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home by the hour specified by Mr. Chattaway—half-past ten.

I am asking that he may be admitted now, Miss Trevlyn.”

“Of course he can be admitted,” said Miss Diana,

“ Of course he shan’t,” retorted Mr. Chattaway.

“ Who says he couldn’t get home in time if he had wanted
to come ?” called out Cris from a window on the upper story.
“Does it take him five or six hours to walk from Blackstone?”

“Is that you, Christopher?” asked George, falling a little -

back that he might see him better. “I want to speak to you,
By what right did you take possession of my horse at Black-
stone this afternoon, and ride him home ?”

“T chose to do it,” said Cris.

“I lent that horse to Rupert, who was unfit to walk. It had
been more in accordance with generosity—though you may not
understand the word—had you left it for him. He was not in
bed last night ; he has gone without food to-day—you were
more capable of walking home than he.”
~ Miss Diana. craned forth her neck. “ Chattaway, I must
inguire into this. Let that front-door be opened.”

I will not,” he answered. And he banged down his window
with a resolute air, as if to avoid further colloquy.

But in that same moment the lock of the front-door was
turned, and it was thrown open by Octave Chattaway.

CHAPTER XVIII.
MRS. CHATTAWAY'S “ OLD IMPRESSION.”

It was surely a scene to excite some interest, if onl
of curiosity, that was presented at Trevlyn Hold that nicht,
Octave Chattaway in evening dress—for she had not be?gun
to prepare for bed, although some time in her chamber—stand-
ing at the hall-door which she had opened ; Miss Diana pressing
forward from the back of the hallin 4 hastily assumed dressing.
gown ; Mr. Chattaway in a waistcoat ; Cris in greater dishz-
bille ; and Mrs. Chattaway dressed as was Octave,

Rupert came in, coughing with the night air, and leaning on
the arm of George Ryle. There was no light, except sucﬁ as
was afforded by a candle carried by Miss T revlyn ; but she
stepped forward and lighted the lamp. :

“Now then,” said she, “What is all this?”

y the Interest
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“Tt is this,” returned the master of Trevlyn Hold : ““that I
make rules for the proper regulation of my household, a,t,nd
a beardless boy chooses to break them. I should think”—
turning shortly upon Miss Diana—¢ that you are not the one
to countenance that.”

“No,” said she; “when rules are made they must be kept.
What is your defence, Rupert?” : s

Rupert had thrown himself upon a bench against the wall in
utter weariness of mind and body. “I don’t care to make any
defence,” said he, in his apathy, as he le;ane'c} his chegk upon
his hand, and fixed his blue eyes on Miss Trevlyn; “I don't
know that there’s much defence to make. Mr Chatt‘awa’y
orders me to be in by half-past ten. I was at George Ryle’s
last night, and T a little exceeded the time, getting here five
minutes or so after it, so I was locked out. _(,rls let himself in
with his latch-key, but he would not let me in.” :

Miss Diana glanced at Cris, but she said nothing. Mr.
Chattaway interrupted. George, erect, fearless, was. stand1'11g
opposite to the group, and it was to him that Mr. Chattaway
tur‘r‘!‘ev\@ilat I want to know is this—by what right you interfere,

g '1e ? : . .
Ge‘?rlazn? }not aware that I have interfered—except by giving
Rupert my arm- up the hill, and by asking you to admltnlnm.
No very unjustifiable interference, surely, Mr. Chatta\\:ay.”

“But it is, sir. And I ask why you presume to do it ?

¢ Presume ? ” returned George, pausing after the word. But
there was no answer to it, and he went on. “I saw Rupert
to-night, accidentally, as he was coming from Blackstone. It
was about nine o'clock. I was at my garden-gate. He ap-
peared terribly tired, and wished to come into the house and
rest. There he fell asleep. I awoke him in time, but he

seemed to be too weary to get here himself, and I came with
him to help him along.  He walked slowly—painfully, T should
say ; and it made him later than he ought to have arrived.
Will you be so good, Mr. Chattaway, as to explain what part
of this interference was unjustifiable? I do not see that I
ne less.”
(:01‘1‘1% gétfilcllzee that you do less for the future,” growled Mr.
Chattaway. ‘I will have no interference of yours between the
Hold and Rupert Trevlyn.” £
 Oh, Mr. Chattaway, you may make yourself perfectly easy,
returned George, some sarcasm in his tone, “Nothing could
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be farther from my intention than to interfere in any way with
you, or with the Hold, or with Rupert in connection with you
and the Hold. But, as I told you this morning, until you show
me any good and sufficient reason for the contrary, I shall
certainly observe common courtesy to Rupert when he comes
1n my way.”

