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own future, hcedloss of any pain this cholce might inflict upon
the mother who adored hlm, ho asked Sylvia Carew to be his
wife.

What answer could slo give hlim but a glad " Yes ?" HIis
was th. first voice that had evur awakened tenderness in her
beart and village gossip lhad tauglht lier to consider him the

Most eligible bachelor in Hedingham.

CHAPTER VI.

Msil. a1ANDEN AND HER1 SO NHAVE A Psw woR8.

t is haîf-past. ton o'clock, and tih visitors have departed
fron Dean llouse, after what the two Miss Toyibees declare
guishingly to have been a most enjoyable evenirng. It lias
borne a Close resemblance to other enjoyable evenings at
liedinglial. There lias been a well ordered dinner, but not
a itanquet of surprises snch as leliogabalus or Regent Philip
of Orleanis miglht have prepared for lis guests ; since every
one at Hedingiham kuows pretty well the strong points of his
neighbour's cook, and coulul make a shrewd guess as to the
contents of the silver entrée dishes before the covers are lifted.
'Then the ladies have taken a little atrolltin the twilight to
admire the bedding-out plants, have even visited the hot-
houses, perhaps ai thet risk of whitening their seftal raimient;
while the gentlemen, Edmund Standen, Mr. Toynbee and Mr.
Ilolmes the curate, have talked polities-airing respectable
Conservative opinions-over their claret and coffee. ''heu
they have ail met in the big cool drawing-room for tea and a
little music, and they have simpered their approval of songs
andt mazourkas which they have heard a good many times
since Christmas; and then they have parted, delighted with
one another, and with a life whiich tan boast such bright spots
as these frieudly little dinners.

If there is one time more than another that seems to lay
itself ont as it were, for a family quarrel, that period is the
,eIpty half-hour after a dinner party. The guests are gone,
the society mask, worn perhaps inîconsciouslv but worn ail
the saine, drops off. Feelings that have been held in repres-
sion tduring this interval of artificial existence spring back
upon us with strong rebotid. The hatches have been bat-
tened tidown over that lhrk hold where we keep our emotions,
but our badl passions thrust them open when society's restrain-
ing Intiuence is withdrawn.

Esther Rochdale pleaied fatigue, and said good-night tolher
adopted mother, as soon as the guests were gone. "Gooi-
night, dear auntie," she said, " and I hope you'll go to bei
very soon, for you're looking pale and tired-I'm afraid the
sun to-day was too much for you."

It hat been agreed long ago that Esther shouli call lier
protectress " Auntie." lu ail things hadl Mrs. :îtandeni been
as a mother to the orphan, yet shec could not bear that any
lips except those of ber own childiren should ca lier niother.
Edmund's voice alone gave that sacred name its full sweetness,
fond though she was of tie daughter who hat married, and
made for heuself new ties and a new home. In her hcart of
hearts Edmund was as lier only child. She would not for the
world have owned to. such a sentiment, setting lier face, as she
did, against al sentimentality ; neverthcless this was the feel-
ing thatl had governedt her years ago when shie taught the
little Indian child to call ier Autitie."

il The sun was powerful, but I don't mind that," said Mrs.
Standen, with an involuntary glance at lier son.

il What was it that bored you to-day, if it was not the ieat,
mother?" asked Edmuntid, wlen Esther was gone.

Those troublesome emotions would not beý kept any longer
tunder the hatches. IThe long duli eveningL., enforced severniice
from Sylvia, and tihe prosy conversational neanderings of Mr.
Toynbee and the Curat, hal goaded Mr. Standen almost to
madniess. lie felt that it vouldi do him good to quarrel with
soie one-even with his mother. There was no tenderness
in that sacred name as lits lips utterel it to-night,

I was unhappy about you, Edminnd," answered Mrs, Stan-
den, with a look of pain.

41 Why shouldI you be unlnhappy about me, mother ?" asked
the young man coldly, '1 erau se- no reason. I have always
been an obedient son."

Yon have indeed," said thei mother, stealîing a tender look
at her darling, who was walking upir and down the rooni with
impatient strides.

"And I shall be so still. ir if I cannot obey I shall at
least know how to sulmit. Why shloild yoti feel unhappy
mother? You tihave made your decision antid I atu ready to
abile by it. We can be friends ail the same."

No, wC are iot the sanie to each other-ve are not whai
we were a monthi ago."

l Wel, there may be a little tdifferenee iii our mutulal eatis-
faction, just at tirst," Edmunid answered with a somewha
bitter smile, fit takes a nuan somte time te accuston himsel
to the idea that his mother menians t )disinherit him. I don'
mean as regards thec change in lis pospects. That is a smrai
thing. But he has to reconcile himself to the knowledge tha
the mother lie loves can deal hardly liv him.'

