
4 There is nothing in what you say that could offend me,' she
replied, 'but there are things which make it difficult for me to
answeryou. My station in life iB different to yours. Your people
would call it a mesalliance, and the time wouldcome when sucha
thought would make you unhappy. Besides,lam going away— it
may be yearsbefore these tenants canbe left there tomanage their
own affairs, and until then my father will stay with them and 1
withhim. Believeme then, it is not indifference which makes me
leave you unanswered,but only my affection for you, which tells
me it is better to forget that you have spokenand thatIhave
listened.'

His eyes left her face for a moment, and he looked straight
before him in silence. Then he looked back to her.

1By any affection youhave for me, Eileen, never talk again of
amesalliance. ItisIwho am the suitor, and who wouldbe proud
of the alliance. Iwant you to tell me one thing, Eileen. If you
were not going away

—
if you had not togo away— andIasked you

again tobe my wife,what would be your answer1
'

There was no look of indecision in her face, though she still
kept her eyes to theground as she answered

—
" Yes,Hugh,Ilove you.'
They hadreached the door now andas they passed through it

he raised her hand tohis lipsand gently kissed it." Thank you,Eileen;Iwish you could know howhappy you
havemademe.'

Mr.Hawthorne was waiting for them,and this time it washe
who ohidedEileen for keeping Lord Ellenmead so long in the
garden when tea was waiting inside. Eileen was flushed, but
Hawthorne was not an observant man where women were con-
cerned,and did not notice the new light in her eyes, nor, inci-
dentally, that she very nearly put two lumpsof sugar into the
milk-jug instead of putting them into her father's cup. The meal
was finished and Lord Ellenmead left. Somehow, in long, long
minutes the evening wore awayand thetime came when Eileen
couldleave her father and retire toherown room.

And there she locked the door and flung herself upon thebed
andcriedas though her heart would break. Not that she loved
her father less for thenew love whichhad entered her life,butoh!
it wassohard to leave the new lovealmost untasted andshut it
out, perhapsfor years,across a thousand leagues of sea.

Itis merciful topoor mankind that with the comingof day-
light ourBpirits rise afresh to do battle with the new troubles to
which the day may give birth, or fight more manfully the griefs
whichseemed so overwhelmingon thepreviousnight.

The new day found Eileen more likeher ownsweetself. She
reproached herself with selfishness on the previousday, when,in
the first flush of her newly-discovered happiness,she had viewed
her approaching emigration with such gloomy foreboding. She
wouldsee her lover again, perhapsoften,before her departure;he
woulddoubtless write to her occasionally, and she might write to
himinreply; the years of her exile might after allbe fewer than
she anticipated,and then, whenLord Ellenmead again asked her to
behis wife, she could look her happinessin the face and answer
him asher heart already dictated.

She felt that in leaving him unanswered on the previouseven-
ing she had actedwisely and for the best. Her father loved her so
well,and she knew it, thatit would have cast a shadow upon his
schemes to have taken her with him at the expense of her own
desires and happiness. And those schemes were the outcome of
many anxious hours of thought andof much careful saving. Hi^
heart was in them, his word was pledged to their fulfilment, aud to
haveEileen by his side whilst he put theminto execution would be
the greatestconsolationinhis exile.

Buoyed up with these convictions she wentabout the prepara-
tions for the departure cheerfully, even gaily. The days passed
rapidly amid the many duties which fell to her lot. until at last
everything was ready.

The day wasat hand,and itonly remained to say good-bye to
the home in the oldland before sailing to thenewhome in the land
beyond the seas.

LordEllenmead had b.?en over three times since the eventful
evening when he had declared his love, but though his manner was
more thoughtful, more tender, more full of courteous attention
than before,he had made nodirect allusion to the subject of that
conversation.

Like Eileen herself he seemed tohavemade up his mind tobe
as cheerful as possible under the circumstances of their early
separation,and to saynothing which would add to the sadne.-s of
farewell.

As the evening drew near Eileen found itdifficult tomaintain
her composure, for her lover had spoken of the necessity of his
leaving early, and eachmoment was bringing nearer theone which
Bhe feared to face

—
the moment in which she would have to cay

4 Good-bye.'
At last he came to her,and despite all her efforts the tears

camebrimming to ker eyes. But then there came a totally viex-
pectedrespite.

4 It'sonly good-night, dear,not good-bye,' he said ;'Ishall see
youagainon the ship before yougo.'

She could not oonceal the relief it was that for even these few
hours moreshe could think of her lover as near at hand; for once
g«od-bye wassaid it wouldalready seem to her that the thousand
leagues of water stretchedbetween them.'It is very good of you,Hugh, bat it is a long way to Liver-
pool just to say good-bye to me.''

But you will like to seeme there ?'
4 Ah,yes,you know howIshould like it.1
4ls not thatmore than recompense 7 It is not a great distance

to travel to see your dear faoe once more. Good-night,Eileen ;
good-bye until to-morrow.'

