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ence of, and whose solemn promise and undertaking
I have—sir value received—that you shall be iy
wife ; against your mother, who advocates my cause
warmly ; against your brother, whose very life, de-
pendent as it is upon eomfort and indulgence, hangs
upon your consent’; and, last of all, against a man
who was never yet defeated in anything he under-
took, and who, having said that you shall be his
wife, will bave it so, though ruin and death stood at
the church door, and eternal perdition was the
sure’ consequence of marriage,”

“ A formidable array, were all those on whom
you count true to you, but they are not; true
faith can never dwell with villany.”

** What do_yon mean? Your stepfather—
the only one I have mentioned, whose conduct
lays him open to your reproach—dares not pla;
me false. He is bound to my interest witﬁ
bonds that he cannot break.”

“What if he should try?—if he should
suspect your motive for this suit, and, de-
siring the prize himself, amuse you with pro-
mises he never means to keep 2’

““He dares nof, he cannot! what do you
mean?—what are you hinting at?”

It matters not'; only when next youmake
a league with evil men against the helpless
and unfriended, remember that they who
can break their faith with those whom by
every law, human and divine, they are Lound
to protect, will not, when it suits them, be
unlikely to break it with you.”

The return of Hester prevented reply ; and,
for the time, silenced a conversation which
was fast depriving me of all self-command and -

prudence, : (T be continued, ) '

HOREHAM HALL, ESSEX.

A SHORT distance from the high road in the .
county of Essex, stands a picturesque building
of ancient date, and known as Horehgm Hall.
Leland tellsus in his ““Ttinerary,” that * Olde
Cutte builded Horeham Hall, a very sump-
tuons house, by Thoxtede, and there is a
pond or lake by it, and faire, parks thereahout,”
However, old Cutte lost his property, which
eventually came into the possession of Sir Wil-
liam Sm%th, of whose relative, Sir Thomas, secre-
tary to Hdward VI. and Queen Elizabeth, there
is a fine portrait by Titian over the carved mantel-
piece in one of the old parlours. The place is memor-
able as having afforded a refuge to the Princess—
afterwards  Queen — Elizabeth,
during the reign of her sister
Mary. A well worn side-saddle
of the Queen’s is shown in the
great hall, and there is a room
on the first floor of the square
which the queen often occupied
even after her troubles were over,
and she reigned in England as
the *fair vestal throned in the
west.” The aspect of the old
house, the weather-stained walls,
the ancestral trees, the piece of
water, the broad staircases, the
great hall, the curious rooms in
ont-of-the-way places, all com-
bine to make 1t a éharming visit-
ing place for artist or antiquary ;
~and sitting in one of the oaken
parlours, surrounded by every-
thing of a bygone, fashion, it is
‘ not diffieult to imagine oneself
in the full enjoyment of the
“good old times,”

Good old times! when thecoun-
try squire was apparently apreater
man than any country squire now
can hope to be—when he held high

- stateinhisancestral hall, and gave
hearty welcome to all comers ;
when argou might retire to the
orch and, in an arbour, eat a
last year's pippin of the squire's
own grafting; when you might
ride out with a hawk on your fist down to the
warren, where the falconer should beat the bushes
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served the English soldiers on their march to Dun-
sinane, Here, in this oaken parlour, for how many
hours a day sat my lady and her women at the
Here, how many times in a cen-

tury, were ladies who put aside the canvas for the
book, the needle for the pen, and emulating the
Ida.ughters of Sir Thomas More, Lady Jane Grey,
{ Catherine Parr, and Queen Elizabeth herself, culti.
vated literature and philosophy? Tt is to be feared

GEEAT HALL IN HOREHAM HALL,

oodly | that there were not many of these, and that when

King James began to reign such tastes died out
completely. Perhaps in the days of the Stuarts
some lady—for the fashion was set by people of rank
—left books and ’broidery, and fook to gambling,
singing—such songs as would scarcely be tolerated
anywhere now—drinking, and even smoking | Under
the Tudors, the ladies gave bread to the poor, and
prided themselves on the manufacture of condiments |

HOREHAM HALL, ESSEX.