“Nonsense ! ” interposed Miss Diana. * Who says you are
not to show courtesy to Rupert, George? Do you?” she
asked, wheeling sharply round on Chattaway.

“There’s one thing requires explanation,” said Mr. Chatta-
way, turning to Rupert, and drowning Miss Diana’s voice,
¢ Hotv came you to stop at Blackstone till this time of night ?
Where had you been loitering ? ”

Rupert answered the questions mechanically, never lifting
hishead. “T didn’t leave until late. TFord wanted to go home,
and I had to stop. After that I sat down on the way and
dropped asleep.”

‘“Bat down on your way and dropped asleep !” echoed Miss
Diana. “What made you do that ?”

“Idon’t know. T had been tired all day. I had no bed,

you hear, last night, I suppose I can go to mine now?” he

added, rising. I want it badly enough.”

“You can go—for this time,” assented the master of Trevlyn
Hold.  “But you will understand that it i the last night I
shall suffer my rules to be set at naught.  You shall be in to
time, or you do not come in at all.”

Rupert shook hands with George Ryle, spoke a general
“Good night” to the rest collectively, and went towards the

stairs. At the back of the hall, lingering there in her timidity,
stood Mrs. Chattaway, % Good night, dear Aunt Edith,” he
whispered,

She gave no answer. She only laid her hand upon his as he
passed, and so momentary was the action that it escaped
unobserved, except by one pair of eyes—and those were
Octave Chattaway's.

George was the next to go. Octave put out her hand to
him.  “Does Caroline come to the harvesthome?” she
inquired.

“Yes, I think so. Good night.”

“ Good night,” replied Octave, amiably.
took care of Rupert.”

“She’s as false as her father,” thought George, as he went
down the avenue,

“I am glad you
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They were all dispersing. There was nothing now to remain
up for. Chattaway was turning to the staircase, when Miss
Diana stepped mside one of the sitting-rooms, carrying her
candle with her, and beckoned to him. :

“What do you want, Diana ?” he asked, not in a pleasant
tone, as he followed her in. . ¢

“ Why did you shut out Rupert last night ?

“ Because I chose to do it!” i

“But suppose I chose that he should not be shut out?
returned Miss Diana. 3

“ Then we shall split,” angrily rejoined the master of Trevlyn
Hold. “I say that half-past ten o’clock is quite late enough
for Rupert to enter. He is younger thf’m Cris; you and
Edith say he is not strong ; 4 it too early? :

Mr. Chattaway was right in this. It was a sufﬁ:l:mntl;_f late
hour ; and Miss Diana, after a pause, pronounced it to be so.
“I shall talk to Rupert,” she said. “There’s no harm in his
going to spend an hour or two with George _Rylg, or with any
other friend, but he must be home in good time. 2 :

“TJust so; he must be home in good time,” acquiesced
Chattaway. “He shall be home by halfpast ten. And the
only way to insure that, is to lock him out at first when he
transgresses. Therefore, Dlana,fl sh”all follow my own way in

is, and I beg you will not interfere.
thIIS:Iiass%Iianavaent up to Rupert’s room. He had taken off
his coat, and thrown himself on the bed, as if the fatigue of
undressing were too much for him. :

“What's that for?” asked Miss Diana, as she entered. Is

the way you get into bed ?” _
tha;f’iupgrt r}os}e and sat down on a chair. “Only coming s
stairs seems to tire me,” he said, in tones of apology. “I
should not have lain a minute.” i
h(l)\l;i[slsn]%iana threw back her head a little, and looked at
Rupert. The determined will of the Trevlyns shone out from
every line of her face. :

