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" income papa bas. I dare say she has

STAR.

Memory’s Garden.

Back on its golden hinges
The gate of memory swings :
And my heart goes into the garden
And walks with the olden things:
The old-time joys and pleasures,
The loves that it used to know,
It meets there in the garden,
.And they wander to and fre,

It heareth a peal of laughter.
1t seeth a face most fair ;
It thrills with a wild, strange rapture
At the glance of a dark eye there.
1t strayeth under the sunset,
In the midst of a heavy throng,
And beats in a tunefiil measure
To the snatch of a floating song.

It heareth a train of music
Swell on the dreamy air;
A train that is never sounded,
Save in the garden there.
It wanders among the roses,
And thrills at a long-lost kiss,
And glows, at the touch of fingers,
In a tremor of foolish bliss.

But all is not fair in the garden:
There’s a sorrowing sob of pain ;
There are teardrops bitter, scalding;
And the roses are tempest slain.
And I shut the gate of the garden,
And walk in the present’'s ways ;
For its quiet paths are better
Than the pain of those vanished days.
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Chapter L.
A NEW INMATE FOR THE VICARAGE.

gﬁ/ HAT a sluggard I am! cried Lil-

lian Campbelle, as she opened her
eyes, some half an hour after her usual
time of rising. 1'o think Ishould have
overslept myself on this day beyord all
others—the day upon which Estelle is
coming! How I long to see her—this
wonderful London belle! It will be de-
lightful to have a companion—one who
will be always with me. I love my dear
old home, dearly; but it is rather dreary
to have no one to speak to but dear
papa and old Margery. It was not so
bad when Neville was at home. Some-
how, then, we used to have more visitors
calling at the Vicarage. But Iam not
going to bemoan my loneliness any more.
Estelle is coming, and I shall no longer
feel lonely and envy other girls who have
sisters, 1 am so happy, I could dance
for joy.

But just then, Lilly remembered un-
der what circumstances her cousin Ks-
telle was coming to the vicarage, and a
tinge of sadness checked the joy which |
had been rippling like sunshine over her
winsome little face.

How cruel and selfish I am! she half
murmured ; I am forgetting that Uncle
Reginald’s death has made papa very
sorrowful, and has left Estelle fatherless
and homeless. Not the latter, though, I
hope, since she has consented to make
this vicarage her home, I am so glad

apa and his brothér were friends before
ﬁis death, and that he gave Estelle into
his charge. He quite forgave papa then
for refusing to leave this quiet country
living for a fashionable west-end incum-
bency in London.

Poor Unele Reginald was very ambi-
tious that all his family should push on
their fortunes to the utmost. I remem-
ber when he wrote to papa, urging his
proposal of his leaving Ashton—where
he said his fine talents were not likely
to be appreciatéd—for London, he al-
most ventured to promise, that with his
influence with his political party, his
brother should ere long wear the mitre

I wonder if papa would have become
a bishop! Ah, day! fancy me a bish-
op’s daughter |—going to court and
wearing fine clothes and jewels! What
a transformation it would have been of
the little country mouse !

I suppose I am like papa—not ambi-
tious enough to rise, but content wo re-
main buried in a country hole of a vicar-
age, as Uncle Reginald said of his broth-
er; for I am very glad papa did not go
to London. I love a country life much
better than T should the noise and bus-
tle of a town one,

Uncle Regivald would not bave call-
ed our pretty vicarage®a country hole,
had he seen it as it is now—embowered
in jasmine and roses. “

I hope Estelle will love it as much as I
do. I only wish we were a little richer
for her sake. It is rather hard that I
was obliged to write and tell her we
could not accommodate her maid as well
as herself. But even if we had the room,
however should we have found the mo-
ney to pay her her wages? KEstelle lit-
tle knows, I suspect, how very small an

been paying this French maid of hers
treble what old Margery has for all her
faithful services! Besides it would
never have done to have a fine lady’s-
maid in our humble vicarage. Margery
would ot bavé put up with her, I am
sure. She is not atatl pleased at Es-
telle’s coz ing. : Not that she is ill-na-

) .‘i » ing wmhpr lwq fqr..me.n
She says my cousi

‘“1s a grand London

Iabout papa or me till now; and that

most likely she will look down upon our
country ways. I hope not—but, any-
how, I must try and make Margery
think well of Estelle.