Il Do you thiink it is no pain to me to (eal hardly with yo
Edmuind ?"

If it were so painful voi would scarcelv do itl."
It is for your own sake, Edmundl. If ny affection has ni

influence with youi, 1 nust use hie power yotîr father's wuil
gave me. 1 would <o anything to provent this wretchel'
marriage."

That yeu will iever do. You cati reduce me to beggary
but you cannot rob nie of the woman I love. Nothing les
than fate shall do that."

"i You mean te muarry Sylvia Carew, thien ?" asked th
mother, with a desperate look. Sho could hardlv believe tha
this idolised son couli persist in his oppositioi to lier will.
She hal entreated him with tears ; she would have gone o
ber knees to supplicate him hal there beeni antîy hope o
success.

I told you so the day before yesterday," le( said, moodily
Yes. But soue good influence mighît have softoned you

hoart since then."
Il There is no hardneas Iniy heart. I have m>lrny made n

my mind to marry the one woman I eau thoroughly love. I
there anything unnatural In a man choosing for lhimself ?1
think you sometimes forget, motiier, thiat I havo comei t
man's estato. You fancy that I am still a little boy, protecte
from the risk of falling down stairs by a gate on the uuirsui
landing, as I used to b twenty years ago."

«I oshoild not attempt to interfere iwithi your choiece, if
were rational, the deliberateresult of sober reason-an attaci
ment that bad stoodf hie test of tiie; ibut to see you ben
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upon marrying a girl whom you have only known since last
May; of whîom you know positively nothing except that she
has a pretty face - 1

"And that i the one face upon earth for mae, and that she
loves me, and that I love hier. That'a the beginning, middle,
and end of a love story, mother. You can't improve it or takeaway from it, or add to it. No love match from the days of
Paris and Helen ever bail a longer history. One would think
you never hadi been in love yourself, mother, by your talk of
sober reason and rational attachments."

This careless thruist went home. Mrs. Standen had dreamed
lier fond girlish idream of love seven years before she married
the portly banker, at thie sober age of six and twenty. She had
loved and been beloveti, and sacrificei the tenderest hopes of
a girl's heart upon the altar of family convenience. Should
there net be a small stone altar in the hall of every house, as
a symbol of that invisible shrine on which. se many tender
feelings are constantly being offerei up before the implacable
honsehold god, Necessity ?

Mr. Standen would not teil Edmund that ste too hadl suf-
fered. It would have been disrespectful te that generous
huaband wlho hadl loved and trusted lier so fully. But she
went up to ber boy, and gently took his hand, and said,

I know what it is to suffer, Ednund, and to be dis-
appointed, and to own afterwards that the disappointment was
a blessing in disguise."

I wanti no suchi equivocal )enefits," said the young mari,
impatiently. Il Thueu's ro use in arguing the point, mother.
I mean to be a dutiful son always. Nothing can make any
real or lasting difference inl my affection for youî. But I in-
tend to marry the woman I love."

And then after settling the question thus with an air of
supreme calm, that quarrelsome demon which hal lbeen dis-
quieting him more or less all the evening, broke loose in Mr.
Standen's breast, and he exclaimei, angrily :-

Il Indeed, I cannot see what substantial reason youe ca have
for objecting to the match. Wbat are we that we should set
ourselves up among the old county familles ?"

" On my side at least we have some claini to good blooi,"
said Mrs. Standen with dignity. "l The Bossineys are as old
a family as any in the west of England."

Mrs. Standen hiad been a Miss Bossiney. That crumbling
ivy-mantled vault in the churchyard enshrined the ashes of
lier ancestors. She had inherited the Worcester dinner-ser-
vice, and the Derby dessert service from the Bossineys.

"Like the Copplestones and the Trelawneys, I suppose,"
replied Edmund scornfully. Il"But when we come to names
Carew is as good as any."

"A very good name for those to whom it belong But I
should question a parish schoolmaster's right to it."

" What, did you never hear of a gentleman in reduced cir-
cumstances ?"

il Rarely of any gentleman living so obscure a life as Mr.
carew's, withouît sote good reason for his preferring such ob-
scurity," answered Mrs. Standen.

t4 You are full if prejudice, mother," cried Eimund, quick-
ening his pace.

" It is net prejudice, Eimuni, but instinct. Trust a
mother's feelings in such a case as this. If it i. life or death
for you, it is life or death for mnet. Wreck your happiness and
vou wreck mine. I have studied that girl since I found out
your infatuation for lier."

i A period of three or four week " cried the son, scorn
fully.