“T have come to ask where you slept last night. I mean to

) ]ft.” :
kn:j‘“i g:)f’f l3*§ind your knowing it,” replied Rupert; “I have
told Aunt Edith. I decline to tell Chattaway, and I hope that
no one else will tell him.”%
“Why ?” :
‘Because he might lay blame where no blame is due. Chatta-
way turned me from the doer, Aunt Diana, and Cris, who came
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up just after, turned me from it also, I wen
: rent down to the
Igdge., and got Ann Canham to let me in; and I lay part of
the mght’on their hard settle, and part of the night I sat upon
;ﬁmirrll‘?atlsd \éherhe I wa(si. But if Chattaway knew it, he'd be
old Canham and Ann f; !
e rom the lodge, as he turned me
“Oh no, he wouldn’t,” said M; i fifsi
), 't Tiss Diana, “if it wer y
ple‘ftf:i[ufl:e %o kgggj them in it. Do you feel ill,’Rupert P 2
cel middiing. It is that T am tired :
be&l_l right in the morning,” &
155 Diana descended to her own ro i iti
pna v om. Inside, waiting
{lor her, was Mrs. Chattaway, Mrs, Chattaway had a shawl
irown over her shoulders, and seemed to be shivering. She
slipped the bolt of the door—yhat was she afraid of?l‘—-;md
tui{}%i_ to Mllsg Trevlyn, her hands clasped. ;
" Diana, this is killing me |” she wailed “Wi
. ! : Vhy shoul
tRhl;i?firtl be trlfjated as he is? I know I am but a poor )creatuliéi
hz 1ave been one all my life—a very ’ ,
 bee : y coward ; but some-
times 1 think that I must speak out and protest’against t]lffe

injustice, though I should die in the effort.”

“Why, what's the matter?? 1
: : ter 7% uttered Miss Di /
Intense composure formed e L

. a strange ; ister’s
agitated words and bearing. T
13
. glfll,hycu know '—you know! I have not dared to speak
o I(; I?tegrocetrleto )’O;l, }I})lana; but it's killing me—it’s killine
! nough that we i is 1 it.
Cor aio—— % despoiled Rupert of his inherit-
“Be silent!” shar i i
: :~ sharply interrupted Miss Diang lanci
around and lowering her voice to 4 whisper. W]l = &nmpg
ha:r(eIdo]ne with that folly, Edith?” e
shall never have done with i
€ with its remembrance, I dop’
L ¢ ! 2 = (o)
often speak of 1t; once, it may be, in seven years, not mo?e.t

Better for me that T 1t 1
= could speak of it ; it would prey less upon

::gou have benefited by it as much
* Ves: I cannot help myself, Heay
fleoel;(;rseor?elpoiéhut, and live upon a crust, and benefit by
e 5 Emsl 1101211]13&59*%1), how willingly | But there’s no
henu_ned in by them—~aiui]%hel}fe’lstsns(g;scz%ge’?ces B
Miss Diana looked at her. Steadfastly, lc.eenly 5 not angrily

)

but searchingly and criti
itically, as 3 i
supposed to be afflicted with n;ania. S foe

as any one has.”
en knows, that if T could

MRS. CHATTAWAY’S “OLD IMPRESSION.” -143

“If you do not take care, Edith, you will become insane
upon this point, as I believe I have warned you before,” she
said, with calmness. “I am not sure but you are slightly
touched now!”

“T do not think T am,” replied poor Mrs. Chattaway, passing
her hand over her brow. “I feel confused enough here some-
times, but there’s no fear that madness will really come. If
thinking could have turned me mad, I should have been mad
years ago.”

“The very act of your coming here in this state of excite-
ment, when you should be going to your bed, and of saying
what you do say, must be nothing less than a degree of mad-
ness.”

“T would go to bed, if I could sleep,” said Mrs. Chattaway.
“T lie awake night after night, thinking of the past; of the
present ; thinking of Rupert and of what we did for him;
thinking of the treatment we deal out to him now. I think of

. his father, poor Joe; I think of his mother, Emily Dean, whom

we once so loved ; and I—I cannot sleep, Diana !”

There really did seem something strange in Mrs. Chattaway
to-night. For once in her life, Diana Trevlyn’s heart beat a
shade faster.

“Try and calm yourself, Edith,” she said soothingly.

“T wish I could! I should be more calm if you and my
hushand would allow it. If you would only allow Rupert to
be treated with common kindness——"” .

“He is not treated with unkindness,” interrupted Miss
Diana.

“Tt appears to me that he is treated with nothing but
unkindness. He——7"

“Is he beaten ?—is he starved ?”

“The system pursued towards him is altogether unkind,”
persisted Mrs. Chattaway. “Indulgences dealt out to our own
children are denied to him. When I think that he might be
the true master of Trevlyn Hold——"”

“Edith, I will not listen to this,” interrupted Miss Diana.
“What has come to you to-night?”

A shiver passed over the frame of Mrs. Chattaway. She
was sitting on a low toilette chair covered with white drapery,
her head bent on her hand. By her reply, which she did not
look up to give, it appeared that she took the question literally.

“T feel the pain more than usual ; nothing else. I do feel
it 0 sometimes.” z

Trevlyn Hold. 16
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“What pain?” asked Miss Diana.

