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CHAPTER 1.

“ Gricfs and fears, nursed in silence, grow like
Titan infants,”
Wiaes the summer came vound again,
Angela claimed the fulfilment of Margaret
promise, that she would spend a part, af
least, of her holiday at Dleak Moor.
Margaret renewed her promise, and even
fixed & time for going; and when she lad
done so, she hardly knew whether she
was going willingly or unwillingly. She
was most averse fo leaving London at the
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present time. Though through all the
dreary months she had waited there in
mingled hope and fear, no news had come
of Oswald. She felt that were she to go
away, if only for a weck, news wonld
certainly come in her absence; and she
could not bear the thovght that Oswald
should come to her house, and she not be
thero to reccive him,

At the same time, she feli umequal to
remaining in town alone through the dust
and heat of August, wailing and watcling
for what might never come. Thilip was
roing into Scotlind with some friends ;
Angela was going home; and thongh
Margaret knew that a word from her
would have kept Angela at London with
her, she would not speak the word.

“You must make up vour mind to a

very dull visit,” said Angela. “I expect
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I am very selfish to ask you to come at
all : we have absolutely no attractions at
Bleak Moor, when you get there. You
must make up yomr mind to exchange life
for vegetation existence, whatever you like
to call it.”

* | am not afraid,” said Margaret, smiling.

“1 have no friends. T do not suppose
you will be asked to go ount anywhero all
the time yon arve with me; I expect you
will die of stagnation.”™

“ Not n your company.”

“You are vastly amiable, But fore-
warned 1s forcarmed ; you can never say
I led wyou to Bleak Moor under false
pretences.  Yom shall come back to London
any day you like.”

Augela went home at the end of July,
and it was arranged that Margaret should

tollow her a week later.