Here Lillian’s lengthened soliloquy
was brought to an abrupt close, by Mar-
gery’s voice at her door; who, after
rapping, cried out—

Miss Lilly, child, what ails you this
morning?  Break{ast has been waiting
this long time. 3

Lillian looked rather guilty, for dar-
ing her mental absorption, her dressing

a dearer, sweeter face than you have,
my darling.

There is no knowing to what bounds
Margery's indignation may have led her
at the very thoughts of such an insult
being offered to her nursling, but just
then she was startled by Lillian exclaim-
ing,—

‘They are coming! Hark, Margery!
There are wheels coming down the lane.

They must have come by an earlier
train than they expeeted. Ls everything
ready for them, Margery ?

Qixito, Miss Lilly. Doa’t you be
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bad proceeded but slowly. ‘She, how-
ever, threw open her door, and, first kiss- !
ing the homely dear old face of Margery, |
who has been her foster-mother ever
since her own had died, a few

Don’t scold me, Margery, for keeping

! breakfast waiting. I will not be very|
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long, now. I have been idling this morn- :kfux the ﬁl:L time.

: | Lilly for the mowmcnt was overwhelm-

|

ing—indulging in thoughts of listelle’s

coming, But I must hurry, for there are
several things I want to do to Kutelle's
room before she comes.

Scold you, indeed, my darling! T he
precious glad to kuow you are all right.

so late. You be generally as blithe as a
lark in the mornings. I just hope you
are going to rest to-day; for you have
been doing nothing but work—work—
for this Miss Estelle, ever since you
knew she was coming.

laugh. And then as she danced lightly
down the stairs in advance of Margery,
the old woman continued grumbling,
half to herself,—

I know how it will be!  Miss Lilly
will just make a slave of herself to this
arand London belle; who will turn up
her dainty nose at the lot of us. Why
does she not go to some of her fine ac-
quaintances, and not come here to take
the little there is from that dear child
yonder? I have not patience to think

posed on. First, there are the poor
people here, who must think he is made
of money, by the way in which they
come to him for everything. There,
now, here is his proud brother, who was
above noticing him for years, chooses to
die without leaving a penny piece for
his daughter ; and then, forsooth, she
must come to the vicarage, and rob my
darling child of the little there was.

It was a very busy little maiden who
flitted to and fro in the vicarageall that
day. Lilly was determined that every-
thing should look itshest that first day of
Estelle’s coming among thema. Her room
the daintiest, cosiest little nest imagin-

and labour, was still found to be capa-
ble of yet greater improvements, till at
last even Lilly was satisfied.

Lilly had chosen the pleasantest room
in the whole vicarage for her cousin, and
done her best to combine bed-chamber
and boudoir into one.

She had given many a sigh to the
fact that there was no spare room at the
vicarage which could any way serve the
purpose of the latter alone.

Estelle will say I have done my best,
I think. Of course it will be different
to anything she has been accustomed
to. X
The new inmate of the vicarage must
have been hard to please if that pretty
chamber failed to give her pleasure.
Lilly had arranged everything with lov-
ing care for her unknown cousin.
There was no laxurious, expensive fur-
niture in it, yct it pleased the eye with
its simple prettiness. Lilly’s nimble lit-
tle fingers had accomplished much, with
the aid of some expensive chintz and
muslin. The walls were embellished by
some water-colonr drawings of no mcan
talent, hitherto priced among Lilly’s
greatest treasures, as the work of her|
{ondly-loved brother, Neville. = Her pet|
vases,, too, had been transferred to Es-
telle’s room, in which Lilly was even
now arranging the choicost flowers she
could find in their garden. This finish-
ed, she paused to look at the whole with
evident satisfaction,

Margery, she said, as the faithful ser-
vant just then passed the open door,
how does the room look ? Is it pretty,
do you think ? Will my cousin like it ?

Humph! I should rather think she
ought to. But there’s no knowing any-
thing about these fine London ladies. I
should like to know how your own room
looks. Pretty bare, I fancy, now you
have stripped it of all' your pretty
things.