“The pain of remorse: the pain of the wrong dealt out to
Rupert, It seems to be greater than I can bear. Do you
know,” she added, raising her feverish eyes to Miss Diana,
“that I scarcely closed my eyelids once last night? All the
long night through I was thinking of Rupert. I fancied him
lying outside on the damp grass ; I fancied him——”

“Stop a minute, Edith. Are you seeking to blame your
husband to me?”

“No, no; I don't blame him—I don’t wish to blame any
one. But I wish it could be altered.”

“If Rupert knows the hour for coming in—and it is not an
unreasonable hour—it is he who is to blame if he exceeds it.”

Mrs. Chattaway could not gainsay this. In point of fact,
though she found that things were grievously uncomfortable,
wrong altogether, she had not the strength of mind to say
wWhere the system was deficient, or how it should be altered.
On this fresh agitation, the coming in at half-past ten at night,
she could only judge as a vacillating woman, The hour, as
Miss Diana said, was not an unreasonable one, and Mrs.
Chattaway would have fallen in with it with all her heart, and
approved her husband’s judgment in making it, if Rupert had
only obeyed the mandate, If Rupert did not obey it—if he
somewhat exceeded its bounds—she would have liked that the

door should still be open to him, and no scolding given, It
was the discomfort that worried her -

‘ . ; it was mixing itself up
with the old feeling of the wrong done to Rupert, rendering

things, as she aptly expressed it, more miserable than she
could bear,

“T’ll talk to Ru
“I shall add my
must be in.”

It may be that a shadow of the future was casting itself over
the mind of Mrs, Chattaway, dimly and vaguely pointing to the
terrible events hereafter to arise—events which would throw
their consequences on the remainder of Rupert’s life, and
which had their origin in this new and ill-omened order,
touching his coming home at night. :

“ Edith,” said Miss Diana, “I would recommend you to get
less Sensitive on the subject of Rupert, It is growing with
you into a morbid feeling,”

“I wish I could! It does Zrow upon me,
she added, sinking her voice

pert to-morrow torning,” said Miss Diana.
authority to Chattaway’s, and tell him that he

: Do you know,”
and looking feverishly at her
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sister, “that old impression has come again! I thought it
had worn itself out. I thought it might have left me for ever.

Miss Diana almost lost her patience. Her own mind was a
very contrast to her sister’s ; the two were as widely opposite
in their organization as the poles. Fanciful, dreamy, vacillating,
weak, the one ; the other strong, practical, matter-of-fact. 2

“I don’t know what you mean by the ‘old impression, ‘fhe
rejoined, with a contempt she did not seek to disguise. “Is
it not some new folly?” .

“] have told YOLBlr of it in the old days, Diana. I used to
feel certain—certain—that the wrong we inflicted on Rupert
would avenge itself—that in some way he would come into his
inheritance, and we should be despoiled of it. I felt so certam
of it, that every morning of my life when I got up I seemed to
look for its fulfilment before the day closed. But the time went
on and on, and it never was fulfilled. It went on so long that
the impression wore itself out of my mind, and I ceased to
expect it. But now it has come again. It is stronger than
ever. For some weeks past it has been growing more present
with me day by day, and I cannot shake it off.”

“The best thing you can do now is to go to bed, and try and
sleep off your folly,” cried Miss Trevlyn, with the stinging con-
tempt she allowed herself at rare times to show to her sister.
“]1 feel more provoked with you, Edith, than T can express.
A child might be pardoned for indulging in such absurdities of

ind ; a woman, never!”
mlggr;.aCTthta‘\'z;y rose. “I'll go to bed,” she meekly answered,
“and get what sleep I can. I remember th’at you cast ridicule
on this feeling of mine in the old days : 3 :

“Pray did anything come of it then?” interrupted Miss
Diana, sarcastically. - :

“I have said it did not. And the impression left me. But
it has come again now. Good night, Diana.” o

% Good night, and a more sensible frame of mind to you !
was the retort of Miss Diana Trevlyn. ‘

Mrs. Chattaway crept softly along the corridor to her own
dressingroom. She was in hopes that her husband by that
time was in bed and asleep. What was her surprise, then, to
see him sitting at the table when she entered, not undressed,
and as wide awake as she was.

“Vou have business with Diana late,” he remarked.

