grand in
her high-souled womanhood.

¢ Suffering wrongs many of us,” she said,
softly. “1I have suffered too, Miss Dundas.”
And the hands of Aunt Portia and her enemy
met in a warm, friendly clasp, expressing a great
deal between two such people. And there, of
course, the matter ended just asg it should have
done. We could not keep Kate Galloway that
day, but she went away feeling that her generous
act would open into the happiest results; and
certainly she went away knowing that she had
left firm friends behind her. And then poor
little Blanche's tear-stained letter brought Capt.
Beswicke back again, and, after receiving Aunt
Portia’s really, handsome apology, and being for-
mally reinstated as the not too comfortable pos-
gessor of the diamond ring, he was left with
Blanche to be sobbed over penitently, and crept
up to in the fire-light, and so made as ecstatic-
ally happy as a forgiving lover may be.

They have been married three years, now,
and, I really must say, that I think Blanche has
improved. “8Bhe is beginning to assert herself
occasionally, though she never asserts herself
against Capt. Beswicke, who is the most magnifi-
cent of mild, Herculenn husbands ; and to juldge
from the manner in which I saw her take up
arms the other day on behalf of Fergus, Jr., I
am not afraid to state that, in the course of time,
she may develope into a reasonably warm-spiriter
little woman.
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BALDWIN,

Fourscork and five! and in my chair 1 sit;
The dying embers flicker and grow red ;

And busy shadows in the firelight lit,
Shades of the happy yeam long past and dead.

X seo her faco, who 'neath the daisies sleeps,
Bride of my youth, loved wife of fifty yenrs;

A recent grief oft o'er its loved one weeps ;
But I! ab, no! mine lies to deep for tears.

The smoke curbs upward, and again there throng
About me faces soft, and young, and fair;

Kate, with her merry burst of mirth and eong,
And blue-eyed Nellie, with her golden hair.

My boy, my cherished first-born, who hath Inin
Forty leug years beneath the Atlantic wave,
From those red ashes smiles at me again,
Speaks to hia father's heart from out his grave.

Fourscore and fivel The scene is closing fast
Louely I muse, for time hath o’er me fiown,

Plucked the green branches, o’er the old tree passed
And left tho withered trunk to die alone.