So he left;and therealgood-bye hadyet to be spoken.
Before retiring that night Eileen and her father walked round

the old garden and made unspokenfarewellsto each dearly-loved

spot. They would not see then in the morning, for theystarted
almost at the break of day, inorder toreach Liverpoolin good time
for the outward-bound vessel. Many a time she longed toconfide
in her father and have the comfort of feeling that another shared
the double sorrow of her parting, but she keptback the thought
which she knew was selfish, for it would have tinged evendeeper
yet her father's sadness, already keenenough.

Inthe early dawn next day thehurry and bustle of departure
commenced. At the railway station a pleasant surprise awaitedthem, for the station-master showed them to a handsome private
car which had been specially reserved for

'
Mr. Hawthorne and

daughter."
On a table within it was a small bouquet of most exquisite

flowers, andbeside it abeautifully bound album which containeda
series of photographs of their house andgardenandother viewsin
the vicinity which Eileen had spoken of as those which she left
withmost regret. There wasnoneed toask whose fairy wand had
caused such magic. They both knew that there was only one man
whose kind thoughts would h-ive been so beautifully expressed.
They didnot even mention his name, but with her eyessuspiciously
moist Eileen looked ather father and said:'

Itis kindof him, dad,is it not /''Itis likehim,darling;he is always thoughtful.'
There was further thought in the flowers that almost covered

the littlesaloon in the tiny steamer which took them to theport of
Liverpool,andin thedainty refreshments andluscious fruitson the
table.

Most of Mr. Hawthorne's time wasoccupied in seeing that the
arrangements whichhe had mide for his emigrant party had been
faithfully carried out, so that Eileen was left much alone in the
little saloon, and there was none there to see her kiss the beautiful
white rose which she found upon the table, and whichshe knew
was intended for herself.

A few houra later they stoodupon the deck of the Toronto.
The party were all safely on board stowing away in their

cabins the little luggage required upon the voyage,and some of
them werealreadyupon the deck again, looking their last upon the
English Bhore.

So far Lord Ellenmead had notput inan appearance.
Eileen had furtively looked here and there amongst the crowd

wherehis tall form would easily have been distinguished, but had
not seenhim. Mr. Hawthornewasbusy amidst wraps and luggage,
so she stood alone leaning over the rails upontheupper deck.

Suddenly a voice close beside her said, 'Are you looking for
anyone?' She turnedquickly, knowing that it was her lover who
hadspoken.'Thank you somuch, Hugh, for all the lovely flowers, and the
fruit, and thebeautiful pictures. No onecould have been kinder
if Ihad been aprincess.'

'It was a queen,Eileen, not a princess, for whom the flowers
wereblooming.''Don't turnmy head,Hugh, with such compliments. Itwas
so good of you to have thought of all that. Itmade one's leaving
seem less bitter, and saved one from thinking somuch.'

'It was nothing,nothing, dear ; say no more about it. But
nowIhavesomething tosay to you. One of the passengers on this
boat is a friendof mine, andIwant you to be kind to him on the
voyage. Iknow he will be grateful to you for it, andit is my own
particular wish.'

'Certainly, Hugh, Iwill be as kind to him asIcan, thinking
of you so far away. ShallIsee him before we sail ?'' Yes,dear, you will see him. 1 will tell you briefly whohe is.
He is amanof good family who has come to the conclusion that a
tew years of honest hard work on the soil will be years thathe will
never regret. He did nothing much over here to be proud of, for
he never had to work for a living. Now he is going to try the
experimentandIthink it will dohim good.'

Eileen was looking at her watch. Ina few minutes they would
havebegun the voyage. Her heart waa tellingher that there were
other things of which they might be talking than this friend,
however dear. But, perhaps it was intended for thebest

—
tokeep

her from thinking ot themselves until the last.'
He consulted me abouthis goingandIanswered at once:"Go,

you are doing right, my friend;besides you will then be near to
protect and wacth the one youlove."

'
'He is, then,engaged or married ?''
The girl he loves will be on board, but at present she doesnot

know thathe is going withher. He thought it would perhapsbe a
pleasant surprise when inhtead of saying

"Good-bye." as she
expected,he told her that he was sailing withher.''Yes,she will indeed be glad," Eileen answered, but she did not
look at him, andonly stared straight before her and tried to keep
back the rising tears which a passing thought haa conjuredup. It
wasnot unnatural to compare herself with the other girland itwaa
difficultnot to envyher.'

Dou you really think she would be glad V he asked. And
once more Eileen only looked away, and one tear would not be
restrained but fell upon her cheek. Then Lord Ellenmead was
afraidhe hadcarriedhis comedy too far. He laid his hand upon
hers asitrested on therail and gently pressedher fingers." Forgive me, Eileen, Idid not mean topainyou. Ithought
you wouli have guessed who the extra traveller was.'

The bell rang out to warn for the last time those whohad to
return to thebhore.'

How could Iguess ?'
And then she started and turned to look at his smiling face

—
'Oh, Hugh, youdo not mean

''
What else should Imean,my darling ? Our lives arenot ao

long that Ishould let you leave me for all the years that you
otherwise might have been away. Ishall learn to work and be
more a man,and try to think that 1 have done at least a little
something tomake me worthier of you. Your dear olddadknows
all aboutit,and that is whyIwant you to do something for me
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