THE LADITES JOURIN.AT.

Well Worth Winning,

CHAPTER III.—Tuz Exp or 4 WeEk,

With & heart full of bitterness and con-
scious impotence, Arthur Loring rose from
his bed in the middle of the night and went
out. The strects were silent and deserted.
He walked southward, and along Qxford
St. and Park Lane, and down Knightsbridge
way, thinking all thoe while not of whither
he waa going, but whether it would not be
wiser to take himself off the scene at once,
by enlisting as o soldior next day.

In this unsatisfied, and distracting state
of mind lie found himself, somewbat to his
surprise, in front of his uncle’s house in
Cadogan Square.

Arthur was ratherashamed onmaking the
disoov'er{,wund beat a quick retreat. On
his way back to Marylebone, the poison of
Ralph Loring’s advice began to have its
turn, a8 poisons bave away of doing—it flew
radidly through every vein. .

*¢ Xf there only wos a chance, over go faint
& hope {” he exclaimed. ‘¢ Ab, but it would
be worth trying for 1”

The fates seerned to be with Lering, or

ainst him, according as you look at it.
Sleeping none that night, he went out early
for a walk in Hyde Park, and met Maud
Lavelle having her motuoing gallop. She
was unattended, and reined up hor horse
immediately she saw him, How charming
she looked 1 with the light of youth and
health in ber eyes, and their pink on her
cheeks. And she was glad to meet him,
too, aud made no secret of it

She glanced at his face with some con.
cern, and, hesitating a little, asked :  Have
you been ill since wo saw you last night ?”

“QOh no,” he snswered laughing, *not
ill; s little ill at ense, perbaps. I am nob
quite reconciled to things as yet, I suppose,
But thatis nothing. Tell me, Maud, were
you offended with mo ?”

¢ Surely not—~—Arthur,” she replied, add-
ing his name with the sweetest and {riend-
liest shymess imu.g\inable. She continned
more eoberly: ‘“Mr. Longfield, I think,
didn't like it; but I suppose you don’t mind
that, Mamma said nothing at all.  And,
Mr. Loring, would you guess what he said ?”

¢1 should never guess.”

¢ He said it was )ust what he expected.
There. And for my part, Arthur, now that
1 know you, I should like to know you bet-
ter : it is so nice to have a cousin to talk o
and go out with sometimes, and I have had
nobedy.”

She said this eo innocently and seriously,
that Arthur Loring, conscious of his own
thoughts, felt asbatned.

¢ Mamma and I lunch at half-past one,”
she proceeded in the same way : “and if
you imean to cull to-day, and can come about
that honr, you might Iuneh with us.”

< J shall be delighted, Maud.”

¢ And afterwards, would you—would you
take e to see the Tower of London on one
ot the penny steamboats ¥

The proposition was a little slariling, but
if the thing could be carried out he would
go with her too gladly.

Do you know,” she conlinued, focling
relief for having got the expedition to the
Tower off her mind, *I hove often thought
that if I had a brother—or a cousin,” with
ever 8o faint a blush at this point, * 1 should
like him to take me all over London, at
least once s week in fine weather, on the
outside of an omnibus.”

Tt wounld ho jolly, Iadmit,” he assented,
with considerable doubt as to whether such
pleasure was ever to bo his, *“ You have a
capital view from tho top of an omnibus;
and as only two can sit on onc chair”—an
advantage to which he was not oblivious—
““you are pever crushed. And if you take
one of tho front ecats, you escape the to-
bacco-smoke, if there is any going.”

Certain thoughts, suggested by the confid-
ing innocence of this charming girl, troubled
tho breast of Arthur Loring on his way back
to breakfast. He feared it wgs not honour-
ablo to lay siege to the unsuspecting citadel
of her heart, But the temptation was too
great to be resisted, and once for all he de-
fiantly flung to the winds overy anxious foro-
cast of the result, He ahould find it easy
enough by-and-by—ifsuccessful—to prove to
himeelf that it was hia duty to snve her from
the fate of becoming Longlicld's wife.

It is mean,” ho said, ** to have to resort
to trenchery in getting at ber heart ; but if
she suspocted it now, she would be tooalarm-
ed to suffermetogoout  However,in theend
it will be best for her, and sho will forgiye

Doubtless she would, supposing everything
to turn ot us he hoped.