and preserves. Under the Stuarts, they took to
bowling, cards, dice, and relished a bull bait!

till the heron flew up, and away went your | Perhaps, however, some lady of the Parliamentarian

hawk after her, to bring her down presently with
“one fell swoop.” Here, in those good old times,
what Christmas games were played, when tables
ﬁrm&d beneathold English fare, and peopleshouted,

anced, and made merry, and hung up such boughs
of holly—with mistletoe, of cowrse—that would have

arty may have spent her leisure in this room, and
Esmiahed everything in the shaE;a of sport or pastime,
Very many are the changes which have taken place
in the old house, and varied are the characters that
have lived, and loved, and died here, since ** Olde
Cutte” built the Hall ; but there is little to regret,

in the fact that the ““good old times” departed
before we were born, and that we live in a better
and a brighter epoch than that which saw the erec-
tion of Horeham Hall.

‘“NO USE TRYING.”

“THERE'S no use trying,” said the wife of a couple
of years, shaking her head, while tears of sorrow and
disappointment gathered into her eyes. “It's
evident enough that Robert and T were never
intended for each other, and we made a great
mistake when we got married. I'vetried again
and again to make things move smoothly, to
see if he couldn’t keep his temper, and I'my
tongue; but there's no wuse; matters prow
worse and worse, and if we get on one or two
days without jarring or trouble, we're sure fo
bring up against some beam by the end of that
time. So, for my part, I give it up from this
hour. All my old dreams of a life made beau-
tiful withs love, and sacred by constant care
and tenderness, and sweet with words and
deeds of affection, a life that should nevewbe
jarred by discord and harshness, are faded
now, and from this time T shall let things take
their own course.”

And so, her life was a failure, that married
life she had entered on with her young hus-
band, full of sweet and fragrant hopes, as
June mornings are with blossoms, and each
woke up suddenly to the knowledge of un-
imagined faults and weaknesses in the other,
which @n intimate acquaintance with any
character must always disclose,

And it was very hard to reecover from the
surprise and the shock of this new knowledge :
and . though the young wife resolved and re-
resolved, she lacked Purpose and Patience.
the very foundation of all true life, And
so, after a year or two of fitful strugple and
failure, she ““gave up,” and her hushand’s
life and-her own—och I it was the history of
ten thousand times ten thousand other lives—
. became darkened, and mildewed, and rusted by
fretful tempers and selfishness, by harsh words and
unloving looks, by frequent recriminations, and at
last by coldness and indifference.

“No usk IN, im,” mutters the drunkard, as he

wakes up in the morning fo find the tearful face of
his wife bending over him, and learns that, for her
sake, he was picked up from the gutter again last
night, and brought home, more an animal than the
dog they kicked from his door.
: ““Here I am, fallen again, low
as ever, just as I began o hope T
had triumphed and got the better
of this horrid craving; and I
haven't touched a drop for three
weeks, and now—well, I give up
all hope of ever coming off con-
queror, or being a decent man
again, There's no sort of sense
in saying T will when I won't, I
can’t save myself any more than
& stone can help tumbling down
hill when it has once began
rolling. Poor Mary ! I've broken
her heart; but it's my fate, and I
can’t help it! T shall never be
anything but a poor, drunken
dog—anyhow.”

And he, too, went down, down,
down, laying his broken-hearted
wife in the grave first, and follow-
ing her there, simply because he
dido’t triumph the first time, or
the second time, or the third—
as if that three weeks of absti-
nence from sin wasn't enough to
encourage and strengthen him to
try again! As if ene day, one
hour, five minutes of triumph over
any evil habit wasn't enough fo
hofél up in the face of any amount

of failure, and say, “There ! I did
that, and, God helping me, I'll do
it again | 3

“ Now, THERE'S NO SORT OF USE IN I'T,” murmurs
the youth, as he panses for a moment to take breath
—for it is slow, hard work for a half grown hoy to
pile up those heavy stones which build the wall
around that young orchard. I shall never be any-
body or anything! T've had hopes and dreams all
my life that I should make somebody in the world,
and get an education, and be a man that folks would
look up to and respect.