" Long enough for te to find out a goodl deval. I have
talked to peopfle who know Sylvia Carew. I have been to the
school thîree or four times to see with1 mY own eyes."

t> ler chiaracter is not exposed to view in a glass case, like
the trinkets on a jeweller's couniter."

"She is shallow enough for me to read lier, ves, to the
heart of ber iy-tery," answered Mrs. Standen. lFrivolons
proud, vain-that is' the character I hear of her, and wihat1
have seen contirmns my informants,"

I wonder vou can stoop to listen to petty village gossip
the ill-natured sugstions of women whuo are envious of m
$ylvia's sweet face.

"I have talked to some who are beyond envy. Mrs. Van
court has seei a g tiood deal of Miss Carew, and her judgment
deliberately arrivei at, for she is far too good a womau to con
deun Iastily, coinciIes witl ny own instinct. That girl i
not worthy of the sacrifie' you are goiu; to make for her."

, 'Sacrifice ?" echocd Eduintind. "é Were I an enperor1
i should bc proud te win lier."

di1I it were only a question of wortlly disilvantage, ifi
t were merely tht diifTerence in your social rnîk, I would cas

to oppose you," suaid the mother, yearning to be reconcile
- with thîis belovedt son, and feeling how wide a breach yawne
t between them. ;zI would evlen say nothing about the mvter
f in Mr. Carew's life, the evident incongruity between the nia
t and his position. If the girl hierself were a gooi girl-"
A " How lare you ay that she is anvtbing else than gooi
it criel Edmuuind, the long smotheredl tire flaming Out at las

" IHow lare vou judge hier-yu who pretend to ruile you
, life by the gospel ?"

This was another houe-thruust. ilow is any woman to justil
that dim foreboding fear whici $he cal aun instinct ?

o "I want youu to be happy, Eduntid," his nother said piteou
l ly.
d c" ican only be happy in oni way. I cati only blie happy i

I mnarry lie woman I love."
, déHow can you Uc sure of vour heart ? You are little mor
s than a boy."

tg It is al very Weli for you to think ne tliit, mother; bu
e at four-ani-twenty I clainm the right to consider nvs'fel
it iian."

.Andi you are pre'pared to face beggaiy, for the sake of th
rn girl?"V
f i I am willing to resiglnmy heritage."

"éLike Esau," said Nlr. Stuaidei bitterly.
, Like Esau, if you will. Things did ntot g, so badIv wil

r Esatu in after-life; hie bad his tlocks ad his lierds, like h
more astute brother. No, nother, 1 don't lein to face be

p gary ; I mean to work for my living, as mnany a better mi
s lias don> before nme, I muean to succeed, God helîp me, f
I my young wifo's sake; AndId I," with a sudden change to te
o deriess, "I look forwardi huopefully to the day when you wi
.d be reconciled to my choice, and whuven yonuili say t ite
'y i After alil, Edmimtl, ua truie heart is a safe cunsellor,"

That look of atTection from the young man's honest eyt
it that tender tonue deeply touched! the nother. Sie was n
h. usually demonstrative of her tenderest feelings, but to-nig
nt she laid ber head on her son's sboulder and sobbed aloud.
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IMy boy," she cried; "I scem te use you hardly, when I
love yeu better than my life."

l Why, you foolish mother," said Edmund cheerily, every
angry feeling gone ut sight of his mother's tears, "do you think
anything or anybody can alter the affection we two bear for
each other? Do you think a paltry question of money would
ever divide us? Do you think I love you any less because I
persist in my choice of a wife ? A man's heart must be small
indeed, if lt is net big enough te hold wife and mother."

" My best of sons 1" murmured Mrs. StandenI. le who
rules above us reads my heart, and knows it holds no selfish
feeling where you are concerned. It is no personal prejudice
-no mot.her'sjealousy-that makes me oppose this marriage.
But you have made u your mind--wby do 1 speak of it
any more ? Let there be no bitterness between us. I can do
no more except pray for your happiness."

Mrs. Standen iad playedi her ace of trumps, and, as it were,
thrown the card away. She had thought that when called
upon te weigh the loss of bis father's fortune against the grati-
fication of his own caprice, Edmund would have hesitated to
pay so heavy a price for his fancy. She saw him calmly reso-
lute, unmoved by the prospect of se great a sacrifice, ready te
surrender his heritage as lightly as if it bad been one of the
banker's silver snuff-boxes-those memorials of the departed,
which were piously preserved under a glass case on the chuif-
fonier yonder. She saw her tactics fail utterly. She bhad
nover meant te rob ber boy of the inheritance that was justly
his. She had never meant te enrich ber daughter at the cost
of ber son.