Arthur Loring did not fail to present him-.
self at half-past one, and he was received by
Mra. Loring with a stately courtesy that
rather chilled him. However, Maud made

up for this, and he was much surprised and
uzzled by the abscnce of interest with which
rs. Loring appeared to regard the exour-
sion to the Tower of London. She did not
utter a syllable, in his hearing, either for or
against a project the nature of which might
certainly suggest some special observation.

“Does your mumma care for your comin;
with me down the river 1” he asked Mau
when sho was buttoning her gloves in the
hall before starting.

The suppresed interest of his manner was
different from that of the matter-of-fact
reply : “ Mamma is quite satisfied ; why
shouldn’t she 77

“Idon’t know, though, what my uncle
Henry would su{h”

“ Mr. Loring knows all aboutit, Arthar ;
1 told him ot breakfast.”

This was another surprise, for Maud's
way of speaking left no doubt that she bad
her step-father's sanction. Arthur was
next half temPted to make a remark as to
Mr. Longfiold’s sentiments in relation to the
matter when he should hear of 1t ; but he
thought he had gone far enough,

Carrying a warm shawl on his arm, in
case it should be cold on the river, he took
her out to Sloane Sireet and bailed a ban-
som. When he had put her in and
taken his seat beside her—paying the
design of tho vehicle a ailent tribute
of admiration—he pulled the doors to. For
a timo Maud sat looking etraight before her,
sayin, nothin%, until he asked what she
was thinking of.

“I was thinking, Arthur,” she said,
““might we not come back on an omnibus "

*¢ Certainly, Maud, if you wish,” he an-
swered with alacrity.

They were soon on the steamboat, churn-
ing down the river ; and the breeze was so
cool and strong that he foresaw the keeping
of the shawl round her pretty shoulders
;v.ould demand his constant and close atten-

jon,

There is no doubt that Arthur Lering
mado the most of -his opportunities during
tho remainder of that weck, and laid scige
to Maud Lavelle with an ardour that arose
pot from deliberate design, but from an in-
tensity of love that was akin to wor-
ship. In the fire of this passion,
fed by daily intercourse which was free
—on her side—from reserve as the compan-
ionship of = child, he forgot or frefused to
listen to the warning that bad in the begin-
ning startled his conscience. The week was
all too short for love; but when it came to
an end, it looked indeed to have been too
long for prudence. Never missing o change
in ber sweet face, Arthur Loring was ro-
proached by an expression of trouble that
began to hover at times about the girl’s eyes.

The last day—the day before %w was to
commence his dutice under Mr. Longfield—
they had gone for only a short walk in the
Park, and Maud was most of the time very
silent. Once ho asked what was the matter :
but she ?uickl brightened up said, ¢ Noth-
ingat all ¥ 'This was not satisfactory ; and
if her pensiveness were due merely to the
termination of what might be likened to an
enjo?'ablc holiday, he knew her habitual
frankness well enough to be suro thav ehe
would have said so, "But she never referred
to it at all,which was very strange.

Two other explanation of her manner oc-
curred to him, but he dared not mention
either. She might be in fear of Mr. Longfield
on account of the liberty she had enjoyed
those past few days, and no doubt she had
earned the man’s displeasure, and should
experience it, Or it might be—Arthur Lor-
ing hardly ventured o form the wlid hope
-1t might be that, if her choice were free,
she would not now become Longficld’s wife.

“ Good-bye, Maud,” he said that even-
ing, after taking her home. ‘I suppose
that is the right word now, for I go to work
to-morrow, and Heaven knows when I shall
meet you again,”

She did not raise her eyes, but quickly
answered, ¢ Good-bye, Arthur,”and ranup
the stairs,

He was standing looking after her in
pained surprise, when Mra. Loring came out
of an adjoining room. ¢“Where isa Maud,
Mr. Loring ?"” she asked.

“Gone qustaire. I havo just eaid good-
bye to her.”

Mrs. Loring looked at him with her cold
eyes, reflected a moment, and said: X
believe yon are going to the office to-mor-
row, anl that we shall consequently not see
you so much after to-day, Could you spare
me a few minutes before you got’

¢ Certainly, Mra. Loring,” he answered ;
and then ho followed her to the back draw-
ing-room with anuneasy feeling.

e, Loring sat down and pointod to a
chair facing her, and facing the light of
a window as well. Loving did not fail to
notice this, and tho circumstance did not
make more comfortable,

1 suppose, Mr, Loring,” she said, coming

to the point with a directness that gave him
a start, ““ you are aware that my daughter
is engoged to be married very soon w Mr.
Longtield ¥

¢] have concluded as much,” he answer-
ed, trymﬁbu utmost, with his face to that
high window, to betray no discomposure.