Ob, that is nothing, Margery ! I shall
do very well. But Estelle has been used
to such beautifully arranged rooms; so
that the best I can do for her will ap-
pear so meau, I am afraid. Dear Mar-
aery, do try to be glad she is coming. It
will be so delightful to me to have her
here. You wiil soon love her, I feel sure,
when you know her, Even papa—who
g0 seldom notices peoples good looks—is
quite enthusiastic about her beauty.
He says;, too, she is elegant and accom-
plished. I hope she will not consider
her little countrified cousin beneath her,
and be ashamed of her.

Ashamed of you, Miss; Lilly! She
may have been: a Londor belle, as folks

belle, Who has never tzoubled her head
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: ; =k |
after her birth, she said— 3
|

[ felt rather scared when I found it was|

Lilian’s answer was only a morry'

of the way in which my master is 1m-|

able, which had cost Lilly both thought |

| troubled about thav ¢

All doubt, if there were any were soon

lat an end. 'The fly coutalning the tra-
Y, o

vellers was socn at the vicarage gate,
Le vicar’s gentle smiling face was
seen ab the window.

Lu another moment, Lilly and the new
inmate of the vicarage were face to face
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¢G with surprise.

| Never, in all her visions of her eous-
\in, had she realized anything so dazzling-
lly beautiful. She was near the same
laze as Lilly, but her more imposing

{
1

hcizht made her appear much older.

| Something of Lilly’s thoughts must

F{}:IVU been expressed in the girl’'s face,
: "

|upen the new home to which she was

{brought suddenly changed as she cauglhit

| Lillian’s rapt look of adwiration, and
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| for Estelle's somewhat supereilious gaze

ye

with some show of feeling she kissed her
lcousin, adding,

| You and I shall be friends, I see;
| what a ¢ petite’ child it is! and yet I
think Unele Frank told me you are as
!(ald as I am.

| By this time the two girls were in the
|room which Lilly had occupied so much
{time In preparicg.

i Lillian looked anxiously for some
;tokcu of admiration. She longed for
‘her cousia to approve ef what she had
ldone ; but when Estille exclaimed,—

| Whata poky room! However shall
' T exist in 8o smalla space ? These flow-
ers, too, are quite cverpowering; pray
'do call Annette to throw them away,
and to get out my things, But what
am I thinking of ? J1orgo bi¢
luxury of a maid is dented me, and that
even this Lome is given me out of char-
ity.
And the young girl threw herself on
the nearest chair and sobbed bysterical-

ly

& eSS o5y e
U ddu Ul

Lilly was dismayed.,
The room which she had considered
so pretty all at once locked poor and
mean. She thought, also,
be to blame in not being a

i =ce i "o
| tustelle her maid.  She fe

hat she must
le to afford
b quite a cul-
prit in her cousin’s eyes, and it was in
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v depreciated t>ae, she imploved hernot
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do her best to supply Annctte’'s place.
To show her capability for the task, she
at once sct to work, and ere long KEs-
telle’s travelling dress was exchanged by
Lillian’s deft little fingers, aud the heavy
coils of her abundant hair re-arranged
round the proud, graceful little head.

Then, a8 Lilly worked hard at un-
p:xtking her cousin’s lucgage, whilst
Bstelle sat lazily watching lier, now and
then giving her directions, she at last
had the graee to thank her cousin for
the trouble she was giving,

Nay, Estelle, do not thank me, or I
shall be ashamed of how little I can do
for you, replied Lilly. I know every-
thing must be very sirange to you just
now, but I hope you will learn to love us
all, and to be contented with our simple
country life.

As days and weeks passed, and the
new inmate of the vicarage ceased to be
a novelty, Lilly was disappointed that
Istelle still seemed no nearer to be re-
conciled with her vew life. In truth
she appeared strangely out of place in
that quiet country home. Her beauty
was of a Jurge, showy character,” more
adapted to grace a palace than a humble

\vicarage. Then, too, Lilly little knew

how unfitted by education Ler cousin
was for their country home.

Iistelle Campbelle haa been reared in
a very different school to her cousin
Lilly. Her ambitious father had been
very proud of his beautiful daughter.

{ From the time that she could understand

him, he had never failed to instil into
lier mind the one fact—That her duty
vas to make a brilliant marriage.

So when the time came when Estelle

‘burst forth in all her radient beauty to

take captive the world of fashion in her
first season, many offers of marriage
were laid at her feet. Dut so ambitious

‘were the father ard daughter, that none

of these proposals were considered wor-
thy of acceptance.