Mis. Chattaway felt wholly and entirely subdued ; she nad
felt so since the previous night, when Rupert was denied
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admittance. The painful timidity, clinging to her always
seemed partially to have left her for a time. It was as lhough,
she had not the strength left to be shy ; almost as Rupert felt
n his weariness of body, she was past caring for anything in
her utter weariness of mind. Otherwise, she might not l?ave
?{)Ok611 to Miss Diana as she had just done: most certainly
E}faf&ﬂfy?wyer have spoken as she was about to speak to Mr,

“What may your business wi r '

: ss with her have been?”
resumed, e
“It was not much, James,” s ' i

: s James,” she answered. “I was sayine
how 11l T felt.” N
“II!  With what?”
i i ;
: dIll lﬁ mm‘d, I think,” said Mrs. Chattaway, putting her
hand to her brow, e was telling her that the old fear had
;:[?mc upon me; the impression that used to cling to me always
: at some change was at hand regarding Rupert. 1 lost it
or ‘a}l‘great gmny years, but it has come again.”
ry and speak lucidly, if you can.” was Mr. C
: ; n,” was Mr., Chattaway’s
answer.  “ What has come again?” , L

4 1
It seems to have come upon me in the light of a warning,”
(=]

she resumed, so lucidly that Mr, Chattaway, had he been a

{;ew ste‘;.)s lower in social grade, might have felt inclined to beat
er. ]_I have ever felt that Rupert would in some manner
regain his rights—T mean what he was deprived of,” she hastily
tz_u:'ldedh, in d?‘l:){%catmn of the word “rights,” which had slippeé
rom her, “hat he wi in Trevly !
a e will regain Trevlyn Hold, and we shall
Mr. Chattaway listened in consternati i
. Chatta k sternation, his mouth 7
opening in his bewilderment.  What makes you thinig{re;gs? 151}’
he‘ftsked, ,when he had found his speech. L-
z dl don’t exactly #znf it, James. Think is not the right
f\o%' . The feeling has come upon me again within the Jast
ew weeks, and I cannot shake it off. I believe it to b
presentiment ; a warning,” Ly
Staizéler Iit_r}l{cl %;}I‘er grew Mr. Chattaway. He did not under:
- Lixe Miss Diana Treviyn, he was very o
- . Very matter-of-
;(‘)mpr_ehen@mg nothing but what c,ould be seeny and ;:’erl? -ffacii
1s wife might as well have spoken to him in an unkhépm'
:ﬁngue as of “presentiments.” He drew a rapid c:onclusi‘;lrll
! zz]t]some unpleasant fact, bearing upon the dread which j
ad long felt, must have come to his wife’s knowledge ¥

“What have you heard ?” J1e gasped.
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“T have heard nothing ; nothing whatever. I——"

“Then what on earth are you talking about?”

“Did you understand me, James? I say that the impression
was once firmly seated in my mind that Rupert would somehow
be restored to what—to what ”—she scarcely knew how to frame
her words with the delicacy she deemed due to her husband’s
feelings—“to what would have been his but for his father’s
death. And that impression has now returned to me.”

“But you have not heard anything? Any plotP—any con.
spiracy that's being hatched against us?” he reiterated.

“No, no.”

Mr. Chattaway stared searchingly at his wife. Did he fancy,
as Miss Diana had done, that her intellects were becoming
disordered ?

“Then, what do you mean?” he asked, after a pause,
¢ Why should such an idea arise?”

Mrs. Chattaway was silent. She could not tell him the
truth; could not say that she believed it was the constant
dwelling upon the wrong and injustice, which had first sug-
gested the notion that the wrong would inevitably recoil on its
workers, They had broken alike the laws of God and man ;
and those who do so cannot be sure in this world of immunity
from punishment. That they had so long enjoyed unmolested
the inheritance gained by fraud, gave no certainty that they
would enjoy it to the end. She felt it, if her husband and Diana
Trevlyn did not. Too often there were certain verses of Holy
Writ spelling out their syllables upon her brain. “Remove
not the old landmark ; and enter not into the fields of the
fatherless ; for their Redeemer is mighty; he shall plead their
cause with thee.”

All this she could not say to Mr. Chattaway. She could
give him no good reason for what she had said; he did not
understand imaginative fancies, and he went to rest after bestow-
ing upon her a sharp lecture for indulging in them.

Nevertheless, in spite of her denial, the master of Trevlyn
Hold could not divest himself of the impression that she must
have picked up some scrap of news, or heard a word dropped
in some quarter, which had led her to say what she did. And
it gave him terrible discomfort.

Was the haunting shadow, the dread lying latent in his heart,
about to be changed into substance? He lay on his bed,
turning uneasily from side to side until morning, wondering
from what quarter the first glimmer of the mischief would come,