I am glad you have known it, Mr. Lor-
inf. Indeed, I think you ought to have been
told ; but then, it is a somewhat embarrass-
ing thing to do all at once. But I am glad
you have known it, for your own sake as

well as my daughter's, -
This was plain ea.kinlg, and Arthur Lor-
iog turned very red, * jous,

“Law, Mr. Loring,” she said, showing
ber pretty teoth in nimgb, ¢ ngver look a8
if you'd eat s body when & body wents to
speak to you.”

. “I'm not a cannibol, yet,” he_snswered,
]omingblen tho laugh ; < but if I was, you
w«;'u,l,d a very dainty body to catoh and—

€

He rocognised the girl now, tho he
bad on?megn:mlly sces her onoe or t:_‘&; at
his uncle’s house, She was Maud’s maid ;
and of course Arthur became at once atten-
tive and interestod, and walked on with
her, Equally of course he expected that the

mver{ cio
Mra. Loring,” he answered, with a visible
effort to suppresgion, * thst in my al.tqred
circumstances I should be & very ineligible
suitor in any quarter, snd I koow that in
this case I should be & most uncomfortable
one. May I therefore request you to be-
lieve that, if 1 have lost cve ing else in
the way of inheritanca, I have not yet lost
my pride

rs, Loringd’a impassive face changed ever
80 sliﬂ;otly under this epeech—it might have
boen from surpriso, perhaps, But she made
no answer in words, merely inclining her
head in acqniescence.

Then there wassilence, and Loring rose.
¢ I presume, Mra, Loring, the situation ie

uite clear now, and I may take my leave?

must thank you for a fow ver{"plemnt
days. Of course I need not say that in the
walk of life on which I enter to-morrow all
my old habits and rolations of life como to
an end,”

*¢1 do not know that it need be so, Mr.
Loring. No doubt my husband will still
recollect that you are his nephew, and you
will not cease to be a gentleman.”

** T hope not,” he answerad, with a laugh ;
“but the character of & gentleman and the
resources of a pound a week—which I sup-
pose will about represent Mr. Longfield's
estimate of my value—do not go well to-
gether. But I do not complain ; I am quite
readir and resolute to acceps the fact.”

¢1trust you do not mean all that—quite,”
she remarked, with more courtesy than sin-
(I:?:i'ty' 88 it certainly seemed to Arthur

ring.

“ Igdo mean it, Mra. Loring,” he answer-
ed quickly, with the bloed sgain in his face.
“ T'am too proud to go outof this house with
a concealment. I love Maud with my whole
heart, and I mever again can enter this
house for that reason. There. I do not
deceive you, nor have I dishonoured myself.
Yourdaughter hasno suspicion of my acctet,
nor sball she ever know it from me. As a
humbte clerk in her husband’s office, she will
understand the unfitness of any further ac-
queintance with me.”

Loring was moved now, but thein-
scrutability of her face gave no index of the
character of her emotion. Loring cared too
little to give the msatter a moment's
thought.

“Il.g expected it would happen,” she said.
‘I do not know what my husband expected,
or why he was so willing to throw you two
together. It wasa thing that was sure to
happen.”

*“ L hope, then, youdonothold me toblame?
I have been honest with you,”

“I know there will he sorrow out of this,”
gho said, without looking up from the
carpet,— ¢ Good-bye, Mr Loring, I think
you had better not come here again, even if
your uncle invites yow.”

Arthur Loring swept out of the house
looking uvagﬁ.n It is little to say that his
blood was boiling. There were & hundred-
and-one wild notions dancing through his
head—desperato schemes for blowing aky-
high that infamous and heartless plot for
the disposal of poor, innocent Maud Lavelle,
whom he worshipped ; and it was at the
sameo time maddening and sickening that
every thought of the kind ahould receive its
sudden death-blow from the despicable fact
of an empty purse. The iron went into his
soul. It was no wonder he Jooked eavage.