Her father counselled her to wait.
There was no hurry. Her heauty gave
promise of being greater day by day,
and his diplomatic career would insure
her position in society, where she would
before long meet with the prize worthy
of her aceeptanee.

But suddenly all these fine schemes
came to an end. Mr. Campbelle fell
seriously 1ll, and the speculation in
which he had invested all his savings—
his daugliter’s proposed fortune—proved
a failure.

He died, leaving his child a begger.

|call ber, but Tam very syre she has not

His despiscd brother was the only one

1.3 Jdo  and ahi 1l ey
to cry so bitterly, and she, Lilly, would |
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who offered to bestow a home upon the
orphan girl.

No wonder if Estells felt life to be
hard on her. Buried mn the country
vicarage, how was she to accomplish the
one wish of her heart—a wealthy mar-
riage ?

No, the new inmate of the vicarage
was far from becoming contented with
her lot.

Chaptier XIN.

NEVILLE COMES HOME,

Then you must be my cousin Neville.

And you my cousin Estello.

Estelle was delightfully animated.
This handsome eousin of hers was cer-
tainly an acquisition.

He seemed to bring with him, too, a
remembrance of her iormer trinmphs,

This town-bred man was altogether
aiffcrent from anyone she had yet sceu
in Ashton.

No wounder Lilly was proud of her

brother ; but the little simpleton had
never told her what a distinguished-
looking man he was,
She had listened wholly indifferent to
Lilly’s praises of him, thinking, in her
owi mind, that he must be some priggish
5).()1).’_‘;57_

Lilly had tcll her how seruples on
some relicious doctrine had prevented
him entering the church. and that he
had chosen the law instead.

The youngz men of the neichbourhood
had, one and all, proved a failure.

‘hey had, at first, been inelined to
pay homage to the London belle, who
bad designed to come among them, but
her hauteur had repelled them.

They scarecly appreciated the magni-
ficence of her beauty.

R 4 s

o their eyes, the winsome face of
Lillian was more to their taste.

So Kstelle had pronounced them coun-
try boors, and had scorned to exercise
her fascinations amony them.

Now this was especially hard on her,
for adulation was to Estclle as the very
air she breathed

What, then, was her satisfaction, one
morniny, as she looked up from a book,

which she was trying to becowme interest-

>

lin, to sce the eyes of this handsome
ranger fixed upon her. _
That he was astonished, too, at her
beauty, was evideut.

She was locking particularly charm-

)
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tree in the orchard, with her carden hat
thrown aslde, and the sun shining upon
her goiden Lair, which was floating in
masses over her should.rs.

t had that ecllen radiance which the
Venetian painters raved about, and
which seemed to almost dazzle the new-
coiner,

He looked at her for a moment or two,
vefore she noticed his approach, and
had time to note the patrician poise of
the lisillo head, with its ecrowning plory,
‘ t upper lip, curled somewhat too
scornfully, and the dark lashes which
swept her cheeks, as her eyes were cast
Hown, But when she lifted those glori-
pus Bue eyes of hers, the effect was per-
$ect.

It was by a great effort that Neville
Campbelle recovered presence of mind
suflicient to recognize this fairy vision
before him.

Unprepared as Estells was, for Ne-
ville’s appearance, yet her woman’s in-
stinet told her who the must be, even be-
fore Neville had apologized for his in-
trusion, but explaining he had taken a
short cut from the station to Lis lather’s
house.

Estclle’s reply had been the exclama-
tion at the heading ¢f our chapter.

All Estelle’s ‘eunui’ was gone. Lily
was absent when her brother so unexs
pectedly arrived. She had gone into
the village to visit some of her old pean-
sianers, and had visited Estelle to ac-
company her; but her cousin had ans-
wered that she hated poor people. She
found poverty quite! disagreeable
enough in her own case, without sceking
out others afflicted with the same dis-
ease,

Estelle had been so plagued with
‘ ennui,” that, once or twice, she had
even tried a little amateur visiting.
She even liked the wondering looks of
admiration of these unlettered peasants,
till she found that with all Ler beauty
she failed to outvie Lilly.

