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¢Mr. Hayward, I hear, is going to
exeonte & s{;?;ndid statue for pgn% . %nr-
wood exhibition in Ootober.
ham and I were joking him sbout it
the.other day, and asking who his
mo¢ 2l would..be, and he blushed like a
boy ' eighteen. He vrould nottell us,
bat ) think we know who it will, be—
eh, Gertrnde?' and Ledy Mercia
laughed archly, as she turned to her
younger sister, a superb beauty, fully
-aware of her own lovliness. ‘

.*I wish you would.not be so ready
to.couple my name with Cuthber$ Hay-
ward’s,”” answered the Lady Gertrude,
pettishly; “people will think we "are
-engaged, snd it will spoil all ‘my
chances for the season.”

“Well, do as you please, dear. Only
he is of old, though unfitled farrily,
and immensely ri<§1; .and the younyest
dauﬁh,ter of a poor earl may live to vue
the day shoe slighted bim,” * was the el-
der sistar's plain-spoken reply.

«Mamma does not agree with you,
Mercia; she thinks I ought to certaimly
secure & title; if I fail, then I may, per-
haps, accept Mr.- Hayward, as I should
not care to risk another season.”

The sisters were sifting in a pretty
rustic arbor in the gromnds of Grey-
stone Hall, and talking confidentially.
Lady Gillingham and her husband were
guests for the present; the former, be-
ing happily married was generously
anxious to see the younger sister simi-
larly circumstanced; but Gertrude was
quite unlike the warm-hearted Mercia.
She was cold-hearted, selfish, and cal-
culating, and had neither love nor ad-
miration for any man, except for his
title and. position.

The sisters had thought themselves
alone in the grounds, but as Gertrude
finished speaking, a gentleman, tall,
handsome, and more aristocratic in ap-

pearance than many a duke, arose from

s little mound where stood a mar-
ble fountain, close to, but hidden from
the arbor, and with « bitter smile on
his lips, walked quickly away.

It was Cuthbert Bayward. He was
honestly and truly in love with Lady
Gertrnde, and her last speech, unin-
tentionally overhoard, was a cruel
awakening from his dream of happi-
ness. -

Heo had intended her to be his model;
in'his youth he had been passionately
fond of the sculptor’s art, and it was
still the favorite amusement of his leis-

Gilling-.

ure houts, and since he hed met the
earl’s Iovely- daughter, a grent desire
to immortalize her perfect features in
pure white marble had taken possess-
lon of him, and-he had resolved thet
as the Burwood Exhibition was to bo
held in the autumn, he would executo
for it a beautiful statue of his love, and
when it was closed, the statue would
fill an honored place in his ancestra
gallezg. And then, too, he fondly
thought, its lovely original might also
find a lasting home atgﬂayward Lodge.

Now his dream was rudely shattered.

{)ie ]}f'd come forth from hiﬁ homeI that
right spring morning, a happy lover;
helgeturg:lgbtwo hourglater, z? gligh.ted.
ﬁisaé)pointed man.

«S0,** he thought bitterly, “my Lady
Gertrude  will flirt, and dance, and
hunt, with her worldly minded mcther’s
aid, for a wtle through one more Lon-
don season, snd then, if no noble lord
or duke is_caught, poor, insignificant
Cathbert Hayward may claim the prize?
Thank you; but your ladyship may
chance to find that you have but re-
hearsed in reality the famous fable af
the dog and the shadow. The statue
shall be sculptured to.the best of my
poor ability, but the false face of Lady
Gortrude will not be my model.”

So be wrought at his block of mar-
ble, and with every chip of the chisel,
with every blow of his hammer, his
bitterness of spirit increased, and his
determination never to marry, never
2gain to.Jook with love on the face of
woman, became stern and fixed.

“Elms,” said Lady Gertrude, one
day, to an orphan cousin who lived
with them, “do you know I used to
think Cuthbert Hayward s perfect beaw,
no other gentleman was half so grace-
folly attentive as he; novr, he has quite
altered, he is 8 worse beir than thag
old Churchill whom we ad hate,”

Elma’s soft gray eyes opened wida
with surprise,

“How can you think so, GertrudeP
Why, I always think him so kind, so
thoughtful, and—""

“Oh, of courseI quite forgot you ha@
set him up as your beau ¢dcal, Elms.
Perhaps you would like to msrry hime
yourself, eh? Well, if an eligible suit~
or comes my way when we go to Lon-
don next month, I'll turn him over to
you!? '

Elmy’s eyes filled with tears, and =
painful blush suffused her cheeks.

“Yon are very cruel to talk so, Ger-
trude, and you do not deserve the lova