As he went tearing along the pavement
down Sloane Street, his aspect and impetu.
osity sent an exceedingly Eretty moiden fly-
ing ont of hisway before him. He could not
avoid noticing her after a while, and when he
saw her going along at that pace, now and
then glancing back at him aver her shapely
little shoulder, theidea struck him—did she
fancy he was pursuing ber to take her life ?
Ho had to stop and laugh, the jincitement
was so irresistible ; and the curions thing
was that the girl stopped teo, regarded him
doubtfully an instant, and then Iwghed like.
wise. It was altogether a comedy of the
pavement,

She waited for him while he approached,
and for his life ho could not think what it
all meant, As thero was no donbt that she
was waiting for him, he halted when he came
up with her, looking into her very winsome
pink and white face with considerable sur.
prise and iuterest,

girl wanted to speak to him conoerning her
mistress ; but to hia great surprise he dis-
covered presently that she had no such in-

tention. She wanted to talk to him sbout
herselt, and abous herzelf, t0o, in the most
interceting relation whick s girl osu have,
After a good deal of l)lunl!in“?l and giggling,
he Jearned that Kitty—whioh was her name
—wasprivately engsged tos young man, who
was pressing on the propriety of their mar
rying without forther delsy. Interrogsted
a3 to the young man’s name and prospecta
Kitty oonfessed, shyly, that his name was
¢« Jack "—Jack Hornby, and that by pro-
fession he was a clerk. The name struck
Loring a4 one that he bad heard before, but
he could pot recolleot where, until the girl

ve him the uncomfortableinfarmation that
ﬁ . Hornby was & clerk in Mr, Longfield’s
office, Kitty herself baving obtained the de-
sirablo post for her lover through the friend-
ship of her mistress.

Arthur Loring roughly bandled his adol-
escent moustache for & minute. Did Kitty
know thatlherlover wasnow under ‘‘notice,”
in order to make way for him, Mr, Arthur
Loring? The thought was bitterly humiliat-
ing to him ; until it occurred to him that
Eerhaps snother arrangement might have

een made at the Annuitants’ office during
the past week.

* Well, now,” said Arthur Loring by-and-
by, when they had become confidential on
the subject and were sitting on one of the
aeats in Sloane Sgnare, ** the question is, ave
you willing to make Jack & happy man ?”

¢Oh, quite willing Mr. Loring,” she an-
swered simply ; *“ but it isn't that exactly. I
don’t know that I ought to consent this pax-
ticular time, though Miss Maud tells me
that I ehould.”

¢ Miss Lawelle says you should?” remark-
od Loring with livelier interest,

“Yes, sir. You see Jack is losing his
place to-day, though of course he is sure to
geb another one.”

“Does Miss Lavelle know this?” he in-
uired, turning to look after a passing omni-
na.

“Oh yes, and she is very sorry ; but still

she thinks I ought not to hold back.”

¢ Why is he losing his place 1"

The girl looked up, her face red with sur-
prise, *I thoughtélyou knew, sir,” she an-
swered gently, *“ They will not want Jack
when you go to the office.”

 Very well, Kitty. Tell Jack Iam not
qoing to the offiice, and then, I suppose, he
will be kept on. I ghall write myself to my
uncle presently to sa.K that I have changed
my mind.—No, no,” he added laughing, as
he saw the girl preparing to remonstrate.
¢ You are quite wrong, Kitty. I had wade
up my mind before I met yon, and nothing
would make me alter it.—Shall I tell you
why, since you bave told me po much 1 de-
test Mr. Longfield, and could not work
under him.”

Kitty draw o breath ag long and decp as
the ca.pamty of her emall bosom admitted,
and eaid : ** X can well understand that Mr
Loring. Everyone detests him,”

He would have liked to ask if Miass La-
velle was included in ‘‘ every one,” for he
was afraid she wag ; but of course he did
not ask,

¢ So that difficulty being removed, Kitty,
1 supposs you will decide to give Jack his
way in regard to the marriage.~Whon and
where is it to take place? I ehould like to
come and seo it.”

‘ Oh, would you, Mr Loring 1 oried
Kitty quiokly with a violend blush, ¢ And
thatis just what I wanted to—to ask you
eir. If you would—would kindly consemt
to be—Dbo best-man to Jaok 1

To sea Kitty collapse after that effort,
and clasp her tiny hands tightly together,
and stare straight before her with the rigid
look of a perzon ready for the worst that
could happen, was a sight of interest, Lor-
ing looked at her for o few seconds, dum.
founded by so unexpected & request, and
unable to make enything ofit ; then his
ggod-lmmonr came to his aid, and he laugh-
e

“ But, Kitty,” he said, “I haven’t the
pleasure of knowing Jaok. If I had, and he
askerd me to stand by him on that trying oc-
casion, I would be delighted.”

*¢ Ob, thank you, Mr. Loring ; that's al}