The latter’s smiling face was more
to these poor people than the magnifi-
cence of this Liondon belle, Then this
moderate excitement had been given up
in disgust.

Lilly was often sorely puzzled how to
intcrest Estelle. She put it down to
her own fault that her cousin was un-
happy. Never did it once enter her
mind that Estelle was selfish and exact-
ing.

Both the vicar and Lilly were slaves
to all her whims and caprices. = She rul-
ed thehouse, with the exception of Mar-
gery. Between the latter and HEstelle
there was a smothered animosity. Es-
telle saw that the devoted servant or
friend rather, as she was looked upon
at the vicarage, disapproved of her, and
that wasenough to make the proud girl
resent her every action.

For Lilly's sake  Margery forbore to
come to open hostilities , she saw that
ber nurseling was blinded by her cousin’s
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ing, as she reclined graccfully beneath a |

beauty and could see no faults in her.
More than ever did Lilly blame
herself when she saw how changed Eg-
telle was under Neville’s influence.
To her Neville’s rare visits had al-
ways been the chief delight of her 1life.
he had been petted by him, and made
the companion of all his rambles.

_But even though, during this present
visit, most of this was changed, Lilly did
not complain, though Hstelle now ber
came his chosen companion, She was
so unselfish that she never thought of
how much she was negzlected fo:; this
new-comer. Her delicht was that Es-
telle was happy at last—that she no long-
er had that listless, * distrait’ air with
her.

_ Neville. said Lilly, one day, isnot Es-
tille beautiful? T am so glad gou bave
come howe, for she was \'ei'_y' dull here
with only meand papa. Sheis quite a
different ereature since you have coms
iome.

What Neville thought of his beauti-
ful cousin will appear hereafter, for he
was prevented replying to his sister by
Hstelle's entrance 1nto the room, ready
for one of the numerous delightful strol 13
through the woods adjeining the vicar-
age.

_listelle pronounced this visit of Ne-
ville's a success, e was handsome,
highly bred, and brilliant in conversa-
tion. Ile had been the means of rous-
ing her from the ennui which had op-
pressed her.  Those loiterings in the
woods with him were also \'(‘,r):chal‘lllillﬂ'.
She found him worthy of the effort to
test her fascination: upon, It was a
pity he was a poor man, or he woull
have been a delizhtful companion for life.

But these sclitary rambles were to
cowe to an end, and those delicious read-
ings of her favorite poets by Neville, who
never looked handsomer than when re-
clining at her feet under some sheltering
trce, and reading these poems to her.
Estclie was very sorry.  How should
she pass her time when Nerville was
cone ?  She was alinost frichtened at
finding how depressing the thoucht was.
|given her heart to this poor man! Had
'she played with edged tools too reckless-
ly? Thethought was torture. But no,
it could not beso. She would be more
eircumspeet till he was oone, and avoid
being too much alone with him. After
fie was gone, she would school herself to
think nomoreof him. What! give her
heart to a poor man !

Chapler ¥11.
LILLY IS TOLD A SECRET,

Estelle, my darling, it seems too great
happiness to b2 realized. ILet me hear

you say once more you love e,

: \'\"v; must suppose the response to
have been given, though only a Jover's
ears could have heard it. Perhaps that
was partly owing to the position occupied
by LEstelle at that moment ; whose face
was buried on her lover's shoulder.

That Iast walk of theirs had been fatal
to steile’s resolve to repress alllove for
ber cousin, It bad all seemed very eazy
in the solitude of her chamber, but thin
Neville had not been by her side, pour-
ing into her ear the story of hislove for
her.

But what had become of Estelle’s mer-
cenary compact, that was to have been
made with some wealthy suitor ?

Ske had found herscli forgetting it at
times. Nevills had never seen that
phase of her character. In his presence,
it would appear that the girl's nature
had become more pure. But still the
canker remained.

You little know, my beloved, how I
have longed for this hour. I believe I
have loved you from the moment I first
saw you, under the old pear tree, What
a vision of loveliness you were to me!
Lilly had written rapturously of your
beauty; but I concluded it was merely
a young giil’s habit of going into ecsta-
cies over a fresh face. I little dreamt
of ths rare prize that I was one day to
sccure. You will never repent, will you,
darling? I will work so hard for your
sake—I must succeed.

[TO BE CONTINUED ]
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