She had only striven te stand between Edmund and a pas-
sion which that keen instinct of maternal love told hier would
be fatal,

(To be continuied.)

( For the Cwwadion filluetrated Nw.

IN SPITE OF HIMSELF.

BY NED P. MAI.

I.

"George," said Arthur Bannister, as after a searching
scrutiny of his friend hie removed the short pipe from his lips
that he mighît speak more intelligibly, Il George, you have got
a fit of the blues again."

t>No, Ait, 'm alt right; a fellow can't be always cutting his
jokes yon know."

Il George," this time Ait spoke like an oracle, Il you are hid-
ing your light under a bushel. You are worth better things
than this

"1 There was a time when I should have thought so too. Ait.
Now, I am doing well enough as I am."

"You areý not doing well enough, for you might do better."
Perhiaps the reader would like te know what they were do-

ing, these two friends. Let us take a look at their surrountid-
ings and we may perhaps judge.

They were seated-smoking, as we have scen-iu a quaint
little old-fashioned back parlour with an open fire-place ; a
room not bv any means devoid of comfort according to bach-
elor notions. 'he carpet was rici, and by no means old,

- though it bore witness that its owners were devotees of the
narcotie weed in more places than one. The furniture was
good in all its details thougli ut hadt evidently been subject to
rougi usage, the scratches and nail prints on the mahog'uny
showing plainly that its possessors did net always take the

e trouble te put on their slippers before subsiding into positions
more considterate of their personal comfort than the preserva-

e tien of their chairs and tables. The walls were profusely
, covered with pictures, good of their sort, but in the selection
1 of which masculine tastes were evidently predominant. En-

gravings and oil-paiutings were mingled in most approved
, confusion, anîd poertraits of celebrated trotters, prima donna s,
y premières danseuses, ant rat-terriers, ranged side by sid upon

those classic walls. There was a pipe rack, too, where all
- that was curions, and costly, and convenient anong the iai-
, plements of the smoker's art, hung temptingtly arraved
- there were boxes of cigars of wondrous brandts prime hava.
s nus, choice Cubas, mild Manillas, piled away in the angles of

th>eîold brick chimney; there was a funny, carved old corner
I cupboard which contained decanters of choice wines, and

black bottlesu filled with strong and subtle iquors, and spinit
it stands where, as now, was brewed that insidious nectar whose
e four elemnents, as Schiller sings, intinately commingîle, put
d to lif" its tinisinîg touch and give to the world its stableness.
i At leait there was no sign of squalor here, and if there was
'y something lacking of that retinement ani air of lioni" whi"hi
n woman's hand alone can lend, at least there was no lack ot

comnforts,
?" But what vere they doing? what were the neanîs by whi'ih
t. these comfortus were obtaiued by our two friets ? A glance ai
r the front of the louse will slhew us it was an old Book Store.

Yes, a Second-Hiand Book Store. Ah! yenruay laugh, but there
fy are those in the vorld Vho can tell yeu that there is noney

in that buiness, and that by it mlnisers have eri' now accuuII-
s- lated thiir boards.

But our friendis vere too young and too fond of creature
if conforts to be misers, and that quaint little back parlour liad

witnessed feasts, andi had seen company, which would have
e astoisied you

Celebrities of the sporting world and heroes of the sock aInd
it buskin hadI laughied and quatTed and joined the ftow of boil
a and soul there. Svkes the fighting man hat drunk his ''heavy'

there, nl d Wle. Joliejambs hait partaken there of oysters and
is chiampîagnie. B ut thiere, mu spite ofuill this coni-vmality, George

Beihuami sometotner; got the 'lues and was told b lis partner
and bet friend i the woriti, Ait Banister, thai tle iwas worth
butter tms

hi te George," he said, you muist sell out of this. Bustness 1s
is tlourishuing ;I cani py you a good handlsomne sunu dwiî al
g- your share; vou mu't go back te the world to your olt hauits
n again aii c respectable once more before it i to late. Clear
or out of this, -calet miI I fev fashionable togs, the best that can
n- be built for nouey, bu seen only in the best seats at the'opera,
ll the theatre and in church, and of coure you dillîle al this
. ' t Spatown where yo r palmy ays were pa ret rianti ywre

ou have creditable frieuds, and if yoi doubu' l reirieî'e Ye
s, fortunes and make your mark-write me lown a double ?.
ot il How make my mark ? How retrieve my fortunes V
ht e tWomen, of course er

" Anld how' explain my dsappearancey life lthiite

I.1


